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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Ik  tihe  preparation  of  the  present  edition  of  the  works  of  Lord  £yton,  tihe 
pnblishers  have  spared  no  expense  or  delay  in  making  it  butikelt  coKPuraE. 
In  its  progress  through  the  press,  it  has  undergone  the  careful  siiper*:v*9n  of  a 
distinguished  literary  gentleman;  and  its  proprietors  feel  that  they  can  claim  for 
this  edition  what  no  other  publisher  can  in  this  country, — that  it  contains, 
xmABBiDGEt^  line  for  line,  and  word  for  word,  the  cohplxtb  wobks  of  Lord 
Byron,  and,  in  this  respect^  the  only  one  ever  issued  from  the  American  press* 


CONTENTS. 


POEMS,  ETC. 


17 

Tolaslte 18 

CniDl. 19 

DntolL 2S 

DntoUL 87 

CkntolY 47 

HotettoOntol.     •       •      •       •      •  84 

liotHtoOutell U 

AnNBdiz 7» 

Kotat  to  Omlo  nL 81 

KotastoOmolY.          .       •       •       .  84 

Cn  QiAoum .108 

108 

108 

119 

Tn  BuBB  ov  AsiCMt        •       •       •       •  U2 

.       .       •       «       •  1S2 

»I.        ....•••  122 

OntolL 126 

Hotel 182 

Tn  CoasAim 186 

185 

it. 186 

CntolL 141 

Gntom.        ••••'..  145 

151 

•       •       .       •       •  154 

OutoL       .,••..•  154 

CbatolL 159 

Soto U5 

ha  Baem  w  ikmxwrm  •      •      •      •  166 

166 

166 

175 

178 

178 

178 

•   •      •   .  181 


Tn  pBiioiraft  «v  Cixuov       •      •      •  U8 

BoQiwlmCUIln  •      •      «      •  188 

Notef 186 

Bbppo 188 

Notef 185 

MAMMtTA 198 

AftmtiMBuat 196 

TnliL^iro       •••••.  108 

Cutol. 108 

CwtolL 805 

Canto  HL 810 

CaatolV 812 

Appendix •       •  818 

Uamwbmd 888 

Notat 888 

Tkb  Dbfobkbd  TBumvoMOD   •      •      •  888 

lidvBrtiMinflnt 888 

Hn^Tur  A3n>  Baks    ..       ...  818 

Caot 889 

Dedication 859 

PtefiMM 859 

Habiko  FixuBOy  Dooa  or  Yavm  .      •  878 

PieflMa 878 

Notes   ■•       •       •       •       •       ■       •       •  811 

Appendix  ••«••••  812 

Tkb  Two  Fomiabi J80 

Appendix 841 

BAMSUMAtAJbim 818 

Dedioatkm 848 

x^enee        •■•••••  9fto 

Notee m 

WBBjnn 878 

DedieatioB 878 

PMftMe        ••••••  <78 

HOUBI  OV  TlllWBM 412 

Dedioattan  ••••..  412 

Pie&oe     .  ...  *  ^2 

On  leading  KewrteadA]>be!f       ...  418 


CGKnSJXTS 


Oa  a  Distant  Tiew  of  the  Tillage  and  Sehool 

of  Hazrow  on  the  Hill  ....         414 

ToD 414 

Epitaph  on  a  Friend        ....         416 

A  Fragment 416 

ToBddleston 416 

Reply  to  some  Verses  of  J.  M.  B.  Figot, 

Esq.,  on  the  cmelty  of  his  Mistress  416 

To  the  Sighing  Strephon     .  .       .416 

The  Tear 416 

ToMissFigot 417 

Lines  written  in  "  Letters  of  an  Italian  Nun 

and  an  English   Gentlenkan.     By  J.  J. 

Sonssean.    Founded  on  Facts  ** .  417 

Answer  to  the  foregoing,  addressed  to  Miss  —  417 

The  Cornelian 417 

On  the  Death  of  a  Yonng  Lady,  Consin  to 

the  Author,  and  yery  dear  to  him  418 

To  Emma .418 

An  Occasional  Prologue.    Delivered  prerious 

to  the  performance  of  '*  The  Wheel  of  For- 

tane"  at  a  private  Theatre  ...  418 
On  the  Death  of  Mr.  Fox    .  .       .     419 

To  M.  S.  G. 419 

ToCarolhie 419 

To  Caroline 420 

To  Caroline 420 

Stanzas  to  a  Lady,  with  tiie  Poems  of  Camoens  420 
The  first  Kiss  of  Lote         ....     421 

To  Mary 421 

To  Woman 421 

ToM.  S.O. 422 

To  a  BeautiAil  Quaker         .       .  .422 

Song 422 

To 423 

To  Mary,  on  reedying  her  Picture .       .         423 

ToLesbia 424 

Idnes  addressed  to  a  Young  Lady  •       .         424 

LoTe's  Last  Adieu 424 

Damsetas 425 

To  Marion 426 

Oscar  of  Alva 426 

To  the  Duke  of  Dorset  ....  428 
Adrian's  Address  to  his  Soul,  when  Dying  429 
Translation  from  Catullus.  AdLesbiam  .  430 
Translation  of  the  Epitaph  on  Yirgil  and 

Tibullus.  By  Domitius  Marsus  .  .  430 
Imitation  of  Tibullus  ....  430 
Translation  from  Catullus  ....  430 
Imitated  from  Catullus.  ToEUen  .  430 
Translation  from  Horace.  Ode  8,  lib.  3  .  430 
Translation  from  Anacreon.    To  his  Lyre       431 

Ode  in .     431 

Fragments  of  School  Exercises.    From  the 

Prometheus  Vlnctus  of  iBschylus  .  •  431 
The  Episode  of  Nisus  and  Euryalus.   APar^ 

aphrase  from  the  iBneid,  Lib.  IX.  •  .  431 
Translation  i^xmi  the  Medea  of  Euripides  436 
Thoughts  suggestedbyaColleffeExamination  436 


To  the  Earl  of 486 

Granta.    A  Medley     .       .       .       ...     487 

Answer  to  some  elegant  Yerses  sent  by  a 
Friend  to  the  Author,  oomplaining  that  one 
of  his  Descriptions  was  rather  too  warmly 

drawn 488 

LachinYGair 480 

To  Romance 480 

Elegy  on  NewBtead  Abbey      ...         440 
On  a  change  of  Masters  at  a  great  Poblie 

School 442 

Childish  Recollections         ....     442 
Answer  to  a  beautiftil  Poem,  written  by  Mont- 
gomery, entitled  **  The  Common  Lot"  .     446 
To  the  Rer.  J.  T.  Becher        ...         447 
The  Death  of  Calmar  and  Orla.    An  Imitar 

tion  of  Macpherson's  Ossian       .       .        447 
To  E.  N.  L.,  Esq.  ....     448 

To .       .  ....         449 

Stanzas 460 

Lines  written  beneath  an  Elm  in  the  Church- 
yard of  Harrow  on  the  Kill,  September  2, 

1807 460 

Critique  on  "Hours  of  Idleness,*'  extracted 
from  the  Edinburgh  Reriew    ...     461 
English  Basim  ahd  Sootoh  RanvwBBS     468 

Preface .463 

Postscript 467 

Hz2n»  moK  Hobaob 468 

ThB  CUBSa  OF  MiKBSTA  .        .        .  '     •  480 

Thx  Walts 488 

To  the  Publisher 488 

The  Aob  of  BBOirn 487 

Thb  Yision  of  JuoGxaiiT     ...        494 
Preface 494 

MOBOANTB  MaOOOIBB         ....  608 

Advertisement   '  .       •       •  '     .       •       •  608 

Canto  1 604 

Thb  P&ophbot  of  Dahtb'  .       .       .       .610 

Dedication 610 

Preface 610 

Canto  1 611 

Canto  11. 612 

Canto  ni 613 

Canto  lY 616 

Notes        .......  616 

Hbb&bw  Mblodibs 618 

AdTertisement 618 

She  Walks  in  Beauty 618 

The  Harp  the  Monarch  Minstrel  Swept .  618 

If  tiiat  High  World 618 

The  Wild  Gazelle 618 

Oh !  Weep  for  Those   .       •       •       ,       •  610 

On  Jordan's  Banks 610 

Jephtha's  Daughter 610 

Oh  I  snatch'd  away  in  Beanty'i  Bloom  .  610 

My  Soul  is  Dark  .       .              ...  610 

I  saw  Thee  Weep CSKi 

Thy  Days  are  Done     •       •       •              •  630 


COHTSim. 


IngofflHilbcfcnUilafltBatfto  620 

Saal 620 

'<Allbyuiit7,tri«h^ftFMMlier*'  .  620 
WlwaColdncMin^tthknifliKiagCUy  .  621 
Yiwni  <rf  BelskABw       ....         621 

Simof  theSleeplMi! 621 

Wen  mj  Bosom  ■■  F«1m  m  Thoa  deem'it  it 

to  be 621 

HeroA's  LuM&t  for  Xirianme  621 

On  the  Day  of  the  Deetnietion  of  JeroMlem 

by  Titos 622 

By  the  Bivas  of  Babylon  we  tat  doim  aad 

«^ 622 

The  Destructioii  of  Sennacherib  .     622" 

Fran  Job 622 

Thi  Lamsnt  ot  Tamo       .       .       .       ,     i 

AdTertiacment 623 

MosoDT  OH  TSi  Dbatk  ov  tkb  Biost  Hox. 

B.  B.  Shsudah 625 

Odb  to  NATouMnr  Boxatabtb  .  .627 

Notef I 

Odb  oir  Yxmon I 

THlDBBiLIC 630 

Thb  Blvs 632 

MncBLUunMus  Poms    ....        637 

Written  in  an  Albom 687 

To  •  •  • 637 

Stanias  written  in  passing  the  Ambndan  Golf  637 
BtiBsas  composed  during  the  l^ht«  in  a 

Thunder-fitonn         •••••£ 

Written  at  Athens 63S 

Written  after  Swimming  from  Sestos  to  Aby- 

dos 638 

Song.  ZM«ji*9«if  arcviS  ....  630 
Translation  of  the  famous  Greek  War  Song, 

A<«Tcrar^rd3ir'BXA#vMr    ....      630 
Tnnalation  of  the  Bomaio  Song,  ''Uxtftt  /us 

*T9  Hpt04yt  'Oprnt^rmrn  Xk^  *' .  .640 

Written  beneath  a  Fietare      ...         640 

OnPkzting 640 

ToThyna 640 

Stuiias 641 

ToThyna 641 

Buthanasia 642 

Staazis.    **  Hen  qnanto  minns  est  earn  reli- 

quit  Tcrsari  qnam  tni  meminisse  "  •  642 

Stanms 643 

On  a  ComeUan  Hesrt  whieh  was  Broken  •  643 
ToaYoathAdFriend     ....         648 

To  •••••• 644 

From  the  Portognese  ....  644 
Laprompto,  in  reply  to  a  Friend  644 

AddzesB,  spoken  at  the  opening  of  Dniry- 

LaaeTheatie 644 

ToTbne 646 

Tnnalation  of  a  Bomaic  Lore  Song  .  646 

ASong 64« 

On  being  asked  what  was  the  "  Origin  of 

Love" 646 


Him,fte 64« 

Lines  inscribed  npon  a  Cap  fonned  from  a 

SkitU 647 

On  the  Death  of  Sir  Petsr  Psrker,  Bart.  647 

To  a  Lady  weeping 647 

From  the  Turkiah 647 

Sonnet.    ToGene?ra 648 

Sonnet.  To  Generra  •  •  •  •  648 
Inscription  on  the  Monnment  of  a  Newfound- 
land Bog       648 

FareweU 648 

Bright  be  the  Place  of  thy  Sonl     .  648 

When  we  Two  Parted 649 

Stanaas  for  Mnsio 649 

StansasforMnsie 649 

Fan  Thee  WeU 660 

ASketoh 660 

To 661 

Ode.    [From  the  French]    ....  661 

From  the  French 662 

On  the  Star  of  ••the  Legion  of  Honor." 

[From  the  French]       ....  663 

Napoleon's  FarewelL  [From  the  French]  668 
Written  on  a  blank  Leaf  of  •<  The  Pleasures 

of  Memory" 664 

Sonnet 664 

Stanaas  to  — — 664 

Darkness 664 

ChurchiU's  GraTS 666 

Prometheus 666 

The  Prayer  of  Nature 666 

Bomance  muy  Doloroso  del  Sitio  y  Toma  de 

/lliaw^a  ....«•.  667 
A  Tcry  moumM  Ballad  on  the  Siege  and 

Conquest  of  Granada       ....  667 

Sonetto  di  VittorelM.    PerHonaca        .  669 

Tranalation  from  Vittorelli.    On  a  Nun     .  669 

To  my  dear  Mary  Anne  ....  669 

To  Miss  Chaworth                              .  >   .  669 

Fragment 660 

Fragment 660 

On  Berisiting  Hsirow     .       .       »       •  660 

L'Amitie  est  I'Amour  sans  Ailes  660 

To  my  Son                              ...  681 

Epitaph  on  John  Adams,  of  Southwell      .  681 

Fragment 661 

To  Mrs.  *  *  *,  on  being  asked  my  reason  for 

quitting  England  in  the  Spring  ,       •  662 

A  Lots  Song 662 

Stansas  !©•••••••  662 

To  the  Same 662 

Song 663 

Stansas  to  *  *  *,  on  learing  England        •  663 

Lines  to  Mr.  Hodgson  ....  664 
lines  in  the  TrsTellers'  Book  at  Orchomenus  664 

On  Moore's  Last  Operatic  Faroe    .       .  666 

Epiatle  to  Mr.  Hodgson       ....  666 

On  Lord  Thurlow's  Poems      ...  665 

To  Lord  Thurlow 661 


QOKTVSrSB. 


To  Thomas  Moore  .  .  •  .  .  M6 
Fngmoni  of  aa  Bpistle  to  ThouM  Moore     iS66 

The  DeTil's  DriTO M 

Windeor  Poetics W 

Additional  Stanxas  to  the  Qds  to  Ni^leon 

Bonaparte 607 

To  Lady  Caroline  Lamb  ....        507 

Stanzas  for  Music 568 

Address  intended  to  be  redted  at  the  Caledo- 
nian Meeting        •       •       .       •       •         569 
On  the  Prince  Regent's  returning  the  Picture 
of  Sarah,  Countess  of  Jersey,  to  Mrs.  Mee  568 

ToBelshaszar 569 

Hebrew  Melodies 568- 

Lmes  intended  for  the  opening  of  "  The  Siege 

of  Corinth" 569 

Extract  from  an  Unpublished  Poem  .       .     570 

To  Augusta 570 

On  the  Bust  of  Helen,  by  Canova  .  .  571 
Fragment  of  a  Poem  on  heaving  that  Lady 

Byron  was  111 571 

To  Thomas  Moore 572 

Stansas  to  the  RiTer  Po  .  .  .  .572 
Sonnet  to  George  the  Fourth  .  .  .  572 
Frapcesca  of  Rimini    .....     572 

The  Irish  Aratar 573 

Stansas  to  Her  who  can  best  understand  Them  574 
Stansas  written  on  the  Road  between  Florence 

and  Pisa 575 

Impromptu,  on  Lady  Blessington  expressing 

her  Intention  of  taking  the  Villa  called 

*<  n  Parediso,"  near  Genoa  .         575 

To  the  Countess  of  Blessington  .       .       .     575 

On  this  Day  I  complete  my  Thirty-Sixth  Year  576 

To  a  Lady  who  presented  the  Author  with 

th«  Yelret  Band  iHtieh  brand  h«r  Tresses  576 


ThoAdiea       .       •       •       • 

ToaYaiaLMlj 

To  Anne 

To  the  Same        .       •       •       •       • 

To  the  Author  of  %  Sonnet  K^**"g  <^'  Sad 


m 
m 

577 
578 
578 


<aiidy«iiioXeeK*' 


578 
578 
579 
579 
579 
580 
581 
581 


is  my  Terse/  yoasay. 
On  Finding  a  Fan   . 

Farewell  to  the  Mun 

ToanOakatNewstead  .       .       »       • 
Lines,  on  hearing  that  Lady  Byron  wae  III 
Stansas.    "  Could  Love  fi»  ew  "  . 
Stansas.    To  a  Hindoo  Air 
Oh,  never  talk  again  to  me 
The  Third  Act  of  Mani^red,  in  ite  original 

Shape,  as  first  sent  to  the  Publisher    .  581 

Dow  Juan       .......  585 

Dedication        ......  565 

Canto  L 587 

Canto  II 608 

Canto  III 618 

Canto  lY 627 

Canto  y 685 

Preface  to  Cantos  YLYII.  and  TUL    .  647 

Canto  YI 648 

Canto  Yn. 656 

Canto  Yin 663 

Canto  IX •       .  673 

Canto  X. 679 

Canto  XI 685 

Canto  Xn •       .  692 

Canto  Xin.     .••,..  698 

Canto  XIY. .706 

Canto  XT. 718 

CantoZTL W 

Notoe             no 


CONTENTS. 


LETTERS,  ETC. 


LBTTBBS 

L  to  Min  P^vt 
n.  to  Hr.  Pigot    . 
m'  to  KiM  Pigot 
IT.  to  Hr.  Pigot    . 
y.  to  Hr.  Pigot      .  . 
YI.  to  Hr.  Pigot    . 
yn.  to  Hr.  Pigot 
ym.  toMiMPigot  . 
IX.  to  the  Btf  1  of  Ghn     . 
X.  to  Hr.  ligot    .       . 
XL  to  Hr.  Willuai^aiiket 
Xn.  to  Hr.  William  Baakw 
Xm.  to  Hr.  FaUcMv     .       . 
Xiy.  to  Hr.  PSgot    .       . 
Xy .  to  MiM  Pigot 
XyL  to  MiM  Pigot  . 
Xyn.  to  HiM  Pigot 

xym.  to  MiM  Pigot .     . 

XIX«  toMiMPigot 
XX.  to  MiM  P%ot  . 
XXL  to  MiM  Pigot 
XXn.  to  Mr.  DidlM  . 
XXm.  to  Mr.  Dalha 
XXiy.  to  Mr.  H«U7  Dmy 
XXy.  to  Mr.  HaniMi     . 
XXyi.  to  Mr.  HaniMt 
XXyn.  to  Mr.  Bedier 
XXym.  toMr.BeebM  .       . 
XXIX.  to  Mr.  Jmektoa 
XXX.  toMr.  JaokMm 
XXXL  to  Mr.  JMluoft    .       . 
XXXn.  to  Mr.  BMkar  .       . 
XXXm.  to  the  HoBOnUe  Mnu  BjMx 
XXXiy.  to  Mrs.  B710B  . 
XXXy.  toMr.HodgMA  . 
XXXyi.  to  R.  C.  DalbM,  Eiq. 

xxxyn.  to  R.  c.  DiUm,  Em^. 

XXXyiU  toMn.B7ioA.       . 


m 

7» 
740 
740 
740 
740 
741 
741 
741 
742 
742 
742 
742 
743 
748 
748 
744 
744 
745 
745 
740 
746 
747 
747 
747 
748 
748 
748 
748 
748 
749 
749 
749 
750 
750 
750 
751 


XXXIX.  to^r.HviMM       . 

XL.  to  R.  a  D«Um»  Biq.  . 

XLI.  toMr.WimAmB«ikM 

XTiIL  to  Mn.  Byron 

XLni.  to  Mr.  Henry  Drary 

XLiy.  to  Mr.  Hodgson  . 

XLy .  to  Mr.  Hodgson 

XLYI.  to  Mr.  Hodgson   . 

XLyn.  to  the  Hon.  Mn.  Byion 

XLyni.  to  Mr.  Rvshton    . 

XLIX.  to  the  Hononbls  Mrs.  Byna 

tj,  to  Mrs.  Byron 

LI.  to  Mrs.  Byion . 

LII.  to  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Byron 

LIIL  to  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Byron 

Ijy.  to  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Byron 

Ly.  to  Mr.  Henry  Dnixy 

Lyi.  to  Mr.  Hodgson   . 

LYII.  to  the  Honorable  Mis.  Byron 

Lyni.  to  Mr.  Henzy  Dmry     . 

LIX.  to  the  Hon.  Mr^  Byron  . 

LX.  to  Mis.  Bjson 

LXI.  to  Mrs.  Byron  . 

LXII.  to  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Byioa 

LXin.  to  Mr.  Hodgson 

LXIY.  to  Mrs.  Byron      .       . 

LXy.  to  Mrs.  Byron  . 

LXYI.  to  Mrs.  Byzoa      . 

LXyil.  to  Mr.  Hodgson 

LXYIIL  to  Mr.  BallM       .       . 

LXIX.  to  Mr.  Henry  Dnuy 

LXX.  to  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Byron 

LXXI.  to  Dr.  Pigot     . 

LXXn.  to  Mr.  Scrope  DsTiM   . 

LXXIII.  to Bolton,  Bs^i. 

LXXiy.  to  Mr.  Bolton 
LXXy.  to  Mr.  Bolton  . 
LXXyi.  to  Mr.  Dallas 


TSl 
751 
751 
783 
75S 
752 
752 
751 
753 
754 
755 
755 
757 
757 
757 
757 
757 
W 
758 
75C 
700 
761 
761 
762 
762 
763 
764 
764 
764 
765 
765 
765 
766 
766 
766 
767 
767 
767 


u 

CONTENTS. 

Pfefe 

. 

»••• 

LETTERS 

LETTERS 

LXXVII.  to  Mr.  Hodgson       .       . 

.    767 

CXXXY.  to  Lord  Holland      . 

.       .    786 

LXXVIII.  to  Mr.  DaUaa      .       . 

768 

CXXXYI.  to  Lord  Holland 

788 

LXXIX.  to  Mr.  Murray         .       . 

.    768 

CXXXYII.  to  Lord  Holland      . 

.       .    786 

LXXX.  to  Mr.  Dallas 

769 

CXXXVm.  to  Lord  Holland 

787 

LXXXI.  to  Mr.  Dallas   .  ,     .       . 

.    769 

CXXXIX.  to  Lord  Holland 

.       .    787 

LXXXII.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq. 

769 

CXL.  to  Lord  Holland 

787 

LXXXIII.  to  Mr.  Murray         .       . 

.    770 

CXLL  to  Mr.  Murray 

.       .    787 

LXXXIV.  to  Mr.  Dallas       .        . 

770 

CXLIl.  to  Mr.  Murray     . 

.        787 

LXXXV.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq.       . 

.    771 

CXLIIl.  to  Mr.  William  Banket 

.       .    788 

LXXXVL  to  Mr.  Murray     .       . 

.        771 

CXLIY.  to  Mr.  Murray     . 

788 

LXXXVII.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq.       . 

.    771 

CXLY.  to  Mr.  Murray 

.       .    789 

LXXXVIII.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq. 

.        771 

CXLYI.  to  Lord  Holland 

789 

LXXXIX.  to  Mr.  Murray          .       . 

.    771 

CXLVU.  to  Mr.  Murray 

.       .    789 

XC.  to  Mr.  Dallas       .       . 

771 

CXLYIII.  to  Mr.  Murray     . 

789 

XCL  to  R.  C.  DaUas,  Esq.       . 

.    772 

CXLIX.  to  Mr.  Murray 

.       .    789 

XCU.  to  Mr.  D^las       .        . 

772 

CL.  to  Mr.  Murray     . 

.        790 

XCni.  to  Mr.  Didlas   .       .       . 

.    772 

CLI.  to  Mr.  William  Bankes 

.       .    790 

XCIY.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq. 

772 

CLII.  to  Mr.  Murray     . 

790 

XCY.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq. 

.    773 

.    CLIII.  to  Mr.  Rogers  .       . 

.  •    .    790 

XCYI.  to  Mr.  Dallas       .        . 

.        773 

CLIY.  to  Mr.  Murray     .       . 

791 

XCVn.  to  Mr.  Hodgsoa 

.    774 

CLY.  to  Mr.  Murray 

.       .    791    • 

XCVin.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq. 

.        776 

CLYI.  to  Mr.  Murray     . 

791 

XCIX.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq.       . 

.    776 

CLVII.  to  Mr.  Murray 

.•      .    791 

C.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq. 

.        776 

CLYIII.  to  W.  Gifford,  Esq.     . 

.'      792 

CI.  to  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq.       . 

.    776 

CLIX.  to  Mr.  Moore   . 

.       .    792 

CII.  to  Miss  Pigot      .       . 

776 

CLX.  to  Mr.  Moore       . 

792 

cm.  Mr.  Moore  to  Lord  Byron 

.    776 

CLXL  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

.       .    792 

CIV.  to  Mr.  Moore       .       . 

776 

CLXII.  to  Mr.  Moore 

793 

CY.  to  Mr.  Moore   . 

.    776 

CLXni.  to  Mr.  Moore    .       . 

.       .    793 

CVI.  to  Mr.  Moore       . 

777 

CLXIY.  to  Mr.  Moore 

798 

CVII.  to  Mr.  Moore   . 

.    777 

CLXY.  to  Mr.  Croker  .       . 

.       .    794 

CYIII.  to  Mr.  Harness    . 

777 

CLXYI.  to  Mr.  Murrey     .       . 

794 

CIX.  to  Mr.  Harness 

.    777 

CLXYn.  to  Mr.  Morxay 

.       .    794 

ex.  to  Mr.  Hodgson  . 

.        778 

CLXYni.  to  Mr.  Murray     . 

.        795 

CXI.  to  Mr.  Hodgson 

.    778 

CLXIX.  to  Mr.  Moore   . 

.    796 

CXII.  to  Mr.  Harness    . 

779 

CLXX.  to  Mr.  Moore       .       . 

798 

CXIII.  to  Mr.  Moore    . 

.    779 

CLXXI.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

.       .    796 

CXIY.  to  Mr.  Moore 

779 

CLXXII.  to  Mr.  Moore       .       . 

797 

CXY.  to  Robert  Rushton  . 

.    780 

CLXXIII.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

.       .    797 

CXYI.  to  Robert  Rushton      . 

780 

CLXXIY.  to  Mr.  Moore       .       . 

797 

CXYII.  to  Mr.  Hodgson 

.    780 

CLXXY.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

.       .    797 

CXYIII.  to  Master  John  Cowdl 

780 

CLXXYI.  to  Mr.  Moore       .       . 

798 

CXIX.  to  Mr.  Rogers  . 

.    781 

CLXXYTI.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

.       .    798 

CXX.  to  Lord  Holland 

.        781 

CLXXYIIL  to  Leigh  Hunt    .       . 

799 

CXXI.  to  Mr.  Hodgson 

.    781 

CLXXIX.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

.       .    799 

CXXII.  to  Lord  Holland 

781 

CLXXX.  to  Mr.  Murray 

600 

CXXIII.  to  Mr.  William  Bankes   . 

.    782 

CLXXXI.  to  Mr.  Oifford  .       . 

.       .    800 

CXXIY.  to  Mr.  WiUiam  Bankes 

782 

CLXXXIL  to  Mr.  Murrey     .       . 

800 

CXXY.  to  Lord  Holland      .       . 

.    783 

CLXXXm.  to  Mr.  Muzny 

.       .    801 

CXXYI.  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Bart 

.        783 

CLXXXIY.  to  Mr.  Murray     .       , 

801 

CXXYIL  to  Lord  Holland      . 

.    784 

CLXXXY.  to  Mr.  Murrey 

.       .    802 

CXXVill.  to  Lord  Holland 

.        784 

CLXXXYL  to  Mr.  Murrey     .       . 

802 

CXXIX.  to  Lord  Holland 

.    784 

CLXXXVil.  to  Mr.  Murrey 

.       .    802 

CXXX.  to  Lord  Holland 

784 

CLXXXYm.  to  Mr.  Murrey     .       . 

803 

CXXXI.  to  Lord  Holland 

.    784 

CLXXXIX.  to  Mr.  Ashe     .       . 

.       .    803 

CXXXn.  to  Lord  Holland 

.        786 

CXC.  to  Mr.  Ashe        .       . 

804 

CXXXin.  to  Lord  Holland      .       . 

.    785 

CXCI.  to  Mr.  Gait      .       . 

.        .    804 

CXXXIY.  to  Lord  Holland 

786 

CXCn.  to  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt     . 

804 

C0NTENT8. 

Hi 

ftp 

nm 

utrrsRs 

LBTTBRS 

CXCm.  to  Mr.  Hmt>I«    . 

.       .    804 

CCLI.  to  Mr.  Murray 

.       .    828 

CXCIV.  to  Mr.  Unmj .       . 

804 

CCLII.  to  Mr.  Murray  . 

824 

CXCV.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    805 

CCLIII.  to  Mr.  Nathan 

.    824 

CXCYI.  to  Mr.  Moore   . 

805 

CCLIV.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

824 

CXCVn.  toMr.Morrmj      . 

.        .    806 

CCLY.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.        .    824     ' 

CXCVIIL  to  Mr.  Murray .       . 

806 

CCL VI.  to  Mr.  Moore   . 

824 

CXCIX.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    806 

CCLVII.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.        .    825 

CC.  to  Mr.  Moxraj  . 

807 

CCLVIII.  to  Mr.  Moore    .        . 

825 

OCI.  to  Mr.  Hodgson    . 

.       .    807 

CCUX.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.        .    825 

CCIL  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

808 

CCLX.  to  Mr.  Moore   .        . 

923 

CCm.  to  Mr.  Hunt . 

.       .    808 

CCLXI.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.        .    826 

OCIV.  to  Mr.  Murray  .       . 

.      809 

CCLXII.  to  Bfr.  Moore   .        . 

8»« 

OCT.  to  Mr.  Rogers 

.       .    809 

CCLXIII.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.        .    821 

0C7VI.  to  Mr.  Rogers  . 

809 

CCLXIV.  to  Mr.  Coleriage      . 

82^1 

OCVII.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    809 

CCLXV.  to  Mr.  Murray       . 

.        .    828 

OCYin.  to  Mr.  Dallas   . 

810 

CCLX VI.  to  Mr.  Moore   .        . 

828 

CCIX.  to  •  •  •  •    . 

.    810 

CCLXVII.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    828 

OCX.  to  Mr.  Moore    . 

810 

CCLXVIII.  to  Mr.  Hunt     .       . 

828 

CCXI.  to  W  •  •  W  •  •,  E« 

^      .    811 

CCLXIX.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    829 

CCXII.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

811 

CCLXX.  to  Mr.  Moore   . 

829 

CCXm.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.    811 

CCLXXL  to  Mr.  Sotheby     . 

.    880 

OCXIV.  to  Mr.  Murray  . 

812 

CCLXXII.  to  Mr.  Sotheby 

830 

CX3XV.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    812 

CCLXXIII.  to  Mr.  Taylor        . 

.       .    830 

CCXYI.  to  Mr.  Moore    .        . 

812 

CCLXXIV.  to  Mr.  Murray  .        . 

830 

OCXVn.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    813 

CCLXXY.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    831 

CCXVin.  to  Mr.  Murray  .        . 

814 

CCLXXVI.  to  Mr.  Hunt     .       . 

831 

CCXIX.  to  Mr.  Murray       . 

.       .    814 

CCLXXVn.  to  Mr.  Hunt 

.       .    831 

CCXX.  to  Mr.  Murray  .        . 

814 

CCLXXVIII.  to  Mr.  Hunt     .        . 

831 

CGXXI.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       ,    814 

CCLXXIX.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    832 

CCXXn.  to  Mr.  Murray .       . 

814 

CCLXXX.  to  Mr.  Hunt     .        . 

832 

CCXXni.  to  Mr.  Murray       . 

.       .    815 

CCLXXXI.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    833 

OCXXIV.  to  Mr.  Moore    .        . 

816 

CCLXXXII.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       * 

833 

CCXXV.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    816 

CCLXXXIII.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    834 

CCXXVI.  to  Mr.  Moore    .       . 

816 

CCLXXXIV.  to  Mr.  Murray  .       . 

834 

CCXXVll.  to  Mr.  Rogers       . 

.       .    816 

CCLXXXV.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    834 

CCXXVUL  to  Mr.  Rogers  .        . 

817 

CCLXXXVI.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

834 

CCXXTX.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    817 

CCLXXXVIL  to  Mr.  Hunt .        . 

.       .    835 

CCXXX.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

817 

CCLXXXVIII.  to  Mr.  Rogers  .       . 

836 

OCXXXI.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    818 

CCLXXXIX.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    835 

OCXXXII.  to  Mr.  Murray  .        . 

818 

CCXC.  to  Mr.  Hunt     . 

838 

OCXXXni.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    818 

CCXCI.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    838 

OCXXXnr.  to  Mr.  Moore    .        . 

818 

CCXCU.  to  Mr.  Murray  .       . 

837 

CCXXXV.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.        .    819 

CCXCIII.  to  Mr.  Rogers       . 

.       .    837 

CCXXXVI.  to  Mr.  Murray  .        . 

819 

CCXCIV.  to  Mr.  Murray  .        . 

837 

CCXXXVII.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    819 

CCXCV.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    837 

CCXXXVIII.  toMr.Moore   .        . 

820 

CCXCVI.  to  Mr.  Murray .       . 

837 

CCXXXIX.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    820 

CCXCVn.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    837 

CCXL.  to  Mr.  Murray. 

820 

CCXCVIII.  to  Mr.  Rogers  .       . 

838 

CCXU.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    821 

CCXCIX.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

838 

CCXLn.  to  Mr.  Moore   . 

821 

CCC.  to  Mr.  Murray  . 

838 

CCXT.ni.  to  Mr.  Moore 

.       .    821 

CCCI.  to  Mr.  Rogen 

.       .    838 

CCXUV.  to  the  Countess  of  •  • 

•         822 

CCCII.  to  Mr.  Murray .       . 

838 

CCXLV.  toMr.Moore 

.       .    822 

CCCIII.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    840 

CCXLVI.  to  Mr.  Hunt     .        . 

822 

CCCIY.  to  Mr.  Murray  .       . 

840 

CCXLTn.  to  Mr.  Mooie 

.       .    822 

CCCV.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.    84C 

CCXLVni.  to  Mr.  Henry  Drury 

823 

CCCVl.  to  Mr.  Murray  .       - 

841 

OCXLIX.  to  Mr.  CoweU 

.       .    823 

CCCVII.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.       .    841 

CCL.  toMr.Moore  .       . 

828 

CCCVIII.  to  Mr.  Moots   .       • 

8tf 

0ONTBNX8. 


LBTTBBS 

OCCIX. 

CCCX. 

CCCXI. 

CCCXII. 

CCCXIII. 

CCCXIV. 

cccxv. 

CCCX  VI. 
CCCXVII. 

cccxvin. 

cccxix. 

cccxx. 

CCCXXI. 
CCCXXII. 

cccxxm. 

cccxxiv. 

cccxxv. 

cccxx  VI. 
CCCXXVII. 

cccxxvin. 

CCCXXIX. 

cccxxx. 

CCCXXXI. 

cccxxxn. 

CCCXXXIII. 

cccxxxrv. 
cccxxxv. 

CCCXXXVI. 

CCCXXXVII. 

CCCXXXVIII. 

CCCXXXIX. 

ccexL. 

CCCXLI. 

CCCXLII. 

CCCXLIII. 

CCCXLIV. 

CCCXLV. 

CCCXLVI. 

•     CCCXLVII. 

cccxLvm. 

CCCXLIX. 

CCCL. 

CCCLI. 

CCCLII. 

CCCLIII. 

CCCLIV. 

CCCLV. 

CCCLVI. 

CCCLVII. 

cccLvra. 

CCCLIX. 

CCCLX. 

CCCLXL 

CCCLXII. 

cccLxra. 

CCCLXIV. 

CCCLXV. 

CCCLXVI. 


to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 
to  Mr. 


Moore 

Moore . 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Moore . 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Moore . 

Murray 

Muiray 

Moore 

Moore. 

Murray 

Moore. 

Murray 

Kogen 

Murray 

Moore . 

Murray 

Muiray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Moore .  ' 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Moore . 

Murray 

Muiray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Murray 

Hoppner 

Murray 

Muiray 

Muiray 

Muiray 

Murray 

Murray 

Hoppner 

Muiray 

Muiray 

Murray 

Moore . 

Murray 

Hoppner 


848 
843 
846 
846 
846 
846 
847 

1UA 
OvO 

849 
849 
860 
850 
861 
861 


864 
866 
866 
866 
866 
867 
868 
868 


861 
861 
861 
862 
862 


863 
864 
864 
866 
866 
866 


867 
867 
868 
868 


869 
870 
870 
870 
870 
871 


LETTEB8 
CCCLXVII. 

CCCLX  vra. 

CCCLXIX. 

CCCLXX. 

CCCLXXI. 

CCCLXXII. 

cocLXxm. 

CCCLXXIV. 

CCCLXXV. 

CCCLXXVI. 

CCCLXX  vn. 
cccLxxvin. 

CCCLXXIX. 

CCCLXXX. 

CCCLXXXI. 

CCCLXXXU. 

cccLXxxni. 

CCCLXXXIV. 

CCCLXXXV. 

CCCLXXXVI. 

cccLxxxvn. 
CCCLXXX  vm. 

CCCLXXXIX. 

cccxc. 

CCCXCL 
CCCXCIL 

cccxcin. 

CCCXCIV. 

cccxcv. 

CCCXCVI- 

CCCXCVII. 

CCCXCVIII. 

CCCXCIX. 

cccc. 

CCCCI. 

ccccn. 
ccccin. 

CCCCIV. 

CCCCV. 

CCCCVL 

ccccvn. 
ccccvra. 

CCCCIX. 

ccccx. 

CCCCXI. 

ccccxn. 

CCCCXIII. 

ccccxrv. 
ccccxv. 

ccccx  VI. 

ccccxvn. 
ccccxvin. 

CCCCXIX. 

ccccxx. 

CCCCXXI. 

ccccxxn. 
ccccxxni. 


toMr.  Bogers    . 

to  Mr.  Moore . 

to  Mr.  Munay    •       • 

to  Mr.  Murray 

to  Mr.  Murray    . 

to  Mr.  Muiray        •       • 

to  Mr.  Muiray    . 

to  Mr.  Moore . 

to»» •• •       .       .       . 

to  Mr.  Murray 

to  Mr.  Muiray     .       « 

to  Mr.  Muiray 

to  Mr.  Murray    •       •       • 

to  Capt  Basil  Hall 

to  Mn  Moore 

to  Mr.  Murray 

to  Mr.  Murray    .. 

to  Mr.  Murray 

to  Mr.  Murray     . 

to  Mr.  Murray 

to  the  Editor  of  GalignanTs 

Messenger 
to  Mr.  Muiray     . 
to  Mr.  Muiray 
to  Mr.  Murray     . 
to  Mr.  Hoppner 
to  Mr.  Hoppner  . 
to  Mr.  Murray 
to  Mr.  Hoppner  . 
to  Mr.  Muiray 
to  Mr.  Hoppner  . 
to  Mr.  Muiray 
to  Mr.  Murray    . 
to  Mr.  Murray 
to  Mr.  Murray     . 
to  the  Countess  Ghiiedoll 
to  Mr.  Muiray     . 
to  Mr.  Murray 
to  Mr.  Hoppner  . 
to  Mr.  Hoppner 
to  Mr.  Hoppner  . 
to  Mr.  Muiray 
to  Mr.  Hoppner  . 
to  Mr.  Muiray 
to  Mr.  Bankes 
to  Mr.  Murray 
to  the  Countess  Guiccioli 
to  the  Countess  GuieoioU 
to  Mr.  Hoppner  . 
to  Mr.  Muiray 
to  Mr.  Hoppner  . 
to  Mr.  Moore . 
to  Mr.  Hoppner  . 
to  Mr.  Hoppner     • 
to  Mr.  Murray    . 
to  Mr.  Bankes 
to  Mr.  Murray    . 
to  Mr.  Baslies 


872 
872 
873 
873 
873 
874 
874 
874 
876 
877 
877 
877 
878 
878 
878 
879 
879 
879 
88D 


881 
881 


884 
884 
886 
886 
886 
886 
887 
887 
887 
887 


889 
890 
890 
891 
891 
892 
892 
892 
892 
898 

898 
894 
894 
894 
896 
896 


OOOOXZIY.  to! 
OOOOXXT.  toliE.1 

GOOCXXyn.  tolir.Xiiiny 
OOOCZXTHL  toXE^Mttmy. 
OOOCXXIX.  to  Mr.  littxi^ 
OOCOZXX.  tD  Mr.  Mn^. 
OOOCXXXL  to  Mr.  HdppMi  . 
OOOOXXZIL  to  Mt;  Mn^ . 
OOOCXXXm.  to  Mr.  Mwxm  J 
OCOCXXZIV .  to  Mr.  Honnv 
OOOOXXXV.  toMr.Mvn7    . 
OOOCXXXTL  to  Mr.  Mrnny. 
OOOCXZXTIL  to1fir.Mttn«7    . 
OOOCXXXYin.  toMr.Miin^r. 
OOOCZXXIX.  toMr.Moon     , 
OOOOZL.  to  Mr.  Haniitt 
OOOCUJ.  toMr.MMn     < 
OOCCXLIL  to  Mr.  Mttmy. 
OOOOXUn.  toMr.Moon     . 
GOOCXIjy.  toMr.Moon  . 
OOOCXI»y .  to  Mr.  Muny    . 
OOCCXLYL  to  Mir.  Mvny. 
OCCCXI.yn.  toMr.  Moon      . 
fCOCXLVnL  to  Mr.  Mvmj* 
OOOCXUZ.  toMr.  Mamy    • 
GOOCLb  to  Mr.  Mamy. 
CCCCU.  toMr.Muimy 
CCCCLIL  toMr-Mmmy. 
OCCdJIL  to  Mr.  Muny 
OCCCUY.  to  M^.  Mmrny . 
OOOGLV .  to  Mr.  Many 
OCOCLVL  toM^.Mwny. 
COOGLTIL  toMr. Munty 
COOOE^VUL  to  Mr.  Mwny . 
OCCCLDL  to  Ml.  Moon 
OCXXSLX.  toMr.M«ny. 
OCGCLXL  to  Mr.  Muny 
OOCGLXn.  toMr.  Moon  . 
COOCLXm.  to  Mr.  M«my 
OCXXSUUV.  to  Mr.  Moiray . 
COCCULT.  to  Mr.  Muny 
CCCCUiyL  toMr.  Muny. 
COOCUCYIL  to  Mr.  Moon 
COOCULYIIL  toMr. Moon  . 
OOOCLXIX.  to  Mr.  Moon 
tMnm  to  tiM  Noi9«littt  i 
OCXXfLXX.  to  Mr.  Moon 
OOOOULXI.  to  Mr.  Many. 
CCOCLXXn.  toMr.Miiiny 
OOOCLXXnL  to  Mr.  Momy . 
OOOGULXIV.  to  Mr.  Mvmy 
OCCCI^Xy.  to  Mr.  Moon  . 
GOOCULXYI.  to  M^.  M«my 
aOOCLXXTn.  toMi.Miimy. 
OOOCLZXTm.  to  Mr.  Momy 
OOOCLXXIX.  to  Mr.  Mmay . 
OOOCLXXX.  toMr.  Moon 


806 
807 
807 
807 
807 
807 


8B0 
8B0 


901 
901 
901 
90S 
902 
908 
908 
908 
904 
906 
006 
906 
906 
906 
906 
906 
906 
907 
906 
906 
900 
009 
910 
910 
911 
911 
912 
013 
018 
914 
914 
OU 
915 
016 
916 
917 
917 
918 
018 
918 
018 
919 
019 
930 
Oil 


OOCOLXXZI. 

ocooLXXxn. 

OCCGLXXXm. 

ooocLxxxiy. 

OCCOLXXXY. 

OCOOLXXXTL 

OCCGLXXXTIL 

OOOCLXXXTm. 

COOCLXXXIX. 

ooocxo. 

OOOOXCL 
OCOCXdL 

ococxcm. 

OOOCXCIV. 

OCOCXCfV. 

OOOCXCVI. 

ccccxcYn. 
oocxmcnn. 

OOCCXCIX. 

D. 

DL 

DIL 

Dm. 

DIV. 

DV. 

DVL 

Dvn. 
Dym. 

DIX. 

DX. 

DXL 

Bxn. 
Dxm. 

DXIV. 

DXV. 

DXVI. 

Dxvn. 

DXYIIL 

DXIX. 

DXX. 

DXXI. 

Bxxn. 
Dxxin. 

DXXIT. 

DXXT. 

DXXVI. 

DXXTIL 

DxxvnL 

DXXIX. 

BXXX. 

BXXXL 

DXXXIL 

Dxxxm. 

DXXXIY. 

DXXXV. 

DXXXVI. 

DXXXTn. 

Dxxxvin. 


toi^.Pvir 

to]fr.Mnq 

tolfr. 
toMr. 

toMr.BMky 


toMr.MMn 
toMr. Moon  . 

tolfr.Mttmy 
toMr.  HoppMV 
toMr.Mvisy 
tolfr.MMn  . 
tolfir.  Miuoy 
totW 
toMr.Moon 
toMr.  Hoppur 
toMr.Mni^y 
toMr-Mni^y. 
to  Mr.  Many    , 
toMr.  Hoppn« 
toMr.Moon 
toMr.Moon  . 
toMr.Moon 
to  M^.  Mnmy  • 
toMr.  Mvmy 
toMr.M«ny. 
toMr.BoppMt 
tolfr.Mttmy. 
toMr.  Moon 
toMr.M«my. 
toMr.Mwny 
toMr.  Momy. 
to  Mr.  Moon 
to  Mr.  Momy 
to  Mr.  Mwny 
toMr.Moon  . 
to  Mr.  Mwny 
to  Mr.  Momy. 
toMr.  Moon 
toMr.Moon  . 
toMr.Moon 
to  Mr.  Momy. 
toMr.  Miizny. 
toMr.Moon 
to  Mr.  Momy. 
toMr.Moon 
toMr.  Moon  . 
toMr.Moon 
to  Mr.  MuEny  • 
toMr.  Momy 
toMr.Rogon. 
toMr.Moon 
toMr.  Momy. 
toMr.Momiy 
toMr.Moon  • 
toMr.OwppoHl 
to  Mr.  Momy. 


ON 
ON 
ON 

988 
936 
936 
936 
936 
936 
987 
987 
987 
987 


986 
980 
980 
980 

980 
080 
080 
081 
088 
088 


088 
084 
084 


086 

086 
087 
088 
088 
088 
080 
080 
•10 
040 
040 
041 
041 
041 
043 
048 
048 


jA 

1 

OaMTbnxB.                                                                        1 

»^ 

f^ 

UnTBBS 

LETTERS 

DXXXIX.  to  Ut.  Uumj      .       . 

.    943 

DXCVL  to  Goethe        ...        966 

DXL.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

944 

DXCVn.  to  Mr.  Bowring    ...    965 

DXT.I.  toMr.  SheUey      .       . 

.    944 

DXLII.  to  Mr.  Moore  .       . 

944 

Greeee  ....    966     . 

DXLIII.  to  Sir  Walter  Seott,  Bart 

.    .    945 

DXOIX.  to  Prince  MaTrooordato  .        966 

BXUV.  to  Douglas  Kinnaiid 

945 

DC.  to  Mr.  Bowring    ...    966 

DXLV.  to  Mr.  Murray      .       . 

.    946 

DCI.  to  Mr.  Bowring       .       .        967 

DXLYI.  to  Mr.  Moore  .       . 

946 

DCn.  to  Mr.  Bowring    ...    967 

DXLVIL  to  Mr.  Moore        .       . 

.    947 

DCiil.  to  the  Honorable  Mr.  Douglas 

BXLVIII.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

947 

Kinnand      ...    967 

DXLIX.  to  Mr.  Mooie        .       . 

.    947 

DCIV,  to  Mr,  Bowring        .       .        968 

DL.  to  Mr.  Moore   . 

948 

DGV.  to  Mr.  Moore       ...    968 

DLI.  to  Mr.  Moore        .       . 

.    948 

DC  VL  to  the  Hon.  Colonel  Stanhope  969 

DLH.  toMr.Munmy.       . 

948 

DCVIL  to  Mr.  Muir  ....    969 

BLIII.  toMr.Mooie  .       . 

949 

DCVni.  to  Mr.  C.  Hancock  .       .        969 

DLIV.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.    949 

DCIX.  to  Mr.  Charies  Hancock      .    970 

DLV.  to  Mr.  Murray  .       . 

949 

DCX.  to  Mr.  Charles  Hancock  .        971 

DLVI.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.    950 

DCXL  to  Mr.  Charies  Hancock      .    9n 

DLVn.  to  Mr.  Murray  .       . 

950 

DCXn.  to  •  •  •  •       .       .       .        971 

DLVin.  to  Mr.  Shelley      .       . 

.    950 

DCXin.  to  Mr.  Charles  Hancock      .    972 

DLIX.  to  Sir  Walter  Soott . 

950 

DCXIV.  to  Andrew  Londo     .                978 

DLX.  to  Mr.  Murray      .       . 

.    951 

DCXY.  to    His    Highness    YussniT 

DLXI.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

951 

Pacha       ...        978 

DLXn.  to  Bir.  Mumy      .       . 

.    951 

DCXVI.  to  Mr.  Barflf .       .       .       .978 

DLXm.  to  Mr.  Murray  . 

952 

DCX  VII.  to  Mr.  Mayer   ...        978 

DLXIV.  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

.    952 

DCX  VIII.  to   the    Honorahle  Douglas 

DLXV.  to  Mr.  Moore  .       . 

952 

Kinnaird.       .       .        974 

DLXVI.  toMr.EUice 

958 

DCXIX.  to  Mr.  Barff  ....    974 

DLXVII.  to  Mr.  Murray  .       . 

953 

DCXX.  to  Mr.  Murray ...        974 

DLXYllL  to  Mr.  Murray      . 

953 

DCXXI.  to  Mr.  Moore        .       .       .975 

DLXIX.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

953 

DCXXII.  to  Dr.  Kennedy       .                975 

DLXX.  to  Mr.  Moore       .       . 

.    954 

DCXXIII.  to  Mr.  Barff  ....    976 

DLXXI.  to  Mr.  Moore   .       . 

954 

DCXXiy.  toMr.Barff     ...        976 

DLXXn.  to  Mr.  Murray      .       . 

.    955 

DCXXY.  to  Sr.  Parmea      ...    976 

DLXXm.  to  Mr.  Murray .       . 

955 

DCXXYI.  to  Mr.  Charles  Hancock .        976 

DLXXIV.  to  Mr.  Murray      .       . 

.    956 

DCXXVn.  to  Dr.  Kennedy    .       .       .976 

DLXXV.  toLady .       . 

957 

DCXXYIII.  to  Colonel  Stanhope        .        977 

DLXXYI.  to  Mr.  Piootor      .       . 

.    957 

DCXXIX.  to  Mr.  Barff  ....    977 

DLXXVII.  to  Mr.  Moore  .       . 

957 

DCXXX.  toMr.Barif     ...        977 

DLXXVra.  to  Mrs. .       .       . 

.    957 

DCXXXI.  to  Mr.  Barff  ....    978 

DLXXIX.  to  Lady  •  •  •  .       . 

958 

DCXXXn.  to  •••••  a  Pnvsian  Oflleer  978 

DLXXX.  to  Mr.  Moore        .       . 

.    958 

DCXXXIII.  to  Mr.  Barff  ....    978 

BLXXXI.  to  the  Earl  of  Blesaingto 

a       959 

DCXXXIY.  to  Mr.  Barff     ...        978 

DLXXXII.  to  the  Earl  of  Blessingto 

n  .    959 

DCXXXY.  to  Mr.  Barff  ....    979 

DLXXXm.  to  the  Earl  of  Blessingto 

Q       960 

Extracts  from  a  Journal,  beg«n  NoTcmber  14, 

DLXXXIV.  to  the  Count  *  •     . 

960 

1813 979 

DLXXXY.  to  the  Countess  of  Blessin 

gton960 

Extracts  from  a  Journal  in  SwitMrland     .        995 

DLXXXVI.  to  the  Countess  of  •  •  • 

.    961 

Extracts  from  a  Journal  in  Italy      ...    998 

DLXXXVn.  to  Lady  Byron  .       . 

961 

Detached  Thoughts,  exlxacted  from  tszIoqs 

PLXXXVIll.  to  Mr.  Blaquiere  .       . 

.    961 

Journals,  Memorandums,  ftc,  &o.       •       .  1010 

BLXXXIX.  to  Mr.  Bowring 

962 

DXC.  to  Mr.  Bowring     .       . 

.    963 

DXCL  to    Mr.    Church,    Amei 

ican 

Itinerary  of  Greece 1028 

Consul  at  Genoa  . 

.    963 

DXCn.  to  M.H.  Beyle 

963 

by  Lord  Byron  in  the  Spring  of  1812 ;  (after* 

DXCin.  to  Lady  ♦  •  •  •  .       . 

.    964 

wards  Published  in  one  of  Mr.  Dallas's 

BXCIY.  to  the  Countess  of  Blessin 

gton964 

NoTels 1028 

DXCY.  to  Mr.  Bowring    .       . 

.    984 

Parliamentary  Speeehas 1028 

oojiTum. 


^ 


▲  fngnoit.     ...  .       .       .  lOaS 

Lettar  to  John  Ximay  o&  tho  B«t.  W.  L. 
Bowles's  Strictnxss  on  fhe  Lifo  and  Writings 

of  Pops     . 1087 

Notes 1016 

Obsenrations  upon  "  ObserrstioBS."  A  See- 
ond  Letter  to  John  Mnmy,  Bsq.,  on  tht 
Ber.  W.  L.  Bowles's  Stiiotnras  on  the  Life 
and  Wntincs  of  Pops M 


Hots lOM 

SooM  Obssrratkms  npon  an  Axtiels  m  BUok- 

wood's  Hagaains 10» 

Lotter  to  ^s  Bditor  of  M7  Qxandmothsr'i 

Beriew lOM 

I^ord  Baeon's  Apothsgms  •  •  .  .  1066 
Translation  of  Two  Bpistlst  ftm  the  Aimo- 

nianYsnion.       ...  •       .  1066 

Tte  Wm  of  Loi4  Byiw     •  1616 


THE   LIFE   OF   LORD   BYRON. 


OOIDOV  Btbov 


bon  in  Holkt 


Vinet,  LnMoD,  oa  ^a  8M  di^x  of  Janvurj,  17M. 
'     firtartedhim/aadllM 


r]Dil)irtk,hiafetlMr 
vhofe  iwpmwibJHty  of  his  wrlj  tnfadng  deirolv^ 
«■  kis  vioChar,  wlio,  wilk  Urn,  mma  iltar  npairsd 
to  Ater4aen,  wbara  they  VMided  for  mmm  tOM  in 
ahoMMt  eomplete  SMiaiion. 

TkB  Inlhacj  of  Byron  wm  marked  with  the  work- 
iun  of  that  wild  and  actire  nririt  whieh  ha  lo  ftdly 
»dinlsy«dinan  mhaeqnentyaanof  hialiiik  Aa  a 
elud,  hia  temper  waa  fiolent,  or  rmtiiar,  aollenly 
liaainnate.  Bemgaagiily  reprimanded  by  hia  ninae, 
•■•  daT,  ftr  haTinp  aoiled  or  torn  a  new  frock  in 
which  ne  had  jost  been  dreeaed,  he  got  into  one  of 
Ui  '<«ilairt  lagea."  (aa  he  teimed  them,)  eeised  the 
fteek  with  boui  haakdh  rent  it  from  pao  to  bottom, 
and  stood  in  anllcn  atittneea,  aelting  hia  eeuawer 
and  her  wn;&  at  delanoe. 

KeCin^ftanding  these  nnnily  oatbf«aks»  in  whieh 
he  was  too  mnch  eneonraged  by  the  example  of  his 
mother,  who  frequently  ptooeeded  to  the  same  ez- 
trcadties  with  her  own  eaps,  gowns,  fte.,  there 
was  in  hfa  dianoeition  a  mixtnre  of  affeetionato 
■BiiUmii  and  piayftUneea,  wluoh  attaehed  many  to 
Mm,  asid  wkidi  rendered  him  ^en,  as  in  liper  years, 
essilT  msni^^eable  by  thoee  who  lored  and  nnder- 
atooa  him  sdReiently  to  be  at  onoe  gentle  and  firm 
•ttoogk  fisr  the  taak. 

T%e  midiYided  afleetien  of  the  mother  was  nata' 
nBy  centered  In  her  son,  who  was  her  dariinff ;  and 
wlien  he  only  went  out  for  an  ordinary  waUi,  die 
WQwd  enfreeft  nim,  with  teare  in  her  eyes,  to  take 
eare  of  himself,  as  **  she  had  notiiing  on  earth  but 
him  to  lif«  ibr ;  "  a  eondnet  not  at  aU  pleasing  to 
Us  adtenfammi  spirit ;  the  more  espeeislly  as  some 
ef  his  eeakpaniona,  who  beheld  the  aifoetionato 
seene,  wonla  laogh  and  ridieole  about  it.  This  ex- 
eamiw!  maternal  aifcetion  and  indolgenoe*  and  the 
entire  abaenee  of  that  aalntaiy  diaeipline  so  neoee- 
sary  to  ddldhood,  donbtlem  eontnbnted  to  tiie 
facmation  of  these  nnplcasant  traits  of  dtaraoter 
that  distingnished  Byron  from  all  others  in  siriMO- 


throogh  tiie  eare  and  daily  instmetlon  of  thb  Buaa, 
he  attrined  a  frr  eariier  and  mere  intimatoaeqnaint- 
anea  with  the  Sacred  Writings,  than  (alls  to  tha  Wt 
of  most  yoonc  people. 

The  defeet  a  the  fonnation  of  his  foot,  and  a  great 
weakneee  of  oonetitotion,  induced  his  mother  to  keep 
him  from  an  attendance  on  eehool,  that  he  might 
expand  his  loigs  and  brace  his  limbs,  npon  the 
monntains  of  the  neighborhood. 

This  was  eridentty  the  moot  jndiekms  method  for 
imparting  strensth  to  hie  bodily  frame;  and  the  ee- 
qnel  showed  that  it  likewiee  imparted  tone  and 
rigor  to  his  mind.  The  sarage  grandeur  of  natnra 
aroond  him ;  the  feeling  that  he  was  npon  tha  hills 
where 


An  aecSdent,  at  the  time  of  birth,  cansed  a  msl' 
foimatkm  of  one  of  his  feet  Hany  expediento 
were  need  to  restore  the  hmb  to  ito  proper  shape, 
under  tim  dSreetion  of  Dr.  Hunter.  Hie  nurse,  to 
whom  im  the  task  of  putting  on  tiw  bendagee, 
wonM  often  eing  him  to  sleep,  or  relato  to  him  sto- 
rim  and  legends,  to  which,  like  most  otiier  children, 
"  '  I  great  delight.  She  also  tought  him 
rent  number  of  Fiudms ;  and  the  first 
1  were  among  the  esriiest  that  he 
mory.  Out  of  these  lessons  arose, 
hmg  afterwards,  die  '*  Hebrew  Melodiee ;  **  whieh, 
but  for  tiiem,  nerer  would  hsTo  been  written,  thoush 
Bnon  studied  Lowth  on  the  Saoed  Poetry  of  the 
Hebrews  an  his  life.    It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  that, 


a«l«rdKkl;H 

his  intercourse  with  a  people  whose  chief  amnis 
ments  consisted  in  the  recital  of  heroic  talee  of  other 
timee,  feats  of  strength,  and  a  display  of  independ* 
enoe,  blended  with  the  wild,  supernatural  storiss  pe- 
culiar to  remote  and  thinly-peopled  districts  i-ndl 
these  were  calculated  to  foster  that  peculiar  poetical 
feeling  Innato  in  his  character. 

The  malformation  of  his  foot  was  a  subject  on 
which  young  Byron  was  extremely  sensitire.  As 
his  nune  was  walking  with  him  one  day,  she  was 


eyes  fiashed  with  anaer,  and,  striking  at  her  with  a 
httle  whip  which  he  held  in  his  hand,  he  impatiently 
exclaimed,  <*  JDnwm  ip«iA  of  it!** 

As  sn  instance  of  his  quickness  and  energy  at  this 
period,  might  be  mentioned  a  little  incident  that  oe» 
curred  one  night  during  the  performance  of  *'  Tarn- 
ing  a  Shrew,*^  which  his  nurse  had  tkken  him  to  sea. 
He  had  attended  some  time,  with  silent  interest ; 
but,  in  the  scene  between  KdUhernu  and  Ptintekio, 
where  the  following  dialogue  takes  placs,<— 

•■  lUL-l  taev  It  b  dN  Moa. 

George  stsrted  up,  and  cried  out  boldly,  **  But  I  say 
it  is  toe  moon,  sfr." 

Bynm  was  not  quito  fire  Tears  of  age  when  he  waa 
sent  to  a  dar  school  at  Aoerdeen,  tought  by  Mr. 
Bowers.  At  that  school  he  remained  about  ana 
year. 

Baring  his  schoolboy  days  he  was  Uveiy,  warm- 
heerted,  generous,  and  high-enirited.  He  was,  haw- 
ever,  pasrionate  and  resentAu,  and  to  a  remark^a 
degree  Tenturesome  and  Ibarleee.  If  he  received  an 
injury,  he  was  sure  to  rerenge  it :  though  the  casti- 
gation  he  inflicted  might  be  hmg  on  its  way,  yet  it 
came  at  length,  and  se?erely. 
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He  was  a  brave  youtli,  and  was  much  more  anz- 
ious  to  excel  his  fellows  by  prowess  in  s^ort  and 
Stic  ezorcisesi  than  by  advancement  in  leaxn< 


when  any  study  pleased  him,  he  devoted  all  his 
attention  to  it,  and  was  auick  in  the  performance  of 
his  task.  He  cared  but  little  where  he  stood  in  his 
class ;  and  at  the  foot  was  as  agreeable  to  him  as  at 
the  head. 

He  remained  at  school  until  the  year  1796,  when 
an  attack  of  scarlet  fever  weakened  nis,  by  no  means 
strong,  constitution,  and  he  was  removed  by  his 
mother  to  the  Highlands. 

From  the  period  of  his  residence  in  the  High- 
lands, Byron  dated  his  love  of  mountainous  coun- 
tries and  his  equally  ardent  love  of  solitude.  While 
at  Aberdeen,  he  would  escape  unnoticed,  and  find 
his  way  to  the  sea-side.  At  one  time,  it  was  sup- 
posed ne  was  lost,  and  after  a  long  and  anxious 
search  he  was  found  struggling  for  his  life  in  a  sort 
of  morass  or  marsh,  in  which  he  would  undoubtedly 
have  perished,  had  not  some  one  came  to  the  rescue. 

Many  like  instances  occurred  during  his  residence 
among  the  Highlands.  His  love  of  adventure  often 
led  him  into  difficulty  and  danger.  While  sc 
bling  over  a  declivity  that  overhung  a  small  water- 
fall, called  the  Linn  of  Dee,  some  heather  caught 
his  lame  foot,  and  he  fell.  He  was  rolling  down- 
ward, when  the  attendant  luckily  caught  him,  anc 
was  but  just  in  time  to  save  him  from  being  killed. 

On  the  17th  of  Maj,  1798,  William,  the  fifth  Lord 
Byron,  died  without  issue,  at  Newstead,  and  young 
Byron,  then  in  his  tenth  year,  sncceeded  to  his 
titles  and  his  estates ;  and  nis  cousin,  the  Earl  of 
Carlisle,  the  son  of  the  late  Lord's  sister,  was  ap- 
pointed his  guardian. 

Upon  this  change  of  fortune.  Lord  Byron  was 
removed  from  under  the  immediate  care  of  his 
mother. 

In  the  latter  part  of  1798  he  went  with  his  mother 
to  Newstead  Abbey.  On  their  arrival,  he  was  placed 
at  Nottingham,  under  the  care  of  a  person  who 
professed  to  be  able  to  cure  his  lameness ;  at  the 
same  time,  he  made  some  advancement  in  Latin 
studies,  under  the  tuition  of  a  schoolmaster  of  that 
town,  a  Mr.  Rogers,  who  read  parts  of  Virgil  and 
Cicero  with  him.  The  name  of  the  man  whose 
pretensions  in  curing  excelled  his  skill,  and  under 
whose  empiricism  the  youn^  lord  was  placed,  was 
Lavender ;  and  the  manner  m  which  he  proceeded 
to  effect  a  cure  was,  by  first  rubbing  the  foot  over 
for  a  long  time  with  handsful  of  oil,  and  then 
forcibly  twisting  the  foot  round,  and  biniUng  it  up  in 
a  sort  of  a  machine,  with  about  as  much  care  and 
tiiought  of  the  pain  he  might  give,  as  if  straighten- 
ing up  a  crooked  limb  of  a  tree. 
^Byron,  during  his  lessons  with  Mr.  Rogers,  was 
often  in  violent  pain ;  and  one  day  the  latter  said  to 
htm,  **  It  makes  me  uncomfortable,  my  lord,  to  see 
you  sitting  there  in  such  pain  as  I  kriow  you  must  be 
suffering."  ".Never  mind,  Mr.  Rogers,"  answered 
the  boy ;  **  you  shall  not  see  any  signs  of  it  in  me." 

This  gentleman  often  spoke  of  the  gaiety  of  his 
pupil,  and  the  delight  he  experienced  in  exposing 
Lavender's  pompous  ignorance.  One  day  he  wrote 
down  on  a  sheet  of  paper  al)  the  letters  of  the 
alphabet,  put  together  at  random,  and  placing  them 
before  this  concentrated  body  of  pretension,  asked 
him  very  seriously  what  language  it  was.  Not 
wishing  to  expose  his  ignorance,  and  not  dreaming 
of  the  snare  to  trip  him,  he  replied  as  seriously  as 
the  inquiry'  was  put,  ^at  it  was  Italian^  to  the 
infinite  delight  of  tiie  young  satirist,  who  burst 
into  a  loud  laugh. 

At  about  this  period,  Lord  Byron's  first  symptom 
of  a  tendency  to  rhyme  manifested  itself.  The 
oecasion  which  gave  rise  to  it  is  thus  related : — 

An  elderly  lady,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting 
his  mother,  had  made  use  of  some  expressions  that 
very  much  affronted  him;  and  these  slights,  his 
nurse  said,  he  generally  resented  violently  and  im- 


placably. The  old  lady  had  some  eoiious  notioiif 
respectmg  the  soul,  which,  she  imagined,  took  its 
fiight  to  the  moon  after  death,  as  a  preliminary 
essay,  before  it  proceeded  further.  One  day,  alter 
a  repetition,  it  is  supposed,  of  her  original  insult  to 
the  boy,  he  appeared  before  his  nurse  in  a  violent 
rage.  **  Well,  my  little  hero,"  she  asked,  *•  what's 
the  matter  with  you,  now?"  Upon  which  the 
child  answered,  that  "  tiiis  old  woman  had  put  him 
in  a  terrible  pa8sion,-^hat  he  could  not  bear  the 
sight  of  her,'^  &c.,  &c,,— and  then  broke  out  into 
the  following  doggerel,  which  he  repeated  over  and 
over,  as  if  delighted  with  the  vent  he  had  found  for 
his  rage; — 

**  In  NottlDgbua  eoaoqr,  (bere  Bw  at  Svan  Gnen, 
A*  cnnt  aa  old  laitj  u  ever  wat  Men  ( 
And  vtaM  ri»  doei  die,  which  1  hope  wiB  be  fooB, 
She  Snnlf  belleree  ibe  will  go  to  Ibe  moon." 

This  was  the  occasion  and  the  result  of  his  first 
effort  at  rhyming.  His  **  first  dash  at  poetry,"  as 
he  calls  it,  was  made  one  year  later,  during  a  vaca- 
tion visit  at  the  house  ox  a  cousin.  Miss  Parker. 
Of  that  poem,  he  says,  "  It  was  the  ebullition  of  a 
passion  for  my  first  cousin,  one  of  the  most  beauti- 
ful of  evanescent  beings.  I  have  long  forgotten 
the  verses,  but  it  would  be  difficult  for  me  to  forget 
her — ^her  dark  eyes — ^her  long  eye-lashes — ^her  com- 
pletely  Greek  cast  of  face  and  figure !  I  was  then 
about  twelve — ^she  rather  older,  perhaps  a  year." 
Love  for  this  young  lady  obtained  strong  hold  of 
his  heart.  Ox  her  personal  appearance,  he  says« 
"  I  do  not  recollect  any  thing  equal  to  the  tranma-  • 
rent  beauty  of  my  cousin,  or  to  the  sweetness  of  ner 
temper,  during  the  short  period  of  our  intimacy. 
She  looked  as  if  she  had  been  made  out  of  a  rain- 
bow—all beauty  and  peaoe." 

After  a  short  visit  at  Cheltenham,  in  the  snmmeir 
of  1801,  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  his  mother, 
he  was  placed  at  Harrow,  under  the  tuition  of 
Doctor  Drury,  to  whom  he  testified  his  gratitude  in 
a  note  to  the  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold.  In 
one  of  his  manuscript  journals,  he  says,  "Dr. 
Drury  was  the  best,  the  kmdest  firiend  I  ever  had^ 
and  I  look  upon  him  still  as  a  father." 

"  Though  he  was  lame,"  says  one  of  his  school- 
fellows, "  he  was  a  great  lover  of  sports,  and  pre- 
ferred hockey  to  Horace,  relinquishea  even  Hehcon 
for  '  duck  puddle,'  and  gave  up  the  best  poet  that 
ever  wrote  nard  Latin  for  a  same  of  cricket  on  the 
common.  He  was  not  remarkable  (nor  was  he  ever) 
for  his  learning,  but  he  was  always  a  clever,  plain- 
spoken,  and  undaunted  boy.  I  have  seen  him  fight 
by  the  hour  like  a  Trojan,  and  stand  up  against  the 
disadvantage  of  his  lameness  with  all  the  spirit  of 
an  ancient  combatant." 

It  was  during  a  vacation,  and  his  residence  at 
Newstead,  that  he  formed  an  acquaintance  with 
Miss  Chaworth,  an  event  which,  according^  to  his 
own  deliberate  persuasion,  exercised  a  lasting  and 
paramount  infiuence  over  the  whole  of  his  sub- 
sequent character  and  eventful  career. 

Twice  had  he  loved,  and  now  a  third  time  he 
bowed  before  beauty,  wit,  and  worth. 

The  father  of  this  young  lady  had  been  killed  in 
a  duel  by  the  eccentric  grand-uncle  of  Byron,  and 
the  union  of  the  young  peer  with  her,  the  heiress  of 
Annesley  Hall,  "  would,"  as  he  said,  ''have  healed 
feuds  in  which  blood  hod  been  shed  by  our  fathers : 
it  would  have  joined  lands  rich  and  broad ;  it  would 
have  joined  at  least  one  heart,  and  two  persons  net 
ill-matched  in  years."  But  all  this  was  destined  to 
exist  but  in  imagination.  They  had  a  parting 
interview  in  the  following  year ;  and,  in  1805,  Miss 
Chaworth  was  married  to  Mr.  Musters,  with  whom 
she  lived  unhappily.  She  died  in  1831.  Many  of 
his  smaller  poems  are  addressed  to  this  lady.  The 
scene  of  their  last  interview  is  most  exquisitely 
described  in  "  The  Dream." 

Durine  one  of  the  Harrow  vacations  he  studied 
French,  but  with  little  success,  under  the  direction 
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if  fkt  JlSM  de  Roolllgiiy.  The  TMatftm  af  18M 
te  mat  with  hii  mother  at  8««thwell,  and  is 
OttuMi'f  1M6,  1r  Isft  Hannowi  tend  cntcrM  TrinitT 
OoDc^,  Cambridffe.  He  left  with  fselfaiga  of  taa- 
mm.  He  sart,  ^I  ahrayt  MtOtd  Harrow  till  the 
last  year  and  a  half,  bat  then  I  liked  it.**  He  now 
bcnn  to  feel  that  he  waa  no  longer  a  boy,  and  in 
■obtode  he  monnied  OTer  the  tmth ;  thia  sorrow  he 
eoold  not  at  all  times  repress  in  pnblie. 
Boon  after  entering  coUespe,  he  formed  an  attach 


Hii  rwitaiae  wis  nofir  at  Vewttead,  whera,  diving 
the  preparation  of  the  new  edition  of  his  po«ms,  he 
dispensed  with  a  liberal  hand  the  hospitalities  of 
the  old  Abbey  to  a  party  of  college  firiends.  C.  S, 
MmHhetM,  one  of  this  party,  in  a  letter  to  an 
naintanee,  gires  the  following  description  of  the 


montwith  a  yoath  named  Bddleston,  which  exceeded 
ti  and  Tomanee  all  his  sdioolboy  attaeh- 


in  warmth 


In  the  summer  of  18t)6,  sno^er  Tiait  to  Booth- 
wdH  resnltod  in  an  aeouaintance  with  the  family  of 
Pigots.  to  a  lady  of  which  the  earliest  of  his  pnb- 
Bshed  lettcts  were  addressed. 

The  temper  of  his  mother  exceeded  all  bounds. 
This  temper,  Byron  in  a  great  degree  inherited.  In 
his  childhood,  this  paasion  often  broke  out  in  the 
most  Tiolent  manner.  Mother  and  son  were  often 
quarrelling,  and  proroeations  flnatty  led  to  a  sepa- 
ration, in  August,  1806.  Bjrvn  fled  to  London, 
where  hia  mother  followed  him,  made  orertnres  of 
peace,  and  a  reconeiMation  was  brought  about. 

Bsriy  in  Norember,  his  first  rolome  of  poems 
were  pot  in  press.  It  waa  entitled  "Poems  on 
Varioos  Occasions,"  and  waa  printed  anonymously 
by  Mr.  Hidge,  a  bookseller  at  Newark.  Becoming 
dissatisfied  with  tiiis,  he  caused  a  second  edition  to 
be  printed  in  January,  in  which  he  omitted  many 
pieces  which  had  appeared  in  the  first.  This  wns 
not  intended  for  publie  scrutiny,  but  merely  cSarcn- 
lated  among  his  friends,  and  such  persons  as  he 
tiiooght  well  disposed  towards  the  first  effort  of  a 
young  and  inexperienced  author. 

Encouraged  by  its  fsTorable  reception,  he  again 
re^wrote  the  ooems,  made  many  additions  and 
alterations,  ana,  under  the  name  of  "Hours  of 
Idleness,**  sent  his  Tohtme  forth  to  the  public. 

TIda  book,  containing  mainy  indications  of  genius, 
also  contained  many  errors  of  taste  and  judgment, 
which  were  fiercely  aasailed  by  a  critique*  in  the 
Bdinborgh  Reriew,  and  brought  fbrth  trom  Byror. 
the  stinging  satire,  "EngUsn  Bards  and  Scotch 
Be  viewer  St* 

The  minor  reviews  gaye  the  •*  Hours  of  Idleness  " 
a  better  reception,  yet  we  may,  with  no  degree  of  nn- 
Tcaaonablcness,  suppose  that  to  the  scorcbing  word^ 
of  the  E^nbtirgh  he  owed^much  of  future  8acce8» 
and  hoBoc.  He  was  roused  like  a  lion  in  its  lair. 
He  felt,  though  it  might  be  true,  he  did  not  deserre 
such  an  sortiele,  and  he  resolutely  determined  to 
show  the  critic  that  he  had  talent  and  genius, 
(hoT^h  the  reyiewer,  in  his  eager  search  for  its 
absence,  couM  not  diseoyet  fts  presence. 

Lord  Byron  supposed  Jeffrey  to  be  the  author  of 
the  (rfmoxious  article,  and  he  poured  out  on  hini 
his  yisls  of  wrath  and  merci1es«  satire. 

During  the  progress  of  his  poem  through  the 
press,  he  added  to  it  more  than  a  hundred  line«. 
New  impressions  asd  influenees  gaye  birth  to  ncn 
thoughts,  and  he  made  his  Bards  and  Rcriewcr^ 
carry  them  farth  t^-  vex  and  aonoy  his  yictim!*. 
The  person  who  superintended  its  progress  through 
the  press,  daily  received  new  matter  for  its  pogcs ; 
and,  in  a  note  to  that  gentleman,  Byron  says, 
••Print  Boon,  or  I  shall  oyerflow  with  rhyme."  It 
was  BO  in  subsequent  years.  If  he  could  reach  his 
printer,  he  would  continue  to  send  his  **  thick - 
coming  fascies,"  which  were  suggested  by  perusals 
of  what  be  bad  already  written. 

On  the  Idth  of  March,  he  took  his  seat  in  the 
House  of  Lords,  and  en  the  middle  of  the  same 
month  puUishsd  his  satire.  From  the  hour  of  its 
appearance,  fame  and  fortune  followed  him.  Its 
success  was  such  as  to  demand  his  attention  in  the 
pwpatatlon  of  a  second  edition.  To  this  much  wa« 
added,  and  to  it  was  pvefizod  his  name. 


aeouai] 
Abbey 


Abbey  at  that  time,  and  amusing  account  of  ths 
proceedings  and  habits  of  its  occupants :— > 

"  Newstead  Abbey  is  situated  one  hundred  and 
thirty-six  miles  from  London — four  on  this  side 
Mansfield.  Though  sadly  fallen  to  decay,  it  is  still 
eompletely  an  abS^^  and  most  part  of  it  is  still 
standingin  the  same  state  as  when  it  was  first 
built.  There  are  two  tiers  of  cloisters,  with  a 
yariety  of  cells  and  rooms  about  them,  which, 
though  not  inhabited,  nor  in  an  inhabitable  state, 
might  eaaily  be  made  so ;  and  many  of  the  original 
rooms,  amongst  which  is  a  fine  stone  hall,  are  stiB 
in  nse.  Of  the  abbey-church  only  one  end  remains; 
and  the  old  kitchen,  with  a  long  range  of  apart- 
ments, is  reduced  to  a  heap  of  rubbish.  Leading 
from  the  abbey  to  the  modem  part  of  the  habit** 
tion  Is  a  noble  room,  seventy  foet  in  length  and 
twenty-three  in  breadth  ;  but  every  part  of  the 
house  displavs  neglect  and  decay,  save  those  which 
the  present  lord  has  lately  fltted'up. 

'*  The  house  and  gardens  are  entirely  surrounded 
by  a  wall  with  battlements.  In  front  is  a  large 
lake,  bordered  here  and  there  with  castellated 
buildings,  the  chief  of  which  stands  on  an  eminence 
at  the  further  extremity  of  iL  Fancy  all  this 
surrounded  with  blrak  and  bnrren  hills,  with  scarce 
a  tree  to  be  seen  for  mil«»*,  except  a  solitary  clomp 
or  two,  and  you  will  have  some  idea  of  Newstead. 

**  So  much  for  the  place,  concerning  which  I  haye 
thrown  tORether  these  few  particulars.  But  if  the 
place  itself  appears  rather  strange  to  you,  the  ways 
of  its  inhabitants  will  not  appear  much  lesa  so. 
Ascend,  then,  with  me  the  hall  steps,  that  I  may 
introduce  you  to  my  lord  and  his  visitanta.  But 
have  a  care  how  you  proceed ;  be  mindful  to  go 
there  in  broad  daylight,  and  with  your  eyes  about 
you.  For,  shoula  you  make  any  blunders,— should 
YOU  go  to  the  right  of  the  hall  steps,  you  are  laid 
hold  of  by  a  bear ;  and  should  you  go  to  the  left, 
your  case  is  still  worse,  for  you  run  full  against  a 
wolf.*  Nor,  when  you  have  attained  the  door,  is 
your  danger  over ;  for  the  hall  being  decayed,  and 
therefore  standing  in  need  of  repair,  a  bevy  of 
inmatea  are  very  probably  banging  at  one  end  of  it 
with  their  pintols;  so  that  if  you  enter  without 
giving  loud  notice  of  your  approach,  you  have  only 
escaped  the  wolf  ana  the  bear,  to  expire  by  the 
pistol-shots  o'   the  merry  monks  of  Newstead. 

"Our  party  consistea  of  Lord  Byron  and  four 
others,  and  was,  now  and  then,  increased  by  the 
presence  of  a  neighboring  parson.  As  for  our  way 
of  liyine,  the  order  of  the  day  was  generally  this  :— 
for  brealkfast  we  had  no  set  hour,  but  each  suited 
his  own  convcnionce,— every  thing  remaining  on 
the  table  till  the  whole  party  had  done;  though 
had  one  wished  to  breakfast  at  the  early  hour  of 
ten,  one  would  have  been  rather  lucky  to  find  any 
of  the  servants  up.  Our  average  hour  of  rising 
waa  one.  I,  who  geneniily  got  up  between  eleven 
and  twelve,  was  always — even  when  an  invalid— 
the  first  of  the  party,  and  was  esteemed  a  prodigy 
of  early  rising.  It  was  frequently  past  two  before 
the  breakfast  party  broke  up.  Then,  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  the  morning,  there  was  reading,  fencing, 
single-stick,  or  shuttlecock,  in  the  great  room; 
practising  with  pistols  in  the  hall ;  walking,  riding, 
cricket,  sailing  on  the  lake,  pkying  vrith  the  bear, 
teasing  the  wolf.  Between  seven  and  ei^ht  vre 
dined ;  and  our  evening  lasted  from  that  time  till 
one,  two,  or  three  in  the  morning.  The  eycning 
diversions  may  be  easily  conceived. 

**  1  must  not  omit  the  custom  of  handing  round, 
after  dinner,  on  the  removal  of  the  cloth,  a  human 
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skvtt  iUkd  ifkHh  Boxguidj.  After  ivreUlag 
choice  TxandB,  and  the  finest  wines  of  Fraaoe*  we 
adjourned  to  tea,  where  we  emnsed  ourselves  with 
leading  or  improving  conversation,— each  according 
to  his  fuicj,— end,  after  sandwiches.  &o.,  retirea 
to  rest.  A  set  of  monkish  dresses,  which  had  been 
provided,  with  all  the  proper  apparatus  of  crosses. 
Deads,  tonsures,  ftc,  often  ^ave  a  variety  to  our 
appearanee,  and  to  our  pursuits." 

Byron  was  at  London  when  he  put  the  finishing 
touches  upon  the  new  edition,  which,  having  done, 
he  took  leave  of  that  city,  and  soon  after  sailed  for 
liibon.  After  a  passage  of  four  davs,  he  arrived 
at  his  destination,  in  company  with  his  firiend,  Mr. 
John  Cam  Hobhouse.  Tney  remained  but  a  short 
time  in  Lisbon,  from  whence  they  travelled  on 
korseback  to  Seville  and  Cadis.  He  was  as  free 
and  easy  in  each  of  these  places  as  he  had  been  at 
home.  In  Lisbon,  as  he  said,  he  ate  oranges, 
talked  bad  Italian  to  the  monks,  went  into  society 
with  pocket  pistols,  swam  the  Tagus,  and  became 
the  victim  of  musquitoes.  In  Seville,  a  lady  of 
character  became  fondly  attached  to  him,  and  at 
parting  gave  him  a  lock  of  her  hair  "  three  feet  in 
length,*"  which  he  sent  home  to  his  mother.  In 
Ca£z,  "Miss  Cordova  and  her  little  brother" 
became  his  favorites,  and  the  former  his  preceptress 
in  Spanish.   He  alludes  to  this  in  one  of  liis  poems. 

■■  til  itkMkif  to  to  Kiwal'd  ID  a  •Innfs  taogtie 
B^  fenale  l|»  mud  eye>    that  b,  I  mnn. 
Wton  hotti  ito  twnher  •ad  the  taocte 
M  WM  ilN  cMe,  at  laa*,  when  1  have  baea. 

Leaving  Cadis,  in  the  Hyperion  frigate,  he  sailed 
for  Qibruter,  where  he  remained  tiU  the  19th  of 
August,  when  he  left  for  Malta. 

At  this  latter  place,  he  formed  an  acquaintance 
with  Mrs.  Spencer  Smith,  a  ladv  whose  life  had 
been  fertile  with  remarkable  incidents,  and  whom 
he  addresses,  in  his  poetry,  under  the  name  of 
**  Florence,** 

After  remaining  at  anchor  for  three  or  four  dm^s 
off  Patras,  Byron  and  his  friend  proceeded  to  their 
ultimate  destination.  On  their  passage,^ they  had  a 
most  charming  sunset  view  of  Missolonghi.  They 
landed  at  Prevesa  on  the  29th  of  September.  From 
Prevesa  they  journeyed  to  the  capital  of  Albania, 
and,  soon  after,  to  Yanina;  at  which  place  he 
learned  that  AU  Pacha  was  with  his  troops  in 
niyrium,  besieging  Ibrahim  Pacha  in  Berat.  From 
Tanina,  Lord  Byron  passed  to  Tepaleen.  Being 
among  the  first  English  travellers  in  that  part  of 
the  world,  they  met  with  much  attention,  taui  the 
greatest  show  of  hospitality. 

With  the  intention  of  going  to  Patras,  Lord 
Byron  embarked  on  board  a  Turkish  ship  of  war, 
provided  for  him  by  All  Pacha.  A  moderate  gale 
of  wind  arose,  and,  owing  to  the  ignorance  of  the 
Turkish  officers,  the  vessel  came  near  being  wrecked. 
Luckily  for  all  on  board,  the  wind  abated,  and  drove 
them  on  the  coast  of  Suli,  where  they  landed,  and, 
by  aid  of  the  natives,  returned  again  to  Prevesa. 

While  at  the  Suliote  village,  a  poor  but  honest 
Albanian  supplied  his  wants.  Byron  pressed  him 
to  take  money  in  return  for  his  kinuiess,  but  he 
reftised,  with  the  reply,  *<I  wish  you  to  love  me, 
not  to  pay  me." 

Attended  by  a  guard  of  forty  or  more  Albanians, 
they  passed  through  Acamania  and  Btolia  to  Mis- 
solonghi, crossed  the  Ghilf  of  Corinth  to  Patras, 
and  proceeded  fitmi  thence,  by  bmd,  to  Vostizsa, 
where  they  caught  the  first  glimpse  of  Mount  Par- 
nassus. In  a  small  b^at  they  were  oonveyed  to  the 
opposite  shore  of  the  gulf;  rode  on  horseback  from 
salona  to  Delphi,  and  after  travelling  through  liva^ 
dia,  and  making  a  brief  stop  at  Thebes,  and  other 
gaoes,  arrived  at  Athens  on  the  26th  of  Decern- 

He  remained  at  Athens  between  two  and  three 
^M»nths.  employing  his  time  in  visiting  the  vast  and 
iptondin  monuments  of  anoiant  genius,  and  oallsng 


around  him  from  tk«  depths  of  selitBAe  «h* 
of  other  timet  to  peoplelts  ruins. 

He  made  frequent  excursioas  to  Attiea,  on  om 
of  which  he  came  near  being  seized  by  a  band  of 
pirates  dwelling  in  a  cave  under  the  clifEi  of  Mi- 
nerva Sunias. 

His  beautiftil  sons,  **  Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we 
part,"  was  addressea  to  the  eldest  daughter  of  the 
Qreek  lady,  at  whose  house  he  lodged. 

Ten  weeks  had  flown  rapidly  and  pleasantly  awaj, 
when  the  unexpected  offinr  of  a  passage  in  a  Bn^ 
ish  sloop  of  war  to  Smyrna,  induced  the  traveUen 
to  leave  Athens,  whicn  they  did,  on  the  6th  ol 
March,  with  much  reluctanoe. 

At  Smyrna,  Lord  Byron  resided  in  the  house  of 
the  Consul-GkneraL  In  the  eourse  of  his  residenee 
here,  he  made  a  three-day  visit  to  the  ruins  of  Ephe- 
sus.  While  at  8..  he  finished  the  two  first  cantos 
of  "  Childe  Harold,"  which  he  had  oommenoed  fivo 
months  before  at  Joannina. 

The  Salsette  ftiffate  being  about  to  sail  for  Con- 
stantinople, Lord  Byron  and  Hobhouse  took  pas- 
sage in  her.  It  was  while  this  frigate  lay  at  anchor 
in  the  Dardanelles,  that  Byron  accomplished  his 
famous  feat  of  swimming  the  Hellespont.  The 
distance  across  was  about  two  miles;  but  the  tide 
ran  so  strong  that  a  direct  course  could  not  be  pur* 
sued,  and  he  swam  three  miles. 

He  arrived  at  Constantinople  on  the  18th  of  May. 
While  there,  he  wore  a  scarlet  ooat,  richly  embroi- 
dered ipth  gold,  with  two  heavy  epaulettes  and  a 
feathered  oocked  hat.  He  remaued  about  two 
months,  during  which  time  he  was  presented  to  the 
Sultan,  and  made  a  Journey  to  the  Black  Sea  and 
other  places  of  note  in  that  ridnity.  Qu  the  14th 
of  July,  they  left  in  the  Salsette  frigate,— Mr.  Hob- 
house intending  to  accompany  Mr.  Adur.  the  Bng- 
lish  ambassador,  to  England,  and  Byron  oeterminod 
to  visit  Ghvece. 

The  latter  landed  at  Zea,  with  two  Albanians,  a 
Tartar,  and  his  English  servant  Leaving  Zea,  he 
reached  Athens  on  the  18th.  From  thence,  he  madt 
another  tour  over  the  same  pieces  he  had  previously 
risited,  and  returned  to  Auiens  in  December,  witt 
the  purpose  of  remaining  there  during  his  sojourn 
in  Greece.  The  persons  with  whom  he  associated 
at  Athens,  were  liord  Sligo,  Lady  Hester  Stanhope, 
and  Mr.  Bruce.  Most  of  bis  time  was  employed  in 
collecting  materials  for  those  notes  on  the  state  of 
modem  Greece,  appended  to  the  second  canto  of 


Childe  Harold.  Here  also  he  wrote,  «' Hints  l 
Horace,"  a  satire  full  of  London  life,  yet,  singular 
as  it  may  appear,  dated,  **  Athens,  Capuchin  Con- 
vent, March  12, 1811." 

He  intended  to  have  jjone  to  Egypt,  but  friling 
to  receive  expected  remittances,  he  was  obliged  to 
forego  the  pleasure  of  that  trip,  and  he  left  Athens 
and  landed  at  Midta.  There  he  suffered  severely 
frt>m  an  attack  of  fever,  recovering  from  which,  he 
sailed  in  the  Y  olage  frigate  for  England.  He  left 
Greece  with  more  feeUngs  of  regret  than  he  had 
left  his  native  land,  and  the  nuBories  of  his  sojourn 
in  the  East,  immortalised  in  ChiMe  Harold,  were 
among  the pleasantest  that  aeoompeniedhim  through 
life. 

He  arrived  at  London  aftor  an  aheenoe  of  iust  two 
^ears.  Mr.  Dallas,  the  gentleman  irtio  had  super- 
intended the  publication  of  ''English  Bards  and^ 
Sootoh  Reviewers,"  called  on  him  the  day  after  his 
airival;  Lord  Byron  mentioned  having  written  a 
new  satire,  and  handed  the  MSS.  to  him  for  exami- 
nation. Mr.  Dallas  was  grieved,  supposinff  that 
the  inspiring  lands  of  the  Bast  had  brought  from 
his  mind  no  richer  poetical  works. 

Meeting  him  the  next  morning^  Mr^  Dallas  ex- 
pressed surprise  that,  he  had,  during  his  absenoe| 
written  nothing  more.  Upon  this.  Lord  Byron  tola 
him  that  he  had  oeoasionally  written  short  poems, 
besides  a  great  many  stansas  in  Spenser's  measure, 
relative  to  the  eountiies  he  had  visited.  **  They  aro 
not  worth  tumbling  you  with,"  said  Byiun,  <*b«t 
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m  Aall  here  IkoB  aH  wKh  Ton,  if  70a  like.** 
H«  then  took  Chflde  Harold'i  rilgrimaM  from  a 
nan  tmk,  and  liaaded  It  to  Mr.  Dallas,  at  the 
wmM  tkmm  ei>meMiiig  a  desire  to  kaTs  ths  "  Hints 
ftom  Honeo'^  put  to  mn  immediately.  He 
aadervaliiod  Okude  Harold,  and  OTenrahiad  the 
"WooXmJ'  He  bought  the  ftmner  inferior  to  the 
latter.  As  time  psned  on,  he  altered  his  mind  in 
feteeaee  to  tlib  matter.  «<Had  Lofd  Byron," 
says  Moore,  "pessiated  In  his  original  purpose  of 
aping  this  poem  to  the  press,  instead  of  Chflde 
HaioEd,  it  is  mote  than  probable,  that  he  would 
haTB  besii  lost,  as  a  great  poet  to  the  world." 

He  flnally  oonsented  to  the  poblieatlon  of  Childe 
Harold,  yet,  to  the  last,  he  expressed  donbts  as  to 
its  meri^  and  the  reception  it  would  meet  with  at 
the  haade  of  the  vabue.  Doubts  and  diffleulties 
arose  as  to  apoblbiier.  Messrs.  Iiongman  had  re- 
used to  pubBsh  "BngUsh  Bards  snd  Scotch  Re* 
I ;  **  and  it  was  exprc 


expressly  stipulated  with  Mr. 
to  wliom  Lord  Byron  had  presented  the 
lepyriglLt,  that  ChUde  Harold  should  not  be  oifered 
to  that  house.  An  appHoation  was  made  to  Mr. 
Mmer,  tmt  owing  to  the  sererity  in  which  a  per* 
aonal  IHciid  of  tnat  aentleman  was  mentioned,  in 
the  poem»  ha  dedinea  voblishing  it  At  length  it 
yasead  into  ^e  hsnds  of  Mr.  Murrar,  then  residing 
IB  Fleet  street,  who  was  proud  of  the  undertaking, 
and  bj  whoa  it  was  immediately  put  to  press ;— - 
and  thus  was  laid  tiiie  fbundation  of  that  friendly 
and  profttshie  conneetion,  between  that  publisher 
sad  the  author,  which  oontinned,  with  but  little 
interrvption,  dming  the  poet* s  life.* 

About  this  time,  the  iifth  edition  of  his  satire  was 
issued,  and,  soon  after,  ereiy  copy  that  could  be 
found  was  taken  and  destroyed.  In  America,  how- 
ever, and  on  the  continent,  where  the  law  of  Eng- 
land had  no  power,  it  continued  to  meet  with  an 
unprohitBted  ssle. 

while  busily  ensaged  in  Htersiy  projects,  he  was 
suddenly  called  to  ifewstead,  by  information  of  the 
skknesB  of  his  mother.  He  immediately  departed, 
and  trareQed  with  all  possible  speed,  yet  death  pre- 
ceded him.    When  he  arriTed,  he  found  her  dead. 

In  a  Wtter,  the  dsy  after,  he  says,  **I  now  feel 
liie  truth  of  Mr.  Oray's  obserration,  <we  can  only 
hate  one  mother.'  '*  Mrs.  Byron  had,  undoubtedly, 
Wved  her  son,  and  he  her,  with  a  depth  of  feeling 
baldly  svpposable  by  thoee  who  had  seen  them  in 
llicir  ftto  of  ungvremable  passion.  An  incident 
that  oceuiied  at  Mewstead,  at  this  time,  oroTes  the 
siaeetity  of  bis  affection.  On  the  night  after  his 
sniTBl,  the  waiting  woman  of  Mis.  Byron,  in  nass- 
ing  tike  door  of  the  room,  where  the  deceased  oody 
by,  hesrd  a  sound  as  of  some  one  sighing  hesTilV 
from  within ;  and,  on  entering  the  chamber,  found, 
to  her  surprise.  Lord  Byron,  sitting  in  the  dark, 
beside  the  oed.  On  her  representing  to  him  the 
of  thus  ^ving  way  to  grief,  ne  burst  into 


friend  in  the  worid,  and  she  Is  gone !  * 

He  was  called  at  this  time  to  mourn  oter  the  loss, 
not  only  of  his  mother,  but  of  six  relatiTes  ana' 
intimate  friends. 

He  returned  to  London  in  October,  snd  resumed 
the  toils  of  literary  labor,  rerislng  Childe  Harold, 
and  making  many  additions  and  alterations.  Hs 
had.  also,  at  this  time,  two  othef  works  in  press, 
"Hints  i^m  Horace,"  and  "The  Curse  of  Miner- 
ra."  In  January,  the  two  cantos  of  Childe  Harold 
were  printed,  but  not  ready  for  sale  until  the  month 
of  March,  when  "the  effect  it  produced  on  the 
public,"  says  Moore.  **  was  as  instantaneous  as  it 
has  proTed  deep  and  lasting.  It  was  electric ;— his 
fame  had  not  to  wait  for  any  of  the  ordinary  grade- 
tiona,  but  seemed  to  spring  up,  like  the  palace  of  a 
fairy  tale,  in  a  nifht.''^  Byron,  himself,  in  a  mem- 
oranda of  the  sudden  and  wholly  unexpected  effect, 
said,  **I  awoke  one  morning,  and  found  myself 
famous." 

It  was  just  prefious  to  this  period,  that  he 
became  acquainted  with  Moore,  the  poet.  The 
circumstsnce  which  led  to  their  fl^»quiiwitan<*ir  was 
a  correspondence  caused  by  a  note  appended  to 
"English  Bards  and  Scotch  Beriewers.*'  The  ao- 
quaintance  thus  formed,  was  continued,  with  the 
utmost  familiaritTi  through  life.  Lord  Bmn  was 
personsUT  introduced  to  Moore  at  the  nouse  ojf 
Rogers,  the  poet,  where,  on  the  eame  day,  these 
three,  together  with  Campbell,  dined 

Among  the  many  tributes  to  his  genius,  which 
Lord  Byron  receiTed,  was  that  of  the  Prince  Re- 
gent. At  an  erening  party  he  was  presented  to 
that  personage,  at  the  request  of  the  latter.  The 
^^-ent  expressed  his  admiration  of  Childe  Harold 
entered  into  a  long  and  animated  couTersation, 
which  continued  all  the  erenine. 

In  the  month  of  August,  I8II,  the  new  tiieatre  in 
Drury  Lane  was  finished,  and,  after  being  urgendy 
requested,  Byron  wrote  an  opening  address  for  the 
occasion.  He  now  resided  at  Cheltenham,  where, 
in  addition  to  the  address,  he  wrote  a  poem  on 
"WaltalM."  In  Mar,  appeared  "The  Giaour," 
which  rapidly  passed  tnrougn  seTeral  editions.  The 
first  contained  but  about  four  hundred  Unes,  the 
last  edition,  about  fourteen  hundred.  Many  of  ite 
choicest  parte  were  not  in  the  early  copies,  yet  it 
was  receired  with  the  greatest  fayor,  and  the  admir^ 
ers  of  Childe  Harold  equally  admired  this  new  pro- 
duct of  the  mind  of  ite  author. 

In  December,  1818,  he  published  "  The  Bride  of 
Abydos."  To  this,  while  being  printed,  he  added 
nearly  two  hundred  lines.  It  met  with  a  better  re- 
ception, if  possible,  than  either  of  his  former  works. 
Fourteen  thousand  copies  were  sold  in  one  week ; 
and  it  was  with  the  greatest  dlf&culty  and  labor  that 
the  demand  for  it  could  be  supplied.  In  Januanr 
following,  appeared  the  "The  Corsair."  In  April, 
the  "  Ode  to  Napoleon,"  and,  during  the  ensuing 
month,  he  published  "  Hebrew  Melodies." 

In  May,  he  adopted  the  strange  and  singular  reso 
lution  of  calling  in  all  he  had  written,  Duying  up 
aU  his  copyrighte.  snd  not  writing  any  more.  For 
two  years,  he  had  been  the  liteiary  idol  of  the  peo- 
ple. They  had  bestowed  upon  nim  the  hlgnest 
words  of  praise,  and  shouted  his  aenius  snd  fimie 
to  the  skies.  His  nsme  had  eyer  been  on  the  lips, 
his  writings  in  the  head,  and  his  sentimente  in  the 
heart  of  uie  great  public  This  strong  popularity 
beoan  to  wane,  as  the  excitement  caused  by  the 
suoden  appearance  of  any  new  thing,  always  wilL 
The  papers  raised  a  hue  and  err  against  a  few  of 
his  mmor  poems.  His  morsl  ana  sodal  character 
was  brougnt  into  prominency :  all  that  had  occurred 
during  his  short,  but  eyentml  life,  and  much  that 
had  neyer  an  e^tence,  except  in  the  minds  of  his 
opponente,  was  related  with  minute  partieubaitr 
Not  only  this,  but  the  slight  opinion  these  journal 


iste  expressed  of  his  genlus,-^4eoonded,  as' it  was 
by  that  Inward  dissatisfaction  with  his  own  powsi^ 
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iriiich  (hey,  vhoae  standafd  of  ezceUeuce  is  highosi. 

are  always  surest  to  feel,  mortified  and  disturbed 

him.    In  noticing  these  attacks,  he  remarks^  **1 

«  am  afraid  what  you  call  trash  is  plaguily  to  the  pur- 

Kse;  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  for  some  time  past,  I 
Ye  been  myself  much  of  the  same  opinion."  In 
this  state  of  mind,  he  resolved  apon  bidding  fare- 
well to  the  mudes,  and  betaking  himself  to  some 
otiier  pursuit.  Mentioning  this  determination  to 
Mr.  Murray,  that  gentleman  doubted  his  serious- 
ness ;  but  on  the  arriyal  of  a  letter,  enclosing  a 
draft  for  the  amount  of  the  copyrights,  and  a  re- 
quest to  withdraw  all  the  advertisements,  and  de- 
stroy all  copies  of  his  poems,  remaining  in  store, 
except  two  of  each  for  himself,  all  doubts  vanished. 
Mr.  Murray  wrote  an  answer,  that  such  an  act 
would  be  deeply  ii^jurious  to  both  parties,  and  final- 
ly induced  him  to  continue  publishing. 

In  connection  with  "Jacqueline,"  a  poem,  by  Mr. 
Bogers,  <'Lara"  appeared  in  August.  This  was 
his  last  appearance  as  an  author,  until  the  spring 
of  ISlfi. 

On  the  2d  of  January,  1815,  Lord  Byron  pro- 
posed and  was  accepted  in  marriage,  by  an  heiress. 
Miss  Milbanke,  daughter  of  Sir  Balph  Milbanke,  a 
baronet,  in  the  county  of  Durham.  Her  fortune 
was  upwards  of  ten  thousand  pounds  sterling,  which 
was  considerably  increased  by  the  death  of  her  pa- 
rents, a  few  years  subsequent  to  her  union  with  the 
poet  This  union  cast  a  shade  on  his  hitherto 
bright  career.  A  twelve-months'  extravagance, 
emoarrassments,  and  misunderstandings,  dissolved 
it,  and  the  lady  retired  to  the  country-seat  of  her 
parents,  from  the  unpleasant  scenes  of  her  own 
Lome.  One  child  was  the  result  of  this  marriage, 
Ada  Augusta  Byron.  Previous  to  the  separation, 
3yron*s  muse  was  stimulated  to  exertion  bv  his 
fast-gathering  misfortunes,  and  he  produced  the 
•*  Siege  of  Corinth  *'  and  "Parisina." 

At  the  time  of  their  separation,  Lord  Byron  and 
Ladv  Byron  resided  in  London.  He  entered  into  a 
giday  whirlpool  of  frolicking  and  unrestrained  gai- 
ety, which  at  length  brought  upon  him  great  pecu- 
niary embarrassments,  which  so  increased,  that  in 
November,  he  was  not  only  obliged  to  sell  his  libra- 
ry^ but  his  furniture,  and  even  his  beds,  were  seised 
by  the  bailiffs. 

As  soon  as  the  separation  took  place,  the  fuU  tide 
of  public  opinion  set  against  him,  and  those  who 
had  sought  nis  acc^uaintance,  coveted  bis  friendship, 
and  envied  him  his  position,  were  among  his  dead- 
liest foes  and  his  most  slanderous  vilifiers.  "In 
every  form  of  paragraph,  pamphlet  and  caricature, 
both  his  person  and  character  were  held  up  to  odi- 
um ;  hardly  a  voice  was  raised,  or  at  least  listened 
to,  in  his  behalf;  and  though  a  few  faithful  friends 
remained  unshaken  by  his  side,  the  utter  hopeless- 
ness of  stemming  the  torrent,  was  felt  as  well  by 
them,  as  by  himself;  and  after  an  effort  or  two  to 
gain  a  fair  hearing,  they  submitted  in  silence." 

Thus  miserable,  yet  conscious  of  his  newly- 
awakening  strength,  Byron  determined  to  leave 
England.  At  leaving,  the  only  person  with  whom 
he  parted  prith  regre^  was  his  sister,  and  to  her  he 
penned  the  touching  tribute,  **  Though  the  Day 
of  my  Destiny's  over.^'  To  Mr.  Moore  he  addressed, 
"My  Boat  is  on  the  Shore : "  and  to  Ladv  Bvren, 
"Fare  thee  well." 

He  sailed  for  Ostend  on  the  25th  of  April.  His 
Journey  lay  by  the  Bhine.  He  made  a  short  stay  at 
Brussels.  At  Geneva  he  spent  the  remainder  of  the 
summer ;  livingin  a  beautiful  villa  on  the  borders 
of  the  lake.  While  there,  he  made  frequent  excur- 
sions to  Coppet,  Chamouni,  the  Bernese  Alps,  and 
other  places  of  interest.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shelley  were 
also  residing  at  O^eva  at  that  time.'  It  was  m  this 
villa,  on  the  banks  of  the  lake,  that  he  finished  the 
third  canto  of  "Childe  Harold."  He  also  wrote 
•*  The  Prisoner  of  Chillon,"  stanzas  "  To  Augusta," 
•The  Fi-agment,"  "Darkness,"  and  "  The  Dream." 

In  the  month  of  August  he  was  visited  by  Mt. 
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M.  0.  Lewis,  Mr.  Hobhooie  wd  Mr.  &  Di^lUi 
with  whom  he  made  the  excuniens  pseviously  al 
luded  to.  It  was  while  here,  that  he  besan  his  prose 
romance  of  "  The  Vampire ; "  also  another,  founded 
upon  the  story  of  the  Marriage  of  Belphegor,  both 
01  which  he  left  unfinished. 

From  the  commencement  of  the  year  1817f  to  that 
of  1820,  Lord  Bvron's  pruidpal  residemee  was  at 
Vexuce.  Soon  alter  reaching  that  city,  he  began 
the  study  of  the  Armenian  language,  m  which  he 
made  considerable  progress.  While  there,  he  pur- 
sued his  literary  labors  with  much  diligence  and 
success.  He  wrote  "  The  Lament  of  Tasso,"  the 
fourth  canto  of  "Childe  Harold/'  the  dramas  of 

Marino  Faliero,"  and  the  "  Twotoscari; "  "Bep- 
"Maaeppa,"  and  the  first  cantos  of  "Don 

nan." 

He  formed  an  acquaintance  with  Madame  Gnicci- 
oli.  which  soon  grew  to  a  passionate  love,  and  was 
duly  reciprocated  by  her.  She  was  a  B^mi^gnese 
ladv.  Her  father  was  Count  Gamba,  a  nobleman  of 
high  rank  and  ancient  name,  at  Ravenna.  She  had 
been  married,  when  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  without 
reference  to  her  choice  or  affection,  to  the  Count 
Guiccioli,  an  old  and  wealthy  widower.  At  the 
time  Byron  was  introduced  to  her,  she  was  about 
twenty;  with  fair  and  delicate  complexion,  large, 
dark  eves,  and  a  profusion  of  auburn  hair.  Tnis 
lady  almost  entirely  governed  the  movements  of 
Byron,  while  in  Italy;  and  it  was  a  government 
which  he  appeared  to  love,  and  from  whidi  he  man- 
ifosted  no  desire  to  escape. 

She  proceeded  with  her  husband  to  Kaveana,  in 
April,  1819,  and  Lord  Byron  soon  followed.  He 
shortly  returned  to  Venice,  where  he  received  a  visit 
from  Moore,  in  the  course  of  which  he  presented  to 
him  a  large  manuscript  volume,  entitled,  "  My  Life 
and  Adventures."  As  he  handed  it  to  him^  ne  re- 
marked, "  It  is  not  a  thing  that  can  be  published 
during  my  lifetime;  but  yon  may  have  it,  if  you 
like, — there,  do  whatever  you  please  with  it; "  and 
soon  after  added,  "  This  will  make  a  nice  legacy  for 
my  littie  Tom,  who  shall  astonish  the  latter  days 
of  the  nineteenth  century  with  it." 

This  manuscript  was  a  collection  of  various  jour- 
nals, memorandas,  etc.  At  Byron's  request,  Mr. 
Moore  sold  the  copyright  to  Murray  for  two  thou- 
sand pounds,  with  the  stipulation  that  it  was  not  to 
be  published  until  after  the  author's  decease.  When 
that  event  occurred,  Mr.  Moore  returned  to  Mr. 
Murray  the  money  advanced,  and  placed  the  manu- 
script at  the  disposal  of  Lord  Byron's  sister,  Mrs. 
Leigh ;  at  whose  request,  and,  with  the  acoordaat 
opinion  of  Lord  Byron's  best  friends,  it  was  de- 
stroyed. The  motive  for  its  destruction  is  said  to 
have  been  an  unwillingness  to  offend  the  feelings  of 
many  of  the  individuals  mentioned  in  it. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  year  1819,  Lord  Byron 
removed  to  Bavenna,  where  he  wrote  "  The  Proph- 
ecy of  Dante,"  " Sardanapalus,"  "Cain,"  "Heaven 
and  Earth,"  the  third,  fourth  and  fifth  cantos  of 

Don  Juan,"  and  "The  Vision  of  Judgment." 

He  remained  at  Bavenna  during  the  greater  part 
of  the  two  succeeding  years.  In  the  autumn  of 
1821  he  removed  to  risa,  in  Tuscany,  where  he 
remained  until  the  middle  of  May.  His  habits  of 
life,  while  at  Pisa,  are  thus  described  bv  Moore  :— 

"  At  two,  he  usually  breakfasted,  and  at  three,  or, 
as  the  year  advanced,  four  o'clock,  those  persons 
who  were  in  the  habit  of  accompanying  hfan  in  his 
rides,  called  upon  him.  After,  occasionally,  a  game 
of  billiards,  he  proceeded, — and  in  order  to  avoid 
stares,  in  his  carriage, — as  far  as  the  gates  of  the 
town,  where  his  horses  met  him.  At  first,  the  route 
he  chose  for  these  rides  was  in  the  direction  of  the 
Oascine,  and  of  the  pine  forest  that  reaches  towards 
the  sea ;  but  having  found  a  spot  more  eonvenient 
for  hie  pistol  exercise,  on  the  road  leading  from 
Portalla  Spiaggia  to  the  east  of  the  city,  he  took 
daily  this  course  during  the  remainder  of  his  stay 
When  arrived  at  the  Podere^  or  farm,  in  the  garden 
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frindi  «ttd  )m  AiBM&tad, 

aboBt  kair  an  bmir  to  a  trial  of  ikiU  at  tha 

Rtoraed,  a  little  before  iimset,  into  the  dtj. 

LnviBg  Plia,  1m  lemoted  to  Gtaoa,  where  he 
fcfmamed  tOl  hia  final  departaio  fw  Oraeoe,  ia  Jnljr, 
181ft.  Daring  this  tima,  he  prodneed  ••  Werner/* 
'•Tha  Deiomed  T^nuufimaed,"  "The  laUad," 
•'The  Age  ef  Btonsa/' and  the  last  eairtoa of  <•  Don 

He  boeaaae  interested  in  the-atmnle  of  ttie 
Greeks  for  fleeduui,  and  offend  his  semoes  in  th«r 
behsU  He  c%tained  the  adYanee  of  a  lam  sum  of 
Bonej,  and  ehaitcnd  an  Bngiish  venel,  the  Heron- 
les,  for  the  ympoee  of  taking  him  to  Oiceee. 

All  things  bemg  iead]r,  on  the  ISth  of  Jiafy,  he, 
and  those  who  were  to  aecompany  him,  embarked. 
ffis  soite  eottsistad  of  Coont  Eietro  Gamba,  brother 
of  the  Coontess  Ooiedoli;  Mr.  Trelawny,  an  Bng^ 
Kshman ;  and  Doetor  Bmno,  an  Italian  physieianf 
who  had  jnst  left  the  nniversity,  and  was  somewhat 
aeqnamted  with  svrgerf .  He  had,  also,  at  his  ser- 
lice,  eight  servants. 

There  were  on  board  ft^e  hoxBea,  arms  and  ammn- 
nition  for  the  use  of  his  own  party,  and  medicine 
enoagh  for  the  snpply  of  one  thansand  men  for  one 

On  the  aaoniag  of  the  14th  of  July,  the  Heroalcs 
ssOed ;  but,  encountering  a  aercre  storm,  was  obliged 
ts  put  baek.  On  tiie  erening  of  the  16th,  they 
sgam  started,  and  after  a  psssage  of  ilve  days, 
reached  Leghorn,  where  they  shipped  a  snpply  of 
nnpowder,  and  other  Snghsh  goods.  Receiring 
mese,  they  immediately  sailed  for  Cephalonia,  and 
leached  Argolosti,  the  principal  port  of  that  island, 
oa  the  21st  ot  July.  He  was  warmly  received  by 
tte  Greeks  and  English,  among  whom  his  presence 
created  a  Uvelr  sensation. 

Wishing  inrotmation,  in  order  to  determine  upon 
Qie  best  course  for  him  to  pursue,  he  despatcaed 
Mr.  Tr^awny  and  Mr.  Hamilton  Browne  with  a 
letter  to  the  Greek  government,  in  ordor  to  obtain 
an  acemmt  of  the  state  of  public  aAurs.  Here,  as 
in  many  other  places,  he  displaved  his  generosity, 
by  relitrving  the  distressed,  wno  had  fled  from  Scio. 

He  was  delayed  at  Argolosti  about  six  weeks,  by 
adverse  winds.  At  lenpjth,  the  wind  becoming  fair, 
he  embarked  on  board  the  Mistico,  and  Count 
Gsmba,  with  the  horses  and  heavy  baggage,  in  a 
hrse  vess^ 

The  latter  was  brought  to  by  a  Turkish  frigate, 
and  carried,  with  its  vakiahio  cargo,  into  Patras, 
where  the  conunander  of  the  Turkish  fleet  was  sta- 
tioned. Coont  Gamba  had  an  interview  with  the 
Facha,  and  was  so  fofrtunate  as  to  obtsin  the  relense 
of  his  vessel  and  freight ;  and  sailmg,  reached  Mis- 
■olonghi  on  the  4th  of  January.  He  was  surprised 
to  learn  that  Lord  Byron  had  not  arrived. 

On  his  Lordship's  departure  from  Dragomestri,  a 
violent  gale  cane  on,  and  the  vessel  was  twice 
driven  into  imminent  danger  on  the  rocks ;  and  it 
was  owing  to  Lord  Byron's  firmnssa  and  nautical 
•km,  that  the  vessel,  several  lives,  and  twenty-five 
thousand  dollars,  were  saved. 

It  was  while  at  Dragomestri,  that  an  imprudent 
ftath  brought  on  a  cola,  which  was  the  foundation 
of  that  sickness  which  resulted  in  his  death. 

He  reached  Missolonghi  on  the  6th  of  January, 
and  was  received  with  enthusiastic  demonstrations 
of  joy.  No  mark  of  welcome  or  honor  that  the 
Greeas  could  devise,  was  omitted. 

One  of  the  first  acts  of  Lord  Byron,  was  an  at- 
tempt to  mitigate  the  ferocity  of  war.  He  rescued 
a  Turk  from  the  hands  of  some  sailors,  kept  him  at 
bis  house  a  few  days,  until  an  opportunity  occurred 
to  smd  him  to  Patras.  He  sent  four  Turkish  pris- 
oners to  the  Turkish  Chief  of  Patras,  and  requested 
that  nriaoners,  on  both  sides,  be  henceforward 
treated  with  humanity. 

Forming  a  corps  of  Snliotes,  he  equipped  them 
It  his  own  expense.     They  numbered  about  six 


hndnd.  bwvs  aad  h»4y  HMMtalMers,  birt  whoUy 
nndismplined  and  nnmsnsgsahto.  Of  these,  having 
obtained  a  commission,  he,  on  the  first  of  Felnr»> 
ary,  took  the  scmmsad. 

Aa  ai^aditioii  aninst  Lspanto  was  proposed; 
but,  owing  to  some  cufflculty  with  the  rode  snd  riot* 
o«s  soldiery,  it  was  suspenoed. 

Disease  now  began  to  prey  upon  him,  and  ha 
was  attacked  with  a  fit  of  enUapsy  on  the  15th  of 
February,  which  deprived  him,  for  a  short  time,  ol 
his  senses.  On  the  following  morning,  he  appeared 
to  be  mneh  batter,  but  atill  quite  iU. 

On  tiie  9th  of  April,  after  retaining  from  a  rids 
with  Co«nt  Gamba,  duriac  which  they  had  met  a 
rioknt  ahower,  he  waa  again  prostrated  with  di»- 
eaae.  He  waa  seised  with  shuddering,  and  com- 
plainad  of  rhoumatie  pains.  The  following  day  he 
arose  at  his  aeenatomed  hour,  transacted  business, 
and  rods  into  the  dive  woods,  aoeompanisd  by  his 
loDg  train  of  Snliotes. 

On  the  11th  his  fever  increased ;  and  on  the  12th 
he  kept  his  bsd  all  day,  oomplsintng  that  he  could 
not  aUep,  and  taking  no  noorishment  whatever. 
The  two  following  days,  he  suffered  much  from 
pains  in  the  head,  though  his  fever  had  subsided. 
On  the  14th,  Dx.  Bruno,  finding  sudorifios  naavail- 
in^,  urged  the  neeessity  of  his  being  bled.  But  of 
this  Lord  Byron  wot^d  not  hear.  At  length,  how- 
ever, after  repeated  entreaties,  he  promised  that, 
should  his  fever  increase,  he  would  sllow  it  to  be 
done.  He  was  bkd ;  but  the  relief  did  not  answer 
the  expectations  of  any  one.  The  restlessness  and 
agitation  increased,  and  he  spoke  several  tinges  in 
an  incoherent  manner.  On  the  17th,  it  was  repeated. 

His  disease  continued  to  increase ;  he  had  not, 
till  now,  thought  himself  dangerously  ill ;  but  now, 
the  fearful  truth  was  apparent,  not  only  in  his  own 
feelings,  but  in  the  countoisaces  and  actions  of  his 
friends  and  attendants. 

A  consultation  of  physiciaas  was  had.  Soon 
after,  a  fit  of  delirinm  ensued,  and  he  begsn  to  talk 
wildly,  calling  out,  half  in  English,  half  in  Italian, 
"  Forwards ! — forwards !— courage  ! — follow  my  ex- 

ople !  **  Ac,  Ac. 

On  Fletcher's  ssking  him  whether  he  should 
brin|^  pen  and  paper  to  take  down  his  words,  he 
replied  :•— <*  Oh,  no,  there  is  no  time — it  is  now  nearly 
over.  Go  to  my  sisters-tell  her— go  to  Lady  Byron 
—you  will  see  her— and  say^— "  Hero  his  voice  fal- 
tered, and  became  graduaily  indistinct.  He  con- 
tinued speaking  in  a  low,  whispering  tone.  **  Mr 
Lord,"  replied  Fletcher,  "  I  have  not  understood 
a  ward  your  Lordship  has  been  saying."  "  Not 
understood  me  i "  exclaimed  Byron,  with  a  look  of 
distress,  "  what  a  pity !— then  it  is  too  late ;— 4dl  is 
over."  '*  I  hope  not,^*  answered  Fletcher ;  but  the 
Lord's  will  be  done!"  '*  Yes,  net  mine,"  said 
Byron.  He  then  attempted  to  say  somethixig ;  but 
nothing  was  intelligible,  except  **mj  sister— my 
child." 

About  six  o'clock  in  the  evening  of  the  19th,  he 

id,  "Now  I  shall  go  to  sleep;"  and,  turning 
round,  fell  into  that  slumber  from  which  he  never 
awoke. 

The  sad  intelligence  was  received  by  the  people 
of  Missolonghi  with  feelings  of  sorrow,  which  we 
are  unable  to  describe;  and  all  Europe  was  in 
mourning  over  the  lamentable  event,  as  its  tidings 
spread  through  its  cities,  towns,  and  rillages. 

It  waa  but  a  short  time  previous,  that  the  Greeks 
were  inspired  by  his  presence,  and  inspirited  bv  the 
touch  of  his  ever-powerful  genius.  Wow,  all  was 
over.  The  future  triumphs  which  they  had  pictured 
forth  for  their  country's  freedom,  vanished.  Their 
bright  hopes  departed,  and  lamentation  filled  hearts 
lately  buoyant  with  rejoicing. 

In  various  parts  of  Greece,  honors  were  paid  to 
his  memory. 

The  funeral  ceremony  took  place  in  the  church  of 
St.  Nicholas.  His  remains  were  carried  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  officers  of  his  corps.    On  his  ooffin 


KIT 


BYBONnS  W0BK8. 


were  placed  a  helmet,  a  sword,  andaerown  of  lavzeL 
The  cnurch  was  crowded  to  ita  utmoet  extent,  dur- 
ing the  lervice. 

On  the  2d  of  May  the  body  was  conveyed  to  Zante, 
onder  a  salute  from  the  gans  of  the  fortress.  From 
thence,  it  was  sent  in  the  English  brii  Florida,  in 
charge  of  CoL  Stanhope ;  and,  being  landed  onder 
the  curection  of  his  Lordship's  ezecators,  Mr.  Hob- 
honse  and  Mr.  Hanson,  it  was  removed  to  the  honse 
of  Sir  Edsnurd  KnatohbuU,  where  it  lay  in  state  dur- 
ing the  9th  and  lOth  of  July.  On  the  16th  of  July, 
the  last  duties  were  paid  to  the  remains  of  the  great 
poet,  by  depositinff  them  close  to  those  of  his  mother, 
m  the  family  vault  in  the  small  village  church  of 
Hucknall,  near  Newstead.  It  is  a  somewhat  singu- 
lar fact,  that  on  the  same  da^  of  the  same  month 
in  the  preceding  year,  he  said  to  Count  Gtemba, 
**  Where  shall  we  be  in  another  year  ?  " 

On  a  teblet  of  white  marble,  in  the  chancel  of  the 
church  of  Hucknall,  is  the  following  inscription : — 

IN  THB  VAULT  BBITSATH, 

WHBBl  KANT  OF  HI8  ANCESTORS  AND  HIS  MOTBU 

AKB  BU&IBD, 

LIB  THB  BBKAIN8  OV 

GEORGE  GORDON  NOEL  BYRON, 

LOBD  BTBON,  OF  BOOHDALB, 

IN  THB  OOUNTT  OP  LANCASTBB; 

THB  AUTHOR  OF 

**  CHILDB  HAROLD'S  PILORIMAOB." 

HB  WAS  BORN  IN  LONDON,  ON  THB 

22d  of  januart,  1788. 

■B  DIBD  AT  MI880LONOHI,  IN  WB8TBRN  ORBBOB, 

ON  THB  19TH  of  APRIL*,   1824, 

BNOAGBD  IN  THB  GLORIOUS  ATTBMPT  TO 

,  RE8T0BB  THAT  COUNTRY  TO  HBR 

ANOEBNT  FREEDOM  AND 

RBNOWN. 

HIS  SISTER,  THB  HONORABLB 

AUGUSTA  KARIA  LEIGH, 

PLACED  THIS  TABLET  TO  HIS  MBHORT. 

Thus  lived  and  died  the  poet  Byron.  With  a 
mind,  blest  with  an  active  gemus.  which  but  few  are 
privileged  to  poesess,  he  passed  tnrough  this  world, 
like  a  comet,  on  ita  bright  but  erratic  course,  leavinff 
a  luminous  trace  behind  to  mark  his  passage,  ana 
to  keep  his  memory  fresh  in  the  hearte  of  many  fu- 
ture generations.  It  is  not  our  purpose,  in  this 
place,  to  speak  of  the  g^eral  tone  of  his  writings 
or  of  their  influence,  xhat  he  had  faults,  we  are 
ready  to  admit ;  and  that  he  had  an  inward  good- 
ness of  heart,  we  are  as  ready  to  assert.  But  few 
men,  with  like  temperament  and  associations  with 
his,  would  have  pursued  a  different  course. 

In  heiffht  he  was  five  feet  eight  inches  and  a  half. 
His  hands  were  very  white  and  smalL  Of  his  face, 
the  beauty  may  be  pronounced  to  have  been  of  the 
highest  order,  as  combinins  at  once  regularity  of 
features  with  the  most  varwd  and  Interestiiig  ex- 
pression.   His  eyes  wefe  of  a  light  gray,  and  capa- 


ble of  all  eztremes  of  eAptassloo,  from  tlte  mosl 
joyous  hilarity  to  the  deepest  sadness,  from  Uw  very 
sunshine  of  benevolence  to  the  most  conoentrateo 
scorn  or  rage. 

But  it  was  in  the  mouth  and  chin  that  the  great 
beauty  of  his  countenance  lay.  Says  a  fair  critic  of 
his  reattjres,  "liany  pictures  have  oeen  painted  of 
him,  with  various  success;  but  the  excessive  beauty 
of  hi^  lli-jd  eseaped  every  painter  and  sculptor.  In 
tbcLT  ct^a.Kdless  play  they  represented  every  emotion* 
whether  pale  with  anger,  or  curled  in  disdain,  smil- 
incT  in  trnimph,  or  dimpled  with  archness  and  love. 
TlSb  extreme  udlity  of  expression  was  sometimes 
painftil,  for  I  have  seen  him  look  absolutely  ugly— I 
have  seen  him  look  so  hard  and  cold  that  you  must 
hate  him,  and  then,  in  a  moment,  brighter  than  the 
sun,  with  such  playful  softness  in  his  look,  such 
affectionate  eagerness  kindling  in  his  eyes,  and 
dimpling  his  lips  into  something  more  sweet  than  a 
smile^  that  you  forgot  the  man,  the  Lord  Byron,  in 
the  picture  of  beauty  presented  to  you,  and  gased 
with  intense  curiosify — I  had  almost  said— as  if  to 
satisfy  yourself,  that  thus  looked  the  g(od  of  poetry, 
the  god  of  the  Vatican,  when  he  conversed  with  the 
sons  and  daughters  of  man." 

His  head  was  sfsrall ;  the  forehead  high^n  which 
glossy,  dark-brown  curls  clustered.  His  teeth 
were  white  and  regular,  and  his  countenance  oolor- 

•  BS. 

He  believed  in  the  immortality  of  the  souL  In 
one  of  his  letters,  he  said  that  he  once  doubted  it, 
but  that  reflection  had  teught  him  better.  The 
publication  of  *'  Cain,  a  Mystery,"  brought  down 
upon  him  the  severest  dfenunciations  of  many 
of  the  clergy,  whose  seal  took  rapid  flight  and  bore 
away  their  reason  and  judgment.  They  called  it 
blasphemous.  .  This,  Lord  Byron  denied  in  the 
most  positive  terms.  The  misunderstanding  was 
owing  to  the  fact  that  Byron  caused  each  of  the 
characters  to  speak  as  it  was  supposed  they  would 
speak,  judging  from  their  actions,  and  that  these 
wult-finders,  who  raised  such  an  outcry,  imderstood 
the  language  to  be  the  belief  of  the  author,  than 
which  nothmg  could  be  more  unreasonable. 

At  the  time  of  Byron's  death  many  tributes  to  his 
memory  were  paid  by  the  most  celebrated  authors. 
Amonff  them  was  one  from  Rogers,  from  which  we 
take  the  following  as  best  fitted,  in  closing  this 
sketeh,  to  leave  on  the  mind  of  our  readers  a  just 
view  of  the  strange  and  eventful  life  of  the  poet, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  call  forth  that  charity  in 
judgment  which  it  is  our  duty  to  bestow  :— 


jLad  to vlM  voidd  MidiihM fa  11(7 gnvik 
Ok,htkimpMnl  far  who  •mooff  w all, 
Triad  M  thfPQ  WMt   mm  ftna  Oiy  m^km.  jiwn, 
Whn  wworiarinf,  jet  mmfoBX,  aHifbkiid  haf-m 
Triad  M  tboa  wart,  ud  wkh  tlij  lore  of  AuM ; 
FlaaMna,  wfaBa  yet  tha  dawn  waa  oo  tkj  obadi, 
UfliMiir,  pmrfaK,  and  10  niM  liha  thfaa, 
Bar  ekaimad  cap—ah,  «Im  aiaoofM  ■§  ai 
Coidd  aiV  ka  had  not  «md  M  BMMh  Mi  MM  •* 


Til  it 
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Vr^fwm  m  mm  avto  dt  Im,  «kni  m  bH  !•  fw  b  i!ii  Jin  ptfi  WmA  m  u^  m  ^m  mm  t»f,  J'« 

M.MJd .     f       •    .1     r ''I'        "~    C<  nmmm  m  m%  pah<  <a  lirffc w. 

taiHk  »  ^ite.   T^MB  hi  III  lil  «»  P«M*  ««ii^  »*^  k^>^  1^  •'^  •'««  nil  <■<  "^ 

»-   a»Ml  fa  ■•ua^  M  dWM  bMAn  di  mi  iw^w  v«  mM-I*.  )•  ata  npMMMli  il  l»  *«h  il  l» 


LB  (XWMOPOLrrC 


PREPACK. 

Tb  Mlowiag  poeoi  wm  wiIMhi,  for  tke  mott 
put,  odd  13mb  Menet  wUeh  it  >tUaq>tB  to  dMoribe. 
Kuwbegim  iaAlbaiki;  vAUhmftartM  rikthr*  to 
Spdft  Bid  PortagAl  iran  oompofled  fron  Hie  Mithor't 
ulnmilium  in  ^om  eoantries.  Thus  nmch  it  may 
h<  III  tow  My  «o  Btato  for  tko  conootacM  of  the  de- 
The  MOMO  ettenpted  to  U  eketehed 
Spidn,  PoituBid,  Epins,  AemMaia,  and 
Thore  for  the  praHnt  tlM  poem  stope:  iti 
nwpUon  -mm  dotmodne  iriiethor  the  author  may 
vcntnre  t»oondMt  hit  readon  to  the  eapHal  of  the 
BMt,  Ihwgti  Ionia  aadPhrygia 


the  exception  of  a  few  concluding  stansaa,  thewholi 
of  this  poem  waa  written  in  the  Leraat. 

The  ttanaa  of  Spenter,  aecoiding  to  one  of  oar 
moat  aaoceaaful  poets,  admita  ef  ereiy  Tanetj.  Jk. 
Beattie  makea  the  following  ohaerration:  <'Kot 
long  ago  I  b^an  a  poem  in  the  style  and  ataasa  of 
Spenser,  in  which  I  propoae  to  give  ftiU  scope  to  my 
inclination,  and  be  either  droU  or  pathetic,  deociv* 
tiYe  or  sentimental,  tender  or  satWcal*  as  the  hi«nor 
strikes  me;  for,  if  I  mistake  not,  the  measure 
which  I  have  adopted  admits  eqnally  of  all  these 
kinds  of  composition."  «— BtreogUiened  in  my  opin- 
ion by  such  high  authority,  and  by  the  eTample  of 
some  in  the  highest  order  of  Italian  poets»  I  shall 
attempts  at  similar  TariatioM 


make  no  apology , 

iekiteodBeed  for  tte  mIm  of  lq  the  foUowing  oompositioni  satisfied  that»  if  they 
are  unsuccessful,  their  failure  must  be  in  the  eieon- 
tion,  rather  than  in  the  deaign  aanctioned  by  th« 
practice  of  Arioeto,  Thomson,  and  Beattie. 


eonnmEion  to  the  piece;  which,  how- 
doB  to  Mtnkrity.  It  has 
_  L  to  me  by  friends,  on  whose  opinions 
I  set  a  hiflpk  vahM,  that  in  this  ftetitioua  character, 
"ChOda  fiUs^dt"  I  may  iaeor  the  saepfeies  of 
having  inftrmifoil  eome  real  parsonage;  this  I  beg 
leave,  oneeftit  an,  to  disdaiafc— Harold  is  the  child 
of  iasagiaationt  for  the  porpoee  I  have  stated.  In 
some  wry  ^dvial  partimdars,  and  thoee  merely  Weal, 
Hmw  migkt  be  gronnds  for  toch  a  notion ;  but  in 
the  main  polBts,  I  shouU  hope,  none  whaterer. 

It  Is  almost  saperfluoua  to  mention  that  the  ap- 
pellation "Chnde,*'  aa  **  Childe  Waters/'  "Childe 
Childen,"  ftc,  is  used  as  more  consonant  with  the 
old  stractme  of  the  Tersifleation  which  I  hare 
adopted.  The  "  Good  Night,"  in  the  beginning  of 
tkt  first  canto,  was  suggested  by  **  Lord  MaswelVs 
Good  Night,"  in  the  Border  IGnstrelsy,  edited  by 
Mr.  Scott. 

With  the  different  poems  which  have  been  pub- 
lished on  Spanish  subjects,  there  may  be  found  some 
slight  coimcidenoe  in  the  first  part,  which  treats  of 
the  Peninsula,  but  h  can  only  be  casual;  as,  with 
S 


ABDITIGIV  TO  THB  PBXFACS. 

I  UA.ym  now  waited  till  almoot  all  our  periodieal 
journals  have  dis»utsd  tfiilr  usual  portion  of 
criticism.  To  the  justice  of  the  generality  of  their 
criticisms  I  have  nothing  to  object ;  it  would  ill  bo- 
come  me  to  quarrel  with  their  very  slight  degree  of 
censure,  when,  perhaps,  if  they  had  been  less  kind 
they  had  been  more  candid.  Returning,  therefore, 
to  all  and  each  my  best  thanks  for  their  liberality, 
on  one  point  alone  shall  I  venture  an  observation. 
Among  the  many  objections  justly  urged  to  the  very 
indifferent  character  of  the  *<  vagrant  Childe,** 
(whom,  notwithstanding  many  hints  to  the  eon- 
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tnu7>  I  itiU  maintidn  to  be  a  fiotitfoiu  penonige,) 
It  hm  been  stated,  that,  besides  tlie  anachrcmism, 
he  is  Yerj  wnhu^hUy,  as  the  times  of  the  Knights 
were  times  of  lore,  honor,  and  so  forth.  Now  it  so 
happens  that  the  good  old  times,  when  "  Tamour 
dn  bon  vieoz  terns  Tamour  antique"  flourished, 
were  the  most  profligate  of  all  possible  centuries. 
Those  who  have  any  doubts  on  this  subject  may 
consult  St.  Palaye,  paatim,  and  more  particularly 
▼oL  ii.,  page  09.  The  tows  of  chiralry  were  no 
better  kept  than  any  other  tows  whatsocTer ;  and 
the  songs  of  the  Troubadours  were  not  more  deeent, 
and  oertainly  were  much  less  refined,  than  those  of 
OTid.  The  "  Couss  d'ainour,  paxtemens  <*amow  ou 
de  courtesie  et  d»  gtentilesse"  had  much  more  of 
loTe  than  of  courtesy  or  gentleness.  See  Rolland 
on  the  same  subject  with  St.  Palaye.  Whaterer 
other  objection  may  be  urged  to  that  most  unamia«« 
ble  personage,  Childe  Harold,  he  was  so  fiLrperfeofly 
knightly  in  his  attributes^*' No  waiter,  but  a 
knight  temphff."*  By  the  by,  I  fear  that  Sir 
Tristrem  and  Sir  Lancelot  were  no  better  tiiaa  they 
should  be,  although  Tery  poetical  personages  and 
true  knights  <<8ans  peur,"  though  not  ''sans  re- 
proche."  If  the  story  of  the  institittion  of  the 
**  Garter  "  be  not  a  fltble,  the  knights  of  that  order 
haTo  for  scTeral  centuries  borne  the  badge  of  a 
Countess  of  Salisbury  of  indifferent  memory.  So 
much  for  chiTalry.  Burke  need  not  haTe  regretted 
that  its  days  are  OTer,  though  Maria  Antoinette  was 
quite  as  chaste  as  most  of  those  In  whose  honors 
Unoes  were  shiTered,  and  knights  unhorsed. 

Before  the  days  of  Bayard,  and  down  to  those  of 
Sir  Joseph  Banks,  (the  most  chaste  and  celebrated 
of  ancient  and  modem  times,)  few  exceptions  will 
be  feimd  to  this  statement,  and  I  foar  a  Utile  hiTes- 
tigation  will  teach  us  not  to  regret  these  monstrous 
mummeries  of  the  middle  ages. 

I  now  leaiTO  ••Childe  Harold,"  to  Uto  hia  day, 
•ueh  as  he  is ;  St  had  been  more  agreeable,  and  cex^ 
tafaily  more  easy,  to  haTe  drawn  an  amiable  charao- 
ter.  It  had  been  easy  to  Tarnish  oTer  Ms  faults,  to 
tnake  him  do  more  and  express  less,  but  he  ncTer 
wai  Intended  as  an  example,  forther  than  to  show 
that  early  perrerslon  of  mind  and  morals  leads  to 
iatiety  of  past  pleasures  and  disappointment  in 
Ikew  ones,  and  Hut  eren  the  beauties  of  nature,  and 
ftkjb  stimulus  of  tntTcl  (except  ambition,  the  most 
powerftil  of  aH  excitements)  are  lost  on  a  soul  so 
constitated,  or  rather  misdirected.  Had  I  pro- 
ceeded with  the  poem,  this  character  would  haTe 
deepened  as  he  drew  to  the  close ;  for  the  outline 
which  I  once  meant  to  fill  up  for  him  was,  with 
some  ezoeptkma^  the  tketeh  of  a  modem  Timon, 
perhaps  a  poetical  Zeluco. 


TO  lANTHB. 


Not  in  those  climes  where  I  have  late 

straying. 
Though  Beauty  long  hath  there  been  matchlest 

deem'd; 
Not  in  those  Tisions  to  the  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  sighs  but  to  haTe  only  dream'd. 
Hath  aught  like  thee  in  truth  or  fancy  seem'd: 
Nor,  hsTing  seen  thee,  shall  I  Tainly  seek 
To  paint  those  charms  which  Tsried  as  they  beam'd : 
To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  words  were  weak ; 
To  those  who  gase  on  the^  what  language  emild 

they  speak? 

Ah !  may'st  thou  oTor  be  what  now  tiiou  art, 
Nor  unbeseem  the  promise  of  thy  spring, 
Asihir  In  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  in  heart. 
Lore's  Image  upon  earth  without  his  wing. 
And  guileless  beyond  Hope's  imagining ! 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth.  In  thee,  thus  hourly  brightening, 
Beholds  the  rainbow  of  her  Aiture  years, 
Before  whose  heaTonly  hues  sll  sonow  disappears. 

Toung  Peri  of  the  West  !^*tis  well  for  mo 
My  years  already  doubly  number  thine ; 
My  loToless  eye  umoTed  may  gaae  on  thee,- 
And  safely  Tiew  thy  ripening  beauties  shine ; 
Happy,  I  ne'er  shall  see  thsna  in  deeline ; 
Happier,  that  while  sll  younger  hearts  shall  blsed* 
Mine  shall  eseape  the  doom  thine  oyoi  sesiyi 
To  those  wheee  «dmicatioB  ahaU  aueseed» 
But  inlx'd  with  paa^i  to  Lore's  trsn  loreliesthovn 


Oh!  ktthateye,whkh,wildMt»«eGaaslU's, 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beaulifolly  shy, 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  daisies  where  it  dweUs) 
Olsnee  o'er  this  page,  nor  to  aiy  vwss  deny 
That  smOe  for  which  my  brssst  mi^  Tsia^  si^ 
Could  I  to  thee  be  eter  mors  thai&  Mesid : 
This  Bueh,  desr  nmid,  aooord:  not  qvsslioA  why 
To  one  so  ybung  my  strain  I  would  eottsasiid, 
B«t  bid  me  with  my  wreath  ens  OMitohlsss  lily  Ussd. 


Such  is  thy  Mme  wi«i  titfs  my 
And  long  ss  kindsr  eyes  a  look  shall  ess 
On  Harold's  page,  laathe^  hsn  snrittin 
ShsU  thus  be  first  behslA,  forgoHSB  Isst 
My  days  onee  nmnbsr'd,  should  tidi 
Attract  thy  fairy  flngsn  near  tlM  lyrs 
or  him  who  hailld  thes,  lo««lisst  as 
Such  is  the  most  my  msmmy  m«y  dmfe* ; 
Though  mors  than  Hope 

ShiplSMM<M^A» 
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CANTO  I 


QKfthoii!  in  HeUas  dMm*d  of  heayenly  birth, 
Mim!  iBim'd  or  &bled  at  ths  mmitrers  will ! 
flfaiM  rtainftd  ftiU  oft  by  Uter  lyiM  on  earth, 
Ifine  dam  not  call  the«  from  thy  sacred  hill : 
Tet  liwn  I*^  wander'd  by  thy  Tatinted  rill ; 
Tea!  sigh'd  o'«r  Dalphi's  lomg  deaerted  thrme,* 
Whve,  aftVQ  that  feeble  fovntaia,  all  ia  itUl; 
Bar  note  my  aheU  awake  the  weary  Kine 
Tc  giaee  ao  plain  a  tale— 4hia  lowly  lay  of  mine. 

n. 

Whiloaae  in  Albfam'a  iale  there  dwelt  a  youth, 
Who  ne  in  Tirtae'a  wsya  did  take  delight ; 
Bat  apent  liia  daya  in  riot  moet  vneonth, 
And  Tez*d  with  mirth  the  drowsy  ear  of  Night. 
Ah,  ne !  in  aooth  he  waa  a  shameleM  wight, 
8eie  grten  to  rerel  and  vngodly  glee ; 
Few  earthlj  fhSnga  ft»«nd  fkvor  in  hie  sight 
8aTe  ooncttblnea  and  oamal  companie, 
Andibnnting  waaaailere  of  high  and  low  degree. 

m. 

Cbilde  Hacoldwaahekight,— batwhe»oehia  nam* 
And  lineagei  long,  it  aoita  ^ne  not  to  any ; 
fldBee  it,  that  perchaiKe  'hey  were  of  fame. 
And  hnd  been  g^mnam  ia,  another  day : 
Bnt  one  and  loael  aofl*  a  uame  for  aye. 
However  wgiiity  in  tha  o'dan  time: 
Nor  an  dtft  !««nida  sake  from  ooiBn'd  elay, 
Nor  land  fra^a^  aur  hociad  Use  of  rhyme, 
Canbbaon  evil  daada,  or  ooaaeirata  a  dime. 

IV. 

Chade  Harold  baak*d  him  in  the  noontide  son, 
IKaporting  there  like  nny  other  fly ; 

Nor  daenM  beftre  Ua  mtte  fcy  ^^  ^o*>* 
One  Idast  miglit  ehiB  Un  tele  misery. 
Bvt  leag  ««  aewee  a  fidid  of  Ma  paaa'd  bjTi 
▼one  than  aJvoaily  Ite  Odlfe  befeD ; 
He  felt  tha  Mtaaes  of  MlMy : 
Then  hmdied  he  hi  hlinttIHa limd  la  dwell, 
WUtn  aaem'd  ta  atta  isunc*  lane  ihoi  Mm^^^  m 
odL 


For  he  through  Sin's  long  labyrinth  had  mn. 
Nor  made  atonement  when  he  did  amisa, 
Had  sigh'd  to  many  thongh  he  lored  bat  ona^ 
And  that  loved  one,  alas !  eonld  ne'er  be  hia. 
Ah,  happy  she !  to  'scape  ih>m  him  whoae  ki» 
Had  been  pollution  unto  aught  ao  ehaate ; 
Who  soon  had  left  her  charms  for  Tulgar  bUn, 
And  spoil'd  her  goodly  lands  to  gild  hia  waati. 
Nor  calm  domestic  peace  had  ersr  deign'd  to  taalf 

VI. 

And  now  Childa  Hatold  waa  won  aiek  at  heart, 
AndkornhJafcttmbaeahanakw— tdlaa? 
"Ha  aaid,  ait  ti»ea  the  aoBan  tev  iPasOd  alMt, 
Bnt  Pride  «aiigeard  the  dro|»  nkhte  Ma  aa : 
Apast  he  atalk'd  In  Joyleaa  MWH«B» 
And  frsB  his  natHn  land  raMlv'd«o««, 
And  Tjait  aeeteMf  allnw  baymid  <ha  aanf 
With  pleaMva  Angg'd  ha  afaMOt  lM«^  fer  «», 
And  a'esi  fw  ahaaga  ot 


vn. 

The  Childe  departed  kom  hia  fethcr's  hall: 
It  waa  a  vaat  and  vananbla  pile ; 
60  old,  it  leewiod  only  not  to  iatt. 
Yet  strength  waa  pillir'd  in  1 
Monaatie  dome!  oondamn'd  to  naaa  vflal 
Where  &ipeistition  onoa  had  made  har  dea» 
Now  Pi^hiaa  girla  were  kaMvn  to  aing  and  «nile } 
And  monks  might  deem  their  tima  wia  s 
If  aneimt  talaa  ai^  tn^nar  vmb  Iheaa  hoiyi 


VIIL 

Tet  ofttlmea  In  hia  maddeat  mirOAil  mood 
Strange  pangs  would  flash  along  Childe  Harold't 
Aa  if  the  memaiy  of  aome  deadly  fend       [brow, 
Or  diaappointed  paaafon  Ittrk'd  beWw: 
But  thla  none  knew,  nor  hi^  tared  la  hhew; 
X  OT  hia  waa  vot  that  open,  arHeM  aow 
That  feela  nU^  by  bMdlug  aoftww  M^f 
Nor  soug^  he  fHend  to  oevmel  or  eondola, 
Whate'er  hia  grief  meila  be,  whUh  ha  eoold  Ml 
oontraL 
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IX. 


And  none  did  lore  him— though  to  hall  and  bower 
He  gather'd  lerellers  from  far  and  near, 
He  knew  them  flatt'rers  of  the  festal  hour ; 
The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 
Tea  \  none  did  love  him— not  his  lemans  dear— 
But  pomp  and  power  alone  are  woman's  care, 
And  where  these  are  light  Eros  finds  a  fere ; 
Maidens,  like  moths,  are  ever  caught  bj  glare, 
And  Mammon  wins  his  way  where  Seraphs  might 
despair. 


Ghildo  Htreld  had  a  mtther— mot  forgot, 
Though  parting  frera  t^at  mother  he  did  shun ; 
A  sister  whom  he  loved,  b«t  saw  her  not 
Before  his  weary  pilgrimage  begun : 
If  friends  he  haii,  he  bade  adieu  t*  wm». 
Yet  deem  not  thence  his  breast  a  breast  of  steel ; 
Ye,  who  have  known  what  'tis  to  dote  upon 
A  few  dear  objeets,  will  in  sadnesa  feel 
Such  partings  break  the  heart  thej  fondly  hope  to 
heal. 

XI. 

Hls  hous^:^  ^ts  homCj  hli  hcdtage,  his  lands, 
The  laugMrig  di\Qi«s  m  whiim  he  did  delight, 
Whofic  Iflj^c  blu^  cyei,  fair  Locks,  and  snowy  hands 
Might  abftk^  Uki  sainCnhip  of  an  anchorite, 
And  long  had  fed  his  youth  (td  appetite ; 
His  f  allf  tH  brimm'd  with  tvery  costly  wine, 
And  all  that  mote  to  luxury  invite, 
Without  a  eigli  he  left,  to  cross  the  brine, 
And  traverae  Faynim  nhoie^,  And  pass  Earth's  cen- 
tral line. 

XII. 

The  fails  wen  ill'd,  and  &ir  the  light  winds  blew, 
As  glad  to  wait  hhoa  from  his  native  hone ; 
And  fsat  the  wMte  rocks  faded  fkom  hia  view. 
And  soon  wsn  lost  in  cirouaambioBt  foam : 
And  then,  it  may  be,  of  hia  wish  to  roam 
BepflBited  he,  but  in  his  bosem  slept 
The  dlent  theioght,  nor  fnmi  his  lipa  did  eome 
One  ward  of  wstal,  whflat  oehen  aat  and  wept. 
And  to  the  reckless  gales  unmanly  moaning  kept. 

XUL 

But  when  the  sub  was  sinking  in  the  sea 
He  seized  his  harp,  which  he  at  times  could  string, 
And  strike,  albeit  with  untaught  melody, 
When  deem'd  he  no  etrange  ear  was  listening : 
And  now  his  fingers  o'er  it  he  did  fling, 
And  toned  his  ftrewell  in  the  deep  twilight. 
While  flew  the  vessel  on  her  snowy  vring, 
And  fldetfttg  slMirat  needed  f^om  hit  sight. 
Thus  to  the  elements  he  pour'd  his  last  *<Oood 
Night." 

1. 

**  Adbv,  adieu  1  my  nativa  ahon 

Fadea  o^ar  the  waters  blue ; 
Tli^  Night-winds  sigh,  the  breaken  roar, 

And  shriaka  the  wild  sea-mew. 
Yon  Bvm  that  aeta  xnjfou  the  aea 

W^Xollow  in  hia  flight ; 
FarewsU  awhile  to  him  and  thee, 

My  native  Land— Good  Night  1 


**  A  few  short  hours,  and  He  will  riaa 

To  give  the  Momw  birth ; 
And  I  shall  hail  the  main  and  skies. 

But  not  my  mother  Earth. 
Deserted  is  my«>own  good  hall, 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 
Wild  weeds  an  gathering  on  the  wall ; 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 

3. 
<*  Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  page! 

Why  dost  thou  weep  and  wail  ? 
Or  dost  thwu^dread  the  biUowa*'  i»f% 

Or  taemUa  at  tiia  gide?- 
But  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thine  eye , 

Our  ship  is  swift  and  strong : 
Our  iieeteat  fklcon  scarce  could  fly 

Mon  merrily  along." 


'  Let  winds  be  shrill,  let  waves  roll  high, 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind ; 
Yet  marvel  not,  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

Am  sorrowful  in  mind ; 
For  I  have  from  my  father  gone, 

A  mother  whom  I  love, 
And  have  no  friend,  save  these  alone, 

But  thee— and  one  above. 

6. 
*  My  father  bless'd  me  fervently. 

Yet  did  not  much  compliun ; 
But  sorely  will  my  mother  sigh 

Till  I  come  back  again.' — 
'*  Enough,  enough,  my  little  lad ! 

Sudi  tean  become  thine  eye ; 
If  I  thy  guileless  bosom  had, 

Mine  own  would  not  be  dry. 

6. 
**  Come  hither,  hither,  my  staunch  yeomaa 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  pale  ? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  foeman  ? 

Or  shiver  at  the  gale  ?  " 
'  Deem'st  thou  I  tremble  for  my  life  ? 

Sir  Childe,  I'm  not  ao  weak ; 
But  thinking  on  an  absent  wife 

WQl  blanch  a  ftuthful  cheek. 


*  My  spouse  and  boys  dwell  near  thy  hall, 

Along  the  bordering  lake ; 
And  when  they  on  their  fhther  eall, 

What  answer  shall  she  make  ?  '— 
**  Enough,  enough,  my  yeoman  good, 

Thy  grief  let  none  gahssay ; 
But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood, 

Will  laugh  to  flee  away. 

a. 

**  For  who  would  troat  the  iasming  aighs 

Of  wife  OS  panmovr  i 
Rpsak  fens  wiU  dry  the  bright  blue  9ym 

We  late  saw  ptreaaaing  o'er. 
For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  gfisira^ 

Nov  perila  gathering  near ; 
My  gnttast  grief  ia  that  I  leave 

No  thing  that  clainu  a  tear. 
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•'And  now  Pm  in  ^  iratU  iioii*» 

Vpon  the  wide,  wkto  Ma: 
But  wky  ahoiild  I  for  otiicn  grota, 

Wh€n  none  ifffl  ligli  ftir  me  ? 
Perchance  my  dog  wOl  whine  in  Tiift 

m  fed  I17  ttnnger  bends; 
Bat  long  ere  I  eome  baek  tgefai, 

He'd  tear  me  whcM  he  ttande. 

10. 

'•WJiktlMe.mybeik^rUewiftlyge     . 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine ; 
Nor  eare  what  land  thoa  bear'at  me  tuo, 

80  not  agun  to  mine. 
Wnlenmn,  welcome,  je  dark  bine  waTee ! 

And  iriien  jaa  fail  my  eight, 
Weleome,  ye  desert*,  and  ye  caTee ! 

My  native  Un^-Oood  Night ! " 

XIV. 

On,  on  the  Tenel  fliai»  the  land  is  gone, 
And  winds  are  nide  in  Biscay's  sleeplese  bay. 
Four  days  are  sped,  but  with  the  fifth,  anon, 
New  shores  descried  make  erery  bosom  gay; 
And  Cintn's  mountain  greets  them  on  their  way. 
And  Tagos  dashing  onward  to  the  deep. 
Hie  libled  golden  tribate  bent  to  pay ; 
And  soon  on  board  the  Losian  pilots  leap, 
4nd  steer  'twixt  fertile  shores  where  yet  1^  mstles 
reap. 

XV. 

Ok,  Christ!  it  is  a  goodly  sight  to  see 
What  HevMk  hsitii  done  In  this  d^eioQS  land ! 
What  frnito  of  fragianee  hhish  on  erery  tne  I 
What  goofiy  prospeeta  o'er  the  hilb  expand! 
Bnt  mam  wonM  mar  them  with  an  hnpions  hand : 
And  when  the  Ahaii^ty  lifts  his  iereeet  seowge 
wk^  meet  transgress   his   h%h 


XVUL 


» will  his  hot  shafts  nigs 
Gani'slMnsthost,  and  earth  firam  feUast 
pinge. 

XVI. 

What  beauties  doth  lisboa  first  nnfold ! 
Her  image  floating  on  that  noble  tide, 
Which  poets  Tainly  pave  with  sands  of  gold, 
But  BOW  whereon  a  thousand  keels  did  ride 
Of  nicety  strength,  since  Albion  whs  allied. 
And  to  the  liusians  did  her  aid  afford : 
A  nation  swoln  with  ignorance  and  pride. 
Who  lick  yet  loathe  the  band  that  waTSs  the  sword 
lo  save  them  firom  the  wrath  of  Qaul's  unsparing 
told. 

xvn. 

Bnt  whose  euterMn  WrakiA  lUs  town. 
That,  riieeaing  ftt,  eelestfial  seems  to  be, 
IMsoonsolato  wffl  wander  wp*  and  down, 
"Mid  mai^  things  unsightly  to  strange  ee; 
For  hot  and  palaee  show  Hke  iHUfly : 
The  Aagy  denisens  are  rear'd  in  dirt ; 
Ne  pcnonage  of  high  or  mean  degree 
Vcm  care  for  cleanAeas  of  snrtont  er  tMrt, 
fhoogji   sfacttt  with   Bgypf  8   plagne,   mikempt. 


PoQr,pahryslaTes!  yet  bom  'midst  noMsst  seems, 
Why,  Nature,  waste  thy  wonders  on  such  meat 
Lo !  Cintra's  glorious  Eden  intervenes 
In  Tariegated  maze  of  mount  and  glen. 
Ah,  me  I  what  hand  can  pencil  guide,  or  pen. 
To  follow  half  on  which  the  eye  dilates, 
Through  riews  more  daasUng  unto  mortal  ken 
Than  those  whereof  such  things  the  bard  jelatos, 
Who  to  the  awe-struck  world  luJock'd  Elysfaun's 
gates? 

XIX. 

The  horrid  erags,  by  toppling  oooTent  erown'd. 
The  eork-tiees  hoar  that  clothe  the  shaggy  steep, 
The  monntaia-mDM  by  scosching  skies  imbrown'd, 
The  sunken  glen,  whose  sunless  shrubs  must  weep. 
The  tender  aswe  of  the  nnnifled  deep, 
The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest  bough. 
The  toerents  that  from  clifT  to  Yalley  Imj^ 
The  rine  on  high,  the  willow  branch  below, 
MiK'd  in  one  mighty  scene,  with  raried  beanty  glow. 

XX. 

Then  slowly  climb  the  many-winding  way« 
And  frequent  turn  to  linger  as  you  go, 
From  loftier  rocks  new  loveliness  surrey, 
And  rest  yet  at  our  "  Lady's  house  of  wo ; "  * 
Whsre  frugal  monks  their  little  relics  show. 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  teU : 
Here  impioms  men  hare  punish'd  been,  and  lo! 
Deep  in  yon  cave  Honorioos  k>ng  did  dwell, 
In  hope  to  merit  heaven  by  making  earth  a  HeflL 

XXI. 

And  here  and  there,  as  up  the  crags  yen  spring, 
Mark  many  rude-earred  croases  near  the  path: 
Yet  deem  not  these  devotion's  ofTering — 
These  are  memorials  frail  of  murderous  wrath : 
For  whereeoe'er.the  shrieking  rictim  kath 
Pour*d  forth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's  kid^ 
Some  hand  ereota  a  croas  of  mouldering  lath  » 
And  grove  and  glen  with  thousand  such  are  rife 
Throughout  this  purple  land  where  law  eecures  not 
life.* 

XXIL 


On  shiping  msvnds,  or  in  Hie  vsle  beneath* 
Are  demee where  whikme  kings  did  make  repair} 
But  now  the  wild  lowers  round  them  only  tareaAhe ; 
Yet  ndn'd  splendor  still  is  lingering  there. 
And  yonder  towers  the  Prince's  palaee  fiurs 
There  timu  too,  Vathek  i  England's  wealthieft  son. 
Once  (brm'd  thy  Paradise,  aa  net  aware      [done. 
When  wanten  Wealth  her  mightiest  deeds  hath 
Meek  Peace  Toluptuoas  loree  was  ever  wont  t«  sun. 

xxm. 

Here  didst  «he«  dvi«U»  km  schemes 

plan. 
Beneath  yen  mountain's  ever  hsauteous  brow : 
But  now,  as  if  a  thong  unUsst  by  Man, 
Thy  ftkry  dwelling  is  as  lone  as  thou ! 
Here  gint  weeds  a  paamgs  seesce  allow 
To  halls  desertsd,  portals  gaping  wide ; 
Fntk  lessons  to  the  thfnVJjsg  bosom,  how 
Vam  $x%  the  plcesaunces  on  earth  supplied ; 
Swept  into  wrecks  anon  by  Time's  ungentle  tide 
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XXIV. 


Behold  the  hall  where  ohie&  were  Ute  conrcned !  * 
Oh !  dome  displeasing  unto  British  eye ! 
With  diadem  hight  fooUcap,  lo !  a  fiend, 
A  Uttle  fiend  that  scoirs  incessantly, 
There  sits  in  parchment  robe  array'd,  and  by 
His  side  is  hung  a  seal  and  sable  scroll, 
Where  blazon'd  glare  names  known  to  chiraliy, 
And  lundry  signatures  adorn  the  roll, 
Whereat  the  Urchin  points  and  laughs  with  aU  his 
uqqL 

XXV. 


Ccyarention  is  the  dwarfish  danum  styM 
That  foii'd  the  knights  in  MarialTa's  dome : 
Of  brains  (if  brains  they  had)  he  them  begnilid, 
And  tom'd  a  nation's  shallow  joy  to  gloom. 
Here  Folly  dash'd  to  earth  the  victor's  plmnoi 
And  Policy  regained  what  arms  had  lost ; 
For  chiefs  Kke  ours  in  Tain  may  laurels  bloom  t 
Wo  to  the  conqu*ring,  not  the  conqner'd  host, 
BInoe  baflled  Triumph  droops  on  Lnaitania's  eoMt. 

XXVI. 

And  erer  sinee  that  martial  synod  met, 
Britaonia  sickens,  Ctntra !  at  thy  name ; 
And  folks  in  office  at  the  mention  flret, 
And  fain  would  blush,  if  Idush  they  couki,  for 
How  will  posterity  the  deed  ploclaim !       [shame. 
Will  not  our  own  and  fellow*nations  sneer. 
To  Tiew  these  champions  cheated  of  their  ikma, 
By  foes  in  fight  o'erthrown,  yet  victors  here. 
Where  Scorn  her  finger  points  through  many  a  oom- 
ingyear? 

XXVII. 

80  deemM  the  Childe,  as  o'er  the  mountaini  he 
Did  take  his  way  in  solitary  guise : 
Sweet  was  the  scene,  yet  soon  he  thought  to  fiee, 
More  restless  than  the  swallow  in  the  skies : 
Though  here  a  while  he  learned  to  moralise. 
For  meditation  fiz'd  at  times  on  him ; 
And  conscious  Reason  whisper'd  to  desfrise 
His  early  youth  misspent  in  maddest  whim ; 
Bnt  aa  he  gazed  on  truth  Us  aoUng  eyes  grerw  dim. 

xxvni. 

To  kaiMl  to  horse!  he  %niti,  for  vrer  quits 
A  ieeno  of  peaee,  though  sootiung  to  his  senl ; 
Again  he  nmses  from  his  moping  fito, 
But  seeks  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  bowL 
Onward  ho  ilas,  nor  fiz'd  as  yet  the  goal 
Where  he  shall  rest  him  on  his  pilgiiouige ; 
And  o'tr  him  many  changing  soenes  most  roll 
Bre  toQ  his  thint  for  travel  ean  asenage, 
Or  he  ahaQ  eatan  hia  braaat,  or  learn  experi«iMe 
sage. 

XXlt. 

Tet  Ifafra  lihall  one  moment  eiilm  ialay,* 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Luslans'  luekless  queen } 
And  churdi  and  eoort  did  mingle  tteir  array. 
And  mass  and  revel  w«m  alternate  seen ; 
Lordlings  and  freree— Hi-sorted  fry  I  ween ! 
But  here  the  Babylonian  whofe  hath  bnilt 
A  dome,  where  flaunts  the  in  sneh  glnrions  sheen, 
That  men  forget  the  blood  whieh  she  hath  spflt, 
JjidWwtiie  knee  to  Pomp  that  kiveo  to  vanish 
gniR 


XXJL. 


O'er  vales  thai  teem  wUh  fruits,  rMUKtle  httli. 

(Oh,  that  such  hills  iqpheld  a  freebom  race  1) 
Whereon  to  gaae  the  eye  with  joyanee  fills,  QplltMw 
Childe  Harold  wends  through  many  a  plesamt 
Though  dnggards  deem  it  but  a  foolish  chaae 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  easy  ehafar, 
The  toilsome  wny,  and  long,  long  league  to  tmooy 
Oh !  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air» 
And  life,  that  bloated  Ease  can  never  hope  to  skMS. 

XXXI. 
More  bleak  to  view  the  hiHs  at  length  Moede^ 
And,  less  luxuriant,  smoother  vales  extend: 
Immense  horizon-bounded  plains  succeed! 
Far  as  the  eye  discerns,  witiiouten  end, 
Spain's  realms  appear  whereon  her  shepheA  tend 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  trader 

knoift's  — 
Now  must  the  pastor's  arm  his  lambs  defend  * 
For  Spain  is  compass'd  by  unyielding  foes, 
And  all  must  shield  their  aU,  or  share  Suljeetioa'a 
woes. 

XXXII. 

Where  Lusitania  and  her  sister  meet, 
Deem  ye  what  bounds  the  rival  realms  divide  I 
Or  ere  the  jealous  queens  of  nations  greet, 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  his  mighty  tide  ? 
Or  dark  Sierras  rise  in  craggy  pride  ? 
Or  fence  of  art,  like  China's  vasty  wall  ? — 
Ne  barrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 
Ne  horrid  crags,  nor  mountains  dark  and  taU, 
Rise  like  the  rocks  that  part  Hispania's  land  from 
GauL 

XXXUL 

But  these  between  a  silver  streamh*  ^Ata* 
And  scarce  a  name  distinguisheth  the  bn«k. 
Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  ridts. 
Here  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  his  sroelK, 
And  vacant  on  the  rippling  wavw  doth  took* 
That  peaeefol  still  'twhct  bitteiest  fosmen  flow; 
For  proud  each  peasant  as  the  noblsal  dnke : 
Wen  doth  the  Spanish  hMd  the  dJAvsm 
'Twixt  Um  snd  Luaian  slave,  tiie  losssilel  th«  low  * 

XXXIV. 
But  ere  the  mingling  bounds  have  for  been  paai'd» 
Dark  Ouadiana  rolls  his  power  along 
In  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  vast. 
So  noted  ancient  roundelays  among. 
Whilome  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throng 
Of  Moor  and  knight,  in  mailed  splendor  drest ; 
Here  ceased  the  swift  their  race,  here  sunk  th« 
The  Paynim  turban  and  the  Christian  orest  [etrong ; 
Miz'd  on  the  bleeding  stream,  by  floating  hosts  op- 
press'd. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  lovely  Spain !  renown'd  rmnantie  land ! 
Where  is  thai  standard  whieh  Pelsgio  here. 
When  Cava'a  Initor^iiie  first  oall'd  the  hand 
That  dyed  ibj  n»MMaaia  steeama  with  Oothid 

gM»?2 

'Where  are  those  bloody  banneia  which  of  yoxt 
Waved  o'sr  tl^  sons,  victorious  to  the  gale, 
And  drove  at  last  the  ^oikrs  to  their  shore  ?  [ptle. 
Red  gleam'd  the  ezose,  and  waned  the  oreseent 
While  Afrlo's  echoes  thriU'd  with  Moorish  matitms' 
waiL 
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xxrvh 

•Mb  dlfe^  nMk  Hw  flMaM  tdft  ? 

wiltoi  and  yrin  Mootdi  fiul» 
A  peMuf •  ipkiat  pvalangB  kk  dttbioM  date. 
PiUal  bod  ty&e  tgra  from  h&unm,   to 
Seakmr  AAmigk^alueinkiiitoaMiig!   [MtaiD, 
Caa  Yolma,  FUlar,  Pile,  ptotwye  tte  snat  ? 
(k  anat  dioa  traai  Tkadition*a  HBiOe  toagoe^ 
VIma  tUtnrf  deepawiUi  thee,  and  Hiatovydoai 
thee  wnmg? 

xxxvn. 

Aiaike,  jpe  eoae  of  Spain !  awake  t  adraiioe! 
Le !  Chiralrf,  your  aadent  goddeas,  cariea ; 
B«t  widda  not,  aa  of  old,  her  thiztty  laaM, 
Nerahakeahflr  criiaeon  plumage  ia  the  tkke : 
Mow  on  the  imoke  ot  biasing  bolta  ihe  flies. 
And  speaka  in  thunder  tiixongh  yon  engine's  rear 
In  every  peal  she  oall»-"  Awake  1  ariae!** 
Say,  is  her  Toiee  more  feeble  thkn  of  yoie, 
When  her  war-eong  was   heard  en   Andatnsia's 
shon? 

xixvra. 

Hark !  heard  yon  not  those  hooft  of  dreadful  note  ? 
Soonds  not  the  clang  of  conflict  on  the  heath  ? 
Saw  ye  not  whom  the  reeking  sabre  smote ; 
Nor  saved  yoor  bretiiren  ere  they  sank  beneath 
Tyrants  and  tyrants'  slaves  ? — the  flree  of  death 
The  bale-fllres  flash  on  high : — ^firom  rock  to  rock 
Each  volley  tells  that  thousands  cease  to  breathe. 
Death  rides  upon  the  sulphury  Siroc, 
Red  Battle  stamps  his  €DOt,  and  nations  fcel  the 
shock. 

XXXIX. 

Lo !  where  the  Oiant  on  the  mountain  stands. 
His  Uood-iod  treswce  deepening  in  the  sun, 
HTlih  death-ehot  glowing  in  hia  fiery  hands, 
And  eye  that  soeircheth  all  it  glares  upon ; 
Hestless  it  rolls,  now  fix'd,  and  now  anon 
Flaahing  afar,— «nd  at  his  iron  feet 
Destractian  cowos,  to  mark  what  deeds  are  done ; 
For  on  this  mom  three  potent  nations  meet, 
to  shed  before  kis  shrine  the  blood  ho  deems  most 


XL. 

By  heaven,  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
(Pear  one  uriio  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 
Their  rival  scarfk  of  mix'd  emboroidery, 
Their  variooa  arms  that  gUttor  in  the  air  1      [lair 
What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  tiieir 
Andgnaah  their  fimgs,  loud  yelling  for  the  ptey ! 
An  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share ; 
The  Gkrave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prise  away, 
Attd  Hsioe  scares  flar  joy  can  nnmbor  thehr  raray* 

XLL 

Tfane  hosts  eosoftuM  to  oflte  sasiiiee ; 
Thne  tongiies  prefer  stnage  orisoBs  on  hi^ ; 
Three  gandystaaidards  flout  the  pale  blue  skies; 
The  shouts  sre  Fnmoe,  Spela,  Albiea,  Yiotory ! 
Tte  foe,  ihe  viottm,  and  tiie  imd  aBy 
That  fl^hfts  for  an,  but  ever  flghfts  in  vain, 
A»  met— as  if  St  hoBse  th^  eoohi  not  die- 
To  ibsd  tiie  crew  on  Talavera's  ^sJn, 
Afti  flntilMW  tlM  fley  HMt  each  ptetenfli  te  gain 


XUL 


There  shsll  they  rol— Ambition's  honer'd 
Tss,  honor  decks  the  tvf  that  wraps  tlisir 
Vsin  Sophistiy  I  in  theee  behold  the  todli, 
The  beoken  tools,  that  tyranta  east  away 
By  myriads,  when  tiiey  dara  to  pave  their 
With  human  heaits    to  what  ^-<a  dream 
Can  despots  compass  ought  that  haib  tiMir 
Or  call  with  truth  ene  span  of  esrtt  «Mhr 
Save  that  wherein  at  laat  they  emmMe 


I 
fllay! 


way 
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XLHL 


Oh,  Albuera!  glorious  fleld  of  grief! 
As  o'er  thy  plain  the  Pilgrim  prick'd  his  steed. 
Who  could  foresee  thee,  in  a  space  so  brief,  [bleed . 
A  scene  where  mingling  foes  should  boast  and 
Peace  to  the  perish'd !  may  the  warrior's  meed 
And  tears  of  triumph  their  reward  prolong ! 
TUl  others  foil  where  other  chieftains  lead. 
Thy  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping  tlurong, 
And  shine  in  worthlesa  lays,  the  theme  of  transient 
song! 

XUV. 


Enou^  of  Battle's  ndnions !  let  Oani  plaf 
Tbeir  gaaae  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  foMs: 
Pame  that  will  searee  leanfanate  their  slay, 
Though  thouaands  foil  to  deck  eoMs  rtagW  naiae. 
In  sooth  'twere  sad  to  ^wart  their  noble  aim  (good. 
Who  strike,  blest  hireiings!  flnr  thsir  eomtvy's 
And  die,  that  living  might  have  proved  bar  ahame ; 
Perish'd,  perehanee,  in  sosse  dsaMStis  fond. 
Or  in  a  nairower  sphere  wild  Bapiae's  path  pwaasd. 

XLV. 

Full  swiftly  HsTOld  wends  h!s  lonely  way 
Where  proud  Sevilla  triumphs  unsubdued : 
Yet  is  she  free— the  spoiler's  wished-for  prey  I 
Soon,  soon  shall  Conquest's  flery  foot  intrude. 
Blackening  her  lovely  domes  with  traces  rude. 
Inevitable  hour !    'Gainst  fote  to  strive 
Where  Desolation  plants  her  ftdnish'd  brood 
Is  vain,  or  Ilion,  Tyre,  might  yet  survive. 
And  Yirtne  vanquish  all,  end  Murder  cease  to  tiirive 


XLVI. 
But  all  unconsdoBS  of  the  coming  doom. 
The  feast,  the  song,  the  revel  here  abounds ; 
Strange  modes  of  merriment  the  hours  oonsume, 
Kor  bleed  these  patriota  with  their  country's 

wounds: 
Nor  here  War's  darioo,  but  Love's  rebeck  soosds ; 
Here  PoUy  still  his  votaries  inthraUs ; 
And  young-eyed  Lewdnees  walka  hsr  midnight 
€Krt  with  the  silsnt  orimss  of  Cspitals,    [rsonds: 
Still  to  the  last  kind  Vice  clings  to  the  tott'xingwallk 

xLvn. 

Not  so  the  rustio-^th  his  trembling  mate 
He  harks,  nor  eeats  his  hsavy  eye  afor. 
Lest  he  sbenld  vfow  his  vineyard  desolata 
Blasted  belosr  the  dan  hot  breath  ot  wh 
No  BBOre  beneaHi  soft  Bve's  i 
Fsndange  twiiia  his  Jocund  t 
Ah,  monar^s  1  could  ye  tasts  the  mortk  yu  nW| 
Not  in  the  tolls  of  Qkxry  would  ye  fret; 
The  hoame  dull  drum  would  sleep,  and  Maa  bt 
happy  yet! 
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xLvnx. 


Hdw  eu9U  nov  tiie  lojrty  m«l«tMr  ? 
Of  love,  rosMOioey  deTotion,  ie  his  lay, 
Ab  ivlulome  lie  was  wont  the  leagues  to  cheer, 
His  qiiiefc  bells  wildly  jiaging  on  the  Way  } 
Nel  as  he  speeds,  he  chants  **  Viva  el  Bey !  "• 
And  cheeks  his  song  to  eseorate  Godoy, 
The  royal  wittol  Charles,  and  curse  the  day  [boy, 
When  first  Spain's  queen  beheld  the  black-eyed 
And  gore-faoed  Xreaaon  sprang  &om  her  adulterate 
joy. 

xwx. 

On  yon  long  level  plain,  at  distance  crown'd 
With  crags,  whereon  those  Moorish  turrets  rest, 
'Vnde  scattered  hoof-marks   dint   the  wounded 
ground ;  [vest 

And,  scathed  by  fire,  the  greensward's  darken*d 
Tells  that  the  foe  was  Andalusia's  guest : 
Here  was  the  camp,  the  watch-flame,  and  the  host, 
Here  the  bold  peasant  storm'd  the  dragon's  neat; 
Still  does  he  mark  it  with  triumphant  boast, 

And  points  to  yonder  cliffs,  which  oft  were  won  and 
lost 

L. 
And  whomoe^er  along  the  path  yon  x&eel» 
B«ars  in  his  cap  the  badge  of  cnmson  hue, 
Whieh  tdls  yon  wfaon  to  shnn  and  whom  to  greet  ;* 
We  te  tiie  nnm  tAiat  walks  in  public  view 
Withent  of  loyalty  this  token  true : 
Sharp  is  the  knife,  and  sudden  is  the  stroke ; 
And  sovsly  would  the  GteUie  foeman  rue. 
If  subtle  poniaids,  wrapt  beneatii  the  cloak, 

Could  blunt  the  sidice's  edge,  or  desr  the  oaanon's 
smoke. 

U. 
At  every  turn  Morena's  dusky  height 
Sustains  aloft  the  battery's  iron  load ; 
And,  far  as  mortal  eye  can  compass  sight, 
The  mountain-howitzer,  the  broken  road, 
The  bristling  pallisade,  the  fosse  o'erflow'd, 
The  station'd  bands,  the  never-vacant  watch. 
The  magasine  in  rocky  durance  stow'd. 
The  bolster'd  steed  beneath  the  shed  of  thatch. 

Hie  ball-piled  pyramid,  the  ever-blazing  match,i<^ 

LIL 
Portend  the  deeds  to  come :— ^ut  he  whose  nod 
Has  tumbled  feebler  despots  from  their  sway, 
A  moment  pauseth  ere  he  lifts  the  rod ; 
A  little  moment  deigneth  to  delay :  [way ; 

Soon  will  his  legions  sweep  through  these  their 
The  West  must  own  the  Scourger  of  the  world. 
•  Ah  I  Spsin !  how  sad  will  be  thy  reckoning-day. 
When   soars   Oaul's   Vulture,  with   his   wings 
unftirl'd, 
And  thou  shalt  view  thy  sons  In  crowds  to  Hades 
hurl'd. 

LIII. 
And  must  they  fall }  the  young,  the  proud,  the 

bnve, 
To  swell  one  bloated  ChietTs  nnwhotesome  reign  ? 
Ko  step  between  submission  and  a  grave  ? 
The  rise  of  rapine  and  the  fall  of  Spain  ? 
And  detib  the  Power  that  man  i^ona  ordain 
Their  doom,  nor  heed  the  siqyplisnf  s  appeal } 
i»  all  that  desperate  Valor  acts  in  vun } 
And  Counsel  sage,  and  patriotio  Zeal, 
The  V«teMDi's  skill.  Youth's  iire,  and  Manhood's 
heart  of  steel? 


LIV. 


Is  it  Ibr  tUs  tiie  SpaniikmBid,  atefasoi^ 
Hangs  on  the  willow  her  unstrung  guitar, 
And,  an  unsez'd,  the  aniaee  hath  eqiouaed, 
Sung  the  kmd  song,  and  dared  the  deed  of  irm  i 
And  she,  whom  onoe  the  semblance  of  a  sew 
Appsll'd,  an  owlet's  'larum  ehUl'd  wi&  dread. 
Now  views  ^e  eolumn-scattsixBg  bay'net  jar, 
The  fiaidiion  flash,  and  o'er  the  yet  warm  dead 
Stalka  with  Ifinerva's  step  where  Mars  might  qnak* 
to  tread. 

LV. 

Ye  who  shall  marvel  when  you  hear  her  tale, 
Oh !  had  you  known  her  in  her  softer  hour,  [veQ, 
Mark'd  her  black  eye  that  mocks  her  coal-blaak 
Heard  her  Ught,  lively  tones  in  Lady's  bower. 
Seen  her  long  locks  that  foil  the  painter's  poiwWt 
Her  tBxry  form,  with  more  than  female  graeoy 
Scarce  would  you  deem  that  Saragosa's  tower 
Beheld  her  ssoile  in  Banger's  Gorgon  face, 
Thin  the  closed  ranks*  and  lead  in  Glory's  fearftil 
chase. 

LVI. 

Her  lover  sink»— she  sheds  no  ill-timed  tear; 
Her  chief  is  slain — she  fills  his  fatal  post ; 
Her  fellows  flee— ehe  checks  their  base  career ; 
The  foe  retires— she  heads  the  sallying  host ; 
Who  can  appease  Uke  her  a  lover's  ghost  ? 
Who  can  avenge  so  well  a  leader's  fall  ? 
What  maid  retrieve  when  man's  flush'd  hope  ii 
Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  Gaul,     [lost  ? 
Foil'd  by  a  woman's  hand,  before  a  batter'd  wall  i  ^> 

LVII. 

Yet  are  Spain's  maids  no  race  of  Amasons, 
But  form'd  for  all  the  witching  arts  of  love : 
Though  thus  in  arms  they  emulate  her  sons, 
And  in  the  horrid  phalanx  dare  to  move, 
'Tis  but  the  tender  fierceness  of  the  dove. 
Pecking  the  hand  that  hovers  o'er  her  mate : 
In  softness  as  in  firmness  fer  above 
Remoter  females,  famed  for  sickening  prate ; 
Her  mind  is  nobler  sure,  her  charms  perchanoe  as 
great. 

LVIIL 

The  seal  Love's  dimpling  finger  hath  im]»ess*d 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  whidh  bears  his  toueti :  >^ 
Her  lips,  whose  kisses  pout  to  leave  tnehr  nest. 
Bid  man  be  valiant  ere  he  merit  such : 
Her  glance  how  wildly  beautiftil  I  how  much 
Hath  Phoabus  woo'd  in  vain  to  qpoil  her  cheeky 
Whieh  glows  yet  smootiier  frmn  his  amo»>as 

clutch! 
Who  round  the  North  fer  paler  dames  would  seek  ? 
How  poor  their  fonna  appear !  bow  langwiii,  wnn^ 

and  weak !  • 

UX. 

Match  me,  ye  eUmes !  whidi  poets  love  to  land ; 
Hatoh  me,  ye  harams  of  the  landl  where  now 
I  strike  my  strain,  fer  distant,  to  applaud 
Beauties  that  er'n  a  eynio  must  avow; 
Match  me  those  Houries,  whom  ye  searoe  allow 
To  taste  the  gale  lest  Love  should  ride  the  wind. 
With  Spain's  dark-glancing  danghtsrfr— deign  to 
There  your  wise  Prophet's  paradise  we  find,  [knoir 
His  black-eyed  maids  of  Heftvwi«  angplieally  Und* 
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xLvm. 

Bow  car^  B#ir  tb»  lo^ty  mvl^tMr  ? 
Of  loT«,  zDZMnoe,  devotioiiy  b  bis  lay, 


As  ivhUraae  he  'wfjroat  the  leagiws  to  cheer,      J^  ^^^  jjj  ttnsex'd,  the  anlaee  h*th  espoused. 


UT. 


Is  It  fiv  tUs  tite  Spttiiih  nudd,  anrased, 
Hangs  oa  the  TriUow  her  unstrung  guitsr^ 
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Hi.  ihM  PaOIMMi  » lAMi  I M 

Not  in  th«  frmj  of  a  imM*t  aji^ 
K«t  ia  tiio  ftiUid  In^Q^pe  of  ft  Uy, 
But  Kwdng  now-olad  thiodgh  Hiy  notiv*  il^ 
In  tkkB  nikl  poaip  of  woua^am  wa^mtf  1 
WbU  maiTol  if  I  tkao  oMay  to  nag  ? 
1^  huDOilMt  of  Ay  pfigiiaM  fiMiiig  by 
Wevld  gbdly  woo  tfuBO  BdMMt  iiitli  his  ttring, 
tkMj^  fron  thyU^ta  ao  mmo  oho  XttMfvffl 
mTohoririiig. 

Oft  hoTO  I  dimmed  of  Thee !  whoM  glariow  boom 
Who  knowi  not,  knows  not  man's  dlTinest  lore : 
And  now  I  tIow  fhee,  'tis,  alas  1  with  shame 
That  I  in  feeblest  aecents  must  adore. 
When  I  recoont  thy  worshippers  of  yore 
I  tremble,  and  can  only  bend  the  knee ; 
Nor  raise  my  Toioe,  nor  yainly  dare  to  soar. 
Bat  gaxe  beneath  iby  doady  canopy 
la  sikat  joy  to  think  at  last  I  look  on  Thee ! 

ULH. 

Happer  la  this  than  mightiest  bards  have  boea, 
Whose  late  to  distant  homes  eonllned  thek  lot» 
Shall  I  oamored  behold  the  haUow'd  scene. 
Which  otheiB  rare  of,  though  they  kaow  it  aot  ? 
Though  heace  no  more  Apollo  haunts  his  grot. 
And  thou,  the  Muses'  seat,  art  now  their  graTO^ 
Some  gentle  spirit  still  perrades  the  spot» 
Sighs  in  the  gale,  keeps  silence  ia  the  cave, 
Aad  glides  with  glassy  foot  o'er  yoa  melodioas  wat«. 

LXHL 

Of  thee  heieafter.— Ev'a  aaudst  vy  straia 
I  turn'd  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here; 
Forgot  the  lead,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Spain ; 
Her  &te,  to  every  freeborn  bosom  dear ; 
And  hail'd  thee,  aot  perchance  without  a  tear. 
Now  to  my  theme-^mt  from  thy  holy  haunt 
Let  me  some  reamaat,  some  memorial  bear  *, 
Tield  me  one  leaf  of  I>aphne's  deathless  plsat, 
Nor  let  thy  ▼otary's  hope  be  deem'd  aa  idle  raunt 

LXIV. 

But  ne'er  didst  thou,  fdr  Xouat  I  whea  Oreeoe  was 
See  round  thy  giant  base  a  brighter  choir,  [young, 
Nor  e'er  did  Delphi,  when  her  priestess  sung, 
Th»  Pythian  hymn  with  more  than  mortal  fire. 
Behold  a  train  more  fitting  to  inspire 
The  song  of  Ioto  than  Andalusia's  maids, 
Nurst  in  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire : 
Ah !  that  to  these  were  giTen  such  peaceful  shades 
As  Greece  can  atiU  bestow,  though  Glory  fly  her 

LXV. 

Fair  is  pnad  Seville;  let  her  eevatey  boast 
Her  strength,  Iwr  wealth,  Imt  sits  of 
But  Cadis,  liiiag  oa  ths  distsat  coast,     [daysj 
CaDs  forth  a  sweeter,  Umn^  igaoble  paim. 
Ah,  y ice  1  how  soft  an  Ihy  Tolaptaoas  ways  1 
WUU  boyish  blood  ia  maatliag  who  eaa  'aeapa 
The  tecmaitiea  of  Ihy  aa^  gaao? 
A  Ghermb-hydfa  found  us  dost  thoa  gapo^ 


UTTL 


Mlbytfai 


The  ^aeea  who  ceaqacra  all  mast  yield  to  Ihsa 
The  FleaMoee  fled,  but  sought  as  wana  a  ettno 
Aad  Veaus,  constant  to  her  natlvo  eea, 
To  asn^t  else  constaat,  hither  deiga'd  to  flee; 
Aad fla'd  her  ahriaewithlatheee  walls  of  whits; 
Though  aot  to  oae  dome  eireumseiibeth  she 
Hea  wonhip,  but,  devoted  to  her  rite, 
A  tfumaaad  altan  rise,  ior  ever  Uaaiag  bright 

LXTH. 

nomaiefa  tSQ  a|^t,  from  n^ht  till  starred  Meis 
Peepe  bluahiag  on  the  revolt  laughing  crew, 
The  soag  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  won, 
Devices  quaiat,  aad  fkoUes  ever  aew, 
Tread  oa  each  other's  kibes.    A  loag  adieu 
He  bids  to  sober  joy  that  here  sojouras : 
Nought  interrupts  the  riot,  though  in  Bea 
Of  true  devotioa  monkish  iaeense  burns, 
Aad  love  aad  prayer  aaite,  or  rule  the  hoar  1^ 


LXVHL 

The  Sabbath  comes,  a  day  of  blessed  rest ; 
What  hallows  it  upon  this  Christisa  shore  f 
Lo !  it  is  sacred  to  a  solema  feast ; 
Hark !  heard  you  aot  the  forest  monarch's  roar? 
Crashing  the  lance,  he  snufi  the  spouting  gore 
Of  man  and  steed,  o'erthrown  beneath  his  horn. 
The  throng'd  arena  shakes  with  shouu  for  more; 
Tells  the  mad  crowd  o'er  entrails  freshly  torn. 
Nor  shrinks  the  female  eye,  nor  ev'n  affects  ta 


LXIX. 

Tlie  sercnth  day  this ;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
London !  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer : 
Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artisan, 
And  smug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air : 
Thy  coach  of  nackney,  whiskey,  one-horse  chair. 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suburbs  whiri. 
To  Hampstcad,  Brentford,  Harrow  make  repair ; 
Till  the  tired  jado  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl, 
Provoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  eharL 

LXX. 

Some  o'er  thy  Thames  row  the  ribbon'd  loir. 
Others  along  the  safer  turnpike  fly ; 
Some  Bichmond-hill  ascend,  some  scud  to  Waia, 
And  many  to  the  steep  of  Highgate  hie.  . 
Ask  ye,  Boetian  shades !  the  reason  why }  *< 
'Tis  to  the  worship  of  the  solemn  Horn, 
Grasp'd  in  the  holy  hand  of  Mystery,        [swosa. 
In  whose  dread  name  both  men  sad  maids  are 
And  consecrate  the  oath  with  draaght,  aad  daaoa 

XiXXL 


AUhavol 

Fair  Gadis,  riaiag  o'er  the  dMfc  Uao  sea ! 
Sooa  as  tha  matia  bell  preelainMlh  aiao, 
Tliy  ssiat  adorsrs  eoaat  the  ro«ry : 
Xadi  is  the  Txaonf  teased  to  shi^  them  flrw 
(Well  do  I  vfoea  the  oaly  vitgia  thers) 
From  crimes  aa  aaaiasoos  as  her  beadsmsa  bo; 
Thea  to  the  esowded  cirooa  forth  they  flura: 
Tonag,  old*  high,  low,  at  oaea  the  same  r 
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UXH. 


The  lists  are  oped,  the  speetous  eree  eleu*d* 
J3uma«ads  on  thousands  piled  aze  eeated  rooad ; 
Long  ere  the  first  loud  trumpet's  note  ia  heazd» 
Ne  vacant  space  for  lated  wight  is  found: 
Here  dons,  grandeea,  but  chiefly  dames  aboundt 
SkiU'd  in  the  ogle  of  a  roguish  070, 
Tet  ever  well  inclined  to  heal  the  wound ; 
None  through  their  cold  disdain  are  doom'd  to  die, 
kM  mooaatruck  bards   complain*  by  Love's  wd 
archery. 

Hosh'd  is  the  din  of  tongues-«on  gallant  steeds, 
With  milk-white  cx^t,  gold-spur,  and  light^poised 
Four  cayaliers  prepare  (or  Tenturous  deeds,  (lanoe. 
And  lowly  bending  to  the  lists  advance ; 
Rich  are  their  scarfs,  their  chargers  featly  pranee : 
If  in  the  dangeroua  game  they  shine  to-day. 
The  crowd's  loud  shout  and  ladies'  lovely  glance, 
Best  prize  of  better  acts,  they  bear  away, 
4lld  aU  that  kings  or  chiefs  e'er  gain  tbenr  toils 
repay. 

LXXIV. 

In  costly  sheen  and  gaudy  cloak  arrayed, 
But  all  afoot,  the  light-limb'd  Matadore 
Stands  in  the  centre,  eager  to  invade 
The  lord  of  lovring  herds ;  but  not  before 
The  ground,  with  cautious  tread,  is  traversed  o'er. 
Lest  aught  unseen  should  lurk  to  thwart  his  speed : 
His  arms  a  dart,  he  fights  aloof,  nor  more 
Can  man  achieve  without  the  friendly  steed — 
AfM !  too  oft  coniemn'd  for  him  to  bear  and  bleed* 

LXXV. 

Thrice  sounds  the  clarion ;  lo !  the  signal  &Ufs 
The  den  expands,  and  Expectation  mute 
Oapes  round  the  silent  circle's  peopled  walls. 
Bounds  with  one  lashing  spring  the  mighty  brute, 
And,  wildly  staring,  spurns,  with  sounding  foot. 
The  sand,  nor  blindly  rushes  on  his  foe ; 
Here,  there,  he  points  his  threatening  front,  to  suit 
His  first  attack,  wide  vraving  to  and  fro 
His  angry  tail ;  red  rolls  his  eye's  dilated  glow. 

.     LXXVL 

Sudden  he  stops ;  his  eye  is  fix'd :  away, 
Away,  thou  heedless  boy !  prepare  the  spear : 
Now  is  thy  time,  to  perish,  or  display 
The  skill  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career. 
With  well-timed  croupe  the  nimble  coursers  veer; 
On  foams  the  bull,  but  not  unscathed  he  goes ; 
Streams  from  his  flank  the  crimson  torrent  clear : 
He  flies,  he  wheels,  distracted  with  his  throes  ; 
Dart  follows  dart;  lance,  lance;  loud  bellowings 
speak  his  woes. 

Lxxvn. 

Again  ha  oeaes;  aov  dart  ner  lamee  aTaU, 
Nor  the  wild  ptongiag  of  the  tevtund  homt ; 
Though  mn,  and  maa's  aveaging  anns  a««il» 
Tain  are  his  weayoas,  vaiaer  ia  Ida  Isroe. 
Ope gtltai  steed  ia  streteh'd  a  mangled  corse; 
Another,  hideoua  sight  1  unaeatn'd  appears* 
Hi«  g«ry  cheat  unveils  life's  peating  aeuzee  ; 
Thoughdeath-fltmck,»tillhis  feeUefraaiehenai 
Bt^ggsring,  but  atsmmiag  «U,  hit  lardaohann'd  ha 
bears. 


LXZVIU. 


FoU'd,  bihnihic,  bMHtUeatt  faOmm  to  Ite  ]«^ 
FuU  in  the  eentoe  atands  thi  bsai  at  bi^, 
'Mid  wounds,  and  olisging  dwrts,  aadlaaoM  farw^ 
And  foes  disabled  in  tba  hnital  firagr; 
And  now  the  Matsdons  aron&d  him  plaj. 
Shake  the  red  eloak,  and  peiae  the  ready  toaad : 
Once  miore  through  aU  he  bunts  has  tfawd'ziiig  way: 
Vain  rage  I  the  BMOitk  vnits  the  conyage  head, 
Wrapahie  fleKc«eye~'ti»jasl-4ie  sinks  upoa  tha 
sand! 

LXXIX. 

Where  his  vast  neck  just  mingles  with  the  sptea» 
Sheathed  in  his  form  the  deadly  weapon  lies. 
He  stops^-he  starts— ^daining  to  decline ; 
Slowly  he  falls,  amidst  triumphant  cries, 
Without  a  groan,  without  a  struggle,  dies. 
The  decorated  car  appears — on  high 
The  corse  is  piled— «weet  sight  for  vulgar  eyes^ 
Four  steeds  that  spurn  the  rein,  as  swift  as  shy. 
Hurl  the  dark  bulk  idong,  scarce  seen  in  daahing  by. 

LXXX. 

Such  the  ungentle  aport  that  oft  invites 
The  Spanish  maid,  and  cheers  the  Spanish  swain« 
Nurtured  in  blood  betimes,  his  heart  dehghta 
In  vengeance,  gloating  on  another's  pain. 
What  private  feuds  the  troubled  village  stain ! 
Though  now  one  phalanx'd  host  should  meet  tiis 
Enough,  alas !  in  humble  homes  remain,       [foe, 
To  meditate  'gainst  friends  the  secret  blow, 
For  some  slight  cause  of  wrath,  whence  life's  wana 
stream  must  flow. 

LXXXI. 

But  Jealouay  hoe  fled :  his  bars,  his  bolts. 
His  widier'd  sentinel,  Puenna  sage  t 
And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts. 
Which  the  stem  dotard  deem'd  he  could  eaoagc» 
Have  pass'd  to  darkness  with  the  vanish'd  age. 
Who  late  so  free  as  Spanish  girls  were  aeea, 
(Ere  War  uprose  in  his  volcanic  rage,) 
With  braided  tresses  bounding  o'er  the  greea, 
While  on  the  gay  dance  shone  Night's  lover-loving 
Queen? 

Lxxxn. 

Oh !  many  a  time,  and  oft,  had  Harold  loved, 
Or  dream'd  he  loved,  since  Kaptnre  is  a  dream; 
But  now  his  wayward  bosom  was  unmoved^ 
For  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe's  stream ; 
And  lately  had  he  leam'd  with  truth  to  deem 
Love  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  his  wings ; 
How  fair,  how  young,  how  soft  soe'er  he  seem, 
FuU  from  the  fount  of  Joy's  delicious  springs 
Some  bitter  o'er  the  flowers  its  bubbling  venom 
flings.  IS 

LXXXHL 

Yet  to  ^e  bcaotwras  form  he  was  not  blind. 
Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the  wlss} 
Not  Hint  PhikMophy  oa  soeh  a  aiiad 
E'er  deigiied  to  bend  her  ehsstely-awfal  eyes  ; 
But  Passkm  raves  itself  to  rest,  or  flies ; 
Aad  Vies,  that  digs  her  oiwa  volnptaeas  tmth, 
Had  buried  loag  his  hopes,  no  mere  to  rise: 
Pleasuve's  pall'd  vietha  1  Hfe-abkomag  glaeM 
Wxo^aa  his  IbdedbmweatstOais'si; 


rrifTT.n^ 


LXXXIY. 


BvtTiMrdlibaniMt 
FidninNai  iM  Mw  kttw  JolMd  1tedmM«»  ite  tng, 
Bo*  lAo  iiatr  mfla  tkaft  tiaks  bsMitt  Us  ftite  » 
KM^t  «i«l  ke  Mr  hk  tOMW  «mld  abftto: 
Tct  MiM  k>  slnvgM 'gihwt  Ike  dHMA't  swty, 
Aad  w  ia  D— ty'«  koww  k*  pcndve  Mto, 
Pmo'd  feitti  tiiii  VB^MMtdftBltd  by 
f»<kH»iMMra 
day. 

TO  msz. 
1. 

NaTi  amO*  not  at  mj  loUen  faatow ; 

AIm  1  I  cauLOt  tiaile  again : 
Tet  HeaY«B  avart  that  ercr  tkou 

fifciwtdat  WMp,  and  haply  waep  in  Taia 


▲ad  doat  tkon  adc,  vhai  aecrat  wo 
I  bear,  ecoroding  joy  and  yimth  ? 

▲ad  viU  tkoa  Tafaily  teak  io  know 
A  paagt  ar'n  thou  moat  fail  to  aootk  ? 


It  is  not  loTOt  it  ia  not  hate, 
Nor  law  Ambition's  honors  lost, 

That  kids  ma  loathe  my  present  state, 
And  fly  from  all  I  prised  the  most: 


It  is  that  weariness  which  springs 
From  aU  I  meet,  or  hear,  or  see : 

Te  ma  no  pleasuze  Beauty  tarings ; 
Thine  eyes  hare  scarce  a  charm  for  ma. 

9. 

It  18  that  settled,  eeaseleas  gloom 
The  fahled  H^uew  wanderer  bore ; 

That  will  not  look  beyond  the  tomb. 
But  cannot  hope  for  rest  before. 

6. 
What  BzHe  from  hiaMSlf  can  flea  ? 

To  Zones,  thongk  moce  and  more  ramotai 
Still,  still  pnrsaes,  where'er  I  be, 

The  blight  of  Ufe-^e  demon  Thought. 


Tat  atken  n^  m  pleaaaia  seem. 

And  taala  of  aU  tkat  Ifcnake  $ 
Ok !  mi^  Owy  atiU  of  traaiport  dream, 

Aj^  aa'as^  i«  laaat  lika  nOt  awaka ! 


Tkiaagk  9amy  a  eUaia  'tis  miaa  ta  go, 
Witk  many  a  ratroepaction  oozst ; 

And  all  my  aoUee  is  to  know, 
Whata'sT  batidssy  Vie  known  the  worst 


What  is  lk«t  woBBi  »  Kqr  da  not 
fa^pMy  friMB  tka  aisaek 

a's  kaei\  and  Tlaw  tha  HeQ  ihii's  thaia. 


Wkai 


ULXXT. 

rOkdtoiywHatoMadleal 
M^  lugat  kow  wall  thy  walls  kttva  alood  I 
all  wsas  akangkig  than  akma  wrt  twia, 
Fliat  to  be  fraa  ttid  last  ta  be  sakdaad : 
And  if  ^laiist  a  seenai  a  skook  so  rode. 
Soma  native  bfeod  waa  seen  tky  stnata  to  dye; 
A  tnitaa  oaly  Ml  b«Ma1k  tka  food : » 
Hen  aU  wmf  maib^  aava  NobOhy ; 

kagg'd  a  es^acor'a  dudn*  aaia  Uift 
CkiTafayl 

LXXXYL 

Sack  be  ^  sons  of  l^afn,  and  ftmiga  kiiff  foal 
They  flght  for  freedom  who  were  nerer  free : 
A  Kingless  people  for  a  nerreless  state, 
Her  Taasals  combat  when  tkeir  chieftains  flat, 
True  to  tha  Tsriest  slaves  of  Treachery : 
Pond  of  a  land  which  gave  them  nought  but  llfoi 
Prids  points  the  path  that  leads  to  Liberty; 
Back  to  the  struggle,  baflled  in  tha  strife. 
War,  war  is  still  the  ciy,   "War  mm  to   tkl 
knifol*'n 

Lxxxvn. 

Te,  who  waold  mora  of  Spain  and  Spaniards  knaw, 
Oo,  read  whate'er  is  writ  of  bloodiest  strifo : 
Wkate'cr  keen  Vengeance  urged  on  foreign  foa 
Can  act,  b  acting  there  against  man's  lifo : 
From  flashing  sdmitaz  to  secnt  knife, 
War  mouldeth  there  each  weapon  to  his  need 
So  may  he  guard  the  sister  and  the  wifo, 
Bo  may  he  make  each  curst  oppressor  bleed. 
So  may  such  foes  deserre  the  most  rem(«seless  dae4 

Lxxxym. 

Flows  there  a  tear  of  pity  for  tiie  dead } 
Look  o'er  the  Tavaga  of  the  reeking  plain ; 
Look  on  the  hands  with  femsle  slaughter  red ; 
Then  to  the  dogs  resign  the  unburied  slain, 
Then  to  the  vulture  let  each  corse  remain ; 
Albeit  unworthy  of  the  prey-bird's  maw,    [stala* 
Let  their  bleach'd  bones,  and  blood's  unbleaching 
Long  mark  the  battle-fleld  with  hideons  awa: 
Thus  only  may  our  sons  eonoaive  ^e  scenes  we  saw  1 

LXXXIX.    • 

Nor  yat,  alasl  the dieadfol  work  Is  done; 
Fresh  legions  pour  adown  the  Pyrenean : 
It  deepens  still,  the  work  Is  soaree  begun. 
Nor  mortal  aye  the  distant  end  foreseea. 
Fall'n  natiana  gase  on  Spain;  If  freed,  ska ftaes 
More  than  her  fell  PIsarroa  once  anohain'd: 
Strange  retribation !  now  Oolumbia's  ease 
Repairs  the  wrongs  that  Quito's  sons  sustaln'd, 
WhUa  o'er  the  parent  dime  prowls  Murder  vb» 
rfetrain'd. 

XC. 


Nat  aU  tka  blaad  aft  Talava 
Not  all  tibe  marvels  of  Baraisa's  fl^tt 
Not  Albaera  kivbk  el  tke  dead. 
Have  won  for  Spafai  hm  VMlVaaserted  ri^rt. 
WksB  shaU  ker  Olive-BsaMk  be  free  froaa  Ulfl^t  ? 
Wkan  ikaaskabreatkaksrfram  «iebhMUng  toilF 
How  many  a  doubtfVd  day  shall  sink  In  night, 
Jfca  Ika  Fkttik  lakbcr  ton  kirn  from  kia  apfi«l» 
And  Freedom's  stranger-tree  grow  natim  af  tha  soil 


28^ 


SOX. 


And  thou,  my  firfe&d  1 1*— sfaace  nns^iaiBg  wo 
Btinrt  from  my  beart»  and  mingles  trith  the  atraiiH- 
Had  the  sword  laid  thee  with  the  mighty  low, 
Pride  might  forbid  ev'n  Friendship  to  complain ; 
But  thoa  unlaureFd  to  descend  in  Tain, 
By  all  forgotten,  save  the  lonely  breast. 
And  mix  nnbleeding  witii  the  boasted  elalny 
While  Glory  crowns  so  many  a  meaner  crest ! 
What  hadst  thou  done  to  sink  so  peaceftilly  to 
rest? 

XCII. 

Oh,  known  the  earliest,  and  esteem'd  the  most ! 
Dear  to  a  heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear ! 
Though  to  my  hopeless  days  for  oyer  lost, 
In  dreams  deny  me  not  to  see  thee  here ! 
And  Mom  in  secret  shall  renew  the  tear 
Of  Consciousness  awaking  to  her  woes. 
And  Fancy  horer  o'er  thy  bloodless  bier, 
Till  my  frail  frame  return  to  whence  it  rose, 
And  mouzn'd  and  mourner  lie  nnited  in  repose. 

xcin. 

Here  is  one  fytte  of  Harold's  pilgrimage : 
Ye  who  of  him  may  further  seek  to  know, 
Shan  find  some  tidings  in  a  future  page, 
If  he  that  rhymeth  now  may  scribble  moe. 
Is  this  too  much  ?  stem  Critic !  say  not  so : 
Patience  I  and  ye  shall  hear  what  he  beheld 
In  other  lands,  where  he  was  doom*d  to  go : 
Lands  that  contain  the  monuments  of  Eld, 
Ere  Greece  and  Grecian  arts  by  barbarous  hands  we 
quell'd. 


CANTO    II. 

I. 

Com,  bine-eyed  maid  of  heaven !— but  thon,  alas . 
Didst  never  yet  one  mortal  song  inspire— 
Goddess  of  Wisdom !  here  thy  temple  was, 
And  is,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire>i 
And  yesn,  that  bade  thy  worship  to  expire; 
But  worse  than  steel,  and  flame,  and  ages  slow, 
Is  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  sacred  glow 
That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thii^  on  polish'd  breasts 
bestow.s 

n. 

Andent  of  days !  august  Athena  I  where, 
Where  are  thy  men  of  might  ?  thy  grand  in  soul  ? 
Gone,  glimmering  through  the  dream  of  things  that 
First  in  the  race  that  kd  to  Gh)ry*s  goal     [ware 
They  won,  and  pass'd  away— is  this  the  whole  ? 
A  schoolboy's  tale,  ti&e  wonder  of  an  hoor  I 
The  warrior's  weapon  and  'Qk»  sophists  stole 
Axe  sought  In  vain,  nd  o'er  eaoh  mouldering 

tower. 
Dim  with  the  mist  of  yens,  gray  flits  tiie  shade  of 

Poiw« 


III. 

Sonof«b»m«ning,.risel  ap|Ma0hy«|hfl»; 
Come— bttt  molest  aet  yon  defenoeless  mm ; 
Look  on  this  spot— a  nation's  sepnlc^  1 
Abode  of  gods,  whose  shrines  no  longer  burn. 
Even  gods  must  yield— religions  take  their  torn  t 
'Twas  Jove'»— 'tis  Mahomet's— and  other  creeds 
Will  rise  with  other  years,  till  man  shall  leam 
Vainly  his  incense  soars,  his  victim  bleeds ; 
Poor  ehild  of  Doubt  and  Deaths  whose  h(^  is  buflt 
on  reeds. 

IV. 

Bound  to  the  earth,  he  lifts  his  eye  to  heaveih— 
Is't  not  enough,  unhappy  thing !  to  know 
Thou  art  ?  Is  this  a  boon  so  kindly  given, 
That  being,  thou  wonld'st  be  again,  and  go 
Thou  know'st  not,  reck'st  not  to  what  region,  sf 
On  earth  no  more,  but  mingled  with  the  skies  ? 
Still  wilt  thou  dream  on  future  joy  and  wo  ? 
Regard  and  weigh  yon  dust  before  it  flies ; 
That  little  uni  saitii  more  than  tfaonaand  homiliM. 


Or  burst  the  vanished  Hero's  lofty  mound ; 
Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps :' 
He  feU,  and  falling  nations  moum'd  around ; 
But  now  not  one  of  saddening  thousands  ?reepst 
Nor  wartlike  worshipper  his  vigil  keeps 
Where  demi-gods  appear'd,  as  r«M»rds  tdl. 
Remove  yon  scull  from  out  the  scatter'd  heaps : 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  God  may  dwell  ? 
Why  ev'n  the  worm  at  last  disdains  her  shatter'd 
cell! 

VI. 

Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  ruin'd  wall. 
Its  chambers  desolate,  and  portals  foul ; 
Yes,  this  was  once  Ambition's  airy  hall. 
The  dome  of  Thought,  the  palace  of  the  Soul ; 
Behold  through  each  lack-lustre,  eyeless  hols, 
The  gay  recess  of  Wisdom  and  of  Wit 
And  Passion's  host,  that  never  brook'd  eontrol ; 
Can  all  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ, 
People  tilus  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit ; 

VIL 

Well  didst  thon  speak,  Athena's  wisest  son ! 
<'  All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known." 
Why  should  we  shrink  from  what  we  cannot  shun  i 
Each  has  his  pang,  but  feeble  sufierers  groan 
With  brain-bom  dreams  of  evil  all  their  own. 
Pursue  what  Chanoe  or  Fate  prodaimsth  best ; 
Peaoe  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron : 
There  no  forced  banquet  daJms  the  s«ted  guest, 
But  Silence  spreads  the  ooneh  of  over  weleome  rest. 

vm. 

Yet  if,  as  hoBest  men  have  deem'd,  Hken  be 
A  land  of  souls  beyond  that  sable  ribore. 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadducee 
And  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  lore ; 
How  sweet  it  were  in  concert  to  adore 
With  those  who  made  our  mortal  labors  light  t 
To  hear  each  voiee  we  fear'd  to  hear  no  nuM  1 
Behold  eaoh  mighty  slwde  veveal'd  to  sight, 
The  Bactrian,  Saaisn  sage,  and  all  who  tanght  the 
ri^t. 


CHODX  aAMlU>«  niMlOCAOB. 


IS. 


Tim,  ihom  f-^«lMM  tom  uA  Ufc  tafMkOT  ltd, 
Baw  kft  »•  ban  to  lof«  tad  IH«  in  vain— <> 
Twined  vtt  B17  iMst,  aad  «n  I  dMM  thM 
WImb  tasy  MflBMoy  iliAet  im  mf  knbi  ? 
W(dl-4  vffl  A«ntt  A«l  WB  B^r  mMt  agaia. 
And  VM  Hm  YUan  to  ny  vaoaat  bnast ; 
iraaght  of  yvnig  BflMBteaaoe  thi 
Be  aa  H  naj  FMnity't  bdiait, 
Fw  n»  tarn  lO&M  ettM^  to  kaow  thy  qpinK  UNt 


Boa  let  aw  rft  apaa  tida  auay  ataaa, 
The  aiaiUe  eolaaaa'a  yat  uaakakaa  baae ; 
Heta,8oaor8atoni!  waa  thy  fcr*  lito  tivoaa.* 
Wghtieet  of  maay  aaeb !  heaee  let  ma  traoa 
He  latent  graadenr  of  thy  dwetting^plaae. 
It  BMj  not  be ;  ner  er^  eaa  Faaey'a  eye 
Ecaluia  what  Time  halMabowd  to  dafcea. 
Tet  theae  proad  ^Ihn  daim  ao  pairing  aigh  X 
Uaawted^e  Moalam  alia,  the  IS|^t  Bntk 

by. 

XI. 

Bat  wao,  of  all  the  phmderaia  of  yoa  fbaa 
Oa  high,  where  Pallaa  Unger'd,  loath  to  iea 
The  lateat  relie  of  har  ancient  reign ; 
The  laat,  the  wtnat,  doll  apoiler,  who  waa  he  ? 
Blnah,  Caledonia !  tach  thy  aon  oonld  be  f 
Bnglaad!  I  joy  nochfldhe  waaof  thiae:     [free; 
Thy  free-bom  aiea  ihonld  apaiewhat  eaeewaa 
Tet  they  eoald  rioUte  each  aaddmifag  ahifne, 
And  bear  theae  altara  o'er  the  long*Telaetaat  briao.* 

Xlt 

jfas  Doec  xne  Tnoueia  xier^a  igaooia  aeaaCy 
To  rire  what  Ooth,  aad  Tork,  and  Thae  hath 
Cdd  aa  the  eraga  npon  hla  nailTe  oeaat,  [apaitd 
^Ba  ndnd  aa  baxien  and  hn  heart  aa  haiVt 
la  heivhoae  head  eoneeiTed,  whoeehaad  psepared, 
Aught  to  displace  Atheaa'a  poor  raoMiaa. 
B«  aons  too  weak  flie  aaoed  akiUie  to  gaard, 
Tet  felt  oome  portSaa  of  tiieir  BMither'a  peina,? 
Aadnefcr  kaew,  till  then,  the  weight  of  Bai^'a 


XT. 


xm. 


What! 


ahallHe'erbeaaidby 
waa  happy  hi  Atheaa'a 
Thaagh  in  thy  name  iSkt  elarea  har  baaomwrang. 
Tdl  not  tiie  deed  to  bhuhfD^  Barope^a  aan ; 
The  ocean  ijaeaai,  the  free  nRtaaaiay  beaia 
The  last  poor  ptander  froai  a  Meidittg  land ; 
Tea,  she,  whose  gen*roni  aM  Imt  aanaa  eadaaaa. 
Tore  dowa  thoee  maaaatawMi  a  harpy's  head, 
Whkh  envSonsBlb  ftiboia,  aad  tytanti  left  to  ataad* 

xrv. 

Whoc  was  tidae  JEgb,  PiAas,  that  appail'd 

Stem  Alarie  aad  Hatoe  oa  th^  way  M 

Tfhere  Pelena*  aoa  ?  whom  Hell  ia^alaaathiall'4 

Hia  ahadea  from  Hades  apoa  that  draad  day 

Bus  ting  to  i^ht  in  tcRiMa  anay ! 

What !  could  not  Unto  ^aia  the  ddef  aaceau>re. 

To  scare  a  second  mibbar  frau  his  prey  ? 

Idly  he  waader'd  oa  tte  9tyglaa  ahare, 

Xor  sow  prastr?^  tha  walk  ho  krrad  to  shMd 


Cold  U  tiia  heart,  fldr  Qrasoa  I  that  looks  aa  lha% 
Ner  feds  as  lorara  o'er  the  dust  they  lored; 
DoU  is  the  eye  that  will  not  weep  to  see    [moved 
Thy  walls  dsfreed,  thy  mouldoiag  shrines  la- 
By  British  heads,  which  it  had  best  behoored 
To  gaaid  theae  reliaa  ne'er  to  be  restored. 
Curat  be  the  hoorwhea  from  their  isls  theyro?ed« 
Aad  ones  again  thy  hapleee  boeom  gored. 
And  aaateh'd  thy  ahzinking  Oods  to  northeia  dfanai 
abhorr'dt 

XVL 

BatwhmiaHanld?  ahaU  I  thaa  faget 

To  urge  the  gloomy  wanderer  o'er  the  wave  ? 
little  reok'd  he  of  all  that  mea  regret ; 
No  lored  one  now  in  feign'd  lament  could  raye ; 
No  friend  the  parting  hand  extended  gave, 
Bre  the  cold  stranger  pass'd  to  other  climes : 
Hard  is  his  heart  whom  charms  may  not  anslaTe » 
But  Haloid  felt  not  as  fai  other  times, 
Aad  left  without  a  sigh  the  land  of  war  aad  eriaas. 

xvn. 

He  that  has  sall'd  npon  the  dark  blue  sea 
Has  ▼iew'd  at  times,  I  ween,  a  ftill  fair  eight; 
When  the  fresh  breese  is  frir  as  breese  may  be. 
The  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  fr^to  tight ; 
Masts,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right. 
The  glorious  main  expanding  o'er  the  bow, 
The  conToy  spread  like  wfld  swans  in  their  flight, 
The  dullest  sailer  wearing  braTely  now, 
So  g^y  curl  the  wayes  before  each  il^Tbiag  prow. 

xvra. 

And  oh,  the  little  warlike  world  within ! 
The  waU-reered  guaa,  the  netted  eaaopy,* 
The  hoarse  eommaad,  the  busy  hvmaiiag  dia. 
Whan,  at  a  word,  the  tope  are  aiaaa'd  oa  high ; 
Hark  to  the  Boatswaan'a  eall,  the  ehecriag  exy  I 
While  throagh  the  aeaaian's  head  the  tackle  glidea; 
Or  schoolboy  Mldshipaaaa,  that,  ataading  by, 
Strains  his  shriU  pipe  aa  good  or  ill  batidss, 
And  well  the  dodle  crew  that  skilftd  uroUa  guides. 

XIX. 

White  is  tiie  glassy  deck,  without  a  stain, 
Where  oa  the  wmtoh  the  staid  Lieateaant  walks : 
Look  oa  tiiat  part  whidi  sacred  doth  renoain 
For  thekae  ehiaftafak,  who  mi^tie  stalks, 
SQeat  sad  ibsr'd  by  all-aot  oft  he  talka 
With  aaght  beaaath  him,  if  he  woald  praaenre 
That  strict  reatraiBt,  which  hrokan,  erer  balks 
CoQ^aastaadFanka:  bat  Britona  rarely  swerre 
From  law,  howwrer  sism,  which  tends  their  strength 

XX. 

Blow !  awiftly  blow,  fhoa  keel-oompeiliag  gale ! 
Till  tM  bsoad  ana  withdrawa  hia  lasaenfng  ray ; 
Then  mart  the  pannant^bearer  alacken  aail, 
That  hogging  barka  may  awke  their  lasy  way. 
Ah  I  grivfaaoa  eon,  and  listless  dull  delay. 
To  waste  oa  sluggish  hulks  the  sweetest  breese! 
What  laagaaa  are  loat,  before  the  dawa  of  di^, 
Hint  kitering  pana^To  oa  the  willing  aeas, 
The  dipping  aail  haal'd  dawa  to  halt  for  logo  likt 
I 


so 


Btnom  W0&X8. 


XXL 


The  moon  is  np .  by  HeaTen,  a  lonely  ere ! 
Long  streams  of  light  o*er  dancing  waTes  expand; 
Now  lads  on  shore  may  sigh,  and  maids  beUere. 
Such  be  our'fate  when  we  retam  to  land ! 
Meantime,  some  mde  Arion's  restless  hand 
Wakes  the  brisk  harmony  that  sailors  lore; 
A  circle  there  of  merry  listeners  standi 
Or  to  some  well-known  measure  featly  moTe, 
Thoughtless,  as  if  on  shore  they  still  were  fine  to 
rove. 

xxn. 

Through  Calpe's  struts  survey  the  steepy  shore ; 
Europe  and  Afric  on  each  other  gase ! 
Lands  of  the  dark-eyed  Maid  and  dusky  Moor 
Alike  beheld  beneath  pale  Hecate's  blase ; 
How  softly  on  the  Spanish  shore  she  pla3r8, 
Disclosing  rock,  and  slope,  and  forest  brown, 
Distinct,  though  darkening  with  her  waging  phase ; 
But  Mauritania's  giant-shadows  frown, 
From  mountain  cliff  to  coast  descending  sombrs 
down. 

xxm. 

'TIS  night,  when  Meditation  bids  as  feel 
We  once  have  loved,  though  love  is  ait  end. 
The  heart,  lone  mourner  of  its  baffled  seal. 
Though  fiiendless  now,  will  dream  it  had  a  friend. 
Who  with  the  weight  of  years  would  wish  to  bend 
When  Touth  itself  survives  young  Love  and  Joy  ? 
Alas  1  when  mingling  souls  forget  to  blend, 
Death  hath  but  little  left  him  to  destroy !  ^ 
Ah !  happy  years  I  onoe  more  who  would  not  be'a 
boy? 

XXIV. 

Thus  bending  o*er  tiie  Teeeel's  Uving  side. 
To  gam  on  DUm's  wvfe  xeAieeted  sphere, 
The  sQ«l  feigets  her  sebenas  of  Hope  and  Fkide. 
And  flies  onooneoiDnB  o'er  each  backward  yetr. 
None  am  to  desolate  but  something  dear, 
Dearer  tkaa  self,  poaseeses  or  possess'd 
A  thou^t,  and  daima  the  homage  of  a  tear ; 
A  ftasblng  pang !  of  whieh  the  weary  breast 
Would  still,  albeit  in  vain,  the  heavy  heart  divest 

XXV. 


To  tit  on  rocks,  to  onite  o'er  fltod  tad  M, 
To  slowly  femee  the  Ibretf  t  shady  teena, 
Where  things  that  awn  not  man's  doninkn  dwell. 
And  mortal  foot  hafth  ne'er  or  rwsly  been; 
To  ettmb  the  traeklest  ■KHmtaSn  all  nnaean, 
With  the  wild  iloek  tiiat  nefver  naadt  a  Ibid ; 
Alone  o'er  steepe  and  fbaniag  Ua  ta  iHua; 
lliia  U  not  toUtude;  'tit  b«t  to  kold 
Converte  with  Natore'a  channa,  and  viav  her  store 
vnroll'd. 

XXVL 

But  midft  tiia  erowd,  tiie  iRdtt,  t^  Aotk  of  men. 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  litol,  and  to  paaicaa. 
And  roam  along,  Ae  woKldft  tired  daidiBii, 
With  none  who  blete  na,  uoaawhomwa  eaa  Ueat^ 
Minions  of  splendor,  ahrinking  froA  dIstMtt  t 
Kono  that,  with  kindred  nrintdiinsMitt  endoad. 
If  we  were  not,  would  teem  to  smQa  the  lasa 
Of  an  that  Hatter  *d,  foUow'd,  sovght,  tad  Mtdc 
This  la  to  ba  alone;  thia,  thia  is  aoUtodat  ' 


xxvn. 


More  West  the  lilb  of  godly  ] 
Such  as  on  lonely  Athot  may  ba  i 
Watehing  at  eve  upon  the  giant  height. 
Which  looks  o'er  waves  to  blve,  tkita  to  terena, 
Thst  he  who  there  at  tadi  an  hoar  hath  bean 
Wm  wittftil  linger  on  that  hallowed  tpats 
Then  slowly  tear  him  from  the  wkehing  toesia, 
Bigh  forth  one  with  tlia*  tneh  had  been  hit  lot. 
Then  tvB  to  hate  a  world  ha  had  almaat  fo^BOt. 

XXTIIL 

Patt  we  titt  IsBg,  navaiying  eanite,  tha  track 
Oft  trod,  thai  never  leaves  a  trace  behind; 
Patt  wa  tha  oalm,  the  gale,  the  change,  the  taek, 
And  eaoh  well  known  eaprioe  of  wave  and  wind ; 
Pass  wa  the  Joya  and  tonrowt  tailors  find, 
Coop'd  in  their  winged  tea-girt  citadel ; 
The  foul,  tiia  &ir,  1^  eontrary,  the  kind, 
Ar  breeaw  rite  and  hXk  and  bUlows  swell. 
Till  en  aoma  JoavAdmom-^lo,  land !  and  all  is  wall 

XXIX. 

But  not  in  tileaoe  patt  Calypso's  islet,** 
Tha  titter  tenant!  of  the  middle  deep ; 
There  for  the  weaiy  stiU  a  haven  smiles, 
Though  the  (air  goddess  long  hath  ceased  to  weep, 
And  o'er  her  difis  a  ftiitlees  watch  to  keep 
For  him  who  dared  prefer  a  mortal  bride : 
Here,  too,  his  boy  essay'd  the  dreadful  leap 
Stem  Mentor  urged  from  high  to  yonder  tide ; 
While  thus  of  both  bereft,  the  nymph-queen  doubly 
tigh'd. 

XXX. 

Her  reign  is  patt,  her  gentle  gloriea  gone : 
But  trtiat  not  thia ;  too  easy  youth,  beware ! 
A  mortal  tovereign  holds  her  dangerous  throne. 
And  thou  may'tt  iaA  a  new  Calypso  there. 
Sweet  Florenae !  eoold  another  ever  share 
This  wayward,  loveless  heart,  it  would  be  thine : 
But  ehadL'd  by  evesy  tie,  I  may  not  dare 
To  cast  a  worUdees  offering  at  thy  shrine. 
Nor  aak  todatr  abreaat  to  ieelone  pang  for  mine. 

XXXL 

Thm  HanU  daem'd,  aa  on  that  ladj't  aye 
He  look'd,  and  met  ita  beam  without  a  tiiought, 
8«fe  AdaslratioB  glanaiag  hazmlett  by : 
Leva  ktpt  alaaf,  albeit  not  far  remote. 
Who  kaaw  Ua  votaiy  often  lost  and  caught. 
But  knew  him  aa  hia  wiarthiiq^  no  more. 
And  na'ar  afain  tha  bey  his  bosom  sought  i 
flinta  naw  ha  vainly  wgad  him  to  adore, 
Wan  datm'd  tha  little  God  hia  Mident  sway  was 
o'er. 

xxxn. 

Fair  Fknaaa  fa«sid,  in  aoath  w&A  soma  amaae,. 
One  whe,  'twaa  wM,  ttin  sigh'd  to  all  he  saw, 
Withataad,  nnmorad,  tha  lustre  of  her  gaze, 
Whith  athm  hail'd  with  zeal  or  mimie  awe,  [law; 
Their  hope,  Ami  doom,  their  punishment,  theit 
All  that  giqr  Baanty  from  har  bondsmen  claims; 
And  te«th  tha  uarpeDad  that  a  youth  so  raw 
Nor  f^lt,  »at  Wgn'd  at  least,  the  oft-tdd  flamet. 
Which*  tiwng^  MMatimaa  they  frown,  yet  rtrelj 
anger 
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xxxni. 

Uttte  k&€W  iAm  Dimt  Mendng  mnbto  liMrt, 
Now  mask'd  in  tileiioe  or  ivithlMM  hf  pride^ 
Wm  ttot  vnskitftil  in  tlia  cpoilcr'a  art. 
And  Bpmd  its  nuures  lioentioiii  ht  and  vida ; 
Kor  from  the  base  pomit  had  tttrn'd  aside, 
Am  Ifrng  ae  aught  traa  worthj  to  purtae : 
But  Harold  on  tech  arts  no  more  relied ; 
And  had  he  doted  on  those  eyes  so  bhie, 
Tct  never  would  he  jobi  the  lover's  whining  csew. 


XXXIX. 


xxxnr. 

Not  nmeh  he  hens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast. 
Who  thinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs ; 
VHtaX  careth  she  for  hearts  when  onoe  possess'd  ? 
Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idol's  eyes ; 
But  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise 
Thee  and  thy  suit,  Ihoagh  told  in  moving  tropea 
Disgnise  ev*n  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise ; 
Brisk  confidence  still  best  with  woman  copes ; 
Fiqiie  her  and  sootik  in  tnm,  soon  Passion  erowns 
thy  hopes. 

XXXV. 

Tia  an  old  lesaon ;  Time  approves  it  tme. 
And  thoae  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it 
When  all  is  won  that  all  desire  to  woo, 
The  paltry  piise  is  hardly  worth  the  eost ; 
Yontii  wnsted,  maade  degraded,  honor  lost, 
Theee  are  thy  fruits,  sucoeaaful  Passion !  these ! 
I^  kindly  aael,  early  Hope  is  etoat,   . 
Still  to  the  last  it  zanklea,  a  disease, 
Met  to  be  eured  when  Loto  itself  forgets  to  please. 

XXXVL 

Awmy !  nor  let  me  loiter  in  my  song. 
For  we  have  many  a  moumtaltt-palh  to  tread, 
And  many  a  varied  shore  to  sail  along, 
By  pensire  Sadness,  not  by  Fic«lon,  le^^ 
dimes,  ftir  withal  as  ever  mortal  head 
Imagined  In  its  little  sehcmes  ef  thought ; 
Or  e*er  in  new  Utopias  were  read, 
To  teaili  man  what  he  might  be,  or  he  tfoght  j 
If  that  cotTvpted  thing  eooM  ever  such  be  taught. 

XXXVII. 

Dear  Natare  is  the  kindest  mother  still. 
Though  alway  ehangfaig,  fai  her  aspect  mUd ; 
From  her  bare  bosom  let  me  take  my  fill. 
Her  never-weanM,  though  not  her  1kvor*d  child. 
0% !  she  is  fiairest  in  her  fcatures  wild, 
Ifhiae  nothing  poliBh*d  dares  pollute  her  path ; 
To  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smQed, 
Though  I  have  maxk*d  her  when  none  other  hath, 
And  sought  her  more  and  more,  and  loved  her  best 
in  wrath. 

xxxTm. 

land  of  Albania !  whets  Iskander  rose, 
Theme  of  the  young,  and  beacon  of  the  wise. 
And  he  his  namesake,  whose  oft-baflled  foes 
Shrunk  from  his  deeds  of  chivahoos  emprise: 
Lend  of  Albania !     let  me  bend  mine  eyes 
On  thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  savage  men ! 
The  Crooe  desoends,  Ihy  minaivti  arise, 
And  the  pale  crescent  sparkles  in  the  glen, 
Throngih  many  a  cyprees  grove  wMhln  eaeh  sill's 


ChiMe  Harold  sail'd,  and  paasM  the  barren  spotu 
Where  sad  Penelope  o*erlook*d  the  wave ; 
And  onward  view'd  the  mount,  not  yet  forgot. 
The  lovers  refhge,  and  the  Lesbian's  grave. 
Dark  Sappho !  could  not  verse  immortal  save 
That  breast  imbued  with  such  immortal  fire  } 
Could  she  not  live  who  life  eternal  gave } 
If  life  eternal  may  await  the  lyre, 
That  only  Heaven  to  which  Euth*s  children  mav 
aspire. 

XL. 

*Twas  on  a  Orecian  autumn's  gentle  eve 
Childe  Harold  hail'd  Leucadla's  cape  afar ; 
A  spot  he  long*d  to  see,  nor  cared  to  leave ' 
Oft  did  he  mark  the  scenes  of  vanished  war, 
Actium,  Lepanto,  fatal  Trafalgar ;  " 
Mark  them  unmoved,  for  he  would  not  delight 
(Bom  beneath  some  remote  inglorious  star) 
In  themes  of  bloody  fray,  or  gallant  fight, 
But  loathed  the  bravo*s  trade,  and  laughed  at  mar- 
tial wight 

XU. 

But  when  he  aaw  the  evening  star  above 
Leucadia's  far-projecting  rock  of  wo, 
And  hail'd  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love,'* 
He  felt,  or  deem'd  he  felt,  no  common  glow; 
And  as  the  stately  vessel  glided  slow 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  that  ancient  mount. 
He  watch'd  the  billows*  melancholy  fiow, 
And,  sunk  albeit  in  thought  aa  he  was  wont. 
More  placid  seem*d  his  eye,  and  smooth  his  palUd 
front. 

xLn. 

Mom  dawns ;  and  with  it  stem  Albania's  hlDs, 
Dark  Snli's  rocks,  and  Pindus'  inland  peak, 
Robed  half  in  mist,  bedewed  with  snowy  rills» 
Arrayed  in  many  a  dun  and  purple  streak, 
Arise ;  and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  break, 
Disclose  the  dwelling  of  the  mountaineer : 
Here  roams  the  wolf,  the  eagle  whets  his  beak. 
Birds,  beasts  of  prey,  and  wilder  men  appear, 
And  gatherhig  storms  around  convulse  the  closing 
year. 

XLin. 

Kow  Harold  felt  himself  at  length  alone, 
And  bade  to  Christian  tongues  a  long  adieu ; 
Now  he  adventured  on  a  shore  unknown, 
Which  all  admire,  but  many  dread  to  view;  [few. 
His  breast  was  arm'd  'gainst  fate,  his  wants  were 
Peril  he  sought  not,  but  ne'er  shrank  to  meet ; 
The  scene  was  savage,  but  the  scene  was  nsw ; 
This  made  the  ceaseless  toil  of  travel  sweet. 
Beat  back  keen  winter's  bl;ist,  and  welcomed  sum- 
BMr's  heat. 

XLIV. 

Here  the  red  cross,  for  still  the  cross  is  here, 
Though  sadly  scoffed  at  by  the  ofrenmclsed, 
Forgets  that  pride  to  pamper'd  priesthood  dear ; 
Chmthman  and  votary  aUke  despised. 
Foul  Superstition !  howsoe'er  disguised, 
Idol,  saint,  virgin,  prophet,  crescent,  cross, 
For  whatsoever  symbol  thou  art  prised. 
Thou  sacerdotal  gain,  but  general  loss ! 
Who  from  tme  worabip's  gold  can  sepaia^  Hiy 
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XLT. 


Amhraoia't  gulf  behold,  wliere  mioe  was  lost 
A  world  for  womaa,  lovely,  haimless  thing ! 
In  yonder  rippling  bay,  their  naval  host 
Did  many  a  Koman  chief  and  Asian  king  ^* 
To  doubtful  conflict,  certain  slaughter  bring : 
Look  where  the  second  Cteear's  trophies  rose !  i* 
Now,  like  the  hands  that  rear*d  them,  withering : 
Imperial  anarchs,  doubling  human  woes ! 
God  !  was  thy  globe  ordain' d  for  such  to  win  ^nd 
lose? 

XLVI. 

From  the  dark  barriers  of  that  ragged  clime, 
£T*n  to  the  centre  of  Illyria*8  vales, 
Childe  Harold  passed  o'er  many  a  mount  sublime. 
Through  lands  scarce  noticed  in  historic  tales  *, 
Tet  in  famed  Attica  such  lovely  dales 
Are  rarely  seen ;  nor  can  fair  Tempo  boast 
A  charm  they  know  not;  loved  Parnassus  fails. 
Though  classic  ground,  and  oonsecrated  most, 
to  matdi  some  spots  that  lurk  within  this  lowering 
coast. 

XLYII. 

He  pass'd  bleak  Pindus,  Aehemsia's  lake, " 
And  left  the  primal  city  of  the  land* 
And  onwards  did  his  further  journey  take 
To  greet  Albania's  chief, »  whose  dread  command 
Is  lawless  law;  for  with  a  bloody  hand 
He  sways  a  nation,  turbulent  and  bold; 
Tet  here  and  there  some  daring  mountain  band 
Disdain  his  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  far,  nor  yield,  unless  to  gold.  ^ 

XLVm. 

Monastic  Zitsa !  **  from  thy  shady  brow, 
Though  small,  but  favor'd  spot  of  holy  ground ! 
Where'er  we  gase,  aroimd,  above,  below, 
What  rainbow  tints,  what  magic  charms  are  found ! 
Bock,  river,  forest,  mountain,  all  abonnd, 
And  bluest  skies  that  harmonize  the  whole : 
Beneath,  the  distant  torrent's  rushing  sound 
Tells  where  the  volumed  cataract  do^  roll 
Between  those  hanging  rocks,  that  shock  yet  please 
the  soul. 

XUX. 

Amidst  the  grove  that  crowns  yon  tufted  hUl, 
Which,  were  it  not  for  many  a  mountain  nigh 
Bising  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still, 
Might  well  itself  be  deem'd  of  dignity, 
The  convents's  white  walls  glisten  fair  on  high 
Here  dwells  the  caloyer,  '^  nor  rude  is  he, 
Nor  niggard  of  his  cheer ;  the  passer  by 
Is  welcome  still ;  nor  heedless  will  he  flee 
Prom  hence,  if  he  delight  kind  Nature's  sheen  to 
see. 

L. 

Hsre  in  the  soltriest  season  let  him  rest. 
Fresh  is  the  green  beneath  those  aged  trees ; 
Here  winds  of  gentlest  ^ving  will  fan  his  breast, 
From  heaven  itself  he  may  inhale  the  breeze: 
The  plain  is  far  beneath— oh !  let  him  seize 
Pore  pleasure  while  he  can ;  the  scorching  ray 
Here  pierceth  not,  impregnate  with  disease ; 
Then  let  his  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay, 
And  gaze,  untired,  the  mom,  the  noon,  the  eve 
away. 


U* 


Dusky  and  hmg«,  enlaxgiag  on  the  tiffki, 

Nature's  volcanic  amphitheatre,** 
Chimsera's  alps  extend  from  left  to  right; 
Beneath,  a  living  valley  seems  to  stir ;  [flf 

Flocks  play,  trees  wave,  streams  flow,  the  mountain 
Nodding  above :  behold  black  Acheron !  ** 
Once  consecrated  to  the  sepulchre. 
Pluto !  if  this  be  hell  I  look  upon. 
Close  shamed  Elysium's  gates,  my  shade  shall  seek 
for  none ! 

Ul. 

Ne  eity's  towern  pollute  the  lovely  view ; 
Unseen  is  Tanina,  though  not  remote, 
Yeil'd  by  the  screen  of  hills ;  here  men  are  few. 
Scanty  the  hamlet,  rare  the  lonely  cot ; 
But  peering  down  each  precipice,  the  goat 
Browseth ;  and,  pensive  o'er  his  seatter'd  flock. 
The  little  sheph^  in  his  white  capote  ^ 
Doth  lean  his  boyish  form  along  the  rock. 
Or  in  his  cave  awaits  the  tempest's  short-lived  shook. 

LIIL 

Oh  {  where,  Dodona !  is  thine  aged  grove. 

Prophetic  fount,  and  oracle  divine  ? 

What  valley  echo'd  the  response  of  Jove  ? 

What    trace    remaineth    of     the    Thunderer's 
shrine? 

All,  all  forgotten — and  shall  man  repine 

That  his  frail  bonds  to  fleeting  life  are  broke  ? 

Cease,  fool !  the  fate  of  Oods  may  well  be  thine . 

Wouldst  thou  survive  the  marble  or  the  oak  ? 
When  nations,  tongues,  and  worlds  must  sink  be- 
neath the  stroke ! 

LIV. 

Bpims'  bounds  recede,  axtd  mountains  fail; 
Tiiped  of  up-gasing  still,  the  wearied  eye 
Reposes  gladly  on  as  smooth  a  vale, 
As  ever  Spring  yolad  in  grassy  die ; 
Ev'n  on  a  plain  no  humble  beauties  lie. 
Where  some  bold  river  breaks  the  long  expanse, 
And  woods  along  the  banks  see  waving  high, 
Whose  shadows  in  the  glassy  waters  dance, 
Or  with  the  moonbeam  sleep  in  midnight's  solemn 
trance. 

LV. 

The  sun  had  sunk  behind  vast  Tomerit,** 
And  Laos  wide  snd  fierce  came  roaring  by ; » 
The  shades  of  wonted  night  were  gathering  yet. 
When,  down  the  steep  banks  winding  warOy, 
Childe  Harold  saw,  like  meteors  in  the  sky. 
The  glittering  minarets  of  Tepalen,  [nigh, 

Whose  waUs  o'erlook  the  stream ;  and  drawing 
^   He  heard  the  busy  hum  of  warrior  men 
SweUing  the  breeze  that  sigh'd  along  the  lengthen- 
ing glen. 

LVT. 

He  pass'd  the  sacred  Haram's  silent  tower, 
And  underneath  the  wide  o'erarching  gate 
Survey'd  the  dwelling  of  this  chief  of  power, 
Where  all  around  proclaim'd  his  high  estate. 
Amidst  no  commun  pomp  the  despot  sate, 
While  busy  preparation  shook  the  court, 
Slaves,  eunuchs,  soldiers,  guests,  and  santons  wait ; 
Within,  a  palace,  and  wi^out,  a  fort : 
Here  men  of  every  clime  appear  to  make  resort 


CHiLDM  nutoiayv  pilquxaos. 


Lvn. 

"BSAif  caparisoa*d,  a  rettdy  row 
Of  aimed  hon«,  and  numy  a  irartika  store, 
Girded  the  wide  extending  eourt  below ; 
Abore,  atraage  gronps  adoni'd  the  eonidor; 
▲ad  olttlmea  through  the  area's  echoing  door 
Bome  high-eapp'd  Tartar  spnir'd  his  steed  awaj : 
The  Turk,  the  Greek,  the  Albanian,  and  the  Moor, 
Here  mingled  in  their  many-hued  array, 
While  the  deep  war-drum's  sovad  annooneed  the 
doee  of  day. 

Lvm. 

The  wild  Albanian  kirtled  to  his  knee, 
inth  shawl-girt  head  and  ornamented  gnn, 
And  gold-embroider'd  garments,  fair  to  see ; 
The  crimson-scarfed  men  of  Macedon ; 
The  Delhi  with  his  cap  of  terror  on, 
And  erooked  glarre :  the  lirely,  supple  Greek ; 
And  swarthy  Nubia's  mutilated  son ; 
The  bearded  Turk  that  rarely  deigns  to  speak, 
liaster  of  all  around,  too  potent  to  be  meek, 

UX. 

Acs  alz'd  ooBSiiiaaoiis:  sinne  recline  in  grottpe, 
li^w^w^  the  motley  scene  that  raries  round ; 
There  some  grave  Moslem  to  dcrotion  stoops, 
And  some  that  smoke,  and  some  that  play,  are 

foQBd; 
Here  the  Albanian  proudly  treads  the  ground; 
Half  whispering  there  the  Greek  is  heard  to  prate; 
Hark !  from  the  moaque  the  nightly  solemn  sound. 
The  Muessin's  call  doth  shake  the  minaret, 
■■There  is  no  god  but  God !— to  prayez^lo !  God  is 
great!" 

LX. 

JwBt  at  tbSm  seaaon  Bamasani'a  bat 
ThroQgh  the  hmg  day  its  penance  did  maintain : 
But  when  the  lingering  twilight  hour  was  past. 
Bevel  and  feast  ssawmed  the  rule  again : 
Now  all  was  bvatley  and  the  menial  train 
Prepared  and  spread  the  plenteoiu  board  within ; 
The  Tacant  gallery  now  seem'd  made  in  yain. 
But  from  tiie  chambers  came  the  *nfngHng  din. 
As  page  and  slave  anon  wore  passing  out  and  in. 

LXI. 

Here  woman's  voice  is  never  heard :  apart, 
And  scarce  permitted,  guarded,  veil'd,  to  move, 
She  yields  to  one  her  person  and  her  heart, 
Tamed  to  her  cage,  nor  feels  a  wish  to  rove ; 
For,  not  unhappy  in  her  master's  love, 
And  joyful  in  a  mother's  gentlest  cares, 
Blest  cares !  all  other  feelings  far  above ! 
Herself  more  sweetly  rears  the  babe  she  bears, 
Who  never  quits  the  breast,  no  meaner  passion 
shves. 

LXU. 

In  maibl9*paved  pavilion,  where  a  spring 
Of  living  water  from  the  centre  rose, 
Whose  bubbling  did  a  genial  freshness  fling, 
And  soft  voluptuous  coaches  breathed  repose, 
Alt  reclined,  a  man  of  war  and  woes ; 
Tet  in  his  lineaments  ye  cannot  trace, 
While  Gentleneos  her  milder  radiance  throws 
Along  that  aged  venerable  face. 
The  deeds  that  htrk  beneath,  and  stain  him  ifKth 
diflgraoe. 


LXHL 

It  Is  Mt  tiiat  yon  hoary  1eng«hei*ig  h6«4 
HI  suits  the  passions  which  behmg  to  youth; 
Love  conquen  age    so  Hafls  hath  avsCT'd, 
80  sings  the  Teian,  and  he  sfaigs  in  loeth 
But  crimes  that  soom  the  tender  reiee  of  Blh, 
Beseeming  all  men  ill,  but  most  the  flMm 
In  years,  have  mark'd  Urn  with  a  ttgar*!  loeih; 
Blood  follows  blood,  and,  through  their  wastM 
span. 
In  hhwdisr  sets  conclude  those  who  with  blood 


Lxnr. 

'Mid  many  things  most  new  to  esr  and  eye 
The  pilgr^  rested  here  his  weary  feet. 
And  gased  around  on  Moslem  luxury, 
Till  quickly  wearied  with  that  spadous  seat 
Of  Wealth  and  Wantonness,  the  choice  1 
Of  sated  Grandeur  from  the  city's  noise : 
And  were  it  humbler  it  \a  sooth  were  sweet ; 
But  Peace  abhorreth  artificial  joya. 
And  Pleasure,  leagued  with  Pomp,  the  seet  of  both 


LXV. 

Fierce  are  Albania's  children,  yet  they  lack 
Not  virtues,  were  those  virtues  more  mature. 
Where  is  ths  foe  that  ever  saw  their  back  ? 
Who  ean  so  well  the  toil  of  war  endure  ? 
Their  native  fastnesses  not  more  secure 
Than  they  in  doubtful  times  of  troublous  need: 
Their  wnth  how  deadly !  but  their  friendship  tmn% 
When  Gratitude  or  Valor  bids  them  bleed. 
Unshaken  rushing  on  where'er  their  chief  may  lead 

LXVI. 

Childe  Harold  saw  them  in  their  ehleftaln'f  timm 
Threnging  to  war  in  splendor  and  tnceees ; 
And  after  viewed  them  when,  within  thefr  powsr 
Himself,  awhile  the  victim  of  distress; 
That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hotUer  press ' 
But  these  did  shelter  him  beneath  their  roof, 
When  less  barbarians  would  have  eheer'd  him  leas. 
And  fellow-countrymen  have  stood  aloof—*' 
In  aught  that  tries  the  heart  how  few  vrithstaad  the 
proof  1  • 

•     LXVIl. 

It  ehanced  that  adverse  winds  onee  diore  hitbetfc 

Full  on  the  coast  of  Suli's  shaggy  shore. 
When  all  sround  was  desolate  and  dark : 
To  land  was  perilous,  to  sojourn  more ; 
Tet  for  a  whUe  the  mariners  forbore, 
Dubious  to  trust  where  treachery  might  lurk :  [sore 
At  length  they  vcntused  forth,  though  doubting 
That  those  who  loathe  alike  the  Frank  and  Turk 
Might  once  again  renew  their  ancient  butcher-work 

LXTin. 

Tain  fear !  the  Suliotes  stretch'd  the  welcome  hand. 
Led  them  o'er  rocks  and  past  the  dangerous  swamp, 
Kinder  than  pollsh'd  slaves,  though  not  so  bland, . 
And  piled  the  hearth,  and  wrung  thefr  garments . 

damp, 
And  ilU'd  the  howl,  and  trimm'd  the  eheerfrd  Itn^ 
Andepread  their  hie ;  though  homely,  all  they  had  s 
Such  conduct  bears  Philanthropy's  rare  stam^~ 
To  rest  the  weary  and  to  sooth  the  sad, 
Doth  lesson  happier  men,  and  shames  at  leest  Hki 


M 


BXJMIM'B^ 


XiXIX. 
It  COM  to  pMt.  1b»t  when  he  did  «ddr«w 

Tyiyiifff^f  to  quit  at  length  this  mountaln-lzixid. 
Combined  nuupavderB  half-way  barr'd  egress, 
And  wasted  fiur-and  near  with  glaive  and  hrand ; 
And  therefore  did  he  take  a  trusty  band 
To  travseee  Aeanuuua's  forest  wide, 
Ia  war  well  season'd,  and  with  labors  tann'd, 
Till  he  did  greet  white  Achelous  tide, 
And  from  his  further  bank  ^tolia's  wolds  espied. 

Where  lone  Ulraikey  forms  its  circling  core. 
And  weaxy  waves  retire  to  gleam  at  rest, 
How  brown  the  foliage  of  the  green  hilVs  grove, 
Nodding  at  midnight  o'er  the  calm  bay*8  breast. 
As  winds  come  lightly  whispering  &om  the  west 
Kissing,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene :  — 
Here  Harold  was  received  a  welcome  guest ; 
Nor  did  he  pass  unmoved  the  gentle  scene. 
Per  many  a  joy  could  he  «from  Night's  soft  presence 
glean. 

LXXI. 

On  the  smooth  shore  the  night-fires  brightly  blazed, 
The  feast  was  done,  the  red  wine  circling  fast,* 
And  he  that  unawares  had  there  ygazed 
"Vnth  gaping  wonderment  had  stared  aghast ; 
For  ere  night's  midmost,  stillest  hour  was  past. 
The  native  revels  of  the  troop  began ; 
Each  Palikar*^  his  sabre  from  him  cast. 
And  bounding  hand  in  hand,  man  link*d  to  man, 
Telling  their  uncouth  dirge,  long  daunccd  the  kirtled 
clan. 

LXXII. 

Childe  Harold  at  a  ntfW  d^tance  stood 
And  Hcw'd,  but  not  displeased,  the  revelrie. 
Nor  hated  harmless  mirth,  however  rude ; 
la  sooth,  it  was  no  vulgar  sight  to  see 
Their  barbarous,  yet  their  not  indecent,  glee ; 
And,  as  the  flames  along  their  faces  gleam'd. 
Their  gestures  nimble,  dark  eyes  flashing  free. 
The  long  wild  locks  that  to  their  girdles  stream'd. 
While  thus  in  concert  they  this  lay  half  sang,  half 
i'd:» 


"  TaxBOVBOX !  Tamhougi  I  *  thy  'laium  a&r 
liiiMhttpe  to  tha  vdiiant,  and prcmUse  of  war; 
All  tbe  sons  of  the  mountains  arise  at  the  note, 
GSuMsriot,  mfiian,  and  dark  Suliote ! 

% 
01k  1  vftks  IS  mom  brave  than  a  dark  Suliote, 
In  Us  snowy  caatese  and  his  shaggy  capote  ? 
To  tbe  w<Af  and  tht  vultui%  he  leaTes  his  wild  flock, 
And  deoeenda  to  the  plain  like  the  stream  from  the 
Mck« 

t. 

8haB  the  «oni  of  Chimazi,  who  nerer  forgive 
The  fimbtcf  a  friend,  bid  an  enemy  live  ? 
Let  tkMe^nns  se  unerring  such  vengeance  forego  ? 
What  made  is  se  Cdr  as  the  breast  of  a  foe  f 

4. 

Macedonia  «ends  forth  her  inTineible  race ; 
For  a  time  they  aS^andon  the  cave  and  the  choM : 
Bvt  those  Acarfs  ef  blood-red  shall  be  redder,  before 
Xhe  sahse  is  sheathed  and  the  battle  is  o*er. 


Thn  the  pirates  of  Farga  that  owe!!  by  the  vavMi 
And  teach  the  pale  Franks  what  it  is  to  be  slaveiy 
Shall  leave  on  the  beach  the  long  galley  and  oar. 
And  track  to  his  covert  the  captive  on  shore* 

6. 

I  ask  not  the  pleasures  that  riches  supply, 
Hy  sabre  shall  win  what  the  feeble  must  buy ; 
Shall  win  the  young  bride  with  her  long  flowing  hair^ 
And  many  a  maid  from  her  mother  shaU  tear. 

7. 

r  love  the  fair  face  of  the  maid  in  her  youth. 
Her  caresses  shall  lull  me,  her  music  shall  sooth; 
Let  her  bring  from  the  chamber  her  many-toned  lyn 
And  sing  us  a  song  on  the  fall  of  her  sire. 

8. 
Remember  the  moment  when  Frevisa  fcll,3* 
The  shrieks  of  the  conquer'd,  the  conquerors'  yellf 
The  roofs  that  we  flred,  and  the  plunder  we  shared 
The  wealthy  we  slaughter'd,  the  lovely  we  spared 

9. 

I  talk  not  of  mercy,  I  talk  not  of  fear ; 
He  neither  must  know  who  would  serve  the  Yizxer: 
Since  the  days  of  our  prophet  the  Crescent  ne'er  saw 
A  chief  ever  glorious  like  Ali  Pashaw. 

10. 
Dark  Muchtar  his  son  to  the  Danube  is  sped, 
Let  theyellow-hair'd*  Giaoursf  view  his  horse-tailt 
with  dread ;  [banks, 

When  his  Delhisf  come  dashing  in  bloofd  o'er  the 
How  few  shall  eseape  from  the  MuMorite  ranks  1 

IL 

SelietiT !  ||  unsheathe  then  our  eluef  s  sctmitar : 
Tambourgi  I  thy  lanm  gives  promise  of  war. 
Ye  mAonteins,  that  see  us  descend  to  the  shore. 
Shall  view  us  as  victors,  or  view  ns  no  mor»  i 

LXXin. 
Fair  Greece !  sad  relic  of  departed  worth !  ^ 
Immortal,  though  no  more;  though  fallen,  great! 
Who  now  shall  lead  thy  seatter'd  children  forth, 
And  long  aocnstom'd  bondage  tmcreate  } 
Not  such  thy  sons  who  whUome  did  awidt. 
The  hopeless  warriors  of  a  willing  doom, 
In  bleak  Thermopylce's  sepulchral  strait— 
Oh !  who  that  gallant  spbrit  shall  resume, 
Leap  from  Eurota's  banks,  and  call  thee  from  the 
tomb? 

LXXIV. 

Spirit  of  freedom !  when  on  Fhyle's  brow^* 
Thou  sat*st  with  Thrasybulus  and  his  train, 
Couldst  thou  forebode  the  dismal  hour  which  new 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  thine  Attio  plain  2 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  enforce  the  cliain. 
But  evecy  carle  can  lord  it  o*er  thy  land ; 
Nor  rise  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  in  vain. 
Trembling  beneath  the  scourge  of  Turkish  haad^ 
From  birth  till  death  enslaved ;  in  word,  in  deed* 
oninann'd. 


*  TJgtr  k  Om  •fUui  gitwi  to  Sw  Riwiiin.  f 

t  BoaHdh  m  dM  iMffM  of  a  Fteduu 
|HaMmB.aaMnrt«fl»owteknlMf0.  |: 


CHILDB  XABOUrS  PIIA&IXAOB. 


ULXT. 


lAin 

Thai  narks  the  ire  ttiU  ■parUmg  in  aaeh  eye, 
Wko  but  imld  deem  thefar  boeosu  bora'd  anew 
Whk  tiqr  uttqmencked  beeot,  kat  Liberty ! 
And  way  dieom  wtUud  tlM  hour  IB  Bigh 
That  gifee  tiiem  beck  their  &then'  heriti^ : 
Fcr  foreign  aims  and  aid  tkej  fondly  ligb. 
Her  solely  dare  eneonnter  hostile  lage. 
Or  tear  Ihes  name  defiled  from  Slaveiy'B  moumftil 

LXXTL 

Hwsditsiy  bmwiiiHsn I  haow ys net  {Vknr} 

Wbo  ipsnld  be  free  theMselves  moat  stiike  the 
By  liMir  Tight  aims  the  oonqnsst  moat  be  wrought } 
inUOsnl or  Xoseovite  redress  ye ^  nol 
T^ne^  tiiey  may  lay  ytmr  yrond  despoilers  lov. 
But  net  lor  yoa  wiU  Freedom's  altars  flame. 
I  of  the  Hdots !  triomph  o*er  your  ftie ! 
a!  change  diy  lords,  thy  stateia  still  thesame; 
Xhy  ^Iflrioia  day  is  o'er,  bat  not  thy  years  of 

LXXYIL 

Tke  ci^  «M  fiw  ASah  from  the  Giaonr, 
The  Qiaovr  from  Othman's  race  again  may  wrsst; 
And  Ike  fiend's  impenetrable  tower 
Beestte  tiie  fiery  Frank,  her  former  guest;  ** 
Or  WahaVs  rebel  brood  who  dared  divest 
The**  prophet's  tosnb  of  all  its  pious  spoil. 
May  wind  their  path  of  blood  along  the  West; 
Bat  mTct  will  freedom  seek  this  Ihted  soU, 
Bnftdam  sseeeed  te  slare  through  years  of  endhss 
toil 

LXXVnL 

Tetmark  ihsir  mirth    ero  lenten  days  begin 
That  pcBsnoe  wiiich  their  holy  rites  prepare 
Te  shziTe  from  man  his  weight  of  mortal  sin, 
By  daily  abstinence  and  nightly  prayer ; 
Bvt  ere  his  sackcloth  garb  Repentance  wear, 
Some  days  of  joyannoe  are  decreed  to  all, 
To  take  of  pleasannce  each  his  secret  share ; 
In  motlay  robe  to  dance  at  mashing  ball, 
And  JBJa  (he  mimic  train  of  meiry  CamiTal. 

LXXIX. 

And  whoee  more  ziliB  with  msRimettt  than  thine, 
Oh  Stambovl !  onee  the  empress  of  their  reign  ? 
Though  turbans  nerw  poHnte  Sophia's  shrine, 
And  Qreeee  her  yrrj  altars  eyes  in  Tain : 
(Alas  \  her  woes  will  still  per?ade  my  strain !) 
Qay  were  her  minstrels  once,  for  free  her  throng, 
AH  fdt  the  common  joy  tiiey  now  must  feign. 
Hot  oft  Fve  seen  sudi  sight,  nor  heard  such  song, 
4a  wooTd  the  eye,  sad  thrill'd  the  Bosphorus  along. 

LXZX. 

Loud  was  tiM  Bghtsome  tomalt  ef  the  shore. 
Oft  Mttsle  discnged»  tamt  never  osaasd  her  tone. 


And  ripi^ing  watsn  made  a 
The  Queen  of  tUas  on  Ugk  eottscnting  shon*. 
And  when  a  tmnsient  bseeae  swept  e'er  the  wave^ 
Twis^  aa  if  dsiting  firem  hsr  hea Vunly  throne, 

ongnver  gisnee  nv  nam  mussisa  gaie, 
-^        --  I'dtalifl^thebaiikaflkey 


ULXXI. 

>y  a  light  oai^ne  alsng  the  foaai, 
Baneed  on  the  shore  the  daughters  of  the  land, 
Ne  thought  had  man  or  maid  of  rest  or  home^ 
While  many  a  languid  eye  and  thrilling  hand 
Bnehanged  the  look  few  bosoms  may  withstand, 
Or  gently  prest,  retnxn'd  the  pressure  still : 
Oh  Lots  !  young  Lots  !  bound  in  thy  rosy  band. 
Let  sage  or  cynic  prattie  as  he  will, 
These  hours,  and  only  these,  redeem  UI^^s  yearn  ai 
iU! 

LXXXU. 

But,  midst  the  throng  in  merry  masquerade, 
Lurk  there  no  hearts  that  throb  with  secret  pain. 
Even  through  the  closest  scarment  half  betray'd) 
To  such  the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  main 
Seem  to  ref  cho  all  they  mourn  in  yain ; 
To  such  the  gladness  of  the  gamesome  crowd 
Is  source  of  wayward  thought  and  stem  disdain : 
How  do  they  loathe  the  laughter  idly  loud. 
And  long  to  change  the  robe  of  revel  for  the  rfmradt 

LXXXUL 

This  must  he  fed,  the  true-bora  son  of  Oreeoa, 
If  Greece  one  true-born  patriot  still  can  boast : 
Not  such  as  prate  of  war,  but  skulk  in  peace. 
The  bondsman*s  peace,  who  sighs  for  oil  he  lost. 
Yet  with  smooth  smile  his  tj-rant  can  accost. 
And  wield  the  slavish  sickle,  not  the  sword: 
Ah !  Greece  I  thcj  love  thee  least  who  owe  thee 

most! 
Their  birth,  their  blood,  and  that  sublime  record 
Of  hero  sires,  who  shame  thy  now  degenerate  hord« . 

LXXXIV. 

When  riseth  Lacedscmon's  hardihood. 
When  Thebes  Epaminondas  rears  again, 
When  Athens'  children  sre  with  hearts  endued. 
When  Grecian  mothers  shall  give  bfarth  to  men. 
Then  may'st  thon  be  restored ;  but  not  till  then. 
A  thousand  years  scarce  serve  to  fbrm  a  state; 
An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust :  and  when 
Can  man  in  shatter'd  splendor  renovate. 
Recall  its  virtues  back,  and  vanquish  Time  and  FirtS  } 

LXXXV. 

And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  of  wa. 
Land  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men!  art  tiumt 
Thy  vales  of  evergreen,  thy  hiUs  of  snow,*' 
Proclsim  thee  Nature's  varied  favorite  now ; 
Thy  ihme,  thy  templea  to  thy  snrfruse  bow^ 
Comndngling  slowly  with  heroic  eaitii, 
Broke  by  the  share  of  every  raatio  pbngh: 
So  perish  monmnenta  of  mortal  birth. 
So  paish  aU  in  turn,  save  weUrreeorded  Wdrth; 

LXXXYI. 

Save  where  soma  solitary  eolnma  aoaaia 
Ahoive  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  eave ;  ** 
Save  where  Tritonia's  sary  shrine  adorns 
Colonna's  cMff,  and  gleams  slong  the  wave; 
Save  e'er  soma  wairior's  half-fotgotten  grave^ 
Where  the  gny  stones  and  unmolested  grssa 
Ages,  but  not  oblivion,  fed>ly  brave. 
While  sliaagera  only  not  regardless  pass, 
lingering  like  me,  pawhanne,  to  , 
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LXXXVII. 


Yet  are  thy  skies  as  bhie,  thy  crags  as  wild; 
Sweet  are  thy  groTes,  and  rcnrdant  are  thy  fields, 
Thine  olire  ripe  as  when  Minerra  smiled, 
'And  still  his  honied  wealth  Hymettas  yields ; 
There  the  blithe  bee  his  firagrant  fortress  builds, 
The  freebom  wanderer  of  thy  monntain-air ; 
Apollo  still  thy  long,  long  summer  gilds, 
StiU  in  his  beam  Hendeli's  marbles  glare ; 
Art,  Glory,  Freedom  fdl,  but  Nature  still  is  fair. 

LXXXVIII. 

"Wltere'eT  we  tread  'tb  haunted,  holy  ground ; 
No  earth  of  thine  is  lost  in  vulgar  mould, 
But  one  vast  realm  of  wonder  spreads  around, 
And  all  the  Huse's  tales  seem  truly  told, 
Till  the  sense  adies  with  gazing  to  behold 
The  scenes  our  earliest  dreams  have  dwelt  upon : 
Each  hill  and  dale,  each  deepening  glen  and  wold 
Defies  the  power  which  crushed  thy  temples  gone: 
Age  shakes  Athena's  tower,  but  spares  gray  Mara- 
thon. 

LXXXIX. 

The  sun,  the  soil,  but  not  the  slave,  the  same ; 
Unchanged  in  all  except  its  foreign  lord-^ 
Preserves  alike  its  bounds  and  boundless  fame 
The  Battle-field,  where  Persia's  victim  horde 
First  bow*d  beneath  the  brunt  of  Hellas'  sword. 
As  on  the  mom  to  distant  Glory  dear. 
When  Marathon  became  a  magic  word ;  ^ 
Which  utter'd,  to  the  hearer's  eye  appear 
The  camp,  the  host,  the  fight,  the  conqueror's  ca- 
reer. 

XC. 

The  flying  Mede,  his  shaftless  broken  bow; 
The  fiery  Greek,  his  red  pursuing  spear ; 
Mountains  above.  Earth's,  Ocean's  plain  below. 
Death  in  the  firont,  Destruction  in  the  rear ! 
Such  was  the  scene— what  now  remaineth  here  ? 
What  sacred  trophy  marks  the  hallow'd  ground. 
Recording  firccdom's  smile,  and  Asia's  tear  ? 
The  rifled  urn,  the  violated  mound, 
Th«  dost  thy  courser's  hoof,  rude  stranger !  spxuns 
around. 

XGI. 

Yet  to  tiie  rcBinsats  of  thy  splendor  past 
flliall  pilgrims,  pensive,  bat  unwearied  throng; 
Long  shali  the  voyager,  with  th'  Ionian  blast, 
Hail  the  bright  clLne  of  battle  and  of  song ; 
Long  shall  thine  annals  and  immortal  tongue 
Fill  with  thy  fame  the  youth  of  many  a  shore ; 
Boast  of  the  aged !  lesson  of  the  young ! 
Which  sages  venerate,  and  bards  adore, 
As  PaUas  and  the  Muse  unveil  their  awful  lore. 

XCII. 

The  parted  bosom  cHngs  to  wonted  hom«, 
If  aught  that's  kindred  cheer  the  welcome  hearth ; 
He  that  is  lonely,  hither  let  him  roam. 
And  gaxe  complacent  on  eongenial  earth. 
Greece  is  no  lightsome  land  of  social  mirth. 
Bat  he  whom  Sadness  sootheth  may  abide, 
And  scarce  regret  the  region  of  his  birth, 
.  When  wandering  slow  by  Delphi's  sacred  tide. 
Or  gasdng  o'^  the  plains  where  Greek  and  Penian 
died. 


xcm. 


Let  such  approach  this  consecrated  land, 
And  pass  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste ; 
But  spare  its  relics—let  no  busy  hand 
Deface  the  scenes,  already  how  defitced ! 
Not  for  such  purpose  wcro  these  altars  plaeed; 
Revere  tiie  remnants  nations  once  revered : 
So  may  our  country's  name  be  tmdisgraced. 
So  may'st  thou  prosper  where  thy  youth  wms  rear'di 
By  every  honest  joy  of  love  and  life  endear'd  1 

XCIV. 

For  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hath  soothed  thine  idlesse  with  inglorioas  lays. 
Soon  shall  thy  voice  be  lost  amid  the  diiong 
Of  louder  minstrels  in  these  later  days ; 
To  Buch  resign  the  strife  for  fading  bays,— 
111  may  such  contest  now  the  spirit  move 
Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial  pnise ; 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  might  approve, 
And  none  «re  left  to  please,  when  none  are  left  to 
love. 

xcv. 

Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovdy  one! 
Whom  youth  and  youth's  affections  bound  to  me, 
Who  did  for  me  what  none  beside  have  done. 
Nor  shrank  from  one  albeit  unworthy  thee. 
What  is  my  being  ?  thou  hast  ceased  to  be ! 
Nor  staid  to  welcome  here  thy  wanderer  home. 
Who  mourns  o'er  hours  which  we  no  more  shall  see : 
Would  they  had  never  been,  or  were  to  oome ! 
Woxdd  he  had  ne'er  returned,  to  find  fresh  cause  to 
roam. 

XCVL 

Oh !  ever  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved ! 
How  selfish  Sorrow  ponders  on  the  past, 
And  clings  to  thoughts  now  better  far  removed ! 
But  Time  shall  tear  thy  shadow  from  me  last.  [hast. 
All  thou  couldst  have  of  mine,  stem  Death !  thoo 
The  parent,  friend,  and  now  the  more  than  friend; 
Ne'er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  fiew  so  fast, 
And  grief  with  grief  continuing  still  to  blend. 
Hath  snatch'd  the  little  joy  that  life  had  yet  to  iMid. 

XCTII. 

Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  crowd, 
And  follow  all  that  Peace  disdains  to  seek  ? 
Where  Revel  calls,  and  Laughter,  vainly  loud. 
False  to  the  heart,  distorts  the  hollow  cheek. 
To  leave  the  flagging  spirit  doubly  weak ; 
Still  o'er  the  features,  which  perforce  they  cheer. 
To  feign  the  pleasure  or  conceal  the  pique ; 
Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a  future  tear, 
Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  ill-dissembled  i 


XCVUI. 

What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  WB»t  on  ago  ? 
What  otamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the  brow  ? 
To  Tiow  eadi  loved  one  blotted  from  life's  page. 
And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now. 
Befixre  the  Chaotenor  hnmhly  let  me  bow 
O'er  hoaits  divided,  aad  o'er  b^ies  destroy'd; 
Boll  on,  vain  days  1  full  Mklass  may  ye  flow, 
SiBoe  Time  hath  reft  vhate'er  my  sind  oiyoy'd, 
And  with  the  ills  of  Eld  mine  earlier  ywm  alloy'd* 


chudb  babou>«  TwmiUAom, 


CANTO  in. 


AfLT.ITJf. 


Ii  tikj  ft«e  like  Aj  aiotha*!,  my  frir  elifld! 
Ada!  aok  dmt^ter ^  my  hooM  and  beurt ? 
ffhoi  ksl  I  nw  thy  Tooag  bine  eye«  they  mikd, 
And  tiien  «•  parted,— not  as  now  we  pert, 
Bnt  with  a  hope.— 

Awaking  with  a  start, 
Thn  wnten  heave  azonnd  me ;  and  on  high 
The  «nde  lift  np  their  Toioes :  I  depart, 
KThithcr  I  know  not ;  hnt  the  honr*e  gone  by, 
Whn  Albia&'e  Ifeeening  ahoiea  conld  grieve  or  glad 
mine  eye. 

IL 

Qnee mfln npon  tiie  waters !  yet  once  more! 
And  the  wmTea  bonnd  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider.    Welcome,  to  their  roar ! 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  wheresoe'er  it  lead ! 
Thoogh  the  strain'd  mast  should  quiver  as  a  reed, 
And  the  rent  canvas  fluttering  strew  the  gale. 
Still  must  I  on ;  for  I  am  as  a  weed, 
Plmg  from  the  rock,  on  Ocean's  foam  to  sail 
WheR*er  the  surge  may  sweep,  the  tempest's  breath 
pieTsiL 

m. 

In  my  yovth*s  rammer  I  did  sing  of  One, 
The  wandering  oatlaw  of  his  own  dark  mind ; 
Again  I  seise  the  theme  then  but  begun, 
And  bear  it  with  me,  as  the  rushing  wind 
Bean  the  doud  onwards :  in  that  Tale  I  find 
The  furrows  of  long  thought,  and  dried-up  tears, 
Which,  ^bing,  leave  a  steril  track  behind, 
0*ar  which  all  heavily  the  journeying  years 
Plod  Am  last  sands  of  life,— where  not  a  flower 
appears. 

IV. 

flfnee  my  yoimg  days  of  paasien-^oy,  in  pain. 
Perchance  my  heart  and  harp  have  lost  a  string. 
And  both  may  jar;  it  may  be,  that  in  vain 
I  would  essay  as  I  have  sung  to  sing. 
Tet,  though  a  dxnary  atnin,  to  this  I  ellng. 
Be  tiiat  it  ween  me  from  tiie  weary  dream 
Of  sdflsh  grief  or  g^adnees— eo  it  fling 
Fetgetftilnese  around  me— it  shall  ieem 
To  me,  though  to  none  else,  a  not  nngratefhl  theme. 


He,  lAo  grown  aged  in  this  world  of  wo, 
In  deeds,  not  years,  pierefaig  the  depthe  of  U^ 
Be  that  no  wonder  waita  hhn;  nor  below 
Can  love,  er  eotrow,  fame,  ambition,  strife, 
Cut  to  his  heart  again  nWtk  the  keen  knife 
or  silent,  sharp  endnanee:  heean  tsU 
Why  dMrng^  aeeka  leAige  fas  leae  eavse,  yet  rife 
Wtt  afay  images,  and  shapee  whfadi  dima 

d,  1ko«gh  old,  in  the  eonl'a  hamtdl 


VI. 


Tie  to  crcate,  and  in  erealing  Bvn 
A  being  more  intense,  that  we  endow 
With  form  or  luiey,  gaining  as  we  give 
The  life  we  image,  even  as  I  do  now. 
What  am  I  ?  Nothing:  but  not  so  art  thou. 
Soul  of  my  thought !  with  whom  I  traverse  earth* 
Invisible  but  gasing,  as  I  glow 
Mix*d  with  thy  spirit,  blended  with  thy  birth. 
And  feeling  still  with  thee  in  my  crashed  feeltagtr 
dearth. 

vn. 

Tet  mnet  I  thbih  lees  wildly :— I  Aoee  thooght 

Too  long  and  darkly,  till  my  brain  became, 
In  its  own  eddy  boiling  and  o'erwrought, 
A  whirling  gulf  of  phantasy  and  flame ; 
And  thus,  untaught  in  youth  my  heart  to  tame^ 
My  springs  of  life  were  poison'd.    Tis  too  late  I 
Yet  am  I  changed ;  though  still  enough  the  sane 
In  strength  to  bear  what  time  can  not  abate, 
And  feed  on  bitter  fruits  without  aoeuaing  Fata. 

vni. 

Something  too  much  of  this ;— 4rat  now  'tic  pMl» 

And  the  spell  doees  with  its  silsnt  seal. 
Long  absent  Harou)  reappears  at  last ; 
He  of  the  breast  which  fun  no  more  would  feel. 
Wrung  with  the  wounds  which  kill  not,  but  ne'et 
Tet  Time,  who  changes  all,  had  alter*d  him  [heal; 
In  soul  and  aspect  as  in  age :  years  steal 
Fire  from  the  mind  as  vigor  from  the  limb ; 
And  life's  enchanted  cup  but  sparkles  near  the  biim. 

IX. 

His  had  been  qualTd  too  quickly,  and  he  fenad 
The  dregs  were  wormwood ;  but  he  fiU'd  again* 
And  from  a  purer  fount,  on  holier  ground. 
And  deem*d  its  spring  perpetual ;  but  in  vain! 
Still  round  him  clung  in\'iflibly  a  chain 
Which  gall'd,  for  ever  fettering  though  unseen. 
And  heavy  though  it  clank'd  not ;  worn  with  pain. 
Which  pined  although  it  spoke  not,  and  grew  keen, 
Entering  with  every  step  he  took  through  many  a 
scene. 

X. 

Secure  in  guarded  coldness,  he  had  miz*d 
Again  in  fancied  safety  with  his  kind, 
And  deem*d  his  spirit  now  so  firmly  fiz*d 

'^  And  sheath'd  with  an  invulnerable  mind, 
That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurk'd  behind ; 
And  he,  as  one,  might  midst  the  many  stand 
Unheeded,  searching  through  the  crowd  to  find 
Fit  speculation ;  such  as  in  strange  land 

He  found  in  wonder-works  of  God  and  Natare't 
hand. 

XL 

Bnt  who  ean  view  the  ripen*d  roee,  nor  saek 
To  wear  it  ?  who  can  euriously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauty's  cheelt, 
Kor  feel  the  heart  can  never  aU  grow  old  ? 
Who  ean  oontemplateFame  through  clouds  unfold 
The  star  which  rises  o*er  her  steep,  nor  climb  ? 
Harold,  onoe  more  within  the  vortex,  roll'd 
On  with  the  giddy  circle,  ehasing  Time, 
Yet  with  a  nobler  aim  than  in  lus  youth's  fend 
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xn. 


But  soon  lie  knew  himself  the  most  unfit 
Of  men  to  herd  irith  Man ;  with  whom  he  held 
little  in  common ;  untanght  to  submit     [quell'd 
His   thoughts  to  others,  though  his  soul  was 
In  youth  by  his  own  thoughts ;  still  uncompell'd, 
He  would  not  yield  dominion  of  his  mind 
To  spirits  against  whom  his  own  rebell'd ; 
Proud  though  in  desolation ;  which  could  find 
A  life  within  itself,  to  breath  without  mankind. 

xni. 

Where  rose  the  mountains,  there  to  him  were 

friends ; 
Where  roll*d  the  ocean,  thereon  was  his  home; 
Where  a  blue  sky,  and  glowing  clime,  attends, 
He  had  the  passion  and  the  power  to  roam ; 
The  desert,  forest,  cavern,  breaker's  foam, 
Were  unto  him  companionship ;  they  spake 
A  mutual  language,  clearer  than  the  tome 
Of  his  land*s  tongue,  which  he  would  oft  forsake 
For  Nature's  pages  glass'd  by  sunbeams  on  the  lake. 

XIV. 

like  the  Chaldean,  he  could  watch  the  stars, 
Till  he  had  peopled  them  with  beings  bright 
As  their  own  beams ;  and  earth,  and  earth-bom 
And  human  frailties,  were  forgotten  quite :  [jars, 
Could  he  have  kept  his  spirit  to  that  flight 
He  had  been  happy ;  but  this  clay  will  sink 
Its  spark  immortal,  envying  it  the  light 
To  which  it  mounts,  as  if  to  break  the  link 
That  keeps  ns  from  yon  heaven  which  woos  us  to  its 
blink. 

XV. 

But  in  Han's  dwellings  he  became  a  thing 
Restless  and  worn,  and  stern  and  wearisome, 
Droop'd  as  a  wild-bom  falcon  with  clipt  wing. 
To  whom  the  boundless  air  alone  were  home : 
Then  came  his  fit  again,  which  to  o'ercome, 
As  eagerly  the  barr'd-up  bird  will  beat 
His  breast  and  beak  against  his  wiry  dome 
Till  the  blood  tinge  his  plumage,  so  the  heat 
Of  his  impeded  soul  would  through  his  bosom  eat. 

XVI. 

Self-esiled  Harold  wanders  forth  again, 
With  nought  of  hope  left,  but  with  less  of  gloom; 
The  very  knowledge  that  he  lived  in  vain, 
That  all  was  over  on  this  side  the  tomb, 
Had  made  Despair  a  smilingncss  assume,  [wreck 
Which,  though  'twere  wild, — as  on  the  plunder'd 
When  mariners  would  madly  meet  their  doom 
With  draughts  intemperate  on  the  sinking  deck, 
Did  yet  inspire  a  cheer,  which  he  forbore  to  check. 

XVII. 

Stop !— For  ^y  tread  Is  on  an  Empire's  dust ! 
An  Earthquake's  spoil  is  sepulchred  below ! 
Is  the  spot  mark'd  with  no  colossal  bust  ? 
Nor  column  trophied  for  triumphal  show? 
Kone ;  but  the  moxul's  tmth  tells  simpler  so, 
As  the  ground  was  before,  thus  let  it  be ; — 
How  that  red  rain  hath  made  the  harvest  grew ! 
And  is  this  all  the  world  has  gain'd  by  thee, 
Thou  first  and  last  of  fields !  king-mali^  Victory  ? 


xvm. 


And  Harold  stands  upon  this  plaee  of  akulk, 
The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterloo; 
How  in  an  hour  the  power  which  gaw  amiiili 
Its  gifts,  transferring  fiune  as  fieeting  too  I 
In  **  pride  of  place  "  ■  here  last  the  M|^e  fltfir. 
Then  tore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent  ^^ain, 
Pierced  by  the  shaft  of  banded  nations  thxough; 
Ambition's  life  and  labors  aU  were  vain ; 
He  wears  the  shatter'd  links  of  the  worid't  hcokM 
chain. 

XIX* 

Fit  retribution !  Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 
And  foam  in  fetters ;— ^ut  is  Earth  more  firee  f 
Did  nations  combat  to  make  Orw  submit; 
Or  league  to  teach  all  kings  trae  sovereignty? 
What!  shall  reviving  Thraldom  again  be 
The  patch*d-up  idol  of  enlighten'd  days  f 
Shall  we,  who  stmck  the  Lion  down,  shall  we 
Pay  the  Wolf  homage?  proffering  lowly  gase 
And  servile  knees  to  thrones  ?  Ko :  prwe  before  yt 
praise! 

XX. 


If  not,  o'er  one  fallen  despot  boast  no  more! 
In  vain  fair  cheeks  were  forrow'd  with  hot  teaxs 
For  Europe's  flowers  long  rooted  up  before 
The  trampler  of  her  vineyards ;  in  vain,  years 
Of  death,  depopulation,  bondage,  fears, 
Have  all  been  borne,  and  broken  hy  the  accord 
Of  roused-up  millions :  all  that  most  endears 
Glory,  is  when  the  myrtle  wreathes  a  sword 
Such  as  Harmodius*  drew  on  Athens'  tyrant  lord. 

XXI. 

There  was  a  sound  of  revelry  by  night, 
And  Belgium's  capital  had  gather'd  then 
Her  Beauty  and  her  Chivah^,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shone  o'er  fair  women  and  brave  men; 
A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell, 
Soft  eyes  look'd  love  to  eyes  which  spake  again. 
And  all  went  merry  as  a  mazriago-bdl ; ' 
But  huflh !  hark !  a  deep  sound  strikes  like  a  riring 
knell  I 

xxn. 

Did  ye  not  hear  it  ?— No ;  'twas  but  the  wind* 
Or  the  car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street; 
On  with  the  dance  1  let  joy  be  unconfined; 
No  sleep  till  mom,  when  Youth  and  Pleasure  »ool 
To  chase  the  glowing  Hours  with  flying  feet-» 
But,  hark !— that  heavy  sound  breaks  in  o&oe  noio^ 
As  if  the  douds  its  edio  would  repeat ; 
And  nearer,  dearer,  deadlier  than  before  I 
Arm!  Arml  it  is— 4t  is— the  cannon's  opening  roar! 

XXIU. 

Within  a  wiadow'd  nicho  of  that  high  jkaU 
Sate  BrunswidL's  frtad  diiollain ;  ho  did  hear 
That  so«nd  tho  fisst  avidst  tho  fottlTal, 
And  caught  its  toiM  with  Death's  pophetio  ear; 
And  when  thoy  smiled  booanse  he  deen'd  it  Jioar, 
His  howt  mart  tmlf  know  that  peal  too  vdbII 
WMeh  atmteh'd  hia  AttlMr  on  a  bloody  bkr. 
And  roused  the  vosgeaBee  blood  alone  oonld  gmoU; 
He  msh'd  into  the  fidd,  and,  forenost  fighting  fidk 


CHILDS  XAMUTB  PflUnOfAOB. 


xzrr. 

AJtd  galkflriBg  tMa,  uid  tnnUiiigs  of  diitraM, 
AftA  ^Mkft  att  pale,  wlkich  but  ma  hour  ago 
Blnali'd  at  thepniM  of  their  own  iovdiiMW; 
Ajid  than  ware  aoddaa  partiagt,  SBdi  aa  preta 
The  Kla  Iron  o«t  youg  haarta,  and  ahoking  aighi 
Which  Ba'cr  night  bavepaatad;  who  oould  gvasa 
If  ever  mora  ahould  awet  those  ntutoal  eyaa, 
epen  sigbk  ao  eiPBet  aech  awful  mem  ooold 
riae? 

XXV. 

AaA  «h«e  WW  Monting  in  hot  haate :  the  fteed 
The  Bttatering  aqnadroo,  and  the  clattering  car, 
We&t  pouring  forward  with  fanpetnooa  speed, 
And  swiftly  fecming  in  the  ranks  of  war; 
And  tiie  deep  thunder  peal  on  peal  afkr; 
And  near,  the  beat  of  the  alarroing  drum 
Bonaed  np  the  aoldier  ere  the  morning  star ; 
"While  thnmg*d  the  citizens  with  terror  dumb, 
Ok  whispering,  with  white  lip^--"The  foe!  Thej 
oomel  they  come!" 

XXVI. 

And  wad  and  high  the  "  Cameron's  gathering" 
The  war^oto  of  Loehiel,  which  Albyn's  hills  [rose ! 
Hsffe  hesrd,  and  heard,  too,  haTe  her  Saxon  foes : 
How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills, 
SaTageaadahnll!  Bat  with  the  breath  which  fills 
Their  mountain-pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineers 
With  the  fierce  native  daring  which  instills 
The  ttirxiBg  ueaiory  of  a  thousand  years, 
And  ^Bvan's,  ^Donald's  ftme  lings  in  eadi  daaa- 
Bisn*s  earat 

xxvn. 

And  Ardennes'  wares  above  them  her  green  leaves 
Dewy  va&  nature's  teardrops,  as  they  pasa 
Qnsi»g,  if  anght  inanimate  e*er  grieves,  ' 
Over  the  unretuming  brave,— alas ! 
Sre  evening  to  be  trodden  like  the  grass 
Which  now  beneath  them,  but  above  shall  grow 
la  its  next  verdure,  when  this  fiery  mass 
Of  living  Talor,  rolling  on  the  foe, 
And  burning  with  high  hope,  shidl  moulder  cold 
and  low.  

xxvni. 

Last  noon  beheld  them  ftxH  of  hurty  fife, 
Last  eve  in  Beauty's  circle  prouffly  gay, 
The  midnight  brought  the  signal-sound  of  strife, 
The  mom  the  marshalling  in  arms,— the  day 
Battle's  magnificently-stern  array ! 
The  thunder-clouds  close  o'er  it,  which  when  rent, 
The  esrth  is  covered  thick  with  other  clay, 
Which  her  own  clay  shall  cover,  heap'd  and  pent, 
Bider  and  horse,— 4isnd,  foe,— in  one  rod  burial 
bleAt! 

XXIX. 

Their  praise  Is  hymn'd  by  loftier  haips  than  mine; 
Y«t  ens  I  wMOd  aeleot  from  tlMft  pcood  llnoBg, 
Partfy  beaaoM  Ih^  blend  me  with  his  fine, 
And  ptttfy  tiMt  I  did  his  siro  some  wrongs 
And  partly  tiwt  bright  names  wlU  hallow  song ; 
And  Us  ma  of  the  bnveot,  aad  when  showei^d 
The  Aeslh-hoto  dsadlieot  the  Ouna'd  files  along, 
the  tiiAckeat  €»f  vngr's  tempest  hMNr'd, 
'd  no  noMer  fateaat  than  thdae^  yoongt 
gallHiiHowaidl 


Thwahave  haaa  taai  s  aad  beeahiBg  hetts  im  Aaa, 
And  mine  were  nothing,  had  I  saoh  to  gfara; 
But  when  I  stood  beneath  the  fresh  grasn  tiae^ 
Which  living  waves  when  then  didst  esaaa  to  llv% - 
And  saw  around  me  the  wide  field  aendve 
With  i^roits  and  fertile  pcemlM,  aad  the  apriag 
Ceme^orth  her  work  of  gladwa  ta  oonlnre^ 
With  all  her  reckless  birds  upon  the  wiag, 
I  tam'd  from  all  she  bcaoght  to  those  she  aaald  nil 


XXK. 


XXXL 

I  ton'd  to  thee,  to  thooaaads,  of  i 
And  one  aa  all  a  ^aatly  gap  did  i 
In  his  own  kind  and  kindred,  whom  to  tMoh 
FoigetAilneaa  were  mercy  for  their  sake ; 
The  Ajehangel's  trump,  not  Qlory*s,  mn 
Thoee  whom  they  thkst  ibr;  though  As  an  aad  ol 
May  for  a  moment  aooth,  it  oaaaot  slake  [Fsbm 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  naOM 
So  hoaor'd  but  asmmes  a  stronger,  faitteasr  i 

xxxn. 


They  inovm,  but  am&e  at  length;  and*  i 
The  tree  wifi  vritiier  long  beftae  it  &&;  [meaxn: 
The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  saU  be  ton; 
The  roof-tree  sinks,  but  moalders  on  Iha  hatt 
In  massy  hoarineea;  tiie  ruinM  wall 
Stands  when  its  wind-worn  battknents  aw  gone; 
The  bars  survive  the  captive  they  endksal;  [ean; 
The  day  drags  tioough  tho'  stoms  keey  eat  the 
And  thus  the  heart  will  break*  yat  krekaaly  liw  en. 

xxxza 

Bren  as  a  broken  mirror,  wfalck  the  glass 
In  every  fragment  muhipBes ;  aad  makes 
A  thousand  images  of  one  that  was, 
The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  mere  it  breaks; 
And  thus  the  heart  will  do  whkh  not  iorsakes, 
living  in  shatter'd  gaiM,  and  etm,  and  eeld, 
And  bloodless,  with  its  sleepless  sosra 
Tet  wlthen  on  till  all  without  Is  old, 
Showing  no  viaftla  sign,  for  taek  ttlage 

XXXIV. 

There  is  a  very  life  in  our  despair. 
Vitality  of  poiaon,— a  quick  root 
Which  feeds  these  deadly  branches;  feritwwi 
As  nothing  did  we  die;  but  life  will  salt 
Itself  to  Sorrow's  most  detested  fruit, 
like  to  the  apples  on  the  >  Bead  Sea'a  ahora^ 
All  ashes  to  the  taste:  Bid  man  eoaapute 
Existenoe  by  enjoyment,  and  count  o'er 
Sneh  heuia  'gainst  years  m  l<fe/»"tay,  would  ha  nMN 
threeso(»e? 

XXXV. 

The  Psalmist  iwmber'd  out  the  ysan  of  mmk\ 
They  are  enough ;  and  if  thy  tale  be  inn, 
Theu,  whodidstgndgehhaeven  thatfieetingepa^ 
Mete  than  eaeagh,  thou  fetal  W«tsrk>ol 
MiBions  of  toagues  reoord  thee,  and  anew 
Their  chUdren's  lips  shall  echo  them,  and  sagr*- 
«  Hers,  where  tiie  sword  united  nations  drew. 
Our  countrymen  were  warring  on  that  day  i " 
Aad  thia  la  aaMh,  and  aU  whioh  wiU  net  pass  away. 


XXXVL 

TImm  rank  tiie  gnatMt,  &<s  tte  wont  of  awh 
Whoflo  iplrit  antithetically  niixt 
One  moaicBt  of  the  mightiest,  and  again 
-    On  lit^  objects  witii  Uke  firmness  iixt, 

Extreme  in  all  things  1  hadst  thoa  been  betwutt» 
Thy  throne  had  still  been  thine,  or  never  been ; 
For  daring  mada  thy  rise  as  fall :  thou  setk'st 
Even  now  to  reasanme  tho  imperial  mien, 
^ad  ahahe  again  the  world,  the  Xhonderer  of  the 


xxxTn. 


Conqveror  and  captive  of  the  earth  art  thon ! 
She  trembles  at  thee  still,  and  thy  wild  name 
Was  ne'er  more  broited  in  men's  minds  than  now 
That  thon  art  nothing,  save  the  jest  of  Fame, 
Who  woo'd  thee  onoe,  thy  rassal,  and  became 
The  iUtterer  of  thy  fierceness,  till  thou  wert 
A  god  nnto  thyself;  nor  less  the  same 
To  the  astonnded  kingdoms  all  inert. 
Who  deen'd  thee  for  a  time  whate'er  thou  didst 
assert 

xxxYin. 

Oh,  more  or  less  than  raatt--4n  high  er  low. 
Battling  with  nations,  fiying  from  the  field ; 
Now  making  monarchs'  necks  thy  footstool,  now 
More  than  thy  meanest  soldier  taught  to  yield ; 
An  empire  thon  eonldst  crush,  command,  rebuild. 
But  govern  not  thy  pettiest  passion,  nor, 
However  deeply  in  men*s  spirits  skill'd. 
Look  thnmgh  thine  own,  nor  curb  the  lust  of  war. 
Hot  learn  that  tenqrted  Fate  will  leave  the  loftiest 
•tar. 

XXXIX. 

Yet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook'd  tke  turning  tide, 
With  that  untaught  bmate  philosophy, 
Which,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 
Is  gall  and  wotrnwoud  to  an  enemy. 
When  tiie  whole  hoet  of  hatred  stood  hard  by. 
To  watch  and  mock  thee  shrinking,  thon  hast 
With  a  sedate  snd  all-enduring  eye ;—      [smfied 
When  Fortune  fled  her  spoil'd  and  favorite  child, 
Ka  flood  nnbow'd  beaaath  the  ills  upon  him  pUed. 

XIm 

Bager  than  in  thy  fortunes ;  for  in  d&em 
Ambition  steeVd  thee  on  too  fkr  to  show 
That  just  habitual  scorn  which  could  contemn 
Men  and  their  tiioughts ;  'twas  wise  to  feel,  not  so 
To  wear  it  ever  on  thy  lip  and  brow, 
And  spurn  the  instruments  thou  wert  to  use. 
Till  they  wwe  tum'd  unto  thine  overthrow : 
'Tis  but  a  worthless  world  to  win  or  lose ; 
80  hath  it  proved  to  thee,  and  all  such  lot  a^o 
choose. 

XU. 

If,  lika  a  tower  upon  a  headlong  rook, 
Thou  hadst  been  made  to  stand  or  isU  alone, 
Sneh  seom  of  man  had  help'd  to  brave  the  ahock ; 
But  men's  thoughts  were  the  steps  whioh  paved  thy 
Their  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone ;  [tiirone. 
The  part  of  Philip's  son  was  thine,  not  then 
(Unless  aside  thy  purple  had  been  thrown) 
like  stem  Diogenes  to  mock  at  men ; 
For  sceptred  cynics  earth  were  hi  tea  wide  a  dan  I' 


XUL 


Btti  qafei  to  ^nlek  baaana  is  a  hifif 
And  tk«r$  hath  been  thy  bane;  there  is  a  flia 
And  motion  of  the  aoul  which  will  not  dwell 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire 
Beyond  the  fitting  w«^"«t»*  of  desire; 
And,  but  onoe  kindled,  quenchless  evennora 
Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core. 
Fatal  to  him  who  beais^  to  all  who  ever  bora. 

This  makes  the  madmen  who  have  made  men  mad 
By  their  contagion ;  Conquerors  and  Kings, 
Founders  of  sects  and  systems,  to  whom  add 
Sophists,  Bards,  Statesmen,  all  unquiet  things 
Which  stir  too  strongly  the  soul's  secret  springs^ 
And  are  themselves  the  fools  to  those  they  fool ; 
Envied,  yet  how  unenviable !  what  stings 
Are  theirs !  One  breast  laid  open  were  a  school 
Which  would  unteach  mankind  the  lust  to  shine  or 
rule; 

XUtV. 

Their  breath  is  agiUtion,  and  their  life 
A  storm  whereon  they  ride,  to  sink  at  last, 
And  yet  so  nursed  and  bigoted  to  strife. 
That  should  their  days,  surviving  perils  past. 
Melt  to  calm  twilight,  they  feel  overcast 
With  sorrow  aud  supineness,  and  so  die ; 
Even  as  a  flame  unfed,  which  runs  to  waste 
With  its  own  flickering,  or  a  sword  laid  by. 
Which  eats  into  itself,  and  rusts  ingloriously. 

XLV. 

He  who  ascends  to  mountain-tops,  shaQ  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  in  clouds  and  snow; 
He  who  stirpasses  or  subdues  mankind. 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 
Though  high  above  the  sun  of  glory  glow. 
And  for  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread, 
lUnmd  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head, 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  sununili 
led. 

XLVL 

Away  with  these  1  true  Wisdom's  world  wHl  ba 
Within  its  own  creation,  or  in  thine. 
Maternal  Nature !  for  who  teems  like  thee, 
Thus  on  the  banks  of  thy  mijestio  Rhine  ? 
There  Harold  gases  on  a  work  divine, 
A  blending  of  all  beauties ;  streams  and  dells. 
Fruit,  foliage,  crag,  wood,  cornfield,  mountaia« 

vine, 
And  chiefiess  castles  breathing  stem  farewells 
From  gray  but  leafy  walls,  irtura  Ruin  greenly 

dwells. 

XLVn. 

And  there  they  stand,  as  stands  a  lofty  mind* 
Worn,  but  unstooping  to  the  baser  crowd. 
All  tenantless,  save  to  the  orannying  wind. 
Or  holding  dark  commnniim  with  the  doud. 
There  was  a  day  when  they  were  young  and  proad« 
Banners  on  high,  and  battiies  pass'd  below  > 
But  they  who  fought  are  in  a  bloody  shroud* 
And  those  which  waved  are  shredless  dust  e^  noVi 
And  the  bleak  battlements  shall  bear  no  fature  blow. 
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XLTUL 

Power  dwelt  amidst  her  paMions;  in  xuroud  state 
Baeh  lobbev  chief  upheld  his  anned  halls, 
Doing  hiB  eril  will,  nor  less  elate 
Than  mightier  heroes  of  a  longer  date.  [haye  i 
What  want  these  ontiawB^<>  conqneroia  should 
But  Hiitoiy's  purchased  page  to  call  them  great  ? 
A  wider  space,  an  ornamented  givve  i 
Xheir  hopes  were  not  less  wanuy  their  souk  were  fbll 
asbEUTe. 

In  the&r  baxonial  feuds  and  single  Adds, 
What  deeds  of  prowess  unrecorded  died ! 
And  loTO,  which  lent  a  blazon  to  their  shields, 
With  emblems  well  devised  by  amorous  pride, 
Through  all  the  mail  of  iron  hearts  would  glide ; 
But  still  their  flame  was  fierceness,  and  drew  on 
Keen  contest  and  destruction  near  allied, 
And  many  a  tower  for  some  &ir  mischief  won. 
Saw  the  disoolor'd  Bhine  beneath  its  ruin  run. 


But  Thou,  eocultl^  and  unbounding  rirer ! 
Making  thy  waves  a  blessing  as  they  flow 
Through  banks  whose  beauty  would  endure  for  erer 
Could  man  but  leaye  thy  bright  creation  so, 
Nor  its  £Btir  promise  from  the  smfsce  mow 
WiHh  the  sharp  scythe  of  conflict,— then  to  see 
Thy  Tslley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 
Barth  pared  like  HeaTen ;  and  to  seem  such  to  me, 
Btou  now  what  wants  thy  stream  ?-^lhat  it  should 
LeOatte. 

LL 

A  t^ussoid  battles  have  assafl'd  thy  banks, ' 
But  these  and  half  their  fiime  have  pass'd  away. 
And  Slaughter  heap'd  on  high  his  weltering  ranks ; 
Their  very  grares  are  gone,  and  what  are  they  ? 
Thy  tide  wash'd  down  the  blood  of  yesterday. 
And  an  was  stainless,  and  on  thy  clear  stream 
Glass'd  with  its  dancing  light  the  sunny  ray ; 
But  o'er  the  blacken*d  memory's  blighting  dream 
Thy  wares  would  rainly  roll,  all  sweeping  as  they 


UI. 

Thus  Harold  inly  said,  and  pass'd  along, 
Yet  not  insensibly  to  all  which  here 
Awoke  the  jocund  birds  to  early  song 
In  glens  which  might  have  made  even  exile  de9r ; 
Thoi^h  on  his  brow  were  graren  lines  austere, 
And  tranquil  sternness  which  had  ta'en  the  place 
Of  feelings  fierier  far  but  less  severe, 
Joy  was  not  always  absent  from  his  ifaco. 
But  o'er  it  in  such  scenes  wmld  steal  with  transient 
trace. 

UII. 

Nor  was  all  lore  shut  from  him,  th4nigh  his  days 
Of  passion  had  consumed  themselves  to  dust. 
It  is  in  yain  that  we  would  coldly  gaae 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us  $  the  heart  must 
Leap  kindly  back  to  kindness,  though  disgust 
Hath  wean'd  it  from  all  worldlings :  thus  he  felt, 
For  there  was  soft  remembrance,  and  sweet  trust 
In  one  fond  breast,  to  which  his  own  would  melt, 
Aad  in  its  tenderer  hour  on  that  his  bosom  dwelt. 
o 


LIV. 


Aad  he  had  kamed  to  loye,— >I  know  not  why. 
For  this  in  such  as  him  seems  strange  of  mood,— • 
The  helpless  looks  of  blooming  iofuicy, 
Even  in  its  earliest  nurture ;  what  subdued. 
To  change  like  this,  a  mind  so  &r  imbued 
With  scorn  of  man,  it  Uttle  boots  to- know ; 
But  thus  it  was ;  and  though  in  sofitade 
Small  power  the  nipp'd  affections  have  to  grow. 
In  him  this  glow'd  when  all  beside  had  ceased  to 
glow. 

LV- 

And  there  was  one  soft  breast,  as  hath  been  aald. 
Which  unto  his  was  bound  by  stronger  ties 
Than  the  church  links  withal ;  and,  though  unwed 
That  love  was  pure,  and,  far  abore  disguise. 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 
Still  undivided,  and  cemented  more 
By  peril,  dreaded  most  in  female  eyes ; 
But  this  was  firm,  and  from  a  foreign  shore 
Well  to  that  heart  might  his  these  absent  greetingp 
pour. 

The  castled  crag  of  Draehenfelsi^ 
Frowns  o'er  the  wide  and  winding  Rhine, 
Whose  breast  of  waters  broadly  sweUs 
Between  the  banks  which  bear  the  vine. 
And  hUls  all  rich  with  blossom'd  trees, 
And  fields  which  promise  com  and  wine. 
And  scatter'd  dties  crowning  these, 
Whose  far  white  walls  along  them  shine. 
Have  strew'd  a  scene  which  I  should  see 
With  double  joy  wert  thou  with  me. 

2. 
And  peasant  girls,  with  deep  blue  eyes, 
And  hands  which  offer  early  flowers, 
Walk  smiling  o'er  this  paradise ; 
Above,  the  frequent  feudal  towers 
Through  green  leaves  lift  their  walls  of  gray, 
And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  lowers. 
And  noble  arch  in  proud  decay, 
Look  o'er  this  rale  of  vintage-bowers; 
But  one  thing  want  these  banks  of  Rhine,— 
Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine  I 


I  send  the  lilies  given  to  me; 
Though  long  before  thy  hand  they  touen, 
I  know  that  they  must  wither'd  be. 
But  yet  reject  them  not  as  such ; 
For  I  have  cherish'd  them  as  dear, 
Because  they  yet  may  meet  thine  eye, 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here. 
When  thou  behold'st  them  drooping  nigh. 
And  know'st  them  gather'd  by  the  Rhine^ 
And  offer'd  iSrom  my  heart  to  thine ! 


The  river  nobly  foams  and  flows, 

The  charm  of  this  enchaated  groohd. 

And  all  its  thousand  tuns  diselose 

Some  freriur  beauty  varying  round : 

The  haughtiest  breast  its  wish  might  bound 

Through  lils  to  dwell  delighted  here; 

Nor  could  on  earth  a  spot  be  found 

To  nature  and  to  me  so  dear. 

Could  thy  dear  eyes  hi  following  mine 

Still  sweeten  more  these  banka  of  BUnol 
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Ity  Cohlants*  on  a  ziae  of  gentle  grodindv 
There  is  a  small  and  simple  pyzamid. 
Crowning  the  summit  of  the  Terdant  moimd; 
Beneath  its  base  are  heroes'  ashes  hid« 
Our  enemy's— ^ut  let  not  that  forbid 
Honor  to  Mareeau !  o'er  whose  eady  tomb 
Tesx8»  big  tears,  gush'd  firom  the  rough  soldier's  lid, 
Lamffnting  and  yet  envying  such  a  dorai, 
falling  for  Fraaee,  whose  nghts  he  battledto  reume. 

LTII. 

Bifef,  bnre,  and  glorious  was  his  young  career,—! 
His  mourners  were  two  hosts,  his  friends  and  foes ; 
And  fitly  may  the  stranger  lingering  here 
Pray  for  his  gallant  spirit's  bright  repose ; 
For  he  was  freedom's  champion,  one  of  those, 
The  few  in  number,  who  had  not  o'erstept 
The  charter  to  chastise  which  she  bestows 
On  sueh  as  wield  her  weapons ;  he  had  kept 
The  whiteness  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o'er  him 
wept.*" 

Lvni. 

Here  Ehzenbrdtstein,!*  ndth  her  shatter'd  wtdl 
Black  with  the  miner's  blast,  upon  her  height 
Yet  shows  of  wha^  she  was,  when  diell  and  ball 
Bebounding  idly  on  her  strength  did  light : 
A  tower  of  victory  1  from  whence  the  fli^^ 
Of  baffled  foes  was  watch'd  along  the  plain ; 
But  Peace  destroy'd  what  war  coidd  never  blight. 
And  laid  those  proud  roofs  bare  to  Summer's  rain — 
On  which  the  iron  shower  for  years  had  pour'd  in 
vain. 

LIX. 

Adieu  to  thee,  fair  Bhine !    How  long  delighted 
The  stranger  fain  would  linger  on  his  way ! 
Thine  is  a  scene  alike  where  souls  tmited 
Or  lonely  Contemplation  thus  might  stray; 
And  could  the  ceaseless  vultures  cease  to  prey 
On  self-condemning  bosoms,  it  were  here, 
Where  Nature,  nor  too  sombre  nor  too  gay. 
Wild  but  not  rude,  awful  yet  not  austere, 
Is  to  the  mellow  Earth  as  Autumn  to  the  year. 

LX. 

Adien  to  thee  again  I  a  vain  adieu ! 
There  can  be  no  farewell  to  scene  like  thine; 
The  mind  is  color'd  by  thy  every  hue ; 
And  if  reluctantly  the  eyes  resign 
Their  cherish'd  gaze  upon  thee,  lovely  Rhine ! 
'Tis  with  the  thankful  glance  of  parting  praise ; 
More  mighty  spots  may  rise — ^more  glaring  shine, 
But  none  unite  in  one  attaching  maze 
Ths  brilliant,  fair^  and  soft,— the  glories  of  old  days. 

LXI. 

The  negligently  gtand,  tin  fruMftil  bloom 
Of  coming  lii^enen,  the  white  city's  sheen. 
The  rolling  etnem,  the  preeipioe's  gloom, 
The  forest's  growth,  and  Ootids  wa&s  between, 
The  wEd  rooks  shaped  as  tiiey  had  tuirets  been, 
In  mockery  of  man's  art ;  and  these  withal 
A  raoe  of  faeee  happy  m  Hie  ooene, 
Whose  fertile  bounties  here  extend  to  all, 
Still  springing  o'er  thy  banks,  though  Empires  near 
'     I  &11. 


VS3L 

But  these  Teoede.    Above  me  are  the  Alps, 
The  palaoes  of  Mature,  whose  vast  waBs 
Have  pinnaded  in  elouds  their  snowy  scalps. 
And  throned  Btecnity  in  icy  halls 
Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  falls 
The  avalanche-^e  tfaundeibclt  of  snow  I 
All  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appals. 
Gather  asound  these  rammits.  as  to  titaw 
B^w  earth  may  pioKse  to  fleaTen,  yet  leave  Tail 
man  below. 

JUXZEL 

But  ere  these  mtttdxless  heights  I  ibre  to  eeaa. 
There  is  a  spot  should  not  be  pass'd  in  vaini— 
Morat !  th^  proud,  the  patriot  field !  where  mm 
May  gaze  on  ghastly  trophies  of  the  slain, 
Kor  blush  for  those  v^o  c<mqner'd  on  that  plain , 
Here  Burgundy  bequeathed  his  tcmibless  boat, 
A  bony  heap,  through  ages  to  remain. 
Themselves  tikeir  monument;  the  Stygian  ooast 
Unsepolehred   they  xoam'd,   and    shriek'd   eaeli 
wandering  ghost  ^^ 

LXIV. 

While  Waterloo  with  Canne's  eamage  ^ 
Morat  and  Marathon  twin  names  shall  i 
They  were  true  Glory's  stainless  victories, 
Won  by  the  unambitious  heart  and  hand 
Of  a  proud,  brotherly,  and  dvic  band. 
All  unbought  champions  in  no  prineely  onnte 
Of  viee-entail'd  Comiption ;  they  no  land 
Doom'd  to  bewail  the  blasphemy  of  laws 
Making  kings'  rights  divine,  by  tsMS  Shraeonis 
elause. 

LXV. 

By  a  lone  wall  a  lonelier  coliunn  rears 
A  gray  and  grief-worn  aspect  of  old  days  ; 
'Tis  the  last  remnant  of  the  wreck  of  years. 
And  looks  as  with  the  wild-bcwilder'd  gaze 
Of  one  to  stone  converted  by  amaze, 
Tet  still  with  consciousness ;  and  there  it  ataitis 
Making  a  marvel  that  it  not  decays. 
When  the  coeval  pride  of  himian  hands, 
Levell'd**  Aventicum,  hath   strew'd  hec  subject 
lands. 

LXVI. 

And  there— oh !  sweet  and  sacred  be  the  namet— 
JuHa— 'the  daughter,  the  devoted — gave 
Her  youth  to  Heaven ;  her  heart,  beneath  a  claim 
Nearest  to  Heaven's,  broke  o'er  a  father's  grave. 
Justice  is  sworn  'gainst  tears,  and  hers  would  crave 
The  life  she  lived  in,  but  the  judge  was  just, 
And  then  she  died  on  him  she  could  not  save. 
Their  tomb  was  simple,  and  without  a  bust. 
And  held  within  their  urn  one  mind,  one  heart,  one 
duat.« 

Lxvn. 

But  these  are  deeds  which  should  not  pass  away. 
And  names  that  must  not  wither,  though  tiieesith 
Forgets  her  empires  m.^  a  just  decay,       [birth ; 
The  enslavers  and  the  enslaved,  their  death  and 
The  high,  the  mountain-majesty  of  worth 
Bhould  be,  and  shall,  survivor  of  its  wo. 
And  from  its  immortality  look  forth 
In  ttie  sun^s  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  snow,^ 
ImperishsMy  pure  beyond  all  things  below. 


CBSLXkM  HABOUVB  numOUBM. 


sacvUL 

like  Lmm  WOM  Bie  nWi  its  flvyrtU  Aim, 
fke  mIbw  «1mm  the  itan  a&d  momtilBa 
Ae  ctOkMM  of  tkeir  aspect  in  eMk  tsMse 
Hi  cter  depth  yields  of  their  fclr  height  and  hue ; 
There  is  too  nmeh  of  mia  hen,  to  look  thnnigh 
WitiL  a  fit  mind  the  Bdght  which  I  behold ; 
8«t  soon  is  mo  sheU  Lo&eliiiees  ranew 
ThooghEls  hid,  bfnt  not  lees  ehsrish'd  than  of  eld, 
Bn  angling  whh  the  heard  had  pennM  me  in  tiieir 
fold. 

Z.ZIZ. 

To  ily  from,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind: 
An  are  not  fit  with  them  te  stir  and  toil. 
Nor  is  it  discontent  to  ksep  the  mind 
Deep  in  its  fenntain,  lest  it  oreirbott 
la  the  hot  tiirong,  where  we  become  the  spofl 
Of  our  infeetion,  till  too  late  and  long 
We  may  deplore  end  stEnggle  with  the  eoil, 
In  WRtdied  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong 
Uidstm  eontentioas  world,  strifing  i^iere  none  are 
strong. 

LXX. 


There,  in  nmoment,  we  may  phmge  omr  year* 
lafctal  penitenee,  and  ia  the  bHght 
Of  our  own  sold  tnm  all  onr  blood  to  tears. 
And  color  things  to  come  with  hnee  of  Night ; 
The  Fsee  of  Sle  boeomee  a  hopelees  flight 
To  those  Aat  walk  in  dsrknese :  on  the  sea. 
The  boldest  steer  bnt  where  theh  ports  inTite» 
Bat  tiiere  are  wandteen  o'er  Eternity 
Wheee  baA  drives  im  and  on,  and  anehor'd  ne'er 
•  ihallbeu 

LXXI. 

Is  it  not  better,  then,  to  be  alone. 
And  lore  Earth  only  for  its  earthly  lake  ? 
By  ftut  bine  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone,i« 
Ck  the  pure  bosom  of  its  nursing  lake. 
Which  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  bnt  froward  infant  her  own  care, 

^JBsing  its  cries  away  as  these  awake ; — 
Is  it  not  better  thus  our  Iitss  to  wear, 

Thsn  join  the  emshing  crowd,  doom*d  to  inflict  or 


r? 


Lxxn. 


I  live  not  in  myself,  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  me :  and  to  me 
High  moontains  sre  a  feeling,  but  tiie  bom 
Of  human  cities  torture :  I  can  see 
Nothing  to  loathe  in  nature,  saTe  to  be 
A  ^k  reluctant  in  a  fleshy  chain, 
Class'd  among  creatures,  when  the  soul  can  flee. 
And  with  the  sky,  the  peak,  the  heading  plain 
Of  ocean,  or  the  stars,  mingle,  and  not  in  Tain. 

T^TTTTT, 

And  thus  I  am  abeorb'd,  and  this  » life; 
I  look  upon  '^e  peopled  desert  i>ast. 
As  on  a  place  of  agony  and  strife, 
Where,  for  some  sin,  to  Sonow  I  was  east. 
To  act  and  saffer,  but  remount  at  last 
^inth  a  fresh  pinion ;  which  I  feel  to  spring, 
Though  yonng,  yet  waxing  vigorous,  as  tiie  blast 
Which  it  would  cope  with,  on  delighted  wing, 
Bpnning  the  day-cold  bonds  which  ronnd  onr  being 
olmg. 


UXIT. 

And  whiB,  «l  ]«t«i,  Iho  mliA  ateB  he  aa  tet 
From  what  it  Imles  in  this  degraded  fiom* 
Bell  of  its  eamal  Ufe,  save  what  shall  bo 
Exiitent  happier  in  the  fly  and  woim^-* 
When  euments  to  elements  oonlbrm. 
And  dost  is  as  it  shonld  bo,  shall  I  not 
Fsel  all  I  soo,  less  dassling,  bnt  more  warm  ? 
The  bodiless  ^onght  ?  theSphritof  eaehspotf 
Of  iridflh,  ovsa  aow«  I  shtto  at  times  tho  taaotel 
lot; 

LKXY. 

Are  not  the  moontains,  wmw,  and  AkB,  n  pvl 
Of  mo  and  of  my  aonl,  as  I  of  them  ? 
Is  net  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 
With  a  pure  passion  ?  should  I  not  contemn 
All  objects,  if  eompared  with  these  ?  and  stem 
A  tide  of  saffning,  rather  than  forego 
Sudi  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlegm 
Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  tnm'd  below, 
Gaaing  upon  the  ground,  with  tikooghls  which  dsa^ 
not  glow? 

LXXYL 

But  this  is  not  my  theme;  and  I  nCnm 
To  that  which  is  immediate,  snd  require 
Those  who  iind  contemplation  in  the  urn, 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  onoe  oil  fire, 
A  native  of  the  land  where  I  respire 
The  clear  air  for  a  while— a  passing  guest, 
Where  he  became  a  bdng,— whose  desire 
Was  to  be  glorious ;  'twas  a  foolish  quest. 
The  which  to  gain  snd  keep,  he  sacrificed  all  reft 

LXXTII. 

Ben  the  s«lf«tortuing  sophist,  wfld  Pobmww, 
The  apoetle  of  sfflietion,  he  who  threw 
Enchantment  over  passion,  and  from  wo 
Wrung  overwhehning  eloquence,  first  drew 
The  breath  whioh  made  him  wretdied ;  yet  he  know 
How  to  make  madness  besutifrd,  and  cast 
O'er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heavenly  hne 
Of  words,  Uke  sunbeams,  dawling  as  they  psai 
Tho  cf  OS,  which  o'sr  thsm  shed  team  fodiug^  sad 
fost. 

LXXTia 

His  love  was  passion's  sssencs    ai  a  tree 
On  fire  by  lightning ;  with  ethereal  fiame 
Kindled  he  was,  and  blasted ;  for  to  be 
Thus,  and  enamor'd,  were  in  him  the  same 
But  his  was  not  the  Uve  of  living  damCj 
Nor  of  the  dead  who  rise  upon  our  ^breams, 
Bnt  of  ideal  beauty,  which  beeame 
In  him  oxisieBce,  and  o'ecAowing  teems 
Alongfais  bvmdng  psge,  disten^ec'd  thon^  itsswHi 

UXIZ. 

Tlit  hreathed  itself  to  Bfe  hi  Jnle,  iii<i 
Invested  her  with  all  that's  wOd  and  simet ; 
This  haUow'd,  too,  ths  memorsUe  kiss 
Which  every  mem  his  ferer'd  lip  would  gtset, 
From  hen,  who  bnt  with  ftjandshiphiswonldmeet; 
But  to  that  gentle  touch,  through  hndnsoad  breast 
Flashed  the  thifU'd  spirif  s  love-devoming  hetft ; 
In  that  ahsoxhing  sig^  psrehanoe  more  bioBt, 
Than  vulgar  minds  ma^  be  wi^  all  thegr  aaift 

pOffSMt» 
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hxxx; 


His  life  wai  one  long  war  mtb  self-sotight  foes, 
Or  friends  by  him  self-banished ;  fbr  his  mind 
Had  grown  Suspicion's  sanctuary,  and  chose 
For  its  own  cruel  sacrifice,  the  kind 
'Ghdnst  whom  he  raged  with  fiiry  strange  and  blind. 
But  he  was  frensied,— wherefore,  who  may  know } 
Sinoe  cause  might  be  which  skill  could  never  find; 
But  he  was  frcnsied  by  disease  Or  wo, 
To  that  worst  pitch  of  all,  which  wears  a  reasoning 
show. 

LXXXI. 

For  then  he  was  Inspired,  and  from  him  came. 
As  from  the  Pythian*s  mystic  cave  of  yore, 
Those  oracles  which  set  tke  world  in  flame, 
Nor  ceased  to  bom  tiU  kingdoms  were  no  more : 
Bid  he  not  this  for  France  ?  which  .lay  before 
Bow'd  to  tike  inborn  tyranny  of  years  ? 
Broken  and  trembling  to  the  yoke  she  bore, 
Till  by  the  voice  of  him  and  his  compeers 
Boosed  up   to    too   much  wrath,  which   follows 
o*«rgrown  fears  ? 

LXXXII. 

They  made  themselves  a  fearful  monument ! 
The  wreck  of  old  opinions — things  which  grew 
Breathed  from  the  birth  of  time ;  the  veil  they 
And  what  behind  it  lay  all  earth  shall  view,  [rent, 
But  good  with  ill  they  also  overthrow, 
Leaving  but  ruins,  wherewith  to  rebuild 
Upon  the  same  foundation,  and  renew  [fiU'd, 
Dungeons  and  thrones,  which  the  same  hour  re- 
As  heretofore,  because  ambition  was  self-will'd. 

Lxxxni. 

But  this  win  nor  endure,  nor  be  endured !     [felt. 
Mankind  have  felt  their  strength,  and  made  it 
They  might  have  used  it  better,  but  allured 
By  their  new  vigor,  sternly  have  they  dealt 
On  one  another :  pity  ceased  to  melt 
With  her  once  natural  charities.    But  they, 
Who  in  oppression's  darkness  caved  had  dwelt, 
They  were  not  eagles,  nourish*d  with  the  day ; 
What  marvel  then,  at  times,  if  tiiey  mistook  their 
prey? 

LXXXIV. 

What  ds«p  wooods  ever  closed  without  a  scar  ? 
The  heart's  bleed  longest,  and  but  heal  to  wear 
That  which  disfigures  it ;  and  they  who  war  [bear 
With  their  own  hopes,  and  have  been  vanquished. 
Silence,  but  not  submission :  in  his  lair 
Fix'd  passion  holds  his  breath,  until  the  hour 
Which  shall  atone  for  years ;  none  need  despair : 
It  eame,  it  cometh,  and  will  come, — ^the  power 
To  punish  or  forgive— in  one  we  shall  be  slower. 

LXXXY. 

Clear,  placid  Lemaa !  thy  contruied  lak9. 
With  the  wild  world  I  dwelt  in,  is  a  thing 
Which  warns  me,  with  its  stillness  to  forsake 
Berth's  troubled  Waters  I6r  a  purer  spring. 
This  quiet  sail  is  as  a  noiseless  wing 
To  waft  me  from  distraction ;  once  I  loved  < 

Tom  oeean's  roar,  but  thy  soft  murmuring 
Sounds  sweet  as  if  a  sister's  voice  reproved, 
Iliat  I  with  stem  delights  should  e'er  have  been  so 
nored. 


LXXXYL 


It  is  the  hush  of  night,  and  all  between 
Thy  margin  and  the  mountains,  dusk,  yet  oleat 
MeUow'd  and  mingling,  yet  distinctly  seen, 
Save  darken'd  Jura,  whose  capt  heights  appear 
Precipitously  steep ;  and  drawing  near, 
There  breathes  a  living  fragrance  from  the  shoir% 
Of  flowers  yet  fresh  with  childhood ;  on  the  ear 
Drops  the  light  drip  of  the  suspended  oar, 
Or  chirps  the  grasshopper  one  good*night  candmrf^ 

Lxxxvn. 

He  is  an  evening  reveller,  who  makes 
His  life  an  infancy,  and  sings  his  fill ; 
At  intervals,  some  bird  from  out  the  brakes 
Starts  into  a  voice  a  moment,  then  is  still. 
There  seems  a  floating  whisper  on  the  hill. 
But  that  is  fancy,  for  the  starlight  dews 
AU  silently  their  tears  of  love  instil. 
Weeping  themselves  away,  till  they  infrwe 
Deep  into  Nature's  breast  tiie  spirit  of  her  hues. 

LXXXWIL 

Ye  stars !  which  are  the  poetry  of  heaven ! 
If  in  your  bright  leaves  we  would  read  the  frtte 
Of  men  and  empires,— 'tis  to  be  forgiven, 
That  in  our  aspirations  to  be  great, 
Our  destinies  o'erleap  their  mortal  state. 
And  claim  a  kindred  with  you;  fiiryeare 
A  beauty  and  a  mystery,  and  ereate 
In  us  such  love  and  reverence  from  aHar, 
That  fortune,  £une,  power,  life,  hath  named  them 
selves  a  star. 

LXXXIX. 

All  heaven  and  earth  are  still— though  not  in  sleep, 
But  breathless,  as  we  grow  when  feeling  most; 
And  silent,  as  we  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep  ;— 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still :  From  the  high  host 
Of  stars,  to  the  lull'd  lake  and  mountain-coaat. 
All  is  concenter'd  in  a  life  intense. 
Where  not  a  beam,  nor  air,  nor  leaf  is  lost,       % 
But  hath  a  part  of  being,  and  a  sense 
Of  that  which  is  of  all  Creator  and  defe&ce. 

XC. 

Then  stirs  the  feeling  infinite,  so  felt 
In  solitude,  where  we  are  least  alone ; 
A  truth,  which  through  our  being  then  doth  melt 
And  purifies  from  self:  it  is  a  tone 
The  soul  and  source  of  music,  which  makes  Imowm 
Eternal  harmony,  and  sheds  a  charm, 
Like  to  the  fabled  Cytherea's  sone. 
Binding  all  things  with  beauty ; — 'twould  disarm 
The  spectre  Death,  had  he  substantial  power  to  harm. 

XCI. 

Not  vainly  did  the  early  Persian  make 
E[is  altar  the  high  places  and  the  peak 
Of  earth-o'ergazing  mountains,*^  and  thus  tak« 
A  fit,  and  unwall'd  temple,  there  to  seek 
The  Spirit,  in  whose  honor  shrines  are  weak, 
Uprear'd  of  human  hands.    Come,  and  compare 
Columns  and  idol-dwellings,  Goth  or  Greek, 
With  Nature's  realms  of  worship,  earth  and  alr^ 
Nor  fix  on  fond  abodes  to  circumscribe  thy  pray'rt 


GBUJ>B.XAMKUyS  PIMKIMAOB. 


XOH. 

TIm  tkf  is  ehanged  !^«ud  iii«h  a  ehaag*  I    Oh 

night,* 
And  storm,  and  darkneM,  yesrawondrons  strong, 
Tet  lorely  in  joor  strength,  as  it  the  light 
Of  a  dark  eye  in  woman !    Far  along, 
From  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among, 
Leaps  the  lire  thunder !  Not  from  one  lone  cloud. 
But  eTery  mountain  now  hath  found  a  tongue, 
And  Jura  answers,  through  her  misty  shroud. 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud ! 

XdlL 
Aad  iUb  ii  in  te  alghft  >*]Ioat  flM0«t  Bi^ ! 
Thou  wert  not  sent  for  slumher !  let  me  be 
A  sharer  in  thy  fieree  and  f$i  delight,— 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  and  of  thee  I 
How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a  phosphoric  sea« 
And  tiie  big  nun  cones  danmng  to  the  earth ! 
And  now  again  'tis  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain  mirth, 
As  if  tiiey  did  zqi<Hee  o*cr  a  young  earthquake's 
birth* 

xcnr. 

N«w«  where  the  swift  Rhone  elesTes  his  way 


Hcighti  which  appear  as  lovers  who  hare  parted 
In  hate,  whoee  mining  depths  so  intervene, 
That  they  can  meet  no  more,  though  broken- 
hearted! 
Tho*  in  their  souls,  which  thus  each  other  thwarted 
Love  was  the  very  root  of  the  fond  rage   [parted: 
"Whii^  blighted  their  life's  bloom,  and  then  de- 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  jesn  aU  winters,— war  within  themselves  to  wage. 

•     XCV. 
Kov,  where  the  quickBhone  thus  hath  cleft  his  way 
The  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  ta'en  his  stand : 
For  here,  not  one,  but  many,  make  their  play. 
And  fling  their  thunderbolts  from  h%nd  to  hand, 
Flashing  and  cast  around :  of  all  the  band,  [fork'd 
The  brightest  through  these  parted  hills  hath 
His  lightniwgiv— ea  if  he  did  undsrstand. 
That  in  sueh  gaps  as  desolation  work'd. 
There  the  hot  shaft  should  blast  whatever  therein 
luk'd. 

XCVI. 

Vky,  mountains,  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings !  ve ! 
With  night,  and  clouds,  and  thunder,  and  a  soul 
To  make  these  felt  and  feeling,  well  may  be 
Things  that  have  made  me  watchl\il ;  the  tu  toll 
Of  yoor  departing  voices,  is  the  knoll 
Of  what  in  me  is  sleepless,—^  I  rest. 
But  where  of  ye,  oh  tempests !  b  the  goal  ? 
Are  ye  like  those  within  the  human  breast  ?' 
Or  do  ye  find,  at  length,  like  eagles,  some  high 


t? 


xcvn. 


Could  I  soibody  and  unbosom  now, 
Tliat  whidk  is  most  within  me,— oouid  I  wreak 
My  thoughts  upon  expression,  and  thus  throw 
&ml,  heart,  mind,  passions,  feelings,  strong  or 

weak, 
AH  that  I  would  have  sought,  and  all  I  seek, 
Bear,  know,  feel,  and  yet  breathe— into  one  word, 
And  that  one  word  were  lightning,  I  would  speak ; 
But  as  it  is,  I  live  and  die  unheard,  [)iword. 

iniha  most  voioelesa  tiumght,  sheathing  it  as  a 


XCVHL 

The  mook  Is  up  again,  the  dewy  mom. 

With  breath  all  hieense,  and  with  cheek  all  blooMi 
TAughing  the  elouds  away  with  playful  scorn. 
And  living  as  if  earth  contain'd  no  tomb,— 
And  glowing  into  day ;  we  may  resume 
The  march  of  our  existence :  and  thus  I 
Still  on  thy  shores,  fair  Iceman !  may  find  tocm 
And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass  by 
Koch,  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  ponder'd  fitting^. 

XCIX« 

Clarens !  sweet  Clarens,  birth-place  of  deep  Lova, 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionate  thought  *, 
Thy  trees  take  root  in  Love :  the  snows  above 
The  very  Glaciers  have  his  colors  caught. 
And  sunset  into  rose  hues  sees  them  wrought* 
By  rays  which  sleep  there  lovingly ;  the  rocks 
The  permanent  crags,  tell  here  of  Love,  who 

sought 
In  them  a  refrige  from  the  worldly  shocks,  « 

Which  stir  and  stmg  the  soul  with  hope  that  woot, 

then  mocks. 

C. 

Clarans !  by  heavenly  feet  thy  palhi  are  trodt 
Undying  love's,  who  here  ascends  a  throne 
To  which  the  steps  are  mountains ;  where  the  god 
Is  a  pervading  life  and  light,— so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  alone 
In  the  still  cave  and  forest;  o'er  the  fiower 
His  eye  is  sparkling,  and  his  breath  hath  blown 
His  soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender  power 
Passes  the  strength  of  storms  in  their  most  desolali 
hour. 

CL 

All  things  are  here  of  him ;  from  the  black  piaeSy 
Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud  roar 
Of  torrents,  where  he  listeneth,  to  the  vines 
Which  slope  his  green  path  downwsrd  to  the  shore. 
Where  the  bow'd  waters  meet  him,  and  adore. 
Kissing  his  feet  with  murmurs ;  and  the  wood 
The  covert  of  old  trees,  with  trunks  all  hosr. 
But  light  leaves,  young  as  joy,  stands  wh^  It 
stood, 
Offering  to  him,  and  lus,  a  populous  solitude. 

cn. 

A  populous  solitude  of  beea  i&d  Urds, 
And  falry-form'd  and  many-eolor'd  things,  [word% 
Who  worship  him  with  notes  more  sweet  tkaa 
And  innoeently  open  their  glad  wings. 
Fearless  and  frill  of  Hfe ;  the  gush  of  springs. 
And  fall  of  lofty  fountains,  and  the  bend 
Of  stirring  branches,  and  the  bud  which  brings 
The  swiftest  thought  of  beanty,  here  extend, 
HingUng,  and  made  by  Love,  unto  one  mi|^ty  end. 

cm. 

He  who  hath  loved  not,  here  would  learn  that  lors^ 
And  make  his  heart  a  spirit :  he  who  knows 
That  tender  mystery,  will  lote  the  more, 
For  this  \a  love's  recess,  where  vain  men's  woes,' 
And  the  world's  waste,  have  driven  him  fer  from 
For  'tis  his  nature  to  advaaoe  or  die ;         [thos^ 
He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decays,  or  grows 
Into  a  boundless  blessing,  whieh  may  vie 
With  the  immortal  lights,  in  its  eternity' 
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OPT. 


'Tiras  not  for  fiction  chose  BooBsean  thii  ipot, 
Peopling  it  with  affections ;  but  he  found 
It  was  the  scene  which  passion  must  allot 
To  the  mind's  puzifled  beings ;  'twas  the  ground 
Where  early  Lotc  his  Psyche's  lone  unbound, 
And  hallow'd  it  with  loTcliness :  'tis  lone, 
And  wonderful,  and  deep,  and  hath  a  sound. 
And  sense,  and  sight  of  sweetness :  here  the  Rhone 
Hath  spread  himself  a  couch,  the  Alps  hare  reax'd 
a  throne. 

CV. 

Lausanne !  and  Femey !  ye  have  been  the  abodes** 
Of  names  which  unto  you  bequeath'd  a  name ; 
Mortals,  who  seught  and  found,  by  dang^erous 
A  path  to  perpetuity  of  iiame ;  [roads. 

They  were  gigantic  minds,  and  their  steep  aim 
Was,  Titan-like,  on  daring  doubts  to  pile   [flame 
Thoughts  which  should  call  down  thunder,  and  the 
Of  heaven,  again  assail'd,  if  heaven  the  while 
D&  man  and  man's  research  could  deign  do  more 
than  smile* 

CVI. 

The  one  was  fire  and  fickleness,  a  child. 
Most  mutable  in  wishes,  but  in  mind, 
A  ^t  as  vazions, — gay,  grave,  sage,  or  wild,— 
Historian,  bard,  philosopher,  eombined; 
He  multiplied  himself  among  mankind, 
The  Proteus  of  their  talents ;  But  his  own 
Breathed  most  in  ridicule,^which,  as  the  wind. 
Blew  where  it  listeth,  laying  all  things  prone,— 
How  to  o'erthrow  a  fool,  and  now  to  shake  a  throne. 

cvn. 

The  other,  deep  and  slow,  exhausting  thonght. 
And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studious  year. 
In  meditation  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought, 
And  shaped  his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe, 
Sapping  a  solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer ; 
The  lord  of  irony, — ^that  master-spell,  [fear. 

Which  stung  his  foes  to  wrath,  which  grew  from 
And  doom'd  him  to  the  lealot's  ready  Hell, 
Which  answers  to  aU  doubts  so  eloquently  welL 

cnn. 

Yet,  peace  be  with  tiieir  ashes,    for  by  them, 
If  merited^  the  penalty  is  paid ; 
It  is  not  ours  to  Judges- -Air  lass  condeoon ;  [made 
The  hour  must  come  when  such  things  shall  be 
Known  unto  all,r-or  hope  sad  dread  allay'd 
By  slumber,  on  one  pillow,— In  the  dust. 
Which,  thns  much  we  ere  snre,  must  lie  decay'd; 
And  when  it  shaU  revive,  as  is  our  tnst, 
Tsritt  be  to  be  foEgiven,  or  snffer  what  is  Jnst 

CIX. 

But  let  me  quit  mnk's  wmks,  again  to  read 
His  Maker's,  spsead  around  me,  and  suspend 
This  page,  which  from  my  zeveries  I  feed, 
TTutil  it  seems  prolonging  without  end. 
The  doods  above  me  to  tiie  white  Alps  tend. 
And  I  must  pierce  them,  end  survey  whate'er 
May  be  permitted,  as  my  steps  I  boid 
To  their  most  gvealf  and  growing  region,  where 
The  earth  te  her  eflsfamee  eoaqpels  the  powers  of  air. 


ex. 


Italia !  too,  ItaUa  I  looking  on  thee, 
Full  flashes  on  the  soul  the  light  of  ages, 
Since  the  fierce  Carthaginian  almost  won  thee^ 
To  the  last  halo  of  the  chiefs  and  sages. 
Who  glorify  thy  consecrated  pages : 
Thou  wert  the  throne  and  grav6  of  empires ;  still 
The  fount  at  which  the  panting  mind  assuages 
Her  thirst  of  knowledge,  quaffing  there  her  fill. 
Flows  from  the  eternal  source  of  Rome's  imperisi 
hill. 

CXL 

Thus  Ur  have  I  prooeedtod  in  a  thcoic 
Benew'd  with  no  kind  auspices ;  to  £eei 
We  sie  not  what  we  have' been,  aiid  to  deem 
We  are  not  what  we  should- be,— «nd  to  steel 
The  heart  against  its^ ;  and  to  coneeal 
With  a  proud  caution,  love,  cr  hate^  or  augkt^^ 
Passion  or  feeling,  purpose,  grief,  or  zeal,^* 
Which  is  the  tyrant  spirit  of  our  thought. 
Is  a  stem  task  of  soul :— No  matterr-it  is  taught. 

CXII. 

And  for  these  words,  thus  woven  into  song. 
It  may  be  that  they  are  a  harmless  wile,— 
The  coloring  of  the  scenes  which  fleet  along» 
Which  I  would  seize,  in  passing,  to  beguile 
My  breast,  or  that  of  others,  for  a  while. 
Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth, — but  I  am  net 
So  young  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile, 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone,— remember'd  or  forgot. 

cxm. 

I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me ; 
I  have  not  fiatter'd  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee,— 
Nor  Mrined  my  oheek  to  smiles,— nor  eried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such:  I  stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them :  in  a  shroud  [could 
Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  tiioughts,  and  still 
Had  I  not  filed*<  my  mind,  which  thus  itself  sub- 
dued. 

CXIV. 

I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me^— 
But  let  us  part  fair  foes ;  I  do  believe, 
Though  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things^- hopes  which  will  set 

deceive. 
And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failing:  I  would  also  deem 
O'er  others'  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve:** 
That  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem,— 
That  goodnees  is  no  name,  and  happiness  no  dream. 

cxv. 


My  daughter !  with  thy  name  this  song  begun^— 
My  daughter!  with  ^y  name  thus  much  shall 
I  see  Ihee  not,— I  bear  thee  not,**but  none  [end— 
Can  be  so  wrapt  in  thee ;  thou  art  the  friend 
To  whom  the  shadows  of  for  yesrs  extend : 
Albeit  my  brow  thou  never  should'st  behold, 
My  voice  shall  with  thy  fotore  visions  blend, 
And  reach  into  thy  heart,-^when  n^e  is  eold,^ 
A  token  and  a  tone  even  from  thy  tether's  mould. 
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OKTL 

T9  tad  liiy  mind's  d>ir»lopmca»   to  witdi 
n^  daf«rm  of  Uttte  jojtb  —to  sH  nd  tet 
Afanost  thy  yerj  giowtli,— to  view  thet  oUeh 
bovledge  of  objeetSi-^woaden  y«t  to  tkeel 
To  hold  thoe  lightly  on  a  gentle  knooy 
And  print  on  thy  soft  cheek  a  peienVt  kiae^- 
Tliis,  it  should  teem,  was  not  leserred  for  me; 
Tet  this  was  in  my  natiiM:-'as  it  is, 
I  knaiw  not  wk^  is  there,  yet  soawthing  l&e  to  this. 

CXTIL 

Tet,  though  doll  hate  as  daty  ahoaU  be  tanght, 
I  kMow that  thon wilt  lora bm;  thoagh  mj  name 
Should  ho  dbrt  froBi  thee»  as  a  spell  still  frani^t 
With  dcaolatMNV^aiid  a  broken  elaim;    [saa^— 
Thoagh  the  gnve  cloaed  between  ns»  'twere  the 
IhaovthattiMmwiltloTenie;  theagh  to  dxain 
Jfy  blood  fimn  owt  thy  being,  wen  sa  aia^ 
And  an  sttiinmmtr-*H  woold  be  in  vain^* 
atSU  then  wonld'st  love  ae,  stiU  that  flMBB  than  Uie 


cxvm. 

Ihe  ehfld  of  lore,— thoagh  bom  in  bitterness. 
And  nartazed  in  conTol^n.    Of  thy  sire 
These  were  the  eleaients,— and  thine  no  less. 
As  jet  soch  are  sroond  thee,— but  thy  fire 
Shall  bo  more  tea&per'd,  and  thy  hope  far  higher. 
Bweet  be  thy  eradkd  shimben  I    O'er  the  sea. 
And  from  the  mountains  where  I  now  respire* 
?kin  would  I  waft  such  blessing  upon  thee. 
As,  wiA  a  righ,  I  deem  thon  might*st  have  been  te 
ae! 


CANTO   IV. 


FMses,  Jtmmarf  2,  1818. 

TO 

JOHN  H0BH0TT8E,  ESa,  A.M.  F.R,3. 

XT  VBIS  XOBHOtrsa, 

Av«t  aa  fnlerral  of  sight  yean  batwaenthe 
b  of  eie  Urst  and  last  esataa  of  Chflde 
HsMld,  the  conchisieB  of  the  poem  is  about  tb  be 
BtriMdUedtoflkopobUe.  In  pasting  wi^  so  old  a 
friend,  H  ii  not  eKtraerdisMry  that  X  skoQld  faear  to 
one  sda  older  and  better,— to  one  who  has  beheld 
fte  birth  and  death  of  the  other,  and  to  whom  I  am 
ta  mote  iadebtad  for  the  social  adTantages  ol  aa 
eaUghtened  frieadsh^>,  thau'^though  not  ungrate* 
Ad— I  ean  or  could  be,  to  Chllde  Harold  for  any 
poblie  favor  reflected  through  the  poem  on  the  poet, 
~tD  one,  whom  I  haire  known  long^  and  accompa^ 
nied  i^;  whom  I  haTe  ibond  wakeful  oyer  my  sick» 
aesi,  and  kind  in  my  soixow ;  glad  in  my  prospetity, 
Widfinn  in  my  adyeisity ;  true  in  oounsd,  and  trusty 
b  perily— to  a  friend  often  tiied  and  never  found 
vanti^ ', — to  yonrsdf. 


In  so  doing,  I  rseur  flom  Action  to  trvth,  and  In 
dedicating  to  you  in  tta  eomplete,  or  at  least  con- 
cluded state,  a  poetical  work  which  is  the  longest, 
the  most  thoughtful  and  comprehcnuiTe  of  my  com- 
positioni,  I  wish  to  do  honor  to  myself  by  the  record 
of  many  years*  intimacy  with  a  man  of  learning,  of 
talent,  of  steadiness,  and  of  honor.  It  is  not  for 
minds  Uke  ours  to  gire  or  to  receive  flattery ;  yet 
the  praises  of  sincerity  have  ever  been  permitted  to 
the  voice  of  fHendship ;  and  it  is  not  for  you,  nor 
even  for  others,  but  to  relieve  a  heart  which  has  not 
elsewhere,  or  lately,  been  so  much  accustomed  to 
the  encounter  of  good-will  as  to  withstand  the 
shock  firmly,  that  I  thus  attempt  to  commemorate 
your  good  qualities,  or  rather  the  advantages  which 
I  have  derived  fh>m  their  exertion.  Even  the  recur^ 
rence  of  the  date  of  this  letter,  the  anniversary  of 
the  most  unA>rtunate  day  of  my  past  existence,  but 
which  cannot  poison  my  future,  while  I  retain  the 
resource  of  your  friendship,  and  of  my  own  facul* 
ties,  will  hencefbrth  have  a  more  agreeable  recolleo- 
tion  fbr  both,  inasmuch  as  it  will  remind  us  of  this 
my  attempt  to  thank  you  for  aa  indefatigable  ra> 
gard,  such  as  few  men  have  experienced,  and  no  oat 
could  experience,  without  thinking  better  of  Us 
species  and  of  himself.  • 

It  has  been  our  fortune  to  traverse  together,  at 
various  periods,  the  countries  of  chivalry,  history, 
and  fable— Spain,  Greece,  AsiaMmor,  and  Italy: 
and  what  Athens  and  Constantinople  were  to  us  a 
few  years  ago,  Venice  and  Rome  have  been  more 
recently.  The  poem  also,  or  the  pilgrim,  or  both, 
have  accompanied  me  from  first  to  last ;  and  per 
haps  it  may  be  a  pardonable  vanity  which  induces 
me  to  reflect  with  complacency  on  a  composition 
which  in  some  degree  connects  me  with  tiie  spot 
where  it  was  produced,  and  tiie  object,  it  would  fbia 
describe ;  and  however  unworthy  it  may  be  deemed 
of  those  magical  and  memorable  abodes,  however 
short  it  may  fall  of  our  distant  conceptions  and  im- 
mediate  impressions,  yet,  as  a  mark  of  respect  fbt 
what  is  venerable,  and  of  feeling  for  what  is  glori- 
ous, it  has  been  to  me  a  source  of  pleasure  in  tile 
production,  and  I  part  with  it  with  a  kind  of  regret, 
which  I  hardly  suspected  that  events  could  have  left 
me  for  imaginary  objects. 

With  regard  to  the  conduct  of  tile  last  canto, 
there  win  be  found  less  of  the  pilgrim  than  in  any 
of  the  preceding,  and  that  little  slightiy,  if  at  att, 
separated  from  the  author  speaking  in  his  own  per> 
son.  The  fact  is,  that  I  had  become  weary  of  draw* 
ing  a  line  which  every  one  seemed  determined  not 
to  perccivot  like  the  Chinese  in  Goldsmith's  ''Cit- 
izen  of  the  World,"  whom  nobody  would  believe  to 
be  a  Chinese,  it  was  in  vain  that  I  asserted,  and  im- 
agined  that  I  had  drawn,  a  distinction  between  the 
author  and  the  pilgrim ;  and  the  very  anxiety  to 
preserve  this  difference,  and  disappointment  at  find- 
ing  it  unavailing,  so  fiir  crushed  my  eflbits  in  the 
composition,  that  I  determined  to  abandon  it  alto- 
gether— and  have  done  so.  The  opinions  which 
have  been,  or  may  be,  formed  on  that  subject,  are 
note  a  matter  of  indifference ;  the  work  is  to  depend 
on  itself,  and  not  on  the  writer ;  and  the  author, 
who  has  no  resources  in  his  ojm  mind  beyond  the 
reputation,  transient  or  permanent,  which  is  to 
arise  from  his  literary  eiTorts,  deserves  the  fate  of 
authors. 
In  the  course  of  the  fbllowing  canto.  It  was  mj 
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intentio&t  eifhtt  In  the  text  or  In  the  notet>  to  bftTo 
touched  upon  the  present  state  of  Italian  Utdltataro, 
and  perhaps  of  manners.  But  the  text,  within  the 
limits  I  proposed}  I  soon  found  hardly  sufficient  for 
the  labyrinth  of  external  objects  and  the  conse- 
quent reflections ;  and  for  the  whole  of  the  notes, 
excepting  a  few  of  the  shortest,  I  am  indebted  to 
yourself,  and  these  were  necessarily  limited  to  the 
elucidation  of  the  text. 

It  is  also  a  delicate,  and  no  rery  grateful  task,  to 
dissert  upon  the  literature  and  manners  of  a  nation 
so  dissimilar;  and  requires  an  attention  and  impax^ 
tiality  which  would  induce  us, — though  perhaps  no 
inattentive  observers,  nor  ignorant  of  the  language 
or  customs  of  the  people  amongst  whom  we  have 
recently  abode, — to  distrust,  or  at  least  defer  our 
Judgment,  and  more  narrowly  examine  our  informa- 
tion. The  state  of  literary,  as  well  as  political 
party,  appears  to  run,  or  to  have  run,  so  high,  that 
for  a  stranger  to  steer  impartially  between  them  is 
next  to  impossible.  It  may  be  enough  then,  at 
least  for  my  purpose,  to  quote  firom  their  own  beau* 
tiAil  language— "Mi  pare  che  in  un  pacse  tutto 
poetico,  che  vanta  la  lingua  la  piu  nobile  ed  insieme 
la  piA  dolce,  tutte  tutte  le  vie  diversi  si  poesono 
t^ntare,  e  ch^  sinche  la  patria  di  Alfleri  e  di  Monti 
wm  ha  perduto  Vantico  v«lore,  in  tutte  essa  dovrebbe 
essere  la  prima.*'  Italy  has  great  names  still— 
Canova,  Monti,  Ugo  Foscolo,  Findemonte,  Visconti, 
Morelli,  Cicognara,  Albrizzi,  Mezzophanti,  Mai, 
Mustoxidi,  Agiletti,  and  Vacca,  will  secure  to  the 
present  generation  an  honorable  place  in  most  of 
the  departments  of  Art,  Science,  and  Belles  Let- 
tres;  and  in  some  of  the  very  highest;— Europe 
the  World— has  but  one  Canova. 

It  has  been  somewhere  said  by  Alfleri,  that  **  La 
pianta  uomo  nasce  piil  robusta  in  Italia  che  in  qua- 
lunque  altra  terra — e  che  gU  stessi  atroci  delitti  che 
vi  si  commettono  ne  sono  una  prova.*'  Without 
subscribing  to  the  latter  part  of  his  proposition,  a 
dangerous  doctrine,  the  truth  of  which  may  be  dis- 
puted on  better  grounds,  namely,  that  the  Italians 
are  in  no  respect  more  ferocious  than  their  neigh 
dors,  that  man  must  be  wilfully  blind,  or  ignorantly 
heedless,  who  is  not  struck  with  the  extraordinary 
capacity  of  this  people,  or,  if  such  a  word  be  admis- 
lible,  their  c«^)abiliiietf  the  facility  of  their  acquisi- 
tions, the  rapidity  of  their  conceptions,  the  fire  of 
their  genius,  their  sense  of  beauty,  and  amidst  all 
the  disadvantages  of  repeated  revolutions,  the  des- 
olation of  battles,  and  the  despair  of  ages,  their 
still  unquenched  "longing  after  immortality," — 
the  immortality  of  independence.  And  when  we 
ourselves,  in  riding  round  the  walls  of  Rome,  heard 
the  simple  lament  of  the  laborers'  chorus,  "  Roma ! 
Boma  I  Boma !  Boma  non  ^  pid  come  eta  prima," 
it  was  difficult  not  to  contrast  this  melancholy  dirge 
with  the  bacchanal  roar  of  the  songs  of  exultation 
still  yelled  from  the  London  taverns,  over  the  car- 
nage of  Mont  St.  Jean,  and  the  betrayal  of  Genoa, 
of  Italy,  of  France,  and  of  the  world,  by  men 
whose  conduct  you  yourself  have  exposed  in  a  work 
worthy  of  tho  better  days  of  our  history.    For  me. 


(Ke  U  tiHte  dl  sue  dum  m 


What  Italy  has  gained  by  the  late  transfer  of 
aations,  it  were  useless  for  Englishmen  to  inquire,  till 
It  be^omee  asoertained  that  Kngland  has  acquired 


something  more  than  »  pfnument  amj  and  a  ni^ 
pended  Habeas  Corpus;  it  Is  enough  for  them  to 
look  at  home.  For  what  they  have  done  abroad, 
and  especially  in  the  South,  '*  Verily  they  wtt  Aove 
their'  reward,"  and  at  no  very  distant  period. 

Wishing  you,'  my  dear  Hobhouse,  a  safe  and 
agreeable  return  to  that  coxmtry  whose  real  weUars 
can  be  dearer  to  none  than  to  yourself,  I  dedicate  to 
you  this  poem  in  its  completed  state ;  and  repeat 
once  more  how  truly  I  am  ever 

Your  obliged  and  affectionate  friend, 

BYRON. 


I  vrobr>  in  Veniee,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs ;  > 
A  palace  and  a  prison  on  eeeh  hand : 
I  saw  from  out  the  wave  her  struetozee  rise 
As  ftmn  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter's  wand : 
A  thousand  years  thefr  cloudy  wings  expand 
Aroond  me,  and  a  dying  glory  smiles 
O'er  the  frur  times,  when  many  a  subject  land 
Look'd  to  the  winged  Lion's  maxfole  piles, 
Where  Venice  sate  in  state,  throned  on  her  hundred 
isles! 

IL 

She  looks  a  sea-Cybele  fresh  from  ocean 
Bising  with  her  tiara  of  proud  towers  > 
At  tiky  distance,  with  majestic  motion, 
A  ruler  of  the  waters  and  their  powers, 
And  such  she  was ;  her  daughters  had  their  dowers 
From  spoils  of  nations,  and  the  exhaustless  East 
Pour'd  in  her  lap  all  gems  in  sparkling  showers. 
In  purple  was  she  robed,  and  of  her  feast 
Monarchs  partook,  and  deem'd  their  dignity  in- 
creased. 

IIL 

In  Venice,  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more,* 
And  silent  rows  the  songless  gondolier; 
Her  palaces  are  erombling  to  the  shore. 
And  music  meets  not  always  now  the  ear : 
Those  days  are  gone— but  beauty  still  is  here        . 
States  fall,  arts  fade— ^t  Nature  doth  not  die : 
Nor  yet  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear, 
The  pleasant  place  of  all  festivity. 
The  revel  of  the  earth,  the  masque  of  Italy. 

IV. 

Bat  unto  us  she  hath  a  spell  beyond 
Her  name  in  story,  and  her  long  array 
Of  mighty  shadows,  whose  dim  forms  despooA 
Above  the  dogeless  city's  venish'd  sway ; 
Ours  is  a  trophy  which  will  not  decay 
With  the  Rialto ;  Shylock  and  the  Moor, 
And  Pierre,  cannot  be  swept  or  worn  away— 
The  keystones  of  the  arch !  though  all  were  o'er. 
For  ns  repeopled  were  the  solitary  shore. 


The  beings  of  the  pnind  are  not  of  clay ; 
Essentially  immortal,  they  create 
And  multiply  in  us  a  brighter  ray 
And  more  beloved  existence :  that  which  fate 
Prohibits  to  dull  life,  in  this  our  state 
Of  mortal  bondage,  by  tiiese  spirits  supplied. 
First  exiles,  then  replaces  what  we  hate; 
Watering  the  heart  whose  early  flowers  have  disd. 
And  with  a  fresher  growth  replenishing  the  void. 


OHILDB  niMOUn  FZLQ&DCAOB. 


▼I- 


I  m  fhm  xtiagM  of  ovr  youth  audi  ago* 
Ihe  iicst  from  Ho^,  the  last  from  Vacancy ; 
Asd  this  worn  feeling  peoples  many  a  page, 
Aad,  may  be,  that  which  grows  beneath  mine  eye 
Y^  tiliere  aze  things  whose  strong  reality 
Ontahiaea  our  bizy-land;  in  shape  and  hues 
Moxe  beantifal  than  onr  fantastic  sky. 
And  the  strange  constellations  which  the  Muse 
O'er  hflx  wild  murerse  is  skilM  to  diffuse : 

vn. 

I  saw  or  dieam'd  of  such,    but  let  them  go— 
They  came  like  truth,  and  disappear 'd  like  dnams ; 
And  whatsoe'er  they  were— ere  bow  but  so : 
I  eonld  replaee  ^em  if  I  would;  still  teeaas 
My  mixid  whh  msny  a  foim  which  aptly  seems 
Such  as  I  sov^ht  fmr,  and  at  moments  found ; 
Let  ^ese  too  go— for  waking  reason  deems 
Budk  ovei  weening  phantades  unsound, 
And  other  Toieee  speak,  and  other  sights  samond. 

vin. 

I're  taught  me  other  tongues — and  in  strange  eyes 
Hare  made  me  not  a  stranger ;  to  the  mind 
'Which  is  itself,  no  changes  bring  surprise ; 
Kor  is  it  harsh  to  make,  nor  hard  to  find 
A  country  withr^y,  or  without  mankind ; 
Yet  was  I  bom  where  men  are  proud  to  be, 
Not  without  cause ;  and  should  I  leave  behind 
The  iuTiolate  island  of  the  sage  and  free, 
And  seek  me  out  a  home  by  a  remoter  sea, 

IX. 

Perhaps  I  loved  it  well ;  and  should  I  lay 
My  ashes  in  a  soil  which  is  not  mine, 
My  spirit  shall  resume  it— if  we  may 
Unbodied  choose  a  sanctuary.    I  twine 
My  hopes  of  being  remember'd  in  my  line 
'With  my  land's  language  :  if  too  fond  and  far 
These  aspirations  in  their  scope  incline, — 
If  my  fame  should  be,  as  my  fortunes  arc, 
Of  hasty  growth  and  blight,  and  dull  Oblivion  bar 


My  name  from  out  the  temple  where  the  dead 
Axe  honor'd  by  the  nations — ^let  it  be — 
And  light  the  laurels  on  a  loftier  head ! 
And  be  the  Spartan's  epitaph  on  me— 
**  Sparta  hath  many  a  worthier  son  than  he.*'  * 
Meantime  I  seek  no  sympathies,  nor  need ; 
The  thorns  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 
I  pknted, — ^they  have  torn  me,— «Lnd  I  bleed : 
I  should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from 
saehaseed. 

XI. 

The  spooseloss  Adriatic  mourns  her  lord ; 
And,  annual  marriage  now  no  more  renew'd, 
The  Bucentanr  lies  rotting  unrestored, 
Neglected  garment  of  her  widowhood ! 
St  Mark  yet  sees  his  Lion  where  he  stood* 
Stand,  but  in  mockery  of  his  withcr'd  power, 
Over  the  proud  place  where  an  Emperor  sued, 
And  monarchs  gated  and  envied  in  the  hour 
WhenYeniee  was  a  queen  with  an  unequall'd  dower. 
7 


xa. 


The  Saubaan  sued,  and  now  the  Austrian  I 
An  Emperor  tramples  where  an  Emperor  knelt ; 
Kingdoms  are  shrunk  to  provinces,  and  chains 
Clank  over  sceptered  cities ;  nations  melt 
From  power's  high  pinnacle,  when  they  have  felt 
The  sunsliine  for  a  while,  and  downward  go 
like  Uuwine  loosen'd  from  the  mountain's  belt ; 
Oh  for  one  hour  of  blind  old  Dandolo  \^ 
Th'  octogenarian  chief,  Byzantium's  conquering  fo» 

xm. 

Before  St.  Mark  ttiU  glow  hk  steeds  of  braas, 

Their  gilded  collars  glittering  in  the  sun ; 
But  is  not  Doris's  menace  come  to  pass  ?• 
Are  they  not  6rtdlMf— Venice,  lost  and  won, 
Her  thirteen  hundred  years  of  freedom  done 
Sinks,  like  a  searweed,  into  whence  she  rose  1 
Better  be  whelm'd  beneath  the  waves,  and  shmic 
Even  in  destruction's  depth,  her  foreign  foes. 
From  whom  submission  wrings  an  in£uaous  repoa«i 

XIV. 

In  youth  she  was  all  glory, — a  new  Tyre.— 
Her  very  by-iK*ord  sprimg  from  victory, 
The  "  Planter  of  the  Lion,"*  which  through  fire 
And  blood  she  bore  o'er  subject  earth  and  sea ; 
Though  making  many  slaves,  herself  still  free, 
And  Europe's  bulwark  'gainst  the  Ottomite ; 
Witness  Troy's  rival,  Candia !  Vouch  it,  ye 
Immortal  waves  that  saw  XiCpanto's  fight  1 
For  ye  are  names  no  time  nor  tyranny  can  blight. 

XV. 

Statues  of  glass— <aU  shirer'd— tiie  long  flit 
Of  her  dead  Doges  ore  declined  to  dust ; 
But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptuous  pOt 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  trust ; 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  thefr  sword  in  rust, 
Have  yielded  to  the  stranger ;  empty  halls. 
Thin  streets,  and  foreign  aspects,  such  as  must 
Too  oft  remind  her  who  and  what  enthrals,** 
Have  flung  a  desolate  cloud  o'er  Venice'  lofwly 
walU. 

XVI. 

When  Athens'  armies  fell  at  Syracuse, 
And  fetter'd  thousands  bore  the  yoke  of  war 
Redemptiott  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Muse,^^ 
Her  voice  their  only  ransom  from  afar ; 
See !  as  they  chant  the  tragic  hymn,  the  car 
Of  the  o'ermaster'd  victor  stops,  the  reins 
Fall  from  his  hands— his  idle  scimitar 
Starts  from  its  belt— he  rends  his  captive's  chains. 
And  bids  him  thank  the  bard  for  freedom  and  hii 
strains. 

XVIL 

Thus,  Venice,  if  no  stronger  claim  were  thine. 
Were  all  thy  proud  historic  deeds  forgot, 
Thy  choral  memory  of  the  Bard  divine. 
Thy  love  of  Tasso,  should  have  cut  the  knot 
Which  ties  thee  to  thy  tyrants ;  and  thy  lot 
Is  shameful  to  the  nations, — ^most  of  all, 
Albion !  to  thee :  the  Ocean  queen  should  not 
Abandon  Ocean's  children ;  in  the  fall 
Of  Venice  think  of  thine,  despite  thy  waterr  wall 
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xrni. 


I  loTcd  her  from  my  boyhood— «he  to  me 
Was  as  a  fairy  city  of  the  heart. 
Rising  like  water-columns  from  the  sea, 
Of  joy  the  sojourn,  and  of  weakh  the  mart ; 
And  Otway,  Radcliffe,  Schiller,  Shakspeare*8  art," 
H&d  stamp'd  her  image  in  me,  and  even  so, 
Although  I  found  her  thus,  we  did  not  part. 
Perchance  even  dearer  in  her  day  of  wo. 
Than  when  she  was  a  boast,  a  marvel,  and  a  show. 

XIX. 

I  em  repeople  with  the  past — eaxd  of 
The  present  there  is  still  for  eye  and  thought, 
And  meditation  chastened  down,  enough ; 
And  more,  it  may  be,  than  I  hoped  or  sought; 
And  of  the  happiest  moments  which  were  wrought 
Within  the  web  of  my  existence,  some 
From  thee,  fair  Venice!  have  their  colors  caught: 
There  are  some  feelings  Time  can  not  benumb, 
Kor  Torture  shake,  or  mine  would  now  be  cold  and 
dumb. 

XX. 

But  from  their  nature  will  the  tannen  grow" 
Loftiest  on  loftiest  and  least  shelter'd  rocks, 
Rooted  in  barrenness,  where  nought  below 
Of  soil  supports  them  'gainst  the  Alpine  shocks 
Of  eddying  storms ;  yet  springs  the  trunk,  and 

mocks 
The  howling  tempest,  till  its  height  and  frame 
Are  worthy  of  the  mountains  from  whose  blocks 
Of  bleak,  gray  granite  into  life  it  came. 
And  grew  a  giant  tree ; — ^thc  mind  may  grow  the 

same. 

XXL 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 
Of  life  and  8\iiFerance  make  its  firm  abode 
In  bare  and  desolate  bosoms :  mute 
The  camel  labors  with  the  heaviest  load. 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence, — ^not  bestowed 
In  vain  should  such  example  be ;  if  they, 
Things  of  ignoble  or  of  savage  mood, 
Bndure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 
May  temper  it  to  bear,— it  is  but  for  a  day. 

XXIL 
All  Buffering  doth  destroy,  or  is  destroyed, 
Even- by  the  sufferer ;  and  in  each  event. 
Ends  :--Some  with  hope  replonish'd  and  rebnoy'd, 
Return  to  whence  they  came— with  like  intent, 
And  weave  their  web  again ;  some,  bow'd  and  bent, 
Wax  gray  and  ghastly,  withering  ere  their  time, 
And  perish  with  the  reed  on  which  they  leant ; 
Some  seek  devotion,  toil,  war,  good  or  crime, 
Aeeording  as  their  souls  were  form'd  to  sink  or  climb : 

xxm. 

Bat  erer  and  anon  of  griefs  subdued 
There  comes  a  token  like  a  scorpion's  sting, 
Searee  seen,  but  with  fresh  bitterness  imbued ; 
And  slight  withal  may  be  the  things  which  bring 
Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  would  flii^ 
Aside  for  ever :  it  may  be  a  sound — 
A  tone  of  music— summer's  eve-— or  spring— 
A  flower— ^he    wind— the    ocean— which    shall 

wound, 
Striking  tiie  electric  chain  wherewith  we  are  darkly 

boud;  ^ 


xxnr. 


And  how  and  why  we  know  not,  nor  can  traee 
Home  to  its  cloud  this  lightning  of  the  mind. 
But  feel  the  shock  renew'd,  nor  con  ei!aee 
The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves  bdiindi 
Which  out  of  things  familiar,  nndesign'd. 
When  least  we  deem  of  such,  calls  up  to  view 
The  spectres  whom  no  exorcism  can  bind,  [anew. 
The  cold— the  changed*-^>erdhance  the   dead— • 
The  moum'd,  the  loved,  the  lost— >too  many  !-^t 
how  few ! 

XXV. 

But  my  soul  wanden ;  I  demand  it  back 
To  meditate  amongst  decay,  and  stand 
A  ruin  amidst  ruins ;  there  to  track 
Fall'n  states  and  boned  gieataees,  o'er  a  land 
Which  vxu  the  mightieet  in  its  old  command. 
And  u  the  loveliest,  and  must  ever  be 
The  master-mould  of  Nature's  heavenly  hand, 
Wherein  were  cast  the  heroic  and  the  free, 
The  beantiful,  the  hrave-^he  lords  of  earth  and  sei, 

XXVI. 

The  eommonwealth  of  kings,  the  men  of  Rome  ! 
And  even  since,  and  now,  fair  Italy  ! 
Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home 
Of  all  Art  yields,  and  Nature  can  decree : 
Even  in  thy  desert,  what  is  like  to  thee  ? 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,*thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertility; 
Thy  wreck  a  glory,  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  charm  which  can  not  be  defiaoed. 

XXVIL 

The  Moon  is  up,  and  yet  it  ia  not  night- 
Sunset  divides  the  sky  with  hei^-a  sea 
Of  glory  streams  along  the  Alpine  height 
Of  blue  Friuli's  moimtains ;  Heaven  is  free 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colors  seems  to  be 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  of  the  West, 
Where  the  Day  joins  the  past  Eternity ; 
While,  on  the  other  hand,  meek  Dian's  crest 
Floats  through  the  azure  air^— an  island  of  the  blest! 

XXVIIL 

A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  and  reigns 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  heaven ;  but  still  ^* 
Yon  sunny  sea  heaves  brightly,  and  remains 
Roll'd  o'er  the  peak  of  the  far  Rhstian  hill. 
As  Day  and  Night  contending  were,  until 
Nature  reclaim'd  her  order : — gently  flows 
The  dccp-dyed  Brenta,  where  their  hues  InstQ 
The  odorous  purple  of  a  new-bom  rose, 
Which  streams  upon  her  stream,  and  glass'd  within 
it  glows, 

XXIX. 

Fill'd  with  the  face  of  heaven,  which,  fttnn  afar. 
Comes  down  upon  the  waters ;  all  its  hues. 
From  the  rich  sunset  to  the  rising  star, 
Their  magical  variety  diffuse : 
And  now  they  change ;  a  paler  shadow  strews 
Its  mantle  o'er  the  mountains ;  parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pang  imbnei 
With  a  new  color  as  it  gasps  away. 
The  last  still  loveliest,  till— 'tis  gone— and  aU  \b 
gray. 


CHILDS  aAftOUrS  PILORIMAOE. 


tl 


XKX. 

I  ia  a  twab  ia  Aiqiui^— Mv'd  In  «ir» 
tSBa'd  m  th«u  Mroopbigiu,  rcpoie 
Hie  bones  of  I<«ir»*8  lover ;  here  repair 
Many  familiar  iiith  his  'weU-snag  wees, 
Ihe  pilgiime  of  his  genins.    He  arose 
To  raiae  a  hmgnage,  and  his  land  reclaim 
From  the  doll  yoke  of  her  barbaric  foes : 
Watacing  tbe  tree  which  bears  his  lady's 
With  hia  nwlodiew  tears,  he  gave  himself  to 

XXXL 

Thty  Jceap  hm  duet  in  Aiqaa»  whore  ke  died ;» 
The  mountain-Tillage  where  hia  latter  days 
Went  down  the  Tale  oi  years ^  and  'tis  their  pxidi^— 
An  honest  pride— and  let  it  be  their  praise, 
Te  oAer  to  the  passing  ateanger's  gase 
ffis  maaaion  and  has  sepnkhre;  both  plain 
A»d  TenenUy  simple,  aneh  aa  raise 
A  faeting  more  accordant  with  his  atrain, 
Than  if  apyamid  form'd  hia  mnimmewtal  fane. 

xxxn. 

And  the  jail  qviet  hamkt  whoie  ha  daralt 
Is  one  of  that  eomplezion  which  seems  made 
For  those  who  their  mortality  ha^e  felt, 
And  sought  a  refuge  from  their  hopes  decay*d 
la  the  deep  nmhrnge  of  a  gieen  hUl*s  shade. 
Which  shows  a  distant  prospeet  far  away 
Of  busy  cities,  now  in  Tain  display'd, 
IfoK  they  can  luxe  no  further ;  and  the  ray 
Of  abofl^  sun  can  make  sufficient  holiday,^ 

xxxm. 

Bevelopi&g  the  mountains,  leaTcs  and  flowers. 
And  BhfnJTig  in  the  brawling  brook,  whcre-by. 
Clear  as  its  current,  glide  the  sauntering  hours 
With  a  calm  languor,  which,  though  to  the  eye 
Idleese  it  seem,  hath  its  morality. 
If  from  society  we  learn  to  Utc, 
TSs  solitude  should  teach  us  how  to  die ; 
It  hath  no  flatterers ;  Tonity  can  giye 
So  hollow  aid ;  alone — ^man  with  lus  Gtod  must  strive 

XXXIV. 

Or,  it  may  be,  with  demons,  who  impair'' 
Thestieagth  of  better  thoughta,  andseek  their  prey 
In  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day, 
And  loTed  to  dwell  in  darkness  and  dismay. 
Deeming  themselTes  predestined  to  a  doom 
Which  is  not  of  the  pangs  that  pass  awi^ ; 
Making  the  ann  like  blood,  the  earth  a  tomb. 
The  tamb  a  hell,  and  hell  itaelf  a  murkier  gloom. 

XXXV. 

Fcznna!  in  thy  wide  and  grass-grown  streets. 
Whose  symmetry  was  not  for  solitude, 
There  seems  as  'twere  a  curse  upon  the  seats 
Of  fanner  sovereigns,  and  the  antique  brood 
Of  Este,  which  for  many  an  age  made  good 
Its  strength  within  thy  walls,  and  was  of  yose 
Patron  or  tyrant,  as  the  changing  mood 
Of  petty  power  impeird,  of  those  who  wore 
The  wreath  which  Dante's  farow  alone  had  worn 


XXXVI. 


And  Tasso  fa  thair  glory  and  thair  shame. 
Hark  to  hia  strain !  and  then  survey  his  ceU  t 
And  see  how  dearly  eam'd  Torquato's  fame. 
And  where  Alfonso  bade  his  poet  dwell : 
The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell 
The  insulted  mind  he  sought  to  quench,  and  blend 
With  the  surrounding  maniacs,  in  the  hell 
Where  he  had  plunged  it.    Glory  without  end 
ScAtter'd  the  clouds  away— and  on  that  name  att«d 

XXXVIL 

The  tears  and  ^raiaes  of  all  time;  whOaOlM 
Would  rot  in  its  obUvion— in  the  sink 
Of  worthless  dust,  whidi  from  thy  boasted  line 
Is  shaken  into  nothing ;  but  the  link 
lliou  formest  in  his  fortunes  bids  us  think 
Of  thy  poor  malice,  naming  thee  with  suuin 
Alfonso !  how  thy  ducal  pageants  shrink 
From  thee !  if  in  another  station  bom, 
Searea  fit  to  be  the  slave  of  him  thou  aaad'at  U 

xxxvin. 

• 
l%im!  form'd  to  eat,  and  be  defused,  and  dfa. 
Even  as  the  beasts  that  perish,  save  that  tho« 
Hadtft  a  more  splendid  troi^h  and  wider  sty : 
He  with  a  glory  round  his  furrow'd  brow, 
Which  emanated  then,  and  dassles  now. 
In  face  of  all  Ids  foes,  the  Cruscan  quire. 
And  Boileau,  whose  rash  envy  could  allow  **  [lyio, 
No  strain  which  shamed  his  country's  creaking 
That  whetstone  of  the  teeth— monotony  in  wire  1 

XXXIX. 

PeaeatoTorqaato'siivuiedahadal  'twaahfa 
In  life  and  dntth  to  be  the  mark  whsra  Wroag 
Aim'd  with  her  poison'd  azrowa,  hot  to  miaa. 
Oh,  victor  unsorpaas'd  in  modem  song ! 
Each  year  brings  forth  its  millions;  but  how  long 
The  tide  of  generationa  ahall  roll  on. 
And  not  the  whole  combined  and  isountleaa  throng 
Compose  a  mind  like  thine?  though  all  in  ana 
Condenaed  their  scatter'd  rays,  they  would  not  fam 
aaun. 

XL. 

Great  aa  thou  art,  yet  paralell'd  by  those. 
Thy  countrymen,  before  thee  bbk  to  shine, 
The  bards  of  Hell  and  Chivalry :  first  rose 
The  Tuscan  father's  comedy  divine ; 
Then  not  unequal  to  the  Florentine, 
The  southern  Scott,  the  minstrel  who  call'd  faith 
A  new  creation  with  hU  magic  line, 
And,  like  the  Ariosto  of  the  North, 
Sang  ladye-love  and  war,  romance  and  knightly 
worth. 

XLL 

The  lightning  rent  from  Ariosto's  bust  ^ 
The  iron  crown  of  laurel's  mimio'd  leaves 
Nor  was  the  ominous  element  unjust. 
For  the  true  laurel-wreath  which  Glory  weaTM* 
Is  of  the  tree  no  bolt  of  thunder  cleaves. 
And  the  false  semblance  but  disgraced  his  hnw; 
Yet  still  if  fondly  Superstition  grieres. 
Know,  that  the  Ughning  sanctifies  below* 
Whatever  it  strikes;— yon  head  fa  doubly  iaciad  item 
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XLH. 


Italia!  oh  Italia!  thon  who  hast « 
The  fatal  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 
A  faneral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past, 
On  thj  ffweet  brow  is  sorrow  plough'd  by  shame, 
And  annals  graved  in  characters  of  flame. 
Oh  Ood !  that  thou  wert  in  thy  nakedness 
Less  loyely  or  more  powerful,  and  couldst  claim 
Thy  right,  and  awe  the  robbers  back,  who  press 
To  shed  thy  blood,  and  drink  the  tears  of  thy  distress : 

XLIII. 

Then  might'st  thou  more  appal ;  or,  less  desired, 
Be  homely  and  be  peaceful,  undeplored 
For  thy  destructive  charms ;  then,  still  untired. 
Would  not  be  seen  the  armed  torrents  pour'd 
Down  the  deep  Alps ;  nor  would  the  hostile  horde 
Of  many-nation'd  spoilers  from  the  Po 
Quaff  blood  and  water ;  nor  the  stranger's  sword 
Be  thy  sad  weapon  of  defence,  and  so, 
Yictor  or  ranquish'd,  thou  the  slave  of  iriend  or  foe. 

XLIV. 

'  Wandering  in  youth,  I  traced  the  path  of  him," 
The  Roman  friend  of  Rome's  least  mortal  mind, 
The  friend  of  Tully:  as  my  bark  did  skim 
The  bright  blue  waters  with  a  fanning  wind, 
Came  Megara  before  me,  and  behind 
^gina  lay,  Pineus  on  the  right, 
And  Corinth  on  the  left ;  I  lay  reclined 
Along  the  prow,  and  saw  all  these  unite 
In  ruin,  even  as  he  had  seen  the  desolate  sight ; 

XLV. 

Por  Time  hath  not  rebuilt  them,  but  uprear'd 
Barbaric  dwellings  on  their  shattered  site, 
Which  only  make  more  moum'd  and  more  endear'd 
The  few  last  rays  of  their  far-scatter'd  light, 
And  the  crush*d  relics  of  their  vanish'd  might. 
The  Roman  saw  these  tombs  in  his  own  age. 
These  sepulchres  of  cities,  which  excite 
Sad  wonder,  and  hfs  yet  surviving  page 
The  moral  lesson  bears,  drawn  from  such  pilgrimage. 

XLVI. 

That  page  is jpow  before  me,  and  on  mine 
Sis  country's  ruin  added  to  the  mass 
Of  perish'd  states  he  moum'd  in  their  decline. 
And  I  in  desolation :  all  that  was 
Of  then  destruction  is ;  and  now,  alas ! 
Rome— Rome  imperial,  bows  her  to  the  storm. 
In  the  same  dust  and  blackness,  and  we  pass 
The  skeleton  of  her  Titanic  form,« 
Wrecks  of  another  world,  whose  ashes  still  are  warm. 

XLVII. 

Yet,  Italy !  through  every  other  land 
Thy  wrongs  should  ring,  and  shall,  from  side  to  side ; 
Mother  of  arts !  as  once  of  arms ;  thy  hand 
Was  then  our  guardian,  and  is  still  our  guide ; 
Parent  of  our  Religion !  whom  the  wide 
Nations  have  knelt  to  for  the  keys  of  heaven ! 
Europe,  repentant  of  her  pairidde, 
Shall  yet  redeem  thee,  and,  all  backward  driven, 
Boll  the  barbarian  tide,  and  sue  to  be  forgiven. 


XLVin. 


But  Amo  wins  as  to  the  fair  white  wiHb, 
Where  the  Etrurian  Athens  claims  and  keeps 
A  softer  feeling  for  her  fairy  halls. 
Oirt  by  her  theatre  of  hiUs,  she  reaps 
Her  com,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  Plenty  leaps 
To  laughing  life,  with  her  redundant  horn. 
Along  the  banks  where  smiling  Amo  sweeps, 
Was  modem  Luxury  of  Commerce  bom. 
And  buried  Learning  rose,  tedeem'd  to  a  nsw  mom 

XLIX. 

There,  too,  the  GkxUless  loves  in  stdftSi  and  fiUa  ■ 
The  air  around  with  beauty ;  we  inhale 
The  ambrosial  aspect,  which,  beheld,  instils 
Part  of  Its  immortality ;  the  veil 
Of  heaven  is  half  undrawn ;  within  the  pale 
We  stand,  and  in  that  form  and  faoe  behold 
What  mind  can  make,  when  Nature's  self  would 
And  to  the  fond  idolaters  of  old  [fail ; 

Envy  the  innate  flesh  which  such  a  sonl  could  mould : 

L. 

We  gaze  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  where. 
Dazzled  and  dnmk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart 
Reels  with  its  fulness ;  there — ^for  ever  there — 
Chain'd  to  the  chariot  of  triumphal  Art, 
We  stand  as  captives,  and  would  not  depart. 
Away ! — ^there  need  no  words,  nor  terms  precise. 
The  paltry  jargon  of  the  marble  mart. 
Where  Pedantry  gulls  Folly — ^we  have  eyes : 
Blood— pulse— and  breast,  confirm  the  Dardan  Shep- 
herd's prise. 

LI. 

Appear'dst  thou  not  in  Paris  in  this  guise  ? 
Or  to  more  deeply  blest  Ancbises  ?  or. 
In  all  thy  perfect  goddess-ship,  when  lies 
Before  thee  thy  own  vanquish'd  Lord  of  War  ? 
And  gazing  in  thy  face  as  toward  a  star. 
Laid  on  thy  lap,  his  eyes  to  thee  upturn. 
Feeding  on  thy  sweet  cheek !  ^  while  thy  lips  are 
With  lava  kisses  melting  while  they  bum, 
Shower'd  on  his  eyelids,  brow,  and  mouth,  as  from 
an  urn! 

LII. 

.  Glowing,  and  circumfused  in  speechless  love, 
Their  full  divinity  inadequate 
That  feeling  to  express,  or  to  improve, 
The  gods  become  as  mortals,  and  man's  fate 
Has  moments  like  their  brightest;  but  the  weight 
Of  earth  recoils  upon  us :— let  it  go ! 
We  can  recall  such  visions,  and  create,         [grow 
From  what  has  been,  or  might  be,  things  whick 

Into  thy  statue's  form,  and  look  like  gods  below. 

LIII. 

X  leave  to  leamed  fingers,  and  wise  hands. 
The  artist  and  his  ape,  to  teach  and  tell 
How  well  his  connoisseurship  understands 
The  graceful  bend  and  the  voluptuous  swell ; 
Let  these  describe  the  undescribable :        [stream 
I  would  not  their  vile  breath  should  crisp  the 
Wherein  that  image  shall  for  ever  dwell ; 
The  unmfl9ed  mirror  of  the  loveliest  dream 
That  ever  left  the  sky  on  the  deep  sonl  to  beam 
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UV. 


I  lAidi  make  H  hoHer,  diut  whtch  Sa 
Bvn  m  itself  an  immortaiity. 
Thoagih  tkere  were  nething  save  the  past,  and  thlii 
Ike  partiele  of  thoae  aQbUmitiflB 
'WUeh  bATB  relapsed  to  duos  ><-4kere  repose 
ABgato**,  AMcri's  bones,  and  his,** 
The  stany  Oalileo,  with  his  woes ; 
Bae  MaaldsrdK's  eoxth  i«tarn*d  to  whence  it  rose.** 

LV. 

These  are  fimr  minds,  iriiich,  like  the  elements, 
IGght  famish  forth  creation  :-^Ital7 !  [rents 

Thne,  which  h&di  wrong'd  thee  with  ten  thousand 
Of  thine  imperial  garment,  shall  deny. 
And  hath  denied^  to  erery  other  sky, 
Spirits  which  soar  firom  min  >— thy  decay 
Is  still  impiegnate  with  divinity, 
Which  gilds  it  with  reyiTifying  ray ; 
AidL  aa  the  great  of  yore,  CanoTa  is  to-day. 

LVL 

B«t  wiiera  repose  tiie  all  Btmsoan  three- 
Dante,  and  Petrarch,  and,  scarce  less  than  they, 
The  Bard  of  Prose,  creative  spirit !  he 
Of  the  Hundred  Tales  of  loTc-^here  did  they  lay 
Their  bones,  distinguish*d  from  our  common  day 
la  death  as  life  ?  Are  they  resolved  to  dust, 
And  have  their  country's  marbles  nought  to  say  ? 
Could  not  her  quarxies  furnish  forth  one  bust  ? 
Dil  Ihey  not  to  her  breast  their  filial  earth  intrust  ? 

LVII. 

UqgratsAil  Florenoe  I  Dante  sleeps  afar,>^ 
Like  Scipio,  buried  by  the  upbraiding  shore ; » 
Thy  factions,  in  their  worse  than  civil  war. 
Proscribed  the  bard  whose  name  for  evermore 
Their  children's  children  would  in  vain  adore 
VfiA.  the  remorse  of  ages ;  and  the  crown  ■ 
Ifhieh  Petrarch's  laureate  brow  supremrly  wore, 
Upon  a  tax  and  foreign  soil  had  grown, 
Bia  life,  his  lame,  his  grave,  though  rifled^-not  thine 
own* 

Lvin. 

Boeeaedo  to  his  parent  earth  bequeath'd  * 
His  dust,— «nd  Ues  it  now  her  Oreat  among, 
Vnthmany  a  sweet  and  solemn  requiem  breathed 
O'er  him  who  form'd  the  Tuscan's  siren  tongue  ? 
That  musie  in  itself,  whose  sounds  are  song. 
The  poetry  of  speech  ?  No  ;~even  his  tomb 
TJptoni,  must  bear  the  hysna  bigot's  wrong, 
Vo  more  amidst  the  meaner  dead  find  room, 
Hor  daim  a  passing  sigh,  because  it  told  for  wham  ! 

LIX. 

And  Santa  Crooe  wants  their  mighty  dost, 
TetlbrtUa  want  more  noted,  as  of  yore 
The  Casar's  pageant,  shorn  of  Brutus'  bust, 
Did  bat  of  Bome's  beat  Son  remind  her  more: 
HappBcr  Bavsoma  i  on  thy  hoary  shore, 
Portress  of  felling  empire  I  honor'd  deeps 
The  immertal  exile ;— Arqua,  too,  her  store 
Of  tonefol  relics  proudly  daims  and  keeps. 
While  Florence  vainly  begs  her  banish'd  dead  and 


LX. 


What  is  her  pyramid  of  predous  stones  ?*• 
Of  phorphyiy,  jasper,  agate,  and  all  hues 
Of  gem  and  marble,  to  encrust  the  bones 
Ofmerchant^dukes?  the  momentary  dews 
Which,  sparklmg  to  the  twilight  stars,  inftise 
Freshness  in  the  green  turf  that  wraps  the  dead. 
Whose  names  are  the  mausoleums  of  the  muse. 
Are  gently  prest  with  far  mora  reverent  tread 
Than  ever  paced  tiie  slab  which  paves  the  ptiaoito 
head. 

LXL 

There  be  more  things  to  greet  tie  heart  and  eysa 
In  Amo's  dome  of  Arf  s  most  princely  shrine. 
Where  Seolpture  with  her  rainbow  aister  vies ; 
There  be  more  marvels  yet— but  not  for  mind; 
For  I  have  been  accustom'd  to  entwine 
My  thoughts  with  Nature  nther  in  the  fields, 
Than  Art  in  galleries :  though  a  work  divine 
Calls  for  my  spirit's  homage,  yet  it  yields 
Less  than  it  feels,  beeavse  the  weapon  which  it  wiallt 

LXU. 

Is  of  another  temper,  and  I  roam 
By  Thrasimene's  lake,  in  the  defiles 
Fatal  to  Roman  rashness,  more  at  home, 
For  there  the  Carthaginian's  warlike  wiles 
Come  back  before  me,  as  his  skill  beguiles 
The  host  between  the  mountains  and  the  shore. 
Where  Courage  falls  in  her  despairing  files. 
And  torrents,  swoln  to  rivers  with  their  gore, 
Beek  through  the  sultry  plain,  with  legions  scatter'd 
o'er 

LXIIL 

Like  to  a  forest  fell'd  by  mountain  winds ; 
And  such  the  storm  of  battle  on  this  day. 
And  such  the  frenzy,  whose  convulsion  blinds 
To  all  save  carnage,  that,  beneath  the  fray. 
An  earthquake  red'd  unheedingly  away  1  * 
None  fdt  stem  Nature  rocking  at  his  feet. 
And  yawning  forth  a  grave  for  those  who  lay 
Upon  their  bucklen  for  a  winding  sheet ; 
Such  is  the  absorbing  hate  when  warring  nations 


LXIV. 


The  Earth  to  them  was  as  a  rolling  bark 
Which  bore  them  to  Eternity;  they  saw 
The  Ocean  round,  but  had  no  time  to  mark 
The  motions  of  their  vessel ;  Nature's  law, 
In  them  suspended,  reclTd  not  of  the  awe    [Urda 
Which  reigns  when  mountains  tremble,  and  tha 
Plunge  in  the  clouds  for  refuge  and  withdraw 
From  their  down-toppling  nests ;  and  bellowing 

herds 
Stumbling  o'er  heaving  plains,  and  man's  dread  hath 

no  words. 

LXV. 

Far  other  scene  is  Thrasimene  now ; 
Her  lake  a  sheet  of  silver,  and  her  plain 
Rent  by  no  ravage  save  the  gentle  plough ; 
Her  aged  trees  rise  thick  as  once  the  slain 
Lay  where  their  roots  are ;  but  a  brook  hath  ta*e&- 
A  Uttle  riU  of  scanty  stream  and  bed— 
A  name  of  blood  from  that  day's  sanguine  raia* 
And  Sanguinetto  tdls  ye  where  the  dead 
Made  the  earth  wet,  and  tnm'd  the  unwilling  wat«t 
red. 
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LXVI. 


But  thou,  CUtunmus !  in  thy  sweetest  ware^^ 
Of  the  most  living  crystal  that  was  e'er 
The  haunt  of  riTer  nymph,  to  gaze  and  lave 
Her  limbs  where  nothing  hid  them,  thou  dost  rear 
Thy  grassy  banks  whereon  tho  milk-white  steer 
Grazes ;  the  purest  god  of  gentle  waters ! 
And  most  serene  of  aspect,  and  most  clear ; 
Surely  that  stream  was  unprofaned  by  slaughters — 
A  minor  and  a  bath  for  Beauty's  youngest  daugh- 
ters! 

LXVII. 

And  on  thy  happy  shore  a  temple  still,     ^ 
Of  small  and  deUcate  proportion,  keeps, 
Upon  a  mild  declivity  of  hill, 
Its  memory  of  thee ;  beneath  it  sweeps 
Thy  current's  calmness ;  oft  from  out  it  leaps 
The  finny  darter  with  the  glittering  scales, 
Who  dwells  and  revels  in  thy  glassy  deeps ; 
While,  chance,  some  scatter'd  water-lily  sails 
Down  where  the  shallower  wave  still  tells  its  bub- 
bling tales. 

LXVin. 

Pass  not  unblest  the  Genius  of  the  place ! 
If  through  the  air  a  zephyr  more  serene 
Win  to  the  brow,  'tis  his ;  and  if  ye  trace 
Along  his  margin  a  more  eloquent  green. 
If  on  the  heart  the  freshness  of  the  scene 
Sprinkle  its  coolness,  and  from  the  dry  dust 
Of  weary  Ufe  a  moment  lave  it  clean 
With  Nature's  baptism,— 'tis  to  him  ye  must 
Pay  orisons  for  this  suspension  of  disgust. 

LXIX. 

The  roar  of  waters !  from  the  headlong  height 
Velino  cleaves  the  wave-worn  precipice ; 
The  fall  of  waters  !  rapid  as  the  light 
The  flashing  mass  foams  shaking  the  abyss  ; 
The  hell  of  waters !  where  they  howl  and  hiss, 
And  boil  in  endless  torture ;  while  the  sweat 
Of  their  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  this 
Their  Phlegethon,  curls  round  the  rocks  of  jet 
That  girds  the  gulf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 

LXX. 

And  mounts  in  spray  the  skies,  and  thence  again 
Returns  in  an  unceasing  shower,  which  round. 
With  its  unemptied  ck>ud  of  gentle  rain. 
Is  an  eternal  April  to  the  ground, 
Making  it  all  one  emerald : — ^how  profound 
The  gulf!  and  how  the  giant  element 
From  rock  to  rock  leaps  with  delirious  bound. 
Crushing  the  cliffs,  which,  downward  worn  and  rent 
With  his  fierce  footsteps,  yield  in  chasms  a  fearfHil 
tent 

LXXI. 

To  the  broad  column  which  rolls  on,  and  shows 
More  like  the  fountain  of  an  infant  sea 
Tom  from  the  womb  of  mountains  by  the  throes 
Of  a  new  world,  than  only  thus  to  be 
Parent  of  rivers,  which  flow  gushingly,       [back ! 
With  many  windings,  through  the  vale : — Look 
Lo  !  where  it  comes  like  an  eternity, 
As  if  to  sweep  down  all  things  in  its  track, 
Cluurming  the  eye  with  dread. —a  matchless  cata- 
racf 


LXXII. 


Horribly  beautiful !  but  on  the  verge, 
From  side  to  side,  beneath  the  glittering  i 
An  Iris  sits,  amidst  the  infernal  surge,* 
Like  Hope  upon  a  death-bed,  and,  unworn 
Its  steady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 
By  the  distracted  waters,  bears  serene 
Its  brilliant  hues  'n'ith  all  their  beams  unshotll ; 
Besembling,  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene. 
Love  watching  Madness  with  unalterable  mien. 

Lxxni. 

Once  more  upon  the  woody  Apcnnine, 
The  infant  Alps,  which— had  I  not  before 
Gazed  on  their  mightier  parents,  where  the  pine 
Sits  on  more  shaggy  summits,  and  where  roar 
The  thundering  lauwine— might  be  worshipped 

more :  * 
But  I  have  seen  the  soaring  Jungfrau  rear 
Her  never  trodden  snow,  and  seen  the  hoar 
Glaciers  of  bleak  Mount-Blanc  both  far  and  new. 
And  in  Chimari  heard  the  thunder-hillfl  of  fear« 

LXXIV. 

Th'  Acroceraunian  mountains  of  old  name ; 
And  on  Parnassus  seen  the  eagles  fly 
Like  spirits  of  the  spot,  as  'twere  for  fame. 
For  still  they  soar'd  unutterably  high ; 
I've  look'd  on  Ida  with  a  Trojan's  eye ; 
Athos,  Olympus,  -Etna,  Atlas,  made 
These  hills  seem  things  of  lesser  dignity, 
All,  save  the  lone  Soracte's  heights  display'd 
Not  wno  in  snow,  which  asks  the  lyrio  Eoman's  aid 

LXXT. 

For  OUT  remembrance,  and  from  out  the  plain 
Heaves  like  a  long-swept  wave  about  to  break, 
And  on  the  curl  hangs  pausing :  not  in  vain 
May  he,  who  will,  tiis  recollections  rake 
And  quote  in  classic  raptures,  and  awake 
The  hills  with  Latian  echoes ;  I  abhorr'd 
Too  much,  to  conquer  for  the  poet's  sake, 
The  drill'd  dull  lesson,  forced  down  word  by  Wcffd* 
In  my  repugnant  youth,  with  pleasure  to  record 

LXXVI. 

Aught  that  recalls  the  daily  drug  which  tam'd 
My  sickening  memory;  and,  though  Time  hath 
My  mind  to  meditate  what  then  it  leam'd,  [taught 
Yet  such  the  flx'd  inveteracy  wrought 
By  the  impatience  of  my  early  thought, 
That,  with  the  freshness  wearing  out  beAne 
My  mind  could  relish  what  it  might  have  BO«ight< 
If  free  to  choose,  I  cannot  now  restore 
Its  health ;  but  what  it  then  detested,  stiU  abhor. 

LXXVIL 

Then  farewell,  Horace ;  whom  I  hated  io, 
Not  for  thy  faults,  but  mine ;  it  fs  a  cane 
To  understand,  not  feel  thy  lytic  flow, 
To  comprehend,  but  never  lore  thy  verse, 
Although  no  deeper  moralist  rehearse 
Our  little  life,  nor  Bard  prescribe  his  art, 
Nor  livelier  Satirist  the  consdenee  pierce, 
Awakening  without  wounding  the  touoh'd 
Yet  fare  thee  well— upon  Soracte's  ridge  we  part. 


fmiTJW  SAJKHiDV  PSMBDCAOB. 


IXlVlll. 

tkeiKpliaiM  of  th0  heut  mast  tun  to  tfaM» 
Lone  mother  of  dead  empires !  and  ooatrol 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  pettj  misery. 
What  are  oxir  woes  and  Boffeocaace?  Come  and  see 
The  ejprees,  hear  the  owl,  and  plod  your  way 
O'er  steps  of  broken  thrones  and  temples,  Ye  I 
Whose  agonies  are  etiU  of  a  day— 
IvQEld  is  at  our  feet  as  fragile  as  oar  clay. 

LXXIX. 

The  Kiohe  of  antioDs  I  there  she  stands 
Childlefls  and  crownless,  in  her  voiceless  wo. 
An  empty  urn,  within  her  wither*d  hands. 
Whose  holy  dost  was  scattered  long  ago ; 
The  Sdpio's  tomb  contains  no  ashes  aow ;  ^ 
The  Tery  sepnlchres  lie  teaantless 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers :  dost  thoa  flow, 
Old  Tiber  I  thxongh  a  marble  wilderness  ? 
Bms,  vith  thy  yellow  waves,  and  mantle  her  distress. 

LXXX. 

The  GoA,  the  Christiaa,  Time,  War,  Floed,  and 
JP5re, 

HsTs  dealt  apon  the  seren-hiU*d  city's  pride; 
She  saw  her  glories  star  by  star  expire. 
And  ap  the  steep  barbarian  monarchs  ride. 
Where  the  car  dimb'd  the  capitol ;  far  and  wide 
Tcn^le  and  tower  went  down,  nor  left  a  site  >- 
Chaos  of  rains !  who  shall  trace  the  Toid, 
O'er  the  dim  fragments  cast  a  lanar  light, 
And  say,  "here  was,  or  is,"  where  all  is  doably 
Bight? 

LXXXL 

The  doable  aight  of  ages,  and  of  her, 
Kight's  danghter,  Igaoraace,  hath  wrapt  and  wzmp 
All  roond  as ;  we  but  feel  oar  way  to  err: 
The  oceaa  hath  his  chart,  the  stars  theb  map, 
And  Knowledge  spreads  them  oa  her  ample  lap ; 
Bat  Rome  is  as  the  desert,  where  we  steer 
Stombling  o'er  recoUectioas ;  now  we  clap 
Oar  hands,  and  cry  '*  Eareka ! "  it  is  clear— 
When  bat  some  false  mirage  of  rain  rises  near. 

LXXXJDL 

Alas !  the  lofty  city !  and  alas ! 
The  trebly  hundred  triumphs  I  ^  and  the  day 
When  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edge  surpass 
The  conqueror's  sword  in  bearing  fame  away ! 
Alas,  for  Tally's  Toice,  and  Virgil's  lay, 
And  Liry's  pictured  page !— but  these  shall  be 
Heriesnrrectioa ;  all  beside — decay. 
Alas,  for  Earth,  for  never  shall  we  see 
Xhat  hcightness  in  her  eye  she  bore  when  Rome  was 
free! 

Lxxxm. 

Oh,  thoa,  whose  chariot  roU'd  on  Fortune's  wheel,^ 
Trimnphant  Sylla !   Thoa,  who  didst  sabdae 
Thy  couatiy's  foes  ere  thoa  woaldst  pause  to  feel 
The  «iath  of  thy  own  wrongs,  or  reap  the  due 
Of  hoarded  vengeance  till  thine  eagles  flew 
O'er  prostrate  Asia ;— thoa,  who  with  thy  frown 
Annihilated  seaates-^Bonum,  too. 
With  an  thy  vices,  for  thoa  didst  lay  down 
With  sn  atoning  smile  a  more  than  esxtbly  crown— 


LXXZIY. 

The  dietsloiial  wzoaQi,^^ioiddst  thoa  dHtod 
To  what  woald  one  day  dwindle  thai  whioh  nada 
Thee  moffe  than  auvtal?  and  that  so  sapia* 
By  aa^tthaa  Romans  Rome  should  thus  be  laid  9 
She  who  was  named  Etoraal,  aad  aitay'd 
Her  warriors  bat  to  eoaqacar— ehe  who  voil'd 
Earth  with  her  haaghty  shadow,  aad  display'd* 
Uatil  the  o'creaaopied  horiaoii  foil'd. 
Her  rashiag  iriago— Oh!  ahe  who  was  AlaOi^ 
haU'd! 

LXXXY. 

SjOm  was  flnt  of  victors ;  bat  oar  own 
Tho  aagest  of  asarpcn,  Cromwell ;  he 
Too  swept  off  seaates  while  he  hew'd  the  throat 
Dowa  to  a  block— immortal  rebel !    See 
What  crimes  it  costs  to  bo  a  moment  free 
And  frmous  through  ail  agea  I  butbeaeath 
His  fiite  the  moral  lurks  of  destiny ; 
His  day  of  doable  victory  and  death 
Beheld  him  wia  two  realms,  aad,  happier,  yield  ait 
broath. 

LXXXYI. 


The  third  of  the  same  mooa  whose  ftnmer  i 
Had  all  bat  crowa'd  him,  oa  the  selframe  day 
Deposed  him  gently  flrom  his  throae  of  force. 
And  laid  him  with  the  earth's  preceding  day.^ 
Aad  show'd  not  Fortune  thus  how  frune  aad  sway 
And  all  we  deem  delightful,  and  coasame 
Our  souls  to  compass  through  each  arduous  way. 
Are  in  her  eyes  less  happy  than  the  tomb  ? 
Were  they  bat  so  ia  man's,  how  difiereat  were  bli 
dooBL 

LXXXVU. 

Aad  thoa,  Aread  statael  yet  exist  ia^ 
The  aasterest  form  of  asked  migesty, 
Thoa  who  beheld'st  'mid  the  assassins'  dia. 
At  thy  bathed  base  the  bloody  CsMsr  Ue, 
Folding  hlB  robe  ia  dyiag  dignity, 
Aa  offering  to  thine  altar  from  the  qaeea 
Of  gods  and  men,  great  Nemesis !  did  he  die» 
And  thou,  too,  perish,  Pompey  ?  have  ye  been 
Yictns  of  coanUess  kings,  or  puppets  of  a  soene) 


Lxxxvra. 

And  thoa,  the  thaader-strickea  aarse  of  Rome!* 
She-wolf!  whose  teasea-imaged  dags  impart 
The  aiilk  of  conquest  yet  within  the  dome 
Where,  as  a  monument  of  antique  art. 
Thou  standest :— Mother  of  the  nughty  haart» 
Which  the  great  founder  suck'd  from  thy  wild  teat, 
Scorch'd  by  the  Roman  Jove's  etherial  dart, 
And  thy  limbs  black  with  lightning— dost  thoa  yet 
Ouard  thine  immortal  cubs,  nor  thy  fond  ohaige 
forget? 

LXXXIX. 

Thoa  doat ;— bat  all  thy  foster  babes  are  dea^-^ 
The  men  of  iron ;  and  the  world  hath  rear'd 
Cities  from  out  their  sepalchres :  men  bled 
In  imitation  of  the  things  they  fesr'd,       [steet'd 
And  fought  and  conquer'd,  and  the  ssme  oonzse 
At  apish  distance ;  but  as  yet  aoae  have, 
Nor  oould,  the  same  supremacy  have  aear'd, 
Save  one  vaia  man,  who  is  not  in  the  grave, 
Bat,  vaaqaish'd  by  himself,  to  his  owa  slavaa  a 
slave— 
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XC. 


The  fool  of  false  dominion— and  a  kind 
Of  bastard  Ccesar,  following  him  of  old 
With  steps  unequal :  for  the  Roman's  mind 
Wbb  modell'd  in  a  less  terrestrial  mould,^' 
^    With  passions  fiercer,  yet  a  judgment  cold, 
And  an  immortal  instinct  which  redeem'd 
The  frailties  of  a  heart  so  soft,  yet  bold, 
Alcides  with  the  distaff  now  he  seemed 
At  Cleopatra's  feet,— and  now  himself  he  beam'd. 

XCI. 

And  came— and  saw— and  conquered !  But  the  man 
Who  would  have  tamed  his  eagles  down  to  flee, 
like  a  train'd  falcon,  in  the  Gallic  van, 
Which  fie,  in  sooth,  long  led  to  victory. 
With  a  deaf  heart  which  never  seem'd  to  be 
A  listener  to  itself,  was  strangely  framed ; 
With  but  one  weakest  weakness — ^vanity. 
Coquettish  in  ambition— still  he  aim'd — 
At  what?    can   he   avouch-^-or   answer  what  he 
claim'd  ? 

XCII. 

And  would  be  all  or  nothing^-nor  could  wait 
For  the  sure  grave  to  level  him ;  few  years 
Had  fix'd  him  with  the  Caesars  in  his  fate 
On  whom  we  tread :  For  this  the  conqueror 
The  arch  of  triumph  !  and  for  this  the  tears 
And  blood  of  earth  flow  on  as  they  have  flow'd, 
An  universal  deluge,  which  a|»pear8 
Without  an  ark  for  wretched  man's  abode. 
And  ebbs  but  to  reflow !— Renew  thy  rainbow,  God ! 

xcm. 

What  from  this  barren  being  do  we  reap  ? 
Our  senses  narrow,  and  our  reason  frail,  ^ 
life  short,  and  truth  a  gem  which  loves  the  deep. 
And  all  things  weigh'd  in  custom's  falsest  scale : 
Opinion  and  Omnipotence, — ^whose  veil 
Mantles  the  earth  with  darkness,  until  right 
And  wrong  are  accidents,  and  men  grow  pale 
Lest  their  own  judgments  should  become  too  bright, 
And  their  free  thoughts  be  crimes,  and  earth  have 
too  much  light. 

XCIV. 

And  thus  they  plod  in  sluggish  misery. 
Rotting  from  sire  to  son,  and  age  to  age, 
Proud  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die. 
Bequeathing  their  hereditary  rage 
To  the  new  race  of  inborn  slaves,  who  wage 
War  for  their  chains,  and  rather  than  be  free, 
Bleed  gladiator-like,  and  still  engage 
Within  the  same  arena  where  they  see 
their  fellovw  fall  before,  like  leaves  of  the  same  tree. 

XCV. 

I  speak  not  of  men's  creeds — ^they  rest  between 
Man  and  his  Maker,— but  of  things  allow'd, 
Aver'd  and  known,— and  daily,  hourly  seen— 
The  yoke  that  is  upon  us  doubly  bow'd, 
And  the  intent  of  tyranny  avoVd,   . 
The  edict  of  Earth's  rulers,  who  are  grown 
The  apes  of  him  who  humbled  once  the  proud, 
And  shook  them  from  their  slumbers  on  the  throne ; 
Too  glorious,  were  this  all  his  mighty  aim  had  done. 


XCVI. 


Can  tyrants  but  by  tyrants  coaqmf'd  be, 
And  Freedom  find  no  champion  and  no  child 
Such  as  Columbia  saw  arise  when  she 
Sprung  forth  a  Pallas,  arm'd  and  undefiled  ? 
Or  must  such  minds  be  nourish'd  in  the  wild, 
Beep  in  the  impruned  forest,  'midst  the  roar 
Of  cataracts,  where  nursing  Nature  smiled 
On  infant  Washington  ?  Has  Earth  no  more 
Such  seeds  within  her  breast,  or  Europe  na  laok 
shore? 

XCVIL 

But  France  got  drunk  witii  blood  to  vomit  cximt^ 
And  fatal  have  her  Saturnalia  been 
To  Freedom's  cause,  in  every  age  and  clime ; 
Because  the  deadly  days  which  we  have  seen. 
And  vile  Ambition,  that  built  up  between 
Man  and  his  hopes  an  adamantine  wall, 
And  the  base  pageant  last  upon  the  scene, 
Are  grown  the  pretext  for  the  eternal  thrall 
Which  nips  life's  tree,  and  dooms  man's  wont— his 
second  fall. 

XCVIIL 

Yet,  Freedom !  yet  thy  banner,  torn,  but  flying. 
Screams  like  the  thunder-storm  Offoinsi  the  wind; 
The  trumpet  voice,  though  broken  now  and  dying, 
The  loudest  still  the  tempest  leaves  behind ; 
Thy  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms,  and  the  rind, 
Chopp'd  by  the  axe,  looks  rough  and  little  worth. 
But  the  sap  lasts, — and  still  the  seed  we  find 
Sown  deep,  even  in  the  bosom  of  the  North ; 
So  shall  a  better  spring  less  bitter  iruit  bring  forth. 

XCIX. 

There  is  a  stem  round  tower  of  other  days,^ 
Firm  as  a  fortress,  with  its  fence  of  stone. 
Such  as  an  army's  baffled  strength  delays, 
Standing  with  half  its  battlements  alone. 
And  with  two  thousand  years  of  ivy  grown. 
The  garland  of  eternity,  where  wave 
The  green  leaves  over  all  by  time  o'erthrown  ;— 
What  was  this  tower  of  strength  ?  within  its  cave 
What  treasure  lay  so  lock'd,  so  hid  ? — ^A  woman's 
grave. 

C. 

But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead, 
Tomb'd  in  a  palace  ?  was  she  chaste  and  fair  ? 
Worthy  a  king's— or  more— a  Roman's  bed  ? 
What  race  of  chiefs  and  heroes  did  she  bear  ? 
What  daughter  of  her  beauties  was  the  heir  ? 
How  lived — ^how  loved — ^how  died  she  ?  Was  shs 
So  honor'd — and  conspicusly  there,  [not 

Where  meaner  relics  must  not  dare  to  rot. 
Placed  to  commemorate  a  more  than  mortal  lot  ? 

CI. 

Was  she  as  those  who  love  their  lords,  or  they 
Who  love  the  lords  of  others  ?  such  havo  been 
Even  in  the  olden  time,  Rome's  annals  say. 
Was  she  a  matron  of  Cornelia's  mien. 
Or  the  light  air  of  Egypt's  graceful  queen. 
Profuse  of  joy^— or  'gainst  it  did  she  war. 
Inveterate  in  virtue  ?  did  she  lean 
To  the  soft  side  of  the  heart,  or  wisely  bar 
Love  from  amongst  her  griefjB  ?— for  such  theafiba 
tionsare. 
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(SL 


Wltb  woes  Hr  beaTiar  thftn  the  ponderous  tomb 
Snt  weigh'd  upon  her  gentle  diut,  a  dond 
Higkt  gather  o*er  her  beantj,  and  a  gloom 
la  her  dark  eye,  prophetie  of  tiie  doom 
Haaren  giToa  its  fiiToritee    early  death ;  yet  ihed^ 
A  simsei  chann  anrand  her,  and  Oltune 
^th  heetio  li^t,  the  Hesperos  of  the  dead* 
Ofber  '"■>-"-*"g  oheefc  the  antnmaal  leaf-Uke  nd. 


om. 

Pfvdianoe  she  died  in  age— svrTiring  aU, 
Channsy  kindred,  children— with  the  silTer  gray 
On  her  long  tresses,  which  might  yet  recall, 
It  may  he,  still  a  something  of  the  day 
When  they  were  braided,  end  her  proud  array 
And  lorely  form  were  enned,  praised,  and  eyed 
By  Rome— Bat  whither  would  Conjecture  stray  ? 
Tims  madk  alone  we  know— Motella  died, 
fhe  wealthiest  Soman's  wife;  behold  his  love  or 

CIV. 

I  know  not  why    but  standing  thus  by  thee, 
It  seems  ss  if  I  had  thine  inmate  known, 
Thoatomb!  and  other  days  oome  hack  on  me 
With  recollected  music,  thongh  the  tone 
Is  dianged  and  solemn,  like  the  cloudy  grosn 
Of  dying  thunder  on  the  distant  wind  i 
Yet  could  I  eeat  me  by  this  ivied  stone 
TOl  I  had  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 
PcKBs  from  the  flowing  wreck  which  Buin  leaves 
behind; 

CV. 

And  ikon  the  planks,  fu  shattar'd  o'er  the  xo^», 
Built  me  a  little  bark  of  hope,  once  more 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  the  shocks 
Of  the  loud  breakers,  and  the  ceaselese  roar 
Which  rushes  on  the  solitary  shore 
Where  all  lies  founder'd  that  was  ever  dear : 
But  could  I  gather  from  the  wuTe-wom  store 
Enough  for  my  rude  boat,  where  should  I  steer  ? 
Chen  woos  no  home,  nor  hope,  nor  life,  ssTe  what 

is  here.  

CVL 

Then  let  tiie  winds  howl  on !  thefarhsimony 
Iftan  henceforth  be  my  music,  and  the  night 
The  sound  shsll  temper  with  the  owlets'  cry. 
As  I  now  hear  them,  in  the  feding  light 
IMm  o'er  the  bird  of  darkness'  native  site, 
Answexittg  each  other  on  the  Pa^tine,      [bright. 
With  their  large  eyes,  all  glistening  gray  and 
And  sailing  junions.— Upon  such  a  shrine 
What  are  our  petty  griefs  ?-4et  me  not  number 

cvn. 

Cypiew  snd  ivy,  weed  and  waBflower  groim 
Hatted  and  mass'd  together,  hillocks  heap'd 
On  what  were  ehambers,  arch  cmsh'd,  cohunn 

strewn  fsteep'd 

In  fragments,  choked  up  tsuHs,  and  frescoes 
In  subterranean  damps,  where  the  owl  peq>'d, 
Deeming  it  midnight: — Temides,  baths,  or  hsUs  ? 
Pnmounoe  who  esn ;  fior  all  that  Learning  reap'd 
Fmn  her  resesrdi  hath  been,  that  these  arewaUs— 
BdioM  the  Imperial  Mount  1  'tis  thus  the  mighty 

frais.« 
R 


CVIU. 


There  is  tiie  moral  of  aU  human  tales;** 
TiB  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past, 
first  Freedom,  and  then  Glory— when  that  laikt 
Wealth,  vice,  corruption,— barbaiiim  at  last. 
And  History,  with  all  her  volumes  vast. 
Hath  but  ONs  page,— 'tis  better  written  here, 
Where  gorgeous  Tyranny  had  thus  amass'd 
All  treasures,  all  delighti,  that  eye  or  ear, 
Heart,  soul  could  seek,  tongue  aak— Away  wiA 
words  1  draw  near, 

CIX. 

Admire,  exult— despise— laugh,  weep,— for  here 
There  is  such  matter  for  all  feeling : — ^Man  I 
Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear, 
Ages  and  realms  are  crowded  in  this  span, 
This  mountain,  whose  obliterated  plan 
The  pyramid  of  empires  pinnacled. 
Of  Glory's  gewgags  shining  in  the  van 
Till  the  sun's  rays  with  added  flame  were  flll'd  I 
Where  are  its  golden  roofs  ?  where  those  who  dsred 
to  build? 

ex. 

TuUy  was  not  so  eloquent  as  thou. 
Thou  nameless  column  with  the  buried  base ! 
What  are  the  laurels  of  the  Cesar's  brow  i 
Crown  me  with  ivy  from  his  dwelling-place. 
Whose  arch  or  piUar  meets  me  in  the  face, 
Titus  or  Trajan's  ?  No— 'tis  that  of  Time : 
Triumph,  arch,  pillar,  all  he  doth  displace 
Scoffing ;  and  apostolic  statues  climb 
To  crush  the  imperial  urn,  whose  ashes  slept  sob- 
lime,» 

CXI. 

Buried  in  air,  the  deep  blue  sky  of  Borne, 
And  looking  to  the  etars :  they  had  contain'd 
A  spirit  which  with  these  would  And  a  home 
The  last  of  those  who  o'er  the  whole  earth  reign'd. 
The  Roman  globe,  for  after  none  sustain'd. 
But  yielded  back  his  conquests :— he  was  more 
Than  a  mere  Alexander,  and,  unstain'd. 
With  household  blood  and  wine,  serenely  were 
His    sovereign    virtues— still  we  Tn^aa's  name 
adore.** 

CXII. 

Where  is  the  rock  of  Triumph,  the  high  place 
Where  Rome  embraced  her  heroes  ?  where  the 
Tarpeian  ?  fittest  goal  of  Treason's  race,      [ste«p 
The  promontory  whence  the  Traitor's  le^ 
Cured  all  ambition.    Did  the  oonquerers  heap 
Their  spoils  here  ?  Tes ;  and  in  yon  field  below, 
A  thousand  years  of  silenced  factions  sleep— 
The  Forum,  where  the  immortal  aeeents  g^ow. 
And  still  the  eloquant  air  breathes— buns  wttk 
Cicero  I 

cxm. 

The  field  of  freedom,  faction,  fame,  and  blood : 
Here  a  proud  ]MOple*s  passions  were  ei haled. 
From  the  first  hour  of  empire  in  the  bud 
To  that  when  further  worlds  to  conquer  ftdl'd ; 
But  long  before  had  freedom's  face  been  veO'd^ 
And  Anarchy  assumed  her  attributes ; 
Till  every  lawless  soldier  who  assail'd 
Trod  on  the^tren^Ung  senate's  slavish  mutes 
Or  raised  the  venal  voice  of  baser  prostitutes 


BYBOSrS  wosss. 


CXIV. 


Then  tozn  we  to  her  latest  tribime'a  name, 
From  her  ten  thousand  tyrants  turn  to  thee, 
Redeemer  of  dark  centuries  of  shame — 
The  friend  of  Petrarch — ^hope  of  Italy— 
Bienzi !  last  of  Romans !  While  the  tree» 
Of  freedom's  ^thered  trunk  puts  forth  a  leaf. 
Even  for  thy  tomb  a  garland  let  it  be— 
The  forum's  champion,  and  the  people's  chief— 
Her  new-bom  Numa  thou — with  reign,  alas !  too 
brief. 

cxv. 

Egeira !  sweet  creation  of  some  heart  ■* 
Which  found  no  mortal-resting-place  so  fair 
As  thine  ideal  breast ;  whate'cr  thou  art 
Or  wert, — a  young  Aurora  of  the  air, 
The  nympholepsy  of  some  fond  despair  i 
Or,  it  might  be,  a  beauty  of  the  earth. 
Who  found  a  more  than  common  votary  there 
Too  much  adoring ;  whatsoe'er  thy  birth, 
Ihou  wert  a  beautiful  thought,  and  softly  bodied 
forth. 

CXVI. 

The  mosses  of  thy  fountain  still  are  sprinkled 
With  thine  Elysion  water  drops ;  the  &ce 
Of  thy  cave^guarded  spring,  with  years  unwrinkled. 
Reflects  the  meek-eyed  genius  of  the  place. 
Whose  green,  wild  margin  now  no  more  erase 
Art's  works ;  nor  must  the  delicate  waters  sleep, 
Prison'd  in  marble,  bubbling  from  the  base 
Of  the  cleft  statue,  with  a  gentle  leap 
The  rill  runs  o'er,  and  round,  fern,  flowers,  and 
ivy  creep 

CXVII. 

Fantastically  tangled ;  the  green  hills 
Are  clothed  with  early  blossoms,  through  the  grass 
The  quick-eyed  lizard  rustles,  and  the  bills 
Of  summer-birds  sing  welcome  as  ye  pass; 
Flowers  fresh  in  hue,  and  many  in  their  class 
Implore  the  pausing  step,  and  with  their  dyes 
Dance  in  the  soft  breeze  in  a  fairy  mass ; 
The  sweetness  of  the  violet's  deep  blue  eyes, 
Kiss'd  by  the  breath  of  heaven,  seems  color'd  by  its 
skies. 

CXVIIL 

Here  didst  thou  dwell,  in  this  enchanted  cover, 
Egeria !  thy  aU  heavenly  bosom  beating 
For  the  far  footsteps  of  thy  mortal  lover ; 
The  purple  Midnight  veil'd  that  mystic  meeting 
With  her  most  starry  canopy,  and  seating 
Thyself  by  thine  adorer,  what  befell  ? 
This  eave  was  surely  shaped  out  for  the  greeting 
Of  an  enamoured  Goddess,  and  the  cell 
Haimtcd  by  holy  Love— the  earliest  oracle  I 

CXIX. 

And  didst  thou  not,  thy  breast  to  his  replying. 
Blend  a  celestial  with  a  human  heart; 
And  Love,  which  dies  as  it  was  bom,  in  sighing. 
Share  with  immortal  transports  ?  could  thine  art 
Hake  them  indeed  immortal,  and  impart 
The  purity  of  heaven  to  earthly  joys. 
Expel  the  venom  and  not  blunt  the  dar^— 
The  dull  satiety  which  all  destroys— 
|Lnd  root  from  out  the  soul  the  deadly  weed  which 
cloys? 


CSX, 


Alas!  our  young  affections  run  to  waste* 
Or  water  but  the  desert ;  whence  azise 
But  weeds  of  dark  luxuriance,  tares  of  haste, 
Rank  at  the  core,  though  tempting  to  the  eyes* 
Flowers  whose  wild  odors  breathe  but  agoniee» 
And  trees  whose  gums  are  poison ;  such  the  pltti-« 
Which  spring  beneath  her  steps  as  Passion  flies 
O'er  the  world's  wilderness,  and  vainly  pants 
For  some  celestial  fruit  forbidden  to  our  wants. 

•  CXXL 
Oh  Love  ?  no  habitant  of  earth  thou  ar^-> 
An  ufnseen  seraph,  we  believe  in  thee, 
A  faith  whose  martyrs  are  the  broken  heart, 
But  never  yet  hath  seen,  nor  e'er  shall  see 
The  naked  eye,  thy  form,  as  it  should  be ; 
The  mind  hath  made  thee,  as  it  peopled  heaven. 
Even  with  its  own  desiring  phantasy, 
And  to  a  thought  such  shape  and  image  given. 
As  haunts  the  unqucnch'd  soul — parch'd — ^weaiied-« 
wrung — and  riven. 

CXXII. 
Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  diseased, 
And  fevers  into  false  creation :— where, 
Where  are  the  forms  the  sculptor's  soul  hath  seized  ? 
In  him  alone.    Can  Nature  show  so  fair  ? 
Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dare 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  men. 
The  unreach'd  Paradise  of  our  despair, 
Which  o'er-informs  the  pencil  and  the  pen, 
And  overpowers  the  page  where  it  would  bloom 
again? 

CXXIII. 

Who  lores,  raves— 'tis  youth's  frenzy^-bnt  Uie  curs 
Is  bitterer  still ;  as  charm  by  charm  unwind 
Which  robed  our  idols,  and  we  see  too  sure 
Nor  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  from  out  the  mind's 
Ideal  shape  of  such ;  yet  still  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on, 
Reaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft-sown  winds ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun. 
Seems  ever  near  the  prize— wealthiest  when  most' 
undone. 

CXXIV. 

We  wxtiter  from  our  youth,  we  ga^  awsy^- 
Sick — sick ;  nnfound  the  boon— unalak'd  the  tiilrsSt, 
Though  to  the  last,  in  verge  of  our  decay. 
Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  sought  at  firsts* 
But  all  too  late, — so  are  we  doubly  curst. 
Love,  fame,  ambition,  avarice — 'tis  the  same, 
Each  idle — and  aU  ill— and  none  the  worst — 
For  all  are  meteors  with  a  diflisrent  name. 
And  Death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes  the 
flame. 

cxxv. 

Few^-^one-Hlfaid  what  they  love  or  eonld  httvs 

loved. 
Though  accident,  blind  contact,  and  the  strong 
Necessity  of  loving,  have  removed 
Antipathiee— but  to  recur,  ere  long, 
Envenom'd  with  irrevocable  wrong ; 
And  Circumstanoe,  that  unspiritnal  god 
And  miscreator,  makes  and  helps  along 
Our  coming  evils  with  a  eruteh-4ike  rod, 
Whose  touch  turns  Hope  to  diist,-^the  dust  we  sfl 

have  trod. 


OHiu»  HABou>«  raMttouca. 


CXXTL 

OvlHb  is  a  ft^be  mitiue    *tli  not  in 

The  kannony  of  tiungs,— tiiis  hard  doc»6» 

Tldi  nngradieablo  taint  of  tin, 

nil  bonndloatnpas,  this  all-blasting  tree, 

Wlioae  root  it  earth,  whoM  leavee  and  branohMbo 

The  skies  whieh  rain  their  plaguee  on  men  like 


Disease,  deati),  bondage— all  the  woes  we 

And  worse,  the  woes  we  see  not-^rhich  thiob 


Ihs  immedicable  sonl,  with  heart-aehss  ersr  nsw. 

cxxvn. 

Tet  let  na  ponder  boldljr— 'tis  a  base'' 
Abandonment  of  reason  to  resign 
Oar  light  of  thought— our  last  and  only  plaee 
Of  lefiage;  this,  at  least,  shall  still  be  mine : 
Thoogh  from  onr  birth  the  faculty  diTine 
Is  chain'd  and  tortored— eabin'd,  ctibb'd,  confined, 
And  bred  in  darkness,  lest  the  truth  should  shine 
Too  bristly  cm  the  nnprepszed  mind, 
The  besm  povn  in,  for  time  and  skill  will  eonch  the 
blind. 

cxxvm. 

Aldus  on  arches !  as  it  weare  that  Bome, 
CoOeeting  the  chief  trophies  of  her  line, 
Woald  bwdld  np  all  her  triumphs  in  <me  dome, 
Hev  Colisewn  stands ;  the  moonbeams  shine 
As  'twere  its  natural  torches,  for  divine 
Shoiddbe  the  light  which  streams  here,  to  illome 
This  loag^explored  bat  still  exhaustless  mine 
Of  contemplation ;  and  the  asore  gloom 
Of  an  Italian  night,  where  the  deep  skies 


CXXIX. 

floes  which  have  words,  and  speak  to  ye  of  hcaren, 
Floats  o'er  this  rast  and  wondrous  monument, 
And  shadows  forth  its  glory.    There  is  giyen 
TJnto  the  things  of  the  earth,  whieh  Time  hathbcnt, 
A  spirit's  feeling,  and  where  he  hath  leant 
Bm  hand,  but  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 
And  magic  in  the  roin'd  battlement, 
For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Host  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  down. 

CXXX. 

Oh'nme!  the  beasltter  of  the  dead, 
Adomer  oi  the  ruin,  comforter 
And  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  bled*> 
Time !  the  corrector  where  our  judgments  enr. 
The  test  of  truth,  lore,— «ole  philosopher, 
For  all  beside  are  sophists,  from  thy  thriit, 
'Whish  never  loses  though  it  doth  defer— 
Thae,  the  arenger !  unto  thee  I  lift 
My  hands,  and  eyes,  and  heart,  and  cmfo  of  thee  a 
gift: 

CXXXL 

Anidst  this  wreck,  where  thou  hast  made  ashrine 
And  temple  more  ditinely  desolate. 
Among  tiiy  ndghtiear  oiMngt  here  are  mine, 
Snins  of  yesr»--^oiigh  f^,  yet  ihll  of  fhte  >-* 
If  ^loo  hast  eror  seen  me  too  elate, 
0earmenot;  bstif  calmly  I  have  borne 
Good,  and  reserred  my  pnde  agalnot  the  hate 
Whieh  diall  not  whefan  me,  let  me  not  hare  worn 
This  iron  in  my  soul  in  Tain— shalllAsy  not  mourn  ? 


amiL 

And  inoii,  wne  now  yet  of  human  wrong 
Left  the  unbalanced  scale,  great  Nemesis !  *•  * 
Here,  where  the  sncient  paid  thee  homage  long^ 
Thou  who  didst  call  the  Furies  flrom  the  abyss, 
And  round  Orestes  bade  them  howl  and  hiss. 
For  that  unnatural  retribution— ^'ust. 
Had  it  but  been  from  hands  less  neai^— in  tUs 
Thy  former  realm,  I  call  thee  from  the  dust ! 
Dost  thou  not  hear  my  heart  ?->Awake  I  thoa  shalti 


cxxxm. 

It  is  not  that  I  may  not  hare  incurred 
For  my  ancestral  foults  or  mine  the  wound 
I  bleed  withal,  and,  had  it  been  confeir'd 
With  a  just  weapon,  it  had  flow'd  unbound ; 
3ut  now  my  blood  shall  not  sink  in  the  ground; 
To  thee  I  do  derote  it— Mov  shalt  take      [found. 
The  Tengeance,  which  shall  yet  be  sought  and 
Which  if  /  hsTO  not  taken  for  the  sake 
But  let  that  pass    I  sleep,  but  thou  shalt  yet  awake 

CXXXIV. 

And  if  my  Toioe  break  forth,  'tit  not  that  noir 
I  shrink  from  what  a  suffered :  let  him  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  my  brow, 
Or  seen  my  mind's  couTulsion  leave  it  weak ; 
But  in  this  page  a  record  will  I  seek. 
Not  in  the  air  shall  these  my  words  diqwrae. 
Though  I  be  ashes ;  a  far  hour  shall  wreak 
The  deep  prophetic  ftilneas  of  this  verse. 
And  pile  on  human  heads  the  mountain  of  my  curse  1 

cxxxv. 

That  eurse  shall  be  Forgiveness. — ^Have  I  not— 
Hear  me,  my  mother  Earth !  behold  it,  Heaven!— 
Have  I  not  had  to  wrestle  with  my  lot  ? 
Have  I  not  sufrcr*d  things  to  be  forgiven  ? 
Have  I  not  had  my  brain  seor'd,  my  heart  riven, 
Hopes  sapp'd,  name  blighted,  Life's  life  lied  away  I 
And  only  not  to  desperation  driven, 
Because  not  altogether  of  such  clay 
As  rots  into  the  souls  of  those  whom  I  survey. 

CXXXVI. 

From  mighty  wrongs  to  petty  perfidy 
Have  I  not  seen  what  human  tiungs  could  do  i 
From  the  loud  roar  of  foaming  calumny 
To  the  smaU  whisper  of  tiie  as  paltry  few. 
And  subtler  venom  of  the  reptile  erew, 
The  Janus  glance  of  whose  significant  eye, 
lieaming  to  lie  with  silence,  would  sssm  Inoi 
And  without  utterance,  save  the  shrug  ot  §1^ 
Deal  round  to  happy  fools  its  speechless  obloquy, 

CXXXYIL 

But  I  have  lived,  and  have  not  lived  in  vdn : 
My  mind  nuy  lose  its  force,  my  blood  its  fire, 
And  my  tnme  perish  even  in  conquering  pain ; 
But  there  ii  that  within  me  which  shall  tire 
Torture  and  Time,  and  breathe  when  I  expire; 
Something  unearthly,  which  they  deem  not  of, 
like  the  remember'd  tone  of  a  mute  lyre, 
Shall  on  their  soften'd  spirits  sink,  and  move 
In  hearti  all  rooky  now  the  late  remorse  of  love. 


eo 
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The  seal  is  set.— 'Now  welcoyne,  thou  dread  power ! 
Nameless,  yet  thus  omnipotent,  which  here 
Walk'st  in  the  shadow  of  the  midnight  hour 
T^ith  a  deep  awe,  yet  all  distinct  from  fear ; 
Thy  haunts  are  ever  where  the  dead  walls  rear 
Their  ivy  mantles,  and  the  solemn  scene 
Derives  from  thee  a  sense  so  deep  and  clear 
That  we  become  a  part  of  what  has  been, 
ibid  grow  unto  the  spot,  all-seeing  but  unseen. 

CXXXIX. 

And  here  the  buzz  of  eager  nations  ran, 
In  murmur'd  pity,  or  loud-roar'd  applause, 
As  man  was  slaughtered  by  his  fellow-man. 
And  wherefore  slaughter'd  ?  wherefore,  but  because 
Such  were  the  bloody  Circus'  genial  laws. 
And  the  imperial  pleasure. — ^Whercfore  not  ? 
What  matters  where  we  fall  to  fill  the  maws 
Of  worms — on  battle-plains  or  listed  spot  ? 
Both  are  but  theatres  where  the  chief  actors  rot. 

CXL. 

I  tee  before  me  the  Gladiator  lie :  ^ 
He  leans  upon  his  hand— his  manly  brow 
Consents  to  death,  but  conquers  agony. 
And  his  droop*d  head  sinks  gradually  low-» 
And  through  his  side  the  last  drops,  ebbing  slow 
From  the  red  gash,  fall  heavy,  one  by  one, 
like  the  first  of  a  thunder-shower ;  and  now 
The  arena  swims  around  him— he  is  gone, 
0re  ceased  the  inhuman  shout  which  hail*d  the 
wretch  who  won. 

CXLI. 

He  heard  it,  but  he  heeded  not— his  eyes 
Were  with  his  heart,  and  that  was  far  away. 
He  reck'd  not  of  the  life  he  lost  nor  prize, 
But  where  his  rude  hut  by  the  Danube  lay, 
J%ere  were,  his  young  barbarians  all  at  play, 
There  was  their  Dacian  mother, — ^he,  their  sire, 
Butcher 'd  to  make  a  Roman  holiday — *> 
AH  this  rush'd  with  his  blood— Shall  he  expire 
And  unavenged  ? — ^Arise !  ye  Goths,  and  glut  your 
ire! 

CXLII. 

But  here,  where  Murder  breathed  her  bloody  steam. 
And  here,  where  buzzing  nations  choked  the  ways. 
And  roar'd  or  murmur'd  like  a  mountain  stream 
Dashing  or  winding  as  its  torrent  strays ; 
Here*  where  the  Roman  million's  blame  or  praise 
Was  death  or  life,  the  playthings  of  a  crowd,^^ 
My  voice  sounds  much — and  fall  the  stars'  faintrays 
On  the  arena  void— seats  cmsh'd— -walls  bow'd— 
And  galleries,  where  my  steps  seem  echoes  strangely 
loud. 

C^LIII. 

A  ruin— yet  what  ruin !  from  its  mass 
Walls,  palaces,  half-cities  have  been  rear'd; 
Yet  oft  the  enormous  skeleton  ye  pass. 
And  marvel  where  the  spoil  could  have  appear'd. 
Hath  it  indeed  been  plunder'd,  or  but  clear'd  ? 
Alas !  developed,  opens  the  decay, 
When  the  colossal  fabric's  form  is  near'd; 
It  will  not  bear  the  brightness  of  the  di^, 
Which  streams  too  much  on  all  years,  man,*h&va 
leftamty. 


GXXXV. 


But  when  the  rising  moon  be^ns  to  eUmb 
Its  topmost  arch,  and  gently  pauses  there; 
When  the  stars  twinkle  through  the  loops  of  tim^ 
And  the  low  night-breeze  waves  along  the  air 
The  garland-forest,  which  the  gray  walls  wear, 
Like  laurels  on  the  bald  first  Cesar's  head;  ^ 
When  the  light  shines  serene  but  doth  not  glaie 
Then  in  this  magio  circle  raise  the  dead : 
Heroes  have  trod  this  spot— 'tis  on  their  dustyt 
tread. 

CXLV. 

'*  While  stands  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  stand ;  * 
*<When  falls  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  fall; 
"And  when  Rome  falls— the  World."    From  oar 

own  land 
Thus  spake  the  pilgrims  o'er  this  mighty  wall 
In  Saxon  times,  which  we  are  wont  to  call 
Ancient ;  and  these  three  mortal  things  are  still 
On  their  foundations,  and  unalter'd  all ; 
Rome  and  her  Ruin  past  Redemption's  skiU, 
The  World,  the  same  wide  den — of  thieves,  or  what 

ye  wilL 

CXLVL 

Simple,  erect,  severe,  austere,  sublime — 
Shrine  of  all  saints  and  temple  of  all  gods, 
From  Jove  to  Jesus — spared  and  blest  by  time ;  ^ 
Looking  tranquillity,  while  falls  or  nods 
Arch,  empire,  each  thing  round  thee,  andmanplodi 
His  way  through  thorns  to  ashes — glorious  dome ! 
Shalt  thou  not  last  ?    Time's  scythe  and  tyrant's 
Shiver  upon  thee — sanctuary  and  home  [rods 

Of  art  and  Piety — Pantheon ! — ^pride  of  Rome ! 

CXLVIL 

Relic  of  nobler  days,  and  noblest  arts ! 
Despoil'd  yet  perfect,  with  thy  circle  spreads 
A  holiness  appealing  to  all  hearts-^ 
To  art  a  model ;  and  to  him  who  treads 
Rome  for  the  sake  of  ages.  Glory  sheds 
Her  light  through  thy  sole  aperture ;  to  those 
Who  worship,  here  are  altars  for  their  beads ; 
And  they  who  feel  for  genius  may  repose 
Their  eyes  on  honored  forms,  whose  busts  around 
them  close.® 

CXLVIIL 

There  is  a  dimgeon,  in  whose  dim  drear  light** 
What  do  I  gaze  on  ?    Nothing:  Look  again ! 
Two  forms  are  slowly  shadow'd  on  my  sight- 
Two  insulated  phantoms  of  the  brain : 
It  is  not  so ;  I  see  them  full  and  plains- 
An  old  man,  and  a  female  young  and  fitur, 
Fresh  as  a  nursing  mother,  in  whose  vein 
The  blood  is  nectar :— but  what  does  she  there, 
With  her  unmantled  neck,  and  bosom  white  and 
bare? 

CXLIX. 

Full  swells  the  deep  pure  fountain  of  young  life. 
Where  an  the  heart,  and  Jrom  the  heart  we  took 
Our  first  and  sweetest  nurture,  when  the  wife* 
Blest  into  mother,  in  the  innocent  look, 
Or  even  the  piping  cry  of  lips  that  brook 
No  pain  and  small  suspense,  a  joy  perceives 
Man  knows  not,  when  from  out  its  oradled  nook 
She  sees  her  little  bud  put  forth  its  leave»— 
What  may  the  fruit  be  yet  ^— I  know  not— Cain  wm 
Sve's. 


CSSLDM  HABOUM  PiLOBIMAOB. 


CL. 

Bst  Iwte  ywfttk  dflbn  to  old  age  the  food, 
Tk«  suHk  of  biB  oim  gift : — it  is  her  sire 
To  vbom  she  rendecs  back  the  dd»t  of  blood 
Bom  with,  her  birth.  No;  he  shall  not  expire 
While  in  thoee  mnn  end  loTely  reins  the  fire 
Of  heelth  and  holy  feeling  eaa  proride  piigher 
Greet  Natoze*s  Nile,  whose  deep  stream  rises 
Than  Egypt's  riTer  :<--from  that  gentle  side 
Pnnk,  drink  and  live,  old  man !  Hearen's  realm 
holds  90  such  tide. 

CLI. 

The  starry  &ble  of  the  milky  way 
Has  not  Hiy  story's  purity ;  it  is 
A  constellation  of  a  sweeter  lay. 
And  sacred  Nature  trinmphs  more  in  this 
Bcverse  of  her  decree,  than  in  the  abyss 
Where  spaiUe  distant  worlds  :^0h,  holiest  nmse ! 
No  dnp  of  that  clear  stream  its  way  shall  miss 
To  thy  aire's  heert,  replenishing  its  sooree 
With  hie,  aa  oox  freed  sonk  rejoin  the  unirerse. 

CLH. 

Tun  to  the  Mole  which  Hadrian  rear*d  on  high,^ 
Imperial  mimic  of  old  Egypt's  piles, 
Colossal  copyist  of  deformity, 
Whose  traTell'd  phantasy  from  the  far  Nile's 
Enennons  model,  doom'd  the  artist's  toils 
To  boild  for  giants,  and  for  his  Tain  earth. 
His  shnmken  ashes,  raise  this  dome :  How  smiles 
The  gsMx's  eye  with  philosophic  mirth, 
le  Tiew  the  hnge  design  which  sprang  from  such  a 
fairth! 

CLni. 

Bat  lo  I — the  dome — the  vast  and  wondrous  dome,* 
To  which  Diana's  marrel  was  a  cell — 
Christ's  mighty  shrine  aboTc  his  martyr's  tomb  1 
I  have  beheld  the  Ephesian's  miracle- 
Its  oolmnna  strew  the  wilderness,  and  dwell 
The  hyena  and  the  jackall  in  their  shade ; 
I  hare  beheld  Sophia's  bright  roofs  swell 
Then  glittering  mass  i'  the  sun,  and  hare  survey'd 
Its  sanctuary  the  while  the  usuxping  Moslem  pray'd  j 

CLIV. 

But  thou,  of  temples  old,  or  altars  new, 
Standest  alone — ^with  nothing  like  to  thee — 
Wor^est  of  God,  the  holy  and  the  true, 
Since  Zion's  desolation,  when  that  He 
Fonook  his  former  city,  what  could  be. 
Of  earthly  structures,  in  his  honor  piled. 
Of  a  Bublimer  aspect  ?    Majesty, 
Power,  Glory,  Strength,  and  Beauty,  all  are  aisled 
In  this  eternal  ark  of  worship  undefiled. 

CLV. 

Enter:  its  grandeur  oTerwhefans  thee  not ; 
And  why  ?  it  is  not  lessen'd ;  but  thy  mind, 
Expsnded  by  the  genius  of  the  spot. 
Has  grown  colossal,  and  ean  only  find 
A  fit  aboda  wherein  appear  enahiined 
Thy  hopes  of  immortality ;  and  thou 
Shalt  one  day,  if  found  worthy,  so  defined, 
See  thy  God  fooe  to  &ee,  as  thou  dost  now 
ffis  Holy  of  Holier  nor  be  blasted  by  his  blow. 


CLVI. 

Thou  movest— "but  increasing  with  the  bdTsnet, 
like  climbing  some  great  Alp,  which  still  doth  rise, 
DecdTcd  by  its  gigantic  elegance ; 
Yastness  which  grows— but  grows  to  hanDoniz»-«  . 
AH  musical  in  its  immensities ;  [flame 

Rich  marbles— richer  painting — shrines  where 
The  lamps  of  gold^-and'haughty  dome  which  Ties 
In  air  with  Earth's  chief  structure,  though  their 

frame 
Sits  on  the  firm-set  ground— and  this  the  doods 

ttnst  HfiF) 

CLVII. 

Thou  seest  not  all ;  but  piecemeal  thou  mustbrea& 
To  seperate  contemplation,  the  great  whole ; 
And  as  the  ocean  many  bays  will  make. 
That  ask  the  eye— so  here  condense  thy  soul 
To  more  immediate  objects,  and  control 
Thy  thoughts  vntU  thy  mind  hath  got  by  heart 
Its  eloquent  proportions,  and  unroll 
In  mighty  graduations,  part  by  part, 
The  glory  which  at  once  upon  thee  did  not  dart, 

CLVnL 

Not  by  its  fault— but  thine :  Our  ontward  sense 
Is  but  of  gradual  grasp— and  as  it  is 
That  what  we  hare  of  feeling  most  intense 
Outstrips  our  faint  expression ;  eren  so  this 
Outshining  and  o'eiwhelming  edifice 
Fools  our  fond  gaze,  and  greatest  of  the  great 
Defies  at  first  our  Nature's  littleness. 
Till,  growing  with  its  growth,  we  thus  dilate 
Our  spirits  to  the  sixe  of  what  tiiey  contemplate. 

CLIX. 

Then  pause,  and  be  enlightened ;  there  is  more 
In  such  a  surrey  than  the  sating  gase 
Of  wonder  pleased,  or  awe  which  would  adore 
The  worship  of  the  place,  or  the  mere  praise 
Of  art  and  its  great  maaters,  who  could  raise 
What  former  time,  nor  skill,  nor  thought  oould 
The  fountain  of  sublimity  displays  [plan : 

Its  depth,  and  thence  may  draw  the  mind  of  man 
Its  golden  sands,  snd  learn  what  great  ooneeptiona 
can. 

CLX. 

Or,  turning  to  the  Vatican,  go  see 
LaoccoOn's  torture  dignifying  pain — 
A  father's  lore  and  mortal's  agony 
With  an  immortal's  patience  blending :— ^Vain 
The  struggle ;  Tain,  against  the  coiling  strain 
And  gripe,  and  deepening  of  the  dragon's  grasp. 
The  old  man's  clench ;  the  long  euTenomcd  chai« 
RiTets  the  liTing  links,— the  enormous  asp 
Bnfoffoes  pang  on  pang,  and  stifles  gasp  on  gasp. 

CLXL 

Or  Tiew  the  Lord  of  the  unerring  bow, 
The  God  of  life,  and  poesy,  and  light— 
The  Sun  in  human  limbs  array'd,  and  brow 
AU  radiant  f^m  his  triumph  in  the  fight ; 
The  shaft  hal^  just  been  shot— the  arrow  bright 
With  an  immortal's  Tengeance ;  in  his  eye 
And  nostril  beautiful  disdain,  and  might, 
And  miyesty,  flash  their  foil  lightnings  by 
,  OerelopiDg  in  that  one  ^bnce  the  Deity 
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CLxn. 


But  in  his  delicate  form — ^a  dream  of  LoTei 
Shaped  by  some  solitary  nymph,  whose  breast 
Long'd  for  a  deathless  loTer  from  aboTe^ 
And  madden'd  in  that  vision — are  ezprest 
All  that  ideal  beauty  ever  bless'd 
The  mind  with  in  its  most  unearthly  mood. 
When  each  conceptioil  was  a  heavaily  guest— 
A  ray  of  immortality — and  stood, 
Starlike,  around,  imtil  they  gathered  to  a  god  ! 

CLXIII. 

And  if  it  be  Prometheus  stole  from  Heaven 
The  fire  which  we  endure,  it  was  repaid 
By  him  to  whom  the  energy  was  given 
Which  this  poetic  marMc  hath  array'd 
With  an  eternal  glory— which,  if  made 
By  human  hands,  is  not  of  human  thought ; 
And  Time  himself  hath  hallow'd  it,  nor  laid 
One  ringlet  in  the  dust— nor  hath  it  caught 
II  tinge  of  years,  but  breathes  the  flame  with  which 
'twas  wrought. 

CLXIV. 

Bat  wher0  is  he,  the  Pilgrim  of  my  song, 
The  being  who  upheld  it  through  the  past  ? 
Methinks  he  oometh  late  and  tarries  long. 
He  is  no  more— ^ese  breathings  are  his  last. 
His  wanderings  done,  his  visions  ebbing  fast, 
And  he  himself  as  nothing : — if  he  was 
Aught  but  a  phantasy,  and  could  be  class'd 
With  forms  which  live  and  stiffer— let  that 
His  shadow  fades  away  into  Destruction's  mass, 

OLXV. 

Which  gathers  shadow,  substance,  Ufe»  and  all 
That  we  inherit  in  its  mortal  shroud, 
And  spreads  the  dim  and  universal  pall       [cloud 
Through  which  all  things  grow  phantoms ;  and  the 

.  Between  us  sinks  and  all  which  ever  glow'd, 
Till  Glory's  self  is  twilight,  and  displays 
A  melancholy  halo  scarce  allow*d 
To  hover  on  the  verge  of  darkneiw ;  rays 

Sadder  than  saddest  night,  for  they  distract  the  gase, 

CLXVI. 

And  send  us  prying  into  the  abyss 
To  gather  what  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
Shall  be  resolved  to  something  less  than  this 
Its  wretched  essence ;  and  to  dream  of  fame, 
And  to  wipe  the  dust  from  off  the  idle  name 
We  never  more  shall  hear,— but  never  more* 
Oh,  happier  thought !  can  we  be  made  the  same : 
It  is  enough  in  sooth  that  onee  we  bore 
these  fardels  of  the  heart-^he  heart  whose  sweat 
was  gore. 

CLxvn. 

Hark!  forth  frmn  the  abyss  a  voice  pioeeedfl, 
A  long  low  distant  murmur  of  dread  sound, 
Such  as  arises  when  a  nation  bleeds 
With  some  deep  and  immedicable  wound ;  [ground. 
Through  storm  and  darkness  yawns  die  rending 
The  gulf  is  thick  with  phantoms,  but  the  chief 
Seems  royal  still,  though  with  her  head  disotuw'd, 
And  pale,  but  lovely,  with  maternal  grief 
She  clasps  a  babe  to  wHom  her  breast  yields  no  nSef. 


CLxym. 


Scion  of  chiefs  and  monarehs,  where  art  tbou  ? 
Fond  hope  of  many  nations,  art  thou  dead  ? 
Could  not  the  grave  forget  thee,  and  lay  low 
Some  less  migestic,  less  beloved  head  ? 
In  the  sad  midnight,  while  thy  heart  still  bled. 
The  mother  of  a  moment,  o'er  thy  boy, 
Death  hush'd  that  pang  for  ever  -,  with.thee  fled 
The  present  happiness  and  promised  joy 
Which  fill'd  the  imperial  isles  so  full  it  seem'd  to  cloy 

CLXIX. 

Feasants  bring  forth  in  safety. — Can  it  be, 
Oh  thou  that  wert  so  happy,  so  adored ! 
Those  who  weep  not  for  kings  shall  weep  for  thee, 
And  Freedom's  heart,  grown  heavy,  cease  to  hoard 
Her  many  griefs  for  Onb;  for  she  had  pour'd 
Her  orisons  for  thee,  and  o'er  thy  head 
Beheld  her  Iris.— Thou,  too,  lonely  lord, 
And  desolate  consort-mainly  wert  thou  wed  I 
The  husband  of  a  year !  the  father  of  the  dead  t 

CLXX. '       / 

Of  sackcloth  was  thy  wedding  garment  made ; 
Thy  bridal's  fruit  is  ashes :  in  the  dust 
The  fair-hair'd  Daughter  of  the  Isles  is  laid. 
The  love  of  millions !  How  we  did  intrust 
Futurity  to  her !  and,  though  it  must 
Darken  above  our  bones,  yet  fondly  deem'd 
Our  children  should  obey  her  child,  and  bless'd 
Her  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  whose  promise  seem'd 
like  stars  to  shepherd's  eyes :— 'twas  but  a  meteor 
beam'd. 

CLXXI. 

Wo  unto  us,  not  her ;  for  she  sleeps  well : 
The  fickle  reek  of  popular  breath,  the  tongue 
Of  hollow  counsel,  the  false  oracle. 
Which  from  the  birth  of  monarchy  hath  run^^ 
Its  knell  in  princely  ears,  till  the  o'erstung 
Nations  have  arm'd  in  madness,  the  strange  fate^ 
Which  stumbles  mightiest  soverdgns,  and  hath 
Against  thair  blind  omnipotence  a  weight    [flung 
Within  the  opposing  scale,  which  crushes  soon  oi 
late,— 

CLXXn. 

These  might  have  been  her  destiny ;  but  no. 
Our  hearts  deny  it :  and  so  young,  so  fair. 
Good  without  effort,  great  without  a  foe ; 
But  now  a  bride  and  mother— and  now  there  ! 
How  many  ties  did  that  stem  moment  tear ! 
From  thy  Sire's  to  his  humblest  subject's  breast 
Is  link'd  the  electric  chain  of  that  despair, 
Whose  shock  was  as  an  earthquake's,  and  oppresJ 
The  land  which  loved  thee  so  that  none  could  lovt 
thee  best. 

CLXXIII. 

w  Lo,  Nemi !  navcU'd  in  the  woody  hills 
So  fax,  that  the  uprooting  wind  which  tears 
The  oak  from  his  foundation,  and  which  spiUt 
The  ocean  o'er  its  boundary,  and  bears 
Its  foam  against  the  skies,  reluctant  spares 
The  oval  mirror  of  thy  glassy  lake ; 
And,  calm  as  cherish'd  hate,  its  surface  weati 
A  deep  eold  settled  aspect  nought  can  shake* 
An  coil'd  into  itself  and  rounds  as  sleeps  the  snate 
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cExxrr. 

Aad  near  Albano't  scarce  diyided  myes 
Shine  from  a  sister  ralley ; — and  afar 
The  Tiber  winds,  and  the  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast  where  sprang  the  Epic  war, 
"Arms  and  the  Man,'*  whose  reascending  star 
Bo«e  o*er  an  empire : — bat  beneath  thy  right 
ToUy  reposed  from  Rome ; — and  where  jon  bar 
Of  girdling  moontains  intercepts  the  sight, 
rheSaJnne  Una  was  tilled,  the  weary  bards  dd%ht.^> 

CLXXV. 

But  I  forget. — ^My  Pilgrim's  shrine  is  won, 
And  he  and  I  mnst  part,~-«o  let  it  be,-— 
His  task  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done ; 
Yet  once  more  let  ns  look  upon  the  sea ; 
The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  him  and  me, 
And  from  the  Alban  Mount  we  now  behold 
Oar  friend  of  yoath,  that  ocean,  which  when  we 
Beheld  it  last  by  Calpe's  rock  onfold 
Those  waves,  we  follow'd  on  till  the  dork  Boxine 
n^'d 

CLXXVL 

Upon  the  blue  Sympl^ades :  long  years—* 
Long,  thongh  not  rery  many,  since  haTe  done 
Thar  work  on  both;  some  si:uS'ering  and  some  tears 
Have  left  as  nearly  where  we  had  began : 
Yet  not  in  rain  oar  moral  race  hath  ran, 
We  have  had  oar  reward-— and  it  is  here : 
That  we  can  yet  feel  gladden'd  by  the  son, 
And  nap  from  earth,  sea,  joy  almost  as  dear 
As  if  tfaue  were  no  man  to  trooble  what  is  dear. 


CLXXVII. 

Oh!  that  the  desert  were  my  dweUing^laoe, 
With  one  fair  Spirit  for  my  minister, 
That  I  ought  an  forget  the  homan  race, 
And,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her ! 
Ye  Blements ! — in  whose  ennobling  stir 
I  ISkI  myself  exalted— Can  ye  not 
Aococd  me  sach  a  being  ?  Bo  I  err 
la  deeming  saeh  inhabit  many  a  spot  ? 
Thoagh  with  them  to  conTerse  can  rarely  be  our  lot 


CLXXVin. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods. 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore, 
There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes. 
By  tile  deep  Sea,  and  mosie  in  its  roar : 
IloTe-Bot  Han  the  less,  bat  Nature  more, 
Ftom  these  oor  isterriews,  in  which  I  stcAl 
Ttom  aH  I  may  be,  or  have  been  before, 
To  mingle  with  the  UniYezse,  and  feel 
Vhs^  I  can  ne'er  express,  yet  cannot  all  conceal. 


CLXXEL. 

Boll  QB,  thon  deep  and  dark  bine  ocaaa— roll  I 
Ten  thooaand  fleets  sweep  oTer  thee  in  Tain; 
Man  marks  tiie  earth  with  ruinr-his  control 
Stops  witb  the  ihote^F— «pon  the  watevy  ]^aia 


The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remaia 
A  shadow  of  man's  rayage,  save  his  own. 
When,  for  a  moment,  Uke  a  drop  of  rain. 
He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan, 
Without  a  grave,  unknell'd,  uncofHn'd,  and  un- 
known. 

CLXXX. 

"Bjm  steps  are  not  upon  thy  paths,— thy  fields 
Are  not  a  spoil  for  him,— thou  dost  aritio    [wields 
And  shake  him  from  thee :  the  Tilo  strength  ha 
For  esrth's  destruction  thou  dost  all  despise, 
Spuming  him  from  thy  bosom  to  the  skies, 
And  send'st  him,  shivering  in  thy  playful  spray 
And  howling,  to  his  Oods,  where  haply  lies 
His  petty  hope  in  some  near  port  or  buy, 
And  dashest  him  again  to  earth : — there  let  him  lay. 


CLXXXI. 

The  armaments  which  thunderstrike  the  walls 
Of  rock-built  dties,  bidding  nations  quake. 
And  monarchs  tremble  in  their  capitals. 
The  oak  leviathans,  whose  huge  ribs  make 
Their  clay  creator  tiie  vain  title  take 
Of  lord  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  war: 
These  are  thy  toys,  and,  as  the  snowy  flake. 
They  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  waves,  which  mar 
Alike  the  Armada's  pride,  or  spoils  of  Trafalgar. 


CLXXXII. 


Thy  shores  are  empires,  changed  in  all  save  t 
Assyria,  Greece,  Borne,  Carthage,  what  are  they  ) 
Thy  waters  wasted  them  while  they  were  free^ 
And  many  a  tyrant  since ;  their  shores  obey 
The  stranger,  slave,  or  savage ;  their  decay 
Has  dried  up  realms  to  deserts :— not  so  thou, 
Unchangeable  save  to  thy  wild  waves*  play— 
Time  writes  no  wrinkle  on  thy  asure  brow- 
Such  aa  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  rollest  now. 


CLxxxnr. 


Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Almighty's  i 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests :  in  all  time, 
Calm  or  convulsed — ^in  breeze,  or  gale,  or  storm, 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
Dark-heaving ;— boundless,  endless,  and  sublime— 
The  image  of  Eternity — ^the  throne 
Of  the  Invisible ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  sons 
Obeys  thee;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomless 
alone. 

CLXXXIV. 

And  I  have  loved  thee,  Ocean !  and  my  joy 
Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 
Bome,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward :  from  a  boy 
I  wanton'd  with  thy  breakers— they  to  me 
Were  a  delight ;  and  if  the  freshening  sea 
Made  them  a  terror — 'twas  a  pleasing  fear. 
For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  thee. 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near, 
And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane— aa  I  do  hara. 
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CfLXXXV. 


Hy  task  is  done — ^my  song  hath  ceaacd— my  tiieme 
Has  died  into  an  echo ;  it  is  fit 
The  spell  should  break  of  this  protnu^ted  dream. 
The  torch  shall  be  extinguished  which  hath  lit 
My  midnight  lamp— end  what  is  writ,  is  writ,— 
Would  it  were  worthier !  but  I  am  not  now 
That  which  I  have  been — and  my  visions  flit 
Less  palpably  before  me— and  the  glow 
Which  in  my  spirit  dw^elt  is  fluttering,  faint,  and  low. 


diXXXVI. 


Farewell !  a  word  that  must  be,  and  hath  1 
A  sound  which  makes  us  linger ;-— yet-— farewell » 
Ye !  who  have  traced  the  Pilgrim  to  the  scene 
Which  is  his  last,  if  in  your  memories  dwell 
A  thought  which  once  was  his,  if  on  ye  swell 
A  single  recollection,  not  in  vain 
He  wore  his  sandal-shoon  and  scallop-shell ; 
Farewell !  with  him  alone  may  rest  the  pain, 
If  such  there  were— with  you,  the  moral  of  his  strain 


NOTES  TO  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


CANTO  I. 


Tet  I  tigJCd  o^er  Ddphffi  long  deterted  ahrine. 
Stansa  i.  line  6. 

Thb  little  villaffe  of  Castri  stands  partly  on  the 
■ite  of  Delphi.  Along  the  path  of  the  mountain, 
from  Chrysso,  are  the  remams  of  sepulchres  hewn 
in  and  from  the  rock.  '*  One,"  said  the  ^de,  **  of 
a  king  who  broke  his  neck  hunting."  His  majesty 
had  certainly  chosen  the  fittest  spot  for  such  an 
achievement. 

A  Uttle  above  Castri  is  a  cave,  supposed  the 
Pythian,  of  immense  depth ;  the  upper  part  of  it  is 
paved,  and  now  a  cow-house. 

On  the  other  side  of  Castri  stands  a  Greek 
monast^y ;  some  way  above  which  is  the  cleft  in 
the  rock,  with  a  range  of  caverns  difficult  of  ascent, 
and  apparenUy  leading  to  the  interior  of  the  moun- 
tain; probably  to  the  Corycian  Cavern  mentioned 
by  Pausahias  From  this  part  descend  the  fountain 
and  the  "Dews  of  Castalie." 


And  rest  ye  at  otar  "  Lady's  house  of  too.'* 

Stansa  xz.  line  4. 
The  Convent  of  "Our  Lady  of  Punishment." 
^ofsa  Senora  de  Pena,*  on  the  summit  of  the  rock. 
Below,  at  some  distance,^  is  the  Cork  Convent, 
where  St.  Honorius  dug  his  den,  over  which  is  his 
epitaph.  From  the  hills,  the  sea  adds  to  the  beauty 
of  the  view. 


•  Blnee  Ihe  iwUkialao  of  this  poem,  I  havt  been  infifnwd  «r  Ok  n^ 
iKMiaB  of  the  mrm  Notm  Semora  d»  An*.  It  «u  oviiif  ie  the  wuA  of 
the  iBdf,  OT  matk  orar  tht  fs  vbkh  Mltn  ilw  Mgalfiaatioo  of  (be  w«iid :  wlih 
lUFmSaifnifiMarock;  vithoulk,i>«iwliutheieiuelMbp(ed.  Idonot 
lUtik  h  weeamj  to  nller  iba  peaage,  m,  though  the  eommon  aooepln ' 
tflbudtoHli  ''OarLwIjoftlMBadt,"  I  mr j  mfl  ■■luiii  ilimiilim  iii 
b«M  tfa*  ■«T«lilei  jndlMd  ten. 


Throuyhaut  this  jntrpk  kmd,  where  law  secures  not 
Kfe,  Stanza  xzl.  line  last. 

It  is  a  well  known  &et,  that  in  the  year  1809  the 
assassinations  in  the  streets  of  Lisbon  and  its 
vicinity  were  not  confined  by  the  Portuguese  to 
their  countrymen ;  but  that  Englishmen  were  daily 
butchered :  and  so  far  from  redress  being  obtained, 
we  were  requested  not  to  interfere  if  we  perceired 
any  compatriot  defending  himself  against  his  allies. 
I  was  once  stopped  in  the  way  to  the  theatre  at 
eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  the  streets  were 
not  more  empty  than  they  generally  are  at  that 
hour,  opposite  to  an  open  shop  and  in  a  caxriage 
with  a  friend :  had  we  not  fortunately  been  armed, 
I  have  not  the  least  doubt  that  we  should  have 
adorned  a  tale  instead  of  telling  one.  The  crime 
of  assassination  is  not  confined  to  Portugal;  in 
Sicilv  and  Malta  we  are  knocked  on  the  head  at  a 
handsome  average  nightly,  and  not  a  Sicilian  or 
Maltese  is  ever  punished ! 


Behold  the  haU  where  ehitfs  were  late  eorwened! 
Stanza  xziv.  line  1. 

The  Convention  of  Cintra  vras  liflned  in  the 
palace  of  the  Marchese  Marialva.  Thelate  exploits 
of  Lord  Wellington  have  effaced  the  foUies  of 
Cintra.  He  has,  indeed,  done  wonders;  he  has 
perhaps  changed  the  character  of  a  nation,  recon 
died  rival  superstitions,  and  baffled  an  enemy  who 
never  retreated  before  his  predecessors. 

5.    ^ 

Yet  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay. 

Stanza  zxix.  hne  1. 
The  extent  of  Mafra  is  prodigious ;  it  contains  s 


KOTSS  TO  CnUP  gjWWJV  PUjOBDCAOB. 

14. 


fikw,  I— Wit,  — ^  —rt  wyrt  dbaneh.  Tktds 
onaat  we  tlis  nMi  beaatOul  I  ever  beheld^  In 
pout  of  dflootrntioiu ;  ir«  did  not  hear  them,  but 
WKt  told  that  thoir  tones  were  coirespondont  to 
tttg  mlendor.  Mafrm  n  totmod  the  BmuxuI  of 
AvtogoL 

ITeff  dMA  £A«  S^Mmuh  kmd  ths  diferenc§  kmw 
*1Wu<  kim  mmd  iMtian  $lav0,  th»  httett  of  the  km. 
Stanza  zxxiii.  lines  8  and  9. 

As  I  fiiiuid  tlko  PwtngvMo,  so  I  have  ebaraetKuwd 
fhesa.  That  tktj  an  sinoe  imptoTod,  at  least  in 
ssviago,  iaevideni. 

7. 
Whm  Osaa't  trmUor  nrtjint  eaWd  tK»  hand 
Thai  dfei  tkjf  tmomUain  tirmtwu  wUk  GdMe  pore. 
Stansa  zxxt.  lines  3  and  4. 
Oomit  J«liaa*8  danghter,  the  Helea  of  Spain. 
Psiagiws  praorred  hk  iadependflBee  in  the  £ut- 
I  of  mt  Aatorias,  and  um  deseendants  of  his 
a,  after   some  eentnries,  completed   their 
i  \fj  the  coaqnest  of  Orsoada 


Jiol  MUMpetdt.KeehmUa,  «  VivdeilUyr 
Stsaia  xlTiii.  line  5. 


"Thrft  d  Bey  Fernando  V 
'I   is  the  choms  of 


'  Ijong  lire  King  Fer- 
moet  of  the  Spanish 
patriotie  songs:  ther  are  efaieflj  in  dispraise  of  the 
•Id  kmg  Charles,  mm  (teeen,  and  the  Prince  of 
Pteaea.  l  have  heard  many  of  them ;  some  of  the 
asrs  are  beantifiil.  Oodoy.  the  Prineipe  de  ia  Paz, 
was  bom  at  Badajos,  on  the  frontiers  of  Portugal, 
and  vas  oriflsaally  in  the  ranks  of  the  Spanish 
Ouarda,  till  nia  penon  attracted  the  queen's  eyes, 
and  raised  him  to  the  dukedom  of  Alcudia,  &c.  &c. 
It  is  to  Mi  asan  that  the  Spaniards  uniTersally 
impute  idm  van,  of  their  country. 


Ikmn  m  hU  cap  the  badge  of  crinuon  hue, 
W^JUek  Ua$  yofi  whom  to  efStm  and  whom  to  areet, 
Stanxa  1.  lines  S  and  3. 

The  red  eoekade,  with 

M). 

T%a  boBrpOed  pyramid,  the  eper-btaxinji  match, 

Stanaa  li.  tke  last, 

AH  who  haTO  seen  a  battery  will  recollect  the 

pnamidal  form  in  which  shot  and  shells  are  piled. 

Tae  Sisoca  Hocena  was  Hortified  in  every  defile 

L  which  I  passed  in  my  way  to  Seville. 


FwirieproadSaoaUi  kihereomirw 
Ber  etrenga,  her  wealth,  hor 


,        $ite  ofa$tc%mU  dap§, 
Stanaa  Ixt.  lines  1  and  1 


£ie( 


Fernando  Scptimo"  in 


11. 


before  a  haUer'd  waU, 

tensa] 


F9irdbfawoman*e 

i  ItL  line  last. 

8ueh  wen  the  ezplote  of  the  Maid  of  Saraeosa. 
When  th«  waHtnar  wee  at  SeriUa  she  walked  daily 
OB  ^  Pndo,  decorated  with  medals  and  orders,  by 
eonnand  of  the  Junta. 

IX 

TiU  eeal  Lem^e  drnqtHnaMmger  hath  imayee'd 

Stann  iTiM.  ttnes  1  and  2.  ' 
'•  K^iUa  in  mento  impressa  Amoris  dlgitnlo 
Yestigio  demonstrant  moUitadinem."      AuL.  Gel. 

13. 

Oh,  #ou  Pamaeam  ! 

Stania  Ix.  line  1. 
These  ttaaxaa  were  written  in  Castri,  (Belphoo,) 
St  the  foot  of  Parnassus,  now  called  Acoffvps^ 
liakonu 


SertUe  was  the  HispaUs  of  the  Bomans. 

Aeh  ye,  BetoHan  ehadee,  the  reaeon  whj 
Stanaa  Uz 
This  was  written  at  Thebes,  and  consequently  ia 
the  best  situation  for  asking  and  answering  su^  a 
Queation :  not  as  the  birthplace  of  Pindar,  but  at 
the  capital  of  Bceotia,  where  the  first  riddle  wua 
propounded  snd  solved. 

16. 
Some  bUter  o*er  thejhwere  ite  babbUna  venom  JUnao, 
Stansa  IxzxU.  line  last 
"Medio  de  fonte  leporum 
Surgit  amari  aliquid  quod  in  ipsis  floribns  angat." 

Lva 
17. 
A  tr^UoranfyfeU  beneath  the  feud, 

Stansa  Iuzt.  Uao  7* 
Alluding  to  the  conduct  and  death  of  SolaaOi 
the  OoYemor  of  Cadis. 

18. 
•*War  eoen  to  the  hmfir 

Stansa  IzxxtL  line  last 
"  War  to  the  knife."    Palafox's  answer  to  tht 
French  general  at  the  siege  of  Saragosa. 

19. 
And  thou,  my  friend!  ^. 

Stansa  zeL  line  1. 
The  Honenble  I*.  W,  of  the  Guards,  who 
died  of  a  fever  at  Coinbra.    I  had  known  him  ten 
years,  the  better  half  of  his  life,  snd  the  happieel 
part  of  mine. 

In  the  short  space  of  one  month  I  had  lost  her 
who  gave  me  bemg,  and  meet  of  those  who  had 
made  that  being  tolerable.  To  me  the  linca  of 
Young  are  no  fiction : 

*' Ineatiate  archer !  could  not  one  suifice  ? 
Thy  shaft  flew  thrice,  and  thrice  my  pesoe  was  slala. 
And  thrice  ere  thrice  yon  moon  haa  nlled  her  horn.'* 

I  should  have  Tcntured  a  verse  to  the  memory  of 
the  late  Charles  Skinner  Matthews.  Fellow  of 
Downing  Colleoe,  Cambridge,  were  he  not  too 
much  above  all  paise  of  nunc.  His  powers  <^ 
mind,  shown  in  the  attainment  of  greater  honors, 
against  the  ablest  candidates,  than  those  of  any 
graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  have  suAcientfy 
established  his  fame  on  the  spot  where  it  was 
acquired:  while  his  softer  qualities  live  in  the 
recollection  of  frioids  who  loved  him  too  well  tf 
envy  his  superiority. 


CANTO  n. 

1. 

despite  of  war  and  waetingjire 

sSinzaLttned. 
Pa&t  of  the  Acropolis  was  destroyed  by  the 
explosion  of  a  magarine  during  the  Venetian  sicfi. 
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s. 


But  worse  than  tteel  andfame^  and  ages  slow, 

Is  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 

Of  men  who  ntverfelt  the  sacred  gUno 

That  thoughts  of  thee  astd  thine  on  poHsk'd  brsnsts 

bestow.  Stanza  1.  line  6. 

We  can  all  feel^  or  imagine,  the   regret  with 

which  the  ruins  of  cities,  once   the   capitals  of 

empires,  are  beheld;   the  reflections  sugg^estcd  by 

Sicn  objects  are  too  trite  to  require  recapitulation, 
ut  neyer  did  the  littleness  of  man,  and  the  vanity 
of  his  very  best  virtues  of  patriotism  to  exalt,  and 
of  valor  to  defend  his  country,  appear  more  con- 
spicuous than  in  the  record  of  wnat  Athens  was, 
and  the  certainty  of  what  she  now  is.  This  theatre 
of  contention  between  mighty  factions,  of  ^  the 
struggles  of  orators,  the  exaltation  and  deposition 
of  tyrants,  the  triumph,  and  punishment  of  gen- 
erals, is  now  become  a  scene  of  petty  intrigue  and 
pexpetual  disturbance,  between  the  bickering  agents 
of  certain  British  nobility  and  gentry.  **  The  wild 
Ibxes,  the  owls  and  serpents  in  the  ruins  of  Baby- 
lon," were  surely  less  degrading  than  such  inhab- 
itants. The  Turks  hare  the  plea  of  conquest  for 
their  tyranny,  and  the  Greeks  have  only  suffered 
the  fortune  of  war,  incidental  to  the  bravest ;  but 
bow  are  the  mighty  fallen,  when  two  painters 
contest  the  privilege  of  plundering  the  Parthenon, 
and  triumph  in  turn,  according  to  the  tenor  of  each 
succeeding  firman  !  Sylla  could  but  punish,  Philip 
subdue,  and  Xerxes  bum  Athens  ;  but  it  remained 
for  the  paltrv  antiquarian,  and  his  despicable 
agents,  to  render  her  contemptible  as  himself  and 
hispursuits. 

Tne  Parthenon,  before  its  destruction  in  part,  by 
iize,  during  the  Venetian  siege,  had  been  a  temple, 
a  church,  and  a  mosqiie.  In  each  point  of  view  it 
U  an  object  of  regard :  it  changed  its  worshippers ; 
but  still  it  was  a  place  of  worship  thrice  sacred  to 
devotion ;  its  violation  is  a  triple  sacrilege.    But 

'*  Man»  vain  man, 
Brest  in  a  little  brief  authoritv, 
Plays  such  fantastic  tricks  before  high  hoAven 
As  make  the  angels  weep." 

8. 

Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps. 

Stanza  v.  line  2. 

It  was  not  always  the  custom  of  the  Greeks  to 
bom  their  dead;  the  greater  Ajax,  in  particular, 
wss  interred  entire.  Almost  all  the  chiefiB  beoions 
ffods  after  their  decease ;  and  he  was  indeed  nog- 
lected,  who  had  not  annual  games  near  his  tomb,  or 
festivals  in  honor  of  his  memory  by  his  countrymen, 
as  Achilles,  Brasidas,  &c.,  and  at  last  even  Anti- 
nous,  whose  death  was  as  heroic  as  his  life  was  in- 
ftmous. 

4. 

J7er0,  son  of  Saturn  I  was  thg  favorite  throne. 
Btansa  z.  line  3. 

The  temple  of  Jupltur  Olympins^  of  which  six- 
teen eolumns,  entirely  of  marble,  yet  survive  iO'^' 
inally  there  were  one  hundred  and  fifty.  These 
•olnmns,  however,  are  by  many  supposed  to  belong 
to  the  Pantheon. 

0. 
Andbearthese  aUare  o*er  the  long  reluctant  brine. 

Stanza  zi.  line  last 
TIm  ship  was  wrecked  in  the  Archipelago. 


t^Hu  what  OoU^mkdTurk^and  Time  Jusoe^^ared. 
Stanza  zii.  line  2. 
M  liiis  HMment,  (January  3, 1809,)  besides  what 
bas  been  already  deposited  in  London,  an  Hydxiot 
ressd  is  In  tiie  Pynras  to  receive  every  portable 
leUo    Thus,  as  I  heard  a  young  Qreek  otieerre,  in 


eoRimon  with  many  of  his  uuuaiteyiilea'  ^w,  leei  at 
they  are,  thev  yet  feel  on  this  oocasion^-^us  may 
Lord  Elgin  boast  of  havCng  ruined  Athens.  An 
Italian  painter  of  the  first  emmence,  named  Lusieri, 
is  the  agent  of  devastation;  and  like  the  Greek 
finder  of  Verres  in  Sicily,  who  followed  the  same 
profession,  he  has  proved  the  able  instrument  ol 
plunder.  Between  this  artist  and  the  French  Con- 
snl  Fauvel,  who  wishes  to  rescue  the  remains  for 
his  own  government,  there  is  now  a  violent  dispute 
concerning  a  car  employed  in  their  conveyance,  the 
wheel  of  which— I  wish  they  were  both  broken  u^on 
it--4ia8  been  locked  up  by  the  Consul,  and  Lusieii 
has  laid  his  complaint  before  the  Wavwode.  Lord 
Elgin  has  been  extremely  happy  in  nis  choice  of 
Signer  Lusieri.'  During  a  residence  of  ten  years  in 
Auiens,  he  never  had  the  curios!^  to  proceed  as  far 
as  Sunium,*  till  he  accompaniea  us  m  our  second 
excursion.    However,  his  works,  as  far  as  they  eo, 

»  most  beautiful ;  out  they  aire  almost  all  mum- 
ished.  While  he  and  his  patrons  confine  theoi- 
selves  to  tasting  medals,  appreciating  cameos* 
sketching  columns,  and  cheapening  gems,  their 
little  absurdities  are  as  hsrmless  as  insect  or  foa- 
hunting,  maiden  speechiffing,  barouche-driving,  or 
any  such  pastime ;  but  when  thev  carry  away  three 
or  four  shij^loeds  of  the  most  valuable  and  massy 
relics  that  time  and  barbarism  have  left  to  the  most 
injured  and  most  celebrated  of  cities;  when  they 
destroy,  in  a  vain  attempt  to  tesr  down,  those  works 
which  have  been  the  admiration  of  ages,  I  know  no 
motive  which  can  excuse,  no  name  which  can  desig- 
nate,'the  perpetrators  of  this  dastardly  devastation. 
It  was  not  the  least  of  the  crimes  laid  to  the  ckazae 
of  Verres,  that  he  had  plundered  SicQy,  in  tae 
manner  since  imitated  at  Athens.  The  most  mi- 
blushing  impudence  could  hardly  go  &rther  than  to 
affix  the  name  of  its  plunderer  to  the  walls  of  tlw 
Acropolis;  while  the  wanton  and  useless  deface- 
ment of  the  whole  range  of  the  basso-relievos,  In 
one  compartment  of  the  temple,  will  never  permit 
that  name  to  be  pronounced  by  an  observer  without 
execration. 

On  this  oocasion  I  speak  impartially:  I  am  not  a 
ooUector  or  admirer  of  collections,  consequentlT  no 
rival ;  but  I  have  some  early  prepossession  in  lavor 
of  Greece,  and  do  not  think  the  honor  of  England 
advanced  by  plunder,  whether  of  ladla  oar  Attioa. 

Another  noble  Lord  has  done  better,  becaas«  he 
has  done  less ;  but  some  others,  more  or  less  noble, 
yet  **  all  honoyable  men,"  have  done  best,  because, 
after  a  deal  of  excavation  and  execration,  bribesry  to 


Now  Cape  Colaona.  In  all  Auloa,  V  «•  txeept  AOwm  icadf,  apd 
Manthon,  tben  b  no  aeeTM  mora  lutenadxif  than  Oape  ColoniHU  Tb  ikl 
andquaiy  and  cittat,  iixteea  ealofflna  an  an  IvxhaaMlUe  aooiw  af  dhMnfr 
}  to  the  pMowipher,  fta  — ii|iwJ  aoMa  d^tttmm  af  Wa<^ 
eoDvanaiiooa  wfll  not  be  itnwalenmB ;  aad  the  Inveller  wU  be  aoiidi  vllk 
Uw  beaiitjr  of  ifaa  pnapeet  erer  "  /«<M  Aa<  ctomi  tk*  Mgrnn  (bip.-"  bvlftc 
aa  EngMwMui,  Colooaa  baa  yet  an  aiddldonal  fnteiMt,  aa  Uh  actual  tfA 
tif  ISIooner'a  SUpvrcck.  Mlaa  aai  Rmb  an  totfitumt  to  (to  •aaol> 
lariiaA  «r  Pakonar  and  CMpbdl  i 

•Ban  tn  fte  (had  af  BlglA  If  Lmm^  M« 

IVa  (enspk  of  MInerra  maj  be  aean  at  aaa  Cnona  a  great  dtalane*.  la  t*a 
and  ona  ▼ografB  le  Gape  Colonna,  the  ^km  fkata 
ahhv  ride,  I7  land,  waa  ieaa  alrikinf  Smui  tiM  appraack  Son  tba  falea.  la 
nr  aaoood  land  esconign,  we  bad  a  nanaw  eaeape  ftom  a  paitj  of  llbaalBl^ 
aoeadedtotfMMMmbeMwIh.  W9  ww»  told  aSuwaaili,  ly  cm  df  thtir 
■iaooabiiabMqaaMlf  aaDnMl»lkiitliir««MdeiH*dfinaM  aWarMiif  m 
bj  the  affMiaaca  «r  mgr  two  Afeaatoaat  aaiOasiarins  raqr  aafackKMl/,  M 
bhOft  tfiat  w«  bad  a  compleie  guaid  of  tlMBe  Anaooii  at  band,  tiMV 
naMJned  Katlooaqr,  and  ihua  aavad  our  panr,  whfah  waa  toe  ■naA  to  hM« 
oppoaed  any  aflbemal  nabunae. 
ColonnabneieaaaMaoftorpalnteBlhHiarpiialeai  theic 

«•  ne  bfadinf  aitfal  pkoli  Ha  pakiy  dtok, 

ntiUdjrlucaier.aB^ 

Bat  Ann  NatasB,  with  thfl  aid  aT  Ail,  haa  doM  that  be  haneU:   1  «M 
fcrtnaate  aaoogli  to  angaga  a  fcij  aiqpeilor  Qenaan  axtbt;  and  bopa  la 
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« 


-IhiWviiS  ■liiiiigMrt  WNtttamlirfitf,  Hhm 


dM^  wki^  ahnott  ended  Ib  bloodslied !  Lord  E.'i 
•'jBg''—te  Xonalhaii  Wild  for  the  defisitieii  of 
"jB^ten  "— qiianelled  wHh  another,  Orvpma^  by 
Buae,  (a  Tery  good  name  too  for  hit  budaeai,)  and 
Buittared  sometiiing  about  tatiefeetion,  in  a  Terbal 
■asver  to  a  note  of  the  poor  Pnutian :  thk  was 
stated  at  table  to  Gropins,  who  landed,  bnt  eonld 
eat  no  dinner  afterwards.  The  riTals  were  not 
iceeneiled  when  I  left  Greece.  I  have  reason  to  re- 
iwmher  their  scpi&bble,  for  tbej  wanted  to  make  me 
ibior  ailuliator. 

T. 
Ar  soRS  too  weak  tJie  tttcred  thrine  to  guard, 
Tti/klt  somejfortion  of  their  mother'tpaiM, 
Stansa  zii.  lines  7  and  8. 
I  esoiBot  resist  arailing  myself  of  th«  permission 
ef  my  fa&mi  Dr.  Clarke,  wnoae  name  requires  no 
csmflMBt  with  the  public,  but  whose  sanctkm  will 
add  tenfold  weight  to  my  testimony,  to  insert  the 
iiDowing  extract  from  a  very  obliging  letter  of  his 
to  me,  as  a  note  to  the  aboye  lines. 

**  When  tiie  last  of  the  Metopes  was  taken  from 
^e  Parthtwm,  and  in  monng  of  it,  great  part  of 
tbe  aupsntanstiBe  with  one  of  the  lB|dypfas  was 
IhigwM  d0wn  by  the  workmen  whom  Lord  Elgin 
esspiojed,  the  iHsdar,  who  beheU  the  mischiof 
done  to  Ijbb  building,  took  his  pipe  from  his  mouth, 
dropped  a  tear,  and,  in  a  supplicating  tone  of  Toice, 
said  to  Lnsieri,  TIA*f ! — ^I  was  present." 

The  Disdar  alfaided  to  was  the  father  of  the  pree- 
tttDiedar. 

8. 
Wkerw  was  tkme  Mgu,  Palknf  that  appaWd 
Stem  Alaric  and  Havoc  on  thmr  waff 

Stansa  xiy.  Unee  1  aad^ 
Aoeoffding   to  Zoeimus,  Minerra   and  Achilles 
frightened  Alaric  from  the  Acropolis;  but  others 
rwte  that  the  Oothic  king  was  nearly  as  misehisT- 
"'""''  "  iCeanimlbb. 


Stansa  xTiiL  line  2. 
The  netting  to  ixrereDt  blocks  or  spUnters  from 
bBa^oftdeok  donng  action. 

10. 

JB9U  tmt  m  mieneepoM  Ctdypto**  ulet 

Stansa  xxix.  line  1. 
Goa  is  said  to  haTC  been  the  island  of  Calypso. 

11. 

hend  mine  syst 
\e  tf  iova^  men  ! 
xzztIU.  lines  5  and  6. 
part  of  Macedonia,  ^Jllyna, 


Land  <^AIbtmda!  let  me  hend 
Om  thee^  tkeu  rvgaed  nuree  ^ 

mansaxzzTlJ 


Chaonia,  said  Knims.  Iskander  is  the  Turi 
word  for  AWranner ;  and  the  cel^vated  Scander- 
bnOLord  Aiezmder) is  aHuied  to  in  tiie  third  and 
fsirabnes  of  the  thirty-eighth  stansa.  I  do  not 
ham  idisthcr  I  aa  oonect  m  making  Scandsiherg 
the  swMihjuitn  of  Alexander,  who  was  bom  at 
Pella  in  Maeedon,  but  Mr.  Gibbon  terms  him  so, 


■d  I  hOgm  tmitume,  u CoMri<liw|fc,  fa  ISIS.  1  am  «nt  hi^lp]r  to 
li  ■weaiUed  to  iMe,  dat  " thk  wu  art  kn  Ub  load;**  SMtt  ka  «m 
IftM-UiHUiFiMMdi 


JmtA^mt,  ■in »l  M in  TdK.    irteflmrb*ttai«a4MeoBd«dkk« 

rfa*  fiw  bm  gl—  tbB  aobh  fcwd  >  hi—mi's  pahi  1  —  w&rf  way  fcrS; 

MHMd  te  j«H>  *•  DOM  of  yt  ageatt  Md  dK«sb  I MB- 

Hdi  iwniliiwn  ngmir  te  JimaiDg  h  *•  ■httfci  of  m  muf ,  1  w 

rhhiiHfaMofifcaittoba  ■■rtwIfwL   hted,  1  ten  m  n 

■•  h  MMi*ft«  Mi  M  I  Ml  HfMl  h  MSm  ft. 


and  adds  P^hus  to  the  Bst,  in  spesking  of  his  «s- 
ploito. 

Of  Albania  Gibbon  remarks,  that  a  eountty 
"  within  sight  of  Italjr  is  less  known  than  the  inte- 
rior of  America.*'  CLreumstances,  of  little  oonae- 
quene«  to  mention,  led  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  myself 
into  that  countrY  before  we  visited  anr  other  part 
of  the  Ottoman  aomiaions ;  and,  with  the  exception 
of  Msior  Leake,  then  oiBcially  resident  at  JoaxminiL 
no  otnsr  Englishmen  have  ever  advanced  beyond 
the  capital  into  the  interior,  as  that  gentleman  Tery 
lately  assured  me.  Ali  Pacha  was  at  that  time  (Oc- 
tober, 1809),  carrying  on  war  against  Ibraham 
Pacha,  whom  he  had  drivon  to  Bcrat,  a  strong  for- 
tress which  he  was  then  besieging :  on  our  arriral 
at  Joannina  wc  were  invited  to  Tepoleni,  his  high- 
nees's  birthplace,  and  favorite  Serai,  only  one  day^s 
distonee  from  Berat;  at  this  juncture  the  VisOT 
had  made  it  his  head-quarters. 

After  some  stay  in  the  capital,  we  accordingly 
followed ;  but  though  fomislred  with  every  accom- 
modation, and  escorted  by  one  of  the  vizier's  secre 
taries,  we  were  nine  days  (on  account  of  the  rains) 
in  accomplishinff  a  journey  which,  on  our  retttia, 
barely  occupied  four. 

On  our  route  we  passed  two  cities,  Argyrocastvo 
and  Libochabo,  apparently  little  inferior  to  Tanina 
in  size ;  and  no  pencil  or  pen  can  ever  do  justice  to 
the  scenery  in  the  vicinity  of  Zitxa  and  Delvinachi, 
the  frontier  village  of  Bpirus  and  Albania  Proper. 

On  Albania  and  its  inhabitants  1  am  unwillii^ 
to  descant,  because  this  will  be  done  so  much  better 
by  my  fellow-traveller,  in  a  work  which  may  proba- 
bly Brecede  this  in  publication,  that  I  as  little 
to  follow  as  I  woula  to  antidpato  him.  But 
few  observations  are  necessary  to  the  text. 

The  Amaouts,  or  Alboneso,  struck  me  forcibly  br 
their  resemblance  to  the  HighUmders  of  Seottandt 
in  dress,  figure,  and  manner  of  living.  Their  ytrj 
mountains  seemed  Caledonian,  with  a  kinder  en- 
mate.  The  kilt,  though  white;  the  snare,  actire 
form ;  their  dialect,  Celtic  in  ite  sound,  and  their 
hardy  habits,  all  carried  me  back  to  Morren.  No 
nation  are  so  dettated  and  dreaded  br  their  neigh- 
bors as  the  Albanese ;  the  Greeks  nardly  regard 
them  as  Christians,  or  the  Turks  as  Moslems ;  and 
in  fact  they  are  a  mixtan  of  both,  and  sometiBaes 
neither.  Their  hahito  are  pfsdatory— all  are  aimed ; 
and  the  red-shawled  Amaouts,  the  Montenegrins, 
Chimariots,  and  Gegdes,  are  treacherous;  the othsra 
differ  somewhat  in  garb,  and  essentially  in  ehaiae- 
ter.  As  far  as  my  own  experience  goes,  I  can  speak 
fkroraMy.  I  waA  sttendea  by  two.  an  Infidel  and  a 
Mussulman,  to  Constantinople  and  every  other  part 
of  Tufker  which  same  withm  my  observation ;  and 
more  faitiifM  in  peril,  or  todefatinble  in  service, 
are  rarely  to  be  found.  The  Infidel  was  named  Bar 
mlius,  the  Moslem,  Dervish  Tahfai ;  the  former  a 
of  middle  age,  and  the  latter  about  my  owa. 
Basil!  vras  strictly  charged  by  Ali  Pacha  in  peiMii 
to  attend  us ;  and  Dervish  was  one  of  fifty  w1m>  ac^ 
companied  us  through  the  foresto  of  Acamania  to 
the  banks  of  Achelous,  and  onward  to  Messalon^hi 
in  .fitolia.  There  I  took  him  into  mTt>wn  service, 
and  never  had  occasion  to  repent  it  till  the  moment 
of  my  departure. 

When,  in  1810,  after  the  departure  of  my  firiend 
Mr.  H.  for  England,  I  was  seised  with  a  wvere  fever 
in  the  Morea,  these  men  saved  my  life  by  fri^tan- 
ing  away  my  physician,  whose  throat  they  thxMit- 
ened  to  cut  if  I  was  not  cured  vrithin  a  given  time. 
To  this  consolatory  assurance  of  posthumous  rotii- 
butien,  and  a  resolute  refusal  of  Dr.  RomaneDi*! 
prescriptions,  I  attributed  my  reeovery.  I  had  left 
my  last  remaining  English  servant  at  Athena ;  my 
dragoman  was  as  ill  as  myself,  and  my  poor  Am* 
naouts  nursed  me  vrith  an  attention  that  woold 
have  done  honor  to  civilisation. 

They  had  a  variety  of  adventures ;  for  the  Mos- 
lem, Dervish,  being  a  remarkably  handsome  maai 
was  always  sfuabb&gwMi  tlM  hnabMidt  of  AthflM 
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insomuch  th»t  four  of  Die  principal  Tniki  paid  me 
a  Titit  of  remonstxance  at  the  Conren^  on  tho  sub- 
ject of  his  hafing  ti^en  a  woman  firom  tiie  hath — 
whom  he  had  lawfully  bonghti  however— «  thing 
quite  contrary  to  etiquette. 

Basfli»  also,  was  extremely  gallant  among, his  own 
persuasion,  and  had  the  ^eatest  Teneration  for  the 
ohnroh,  mixed  with  the  highest  contempt  of  church- 
men, whom  he  cuffed  upon  occasion  in  a  most  het- 
'erodox  manner.  Yet  he  nerer  passed  a  church 
without  crossing  himself;  and  I  remember  the  risk 
he  ran  in  entermg  St.  Sophia,  in  Stambol,  because 
it  had  once  been  a  place  of  his  worship.  On  remon- 
strating with  him  on  his  inconsistent  proceedings, 
he  inTsziablj  answered,  ''our  church  is  holy,  our 
priests  are  tnieves ; "  and  then  he  crossed  hmiself 
as  usual,  and  boxed  the  eats  of  the  first  "  i>apas  " 
who  refused  to  assist  in  any  required  operation,  as 
was  always  found  to  be  necessarr  where  a  priest  had 
any  iniluence  with  the  Cogia  Bashi  of  his  village. 
Indeed,  a  more  abandoned  race  of  miscreants  can- 
not exist  than  the  lower  order  of  the  Greek  clergy. 

When  preparations  were  made  for  my  return,  my 
Albanians  were  summoned  to  reoeiye  their  pay. 
Basili  took  his  with  an  awkward  show  of  regret  at 
my  intended  departure,  and  marched  away  to  his 
quarters,  with  his  ba^  of  piastres.  I  sent  for  Der- 
Tidi,  but  for  some  tmie  he  was  not  to  be  found ;  at 
last  he  entered,  just  as  Signer  Logotheti,  fiather  to 
the  d-devant  Anglo-consul  of  Athens,  and  some 
other  of  my  Greek  acquaintances,  paid  me  a  visit. 
Dervish  took  the  money,  but  on  a  sudden  dashed  it 
to  the  ground;  and  clasping  his  hands,  which  he 
raised  to  his  forehead,  rushed  out  of  the  room, 
weeping  bitterly.  From  that  moment  to  the  hour 
of  my  embarkation,  he  oontmued  his  lamentations, 
and  all  our  efforts  to  console  him  only  produced  this 
answer,  "  Md  ^fwt,"  «  He  leaves  mo.'*  Signor  Lo- 
theti,  who  never  wept  before  for  anything  less  than 
the  loss  of  a  para,*  melted ;  the  padre  of  the  con- 
vent, my  attendants,  my  visitOK»--«nd  I  verily  be- 
lieve that  even  Steme'^s  *<  foolish  fat  scumon" 
would  have  left  her  "  fish-ketde,"  to  sympathise 
with  the  unaffected  and  nnexpected  sorrow  of  this 
barbarian. 

For  my  own  part,  when  I  remembered  that,  a 
short  time  before  my  departore  from  England,  a 
noble  and  most  intimate  associate  had  excused  him- 
self from  taking  leave  of  me  because  he  had  to  attend 
a  relation  "  to  a  milliners,"  I  felt  no  less  surprised 
than  humiliated  by  the  present  occuzxenoe  an2l  the 
past  recollection. 

That  Dervish  would  leave  me  with  some  regret 
was  to  be  expected;  when  master  and  man  have 
been  scrambbng  over  the  mountains  of  a  doien 
provinces  together,  they  are  unwilUn^  to  separate ; 
but  Ms  present  feelings,  contrasted  with  his  native 
ferocity,  improved  my  opinion  of  tiie  human  heart. 
I  believe  this  almost  feudal  fidelity  is  frequent 
among  them.  One  day,  on  our  Journey  over  Par- 
nassus, an  Englishman  in  my  service  gave  him  a 
push  in  some  dispute  about  the  baggage,  which 
he  unluckily  mistook  for  a  blow;  he  spoke  not, 
but  sat  down,  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hands. 
Foreseeing  the  consequences,  we  endeavored  to  ex- 
plain away  the  affiront,  which  produced  the  follow- 
ing answer :— I  have  been  a  robber ;  I  am  a  soldier ; 
no  captain  ever  struck  me ;  you  are  my  master,  I 
have  eaten  your  bread,  but  by  that  bread  1  (an  usual 
oath)  had  it  been  otherwise,  I  would  have  atabbed 
the  dog  your  servant,  and  gone  to  the  mountains.'* 
So  the  affair  ended,  but  from  that  day  forward  he 
never  thoroughly  forgave  the  thougntiess  fellow 
who  insulted  him. 

Dervish  excelled  in  the  dance  of  his  country,  con- 
iectured  to  be  aremnant  of  the  ancient  Pyrrhic:  be 
that  as  it  may,  it  is  manly,  and  requires  wondetftil 
agility.     It  is  very  distinct  from  the  stupid  Bo- 


te «r« 


natta,  tha  Ml  wemmA  abif  I  ef  AeOgsaha^  •f  wM— 
our  AUieniaa  party  had  so  manv  speoimeni. 

The  Albanians  in  general  (I  do  not  mean  the  cul- 
tivators of  the  eartn  in  the  provinces,  who  have 
also  that  appellation,  but  the  monntaiaesn),  have 
a  fine  osst  of  countenance ;  and  the  most  beautlAil 
women  I  ever  beheld,  in  stature  and  in  features,  we 
saw  leoelUtw  the  rood  broken  down  by  the  torrents 
between  Delvinachi  and  Libochabo.  xheir  manner 
of  walking  is  tmly  theatrical;  but  this  strut  is 
probably  the  efiect  of  the  capote,  or  cloak,  depend- 
ing from  <me  shoulder.  Their  long  hair  reminds 
you  of  the  Spartans,  and  their  courage  in  desultory 
war&re  is  unquestionable.  Though  they  have  some 
cavalry  amongst  the  Gegdes,  I  never  saw  a  good 
Amaout  horseman ;  my  own  preferred  the  English 
saddles,  which,  however,  they  could  never  keep 
But  on  foot  they  are  not  to  be  subdued  by  fiitigue. 


12. 


Where  sad  Pi 
Ithica. 


-and 


*d  the  barren  ^pot^ 

o*erl9ok*d  the  toave. 

Stanza  xxxix.  lines  1  and  S. 

18. 


Aethmnt  Lepimto^  fcOni  Trafaigmr, 

Stanaa  zl.  liae  5. 
Actium  and  Trafalgar  need  no  fruiher  mention. 
The  battle  of  liCpanto,  equally  bloody  and  consid- 
erable, but  less  Known,  was  fought  in  the  (hdf  of 
Patraa.  Here  the  author  of  Don  Quixote  lost  his 
left  hand. 

14. 
And  haWd  the  laet  reeort  qfjruitleae  Ibee. 

^I^tansaxlt  lines. 
Lenoadia.  now  Santa  Maura.    From  the  pronMm- 
tory  (the  Lover's  Leap)  Sappho  is  aaid  to  bava 
thrown  herselt 

15. 
—^—^nenty  4i  luHnttn  ehttf  tntd  JLeittn  Mtn^ 

Stansa  xhr.  Un«  4. 
It  is  said,  that  on  the  day  previous  to  the  battle 
of  Actium,  Anthony  had  thirteen  kings  at  his  Icfvee. 

16. 
Look  where  the  eeeond  Cmear't  tropMet  rase  / 
Stansa  xlv.  Una  6. 

Nioopolis,  whose  ruins  are  most  extensive,  is  at 
some  mstance  iSrom  Actium,  where  the  wall  of  the 
Hippodrome  survives  in  a  few  fragments. 


17. 
"Archerutia'i  lake. 

SttmtazlviLliael. 


According  to  PouqueviUe  the  lake  of 
but  Pouqucville  is  always  out. 

18. 
To  freet  Albania' e  chirf, 

Stansa  xlviL  line  4. 

The  celebrated  AU  Pacha.  Of  this  eaUamdliiary 
man  there  is  an  incorrect  aeooont  in  PouqveviUra 
Travels. 


19. 


Fef  Asns  OMf  Msns  seMs  ctofw  MOi 
Diedmin  hiepoimet,  and  from  their  rooku  hold 
Hurl  their  d^ncefo/r^  nor  fields  unieee  to  ^oUL 
Stansa  xlvii.  lines  7,  8  and  9. 
Five  thousand  Suliotes,  among  the  rocks  and  in 
the  castle  of  Suli,  withstood  thirty  thonsand  Alba- 
nians for  eighteen  years ;  the  castle  at  laat  was 
taken  by  bribery.    In  this  contest  there  were  sevenl 
acts  perfonned  not  unworthy  of  the  better  days  of 
Greeoe. 


jfom  TO 


TlxwiniHl  «ad  TiTligo  of  2itn  v»  few  hom' 
tooMj  fttna  JoubIiuh  or  Taiiin%  tho  emtaX  of 
ftePkrtwKffki  In  the  TiHcy  of  tht  iiT»  iCaUinM 
(OMe  tiw  Acheron)  iowi,  ud  not  &r  from  Zitn 
nms  A  flue  ontanet.  The  situation  U  perhapt  the 
inert  in  Greeee,  thong^  the  mioeeh  to  Belnnechi 
nd  parts  itf  AesnuukUk  end  JBtolU  may  eonteet  the 
Mtan.  IMphiy  Paniaasas»  and,  in  Attiea,  erea 
C^  Colonna  and  Port  Baphti,  ere  Terj  inteior ; 
M  also  erery  scene  in  Ionia,  or  the  Troad ;  I  am 
almost  ineHned  to  add  the  sppnaeh  to  Constaati- 
nople;  hat  ttna  the  difiennt  IMvei  of  tiie  last, 
a  comparieoa  ean  hardly  he  made. 


PILOBUfAaB. 


«9 


Stanaazlin.  linea. 


ne  CUmniot  moontidai  appear  to  ha^a  haea 
21 

klL  line 6. 


The  ziTer  Laos  was  AiH  at  the  tone  the  author 
,  it ;  and  immediate^  abore  Tepalen,  vas  to 
t  eye  as  wide  as  the  Tharaes  at  Westminster;  at 
at  in  the  oraiion  of  the  anther  and  hii  fellow^ 
tiavdier,  Mr.  Hobhonse.  In  the  summer  it  must 
be  mneh  narrower.  It  eertaSnly  Is  the  finest  rirer 
in  fte  Lerant ;  neither  Acheloos,  Alpheus,  Acheron, 
Behamander,  nor  Cajster,  approached  it  hi  breadth 
Qcbeantf* 

27. 

kfani  tiaaS. 
ATTading  to  tl&e  wrechers  of  Cornwall 

28. 

**^    -        k]ua.line2. 


Ae  Albsnian  Mmsnbaaas  do  not  abstain  from 
wine,  nd  indeed  TCTf  few  of  the  othen. 


MmLhaLUne: 


PiGkar,  diortened  wliett  addressed  to  a  sini 
person  tan  lUAc««^(,  a  genesal  name  fat  a  solmer 
•moBott  tiie  GraeYs  and  Albanese  who  speak 
Eomaie>-it  means  propcriy  **a  lad." 
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StaaMluiLlinalMt. 


Asaimeflimeaof  Ae  Albanian  qrAmnentdialeol 
of  the  uJjrric,  I  here  Intert  two  of  their  most  pop* 
ttlar  chonl  songs,  wlilch  are  nnsnlhr  ehantsd  m 
daneing  by  men  or  women  inoiserimmatdy.    The 


first  words  are 
^.  Hke 
langnagee. 

1. 

Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo, 
Madarara,  popuso. 


Nadarura  na  eirin 
Ha  pendsrini  ti  bin. 


Ha  pe  udni  eeciotlni 
TI  vm  ti  mar  MrretinL 


Calirioteme  rarme 
Ea  ha  pe  pse  dna  ttrob 


Bno,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo, 
QisgsBn  spirta  esimiro. 


kind  of  choms  withoot 
and  all  othsf 


ItfO,  Lo,  I  some,  I 
be  thou  silent. 


I  some,  I  mn ;  open  tha 
door  that  I  may  ent«r. 

3. 
Open  the  door  by  halTes» 
that  I  may  take  my  tor^ 
ban. 

4. 
Caiiriotes*  with  the  dark 
he  gate  that 
*7< 


CaUiiota  TU  le  fcnde 
Ede  Tste  tunde  tandem 


Calirtote  me  snrme 
Ti  mi  pat  e  poi  mile. 

8. 
Se  ti  pnta  eiti  mora 
Si  mi  ri  ni  vstt  ado  gis. 

9. 
Va  la  ni  il  che  eadale 
Celo  more,  more  oelo. 

Phi  hari  ti  tirete 
Phi  hnron  ela  pre  seti. 


Lo,  Lo,  I  hear  thee,  my 
souL 


An  Amaont  girl*  in  oostly 
garb,  walks  with  grace- 
ful pride. 

7* 

Caliriot  maid  of  the  dark 
eyes,  give  me  a  kiss. 


UI  hate  kissed  thee.what 
hast  thou  gained !  Mr 
■oul  is  eonsumed  wita 
fire. 

9. 

Dance  liffhtly ,  more  sent- 
ly,  ana  gently  stiU. 

10. 
Make  not  so  mueh  dust 
to  destroy  your   em 
broidmed  nose. 

The  last  stansa  would  pussle  a  commentator ;  the 
men  have  oectainbr  buskins  of  the  most  beautiM 
teztare,  but  the  ladies  f  to  whom  the  abore  is  sup- 
posed to  be  addi-ested)  have  nothing  under  thor 
tittle  yeUow  boots  and  slippers  but  a  well-turned 
and  sometimes  Tsry  white  ankle.  The  Amaont  airls 
are  much  handsomer  than  the  Greeks,  and  their 
drets  is  £v  more  pictoresoue.  They  preserre  their 
shape  mneh  longer  also,  from  being  always  in  the 
■pen  air.  It  is  to  be  observed,  that  the  Amaont  ia 
hot  a  written  language ;  the  words  of  this  song, 
therelbre,  as  well  as  the  one  which  follows,  are 
spelt  aoeording  to  their  nroanndation.  They  ate 
copied  by  one  wha  speaks  and  understands  the 
dialect  perfectly,  and  who  ia  a  natiTO  of  Atiiens. 

1.  1. 

Ndis^dilindeulafossa    I  am  wounded  by  thY  Iota. 
Vettimi  npri  vi  lofra.  and  hare  loTcd  but  ta 

scorch  myself. 


Ah  raisisso  mi  priri  lofra 
Si  mi  rini  mi  la  Tosse. 


Then  hast  oonsomed  ma  * 
Ah,  maid!  thou  hast 
stanekmetothaheart. 


«lw;"fcrirtMiiiii— H>f»stA^wl^ 
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Uti  taia  zoba  itna 
filti  ere  tnbtti  doa. 


Roba  stinori  ssidua 
Qu  mi  sini  yetti  dua. 


Qurmixd  dua  «iTileni 
fioba  ti  narmi  tildi  ei^ 

6. 
Ultara  pisa  vaisisto  me 

rimi  nn  ti  hapti 
£ti  mi  bire  a  piste  si  gui 

dendroi  tiltati. 


BTBON*S  W0lt&8. 


I  ka¥e  said  I  'wish  no 
dQvrwj,  but  thine  eyes 
and  eje-lashes. 


The  accursed  doirry  I 
want  not,  but  thee 
only. 

5. 

Give  me  thy  charms,  and 
let  the  portion  feed  the 
flames, 

6. 

I  have  loved  thee,  maid, 
with  a  sincere  soul,  but 
thou  hast  left  me  like 
a  withered  tree. 


7.  7. 

Udi  Yura  udorini  udiri  ci-  If  I  have  placed  my  hand 

cova  cilti  mora  on   thy   bosom,   what 

Udorini  talti  hoUna  u  ede      have   I    pained  ?    my 

caimoni  mora.  hand  is  withdrawn,  but 

retains  the  flame. 

I  beliere  the  two  last  stanzas,  as  they  are  in  a 
different  measure,  ought  to  belong  to  another  bal- 
lad. An  idea  something  similar  to  the  thought  in 
the  last  lines  was  expressed  by  Socrates,  whose  arm 
ha-ving  come  in  contact  with  one  of  his  *•  irwcwArwi,** 
Critobulus  or  Cleobodus,  the  philosopher  com- 
plained of  a  shooting  pain  as  far  as  the  saoulder  for 
iome  days  alter^  and  therefore  very  properly  resolved 
to  teach  his  disciples  in  future  without  touching 
thenu  • 

31. 
Tambourffif  Tambourffi!  thy  larum  afiur.  S^, 
Song,  Staaxa  i.  Ime  1 
These  Stanzas  are  partly  taken  from   different 
Albanese  songs,  as  far  as  I  was  able  to  make  them 
out  by  the  exposition  of  the  Albanese  in  Romaic 
and  Italian. 

32. 

Remember  the  momeni  when  PreeieafeU, 

■    Song,  Stanxa  viii.  line  1. 
It  was  taken  by  stonn  from  the  Frenoh. 

38. 

jPatr  Greece  t  tad  reHc  of  departed  worth,  ^. 
Stanza  Ixxiii.  line  1. 
Some  tfaonghts  on  this  sul^ect  will  be  found  in  the 
•vbjoined  papers. 

84. 

^pirit  of  freedom  !  when  on  PhyWe  brow 
Thou  eavtt  with  Thraeybttlut  and  hie  train. 

Stanza  buuv.  linfes  1  and  2.  ^ 

Phyle,   which   commands   a   beautiful   view  of 

Athens,  has  still  eendderaUe  remidns;    it 

■eized  by  Tfarasybulus  previoua  to  tbe  expulsion  of 

theXhlsty. 

36. 

Reimuethejter^  Fnmk, 

Stsnsa  IxxTU.  line  i, 
When  taken  by  the  Latins,  and   retained   for 
lereral  years.^See  Gibbon. 

36. 

T^pnpkefe  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil. 

Stanxa  Ixxvii.  Une  6. 
Meeca  and  Medisa  were  taken  same  tiac  ago  by 
Hm  Wahabees,  a  sect  yearly  Inoreaslng. 


sr. 


Thy  vales  of  eeot-frtn,  ikf  kBUs  of  i 

Stanza  Ixxxr.  line  8. 

On  many  of  the  mountainfl,  particulaily  LMcvftt 
the  snow  never  it  entirely  melted,  notviusti     *' 
the  intense  heat  of  the  suramer ;  but  1 1 
lie  on  the  plains,  even  in  winter. 


Save  where  some  solitary  column  t 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave. 

Stanza  Ixxxvi.  lines  1  and  2. 

Of  Mount  Fentelicus,  from  whence  the  maibia 
was  dug  that  oonstructed  the  public  edifices  ol 
Athens.  The  modem  name  is  Mount  Mendeli. 
An  immense  cave  formed  by  the  quarries  still 
remains,  and  wiU  till  the  end  of  time. 


When  MartUhon  became  a  magic  word, 

Stanaa  IxzJdx.  iStaie  7. 
'*  Siste  Viator— hcroa  oalcas ! "  was  the  epitaoh 
on  the  famous  count  Merci ; — ^what  then  must  oe 
our  feelings  when  standing  en.  the  tumiilus  of  the 
two  hnndnd  ((Greeks)  who  fell  on  Marathon  ?  The 
principal  bairowhas  reeently  been  opened  tiy  Fa»- 
vel;  few  or  no  relics,  as  vases,  &c.,  were  found  by 
the  excavator.  The  plain  of  Marathon  was  offered 
to  me  for  sale  at  the  Bum  of  sixteen  thousand 
piastres,  about  nine  hundred  pounds !  Alas  !— 
"  Expende,— <juot  librcu  in  duce  summo— inve- 
nies !  "—was  the  dust  of  Miltiades  worth  so  awie  ? 
It  could  scarcely  have  fetohed  less  if  sold  by  weight. 
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Before  I  say  any  thing  about  a  city  of  which  every 
body,  travelur  or  not,  kai  thoiu|kt  it  neoMsarr  to 
say  something,  I  will  request  Miss  Owenson,  when 
she  next  borrows  an  Atnenian  heroine  for  her  four 
volumes,  to  have  the  goodness  to  marry  her  to 
somebody  more  of  a  gentleman  than  a  <*I)isd«r 
Aga,"  (who  by  the  by  is  not  an  Aga,)  the  most  im- 
polite of  petty  offlcers,  the  greatest  patron  of  lax*- 
ceny  Athens  ever  saw,  (except  Lord  B.)  and  the 
unwcM-thy  occupant  of  the  Acropolis,  on  a  handsome 
annual  stipend  of  150  piastres,  (eight  pounds  steil> 
ing,)  out  of  which  he  has  only  to  pay  nis  gairisoB, 
the  most  ill-regulated  corps  in  the  ill-4«gulated 
Ottoman  Empire.  I  speak  it  tenderly,  seeing  I 
was  once  the  ca«se  of  the  husband  of  **  Ida  of 
naariy  suffering  the  bastinado ;  and  be> 
the  said  *<  Disdar  "  is  a  turbulent  husband  and 
beats  his  wife ;  so  that  I  exhort  and  beseech  Miss 
Owenson  to  sue  for  a  separate  maintenance  in  behalf 
of  <*Ida."  Having  premised  thus  much,  on  a 
matter  of  aoah  import  to  the  readeia  «f  romaneea, 
I  may  now  leavo  Ida,  to  mention  her  birthplace. 

Setting  aside  the  waa^  of  tlie  naoM,  ami  all 
those  associatioas  which  it  would  be  pedantic  and 
superfluous  to  recapitulate,  the  very  situation  of 
Athens  would  render  it  the  favorite  oi  all  who  haTS 
eyes  for  art  or  nature.  The  climate,  to  me  at  least, 
appealed  a  perpetual  aptiftg;  daafiag  «lgkit  months 
I  never  passed  a  day  without  being  as  many  hours 
on  hoffseback ;  rain  is  axtTenelv  rare,  snow  never 
lies  in  the  plains,  and  a  cloudy  oay  is  an  agreeable 
rarity.  In  Spain,  Portugal,  and  every  part  of  Ae 
East  which  i  visited,  except  Ionia  and  Attica,  I 
perceived  no  such  superiority  of  climate  to  our  own; 
and  at  Constantinople,  where  I  passed  May,  June, 
and  part  of  July,  (1810,)  yon  might  '*  damn  the 
climate,  and  eoinylawi  of  lylMn*'' ire  days  ontol 


MOTES  TO  CBOMi  HABQUTft  PILO&DCAOS. 


Tht  lir  af  th»  Mica  »  hcary  nd  vswhoktoa^ 
Mt  tktt  moBiaat  you  pM*  the  lathmiu  in  tha  direo- 
tioo  of  Mcgara  the  change  b  strikingly  peroepti- 
Ue.  Bat  I  fear  Hoaiod  wjll  stiii  ba  founa  coxreet  in 
hk  deaenptiaa  of  a  Bcsotian  winter. 

We  found  mX  Livadia  aa  **  aapnt  fart  *'  in  a  Oreak 
UshoD,  of  ail  free  thinken  1  Thia  wozthj  hypoeiita 
Bihaa  hia  own  zelision  with  great  intra]ndity,  (bat 
lot  before  kla  flook,)  and  talked  of  a  moM  as  a 
*'  cog^ioaaria."  It  wma  impoaaihla  to  think  better  of 
kia  tor  thia ;  hot,  for  a  Boeotian,  he  was  brisk  with 
all  hia  ahairdity.  Thia  phenomenon  (with  the  ex- 
ception indeed  of  Thebea,  the  remains  of  Chsronea, 
tibe  plain  of  PUloa,  Orchomeaus,  Liradia,  and  ita 


Uet] 

The  feoontain  o(  i^iree  tarns  a  miU :  at  least  mr 
eampanion  (who  zeaolTing  to  be  at  once  cleanly  and 
filassiral,  bathed  in  it)  pronoonced  it  to  be  the  foun- 
tain of  Diree,  and  taa  body  who  thinka  it  worth 
while  may  ooatradiet  him.  At  Castii  we  drank  of 
kalf  a  dosen  streamleta,  soaae  not  of  the  poreat,  be- 
fofe  we  daaJdcA  to  oar  satiafaction  whicn  was  the 
tneCaataiian,  and  sraen  that  had  a  riUaaoias  twang, 
prahahly  from  the  anow,  though  it  did  not  throw  ns 
into  an  emc  ferer,  Uke  poor  Dr.  Chandler. 
atatr 


i  Phyle  of  whioh  laroe  remains  still  ax- 
iat»  tbe  nain  of  Athens,  PenteUcus,  Uymettua,  the 
JSigeaa,  and  the  Aoropolia,  bust  upon  the  eye  at 
OBoa  I  in  my  opinion,  a  more  glorioas  prospect  than 
flven  Gimtnt  or  Istawhnl  Not  the  Tiew  from  the 
Troad,  with  Ida,  the  HeUaspont,  and  the  more  dis- 
tant Mowtt  Athoa,  can  equal  it,  though  ao  superior 
Inextaait. 

I  heard  mnch  of  the  beauty  of  Arcadia,  but  ex- 
cepting the  view  from  the  monaatery  of  Megaspelion, 
(wnieh  is  inferior  to  Zitsain  aeommandof  eoantry,) 
and  the  deecent  from  thauaoantaina  on  the  way  from 
Tripolitaa  to  A»as,  Azeadia  has  little  to  reoom- 
Bsaad  it  bayoad  the  name. 

"  StaMitai,  ei  duiem  mociens  reasiaiaeitur  Argoa." 

▼Ifgi!  could  harre  put  this  into  the  mouth  of  none 
but  an  ArgiYe,  and  (with  reference  be  it  spoken)  it 
Aaos  not  daaenre  the  epithet.  And  if  the  Polynioes 
of  Statins,  **  In  me<tiis  audit  dao  litora  eampis.^ 
did  actually  hear  both  shores  in  crossing  the  isth- 
mus of  Corinth,  he  had  batter  ears  than  nare  ever 
been  woth  in  such  a  journey  since. 

"  Athens,**  says  a  celebrated  topographer,  **  is 
still  the  BBoat  polished  city  of  Greece."  Perhaps  it 
Biar  be  of  Greece,  but  not  of  the  Chreekt ;  for  Joannina 
in  Bphus  ia  oniverBally  allowed,  among  themselTes, 
to  he  superior  in  the  wealth,  refinement,  learning, 
and  dtaleet  of  ita  inhabitanto.  The  Athenians  are 
remarkable  for  their  ounning;  and  the  lower  or- 
ders are  not  inspropeerly  charaoteriaed  in  that  pror- 
crb,  which  claases  them  with  **  tiie  Jews  of  Saloniea, 
and  die  Tvrka  of  the  Ne^^repont." 

Among  the  Tarious  foreigners  resident  in  Athens, 
French,  Italians,  Germans,  Raj^usans,  &c.,  there 
was  never  a  difference  of  opinion  in  their  estimate  of 
the  Greek  character,  thou^  on  all  other  topics 
Ihsf  disputed  with  9faat  aonmony. 

Hr  ¥W^  the  French  consul,  who  has  passed 
thirtif  years  prineipaUy  at  Athens,  and  to  whoae 
talents  as  an  artist  and  manners  as  a  gentleman 
none  who  have  known  him  can  refuse  their  testimo- 
ar,  has  frequently  declared  in  my  hearing,  that  the 
Cueeks  do  not  deserre  to  he  emancipated;  reason- 
tag  OB  the  groaoda  of  their  ^'national  and  individual 
depasfitj  ;**  whflo  ho  forgot  that  such  depaarity  ia 
to  be  Bttriba*ed  to  eauses  whieh  can  only  be  reasor- 
sd  by  tile  measure  he  reprobates. 

Mr.  Rooue,  a  flench  merchant  of  respectability 
loBg  settled  in  Athens,  asserted  with  the  most 
imusing  gravity,  '^  Six  they  are  the  same  oanaUle 
thaiasMtedsaMrdaM^  Themuitooiee  r  analarm- 
iag remark  to  the  **  Lwsdaaof  teaMperis  actL"  The 
mcients  K^^M)i<wi  Themistocles,  the  modems  cheat 
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great  an  kwa  wm  baav 
traated! 

In  short,  all  the  Franks  who  are  ftataraa,  and 
moat  of  the  Englishman,  Germans,  Daaea,  &c^  o| 
passage  eaow  over  hy  degrees  to  their  opinion,  on 
much  the  same  grounds  that  a  Turk  ia  Bngland 
would  oondamn  the  nation  by  wholesale,  beoause  he 
was  wronged  by  hia  laequey,  and  orerehsrged  by 
his  washerwoman. 

Certainly  it  was  not  a  Uttib  staggering  when  the 
Sieurs  FauTel  and  Lusieri.  the  two  greatest  dema- 
gogues of  the  day,  who  oivide  between  them  the 
power  of  Pericles  and  the  popularity  of  Cleon,  and 
pusaU  the  poor  Waywode  with  perpetual  diflerencea, 
agreed  in  the  utter  oondeasnation,  **  nulla  rirtuta 
redemptum,"  of  the  Greeks  in  general,  and  of  tha 
Athenians  in  particular. 

For  my  own  humble  opinion,  I  am  loth  to  ha»» 
ard  it,  knowing,  as  I  do,  that  there  be  now  in  MS. 
no  less  than  five  tours  of  the  first  magnitude  and  of 
tha  most  threatenina  aspect,  all  in  typographical 
array,  by  peraoas  of  wit,  and  honor,  and  regular 
oommon-pLace  books ;  but,  if  I  may  say  this  wiUiout 
oiEenca,  itsesms  tome  rather  hard  to  declare  so  posi* 
tively  and  pertinAoioualy.  as  almost  every  body  haa 
declared,  that  tha  Greeka,  because  they  are  very 
bad,  will  never  be  batter. 

Eaton  and  Sonnim  have  lad  ns  astray  by  theif 

anegyrioa  and  projecto ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  Da 

'auw  and  Thornton  have  debased  the  Greeks  be« 
yond  their  demerits. 

The  Greeks  will  never  be  independent ;  thev  will 
never  be  sovereigns  as  heretofore,  and  God  forbid 
they  ever  should !  but  they  may  be  subiects  with- 
out being  slaves.  Our  colonies  are  not  inoependent, 
but  they  are  free  and  induatsious,  and  such  may 
Greece  be  hereafter. 

At  present  like  the  Catholioa  ef  Ireland  and  the 
Jews  thronffhoptthe  world,  and  such  other  cudgelled 
and  heterooox  people,  they  suffer  all  the  moral  and 
physical  ilia  that  can  aaiiet  humaiiity.  Their  lifoia 
a  struggle  against  tiwth ;  they  are  vicious  in  their 
own  defence.  They  are  so  unused  to  kindness,  thai 
when  they  oocasiocaily  meet  with  it  they  look  upon 
it  with  suspicion,  as  a  dog  often  beaten  maps  at 
your  fingers  if  you  attempt  to  caress  him.  **  They 
are  ungrateful,  notoriously,  abominably  ungrate- 
ful !"— ihis  is  a  general  ery.  Now,  in  the  name  ol 
Nemesis !  for  what  are  th^  to  be  gratcfol  ?  Where 
is  the  human  bei^  that  ever  conferred  a  benefit  on 
Greek  or  Greeka  r  They  are  to  be  grateful  to  tha 
Turks  for  their  fotters,  and  to  the  Franks  for  ^eir 
broken  premises  and  lying  eounaels.  They  are  to  be 
grateftil  to  the  artiat  who  aagravaa  their  ruins,  and 
to  the  antiquary  who  carries  them  away;  to  the 
traveller  whoea  janissary  fiogs  them,  and  to  the 
scribbler  whose  journal  abuses  them !  This  is  the 
amount  of  their  obligatiMsa  to  foreigners. 

II. 
Franciscan  Convent,  At?hen»t  Jaemary  23, 1811. 

Among  the  remnants  of  tiie  barbarous  policy  of 
the  earlier  ages,  are  the  traces  of  bondage  which  yet 
exist  in  different  countries  ;  whose  inhabitants 
however  divided  in  religion  and  manners,  almost  all 
agree  in  oppression. 

The  English  have  at  last  compassionated  their 
Negroes,  and  under  a  less  bigoted  government,  may 
probably  one  day  release  their  Catholic  bretnren : 
but  tiie  interposition  of  foreigners  alone  can  eman- 
cipate the  Gmks,  who  otherwise,  appear  to  have  aa 
small  a  chance  of  redemption  from  the  Turks,  as 
the  Jews  have  from  mankind  in  general. 

Of  the  ancient  Greeks  we  know  more  than  enough ; 
at  least  the  younger  men  of  Europe  devoted  much 
of  their  time  to  the  study  of  the  Greek  writers  and 
history,  which  would  be  more  usefully  spent  in  mas- 
tering their  own.  Of  the  modems,  we  are  perhaps 
more  neglectful  than  they  deserve ;  and  while  every 
man  of  any  pretensions  to  learning  is  tiring  out  Wa 
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jvoAt  tad  often  fcii  afe,  in  tks  itndy  of  Uie  lan- 
guage and  of  the  liarangues  of  the  Athenian  dem- 
agogues in  fiiTor  of  -freedom,  the  real  or  swpposed 
descendants  of  these  sturdy  republicans  are  left  to 
the  actual  tyranny  of  their  masters,  although  a  very 
s%ht  effort  is  required  to  strike  off  their  chains. 

To  talk,  as  the  Gbreeks  themselves  do,  of  their 
rising  again  to  their  pristine  simeriority,  wooid  be 
ridiculous ;  as  the  rest  of  the  world  must  resume  its 
h&rbarism,  aftar  reasserting  the  soverei^tT  of 
Gxoeoe :  but  there  seems  to  be  no  very  great  obstap 
ele,  except  in  the  apathy  of  the  Fruuts,  to  their 
becoming  an  useful  oependencT,  or  even  a  free  state 
with  a  proper  gusnntee ;— ^moer  correction,  howev- 
er, be  It  spoken,  for  many  and  well-infonned  men 
doubt  the  practicability  even  of  this. 

The  (Greeks  have  never  lost  their  hope,  tiiough 
they  are  now  more  divided  in  opinion  on  the  subject 
of  uieir  probable  deKveirers.  Religion  recommends 
the  Bassisns;  but  they  have  twice  been  deceived 
and  abandoned  by  that  power,  and  the  dreadfol  lea- 
son  they  received  after  the  Muscovite  desertion  in 
the  Korea  has  never  been  forgotten.  The  French 
they  dislike  i  although  the  8iilir|uaation  of  the  rest 
of  £urope  will,  probably,  be  attended  by  the  deliv- 
erance of  continental  Oreeoe.  The  islanders  look 
to  the  English  for  succor,  as  they  have  very  late- 
ly possessed  themselves  of  the  Ionian  republic, 
Corfu  excepted.  But  whoever  m>ear  with  arms  in 
their  hands  will  be  welcome  $  and  when  that  day 
rivesj  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Ottomans,  they 
cannot  expect  it  from  the  Giaours. 

But  instead  of  considering  what  they  have  been, 
and  speculating  on  what  they  may  be,  let  us  look 
at  them  as  they  are. 

And  here  it  is  imposdUe  to  reeonoile  the  con- 
trariety of  opinions :  some,  partieularly  the  mar 
chants,  decrying  the  Oreeks  in  the  strongest  Ian- 
Kuage;  others,  generally  tzaveUers,  turning  periods 
El  tnefr  eulogy,  and  publishing  very  curious  specula- 
tions graftea  on  tiieor  former  state,  which  can  have 
no  more  e&ct  on  their  present  lot,  than  the  exist- 
ence of  the  Incas  on  the  Ihtoie  fortunes  of  Peru. 

One  very  ingenious  person  tarns  them  the  **nat* 
ural  allies  of  £ngUshmen ;"  another,  no  less  ingen- 
ious, will  not  allow  them  to  be  tiM  allies  of  anybody, 
and  denies  their  very  deseent  from  ^e  andents ;  a 
third,  more  ingenious  than  either,  builds  a  Greek 
empire  on  a  Russian  fovndation.  and  lealisea  (on 
paper}  all  the  chimeras  of  Cathertae  11.  As  to  the 
question  of  their  descent,  iriiat  can  it  import  wfae- 
tner  the  Mamotes  are  the  lineal  Laoonians  or  not? 
or  the  present  Athenians  as  indlgNums  aa  the  bees 
of  Hymettus,  or  as  the  gnmkoppen,  to  which  they 
once  likened  themselves  ?  What  Englishman  eares 
if  he  be  of  a  Danish,  Baxon,  Norman,  or  Trojan 
blood  ?  or  who,  except  a  Welshman,  is  afflicted  with 
a  desire  of  being  descended  from  Caraotacus } 

The  poor  Oreeks  do  not  so  much  abound  in  the 
good  things  of  this  world,  as  to  render  even  their 
claims  to  antiqid^  an  object  of  envy ;  it  is  very  cruel, 
then,  in  Mr.  Thornton  to  distittb  them  In  the 
possession  of  aU  that  time  haa  left  them :  vis.  their 
pedigree,  of  which  they  are  the  more  tenacious,  as 
It  is  all  they  can  call  their  own.  It  would  be  worth 
while  to  publish  together,  and  eomrare,  the  works 
of  Messrs.  Thornton  and  De  Pauw,  Eton  and  Son- 
nini  i  paradox  on  one  side,  and  prejudice  on  the 
other.  Mr.  Thornton  conceives  nimself  to  have 
claims  to  the  public  confidence  from  a  fourteenyears' 
residence  at  Pera ;  perhaps  he  may  on  the  suDgeot  of 
the  Turks,  but  this  can  give  him  no  nNre  insight 
into  the  real  state  of  Greece  and  her  inhabitaats, 
than  as  many  years  spent  in  Wapping  into  that  of 
the  Western  Bkhlands. 

The  Greeks  of  Constantinople  live  in  Fanal ;  and 
if  Mr.  Thornton  did  not  oftener  cross  the  Golden  Horn 
than  his  brother  merchants  are  accustomed  to  do. 
should  place  no  great  re^ance  on  his  information. 
I  actuaUy  heard  one  of  these  gentlemen  boast  of 
Aeir  little  general  inteisoorse  with  the  dty,  and  — 


sert  of  Umeelf,  wUh  an  airof 
been  but  four  times  at  " 


1lM»hehaa 
in  as  many 

As  to  Mr.  Thornton's  wmige  in  tiie  Black  Sea  with 
Greek  vessels,  they  gave  fann  the  same  idea  of  Greeos 
as  a  cruise  to  Berwick  in  a  Scotch  smack  would  of 
Johnny  Grot's  house.  Upon  what  grounds,  then,  does 
he  arrogate  the  right  of  condemning  by  wholesale  i 
body  of  men,  of  whom  he  can  know  little  ?  It  is 
rather  a  curious  drcumatance  that  Mr.  Thornton, 
who  so  lavishly  dispraises  Pououeville,  on  every  oc- 
casion of  mentiomng  the  Turks,  haa  yet  resource 
to  ham  as  authority  on  the  Greeks,  and  terms  himan 
impartial  observer.  Now  Br.  Pououeville  is  as  little 
entitled  to  that  appellation,  as  Mr  .Thornton  tc  con* 
fer  it  on  him. 

The  fret  is,  we  are  deplorably  in  want  of  informa- 
tion on  the  subject  of  tne  Greeks,  and  in  particular 
their  literature,  nor  is  there  any  probabihty  of  ooi 
being  better  acquainted,  till  our  interoooise  becomes 
more  intimate,  or  their  independenee  cosilrmed :  the 
relations  of  passing  traveUera  are  as  little  to  be  de- 
pended on  as  the  invoetires  of  angry  foetois;  but 
till  something  more  can  be  attaineiL  we  must  be 
content  with  the  little  to  be  acquired  from  shnilsr 
sources.* 

However  defective  these  may  be,  they  axe  meiiesa 
ble  to  the  paradoxes  of  men  who  nave  read  supci^ 
ilcially  of  the  ancients,  and  seen  nothing  of  tiie 
modems,  such  as  Be  Faaw;  wko  when  he  ssserti 
the  British  breed  of  horses  is  miiied  by  Newmarket, 
and  that  the  Spartans  were  cowaxds  in  the  field,  be* 
trays  an  equal  knowledge  of  English  horses  and 
Spartan  men.  His  *< philosophical  ohserrations " 
have  a  much  better  ebim  to  the  title  of  *<poeti- 
cal."  It  could  not  be  expected  that  he  who  libsi^ 
ally  oottdenms  some  of  the  most  eeiebnted  instita* 
tions  of  the  ancient,  should  have  mercy  on  the 
modem  Greeks :  and  it  fortunately  happens,  that 
the  absurdity  of  his  hypothesis  on  tadbr  forefattheis 
reftitee  his  sentence  on  themselves. 

Let  us  trust,  then,  that  in  spite  of  the  prophecies 
of  Be  Pauw,  and  the  doubts  of  ICr.  Thornton,  then 
is  a  reasonable  hope  of  the  rodemptifln  of  a  race  of 
men,  who,  whatever  may  be  the  enora  of  their  re- 
ligion and  policy,  have  been  amply  punished  by  three 
centuries  and  a  half  of  captiri^. 

lU. 
AOem,  FraneUean  ComomU^  Mar.  17, 1811. 


Some  time  after  my  return  from  Constantinople  to 
this  city,  I  received  the  thirty-first  number  of  the 
Edinburrii  Review  as  a  great  Havor,  and  certainly 
at  this  distance  an  acceptable  one,  firom  the  captain 
of  an  English  frigate  otr  Balamia.    In  that  number, 


•  A  vonl,  m  patmm,  wldi  Mr.  TlMntM  and  Dr. 
\mn  bma  gdly  ftHw—i  Sw>of  ■wily  nHmliig  Urn  Bmkut**  TmMA. 

Dr.  PoujoBTille  leik  a  loaf  moij  of  a  Modem  who  aMJlowad  eoooii* 
subBoMte  is  MKh  quHMUM  dMt  In  MqoiiiMl  tht  mm  af  "  AdqinM 
y«ywS**  I-  ••  V>o^  tlM  Doctor  "AflcyMM,  *•  Mtir  qf  wfrarim  •«» 
matt.**  •'Ifaa,**  lUnki  Mr.  ThonHon,  (uifTj  wi*  te  Doctor  fer  tm 
OAkth  timej  •' bav«  I  caugbt  yoaf '^TbM,  III  a  aota  Ivrlet  Om  AiekBM  rf 
dHDaaMr^aMedala,lN4aMlleH«to  DafltaC%  pnSsiaMf  hi  Cm  TihIM 
iMfWtMd  I*  v«nah/  b  Ifc  vmn^^  PW,"  utia  i  >■  Mr.  TIwwkm,  i^tm 
laikttaCM  Oiito  ym^puMtt»ttArwMk^nAJ**knmmmiaJb$ 
man  tbw  fiMtyMn  «•  MMr.**  and  qaHa  niiMtw  tbe  Mndnentair 
"mUtoMlB.*'  Now  bodiutilfU.«ad  both  are  WTCOf.  If  Blr.  Thonieo, 
when  he  Mzt  italdM  ••bunooo  jmn  hi  the  tu$arj,**  wffl  canHk  Ui 
Torhhh  dktfcmanr,  or  a*  Mqr  of  Ifc  atmbclae  aaqiiBhitaaaa,  he  wll 
diaeovw  ant  •« AriipnM  yefM,**  pdt  ttfiaBr  StaMHf,  MM  the  «*«^ 
J— of^i  Hnii,**tthofwr  "JX^piii"  b  *■  «Mi  wftili^" 
dgwUyh^  -Mi  I  iiriM  wUhMle,"  Mrf  aal  heiaff  a  ^pnfm  imm  m  Ait 
«oeaeleB,ahhoi«hllbeaaoiltadas  mm  aooafh  «ith  te  ■iininnrfw. 
Aa«  Mr.  ItaMB^IwiMit  Uoie  or  pnfcaad  OriBQtalhm,  ha  aright  hM 
iMnd  tUe  out  beftve  he  eaof  each  pMH  ofw  Dr.  PtaiVMvBa. 

-    1  flilnk  xTiavdfen  Mffw  Faslan  ■*  ihel  ha  ev  MtM,  SMgl 


Mm.'>   M.B.fhrthel 


,  "mam"  toaM  •  i 


KOTM  TO  CHUSB 


FILOBOUOB. 


On 


aad  tluir  tttantnre,  itIA  a 
N»r  OKay»»oo-4naMUtotiathftPnaieh 
tiiose  noiaska  I  neaa  togroandafcw 
aad  tiba  not  whore  Iii«w  writ*  will  I 


ibruta 


:  tiMmia  a 


BtiodMteg  H 
:  m  ttooA  d%BM  ooui^etad  with  tM  sabiaet. 
Oonr*  tiia  most  cSiehqitad  of  Unmm  QntSuh  at  laMt 
nm^  the  FimUu.  was  boim  at  Solo,  (in  tiM  B0vi«w 
ftaTxna  is  ststedf  I  bavs  isaioa  to  Odak,  taoonoet- 
lf,)aBd,  benies  tike  tnaalatfamolBaosozia  and  oth- 
er works  laairtawned  by  ^s  Sevioww,  haa  pnMiahed 
a  lesieon  in  Binaaie  and  French,  if  I  may  trast  the 
annaoe  «f  sobs  Buiish  tmfeUsn  lately  airived 
ftem  Paris ;  bnt  the  lataet  we  hare  seen  here  in 
Ftaaeh  wmd  Qteek  ie  that  of  OfSMiy  £oliheclooa.* 
Oosay  has  reeentir  been  inYolred  in  an  n:^Iesaant 
aonttoveeay  witii  IL  GaaUt  &  Paikian  eoAkBientatOK 
editor  of  eosM  tnnalationa  from  0»m  Greek 
m.  cottseqaeaoe  of  the  InstHate  having 
\  the  prise  far  UsTanioa  of  JUppocrataa 
•*tUpl  U«v«ir,"  Jke^  to  the  dinMngenMBt.  and  eon- 
a^dlqaesaweof  tikeeaid^dL  To  his  ez- 
a  uftenry  end  petdotie  gi 


JS^letl 


_    great  pniae  is  ua- 

doebtedly  dae»  bnt  a  part  of  tluit  praise  onght  not 
to  be  wtthhdd  from  the  two  brotheis  Sodmado, 
ihaata  aetOed  in  Le^orn,)  who  sent  hha  to 
,  and  wiTitihifnd  him  far  the  expceaa  puipuee 
of  aJwcwfatnugtibeeneieat^  and  adding  to  tin  mod- 
em, zeoesKehes  of  his  eonftTmsa.    Cecigr, 


,  is  not  eoHsidered  by  hie  oonntiymen  eqnal  to 
■nee  who  Izred  in  the  two  lest  oentozies ;  mere  par- 
tkelady  Darothees  of  Mitylene,  whose  Hellenie 
eiitoMS  are  so  mneh  en  teemed  by  the  Oreaks  that 
MdAs  tenM  him,  •«  Mar*  r«y  dM««JlA|v  m)  Icv^ 
#«»md^«T«c*JM4Mr/'  (P.»4BodeainMioalHis- 
T.voLi.) 

Kadrikas,  tte  trahslatar  of  Foate- 
uraaea,  1^  tranalated  OeeUns  Ln- 


csty 


I  ea  Hm  UaireeBe  into  l^eneh,  Ohristodonhu, 
MBB  partiaalarly  PaaUda,  lAom  I  have  eon- 
I  with  in  Jeeaaiaa,  aie  also  ia  hirii  lepate 
J  their  KteiatL    The  liwt-meatloned  has  pab- 
fin  Bomaio  and  Latin  a  work  ea  **  Tine  Hi 
dedieatad  toCSatharinell.    BntPolyse 
by  tile  Beviewcr  to  be  the  onlymed- 
my  who  haa  distingaiahed  himaelf  by 
r  H^snie,  if  he  be  the  PoWaoia  Lsm- 
EaiotaB  of  Tanina,  who  has  pehlishsa  a  nami 
Ittbms  in  Bemaie,  was  malthsr  mote  nor  U 
,  an  itinerant  render  of  books;  witii  the  oon- 
I  of  which  he  had  no  conaem  beyond  hia  aame 
m  tittai  paao»  plaeed  there  to  aeeare  his  prop- 
la  the  pabficetign;  sad  he  wa8»  moreover,  a 
L  atlaHy  deetitato  ef  aeholaalie  aeqoireaMa 
tiba  aaia%  howevw,  ia  aot  aaenmiaon,  aoi 
PalyBoli  amy  have  edited  Ae  Spiatlas  of  Aiis- 


It  ia  be  ■agiittifl  that  the  ayalem  of  esatiaental 
blockade  has  oloeed  the  few  chaaaals  thsoagh  which 
tte  Qneka  laeeived  «air  pahiiaatians,  paationlarly 
YcaieeaadTUeste.  Xvea  the  eemmoa  grtounara 
far  ^tUien  aretieeoBie  too  dear  far  the  lower  Qidevs. 
Axaaagat  tbair  origiaal  worka  tlba  Oeogmahy  of 
Mdbtiiia,  ArehUahop  of  Athene*  and  a  maWti 
of  Aeohia^eal  oaaitoe  aad  peetiael  pamphletai  i 
to  be  met  wit&i  their  graauaam  aad  leTJeoms 
twe^  tbne^  and  faav  fangaagee,  aae  Bmaeraoa  a — 
eKceOent  Their  poetry  is  in  rhyme.  The  meet 
di«ahxpieoe  I  have  lately  asea  is  a  satire  ia  dia- 


■Mtohle fl< ora>  ■hilw/'    OBOiiaPtaMkMl 

IMf  eH»MlldlMl«ioat«rat«lwia«l«tMnalB^t**  It 

BiMkiaMihHhHhMteaaMMaM«te*nll  In  *•  aah 


■■iiHH  i^kiiwvH  a  Basaiaaf  flBgnah«  aad  F^reaoh 
tracveOer,  and  the  Wayiiode  of  waUachia,  (or 
Maakbey,  ae  tiunr  term  him,)  an  archbiahop,  a 
ehant,  and  Gogfa  Baehi,  (or  primate,)  in  an 


.  to  all  of  whom  under  the  Turks,  the  writer 
attribatee  tiieir  preeent  degeneracy.  Their  aongs 
are  sometiaue  pretty  and  pathetic,  bat  their  tnnee 
generally  eaplaaeing  to  tne  ear  of  a  Frank :  the 
beet  to  &e  ftmooa  '*At€rt  ir«Uc£  rO^  'SAA«r«»»/'  by 
the  n^fortonate  Riga.  Bat  from  a  eatalogae  of 
mote  ^an  aizty  aathota,  now  before  me,  only  if* 
teen  can  be  found  who  ha^  touched  on  any  taeme 
exeeat  theology. 

I  em  inbnuted  witii  a  oommisaioB  by  a  Greek  of 
Atiiens.  named  Marmarotonri,  to  make  anaage- 
menta,  if  poaaible,  for  printing  in  London  a  trana- 
latioa  of  sartikdemi'a  Anacharato  in  Romaic,  aa  he 
has  ao  other  opportonity,  unless  he  deapatchee  the 
MS.  to  Viaaaa  by  the  Black  Sea  and  Danube. 

The  Reviewer  BMntiona  a  acfaool  established  at 
Hecatenesi,  snd  auppieaaed  at  the  inatiration  of 
Sebeetiaai :  he  means  Cidonics,  or,  in  Turkish, 
HaiTali ;  a  town  on  the  continent  where  that  inati- 
tation  far  a  handled  atodenta  and  three  profeaaors 
atill  eakta.  It  to  true  that  thto  eatabluhment  was 
distarbed  by  the  Porte,  uader  the  ridiculous  preteat 
that  the  Oieeks  were  eoastructinff  a  fortress  instead 
of  a  oollege;  but,  on  inveetigauum,  and  the  pay» 
BMnt  ef  some  pnraea  to  the  Divaa,  it  has  been  per* 
mitted  to  continue.  The  principal  professor,  named 
Uenfamin,  (L  e.  Benjamin,)  to  stated  to  be  a  man 
of  talent,  but  a  freethinker.  He  waa  bom  in  Les- 
bos, studied  in  Italy,  and  to  master  of  Hellenic, 
Latin,  aad  some  Frank  languagea;  berideaaama^ 
taring  of  tiie  aeienoca. 


tion  over  the  fall  of  the  Greeka  appeara  ainguUr, 
when  he  dfoaea  it  with  these  worda:  **l%e  chanftis 
fa  b$  dllifliifarf  fa  tkmr  miifirttmm  rather  than  fa 
amy  *phmmeal  thgrBdatitm.*  **  It  may  be  tnie  that 
the  Gieeka  ere  not  ph^rricaDy  degenerated,  and  tha« 
Oonatantiaople  contained,  on  the  day  it  changed 
maatera,  ae  many  men  of  aix  feet  and  upwarda  aa  in 
the  hour  of  prosperity ;  but  ancient  history  and 
BMdera  poHtica  matruct  ua  that  something  mora 
tiian  physical  perfection  ia  neceaaary  to  pieaerve  a 
atate  m  rigor  and  independence ;  and  the  Graeka, 
In  partieuuir,  are  a  melancholy  example  of  the  neer 
oonneot&oa  between  moral  degredation  and  national 
decay. 

The  Reriewer  mentiona  a  plan  "tosMMve"  br 
Potemkin  for  the  pniification  of  the  Romaic,  and! 
have  endcsfvored  in  vain  to  procure  any  tidmga  or 
traoea  of  ita  eziatenoe.  There  was  an  academy  in 
St.  Petersburgh  for  the  Greeks;  but  it  was  su^ 
pressed  by  Paul,  snd  has  not  been  rerived  by  his 

There  to  a  slip  of  the  pen,  and  it  can  only  be  a 
sUp  of  the  pen,  in  p.  68,  No.  ai,  of  the  Bdinborsh 
Review,  where  ^ese  words  occur:— <'We  are  told 
that  when  the  capital  of  tiie  East  ytolded  to  Solf 
fnan *'--it  maybe  presumed  that  thto  last  word  wifi» 
in  a  Aitam  edition,  be  altered  to  Mahomet  II.*— 


lafaoMV  maim  «#  *•  WOgtm^  Bvrinr,  UH,  S  h  i 

iMiaad  aijflriafc  4aai  aot  ana  «  kHP^^r  "V  ■">*  *»  *^ 
•  mJkUh.1  ftwiy,— Wm  a  la  ScotiMd  Umj  i!m  ywf  iimlm  ■'■  ol 
«  S^lfmm  tamm  JMmmI  IL  m^  tmm 


•MlBrlthtoteariteiaBBMnet.    Tlw  fmSniM,  tevlnff  anjayvd  wot 
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BYBOirS  WQXXS. 


ihe  ''Udut  of  ConstentiaoDle/'  it  mmb«.  at  ikgX 

period  spolce  a  dialect,  "  which  would  not  naye  dis- 
graced we  lips  of  an  Athenian  "  I  do  not  know 
y^how  that  might  be,  but  am  sorry  to  saj  the  ladies 
in  general,  and  the  Athenians  in  particular,  are 
much  altered ;  being  far  from  choice  either  in  their 
dialect  or  expressions,  as  the  whole  Attio  race  are 
i)arbarous  to  a  proyerb  : 

"  SX  AJB/iva  KfiorTj  x*^P^ 
Ti  yatiapoMs  rp^ig  rci»pa." 

In  Gibbon,  toI.  x.  page  161,  is  the  following  sen- 
tence :"— "  The  vulgar  dialect  of  the  city  was  gross 
and  barbarous,  though  the  compositions  of  the 
church  and  palace  sometimes  aifected  to  copy  the 
purity  of  the  Attic  models."  Whatever  may  oe  as- 
serted on  the  subject,  it  is  difiicult  to  conceive  that 
the  "  ladies  of  Constantinople,"  in  the  reign  of  the 
last  Cssar,  spoke  a  purer  dialect  than  Anna  Cmn- 
nena  wrote  three  centuries  before :  and  those  royal 
pages  are  not  esteemed  the  best  models  of  composi- 
tion, although  the  princess  yXiaTT^v  uxtp  AKPIBAZ 
ATTiKi^Qvvav,  In  the  Fanal,  and  in  Yanina,  the 
best  Greek  is  spoken :  in  the  latter  there  is  a  nour- 
ishing school  under  the  direction  of  Fsalida. 

There  is  now  in  Athens  a  pupil  of  Psalida'i,  who 
is  making  a  tour  of  observation  through  Greece :  he 
is  intelligent,  and  better  educated  than  a  fellow- 
oommoner  'of  most  colleges.  I  mention  this  as  a 
proof  that  the  spirit  of  inquiry  if  not  dormant 
among  the  Greeks. 

The  Reviewer  mentions  Mr.  Wright,  the  author 
of  the  beautiful  poem  *'  Horas  lonicfls,'*  as  qualified 
80  give  details  of  these  nominal  Romans  and  de- 
generate Greeks,  and  also  of  their  language;  but 


Mr.  Wright,  though  a  good  poet  and  an  able  man, 
has  made  a  mistake  where  he  states  the  Albanian 
dialect  of  the  Romaic  to  approximate  nearest  to  the 
Hellenic :  for  the  Albanians  speak  a  Romaio  as  no- 
toriously corrupt  as  the  Scotch  of  Aberdeenshire,  or 
the  Italian  of  Naples.  Yanina,  (where,  next  to 
the  Fanal,  the  Greek  is  purest,)  although  the  capi- 
tal of  Ali  Pacha's  dominions,  is  not  in  Albania  but 
Epirus ;  and  beyond  Delvinachi  in  Albania  proper, 

S»  to  Argyrocastro  and  Tepaleeu,  fbeyond  whicn  I 
d  not  advance,)  they  speak  worse  Greek  than  even 
the  Athenians,  I  was  attended  for  a  year  and  a 
half  by  two  of  these  singular  mountaineers,  whose 
mother  tongue  is  lUyric,  and  I  never  heard  them  or 
their  countrymen  (whom  I  have  seen  not  only  at 
home,  but  to  the  amount  of  twenty  thousand  in  the 
army  of  Vely  Pacha),  praised  for  their  Greek,  but 
often  laughed  at  for  their  provincial  barbarisms. 

I  have  m  my  possession  about  twenty-flve  letters, 
among  which  some  from  the  Bey  of  Corinth,  writ- 
ten to  me  by  Notaras,  the  Cogia  J^chi,  and  others 
by  the  dragoman  of  the  Cainiacam  of  the  Morea, 
(which  last  governs  in  Vcly  Pacha's  absence,)  are 
said  to  be  favorable  speciinens  of  their  epistolary 
s^Ie.  I  also  received  some  at  Constantinople  from 
private  persons,  written  in  a  most  hyperbolical 
style,  but  in  the  true  antique  character. 

The  Reviewer  proceeds,  after  some  remarks  on 
the  tongue  in  its  past  ana  present  state,  to  a  para- 
dox (page  59)  on  the  great  mischief  of  the  knowl- 
edge of  his  own  language  has  done  to  Coray,  who, 
it  seems,  is  less  likely  to  understand  the  ancient 
Ghreek,  because  he  is  perfect  master  of  the  modern ! 
This  observation  follows  a  paragraph,  recommend- 
ing, in  explicit  terms,  the  study  otthe  Romaic,  as 
"a  powerful  auxiliary,"  not  only  to  the  traveller 
and  foreign  merchant,  but  also  to  the  classical 
scholar;  m  short,  to  every  body  except  the  only 
person  who  can  be  thoroughly  acquainted  with  its 
uses ;  and  by  a  parity  of  reasonmg,  our  old  laaenafle 
is  conjectured  to  l.e  probablv  more  attainable  By 
"foreigners,"  than  by  ourselves!  Now  I  am  in- 
clined to  think,  that  a  Dutch  Tyro  in  our  tongue 
(albeit  himself  it  Saxon  blood)  would  be  sadly 
perplexed  with  "  Sir  Tristrem,"  or  any  other  given 


AaekinlMk]fa**wMi  ortiHhMt  A  u 
glossary;  and  to  most  «pprehen«l«BS  it 
evident  that  none  but  a  native  can  aeqoire  a  eom- 
patent,  far  leaa  complete,  knowledge  oi  our  obeolete 
idioms.  We  may  give  the  critic  credit  for  hie 
ingenuity,  but  no  move  believ«  him  than  we  do 
SmoUet's  Linnahago,  who  maintains  that  the 
purest  English  is  spoken  in  Edinburgh.  That 
Coray  mav  err  is  very  possible ;  but  if  he  does,  the 
fault  is  m  the  man  rather  than  in  his  mother 
tongue,  which  is,  as  it  ought  to  be,  of  tht  greatest 
aid  to  tiie  native  student.—* Here  the  Reviewer  pro- 
ceeds to  business  on  Slarabo's  translatots,  and  here 
I  close  my  remarks. 

Sir  W.  Brummond,  Mr.  Hamilton,  Lord  Aber- 
deen, Dr.  Clarke,  Captain  Leake,  Mr.  GeU,  Mr. 
Walpole,  and  many  others  now  in  England,  have 
all  tne  requisitas  to  ftimish  details  of  this  fiUlen 
people.  The  few  observations  I  have  offered  I 
should  have  left  where  I  made  them,  had  not  the 
article  in  question,  and  above  all  the  spot  where  I 
read  it,  induced  me  to  advert  to  those  pages,  which 
the  advantage  of  my  present  situation  enabled  me 
to  clear,  or  at  least  to  make  the  attempt. 

I  have  endeavored  to  waive  the  personal  feelings, 
which  rise  in  despite  of  me  in  touching  upon  any 
part  of  the  Edinburgh  Review;  not  from  a  wish 
to  conciliate  the  &vor  of  its  writers,  or  to  cancel 
the  remembrance  of  a  syllable  I  have  formerly  pub- 
lished, but  simply  from  a  sense  of  the  impropriety 
of  mixing  up  private  resentments  with  a  disqusition 
of  the  present  kind,  and  more  particulariy  at  this 
dietanoe  of  time  ana  place. 


ASBJcnoxA*  yon,  oir  trb  Tunxa. 

The  diffioulties  of  travdiing  in  Turiiey  haw  been 
much  exaggerated,  or  rather  have  oenaidstmbly 
diminishea  of  late  years.  The  Mussulmans  have 
been  beaten  into  a  kind  of  sullen  civility,  vecy 
comfortable  to  voyagers. 

It  is  hasardous  to  say  mach  on  the  subject  of 
Turks  and  Turkey;  since  it  is  possible  to  Uve 
among  them  twen^  years  without  acquiring  infoi^ 
mation^  at  least  from  themselves.  As  far  as  my 
own  slight  experienoe  carried  me  I  have  no  com- 
plaint to  make ;  but  am  indebted  for  many  civilities, 
(I  might  almost  say  for  friendship,)  and  much 
hospitality,  to  Ali  Paeha,  his  son  Veli  Pacha  of  the 
Mores,  and  several  otiiers  of  high  rank  in  the 
provinces.  Sulevman  Aga,  late  Govexnor  of  Athens, 
and  now  of  Thebes,  was  a  ban  msnnf,  and  ss  social 
a  being  as  esmt  sat  cross-legged  st  a  tray  er  a  table. 
During  the  carnival,  when  our  English  perty  vran 
masquerading,  both  himself  and  his  successor  were 
more  happy  to  <*  receive  ma4ks"  than  any  dowager 


in  Grosvenor    . 

snpeinff  at 
his  friend  and  visitor,  the  Cadi  of  Thebes, 


On  one«ooci 


square, 
asum  of 


his 


;  the  eenvent, 


carried  from  table  perfectly  quahfled  for  any  clnb  in 
Christendom ;  while  the  worthy  Way  wode  himaell 
triumphed  in  his  falL 

In  all  money  transaotiens  with  the  Moslems,  I 
ever  foond  the  strictest  honor,  the  highest  disinter- 
estedness. In  tsanssetinR  business  witii  them, 
thsee  am  none  oC  these  oirty  peculationa,  under 
the  name  of  interest,  differonoe  of  exchange,  eofli- 
mission,  &c.,  &a.,  uniformly  found  in  applying  to  a 
Greek  consul  to  eash  biUs»  even  of  the  nnt  \ 


in  Pera. 

With  regard  to  presents,  an  established  enstom 
in  the  East,  you  will  rarely  find  yourself  a  loser ; 
as  one  worth  acceptance  Is  generally  returned  by 
another  of  similar  value — a  horse,  or  a  shawL 

In  the  capital  and  at  court  the  citixens  and 
courtiers  are  formed  in  the  same  sehool  with  those 
of  Christianity;  but  there  does  not  enist-a  mwm 


irOTSS  TO  GBUHI  HABOUIV  PILORIMAGB. 


tim  tke  triM  TMi»k  poT&ofad  An,  or  ModMn 
toanoj  gBntlem»B.  It  i»  not  meant  nm  to  desig- 
Bcte  Che  gOTeraors  of  towns,  but  thote  Ana  who, 
brakindof  feudiu.  tenure,poMeM  Unds  uidhonMs, 
or  Boto  or  l«n  extent  in  Greece  and  Asia  Minar. 

The  lower  orders  are  in  as  tolerable  discipline  as 
the  rabble  in  eonntries  with  greater  pretensions  to 
«mlisati«Mi.  A  Moslem,  in  walking  the  streets  of 
ear  eomtrr-towas,  would  be  more  incommoded  in 
Bn^and  tnan  a  Frank  in  a  similar  situation  in 
Tvkey.  Regimentals  are  the  best  traTelUng  dress. 
The  best  accounts  of  the  religion^  and  different 
sects  of  Islamism,  may  be  found  m  D'OUison's 
Frcneh ;  of  their  manners,  Ac,  perhaps  in  Thom> 
ton's  English.  The  Ottomans,  witti  all  their 
delecti,  axe  not  a  people  to  be  despised.  Equal,  at 
least,  to  the  Spaniards,  they  are  superior  to  the 
Portngueee.  If  it  be  difficult  to  pronounce  what 
thej  are,  we  can  at  least  say  what  they  are  not  : 
they  are  not  treacherous,  they  are  not  cowardly, 
they  do  not  bum  heretics,  they  are  not  assassins, 
nor  has  an  enem^  adranced  to  their  capitaL  They 
ait  faithful  to  their  sultan  till  he  becomes  unfit  to 
gOTon,  and  derout  to  their  God  without  an  inquisi- 
tion. Were  ther  driTen  firom  St  Sophia  to-morrow, 
and  the  French  or  Russians  enthroned  in  their 
stead,  it  would  become  a  question,  whether  Europe 
would  gain  by  the  exchange  ?  England  would  cer- 
tainly be  the  loser. 

With  regard  to  that  i^orance  of  which  they  are 
so  generally,  and  sometimes  justly  accused,  it  may 
be  doubted,  always  excepting  France  and  England, 
in  what  useful  points  of  knowledge  they  are 
czeelled  by  other  nations.  Is  it  in  the  common 
arts  of  life  r  In  their  manufactures  ?  Is  a  Turkish 
nhre  inferior  to  a  Toledo?  or  is  a  Turk  worse 
dothed  or  lodged,  or  fed  and  taught,  than  a  Span* 
iard?  Are  their  Pachas  worse  educated  than  a 
Grandee  ?  or  an  Effendi  than  a  Knight  of  St.  Jago. 
I  think  not. 

I  remember  Mahmout,  the  grandson  of  Ali  Pacha, 
asking  whether  my  fellow- traTeUer  and  myself  were 
in  ^  upper  or  lower  House  of  Parliament.  Now 
tiiis  question  from  a  boy  of  ten  years  old  proved  that 
his  education  had  not  been  neglected.  It  may  be 
doubted  if  an  English  bqy  at  that  age  knows  the 
iifisence  of  the  JJiTan  from  a  College  of  Deryises ; 
but  I  am  Tery  sure  a  Spaniard  does  not.  How  little 
Mahmout,  surrounded,  as  he  had  been  entirely  hj 
his  Turkish  tutors^  has  learned  that  there  was  suen 
a  thing  as  a  Parliament  it  were  useless  to  ooi^ecture, 
uless  we  suppose  that  his  instructors  did  not  con- 
fine his  studies  to  the  Koran. 

In  all  the  mosques  there  are  schools  established, 
which  are  rerj  regularly  attended ;  and  the  poor  are 
tansht  without  the  church  of  Turkey  being  put  into 
pcra.  I  belieye  the  system  is  not  yet  printed; 
(though  there  is  such  a  thing  as  a  Turkish  press, 
and  books  printed  on  the  late  militarT  insHtiitKm  of 
the  ^^sam  Oedidd ;)  nor  have  I  heard  whether  the 
Mufti  and  the  MoUas  have  subscribed,  or  the  Caima- 
eam  and  the  Tefterdar  taken  the  alarm,  fbr  fear  the 
ingenious  youth  of  the  turban  should  be  taught  not 
to  **  pray  to  God  their  way."  The  Greeks  also— a 
kind  of  Eastern  Irish  papists  have  a  college  of 
their  own  at  Maynooth— no,  at  Haiyali:  where  the 
hetoodoK  reoeiTe  much  the  same  kind  of  ccrante- 
sance  from  the  Ottoman  as  the  Catholic  collage  firom 
the  English  legislature.  Who  shall  Aen  affirm  that 
the  Turks  are  ignorant  bigots,  when  l3iey  thus 
erinoe  the  exact  proportion  of  Christiam  charity 
which  is  tolerated  in  thiB  most  prosperous  and  ortho- 
dox of  an  possible  kingdoms  f  But.  though  they 
aDow  all  this,  they  wUf  not  smffer  the  Greeks   to> 


participate  in  their  prxyikMs ;  no,  let  tliam  fight 

,     ad  p»T  HMfar  * 
drubbed  in  this  w«eM,  and  daanva  in  the  next. 


the^b^tUes,  and  pAT 


(taes,)  be 


we  tiMB  uMsneipote  our  Irish  Helots ! 
ro«lm!dlb«BhthM  Mussul- 


Mahomet  forbid!  Wo 


n 

wont  OlifMaas  i  otpvMMt  wt  mito  Iho 
best  of  bothH«^tieal  ftdth,  and  toinirthhig  nsl 
mndi  inferior  to  TdrUsh  toleration. 


APPENDIX. 

Axowo  an  enalayod  people,  obH^od  tohnyon* 
course  to  fureign  presses  even  for  their  books  of  ro» 
ligion,  it  is  less  to  be  wondered  at  that  we  find  to 
few  pvUieotiona  on  general  snMecti  than  that  wt 
find  any  at  all.  The  whole  nnmoer  of  the  Greeksj 
scattered  up  and  down  the  Turkish  empire  and 
elsewhere,  may  amount,  at  most,  to  three  millions  i 
and  yet,  for  so  scanty  annmber,  it  is  impossible  to  dis- 
eorer  anr  nation  with  so  great  a  proportion  of  books 
and  theor  authors,  as  the  Greeks  of  the 


esBtwy.  *'  Ay,"  but  sst  the  generous  adTocates  q| 
oppression,  who,  while  tney  assert  the  i^oranee  ef 
the  Greeks,  wish  to  prerent  them  from  dispelling  it| 
*«ay,  b«t  tiMse  are  mostly,  if  not  all,  ecfesiastical 
traels,  snd  conseouently  good  for  nothing."  WeU« 
and  pray  what  else  can  they  write  about  ?  It  ii 
pleasant  enough  to  hear  a  Frank,  particularW  aft 
Englishman,  who  may  abuse  the  goyemment  of  hli 
own  oountry ;  or  a  frendman,  who  may  abuse  er- 
ery  goyemment  except  his  own,  and  who  majraoM 
at  will  oyer  eyery  philoeophical,  religious,  scientiflo, 
skeptical,  or  moral  subject,  sneering  at  the  Greek 
legends.  A  Greek  must  not  write  on  politics,  and 
oannoi  toueh  on  science  fbr  want  of  instmction;  U 
he  doubts,  he  is  exeommunicated  and  damned; 
therelbre  his  eountrymon  are  not  poisoned  with 
modem  philosophy ;  and  as  to  mornls,  ^anks  tt 
the  Turks  1  there  are  no  such  things.  Wliat  then 
is  left  him,  if  he  has  a  turn  for  scribbMng  }  ReUAr 
ion,  and  holy  biography:  and  it  is  natural  enough 
that  thooe  wiio  have  so  little  In  this  life  should  look 
to  the  nest.  It  k  no  great  wonder  then  that  In  a 
catalogue  ftew  before  me  of  fifty-Aye  Greek  writei% 
many  of  whom  were  lately  liying,  not  aboye  fifteen 
should  hay*  tou(diod  on  any  thing  but  religios. 
The  catalogue  aUuded  to  is  contained  in  the  twear 
tr^izlh  chapter  of  the  fourth  yolume  of  Meletins'f 
Ecclesiastical  Histoir.  From  this  I  subjoin  aa  ear 
tsaet  of  those  who  haye  written  on  general  sub- 
jects ;  which  will  be  followed  by  some  spednaens  M 
theBomaio. 


LIST  07  XOMAIC  AVTHOBA.* 

Neophitus  Diakonos  (the  deacon)  of  the  Morea» 
has  puolished  an  extensaye  grammer,  and  also  soma 
political  reffulations,  whieh  last  were  left  unfinished 
at  his  deatn. 

Prokopius  of  Moseopolis,  (a  town  in  Epirus,)  has 
written  and  published  a  catalogue  of  the  learned 
Greeks. 

Seraphin,  of  Periclea,  is  the  author  of  many 
works  m  the  Turkish  lan^oago,  hut  Greek  charac- 
ter ;  for  the  Christians  of  Caraniania,  who  do  not 
speak  Romaic,  but  read  the  character. 

Eustathius  PsaUdas.  of  Bushares^  a  physician, 
made  the  tour  of  England  fbr  the  purpose  of  study 
'xApiP  ^adiicsuit)  I  but  ti^ou|^  his  name  is  enumer- 
ated, it  is  not  sUted  that  he  has  writtem  any  thing. 

Kallinikus  Torgeraus,  Patriarch  of  Constantino- 
ple :  many  poems  of  his  are  extant,  and  also  prose 
tracts,  and  a  catalcjpie  of  patriarchs  lince  the  last 
taking  of  Constantinople. 

Ajiastasius  Macedon,  of  Naxos,  member  of  the 
royal  academy  of  Warsaw.    A  church  biographer. 


BYEOSra  YQBU.  •, 


(of  what  is  not  specified,)  and  has  published  his 
oorrespondence  with  the  celebrated  George  of  Trebi- 
Bond,  nis  contemponoy. 

MeletiuB,  a  celebrated  geographer ;  and  author  of 
the  book  from  whence  these  notices  are  taken. 

Dorotheas,  of  Mitylene,  an  Aristotelian  philoso- 
pher :  his  Hellenic  works  are  in  great  repute,  and, 
&e  is  esteemed  bv  the  modems  (I  quote  the  words 
of  Meletius)  tisra  r6v  &ovKv6(driv  xal  Scyo^dSrra  ApiFos 
•fiXX^ofir.  I  add  fhrther,  on  the  authority  of  a  well- 
liifoFmed  Greek,  that  he  was  so  famous  among  his 
countrymen,  that  they  were  accustomed  to  «ay,  if 
Thucyoides  and  Xen(^hon  were  wanting,  he  n 
capable  of  repairing  the  loss. 

Marinus  Count  Thurbourec,  of  Cephalonia,  pro- 
fessor of  chemistry  in  the  academy  of  Padua,  and 
member  of  that  academy,  and  those  of  Stockholm 
end  Upsal.  He  has  published,  at  Venice  aa  ac- 
count of  some  marine  animal,  and  a  treatise  on  the 
yopertiee  of  iron. 

Marcus,  brother  to  the  former,  fismous  in  mechaa' 
ios.  He  has  removed  to  St.  Petersburg  the  immense 
xock  on  which  the  statue  of  Peter  uie  Great  was 
ixed  in  1709.  See  the  dissertation  which  he  pub- 
Bshed  in  Paris,  1777. 

George  Constantino  has  published  a  four-tongued 
kzioon. 

George  Yentote;  a  lexicon  in  French,  Italian, 
ttndBomaic 

There  exist  several  other  dictionaries  in  Latin 
and  Romaic,  fVench,  ftc,  besides  grammars  in 
every  modem  language,  except  Eiwlish. 

Among  the  living  authors  the  following  axe  most 
eriebratea>-* 

Athanasius  Parios  has  written  a  treatise  on  rhet 
one  in  Hellenic. 

Christodoulos.  an  Aeamanian,  has  published,  in 
Tienna,  some  physical  treatiBes  in  HeUenio. 

Panagiotee  X^odrikae,  aa  Athenian,  the  Romaic 
teaaslator  of  FonteneUe'^  <<  Plurality  of  Worlds," 
fa  ihvorite  work  amonsnt  the  Greeks,)  is  stated  to 
fie  a^teacher  of  the  Hellenic  and  Arabic  languages 
in  Paris ;  in  both  of  which  he  is  an  adept. 

Athanasius,  the  Parian,  author  of  a  treatise  on 
dietoric 

Vicenso  Damodos,  of  Cephalonia,  has  written 
•*€it  Ti  iuoo9ipeQp9¥,"  on  logic  and  physics. 

John  Kamarases,  a  Bysantine,  has  translated 
into  French  Ocellus  on  tne  Universe.  He  is  said 
to  be  an  excellent  HeUenist,  and  Latin  scholar. 

Gregorio  Demetrius  published,  in  Vienna,  a 
geographical  work :  he  has  also  translated  several 
Italian  authors,  and  printed  his  versions  at  Venice, 

Of  Coray  and  Psalida  some  account  has  been 
already  given. 


GREEK  WAR  SONG.f 

1. 

AMtT  TS,  wmiSst  rAt  'BAX4m*v» 

h  matpdi  Hit  H^ift  ^Aflw, 
'At  fa9&iHt»  A(i*c  kmiwa¥ 

antf  ficif  itkNUv  rib  ^fXfi* 
'A(  vnHotfftfv  Mf€ltAt 

riv  ^vydy  T^t  rvpavptSot* 
lirjiv^o'cii/Kv  rarp(S«t 

it6Bt  8¥ti60s  mivxpir. 

vaXitt  *BXA4vitfr,  iytt/itw* 
Il9ram64v  kxfipw  ro  c?/ia 


I  tr  Mi  Mv  «■  to  *wl  oMv  *»  • 


OAcv(799rro5r*BAA4»«fr 
K6KiiaXa  difipttMitt¥€f 

Jbn^para  Inopwtvpiiva, 
Ttapa  X&6er€  wo^y  i 

X  r^v  ^UKJ^y  rift  caAriyytft  ji« 
ewaxBflrt  5\a  5/io«. 

ical  ¥ikSts  Tp6  ira»ro9 
TA  8v\a  is  Xa^6)|ier,  sle. 


Twipra^  Twapra^  rt  ttoipScai 

{(irvi}9«r,  «rpA(c  A$li»utt 
v^pftoxov  ««yrorciHf»« 

*E99vpii99v  AcMviJov 
4poM(  ro9  ^at»9ro9f 

T09  d»6p9s  tirtuptfii99Vf 

^ipo9  Kol  Tp9ptpo9f 

Tft  SvXm  is  XMu^t¥,  see 


*Oirov  its  rhs  ^tpitniXtLt 

iriXtpw  a^rdf  KponX, 
Kttl  TO^t  Uipc^s  ^favl^tt 

Kal  a^niv  KaraicpartU 
Hi  TptaKoviuvt  ivSpatf 

its  ri  Ktvrpmr  vpoxM^i, 
Kal,  tas  Xiuv  9v/iu/ilv0(, 

tif  rd  alpA  rtav  fiovret, 
Ta  oirXa  Sf  X&€t»iuw,  etc 


ROMAIC  EXTRACTS. 

Vtaantf  'A^X*f,  ««!  raAXof  xd^ovrcf  rJt»  vtpi^yngtB 
r9r  'EXXd^f,  koX  0Xbnrrts  rilv  dOX(ar  r^v  K^riaranm 
tlpdriitrav Karapx&S  tva  TpatKiv  0(XIXXi|va  iiiv^itiBww^ 
rk"  ahtav,  psr'  airdv  Iva  ptirpviroXtrtiVf  ttra  fv«  ^X^c* 
uvttiVf  iirttra  Iva  npaypianvT^v  rat  Iva  vpMorcSrSa 

Efvl  pas,  &  ^iXlXXiura,  trSs  ^iptis  H^v  atcXmSUv 
Kal  r^v  a9aptry6pnTov  rdv  TirSpXciw  rvpayyfoy, 
ittas  raXs  IvXaXs  xaX  {Apitryic^s  k<iX  viiiipoitopSia» 
waUaVt  rrapdivbw,  yvvaiKuv  dv^KOVvrw  ^ptXatfk 
A2y  CiXO*  i<nXs  dn6yovoi  Utlvtav  rcSy  'EXX^vcdV 
ruv  tXsvBipuv  Kal  vo^dv  xal  r&v  ^(Xairarpi  j«iy, 
Kal  veSf  UtXvoi  dvlBviiCKOP  ytft  r^y  iXci>9rp^a»% 
ffol  Ttapa  iotis  iriKtiaOt  ds  rimav  rvpawvloj^, 
Kal  irotoy  yivos  &»S  MXs  iorSBii  ^tarivpivaw 
ds  rf^y  nn^tav,  S^vapiPf  its  «'  8Xa  ^OKnvftiPw 
r^(  y9y  tKaraar^Tt  rlt¥  ^<anyhp  BXAiJo. 
fiaSdJ  its  l^a  9KiXi6p9¥f  wf  vKorttpiif  Xofiwdi^M 
OpiXtt,  ^/Xrarc  TpatKl,  tivi  ftan  rlfv  mirUp 
pi  Kpiirrps  riwoits  1tp»htf  >M  riw  ihnpla^ 


'O  MAfi'AAHNOZ 

TaM'ff-ayyXtf-xdXXoc,  *ZXXiis»  «al  1^(1  iXAs<« 

9rev,  ns  Xirt,  ir6nP  peydXti, 

w9»  il  SBXia,  KaX  dt^iU 

^  ai  ipX^^f"  4  dpoBtom 

9a*  i^nxopa^auM  yd  ril»  (wry^vjr 

toBt*  till  rd  x^tpow  rilv  &^iiy«9«. 

airil  oTvy^M,  ri  tIkpu  cp^ci« 

ar4  yft  mpaidirTanv  5Xs  vpyvrd^Wf 

««l  r^*  iXfri{«  In  mpil^ti 

cipsfy  isctyo  svf  r^y  ^Xo|^«i. 

Mi  fvrif  roX|i4«n  9k  r^  («*»4#9 

vdyti  0rd»  Um  ac*^^  ^(*«  Mp(m» 


vans  TO  CilIU»  HAB0U>'9  PUORDfAQl. 


w 


-&ft«h9Mli  1^ 


Bt  of  a  loag  te- 


aiatie  satin  «a  th«  Onak  pdMtkood,  |Mriiioet»  and 
gntrj:  It  »  60Btanp«S>l«  at  a  wpoaitfan,  tet 
t^fTfc*p^  cLiioua  as  a  q>MiiiMii  of  thafar  rhynie ;  I 
hsfvflM  ivlMUin MS. but  this  sxtzaet  wffl  be  found 
saffacnt.  Tbs  Bomaie  in  this  composition  is  so 
«M7  ss  to  leader  a  Tcnion  an  insult  to  a  scholar : 
bat  thnae  who  do  not  nndentand  the  original  will 
aeuse  the  following  bad  translation  of  what  is  in 


TKAKSLiiTION. 


▲  Rwseiaw,  BngHahman,  and  Frenchman  making 
the  taMv  of  Oreeoe»  and  obserrin^  the  miserable 
state  of  tiie  eoontrr,  intsnogatoi  u  turn,  a  Greek 
Patriot,  to  loan  the  eanse;  afterwards  an  Arch- 
bishop, ^en  a  Ylackbey,*  a  Merchant,  and  Cogia 
Bechi  or  Primate. 

ihoii  ftiesd  of  iSbcy  oountrr !  to  strangers  record 
Vhy  bear  je  the  yoke  of  uie  Ottoman  Lord  ? 
Why  bear  ye  these  fetters  thus  tamely  displajr'd, 
The  wrongs  of  tiie  matron,  the  stripling,  and  maid } 
The  deerendants  of  Hellas's  raoe  are  not  ye ! 
The  patadDt  aons  of  ^o  aage  and  tiie  free, 
"^  I  from  the  bloM  of  the  noble  and  braTe, 


To  TiklT  enst  as  tiM  Museolmsn  slaTc! 

Rot  SBSO  wve  the  Ihthen  your  aanab  ean  boast, 

Who  eonqjtter'd  and  died  for  the  freedom  you  loet! 

Kot  eneh  was  your  land  in  hst  earlier  hour. 

The  dnp<«tar  off  nations  in  wisdom  and  powerl 

And  stul  wiU  yon  thus  nnresisting  increase. 

Ok  shanefal  dishonor  1  the  dadknoss  of  Oreeee  ? 

Then  tsll  no,  beloirod  Achean !  rsreal 

The  osnso  of  the  woes  which  yon  cannot  conceal. 

The  reply  of  the  PhPellenist  I  haTC  not  trans- 
lated, so  H  is  no  betfemr  than  the  questiDn  of  the 
traveung  trinmvirale;  and  the  abore  wiU  svffi- 
ciendy  ueer  with  what  kind  of  composition  the 
GnAm  aie  now  saliiHsJ.  I  trast  I  have  not  much 
intend  Ae  origfMl  in  the  fow  lines  glTsn  aa  foith- 
lUly,  snd  as  near  the 


nmaeiuo  «f  the  Bomaie,  ae  I  eoidd  make  them. 
Almost  an  their  piecea,  abore  a  song,  which  ss]nre 
ts  tim  name  of  poetry,  contain  eaaouy  tiie  quantity 
of  foot  of 

"AB^fcfabriJif  IfcMii,  Bti  SwiHi  mill  qwHw,* 

idii^  is  in  foot  the  present  heroic  oouplet  of  the 


SCENE  FROM  'O  KA^EMTZ 
ninLATSD  raov  ths  Italian  of  ooldoiti, 

BY  SPeniDION  TLAKTI. 
XSHNH  Kr. 

IIAATZIAA  €is  r^y  Hfirmw  n9  x^inoi,  cat  ot  iftaStp. 

lUA  ''a  0a  I  ivi  t4  n^eM^i  ^o9  if  Awn  »«  4*«^m 
t^fm^rti  dyJp^  |i«v  iv  Mirdf  shut  iiCt,  f^M  H 
amfiw  9k  rir  (crrpevidrM.  [Miyivu  free  ArdJWf  imi 
Ti  i^mcTfiQu^    naAic£p<,  «<f  #u»«,  *i  irapemX**,  evt^f 

Mtiu  itfuU  %^<rt|i<i  h4p€i.  Bref  (  «^  Bi^friSf, 
k  IJa«r  kHf  lUftwi  Nfn«X(Wb«;,  mZ  h  rpirf  k  Hip 

HAA    Aap4|iM«  tl%  mirw^  iU  «?»«,  h  ^Xaptmt,  ir 

ipttf  Av  lAAeffT  J!re|ia» 

ABA.    ia(f^«dU^T«vr  r*9««#Blxfy(ov.    [Biytir- 


>  Thdfcy,  pat  rf  Waliiih 


IIAA    Airit  <7mi  h  Mpmt  ^n  x»f^t  <U«.     BsAI 

tit  •irvit  r9if  ifmrHtt^hwH  ^IXm  vk  r«n  ««l(Ma/«» 

ACT.    'OfMiOf  Mr  (jnRnfit^ptww  HfUtm  rdv  Im* 

FIA.    KmpStk^  ««^iA,  «i^r«  ««X*»  MpJiAr,  li«  c7mm 
Hnrgf.    [U^  rh  Btrt4pt»»] 
BIT.    'Bt^w  miwHfpm  eOf  dmAar«.    [Zw<#gerf«i  ciii 

[Ari  r&  wpi^iye  rdv  Urtimt  #elr«rr«  Am,  fo«f 

Ml  haH  mirds  itfxptt  9^  U>it  pk  H^r  Omv^  1 
BTr.    'OxhifTuinru 

MAP.    Mi»r«i^MT«. 

ABA    X4Kt»,f4rt*w^UtL 

OAA.    B•4dlf«^  ^e^rie.    (fc<rM  dvi  r«»  •viMiy,  I 

TPA.    [SU  fra  wiin  fit  fmyl  dt  itfev  wtr^irm  tuSf  4m 

(DAA    B^Y^htt  dwk  t4  ipfmtrr^pt  rwt  watyvtitwi  rp$' 
Xwrrsf,  «c2  ft€ytt  tit  ri  x^i.] 
[BTr.    Itt  <PiMT«  c/(  r<  x^^  np4t  Stm^im—tp  rff 

[HAP.  MiymlMt  hA  m4r4t  9tyk  wiyk  im4  t4  i^um^pt^ 
mmI  ^tiytt  XiymtTmr  RaaMras  fafs.]    [P«v|i4^f  ff^r^}^ 

rOi  A««Xm  iwi  H  ipY*^^  ilvc^r*^  tig  t4  x^h  eol 
cX«i9#v  r#v  «tfpr«y«] 

[BIT.    Uipu  tU  t4¥  mmM  fin^^mt^  dw4  r4v  POM* 

e«y«i 

ABA  A^MTc  T4wr  UXia  pk  l^€i»  pk  titiwit  imTP9 
t4  x^^t-  JMI  ri  9wm9l  tit  r4  xh*  ipwrim  rH  B<|-«rtee.J 

BTr.  *Oxtt  lA  yipirm  wprt  c<mi<  Ivof  umX^i^gmfUt 
ivMprim  Hit  ywfta6f  «••,  mI  iyA  MX«  r^r  iimftrntum 
i»t  dt  r4  iwrtfiop  «?/!«. 

ABA  £•«  v^vM  JpMV  w4f  ^fXn  H  |tfrsMt«8eep 
[Kw^Tf  rip  Miyiwup  fii  r<  «««9l'«] 

BTr.  Ahr  #1  ^•««f/fai.  [Kervr^d  rkp  AUpSpw^ 
irel  »ir  ^<4(m  pk  v«p9^  fo(#«i  rirvr,  Vir»f  ti^9KWfrm$ 
iiftmrip  ri  «rfri  ri|(  X'P'frptatt  fyMpu  tit  airi,  «e2 


TBANSLATTOir. 


PkMSafirtmtA9Do9roftJktffoM,<mdmeOthm. 

Pla.  OhOodl  from  the  window  it  seemed  that  I 
heard  my  husband's  Tolee.  If  he  ia  here,  I  hafo 
arrlTed  in  time  to  make  him  ashamed.  [A  Semani 
mvknfnm  the  Skop.l  Boy,  tell  mo,  piay,  who  era 
in  those  chambers. 

8&rv,  Three  gentlemen:  one.  Signer  Eugenie; 
the  other,  Signer  Martio,  the  NeapoUtan ;  and  the 
third,  my  Iiordj  the  Count  Leander  ArdentL 

Pla.  Flaminio  is  not  among  these,  unless  he  has 
changed  his  name. 

Leander.  [IVithm,  drinJtmff.]  Long  lire  the  good 
fortune  of  Signor  Eugenie. 

[7^  whole  Cempam/,  Long  lire,  ftc]  (LitcrallT. 
Ni'?ff.ra?*,MayheliTe.) 

Pla,  Withont  doubt  that  is  my  hnsband.  [Hi 
the  ServJ]  My  good  man,  do  mo  the  fsTor  to  ao» 
company  mo  above  to  those  gentlemen ;  I  have 
some  business. 

Serv.  At  your  commands.  [Aside*!  The  old 
office  of  us  waiters.  [Be  ffoet  ottt  qf  the  Ottming^ 
BoveeA 

RidoJpho.  [To  Yictcria  on  oMtKer  part  ^  As 
staged  Courage,  courage,  be  of  good  cheer,  it  Is 
nothing. 

Vietoria,  I  feel  a^  if  about  to  die.  \Lemem§  on 
him  ae  iffttinimff.] 

[From  the  windowe  edbofie  aU  nffUkSn  are  eem 
rising  from  table  m  oonfution :  Leander  sAirtfi 


•  Afyp«  Xarivtsdf,  irod  ^iXn  pd  tlnr  ft9yt  raff  eif 
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at  the  Hokt  of  PUteida,  tmi  afpeam  ly  Ma 
fferturet  w  tkrtaim  her  Ufe.} 

Bugenio.  No,  atop 

Mmrtio.  Don't  attenm^— 

Leander.  Away,  fly  iSrom  hcnee  ! 

Pla.  Help !  Kelp  f  [FUm  dotm  the  attura.  Lean- 
iet  aitemftmg  iojbUoto  wih  Ma  award,  Eogenio 
hmdera  htm.]  ^  ,  .,    .  , 

[Trappola  toUh  a  plate  of  meat  leapa  over  the  to*- 
mmyfrwH  the  iramtow,  and  rtma  into  the  Coffae- 

mateida  rme  out  of  the  Gamisig-Bouae,  and 
takea  aheUer  in  the  Hotel,]       ^   ,     ^      .      „ 

[Martto  ateala  aofUy  out  of  the  Oaminff-Houaef 
and  goea  o/T,  exclaiming  "  Rumorea  fdge."  The 
Servants  from  the  Gaming-Bouae  enter  the  Beta, 
and  ehut  the  door.] 

[Victoria  remaina  in  the  Coffee-Bouae  aaaiated  hy 
Aidolpho.J 

[Lcander  atoord  in  hand  oppoaUe  Euffenio,  ex- 
elaima.  Give  way— I  will  enter  that  hoteU 

Evgenio,  No,  that  shall  never  be.  You  aie  a 
scoundrel  to  your  wife,  and  I  wiU  defend  her  to  the 
last  drop  of  my  blood. 

Leander,  I  will  give  you  eense  to  rtpent  this. 
{Menacing  with  hia  aioord.] 

Buoenw.  I  fear  you  not.  [Be  attaeka  Leattder, 
and  makea  him  give  back  ao  muehythatJMing  the 
door  of  the  dancing  girPa  houae  open,  Leandwr  ea 
0apea  through,  and  ao^fimahea,]^ 


AlA'AOrOI  OnOAKOr.  YaXTLUA  DIAL0017B8. 

Aift  rft  ^iiTliern  Ue  *p^fi^  7b  a^f»r  ang  thing, 
9Uc  rapeKeXa,  6tctTi  fu  i^l  pray  you,  gWe  me  if  you 

^Iparlfit. 

Acyc^ocrl  fit, 

Uira(vtTS  vi  ^tiH^iU*  Go  to 

Twp«  sms.  Now  directly. 

a  ixptSi,  ito9  K.€p9t9  Hfdfi  My  dear  Sir,  do  me  thia 

fu  aiHi¥  rh*  x^P'"*  nvor. 

Brd  •€ f  wpeeeXA.  I  antreat  you. 

fiya  eas  i(opjr((«».  I  conjure  VOU. 

^yi»  eis  Ti  (vrA  j<d  x4pc».  I  ask  it  Of  you  as  a  flkvor. 

X'texfitiietri  ftt  tit  lieav.  Oblige  me  80  mueh. 


M2  Kok^  ftov  Knpitev. 
lis  ct/iat  ir&xpcoi. 

E7/iai  So9X6s  eas, 
TavsivSreros  doiXof, 

IltfXAa  wtip^l^teBt, 


AffenwMolte 

l^Kfe. 
Ify  dear  souL 
Kjdev. 
»  heart. 
My  love. 


AAfve,  ipUTtit^  I  dyi)ntt» 

Ayavnri  fi»v,  dtipiH  ptaui, 
fUmplir^a  ftov» 
Ay&ni  /i«v. 

AiairiHxapi^Hfpr.va^iiijif  To  tkank,  pay  con 
wipi^inmsy  eel  fiKuMit  menta,  and  teet^y 
ic^iucti.  gard. 

%yia  eta  t#x«i»«»'*'  I  thank  yon. 

Xff$  yvmali;ia  x^P*^-  I  retum  you  thanks. 

t9t  ilptit  iw&xpatt  Kordt  mV  I  am  muek  o%Bged  to  fou. 
Xi. 


With  all  my  heart 
Most  cordially. 
I  am  obliged  to  you. 
I  am  wholly  yours. 
I  am  your  servant. 
Tour  most  humble  scrr 

ant 
You  are  too  obliging. 
You     take     too    muck 
trouble. 
Td  fx«  8ii  x*P^  f^  *^  »*«  I  have  a  pleasure  in  scnr 

SovXt^ta,  ing  you. 

E7o-tc  ci^cvtJrd;  Ml  t^/ioo^  You  are  obliging  and  kind. 

tfyopof, 
Aira  tivat  irfftwop.  That  is  right. 

Tf  HXtre  {  What  is  your  pleasure  ? 

T(  &p  I  ^c'c  I  What  are  your  comioandst 

XSt  irafioxeXu  vi  |(i  lUra- 1  beg  you  will  treat  ms 

XC(p£<caf^c  iXc^po.  freely. 

Xtaplt  9ipivo(ri9tf  Without  oeremon>. 

Sdff  dytmH  i{  hXnt  ^09  eap- 1  Ioto  you  with  aU  mj 

itttf.  heart 

Kal  lyi>  hfi9(uf  Ajud  I  ^e  same^ 

Ttiiietn  ju  rets  rpomyeXt  Honor  me  with  your  com- 

eat"  fluttds. 

'Bj^rc  rtmrts  rft  fil  wp^eri-  Have  you  tny  comttandB 

|«wf  forme? 

npoeri^trt  riv  fcl^fr  em§»    Command  your  servant 
Upoafiiim  Tk>s  vpenyAt  eet*  I  wait  youT  commands. 
Mi  KipiPtn  fttyiXny  rtn^p.     You  do  me  mat  hmsor. 
tMMvyf   wtptwelitets   «tfr*  Not  so  much  oereaumy  I 

rapajraXw.  b^. 

npeeitwiiotn  kt  pipet  pe9  Present  my  leapeeta  to 
rip  ipxowrm,  ^  riv  K^ptov.      tixe  eentieman,  or  his 

Batatvatri  ree  wi^t  rt9  bf  Assure  hmi  of  my  reBeaa» 

9ep99pau  faraaoe. 

BtioiAeeti  TMP  «Sf  rdy  4yc^  Ataure  him  of  my  friend- 

««S.  ship. 

AJte  ^i\*t  M^  pa  rot  r«  I  wQl  not  fan  to  teU  him 

«/iri3.  of  it 

TlpnwwApmrk  pev  aif   rkvlAj  comj^Jiments  to  ha 

ipX^irneeav,  ladyship. 

Unyeiptra  ipirpeoH  cal  eit  Qm  hetcaa,  and  I  wfil  Isl- 

ilMXovdw.  low  VOU. 

H{<«pM  KeXhri  xptef  pe^.     1  woQ  know  my  duty. 
H(«6pw  ri  tlwel  fiov.  I  know  my  situatlioii. 

m  Kipeert  pi  k^pietepai  pk  YoQ  confound  me  with  so 

reX%  rtvtus  ftXo^poe^pais     much  civility. 

vei» 
eiXtrt  )m^p  yft  Kdpv  pier  Would  you  have  me  then 

4xp<«^i|v«>  be  guilty  of  an  incivil- 

ityP 
Xwiyia  ip!rp9eH  ^kpk  ettlgo  before  to  obey  you. 


•  Zc3rcraf— f'fliMm  "-nrHmdly  «mii«1i.  Im  ft  b  «m  Mend  fe 
MteorOMRomlb.  TlM<n%iiiidortUb«wri7«r<laidfait'k  I  iwtwi 
IntltdMt  not  •(pott  oMarfefctaM.  «  n  Bugtanfe '*  to  om  of  tk* 
««rir>l>aCiaD  MtSinbt  ^  tew  ttn^Msd  Into  •oMtorfctonwh 
nMnunninr  UMn«ar«VB*«Lhr,Hh,ifSMto.  Tte  dnneMr  of  Ldto  to 
«MIW  dWM  «vi  r«nffVrB*ffw  GoMnl^  canHdki  wmmoM  to  Sf\]P{ 
•aMIMlto|»aitbMlaEun|M,HKioilMnUKw«nU  Bb  Mb  to  atoo  flm 
rf  a»  fcwt  yBtawMof  «liit<r^<||y,  Md,  -GStoi  tow  ohwrmd,  "  mow 
4nkp«tto  Ohb  aigr  of  hh  ptoj*.**  TIm  abom  Keo*  «m  KtoeiacI  m  OPuUto 
tag  aoma  of  Um  ino«  tomilfer  BooMk  fclkMM,  Doi  for  taj  wll  vfakh  ft  dta|*i7% 
(dm  tbm  to  mon  done  lliu  nld,  the  (imtor  put  eoodrifaiff  of  Ms* 
ainoOnM.  Ths  orlglMl  toMM«rihe  fevcwKifaBJ7  ~ 
•W«u(f»«  h«Qoa«7  d  iht  iiMldtoff  tbttoquia. 


Ai&  vAxdpw  Thp  rp««ra}d(ir  To  comply  with  your  eom 

ffaf.  mand. 

Alv  iyawii  rdeeis  irsptnt-  J  ^o  not  Bke  so  much  oer^ 

netf.  emony. 

Ai»  tlpmi  ntaivt  ircpimtrf  X  §ja  not  at  all  eeremoni- 

etf.  ous. 

Adrd  tlpet  r4  xeX^rcpnv.       This  is  better. 
T6frov  rd  iteXiiTtpov,  BO  much  the  better. 

'Excn  Xtfyoyt  ^X^ra  itxaiop.  You  are  in  the  right 

Aift  »a  ^ctfet(3(r]if,  vi  <^p»'•^   Jb  0^rm,  ifeny,  conaattt, 
0|{,  pA  svTwrayi^ffyf ,  rrA.  |e. 

B7mi  dXntfWr,  <lbwi  dX4'Itk4nie,itlf  voiytraa. 

0ierere^ 
Aia  1^  v«(  crvftf  rhp  <iX4- To  taU  yeu  tke  «rmtU. 

tuop* 
OvriDi,  fr(ii  e7yaf.  BeaUy  it  is  SO. 

OaTtft  ip^i^XXci )  Who  doubts  it  f 

Alp  ilr^t  xoadt  dpt^iUXte.    There  is  no  doubt. 
Ta  niertiia.  Up  t4  wtereeo,  I  believe  it,  I  do  not  k» 
Usveit 


KOTBB  TO  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILQRIHAOB. 


y» 


A.fyw  r*  txt* 

BdXXu  'rrx>rfi«  Srt  cijr«i. 

BdAAw  erixfllt*  8rt  6i»  (iMi 

Nai,  /il  rJ^  irforcr  ^0«. 
£i(  r4ir  9Jt¥ttimri»  n»^ 

T5:  ifn^  tiravta  tig  'Hl¥  r<- 

ji^y  fi0«. 
Utore^atrt  |i<. 

H9t\a  06Xy  9TtxnpM  tf,  re 
^IXrrt  JiA  roOro. 

fartitrt)  f 
OmXcTrt  ftl  ri  SXa  aag  f 
B/w    4raf  bfuXCi  id  rh  SXa 

ftovt  Kol  9is  Ai^w  Thy  iiXif 

Bcta¥, 
Byik>  rig  r4  fi^aiwta, 

KaX^  gmXi. 

M¥  tiwat  dXnStp6¥. 

Eivtu  ifffUt, 

"Eyut  daTei^oitov¥  (txpp^rcvit) 
E/b>  ri  tiToiiii  yd  yiXatruK 
Ti  dAi|d«£f. 
Mi  dplati  Karh  vo\X&» 
£v/caravr6(0  c£(  ro^ra* 

\i¥  d¥Ti<rTiKOftai  etc  r»9ro. 
Bi^M  r€/f^itiyos>  ir  ro^^ta^ 

£)ru  cjrflyrtciiroiiai  ui  roBra 
AiA  »A  4np€wtXtfiB^ii  wh  ctf 

Tt  |ti  ar«|i^vAciwTt  vA  s4#i«>  i 

XMf  (^4  >i|i<i(  I 
**A{  Kdft*fii*¥  fr^ii, 
B7yai  «aA4rc^*v  l/«l)  nA  — - 
ZrodiTrc  iA^x^* 
A^v  $OcA<v  <(va(  ieaA4r<^«# 

ya t 

e<Acrc«4/<«i  KaXfiT€pQhf  — 
Ay  iifM^v  tis  r4w  rtfirvr  Mr, 

ir^ 


I  say  yes. 

I  say  no. 

I  wager  it  u. 

I  wager  it  is  not  so. 

Tes,  bymyfiuth. 

In  consoienoa. 

By  my  life. 

Yes,  I  swear  it  to  yon. 

I  swesr  to  you  as  an  hon- 
est man. 

I  swear  to  you  on  my 
honor. 

BelicTe  me. 

I  can  assure  yon  of  it. 

I  would  lay  what  bet  yon 
please  on  this. 

Yoa  jest  by  chance  ? 

Bo  you  speak  seriously  ? 
I  speak  seriously  to  you, 
and  tell  you  the  truth. 

I  assure  you  of  it. 
Ton  havo  enesied  it. 
You  hare  hit  upon  it. 
I  belioTe  you. 
I  must  believe  yon. 
rhis  is  not  impossible. 
Then  it  is  veiy  wilL 

Well,weU. 
It  is  not  true 
Itisisise. 

There  is  nothing  of  this. 
It  is  a  falsehood,  aa  im- 
posture. 
I  was  in  joke. 
X  said  it  to  laugh. 
Indeed. 

It  pleases  me  much. 
I  n^pcee  with  you. 
I  sive  my  assent 
I  do  not  oppose  this. 
I  agree. 

I  will  not. 

I  object  to  this. 

7b  consult,  eonsideTf  or 
retolte. 

What  oufldit  WB  to  do  ? 
What  shall  we  do? 
What  do  you  adTJsa  i 

to  do? 
What  part  shaU  we  take  ? 

Letwdothis. 

It  is  better  that  I- 

Wait  a  liUle. 

Would  it  not  be  better 

that 

I  wish  it  were  better. 
You  will  do  better 
Let  me  go. 
If  I  w«rar  in  your  place 


the  reader  hy  the  tpecimme  Uiow  will  he  enabled  to 
eompare  the  modem  with  the  aneieiU  tongue, 

PABJLUSL  FABSAeat  VBOM  ST.  lOHlCs  eOS»XN 
NIar.         •*  A^tffmx^. 

KcfiA.  iu  Ke^tiA.  iu 

L  EPS  Tii¥  dpxi^y  ho»  h  1.  'EN  df>X9  l¥  h  Afyof, 
A^or  KaX  h  Xivot  ih'ey  ficra  m1  h  Xiyt  ^¥  wpdf  ri¥  Otd¥, 
Bte9-  «•!  0th  nTe¥  h  X6yt»  Ml  Oiif  9p  I  Kfyef^ 


9.  l&ro9r9S  tlrop  tif  t,)¥ 
daxfi¥  ptrh  Oco9. 

3.  *OA«  [r.i  wf^YfLarii]  ith 
futctv  Tcr8  [Atf^o«]  tytt'rieraVf 
Kol  x'^pU  ai>T6¥  6i¥  tyi^t 
Kuviva  KiTi  syi¥t. 

4.  JRif  ttVT6¥  7lr&¥  ^tatir  kh\ 
4  ^(ah  firop  Ti  ^&t  r«5y  dp- 
9pwruv. 

5.  Kal  rd  ^<3(  tis  rhv  ok»- 
rtttur  fiyyt*t  *al  4  vkotm 
Si¥  rd  naraXmtt, 

6.  *Kyi¥e¥  Ipas  IvOpo^vs 
dircoraXpivot  drd  rdv  Qedv, 
rd  Spofta  Tov  liitdvvrjs* 


fi.  O9roc  9y  h  dpxi  «yS. 
rdv  Oiok 

8.  Uavra  Si  airoB  iyi¥ST^ 
KttX  xt»>pU  n^rod  iyttfSTb  o^M 
Sv,  S  yiyo¥t¥. 

4.  *Ey  air^  ([m^  4y,  mi  ^ 
(w/^  fl¥  rd  ^(  nwy  dvOp»- 
n<a¥, 

5w  Ka\  rd  ^^s  h  rj  vKordf 
fa(¥*t,  mal  ff  vkoHa  aird  oi 
KarlXaSs¥» 

6.  "Byiptro  ivBponrof  dir- 
evraXiiivos  irapa.  Ofov,  tvopa 
mir^  *l(oa¥¥fn. 


THE  INSCRIPTIONS  AT  ORCHOMENUS. 
FROM  MELETIUS. 

'OPXOMENO'S,  MiircSf  S«ptirod,  ir6Xt(  rori  rXovviM 
rdrti  gal  ivx^p^r&Tiiy  vp6rtp»¥  icaXovpivri  Botwriirai  'A9jf- 
yar,  tig  r^¥  kw0(Q¥  firov  h  Nad;  rCiv  Xapirup,  di  rdv  hwoiop 
tKXfipiiX¥0¥  riXti  ol  OnSaToif  nvTivog  rd  tSaipos  avc<XK&^ii 
wori  ird  nSv  AowaXdyKutv.  ''Exuvtiyvpt^ov  cis  airtiv  Til¥ 
w6Xt¥  rk  Xaptr^aigf  roi  bxoiov  dyuivoi  cvpotf  iirtypa<p&s  br 
arlfXaii  IpIow  ro9  Kria$l¥rof  yaov  br^  ditSfiari  rfit  6cortfjro«, 
iiri  rvd  np<aT9naBiip(»v  Klevrof^  M  ria¥  fiannXttM  Ba#t- 
Xttovy  Aio¥r»s,  gal  KioforavrtvoVf  txo^ffas  o^tof  ip  ftie 
a%  f0t^  Kot¥i»s* 

**Ofit  iinK«»k  rdv  dy&¥a  rwv  "Xmptrriclup* 
SoAvi^r/^f. 

H^yi;  'Av0AAb»y(ov  'A^nvx'Vf  ard  Mai^y^pM. 

Z«5rAa(  ZioiXon  ad^i9f> 

Pai^dtff. 
N9Vfi6ino(  Noivti?W«9  'AOiipatos» 

Uoi^riis  ix^¥, 
*Apii¥(at  AtiifiiXt9vt  OriSatof* 

A*Asr#f. 
*AnoXX6iorf  'AiroAA«^tfr9«  Kpl^f, 

AiXi.tS6f, 
PtfJitfOf  V»6if9ov  *Apy1lot* 

#ayfaf  'AwnXXoddm  ro9  ^omCov  AloXrds  iwi  1 

Ki9mptf6it, 
Ai9f^rpios  UapiUviaK9V  KaAx>|Otfyiofr 

Tpay<ad6f, 
UmepAnit  'Apiar»|ciyo«f  PSiiofm 

KaAA^^porof  '£(a«<«rM  Qr/imet* 

Dcii/r^f  Z«r(pa»y. 
'AjR^yfar  Air|i«tfAlv«f  QifSaTog. 

A«ip^e»S  AupoBton  TapAvriy^c 
*  Honirilt  TpayMiidp, 

Xa^OKXilt  Zo^MAcaof  'A^vraFpf. 

*TiroitpiTfij. 
JLaStpixoi  OcoJ<dpo«  OuSaXof, 

IIo<i|r^(  KwytM^my. 
'AAf|«y^poc  'Aptarta99S  'ABe¥el^e^ 

*Xw9KfilT^S, 

"ArroJ^S  »ArrdXo9  'A^qyetcs. 
01^  SifU^p  rd¥  y^^ifrvy  dym¥a  r&¥  I 

Uaiieg  avXnvrUm 
AtoeXHs  KtXXtft^v  Q^ai9t* 

llaiiat  kyipdpat, 
Srperiyof  Biiy4<««  Oirtfaiof* 

"Aitipaf  aiXuvrift 
Ai9KX!is  KaAAtM^({«v  BeSmtof. 

'A¥6pat  kytftdpef 
IfdStwirof  Voiinrov  'Apyttag. 

TpayuSdf, 
InrMcpanjf  'Aptcr9fil¥ovs  F(6i9S 
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BtBOxrs  wcniKii. 


AXf |«yJ^9f  'Af  i^rwytj  'AOifiraiOf. 
'Ar  A  r$  ir^  JwpiKttlf. 

Xapinfriov,  cikipi4<rrtt  w&»ru9  9$  nt  6t  ivucfiSvay  r* 
Xapirc/rco. 

mptiSt  X'iUcpiTtos  Otf^CiOf. 

Ilocirdf. 
M^vrup  M^anpt  ♦uc«i<^. 

KpireMf  KXruyos  OttSitof. 

A^Xtirit. 
UtptytwU  BpccAcfda*  KM^ifffV^f. 

AiXatpUs. 
AmnfiittTos  ^Xav«M*Ap7'(o^ 

Kitfapivrdif. 
Tif^rfit  'A^aAwof  A/oXhy^  dird  Mo«p(ra(. 

Tpaxosv^tff. 
'AmrXairi^tfpo;  Ilovdcio  taparrivit* 

'HiK69rpar»s  ♦iXtfarpirw  6crtf<i»f. 

B9€pKot  Hp^TW  Kopwvc^r.*' 

*By  <XA^  Xt9v. 

'll#piX9$  IIoXwpdrM(  'Iap<ayvpof  ^(ax(r«Nrn  Mp9Mt 
X»paY*t9*vrtt  put^wrtt  it9Hc*9  iifHhiMW  r(iiwt  ip- 

XWTOi  mi\(0¥T9{  ttXloS  fi0¥r»f  dXKl9$i¥t9S*** 

*£»  Mpi>}  \(Bm, 

«*wiPX«  ipX9*f^ii  M**"**  *«X««^fft»,  4pxi.....^  B*- 
tf(aX(  4px«<ipw  ^fMCfo...^^;  iwiSuuta  drd  rAf  eov}^ 
yp«f^  rf^  r«5y  nXcpipxW)  ff^  r«5y  MrovrAuv,  dptkS- 
pt¥Ot  Tit  90JtYYfi^^  '*«  «i^l>oc  w4p  «<^p<i»«,  «#  ^l3(«' 
Kh  vo9i«Xccr«.^  ....^ik  riptfpri^v  ^owrtaf,  «#  dc^arcXccir 
XwiMpw,  ffi^  <5roy«cov  KO^iM^itfw  X9P«M'c7«t  ffir  r4  t^^i«- 

Sv^M  ^MTVf,  pcirdf  ^XaXnpcvlM  F  ipy«3y,  'vX^- 
«X<i«f  r«pfa(  drU«Mr<  «lf«*X«  ipx»i&lit  ^cMttf  4r<  rAf 
9O9yyp0^Q  ri  KaraXin^v  kAt  ri  ^ffd^tepa  rH  Japw,  dU«- 
Xtfpcvof  rAf  9»iiyYP*f*H  rAf  «fpcy«f  ir&p  «t«^(X«v,  c^ 
rf^p«»a  ^bMKlflf.  K^  vAp  iitaHvfv  m^t^vStapot  XW^f^^f 
Mil  XvwUan99  taporfXtos  frtSa  rw  roXtpipx*Wt  «%  ^^ 
Karvwriw. 

■«'Apxorr*C  ^  ipX«|rtv#  ^«r4px««»  ptvAf  'AXcXcopcydtf 
ir  di  F  IXarlif  llcv«(ra#  'ApxcXAw  pcirif  vpdrw.  'Op«- 
Xor«  BMwX*  F  IXardr,  9irHri96Xt  ipx^ptrfMy.  'Eniai 
iitMpl^ry  B<fMX«f  rip  r^t  «#Xiof  W  d<»ci«y  hnar  gkr 
rlt  hp0Xoy(mf  t4j  r^nf  hwipXP»  IflC^vrt^  pciHf 
^ccXov^K  uk  wir  i^tXirn  air<&  f  ri  tiMr  r^p  rdr  v^tv, 
4XX*  inftic^  wdwTQ  vtpl  manift  *J^  iw96ti6tt96t  tf  HXi  ri 
IxoitTH  rftv  hit9X9y(as9  W  piv  «*rl  Stdopt999  xptfiwr 
BMwXv  lirl  vopfof  F  irt  ^wtrrmpa  ffvUwvt  #v4»  7«v«(  4<ft 
««rfi|f  Fc  «ari  irp«4ar«f  Mir  i|;^f  XtiXfq;  dp^l  reS  XP^^ 
6  iriAvrdf  &  ptrlk  Hvapx99  ipxntn  ipx»p*9tos  diroypa' 
^^1  6i  EifitaXov  rar'  hftniv  iff«er»y  wiip  riw  raplav 
k9i  riw  vdpwf  if  rdn  Katpmrm  r&w  vp^drwt^  kM  rw 
4x«5vi  til  rwr  /9ov<3ir,  c^  rMV  Sinran',  d^  irdriMr  dmpafMV 
^£«if  ri  wXttBof  pel  dw9Ypdf€99  &U  vXfors  rc3y  ytyp^pi- 
plyc^y  iy  r^  <r«0}oiCfi»^^'<  l)  ^ari(MMMM.«..i|  rd  iivopiov 
B<i^«XOTr  d^cfXft....^...  mmX«£  rc3v  ifxopt¥t*»¥  dpy99p(a 


.^.^Hv  dk  lp»p«rr»f  forw  r#r  lpn»P^»to» 


'■»  lAXMf  X<«Mf. 

<«'AM*up«  fffrf^oy  xarp*"  NOKTEZ.  «  KaXXiWrw 
ipf<piX«r,  «rf  «>««."  •■•  •»*pff  i«rpiif#  M^  r4999, 
H  vw«p«,  4  M  hpitt  iw9Ypdfpt9^  •!  ««A«(*i  vpMlT'pa^Mb 
Kill  rh  l(9c 


Th«  following  ii  the  proflpoetus  of  a  tnaslatios 
of  Anatilianis  into  Romaic,  by  m?  Romaic  master, 
Maxmazotottri,  who  wiahad  to  publish  it  in  England. 

EIAHSIX  TTnorPA«IKB. 

npdf  rtdf  bf  ftX9Yatii  m)  ^cXf Xavvcc. 

'020I  </f  fitiXta  ravr«^«A  ii^p«f«5#ii',  i|(<ip««p  vtfnv 

f 7m(  r#  JCP^9tp99  r#j  'ItfTvpfaf,  d«'  «*t«s  yip  liivpintrm 

4  rXtor  piptupwpim  waXat6r^s,  nl  ^fupofyrai  »f  far  •■- 

r^rp^  |9i|,  wpiitts  Ml  ^loic^Mis  v»XXf3»  «al  Sta^ta 

'I^op««i^  Ai#ri|v«<  c'f  a/<3M  r4y  fivttra. 

Htm  rfr9tm  iricr4pi|  r7vai  ficr^rrvrvf,  mI  iv  rair^ 
w^UipV,  i(  itpttrt9P  tlwilv  dp^ytcatv  ^larl  Xoivdy  ^p<l3 
p^*i  yi  f^»  Wrcpoipctfa,  pm  iiitipwnt  9^  H(  dpxk^  r^ 
irpoytfiwr  puft  w6$tv  w6n  «a2  rut  clpl^«r  df  ri(  xarpi- 
iaf  pat,9iT9  ri  i|9v,  ri  gmnpSt^para  vol  r^y  h9(Kn9h 
rw  i  Av  ip«»r4«P<»  r«^  dXX«x(i«ff ,  #(i<p9«r  m  p«(  ^ 
9999  4x<  P^a'M'  i9T9pt€i»t  r^»  ttpX^i*  Mi  rftv  itpUtw  rdy 
9p9y49Wf  paf,  tfXXA  mI  rvwypdftKtit  pit  ^(xmw  t^ 
5l«i(  rdv  ««rp<dfl*y  p«r,  «al  «lmvl  xfip^xAvyol  ytptptwn 
pi  r9it  ^Mxpa^i«^f  rwv  ir{#a«af ,  pif  Xlyovr,  MA  c7»ai  •! 
'A«9v««,  id&  «  Sr^prn ,  l«<7  al  e^#ci,  rtfra  «rMia  |  p(Xm 
dteixi^t  k  pirn  hrmpx^m  dvi  -ri^v  iXXirv*  T«9r«f  wKoMipfM  rtv 
ptm9  tr6XtPfiKti¥oi  rJ^r  2XXir»y  «<1  tX.  np99iri  4r  ipwr^M^ 
piv  m:6r9^i  roif  pi^  BXXqvarxripaT'aiyodc  p«r,  rtftffy  ir«p«ci* 
r^ftiMV  yd  <{iipr«y4«««y  ipX<^  *^^9  raXai  Af ,  ^wovrtfXwr 
p«(  in9Kp(¥9»rut  pi  aiT9^  r«*f  X4}««(.  *«  K«9cbf  &  iir  Zo- 
BUf'Aifdxmpvttfiifilp  tmptlpxtrt  rk  rayrv^p^wva  farciy* 
fXlpmn  Tift  EXXi^of,  ty  ^2»  ip^p€iro  r*  dOtopmrm,  rh 
Vh  Mi  T9^t  96p99f  rwy  'EXX^ywy,  HOtXi  pt(¥$  ZtiOiK  ««« 
rd  t99p9  Kol  ri  irpiypm'  olrw  «ral  &  ^p'rcpos  iarpit^  Sv  ^ 
lp<i^«y<  ri  r«9  'Inracpdr*«{,  div  i^f  yaro  ri  vp«xup4#f 
«iS  H^  r<xy«»  rH.  Ay  &  iy  ^pfy  yvpjtffnif  dly  i(<ra^c  rA 
r«9  SA«v»f,  A«m4px«««  m)  IIi rrac*^,  ^iy  U4i'ttr9  »i  ^v- 
6^4rf  Mi  yiMXupy^p  ri  ijftfv  rwy  iptf^ydly  r9r  Ay  4 
P4r«ip  diy  4in|y0((<r9  ric  ctl^p«irfa(  Mi  r»i$  x"^**^^^^ 
p9$s  ry?  Airpo0<^ly»«f I  Ay  iyfp^o^My  tit  rhf  ^M^  ^^ 
i«pMirc3y  T99'  Ay  4  N/o(  Ay&x<*P<f^St  &  Kopiyf  ^ASSii 
BaptftX«p«r«f  Hff  dvtytiKant  pi  pcylX^y  lrcp«ylky  *ai  cgi- 
^y  r«^(  rX(py  lrKp(r9Vi  v^yyP^^U  rdv  *EXX#y(»y,  <(c- 
pcvr^  a4r*i«  ff«ri  /?i0yf  M  rpfmrwrc  M«*  fri,  ily  V^Xcy 
i^ir^v^  T96Tn»  r#y  rtp2  *EXX#ywy  Irrvpfcy  ry*,  f ri(  11^ 
^cfff f  Tvf  ffiov  'AMXipycwf  ««p'  o^«f  vpy9>ci)yep<«^q,  nl 
r/(  IXa;  rif  tiptwUmt  9taXiMr99t  pirtyXurT(99n»**  Kri 
iy  iyl  X«i>}^y  «t  PiwrcpM,  4v  dtp  ittpprnp  itii  UtfYoif  r*if 
wp^yi99H  pat,  |#cX«y  Ymk  mpiMp«*yfat  parclW  p^< 
ry«  y«y.  Airi  dty  <7yai  Xdyi«  <y6y«auieplyo«  ^li  ri  ^tX*- 
X(y(f  PpaiMf,  <7y«i  H  fiX«X4#ytf  Fcppoyytf,  ffrif  <piri. 
f p«m  riy  Nl*y  *ki4xap9t»  dmi  rvf  r«XXi««0  </s  rd  f^ 
payffftfy. 

Ay  Xocirdy  ««i  ^^fr  HXupnw  yi  piM(«^pcy  r%  yinm*t 
br  X«pirp<3y  «»r*p0wp4r««»  iir#a  fccMiy  •!  i«i|p«#ff«i 
iir«ry«i  irp«pirypcc  4p^«  i»  <n9»p«9yty  yi  pt$mpn  rk9 
9p49699  Mi  aiCilvCi  twr  4r  rif  rixHt  <r«l  in«r4pa<  Mi 
tlf  Kd$i  IXXy  <f  J«f  p«0ik««fi  iy  fx**!*"*  ^tptipyttap  yi 
Y¥Upt9up€9  940*9  9a.TaydptBat  Mi  iryfovf  dsvpa^rvd;  «mI 
|icydXo«f  AvipaSf  d  koI  wpoydpovg  4pe5y,  ^ci,  fprrf  dfar 
yyupffypcy,  r^s  ffccpdy  (ry?  yf  ^XXyytycrf  ^avpi^otny 
o^roif ,  Mi  ii»c  9wip9t  wK9T9ta09$9  pai9M«*f  Wfpyyi,  if 
999Spdp»pi9  tarwrtf  rpoMpwf  i%  r#y  liDi99t9  r«9  5a«p«> 
fffov  ry^rw  99yypdpit9T9S  ro9  Niy«  'Ayox^ptfcwf. 

Hpc^r  o^y  •{  iw9ytypappi99t  ^lX9pt9  litrtXim  rpoMpiK 
H^y  ptri^pa/9t9  to9  Bc^Iyv  pi  ri^y  cari  rd  69¥ari9  ipU 


NOTES  TO  CHUja  HABOLP'S  PILOKIMAQE. 
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tts  rinif,  9IX0|tfy  ri  gaXXwiou  |ii  ro^t  ytvypa^t^^s 
^ffititw  tif  r^  lcT$piap, 

idimviy  r#s  'IraAiff^f  ^tfatwf.    H  ri|i^  &Ao«  r«9  (nyyp&ii' 

nir  xfw|rpc^iJtw»  iriri««iJ'.  'O  ^iA»/nr^(  «^  vvp^pmriis 
npiwtt  wk  jrAqpucq  </(  icaOc  rtffiav  ^topfvi  Iva  «al  Ka^yro- 
v(a  ttK0ct  rilf  Bihvnit  "''^  ro^ro  XMp2(  Kamilav  9p66Qinv, 
iXX*  ti$it  inrom  OiXti  v£  vgpa^tftff  &  Hfioi  rvKvuivos  «al 
&^fyof. 

']E^f^^lr««  Ml  cMa(|i«Mf  ^la^ccSoirc,  'EXAJ^ywr  r«rdc;. 

iM^vft  MappofigToip^f. 
A^Hirptos  BcpUpns* 

XvvptimV  UptSlTH' 


THB  LORD'S  PRAYER  IN  ROMAIC. 

'*&  nATE'PA  /laf  ovod  ci^ai  us  ro^i  vipavo^,  hs  diytaa> 
9f  ri  Swopi  90¥.  As  iXOg  i  0a9iX€(a  9o«.  A;  yivy  rd  ^lXnp& 
«•«,  KaOii>s  ds  rdv  oipavdv,  trl^ti  kcX  tis  rhv  yfi^.  Td  i/zcu^l 
pas  t6  gaO^ptptydy,  66s  pas  ri  v^ptpov,  Kal  wyxtipnvi 
pas  ri  Jcpin  pasy  xaBois  Kal  iptts  wvyxtapwdpsv  rois  rpeo- 
44tXiraspaS'  Kc)  phy  p8s  ^9*  tis  moaapivj  dXA*  lAcv- 
9ipa)vi  pas  ^i  riv  leov^piv,  *Orc  Until  oov  ilitat  4  0atru 
Xtia  a,  4  Myo^iir,  teal  4  ^(^t  tis  ^^t  alu^as-    *Ap^. 

IK  GREEK. 

IIA'TBP  4/1  Wfi  &  if  r»if  •i/Mjwrf,  a;^taa0qrb>  ri  t^o  pi 
oav.  'fiA9lr«a  ii  ^aaiAcia  M«*  ^«yivi?4rw  rd  ^iXnpA  vev,  oh 
iy  o«p«y^  tal  iwt  rUs  yiiS*  T^y  Ikprgy  hp^v  r&o  iirtaiciov 
iis  hpiit  v^ptpow,  Kai  i^s  hptv  rik  b^iXfipara  fip^^t  »$ 
gal  ^pjtTs  AfUpOf  r9is  i^Xirats  ipAv.  Kal  pk  tiMviytr/s 
4|M(f  tis  wtipaapip,  dXXt,  ^rat  ipSs  dxi  ro9  woyiipo9. 
'Ort  999  iorlv  h  BaaiXita,  gal  ^  ivvapts,  gal  h  J4{a,  lis 
ra^  aiwas. 


CANTO  III. 

I. 
Im  "pruh  of  place  "  hert  kut  the  eagle  Jlew, 
Stansa  ZTiii  line  6. 
*  PszDS  of  |iUee  '*  is  a  t«rm  of  fiilcoiir>',  and 
■iMiifl  tha  highetC  pitch  of  flight.  See  Macbeth,  &c. 

«•  Aa  Bigia  tmr«rfBf  In  Ui  pride  or  plMB 
Wm  Igr «  meoHif  Ovi  kKwkxl  at  ani  UBaiL 

2. 
Such  a$  HarmoeHus  drmo  an  Athene*  tyrant  hrd. 
Stansa  xx.  line  9. 
See  the  flunotu  soyib  on  Harmodiiu  and  Aristoffi- 
ton.— The  beet  Bnfflkh  txansla^n  ia  in  Bland's 
AAthelogy,  by  Mr.  JOenman. 

••  Whh  mMB  aV  «r«d  will  t  vnMK"  Ai^ 


JjMf  oU  wemt  nwrry  ae  a  mmrnoffe-Ml. 

Stensa  ui.  bne  8. 
On  the  night  prerious  to  the  action,  it  is  said 
that  a  ball  was  giren  at  Brussels. 

4,5. 

And  Bvan%  DonaUTt  fame  ringt  in  each  clane- 
man*8  eare.  Stansa  xxri.  line  9. 

Sir  Ryan  Cameron,  and  his  descendant  Donald, 
the  <« gentle liochiel^*  of  Ibe  »lbrty-Are." 
11 


And  Ardennet  %oavee  above  them  her  preen  leavee. 
Stanza  uvii.  line  1. 

The  wood  of  Soigsiet  is  snpposed  to  be  a  rem- 
nant of  the  **  forest  of  Ardennes,"  famous  in 
Boiardo's  Orlando,  and  immortal  in  Shakspeare's 

As  Yon  Like  It."  It  is  also  celebrated  in  Tacitw 
as  being  the  spot  of  successful  defence  by  the  Ger- 
mans asainst  the  Roman  encroachments.r-I  have 
▼enturea  to  adopt  the  name  connected  witii  nobler 
associations  than  those  of  mere  slaughter. 


/  tum*d  from  aU  she  brouffht  to  those  she  eottkt 
not  bring.  Stanza  xzx.  line  9. 

Mj  ffttide  from  Mont  St.  Jean  oyer  the  field 
seemed  intelligent  and  accurate.  The  place  where 
Major  Howard  fell  was  not  far  from  two  tall  and 
solitary  trees  (there  was  a  third  cut  down  or  shiTered 
in  the  battle)  which  stand  a  few  yards  from  < 


other  at  a  pathway's  side. — BeneatA  these  he  died 
and  was  buried.  The  body  has  since  been  remored 
to  EnfliUnd.  A  small  holl(|w  for  the  present  marks 
where  it  lay,  but  will  probably  soon  be  eiboed ;  the 
plough  has  been  upon  it,  and  the  grain  is. 

After  pointing  out  the  different  spots  when 
Picten  and  other  gallant  men  had  perished,  1^ 
guide  said,  *<here  Major  Howard  lay;  I  was  near 
him  when  wounded."  I  told  him  my  relationship, 
and  he  seemed  then  still  more  anxious  to  point  out 
the  particular  spot  and  drcumstanoes.  The  place 
is  one  of  the  most  marked  in  the  field  fr<nn  the 
peculiarity  of  the  two  trees  aboye  mentioned. 

I  went  on  horseback  twice  oyer  the  field,  con- 
paring  it  with  my  recollection  of  similar  scenes. 
As  a  plain,  Waterloo  seems  marked  out  for  the 
scene  of  some  gieat  action,  though  this  may  be 
mere  imagination:  I  haye  yiewecTwith  attention 
those  of  Flatea,  Troy,  Montinea.  Leuctra,  Cheip- 
nea,  and  Marathon ;  and  the  field  around  Mont  St. 
Jean  and  Hougoumont  appears  to  want  little  but  a 
better  cause,  and  that  mdeflnable  but  impressiye 
halo  which  the  lafwe  of  ages  throws  around  a  cel- 
ebrated spot,  to  yie  in  interest  with  any  or  aU  oi 
these,  except  perhaps  the  last  mentioned. 

8. 
Like  to  the  apples  on  the  Dead  Sea*e  ehore. 

Stanza  xxxiy.  line  6. 
The  (fttbled)  awlee  on  the  brink  of  the  lake 
Asphaltes  were  said  to  be  ikir  without,  and  within 
ashes.— Vide  Tacitus,  Histor.  1,  6,  7. 


For  eceptered  cynics  earth  wore  far  too  wide  a  de^ 
Stanza  xli.  line  last. 

The  great  ener  ef  Napoleon,  *<  if  we  have  wiit 
our  annals  true,"  was  a  continued  obtrusion  en 
mankind  of  his  want  of  all  community  of  feeling  km 
or  with  them ;  perhaps  more  ofiensiye  to  human 
yanity  than  the  actiye  cruelty  of  more  tremlrfing 
and  euspieious  tyranny. 

Such  were  his  speeches  to  public  aasembllee  es 
well  as  indiyiduak ;  and  the  single  expressiott  «^Jeh 
he  is  said  to  haye  used  on  returning  to  Paris  after 
the  Russian  winter  had  destroyed  his  army,  nibbing 
hie  hande  over  a  fire,  <*This  is  pleesanter  then 
Moscow,*'  would  probably  alienate  more  fayor  from 
his  cause  than  tne  destruction  and  reyerses  which 
led  to  the  remark. 


10. 
What  want  iheee  outiawe 


t  should  hafa0» 
ETtanza  zlyiiL  line  d. 

an* 


was  King  James's  ouestion  on  meeting  JcAmny 
Armstrong  and  his  followers  in  full  aocoutiemeailiL 
--See  tiieBeUad. 


8fi 


BYBOK'S  WOSXS. 


II. 


7%e  castled  croff  qf  Draohmfib. 

Page  41,  Terse  1. 

The  oastle  of  Drachenfek  staads  on  the  highest 
■ammit  of  "  the  seyen  Mountains,"  over  the  Rhine 
hanks:  it  Is  in  ruins,  and  connected  with  some 
«ingalar  traditions:  it  is  the  first  in  view  on  the 
road  from  Bonn,  bnt  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
riyer :  on  this  bank,  nearly  facing  it,  are  the  remains 
of  another,  called  the  Jew's  castle,  and  a  large  cross 
commemorative  of  the  murder  of  a  chief  by  his 
brother :  the  number  of  castles  and  cities  along  the 
course  of  the  Rhine  on  both  sides  is  Tery  great,  and 
their  situations  remarkably  beautifuL 

a 

I%e  whitmen  of  hit  totU,  and  thus  men  o*er  him  wept. 
Stanza  Wii.  line  last. 

The  monument  of  the  young  and  lamented  Gen- 
eral Marceau  (killed  by  a  rifle  ball  at  Alterkirchen 
on  the  last  day  of  the  fourth  year  of  the  French 
republic)  still  remains  as  described. 

The  inscriptions  on  his  monument  are  rather  too 
long,  and  not  required:  his  name  was  enough; 
France  adored,  and  her  enemies  admired  ;  both 
wept  oyer  him.-— His  funeral  was  attended  by  the 

Snerals  and  detachments  from  both  armies.  In 
e  same  ^ave  General  Hoche  is  interred,  a  gaUant 
man  also  in  eyery  sense  of  the  word ;  but  though 
he  distinguished  nimself  greatly  in  battle,  he  had 
not  the  good  fortune  to  die  there :  his  death  was 
attended  by  suspicions  of  poison. 

A  seperate  monument  (not  oyer  his  body,  which 
'  Is  honed  by  Marceau's)  is  raised  for  him  near 
Andemach,  opposite  to  which  one  of  his  most 
memorable  exploits  was  performed,  in  throwing  a 
bridge  to  an  island  on  the  Rhine.  The  shape  and 
style  are  different  from  that  of  Marceau*s,  and  the 
Inscription  more  simple  and  pleasing. 

«*  The  Army  of  the  Sambre  and  Mouse 

to  its  Commander  in  Chief 

Hoche." 

This  is  all,  and  as  it  should  be.  Hoehe  was 
etteemed  among  the  firet  of  France's  earlier  gen- 
erals before  Bonaparte  monopolised  her  triumphs. 
He  was  the  destmed  commander  of  the  invaaing 
anny  of  Ireland. 

U. 
Sere  EhrenbreUetetn^  teith  her  shattered  ufatt. 
Stanza  lylii.  line  1. 

Ehrenbreitstein,  i.  e.  *'  the  broad  stone  of  Honor," 
one  of  the  strongest  fortresses  in  Europe,  was 
dismantled  and  blown  up  by  the  French  at  the 
Imoe  of  Leoben. — It  had  been  and  could  only  be 
ndaced  by  jGeunine  or  treachery.  It  yielded  to  the 
l9nner»  aided  by  surprise.  AJfter  hayiaff  seen  the 
fntifioations  of  Gibraltar  and  Malta,  it  did  not 
nnch  strike  by  comparison,  but  the  situation  is 
•ommanding.  General  Marceau  besieged  it  in  yain 
§at  some  time,  and  I  slept  in  a  room  where  I  was 
ibown  a  window  at  which  ne  was  said  to  haye  been 
■landing  obsendng  the  progress  of  the  siege  by 
■Kwnlight,  when  a  ball  struck  immediately  below  it. 

U. 
Unupukhred  they  roamed,  and  shrUlfd  emh  mrnder* 
ing  ghoet.  Stanza  bdOL  line  last 

The  chapel  is  destroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of! 
bones  dimmished  to  a  small  number  vj  the  Bur-' 
gundian  leaaxm  in  the  service  of  France,  who 
a&ziously  emiced  this  record  of  their  ancestors'  less  | 
■aooessAil  inyasions.  A  few  still  remain,  notwiih- 1 
■taadinff  the  pains  taken  by  the  Burgundiaas  for 
ttea,  (aU  who  passed  that  way  remoying  a  bone  to 
their  own  country,)  and  the  less  jastiflaSle  larcenies 
of  the  Swiss  postillions,  who  carried  tiiem  off  to 
aoll  for  knife-handles,  a  purpose  fiv  whieh  the 


wUtoness  imUbed  by  the  bleaehhift  of  7>*ar8  ban 
rendered  them  in  great  request.  Of  thea«  relics  I 
ventured  to  bring  away  as  much  as  may  hare  mads 
a  quarter  of  a  hero,  for  which  the  sole  excuse  is, 
that  if  I  had  not,  the  next  passer  by  might  hm 
perverted  them  to  worse  uses  than  the  careM 
preservation  for  which  I  intend  for  them. 

15. 

^  LeveWd  AvetUicum  hath  strewed  her  su^'eet  la;%dt^ 
Stanza  Ixv.  line  last. 
Aventicum  (near  Morat)  was  the  Roman  capital 
of  Helvetia,  where  Avenches  now  stands. 

18. 
And  held  teithin  their  um  one  mind,  one  heart,  ene 
dust.  Stanza  IxvL  line  last. 

Julia  Alpinula,  a  young  Aventian  priestess,  died 
soon  after  a  vain  endeavor  to  save  her  father,  con- 
demned to  death  as  a  traitor  by  Aulius  Csebia. 
Her  epitaph  was  discovered  many  years  ago;--4t  is 
thus— 

Julia  Alpinula 

Hicjaceo 

Infelicis  patris,  infelix  proles 

De«  Aventie  Sacerdos ; 

Exorare  patris  necem  non  potui 

Male  mori  in  fatis  iUe  erat. 

Vizi  annos  xxiii. 

I  know  of  no  human  composition  so  effecting  as 
this,  nor  a  history  of  deeper  interest.  These  are 
the  names  and  actions  which  ought  not  to  perish, 
and  to  which  we  turn  with  a  true  and  healthy 
tenderness,  froto.  the  wretched  and  glittering  detail 
of  a  confused  mass  of  conquests  and  battles,  with 
which  the  mind  is  roused  for  a  time  to  a  ftdse  and 
feverish  sympathy,  from  whence  it  recurs  at  length 
with  all  the  nausea  consequent  on  such  intOKication. 

17. 
In  the  sun's  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  sntno. 

Stanza  Ixvii.  line  81. 
This  is  written  In  the  eye  of  Mont  Blanc,  (June 
3,  1816,)  which  even  at  this  distance  dazzles  mine. 

(July  20th.)  I  this  day  observed  for  some  time 
the  distinct  reflection  of  Mont  Blanc  and  Mont 
Argentierre  in  the  calm  of  the  lake,  which  I  wu 
crossing  in  mj  boat ;  the  distance  of  these  moun- 
tains from  their  mirror  is  sixty  miles. 


18. 


tarrowy  Rh> 
Stanza  ixxL  line  8. 


The  color  of  the  Rhone  at  Geneva  is  blue,  to  a 
depth  of  tint  which  I  have  never  seen  ei]ualled  is 
water,  salt  or  fresh,  except  in  the  Meditenranean 
anS  Archipelago. 

19. 
Than  vulgar  minds  may  be  with  all  they  seek  possest. 
Stanza  Ixzix.  line  las^ 


This  refers  to  the  aaoount  in  hia  "  Conf« 
of  hia  passion  for  the  Countess  d'Houdetot,  (the 
mistress  of  St.  Lambert  J  and  his  long  walk  every 
morning  for  the  sake  of  the  single  kiss  which  was 
the  common  salutation  of  French  acquaintance.— 
Rousseau's  description  of  his  feelings  on  this  ooci^ 
sion  may  bo  eonsiaered  aa  the  most  paaeionato,  vet 
not  impure  description  and  expression  of  love  that 
ever  kindled  into  words;  which  aftor  all  matt  bt 
felt,  from  their  very  force,  to  be  inadequate  to  tho 
delineation— a  painting  can  give  no  suffidont  ids* 
of  the  ocean. 

20. 

Cf  eartho*ergamng  mtnmienne, 

Stansa  xcL  Uao  S. 
It  to  to  be  ieoolleotod»  that  the  wotX  bwmtiAil 


K0TB8  TO  CHILDB  HAB0LD*8  PILGBIMAGB. 


as 


waA  !m|sc88hre  doctrines  of  tiie  diTine  Fonndei  of 
ChristisdtT  were  deUvoed,  not  in  the  TtmpU,  but 
AtheJToMtf. 

To  mire  the  qfoestion  of  derotion,  and  turn  to 
knauoi  eloquence,— tile  most  effectual  and  splendid 
re  not  pronounced  within  wmUs. 
iddressed  the  public  and  popular 
Cioero  spoke  in  the  foram.  Tnat  this 
idded  to  their  effect  on  the  mind  of  both  orator 
nd  hearen,  may  be  conceiyed  from  <he  difference 
bttwecn.  what  we  read  of  the  emotions  then  and 
^ere  prodooed,  and  those  we  oorselves  experience 
ia  the  pespsal  in  the  closet.  It  is  one  tning  to 
read  the  Bxad  at  Sigsenm  and  on  the  tun^uli,  or  by 
the  springs  with  Mount  Ida  above,  and  the  plain 
and  nrer  and  Archipelago  around  you;  and  another 
to  trim  jonr  taper  over  it  in  a  snug  library— ^Aw  I 
know. 

Were  tlie  early  and  rapid  jprogress  of  what  is 
csDed  Hefthodiam  to  be  attnunited  to  any  cause 
bpfoad  the  enthnaiasm  excited  by  its  Tenement 
fiath  sad  doctrines  (the  truth  oar  error  of  which  I 
piesimie  neitiier  to  canvass  nor  to  question)  I 
should  Tenture  to  ascribe  it  to  the  practice  of 
fseaching  in  H&e  iCeldf,  and  the  unstudied  and 
extemponaeooa  eousions  of  its  teachers. 

Hie  Mnaralmana,  whose  erroneous  devotion  (at 
least  in  the  loiwer  orders)  is  most  sinoere,  and 
tbereAve  impresaiTe,  are  accustomed  to  repeat  their 
mescribed  onso&s  and  prayers  whererer  ther  may 
be  at  the  stated  hour»--of  course  frequentlv  m  the 
open  air,  kneeling  upon  a  light  mat,  (which  they 
carry  for  tiie  purpose  of  a  bed  or  ensnion  as  re- 
qoM:)  the  ceremony  lasts  some  minutes,  duriiig 
whi^  tner  are  totally  absorbed,  and  only  living  in 
their  supplication :  nothing  can  disturb  ttiem.  On 
me  the  simple  and  entire  sincerity  of  these  men, 
and  the  spirit  whieh  appeared  to  be  within  and 
upon  them,  made  a  fu  greater  impression  than  any 
general  rite  which  was  ever  performed  in  places  of 
warship,  of  which  I  have  seen  those  of  almost  every 
persuasion  under  the  sun;  including  most  of  our 
own  seetaziee,  and  the  Gtareek,  the  Catholic,  the 
Armenian,  the  Lutheran,  the  Jewish,  and  the  Ma- 
hometan. Many  of  the  negroes,  of  whom  there 
are  numbers  in  the  Turkish  empire,  are  idolaters, 
and  have  free  exercise  of  their  belief  and  its  rites : 
some  of  these  I  had  a  distant  view  of  at  Patras, 
and  from  what  I  could  make  out  of  them,  thm 
appeared  to  be  of  a  traly  Pagan  deseription,  and 
not  very  agreeable  to  a  spectator. 


Stanaa  xcii.  line  1. 

The  thunder-storm   to  whieh  these  lines  refer 

eeemed  on  the  13ch  of  June,  1816,  at  midnight. 

I  have  seen  among  the  Aeroeeraunian  mountains  of 

Chhttsri   several    more   terrible,  but   none   nyre 


AMdiwuti  into  roae-hvet  Bern  them  wrovpki, 
Btansa  xdx.  hne  6. 

.'s  Heloise,  Lettre  17,  part  4,  note. 
M  sont  si  hautes  qu*ime  deml-heure 
ft^  fe  aoSsa  cottche,  leurs  sommets  sont  encore 
^dairea  de  see  rayons;  dont  le  rouge  forme  sur  ees 
cimeB  Uaaeihes  «ms  M£s  mmitmr  d$  rose  qu'on 
«p«eitde  fori  loin." 
This  smKM  nore  partieularly  to  the  heights 

"J'aBaiiVemlogeriilaClef,  etpettdaai  deux 
t"'"*  ^i'y  nvtsA  sans  voir  personne,  je  pris  pour 
eette  vule  un  amour  qiu  m*a  suivi  bans  tons  m«« 
voyages,  let  qui  m*  v  a  fait  etablir  enfin  les  h^oo  de 
mon  itnnan.  Je  oirois  volontiers  k  oeux  qui  out 
da  go6t  et  qui  sent  senaibles ;  allea  iTevai—- vicites 
le  paya,  eraminaa  lea  sites,  pronienes-vous  sur  le  lae« 
ct  aites  si  la  Nature  n'a  pas  £ut  ee  beau  nays  pour 
■Be  Je&e,  poox  vne  Claize  et  pour  an  St.  Preux; 


mais  ne  les  y  cherebcs  pas."  Les  ConfessioBS,  livre 


Iv.  page  906,  Lyons  ed.  1796. 
In  July, ---'  -       ■ 


. ,  1810,  I  made  a  voyage  round  tile  Lake 
of  Geneva;  and  as  far  as  my  own  observations  have 
led  me,  in  a  not  uninterested  nor  inattentive  survey 
of  all  the  scenes  most  celebrated  by  Rousseau  in 
his  '*  llcioise,"  I  can  safely  sav,  that  in  this  there 
ia  no  exag^reration.  It  would  be  difficult  to  see 
Clarens,  (with  the  scenes  around  it,  Vevay,  Chillon, 
B6vcret,  St.  Oingo,  Meillerie,  Eivan,  and  the 
entrances  of  the  Rhone,)  without  being  forcibly 
struck  with  its  peculiar  aoaptation  to  the  persons 
and  events  with  which  it  has  been  peoplccL  But 
this  is  not  all :  the  feeling  with  which  all  around 
Clarens.  and  th^  opposite  rocks  of  Meillerie,  is 
invested,  is  of  a  still  fiigher  and  more  compr^en- 
sivc  order  than  the  mere  sympathy  with  individual 
passion ;  it  is  a  sense  of  the  existence  of  love  in  its 
most  extended  and  sublime  capacity,  and  of  oar 
own  participation  of  its  good  and  of  its  gloij :  it  is 
the  great  principle  of  the  universe,  which  is  there 
more  conacnsed,  but  not  less  manifested;  and  of 
which,  though  knowing  ourselves  a  part,  we  lose 
our  individujdity,  and  mingle  in  the  beauty  of  the 
whole. 

If  Rousseau  had  never  written,  nor  lived,  the 
same  associations  would  not  less  have  belonged  to 
such  scenes.  He  has  added  to  the  interest  of  his 
works  by  their  adoption ;  he  has  shown  his  sense 
of  thdr  beauty  by  the  selection;  but  they  have 
done  that  for  him  which  no  human  being  could  do 
for  them. 

I  had  the  fortune  (good  or  cvH  as  it  might  be)  to 
sail  from  Meillerie  (where  we  landed  for  some  time) 
to  St.  Gingo  during  a  lake  storm,  which  added  to 
the  mogmnccnce  of  all  around,  although  occasion-  * 
ally  accompanied  bv  danger  to  the  boat,  which  was 
small  and  overloaaed.  It  was  over  this  very  part 
of  the  lake  that  Rousseau  has  driven  the  lioat  of 
St.  Prenx  and  Madame  Wohnar  to  Meillerie  for 
shelter  during  a  tempest. 

On  gaining  the  shore  at  St.  Gingo,  I  found  that 
the  wind  had  been  sufficiently  strong  to  blow  down 
some  fine  old  chestnut  trees  on  the  lower  part  of 
the  mountains. 

On  the  opposite  height  of  Clarens  is  a  chateaa. 
The  hills  are  covered  with  vineyard,  and  inter- 
spersed with  some  small  but  beantifol  woods ;  one 
of  these  was  named  the  *'  Bosquet  de  Julie,"  and  it 
is  remarkable  that,  though  long  ago  cut  down  hj 
the  brutal  selfishness  of  Uie  monks  of  St.  Bernard 
(to  whom  the  land  appertained,)  that  the  ground 
might  be  enclosed  Into  a  vineyard  for  the  nuserable 
drones  of  an  exiled  Bui>erBtition,  tiie  inhabitants  of 
Clarens  still  point  out  the  spot  where  Its  trees 
stood,  calling  it  by  the  name  which  consecrated  and 
survived  them. 

Rousseau  has  not  been  particulatiy  fortunate  in 
the  preservation  of  the  **  local  habitations  "  he  haa 

S'ven  to  «•  airy  nothings."  The  Prior  of  Great  St, 
ernard  has  cut  down  some  of  his  woods  for  the  sake 
of  a  few  casks  of  wine,  and  Bonaparte  has  levelled 
a  part  of  the  rocks  of  Meillerie  m  improving  the 
road  to  Simplon.  The  road  Ib  an  excellent  one,  but 
I  cannot  quite  agree  with  a  remark  which  I  heard 
made,  that  *'La  route  vaut  miseux  que  les  sou- 
venirs." 

18. 
Lmwntene!  and  Femey!  ye  have  Seen  the  abodee, 
Stansa  cv.  line  1. 
Voliaiie  and  Gibbon. 

Had  I  not  jUed  my  minds  which  thm  UUjf  eMmik 
Stanaa  cxm.  Ime  laaC 

r»r  Buqno't  1mm  k»T«  l>k  n^nbd.' 


(yer  Others  grieft  thai  iome  naeerely  yruve, 
Stansa  cxiv.  line  7< 
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It  is  Bftid  by  Bochefoucault  that  *<  there  is  ahpaus 
something  in  the  misfortunes  of  men's  best  friends 
not  displeasing  to  them." 


CANTO  IV. 


1  ttood  tn  Venice  on  the  Bridae  qf  Si^hs ; 

ApcUace  and  aprison  on  each  hand, 

Stansa  i.  lines  I  and  2. 
Thb  communication  between  the  ducal  palace 
and  the  prisons  of  Venice  is  by  a  gloomy  bridge,  or 
eoTered  gallery,  high  above  the  water,  and  divided 
by  a  stone  wall  Into  a  passage  and  a  cell.  The 
state  dungeons,  called  "pozsi,'^  or  wells,  were  sunk 
in  the  thick  walls  of  the  palace ;  and  the  prisoner 
when  taken  out  to  die  was  conducted  across  the 
galleiT  to  the  other  side,  and  being  then  led  back 
into  the  other  comnartment,  or  cell,  upon  the  bridge, 
was  there  stranglea.  The  low  portal  through  which 
the  criminal  was  taken  into  this  cell  is  now  walled 
up ;  but  the  passage  is  still  open,  and  is  still  known 
by  the  name  of  the  Bridge  of  Sighs.  The  pozzi 
are  under  the  flooring  of  the  chamber  at  the  foot  of 
the  bridge.  They  were  formerly  twelve,  but  on  the 
first  arrival  of  the  French,  the  Venetians  hastily 
blocked  or  broke  up  the  deeper  of  these  dungeons. 
You  may  stilly  however,  descend  by  a  trap*door, 
and  crawl  down  through  holes,  half  choked  by 
•  rubbish,  to  the  depth  of  two  stories  below  the  first 
range.  If  you  are  in  want  of  consolation  for  the 
extinction  of  patrician  power,  perhaps  you  may 
find  it  there ;  scarcely  a  ray  of  light  gUmmers  into 
the  narrow  gallery  wliich  leads  to  the  cells,  and  the 
places  of  confiement  themselves  are  totally  dark 
A  small  hole  in  the  wall  admitted  the  damp  air  of 
the  passages,  and  served  for  the  introduction  of  the 
prisoner's  food.  A  wooden  pallet,  raised  a  foot 
from  the  ground,  was  the  only  furniture.  The 
conductors  tell  you  that  a  light  was  not  allowed. 
The  cells  are  about  five  paces  m  length,  two  and  a 
half  in  width,  and  seven  feet  in  height.  They  are 
directly  beneath  one  another,  and  respiration  is 
somewhat  difficult  in  the  lower  holes.  Only  one 
prisoner  was  found  when  th6  republicans  descended 
into  these  hideous  recesses,  and  he  is  said  to  have 
been  confined  sixteen  years.  But  the  inmates  of 
the  dungeons  beneath  had  left  traces  of  their 
repentance,  or  of  their  despair,  which  are  still 
visible,  and  may  perhaps  owe  something  to  recent 
ingenuity.  Some  of  the  detained  appear  to  have 
onended  against,  and  others  to  have  oelonged  to, 
the  sacred  body,  not  only  from  their  si^atures, 
but  from  the  churches  and  belfries  which  they  have 
scratched  upon  the  walls.  The  reader  may  not 
object  to  see  a  specimen  of  the  records  prompted  by 
10  terrific  a  sohtude.  As  nearly  as  they  could  be 
copied  by  more  than  one  pencil,  three  of  them  are 
aie  as  f  jUows  : 

1. 

NGN  TI  FIDAS  AD  ALCUNO  PEN8A  e  TACI 
BE  yuOIB  YUOI  DB  SAONI  IXSIDIB  e  LACCZ 
XL  PSNTI&TI  PBMTI&TI  NXJI.LA  OIOVA 
MA  BBN  DI  VALOB  TtJO  LA  VERA  PROTA 

1607.     ADI  2.  OENABO.  PULSE. 
TBNTO  P*  LA  BESTIEMMA  P*  AVER  DATO 
DA  VANZAR  A  UN  MORTO 

lAOOKO  .  OBITTI  .  BCBIS9B. 

2. 
XnK  7ABLAR  POOHO  et 
IfEGARB  PRONTO  et 

m  PBNBAB  AL  FINB  PUO  DARB  LA  TITA 
A  irOl  ALTKI  XBflOHINX 

1605 


SDO  ZOHN  BAPT»TA  AB 
BCCLB8IAM  CORTBLLAR£V« 


DB  CHI  MI  FIDO  OUABDAMI  DIO 

DB  Cni  NON  MI  FIDO  XI  OUARDARO  10 

A 

TA     H     A     KA 

T.  LA  B     .  C  .  K  .  R. 

The  copyist  has  followed,  not  corrected  the 
solecisms ;  some  of  which  are  however  not  quite  sc 
decided,  since  the  letters  were  evidently  scratched 
in  the  diark.  It  only  need  be  observed,  bettemmia 
and  manffiar  may  be  read  in  the  first  inscription, 
which  was  probably  written  by  a  prisoner  confined 
for  some  act  of  impiety  committed  at  a  foncral; 
that  Cortellaritu  is  the  name  of  a  parish  on  tens 
firma,  near  the  sea  ;  and  that  the  last  initials 
evidently  are  put  for  Viva  la  santa  Ckieea  Kattoliea 
Romana. 

2, 
She  looks  a  $ea  Cybele,  fresh  from  oeean. 
Rising  icith  her  tutra  of  proud  towers. 

Stanza  ii.  lines  1  and  2. 
An   old   writer,   describing   the  appesrance  9f 
Venice,  has  made  use  of  the  above  image,  whidi 
would  not  be  poetical  were  it  not  true. 

**  Quo  Jit  ut  pti  supeme  w^em  oontemplettir,  tur- 
ritam  teuuria  tmaginem  medio  Oeeano  ^pguratam  s» 
nutet  inmicere"  * 

8. 

In  Venice  Ta8so*s  echoes  are  no  more. 

Stansa  iu.  line  1. 

The  weU-known  song  of  the  gondoliers,  of  alter- 
nate stanzas  from  Tasso's  Jerosalem,  has  died  with 
the  independence  of  Venice,  editions  of  the  poem, 
with  the  original  on  one  column,  and  the  Venetian 
variations  on  the  other,  as  srmg  by  the  boatmen, 
were  once  common,  and  are  8l:ill  to  oe  found.  The 
following  extract  will  ser\'e  to  show  the  difierenee 
between  the  Tuscan  epic  and  the  '<Canta  alia 
Barcariola." 

ORIGINAL. 

Canto  V  arme  jpietose,  e  'I  capitano 
Che  '1  gran  Sepolcro  libeard  di  Cristo, 

Molto  egu  opr6  col  senno,  e  con  la  mano 
Molto  soffri  nel  glorioso  acquisto ; 

£  in  van  V  Inferno  a  ltd  s'  oppose,  e  in  vane 
S'  arm6  d*  Asia,  e  di  Libia  U  popol  misto, 

Che  il  Ciel  gli  di^  favore,  e  sotto  a  1  Santi 

Segni  ridusse  i  suoi  compagni  erranti. 

YBNBTIAN. 

L'  arme  pietose  de  cantar  gho  vogia, 
£  de  Goffredo  la  imniortal  braura 

Che  al  In  '1  ha  libera  co  strassia,  e  dogia 
Del  nostro  buon  Oes6  la  Sepoltura^ 

De  mezo  mondo  unito,  e  de  quel  Bogia 
Missier  Pluton  non  V  ha  bu  mai  paura:^ 

Dio  r  ha  agiuti,  e  *I  compagni  sparpagnai 

Tutti  '1  gh  i  ha  messi  insieme  i  di  del  Dai. 

Some  of  the  elder  gondoliers  will,  how^ever,  tais 
up  and  continue  a  stansa  of  their  onee  famfiNf 
bazd. 

On  tile  7th  of  last  Januanr,  the  author  of  ChiMs 
Harold,  ind  another  Englishman,  the  wrftar  of  this 
notice,  rowed  to  tiie  laae  with  two  singers,  one  of 
whom  was  a  carpenter,  and  the  other  a  gondoUff- 
The  former  placed  himself  at  the  prow,  the  latter 
at  the  stem  of  the  boat.  A  little  after  leaving  the 
quay  of  the  Piazsetta,  they  began  to  sing,  and 
continued  their  exercise  until  we  arrived  at  the 
island.  They  gave  us,  amongst  other  essays,  the 
death  of  Clorinda,  and  the  palace  of  Azmida ;  tnd 


Mud  AmmB  fhbelR  da  Vm 
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aft  Ml  *«  4kt  V«Mlin,  tat  ft* 

tiM  tan.  tad  w  freqtMBtlj  obliged  to  prompt  hit 
flouMMk  told  «•  that  ho  ooaU  Atrntfal*  the 
ttigBiL  He  added,  that  he  coald  ihig  almost 
tins  Inmdzed  stanaaa,  bat  had  not  spirits  {morhm 
«tt  the  iiwd  he  need)  to  leam  any  more,  or  to  sing 
wksthaalieody  knew:  amaamiist  ha^  idle  time 
SB  his  handa  to  aeqidre,  or  to  repeat*  and,  said  the 
poor  Mlow,  «<look  at  my  dothes  and  at  me ;  I  am 
Hsniag.'*  Thie  speech  was  more  affecting  than 
In  perfismanee,  whidi  habit  alone  oan  make 
tttraetiTe.  The  recitative  waa  shrill,  soeaming. 
lid  nenotanens,  and  the  gondolier  behind  assisten 
kiBToioe  br  holdiag  hia  hand  to  one  side  o£  his 
■oatiL  The  carpenter  need  a  quiet  action,  which 
ht  endendy  enaeaToted  to  restrain;  but  was  too 
■■ek  fntarasted  uk  his  snbjeet  altogether  to  repress, 
ftom  Aese  men  we  learnt  that  singing  is  not  oon- 
fned  to  the  gondoliers,  and  that,  although  the 
ehaat  is  seldom,  if  ever,  roluntary,  there  are  still 
Kvoal  amongst  tiie  lower  classes  who  are  aoqnainted 
with  a  few  stansaa. 

It  does  net  appear  that  it  is  nsnal  for  the  per- 
ftsBMB  t»  row  and  aing  at  the  aame  time.  Al- 
IhoHk  Ihe  Tecsea  of  the  Jemsakm  are  no  longer 
cssBiJly  bgard.  tiicre  is  yet  much  music  upon  the 
VsoetisB  csaala;  and  upon  holjdsTS,  those  strung- 
en  who  are  not  near  or  informed  enough  to  dis- 
tiagnidi  the  words,  may  fancy  that  many  of  the 
Kondolaa  stiH  reaound  with  the  strains  of  Tasso. 
The  miter  of  some  remarks  which  appeared  in  the 
Guioeities  of  literature,  must  excuse  his  being 
Ones  quoted;  for,  with  the  exception  of  some 
ahnsss  a  littie  too  ambitioas  and  extraTagant.  he 
lai  teuidhed  a  -very  exact,  as  well  aa  agreeable, 


*'  la  Venice,  the  gondoliers  know  by  heart  long 
pasnges  ftom  Aiiosto  and  Tasso,  and  often  chant 
tbaa  with  a  penwlinr  melodv.  But  this  talent 
iecBu  it  present  on  the  deoline :— «.t  least,  after 
tikiBg  lome  nains,  I  oould  find  no  more  than  two 
pensBs  who  oeliwwed  to  me  in  this  way  a  passage 
ttem  Tssso.  I  nonat  add,  that  the  late  Mr.  Beiry 
SDce  cheated  to  me  a  passage  from  Tasso,  in  the 
■sBoer,  as  he  assured  me,  <»  the  sondoliers. 

"  Then  are  always  two  concemeo,  who  alternate- 
ly naff  the  strophes.  We  know  the  melody  event- 
eally  by  Boussean,  to  whose  songs  it  is  printed ;  it 
ku  ftopetly  no  melodious  moTement,  and  is  a  sort 
ef  nwdinm  between  the  canto  fermo  and  the  canto 
Ignnto ;  it  approaches  to  the  former  by  redtatiyieal 
ieehiaatioa,  and  to  the  latter  by  passages  and  course, 
b]r  wliieh  one  syllable  is  detained  and  embellished. 

*<Ientend  a  gondola  by  moonlight:  one  einger 
pbeed  Umself  mrwards  and  the  other  all,  and  thus 
ytoeeeded  to  Bt.  Oeorgio.  One  began  the  song; 
vbcn  he  had  ended  hia  strophe,  the  other  took  up 
Ihe  lay,  end  so  continued  the  song  altemateljr* 
Threaghent  th*  whole  of  it,  the  same  notes  inyari- 
•UyretanedL  hut,  according  to  the  subject  metier 
"  the  stivphe,  th^  laid  a  greater  or  a  smaller 
•  ra  one,  sad  sometimes  on  another 


note,  sad  indeed  changed  the  eauneiation  of  the 
whole  sfeRiphe  as  tiie  ^kJKt  of  the  poem  altered. 

"  Oa  ^  whole,  howcTer,  the  sounds  were  hoarse 
and  soeanuag:  they  seeawd,  in  the  manner  of  all 
nide  aadfffiied  men,  to  make  the  exeelkacy  of 
tbeir  shigSag  in  the  fcnee  of  their  roice:  one  seem- 
ed denoQi  of  eoaquering  tito  other  by  f^e  strength 
efUsbrngs;  and  so  ftcr  from  receiving  dalight  from 
this  aeeae,(eh«t  up  aa  I  waa  in  the  box  ef  the  gea- 
doU,)  I  foomd  myself  in  a  very  unpleasant  situation. 

**My  eompsnion,  to  whom  I  communicated  this 
circniaBlBaee,  being  very  desisoaa  to  keep  up  the 
occBt  ef  his  eontrymen,  aasorad  me  that  this  siiig- 
iag  was  very  delightftil  when  heard  at  a  distance. 
Accordingly  we  got  out  upon  the  shore,  tearing  one 
of  the  aingen  in  the  gonaola,  while  the  other  went 
to  the  di«6nee  of  some  hundred  paces.  They  now 
Began  to  sing  agamat  one  another,  aftd  I  kept  walk- 


iag  up  and  down  hetwuta  thaai  both,  io  a«  ahrayt 
toleaTe  him  who  was  to  begin  his  part.  I  frequent- 
ly stood  still  and  hearkened  to  the  one  and  to  thu 
other. 

**  Here  the  scene  was  properly  introduced.  The 
itrong  declamatory,  and,  as  it  were,  shrieking 
souufl^  met  the  ear  from  far,  and  called  forth  the  at* 
tention;  the  quickly  succeeding  transitions  whidi 
neceeearily  required  to  be  sung  in  a  lower  tone. 

oned  Hke  plaintiTe  strains  succeeding  the  Tocif^ 
orations  of  emotion  or  of  pain.  The  other,  who 
listened  attentively,  immediately  began  where  the 
former  left  off",  answering  him  in  milder  or  more 
vehement  notes,  according  as  the  purport  of  the 
strophe  reoulred.  The  sleepy  canals,  the  loftr 
buildings,  tne  splendor  of  the  moon,  the  deep  shaa- 
ows  of  the  few  gondolas  that  mored  like  spirits 
hither  and  thither,  increased  the  striking  pecu- 
liarity  of  the  scene ;  and  amidst  all  these  circum* 
stances,  it  was  easy  to  confess  the  character  of  this 
wonderful  harmony. 

'*  It  suits  perfecUy  well  with  an  idle,  solitary  mari- 

ar,  lying  at  length  in  his  Tcssel  at  rest  on  one  of 
these  canals,  waiting  for  his  company,  or  for  a  fare, 
the  tiresomeness  of  whioh  situation  is  somewhat 
aUeriated  by  the  songs  and  poetical  stories  he  hsa 
in  memonr.  He  oftcm  raises  nis  Toice  as  loud  as  he 
can,  whicn  extends  itself  to  a  vast  distance  over  the 
tranquil  mirror,  and  as  all  ia  still  around,  he  is,  aa 
it  were,  in  a  solitude  in  the  midst  of  a  large  and 
populous  town.  Here  is  no  rattling  of  carriages,  no 
noise  of  foot  passengere ;  a  silent  gondola  glidee 
now  and  then  by  him,  of  which  the  splashings  of 
the  oars  are  scaroely  to  be  heard. 

<*  At  a  distance  he  hears  another,  perh^a  utterly 
unknown  to  him.  Helody  and  Terse  immediately 
attach  the  two  strangers :  he  becomes  the  respon- 
sive echo  to  the  former,  and  exerts  himself  to  be 
hoard  aa  he  had  heard  the  other.  By  a  tacit  con- 
vention they  alternate  verse  for  verse ;  though  the 
song  d^ould  last  the  whole  nisht  through,  they  en- 
tertain themselves  without  fatigue:  the  hearers, 
who  are  passing  between  the  two,  take  part  in  tha 
amueement. 

"  This  vocal  perfonaanee  sounds  beet  at  a  ^unt 
distance,  and  is  then  inexpressibly  charming,  aa  it 
only  fulftls  its  design  in  the  sentiment  of  remote- 
ness. It  is  plaintive  but  not  dismal  in  its  sound, 
and  at  times  it  is  scarcely  possible  to  refrain  firom 
tears.  My  companion,  who  otherwise  was  not  a 
very  delicately  organiasd  person^  said  quite  unex- 
pectedly: <  e  singolare  come  quel  eanto  mteaeriset* 
e  molto  pid  quando  lo  cantano  me^o.' 

« I  waa  told  that  tiie  woaMa  oT  Libo,  the  long 
row  of  islanda  that  diridea  the  Adriatic  from  the 
Lagouns,*  oartieulariy  tiie  women  of  the  extreme 
districts  of  M  alamoeeo  and  Palestrina,  sins  in  like 
manner  the  Works  of  Tasso  to  these  and  similar 
tones. 

«<  They  have  the  custom,  whch  their  huabands  §a^ 
Ashing  out  at  sea,  to  sit  slong  the  shore  in  the 
evenings,  and  vociferate  these  songs,  and  continue 
to  do  so  with  great  violence,  till  each  of  them  can 
distinguish  the  responses  of  her  own  husband  at  a 
distance."  f 

The  love  of  music  and  of  poetry  distinguishes  all 
classes  of  Yenetiaaa,  even  amongst  the  tuneful 
sons  of  Italy.  The  city  itself  can  occasionaUy  fur- 
nish respectable  audiences  for  two  and  even  three 
opera-houses  at  a  time ;  and  there  are  few  eventa  in 
private  lifb  that  do  not  eall  forth  a  printed  and  cir- 
culated sonnet.  Does  a  physician  or  a  lawyer  take 
his  dMpree,  or  a  clergyman  preach  his  maiden  ser- 
mon, has  a  surgeon  performed  an  operation,  would 
a  harlequin  announce  his  departure  or  his  bene&t, 
are  you  to  be  congratulated  on  a  marriage,  or  a 


*£tf»,vWh  1faihV»tnm9rUtmit,biA^hmg 


S6 


BTBON^  WOttXS. 


birth,  or  a  kwnilt|  the  MuBes  are  invoked  to  tai- 
nlsh  the  same  niunW  of  s;jrUables,  and  the  individ- 
nal  triumphs  blase  abroad  m  virgin  white  or  party- 
colored  placards  on  half  the  corners  of  the  capital 
The  last  cnrtesj  of  a  fttvorite  '*  prima  donna  "  brings 
down  a  shower  of  these  poetical  tributes  from  those 
upper  regions,  from  which,  in  our  theatres,  nothing 
but  cumos  and  snow-storms  are  accustomed  to  de- 
scend, xhcre  is  a  poetry  in  the  very  life  of  a  Venetian, 
which,  in  its  common  course,  is  varied  with  those 
surprises  and  changes  so  rccommendable  to  fiction, 
out  so  different  from  the  sober  monotony  of  north- 
ern existence ;  amusements  are  raised  mto  duties, 
duties  are  softened  into  amusements,  and  every  ob- 
ject being  considered  as  equally  making  a  part  of 
the  business  of  life,  is  announced  and  performed 
with  the  same  earnest  indifference  and  gay  assidu- 
ity. The  Venetian  gazette  constantly  closes  its 
oolumns  ?rith  ^e  foUo?ring  triple  advertisement. 

Charade. 


Exposition  of  the  most  Holy  Sacrament  in  the 
•hurch  of  St. 


T%e(Ure8. 

St  Moses,  opera. 

St.  Benedict,  a  comedy  of  characters. 

St.  Luke,  lepoee. 

When  it  Is  recollected  what  the  Catholics  believe 
tiieir  consecrated  wafer  to  be,  we  may  perhaps  think 
it  worthy  of  a  more  respectable  niche  than  between 
poetry  and  the  play-house. 


Sjparta  haih  many  a  worthier  son  than  ?ie. 

Stanza  x.  line  5. 

The  answer  of  the  mother  of  Brasidas  to  the 
•trangera  who  praised  the  memory  of  her  son. 

6. 
St,  Mark  yet  sees  Me  lion  where  he  stood 

Stand, Stansa  zi.  line  5. 

The  lion  has  lost  nothing  by  his  journey  to  the 
InTalides  but  ihe  gospel  which  supported  the  paw 
that  is  now  on  a  level  with  the  other  foot.  The 
horses  also  are  returned  to  the  ill-chosen  spot 
whence  they  set  out,  and  are,  as  before,  half  hidden 
under  the  porch  of  St.  Mark's  church. 

Their  history,  after  a  desperate  struggle,  has  been 
tatisftiotorily  explored.  The  decisions  and  doubts 
of  Eriaso  and  Zanetti,  and  lastly,  of  the  Count  Le- 
opold Cieognara,  would  have  given  them  a  Boman 
extraction,  and  a  pedigree  not  more  ancient  than 
the  reign  of  Nero.  But  M.  de  Schlcgel  stepped  in 
to  teaon  the  Venetians  the  value  of  taeir  own  treas- 
ures, and  a  Greek  vindicated,  at  last  and  lor  ever, 
the  pretension  of  his  countrymen  to  this  noble  pro- 
duction.*^ Mr.  Mustoxidi  has  not  bean  left  without 
a  reply ;  but,  as  yet,  he  has  received  no  answer.  It 
shoula  seem  that  the  horses  are  irrevocablyChian, 
and  were  transfefred  to  Constantinople  by  Xheodo- 
■ios.  Lapidary  writing  is  a  favorite  play  of  the 
Italians,  and  has  conferred  reputation  on  more  than 
one  of  their  literary  characters.  One  of  the  best 
•pecimens  of  Bodoni's  Irpo^phy  is  a  respectable 
volume  of  inscriptions,  all  written  by  his  friend  Pac- 
ciaudi.  Several  were  prepared  for  the  reco\-ered 
horses.  It  is  to  be  hoped  the  best  was  not  selected, 
when  the  following  words  were  ranged  in  gold  let- 
ten  above  the  cathedral  porch. 


QXTATUOB  *  BdVOBVIC  *  SKOTA  A  *  -  Y^Htmrn  •  BV- 
ZASrriO  *  CAPTA  *  AD  '  TBXF  '  D  ■  KA£  *  A  *  K  *  8 
MCOIY  *  POBITA  '  QVJB  '  HOSTILU  '  0UPIDITA8  *  A* 
MDCCUIO  ■  AB8TUI.EBAT  *  FBA2Y0  *  1  *  IK?  *  PACZS  ' 
ORBI  '  D-ATA  '  TnOPHAUK  '  A  *  MDCCOXT  '  YIGTOa* 
RBDUXIT. 

Notliing  shall  be  said  of  the  Latixi,  but  it  may  be 
permitted  to  observe,  that  the  injustice  of  the  Ysik* 
etians  in  transporting  the  horses  from  Constantino- 
ple was  at  least  equal  to  that  of  the  French  in  car- 
rying thepi  to  Pans,  and  that  it  would  have  been 
more  prudent  to  have  avoided  all  allusions  to  either 
robbery.  An  apostolic  prince  should,  perhaps,  have 
objected  to  affixing  over  the  principal  entrance  of 
a  metropolitan  church  an  inscription  naving  a  rdec^ 
ence  to  any  other  triumphs  than  those  of  relkion. 
Nothing  less  than  tiie  pacification  of  the  world  can 
excuse  such  a  solecism. 

6. 

ITie  Suabian  sued,  and  now  the  Austrian  reigns^ 

An  Emperor  tramples  where  an  Emjperor  knelt. 
Stansa  xii.  Imes  I  and  2. 

After  many  vain  attempts  on  the  part  of  the  Ital- 
ians entirely  to  throw  on  the  yoke  of  Frederic  Bar- 
barossa,  and  as  fruitless  attempts  of  the  emperor  to 
make  himself  absolute  master  throughout  the  whols 
of  his  Cisalpine  dominions,  the  bloody  struggles  of 
four  and  twenty  years  were  happily  brought  to 
a  close  in  the  city  of  Venice.  The  srtioles  of  a 
treaty  had  been  previously  agreed  upon  between 
Pope  Alexander  III.  and  Barbaroesa,  and  the  far- 
mer having  received  a  safe  conduct,  had  already  ar- 
rived at  Venice  fr«m  Ferrara,  in  companv  with  the 
ambassadors  of  the  king  of  Sicily  and  tne  consols 
of  the  Lombard  league.  There  still  remained,  how- 
ever, many  points  to  adjust,  and  for  several  6a,j$ 
the  peace  was  believed  to  be  impracticable.  At  tnii 
juncture  it  was  suddenly  reported  that  the  Empeior 
had  arrived  at  Chioaa,  a  town  fifteen  miles  from  the 
capital.  The  Venetians  rose  tumultnously,  and  in- 
sisted upon  immediately  conducting  him  to  the  dtr. 
The  Lombards  took  the  alarm,  and  departed  towaids 
Treviso.  The  Pope  himself  was  apprehensive  of 
some  disaster  if  Frederic  should  suadenly  advance 
upon  him,  but  was  reassured  by  the  pruoenoe  and 
address  of  Sebastian  Ziani,  the  Boge.  Several  em- 
bassies passed  between  Chiosa  and  tne  capitslj  until, 
at  last,  the  Emperor  relaxing  somewhat  of  his  pie- 
tensions,  "  laid  aside  his  leonine  ferocity,  and  put 
on  the  mildness  of  the  lamb."  * 

On  Saturday,  the  28dof  July,  in  the  year  1177, 
six  Venetian  galleys  transferred  Frederic,  in  great 
pomp,  from  Chioaa  to  the  island  of  lido,  a  mils 
nrom  Venice.  Early  the  next  morning  the  Pep^ 
accompanied  by  the  Sicilian  ambassadors,  and  or 
the  envoys  of  Lombardy,  whom  he  had  recalled 
from  the  main  land,  together  with  a  great 
concourse  of  people,  repaired  from  the  patri- 
archal palaee  to  St.  Mark's  church,  and  solemmjr 
absolved  the  Emperor  and  bi-partisans  from  jus 
excommunication  pronounced  against  him.  The 
Chancellor  of  the  Empire,  on  the  part  of  his  mas- 
ter, renounced  the  anti-popes  and  their  schismatie 
adherents.  Immediately  the  Doge,  with  a  sr^t 
suite  both  of  the  clergy  and  laity,  got  on  board  the 
gallgrS)  and  ^aitiuff  on  Fredeno,  rowed  him  m 
mi^ty  state  from  tne  Lido  to  ue  capitaL  The 
Emperor  descended  from  the  galley  at  the  quay  of 
the  Piasetta.  The  Dage,  the  patriarch,  his  buh- 
opB  and  deigy,  and  the  people  of  Venice  with  their 
crosses  and  ueir  standards,  marched  in  solemn  pro- 
cession before  him  to  the  church  of  Saint  Mark. 
Alexander  was  seated  before  the  vestibule  of  the 
basilica,  attended  by  his  bishops  and  cardinals,  by 


•C  qnudo  Tult  hcndliter 
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iodiiiAt,  leoniitt  leriUM  depoiha,  oriiiBn  m 

Stleniiiuii  ChrMriMo.  apad  Sorfi*.  ft 


K0TB8  TO  OBSVam  HASOUTB  PILGEDCAQX. 


bid.  pt  W  Lombtrdy,  aU  of  thorn  in  statt,  tad 
elottflJ  m  Uicir  eknrefa  robM.  Frederie  ap- 
pnajM^"-  "Moved  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  Tenerating 
tlw  Afatr^ly  in  the  person  of  Alexander,  laying 
asidfr  Up  imperial  diffnity,  and  throwing  oif  his 
Bsntle,  re  pr*«trated  himself  at  ftill  length  at  the 
ftet  vf  the  P^pe.  Alexander,  with  tears  in  his 
c^,  raised  Vim  beni^mntly  from  the  gnrand, 
bssed  kfm,  blessed  lum ;  and  immediately  the 
Qcrman*  of  the  tram  nng,  with  a  lond  ▼oice,  '  We 
pnise  thee,  O  Lord.'  The  Bmperor  then  taking 
the  Tof9  by  ^e  right  hand,  led  mm  to  the  ehurch, 
sad  having  referred  his  benediction,  returned  to  the 
dacai  palace."  *  The  eeremony  of  hnmiliation  was 
repeated  the  next  day.  The  rope  himself,  at  the 
req[uest  of  Frederie,  said  mass  at  St.  Mark's.  The 
Emperor  agaza  laid  aside  bis  imperial  mantle,  and, 
takmg  a  wand  in  his  hand,  officiated  as  verper,  drir- 
i^  the  laity  ttom  the  choir,  and  preceding  thie  pon- 
tiff to  &e  altar.  Alexander,  after  reciting  the  gee- 
pd,  preached  to  the  peoi>le.  The  Emperor  pnt 
himself  close  to  the  pnipit  in  the  attitude  of  listen- 
ing ;  and  &e  pontiff,  touched  by  this  mark  of  his 
attention,  for  he  knew  that  Frederic  did  not  under- 
stand a  word  he  said,  commanded  the  patriarch  of 
A<pti2eja  to  translate  the  Latin  discourse  into  the 
Ooman  tongue.  The  creed  was  then  chanted. 
Frederic  made  his  oblation  and  'kissed  the  Pope's 
Ibei,  and,  mass  being  over,  led  him  by  the  hand  to 
htt  white  horse.  He  held  the  stirrup,  and  would 
haTe  led  the  horse's  rein  to  the  water  side,  had  not 
fte  Pope  accepted  of  the  inclination  for  the  per- 
lannanoe,  and  affectionately  dismissed  him  with  his 
benediction.  Such  is  tiie  substance  of  the  account 
left  by  the  archbishoD  of  Salerno,  wh.i  was  present 
it  the  ceremony,  ana  whooe  stoiy  is  eonffrmoi  by 
erery  subsequent  narration.  It  would  be  not  wortn 
so  ndnute  a  reeord,  were  it  not  the  triumph  of  lib- 
erty as  wdl  as  of  superstition.  The  states  of  Lom- 
baidy  owed  to  it  the  confirmation  of  their  priri- 
leges;  and  Alexasder  had  reason  to  thank  the 
^n^hty,  who  had  enabled  an  infirm,  unarmed  old 
man,  to  sobdue  a  terrible  and  potent  soTereign.t 


Okj  Jor  ^tte  komr  of  Umd  old  Da$uhh  ! 
TV  oeiogmmuriam  eitrf,  ByxawUum's  co7%qu€rinq  foe, 
Staooa  xiL  lines  8  and  9. 

The  reader  will  recoUect  the  exclamation  of  the 
Highlander,  OA,  for  ons  hour  of  Dundee!  Henry 
Dmdolo,  when  d^eeted  Doge,  m  1192,  was  eighty- 
fire  years  of  age.  When  he  commanded  the  Vene- 
tians at  the  taking  of  Constantinople,  he  was  con- 
■equently  ninety-seren  years  old.  At  this  age  he 
annexed  the  fbmth  and  a  half  of  the  whole  empire 
of  Romania,^  for  so  the  Roman  empire  was  tnen 
called,  to  the  title  and  to  the  territories  of  the  Ven- 
etian Dose.  The  three-eighths  of  this  empire  were 
T  in  the  diplomas  until  the  dukedom  of  Gi- 


nation  in  the  year  1357.^ 

Dandolo  led  the  attack  on  Constantinople  in  per- 
son :  two  ships,  the  Paradise  and  the  Pilgri;m,  were 


I  tht  inportut  «,  ud  kM  writtan  Roaani 
■■iBHi  «r  RowaBw.  I^elkM  ud  Fall,  cap.  bd.  Dote  9.  But  lbs  tide 
aofiivil  bf  Daadflio  ram  (ha  In  the  chrooiek  of  ha  namcMke,  the  Doge 
Aadrew  DudolB.  Dt»ea&  Hbdo  midUt,  **  Quartm  partm  «f  disridaa  (dSm 
And.  I>um|.  Ckronioon.  eap.  ft.  pm  kxxtU.  up. 
si.  pa^  831  Aad  dia  Ranuiis  k  obMrred  Jo  the 
ett  «r  S«  Oofa*.  Indeed  the  eondaeotd  poneMioos  of  Ike 
e  is  Eon^  wen  (hen  fenaaBjr  known  b]r  the  iMine  ofRonunia, 
md  dMt  apfiataau  h  atZL  aeen  in  the  nape  of  Taifcej  m  applied  to  Thiaee. 
4  See  te  wrthmaSwi  of  Dandob'k  Chnnlde,  Jbid.  page  418.  Mr. 
CB/btB  appaan  not  ID  inelnde  DdMne,  fallowing  Sanoda,  wUo  nja,  **U 
!•■<  fltoto  «i  MM  Jb  •!  Ooc«  OioaoiMi  Deftho.  Bee  YUe  de' DucU  dl 
VMM.  Hv  Oolfl.  Bab  kaL  IHB.  ni.  CM.  SO. 


nd  a  dmwbildgo  or  liM«  lot  down 

from  thsir  higher  yards  to  the  walls.  ThoDogowM 
one  of  the  first  to  rush  into  the  city.  Then  WM 
computed,  said  the  Venotians,  the  prophecy  of  tho 
Srythrvan  sibyL  "  A  gathering  together  of  tho 
powsrftil  shall  be  made  amidst  the  waves  of  tho 
Adriatic,  under  a  bUnd  leader;  they  shall  besot  tho 
goat-^they  shall  profane  Bysantiom-^they  shall 
blacken  herbuildingo— her  spoils  shall  be  dispenMd: 
a  new  goat  ahaU  Uoat.  nntd  they  haTe  measured 
out  and  run  oror  ilfty-wur  foot,  nine  inehes,  and  a 
half.*** 

Dondolo  died  on  tho  iiot  dny  of  Juno,  1206.  hav 
ing  reigned  thirteen  yeais,  six  months,  and  firo 
days,  and  was  buried  m  tiie  church  of  St.  Sophia, 
at  Constantinoplo.  Stiaaffoly  enough  it  must  sound| 
that  the  name  of  the  rebel  am>thecary  who  recoiToa 
the  Doge*s  sword,  and  annihuafbd  the  ancient  gov 
emment,  in  1796-7»  was  Dandolo. 


Bui  is  noi  Dona's  mmthee  tome  to  pout 
Are  they  not  hridMr 

Stansa  xlii.  lines  S  and  4. 
After  the  loss  of  the  battle  of  Pola,  and  tho 
taking  of  Chiosa  on  the  16th  of  August,  1379,  by 
the  united  armament  of  the  Genoese  and  Frano 


da  Carrara,  Signor  of  Padua,  the  Venetians  were 
reduced  to  the  utmost  despair.  An  embassy  was 
sent  to  the  conquerors  with  a  blank  sheet  of  paper, 
pnmng  them  to  prescribe  what  terms  they  pleased, 
ana  leave  to  Venice  only  her  independence.  Tho 
Prince  of  Padua  was  inclined  to  listen  to  these  pro- 
posals, but  the  Genoese,  who  after  the  victory  at 
Pola,  had  shouted  *'  to  Venice,  to  Venice,  and  long 
live  St.  George,"  determined  to  annihilate  the£ 
rival,  and  Peter  Doria,  their  commander  in  chief^ 
returned  this  answer  to  the  suppliants :  *'  On  God*s 
faith,  gentlemen  of  Venice,  ye  shall  have  no  peace 
from  the  Signor  of  Padua,  nor  from  our  commune 
of  Genoa,  until  we  have  first  put  a  rein  upon  those 
unbridled  horses  of  yours,  that  are  upon  the  porch  of 
your  evangelist  St.  Mark.  When  we  have  bridled 
them,  we  shall  keep  you  quiet.  And  this  is  the  pleas- 
ure of  us  and  of  your  commune.  As  for  these  my  broth- 
ers of  Genoa,  that  you  have  brought  with  you  to  give 
up  to  us,  I  will  not  have  them  :  take  them  back ;  for, 
in  a  few  days  hence,  I  shall  come  and  let  them  out 
of  prison  myself,  both  these  and  all  the  others."  f 
In  fact,  the  Genoese  did  advance  as  far  as  Mala- 
mocco.  within  five  miles  of  the  capital ;  but  thdr 
own  danger  and  the  pride  of  theur  enemies  gavo 
courage  to  the  Venetians,  who  made  prodigious  ef- 
forts, and  many  individual  sacrifices,  aU  of  Uiom 
carefully  recorded  by  their  historians.  Vettor  Pi- 
sani  was  out  at  the  head  of  thirty-four  galleys.  The 
Genoese  broke  up  from  Malamocco,  and  retired  to 
Chiosa  in  October ;  but  they  again  threatened  Ven- 
ice, which  was  reduced  to  extremities.  At  this 
time,  the  1st  of  January,  1380,  arrived  Carlo  Zeno, 
;;»..^-  -n  141-...  — v.1.  ^  A^  *  Ai.      V        J    •      ^1^0  Iwd  been  cruising  on  the  Genoese  coast  with 

2SS£^hr'J??l.Sf    «»e  of  the  above  desig-  fourteen  galleys.    The  Venetians  were  now  strona 


enough  to  besiege  the  Genoese.  Doria  was  killed 
on  the  22d  of  January  by  a  stone  bullet  one  hun- 
dred and  ninety-five  pounds  weight,  discharged 
from  a  bombard  called  the  Trerisan.  Chiosa  was 
then  closely  invested:  five  thousand  auxiliaries, 
among  whom  were  some  English  Condottieri,  com- 
manded by  one  Captain  Ceccho,  joined  the  Vene- 


"  Fia  pomttmm  in  aquit  AdrituieU  tfonfrvfoSo,  a 
cum  amUferU,  Bjfmnlium  pntpkanabunt,  mSfida  dmdgrabunt; 
£s]mrgrnt»*r,  Hlrcus  no9Ut  baUbU  utque  Aim  UV  ^edce  •(  IX  foUtcw, 
«l  MMU  prtumtumtUi  dbcumuil."    (Chaonfeon,  Ud.  paia  uxIt.] 

t  "ABa/t  dl  Dio,  Sifnori  F«neaicim,  non  Aowrrtt  mai  pae$  dal  SIg- 
man  A  Padoua^  m  dal  nottt-o  eammum  A  Ornoes,  m  prMtramsKtt  mm 
MMbirirll«aftMittoo«tH<MaaUa/V«M||,<A«M>ne  tu  te  ilu«  M 
Foalro  SwHif  aUato  S.  Mann,    imbrrmad  dke  gU  JkoertMO,  tr  Jbrmm 

QuMd  tmei  fratH^Qtimon  dn  AoMte  mertnd  con  vol  p*r  damard,  non  0 
nofHo;  rimanHigliln  dittro  perA*  io  inttndo  da  qui  a  foM  ghnd  m^t^ 
|0  •  rifCMoln-,  dUlt  IMM  jnifioni,  « lero  t  fli  «<H." 


u 


"Btwunon  ▼€ 


4ition8.  but  noneirero  gnnted,  uatil,  at  lost,  thef 
smrendered  Kt  disoMtion ;  and,  om  the  S^th  of  Jima, 
I380y  the  Doge  Cozitarim  nude  his  triumphal  entry 
into  ChJOMU  Four  thousand  prisoners,  nineteen 
nlleys,  manT  smaller  vess^  and  barks,  with  all 
&e  ammunition  and  suns,  and  outfit  of  the  expedi- 
tion, feU  into  the  hands  of  the  conqucron,  who, 
had  it  not  been  lor  the  inexorable  answer  of  jporia, 
would  have  gUdlv  redneed  their  dominion  to  the 
dtj  of  Yenioe.  An  aeeoont  of  these  tnnsaotions 
is  found  in  a  work  called  the  War  of  Chioza,  written 
by  Daniel  Cbinaczo,  who  was  in  Yenioe  mt  the  time.* 


2%e  *•  PkaUer  of  tK4  Lion,** 

^  Stanza  xIt.  line  8. 

Plant  the  Lton— 4hat  is,  the  lion  of  St.  Mark, 
the  standard  of  the  republic,  which  is  the  origin  of 
the  word  Pantaloon-~Pisatelone,  Pantaloon,  Pan- 
taloon. I 

10. 

Thmatntta^  anifor0ign aapwU,  tuch  tu  must 
Too  oft  remind  her  wM  ana  whai  entkralU. 

Stanza  xt.  lines  7  and  8. 

The  population  of  Yenice  at  the  end  of  the  seven- 
teenth century  amounted  to  nearly  two  hundred 
thousand  souls.  At  the  last  census,  taken  two  years 
ago,  it  was  no  more  than  about  one  hundrea  and 
Sree  thousand,  and  it  diminishes  daily.  The  com- 
merce and  the  official  employments,  which  were  to 
be  the  unexhausted  source  of  Yonetian  ^andeur, 
have  both  expired-f  Most  of  the  patrician  man- 
sions are  deserted,  and  would  gradually  disappear, 
had  not  the  gOTemment,  alarmed  by  the  demolition 
of  seventy-two,  during  the  last  two  years,  expressly 
forbidden  this  sad  resource  of  poverty.  Many  rem- 
nants of  the  Yenetian  nobility  are  now  scattered 
and  confounded  with  the  wealthier  Jews  upon  the 
banks  of  the  Brenta,  whose  palladian  palaces  have 
sunk,  or  are  sinking  in  the  general  decay.  Of  the 
"gentUuomo  Yeneto,'*  the  name  is  stm  known, 
ai^  that  is  all.  He  is  but  the  shadow  of  his  former 
self,  but  he  is  polite  and  kind.  It  surely  may  be 
pardoned  to  him  if  he  is  querulous.  Whatever  maj 
nave  been  the  vices  of  the  republic,  and  althoud 
the  natural  term  of  its  existence  may  be  thousht  oy 
foreigners  to  have  arrived  in  the  due  course  of  mor- 
tality, only  one  sentiment  can  be  expected  from  the 
Yenetians  themselves.  At  no  time  were  the  sub- 
jects of  the  republic  so  unanimous  in  their  resolu- 
tion to  rally  round  the  standard  of  St.  Mark,  as  when 
it  was  for  the  last  time  unfurled  ;  and  the  cowardice 
ibad  the  treachery  of  tiie  few  patricians  who  recom- 
mended the  fatal  neutrtdity  were  confined  to  the  per- 
sons of  the  traitors  themselves.  The  present  race  can- 
not be  thought  to  regret  the  loss  of  their  aristocrat- 
ical  forms,  and  too  despotic  government ;  they  think 
only  on  their  vanished  independence.  They  pine 
away  at  the  remembrance,  and  on  this  subject  sus- 
pena  for  a  moment  their  gay  good  humor.  Yenice 
may  be  said  in  the  words  of  the  Scripture^  **  to  die 
daily ;  "  and  so  general  and  so  apparent  is  fhe  de- 
cline, as  to  become  paiuful  to  a  stranger,  not  recon- 
ciled to  the  sight  of  a  whole  nation  ex];>irinff  as  it 
were  before  his  eyes.  So  artificial  a  creation,  naving 
lost  that  principle  which  called  it  into  life  and  sup- 
ported its  existence,  must  fall  to  pieces  at  once,  and 
sink  more  rapidly  f*  sa  it  rose.  The  abhorrence  of 
slavery  which  drove  (he  Yenetians  to  the  sea,  has, 
since  their  disaster,  forced  them  to  the  land,  where 
they  may  be  at  least  overlooked  amongst  the  crowd 
of  dep^dants,  and  not  present  the  humiliating 
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iMelMle  of  a  ^^wlo  nMltei  lo^Wl'  wW 
£^  Thehr  liveliness,  their  iSSOity,  aad  that 
happy  indiference  which  constitution  alose  eaa. 
give,  for  philosophy  aspires  to  it  in  vain,  have  not 
sunk  unoer  drcumstanees ;  but  many  pecu)isziti«s 
of  costume  and  manner  have  by  degrees  been  lost* 
and  the  nobles,  with  a  pride  common  to  all  Tt«lia«s 
who  have  been  masten,  have  not  boon  pervuaded  to 
parade  their  insignificance.  That  sj>lendor  which 
was  a  proof  and  a  portion  of  theor  power,  they 
would  not  degrade  into  the  trappings  of  their  sutn 
'eetion.  They  retired  from  the  spaoe  which  they 
lad  oecu^ed  in  the  e^es  of  their  fellow-eitiaens ; 
their  contmuanoe  of  whioh  would  have  been  a  symp- 
tom of  aequiesoence,  and  an  insult  to  those  who 
suffered  by  the  eommon  nusfortune.  Those  who 
remained  in  the  degraded  capital  might  be  said 
rather  to  hsnnt  the  scenes  of  their  deported  power, 
than  to  live  in  them.  The  reflection,  "who  and 
what  enthralls,"  wUl  hardlv  bear  a  comment  from 
one  who  is,  nationally,  the  niend  and  the  ally  of  the 
eonoueror.  It  may,  however,  be  allowed  to  say  thuo 
muca,  that  to  those  who  wisn  to  recover  thenr  inde- 
pendence, any  masters  must  be  an  object  of  d^ 
testation ;  aiid  it  may  be  safely  foaretold  that  this 
unnroiAtable  aversion  will  not  have  been  corrected 
be«>re  Yenice  shall  have  sunk  into  the  sUme  of  her 
choked  canals. 


11. 
Redemption  foee  t^intke  Attie  Mtuef 

Stanxa  xvi.  line  S. 

The  story  is  told  in  Flutsrch's  life  of  Nidas. 

12. 
And  OiwaVf  RadeUffe,  Sekilkr,  Shakapeare^e  oH. 
Stansaxviiilinefi. 
Yenioe  Preserved;  Mysteries  of  Udolpho;  Hm 
Ohostseer,  or  Armenian ;  the  Merchant  of  Yonice; 


Othello. 


18. 


Btd  from  their  nature  wiU  the  tannen  grow 
Lqftteet  on  Iqflieet  and  least  shdter*d  roeke. 

Stanza  xx.  lines  1  and  2. 

Tatmen  is  the  plural  oi  taime,  a  speoies  of  fir  po- 
ouliar  to  the  Alps,  which  only  thrives  in  very  rocky 
parts,  where  sosrc»ly  soil  sufficient  for  its  nourish- 
ment osn  be  found.  On  these  spots  it  grows  to  a 
greater  height  than  any  other  mountain  tree. 

U. 
A  eimgU  etar  it  at  her  eide,  and  rmgne 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovelv  heaven, 

Stanxa  xxviu.  lines  1  and  3. 

The  above  description  may  seem  fantastical  or 
exaggerated  to  those  who  have  never  seen  an  Orien- 
tal  or  an  Italian  sky,  yet  it  is  but  a  literal  and  hardly 
sufficient  delineation  of  an  August  evening  (tiie 
eighteenth)  as  contemplated  in  one  of  many  ndes 
along  the  banks  of  the  Brenta  near  La  Mira. 

16. 

Watering  the  tree  whioh  hears  his  ladg's  name 
With  his  melodious  tearSf  he  gave  himsAf  to  fame^ 
Stanza  xxx.  lines  8  and  9. 

Thanks  to  the  critical  acumen  of  a  Scotchman, 
we  now  know  as  little  of  Laura  as  ever.*  The  di»* 
coveries  of  tiie  Abb^  do  Sade,  his  triumidis,  his 
sneers  can  no  longer  instruct  or  amuscf  we  must 
not,  however,  tmnk  that  these  memoirs  are  aa 
much  a  romance  asBelisarius  or  the  Incas,  although 
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little  avthoritj.*  His  "labor"  has  not  been  in 
Tain,  notwithstanding  his  "loTe"  has,  like  most 
other  passioBe,  made  him  ridioialoas.t  The  hypoth- 
esis imeh  OTsrpowered  the  struggling  Italians,  and 
eairied  alonff  less  interested  edtics  in  its  current,  is 
•vn  ont.  We  have  another  proof  that  ire  can  be 
never  sure  that  the  psradoz,  the  most  singnlar,  and 
therefore  having  the  most  agreeable  and  authentic 
air,  wQl  not  gire  place  to  the  reestablished  ancient 


pMTJndio 


It  seems,  then,  first,  that  Lanra  was  bom,  lived, 
died,  and  vras  buried,  not  in  Avignon,  but  in  the 
country.  The  fountains  of  the  Soxga,  the  thickets 
of  Cabriores,  may  resume  their  pretensions,  and  the 
exploded  de  la  BnaHe  again  be  heard  with  compla- 
cency. The  hypothesis  of  the  Abbe  had  no  stronger 
props  than  the  parchment  sonnet  and  medal  found 
on  the  skeleton  of  the  wife  of  Hugo  de  Sade,  and 
tiie  mannscript  note  to  the  Virgil  of  Petrarch,  now 
in  the  Ambrosial  library.  If  these  proofs  were  both 
incontestable,  the  poetiy  was  written,  the  medal 
eomposed,  cast,  and  deposited  within  the  space  of 
twelve  hours :  and  these  deliberate  duties  were  per- 
ftnrmed  round  the  carcass  of  one  who  died  of  the 
plague,  and  was  hurried  to  the  grave  on  the  day  of 
ner  death.  These  documents,  therefore,  are  too 
decisive:  they  prove  not  the  fact,  but  the  fbxgery. 
Bithsr  the  sonnet  or  the  Virgilian  note  must  oe  a 
falsification.  The  Abb^  cites  both  as  inoontestably 
true ;  the  consequent  deduction  is  inevitable— 4hey 
axe  both  evidently  false.^ 

Secondly,  Laura  was  never  married,  and  was  a 
haughty  vnrgin  rather  than  that  tmdet  and  pruderU 
wife,  wno  honored  Avignon  by  making  that  town 
the  theatre  of  an  honest  French  pMsion,  and  played 
off  for  one  and  twenty  years  her  UUU  maohmery  of 
alternate  favors  and  refasalsj  upon  the  first  poet 
of  the  ase.  It  was,  indeed,  rather  too  unfair  that  a 
female  soould  be  made  responsible  for  eleven  chil- 
dren upon  the  fiedth  of  a  misinterpreted  abbreviation, 
and  the  decision  of  a  librarian.  ||  It  is,  however, 
satisfactory  to  think  that  the  love  of  Petrarch  was 
ftot  platonic.  The  happmess  which  he  prayed  to 
possess  but  once  and  for  a  moment  was  surely  not 
of  the  mind,1f  and  something  so  very  real  as  a 
marriage  project,  with  one  who  has  been  idly 
called  a  shadowy  nymph,  may  be,  perhaps,  detected 
hoL  at  least  six  places  of  his  own  sonnets.**  The 
love  of  Petrarcn  was  neither  platonic  nor  poetical ; 
and  if  in  one  passage  of  his  works  he  calls  it 
'*amore  veementeissimo  ma  unico  ed  onesto,"  he 
confesses,  in  a  letter  to  a  Mend,  that  it  was  guilty 
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1  MV.GU1D11  called  hb  niMnain  "s  Ja6er  q/'IpM,'*  (I 
FUitC^pblubttotot,)  and  UknrodUbn  with  eoofldfeBM  and  daUghC  Tlw 
amnytnt  of  a  veiy  rolanilnom  voik  moit  take  maeb  erideian  opoo  iiuM; 
Mx»  Gibbon  hai  dono  ao,  thoogli  not  aa  nadDj  aa  Mme  ocber  authen. 

%  TheeonnethadbafamawalDBaadUMauqildomorMr.BonoeWalpok. 
fca  Ui  bCter  to  WhutDO  In  ITSS. 

|*«nwiaiNifcnM4fi,«atualMnMitvBd*a(v«iiB«(  de  lipuaa  bfeo 
•viMgdc^  OM  femme  tendn  «t  aafa  aaMB,  pcadaat  Tfatgt  «t  an  ao^  la  ptai 
gmod  po«e  da  mm  dade,  laM  fldn  h  malBdm  MAa  k  aoo  hofwur.*' 
Mim.po«laV1edBPinRnqiie,PkdhMau  RMDfdfc  Tba  Itoiha  edilor 
of  dw  Uwdm  edWon  of  PMPud^  wiis  baa  oaaelalBd  Loid  V^oodhoiiede^^ 
itwlen  tha  «'famaa  teodn  et  a^fa,"  **n|^lrMM  dhtm.**  nmrilfwl 
btonio  a  madeniHi  Lama,  p.  9N,  ToL  IS.  ad.  18U. 

I  Inadlakfae«lth8t.Aiiga«tai«PcliardbbaadaKribadLanfaaabcvlBf 
ftbcKir  axbaiMled  vilb  fBiMKod  ^Mte.  Tha  aid  edboia  nad  and  prtntad 
prturiaSoMftaa;  bia  llr.  Cappamler,  Sbniiaa  to  tha  Fmwb  Uflf  ta  1788, 
«li»anrtb»MS.telin  Phik  flbnisr*  iMda  aa  aOMriian  tbat «« <m  Sc  ti 
w'w*  dtU  On,  fortubm  takauttmn.'*  De  Sade  yrined  the  BUMe  of 
tfeem.  Boudol,  and  BeK«  with  Mr.Caivinnhr,  and  b  ilHvhala 


and  perverse,  that  it  sbsoibed  hfan  quite   and 
mastered  lus  heart.* 

In  Has  case,  however,  he  was  perhaps  alarmed 
for  the  culnabiUty  of  his  wishes ;  for  the  Abb6  de 
Sade  himself,  who  certainly  would  not  have  been 
scrupulously  delicate  if  he  could  have  proved  his 
descent  from  Petrarch,  as  well  as  Laura,  is  forced 
into  a  stout  defence  of  his  virtuous  grandmother. 
As  fur  as  relates  to  the  poet,  we  have  no  security 
for  the  innocence,  except  perhaps  in  the  constancy 
of  his  pursuit.  He  assures  us  m  his  epistle  to  pos- 
terity, that,  when  arrived  at  his  fortieth  year,  he 
not  only  had  in  horror,  but  had  lost  all  recollection 
and  image  of  any  "  irregularity."!  But  the  birth 
of  his  natural  daughter  cannot  be  assigned  earlier 
than  his  thirty-ninth  year;  and  either  the  memory 
or  the  morality  of  the  poet  must  have  failed  him, 
when  he  forgot  or  was  guilty  of  this  slip.  %  The 
weakest  argument  for  the  purity  of  this  love  has 
been  drawn  from  the  permanence  of  effects,  which 
survived  the  object  of  his  passion.  The  reflection 
of  Mr.  do  la  Bastie,  that  virtue  alone  is  capable  of 
making  impressions  which  death  cannot  effiice,  if 
one  of  those  which  everybody  applauds,  and  every- 
body finds  not  to  be  true,  the  moment  he  examines 
his  own  breast  or  the  record  of  human  feeling.{ 
Such  apothegms  can  do  nothing  for  Petrarch  or  for 
the  cause  of  morality,  except  with  the  very  weak 
and  the  very  voung.  He  that  has  made  even  a 
little  progress  oeyond  ignorance  and  pupil^  can- 
not be  eoified  with  anything  but  truth,  what  is 
called  vindicating  the  nonor  of  an  individual  or  a 
nation,  is  the  most  futile,  tedious,  aud  uninstructive 
of  all  writing ;  Hthough  it  will  always  meet  with 
more  applause  than  that  sober  criticism,  which  is 
attributed  to  the  malicious  desire  of  redudng  a 
great  man  to  the  common  standard  of  humamty. 
it  is,  after  all,  not  unlikely,  that  our  historian  was 
r^ht  in  retaining  his  favorite  hypothetic  salvo, 
which  secures  the  author,  although  it  scarcely  saves 
the  honor  of  the  still  unknown  mistress  of  Petrarch.  | 

16. 
They  ketp  Mm  dust  in  Arqua,  tahere  /is  died. 
Stansa  xicxi.  line  L 

Petrarch  retired  to  Arqua  immediately  on  his  re- 
turn from  the  unsucoessml  attempt  to  visit  Urban 
V.  at  Rome,  in  the  year  1370,  and,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  his  celebrated  visit  to  Venice,  in  company 
with  Francesco  Novello  da  Carrara,  he  appears  to 
have  passed  the  four  last  years  of  his  life  between 
that  cnarmin^  solitude  and  Padua.  For  four  months 
previous  to  his  death  he  was  in  a  state  of  continual 
languor,  and  in  the  morning  of  July  the  19th,  in 
the  year  1374,  was  found  dead  in  his  library  chair, 
with  his  head  resting  upon  a  book.  The  chair  is 
still  shown  among  the  precious  relics  of  Arqua, 
which,  from  the  uninterrupted  veneration  that  has 
been  attached  to  overy  thing  relative  to  this  great 
man  from  the  moment  of  his  death  to  the  present 
hour  have,  it  may  be  hoped,  a  better  chance  of  au- 
thenticity than  tne  Shaksperian  memorials  of  Strat- 
ford upon  Avon. 

Arqua  (for  the  last  syllable  is  aooented  in  pro* 
nunctation,  although  the  analogy  of  the  English 
language  has  been  observed  in  the  verse),  is  twelve 
miles  from  Padua,  and  about  three  miles  on  the 
right  of  the  high  road  to  Bovigo,  in  tiie  bosom  of 


a6.,Pb9r,    TboiaaaAqidBaa  b  adhd  bi  toaaakvtedMrSMnMk'aaiAh 
toeea  vaa  a  etaile  maid  or  a  cdhSmnC  vSh. 

Y  '*  Fi^naHoa,  qaaalD  lodar  S  del 

IM' ini«laa  laa,  M  nillB  Tdie 

N*  waeS  qoai  eb*  r  Bol  aM  wild.*' 


£«  «NM,  •«.  par  L  paff.  MS,  adk.  Tan.  tm. 
ae.,paM. 
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f  "/liiV««*wla««rlH«aiilef«d«oi(capa6b  de/flir*  dn  tmpnmltm 
flHalaaiorta'«^lMejm.'*  M.  de  Btaaiid,  Jhraa  de  la  Buda,  b  dia  M^» 
dree  deIUeadeBdedeaInea1|4k»eetBellQBLe(tRe  far  1740  and  1761.  Ifi 
alio  RIfliadniil,  tr ,  p  Mff. 

I  "jkadirtba  vlttne  or  pradcDoa  of  Lanm  waa  hiaxanUa,  be  a^OTad 
BDda%hlboaalircqk9fafthenymphorpaeti7."  DacHae  aud  fVdl.ov 
feBbpbV,veLd.efll.   PMiape  the  ^  le  ben  a 
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the  BigaaMa  IuJIb.  After  &  walk  of  twenty  mJn* 
Qtes  across  a  flat,  well-wooded  meadow,  you  come  to 
a  little  blue  lake,  clear,  but  fathomless,  and  to  the 
foot  of  a  succession  of  accliyities  and  mils,  clothed 
with  vineyards  and  orchards,  rich  with  fir  and  pome- 
granate trees,  and  ererv  sunny  firuit  shrub.  From 
the  banks  of  the  lake  the  road  winds  into  the  hills, 
and  the  church  of  Arqua  is  soon  seen  between  a 
cleft  where  two  ridges  slope  towards  each  other, 
and  nearly  enclose  the  village.  The  houses  are 
scattered  at  intervals  on  the  steep  sides  of  these 
summits  ;  and  that  of  the  poet  is  on  the  edge  of  a 
little  knoll  overlooking  two  descents,  and  com- 
mending  a  view  not  only  of  the  glovring  gardens  in 
the  dales  immediately  beneath,  but  of  the  wide 
plains,  above  whose  lOW  woods  of  mulberry  and 
willow,  thickened  into  a  dark  mass  b^  festoons  of 
vines,  tall  single  cypresses,  and  the  spires  of  towns 
are  seen  in  the  distance,  which  stretches  to  the 
mouths  of  the  Po  and  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic. 
The  climate  of  these  volcanic  hills  is  warmer,  and 
the  vintage  begins  a  week  sooner  than  in  the  plains 
of  Padua.  Petrarch  is  laid,  for  he  cannot  be  said 
to  be  buried,  in  a  sarcophagus  of  red  marble,  raised 
on  four  pilasters  on  an  elevated  base,  and  presearved 
from  an  association  with  meaner  tombs.  It  stands 
oonspiouously  alone,  but  will  be  soon  overshadowed 
by  four  lately  planted  laurels.  Petrarch's  fountain, 
for  here  everv  thing  is  Petrarch's,  springs  and  ex- 
pands  itself  beneatn  an  artificial  arch,  a  little  below 
the  church,  and  abounds  plentifully,  in  the  driest 
season,  with  that  soft  wat<n:  which  was  the  ancient 
wealth  of  the  Euganean  hills.  It  would  be  more 
attractive,  were  it  not,  in  some  setsons,  beset  with 
hornets  and  wasps.  No  other  coincidence  could 
assimilate  the  tombs  of  Petrarch  and  Archilochus. 
The  revolutions  of  centuries  have  spared  these  se- 
questered valleys,  and  the  only  violence  which  has 
been  offered  to  the  ashes  of  Petrarch  was  prompted 
not  bv  hate,  but  veneration.  An  attempt  was  made 
to  roD  the  sarcophagus  of  its  treasure,  and  one  of 
the  arms  was  stolen  by  a  Forentine  through  a  rent 
which  is  still  visible.  The  iiy'ury  is  not  forgotten, 
but  has  served  to  identify  the  poet  with  the  country 
where  he  was  bom,  but  where  ne  would  not  live.  A 
peasant  boy  of  Arqua  being  asked  who  Petrarch 
was,  replied,  "that  the  people  of  the  parsonage 
knew  all  about  him*  but  that  he  only  knew  that  he 
was  a  Florentine." 

Mr.  Forsyth*  was  not  quite  correct  in  saying  that 
Petrarch  never  returned  to  Tuscany  after  he  had 
once  quitted  it  when  a  boy.  It  appears  he  did  pass 
through  Florence  on  his  way  ttota  rarma  to  Rome, 
and  on  his  return  in  the  year  1360,  and  remained 
there  long  enough  to  form  some  acquaintance  with 
its  most  distinguished  inhabitants.  A  Florentine 
gentleman,  ashamed  of  the  aversion  of  the  poet  for 
his  native  country,  was  eawer  to  point  out  this  trivial 
error  in  our  accomplished  traveller,  whom  he  knew 
and  respected  for  an  extraordinary  eapaeity,  exten- 
sive erudition,  and  refined  taste,  loined  to  that  en- 
ffaging  simplicity  of  manners  which  has  been  so 
frequently  recognized  as  the  surest,  though  it  is 
certainly  not  an  indispensable,  trait  of  superior  ge- 
nius. 

Every  footstep  of  Laura's  lover  has  been  anxious- 
ly traced  and  recorded.  The  house  in  which  he 
lodged  is  shown  in  Venice.  The  inhabitants  of 
Arezso,  in  order  to  decide  the  ancient  controversy 
between  their  city  and  the  neighboring  Ancisa, 
where  Petrarch  was  carried  when  seven  months  old, 
and  remained  until  his  seventh  year,  have  designat- 
ed by  a  long  inscription  the  spot  where  their  great 
fellow  citizen  was  bom.  A  tablet  has  been  raised  to 
him  in  Parma,  in  the  chapel  of  St.  Agatha,  at  the 
oathedral,t  because  he  was  an  archdeacon  of  that 


■oofoty,  Slid  was  only  snatched  frnn  Us  Intndel 
sepulture  in  their  church  by  Kfomgn  death.  Anoth* 
er  tablet  with  a  bust  has  been  erected  to  him  al 
Pavia,  on  account  of  his  having  passed  the  autamn 
of  1368  in  that  dty,  with  his  son-in-law  Brossano. 
The  politieal  condition  which  has  for  ages  pxe- 
duded  the  Italians  from  the  criticism  of  the  livmg, 
has  concentrated  their  attention  to  the  iUustratiou 
of  the  dead. 

17. 
Or,  it  may  be,  with  danotu. 

Stanza  xxxiv.  line  1. 

.  The  struggle  is  to  the  full  as  likely  to  be  with 
demons  as  with  our  better  thoughts.  Satan  chose 
the  wilderness  for  the  temptation  of  our  Saviour. 
And  our  unsullied  John  Locke  preferred  the  pres- 
ence of  a  child  to  complete  solitude. 

18. 
In  face  of  tM  hiefoee^  the  Cnuean  qwre; 
And  Boueau,  tohoee  nuh  etwy.  Ac. 

Stanza  xxxvm.  lines  6  and  7. 

Perhaps  the  couplet  in  which  Boileau  dcinreciates 
Tasso,  may  serve  as  well  as  any  other  specimen  to 
justify  the  opinion  given  of  the  harmony  of  French 
verse. 

A  MiiMie  •  Rmui,  pnfcM  Tb»ophOe, 

Bt  to  dinqout  du  "nun  •  tout  I'or  di  Vlrflla. 

SaL  Ix.  von.  ns. 

The  biographer  Serassi,*  out  of  tenderness  to  tho 
reputation  either  of  the  Italian  or  the  French  poet, 
is  eager  to  observe  that  the  satirist  recanted  or  ex- 
plained away  this  censure,  and  subsequently  allowed 
the  author  of  the  Jerasalem  to  be  a  *<  genius,  sub- 
lime, vast,  and  happily  bom  firom  the  higher  flights 
of  poetry."  To  this  we  will  add,  that  the  recanta- 
tion is  far  from  satisfactory,  when  we  examine  the 
whole  anecdote  as  reported  by  OUvetf  The  sen- 
tence pronounced  against  him  by  Bohcrars^  is  re- 
corded only  to  the  coni^on  of  the  critic,  whose 
paUnodia  tne  Italian  makes  no  effort  to  d^cover, 
and  would  not  perhaps  accept.  As  to  the  opposi- 
tion which  the  Jerasalem  encountered  firom  the 
Gruscan  academy,  who  degraded  Tasso  from  ali 
competition  with  Ariosto,  below  Bojardo  and  Pulci, 
the  disgrace  of  such  opposition  must  also  in  some 
measure  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  Alfonso,  and  the 
court  of  Ferrara.  For  Leonard  Salviati,  tne  princi- 
pal and  nearly  the  sole  origin  of  this  attack,  was. 
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iMR«nbttaodoikl»*teiMBfled  bjftlMpeto  to- 
qmn  tke  IkTor  of  tli«  Himse  of  mtm;  aa  oligect 
wkieh  h»  thought  attainable  hj  eialthfig  the  reputa- 
tioB  of  a  natiTo  poet  at  the  expense  of  a  riTal,  then 
a  ATMOMT  of  siaie.  The  hopes  and  efforts  of  Sal- 
mtzmnst  serre  to  show  the  ootempomy  opinion 
as  to  the  nature  of  the  poet* s  imnriBonment ;  and 
wiQ  fill  UD  the  measure  of  oar  indtgnation  at  the 
tyrant  jauer-f  In  fact,  the  antasonist  of  Tasso 
was  not  diasappointed  in  the  reception  given  to  his 
critieism;  he  was  called  to  the  court  of  Forrara, 
wfagere  haring  endeavored  to  heighten  his  claims  to 
fftvorhjr  panegyrics  on  the  fiunilj  of  his  sovereign,! 
he  was  in  turn  abandoned,  and  expired  in  negisteted 
Boverty.  The  opposition  of  the  Crusoaas  was 
brought  to  a  close  m  six  years  after  the  oonmienee- 
asoit  of  the  controversy ;  and  if  the  aeademv  owed 
its  first  renown  to  having  almost  opened  witn  such 
a  pazodox^  it  is  probable  that,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  care  of  his  reputation  alleviated  rather  than  ag- 
mvated  the  imprisonment  of  the  imured  po^ 
The  defcBce  of  his  fiather  and  of  himself,  for  ooth 
were  involved  in  tiie  censure  of  Salviati,  found  em« 
ployment  for  many  of  his  solitary  hours,  and  the 
captive  could  have  been  but  little  embaraseed  to 
reply  to  accusations,  where,  amcmgst  other  delin- 
^ueaees,  he  was  charged  wi^  invialously  omitting, 
his  comparison  Mtween  France  ana  Italy,  to 
'  B  any  mention  of  the  cupola  of  St  Maria  del 
I  at  Fkcenoe-I  The  late  biompher  of  Ariosto 
■eens  as  if  willing  to  renew  the  controversy  by 
doubting  the  inteanpretation  of  Tasso's  self-estima- 
tisnf  related  m  Serassi's  life  of  the  poet.  But 
Tkabeschi  had  before  laid  that  rivalry  at  rest,**  by 
sbowmgy  that  between  Ariosto  and  Tasso  it  is  not  a 
questioa  of  comparison,  but  of  preference. 

19. 

The  UgJUning  rent  from  Ariosto'e  butt 
The  iron  crown  of  lattreTe  mimic' d  leaves. 

Stanza  xli.  lines  I  and  2. 
Before  the  remains  of  Ariosto  were  removed  firom 
the  Benedictine  church  to  the  library  of  Feirara, 
his  bust,  which  surmounted  the  tomb,  was  struck  by 
lightning,  and  a  crown  of  iron  laurels  melted  away. 
Twe  event  has  been  recorded  bv  a  writer  of  the  last 
century .tt  The  transfer  of  these  sacred  ashes  on 
the  6th  of  June,  1801,  was  one  of  the  most  brilliant, 
spectacles  of  the  short-lived  Italian  Republic ;  and 
to  consecrate  the  memory  of  the  ceremony,  the 
oaee  funous  fallen  InirqneU  were  revived  and  re- 
fonaed  into  the  Ariostean  academy.  The  large 
public  place  through  which  the  procession  paraded 
was  thai  for  the  first  time  called  Ariosto  Square. 
Tbe  author  of  the  Orlando  is  jealously  claimed  as  the 
Homer,  not  of  Italy,  but  Ferranutt  The  mother  of 
Ariosto  was  of  Bemo,  and  the  house  in  which  he 
was  bom  is  carefully  distinguished  by  a  tablet  with 


**(hd  naeqm  Lmdomeo  Arioeio  tl 
ffiorm  8  di  Seitemhre  tMt  tmmo  1474.'*  But  th« 
Feirarese  make  light  of  the  accident  by  which  their 
poet  was  bom  abroad,  and  claim  him  exclusively  fof 
their  own.  They  possess  his  bones,  they  show  hif 
arm-chair,  and  ms  inkstand,  and  his  antogn^^hs. 
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The  house  where  he  lived,  the  room  where  he 
died,  are  designated  by  his  own  reolaoed  memorial,* 
and  by  a  recent  inscription.  The  Ferrarese  are 
more  jealous  of  their  claims  since  the  animosity  oi 
Denina,  arising  firom  a  cause  which  their  apologists 
mysteriously  hmt  is  not  unknown  to  them,  ventured 
to  degrade  their  soil  and  climate  to  a  Boeotian  inca* 
padtv  for  all  spiritual  productions.  A  quarto  vol 
ume  nas  been  called  forth  by  the  detraction,  and 
this  supplement  to  Barotti's  Memoirs  of  the  illus- 
trious  Ferrarese  has  been  considered  a  triumphant 
reply  to  the  '*Qaadi>  Storieo  Statistioo  dell'^Alte 
Italuu" 

20. 

For  the  true  lauret-wreath  which  Okry  weawee 

It  of  the  tree  no  bolt  of  thunder  eleavet. 

Stansa  xlL  lines  4  and  5. 

The  eagle,  the  sea  calf,  the  laurel,t  and  th« 
white  vine,X  were  among  the  most  approved  jure- 
servatives  i^ainst  lightning ;  Jupiter  chose  the  &st, 
Augustus  Cesar  the  second,^  and  Tiberius  never 
failed  to  wear  a  wreath  of  the  third  when  the  sky 
threatened  a  thunder-storm.  H  These  superstitioiif 
may  be  received  without  a  sneer  in  a  country  whsra 
the  magical  properties  of  the  hasel  twig  have  not 
lost  all  their  credit;  and  perhaps  the  reader  may 
not  be  much  surprised  to  find  that  a  oommentator 
on  Suetonius  has  taken  upon  himself  gravely  to 
disprove  the  imputed  virtues  of  the  crown  of  Tibe- 
rius, by  mentioning  that  a  few  years  before  he  wrote 
a  laurel  was  actually  streck  by  lightning  at  Bome.^ 

21. 
Know  thai  the  Ughtmng  tttnetffiei  below. 

Stansa  xli.  line  8. 

The  Curtian  lake  and  the  Ruminal  fig-tree  in  the 
Forum,  having  been  touched  by  lightning,  were 
held  sacred,  and  the  memory  of  the  accident  was 
preserved  bjr  ajnUeal  or  altar,  resembling  the  mouth 
of  a  well,  with  a  little  chapel  covering  the  cavity 
supposed  to  be  made  by  the  thunderbolt  Bodies 
scathed  and  persons  struck  dead  were  thought  to 
be  incorruptiole  ;**  and  a  stroke  not  fatal  conferred 
perpetual  dignity  upon  the  man  so  distinguished  by 
heBven.i^ 

Those  killed  by  lightning  were  wrapped  in  a 
white  gpurment,  and  buried  where  they  fell.  The 
superstition  was  not  confined  to  the  worshippers  sdf 
Jupiter ;  the  Lombards  believed  in  the  omens  fori 
nished  by  lightning,  and  a  Christian  priest  eonfessee 
that,  by  a  diabolical  skill  in  interpreting  thunder,  a 
seer  foretold  to  Agilulf,  Duke  of  Tunn,  an  event 
which  oame  to  pass,  and  gave  him  a  queen  and  a 
erown.tl  There  was,  however,  something  equivo- 
cal in  this  sign,  whi^  the  ancient  inhamtants  of 
Borne  did  not  always  oonsideor  propitious :  and  as 
the  fears  are  likely  to  last  longer  than  the  oonsolar 
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BYBON'S  VOBX£L 


nous  of  Bupcratitioii,  it »  net  straiige  that  the  Ro- 
toans  of  the  age  of  Leo  X.  shoula  have  been  to 
much  terrified  at  some  misinterpreted  storms  as  to 
require  ^e  exhortations  of  a  scholar,  who  arrayed 
all  the  learning  on  thunder  and  lightning  to  prove 
the  omen  favorable ;  beginning  vdth  the  flash  which 
struck  the  walls  of  "V^Utrae,  and  including  that 
which  placed  upon  a  gate  at  Florence,  and  foretold 
Ae  pontificate  of  one  of  its  citizens.* 

22. 

Italia!  ohIUiUa!  Sfi. 

Stanza  xlii.  line  1. 

The  two  stanzas.  XLII.  and  XLIIL,  are,  with 
the  exception  of  a  line  or  two,  a  translation  of  the 
famous  sonnet  of  FiUicaja : 


23. 

Wandering  in  youthf  I  tfne$d  the  path  (if  himy 

The  Roman  frtend  of  Rome's  least  mortal  mind. 
Stanza  xliv.  lines  I  and  2. 

The  celebrated  letter  of  Servius  Sulnicue  to 
IScero  on  the  death  of  his  daughter  describes  it  as 
It  then  was,  and  now  is,  a  path  which  I  often  traced 
|&  Greece,  both  by  sea  and  land,  in  different  jour- 
neys and  voyages. 

"  On  my  return  from  Azia,  as  I  was  sailing  from 
JEgina  towards  Megara,  I  began  to  contemplate  the 
prospect  of  the  countries  around  me :  iBgina  was 
Dehind,  Megara  before  me;  Pineus  on  the  right, 
Corinth  on  the  left ;  all  which  towns,  once  famous 
and  flourishing,  now  lie  overturned  and  buried  in 
their  ruins.  Upon  this  sight,  I  could  not  but  think 
presently  withm  myself,  Alas !  how  do  we  poor 
mortals  fret  and  vex  ourselves,  if  any  of  our  friends 
happen  to  die  or  to  be  killed,  whose  life  is  ^et  so 
ihort)  when  the  carcasses  of  so  many  noble  cities  lie 
here  exposed  before  me  in  one  view.'*  f 

2i. 

Andwepaae 
The  skeleton  of  her  Titanic  form 

Stanza  xlvi.  fine*  7  and  8. 

It  is  Poggio  who,  looking  fiom  the  Capitoline 
hUl  upon  ruined  Rome,  breaks  forth  into  the  excla- 
mation, "Ut  nunc  omni  decore  nudata,  prostrata 
Jacet,  instar  gigantel  cadaveris  corrupti  atque  un- 
oique  exesL"  X 

26.       • 

Theret  too^  the  Goddess  loves  in  stone. 

Stanza  xlix.  line  1. 
The  view  of  the  Venus  of  Medecis  instantly  eog- 
gests  the  lines  in  the  Seasons^  and  the  comparison 
of  the  object  with  tiie  description  proves  not  only 
the  oorrectness  of  the  portrait,  but  the  peculiar 
torn  of  thought,  and,  if  the  term  may  be  used,  the 
sexual  imagination  of  the  descriptive  poet.  The  same 
conclusion  may  be  deduced  tmm  another  hint  in  the 
same  episode  of  Musidora ;  for  Thomson's  notion  of 
the  privileges  of  favored  love  must  have  bean  either 
very  primitive,  or  rather  deficient  in  delicaoy,  when 
he  made  his  grateftd  nymph  inform  her  discreet 
Damon  that  m  some  happier  moment  he  might, 
perhaps,  be  the  companion  of  her  bath : 

••  The  SUM  aaj  oome  jou  mad  not  tj.** 

The  reader  win  recollect  the  anecdote  told  in  the 
life  of  Dr.  Johnson.  We  will  not  leave  the  Flor- 
entine gallery  without  a  word  on  the  Whetter.    It 
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seems  stnmffe  that  tiie  durastcr  of  that  diMM 
statue  should  not  be  entirely  decided,  at  leastami 
mind  of  any  one  who  has  seen  a  sarcophagus  in  wm 
vestibule  of  the  Basilica  of  St.  Paul  wfthout  Hm 
walls,  at  Borne,  where  the  whole  group  of  the  fabU 
of  Mareyas  is  seen  in  tolerable  preservation ;  and 
the  Scythian  slave  whetting  the  knife  is  represented 
exactly  in  the  same  position  as  the  celebrated  master^ 
piece.  The  slave  is  not  naked ;  but  it  is  easier  to 
^et  rid  of  this  difficulty  than  to  suppose  the  knife 
m  the  hand  of  the  Florentine  statue  an  instrument 
for  shaving,  which  it  must  be,  if,  as  Lanzi  supposes, 
the  man  is  no  other  than  the  barber  of  Julius  uesar. 
Winkelmann,  illustrating  a  baa  relief  of  the  same 
subject,  follows  the  opinion  of  Leonard  Agoatini^ 
and  his  authority  might  have  been  thought  conclu- 
sive, even  if  the  resemblance  did  not  strike  the 
most  careless  observer.* 

^  Among  the  bronzes  of  the  same  nrincely  collec- 
tion is  still  to  be  seen  the  inscribea  tablet  copied 
and  commented  upon  by  Mr.  Gibbon.t  Our  histo^ 
rian  found  some  difficultiesi  but  did  not  desist  from 
his  illustration :  he  might  be  vexed  to  hear  tiiat  his 
criticism  has  been  thrown  away  on  an  inscnlptUMi 
now  generally  recognized  to  be  a  forgery. 

26. 
His  eves  to  thee  icptum, 
Feeding  on  tky  sweet  cheek. 

Stanza  IL  lines  6  stnd  7. 


27. 
In  Santa  Oroce's  holy  predncts  Ue. 

Stanza  liv.  line  1. 
This  name  will  recall  the  memory,  not  only  of 
those  whose  tombs  have  raised  the  Santa  Croce  mto 
the  centre  of  pilgrimage,  the  Mecca  of  Italy,  but  of 
her  whose  eloquence  was  poured  over  the  illustrious 
ashes,  and  whose  voice  is  now  mute  as  tiiose  sh« 
sunp.  CoRtNNA  is  no  more ;  and  with  her  should 
expire  the  fear,  the  flattery,  and  the  envy,  which 
threw  too  dazzlmg  or  too  aark  a  cloud  round  the 
march  of  genius,  and  forbade  the  steady  gaze  of 
disinterested  criticism.  We  have  her  picture  em* 
bellished  or  distorted,  as  friendship  or  detraction 
has  held  the  pencil:  the  impartial  portrait  was 
hardly  to  be  expected  from  a  contemporary.  The 
immediate  voice  of  her  survivors  will,  it  is  probable, 
be  far  from  affording  a  just  estimate  of  her  singular 
capacity.  The  galianti7»  ^^^  ^^"^^  ^^  wonder,  and 
the  hope  of  associated  fkme,  which  blunted  the 
edge  of  censure,  must  cease  to  exist.— The  dead 
have  no  sex;  they  can  surprise  by  no  new  miracles  s 
they  can  confer  no  privilege ;  Corinna  has  ceased 
to  be  a  woman— she  is  only  an  author :  and  it  majr 
be  foreseen  that  many  will  repay  themselves  for 
former  complaisance,  by  a  seventy  to  which  the  ex* 
travagance  of  previous  praises  may  perhaps  give  the 
color  of  truth.  The  latest  posterity,  tot  to  the 
latest  posterity  they  will  assuredly  descend,  will 
have  to  pronounce  upon  her  various  productions; 
and  the  longer  the  vista  through  which  they  are 
sees,  the  more  aecorately  minute  will  be  the  object, 
the  more  certain  the  justice,  of  the  deeiaiea.  She 
will  enter  into  that  existence  in  which  the  great 
writers  of  all  ages  and  nations  are,  as  it  wes«,  aaso- 
ciated  in  a  world  of  l^eir  own,  ana,  from  that  supe- 
rior sphere,  shed  their  eternal  influence  for  the  oon- 
trol  and  ooasolation  of  mankind.  But  the  individ- 
ual will  gndnally  disappear  aa  the  author  is  mors 
distinctly  seen :  some  one,  therefore,  of  all  those 
whom  the  charms  of  involuntary  wH,  and  of  < 
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lUMpitdhVt  ftttneted  witiiin  tiie  friendly  drclet  of 
Oomt,  niould  rescue  from  oblirion  those  yirtuee 
«vbiu,  ahhongli  Xhsj  are  said  to  lore  the  shade, 
are,  xa  Het,  more  freq^aently  chilled  than  excited  b  j 
the  domestic  cares  of  priTste  Hfe.  Some  one 
shoald  be  found  to  portray  the  vnafiected  graces 
mtik  which  she  adorned  those  dearer  relationships, 
tiks  perfonnanoe  of  whose  duties  is  rather  discor- 
cred  among  the  interior  secrets,  than  seen  in  the 
•ntward  management,  of  Camily  intercovrse;  and 
which,  indeed,  it  requires  the  delicacy  of  genuine 
sfleetion  to  qualify  for  the  eye  of  an  inoifferent 
spectator.  Some  one  should  be  found,  not  to  cele- 
brate, \mt  to  describe,  the  amiable  mistress  of  an 
open  mansion,  the  centre  of  a  society,  erer  raried, 
and  Always  pleased,  the  creator  of  wtuch,  divested 
of  the  ambition  and  the  arts  of  public  rirabry,  shone 
forth  only  to  Kire  freeh  animation  to  those  around 
her.  The  motaer  tenderly  affectionate  and  tenderly 
bdored,  the  friend  unboundedly  generous,  but  still 
esteemed,  the  charitable  patroness  of  all  distress, 
eannot  be  forgotten  by  those  whom  she  cherished, 
and  xffotected,  and  fed.  Her  loss  will  be  mourned  the 
most  where  she  was  known  the  best;  and,  to  the 
aoROws  of  very  manj  friends  and  more  dependants, 
may  be  ofEered  the  disinterested  rupret  of  a  stranger, 
who,  amid  the  sublimer  scenes  of  the  Leman  ls5e, 
recetTed  his  diief  satisfaction  from  contemplating 
the  engaging  qualities  of  the  incomparable  Corinna. 


H€F9  Ttp096 

ilnysfo's,  AlfierVt  bones. 

Stanza  Ht.  lines  6  and  7. 
AUcri  ia  ttie  ^reat  name  of  this  age.  The  Ital- 
ians, without  waiting  for  the  hundred  years,  con- 
sider him  as  **  a  poet  good  in  law."— His  memory 
is  the  more  dear  to  them  becaoae  he  is  the  bard  of 
freedom;  and  because,  as  such,  his  tragedies  can 
reeexre  no  countenance  from  any  of  their  sovereigns. 
Th^  are  but  rery  seldom,  and  but  very  few  of 
them,  allowed  to  be  acted.  It  was  observed  by 
Cicero,  fiiat  nowhere  were  the  true  opinions  and 
fedings  of  the  Romans  so  clearly  shown  as  at  the 
iheatre.*  In  the  autumn  of  1816,  a  celebrated  im- 
provisatoire  exhB)ited  his  talents  at  the  opera-house 
ef  Milan.  The  reading  of  the  theses  handed  in  for 
the  subjects  of  his  poetxr  was  received  by  a  very 
umerous  audience,  for  the  most  ^art  in  silence,  or 
whh  laughter;  but  when  the  assistant,  unfolding 
one  of  the  papers,  exclaimed,  "  The  Apotheosia  of 
Yidor  Aljieri,"  the  whole  tiieatre  burst  into  a 
shout,  and  the  applause  was  continued  for  some 
moments.  The  lot  did  not  frJl  on  Alfieri ;  and  the 
ftgnorSgricd  had  to  pour  forth  his  extemporary 
COTBmon-places  on  the  bombardment  of  Ajj^iers. 
The  choice,  indeed,  is  not  left  to  accident  quite  so 
much  as  might  be  thought  from  a  first  view  of  the 
ceremony ;  and  the  jmHcc  not  only  takes  care  to  look 
at  the  papers  beforehand,  but  in  case  of  anv  pru- 
dential afterthought,  steps  in  to  correct  the  blmd- 
nesa  of  chance.  The  proposal  for  deifying  Alfieri 
was  received  with  immediate  enthusiasm,  the  rather 
hecaase  it  was  conjectured  there  would  be  no  oppor- 
tnnity  of  carrying  it  into  effect. 
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29. 
'«  earth  rthumed  to  whence  it  roee, 
Stansa  liv.  line  9. 


The  affectation  of  simplicity  in  sepulchral  inscrip- 
tions, which  so  often  leaves  us  uncertain  whethet 
the  structure  before  us  is  an  actual  depository,  or  a 
cenotaph,  or  a  simple  memorial  not  of  deatn  bat 
life,  has  given  to  toe  tomb  of  Machiavelli  no  in* 
formation  as  to  the  place  or  time  of  the  birth  or 
death,  the  age  or  parentage,  of  the  historian. 

TAXTO  MOMIIfX  KTLLVX  PAJl  BLOOmC 
NICCOLATB  KACUIATSLLX. 

There  seems  at  least  no  reason  why  the  name  should 
not  have  been  put  above  the  sentence  which  alludes 
to  it. 

It  will  nadily  be  imagined  that  the  prejudice* 
which  have  passed  the  name  of  Machiavelli  mto  an 
epithet  proverbial  of  iniquity,  exist  no  longer  at 
Florence.  His  memory  was  persecuted  as  bis  lifb 
had  been,  for  an  attachment  to  liberty  incompatible 
with  the  new  system  of  despotism,  which  succeeded 
the  fiall  of  the  i^ee  governments  of  Itxdy.  He  was 
put  to  the  torture  for  being  a  *'  iibertine,'*  that  is, 
for  wishing  to  restore  the  republic  of  Florence ;  and 
such  are  Uie  undying  efforts  of  those  who  are  in- 
terested in  the  perversion  not  only  of  the  nature  of 
actions,  but  the  meaning  of  woids,  that  what  was 
once  oatnotiemf  has  by  (Agrees  come  to  signify  de 
btntcA.  We  have  ourselves  outlived  the  old  mean- 
ing of  "liberality,"  which  is  now  another  word  for 
treason  in  one  country  and  for  infatuation  in  all.  It 
seems  to  have  been  a  strange  mistake  to  accuse  the 
author  of  the  Prince,  as  bem^  a  pander  to  tyranny ; 
and  to  think  that  the  Inquisition  would  condemn 
his  work  for  such  a  delinquency.  The  fact  is  that 
Machiavelli,  as  is  usual  with  those  against  whom 
no  crime  can  be  proved,  was  suspected  of,  and 
charged  with,  atheism ;  and  the  first  and  last  most 
violent  opposers  of  the  Prince  were  both  Jesuits, 
one  of  whom  persuaded  the  Inquisition  "bench^ 
fosse  tardo,"  to  prohibit  the  treatise,  and  ihe  other 
qualified  the  secretary  of  the  Florentine  republic  as 
no  better  than  a  fool.  The  father  Possevin  was 
proved  never  to  have  read  the  book,  and  the  father 
Lucchesini  not  to  have  understood  it.  It  is  clear, 
however,  that  such  critics  must  have  objected  not 
to  the  slavery  of  the  doctrines,  but  to  the  supposed 
tendency  of  a  lesson  which  shows  how  distinct  are 
the  interests  of  a  monarch  from  the  happiness  ot 
mankind.  The  Jesuits  are  re^tablished  m  Italy, 
and  the  last  chapter  of  the  Prince  may  again  call 
forth  a  particular  refutation,  from  those  who  are 
employed  once  more  in  moulding  the  minds  of  the 
rising  generation,  so  as  to  receive  the  impressions 
of  d^potism.  The  chapter  bears  for  title,  "  Esor- 
taxione  a  liberare  la  Italia  dai  Barbari,"  and  oon« 
dudes  with  a  Ubertine  excitement  to  the  future  re- 
demption of  Italy.  **Non  ti  deve  adunque  Uucieur 
paemre  gueeta  occaeione^  ucciocehk  la  Italia  vegom 
dope  tanto  tempo  t^apaire  un  euo  redentore,  Ni 
poseo  eeprimere  con  fual  amore  ei  fiuee  ricevuto  m 
tutte  qtielle  provinete,  ehe  hanno  patiio  per  queete 
iUmvioni  esteme^  eon  qual  eete  di  vendetta,  con  che 
oetinata  fede,  eon  che  lacrime,  Quali  porte  $e  K 
terrerebeno  t  Quali  popoli  li  negherebbeno  la  obbedi* 
ensa  t    Quale  Italiano  li  nejfherebbe  foeeequio  f    ▲]> 

OOJfUMO  PUZZA.  QUS8T0  BA&BA&O  DOXUflO."* 

ao. 

Ungrate^  Fhrmee  !    Dante  eleem  o/Sn*. 

Stansa  iTii:  lina  1. 


Dante  was  bom  in  Florence  in  the  year  1261.    He 
fought  in  two  battles,  was  fourteen  tunes  ambassa^ 
dor,  and  once  prior  of  the  republic.     When  the 
party  of  Charles  of  Ax^ou  triumphed  over  the  Bi- 
I  tm  MB  «r  Ftoap^j;  d*^  ^nm  Um  fam  tte  Swtn  with  cone*,  anclu,  he  was  absent  on  an  embassy  to  Pope  Boni- 
Tfci  wni  MM  ar a  popaim,  ■pootuiwMr txprwwi,  h  mnrwrong. \ foce  VIII.,  and  was  coudenmed  to  two  years'  baa- 

JB>eaSMHfcfin  of  thtttiamvia  joined  bite  esflcnSoo  of  te  clilw.ty 

ifcnnSnf  toorf  te  etautats  W  Leptdm  and  Phneos,  vbo  HimI  pniKilbad 

liri-j  Si  I.  n  n  •  —  "-  "-"-  ^-  --— f--  -  -y-  r-  :  •  IIPrindpe(HNkal6MMM*TelH,ae.,eoiil»p 
■qpk«Mflliaflaea(d,««nkao(liiBf  batafDodpm.  [C.  VdL  PUmouN  fkha  e  poltkiw  di  Mr.  Aimlot  dt  k  Uoanyv  0  I' • 
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Ishment  and  to  a  fine  of  eight  thousand  lite ;  on  non- 
payment of  wMch  he  -was  Airther  punished  h^r  the 
sequestration  of  all  his  property.  The  republic, 
however,  was  not  content  ^vith  this  satisfaction,  for 
in  1772  was  discovered  in  the  archives  at  Florence  a 
sentence  in  which  Dante  is  the  eleventh  of  a  Ibt  of 
fifteen  condemned  in  1302  to  be  burnt  alive ;  Talis 
pervemens  igne  comburatur  sie  quod  moriatur.  The 
pretext  for  this  judgment  was  a  proof  of  unfair 
barter,  extortions,  and  illicit  ^ains.  Baracteriixrum 
iniouarum,  extorsionunif  et  %Uicitorum  luerorum,* 
ana  with  such  an  accusation  it  is  not  strange  that 
Dante  should  have  always  protested  his  innocence, 
and  the  injustice  of  his  feliow-citizens.  His  appeal 
to  Florence  was  accompanied  by  another  to  the 
Emperor  Henry ;  and  the  death  of  that  sovereign 
in  1313,  was  the  signal  for  a  sentence  of  irrevocable 
banishment.  He  had  before  lingered  near  Tuseanv 
with  hopes  of  recall ;  then  travelled  into  the  north 
of  Italy,  where  Yerona  had  to  boast  of  his  longest 
residence ;  and  he  finally  settled  at  Ravenna,  which 
was  his  ordinary  but  not  constant  abode  until  his 
death.  The  refusal  of  the  Venetians  to  grant  him 
a  public  audience,  on  the  part  of  Oiiido  Novello  da 
Polenta,  his  protector,  is  said  to  have  been  the 

frincipal  cause  of  this  event,  which  happened  in 
321.  He  was  buried  ("in  sacra  minorum  cede") 
at  Ravenna,  in  a  handsome  tomb,  which  was  erected 
bj  Guido,  restored  bj  Bernardo  Bembo  in  1483, 
praetor  for  that  repubbc  which  had  refused  to  hear 
him,  again  restored  by  Cardinal  Corsi  in  1692,  and 
replaced  by  a  more  magnificent  sepulchre,  con- 
structed in  1780,  at  the  expense  of  the  Cardinal 
Luigi  Valcnti  Gonsaga.  The  offence  or  misfortune 
of  Dante  was  an  attachment  to  a  defeated  party, 
and,  as  his  least  fkvorable  biographers  allege  against 
him,  too  great  a  freedom  of  speech  and  haughtiness 
of  manner.  But  the  next  age  paid  honors  almost 
divine  to  the  exile.  The  Florentines,  having  in 
vain  and  fre^uentl^r  attempted  to  recover  his  body, 
crowned  his  miage  in  a  church,t  and  his  picture  is 
still  one  of  the  idols  of  their  oathedral.  They 
struck  medals,  they  raised  statues  to  him.  The 
eities  of  Italy,  not  being  able  to  dispute  about  his 
own  birth,  contended  for  that  of  his  g^reat  poem, 
and  the  Florentines  thought  it  for  their  honor  to 
prove  that  he  had  finished  the  seventh  canto  before 
they  drove  him  from  his  native  city.  Fifty-one 
years  after  his  death,  they  endowed  a  professorial 
chair  for  the  expounding  of  his  verses,  and  Boccac- 
cio was  apoointed  to  this  patriotic  emplorment. 
The  example  was  imitated  by  Bologna  ana  Pisa, 
and  the  commentators,  if  they  performed  but  little 
service  to  literature,  augmented  the  veneration 
which  beheld  a  sacred  or  moral  allegory  in  eOl  the 
images  of  his  mystic  muse.  His  birth  and  his  in- 
fancy were  discovered  to  have  been  distinguished 
above  those  of  ordinary  men ;  the  author  of  the  De- 
eameron,  his  earliest  biographer,  relates,  that  his 
mother  was  warned  in  a  dream  of  the  importance  of 
her  pregnancy :  and  it  was  found,  bv  others,  that  at 
ten  years  of  age  he  had  manifested  his  precocious 
passion  for  that  wisdom  or  theology,  which,  under 
the  name  of  Beatrice^ad  been  mistaken  for  a 
substantial  mistress.  When  the  Divine  Comedy 
had  been  recognized  as  a  mere  mortal  production, 
and  at  the  distance  of  two  centuries,  when  criticism 
and  competition  had  sobered  the  judsment  of  Ital- 
ians, Dante  was  seriously  deolaiett  superior  to 
Homer :  t  and,  though  the  peferenoe  appeared  to 
some  casuists  "  an  heretical  blasphemy  worthy  of 
the  flames,"  the  contest  was  vigorously  maintained 
for  nearly  fifty  years.  In  later  times  it  was  made  a 
question  which  of  the  liOrds  of  Verona  could  boast 
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of  having  patronised  him.*  and  the  jealoos  skepti* 
cism  of  one  writer  would  not  aUow  Ravenna  the 
undoubted  possession  of  his  bones.  Even  the  crit- 
ical Tiraboschi  was  inclined  to  believe  that  the  poet 
had  foreseen  and  foretold  one  of  the  discoveries  of 
Galileo.— I^ke  the  great  originals  of  other  nations, 
his  populari^  has  not  always  maintained  the  same 
level.  The  last  age  seemed  inclined  to  undervalue 
him  as  a  model  ana  a  study ;  and  Bettinelli  one  day 
rebuked  his  pupil  Monti,  for  poring  over  the  harsh 
and  obsolete  extravagances  of  the  Commedia.    The 

E resent  generation,  having  recovered  from  the  Gal- 
c  idolatries  of  Cessrotti,  has  returned  to  the  an* 
cient  worship,  and  the  Dantmiare  of  the  northern 
Italians  is  thought  even  inmsereet  by  the  more 
moderate  Tuscans. 

There  is  still  much  curious  information  relativw 
to  the  life  and  writings  of  this  great  poet  which  has 
not  as  yet  been  collected  eVen  oy  the  Italians ;  but 
the  celebrated  Ugo  Foscolo  meditates  to  supply  this 
defect,  and  it  is  not  to  be  regretted  that  this  notional 
work  has  been  reserved  for  one  so  devoted  te  ah 
country  and  the  cause  of  truth. 

81. 
Like  Scipio,  buried  h^  the  upbraiding  shore  ; 
*    Thy  factions^  in  their  worse  than  cwU  toar, 
Proscribed,  ^c. 

Stanza  Ivii  lines  2,  3,  and  4. 
The  elder  Scipio  AfHcanus  had  a  tomb  if  he  was 
not  buried  at  liitemum,  whither  he  had  retired  to 
voluntary  banishment.  This  tomb  was  near  the 
sea-shore,  and  the  story  of  an  inscription  upon  it, 
Inffrata  Patria,  having  given  a  name  to  a  modem 
tower,  is,  if  not  true,  an  agreeable  fiction.  If  h« 
was  not  buried,  he  certainly  lived  there.t 


Incsria 

Em  1  fimnd'  ooao  che  d'Afr a  a'appella 
RsrehB  prima  col  feno  al  viro  april]a.{ 

Ingratitude  is  generally  supposed  the  vice  peculiar 
to  republics ;  and  it  seems  to  be  forgotten  that  for 
one  instance  of  popular  inconstancy,  we  have  m 
hundred  examples  of  the  fall  of  courtly  fiivoritea. 
Besides,  a  people  have  often  repented — a  monarch 
seldom  or  never.  Leaving  apart  many  familiar 
proofs  of  this  fact,  a  short  stoiy  may  show  the  dif- 
ference between  even  an  aristocracy  and  the  multi- 
tude. 

Vettor  Pisani,  having  been  defeated  in  1854  at 
Potolongo,  and  many  years  afterwards  in  the  mow 
decisive  action  of  Pola,  by  the  Genoese,  was  recalled 
bv  the  Venetian  government,  and  thrown  into 
chains.  The  Awogadori  proposed  to  behead  him, 
but  the  supreme  tribunal  was  content  vrith  the  sen- 
tence of  imprisonment.  Whilst  Pisani  was  suffer^ 
ing  this  unmerited  disgrace,  Chioza,  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  capital,j(  was,  by  the  assistance  of  the  Sigrtor 
of  Padua,  dehvered  into  the  hands  of  Pictro  Doria. 
At  the  intelligence  of  that  disaster,  the  great  bell 
of  St.  Mark's  tower  tolled  to  arms,  and  uie  people 
and  the  soldiery  of  the  galleys  were  summoned  to 
the  repulse  of  the  approaching  enemy;  but  they 
protested  they  would  not  move  a  step,  unless  Pisani 
were  liberated  and  placed  at  their  h<^  The  great 
council  was  instantly  assembled;  the  prisoner  was 
called  before  them,  and  the  Doge,  Andrea  Conta- 
rini,  informed  him  of  Uie  demands  of  the  people 
and  the  necessities  of  the  state,  whose  only  hope  of 
safety  was  reposed  on  hie  efforto,  and  who  iaiptared 
him  to  forget  the  indignities  he  had  endured  m  her 
service.  '*  I  have  submitted,"  relied  the  maffnaa- 
imous  republican,  **  I  haYe  submitted  to  your  deliV 


Ob.  Jaoopo  IHonU  Quienko  <tf  Vmon 
AoiK  ec,  (MB.  T.  lib.  L  pot.  L  p.  M. 

t  Titan  Lhom!  «gk  dm  dariddo  iiriih 
liry  nporta  that  flOiM  arid  he  waa  buM  a 
capbhr. 

}  TrionlbdalkOuiila. 
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■itiiai  iffidioat  compbdn* ;  I  hare  lupported  pa- 
tieatijr  the  pains  of  impnsonment,  for  they  were 
iaflietod  at  yoar  command :  this  is  no  time  to  in- 
quire whether  I  deserved  them — ^the  good  of  the  re- 
pmbtie  may  have  seemed  to  require  it»  and  that 
which  the  republic  resolves  is  always  resolved  wisely. 
BehokL  me  ready  to  lay  down  my  life  for  the  preser^ 
ratioa  of  my  country."  Pisani  was  appointed  gen- 
eralissimo, and  by  his  exertions,  in  conjunction  with 
those  of  Carlo  Zeno»  the  Vepetians  soon  recovered 
die  ascendancy  over  their  maritime  rivals. 

The  Italian  communities  were  no  less  unjust  to 
their  citizens  than  the  Greek  republics.  liberty, 
both  with  the  one  and  the  other,  seems  to  have 
been  a  national,  not  an  individual  object :  and,  not- 
withstanding the  boasted  equality  btfon  the  laws, 
iHiich  an  ancient  Greek  writer*  considered  the 
neat  distinctive  mark  between  his  countrymen  and 
the  barbarians,  the  mutual  rights  of  feUow-citisens 
seem  never  to  have  been  the  principal  scope  of  the 
old  democracies.  The  world  may  have  not  vet  seen 
an  essay  bv  the  author  of  the  Italian  Republics,  in 
which  me  oistinctiGn  between  the  liberty  of  former 
states,  and  the  signification  attached  to  that  word 
by  the  happier  constitution  of  England,  is  ingeni- 
ously developed.  The  Italians,  howevcx,when  thev 
had  ceased  to  be  free,  still  looked  back  with  a  sign 
upon  those  times  of  turbulence,  when  every  citizen 
iBj^t  rise  to  a  share  of  sovereign  power,  and  have 
never  been  taught  fully  to  appreciate  the  repose  of 
a  monarchy.  Sperone  Speroni.  when  Francis  Maria 
II.  Duke  of  Rovere  proposed  the  question,  "  which 
was  preferable,  the  republic  or  the  principality — the 
perfect  and  not  durable,  or  the  less  perfect  and  not 
so  liable  to  change,"  replied,  **  that  our  happiness 
is  to  be  measured  by  its  quality,  not  by  its  duration ; 
and  that  he  preferred  to  uve  for  one  day  like  a  man, 
than  for  a  hundred  years  like  a  brute,  a  stock,  or  a 
stone."  This  was  thought,  and  called,  a  nMgniJicent 
■Bswer.  down  to  the  last  days  of  Italian  servitude.! 


AndthBerwm^ 
Which  PttrarcKe  laureate  brow  eupremely  wore, 
C^pom  a  far  and  foreiffn  eoil  had  prowm. 

Stanza  Ivii.  lines  6,  7»  and  8. 

The  Florentines  did  not  tAe  the  opportunity  of 
Petrardi's  short  visit  to  their  city  in  ISoO  to  revoke 
the  decree  which  confiscated  the  property  of  his 
UAert  who  had  been  banished  shortly  after  the 
Cadle  of  Dante.  His  crown  did  not  dazzle  them ; 
but  when  in  the  next  year  they  were  in  want  of  his 
assistance  in  the  formation  of  their  university,  they 
repented  of  their  injustice,  and  Boccaccio  was  sent 
to  Padua  to  entreat  the  laureate  to  conclude  his 
wanderings  in  the  bosdm  of  his  native  country, 
vhare  he  might  finish  his  immortal  Africa,  and 
evuoy  with  his  recovered  possessions,  the  esteem  of 
au  classes  of  his  fellow-citizens.  They  gave  him 
the  option  of  the  book  and  the  science  he  might 
cond^cend  to  exi>ound :  they  called  him  the  glory 
of  his  country,  who  was  dear,  and  would  be  dearer 
to  them;  and  the^r  added,  that  if  there  was  anything 
anpleasing  in  their  letter,  he  ought  to  return  among 
them,  were  it  only  to  correct  their  style.^  Petrarch 
seemed  at  first  to  listen  to  their  flattery  and  to  the 
entreaties  of  his  friend,  but  he  did  not  return  to 
Florence,  xad  preferred  a  pilgrimage  to  the  tomb  of 
Laoia  and  the  shades  of  V  auchise. 

♦  J3. 

Baceaodo  to  hie  parent  earth  beoueathed 
Hie  duet.  Stanza  Iviii.  Imes  1  and  2. 


Boccaccio  was  buried  in  the  church  of  Si.  Michael 
and  St.  JamcH,  at  Ccrtaldo,  a  small  to^vn  in  the 
Valdclsa,  which  was  by  some  suppo:iod  the  place  of 
his  birth.  There  he  passed  the  latter  part  of  his 
life  in  a  course  of  laborious  study,  which  shortened 
his  existence ;  and  there  might  his  ashes  have  been 
secure,  if  not  of  honor,  at  least  of  repose.  But  the 
**  hvfcna  bigots  *'  of  Ccrtaldo  tore  up  the  tombstone 
of  Boccaccio,  and  ejected  it  from  the  holy  precincts 
of  St.  Michael  and  St.  James.  The  occasion,  and, 
it  may  be  hoped,  the  excuse,  of  this  ejectment  was 
the  making  of  a  nen  floor  for  the  church  ;  but  the  fact 
is,  that  the  tombstuno  was  taken  up  and  thrown 
aside  at  the  bottom  of  the  building.  Ignorance 
may  share  the  sin  with  bigotry.  It  would  be  painful 
to  relate  such  an  exception  to  the  devotion  of  the 
Italians  for  their  great  names,  could  it  not  be  ac- 
companied by  a  trait  more  honorably  conformable  to 
the  general  character  of  the  nation.  The  principal 
person  of  the  district,  the  last  branch  of  tne  house 
of  MedicLs,  afforded  that  protection  to  the  memory 
of  the  insulted  dead  which  her  best  ancestors  haa 
dispensed  upon  all  cotemporary  merit.  The  Mar- 
chioness Lcnzoni  rescued  the  tombstone  of  Boccac- 
cio from  the  neglect  in  which  it  had  some  time  lain, 
and  found  for  it  an  honorable  elevation  in  her  own 
mansion.  She  has  done  more :  the  house  in  which 
the  poet  lived  has  been  as  little  respected  as  his 
tomb,  and  is  falling  to  ruin  over  the  head  of  one 
indifferent  to  the  name  of  its  former  tenant.  It 
consists  of  two  or  three  little  cliambers,  and  a  low 
tower,  on  which  Cosmo  II.  affixed  an  inscription. 
This  house  she  has  taken  nicasures  to  purchase, 
and  proposes  to  devote  to  it  that  care  and  consider- 
ation which  are  attached  to  the  cradle  and  to  the 
roof  of  genius. 

This  is  not  the  place  to  undertake  the  defence  of 
Boccaccio;  but  the  man  who  exhausted  his  little 
patrimony  in  the  acquirement  of  learning,  who  was 
among  tne  first,  if  not  the  first,  to  allure  the  sci- 
ence and  the  poetry  of  Greece  to  the  bosom  of 
Italy; — ^who  not  only  invented  a  new  style,  but 
founded,  or  certainly  fixed,  a  new  language ;  who, 
besides  the  esteem  of  every  polite  court  of  Europe, 
was  thought  worthy  of  employment  by  the  predom- 
inant  republic  of  his  own  country,  and,  what  is 
more,  of  the  friendship  of  Petrarch,  who  lived  the 
life  of  a  philosopher  and  a  freeman,  and  who  died 
in  the  pursuit  of  knowledge, — such  a  man  mi^ht 
have  found  more  consideration  than  he  has  met  with 
from  the  priest  of  Certaldo,  and  fh>m  a  late  English 
traveller,  who  strikes  off  his  portrait  as  an  odious,  con- 
temptible, licentious  writer,  whose  impure  remain* 
should  be  suffered  to  rot  without  a  record.*  That 
Enslish  traveller,  unfortunately  for  those  who  have 
to  aeplorc  the  loss  of  a  very  amiable  person,  is  be- 
yond all  criticism ;  but  the  mortality  which  did  not 
protect  Boccaccio  from  Mr.  Eustace,  must  not  do- 
fend  Mr.  Eustace  from  the  impartial  judgment  of 
his  successors. — Death  may  canonize  his  virtues,  not 
his  errors ;  and  it  may  be  modestly  pronounced  that 
he  transgressed,  not  only  as  an  author,  but  as  a 
man,  when  he  evoked  the  shade  of  Boccacio  in  com  • 
pany  with  that  of  Arctine,  amidst  the  sepulehros 
of  »anta  Crocc,  merely  to  dismiss  it  with  indignity. 
As  far  as  respects 

"UflafenoOe'Prindrl, 
II  Dhrin  Pfetfo  ARttno," 


*  TlbtGwdt^iiH  IdMihewM^ggr^MOJ*    Bee  te  1m«  dwyier  of  the 

f  ••£  taam»«OsflicfiiVbsrMfwal>,"«c   ScMMi  Vita  dsl  Taao,  »w 
L  p*#.  MB.  »•.  LvlU  S.  BoigMiio. 

%  -  ■  ■iiijtiri 111 iliiT.  Ti  il  T  -*•-  wMr  l^mintl, ft  anvhe llmBmiil 
■A.Afidak...8eSc*HnM«nBaiiiixiM«  sd  mmzo  idle  con  elMttdhpl* 


CbiMied  Tour,  cap.  Ix.  rol.  D.  p.  865,  edit.  Sd.    "  Of  I 
Modera  Petnmhit,  «««ky  iioOiiiif ;  the  abuae  of  gmim  k  mora  odbM  aarf 
more  eomnnpdUe  iban  ha  abwnee ;  and  it  hqwrla  Uoie  wtare  te^part 
ramaina  of  a  licemioiu  aiitlior  are  eondfticd  to  their  Mndrad  dial.    ~ 

B  leaaon  the  umvdl;r  oHiy  pa«  aniiotked  thi  tanb  af  t 


Thk  dviiom  phraae  b  har-Oj  enough  to  wan  the  loaiU  from  tha  mmpkhm 
of  aaotfer  Uuodirr  icapeuiiif  ihe  Uirui-placa  uf  AmiiM,  whoae  tamb  waa  in 
the  church  of  St.  Luke  at  Venice,  aud  (ava  rlae  to  the  Cunoua  cuutroveaqr  of 
wMeh  aome  notka  ia  tiken  hi  Bajrl«.  Sam  the  word*  of  Mr.  Euiuce  aroukl 
lawl  Oi  to  tidnk  the  lomb  waa  at  Floreooe,  or  at  leart  vaa  to  be  mmmwha* 
racBgnhed.  Whether  tha  Inacripdou  ao  miieh  diaputcd  waa  erer  written  aa 
■n*«MMC  BowbedaeidedfivaD  mamorial  «f  tUa  aiMhor  haa  OmP 
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it  is  of  little  import  what  censure  is  passed  upon  a 
coxcomb  who  owes  his  present  existence  to  the 
above  burlesque  character  given  to  him  by  the  poet 
whose  amber  has  preserved  many  other  grubs  and 
worms ;  but  to  classify  Boccaccio  with  such  a  per- 
son, and  to  excommunicate  his  very  ashes,  must  of 
itself  make  us  doubt  of  the  qualification  of  the 
classical  tourist  for  writing  upon  Italian,  or,  indeed, 
upon  any  other  literature;  for  ignorance  on  one 
point  may  incapacitate  an  author  merely  for  that 
particular  topic,  but  subjection  to  a  professional 
prejudice  must  render  him  an  unsafe  director  on  all 
occasions.  Any  perversion  and  injustice  may  be 
made  what  is  vulgarly  called  **a  case  of  con- 
science,"  and  this  poor  excuse  is  all  that  can  be 
offered  for  the  priest  of  Certaldo,  or  the  author  of 
the  Classical  Tour.  It  would  have  answered  the 
purpose  to  confine  the  censure  to  the  novels  of  Boc- 
caccio, and  gratitude  to  that  source  which  supplied 
the  muse  of  Dryden  with  her  last  and  most  harmo- 
nious numbers  mi^ht  perhaps  have  restricted  that 
censure  to  the  objectionable  qualities  of  the  hun- 
dred tales.  At  any  rate  the  repentance  of  Boccaccio 
might  have  arrested  his  exhumation,  and  it  should 
have  been  recollected  and  told,  that  in  his  old  age 
he  wrote  a  letter  to  his  friend  to  discourage  the 
reading  of  the  Decameron,  for  the  sake  of  modesty, 
and  for  the  sake  of  the  author,  who  would  not  have 
an  apologist  always*  at  hand  to  state  in  his  excuse 
that  ne  wrote  it  when  young,  and  at  the  command 
of  his  superiors.*  It  is  neither  the  licentiousness 
of  the  writer,  nor  the  evil  propensities  of  the  reader, 
which  have  given  to  the  Decameron  alone,  of  all  the 
works  of  Boccaccio,  a  perpetual  popularity.  The 
establishment  of  a  new  and  delightful  dialect  con 
feved  an  immortality  on  the  works  in  which  it  was 
first  fixed.  The  sonnets  of  Petrarch  were,  for  the 
same  reason,  fated  to  survive  his  self-admired  Africa, 
the  *^ favorite  of  kings."  The  invariable  traits  of 
nature  and  feeling  with  which  the  novels,  as  well  as 
the  verses,  abound,  have  doubtless  been  the  chief 
source  of  the  foreign  celebrity  of  both  authors ;  but 
Boccaccio,  as  a  man,  is  no  more  to  be  estimated  by 
that  work,  than  Petrarch  is  to  be  regarded  in  no 
other  light  tlian  as  the  lover  of  Laura.  Even,  how- 
ever, had  the  father  of  the  Tuscan  prose  been  known 
only  as  the  author  of  the  Decameron,  a  considerate 
writer  would  have  been  cautious  to  pronounce  a 
sentence  irreconcilable  with  the  unerrmg  voice  of 
many  ages  and  nations.  An  irrevocable  value  has 
never  been  stamped  upon  any  work  solely  recom- 
mended by  impurity. 

The  true  source  of  the  outcry^  against  Boccaccio, 
which  began  at  a  very  early  period,  was  the  choice 
of  his  scandalous  personages  in  the  cloisters  as  well 
as  the  courts ;  but  the  princes  only  laughed  at  the 

fallant  adventures  so  uujustly  charged  upon  oueen 
heodelinda,  whilst  the  priesthood  cned  sname 
upon  the  debauchees  drawn  from  the  convent  and 
the  hermitage ;  and  most  probably  for  the  opposite 
reason,  namely,  that  the  picture  was  faithful  to  the 
life.  Two  of  the  novels  are  allowed  to  be  facts  use- 
fully turned  into  tales,  to  deride  the  canonization  of 
rogues  and  laymen.  Scr  Ciappelletto  and  Marcelli- 
nu3  are  oited  with  applause  even  by  the  decent  Mu- 
ratori.f  The  great  Amaud,  as  he  is  quoted  in 
Bayle,  states,  that  a  new  edition  of  the  novels  was 
proposed,  of  which  the  expurgation  consisted  in 
omitting  the  words  •*  monk  *'  and  **  nun/*  and 
tacking  the  immoralities  to  other  names.  The  lit- 
erary history  of  Italy  particularizes  no  such  edition ; 
but  it  was  not  long  before  the  whole  of  Europe  had 
but  one  opinion  of  the  Decameron :  and  the  absolu- 
tion of  the  author  seems  to  have  been  a  point  set- 
tled at  least  a  hundred  years  ago.     "On  se  fcroit 


nffler  si  Ton   prCtmdoit  conTiinore  Boceaoe  de 

n'avoir  pas  6t6  honnfrte  homme,  puis  qu'il  a  fait  le 
Decameron.*'  So  said  one  of  the  best  men,  and 
perhaps  the  best  critic,  that  ever  Uved— the  very 
martyr  to  impartiality.*  But  as  this  informatioiL 
that  m  the  beginning  of  the  last  century  one  wooQ 
have  been  hooted  at  for  pretending  that  Boccaccio 
was  not  a  good  man,  may  seem  to  come  from  one  of 
those  enemies  who  are  to  be  suspected,  even  when 
they  make  us  a  present  of  truth,  a  more  acceptable 
contrast  with  the  prescription  of  the  body,  soul,  and 
muse  of  Boccaccio  may  be  found  in  a  few  words 
from  the  virtuous,  the  patriotic  cotemporary,  who 
thought  one  of  the  tales  of  this  impure  writer 
worthy  a  Latin  version  from  his  own  pen.  "  /  have 
remarked  elsewhere t"  says  Petrarch,  writing  to 
Boccaccio,  "  that  the  book  itself  has  been  toorried  by 
certain  do^s,  but  stoutly  defended  by  your  staff  <md 
voice.  Nor  was  I  astonisnedf  for  Ihane  htM  proof 
of  the  vigor  of  your  mindf  and  I  know  you  have 
fallen  on  that  unaccommodating  incapable  race  of 
mortals  whOy  whatever  they  either  like  notf  or  knots 
notf  or  cannot  do,  are  sure  to  reprehend  in  others; 
and  on  those  occasions  only  put  on  a  show  of  learning 
and  eloquence,  but  otherwise  are  entirely  dumb.**  f 

It  is  satisfactory  to  find  that  all  the  priesthood  do 
not  resemble  those  of  Certaldo,  and  that  one  of  them 
who  did  not  possess  the  bones  of  Boccaccio  woidd 
not  lose  the  opportunity  of  raising  a  cenotaph  to 
his  memory.  Bevius,  canon  of  Padua,  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  sixteenth  century,  erected  at  Arqna, 
opposite  to  the  tomb  of  the  iJaureate,  a  tablet,  in 
wmch  he  associated  Boccaccio  to  the  equal  honon 
of  Dant«  and  of  Petrach. 

31. 
WTuU  is  her  pyramid  of  precious  stonesf 

Stanza  Ix.  line  1. 

Our  veneration  for  the  Medici  begins  with  Cosmo 
and  expires  with  his  grandson ;  that  stream  is  pure 
only  at  the  source ;  and  it  is  in  search  of  some  me- 
morial of  the  virtuous  republicans  of  the  family  that 
we  visit  the  church  of  St.  Lorenso  at  Florence. 
The  tawdry,  glaring,  unfinished  chapel  in  that 
church,  designed  for  the  mausoleum  of  the  Dukes 
of  Tuscany,  set  round  ?rith  crowns  and  coffins,  givei 
birth  to  no  emotions  but  those  of  contei^pt  for  tha 
lavish  vanity  of  a  race  of  despots,  whilst  the  pave- 
ment slab,  simply  inscribed  to  the  Father  of  his 
Country,  reconciles  us  to  the  name  of  Medici.^  It 
was  very  natural  for  Corinna  6  to  suppose  that  the 
statue  raised  to  the  Duke  of  Urbino  m  the  capeUa 
de*  depositi  was  intended  for  his  great  namesake ; 
but  the  magnificent  Lorenzo  is  only  the  sharer  of  a 
coffin  half  nidden  in  a  niche  of  the  sacristy.  The 
decay  of  Tuscany  dates  from  the  sovereignty  of  the 
Medici.  Of  the  sepulchral  peace  which  succeeded 
to  the  establishment  of  the  reigning  families  in 
Italy,  our  own  Sidney  has  given  us  a  glowing  but  a 
faithful  picture.  "  Not\^'ithstanding  all  the  sedi- 
tions of  Florence,  and  other  cities  of  Tuscany,  the 
horrid  factions  of  Quelphs  and  Ohibelins,  Neri  and 
Bianchi,  nobles  and  commons,  they  continued  popu- 
lous, strong,  and  exceeding  rich ;  but  in  the  space 
of  less  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  the  peaceable 
reign  of  the  Medicos  is  thought  to  have  destroyed 
nine  parts  in  ten  of  the  people  of  that  province. 
Among  other  things  it  is  remarkable,  that  wh«» 
Philip  the  Second  of  Spain  gave  Sienna  to  the 
Duke  of  Florence,  his  ambassador  then  at  Rome 
sent  him  word,  that  he  had  given  away  m«e  than 


*  "  Nod  enbn  idiique  Ml,  qui  la  exctiKitioiMn  ruemm  conru|peiii  dkat,  Juv*- 
»ta  Kripik,  et  OMJoris  ctnuia  Impeiio."  The  letter  wm  mddivand  to  Mtgll- 
binrd  of  Caraleanli,  nwnhal  of  the  kingdom  of  Bidlj.  8ee  TfamboKhi, 
Storia,  tc,  torn.  r.  par.  H.  lib.  Ki.  piig.  535,  ed.  Vaa.  1795. 

t  Dinenuioni  mpn  le  Anttchiti  Italune,  DIk.  ItBI.  p.  SSS,  too-M  ■.  acBt. 
MBMLlTSl. 


EeUdrtiBttmna,  tc.  Ac,  p.  638,  aJL  B«^,  1741,  in  Urn  Su^flkmM 
to  Bijk*«  DicdoDuy.  _ 

t  "AnimndTertl  mIIcuU  Bbnim  ipmm  eukdm  deodbmtowailliiin,tto««"« 

iculo  efregl4  toiqiM  worn  dafrnam.  Nee  ndrMm  eum  t  Mun  ttiimf^ 
pnH  tui  nort,  ec  aeio  cacpoitae  fl«ae  bowlnniB  fMHM  luenhni  e«  i|UBii^ 
>ii  qoieqaki  Ipri  vd  Milaiit  vdue■eilm^  vd  OM  poMB^  in  ails  fvpnkwh^ 
ad  l»oc  oouin  deed  et  oifini,  aad  tOngum  ad  fleUqoa."  . . .  EfM.  Jsu*  >** 
cado,  0pp.  lam.  i.  p.  640,  adk.  BarfL 

X  OoinMHMedieaB,OeenlaPabl«s^>«wFMila. 

I  Coitet,  Ir.  zVB.  cap.  ■.  T«L  0.  paga  9M. 
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„__      _     i;  aad  Hk  net  biliOTed  tfien  an 
MvMiO  aoiili  inhabftSng  that  dtj  end  territory. 
Fisa,  Ffrtoia,  Areno,  Cortona,  and  other  toims 
thalvcK  then  i^ood  and  populous,  are  in  the  like 
Proportion  diminwhed,  and  rlorence  more  than  any. 
when  that  city  had  been  long  troubled  with  sec- 
tions, tnnnlts,  and  wars,  for  the  most  part  unpros- 
iiiBoas,  theystiU  retained  such  strength,  that  when 
Charles  YllL  of  France,  being  admitted  as  a  biend 
m&  his  whole  army,  which  soon  after  conquered 
flie  kingdom  of  Naples,  thought  to  master  them, 
die  people,  taking  arms,  struck  such  a  terror  into 
iim,  that  he  was  glad  to  depart  upon  such  condi- 
tions as  ther  thought  fit  to  impose.    Machiavel  re- 
sorts, that  m  that  time  Florence  alone,  with  the 
Val  d*Amo,  a  small  territory  belonging  to  that 
dtv,  could,  in  a  few  hours,  by  the  souna  of  a  boll, 
bcmg  together,  133,000  well-armed  men ;  whereas 
BOW  that  city,  with  all  the  others  in  that  province, 
ire  brought  to  such  despicable  weakness,  emptiness, 

Srertj,  and  baseness,  that  they  can  neither  resist 
e  oppressioni  of  their  own  prince,'  nor  defend  him 
or  themsdves  if  they  were  assaulted  by  a  foreign 
enemy.  The  people  are  dispersed  or  destroyed,  and 
the  best  fiunibes  sent  to  sees  habitations  in'V cnice, 
Genoa,  Rome,  Naples,  and  Lucca.  This  is  not  the 
efleet  of  war  or  pestHence ;  they  enjoy  a  perfect 
peace,  and  suffer  no  ether  plague  than  the  gorem- 
meat  tikey  are  under."  *  rrom  the  usurper  Cosmo 
down  to  the  imbecile  Oaston,  we  look  m  rain  for 
any  of  those  unmixed  qualities  which  should  raise 
a  patriot  to  the  command  of  his  fellow-citizens. 
Tke  Grand  Dukes,  and  particularly  the  third  Cos- 
mo, had  operated  so  entire  a  ehange  in  the  Tuscan 
diaracter,  that  the  candid  Florentines,  in  excuse  for 
tome  imperf<M:tions  in  the  phflanthropie  system  of 
Leopold,  are  obliged  to  confess  that  the  sorerdgn 
was  the  only  liberal  man  in  his  dominions.  Yet 
that  exeeUeat  prince  himself  had  no  other  notion  of 
a  nationai  assembly,  than  of  a  body  to  represent 
the  wants  and  wishes,  not  the  will,  of  the  peotple. 


An  emrthgwakt  rtd'd  uttkmthdlp  away. 
Stansa  Ixiii.  une 


6. 


**Andameh  wot  ihekr  mutual  dnifiMw/fy,  wo  mierU 
mn  thty  ujpon  filke  iKOtU^  thai  the  earthquake,  ufhich 
wterihrtw  in  great  part  many  of  the  eiiies  of  IttUyy 
uhkh  turned  the  eoune  of  rapid  ttteame,  voured 
Asdfc  the  Meet  upon  the  rivers^  and  tore  down  the  very 
noimtetica,  woe  noifett  bv  one  of  the  eombatantt."  f 
6iKh  is  the  description  of  lAvj.  It  mity  be  doubted 
whether  mpdem  tactics  Wo«dd  admit  of  such  an  ab- 
•traction. 

The  site  of  tte  battle  of  Thrashnene  Ss  not  to  be 
mistaken.  Tbe  traveller  from  tiie  village  under 
Oortona  to  Caaa  di  Piano,  the  next  stage  .on  the 
WIT  to  Rome,  has  for  the  first  two  of  three  miles, 
Bfoond  him,  but  more  particularly  to  the  right,  that 
iat  land  wfiich  Hannibal  laid  waste  in  order  to  in- 
dnee  the  Consul  Flaminins  to  more  from  Afexso. 
Oa  his  left,  and  in  front  of  him,  is  a  ridge  of  Mils 
bending  down  towards  the  lake  of  ThrasiiUcne, 
caBed  by  livy  **  montes  Cortonenses,"  and  now 
named  t^  6tuilandra.  These  Mils  he  approaches 
at  Oinaja,  a  vfUag^  whxeh  the  itineraries  pretend  to 
have  been  to  denominated  from  the  bones  ibirod 
there;  but  there  have  been  no  bones  found  there, 
and  fkt  baffle  was  ibught  on  the  other  sidci  oj 
the  hUL  From  Osdaja  the  road  be^fcn  to  rise  a 
little,  but  does  not  pods  into  the  roots  of  the  mom' 
tains  untH  the  sixtr-seventh  irtilestone  from  Flo- 
pence,  The  ascent  thence  U  not  steep  but  perpetual , 
and  eontinnes  for  twenty  minutes.  The  lake  is 
soon  seen  below  on  the  right,  with  Borghetto,  a 


zoond  tower  close  upon  the  vnter;  aad  tie  midv* 

lathig  hills  partially  covered  with  wood,  among 
which  the  road  winds,  sink  by  degrees  into  the 
marshes  near  to  this  tower.  Lower  than  the  road, 
down  to  the  right  amidst  these  woody  hillocks, 
Hannibal  placed  his  horse,*  in  the  jaws  of  or  rather 
above  the  pass,  which  was  between  the  Ui^e  and 
the  present  roaa«  and  most  prubablv  close  to  Bor» 
Rhetto,  just  under  the  lowest  of  the  "  tumulL"  f 
On  a  summit  to  the  left,  above  the  road,  is  an  on 
circular  ruin  which  the  peasants  call  **  the  Tower 
of  Hannibal  the  Carthaginian.**  Arrived  at  the 
highest  point  of  the  road,  the  traveller  has  a  partial 
view  of  the  fatal  plain,  which  opens  folly  upon  him 
as  he  descends  the  Gualandra.  He  soon  finds  him- 
self^ in  a  vale  enclosed  to  the  left  and  in  front  and 
behind  him  by  the  Gualandra  hills,  bending  round 
in  a  segment  larger  than  a  semicircle,  and  running 
down  at  each  ena  to  the  lake,  wMch  obliques  to  the 
right  and  form  the  chord  of  this  mountain  arc. 
The  position  cannot  be  guessed  at  from  the  plains  of 
Cortono,  nor  appears  to  be  so  completely  enclosed 
unless  to  one  who  is  fairly  withha  the  hilhi.  It  then, 
indeed,  appearji  "  a  place  made  aa  it  were  on  pur> 
pose  for  a  snare,"  locus  ineidiisnatu*.  **  Borghetto 
IS  then  found  to  stand  in  a  narrow,  marshy  pass 
close  to  the  hill  and  to  the  lake,  whilst  there  is  no 
other  outlet  at  the  opposite  turn  of  the  mountains 
than  through  the  little  town  of  Passignano,  which 
is  pushed  into  the  water  by  the  foot  of  a  high  rocky 
acclivity."  J  There  is  a  woody  eminence  branching 
down  fironi  the  mountains  into  the  upper  end  of  the 
plain  nearer  to  the  side  of  Passignano,  and  on  tMs 
stands  a  white  village  called  Torre.  Polybius  seems 
to  allude  to  tliis  eminence  as  the  one  on  which  Han- 
nibal encamped  and  drew  out  his  heavy-armed  Af- 
fricans  and  Spaniards  in  a  conspieuous  position,  f 
From  this  spot  he  despatched  his^aleario  and  Ught- 
armcd  troops  round  tnrou^h  the  Gualandra  heights 
to  the  right,  so  as  to  amve  unseen  and  form  an 
ambush  among  the  broken  acclivities  which  the 
road  now  passes,  and  to  be  ready  to  act  upon  the 
left  flank  and  above  the  enemy,  whilst  the  horse 
shut  up  the  pass  behind.  Flaminius  came  to  the 
lake  near  Borghetto  at  sunset ;  and,  without  send- 
ing any  spies  before  him,  marched  through  the  pass 
the  next  morning  before  the  day  had  qmte  broxen, 
80  that  he  perceived  nothing^  of  the  horse  and  light 
troops  above  and  about  him,  and  saw  onlv  the 
heavy-armed  Carthaginians  in  front  on  the  nill  of 
Torre.  H  The  consul  began  to  draw  out  his  army 
in  the  flat,  and  in  the  mean  time  the  horse  in  am- 
bush occupied  the  pass  behind  him  at  Borshette. 
Thus  the  Romans  >verc  completely  enclosed,  hav- 
ing the  lake  on  the  right,  the  main  army  on  the  hill 
of  Torre  in  front,  the  Gualandra  hills  filled  with 
the  light-armed  on  their  left  flank,  and  being  pre- 
vented from  receding  by  the  cavalry,  who,  the  farther 
they  advanced,  stopped  up  all  the  outlets  in  the 
rear.  A  fog  rising  from  the  lake  now  spread  itself 
ovto  the  any  of  the  consul,  but  the  high  lands 
were  in  the  sunshine,  and  all  the  different  corps  in 
ambush  looked  towards  tlie  hill  of  Torre  for  the 
order  of  attack.  Hannibal  gave  the  signal,  and 
moved  down  from  his  post  on  the  height.  At  the 
same  moment  aU  his  troops  on  the  eminences  b^ 
hind  and  in  the  flank  of  Flaminius,  rushed  forwards 
as  it  were  with  one  accord  into  the  plain.  The  Bo- 
mans,  who  were  forming  their  array  in  the  mist, 
suddenly  heard  the  shouts   of  the  enemy  among 


*  Oa  Goventtnt,  ehip.  I.  MCt.  nrrt.  p^.  mS,  edfc.  ITtl.    SUaej  ta, 

iipSiLi  vicb  U*»  MS  BoMllej,  on*  of  Mr.  Hom's  '*4mpimldt "  wilten. 

f  "TVntflajMerifltndoranlini 


luUa  Mmgmu  putet  pRwtnvH,  tvttthqna 

fawndt,  mooiM  lK|m  Ingcfill  piWuit, 

1lLlir.ttk>xi.«iVwdL 


^narauc9t«>aiMtuiniDlli&ptaiflgMdbiialoa«.'*  T..IJvl 

m.  XXii.  tiRp.  IV. 

t  "UWnMoriiti 

t '*ltMle«oaeaa«uiva»U**    ILU. 

f  Tdv  i$iv  KaTairp69tMw  r^f  ir<*pcfaf  Atf^oy  air^t  Kart 
XiSiTB,  Kal  r»i>«  AiSvatt  ral  r«*j  'I^qpa; ,  fx""  *»*  «*»^ 
KartOTfMTOirlScvtn,  Hkt.  Ub.  Hi.  «p.  83.  The  account  In  PolTtioi  li 
not  w  eiuilj  reconciUy«  with  preaent  appa&nnc«i  u  that  m  Urj ;  be  Idta 
of  hOla  to  the  rigbt  uid  left  of  tbe  pB«  and  raJter  •  ^^  ^■^^wo  Fhnlaftv 
cnttTod  bs  Ud  the  Inks  ai  the  right  of  both. 

I  "AlHioMHparMiiittdeceiNMkUdlB.'*    T.U^.IM. 
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thflm,  on  eTerj  li^*  and  !>«&«»  Uioy  ooold  &U  into 
thdr  ranks,  or  draw  their  swords,  or  see  by  whom 
they  were  attacked,  felt  at  once  that  they  were  sur- 
rounded and  lost. 

There  are  two  little  rivulets  which  run  from  the 
Gualandra  into  the  lake.  The  traveller  crosses  the 
first  of  these  at  about  a  mile  after  he  comes  into  the 
plain,  and  this  divides  the  Tuscan  from  the  pa^ial 
territories.  The  second,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
farther  on,  is  called  "  the  bloody  rivulet,"  and  the 
peasants  point  out  an  open  spot  to  the  left  between 
the  *' Sanffuinetto "  and  the  hills,  which,  they 
say,  was  the  principal  scene  of  slaughter.  The 
otner  part  of  the  plain  is  covered  with  thick  set 
olive-trees  in  com  srounds,  and  is  nowhere  quite 
level  except  near  the  edge  of  the  lake.  It  is,  in- 
deed, most  probable,  that  the  battle  was  fought  near 
this  end  ox  the  valley,  for  the  six  thousand  Ro- 
mans, who,  at  the  beginnine  of  the  action,  broke 
through  the  enemy,  escapocT  to  the  summit  of  an 
eminence  which  must  have  been  in  this  quarter, 
otherwise  they  would  have  had  to  traverse  the  whole 
plain  and  to  pierce  through  the  main  army  of  Han- 
nibal. 

The  Bomans  fought  desperately  for  three  hours, 
but  the  death  of  Flaminius  was  the  signal  for  a  gen- 
eral dispersion.  The  Carthaginian  horse  then  burst 
in  upon  the  fugitives,  and  the  lake,  the  marsh  about 
Borghetto,  but  chiefly  the  plain  of  the  Sanguinetto 
and  the  passes  of  the  Gualandra,  were  strewed  with 
dead.  Near  some  old  walls  on  a  bleak  ridge  to  the 
left  above  the  rivulet,  many  human  bones  have  besn 
repeatedly  found,  and  this  has  confirmed  the  pre- 
tensions and  the  name  of  the  **  stream  of  blood." 

Bvery  district  of  Italy  has  its  hero.  In  the  north 
come  painter  ic  the  usual  genius  of  the  place,  and 
the  fbreini  Julio  Romano  more  than  divides  Man- 
tua with  ner  native  Virgil.*  To  the  south  we  hear 
of  Roman  names.  Near  Thrasimene,  tradition  is 
still  faithful  to  the  fame  of  an  enem^,  and  I^anni- 
bal  the  Carthaginian  is  the  only  ancient  name  re- 
membered on  the  banks  of  the  Perugian  lake. 
Flaminius  is  unknown ;  but  the  postillions  on  that 
road  have  been  taught  to  show  the  very  spot  where 
//  Contole  Romano  was  slain.  Of  all  who  fought 
and  fell  in  the  battle  of  Thrasimene,  the  historian 
himself  has,  besides  thejjenerals  and  Maharbal,  pre- 
served indeed  only  a  smgle  name.  Tou  overtake 
the  Carthaginian  again  on  the  same  road  to  Rome. 
The  antiquary,  that  is,  the  hostler,  of  the  posthouse 
at  Spoleto,  tells  you  that  his  town  repulsed  the  vic- 
torious esaoBajj  and  shows  you  the  gate  still  called 
Porta  di  Anmbaie.  It  was  hardly  worth  while  to 
remark  that  a  French  travel  writer,  well  known  by 
the  name  of  the  President  Deputy,  saw  Thrasimene 
in  the  li^e  of  BoLsena,  which  lay  conveniently  on 
hia  way  from  Sienna  to  Rome. 

But  thou,  CUhmmm. 

StanaalxvL  Bio  1. 

No  book  of  travels  has  omitted  to  expatiate  on 
the  temple  of  the  Clitumnus,  between  Foliffno  and 
Bpoleto,  and  no  site,  or  scenery  even  in  Italy,  is 
more  worthy  a  description.  For  an  account  of^the 
dilapidation  of  this  temple,  the  reader  is  referred  to 
Historical  Illustrations  of  the  Fourth  Canto  of 
Childe  Harold. 

87. 

Charminff  the  <y«  with  dreadf^^a  matehleu  eat' 
araet.  Stanxa  Ixxi.  Une  9. 

I  saw  the  "Caseata  del  mtrmore"  of  Term 
twice,  at  diffiexent  periods ;  onoe  from  the  summit 
•f  the  precipice,  and  asain  from  the  valley  below. 
The  lower  view  is  fn  to  do  preferred,  if  the  traveller 
has  time  fbr  one  only ;  hut  in  any  point  of  view, 


either  from  above  or  bctow,  it  li  woitii  9h  die  eu> 
cades  and  torrents  of  Switzerland  put  toffetner: 
the  Staubach,  Reichenbach,  Plsse  Vache,  fall  of  Ar^ 
penas,  &c.,  are  rills  in  comparative  appearance.  Of 
the  fall  of  Schaffhausen  t  cannot  speak,  not  yet 
having  seen  it. 

38. 
An  iris  sits  amidst  the  infernal  siurge. 

Stanza  Ixxii.  Une  3. 
Of  the  time,  place,  and  qualities  of  this  kind  of 
iris,  the  reader  may  have  seen  a  short  account  in  a 
note  to  Manfred,  The  fall  looks  so  much  like  **  the 
hell  of  waters,"  that  Addison  thought  the  descent 
alluded  to  by  the  gulf  in  which  Alecto  plunged  into 
the  infernal  regions.  It  is  singular  enough  that 
two  of  the  finest  cascades  in  Europe  should  be  ar» 
tificial— ^is  of  the  Velino,  and  the  one  at  TivolL 
The  traveller  is  strongly  recommended  to  trace  the 
Velino,  at  least  as  high  as  the  little  lake  called  Pie^ 
di  Lup.  The  Reatme  territory  was  the  Italian 
Tempo,*  and  the  ancient  naturalist,  among  other 
beautiful  varieties,  remarked  the  daily  rainbows  of 
the  lake  Velinus.  f  A  scholar  of  great  name  hat 
devoted  a  treatise  to  this  district  alone.  % 


The  thundering  lauvnne. 

Stanza  IxxiiL  line  6. 

In  the  greater  part  of  Switzerland  the  avalanche* 
are  known  by  the  name  of  lauwine. 


•  AbBvttlMBiiddltortlMXIlilicMtitiyifaeealBief 
e^HmbmgtaBAtgmotrirgjL    Zeeea  ditalh,  ;L  xtB.  L  6. . .  V^Tafe 
*HM  Is  lAlM^  te.,  pw.  A.  Z.  MBlin.  ton.  L  p«f .  SM,  Puis,  I8I7. 


40. 

lahhorred 
Too  much,  to  conouerfir  the  poets  sake. 
The  drilCd  duU  teeson,  forced  down  word  fty  word* 

Stanza  Ixxv.  Unes  6,  7f  and  8. 
These  stanzas  may  probably  remind  the  readet 
of  Ensign  Northerton*s  remarks :  **  D— n  Homo, 
fte.,  but  the  reasons  for  our  dislike  are  not  exaetlY 
the  same.  I  wish  to  express  that  we  become  tired 
of  the  task  before  we  can  coinprehend  the  beauty ; 
that  we  learn  by  rote  before  we  eon  get  by  heart ; 
that  the  freshness  is  wean  awav,  and  the  fotore 
pleasure  and  advantage  deadenea  and  destroyed,  by 
the  didactic  anticipation,  at  an  age  when  we  can 
neither  feel  nor  understand  the  power  of  compoeir 
tions  which  it  requires  an  acquaintance  with  liie,  as 
well  as  Latin  and  Greek,  to  relish,  or  to  reason 
upon.  For  the  same  reason  we  never  ean  be  aware 
or  the  ftilaess  of  some  of  the  finest  passages  of 
Shakspeare,  {["To  be,  or  not  to  be,"  for  iastaaoe,) 
from  the  habit  of  having  them  hammered  into  ns  mt 
ei^t  years  old,  as  an  oxetoise  not  of  mind  bat 
of  memory :  so  that  when  we  are  old  enough  to  en> 
J  th^m,  the  taste  is  gone,  and  the  appetite  palled. 
1  some  parts  of  the  Conttnent  young  penons  axe 
tanght  frimi  more  common  authors,  and  do  not  read 
the  best  classics  till  their  maturity.    I  oertainly  do 


^ 


not  speak  on  this  point  from  any  pique  c 
towods  the  place  of  my  edncation*  I  was  not  a 
slow,  though  an  idle  boy ;  sad  t  believe  no  one  conld, 
or  can  be  more  attached  to  Hanow  than  I  have  al- 
ways been,  and  with  reason  ;««-a  pari  of  the  tinko 
passed  there  was  the  hamnssi  of  my  life ;  and  mj 
preceptor  (the  Rev.  Dr.  Joseph  Drury)was  die  best 
and  worthisst  friend  I  ever  posseesed,  whose  warnings 
I  have  remembered  but  too  well,  thoush  too  late— 
when  I  have  enred,  and  whose  eounseb  I  have  bmt 
feUowed  when  I  have  done  well  or  wisely.  If  error 
this  imperfect  reeord  of  my  feeling  towards  him 
shsold  reaeh  his  eyes,  let  it  remind  him  of  one  who 
never  thinks  of  him  but  with  gratitude  and  venera 
tion— of  one  who  would  more  gladly  boast  of  hav- 


JbLlr. 

fin 
«p.bJL 

t  AU. 
p.  778. 


ad  ana  Tanpa  dttMranL**  deer.  qte.  ad  AtHc  sv. 
aoidtoMadteinannana.**  Ha.  HUl.  !ta.  ttb  1. 
■  BtailDa  oite  •gnp^  tp-  ttlkmgn,  Tbwawr.  1Mb  i. 


NOTES  TO  CHIU>S  BABOUm  PILGRHCAQB. 


M 


^tett  &»  papa,  if^  by  more  oicMKly  Mlvwing 

^  he  eoiiM  rdlect  any  honor  upon  hu  in- 

41. 
T%0  Sc^^tof*  <0fli5  cofftasru  no  (u^  notp. 

Stansa  Ixxix.  line  6. 

For  a  comment  on  this  aad  the  two  following 
atnuasv  the  reader  may  consiUt  Historical  Ilhi8tra< 
liana  of  the  Fourth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 


42. 

The  Irtbfy  ktmdred  trmnw^M, 

Stanxa  ixxzii.  line  2, 
tiiree  hundred  and  twenty  for  the 
.ihs.    He  is  followed  by  PanTinins ; 
by  Mr.  CKbbon  and  the  modem  writ- 
en. 

4a. 

Oh  thtnh  whoaedkariei  rolPd  on  Fi)rhme*9  wheel,  ^c. 
Stanaa  IxxxilL  line  1. 

Certaaafy  were  it  not  for  these  two  traits  in  the 
fife  of  Bytta,  alluded  to  in  this  stansa,  we  should  re- 
Mxd  Um  as  a  monster  unredeemed  by  any  admira> 
Uecpn^ity.  The  atommemt  of  his  voluntaiy  resig- 
aatioB  of  empire  may  perhaps  be  aeeepted  by  us.  as 
it  seems  to  have  satisfied  the  Romans,  who,  if  they 
Imd  not  reipected  must  ha^e  destroyea  him.  There 
•ovld  bo  no  mean,  no  diTisioa  of"^  opinion ;  tiiey 
■BSt  hsTO  aU  thought,  like  Buentee,  that  what 
had  appeared  ambition  was  a  lore  of  glory,  and 
that  wtiat  had  been  mistaken  for  pride  was  a  real 
grmdearof  sooL* 

44. 
And  knd  him  «dA  the  earth'e  preeedmo  clay, 
Stuisa  bcxxTL  line  4. 

On  the  third  of  September,  Ckomwell  gained  the 
listary  of  Dunbar ;  a  year  afterwards  he  obtained 
» ys  qpuwuiug  meroy  ^  of  Woroeeter ;  and  a  few 
years  after,  on  the  same  dar,  which  he  had  OTer 
cwlmanl  the  most  fortunate  for  him,  died. 

45. 
Andihou^dnadeinhie!  etaietktetUin 
The  umUenatfirm  of  nahei  mmeetjf. 

Stansa  bcxzTii  Imea  I  and  2. 

The  projected  dirision  of  the  Spada  Pompey  hos 
shesdy  been  recorded  by  the  historian  of  the  De- 
dine  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire.  Mr.  Gibbon 
found  it  in  the  memorials  of  Flaminius  Yacca,  f 
and  it  umy  be  added  to  his  mention  of  it  that  Pope 
JuSbs  in.  gare  the  contending  owners  five  hun- 
dred crowns  for  the  statue ;  and  presented  it  to  Car^ 
dinal  Capo  di  Feno,  who  had  prer ented  the  judg- 
ment of  Solomon  from  being  executed  upon  the 
■mge.  In  a  more  civilised  age  this  statue  was  ex- 
posed to  an  actual  opmtion :  for  the  French  who 
acted  Ae  Brutus  of  Voltaire  in  the  Coliseum,  re- 
solved that  their  Cnsar  should  foil  at  the  base  of 
that  Pompey,  whidi  was  supposed  to  hare  been 
rarinkled  with  the  blood  of  the  origbud  dictator. 
ne  nhie-foot  hero  was  therefore  removed  to  the 
arena  of  tiie  ampitheatre,  and  to  facilitate  its  trans- 
port saSoed  the  temporary  amputation  of  its  richt 
ana,  The  repabUeaa  tragedians  had  to  plead  that 
the  am  was  a  restoration:  but  their  aceueers  do  not 
heBefoOat  Ae  integrity  of  the  statue  would  have 

1  it  The  lore  of  finding  every  ooineidoneo 
>d  the  true  Ceearian  ieher  in  a  stain 
amtf  the  rii^t  knee:  but  colder  criticism  has  re- 
jected not  only  the  blood  but  the  portrait,  and  as- 
•igned  the  globe  of  power  rather  to  the  first  of  the 

I  than  to  the  last  of  the  republican  masters 


of  Rome.  WSnklemaan*  is  loath  to  altow  an  he- 
roic statue  of  a  Roman  citisen,  but  the  OrimanI 
Affrippa,  a  cotemporary  alsiost,  is  heroic;  and 
naked  Roman  figures  were  only  verv  rare,  not  abso- 
lutely forbidden.  The  foce  aocoros  much  better 
with  the  *'  hominem  inieffrum  et  oaetum  et  ^raoem ,'*  f 
than  with  any  of  the  busts  of  Augustus,  and  is  too 
stem  for  him  who  was  beautiful,  says  Suetonius,  at 
all  periods  of  his  life.  The  pretended  likeness  to 
Alexander  the  Great  cannot  be  disoemed,  but  the 
traits  resemble  the  medal  of  Pom]>ey.t  The  obieo- 
tionable  plobe  may  not  hare  been  an  iU-apulied  flat- 
tery to  him  who  found  Asia  Minor  the  bcmnoary,  and 
left  it  in  the  centre  of  the  Roman  empire.  It  seems 
that  Winkelmann  has  made  a  mistake  in  thmVjuft 
that  no  proof  of  the  identity  of  this  statue,  will 
that  which  received  the  bloody  sacrifice,  can  be  de- 
rived from  the  spot  where  it  was  oi^covered. }  Fla- 
minius Vacca  says  eaUu  bia  eantifM,  and  this  can- 
tinais  known  to  nave  been  in  the  Ticolo  de*  Leutari 
near  the  Cancellaria,  a  position  corresponding  ex- 
actly to  that  of  the  Janus  before  the  basilica  of 
Pompey's  theatre,  to  which  Augustus  transfeired 
the  statue  after  the  cwia  was  cither  burnt  or  takeft 
down.  B  Part  of  the  Pompelan  shade,  If  the  porti- 
co, existed  in  the  beginning  of  the  XVth  century, 
and  the  airiMm  was  still  called  Satmm,  So  sayi 
Blondns.^  At  all  events,  so  imposing  is  the  sterm 
miyesty  of  the  statue,  and  so  memorable  is  the 
story,  that  the  play  of  imagination  leaves  no  room 
for  the  exercise  of  the  Judgment,  and  the  fiction,  If 
a  fiction  it  is,  operates  on  the  spectator  with  an  ef- 
fect not  less  powerful  than  truth. 

46. 

Atid  thou,  the  thunder-etrieken  nuree  of  Borne  t 
Stansa  Ixxxviii.  Une  1. 

Ancient  Rome,  like  modem  Sienna,  abounded 
most  probably  with  images  of  the  foster-mother  of 
her  founders,  but  there  were  two  she-wolves  of  whom 
history  makes  particular  mention.  One  of  these. 
of  braee  in  ancient  work,  was  seen  by  IHonysius  tf 
at  the  temple  of  Romulus,  under  the  Palatme,  and 
is  universally  believed  to  be  that  mentioned  by  the 
Latin  historian,  as  having  been  made  from  the  mon^ 
collected  by  a  nne  on  usurers,  and  as  standing  un- 
der the  Rumiual  fig-tree  tt  The  other  was  that 
which  Cicero^}  has  celebrated  both  in  prose  and 
verse,  and  which  the  historian  Dion  also  records  as 
having  suffered  the  same  accident  as  is  alluded  to 
by  the  orator.  H  i|    The  question  agitated  by  the  anH- 


•  Stork  doBe  Aill,  Ac,  IBx  Ix.  tap.  1,  pac-  M,  W,  tan.  L 

t  Cker.  Epfat  «d.  Attkian,  sL  a 

)  PuUldMd  bjr  Ctmem  hi  hb  Mmmud  RttnMimn. 

f  SlMfeadbAitl,*e.  Bid. 

I  SaettNi.faTit.At«art.eiy^>l,  urilnTftC.J.CMW.MVbm  Affte 
Mjtkwia  banc  down.    Bwe  a  now  af  Hhaw  to  StiMaahw,  py.  ML 

f  «TttiaadoFiDnpelaIetttaa|Mlana*«a*M.'* 

0«ld.AnAMik 
•*  SoBMlHiaanta,  B.  I.  ftw  II 
tt  X&XKta  irvt^itarm  wdhmttt  iflyeeimf.   A«^Bi^ll»l. 

II  "Ad  Sena  BmiMlam  dmnhcM  taS«ilHm  i Sniain  ttrtda  nib 

terfbaa  hipa  paffMnaL**    Ur.  BM.  Bb.  x.  eap.  bdi.    TUa  waa  fa  «• 

jmr  V.  C.  48B,  or  457. 
If  **Tau  mam  Natt^  turn  afenulMM  Deorua, »aiiwl«nwi  «  Bihh 
makrletbeUwfiruliiilaaaladaaoiMiderait."    DaDMMtLn.  "Ta^ 
a  M  na  elkn  qol  teM  oftan  eflritt  llMMriaa,  i|«M  taomlHi  h  Oay^ 

taBo  parfvm  aifaa  h 

to  CalBD.  ■.  a. 


Mailia,  qoa  pafvaa  MMVtUa  aanha  aaioa 

ITbafeoi  gnvUia  vMlBin  i%ahat 

a»a  Mm  anm  foaria  SuBOMla  MiAaii  kSi 


Da  Cooaabcn,  Ub.  I.  (Bb.  i.  da  DMbiL  cqp.  &| 


«B  «yth  (te  km  mn  weem  wmn  BgoaAad  aad  baeoma  d^nifi^ 
it  ttH  te  Bona  M  «M  li  WMt  «  iNi*  *>M  to  liqttv^  MiW 


IW 


BTKOirS  WORKS. 


paries  is,  wliether  tiie  w6\tn€fw  in  the  oonscrrRtets* 
palace  is  that  of  Liry  and  Dionysitis,  or  that  of  Cice- 
ro, or  "vrhether  it  is  neither  one  nor  the  other.  The 
earlier  writers  differ  as  mach  as  the  modems :  Lucius 
Faunus  *  says,  tiiat  it  is  the  one  alluded  to  by  both, 
which  is  impossible,  and  also  by  Virgil,  which  may 
be.  Fulyius  Ursinus  f  calls  it  the  wolf  of  Dionys- 
ius,  and  Marlianus  t  talks  of  it  as  the  one  men- 
tioned by  Cicero.  To  him  Rycquius  tremblingly 
assents.f  Nardini  is  inclined  to  suppose  it  may  be 
one  of  the  many  wolves  preserved  in  Ancient  Borne ; 
but  of  the  two  rather  bends  to  the  Ciceronian 
statue,  li  Montfkucont  mentions  it  as  as  a  point 
without  doubt.  Of  the  latter  writers  the  decisive 
Winkehnann**  proclaims  it  as  having  been  found 
at  the  church  of  Saint  Theodore,  where,  or  near 
where,  was  the  temple  at  Romulus,  and  conseouent- 
ly  makes  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius.  His  authority 
is  Lucius  Faunus,  who,  however,  only  says  that  it 
vxtsplacedf  not  found,  at  the  Ficus  Ruminalis,  by 
the  Comitium,  by  which  he  does  not  seem  to  allude 
to  the  church  of  Saint  Theodore.  Rycquius  was 
the  first  to  make  the  mistake,  and  Winkelmann 
loUowed  Rycquius. 

Flamiirius  v  acca  tells  quite  a  different  story,  and 
■ays  he  had  heard  the  wolf  with  the  twins  was 
found  ft  near  the  arch  of  Septimius  Severus.  The 
eommentator  on  Winkelmann  is  of  the  same  onin- 
ion  with  that  learned  person,  and  is  incensea  at 
Kardini  for  not  having  remarked  that  Cicero,  in 
■peaking  of  the  wolf  struck  with  lightning  in  the 
Capitol,  makes  use  of  the  past  tense.  But,  with 
the  Abate's  leave,  Nardini  does  not  positively  assert 
the  statue  to  be  that  mentioned  by  Cicero,  and,  if 
he  had,  the  assumption  would  not  perhaps  have 
been  so  exceedinglv  indiscreet.  The  Abate  himself 
is  obliged  to  own  tnat  there  are  marks  very  like  the 
scathing  of  lightning  in  the  hinder  legs  of  the  pres- 
ent wolf;  and,  to  g;et  rid  of  this,  adds,  that  the 
wolf  seen  by  Dionysius  mi^ht  have  been  also  struck 
oy  lightning,  or  othemise  mjured. 
:  Let  us  examine  the  subject  by  a  reference  to  the 
WOTds  of  Cicero.  The  orator  in  two  places  seema 
to  particulariase  the  Romuhis  and  the  Remus,  espe- 
cially the  first,  which  his  andlence  remembered 
to  have  been  in  the  Capitol,  as  being  struck  with 
lightning.    In  his  verses  he  records  that  the  twins 


tovudathe«Mti  JMiiMiitlaikhaflennnknMulaorUKwoir.  Thli  happened 
!n  A.  U.  C.  988.  The  Abate  Fm,  !n  noiidiif  thia  poaca^  of  Dion  (Stoila 
<k\k  Anl,  ftc,  totn.  I.  j»g.  402,  now  x.)  mj*,  Tfon  ovAwa,  aggiungt 
iMom,  cte /bM«  «m /MiMM  (Mm  indO  t9  whkh  te  k  dMT  tiM  Ateee  tnm- 
jMBd  Uw  XTbndio-LMiDckTiu  Tvoioo.  irhfch  putofuamU*  atoM/ikt  for  (he 
migfaal  ISvjttvth  *■  ^""^  ^^  ^<"*  "<'*  '■*""'>*  ^  ftnmta,  but  only  raind, 
M  may  be  dMiiuitlj  aeen  from  another  paann  of  the  aarae  Dion :  'Hff"tiAih 
Bn  ftlv  0^  h  'A^p£«««(  cat  rdv  Avyowroy  tvravBa  Upvaai, 
HlM.lih.lrL    Dion aaxi that A9ripfa'<viahed  10 rofaecalalM of Aivuato* 

tallloFteMlMOB." 

*  '*  b  eailem  partku  anaa  iii|a,  cdjoi  oheilbua  RoiQUlna  ae  Banini  hfllan- 
tea  inblant,  eonqiwiiir t  da  hae CioaiD H  VnrgUiiM  tan^ier  iotdlesaie.  Livhia 
boa  riimiHih  JBiWrnr  sx  peeunib  quBwa  muleutl  aiaen  ftsDezaioraa,  podtum 
innuit.  Antca  in  Comilib  ad  Ficiun  Rtiiainafeni,  quo  loco  pueil  fueiani  e»> 
pnM  locaum  pro  eeno  eau"  Imc.  Fauni  de  AnUq.  Utb.  Rom.  lib.  it.  aap. 
Tfi.  ap.  SallaDgn^  torn.  L  p.  Sir.  In  Ma  XVI  lih  chapter  he  rapoata  that  Iha 
«MMa««Ndiai«,tat  not  that  tfaqr  wtn*  y^Ntwi  there. 

t  Ap.  Nardhti  Bom  Vetiv,  lih.  r.  cap.  ir. 

i  UadhMl  Uib.Ram.  Top«gnph.  ISk  iL  cap.  Ix.  lie  mendooa  another 
Vdf  and  tarfna  In  the  Tationi,  Ub.  r.  cap.  ssi. 

f  "Nob  deauat  qui  haao  ^wam  aaM  puisnt,  quam  adpinxirouat  qwe  e 
•onlto  hi  BarifieanHLalMUinm,  oofflnonnHltia  aUia  anliqiOtaiiun  nliqaib, 
alqne  Unc  in  Oapholium  po«aa  rdata  ait,  qtuutnTia  Marliviua  autiqaBin  Cap- 
aolnameeaeBMhiii^TuaadeeGiipaum.cuIuthtreBUnia  dnUa,  trepidt  ad- 
fentfanur.'*  JuaL  Bycq^  de  Cnpit.  Roman.  Corona,  oap.  xslr.  paf .  Ml, 
idk  Locd.  Bat.  1606. 

I  NanUni  Roma  Yetoa,  nb.  r.  cap.  W. 

T  <*  iMfm.  hodieque  in  capiioUaia  pmetnt  axlibui,  eummdgb  AiIibIbIi  quo 
klam  narmt  Cicero."    Diarinm  Italic  torn.  i.  p.  174. 

••  Storia  delle  Attl,  kt.,  Bb.  m.  cap.  ill.  f  L  note  10.  WhiMnann  has 
■Mlea  ttiaiiy  Mwlertn thaaqte,  by  eayhy  th» Plwii*  i  waU  <—  HW te 
Iht  CaiAel,  and  (hat  DloB  waa  mmy  hi  aayhif  aa. 

tt  "I^Miedl  dixv^che  I'Eitelo  «  Inon,  eteogglilMfa  naOaalRtf 
GaAiid0g1Jo,luO«T««»iiei  faro  Bonnno  appnaee  litoev  dl  Bettknb  i  e  vofti 
WeiMiaiMhehihipadilnwwehenltaiaBaBBolo^BHMi  e  eta  MDa  Logiia 
Ham.  Yaeaa,  Altanoete,  awm.  a.  pap.  4  ap^ 


fand  woK  both  feU,  and  the  latter  left  befafad  «hs 
marks  of  her  feet.  Cicero  does  not  say  €KMt  the 
wolf  was  consumed ;  and  Dion  only  mentions  that 
it  fell  down,  without  alludinff,  as  the  Abate  has 
made  him,  to  the  force  of  the  dIow,  or  the  firmness 
with  which  it  had  been  fixed.  The  whole  strength, 
therefore,  of  the  Abate's  argument  hangs  upon  the 
past  tense ;  which,  howe\*er,  may  be  somewhat  di- 
minished by  remarking  that  the  phrase  only  showi 
that  the  statue  was  not  then  standing  in  its  former 
position.  Winkelmann  has  observed,  that  the 
present  twins  are  modem ;  and  it  is  equally  clear 
that  there  are  marks  of  gilding  on  the  wolf  which 
mig;ht  therefore  be  supposed  to  make  part  of  the  • 
ancient  group.  It  is  known  that  the  sacred  imagee 
of  the  Capitol  were  not  destroyed  when  injured  by 
time  or  accident,  but  were  put  into  cettain  under* 
ground  depositories  caXiei  favissa.*  It  may  be 
thought  possible  that  the  wolf  had  been  so  deposit- 
ed, and  had  been  replaced  in  some  conspicuous  sit- 
uation when  the  Capitol  was  rebuilt  by  Vespasian. 
Rycquius,  without  mentioning  his  authorily,  tellB 
tliat  It  was  transferred  firom  the  Comitium  to  the 
Lateran,  and  thence  brought  to  the  CapitoL  If  it 
was  found  near  the  arch  of  Severus,  it  may  hare 
been  one  of  the  images  which  Orosius  f  say»  was 
thrown  down  in  the  Forum  by  lightning  wh^  Alar 
ric  took  the  dty.  That  it  is  of  very  hiffh  antiam- 
ty  the  workmanship  is  a  decisive  prooi;  and ^M(t 
circumstance  induced  Winkelmann  to  believe  it  the 
wolf  of  Dionysius.  The  Capitolene  Wolf,  howvvei^ 
may  have  been  of  the  same  early  date  as  tiiat  at  the 
temi>le  of  Romulus.  Lactantiufl  %  asserts  that  im 
his  time  the  Romans  worshipped  a  wolf;  and  it  iv 
known  that  the  Lupercalia  held  out  to  a  very  lata 
period}  after  every  other  observance  of  the  ancient 
superstition  had  totally  expired.  This  may  account 
for  the  preservation  of  the  ancient  image  longer 
than  the  other  early  symbols  of  Paganism. 

Itmav  be  permitted,  however,  to  remark,  thvt 
the  wolf  was  a  Roman  symbol,  but  that  Ibe  wor- 
ship of  that  symbol  is  an  inference  drawn  by  tbe 
seal  of  Lactantius.  The  early  Christian  writers  ere 
not  to  be  trusted  in  the  charges  which  they  make 
against  the  Pagans.  Busebius  accused  the  Ro- 
mans to  their  faces  of  worshipping  Simon  Magus, 
and  raising  a  statue  to  him  in  the  island  of  the  Ty- 
ber.  The  Romans  had  probablv  never  heard  of 
such  a  person  before,  who  came,  however,  to  pUty  a 
considerable,  though  scandalous  part  in  the  church 
history,  and  has  left  several  tokens  of  hi^  aerial 
combat  with  St.  Peter  at  Rome ;  notwithstanding 
that  an  inscription  found  in  this  very  island  of  the 
Tyber  showed  the  Simon  Magus  of  Eusebius  to  be 
a  certain  indigenal  god,  called  Semo  Sangus  or 
Fidius.  II 

Even  when  the  worship  of  the  founder  of  Iftome 
had  been  abandoned,  it  was  thought  expedient  to 
humor  the  habits  of  the  good  matrons  of  the  dty 
bv  sending  them  with  their  sick  infants  to  the 
cAurch  of  Saint  Theodore,  as  they  had  befbre  car- 


•  Lns.Paaa.lbid. 

t  See  note  lo  atsaa  Ixn.  hi  BMariaal  iPitinlliilia 

X  ><  RomnU  nutriz  Liipa  boooribaa  eat  aflaeta  dMala,  et  knma  ai  i 
iyaumruiaaetjcujuafigunmfeiit.*'  liutant  de  Falaa  ReUgionei  Bb.  X|  eapw 
zz.  paf.  101,  edit  Tailor,  1600 :  that  is  to  aay,  he  would  mther  adore  a  woU 
tbso  a  proitltate.  Hh  eommentator  has  obaored  that  ifeii  opbalon  ef  tivj 
taoeenSag  Lanrentbi  being  flared  in  tidawolf  wu  aet  mlreMBl.  BtaalD 
dtoaghteo.  Ryeqrtaafaviong  to  aayibf  ftnt LactMUlia  — Suae ihi  wtf 
WMfateOapkoL 

f  To  A.  D.  406.  "aa&i  oadeN  poarit,"  ea|«  BMcalua  (AoHb  BDctaBL 
MB.  viB.  p.  003,  In.  an.  4M|,  **  vigulaae  adhoe  Rema  ad  Gehaal  (eaapots, 
qua  Aiere  ante  esordia  ntla  aQata  in  Italiam  LupeicaBk? "  Geiaaitia  vrale 
a  letter  wiiloh  oecopiea  tarn  fbOo  pa^  to  AodnnuicliaB  the  senator,  aad 
otfien,  to  ahov  that  the  itiee  AMdd  be  g^rea  ap. 

I  Eiieebhtt  haa  tha»  traRhi  ««1  d»^t£vr(  rap*  {alV  &r  3f«« 
rtilimra*,  i»  r» Ti0§pi  mrmnA  fisra|i  nei'  Ma  ytt^pw^ 
/Txcer  iwiypafk^  'Poipialf  jn^  raimPt  £f#ift>v(  3co»  Xif^KTtx 
EBalaa.Biat.llbwLeap.an.pk48.  JaadaManrrfaastoMtte  std^Mln 
~  leHlfMl  todMacttUe&bla.  •eoNaidlBlSMfl 


Yec  lib.  Ttt.  cap.  zU. 
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iM  l^tm  to  tte  tnmle  df  BoBMdm.*  TIm  ptMtSee 
b  ooBtiBiisd  to  thii  day ;  uid  the  site  of  the  ahore 
t^mA  leeau  to  be  theiebj  identified  with  that  of 
tke  temple;  so  that  if  the  wolf  had  been  reallgr 
fiiMd  mete,  ae  Whikrinunn  laTf ,  there  would  be 
BP  doabt  of  the  present  statue  bong  that  seen  by 
jKoayshukt  But  Faanns»  in  Myin^  that  it  was 
pt  dM  Ficna  Ruminalis  by  the  CTomitiiimi  is  only 
tslkiikg  of  its  ancient  position  as  recorded  t^  Pliny ; 
pmd  eren  if  he  had  been  remarking  where  it  was 
fbond,  would  not  haTe  alladed  to  the  church  of 
Beint  Tlieodore,  but  to  a  very  diffinrent  plaee,  near 
which  it  was  men  thought  the  Ficns  Kununalis 
Bad  heem,  and  also  the  Comitimn ;  that  is,  the  three 
fr*"^"***  by  the  chnrch  of  Santa  Maria  liberatrice, 
■I  the  earner  of  the  Palatine  looking  on  the  Forum. 
It  iSy  in  &ct,  a  mere  coiuectnre  wnere  the  image 
was  actual^  dug  up.  X  ana  perhaps,  on  the  whole, 
(^  marks  <n  the  gilding,  ana  of  the  lightning,  are 
a  better  arsiument  in  faror  of  its  being  the  Cieero- 
nian  wolf  thaa  any  tiiat  can  be  adduced  for  the  eon- 
trarr  opinion.  At  any  rate,  it  is  reasonably  seleeted 
fcr  uie  teKt  of  the  poem  as  one  of  the  most  inte- 
resting relics  of  the  ancient  dty,  f  and  is  certainly 
the  figvre,  if  not  the  rery  animal  to  which  Virgu 
•Ihidsii  in  his  beantiftil 


47. 
For  tkt  Roman* $  tnimd 
Wm»  moddtd  tn  a  tot  terrutriai  momld. 

Stanza  xc.  lines  3  and  4. 
It  ii  possible  to  be  a  very  great  man,  and  to  be 
ftill  TflKj  inferior  to  Julius  Cssar,  the  most  complete 
charaetcr,  so  Lord  Bacon  tiiought,  of  all  antiquity. 
Hatoie  seems  incapable  of  such  extraordinary  com- 
Dinaliona  as  composed  his  versatile  capacity,  which 
was  the  wonder  even  of  the  Romans  themselres. 
The  first  general — ^the  only  triumphant  politician— 
Inlnor  to  none  in  dnNqucnce^-KJomparable  to  any  in 
fte  attainments  of  wisdom,  in  an  age  made  up  of 
the  greatest  commanders,  statesmen,  orators,  and 
philosophers,  that  erer  appeared  in  the  world— an 
author  who  composed  a  ponect  specimen  of  military 
aanals  in  his  travelling  carriage — at  one  time  in  a 
esntioveTsy  with  Cato,  at  another  writing  a  treatise 
•n  panning,  and  collecting  a  set  of  good  sayings— 
fig^rangV  and  T^^ki^g  love  at  the  same  moment, 


-JbmksImMiI  f nmilii  par  logfler  to  winori*  d>'  gfcioeM 
WMS  fa  9mm  d  Biwufa,  fatwli—iio  Vvm  di  portwri  BwnlM 
\  da  iiifciium  oocuhe,  aedk  ri  Bbofoo  per  ITnttiii—kim  dS  qoMl* 
9mm^  mmt  di  cantfaiio  ri  iperiiamta.**    Bknit  si.    Bipa  McunUa  t  mi» 
^MA  ihMiliiHi.  ac,  dl  Bona  Moiknta  deO'  Ab.  RUoM;  T«auti,  I7SI. 

t  IfanM,  A.  V.  ea]iL  11,  coaTfcto  INw^wIm  Vmrn  trwmi  trroria,  fa 
yaekyfatRaoin]  flroee  at  tht  cfanch  of  Sabt  Theodo* :  bol  aa  Urj 
■^•Stevdf  waa  at  Urn  FIcaa  RanrinaAi,  and  Dkmy^m  at  tfaetemffa  oT 
Mmm^a^  he  fa  ttB^  (cap.  Ir.)  to  own  tint  Ihe  two  wen  doae 
viA  as  fai  LopoiBl  cave,  abadM,  aa  fc  wm,  b7  tha  flgm««. 
I  "  ad  mmmmm  §am  oBa  Bnmfaafc  faininatat,     ' 

>■>•<,■   IIWIW,  iMIIlllYl 

inod  a  M^b  Mfa  Du  liaito  UHBtMi  apydbao  «U /c 
.  feBa  ^  aMa  MUaa  lopa  gemiooa  paeroloa  lactanliB,  quant  hodie  fa  eaphoBo 
t  tTitb  ■oaaa*  FadH,  cap.  B.  flae  afa> 
I  wnli  after  Najdfai  fa  MV.    Ap.  Oiwr.  AiM^.  tUm. 

1  Pw'irw,  lai  «L  aip.  tS,  gfaaa  anwifal  iiipiilfai  w  c— itti  dw  wdf 
B^  ane  periln  aa  (bat  fa  dK  CbpSd :  cMl  fa  aa  M>«aa  dw  wdT  wfib 
tefa^MtKVOtBd.    abcr«eSiiMcrAii«oiifa«Pfak 

|JikvS.SB.  Sea  Dc.  MkkQeton,  fa  Mi  iMar  ftoB  B«Mk  vhi  fa. 
^  t»  aa  Ckanaiait  woU;  b«  wMmoC  esMdafaf  Ite  ntjeat. 

Tfakfali 


•adwOUiigto 


tress  ftnr  a  sight  of  the  Pountaias  oFthe^Se.  8od| 
did  Julius  Cesar  appear  to  his  cotemporaries  and  to 
those  of  the  subsequent  ages,  who  were  the  most 
inclined  to  deplore  and  execrate  his  fatal  genius. 

But  we  must  not  be  so  much  daaalea  with  his 
sozpassing  fflory,  or  with  his  magnanimous,  hit 
amiable  qualities,  as  to  forget  the  decision  of  hlf 
impartial  countryioMn : 

HE  WAJ  JVSTLT  SLllX.* 
48. 

What  from  tku  harrtH  bemg  do  we  re^t 
Our  smtom  marrow ,  omd  omr  roaoon  fnuL 

Stansa  xciiL  Unes  1  and  2. 
**....  omnes  P^ne  veteres ;  qui  nihil  eognoselt 
nihil  percepi,  nihil  sdri  posse  mxenmt :  ai^pistQe 
sensus :  imbeeillos  animos,  breria  ewrioula  ritn;  hi 
profundo  veritatem  demersam ;  opinionibus  et  instl> 
tutis  omnia  teneri ;  nihil  veritati  reUnqni :  deinoept 
omnia  tanebris  circumfusa  esse  dixsrunt."  f  Tke 
ei|(hteen  hundred  years  which  have  elapsed  since 
Cicero  wrote  this  have  not  remored  an?  of  the  ftn- 
perfections  of  humanity :  and  the  complaints  of  the 
ancient  philosophers  may,  without  injustice  or  aflbo- 
tation,  be  transcribed  in  a  poem  written  yesterday. 


Tkort  it  a  tlem  round  tower  of  other  dsyt . 

Stansa  xdx.  Ime  I. 
AModing  to  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  Metella,  called 
Cape  di  Bove,  in  the  Appian  Way.    See  Historical 
niustrationa  of  the  IVth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 

50. 

Propkeiie  of  tike  doom 
Heaven  aivee  ite  faoorHee    earlu  death. 

Stasia  cii.lmestf  and  «. 

Rich.  Frane.  Phil.  Branch.  Poetii 
Gnomid,  p.  891,  edit.  17S4. 

61. 

Behold  the  Imperial  Mount !  tie  thue  the  mighty  fiUh . 
Stansa  cvii.  line  9. 
The  Palatine  is  one  mass  of  ruins,  particularly  on 
the  dde  towards  the  Circus  Maximus.  The  very 
soil  is  formed  of  crumbled  brick-work.  Nothing 
has  been  told,  nothing  can  be  told,  to  satisfy  the 
belief  of  any  but  a  Roman  antiquary.  See  Histor- 
ical Illustrations,  page  206. 

62. 
There  io  Me  leral  ef  ail  iUawaw  take : 
'TVs  but  the  eame  reheareai  of  thejmet, 
Fktt  Freedom^  amd  theu  Olory^  tie. 

Staaaa  erilL  lines  f,  2»  and  «. 
The  author  of  the  Life  of  Cicero,  speaking  of  the 
opinion  entertained  of  Britun  by  that  orator  and 
his  cotemporary  Romans,  has  the  following  eloquent 


'<  Sic  relut  fa  tuU 
Noob  iter  medium.' 


•ecuri  pace  ttafaeUoC 


M^aa- 


■di,kifa 


■dfafewyjoJiloa 


InanuH  Canr  aamper  aUciBr  mua 


•IvaanMaxiMfaHlar,''  ly  Bontnotiia,  after  a  fclr  eadmatko  <<  Ui 

abanrder,  and  maJdof  iwe  of  a  phiaae  whk^i  waa  a  fannula  fa  Ur/'e  %^m, 

Mdliw  Just  CMMi  pvanumkvk,  edam  d  Rfni  crimiue  inanna  futsk .  " 

(Hfa  It.  aapw  48,1  aad  wbkh  waa  coadnnad  fa  dio  kgal  Jadfinenfa  piv> 

■aad  fa  )<rtMelie  faMBUdia,aMh  aa  UHaff  h 

fa  «a.  a  J.  cfa«r,  widi  «»««MafT  «f  n*«Pi  ^  n^ 

t  awiliiail,Ml 


lOS 


BTSOirS  WORKS. 


passage :  <<From  liieir  rafltexies  of  liiis  kind,  on  the 
Darbarity  and  misery  of  our  island,  one  cannot  help 
reflecting  on  the  surprising  fate  and  revolntions  of 
kinffdoma;  how  Rome,  once  the  mistress  of  the 
worTdi  the  seat  of  arts,  empire,  and  glory,  now  lies 
sunk  in  sloth,  ignorance,  and  poverty,  enslaved  to 
the  most  cnxel  as  well  as  the  most  contemptible  of 
tyrants,  superstition,  and  religious  imposture: 
while  this  remote  country,  anciently  the  jest  and 
contempt  of  the  polite  Romans,  is  become  the  hap- 
py seat  of  liberty,  plenty,  and  letters  ;  flouxfshing 
m  all  the  arts  and  refinements  of  civil  life ;  yet 
running  perhaps  the  same  course  which  Rome  it- 
self  had  run  before  it,  from  virtuous  industry  to 
wealth ;  firom  wealth  to  luxury ;  from  luxury  to  an 
impatience  of  discipline,  and  coimption  of  morals ; 
till,  by  a  total  degeneracy  and  loss  of  virtue,  being 
grown  ripe  for  destruction,  it  fall  a  prey  at  last  to 
some  haray  oppressor»  and,  with  the  loss  of  liber- 
ty, losing  e?«7thin^  that  is  valuable,  sinks  gradu- 
ally again  into  its  onginal  barbarism."  * 

63. 

And  apostolic  statues  climb 
To  crush  the  impmial  um,  whose  ashes  slept  sublime. 
Stanza  ex.  lines  8  and  9. 
The  oolunm  of  Trajan  is  surmounted  by  St.  Peter ; 
Ihat  of  Auzelius  by  St.  Paul.    See  Historical  lUus- 
tcfttionB  of  the  lY th  Canto,  &c. 

M. 

8iiU  we  Trc^an*s  name  adore. 

Stanza  exi.  line  9. 
Tr^aa  was  proverbially  the  best  of  the  Roman 
prbices ;  f  and  it  would  be  easier  to  find  a  sovereign 
uniting  exactly  the  opposite  characteristics,  than 
one  possessed  of  all  the  happy  qualities  ascribed  to 
this  emperor.  "  When  he  mounted  the  throne,*' 
says  the  historian  Dion,t  "  he  was  strong  in  body, 
be  was  vigorous  in  mind ;  age  had  impaired  none  of 
his  fiumlties ;  he  was  aHogetner  free  n>om  envy  and 
from  detraction ;  he  honored  all  the  good,  and  he 
advanced  them ;  and  on  this  account  they  could  not 
be  the  objects  of  his  fear,  or  of  his  hate ;  he  never 
listened  to  informers ;  he  gave  not  way  to  his  anger : 
lie  abstained  equaUv  from  unfair  exactions  and  un- 
just punishments ;  ne  had  rather  be  loved  as  a  man 
than  honored  as  a  sovereign ;  he  was  affable  with 
his  people,  respectful  to  the  senate,  and  universally 
beloveabprboth;  he  inspired  none  with  dread  but 
the  enemies  of  his  country." 

55. 
Riensif  last  of  Bomans. 

Stanza  cxiv.  line  5. 

The  name  and  ex^aHs  of  Bleiui  muet  be  famil- 
iar to  tSie  reader  of  fiiMMm.  fiona  details  and  ined- 
Hed  manuseiipts  relativa  to  this  unhappy  hero  wiU 
be  seen  in  the  Ilhifltratioiis  to  the  IVth  Cfanto. 


•  Th«m*ii7cni«iiaiirM.Taa»chHD^  wbvL  VOL  I.  p.  us. 

Thi«oBaMlliubMai«v«n«d  In  ■  Ibm  «xiiBonliHuy  Ibmuos.  AgBodo- 
k«a  «M  (brawn  lotBpriHm  at  Ihili ;  effiwti  wen  riHuk  Tor  hbrolewe.  Tto 
PraaA  mlahtf  rartinued  to  detehi  Urn,  ondar  tbo  pratooee  that  he  wu  not 
,  bat  obIj  a  Ammm.    Sat  «*lBtamMin(  JPaela  idailaf  «b 


t  .  TBAJAKO.' 


r,  nU,  PBUaOR .  AVOVBTO  . 
Eutrapb  Braw.  HkLBom.  Uk  vUL  «npb  t. 


ifUyekwf  iral  Stdi  to9to  oirr  i^oSsXrd  ripa  air&p,  o^t 

iuunt Simo\tt7i  rt  ficirra  kwtvrt^  r«l  6py^  jfrim 

0o«A«9r0*  ri^  rt  XPII^'''^^  ^v  iXXurpttav  Tm  vol  fSpmv 

tAp  ditnty  dntx'Te ^tXoifttvdt  rt  •{»  iv*  airoit 

fiXXov  1^  ri;ia3ii(rnf  <X'(ps,  iral  rfi  r«  Himw  utr*  <iricf«cia( 
nMyivsr;  ital  r$  ynpowrlf  9tfLVW9ptrrQ%  OfiiAri*  dyvmrrdi 
pky  wdfff  6oScpdi  et  itiiStpX,  wXflv  9o\eitfoti  Sir,  Hfat.  Boin.Bb. 
tartL  «v  fL  at  HL  lam.  B.  p.  IISB,  ItM,  Mh.  Banb.  nsa 


56. 


Bgeria  !  sweet  creation  of  some  heart 
Which  found  no  mortal  resHng-plaoe  so  fmr 
As  thine  ideal  breast. 

Stanza  cxv.  lines  1,  2,  and  8. 

The  respectable  authority  of  Flaminius  Tacca 
would  inclme  us  to  believe  in  the  claims  of  the  E^ 
rian  grotto.*  He  assures  us  that  he  saw  an  inscnp* 
tion  m  the  pavement,  stating  that  the  fountain  was 
that  of  Egeria,  dedicated  to  the  nymphs.  The  in- 
scription IS  not  there  at  this  day :  but  Hont&ucon 
quotes  two  lines  f  of  Ovid  from  a  stone  in  the  Villa 
Giustiniani,  which  he  seems  to  think  had  been 
brought  from  the  some  grotto. 

This  grotto  and  valley  were  formerly  fre<}uented 
in  summer,  and  porticularlv  the  first  Simday  inHay, 
by  the  moaern  Romans,  wno  attached  a  salubrious 
Quality  to  the  fountain  which  trickles  from  an  ori- 
fice at  the  bottom  of  the  vault,  and,  overfiowing  the 
little  pools,  creeps  down  the  matted  gxiiss  into  the 
brook  below.  The  brook  is  the  Ovidian  Almo, 
whose  name  and  qualities  are  lost  in  the  modem 
Aquataccio.  The  valley  itself  is  called  Valle  di 
Caffarelli,  from  the  dukes  Of  that  name  who  made 
over  their  fountain  to  the  Pallavicini,  with  sixty 
rvbbia  of  a^oining  land. 

There  can  be  little  doubt  that  this  lonff  dell  is  the 
Egerian  vaUey  of  Juvenal,  and  the  pausing  place  of 
XJmbritus,  notwithstanding  the  creneralitv  of  Us 
commentators  have  supposed  the  aesoent  or  the  sat 
)rist  and  his  friend  to  have  been  into  the  Aririaw 

ove,  where  the  nvmph  met  Hippolitus,  and  where 

le  waa  more  pecuUarly  worshipped. 

The  step  from  the  Porta  Capena  to  the  Albaa 
hill,  fifteen  miles  distant,  would  be  too  considera- 
ble, unless  we  were  to  beueve  in  the  wild  coi^eotnre 
of  Vossius,  who  makes  that  gate  travel  from  its 
present  station,  where  he  pretends  it  was  during  the 
reign  of  the  kings,  as  far  as  the  Arician  grove,  and 
then  makes  it  recede  to  its  old  site  inathin  the 
shrinking  city.^  The  tufo,  or  pumice,  which  the 
poet  prerers  to  marble,  is  the  substance  composing 
the  bank  In  which  the  grotto  is  sunk. 

The  modem  topograpners  {  find  in  the  grotto  the 
statue  of  the  nymph  and  nine  niches  for  the  Muses, 
and  a  late  traveller  ||  has  discovered  that  the  cave 
is  restored  to  that  simplicity  which  the  poet  re- 
gretted had  been  exchanged  for  injudicious  orna- 
ment. But  the  headless  statue  is  palpably  rather  a 
male  tlian  a  nymph,  and  has  none  of  the  attrfimtes 
ascribed  to  it  at  present  visible.  The  nine  Muses 
could  hardly  have  stood  in  six  niches ;  and  Juvenal 
certainly  does  not  allude  to  any  individual  cavtt.1l 


Sove 
e  w 


••  Poco  lontano  dal  detto  luogo  il  aeanda  ad  on  eaaUaMB,  del  ^hIm  • 

•ono  Padroal  U  CafimiU,  eba  oon  qiacalo  nome  A  CUaniato  0  lttogO{  «l  k  ooaa 

ana  aotto  ana  gran  toIU  aatica,  cbe  al  pweiSa  d  code,  •  M  lln—iS  v| 

vaeno I'aatota a ricnanl ;  nel  pavimanto dl eaaa taam ■l^ffi U «b niilafl* 

HnqoaaaUrgatadiEgnKdwSeata  alle  ainft, «  quaaia  dioa  I^D|«lafla^ 

■ora k madadma Contain cui  fix  coavwiita.*'    MaBBorf^  *&, ^  Naidtel, 

if.ia.   HadoeanotflTstbBlnaaiiidoo. 

t  "  In  TiOa  Ju«bi«na  extal  infona  UpU  qptdtatoa  aoBte  fa  qas  ari^ 
n  duo  OTidU  eannina  aunt  1 

ITtnila  nal  ijiai  pnrtMtaqurai  iia  grata  rimiaili 


hAot 


Qnl  bph  vldatur  ax  eodam  Vfida  fin*,  ant  4aa  vkbii 
lNBifamiltalk.p.lSB. 

X  De  Mafnh.  Vat.  Rom.  ap.  Gmv.  Ant.  Roau  torn. 

I  BoMnard,  DeKiWooa  di  nooia  •  ddl' agio  Bi 


Vanad,  in  Roma,  I7SB.    Thej  bdieve  b  tte  frotta  ai 
CIO  dl  qoaMo  imta,  aaMndovi  aoulpite  le  aoq^  a  pia  di 

I  Qaarfoal  Taor,  cbapt.  ft.  p.  07,  t«L  L 

fSabrtUtad 


Omnia  anfan  papolo  ■Mraadaai  pandara] 
Aiber,  at  ^H"""  wdiaat  *»m  O  wiJi 
In  rallann  Effnto  deaoandlmua,  at  apdoi 


tr.p.]8Sr. 
a,eocractodar  Ahati 

d  QJIOpB.        flVHlM 


Naimia<|«B,v1ildiria 
Bacfea,naeta«BMiMa«iflbi 


>clai 


nom  TO  craxDB  hibouvs  pilordcaob. 


108 


RoOyBg  can  be  collected  from  the  Mtirift  bat  that 
■omewaere  near  the  Porta  Capena  was  a  spot  in 
which  it  was  supposed  Noma  hdd  nightlj  consulta- 
txcois  with  his  n jmph,  and  where  there  was  a  grore 
and  a  sacred  fountain,  and  fan^  once  consecrated 
to  the  Muses ;  and  that  from  this  spot  there  was  a 
descent  into  the  vallej  of  Egfoia,  where  were  sct- 
oal  artificial  cares.  It  is  clear  that  the  statues  of 
tike  Muses  made  no  part  of  the  decoration  which 
tiie  satirist  thought  misplaced  in  these  caves ;  for  he 
esporessly  assigns  other  fanes  (delnbra)  to  these  di> 
rinities  above  the  valley,  and  moreover  tells  us 
£hat  thev  had  been  ejected  to  make  room  for  the 
Jews.  In  £act,  the  little  temple,  now  called  that  of 
Bacchus,  was  formerly  thought  to  belong  to  the 
Muses,  and  Nardini*  places  them  in  a  poplar 
grove,  which  was  in  his  time  above  the  valley. 

It  is  probable,  from  the  inscription  and  position, 
that  the  cave  now  shown  may  be  one  of  the  *'  arti- 
ficial caverns,*'  of  which,  indeed,  there  is  another  a 
fittle  way  higher  up  the  valley,  under  a  tuft  of  alder 
bashes :  but  a  tingle  grotto  of  Bgeria  is  a  mere  mod- 
em invention,  grsitea  upon  the  application  of  the 
eni^et  Egerian  to  these  nymphea  m  general,  and 
whieh  nuAt  soid  us  to  look  for  the  haunts  of  Numa 
upea  the  banks  of  the  Thaases. 

Our  "Rngligii  Juvenal  was  not  seduced  into  mis- 
tnoulatioa  by  his  acquaintance  with  Pope :  he  care- 
fidly  preserves  the  correct  plural — 


The  valley  abounds  with  springSyf  and  over 
Ibaw  mrnMn,  which  the  Muses  might  haunt  from 
ftflb  nn^MDOziug  groves,  Egena  presided;  hence 
■ke  wms  ssad  to  supply  them  with  water ;  and  she 
wns  the  nymph  of  the  grottos  through  whioh  the 
fpvBtsinB  were  taught  to  flow. 

Th/t  whole  of  the  monumenta  in  the  vicinity  of 
the  Sgenan  valley  have  received  names  at  will, 
vhidi  JMve  been  changed  at  will.  Venuti  t  owns 
ke  am  see  ne  baces  of  tne  temples  of  Jove,  Saturn, 
JuB0.  YeBusy  and  Diana,  which  Nardini  found,  or 
hoped  to  find.  The  mutatorium  of  Caracalla's  cir- 
eoiy  iikt  tenmle  of  Honor  and  Virtue,  the  temple  of 
Baeehns,  sma«  above  all,  the  temple  of  the  god  Aedi* 
eahM,  are  the  antiquaries'  despair. 

The  dmis  of  Caracalla  depends  on  a  medal  of 
tihat  emporor  sited  by  Fulvius  ursinus,  of  which  the 
iSfttise  shews  a  dieas,  supposed,  however,  by  some 
te  npcesent  the  CSrons  Maximus.  It  gives  a  very 
nod  idea  of  that  plaee  of  exercise,  llie  s<m1  has 
been  bat  little  raised,  if  we  may  iudge  from  the 
omU  oeUnlar  structure  at  the  end  of  the  Spina, 
vUi^  was  probably  the  ehapel  of  the  god  Comus. 
TfaM  ceQ  is  half  beneath  the  soil,  as  it  must  have 
besB  in  the  cirevs  itself,  for  Dionysius  ^  could  not 
be  persuaded  to  believe  that  this  divinity  was  the 
Boman   Heptnae,    becaase   his   altar  was   under 


not  thus  thatourfhtkonmahitiiiMdHiBtiMbnll- 
iant  periods  of  our  history.  Pr^udioe  may  be 
trusted  to  guard  the  outworks  for  a  short  space  of 
time  while  reason  slumbers  in  the  citadel ;  but  11 
the  latter  sink  into  a  lethargy,  the  former  will 
quickly  erect  a  standard  for  herself.  Philosophy, 
wisdom  and  liberty,  support  each  other;  he  who 
will  not  reason  is  a  bigot ;  he  who  cannot,  is  a  fool ; 
and  he  who  dares  not,  is  a  slave."  Prefooe,  p.  xiv 
XV.  voL  L  1806. 

58. 

Ormt  Nmmma! 
Here,  wker$  tk§  mneimU  paid  thm  homage  long. 
Stansa  cxxxiL  lines  2  and  S. 

We  read  in  Suetonius,  that  Augustus,  from  a 
warning  received  in  a  dream,*  counterfeited,  once 
a  year,  the  beggar,  sitting  before  the  gate  of  his 
palace  with  his  hand  hollowed  and  stretched  out  for 
charitv.  A  statue  formerly  in  the  Villa  Borghese, 
and  which  should  be  now  at  Paris,  represents  Um 
Bmperor  in  that  posture  of  supplication.  The  ob- 
jeot  of  this  self  degradation  was  the  appeasement 
of  Nemesis,  the  perpetual  attendant  on  good  for- 
tune, of  whose  power  the  Roman  eonquerors  were 
also  reminded  by  certain  symbols  attached  to  their 
cars  of  triumph.  The  symbols  were  the  whip  and 
the  croialOt  which  were  discovered  in  the  Nemesis 
of  the  Vatican.  The  attitude  of  beggary  made  the 
above  statue  pass  for  that  of  Belisarius :  and  until 
the  criticism  of  Winkelmannf  had  rectified  the 
mistake,  one  fiction  was  called  in  to  support  another. 
It  was  the  same  fear  of  the  sudden  termination  of 
prosperitir  that  made  Amasis,  king  of  Egypt,  warn 
his  mend  Polvcrates  of  Samos,  that  the  gods  loved 
those  whose  lives  were  checkered  with  good  and 
evil  fortunes.  Nemesis  was  supposed  to  he  in  wait 
particularly  for  the  prudent ;  that  is,  for  those  whose 
caution  rendered  them  accessible  onlv  to  mere  acci- 
dents :  and  her  first  altar  was  raisea  on  the  banks 
of  the  Phrygian  JBsepns  by  Adrastus,  probably  the 
prince  of  that  name  who  killed  the  son  of  Citnsns 
oy  mistake.  Hence  the  goddess  was  called  Adras- 
tea.t 

The  Roman  Nemesis  was  tacred  and  avgutt, 
there  was  a  temple  to  her  in  the  Palatine  under  the 
name  of  Rhamnnsia:^  so  great  indeed  was  the 
propensity  of  the  ancients  to  trust  to  the  revolution 
of  events,  and  to  believe  in  the  divinity  of  Fortune, 
that  in  the  same  Palatine  there  was  a  temple  to  the 
Fortune  of  the  day.|l  This  is  the  last  superstition 
which  retains  its  hold  o^br  the  human  heart ;  and 
frt>m  concentrating  in  one  object  the  credulity  so 
natural  to  man,  has  always  appeared  strongest  in 
those  unembarrassed  by  other  articles  of  beliefl 
The  antiquaries  have  supposed  this  goddess  to  be 
synonymous  with  Fortune^  and  with  Fate;1I  but  it 
was  in  her  vindictive  quality  that  she  was  worship- 
ped under  the  naoM  of  Ncsneeie. 


«7. 
Tei  let  tu  ponder  boUfy, 

Stanza  cxxvfi.  line  1. 

**  At  an  events,'*  says  the  author  of  the  Academi- 
eel  QaestioBS,  '*  I  trust,  whatever  may  be  the  fate 
of  By  own  speeulatioBS,  that  philosoi^y  will  regain 
that  estimation  which  it  ought  to  possess.  The 
fiieesnd  philosophic  spfait  of  our  nation  has  been 
the  tiierae  «f  attoairatton  to  the  workL  This  was 
IIm  proud  distinetSon  of  Englishmen,  and  the  lumi- 
MMs  sooree  of  all  their  glory.  Shall  we  then  for- 
get the  many  and  disnifted  sentiments  of  our  an- 
eartcs,  to  prate  in  ue  lanruage  of  the  mother  or 
tihe  Buxse  aeout  our  good  old  prejudices?  This  b 
■ot  tike  way  to  defena  the  eanse  of  truth.    It  was 


•  SJt.U.ta^WL 

t  ■'P»<esw«*>to«gMi  iiHiilii 

SMi>«d.*cGk.dLy.9ir,1 


IlA>dW,SkH.c»p.ll 


■iiHiB.  hTlL  ti^wS,  mf.  St. 

a'sUwnorCunfflM  ai^  Aril 
te  ito  tkumitnu  ti  Ua  Mtj.    Tte  haOmnd  Kud  wm 
SigiM  of  dofTBteko ;  uMl  whan  dM  daMl  bo^jr  </ Sm 

Mabouilntiiaavhbjr 


M  BMril.  BihU,  *!.,  fan.  ■.  ^  Mi),  Mill 


taMkdriteAi«l.ae.,B>.sl.oqk.a.loB.U.p  €0. 
«ew,  towBvvr,  a  CjWfc  Mb  gives  in  te  Ml 
IS.   Tki4SiMfW(8|li| 
HaChMpiM. 
I  Ohi.  d»  AvH  MM*  AtevlMu 
f  It  k  ■■minHiil  by  tbo  n^kmuj  Vklor. 
I  PoMuM  bi^wn  dU.    CiMroMMdoMlier.daLBgib. 
f  DEAE  NEMBBl 

8IVB  FORTUNAE 
PISTORIYS 
BVOIANVS 
V.  C.  LBOAT. 
LBS.  XIU.  Q. 
COBD. 


Sea  ftufarinnii  Raroami,  Ac,  ap.  Gtm, 

Nor.  Thwanr.  Inaer^  Vet.  torn.  L  p.  SB,  8S, 


Reman,  torn.  r.  p.  948.  Bat 


IH 


BYBOil*0  WO|U&J^ 


I  c«0  before  me  the  Gladiator  lie. 

Stanza  exl.  line  1. 

Wiifither  tne  wonderfdl  statue  which  suggested 
fhiB  imaga  be  a  laquearian  gladiator,  which,  in  spite 
of  Wiakelmann's  criticism  has  been  stonUy  main* 
tained,*  or  whether  it  be  a  Qieek  herald,  as  that 
mat  anfiauazy  positively  assertedff  or  whether  it 
IS  to  be  thought  a  Spartan  or  barbarian  shield* 
bearer,  aoeording  to  the  opinion  of  his  Italian  edit- 
or ,t  it  must  assuredly  seem  a  copy  of  that  master- 
piece of  Ctesilaus  which  represented  "a  wounded 
man  djix^  who  perfectly  expressed  what  there  re- 
mained or  life  in  him."  4  llontfauoon  Q  and  Maf- 
feif  thought  it  the  identical  statue;  but  th#t 
0tatue  was  .of  bronse.  The  gladiator  was  once  in 
the  villa  Ludovizi,  and  was  bought  by  Clement  Xlt. 
The  right  arm  is  an  entire  restoration  of  |iichael 
Angelo.** 


credibly  attached  to  thew  gamos,*  gmro  fftstuit  or- 
ders to  the  gladiators  to  slay  him ;  and  Ttdemachus 
gained  the  crown  of  martyrdom,  and  the  title  of 
saint,  which  surely  has  never  either  before  or  since 
been  awarded  for  a  more  noble  exploit.  Honorius 
immediately  abolished  the  shows,  which  were  never 
afterwards  revived.  The  story  is  told  by  Theodore  f 
and  Cassiodorus,  %  and  seems  worthy  of  credit  not- 
withstanding its  place  in  the  Roman  mart)*rology.  { 
Besides  the  torrents  of  blood  which  flowed  at  the 
funerals,  in  the  amphitheatres ^  the  circus,  the  forums, 
and  other  public  places,  gladiators  were  introduced 
at  feasts,  and  tore  each  other  to  pieces  amidst  the 
supper  tables,  to  the  ^eat  delight  and  applause  of 
the  guests.  Tet  Lipsius  permits  himself  to  sup- 
LatlP^B®  the  loss  of  courage,  and  the  evident  desenera- 
i^^  of  mankind,  to  be  nearly  connected  with  the  abo- 
rt  Ution  of .    .     « 


He,  their  Mrs, 
Btdoher'd  to  metke  a  Roman  holiday. 

Stanza  cxli.  lines  6  and  7* 

Gladiators  were  of  two  kinds,  compelled  and  vol- 

Etary ;  and  were  supplied  from  several  coi[^ditions : 
m  skves  sold  for  that  purpose ;  from  culprits ; 
m  barbarian  captives  either  taken  in  war,  and, 
after  being  led  in  triumph,  set  apart  for  the  games, 
or  those  seized  and  condemned  as  rebels :  also  from 
free  citizens,  some  fighting  for  hire  (attctorati), 
others  from  a  depraved  ambition:  at  last  even 
^nights  and  senators  were  exhibited,  a  disgrace  of 
which  the  first  tyrant  was  naturally  the  first  in- 
ventor.ft  In  the  end,  dwarfs,  and  even  women, 
fought;  an  enormity  prohibited  by  Severus.  Of 
these  the  most  to  be  pitied,  undoubtedly,  were  the 
barbarian  captives ;  and  to  this  species  a  Christian 
writer tt  justly  applies  the  enithct  ** innocent" 
to  distinguish  tnem  from  the  proiessional  gladiators. 
Aurelian  and  Claudius  supplied  great  numbers  of 
these  unfortunate  victims;  the  one  after  his  tri- 
umph, and  the  other  on  the  pretext  of  a  rcbellion.§{ 
X^o  war,  says  Lipsius,]!  I  was  ever  so  destructive  to 
the  human  race  as  tiiese  sports.  In  spite  of  the 
laws  of  Constantino  and  Constons,  gladiatorial 
shows  survived  the  old  established  rehgion  more 
than  seventy  years ;  but  they  owed  tiieir  final  ex- 
tinction to  the  courage  of  a  Cfhristian.  In  the  year 
404,  on  thb  kalends  of  January,  they  were  exhibit- 
ing the  shows  in  the  Flavian  amphitheatre  before 
the  usual  immense  concourse  of  people.  Almachius 
or  Telemachus,  an  eastern  monk,  who  had  travelled 
to  Borne  intent  on  his  holy  purpose,  rushed  into 
the  midst  of  the  arena,  i^d  endeavored  to  separate 
the  combatants.    The  preetor  Alypius,  a  person  in- 


'  these  bloody  spectaoles.Q 
61. 


a>fl,lain.S.p.98B. 

t  Eiaier1HiUfi»ttB,lMnldorUhH,feflMbf  CBdIinip 
•I  EinfdKiia,  idkd  Iqr  ite  AlfaflaliiMVlM  b»  eii«Mranxl  iodng  (ha  1 
tDda  rrara  ihe  «liar  of  matgr,  aad  ia  vIior  bonor  ttej  fanlliued  m 
IwnM, eowteoed  to  tke  tfnn  orBodrfui;  or  AnthMBocdM,  Ao  AdM 
benld,  kOfcd  I7  flw  Megsmwi,  vho  imnt  VBOofwad  dw  Inpktjr. 
flteib  iMIe  Am,  4e.,  wm.  I.  p.  90B,  AM,  flOS,  MS,  Sir,  Hb.  ix.  Mipw  H. 

)8lKla,*e.,iBn.fl.|k«r.    Not.  <A.) 

f  "VidMniaBi  dofldealam  fedt  to  4M  pw*  taMlgl  quMtw  1 
MliBB."    PIiA.NtLBfat.lb.nalr.o9kl. 

t  Aalki.tta.tt.p«.9,tdb.Ui. 

t  Rmc  alat.  ttb.  M. 
'  Mos.  Capital,  torn.  B.  p.  154,  odk.  I78B. 


u  Vb.fi.  cap.  IL 


MPH 


folaplatfa  publloB  hota  Sam."    JiHt.  L^ 

f§  VopfaetH.  to  Vic  AanL  ud  io  HL  Olud.  Ud. 

II  ''Cieito  fai6  Kto  iralton  beitom  tuum  dtodan  Tsatittamiii 
toBMoo  lirtttDfaM,  qouD  hot  ad  Tolortalm  lodM.*'   JoK.  Upt.  lUd.  Bb.  i. 
lap.  sB. 


»  feneii 


Here,  where  the  Roman  miUion*t  blame  orpnUee 
Was  death  or  life,  theplaythmge  of  a  crotod. 

Stanza  cxlii.  linM  6  and  6. 

When  one  gladiator  wounded  another,  he  shout- 
ed, '*he  hatU,**  "hoc  habet,"  or  "habet."  The 
wounded  combatant  dropped  his  weapon,  and  ad- 
vancing to  the  edge  of  the  arena,  supplicated  the 
spectators.  If  he  nad  fought  well,  the  people  saved 
him ;  if  otherwise,  or  as  they  happened  to  be  in- 
clined, they  turned  down  thear  thumbs,  and  he  was 
slain.  They  were  oooaaionaUy  so  saTag*a  thatth^ 
were  l^npatient  if  a  combat  lasted  longer  than  ordi- 
nary without  wounds  or  death.  Tne  emperor's 
presence  generally  saved  the  vaiuitiished ;  and  it  is 
recorded  as  an  instance  of  Caraealla's  feroeitT,  thai 
he  sent  those  who  supplicated  him  fbr  li^,  in  • 
spectacle  at  Nioomedia,  to  ask  the  people;  in  other 
words,  handed  them  over  to  be  slala.  A  similar 
ceremony  is  observed  at  the  Spanish  bull-fights. 
The  magistrate  presides;  and  ahsr  the  honemen 
and  piecadores  have  fought  the  bull,  the  matadon 
steps  forward  and  bows  to  him  fiw  permission  to 
kill  the  animal.  If  the  bull  has  dene  -his  duty  by 
killing  two  or  three  horses,  or  a  man,  which  last  is 
rare,  the  people  interfere  with  shouts,  the  ladies 
wave  their  handkerchiefs,  and  the  animal  is  saved. 
The  wounds  and  death  of  the  horses  are  accomp** 
nied  with  the  loudest  acclamations,  and  many  ges- 
tures of  delight,  especially  from  the  female  poroon 
of  the  audience,  including  those  of  the  gentleet 
blood.  Everything  depencU  on  habit.  The  aatiior 
of  Childe  Harold,  the  writer  of  this  note,  and  one 
or  two  other  EngMsfamen,  who  have  eertainlf  ia 
other  days  borne  the  sight  of  a  pitched  batde,  wevfr, 
during  me  summer  of  1809,  in  the  ffovenkor's  box 
at  the  great  amphitheatre  of  Santa  Maria,  opposite 
to  Cadiz.  The  death  of  one  or  two  horses  com* 
pletely  satisfied  their  curiosity.  A  gentleman 
present,  observinc  them  shudder  and  look  pale,  no* 
ticed  that  unusual  reception  of  so  delightml  a  sport 
to  some  young  ladies,  who  stared  and  smiled,  and 
continued  their  applauses  as  another  horse  fell 
bleeding  to  the  ground.  One  bull  killed  three 
horses  o/f  his  own  home.  He  was  saved  by  accla- 
mations, which  were  redoubled  when  it  was  known 
he  belonged  to  a  priest. 

An  Englishman,  who  can  1>e  m«eh  pleased  with 


iMaiaiiip^flipeSI 


AagoadliiM  (IlK.«LeoBieik«ap.TliU)  "Allpfa 
toyala  facndBShn  abiapciim,'' aodUt.  to.  Mb.  4.  o^k  «8. 

t  HiiL  Eodea.  cap.  xxvl  Itb.  t. 

i  Caariod,  Tripoitka,  I.  X.  c  Jd.    Saturn,  to.  b. 

f  Barooiua,  ad.  «nn.  e(  to  mXk  ad  Maxt^.  Itaa.  1,  i 
goal  ddia  iMUMrie  iBcm  «  pidaiie  datt' Asitaalie  Ravtot  p. «,  adft.  UW. 

I  »QMod>iiaBtaUpri«BBia«auimaltoimibatouM«MMaad«falBanr 


MOOB  TO  CBOJm  HABOUyt  FILORIlCA<a. 


IM 


r  to  liMk  at  a  Ikone  gallopwg  nwui  an  uwu 
with  hit  boirah  tniliag  on  th«  grMBd,  vbA  tenw 
finHB  the  fpeeteda  via  the  H^wtetonvith  hoflrar 
•ad  dii^giist. 

82. 

LOt  LmmnJB  fmtktbaUJIrM  Cmta^9  M^ad. 
Stuua  czUt.  line  6. 

SoetoniBt  tidbaiM  oa  that  Jnliiu  Canr  mm  par- 
tiedarly  oxati&ed  bj  that  decree  of  the  aenata, 
vhkh  enabled  him  to  weer  a  vieath  of  hmrel  on  all 
oecaaona.  He  waa  amdoiia  not  to  ihow  ti^t  ha 
was  the  oonoveror  of  the  world,  hat  to  hide  that  he 
WIS  bald.  A  stzanger  at  Bomo  woold  hardly  haTe 
guEBied  at  the  notiva,  Bar  shovU  wa  without  the 
help  of  the  hiatariao. 


Wkae  ■fnnrfi  <A«  Coliamtm,  Boom  akall  ttamd. 
Stansa  exlv.  line  1. 

This  ia  owotad  in  the  DaeBaa  and  Fall  of  tha  |U> 
isaa  SBspna ;  and  a  notiee  oa  the  Goliaaaoa  ■ayba 
•eoL  ia  ^a  Hiatoiioal  lUaatiationa  to  tSbm  iVth 
Caato  of  GhOde  Baiold. 

64. 

StaosacxlrLUiMa. 
"ThoQ^  phuadered  of  all  ita  braes,  aaeept  ^ 
'  g  wUa  vaa  weeeaaary  to  pteeerve  the 


aapoaed  ta  repeated  Area,  ihooffh 
lad  oy  tha 


tirer,  aad  alwaya  open  to 

of  eqwal  antiqiilty  is  so 

'       '  -iHthKt- 

Ltwor- 

for  «he 

altar,  tlwit  Miahaei  Aageto,  erar  stadiow 

-     BddMir 


ftenia,  mm 

wdl  norwad  aa  ^bam  latonda.  It  pseeed  wit 
tts  Aeietioa  ftwa  the  Pi^aainto  tte  present 
ihiB;  aad  ao  oon^aBisnt  wave  ito  aiehes  lio 


of  aacssot  haanty,  isteodneed  d^ir  deaign  aa  a 
■sdri  in  the  Catholio  ehmeh."— For^'a  Ba- 
■Bxka,  &e.,  on  Italy,  p.  197»  aae.  edit. 


Jhmr  ^fti  am 


Jbfd  tktg  wiiofmlfbr  f  aiMtt  aiM  n^ 

>  aonavwd  iiinna,  who9t  ^ 

Stonsa  axlTii.  linea  8  and  9. 


UmU  artiianf 


TW  Pantfiaon  haa  bean  made  a  reeeptaela  for  the 
basta  of  aiodaen  giaat,  or,  at  leaat,  diatiagiuBhed, 
Bea.  Tha  dood  of  Hght  whioh  onee  feU  through 
Ihe  \u^  oi^  above  on  the  whole  cfarele  of  dirinitiea, 

^ — ^ L  nnmerona  aaaemblage  of  mortala, 

» of  ivhoBi  have  been  abnoat  deified 
of  their  ooontrymen. 

66. 
Tkart  i$  a  dtmgmm^  m  whom  dim,  drwr  light 
Stanaa  exlviiL  fine  1. 

Thia  aad  the  tiirea  nazt  stansaa  allada  to  the 
•iBiyof  tha  Beaaan  daughter,  whiah  ia  raaallad  to 
dwtzavdkvbytfaa  aito,  or  pretended  aita»  of  thai 
adfcalBte,  now  ahown  at  the  chaieh  of  St.  Kieho- 
las  w  eaimw.  Tlw  difliealtiaa  attending  tha  ftill 
bdief  of  Aa  tale  are  atoted  in  IBaftadeal  Dbutta- 
tiflw,ft«. 

6T. 

Tivntoa^UoU.whichSmdnamrmf'dmhiah. 
Stann  dU.  line  I. 

Thaaaiaaof  8t.Aagdi».    flea    TTiatorted  DfaW" 


68. 

Stansa  clltt. 

Thia  and  tha  sin  nest  atarmi  have  a  lefiwanoa  to 
the  ehmA  of  St  Pator»a»  For  aiaeMuwwent  of 
the  eoaapaiative  leagth  of  this  baaaka,  wd  the 
■ther  neat  ehnrdiaaof  Baxope,  aee  the  pavement 
af  St  Poter'a,  and  tihe  <daaaifial  Toar  thrai^  Italy, 
taL  iL  page  126.  «t  set*  ehap.  ir. 


Tkettramgefaie 
FrnMw  Annoiat  fni^htiftt  tovtrtt^iu, 

Stansa  elxzL  linea  6  and  7. 
Mary  died  on  the  acaflbM;  BUsabetii  of  a  btohaa 
heart;  Chariea  Y.  a  hermit;  Looia  XIV.  a  bank* 
nipt  in  means  aad  glory;  Cromwell  of  anxiety s 
and,  **  the  greateat  is  behind,"  Napoleon  lives  a 
prisoner.  To  these  sovereigns  a  long  but  superdo- 
ous  list  might  be  added  of  names  equally  illustrious 
and  unhappy. 

76. 
ZoyJVsNu,  neeatrd  jn  Ma  woodiy  AftOf . 

Stanaa  eluiiL  line  1. 

The  villaga  of  Kemi  was  near  the  Arieian  retreat 
of  Egeria,  and  from  the  shades  whieh  embosomed 
the  temple  of  Diana,  has  preserved  to  this  day  its 
distinettTe  appellation  of  The  Oroee.  Nemi  is  but 
an  evening's  ride  from  tiio  oemibrtable  inn  of  A^> 


Tl. 

Amdajmr 
The  TVftar  lawidi,  tmd  tk$  wood  ocmm  Imcm 
Th§  LaHam  eoaat,  ^.  Ac. 


linaaS,8,and4. 

The  whole  declivity  of  the  Alban  hill  is  of  unri* 
vaOed  beauty,  and  from  the  convent  on  the  higbeat 
point,  which  has  sueceaded  to  the  temnle  of  the  Xia* 
tian  Jupiter,  the  prospect  embraces  all  the  objecto 
alluded  to  in  the  citea  atansa ;  the  Mediterraneans 
the  whole  aoene  of  the  latter  half  of  the  .^neidt 
aad  the  coast  from  beyond  the  mouth  of  the  Tiber 
to  the  headland  of  Circsum  and  the  Cape  of  Terra- 
chM. 

The  aite  of  Cicero'a  villa  may  be  suppoaed  eithear 
at  the  Grotto  Ferrata,  or  at  the  Tusculum  of  Prince 
Lueien  Bonaparte. 

The  former  was  thought  seme  ycara  ago  tiie  ae- 
tuid  aite,  as  may  be  seen  from  IIiddleton*8  Life  of 
Cicero.  At  present  it  has  lost  something  of  ito 
credit,  except  lor  the  Domenichinos.  Nine  monka 
4>f  the  Greek  order  live  there,  and  the  adjoiniog 
villa  is  a  eardinaVa  aununer-house.  The  other  vi> 
la,  ealled  Rufinella^  is  on  the  summit  of  the  hiU 
aboive  Frascati,  and  many  rich  remains  of  Tuscu- 
lum have  been  found  tnere,  besides  seventy-two 
statues   of  different  merit  and  preservation,  and 


From  the  same  eminence  are  seen  tiie  Sabine 
hills,  embosomed  in  which  lies  the  long  valley  of 
Bustica.  There  are  several  circumstances  which 
tend  to  establish  the  identity  of  this  valley  with  the 
**Uwtiea**  of  Horaee;  and  it  aeems  possible  that 
the  mosaic  pavement  whieh  the  peasants  uncover  hj 
throwing  up  the  earth  of  a  vineyard  may  belong  to 
hia  villa.  Bustica  is  pronounced  short,  not  accord- 
ing to  our  stress  upon  <•  Uitiem  cw6aitfw."— It  is 
more  rational  to  think  that  we  are  wrong  tlian  that 
the  jnhabitonta  of  thia  aeduded  valley  have  changed 
thek  tone  in  this  word.  The  addition  of  tha  con* 
predaed  ia  nothing :  yet  it  is  necessary  to  be 
aware  tnat  Buatica  may  be  a  modem  name  which 
thepeaaants  may  have  caught  from  the  anti<mariea» 

Tne  villa,  or  the  mosaic,  ia  in  a  vineyard  on  a 
knoll  eoveaed  with  cheatout  treea.  A  stream  runs 
dflfWB  tha  valley,  and  although  it  is  not  true,  as  said 
in  tiM  guide  booka,  that  this  stream  is  called  lioen- 
aa,  yet  than  Is  a  village  on  a  rock  at  the  head  ol 
the  valley  whieh  is  so  dsnoaiittated,  and  wMch  mi^ 
hasa  taken  ito  naaae  from  the  DiMBtia.  LiBsnas 
oontaina  seven  hundred  inhahitanto.  On  a  peak  a 
Uttle  vrur  beyond  is  Civitella,  containing  three  hun* 
dred.  Chi  the  banks  of  the  Anio,  a  little  before  yon 
into  Yalle  Bustiea,  to  tiie  left,  about  aa 
m  the  rnSh,  is  a  town  called  Vicovaro» 
another  fhvorable  coincidence  with  the  Varia  of  the 
poet.  At  the  end  of  the  valley,  towards  the  Anio, 
there  is  a  hare  hill,  crowned  witn  a  little  town  called 
Baidda.    At  tiie  foot  of  this  hill  the  livulst  of  W 


turn  up  int 
hour  from 
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•mn  iowi,  and  is  almost  abtorbed  in  a  ifide  Muidy 
bed  before  it  reaohes  tiio  Anio.  Nothing  eaa  be 
meie  fortonate  for  the  lines  of  the  poet,  whether  in 
a  metaphorical  or  direct  sense : 

"  Me  qaoitai  lefldt  geUdut  Di^antk  thm, 
Quern  Mandob  VBtH  rufon*  frigore  pagui.** 

The  stream  is  clear  high  up  the  Talley,  but  before 
it  reaches  the  hill  of  Bardela  looks  green  and  yel- 
low like  a  sulphur  rirulct. 

Rocca  Oiorane,  a  mined  Tillage  in  the  hills,  half 
an  hour's  walk  from  the  Tineyard  where  the  pave- 
ment is  shown,  does  seem  to  be  the  site  of  the 
fuie  of  Vacunai  and  an  inscription  found  there  tells 
that  this  temple  of  the  Sabine  Victory  was  repaired 
by  Vespasian.*  With  these  helps,  and  a  position 
corresponding  exactly  to  ererything  which  the  poet 
has  told  us  of  his  retreat,  we  may  feel  tolerably  se- 
eore  of  our  site. 

The  hill  which  should  be  Lncretilis  is  called 
Campanile,  and  by  following  up  the  rivulet  to  the 
pretended  Bandusia,  you  oome  to  tiie  roots  of  the 
liiffher  mountain  Oennaro.  Singularly  enough,  the 
only  spot  of  ploughed  land  in  the  whole  valley  (s  on 
tiie  knoll  where  this  Bandusia  rises. 


PrabM,  at  pKori  nga." 

The  peasants  show  another  spring  near  the  mo- 
saic pavement,  which  they  call  *«Oradina,"  and 
wfaieh  flows  down  the  hiUs  mto  a  tank,  or  mill-dam, 
9nd  then  it  trickles  over  into  the  Digentia. 

But  we  must  not  hope 

••  To  MM  the  MwM  opmnU  l»  dMir  ipriaf ,» 

„  the  windings  of  the  romantic  valley  in 
of  the  Bandusian  fountain.  It  seems  stnmge 
that  any  one  should  have  thought  Bandusia  a  foun- 
tain of  the  Digentia'— Horace  has  not  let  drop  a 
word  of  it ;  and  this  immortal  spring  has  in  uct 
been  discovered  in  possession  of  the  holders  of 
many  good  things  in  Italy,  the  monks.  It  was  at- 
tachea  to  the  church  of  St.  Gervais  and  Protais 
near  Venusia,  where  it  is  most  likely  to  be  fotmd.t 
We  shall  not  be  so  lucky  as  a  late  traveller  in  find- 
ins  the  occational  pine  still  pendant  on  the  poetic 
villa.  There  is  not  a  pine  in  the  whole  valley,  but 
there  are  two  cypresses,  which  he  evidently  took,  or 
mistook,  for  the  tree  in  the  ode.^  The  truth  is,  that 
the  nine  is  now,  as  it  was  in  the  days  of  Virgil,  a 
garden  tree,  and  it  was  not  at  all  likely  to  be  found 
m  the  craggy  acclivities  of  the  valley  of  Rustica. 
Horace  probably  had  one  of  them  in  the  orchttd 
elose  above  his  fgum,  immediately  overriiadoving 
his  villa,  not  on  the  rocky  heights  at  some  distance 
from  his  abode.  The  tourist  majr  have  easily  sim- 
posd  himself  to  have  seen  this  pine  figured  m  the 
above  cvpresses,  for  the  orange  and  lemon  trees 
which  throw  such  a  bloom  over  his  description  of 
the  royal  gardens  at  Naples,  unless  they  have  been 
■ince  displaced,  were  assuredly  only  acaelae  and 
other  common  garden  shrubs.^  The  extreme  dis- 
appointment experienced  by  cJloosing  the  Classical 
Tourist  as  a  guide  in  Italy  must  be  flowed  to  find 
▼ent  in  a  few  observations,  which,  it  is  asserted 
without  fear  of  contradiction,  will  be  confirmed 
bv  every  one  who  has  « elected  the  same  oonduetor 
tnrouffhthe  same  country.  This  author  is  in  fact 
one  of  the  most  inaceurate»  uasatis&ctory  writers 


•  IMP.  CJBBAR  VESPASIAinrt 
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svA.  iMPENSA.  aearrrviT. 
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}  8m  CtaMfcal  Tour,  Sc,  ebiip.  rS.  p.  CSO,  toI.  IL 

f  *<  Undnr  ow  wiudowB,  and  botdcrinir  <"  ^^  >>c^h,  h  dM  loyrigaieeD, 
Wdoat  hi  putenw,  ud  valks  tfaaded  bj  ton  3f  oniife  traa.^ 
Dm,  Al.,«teyb  >L  %«L  a.  Ml.  SMw 


that  hsite  !n  our  times  attained  a  temporary  reptita 
tlon,  and  is  very  seldom  to  be  trusted  even  when  ht 
speaks  of  objects  which  he  must  be  presumed  te 
have  seen.  His  enors,  from  the  shnpfe  eaaggen- 
tion  to  the  downright  misstetement,  are  so  frequent 
as  to  induoe  a  suspicion  that  he  had  either  new 
visited  the  spots  described,  or  had  tmsted  to  tiie 
fidelity  of  former  writers.  Indeed  the  Classical 
Tour  nas  every  characteristic  of  a  mere  compila- 
tion of  former  notices,  strung  together  upon  a  verr 
slender  thread  of  personal  observation,  and  swelled 
out  by  those  decorations  which  are  so  easily  supplied 
by  a  systematic  adoption  of  all  the  common  places 
of  praise,  applied  to  everything,  and  therefore  sig- 
nifving  nothing. 

The  style  which  one  person  thinks  cloggy  and 
cumbrous,  and  unsuitable,  may  be  to  the  taste  o( 
others,  and  such  may  experience  some  salutary  ex- 
citement in  ploughing  through  the  periods  of  ths 
Classical  Tour.  It  must  be  said,  however,  that 
polish  and  weight  are  apt  to  beget  an  expectation  of 
valpe.  It  is  amongst  the  pains  of  the  damned  to 
toil  up  a  elimax  with  a  huge  round  ttoM* 

The  tonrift  had  the  choice  of  his  words,  but  then 
was  no  sneh  latitude  allowed  to  that  of  his  senti- 
ments. The  love  of  virtue  and  of  liberty,  which 
must  have  distinguished  the  character,  certainly 
adomp  the  pages  of  Mr.  Eustaee,  and  ue  gentl»> 
manly  s^farit,  so  recommendat(»y  either  in  an  an- 
ther or  his  productions,  is  very  conspieuons  through- 
out the  Classical  Tour.  But  ti&ese  generous  quali- 
ties are  the  foliage  of  such  a  performance,  and  may 
be  spread  about  it  so  prominently  and  proi^iselv  as 
to  embarrass  those  who  wish  to  see  and  nnd  the  noit 
at  hand.  The  unction  of  the  divine,  and  the  exhor- 
tations of  the  moralist,  may  have  made  this  work 
thing  more  or  better  than  a  book  of  travehL 
but  they  nave  not  made  it  a  book  of  traveb;  and 
this  observation  applies  more  espedaUy  to  that  en- 
ticing method  of  instructioa  conveyed  by  the  pe^ 
petual  introduction  of  the  same  OalUo  Helot  to  reel 
and  bluster  before  the  rising  generation,  and  terrify 
it  into  decency  by  the  display  of  all  the  excesses  of 
the  revolution.  An  animosi^  against  atheists  and 
regicides  in  general,  and  Frenchmen  spedficattv, 
may  be  honorable,  and  may  be  useful  as  a  record; 
but  that  antidote  should  either  be  adminlstoed  in 
any  work  rather  than  a  tour,  or,  at  least  should  be 
served  up  apart,  and  not  so  mixed  with  the  whole 
mass  of  information  and  reflection  as  to  give  a  bit- 
terness to  every  page :  foi  who  would  choose  to  fasTe 
the  antipathies  of  any  man,  however  just,  for  his 
travelling  companions  ?  A  toorist,  unless  he  ss- 
pires  to  the  credit  of  prophesy,  is  not  answenbls 
for  the  changes  which  mav  take  place  in  the  country 
which  he  describes ;  but  nls  reMler  may  very  fairly 
esteem  all  his  political  portraits  and  deductions  as 
so  much  waste  paper,  the  moment  they  cease  to  ss- 
sist,  and  more  particularly  if  they  obstruct  his  ao 
tual  survey. 

Neither  encomium  nor  aeeosation  of  any  govern 
ment  or  governors,  is  meant  to  be  here  oflered ;  bat 
it  is  stated  as  an  incontrovertible  feet,  tiiat  the 
change  operated,  either  by  the  addrees  of  the  late 
impenal  systena,  or  by  the  disappointment  of  every 
expectation  by  those  who  have  succeeded  to  tbs 
Italian  thrones,  has  been  so  considerable,  and  is  lo 
apparent^  as  not  only  to  put  Mr.  Eustace's  antigal- 
hcan  philippics  entirely  out  of  date,  but  even  to 
throw  some  suspicion  upon  the  competency  and  can- 
dor of  the  author  himself.  A  fenMurkabto  example 
may  be  found  in  the  instance  of  Bolonga,  ov«f 
whose  papal  attachments,  and  oonsequeint  desola- 
tion, the  tourist  poun  forth  sndi  strains  of  condo- 
lence and  revenue,  made  louder  by  the  borrowed 
trumpet  of  Mr.  Buike.  TXtm  Bolonga  is  at  this  mo- 
ment, and  has  been  for  some  yean,  notorioos 
amongst  the  states  of  Italy  for  its  attachment  to 
revolutionary  principles,  and  was  almost  the  only 
city  which  noaoe  any  demonstrations  in  favor  of  the 
unlbrtimate  Muxat.    This  ohange  may. 


XOXB  TO  OmLDB  BAMOUTB  nLQUMAOB. 
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teMbMBoade  siBM  Ifr.  BartMe  iMtod  tfdi  OML 
toyi  tat  ttetcmveaenvhan  lie  hM  drilled  with  bor- 
ror  «t  tta  uiujgeted  ■tripping  of  tii>  oopp*  ftoi  th» 
o^ob  of  t^1h(tcr'%  Bwtta  BUMh  iJSOTiid  to  fad 
IhaftfrilMH  Mit  of  tiMpmnr  of  tiM  n«Mh,or 

If  the  eoBs^rinff  Toieo  of  otiiorwlM  lifal  orilios 
M  Bot  gifoa  eonaidanUo  oomiiioy  to  tho  duaiotl 
Tour,  it  wooM  hsr»  baoi  nimo^iwinr  to  wank  the 
mdv,  diat  hoiwtw  it  n^r  odom  his  libmy,  it 
vin  ta  of  little  or  no  MTtioo  to  bin  ia  bio  OMX&M ; 
a^  if  tlM  jvdfl^Mttt  of  thooo  oritiM  had  Utharto 


Md  jiiitm  A>gBfci.  J» 
GfeiVLlr.p^iab«ri.l. 
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1  CBwyanyf  J»w»  M 
liadan  te  IvMi  of 


ha«i  wHiwndad,  no  attempt  nonld  hav«  oan  wait 
to  aatfetoato  thair  dadaloii.  iia  it  ia,  thoaa  who 
ataad  bt  the  lalatlon  of  poatavitr  to  kr.  Bvataaa 
flMv  ho  pamittad  to  appeal  from  notampniaii 
piaiam,  a&d  an  pariiapa  mora  Ukaly  to  ha  jnat  im 
tnoporaon  aa  tim  eauaaa  of  Ioto  aad  hatnd  are  tita 
nrakarramoTad.  Thia  appeal  had,  in  aomeauaauv, 
baaB  made  helbra  the  abore  remarha  wave  wiittaa; 
for  one  of  the  moat  raapeatable  of  tim  IlotaBtiao 


publiabera,  who  bad  been  pcnaadad  by  the  1 
tnqoiriaa  of  thoaa  on  thair  joonejr  aostiiwaida  to 
lepriat  a  ohaap  edition  of  the  Claaaiflal  To«,  waa, 
bj  the  oonannag  adriee  of  retoniag  tn.Talkaa»  is- 
doeedto^baiidS  hia  deaign,  aUboa^  behad  al- 
leadj  anaikged  bit  typea  I 
off'oDe  or  two  of  the  mat 

The  wiitar  of  titeae  BOtaa  woqU  with  to  part  (Hka 
Mr.  Oibboa)  on  good  tmma  with  tim  Pope  a&d  tim 
Caidinala,  bat  be  doaa  not  think  it  neaeaaary  to  i 
tend  tim  aame  diaeraat  aiknea  to  thak  1 


THE    GIAOUR; 

A  FRAGMENT  01  A  TURKISH  TALE. 


Iti  liHik  dMda  aDkB  o'er  oar  JqjB  ud  oorwoM— 
To  wUeh  m  MtUaf  dMtor  nor  farlghtv  eua  brin^, 
For  wUeb  J^r  h^h  do  boln,  ud  aflkHoo  no  Ming. 
MOORB 


xo 
SAMUEL    ROGERS,    ESQ. 

AB  ▲  SLIGHT  BTJT  XOflT  SINOBBB  TOKBX  OF  ADXISATIOX  FOR  HI8  OBKIUB,  BMFBCI  TOm 
HIS  0HA1U.0TBB,  AXU)  0&A.TITUDB  F0&  HIB  FBIBHS8HIP,  ^ 

THIS  PBODVCTION   18   INSOBIBBD 

BT  HIS  OBLIOBD  AMD  AFFEOTIOKATB  SBBTAKT, 

BTBON. 


ADYERTISEMENT. 

Tbb  Tale  which  these  di^ointed  fragmeiiti  pre- 
sent, is  founded  upon  ofareumstances  now  lees  eom- 
mon  in  the  East  than  formerly ;  either  because  the 
ladies  are  more  dreumspect  than  in  the  *<  olden 
time ;  '*  or  because  the  Christians  haye  better  for- 
tune, or  less  enterprise.  The  story,  when  entire, 
contained  the  adTentures  of  a  female  slaTe,  who  was 
thrown,  in  the  Mussuhnan  manner,  into  the  sea  for 
infidelity,  and  arenged  by  a  young  Venetian,  her 
lorer,  at  the  time  the  Seven  Islands  were  possessed 
by  the  Sepublio  of  Venice,  and  soon  after  the  Ar- 
naouts  were  beaten  back  from  the  Mores,  which 
they  had  rsTaged  for  some  time  subsequent  to  the 
Russian  invasion.  The  desertion  of  the  Mainotes, 
on  being  reftised  the  plunder  of  Misitra,  led  to  the 
abandonment  of  that  enterprise,  and  to  the  desola- 
tion of  the  Morea,  during  which  the  eruelty  exer- 
cised on  all  sides  was  unparalleled  eren  in  the  sanals 
«f  tiie  faithftiL 


THE  GIAOUR. 

No  bfsath  of  air  to  break  the  wa?e 
That  rolls  below  the  Athenian's  grave. 
That  tomb*  which,  gleaming  o'er  the  dii^ 
First  greets  the  hoaaeward-vesring  skill^ 
High  o'er  the  land  he  saved  in  vain: 
When  shall  sotth  hsKO  live  sgsin  ? 
•       •••••• 


Fair  clime !  where  every  season  smiles 
Benignant  o'er  those  blessed  isles. 
Which,  seen  from  &r  CoUona's  height. 
Make  glad  the  heart  that  hails  the  sight. 
And  lend  to  loneliness  delight. 
There,  mildly  dimpling,  Ocean's  cheek 
Reflects  the  tints  of  many  a  peak 
Caught  by  the  laughing  tides  that  lave 
These  Edens  of  the  Eastern  wave; 
And  if,  at  times,  a  transient  breeae 
Break  the  blue  crystal  of  the  seas. 
Or  sweep  one  blossom  from  the  trees* 
How  welcome  is  each  gentle  air 
That  wakes  and  wafts  the  odors  there. 
For  there    the  rose  o'er  crag  or  vale, 
Sultana  of  the  nightingale,* 
The  maid  for  whom  his  melody. 
His  thousand  songs  are  heard  on  hi^ 
Blooms  blushing  to  her  lover's  tale : 
His  queen,  the  garden  queen,  his  losa^ 
Unbent  by  winds,  unchfll'd  by  snows, 
Fsr  from  the  winters  of  the  west, 
By  every  breeie  and  season  bleef^ 
Retocns  the  sweets  bj  Nature  given. 
In  softest  incense  bad^  to  heaven ; 
And  grateAil  yields  that  smiling  s3cy 
Her  fairest  l^e  and  fragant  sigh. 
And  many  a  summer  flowsr  is  there. 
And  many  a  shade  that  love  might  shsie» 
And  many  a  grotto,  meant  for  rest» 
That  hokis  the  pirate  for  a  guest; 
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WlMW  hHle  te  ftk^toriBg  core  Mow 

loks  te  the  paning  peMeAil  prow 

T31  the  gay  mavinar's  gutter* 

Ii  ketrd,  Slid  M0B  the  erauiig  •!» 

Tha  rtaOing  with  tiM  noflM  OM, 

Fkrdiidtd  hf  the  fodrf  shore, 

Saih  the  Bighi-pvowkn  on  the  pfey, 

Asd  ten  to  gioeiie  his  ronndeUx. 

Stnage-^Ouit  whefo  Nature  hyr'd  to  tno» 

As  if  for  godi,  a  dwdling  pkee. 

And  vmy  ehaim  end  grace  hath  nix'd 

Within  tike  puadSse  she  ilx'd, 

There  men,  enamoT'd  of  distress, 

Should  Bar  it  into  wilderness, 

And  tnmple,  hntte-like,  o'er  eech  iower 

Thst  tasks  not  one  Isborioos  hour ; 

Nor  daims  the  eoltore  of  his  hand 

To  htoom  along  tiie  ttSay  land, 

B<tt  ipiings  as  to  predwie  his  care, 

And  sweetly  woos  him— bnt  to  spare! 

Sbiage— that  where  sU  is  peaee  beside 

There  psMion  xfots  in  her  pride, 

And  hist  snd  rapine  wildly  reign 

To  dufcen  o'er  the  fiur  domain. 

It  ii  as  thovgh  the  fiends  prerail'd 

Aganst  tike  seraphs  tiiey  assidl'd. 

And,  bed  on  heavenly  thrones,  shovld  dweUi 

The  ikeed  faiheritns  of  heB ; 

So  soft  tike  seene,  so  fioRn'd  for  Jey, 

So  enat  the  tyrants  tiiat  destroy  1 


Hewhohtfhbent  hn  o'er  the  dead. 

Sis  tihs  first  day  of  death  is  fed, 

The  first  dark  day  of  nothingness^ 

The  last  of  danger  and  distreas, 

(BefiBie  decay's  eflbsing  fingers 

Hare  swept  the  lines  whete  beenty  Ungsn,) 

And  saark'd  the  mfld  angeUc  air, 

The  rapture  of  repoee  that's  tikere. 

The  fix'd,  yet  tender  tndts  tiiiat  streftk 

The  lasgoor  of  tike  placid  eheek, 

And— hat  ibrlhat  sad  shfoudrt  eye, 
That  fires  not,  wins  not,  weeps  not,  now, 
And  hot  for  tint  ehm,  ehangd«e  tMWw, 
Where  eold  obstmetiAn's  apa&y « 
Appals  fte  garing  inmiinek^s  heart, 
As  if  to  him  H  eoidd  fanpatt 
The  doom  he  dreads,  yet  d#rihi  ttpen ; 
Tes,  hotiortiwse,  and  AeseahMke, 
Some  momeBis,  ay,  one  tteaekewme  hew 
He  stm  mi^  dovM  the  tynsfft  ptwet  I 
So  fuxf  so  odm,  so  sofHy  seaFd, 
The  list,  bst  look  by  ^ath  rereaTd  !• 
fai^  hihe  aspect  of  this  ehofe ; 
"Tia  Qneee,  but  Uring  Greece  no  mote ! 
80  eoUly  teeet,  so  deadly  fdr. 
We  shxt,  for  sool  is  wanting  tikwe. 
Hers  ■  the  loveiineM  ilk  death. 
That  paitinot  qmts  Witik  partkg  hfMtb ; 
Bnt  besaty  irttii  that  fearfii]  Meomf 
That  hne  which  hastnts  it  t»11k^  tomb, 
SzpisniQn't  tet  receding  ray, 
A  gfttsdhitohoferhkg  rtmnd  dtfcagr, 
The  fknesQ  becm  of  feeling  pest  away  f 

Nerfc  of  thatfiuM,  perehanoe  of  heantaily  birth, 

^Ush  tfewi,  Vit  warms  no  note  iti  ehevished 
eax^\ 


Clime  of  the  wiwgotltu  btavt! 
Whoee  land  frosn  jdaSn  to  monntaitt-eate 
Was  freedom'a  home  or  ghny's  grave ' 
Shrine  of  the  mighty!  can  it  be. 
That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee  ? 
Approach,  tinm  craven  erouching  stare : 

Say,  is  not  this  Thermopylm  ? 
Theee  watcn  bine  that  ronnd  yon  lave, 

Oh  servile  oftpiing  of  the  ftee— 
Prononnee  what  sea,  wlkat  shore  is  this  } 
The  gnlf,  the  rock  of  Salamis ! 
These  scenes,  their  story  net  nnknown. 
Arise,  and  make  again  yonr  own ; 
Sikatch  from  the  ashes  of  yonr  sires 
The  emben  of  their  farmer  fires ; 
And  he  who  in  the  strife  expires 
Wm  add  to  thefars  a  name  of  fbar 
That  tyranny  shall  qmake  to  hear. 
And  leave  his  sons  a  hope,  a  Bune 
They  too  will  rather  die  tiksn  shsaae . 
For  fimedom's  battle  onee  begun, 
Beqneath'd  by  bleeding  aira  to  son, 
Thongh  beflleid  oft,  is  everwon. 
Bear  witness,  Greece,  thy  Iving  ps^e, 
Attest  it  many  a  deathless  age ! 
While  kings,  in  dnsty  darkneae  hid, 
Have  left  a  nameleea  pyramid. 
Thy  heroes,  though  the  general  doom 
Hath  swept  the  column  firom  their  tomb» 
A  mightier  monument  command. 
The  mountains  of  their  native  land ! 
Then  points  thy  muse  to  stranger's  eye 
The  graves  of  tlkose  that  cannot  die ! 
Twsfe  long  to  tdl,  and  sad  to  trace. 
Bach  step  from  splendor  to  disgrace ; 
Enough— no  Ibrelgn  fbe  could  quell 
Thy  soul,  till  from  itself  it  IbU ; 
Yes!  self-abasement  paved  the  way 
To  viUaia-bonds  and  despot  sway. 


What  can  he  tell  who  treads  thy  shore? 

No  legend  of  thine  olden  time. 
No  thesae  on  which  the  muse  might  soar 
High,  as  thine  own  in  days  of  yore, 

When  man  was  worthy  of  thy  dhne ; 
The  hesrts  iHthin  thy  valEes  bred. 
The  fiery  souls  that  might  have  led 

Thy  sons  to  deeds  sublime, 
Now  crawl  firom  cradle  to  the  grave, 
81aves--fkay,  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave,* 

And  callous,  save  to  crime ; 
Stain'd  with  each  evil  that  poUtttes 
Mankind,  whera  least  above  the  tonlse; 
Without  even  savage  virtue  blest, 
Without  one  i^  oi^ralient  breast. 
Still  to  the  neighboring  ports  they  waft 
Proverbial  wiles,  and  ancient  craft; 
In  this  Oe  subtle  Greek  is  found. 
For  this,  aftd  this  aknae,  tenown'd. 
In  vain  might  liberty  invoke 
The  spirit  to  iti  iMtoiegebMllWk 
Or  raise  the  neck  tiMEt  eoortitte  yoke : 
No  more  her  sMiows  1  beemn, 
Tet  this  will  be  amownfrd  tale. 
And  th^  who  Biten  may  beUsfe, 
Who  heard  it  first  had  cause  to  giieee. 

•       eeeeaee 
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Far,  dark,  al«ag  the  blue  aeft  gboMfaig 
The  shadows  of  the  rocks  adTaadng, 
Start  on  the  fisher's  eye  like  boat 
Of  island-pirate  or  Malnole ; 
And,  fMoM  for  his  light  cai^e, 
He  shuns  the  near,  but  donbtftil  ereek  i 
Though  worn  and  weary  with  his  toil. 
And  oomber'd  with  his  soaly  spoil* 
Slowly,  yet  strongly,  plies  tiie  oar. 
Till  Port  Leone's  safier  shore 
BeoeiTes  him  by  the  lovely  light 
That  best  becomes  an  eastern  night. 
•       ••e«««« 

Who  thundering  comes  on  blackest  steed* 
With  slacken'd  bit,  and  hoof  of  speed  ? 
Beneath  the  clattering  iron's  sound 
The  carem'd  echoes  wake  aroted 
In  lash  for  lash,  and  bound  for  bound ; 
The  foam  that  streaks  the  courser's  side 
Seems  gather'd  from  the  ocean-tide; 
Though  weaxy  waves  are  sank  to  rest, 
There's  none  within  his  rider's  breast; 
And  though  to-morrow's  tempest  lower, 
'TIS  calmer  than  thy  hear^  young  Giaour ! ' 
I  know  thee  not,  I  loathe  thy  race. 
But  in  thy  lineaments  I  trace 
What  time  shall  strengthen,  not  effiuM : 
Though  young  and  pal^  that  sallow  front 
Is  scathed  by  fiery  passion's  brunt ; 
Jlhoogh  bent  on  earth  thine  evil  eye, 
As  meteor-like  thou  glidest  by. 
Right  well  I  view  and  deem  tiie  one 
Whom  Othman's  sons  should  slay  or  shun. 

On—- on  he  hastened,  and  he  drew 

My  gaae  of  wonder  as  he  flew: 

Though  like  a  demon  of  the  night 

He  pass'd  and  vanish'd  from  my  sighli 

His  aspect  and  his  air  impress'd 

A  troubled  memory  on  my  breast, 

And  long  upon  my  startled  ear 

Rung  his  dark  courser's  hooft  of  fear. 

He  spurs  the  steed ;  he  nears  the  steep, 

That,  jutting,  shadows  o'er  the  deep ; 

He  winds  around ;  he  hurries  by; 

The  rock  relieves  him  Ikom  mine  eye ; 

For  well  I  ween  unwelcome  his 

Whose  glance  is  ftz'd  on  those  that  flee ; 

And  not  a  star  but  shines  too  bright 

On  him  who  takes  such  timeless  flight 

He  wound  along,  but,  ere  he  pass'dt 

One  glance  he  snatch'd,  as  if  his  last, 

A  moment  check'd  his  wheeling  steed, 

A  moment  breathed  him  from  his  speed, 

A  moment  on  his  stKmp  stood— 

Why  looks  he  o'er  the  (dive-wood? 

The  cresent  glimmen  on  the  hill. 

The  mosque's  high  lamps  are  quivering  etiS : 

Though  too  remote  for  sound  to  wake 

In  echoes  of  the  far  tophaake,* 

The  flashes  of  eaeh  Joyous  peal 

Are  seen  to  prove  the  Moelon'a  aeaL 

To-night,  set  Rhamannl's  sob  ; 

To-night  the  Baiiam  ibasf  e  begon; 

To-night— but  iribo  and  what  art  thMU 

Of  foreign  garb  and  feazfrdbKow} 

And  what  an  theae  to  tiiine  or  thee. 

That  thou  shcmldst  eitiier  pause  or  flee  ) 


He  stood^-eanae  diead  WIS  ott  hio  flMS^ 

Soon  hatred  settled  in  its  place ; 

It  rose  not  with  the  reddening  flush 

Of  transicttt  anger's  darkoning  blush, 

But  pale  as  maxble  o'er  the  tomb, 

Whose  ghastly  whiteness  aids  its  gloom. 

His  brow  was  bent,  his  eye  was  glased. 

He  raised  his  arm,  and  fleroely  raised. 

And  sternly  shook  his  hand  on  high, 

As  doubting  to  return  or  fly : 

Impatient  of  his  flight  delay'd, 

Here  loud  his  raven  charger  neigh'd— 

Down  glanced  that  hand,  and  grasped  his  bU^ ; 

That  sound  had  burst  his  waking  dream, 

As  slumber  starts  at  owlef  s  scream. 

The  spur  hath  lanced  his  courser's  sides ; 

Away,  away,  for  life  he  rides ; 

Swift  as  the  hurl'd  on  high  jerreed,* 

Springs  to  the  touch  his  startled  steed  ,* 

The  rock  is  doubled,  and  the  shore 

Shakes  with  the  clattering  tramp  no  more  -^ 

The  erag  is  won,  no  more  Is  seen 

His  Christian  crest  and  haughty  mien. 

'Twas  but  an  instant  he  restrain'd 

That  flery  barb  so  sternly  rein'd : 

'Twas  but  a  moment  that  he  stood, 

Then  sped  as  if  by  death  pursued; 

But  in  that  instant  o'er  his  soul 

Winters  of  memory  seem'd  to  loU, 

And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 

A  liib  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 

O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears. 

Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  yean. 

What  flslt  As  then,  at  once  opprest 

By  all  that  most  distractB  the  breast  ? 

That  pause,  which  ponder'd  o'er  his  fkte. 

Oh,  who  its  dresry  length  shall  date  ? 

Though  in  time's  record  nearly  nou^^ 

It  was  eternity  to  thought ! 

For  inflnite  as  boundless  qtaoe 

The  thought  that  oonsdenoe  must  embrao% 

Which  in  itself  can  comprehend 

Wo  without  name,  or  hope,  or  end. 

The  hour  is  past,  the  Oiaoor  is  gone ! 

And  did  he  fly  or  fiOl  alone  ? 

Wo  to  that  hoar  he  earns  er  went! 

The  enrse  for  Hassan's  sin  was  sent. 

To  turn  a  pslses  to  a  tomb: 

He  eane,  he  wsot,  liks  the  sinioom,*^ 

That  hsibiBger  of  isle  and  gloom, 

Beneolh  i^ese  wldely^wastlBg  bnath 

The  very  eypiese  droops  to  dwith— > 

Dark  trse»  stUl  sad  when  other's  g^cief  isfled. 

The  only  constant  mourner  o'er  the  dead ! 

The  steed  is  vanish'd  from  the  stall; 

No  serf  is  seen  in  Hassan's  hall ; 

The  looely  spider's  thin  gny  pall 

Waves  tHimiy  widening  e'er  the  wall ; 

The  bat  builds  in  his  hann  bower; 

And  in  the  fiurtnss  of  his  power 

The  owl  usurps  the  beason-toww ; 

The  wild-dog  howls  o'er  the  fountain's  hrin. 

With  baOed  thirst,  and  frnune  grim ; 

For  the  stream  has  shrunk  from  its  marble  bod» 

When  ths  weeds  and  the  desolate  dnst  ifeo  S!pnnd  I 

Twas  sweet  of  yon  to  sse  it  play. 

And  chase  tbe  sultriness  of  day, 
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In  vkkb  IkatMCkiaiy  Uvr, 
Aadiug  huBUMNMoookMMiwmd 
The  ur,  and  <vndBi«  o'er  tb«  §in— il 
TvM  sweet,  vkflA  doodlMi  tten  w* 
To  nev  tko  vewe  of  nelery  Uf^ 
And  hev  its  auM J  by  ni^ 
A»A  oa  baa  He— n'e  chfldheod  yley'4 
Anend  tbe  vesge  of  tlMt 
AaA  oft  epon  liie  »otker*e 
That  eooad  hed  kaBBoniaed  Us  zeei ; 
Aad  oft  had  Hasna's  yevtli  along 
ba  bank  been  aoothed  by  benty'a  song } 
And  softer  aecmed  each  melting  tone 
Of  nnsie  "*"g'***'  frith  its  own. 
fist  ne'er  ahaU  Haasan's  age  lepeae 
Ahmg  the  brink  at  twilight's  eloae : 
Tbe  stream  that  iill'd  that  font  ia  ied« 
The  biood  that  waxm'd  his  heart  is  shed  1 
Aad  here  no  more  shall  human  toiee 
Be  heard  to  rage,  regret,  lejoiee ; 
The  last  sad  note  that  aweU'd  the  gale 
Was  wosaan'a  wildest  ftmeral  mdl; 
TM  qncnch'd  in  silence,  all  is  still. 
Bat  tbm  lattice  thst  flaps  when  the  wind  is  slMtill 
The^gh  rsTee  the  gnat,  and  floods  the  ndn. 
No  hand  shall  eloee  its  dasp  again. 
On  deeert  aanda  twere  Joy  to  aean 
The  redest  staps  of  Aitov  msi^ 
80  hen  tiie  Yery  Toioe  of  grief 
Ifight  wake  an  edie  like  relief ; 
At  leeet  temild  say, «« all  are  not  gone ; 
There  laagin  fife,  thoofl^  bntin  qm— " 
Per  many  a  gilded  chamber's  th«re» 
Whidb  aolitnde  might  well  feibear; 
WUhin  ^at  donw  aa  yet  deosy 
HaA  sloiriy  werk'd  her  oankesing  «iy^— 
Bnt  gloom  ia  gathered  o'er  the  gate 
Nor  there  the  fiUur'a  eelf  wiU  wait ; 
Her  tiieve  wiU  wandering  derriae  stay. 
For  bomi^  dieos  not  his  deley ; 
Nor  fliere  wiU  weary  stranger  halt 
To  bloH  the  ssered  "  bleed  and  salt."  " 
AHke  most  weelth  and  poverty 
Pern  heedless  and  nnheeded  by, 
For  conttesjf  and  pity  died 
VHA  Hassan  on  the  moontain  aide. 
Hiareo^  that  lefege  nnte  nna» 
la  deaolation'a 
Tkegnestiiesthe 

IS  ekft  by  tfaeii^Ad'ssiibse!  M 


1  hear  the  smnd  of  coming  feet, 
But  not  s  Toiee  mine  ear  to  greet ; 
Meroneaar   each  turban  I  can  scan. 
And  nhm^eathed  atai^n ;  1"  «> 

The  fell  most  of  ibt  band  is  aeen, 
An  eaur  by  his  gaxv  of  green  i^ 
**nol  who  art  &on }^4Um  low  salam <• 
BepUea  of  Moalan  feMi  I  am. 
The  berden  ye  so  gently  bear, 
Butins  one  timt  claims  your  ntmost  csre» 
Aad,  dodbdaes,  holds  some  preeioas  freight^ 
Mr  Iramble  berk  would  glsAy  wait." 


••  Tkon  speakest  sooth,  thy  skif  im 
And  irait  ws  from  ttta  dent  shore : 


Nay,  IsOTO  Ifet  osfl  stfl  feil*d  sad  ply. 
The  nesrest  oar  that* B  aeatler'd  by ; 
And  midway  to  thoss  rocks  whsrs  sleep 
The  dmnneU'd  waters  dark  and  deep. 
Best  from  yov  teak    so    bravely  done» 
Onr  conree  has  bsen  right  swiftly  ran* 
Yet  'tis  the  longest  voyage,  I  trow. 
That  one  of^" 


BnUen  it  phmg'd,  and  dowly  eank, 
The  calm  wave  rippled  to  the  benk ; 
I  wateh'd  aa  it  eank,  methonght 
Some  motion  from  the  eonrent  canght 
Beetirr'd  it  more,— ^twaa  but  the  beam 
That  ehecker'd  o'er  the  living  etream : 
I  gaaed,  till  vanishing  from  view, 
Like  leesening  pebble  it  withdrew ; 
Still  leee  and  leee,  a  speck  of  white 
That  gemm'd  the  tide,  then  mock*d  the  si^t} 
And  all  ite  hidden  eeerets  aleep, 
Known  bnt  to  genii  of  the  deep. 
Which,  trembling  in  their  coral  caves 
They  tee  not  whisper  to  the  waves. 
oeeeeeeo 

As  rising  on  its  purple  wing 
The  insect  queen  *'  of  eastern  spring, 
O'er  emerald  meadows  of  Kasbmeer 
Invites  the  young  pursuer  near, 
And  leads  him  on  from  flower  to  flower 
A  weary  chase  and  wasted  hour, 
Then  leaves  him,  as  it  soars  on  high. 
With  panting  heart  and  tearful  eye : 
80  beauty  lures  the  fell-grown  child. 
With  hue  as  bright,  and  wing  as  wild ; 
A  chaae  of  idle  hopes  and  fears. 
Begun  in  folly,  closed  in  tears. 
If  won,  to  equal  ills  betray'd, 
Wo  waits  the  iniect  and  tiie  maid— 
A  Hfe  of  pain,  the  loss  of  peace. 
From  infenf  s  play,  and  man's  caprice . 
The  lovely  toy  so  fiercely  sought 
Hath  lost  its  charm  by  being  caught. 
For  every  touch  that  wooed  its  stay 
Hath  brush'd  its  brightest  hues  away. 
TiU,  charm,  and  hue,  and  beauty  gone, 
Tis  left  to  fly  or  feu  alone. 
With  wounded  wing,  or  bleeding  breast^ 
Ah !  where  shall  either  rictim  rest  ? 
Csn  this  with  feded  pinion  soar 
From  roee  to  tulip  as  before  ? 
Or  beauty,  blighted  in  an  hour, 
Find  joy  within  her  broken  bower  ? 
No !  gayer  insects  fluttering  by 
Ne'er  droop  the  wing  o'er  those  that  die, 
And  lovelier  things  have  mercy  shown 
To  every  feOing  but  their  own, 
And  every  wo  a  tear  can  claim 
Except  an  erring  rister's  shame, 
oeeeeeeo 

The  mind,  that  broods  o'er  guilty  woes. 

Is  like  the  scorpion  girt  by  flre, 
In  circle  narrowing  aa  it  glowa, 
The  flames  around  their  captive  eloee. 
Till,  inly  search'd  by  thousand  throes. 

And  maddening  in  her  xr<», 
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One  sad  and  sole  nlief  «b»  kaovt* 
The  sting  she  nomish'd  for  her  foes. 
Whose  Tenom  nerer  yet  was  vain, 
QiTes  but  one  pang,  and  ooxes  all  paln^ 
And  darts  into  her  desperate  brain : 
So  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire, 
Or  live  like  soorpton  girt  by  fire ; " 
So  writhes  the  mind  remorse  hatii  riTe% 
Unfit  for  earthy  undoom'd  for  heaveni 
Darkness  ahore,  despair  beneath, 
Axovnd  it  flame,  within  it  death  1 
•       ••#••«• 

Black  Hassan  from  the  haram  flies. 
Nor  bends  on  woman's  form  his  eyes ; 
The  unwonted  chase  each  hour  empk>y8. 
Yet  shares  he  not  the  hunter's  joya. 
Not  thus  was  Hassan  wont  to  fly 
When  Leila  dwelt  in  his  Serai. 
Doth  LeUa  there  no  longer  dwell  ? 
rhat  tale  can  only  Hassan  tell : 
Strange  nunors  in  our  city  say 
Upon  that  Sffe  she  fled  away, 
When  Rhamasan's  '^  last  sun  was  set, 
And  flashing  from  each  minaret, 
Millions  of  lamps  proolaim'd  the  foasi 
Of  Bairam  through  the  boundless  east. 
'Twas  then  she  went  as  to  the  bath, 
Which  Hassan  vainly  searched  in  wrath  } 
For  she  was  flown  her  master's  rage, 
In  likeness  of  a  Georgian  page, 
And  fsr  beyond  the  Moslem's  power 
Had  wrong'd  him  with  the  faithless  Giaour 
Somewhat  of  this  had  Hassan  deem'd; 
But  still  so  fond,  so  fair  she  seem'd^ 
Too  well  he  trusted  to  the  slave 
Whose  treachery  deserv'd  a  grave: 
And  on  that  eve  had  gone  to  mosque, 
And  thence  to  feast  in  his  kiosk. 
Such  is  the  tales  his  Nubians  tell, 
Who  did  not  watch  their  charge  too  well ; 
And  others  say  that  on  that  night. 
By  pale  Phingari's  *>  trembling  light 
The  Giaour  upon  his  jet-black  steed 
Was  seen,  but  seen  alone  to  speed 
With  bloody  spur  along  the  shore, 
Nor  maid  nor  page  behLad  him  bore. 


Her  eye's  dark  charm  'twere  vain  to  telW 
But  gase  on  that  of  the  gazelle, 
It  will  assist  thy  fancy  well ; 
As  large,  as  langoishingly  (huk. 
But  soul  beam'd  forth  in  every  spark 
That  darted  from  beneath  ike  Ud, 
Bright  as  the  jewel  of  Giamsohid.*^ 
Tea,  aoul,  and  should  our  prophet  say 
That  form  was  nought  but  breathing  elagr* 
By  AUa !  I  would  answor  nay ; 
Though  on  Al-Sirat's  *i  areh  I  stood 
Which  totters  o'er  the  fiery  flood. 
With  paradise  within  my  view. 
And  all  his  houris  beckoning  through* 
Oh !  who  young  Leila's  glance  could  read 
And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed  *> 
Which  saith  that  woman  is  but  dost, 
A  soulless  toy  for  tyrant's  lust  ? 
On  her  might  Muftis  gaze,  and  own 
That  through  her  eye  the  Immortal  shoii« ; 


On  her  fiir  flhsek'f  wdMiiiir  Mm 

The  young  ponegsaiiate's  **  Uostoma  stnv 
Their  bloom  In  blushes  ever  new ; 
Her  hair  in  hyaointhiiie  m  fl^yir, 
When  left  to  vdl  its  folds  bdow. 
As  'midst  her  handmaids  in  the  hsil 
She  stood  superior  to  than  all, 
Hath  swept  the  marble  n^ere  her  fbei 
Gleam'd  whiter  than  the  mountsin  deet. 
Ere  from  the  doud  that  gave  it  birtii 
It  fell  and  caught  one  stain  of  earth. 
The  cygnet  nobly  walks  the  water ; 
So  moved  on  earth  Cireassia's  daughter. 
The  loveliest  bird  of  Franguestan ! » 
As  rears  her  crest  the  ruffled  swan, 

And  spurns  the  wave  with  wings  of  pride 
When  pass  the  steps  of  stranger  man 

Along  the  banks  that  bound  her  tide ; 
Thus  rose  fair  Leila's  whiter  neck : — 
Thus  armed  with  beauty  would  she  check 
Intrusion's  glance,  till  folly's  gaze 
Shrunk  from  the  charms  it  meant  to  praise. 
Thus  high  and  graceful  was  her  gait ; 
Her  heart  as  tender  to  her  mate : 
Her  mate—fitem  Hassan,  who  was  he  ? 
Alas !  that  name  was  not  for  thee ! 


Stem  Hassan  hath  a  Journey  ta'on 
With  twenty  vassals  in  his  train. 
Bach  arm'd,  as  best  becomes  a  man. 
With  arquebuss  and  ataghan ; 
The  chief  before  as  deck'd  for  war. 
Bears  in  his  belt  the  sdmetar 
Stained  with  the  best  of  Amaut  blood 
When  in  the  pass  the  rebels  stood. 
And  few  retum'd  to  tell  the  tale 
Of  what  befeli  in  Fame's  vale. 
The  pistols  which  his  gurdle  borft 
Were  those  that  once  a  pasha  wore, 
Which  still,  though  gemm'd  and  bossM  with  gold. 
Even  robbers  tremble  to  behold. 
'Tis  said  he  goes  to  woo  a  bride 
More  true  than  her  who  left  his  side ; 
The  faithless  slave  that  broke  her  bower, 
And  worse  than  faithless,  for  a  Giaour ! 
•       •••eeea 

The  sun's  last  rays  an  on  the  hiU, 
And  spsBrkle  in  this  fowntain  rill, 
WhMe  weleMse  wtteri,  eeol  and  elear» 
Braw  hlessiags  tem  this  meontaineer  f 
Here  may  the  loitering  merchant  Greek 
Find  that  repose  'twere  vain  to  seek 
In  dties  lodged  too  near  his  lord. 
And  trembling  for  his  secret  hoard- 
Here  may  he  reet  where  none  can  see. 
In  crowds  a  slave,  in  deserts  free;  ' 
And  with  forbidden  wine  may  stain 
The  bowl  a  Moslem  must  not  drain. 

The  foremost  Tartar's  in  the  gap, 
Conspicuous  by  his  yellow  cap ; 
The  rest  in  lengthening  line  the  while 
Wind  slowly  through  the  long  defile : 
Above  the  mountain  rears  a  peak. 
Where  vultures  whet  the  thirsty  beak« 
And  theirs  may  be  a  feast  to-night. 
Shall  tempt  them  down  ere  morrow's  %ht| 


Quoom. 


IM 


8nc  diEste  tittt  ipriaff  to  1 

Eadt  side  ^*  miteay  padi  tbn»  Uy 

By  taae,  cr  toflwito»  iightaiig  mtoi 
Pioto  aMtorito  cted  ia  ndbto  of  VMT«a  • 
For  vhfln  k  heUwi  tatk  b«hdA 
Tki  pedt  el  Lidkom  «»T«a'd  ? 

Thtj  reftdi  tlie  groye  of  pm«  at  last: 
"BImfllah!*  now  the  peril's  psst; 
For  yonder  yiew  the  opening  plsin, 
And  tliere  we  11  prick  our  steeds  amain.'* 
Hie  ChiaQS  spkke,  and  as  he  said, 
A  hvllet  whistled  o'er  his  head ; 
Ihe  foremost  Tartar  bites  the  ground ! 

Searce  had  they  time  to  check  the  rein, 
Swift  from  their  steeds  the  riders  bound ; 

Bnt  three  shall  never  mount  again ; 
Unseen  the  foes  that  gaye  the  wound, 

The  dying  ask  reyenge  in  yain. 
WiA  steel  unsheathed,  and  carbine  bent, 
8oae  o'er  their  courser's  harness  leant, 

Half  shelter'd  by  the  steed ; 
801^  fly  heluBd  the  nearest  rock, 
And  there  await  the  coming  shock, 

Nor  tamely  stand  to  bleed 
Beneath  tiie  shaft  of  foes  unseen, 
Who  dare  not  quit  their  craggy  screen. 
Stsn  HassAn  only  from  his  horse 
Disdains  to  light,  and  keeps  his  course. 
Till  fleiy  flashes  in  the  yan 
Proclaim  too  sure  the  robber-clan 
Have  well  secured  the  only  way 
CouU  now  ayail  the  promised  prey ;   . 
Then  carl'd  his  yery  beard*'  with  ire, 
And  glazed  his  eye  with  fiercer  fire  : 
"Thoogh  fisr  and  near  the  bullets  hiss, 
Fye  soiped  a  bloodier  hour  than  this. " 
And  now  the  foe  their  coyert  quit. 
And  can  hia  yassals  to  submit ; 
Bmt  Hassan's  frown  and  furious  word 
An  dreaded  more  than  hostile  sword, 
KoT  of  his  little  band  a  man 
Beaign'd  carbine  or  ataghan, 
Nor  raised  the  eraven  cry,  Amaon !  * 
In  ftiller  sight,  more  near  and  near. 
The  latdy  ambuah'd  foes  ^pear, 
And,  issuBg  from  the  gtore,  advance 
Some  who  on  battie-charger  pranee. 
Who  leads  them  on  with  foreign  brand, 
Far  flashing  in  his  red  right  hand  ? 

"  Tia  he!  'tis  he!  I  know  him  now ; 

I  know  bin  by  his  pallid  brow ; 

IknowbiQby  thaerileya** 

That  aids  his  enyiovs  treacjkery ; 
I  kiunr  him  by  his  jet-black  barb : 

Though  now  array'd  in  Amaut  garb, 
Apostate  from  his  own  vile  faith, 

It  shall  act  save  him  from  the  death : 

Tis  he !  well  met  in  any  hour ! 

I^Mt  LeiU's  love,  accursed  Giaour ! " 

Am  toUi  the  river  into  the  ocean, 
In  sable  torrent  wUdly  streaming ; 

As  the  lea-tide's  opposing  motion, 
In  aauze  oofamn  proudly  gleamfaig, 
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Beats  hMk  iho  fVMBt  sny  a  iMi» 
In  eurling  foam  and  -»«i>g»«g  flood* 
While  eddyinc  whirl,  and  bnakiag  wave 
Boused  by  tho  blast  of  wiift«,  mto  ; 
Through  sparkling  spray,  fan  thundering  elith. 
The  lightaings  of  tho  watecs  flash 
In  Kwiak  whHeneto  o'er  tho  shore. 
Thai  oUms  aad  shakos  boaoath  tho  roar  { 
Thus-«a  tho  stnam  aad  ooean  greet. 
With  waves  thai  madden  as  thsy  mast— 
Thus  Join  tho  hands,  whom  waatml  wrong* 
And  fato,  and  loiy,  diiyo  along. 
The  bickertag  sskres'  shirering  jsr ; 

And  poaliiig  wide  or  ftr^girtg  near 

lU  echoes  on  the  throbWi^  ear. 
The  death-shot  haasmg  from  a£ur; 
The  shook,  tho  shoot,  tho  groan  ol  war, 

Eeverberato  along  that  yalo, 

More  suited  to  tho  shaphmd's  talo: 
Though  few  the  ■nmbmo   thsfai  tho  otrifc^ 
That  neithsr  spares  nor  speaks  for  lilii  I 
Ah!  fondly youthfU hearts ean press, 
To  sriso  and  share  the  dear  caress ; 
But  lore  itself  could  never  pant 
For  all  that  beauty  sighs  to  grant 
With  half  the  fervor  hate  bestows 
Upon  the  last  embrace  of  foes. 
When  grappling  in  the  fight  they  fold 
Those  arms  that  ne'er  shall  lose  their  hoM: 
Friends  meet  to  part ;  love  laughs  at  fidth ; 
True  foes,  once  met,  are  join'd  till  death ! 

•       eoeeeoo 

With  sabre  shiver'd  to  the  hilt, 
Tet  dripping  with  the  blood  he  split: 
Tet  strain'd  within  the  sever'd  hand 
Which  quivers  round  that  faithless  brand  | 
His  turban  Ibr  behind  him  roll'd. 
And  cleft  in  twain  iu  flnnost  fold ; 
His  flowiog  robe  by  ialehien  torn. 
And  crisBson  as  those  elonds  of  mom 
That,  stroak'd  with  dasky  red,  portend 
The  day  shall  hare  a  stoimy  end  i 
A  stain  on  every  bosh  that  bora 
A  fhigment  of  hia  palampore,'^ 
His  breast  with  wounds  uanumher'd  lif^ 
His  back  to  earth,  his  fMe  to  heavan, 
Fsllen  Hassan  lies— his  nneloaed  eyo 
Tet  lowerhig  on  hia  enemy. 
As  if  the  hour  that  seal'd  his  fate 
Surviving  left  his  qaonehloas  hate ; 
And  o'er  him,  bends  that  foe  with  brow 
As  dark  as  his  that  bled  beiow.— 
«**ooooo 

*«  Yes,  LeUa  sleeps  beneath  the  wave, 
But  his  shsU  bo  a  redder  grave ; 
Her  spirit -painted  weU  tho  steel 
Whieh  taught  that  fek>n  heart  to  feeL 
He  call'd  the  Prophet,  but  his  power 
Was  vain  against  the  Tongeftil  Giaov : 
He  oall'd  on  Alia— but  the  word 
Arose  unheeded  or  unheaxd. 
Thou  Paynim  fool !  could  Leila's  prayer 
Be  pass'd*  and  thine  accorded  there  ? 
I  watohed  my  time,  I  leagued  with  these, 
The  traitor  in  his  turn  to  seise ; 
My  wrath  is  wreak'd,  the  deed  is  dene, 
And  now  I  go— but  go  alone." 
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The  browiiDg  eaoMlt'  belli  ai«  tlakKag: 
His  mother  lo<4L*d  from  her  Istttee  Ugh, 

She  nw  the  dew»  of  eve  be^iiiikliiig 
The  pasture  gwen  beneath  her  eye, 

She  saw  the  planets  fidntly  twinUing: 
<•  *Tis  twOight-eore  his  train  is  nigh.*' 
She  oould  not  net  bx  the  gardnn  bower, 
Bnt  gased  thxoogh  the  gnte  of  his  steepest  towor 
«<Whj  cones  he  not?  his  steeds  are  fleet. 
Nor  riurinh  they  ftom  the  enmnsr  heat  { 
Why  sends  not  thebridegzoom  his  promised  gift ) 
Is  his  heart  more  eold,  or  his  baib  less  swifl  i 
Oh,  false  repzoaoh  1  yon  Tartsr  now 
Has  gain'd  ou  neareat  mountain's  faravr. 
And  warily  the  steep  deeoends. 
And  now  within  the  vaUsy  bends; 
And  he  bears  the  gift  at  Us  saddle-bow^ 
How  could  I  deem  hia  eowser  slow? 
Bight  weUmy  largess  shall  repay 
His  weloome  speed,  and  weary  way/' 

The  Tartar  lighted  at  the  e^te, 
But  scarce  upheld  his  fgdnting  weight ; 
His  swarthy  Tisage  spake  distress, 
But  this  might  be  from  weariness ; 
His  garb  with  sanguine  spots  was  dyed, 
But  these  might  be  from  his  courser's  side ; 
He  drew  the  token,  from  his  Tes^— 
Angel  of  Death !  'tis  Hassan's  cloven  crest^^ 
His  calpac  '*  rent— his  caftan  red— 
"  Lady,  a  fearfid  bride  thy  son  hath  wed ; 
Me,  not  for  mercy,  did  they  spare. 
But  this  empurpled  pledge  to  bear. 
Feaoe  to  the  braye !  whose  blood  Is  spilt ; 
Wo  to  the  Giaour!  for  his  the  guilt." 
«e*««e«e 

A  turban  *  cerred  in  eoaieest  stone, 
A  pillar  with  rank  weeds  o'srgrown. 
Whereon  can  now  bo  seweely  read 
The  Koran  verse  that  mootns  the  dead. 
Point  ont  the  spot  where  Haaaan  Ml 
A  Tietim  in  that  lonely  dell. 
There  sleeps  as  true  an  OsmanUe 
As  e'er  at  Mecca  beat  the  kneei 
A^  erer  soom'd  tobidden  wine, 
Or  prayed  with  fikee  towards  the  shsfaw, 
In  orisons  reeomed  anew 
At  solemn  sound  of  ««AlhiHnl'*» 
Yet  died  he  by  a  stnmger's  hand* 
And  stranges' in  Us  aallte  land ; 
Yet  died  be  as  in  aima  he  stood. 
And  unaTOnged,  at  least  in  blood. 
But  him  file  maids  of  paradise 

Impatient  to  thefr  hslls  faiTite, 
And  the  dark  heaven  of  Hovri's  eyet 

On  him  shall  glanee  for  ever  bright ; 
They  come   dieir  kercUefr  green  thqr  msn^^ 
And  weleoBM  with  a  kisi  the  brafft ! 
Who  Mb  In  batde 'gaiiMt  n  Giaonr 
Is  worthiest  an  hnmntal  bower. 


But  then,  (Use  infldel!  shalt  writhe 
Beneath  avenging  Moiddr's"  sqthe; 
And  from  its  torment  'seape  alone 
To  wander  round  lost  Eblis'<*  thnme; 
A  Are  unquench'd,  unquenchable, 
Aronnd,  within,  thy  heart  shall  dwell; 
Nor  ear  eai^  hear  nor  tongue  can  tell 


The  tortone  of  «M»  hM«4  hen ! 
But  first,  on  eeztii  an  vampire*'  aeBt» 
Thy  corse  shall  from  its  tomb  he  rente 
Then  ghastly  hauBt  tiiy  aa«lf«  plasa» 
And  suck  the  blood  of  aU  thy  sbob; 
There  from  thy  danghter,  smter,  wtfi» 
At  midnight  drain  ^e  stiossn of  Ufc; 
Yet  loadie  the  banqnet  whieh  |i  ■riiim 
Must  feed  thy  Uvid  living  oosso: 
Thy  victims  ere  they  yet  esptai 
Shall  know  the  demon  for  iSubt  sfae, 
As  cursing  thee,  thou  eursiiig  them» 
Thy  flowers  are  wither'd  on  tibe  stem. 
But  one  that  for  thy  crime  must  fall, 
The  youngest,  most  beloved  of  all. 
Shall  bless  thee  with  a  fiUkm'*  name- 
That  word  ahall  wrap  thy  heert  in  flauM . 
Yet  must  thou  end  tiiy  tssk,  and  mark 
Her  cheek's  last  tinge,  her  eye's  last  spark* 
And  the  last  glassy  glanoe  must  view 
Which  freeses  o'er  its  lifelees  blue  i 
Then  with  unhallow'd  hand  shalt  tear 
The  tresses  of  her  yeUow  hair. 
Of  which  in  life  a  lock  when  shorn 
Affection's  fondest  pledge  waa  worn ; 
But  now  is  borne  away  by  thee* 
Memorial  of  thine  agony  I 
Wet  with  thine  own  best  bkod  shsll  drip  * 
Thy  gnashing  tooth  and  haggard  Up ; 
Then  stalking  to  thy  sullen  grave, 
Oo— «nd  with  Qouls  and  Afrits  rave ; 
TUl  these  in  horror  shrink  away 
From  spectre  more  accursed  than  fbgf ! 


"  How  name  ye  yon  lone  Caloyer  I 

His  features  I  have  scann'd  before 
Inmine^wnland:  'tis  many  a  year. 
Since,  dashfag  by  the  londiy  shore, 
I  saw  him  urge  as  fleet  a  steed 
As  ever  served  a  horseman's  need. 
But  once  I  saw  that  &oe,  yet  then 
It  was  so  mark'd  with  invnird  pain, 
I  could  not  pass  it  by  again ; 
It  breathes  the  same  dark  spirit  now, 
As  death  waa  stamp'd  upon  his  brow."* 

« 'Tis  twice  three  years  at  summer-tide 
Since  first  among  our  freres  he  came ; 
And  here  it  soothes  him  to  abide 

For  some  dark  deed  he  will  not  nasM. 
But  never  at  our  vesper  prayer, 
Nor  e'er  before  oonfiBasion  dudr 
Kneels  he,  nor  recks  he  when  axise 
Incense  or  anthem  to  the  skies, 
But  broods  within  his  cell  akme, 
His  lUth  and  race  alike  unknown. 
The  sea  from  Paynim  land  he  evosty 
And  here  ascended  from  the  eoasti 
Yet  seems  he  not  of  Othman  raee. 
But  only  Christian  in  his  (hce: 
I'd  Judge  him  some  stray  renegade. 
Repentant  of  the  change  he  made. 
Save  that  he  shuns  our  holy  shrink. 
Nor  tastes  the  sacred  bread  and  wine. 
Great  largess  to  these  walls  he  bron^t. 
And  thus  our  abbot's  fSuvor  bought ; 
But  were  I  prior,  not  a  day 
Should  brook  such  stranger's  ftirthv  iligf. 


no  GIMI<IIB. 


lift 


Or  yOBt  «iftlB  OTT  pOHM^'Ml 

8h0iU  doom  kin  tiMW  ftr  aye  to  itniL 
UmA  m  Mi  vMbm  nwlton  ho 
Of  miiiloa  ifbtteM  boMolh  Oo  mo  ; 
OfiteooclMlifaiRfe— iyfa» 
Wnmgo  wnat^tA,  oBd  Mooleai  dfii^* 
Ob  diff  ko  katk  boM  kamm  to  otnd, 
AoiiwvoootoMi 
Fraihoofcr*dfronitoi 
iB^&ilotoaUbathiB, 
Wkidi  boakoBS  onnod  to  kit  gi«ro» 
Aad  fanof  to  kqp  iBto  tho  WBTO.** 
•     •••oooo* 

CttkoadBMarfUyit  tkooetort 

Tkst  gioTCi  koBBOl^  kk  dBriij  oowl: 

Tbo  flaik  of  «MI  dflotiBf  «yo 

BoToob  too  BBdk  of  tkMO  goBO  kj ; 

TkoB^  VHTiBr,  iBdMtoet  in  kat. 

Oft  wOl  kk  glBMo  tko  goav  HM, 

Fcr  is  ft  kvkf  tkoft  BMBolMt  opoH 

Wkieh  90oks,  ftMlf  «Bipoikabfe, 

A  spkit  yoft  bA^mV  d  Mid  Ugkf 

Tkot  ekdnv  Mid  koops  ooooBiMMy ; 

ABd  liko  tko  kbd  ipkooo  piBlDBO  «Miko, 

Bat  ooiBBt  fly  Iko  gMlBg  SBoko, 

Wm  oOoB  <iBidl  bMwolii  kii  kwk, 

Her  "iKo^  tko  gkBOo  Ikey  Mttoo  MA  knok. 

Fran  kkB  aie  koU^oftlgktod  friv 

WkoB  nwt  ofaao  woold  Mb  ntko, 

As  If  tkot  oyv  nd  WUer  oriio 

T^BBafBR»d  to  otkoM  inr  nd  Kofli : 

Hot  oft  to  nrik  JMMBdrtk  ko» 

AaA  «teB  ko  do«k  »tfa  Md  to  OM 

Tkat  ke  bat  nooko  Bl  Bfcmy. 

Hmr  tkat  polo  I9  iffiD  eorl  md  q[BiTtr» 

UmB  flx  OBM  toon  M  if  fMOTM; 

As  if  kio  Ofxiow  «r  dkdidB 

FcBbodo  Urn  o'or  to  Mrik  aeoln. 

WoD  irare  H  so— tBah  gkM^  mirth 

F^POM  jojoBBOo  BO^or  dMired  ito  Mitk 

But  Mdda  oiiB  ft  HMO  to  troM 

What  OBBo  imn  fBiWwgt  fa  thot  fcoo ; 

lime  kolik  not  70I  tiko  Ibotono  flx'd, 

B«t  bni^htor  tadto  liilh  ovil  aiz'd ; 

Aad  tkMo  aro  koM  BOt  alwoji  fiidtd, 

Wkkk  spook  o  nfad  not  all  dogndod 

Btcb  by  Iho  MiniM  tliioigk  which  H  wadjd : 

The  iwmBWB  «Rnrd  hot  aw  tbe  gloom 

Of  waywaid  doodo,  aad  flttfaig  doom ; 

Ike  doM  oboHvor  oaa  oapy 

A  Bobls  soul,  oBd  liaoogo  kigk : 

Aha!  thoBgkbolhbootow'dlaTain, 

WUck  griof  aoBld  ahoBgOk  «Bd  goiU  oodUl  ttdB« 

It  vaa  BO  Tolgar  fmrnnrnt 

To  «kieh  Bo^  toltj  fi^  WMo  IcBt, 

Aad  atm  with  titdo  kM  than  droad 

Ob  SBsk  tbo  i^^  ia  ilrotod. 

Tkoiooiaao  oot»  dooay'd  aad  natf 

Wm  aaano  dday  Iko  poaaor  by ; 
Tko  towM  ky  iNB  M  loa^Mst  beatt 
White  yet  may  frowa  OBO  batttcBUBt, 

Bemaada  aad  daaato  fko  ttnagsr'i  ^yo  ; 
Sack  iv&eA«nk,  aad  fiUar  kmo, 
Flaada  haaghtay  far  gkriM  goao ! 


L 


■  Hia  floating  Toboanmad  Um  folding, 
8I01W  iwoopiba  «kn«|^  te  ookmi'd  aislo; 


Wltk  dnad  boheld,  Htti  t 

Tko  ligkto  that  taaotiff  Ao  pBo. 
Bat  akaa  tk«  aatkom  sk^M  tko  ekofr. 
And  knaol  tko  moaka,  kia  atopa  loCkoi 
By  yoBdar  loBo  aad  woMdBg  toaeh 
His  aspeel  ghoM  withfai  tho  penk  t 
Tkara  will  he  pooM  tiU  an  is  doao  ■ 
Aad  hear  the  prayer,  b«t  nttor  aaao. 
6eo-by  the  halMUamkiod  watt 
His  hood  fly  book.  Us  dark  kair  ftdl, 
That  pale  broir  widely  moatlkiBg  loaad. 
As  if  the  Qorgoa  tharo  had  boBBd 
The  sableat  of  tho  aMpsattoaid 
That  o'M  kw  fMHrfal  fcMkea  staay'd : 
For  ke  deoliBM  tko  oOBToat  ootk, 
And  iMTM  tkoM  looka  ankaUow'd  growtk. 
Bat  woaif  ovr  garb  fai  aU  bosidos 
And,  not  ihna  pio^  bat  irido, 
GiTM  wialth  to  walls  tfiat  BOVM  hoard 
Of  his  oBoholy  TOW  aor  wotd. 
Lo !— mark  ye,  m  the  harmony 
Peals  kmdor  praiste  to  the  sky. 
That  Urid  eheek,  that  stony  ak 
Of  Bdz*ddaiaaM  and  despok  1 
Baait  Franck,  keep  him  from  tho  shiiBO, 
Bke  may  we  dread  the  wrath  diiriae 
Made  manifest  by  awful  sign. 
If  erer  eril  angel  bore 
The  foran  of  mortal,  such  ho  worn : 
By  all  my  hope  of  sins  fargiTon» 
Such  looks  are  not  of  earth  nor  heoTen  t  ** 

To  lore  the  softnt  hearts  are  pion^ 
But  sueh  can  ne'er  bo  all  hk  own ; 
Too  timid  in  hk  wom  to  share, 
Too  meek  to  meet,  or  braro  deapak; 
And  sterner  hoarto  aloao  Btay  kel 
The  wound  that  tiam  eaa  natot  haaL 
The  m^ed  aietal  of  tho  miao 
Must  bum  befbre  its  surfiMs  shiae. 
But  plunged  within  tho  fiuaaoo-flaaaa. 
It  bends  and  melta-4hough  atiU  tho  aamo ; 
Then  tempor'4  to  thy  want,  or  wiU^ 
rrwill  senre  thoe  to  defend  or  kill ; 
A  breastplate  for  thine  hoar  of  naed» 
Or  blade  to  bid  thy  foeaua  blood ; 
But  if  a  dagger's  fona  it  boai» 
Let  thoM  who  shape  its  edge  beware  1 
Thus  paasion*s  ire,  aad  woman's  art» 
Can  turn  and  tame  the  aterner  heart } 
From  thoM  its  form  and  tone  aio  to'ea« 
And  what  they  make  it,  must  1 
But  bieak<"before  it  b«id  again. 


If  aoUtBdo  suoeoed  to  grief; 
Bokase  from  paia  k  sHght  leliaf } 
The  Taeant  boaom's  wildcraen 
Might  thank  the  pang  that  made  it  kM. 
We  loathe  what  none  are  left  to  share; 
Brea  bliia   'twere  wo  aloao  to  bear ; 
The  heart  once  left  thus  desolate 
Must  fly  at  kst  for  ease— to  hate. 
It  k  as  if  the  dead  could  feel 
The  icy  worm  around  fhem  steal, 
And  shudder,  as  the  reptilM  ereep 
To  xorel  o'er  their  rotting  sleep. 
Without  the  power  to  eeare  away 
The  oold  eonsometa  of  thek  eUy  t 


lis 
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Itii  uff  tiMdiNrt-Urd» 

Whose  beftk  unlockf  her  boaom's  etreaia 

To  still  her  fkmish'd  nestlings'  sereem, 
Nor  mourns  a  life  to  them  tnmsferr'd, 
Should  rend  her  resh  devoted  breast, 
And  ilnd  them  flown  her  emply^  nest. 
The  keenest  pangs  the  wretched  find 

Are  raptore  to  the  dreary  void, 
The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind, 

The  waste  of  feelings  unemploy'd. 
Who  would  be  doom'd  to  gaae  upon 
A  sky  without  a  oloud  or  sun  ? 
Less  hideous  far  the  tempest's  roar 
Than  ne'er  to  braTe  the  billows  more--' 
Thrown,  when  the  war  of  winds  is  o'er, 
A  lonely  wreck  on  fortune's  shore, 
'Mid  sullen  calm,  and  silent  bay, 
Unseen  to  drop  by  dull  decay  ;— 
Better  to  sink  beneath  the  shock 
Than  moulder  piecemeal  on  the  rock ! 

**  Father !  thy  days  have  pass'd  in  peace, 

ICid  counted  beads,  and  countless  prayer ; 
To  bid  the  sins  of  others  cease, 

Thyself  trtthout  a  crime  or  care, 
Save  transient  ills  that  all  must  bear. 
Has  been  thy  lot  from  youth  to  age ; 
And  thou  wilt  blese  thee  from  the  rage 
Of  passions  fleree  and  uncontroll'd. 
Such  as  thy  penitents  unfold, 
Whose  secret  sins  and  sorrows  rest 
Within  thy  pure  and  pitying  breast. 
My  days,  though  few,  hare  pass'd  below 
In  much  of  joy,  but  more  of  wo ; 
Tet  still  in  hours  of  lore  or  strife, 
I've  'scaped  the  weariness  of  life ; 
Now  leagued  with  friends,  now  girt  by  foes, 
I  loathed  the  languor  of  repose. 
Now  nothing  left  to  lore  or  hate, 
No  more  with  hope  or  pride  elate, 
I'd  rather  be  the  thing  that  crawls 
Most  noxious  o'er  a  dungeon's  walls. 
Than  pass  my  dull,  unvarying  days, 
Condemn'd  to  meditate  and  gaze. 
Tet,  lurks  a  wish  within  my  breast 
For  rest— 4rat  not  to  feel  'tis  rest. 
Soon  shall  my  fate  that  wish  fi^fll ; 

And  I  shall  sleep  without  the  dream 
Of  what  I  was,  and  would  be  still. 

Dark  as  to  thee  my  deeds  may  seem ; 
My  memory  now  is  but  the  tomb 
Of  joys  long  dead ;  my  hope,  their  doom : 
Though  better  to  have  died  with  those 
Than  bear  a  life  of  lingering  woes. 
My  spirits  shrunk  not  to  sustain 
The  searching  throes  of  ceaseless  pidn 
Nor  sought  the  self-accorded  grave 
Of  ancient  fool  and  modem  knave : 
Tet  death  I  have  not  fear'd  to  meet ; 
And  in  the  fldd  It  had  been  sweet, 
Had  danger  woo'd  me  on  to  move 
The  slave  of  glory,  not  of  love. 
I've  braved  it— not  for  honor's  boast ; 
I  smile  at  laurels  won  or  lost ; 
To  such  let  others  carve  their  way, 
For  high  renown,  or  hireling  pay ; 
But  place  again  before  my  eyes 
Aught  that  I  deem  a  worthy  priie, 


The  maid  I  lovt,  the  man  I  hate ; 
And  I  will  hunt  the  steps  of  fate, 
To  save  or  slay,  as  these  require. 
Through  janding  steel,  and rollizig  flie; 
Nor  need'st  thou  doubt  this  speodi  from  one 
Who  would  but  do— what  he  hath  done. 
Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  brave, 
The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  must  eravit ; 
Then  let  life  go  to  him  who  gave: 
I  have  not  quail'd  to  danger's  brow 
When  high  and  happy— need  I  now  t 


"  I  loved  her,  friar !  nay  adored— 

But  these  m  words  that  all  i 
I  proved  It  more  in  deed  than  word: 
There's  blood  upon  that  dinted  sword, 

A  stain  Its  steel  can  never  lose ; 
'Twas  shed  for  her,  who  died  for  me, 

It  warm'd  the  heart  of  one  abhoir'd : 
Nay,  start  not-^o— nor  bend  thy  knee. 

Nor  midst  my  sins  such  act  record ; 
Thou  vrilt  absolve  me  from  the  deed, 
For  he  was  hostOe  to  thy  creed! 
The  very  name  of  Naxaiene 
Was  wormwood  to  his  Paynim  spleen. 
Ungratefrd  Ibol !  since  but  fm  brands 
Wall  welded  in  some  hardy  hands, 
And  wounds  by  Galileans  given, 
The  surest  pass  to  Turkish  heaven. 
For  him  his  Houris  still  might  wait 
Impatient  at  the  prophet's  gate : 
I  loved  hei^ove  will  find  its  way 
Through  paths  where  wolves  would  imet  to  pny 
And  if  it  dares  enough,  'twere  hard 
If  passion  met  not  some  reward- 
No  matter  how,  or  where,  or  vrhy 
I  did  not  vainly  seek,  nor  sigh ; 
Tet  sometimes,  with  remorse,  in  vain 
I  wish  she  had  not  loved  again. 
She  died— I  dare  not  tell  thee  how; 
But  look — 'tis  written  on  my  brow; 
There  read  of  Cain  the  curse  and  c 
In  characters  unworn  by  time: 
Still,  ere  thou  dost  condemn  m 
Not  mine  the  act,  though  I  the  < 
Tet  did  he  but  what  I  had  done 
Had  she  been  false  to  more  than  one. 
Faithless  to  him,  he  gave  the  blow ; 
But  true  to  me,  I  laid  him  low : 
Howe'er  deserved  hor  doom  might  bo, 
Her  treachery  was  truth  to  me; 
To  me  she  gave  her  heart,  that  all 
Which  tyranny  can  ne'er  enthrall ; 
And  I,  alas !  too  late  to  save !  « 

Tet  all  I  then  could  give,  I  gave, 
'Twas  some  reHef,  our  (be  a  grave. 
His  death  sits  lightly;  but  her  fhte 
Has  made  m»— what  thou  vrell  ma/st  hat*. 

His  doom  was  seal'd— he  knew  it  well, 
Wam'd  by  the  voice  of  stem  Taheer, 
Deep  in  whose  darkly  boding  ear* 
The  death-ehot  peal'd  of  murder  near. 
As  filed  the  troop  to  where  they  fell ! 
He  died  too  in  the  battle  broil, 
A  time  that  heeds  nor  pain  nor  toil ; 
One  cry  to  Mahomet  for  aid. 
One  prayer  to  Alia  all  he  made : 


IIT 


I  «Md  vpoift  Um  nkm  h*  liy. 

no^^  fi»^d  lik«  fttd  by  kn 
Ha  ftlt  not  half  thai  Mw  I  fccL 

I  MBCll'd,  but  TWiBlj  MM«h»4l»  to  ftid 

Tk»  voifk^gs  of  AvovadedniBd; 
Ba^  featsn  of  tbftt  mUtt  MflM 
Belny'd  Us  nge,  Imt  BO  rMMMb 
Oh,  vbftt  bad  YeosMMtt  gma  to  tnM 
Dopur  vpoft  Mi  djt^  fMa  ? 
Tba  kte  npoBtaMa  of  lliAt  bov, 
Wba  penStenct  badi  VMt  ber  powvr 
To  tnr  one  tnnr  from  tbo  ipATO, 
And  niD  not  Motbo^oBd  cuuiot  mv*. 


**Tbe  cold  m  clime  are  cold  in  blood, 
Tbflir  lovo  can  aearco  detcrre  tho  nana ; 

Batmina  waa  Hke  the  lara  flood 
Tbalbofla  in  iBtna'a  bxoast  of  flama. 

I  aaanat  pnte  in  poling  strain 

Of  ladTO-loTe,  and  beanty'a  chain ; 

If  fbinginc  cheek,  and  scorching  Tsin, 

Up§  taaght  to  writhe,  tmt  not  comphin. 

If  busting  heart,  and  madd'ning  brain. 

And  danng  deed,  and  Tengefol  steel. 

And  an  that  I  haTC  felt,  and  feel, 

Betoken  hurc— ^at  lore  was  mine. 

And  shown  by  many  a  bitter  sign. 

Tb  trae,  I  conld  not  whine  nor  sigh, 

I  kncar  bat  to  obtain  or  die. 

I  dia— bat  flrst  I  have  possees'd,  * 

And.  eoBM  what  may,  I  have  been  bleat 

Shall  I  the  doom  I  sought  npbraid  ? 

Wo    roft  of  aB,  yet  nndismay'd 

Bat  fcr  the  tfaooght  of  Leila  slain, 

Oi?a  ma  the  pleasure  with  the  pain, 

So  woold  I  live  and  lore  again. 

I  grieve,  bat  not,  my  holy  guide ! 

Far  him  who  dies,  bat  her  who  died : 

She  alaqia  beneath  the  wandering  t>af»" 

Ah!  had  aha  bat  an  earthly  grare, 

This  breaking  heart  and  tlurobbing  head 

Shoold  aeek  and  share  her  narrow  bed. 

She  waa  a  fbnn  of  life  and  light. 

That,  seen,  became  a  part  of  eight ; 

And  rose,  where'er  I  turned  mine  eye. 

The  moniing-atar  of  memny  1 

"Yes,  lore  indeed  is  light  Itom  hearen ; 

A  qpork  of  that  inunotal  fire 
With  angela  shared,  by  Alia  given. 

To  Hit  hook  earth  our  low  desire. 
Devotion  walla  the  mind  abore. 
Bat  heaven  itadf  deaeenda  in  love; 
A  frding  from  the  Godhead  eanght. 
To  wean  from  aelf  each  aordid  thooght ; 
A  my  of  him  who  focm'd  the  whole ; 
A  ^ory  circling  roond  the  aeol  1 
I  gnmt  mf  leva  imperfrct,  all 
That  mortsls  by  the  name  miscall ; 
Then  deem  it  evil,, what  then  wilt; 
Bat  Bay,  oh  say,  Aers  waa  not  goiltf 
She  waa  my  life's  onerring  light: 
That  (piendi'd,  what  beam  shall  bieak  my  night  ? 
Ok  I  woold  it  dione  to  lead  me  still, 
AMiOi«h  to  daiKllL  or  deadlimt  in  1 


Why  aHunrel  ye,  if  they  whelaat 
Thia  pTtowitjoy,  thia  ftitnra  hope. 
No  mora  with  sorrow  meekly  eope ; 
In  frenay  than  thefar  fitto  aeenae ; 
In  madnaas  do  thoae  f aarftil  deads 

That  aaaaa  to  add  bat  goilt  to  wo } 
Alaa!  the  braaat  thai  inly  blaeda 

Hath  naught  to  draad  from  oatwaid  blow* 
Who  frUs  from  all  he  knows  of  bliaa, 
Cares  little  into  what  abyaa. 
Fierce  aa  the  ^oomy  vultoze'a  now 

To  lhaa»  old  asan,  my  deeds  appear: 
I  read  abhorrence  on  thy  brow, 

And  thia  toe  waa  I  bom  to  bear  1 
Tla  trae  that,  Uke  that  bird  of  prey. 
With  havoe  have  I  mark'd  the  way : 
But  thta  waa  tai^t  ma  by  the  dore. 
To  die— and  know  no  second  love. 
Thia  leeaon  yet  hath  man  to  learn, 
Taaght  by  the  thing  ha  daraa  to  span : 
The  bird  that  sings  within  the  hnJca, 
The  awan  that  swima  upon  the  lake. 
One  mate,  and  one  alone,  will  take. 
And  let  tike  ImI  still  prone  to  ranga* 
And  aneer  on  aU  who  cannot  changay 
Partake  hia  jcat  with  boaating  boya ; 
I  envy  not  hia  varied  Joya, 
But  deem  each  Cseble,  heartless  ma^ 
Leas  than  yon  soUtary  awan ; 
Far,  far  beneath  the  ahallow  maid 
He  left  beUeving  and  betray'd. 
Such  ahame  at  least  was  never  mine- 
Leila!  e&ch  tiiooght  waa  only  thine  I 
Hy  good*  my  guilt,  my  weal,  mj  wo, 
Hy  hope  on  high— my  aU  b^w. 
Berth  holda  no  othar  like  to  thee» 
Or,  if  it  doth,  in  vain  for  me : 
For  worlds  I  dare  not  view  the  dame 
Besembling  tiiee,  yet  not  the  same. 
The  very  Crimea  that  mar  my  youth. 
This  bed  of  death-«ttest  my  truth ! 
'Tis  aU  too  late-thoa  wert,  thon  ait 
The  oheriah'd  madness  of  my  heart ! 


■«  And  ahe  waa  lost— and  yet  I  breathed. 

But  not  the  breath  of  human  life ; 
A  serpent  round  my  heart  was  vrreathed* 
And  stung  my  every  thought  to  strife. 
Alike  all  time,  abhoir'd  all  place. 
Shuddering  I  shrunk  from  nature's  fhoe. 
Where  every  hue  that  charm'd  before 
The  blackness  of  my  bosom  wore. 
The  rest  thou  dost  already  know. 
And  all  my  ains,  and  half  my  wo. 
But  talk  no  more  of  penitence ; 
Thou  see'st  I  soon  shall  port  from  hence^ 
And  if  thy  holy  tale  were  true, 
The  deed  that's  done  can'st  thou  undo  ? 
^Think  me  not  thankless— but  this  grief 
Looka  not  to  priesthood  for  relief.^ 
My  soul's  estate  in  secret  guess : 
But  wouldst  thou  pity  more,  say  less. 
When  thou  canst  bid  my  Leila  Uve, 
Then  will  I  sue  thee  to  forgive : 
Then  plead  my  cause  in  that  high  place 
Where  purchased  maasea  proffer  grace. 
Oo,  when  the  hunter's  hand  hath  wrong 
From  forest-cave  her  shrieking  young,  * 
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jUkd  ofOm  the  londf  UoiMM : 

Which  now  I  giae  en»  as  oft  ter. 

Who  look'd  sad  loeka  ftr  lovdiv ; 

Dimly  I  view  its  tnmbttQg  spark. 

••  In  Mrlior  dftjB,  and  calmer  hcran, 

To-moRow*s  night  shafi  be  more  tefc 

W1m&  heart  with  heart  delighta  to  bte4» 

And  I,  before  its  rays  eppesr. 

"Where  blcxmi  my  natire  Tallcy'a  bowers, 

That  lifelees  tUng  Dm  bvingter. 

Ihad-«h!  haT6lxkow?-«ftieiid! 

I  wander,  fittlier  t  ibr  aqr  Ml 
Is  fleeting  towards  the  &ua  goaL 

To  Um  thia  pledge  I  charge  thee  aend, 

Memorial  of  a  youthftil  tow  ; 

I  saw  her,  friar!  and  I  rose 

I  would  remind  him  of  my  end : 

Though  aonlB  absorbed  like  mine  allow 

And  rushing  frommy  eosMh,  I  dnil. 

Brief  thought  to  distant  ftiendihip*^  claim, 

And  cbwp  her  to  my  desperste  hMrt; 

Tet  dear  to  him  my  blighted  name. 

I  clasp-what  is  it  that  I  deep  ? 

No  breathing  fcim  wUildsi  My  gmp. 

No  heart  thatbeata  reply  |o  mSa^ 

When  prudence  would  hia  Toioe  aeaume, 

Tet,  Leila !  yet  ttie  form  is  Diinel 

And  warn— I  rcck'd  not  what-the  wUte : 

And  art  thou,  dearest,  changed  io  mek* 

But  now  remembrance  whispers  o*er 

As  meet  my  ^e,  yet  mock  my  touch  } 

Those  aocenta  scarcely  mark'd  before. 

Ah !  were  thy  beauties  e'er  so  cold. 

Say— 4hat  his  bodings  came  to  pass, 

I  care  not ;  so  my  arms  enfold 

And  he  wni  start  to  hear  their  tratii, 

The  all  they  ever  wish  to  hoUL 

Tell  him,  unheeding  as  I  was. 

They  shrink  upon  my  lonely  breast ; 

Through  many  a  busy  bitter  scene 

Tet  stm  'tis  there !  in  silence  stands. 

Of  all  our  golden  youth  had  been, 

And  beckons  with  beseeching  hands  1 

In  pain,  my  faltering  tongue  had  tried 

To  bleea  his  memory  ere  I  died ; 

I  knew  'twas  false— ^e  could  not  die ! 

But  Heayen  in  wrath  would  turn  away. 

But  he  is  dead!  within  the  ddl 

If  guilt  should  for  the  guiltless  pray. 

I  saw  him  buried  where  he  feU; 

I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  blame, 

He  comes  not,  for  he  cannot  break 

Too  gentle  he  to  wound  my  name ; 

From  earth ;  why  then  art  thou  awake  ? 

And  what  haTc  I  to  do  with  fiune  ? 

They  told  me  wild  wares  roU'd  above 

I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  mourn, 

The  face  I  view,  the  form  I  love ; 

Such  cold  request  might  sound  like  scorn ; 

They  told  me— 'twas  a  hideous  tale ! 

And  what  than  friendship's  manly  tear 

I'd  teU  it,  but  my  tongue  would  fail : 

May  better  grace  abrother's  bier  f 

If  true,  and  i^rom  thine  ocean-cave 

But  bear  this  ring,  his  own  of  old. 

Thou  eom'st  to  daim  a  calmer  grave, 

And  t«iU  him^^hat  thou  doet  behold : 

Oh  I  pass  thy  dewy  fingers  o'er 

The  withered  frame,  the  ruin'd  mind, 

This  brow  that  then  will  bum  no  moce ; 

The  wrack  by  passion  left  behind, 

Or  place  them  on  my  hopeless  heart : 

A  shxiireU'd  scroU,  a  scatter'd  leaf, 

But,  shape  or  shade !  whate'er  thou  ai^ 

Sear'd  by  the  autnnm  blast  of  grief! 

In  mercy  ne'er  again  depart ! 

•       ««eee«« 

Or  fturther  with  thee  bear  my  soul. 

Than  winds  can  waft  or  waters  roll  I 

**  Tdl  me  no  more  of  fancy's  gleam, 

No,  father,  no,  'twas  not  a  dream ; 

**  Such  is  my  name,  and  such  my  tale. 

Alas  I  tha  dreamer  first  must  sleep. 

Confessor  1  to  thy  seeret  ear 

I  only  watch'd,  and  wiah'd  to  weep ; 

I  breathe  the  aotrows  I  bewail. 

But  oould  not,  for  my  burning  brow 

And  thank  thee  fior  the  generous  tmt 

Throbb'd  to  the  very  brain  as  now : 

This  glasing  eye  could  never  shed. 

I  wish'dbut  for  a  single  tear, 

Then  lay  me  with  the  humblest  dead. 

As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear: 

And,  save  the  cross  above  my  head. 

I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  itstUl ; 

Despair  is  stronger  than  my  will. 

By  prying  stranger  to  be  read. 

Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair 

Or  stay  the  passing  pilgrim's  tread." 

Is  mightier  than  thy  pious  prayer 

I  would  not,  if  I  might,  be  blest; 

He  pass'd^-Aor  of  his  name  and  taoe 

I  want  no  paradise,  but  rest. 

Hath  left  a  token  or  a  trace. 

Twas  then,  I  tell  thee,  father !  then 

I  saw  her ;  yes,  she  lived  again ; 

Who  shrived  him  on  his  dying  day : 

And  shining  in  her  white  symar,* 

This  broken  tale  wus  all  we  knew 

As  through  yon  pale  gray  cloud  the  star 

• 

Of  her  he  loved,  or  him  he  slew.* 

NOTES  TO  THE  GIAOUIL 


•OMB  myiw—d  ttt  Mfralchre  of  ThemktoolaB. 


Pag«  108»  liM  1«. 
•f  «h«  aithftfamUtotlMraMk 
AMe.    If  raitot«k«ii«t»  th« 
'  w  QB9  of  ]us  appal- 


fagelOO,  line  a. 
Tte  gater  is  tiM  aoiMtaat  Manti— it  of  tfbe 
*    ailor  bjwght:  with  a  steady  iUrwl»l»MiA 
a  eofai,  it  is  aeoonpsaied  atwajs  by  tho 
by-    - 


pJolAiliM44. 

•  JIgr,  M  l»  dt  «d  g»  v»  kwv  Ml  wkMb 

l»fcfctaM  III III.* 

Mm  iii>>rMiii     i,  Aol UL  M^ 9t.% 


Pago  109,  Hm  62. 
I  tawl  tlutt  Um  of  my  loadnt  hmy  eror  had  aa 
oppoftaaxty  of  witnessiBg  what  Is  have  attamptad 
ia  deacxipttofB,  hat  those  who  hare,  will  probably 
letaia  a  paiafUnoieiabraaee  of  that  aiaanlar  beaa^ 
whidi  Mnradea,  with  few  eaoaptlsBa*  Oa  featuraa 
of  'fte  «ead,  a  km  honxa,  and  bat  for  a  few  hooza, 
•■iilsr  the  apbit  k  aot  tiiera."  It  ia  to  be  le- 
\  la  eaaoa  of  vfoloat  dealh  by  goashot 
f  the  aapieaaina  ia  alwaya  that  of  laagaery 
w  the  aatazal  aaeig/  of  the  •otecr'a  ehar- 
bat  ia  death  froaa  a  stab,  the  eoaateaaaee 
Tea  ita  traita  of  fteia%  or  fctod^,  aad  the 
litabiaatotheUst. 

e. 

IT,  tks  btmdamen  of  a  «2ass. 

Page  109,  liae  114. 


Pi^  110,  line  as. 
Jeme^  «v  UmM,  a  blvaisd  Taifcish  Jaielfa, 
whioh  is  darted  frm  hotsebeekwith  neat  fifoe  nA 
pndsioa.    It  is  a  &TOrite  exercise  of  the  Moseol- 


i:  bvtIkaowBot  if  it  eaa  be  eanedasMafo 
oae,  tfaee  the  nwet  expert  ia  the  art  are  the  Blaeh 
Saaachs  of  Coastaatiaople.    I  thiah,  asat  ttlhian 
a  ICaalovk  at  Setyiaa  wee  the  aaiet  akilAil  that 
withJaaynbaaiTatiea, 

10. 
JTe  mm$^  k$  waf ,  lik§  rt#  waissai. 

Page  110,  line  Ua. 
The  Uaet  «f  «a  deesBt,  fhtal  t»  ofOiytfaiBg  lffta«, 
aaaofloaaUadadtoiaeaBtaaoeteT.^^    ^^ 


\  la  the  vropertv  of  the  Kislar  Aga,  (the 
daevaef  the  eeragiio  and  goaidiaa  of  the  women,) 
te  the  WaywDoe.  A  pander  aad  eu- 
are  not  polite,  yet  trae  appellatioiie— 
■ow  jasems  the  ffovemor  of  Athens  I 


'IVieiriMirilfla  tkm ktarLwcwM Osaoar. 
AgeT0Q,]iBea4. 

8. 

AgeU6,]lae09. 
"Ttopfadke,"  vmslLet— The  Bairam  ia  awaaaaeed 
hrOa  eaaaoa  at  vaaeBt;  ths  ilhnaiaatina  o<^a 
Moaqoee,  aad  Um  ftiiaa  of  an  kiaAi  of  amaU  MM, 
Isated  wiOi  tell,  pioi^Sm  it  doriag  the  aight 


11. 
A  Nm  tiU  aasrwl  •<  6««ad  ami  saft." 

Page  111,  Uae  Ida. 
To  pertake  of  food,  to  break  bread  aad  aalt  with 
Toar  hoet,  iasaras  the  safbty  of  the  gneat;  erea 
thoagh  aa  enemy,  his  person  from  that  moBseat  is 
safireo. 

11 
kia  fartea  wa$  Mt  fly  Me  MWs  aeam; 
Pagelll,]iae01. 
I  need  hardly  obaerve,  that  Charitf  aad  Hospi 
tality  are  the  Irst  dnties  eigoined  by  Uahomet, 
aad,  to  say  troth,  Tory  geaexally  practised  by  Ua 
disdples.    The  ttnt  praise  that  can  be  bestowed  o& 
a  ehief  is  a  paaegyric  on  Us  bonnty;  the  next,  oa 
hisTalor. 

UL 
jIh^  fifar  eilsirfAaf  efnsfAaa- 

Page  111,  line  M. 
The  atMhaa»  aloag  dagger  worn  with  piatola  ia 
the  belt, ba  metal  seehberd,  geaeraUy  of  riltw; 
id,  amei^  the  wealthier,  gilt,  or  of  gold. 

U. 

Jia  SMeT  off  mt9  pOlf9  w_^^MSPk 

Page  Ulf  JIM  pa. 
Oresn  ia  the  privileged  eolor  of  the  prephet't 
nnmsrona  pretended  deeeendants:  with  them,  aa 
here,  frith  (the  frmily  inheritaaoe)  ia  snppoaed  to 
sapgaede  me  neeearity  of  yod  works ;  they  are  the 
wecat  of  a  very  indiftrent  brood. 

la. 

Hot  who  oH  thorn f'^hUkwmUmi. 

Page  HI,  line  aa. 
Salam  aleikoom  aalsmt  peaoe  be  with  Toa;  he 
with  yon  peace  ■  the  aalutatioa  rsaenad  for  tie  frith* 
ftil:<— to  a  Cbzistiaa,  ''UHarnla,**  a  good  Jooraeyt 
or  eaban  hiresem,  saban  serala;  good  mom,  geoa 
eren ;  aad  aometimea,  "auiy  yoor  end  be  happy !  ** 
are  the  naoal  aalntes. 

la. 

TKo  faseof-gaesa  of  OBuUm  apHnf, 

Page  ,111  line  9S. 
The  bhie-wiiMad  battoKfly  of  Kariuaear,  the  moat 
laia  a«d  beaaCiral  of  the  speciea. 
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B)eltON'B  WOBXS. 


17. 


Or  Uve  Uke  acorpion  girt  hfffirt. 

Page  112,  Une  7. 
AUading  to  the  dubious  fuieide  of  the  scorpion, 
•o  placed  for  experiment  by  gentle  philosopners. 
Borne  maintain  that  the  position  of  the  sting,  irhen 
turned  to^rards  the  head,  is  merely  a  convulsiTe 
moTement ;  but  others  have  actually  brought  in  the 
verdict,  "Felo  de  se."  The  scorpions  axe  sulely 
interested  in  a  speedy  decision  of  the  question;  as, 
if  once  fairly  established  as  insect  Catos,  they  ivill 
probably  be  allowed  to  live  as  long  as  they  thiak 
poper,  vrithout  being  martyred  for  the  sake  of  an 
nypothesis. 

18. 
Whm  Rhemagan**  kui  stm  wag  $ti. 

Page  112,  line  23. 
The  eannon  at  sunset  dose  the  Bhamaaan.    See 
•oteS. 

19. 
By  paU  Phinaari's  trembUng  UghL 

Page  Inline  42. 
Phingari,  the  moon. 

20. 
Bright  aa  thsjewd  of  CHatntoMd. 

Page  112,  line  ^. 
The  celebrated  fabulous  ruby  of  Sultan  Oiamschid, 
the  embellisher  of  Istaklkar;  irmh.  Hs  splendor, 
named  Schebgerag,  '*the  torch  of  night;"  also, 
« the  cup  of  the  sun."  &o.-*-In  tiie  nrst  edition, 
«( Qiamscnid  "  was  wzxtten  as  a  word  of  three  syl- 
lables, BO  D'Herbelot  has  it;  but  I  am  told  Rich- 
ardson reduces  it  to  a  dissyllable,  and  writes  **  Jam- 
ahid."  I  have  left  in  the  text  the  orthography  of 
the  one  with  the  pronunciation  of  the  other. 

21. 
Though  on  Al»Sirat*a  arch  I  Hood. 

Page  112,  line  68. 
Al-Sirat,  the  bridge  of  breadth  less  than  the 
thread  of  a  famished  spider,  over  which  the  Mus- 
sulmans must  sktUo  into  paradise,  to  which  it  is  the 
only  entrance ;  but  this  is  not  i^  worst,  the  river 
beneatii  being  hell  itself,  into  which,  as  may  be  ex- 
pected, the  unskilful  and  tender  of  foot  contrive  to 
tumble  with  a  '*  facilis  descensus  Avemi,"  not  very 
pleasing  in  prospect  to  the  next  passenger.  There 
U  a  shorter  cut  downwards  for  the  Jews  and  Chris- 
tians. 

22. 
And  keep  that  portion  of  hie  creed, 

'Pagell2,line«3. 
A  vulgar  error :  the  Koran  allots  at  least  a  third 
paradise  to  well-behaved  women;  but  by  &t  the 
greater  number  of  Mussulmans  interpret  the  text 
ueir  own  way,  and  exclude  their  moieties  from 
heaven.  Being  enemies  to  Platonics,  they  cannot 
discern  "  any  fitness  of  things  "  in  tiie  aouls  of  the 
other  sex,  conceiving  them  to  be  superseded  by  the 
HoQiis. 

23. 
The  young  pomegrunate^e  bloasome  etrew, 

v-r-  -y  p^^  ^2,  line  69. 

An  oriental  simile,  which  may,  perhaps,  though 
fafarly  stolen,  be  deemed  ''  plus  Arabe  qu'en  Arabic." 

24. 
Her  hair  in  hyacinthinejiow. 

Page  112,  line  71. 
Hyadnthine,  in  Arabic,  "  Sunbul ;  "  as  common 
ft  thought  in  the  eastern  poets,  as  it  was  amoug  the 
Chneeks. 

25. 
The  lovelieet  bird  of  Franguestan. 

Page  112,  line  81. 
"Fhmgnestan/'  Ciroassia. 


26. 
BiemiUaht  now 


the  periPe  poet, 

Pagell8,l]ne92. 


Bismfflahr*<'lA  ^e  name  of  God;"  th«  eon* 
mencement  of  aU  the  chapters  of  the  Korea  b«t 
one,  and  of  prayer  and  thanksgiving. 

27. 
Then  eurVd  hie  very  beard  teith  ire. 

Page  118,  Une  87. 
A  phenomenon  not  nnoommon  with  an  angry 
Mussulman.  In  1809,  the  Capitan  Pacha's  wUe- 
kers,  at  a  diplomatio  audience,  were  no  less  lively 
with  indignation  than  a  tiger  cat's,  to  the  horror  of 
all  the  dragomans;  the  portentous  mustaehloe 
twisted,  they  stood  erect  of  their  own  accord,  and 
were  expected  every  moment  to  change  their  oo]or» 
but  at  last  condescended  to  subside,  which,  prob^ 
bly,  saved  more  heads  than  they  contained  haln 


28. 
Nor  roieed  the  craven 


1\ 


age  US,  line  47. 
"  Amaun,'*  quarter,  pardon. 

29. 
I  know  himhy  the  eeU  eye. 

Page  113,  line  88. 
The  **«vil  eye,"  a  common  snpstftfttioii  in  tta 
Levant,  and  of  which  the  imaginary  ellbots  aie  yet 
very  singular,  on  those  who  ooneelve  themaekvee  af- 
fected. 

80.  

A.  fragmant  of  hie  ptilninporB» 

Page  113,  line  111. 
The  flowered  shawls,  generally  worn  by  psraons 
of  rank. 

8L 
Hie  ealpae  rent— hkarfkm  red. 

Page  114,  line  29. 
The  "  oalpao  "  is  the  solid  cap  or  centre  part  of 
the  head-dress ;  the  ahaid  is  wowid  lowid  It,  aad 
forms  the  turban. 

82. 
A  twhan  carved  m  coareeet  etone. 

Page  114,  line  88. 
The  turban,  pillar,  and  inscriptive  verse,  deeorata 
the  tombs  of  the  OsmanUes,  whether  in  the  < 


tery  or  the  wilderness.  In  the  mountains  ^ou  tr^ 
quently  pass  similsr  mementos ;  and,  on  m(^uiiy, 
you'  are  mfbrmed,  that  they  record  somo  victim  of 
rebellion,  plunder,  or  revenge. 

38. 
Aisoienrneoundof^'AJlaHuI*' 

Page  114,  line  47. 
"  Alia  Hu !  "  the  concluding  words  of  the  Mues- 
sin's  call  to  prayer  from  the  highest  gallery  on  tiie 
exterior  of  tne  minaret.  On  a  still  evening,  wh/tai 
the  Muezsin  has  a  fine  voice,  which  is  freouentl; 
the  case,  the  effect  is  solemn  and  boaataA&L  oeyona 
all  the  bells  in  Christendom. 

84. 
They  come    their  kerchief e  green  they  wave, 
Pi^^U4,liBeM. 
The  following  is  part  of  a  battle-song  of  th* 
Turks :— <*  I  see— I  see  a  dark-eyed  girl  of  pandoMt 
and  she  waves  a  handkerchief,  a  kerSdef  of  fluiiimi 
and  cries  aloud.  Come,  kiss  me,  for  I  love  tiiea,** 
etc. 

85. 
Beneath  avenging  KbnAtr's  eeythe* 

Page  114,  Una  82. 
MonUr  and  Nekir  aie  the  in^iaitan  Af  Aa  desid* 
before  whom  the  corpse  undergoes  a  alight  novitiat« 
and  preparat<n7  training  for  danmation.  If  the  mor- 
swers  are  none  of  the  clearest,  he  is  hauled  up  with  a 
scythe  and  thumped  down  with  a  red-hot  maoe  tiU 
properly  seasoned,  with  a  variety  of  subsidisry  pro- 
bations. The  office  of  tiiese  aaoels  is  no  sineoore  ; 
there  are  but  two,  and  the  number  of  orthodox  de* 
ceased  being  in  asmall  propartion  to  the  remaind«r« 
theh  hands  axe  always  nilL 


N0TB8  TO  THX  iHAOXm 
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tte  Oiiemtel  PriiM*  of  BwknMt. 


1%e  Yuapirt  nmntitioa  ii  ttiU  general  in  tke 
Lenut.  HanestT^nznefortteUi  ft  long  story,  whieh 
Mr.  Sootliej,  in  tbe  notes  on  ThftlabM^notes.  about 
tbew  *' Ynmoolochfts,"  as  he  ealls  them.  The  Bo- 
mue  term  k  '« YardouUeha."  I  reooUeet  a  whole 
funily  bein^  tamJIed  by  the  scream  of  a  child, 
wbiu  th«r  **"*c*^^  most  proceed  from  such  a  Tisi- 
tetisn.  ThA  Greeks  netrer  mention  the  word  with- 
esthoczor.  I  find  that  «Broneolokas*'  is  an  old 
k^itiBate  Hellenic  appellation— at  least  is  so  ap- 
phed  to  Azeenins,  who,  according  to  the  Greeks, 
¥is  alter  his  deatk  animated  by  Ihe  DeriL— *1)ie 
ae  the  word  i  mention. 


PagelU,lfie96. 

The  freshness  of  the  fiiice»  and  the  wetness  of  tiie 
fip  with  blood,  are  the  nerer-failing  signs  of  a  Yam- 
poe.  The  stories  told  in  Hunganr  and  Greece  of 
these  fiml  fcedcra  are  singnlsr,  and  some  of  them 
mast  McndOJ^  attested. 


The 

Oe 


Page  116,  ] 


1 7. 


Ii,  I  believe,  the  bird  ao  KbeOed,  by 
I  of  feeding  her  chickens  with  her 


40. 
X)M9  111  tA40ei  dbrtfcf  Aodfatf  eeir* 

Pagelie,  Ibie  1». 


ition  of  a  second-heuins  (f#  I 

_bt  seoond-sight  in  tne  east)  fell 
my  "own  obserTation.-^)n  my  third 
r  to  Cape  Colonna  early  in  1811.  as  we  pnssed 
the  defile  that  leadb  from  tne  hamlet  be- 
tvenTKeratiar  and  Colonna,  I  obeerred  Derrish 
Tahiri  riding  zather  oat  of  the  path,  and  leaning 
bii  head  upon  his  hand,  as  if  in  pain.  I  rode  up 
aad  inqmzed.  **We  are  in  peril,''  he  answerea. 
''What  peril  ?  we  are  not  now  in  Albania,  nor  in 
the  passes  to  Bpheeos,  Mceeahinghi,  or  Lepanto; 
Acre  are  plenty  of  us,  well  anned.  and  the  Choriates 
kne  not  courage  to  be  thieres.''— "  True,  Afiendi, 
bat  nerertheless  the  shot  is  ringing  in  my  ears.** 
*'The  shot!  not  a  tophaike  has  been  fired  this 
moning.'*-^' I   hear   it  notwithstanding^— Bom — 


HaraldtCnteM.    Iwaaati 

the  man,  and  he  described  the  ( , 

marks  of  the  horaesof  our  party  so  accoiately,  that* 
with  other  drcumstancss,  we  could  not  doubt  of  Ait 
hsTing  been  in  *'Tillainous  company,*'  and  our> 
scItcs  in  a  bad  neighborhood.  iMrnsh  become  n 
soothsayer  for  life,  and  I  dare  say  is  now  hearing 
more  musketrr  than  ever  vrill  be  fired,  to  the  gnat 
refreshmsnt  of  the  Amaouts  of  Berat,  and  his  na- 
tive mountains.— I  shall  mention  one  trait  more  of 
this  singular  race.  In  March,  1811.  a  remarkably 
stout  and  active  Amaout  came  (I  believe  the  tenta 
on  the  same  errand)  to  oiEBr  himself  as  an  attend- 
ant, which  was  declined:  *<  Well,  Aifendi."  quoth 
he,  **  may  you  live !— you  would  have  ftmna  me  use- 
All.  I  shall  leave  the  town  for  the  hills  to-moRow, 
in  the  winter  I  letum,  perhaps  you  will  then  receiTe 
me.'*— >]>ervish,  who  was  preeent,  remarked,  as  a 
thing  of  couise,  and  of  no  consequence,  *'  In  the 
mean  time  he  will  join  the  Klephtes,"  (robbers,) 
which  was  true  to  the  lettsr.— Ifnot  cut  o£  ther 
come  down  in  the  winter,  and  paas  it  uamoiestea 
in  some  town,  where  they  are  often  as  wdl  knows 
as  ttetr  exploits. 

41. 

Page  mf^  198. 
The  monk's  sermon  is  omitted.  ItseemstohaTO 
had  so  little  efiect  upon  the  patient,  that  it  could 
have  no  hopes  from  ne  reader.  It  may  be  sufficient 
lo  say,  that  it  was  of  a  customary  lensth  (as  may 
be  poceived)  from  the  interruptions  ana  unes  * 
of  the  penitent,)  and  was  delivered  in  the 
tone  of  all  orthodox  preachers. 

41. 

Am^  Mmmg  an  ktr  whiU  tymar. 

Page  118,  line  ft. 
«8ym»'*— shroud. 

43. 

Page  118,  line  121. 
The  circumstance  to  which  the  abore  story  v^ 
Utes  was  not  very  uncommon  in  Turkey.  A  fow 
years  ago  the  wife  of  Muchtar  Pacha  complained  to 
nis  Ihther  of  his  son's  supposed  infidelity;  he  asked 
with  whom,  and  she  had  the  barbarity  to  give  in  a 

inTa 


I  plainly  as  I  hear  your  voice."—**  Pshaw." 
*'Asyoai^eBscAilbiidi|  if  it  is  written,  so  wiU it 
be."— I  Idt  th£i  quick-eared  predeetinarian,  and 
rode  UD  to  Basilit  his  Christian  compatriot,  whose 
ean,  thooffh  not  at  all  prophetic,  by  no  meana  rel- 
ished tfie  mtelliffenee.  We  all  arriTed  at  Colonna, 
remaxned  some  hours,  and  returned  leisurely,  say- 
ing a  ^vaiistr  of  brilliant  thinfts,  in  more  laagucgcs 
than  spoilea  the  building  of  Babel,  u^on  the  mis- 
taken seer  I  Bomaic»  Aniaout,  Turkish,  Italian, 
aad  Engliah  were  all  exercised,  in  Tarious  conceits, 
vpon  the  uafortunate  Mussulman.  Whfle  we  wen 
eontem^ating  the  beautifril  pro8x>eet.  Dervish  was 
occupied  about  the  columns.  I  tiiooaht  he  vras  de- 
ranged into  an  antiquarian,  and  aakea  him  if  he  had 
become  a  •  PyoceosiTO '  man :  «  No,"  aaid  he,  •*  but 
these  pEDan  wiU  be  useful  in  making  a  stand;" 
aad  added  other  remarks,  which  at  least  evinced  his 
ovn  belief  in  his  troublesome  fttcnlty  o^brs-AeoriM. 
Oa  OUT  return  to  Athens,  we  heaitl  from  Leone  (a 
irisoaer  set  aahose  some  days  alter)  of  the  intended 
attadt  of  the  Mainotes,  mentioned,  vrith  Ae  caose 
If  iu  net  taking  plaoOk  in  the  notsa  to  CUIde 
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Hat  of  the  twelve  handsomest  women 
They  were  seized,  fastened  up  in  sacks,  and  drowa* 
ed  in  the  lake  the  same  night !  One  of  the  guards 
who  was  present  informed  me,  that  not  one  of  thn 
victims  uttered  a  cry,  or  showed  a  symptom  of  ter> 
ror  at  so  sudden  a  '*  wrench  ftwm  all  we  know,  irom 
all  we  love.*'  The  (ate  of  Phrosine,  the  foirsel  ol 
this  sacrifioc,  is  the  subject  of  many  a  Romaic  and 
Arnaont  ditty.  The  story  in  the  text  is  one  told 
of  a  young  Venetian  many  years  ago,  and  now 
nearly  forgotten.  I  heard  it  by  accident  recited  by 
one  of  the  coffee-house  story-tellers  who  abound  in 
the  Levant,  and  sing  or  recite  their  naiialieeSi 
The  additions  and  interpolations  by  the  translatoar 
will  be  easily  distinguished  from  the  rest  by  the 
want  of  Eastern  imagexr ;  and  I  regret  that  m^ 
memory  has  retained  so  few  flragmenti  of  the  origi- 
nal. 

For  the  contents  of  some  the  notes  I  am  indebted 
partly  to  D'Herbdot,  and  partly  to  that  most  ea«^> 
Srn,  and,  as  Mr.  ^^     '    -*-  -^-*     '^   "  --" 


Mr.  Weber  Justly  entitles  it,  *<  i 
talc,"  the  «  Caliph  Yathek.'^  I  do  not  know  from 
what  aouice  the  author  of  that  singular  volume 
may  hare  drawn  his  materials:  some  of  his  inci- 
dents are  to  be  found  in  the  '*  Bibliotheque  Orien- 
tale;  but  for  conectnese  of  costume,  beauty  of 
deseilption,  and  power  of  imagination,  it  fiur  sur* 
passes  aU  European  imitations ;  and  bears  such 
marks  of  originality,  that  tiiose  who  have  visited 
the  East,  will  find  some  difilculty  hi  believing  it  to 
be  more  than  a  translation.  As  an  Eastern  tal*, 
even  Basselas  must  bow  before  it;  his  "Hapnr 
Valley"  wiU  not  bear  a  con^arison  with  the  «  Hall 
•f  Bbll*." 


THE   BRIDE  OF   ABYDOS; 

A  TURKISH  TALE. 


to 
THE   RIGHT   HONOBiwBLE   LORD   HOLLAND, 

THIS  TALB  18  IVMaOBBOy 

8XVTIXBKT  07  KBOAKD  AMB  EB8FB0T»  BT  Kit  ftB4VDin&T 
AM9  SniQtMM  ntlBlTDy 

BTBON. 


CANTO   I. 


Kvow  ye  th«  Und  wkere  the  cypreas  and  myrtle 
Are  eaLUems  of  deeds  that  are  done  In  their  elimet 

Where  the  rage  of  the  Tohore,  the  lore  of  the  turtle, 
Now  melt  into  aonow,  now  madden  to  crime  ? 

Know  ye  the  land  of  the  oedar  and  tine, 

Where  the  flowers  erer  blossom,  the  beama  ever 
shine; 

Whan  the  lif^t  wfngs  of  Zephyr,  oppreaa'd  with 


Wax  Mnt  o'er  the  gardena  of  061^  In  her  bloom ; 
Whet«  Hie  eitroA  and  olire  are  fkireat  of  fruit, 
And  the  voice  of  the  nightingale  never  Is  mute ; 
Where  the  tinta  of  the  earth,  and  the  hues  of  the  sky, 
In  color  though  varied,  in  beauty  may  vie, 
And  the  pvple  of  oeeaa  is  deepeet  in  dye ; 
Whtte  Hm  virglna  are  soft  as  the  roeee  ^ey  twfaie, 
And  an,  save  the  aplrlt  of  man,  is  divine? 
'tis  the  clime  of  theBaat;  'tis  the'  land  of  the  lun— 
Can  he  smile  on  such  deedi  as  hia  ohildrea  have 

done?' 
Ok !  wild  as  the  eocents  of  lovera'  toeweU 
Aye  the  hearta  which  they  bear,  and  the  tales  wUeh 

I  theytell. 

*  U. 

Begirt  with  many  a  gallant  alave, 

Apparril'd  aa  beoomea  the  brave, 

Awaitfaig  eaeh  hia  lord'e  beheet 

To  gaide  hia  atepa,  or  guard  hia  nat. 


Old  OiaOr  eat  fin  hia  IXvan : 
Deep  thought  was  in  hia  aged  eye ; 

And  though  the  &ce  of  Muasulmtin 
Not  oft  betr^  to  staadess  by 

The  mind  vrithin,  wdl  akfll'd  to  Ud« 

An  but  unoonquerable  pride, 

His  pensive  cheek  and  pondering  teow 

Did  more  tiiaa  he  vraa  wont  avow. 

III. 

'Let  the  dmmber  be  eleatU''-The  teiia  dta 

pear'd— 
"  Now  call  me  the  chief  of  the  Haram  guaxC* 
With  GiaiBr  la  none  but  hia  only  son. 
And  the  Nubian  awaiting  the  ahe'a  aaravd. 
«  Harean— when  aU  the  crowd  timt  vrait 
Are  paaa'd  beyond  the  outer  gate, 
(Wo  to  the  head  whoae  eye  beheld 
My  child  Zuleika's  ihce  unveU'dl) 
Henoe,  lead  my  daughter  i^om  her  toim.; 
Her  £ate  la  fiz'd  thia  vecy  hear : 
z  et  not  to  her  lepeat  my  Isongfat  { 
By  me  alone  be  duty  taught  !** 

"  Pacha!  to  hear  is  to  obey/' 
«No  move  mnat  alave  to  dei^  My- 
Thea  to  the  tower  had  ta'ea  hia  vi^t 
But  here  young  Selfan  aHenee  bukOy 
Vket  lowty  rendering  reyeranee  maet } 


My  ililv,  mhrnmStim  gvldat 

I  ftH  liqr  frovM  Mil 

Ite  Mm*  waMM  •flaad  M 
WMi  1MMM  to  Iktoi  and  rsply 
To  though  wititi  vUdk  my  liMTt  biat  Uglb 
W«irkiimiw   4hg  niMteTag  ayood, 
4b  Hwdi  I  km  B«t  MlitaaB ; 

Aad,  as  tiMU  kMHWl  ^atlbv  m« 
8o«B  toM  ^  Hnni's  gntfag  k«f , 
Bfltee  &•  gmdlMi  ahmi  sv»k« 
We  t»  ftsCTpnM  gicfTw  httd  flowm* 
Aad  aada  tn^  hmIb,  nd  kMTW  •«  MB. 
Then  lng«M  wb,  begafisd  tookng 
Witk  Mi^oai's  tdft,  or  Sadi's  Mug ;  • 
TSn  I»  lAo  iMHd  the  dMp  tunban  4 
Beet  liy  DivHi'e  eppioeeUng  &««• 
To  Am,  end  to  mf  daty  tmoi 
Wim'd  by  tiMoeiad,  to  poet  tine  iow; 
Bull 
Hiy,! 

Tkit  HMO  on  ficne  that  I 
BittibDOOvtei 


IV. 

•*8oK  «r  o  ohm  r-49io  Podn  ooid* 
"PiniBii  osbeliovlBg  smimIK  ond^ 
TaiiiiiOKe  «  fkHiM^o  hope  to  000 
Ao^t  that  beoooBo  a  man  in  thoo. 
Tboo,  viMA  Hum  am  alKrald  bend  tbo  bow, 
Asd  bnd  the  dait,  and  onb  Ike  otood» 
Tboo,  Qcoek  Ilk  oool  if  not  ta  onodt 
Hast  pore  who 
AaiiralekaBfoldfaig] 
Woaid  tiiat  yon  flfb,  n^ooo  Moiis  gkfv 
Tky  Botttoe  eyee  eo  moeh  adnivo, 
Vodd  Ind  «ee  eonotUi^  of  Ui  ioet 
TboB,  ivfao  iioaUUt  000  tlile  battlMMBt 
By  Cbnotini  eoBDOtt  pisoflOMol  rent  $ 
Hay,  taadj  Tiew  old  Stambol'o  wal 
BoAbb  Hio  digi  of  Koooow  Ml, 
Nor  slnke  OBO  itroke  te  life  and  dwdli 
AgaiBrt  tbe  eon  of  Waarotk  1 
Qo-^  Iky  Ion  Aoa  wvnaaa'e  band 
Aanuao  tbe  dkta#-«at  Oo  broAd. 
But,  HsioBB !— to  my  daa^Mter  ofood: 
And  IttA-offtinewra  hood  toko  hood- 
If  thw  Zolnka  oft  takeo  irinff- 
Tho«  wart  joa  boiv^t  hath  a  ctriag ! " 

T. 

9o  OQvad  fren  Selirn'o  Bp  woo  hooid, 
At  looi  tittt  met  old  CHaOr^  oor, 

But  ofnj  fromi  end  ofoiy  word 

Pteood  benn  than  m  Ohxiotin'o  ovoid. 
<•  8oa oC  aihwot   lojiioaeh'd  vfHi  terl 
Thote  c^  bad  eoot  aaoOMr  door. 

gon<rfatli;fe\  andwifcoay  Ao?** 
Thn  bdd  Uo  ihoeiikte  tMr  doA  OMOw ; 


ut 


AadgtaMoo 


Old  OlBife  fOMd  ^oa  Mo  OM 

A»dot«tod|  tevitUnhlooyv 
Ho  nod  how  midb  bla  wiatib  hath  doM  I 
Ho  oawfoboQlMi  thaae  b^pmt 


Imi 

B«t 

But  If  Ay  bond  had 

And  if  Ay  hnd  had 


n 


■Mvlo^ 


rdjoy  to  000  Aoo  brook  al 


On  SoUm'e  eye  ho  Anooly  goaodt 

That  eye  rotun'd  him  flaaeo  far  glaaoo, 
And  proodly  to  hk  eiio'e  WM  mioed, 

TBI  Qiaflr'o  ^oafl'd  and  Awnk  ■■bwoo 
And  why— he  fslt,  bat  dniot  not  ton. 
•*Mneh  I  miidonbt  thio  wayward  boy 
WiU  one  day  work  mo  more  oanoy : 
I  never  lofod  him  firom  hie  births 
And— bnt  hie  ann  la  little  worth. 
And  eeerooly  in  the  ehaao  ooold  oopo 
WiUi  timid  Ibwn  or  antelope. 
Far  laoo  would  Tontnre  into  ettift 
Where  man  eontonde  ibr  ftme  andBfc 
I  wmdd  not  tnut  that  look  or  tono  i 
No— nor  the  blood  so  near  my  own. 
Thatbloodr— ho  hath  not  hoovd-4io  wan 
111  watoh  him  doeor  thanbofaco. 
Ho  is  an  Arab*  to  my  sight, 
Or  Christian  erooehing  in  the  dght— 
But  hark !— I  hear  Znloika's  toIoo  : 

Like  Homis'  hymn  it  moots  mine  oar : 
She  Is  the  oikforing  of  my  ehoioe ; 

Oh  I  more  than  or'n  hor  mother  door, 
With  all  to  hope,  and  nought  to  lear<* 
My  Peri!  over  weloome  hero ! 
Sweet  aa  the  dooert-foimtain's  woto 
To  Upe  jnst  oool'd  in  time  to  sav^- 

Such  to  mj  longing  sight  art  thon ; 
Nor  ean  they  waft  to  Meooa's  ahrino 
More  Aanks  far  life,  than  I  for  thino, 

Who  bloet  thy  birth,  and  blsoe  thoo  now ! 

VL 

Fair,  aa  thoint  that  M  of  woBumUiid, 
When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  eespont  i 


Whooe  fanago  Asn  wia  atamp'd  nponhera 

Bnt  onoobognflod    end  over  mooo  begntta 
Daaaling,  eothat,  (A  I  too  4 

To  aocrow'e  phsntoooH 
When  hoert  moots  hoort  egahi  hi  ^ 

And  painta  the  loot  on  oerthrovived  hi  1 
Soft,  aa  the  mewwy  of  bwiod  low  I 
Pore,  aa  the  pnysrwhieh  ehfldhood  wallo 
Wao  aho-^Cho  danghter  of  Aie  rado  old  4 
Who  mot  the  maid  with  toaro   botntof  giht 


Who  hath  not  nwfod  how  foeUy  words  oMay 
To  flx  one  apoilc  of  beonty's  heavenly  my  I 
Who  doth  not  ibel,  vntil  hie  fidUng  dghft 
Fainte  into  dimneae  with  its  own  dsl^ht, 
His  ohanging  ohoek,  )d»  sfaiking  heart  ooatao 
The  might-^ko  m^eoty  of  lovolineao  ^ 
Saoh  wia  Znleikar-oach  aronnd  her  shens 
The elesi  sksiMronwoib'dhyherokno; 


Iftt 


HYBOira  WOBX& 


The  Bght  of  loT«,  the  pnl^  bf  graeo, 
The  mind,  the  moaio  bteething  ftam  her  flMe,* 
The  hear*,  whose  softneaa  heimonised  the  whol»— 
And,  oh !  that  eye  wae  fai  itsdf  a  soul ! 

Her  gracefdl  arms  in  medmesa  bending 
Across  her  gently  budding  breast ; 

At  one  kind  word  tiioee  arms  estending 
To  clasp  the  neck  of  him  who  blest 
His  child  caressing  and  caieati 
Znleika  eame— end  Giaffir  felt 
His  purpose  half  within  him  melt; 
Not  that  against  her  faneied  weal 
His  heart  though  stem  could  erer  feel ; 
Affection  chain'd  her  to  that  heart ; 
Ambition  tore  the  links  apart. 

vn. 

•*  2uleika !  child  of  gentleness ! 

How  dear  this  very  day  must  tell, 
When  I  forget  my  own  distress, 

In  losing  what  I  love  so  well, 

To  bid  thee  with  another  dwell : 

Another!  and  a  braver  man 

Was  never  seen  in  battle's  Tan. 
We  Moslem  reck  not  much  of  blood ; 

But  yet  the  line  of  Carasman  ' 
Unchanged,  unchangeable  hath  stood 
First  of  the  bold  Timariot  bands 
That  won  and  well  can  keep  their  lands. 
Enough  that  he  who  comes  to  woo 
Is  kinsman  of  the  Bey  Oglou : 
His  years  need  scarce  a  thought  employ ; 
I  would  not  have  thee  wed  a  boy. 
And  thou  shalt  have  a  noble  dower : 
And  his  and  my  united  power 
Will  laugh  to  scorn  the  death-firman, 
Which  others  tremble  but  to  scan. 
And  teach  the  messenger  >  what  fate 
The  bearer  of  such  boon  may  wait. 
And  now  thou  know'st  thy  father's  wiU ; 

All  that  thy  sex  hath  need  to  know : 
Twas  mine  to  teach  obedience  stiU— > 

The  way  to  love  thy  lord  may  show." 

vin. 

In  silence  bow'd  the  virgin's  head ; 

And  if  her  eye  was  fill'd  with  tears, 
That  stifled  feeling  dare  not  shed. 
And  changed  her  cheek  fiK)mpele  to  red, 

Andved  to  pale,  as  through  her  ears 
Those  winged  words  like  arrows  sped. 

What  could  such  be  but  maiden  fears  ? 
80  bright  the  tear  in  beauty's  eye. 

Lore  half  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry ; 
80  sweet  the  blush  of  bashftilness, 

Bven  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less  I 
Whate'er  it  was  the  sire  forgot ; 
Or  if  remember'd,  mark'd  it  not : 
Thrice  clapp'd  his  hands,  and  call'd  his  steed,* 

Besign'd  his  gem-adom'd  Chibouke,i* 
And  mounting  featly  for  the  mead, 

With  Maugrabee  "  and  Mamaluke, 

His  way  amid  his  Belis  took,is 
To  witness  many  an  active  deed 
With  sabre  keen,  and  blunt  jerreed. 
The  Kislar  only  and  his  Moors 
Wateh'd  well  the  Haram's  massy  doors. 


His  head  was  leant  upon  his  hand, 

His  eye  look'do'er  the  dark-blue  wmttf 
That  swiftly  glides  and  gently  sweiis 
Between  the  winding  Dardanelles ; 
But  yet  he  saw  nor  sea  nor  strtmd, 
Kor  even  his  Pacha's  tuiban'd  band 

Mix  in  the  game  of  mimic  slanghter, 
Careering  cleave  the  folded  felt  ^ 
With  sabre  stroke  right  sharply  dealt; 
Nor  mark'd  the  javelin-darting  crowds 
Nor  heard  their  Ollahs  ^  wild  and  loud- 
He  thought  but  of  old  GiaiBr's  daughter . 

X. 

No  word  from  SeUm's  bosom  broke ; 
One  sigh  Zuleika's  thought  bespoke : 
Still  gasedhe  through  the  Uttice  gntr 
Pale,  mute,  and  moumftilly  sedate. 
To  him  Zuleika's  eye  was  tam'd. 
But  little  from  his  aspect  leam'd : 
Equal  her  grief,  yet  not  tiie  same ; 
Her  heart  eonfees'd  a  gentler  flsnie, 
But  yet  that  heart  alarm'd  or  weak, 
She  knew  not  why,  forbade  to  speak 
Yet  speak  she  must— but  when  essay  ? 
"  How  strange  he  thus  should  turn  away ! 
Not  thus  we  e'er  before  have  met ; 
Not  thus  shall  be  our  parting  yet." 
Thrice  paced  she  slowly  throuJe^  the  room. 

And  watch'd  his  eye— it  stUl  was  flz*d; 

She  snateh'd  the  urn  wherein  was  miz'd 
The  Persian  Atar-gul's  ^  perfume, 
And  sprinkled  all  its  odors  o'er 
The  pictured  roof  ^*  and  marble  floor : 
The  drops,  that  through  his  glittering  vwl 
The  playful  girl's  appeal  addreet, 
Unheeded  o'er  his  bosom  flew, 
As  if  that  breast  were  marble  too. 
"  What,  sullen  yet  ?  it  must  not  be— 
Oh  1  gentle  Seiim,  this  from  thee !  '* 
She  saw  in  curious  order  set 

The  fahrast  flowers  of  Eastern  land— 
**  He  loved  them  once ;  may  touch  them  yet» 

If  ofler'd  by  Zuleika's  hand." 
The  childish  thought  was  hardly  breath'd 
Before  the  rose  was  pluck'd  and  wreathed*. 
The  next  fond  moment  saw  her  seat 
Her  fairy  form  at  Selim's  feet ; 
.  '<  This  rose  to  calm  my  brother's  caret 
A  message  from  the  Bulbul  ^^  bears ; 
It  says  to-night  he  will  prolong 
For  SeUm's  ear  his  sweetest  song ; 
And  though  his  note  is  somewhat  sad, 
He'U  try  for  once  a  strain  more  glad. 
With  some  faint  hope  his  alter'd  lay 
May  sing  these  gloomy  thoughts  away. 

XI. 
"  What !  not  receive  my  foolish  flower  ? 

Nay  then  I  am  indeed  unblest : 
On  me  can  thus  thy  forehead  lower  ? 

And  know'st  thou  not  who  loves  thee  beet } 
Oh,  Selim  dear !  oh,  more  than  dearest  I 
Say,  is  It  me  thou  hat'st  or  fearest? 
Come,  lay  thy  head  upon  my  breast, 
And  I  wdl  kiss  thee  into  rest, 
Since  words  of  mine,  and  songs  must  fail. 
Even  from  my  fabled  nigtingale. 


THBBSl 

BH  Wfrom  tfafle  liad  jvt  to  Iflini : 
Tbovrill  kwywhekirM  UMtaol; 
Bnt  ■  Zskika's  lore  ftwgot  ? 
AhJdeemlxi^t?  the  Paeha't  plaa^ 
lUi  klMiyai  Bej  of  CaiMmin 
r«kaps  may  psove  msm  foe  of  thine. 
If  lo,  I  even  hj  Mecca's  thnnet 
If  ■hiinee  that  ne'er  a|pproech  allov 
To  voaun'e  itep  edmh  her  tow, 
Wilhoat  thy  finee  coneeiit,  commaad, 
Ae  Soltaa  ehoold  not  have  my  hand ! 
lUah'flt  then  that  I  could  bear  to  part 
With  thee,  and  learn  to  halTe  my  heert  ? 
Ah !  were  I  serer'd  from  thy  tide, 
Wheie  mve  tiiy  friend— end  who  my  guide  f 
^een  have  not  teen,  time  shall  not  see 
The  hoar  that  teen  my  soul  from  thee : 
Sren  Axrad  "  from  has  deadly  quiver 

Whca  Hiea  that  shaft,  and  fly  it  must, 
That  parts  all  else,  shall  doom  for  ever 
Oni  hearts  to  undivided  dust !  '* 


xn. 

He  Irred— he  hreathed— he  moved--he  felt ; 

He  raieed  the  maid  from  where  she  knelt ; 

ffis  tnnce  was  gone — his  keen  eye  shone 

With  thoughts  that  long  in  darkness  dwelt ; 

With  thoughts  that  bum-4n  rays  that  melt. 

As  the  stream  late  conceal'd 
By  the  fringe  of  its  wilXows, 

When  it  mahee  reveal'd 
In  the  light  of  its  billows ; 

As  the  holt  bursts  on  high 
From  tie  Uaek  eloud  that  bound  it, 

fbsh'd  tits  soul  of  that  eye 
Thioogh  the  long  lashes  round  it. 

A  wat^hoEse  at  the  trumpet's  sound, 

A  lion  roused  by  heedless  hound, 

A  tjmaX  waked  to  sudden  strife 

By  graae  of  Hi-directed  knife, 

Starts  not  to  more  convulsive  life 

Than  he,  who  heard  that  vow,  dispUiy'd, 

And  all,  befiuoreparees'd,  betray 'd : 

■'Nowthou  art  mine,  lor  ever  mine. 

With  life  to  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  resign; 

How  Ihon  srt  ooine,  that  saored  oath, 

Thoo^  sworn  by  one,  hath  bound  us  both. 

Tes,  fondly,  wisely  hast  thou  done ; 
That  vowhadi  saved  more  heads  timn  one : 
Bat  hlBBeh  not  1hon-4hy  ajmplart  tnai 
Claims  mote  from  me  than  liiailiw  mas  f 
I  wtwld  «Qt  wrong  tiM  slcndereet  hair 
That  dnoler  round  thy  fonhead  fldr. 
For  an  tiie  lienimes  bsrtod  Ur 
Within  the  eaves  of  Istakar.^* 
Tills  momiag  ekmde  upon  me  lowcr'd, 
BefKOodMS  on  mj  head  wen  shower'dt 
And  OiaiBrslDBeetcalledmeocnrardl 
Kow  I  hscoe  motive  to  be  bcaive ; 
Tke  eon  of  his  neglected  shire, 
Kaij»  start  not  'twas  tiae  tsim  he  gave, 
ICacy  show,  though  little  apt  to  vaunt, 
A  beort  his  words  near  deeds  een  daunt. 
jBso  nan,  laAeedt'-yet,  thanks  to 'Uiee, 
PcxduoHe  I  am,  at  least  shall  be ; 
Bnt  let  oar  plighted  secret  vow 
Bn  only  known  ts  ii  as  now 
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Iknowtho 

Fkom  Oiafir  thy  lelnetant  hand  > 
Mere  in-got  wsrilh,  a  meenegeonl 
HoMsnotaMuaeelBBS**  eentnil; 
Washe  not  bled  in  Bgripo  ?  n 

A  viler  rase  let  Inoel  ihew  1 

Bnt  let  that  peso   ♦onenebetold 

Our  oath;  thenetshall 

To  me  and  mine  leave  Otman  Bey ; 

I've  paiHeaiis  fo  psril's  dayi 

Think  not  I  am  what  I  efpeer; 

I've  WM^  sAd  frWnoe,  and  vengeenee  near. 

xni. 

"  Think  not  then  art  what  thoni^peeieel , 

Mt  Selim,  thou  srt  sadly  changed : 
This  mom  I  saw  thee  gentleet,  deueet; 

But  now  thott'rt  fimn  thyself  estranged 
My  love  tiion  sorely  knew'st  beffotOt 
It  ne'er  was  leee,  nor  can  be  more. 
To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  near  thee  stay, 

And  hate  the  night  I  know  not  why. 
Save  that  we  meet  not  but  by  day ; 

With  thee  to  live,  with  thee  to  die, 

I  dare  not  to  my  hope  deny : 
Thy  cheek,  thine  eyoe,  thy  Upe  to  Use, 
like  thie-Hmd  this— no  more  than  this  ; 
For,  AUa  1  sore  thy  Upe  are  flame : 

What  fever  in  thy  veins  Is  flushing  i 
Hy  own  have  neerly  eaught  the  same. 

At  leaat  I  fbsl  my  dMokteo  blnaUng. 
To  sooth  thy  siekneee,  waldk  thy  hMkh, 
Partake,  butnever  WMte  thy  veaHh, 
Or  stand  with  mUee  uunonmring  bT» 
And  lighten  half  thy  povofty  s 
Do  aH  but  eloee  thy  dying  eje. 
For  that  I  eoold  not  ttve  to  try ; 
To  theee  alone  ray  thenghts  aspire : 
More  can  I  do  ?  or  then  lefoiia  f 
But,  Seifan,  thenasMl  anfww  why 
We  see  so  much  of  mystery  ? 

But  be  it,  sfaioe  thou  say^  »tto  wdl; 
TetwtettlMnmaen^etby  •arme'  and 
Beyond  ^  weaker  aenae  estonds. 
I  meent  that  Okfir  ahonUl  have  heeid 

The  verf  iww  Iplgklad  thnei 
Hia  wrath  would  not  lovoke  wj  word ; 

Bnt  surely  he  would  leme  me  free. 

Can  thii  fond  wish  seem  strange  in  me, 
To  be  what  I  have  ever  been  ? 
What  other  hath  Zuletica  seen 
From  simple  childhood's  earlieet  hour  ? 

What  other  can  she  seek  to  see 
Than  thee,  companion  of  her  bower, 

The  partner  of  her  infancy  ) 
These  cherish'd  thoughts  with  life  begun, 

Say,  why  most  I  no  more  avow  ? 
What  change  is  wrought  to  make  me  shun 

The  truth ;  my  pride,  and  thine  till  now  f 
To  meet  the  gase  of  stranger's  eyee 
Our  law,  our  creed,  our  Gk>d  denies ; 
Nor  shall  one  wandering  thought  of  mine 
At  such,  our  Prophet's  will  repine : 
No !  happier  made  by  that  deoee ! 
He  laft  me  all  in  leaving  thee. 
Deep  were  my  anguish,  thus  eompell'd 
To  wed  with  one  I  ne'er  behdd: 
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ThkwhuwfciBihwMlaatiWiir 
Why  wilt  ibott  nig*  AM  to  oommI  ? 
I  know  the  pMlut't  hmgh^BMMd 
To  thM  hmtk  MPtw  boded  gMd : 
And  he  lo  often  etomie  at  amigM 
Allah!  forind  that  e'er  he  ooi^tl 
And  why,  I  know  not,  but  within 
Mj  heart  eeneealsMnt  weigh!  Uka  dtt» 
If  then  raeh  eeemey  be  eriaa. 

And  raeh  it  feele  while  Inriding  her*; 
Oh,Se]im!  teUaMyalfaitine, 

Nor  iMKTO  OMthna  ta  thonihte  af  im; 
Ah !  yonder  aae  the  Tchooedar,* 
My  father  leaTee  the  mimia  war ; 
I  tremble  now  to  meet  hia  ey^- 
Say,  Seliam  eamtthoa  taUna  why}** 

XIV. 

*<Znlea»!  tothytewer'axatraat 

Betake  thea-^Giafflr  I  eaa  greet; 

And  now  with  hhn  I  Mr  araat  pnte 

Of  firmana,  impoata,  leriee,  etata. 

There's  fearftil  newa  from  Danube'a  beak, 

Onr  Yiaier  nobly  fiiiaa  hia  raaka. 

For  which  theGiaonr  may  gire  him  iSktaskM ! 

Our  Sultan  hath  a  ahortar  way 

Such  coetly  triumph  to  repay. 

But,  mark  ma,  when  the  twilight  dram 

Hath  wam'd  the  troope  to  food  and  ateepi 
Unto  thy  eeU  wm  Selim  ooma; 
Then  aoftly  from  the  Hanttn  creep 
Wh»e  we  may  wander  by  Iha  deep  s 
Our  garden-batdamenta  are  steep  f 
Nor  these  will  zadi  iatradareUmb 
To  list  anripoida,  Of  itlnt  ov  tlsM } 
And  if  he  dotii,  I  wairt  aol  aleel 
Which  some  haTO  Ml,  and  move  may  UmL 
Then  shalt  thou  learn  of  MIm  aaara 
Than  thou  haat  heard  or  thoagkl  betavt 
Trust  me,  Zuletka   »ar  net  ma  I 
Thou  know-Bl  I  holda  Kman  key.** 


"Peer  thee,  my  (Mim  I 
Did  word  like  tUi-'* 

'<DaliyMitthan| 
I  keep  the  key   and  Hvaon'a  gnaid 
Have  aome,  and  hope  af  amra  leamdi 
To-night,  Zukika,  AMibtfl  bMV 
Hy  tale,  my  pwpoaa^  mid  mf  imrt 
Iamnot,li>fal  wiMtli 


CANTO  n. 


Ths  winds  an  high  on  Hellene  waiter 
Aa  on  that  night  of  atoimy  wal«r, 
"When  Lara,  who  tent,  forgot  to  aata 
The  young,  ^  beantiftily  the  bnrfa. 

The  lon^  hope  of  Seetoa*  danghtw. 
OhI  wkan  alone  along  the  sfcy 
Her  tnnet*torch  waa  bbudng  hi^ 
Though  rising  gale,  and  breaking  fMBf 
And  shrieking  seapbfada  wan*d  Um  ~ 
And  clonda  aloft  and  tides  below, 
With  signs  and  semnda,  forbade  to  go^ 


He  could  not  aae»  ha  »aald  nii  hear 

Or  sound  or  aign  fanboding  limr } 

His  eye  but  saw  that  Ught  ol  lenre^ 

The  only  star  it  hafl'd  above ; 

His  ear  but  rang  wkh  Hero^a  aong, 

<<Te  waTea,  diTida  not  lovcra long !"«- 

That  tale  ia  old,  but  lava  anew 

May  nerve  young  hearts  to  prove  aa  tana 

n. 

The  winds  are  high,  and  Hello's  tide 

BoUs  darkly  heaving  to  the  main ; 
And  night's  descending  shadows  hide 

That  field  with  blood  bedew'd  in  vain» 
The  deaert  of  old  Priam's  pride ; 

The  tomba,  sole  relics  of  his  reign, 
Allr-save  immortal  dreams  that  could  begnila 
The  blind  old  man  of  Sdo's  rooky  iale : 

ni. 

Oh !  yet— for  there  my  steps  have  been ; 

Theee  feet  have  presa'd  the  sacred  shore ; 
Theee  limbs  that  buoyant  wave  hath  bona- 
Minstrel !  vritii  thee  to  muse,  te  mourn, 

To  trace  again  thoaa  flalda  of  yore. 
Believing  every  hillock  green 

Contains  no  fiibled  hero's  aahes, 
And  that  around  the  undoubted  soena 

Thine  own  "  broad  Hellespont  "••  still  daah— , 
Be  long  my  lot!  and  oold  were  he 
Who  there  could  gaae  denying  thee  f 

IV. 
Tha  night  hath  eloeed  on  HeDe'a  i 

Nor  yet  hath  risen  on  Ida's  hiU 
That  moon,  which  shone  on  his  high  1 
No  wanior  ehldsa  her  peaceAil  beam, 

But  eonadoua  shepherds  Uesait  atilL 
Their  fiocka  are  grasing  on  tha  mound 

Of  him  who  fait  tha  Daidan'a  arrow: 
That  mi^ity  heap  of  gathet'd  groand 
Which  Amnion's  *<  eon  ran  proudly  ravMl 
By  nationa  raised,  by  monareha  crown*d. 

Is  now  alone  and  namdeea  banow ! 

Within-Ufay  dw<dBng^laee  how  nauw; 
Without— can  only  strangers  breathe 
Tha  name  of  Mm  titat  wa» beneath; 
Dnat  kmg  ontbats  tiie  storied  atdoc  i 
But  than -thy  vary  daatia  gone  I 


Lata,  lata  to-idght  wm  IKan  ehav 

The  swain,  and  ehaae  the  bosdman'f  Ihart 

Till  than  tta  baaaan  on  the  diff 

May  shape  thaeoaiaa  of  atruggUngeklfti 

The  scattsr'd  lights  tiiat  sikkt  tha  bay:. 

All,  one  by  one,  have  died  aiway  s 

The  only  lamp  of  this  kma  havr 

la  glimmering  in  2ideika%  towsr  s 

Yeel  tiiefaia  light  hi  tha* lane  f 

And  o'er  her  eiBun  ottomsm 
Are  thrown  the  fragrant  beads  of  t 

O'er  which  her  Mry  frsgeis  ran^ 
Near  theae,  wltii  emerald  nyabaoety 
(How  could  ahe  thaa  thai  got  fioigat  r) 
Her  mo^er'a  aaintad  ann^* 
Whereon  angiaved  tha  Koosaea  ^ntf 
Could  smooth  this  Hfb,  and  win  thai 
And  by  her  eomboloioV  Bea 
A  Koran  of  iUnminad  dyea ; 
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Aad  o'er  tib0M  teroDt,  a«l  cfl  M 


Aad  rand  kflr  lap  0f  AvMai  toM 
IBwlu'wIaio— of  r~ " 
Ikt  ridMrt  vwk  0f  Inati  looM, 
iailftMiM'tribmtofi 

i&tetcn«y«ori 

Alt  §i;dMf'd  ift  that  gMfMwt  1 

Bit  |iC  it  hath  an  air  of  i^oom. 
&^  if  tUt  Peri  eell  tha  ipiits, 
Ifhat doth  aha haaea,  and  on  ao  nda  anl^t  ? 

TL 

Wi^  b  «ha  dnkaat  aabto  Taat, 
WUoh  nana  ktb  noblaat  Moalem  waar, 

To saaid fromiHadi  of  haaran tha htaaat 
Ab  hwm  Hnlf  to  SaltB  daar, 

WHh  MBtfaMi  ilapa  tfaa  Okkat  ^raafiag, 

lad  ilBlii^  alt,  M  ttnrogh  tha  iiM* 

thi  gut  iti  hallow  moaaiafa  aMda, 
TSD  OB  Ika  aiBoothv  patitway  tnadingt 
Mm  ftw  kor  tUd  baaom  haat, 

Tk  Bid  panoad  h«r  afleat  gaida  i 
Aad  Ihavgh  he  tanar  vigad  latnat, 

Hav  aoald  Aa  qait  h«r  8all»*a  iida  ? 

HovtMh  he  tmdelSpa  ta  ahldaf 


\ 


Ihif  fwch'd  at  kDgtti  a  giotto^  Imhib 

By  aatara  bat  aalargad  by  vt, 
Wkoa  aft  hff  lata  *a  woBt  to  taM, 

And  aft  her  Karaa  aons'd  ap«rt; 
AadaftiayaaMdiafvaria 
8ha  fooa'd  what  PnadlM  alg^  bt  s 
irkaawoBiaB'i  parlad  aoal  dMB  8* 
Hw  praphrt  had  dJadainad  to  ihow ; 
Btt  fidtaev  aaaaioB  waa  aaaara» 
Kor  dan^  Aa,  aoidd  ho  long  aOon 
ffii  boavia  odbtf  wfMdda  of  bBM» 
TidMBt  AflT,  maat  batofod  to  ttdi ! 
Ok!  wkosodaarwfthhtoi  aoMAnam 
Wnt  Hoari  aontii  hiai  half  ao  waO? 

vra, 

San  iMt  aha  Yiritad  tha  apot 

8oBN  cbaaga  aaeto'd  wrooglit  wMiM  Ika  gtol : 

ItBi^ttoattly  tihat  tha  night 

DhpdndfiiiBga  aaan  by  battor  Bgirt  I 

uit  bnan  lainp  but  diaaly  toiiaw 

A  laj  of  no  ealeatial  baa ; 

Bat  IB  a  Booh  witiiin  tha  eall 

Hs  eye  <m  siniigar  otgacto  IbIL 

TlMnnni  wera  piled,  not  mdi  aa  wMi 

The  tokaa'd  DeUa  fa  the  Md ; 

Batlnada  af  loiaigtt  bbda  nd  hm, 

And  OH  VM  red-pecahanea  with  gvnt  I 

Ah fhnraiftoiit  can  blood  batpOt? 

AeaytMoa^boaidwaaaat 

Thet  ^  aat  aaeaa  to  hold  aheibot 

'Whatuqrthbnatn?  aha  tnm'd  to  iM 

HerUto-^'Oli!  eaatUabaha?" 

n. 

Bk  xobeof  irida  waa  thxowa  aalda, 
ffia  bmr  BO  hif^-arown'd  tvban  boia. 

Bat  in  Ki  tlaai  a  ahc«l  of  lad, 
Waaaaadl%hayio«iBd,hiB 


Thatd 

Ware  worthy  of  a  i 

No  kmgar  gUtlaed  at  hto  witot, 

Whan  piatola  imadom'd  w«a  bncadt 

And  froaa  hia  belt  a  aatea  awvng, 

And  ftooa  hia  ahoaldarloaaaly  fasng 

The  ekiah  of  wUta,  tfia  tfafa  aapato 

That  daaka  tha  wandariag  CWdiato  t 

Banaath— Ma  goldan-platod  vaat 

Chmg  Hha  a  aoiraaB  to  Ua  biaaat  I 

Tha  giaaTaa  balaw  hia  knee  thai  woand 

WIthitlvaty  aealaa  w«a  ihaatiMd  and  boMd 

Bat  ware  it  not  that  high  enwaad 

Spake  fa  hk  ayev  and  tone,  and  hand* 

AU^ata  eeielatoeyaeoaldaaa 

In  him  waa  aena  yonng  Qallangde.* 


*<I  aaid  I  was  not  what  I aeem'd : 
And  now  thou  aeeat  my  worda  ware  tna 

I  haTa  a  tale  thoa  hast  not  dieam'd. 
If  oooth-^ta  truth  moat  othexa  ma. 

ICy  atoty  now  'twere  rafa  to  hide ; 

I  moat  not  aee  thee  Oaman'a  bride; 

But  had  not  thine  own  lipa  dedand 

How  mneh  of  that  young  heart  I  ahazad» 

I  could  not,  must  not,  yet  haye  ahown 

The  darker  aeeret  of  my  own. 

In  thia  I  speak  not  now  of  lore ; 

That,  let  time,  truth,  and  peril  prora ; 

But  first— Oh !  nerer  wed  anothei^- 

Znlaika!  I  am  not  thy  brother !" 

XL 
•«  Oh !  not  flsy  toothst  i-yat  naaar-» 

Oodl  amIlaflaloMaAaaith 
To  nMmr»— I  data  not  umay    Iha  daf 

That  aaw  aay  aoBtaiy  Urth  ? 
Ohl  llMmwihhyfamano«M>aaffal 

M y  sfaUng  haaat  tonbodad  m  s 
Bnt  know  oia  all  I  waa  baftna. 

Thy  8latap-4indr^£nlaika  atilL 
Thou  led'stma  hen  perohaaea  to  kill; 

If  thorn  haaaanaa  far  ▼angaanoa,aaa 
Mybsaaatiaafc'd    takati^ini 

Far  battar  with  the  dead  to  ba 

Than  liTa  thaa  nothing  now  to  thao  t 
Parhapa  far  woiaa,  far  now  I  kaow 
Why  OialBr  ahaaya  aeam'd  thy  faa; 
Andlalaal  am Qiafir's child. 
For  whom  Ikon  wwt  eontaaan'd,  varilad. 
If  not  thy  sbtar-wouldat  thon  aaaa 
My  life,  Ohl  bid  ma  ba  thy  slava  r 

XII. 
•*  My  slaTa,  Zuleika !— tiay,  I*m  thfae; 

But,  gentle  lore,  this  transport  ealm : 
Thy  lot  diall  yet  be  Ifak'd  with  mine; 
I  swear  it  by  our  Prophet's  shrine, 

And  be  that  thought  thy  sorrow's  bafan. 
8o  may  tha  Koran  *  Teiae  display'd 
Upon  its  steel  direct  my  blade, 
In  danger's  hour  to  guud  us  both, 
As  I  preaarra  that  awhU  oath  I 
The  name  fa  which  thy  heart  hath  prided 

Must  diange ;  but,  my  Zuleika,  know. 
That  tie  is  widen'd,  not  dirided. 

Although  thy  8ire'#  my  daadlieat  fba^ 


IM 


rai^oif^  wittiu. 


My  &tiMr  w  taCUiA  «U 

Tlutt  Sdim  lat^  was  deem*d  to  thee ; 
That  brother  mrought  a  brother's  £bl11, 

But  spared,  at  least,  my  infancy ; 
And  lull'd  me  with  a  vain  deceit 
That  yet  a  like  return  may  meet. 
He  rear'd  me,  not  with  tender  help, 

But  like  the  nephew  of  a  Cain;'' 
He  watched  me  like  a  lion's  whelp, 

That  gnaws  and  yet  may  break  his  chain. 

My  fikther's  blood  in  every  vein 
Is  boiling ;  but  for  thy  dear  sake 
No  present  vengeance  will  I  take; 

Though  here  I  must  no  more  remain. 
But  irst,  belov'd  Zuleika  I  hour 
How  (Haffii  wrought  this  deed  of  fear. 

xm. 

**  How  hist  their  strife  to  rancor  grew. 

If  love  or  envy  made  them  foes, 
It  matters  little  if  I  knew ; 
In  fiery  spirits,  slights,  though  few 

And  thoughtless,  will  disturb  repose. 
In  war  Abdallah's  arm  was  strong, 
Bemember'd  yet  in  Bosniac  song, 
And  Paswan's^i  rebel  hordes  attest 
How  little  love  they  bore  such  guest ; 
His  death  is  all  I  need  relate. 
The  stem  effect  of  Giaffir's  hate; 
And  how  my  birth  disclosed  to  me, 
Whate'er  beside  it  makes,  hath  made  me  free. 

XIV. 
**  When  Paswan,  after  years  of  strife, 
At  last  f6r  power,  but  first  for  life. 
In  Widin'e  walls  too  proudly  sate, 
Our  Pachas  rallied  round  the  state ; 
Nor  last  nor  least  in  high  command 
Bach  brother  led  a  separate  band ; 
They  gave  their  horsetaib  >*  to  the  wind, 

And,  mustering  in  Sophia's  plain. 
Their  tents  were  pitch'd,  their  post  assign'd ; 

To  one,  alas !  assign'd  in  vain ! 
What  need  of  words  ?  the  deadly  bowl. 

By  Giafir's  order  drugg'd  and  given, 
With  venom  subtle  as  his  soul, 

Dismiss'd  Abdallah's  hence  to  heaTen. 
Reclined  and  feverish  in  the  bath. 

He,  when  the  hunter's  sport  was  up, 
But  little  deen'd  a  brother's  wrath 

To  quench  his  thirst  had  such  a  cup : 
The  bowl  a  bribed  sttendant  bore ; 
He  drank  one  draught, "  nor  needed  more ! 
If  thou  my  tale,  Zuleika,  doubt, 
Call  Haroun— he  can  tell  it  out. 

XV. 

"  The  deed  once  done,  and  Paswan's  feud 
In  part  suppress'd,  though  ne'er  subdued, 

Abdallah's  Pachalick  was  gain'd  :— 
Thou  know'st  not  what  in  our  Divan 
Can  wealth  procure  for  worse  than  man — 

Abdallah's  honors  were  obtain'd 
By  }pm  a  brother's  murder  stoin'd ; 
'Tis  true,  the  purchase  nearly  drain'd 
JDb  lU-got  treasure,  soon  replaced. 
Would'st  question  whence  ?  Survey  the  waste, 
And  ask  the  squalid  peasant  how 
Hii  gains  repay  his  broiling  brow!— 


Why  me  the  stem  usurper  ^aze4» 
Why  thus  with  me  his  palace  shared^ 
I  know  not.    Shame,  regret,  remorse, 
And  little  fear  from  infant'a  force ; 
Besides,  adoption  as  a  son 
By  him  whom  Heaven  accorded  non» 
Or  some  unknown  cabal,  caprice, 
Preserved  me  thus ;  but  not  in  peace 
He  cannot  curb  his  haughty  mood. 
Nor  I  forgive  a  father's  bl(K>d. 

XVI. 
**  Within  thy  father's  house  are  foes ; 

Not  all  who  break  his  bread  are  true 
To  these  should  I  my  birth  disclose, 

His  days,  his  very  hours  were  few : 
They  ooily  want  a  neart  to  lead, 
A  hand  to  point  them  to  the  deed. 
But  Haroun  only  knows,  or  knew 

This  tale,  whose  close  is  almost  nigh: 
He  in  Abdallah's  palaoe  grew. 

And  held  that  post  in  his  Serai 

Which  holds  he  here — ^he  saw  him  die  i 
But  what  could  single  slavery  do  ? 
Avenge  his  lord ?  alas !  too  late; 
Or  save  his  son  from  such  a  fate  r 
He  chose  the  last,  and  when  elate 

With  foes  subdued,  or  friends  betray'^ 
Proud  OiafiBr  in  high  triumph  sate, 
He  led  me  helpless  to  his  gate. 

And  not  in  vain  it  seems  essay'd 

To  save  the  life  for  which  he  pray'd. 
The  knowledge  of  my  birth  secured 

From  all  and  each,  but  most  from  me  ( 
Thus  Giaffir's  safety  was  insured. 

Removed  he  too  from  Roumelie 
To  this  our  Asiatic  side, 
Far  from  our  seats  by  Danube's  tide, 

With  none  but  Haroun,  who  retains 
Such  knowledgO'-and  that  Nubian  feels 

A  tyrant's  secrets  axe  but  chains, 
From  which  the  captive  gladly  steaU, 
And  this  and  more  to  me  reveals : 
Suoh  still  to  guilt  just  Alia  sends-* 
Slaves,  tools,  accomplices— no  friends ! 

XVII. 
<«  AU  this,  Zuleika,  harshly  sounds; 

But  harsher  still  my  tale  must  be : 
Howe'er,  my  tongue  thy  softness  woundSt 

Yet  I  must  prove  all  truth  to  thee. 

I  saw  thee  start  this  garb  to  see. 
Yet  is  it  one  I  oft  have  worn. 

And  long  must  wear :  this  Galiongte, 
To  whom  thy  plighted  vow  is  sworn. 

Is  leader  of  those  pirate  hordes, 

Whose  laws  and  lives  sre  on  their  aworda ; 
To  hear  whose  desolating  tale 
Would  make  thy  waning  cheek  more  pale ; 
Those  arms  thou  see'at  my  band  have  hrongfai  l 
The  hands  that  wield  sre  not  remote ; 
This  cup  too  for  the  rugged  knaves 

Is  fill'd— once  quaff 'd,  they  ne'er  repma  ; 
Our  Prophet  might  forgive  the  slayes ; 

They're  only  infidels  in  wine. 

xvm. 

**  What  could  I  be  ?  Proscribed  at  hone^ 
And  taunted  to  a  wish  to  room; 
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AslBitei  kK  ^ftr  €I^Ar»t  fcw 

Jk^ai  tbe  ecraner  and  th«  speai^ 

noiCh0ft-Oh,lC^iimi«t!  how  oft!-- 

Ik  iUI  Binm  tiw  daqwt  seoff'd, 

Ac  if  ay  mak  unwiUiiig  band 

Bafeaed  tha  bridle  or  tha  teaad : 

St  ever  went  to  mr  alone, 

lad  pm  me  hare  untried,  lAhnown ; 

To  Haiosn'a  eare  with  women  left, 

B7  hope  vaUeat*  of  fiune  bereft, 
WbOe  thoik— wboae  aoflnaa  long  endaar'd, 
Thaqgh  it  nnmaan'd  me,  atiU  had  chaar'd— 
fd  Braaa'a  walla  far  aaf^  tent, 
Awrited'at  there  the  field's  erent. 
Hinaan,  who  aaw  my  t|nrit  pining 

Beneath  inaction'a  tluggiah  joke, 
ffii  oaptiTe,  thongh  with  dread  rerignlng, 

My  thraWmn  for  a  aeaaon  broke, 
Onpnnniae  to  letiun  before 
Th(t  day  when  GKafir's  ehaige  waa  o'er. 
TSa  ^ain— 4ny  tongue  aannot  Inqpart 
My  almoat  dmnkennesa  of  heart, 
When  iint  this  liberated  eye 
Barvej'd  Sarth,  Ocean,  Sun,  and  Sky, 
Aa  if  my  spirit  piereed  them  through. 
And  an  their  inmost  wonders  knew! 
One  word  alone  can  paint  to  thee 
That  Bsore  than  feeling — ^I  was  Free ! 
S*en  for  thy  presence  ceased  to  pine ; 
The  World— <nay— Heaven  itself  was  nune ! 

XIX. 
•The  shallop  of  a  trusty  Moor 
CoBvey'd  me  from  this  idle  shovs ; 
I  kmg'd  to  see  the  isles  that  g«ai 
Old  Ocean's  purple  diadem : 
I  sought  by  turns,  and  saw  them  all ;  ^ 

But  when  and  c-here  I  join'd  the  crew 
With  wnom  Vm  pledged  to  riae  or  fall. 

When  aU  tiiat  we  deaign  to  do 
Is  done,  'twill  then  be  time  more  meet 
To  ten  thee,  when  the  tale's  complete. 

XX. 
**  Tb  tne,  they  are  a  lawless  brood. 
But  longh  in  Ibno,  nor  mild  in  mood ; 
And  every  ereed,  and  erery  race, 
With  them  hath  found-— may  find  a  place . 
But  open  speech,  and  ready  hand, 
Obe&Bfse  to  their  chief's  command ; 
A  soul  for  erery  enterprise, 
Tbat  nerer  aees  with  terror's  eyes ; 
Fiiendship  fior  each,  and  faith  to  all. 
And  vengeance  row'd  for  those  who  &U, 
Haie  made  them  fitting  instruments 
Focamie  than  even  my  own  intents. 
Aad  ione— and  I  hare  studied  all 

IMstingoish'd  firom  the  rulgar  rank, 
Bat  dnefiy  to  my  counsel  call 

The  wisdom  of  the  cautious  Frank— 
And  some  to  higher  thou^ts  aspire, 

The  last  of  Lambro's^  patriot's  there 

Antidpated  freedom  share ; 
And  oft  around  the  cavern  fire 
Ob  visUmar;  schemes  debate. 
To  snatch  the  Bay&hs  *  from  their  fate. 
So  let  them  esse  their  hearts  with  prate 
or  eq[onl  rights,  which  man  ne'er  knew: 
I  iMnre  &  love  far  freedom  too. 
17 


Ah !  let  me  Iflie  ^e  oeeaa  yHi*^ch*>  nwa. 
Or  only  know  on  land  tiie  Tsrtar's  home !** 
My  tant  on  shore,  my  galley  on  ^e  sea. 
Are  more  than  citlea  and  serais  to  me : 
Borne  by  my  steed,  or  wafled  by  my  sail. 
Across  ti&e  desert,  or  before  the  gale. 
Bound  where  thouwAt,  my  bari>!  or  glide,  my  prasr? 
But  be  the  star  that  guides  the  wanderer,  Thon ! 
Then,  my  Zuleika,  share  and  bless  my  bark ; 
The  dove  of  peace  and  promise  to  mine  ark  I 
Or,  ainee  that  hope  denied  in  worlds  of  strife, 
Be  thon  the  rainbow  to  the  atorms  of  life  1 
The  evening  beam  that  amilea  the  donds  away, 
And  tints  te-motrow  with  prophetie  ray  1 
Bleat- -aa  the  Muesain's  strain  firom  Meoea's  wall 
To  pilgrim's  pore  and  proatrate  at  his  call : 
Soft    as  the  melody  of  yonthlhl  days, 
That  steals  the  trembling  tear  of  speechless  prslwi 
Deai^-as  his  native  aong  to  eiile's  eara. 
Shall  sound  each  tone  thy  loog4oved  voiee  endeark 
For  thee  in  thoee  bright  ialea  is  bnOt  a  bower 
Blooming  as  Aden*  in  its  earliest  hour. 
A  thousand  swords,  with  Sdim's  haart  and  hand 
dt"^prave    defend— destroy    at  thy  eommand  t 
Oirt  by  my  band,  Zuleika  at  my  side. 
The  spoil  of  nations  shall  bedeck  my  bride. 
The  Haram's  Unguid  yeara  of  listless  ease 
Are  well  resign'd  for  ceres  'for  joys  like  these: 
Not  blind  to  fate,  I  see,  where'er  I  rove, 
Unnumber'd  perila— but  one  only  love  1 
Tet  well  my  toils  shall  that  fond  breast  repay, 
Though  fortune  fh>wns,  or  felser  friends  betray. 
How  dear  the  dream  in  darkest  hours  of  ill. 
Should  all  be  changed,  to  find  thee  futhfril  stfll 
Be  but  thy  soul  like  Selim's,  firmly  shown  * 
To  thee  be  Selim's  tender  as  tiiine  own ; 
To  sooth  each  sorrow,  shsre  in  each  delight, 
Blend  every  thought,  do  all— but  disunite  I 
Once  free,  'tis  mine  our  horde  again  to  guide ; 
Friends  to  each  other,  foea  to  aught  beside : 
Tet  there  we  follow  but  the  bent  aasign'd 
By  fatal  nature  to  man's  warring  kind : 
Mark !  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquests  oeaa*  • 
He  makea  a  aolxtode,  and  calls  it— peace  1 
I,  like  the  rsat,  must  use  my  skUl  or  strength, 
But  ask  no  Isnd  beyond  my  sabre's  length : 
Power  sways  but  by  division— her  resource 
The  bleat  alternative  of  fimud  or  foroe ; 
Oura  be  the  last ;  in  time  deceit  may  oome. 
When  cit^  cage  us  in  a  social  home : 
There  even  ihj  soul  might  erf— how  oft  the  hesrt 
Corruption  shakes  which  peril  oould  not  part  t 
And  woBsan,  more  than  man,  when  death  or  wo, 
Or  even  disgrace  would  lay  her  lover  low, 
Sunk  in  the  lap  of  luxury  will  shame*- 
Away  suspicion !  noi  Zuleika's  name: 
But  life  is  haaard  at  the  best;  and  here 
No  more  remaina  to  win,  and  much  to  fear ; 
Yea,  fear  !-^he  doubt,  the  dread  of  losing  thee, 
By  Oeman's  power  and  GiaiBr's  stem  decree. 
That  dread  shall  vanish  with  the  fevoring  gale. 
Which  love  to-night  hath  promised  to  my  sail : 
No  danger  daunts  the  pair  his  smile  hath  blest. 
Their  steps  still  roving,  but  their  hearts  at  rest. 
With  thee  all  toils  are  sweet,  each  clime  hath  charms  | 
Earth— sea  alike— our  world  within  our  arms  ! 
Ay — ^let  the  lotid  winds  whistle  o'er  the  deck, 
So  that  those  arms  cling  closer  round  my  neckf 
The  deepest  murmur  of  this  h^  shall  be 
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No  tigli  to  HMlf  V«t  a  Ts^njm  ton  thiwl 
The  war  of  dements  no  fears  impart 
lo  lore,  whose  deadliest  bane  is  human  art : 
T%er$  Us  the  only  rocks  onr  course  can  check ; 
Htre  moments  menace— <^«  are  years  of  wreck ! 
But  hence  ye  thoughts  that  rise  in  Horror's  shape ! 
This  hour  bestows,  or  ever  bars  escape. 
Few  words  remain  of  mine  my  tale  to  close : 
Of  thine  but  <m$  to  waft  us  from  our  foes ; 
Yesr-foee-*^  me  will  Qiaffir's  hate  decline  ? 
And  is  not  OsmaUf  who  would  part  us*  thine  } 

XXL 
**  His  head  and  faith  from  doubt  and  death 

Betuzn'd  in  time  my  guard  to  saye ; 

Few  heard,  none  told,  that  o'er  the  wave 
From  isle  to  isle  I  roved  the  while : 
Avd  since,,  though  parted  from  my  band* 
Too  seldom  now  I  leave  the  lend, 
No  deed  they're  done,  nor  deed  shall  do, 
Bre  I  haTe  heard  and  doom'd  it  too : 
I  foim  the  plan,  decree  the  spoil, 
'Tis  it  I  offeener  share  the  toil. 
But  now  too  long  I've  held  thine  ear ; 
Time  presses,  floats  my  bark,  and  here 
We  l^TO  behind  but  hate  and  fear. 
To-moBow  Osman  with  his  train 
▲niTea— 4o-night  mist  break  thy  chain; 
And  wouldst  thou  save  that  hanghty  Bey, 

Perchance  his  life  who  gave  thee  thine. 
With  me  this  hour  away^— away  I 

But  yet,  though  thou  art  plighted  mine, 
Wouldst  tiiou  recall  thy  willing  tow, 
AppaU'd  by  truths  imparted  now. 
Here  rest  I— not  to  see  thee  wed : 
But  be  that  peril  on  my  headl " 

XXU. 
Zuleika,  mute  and  motionless. 
Stood  like  that  statue  of  distress. 
When,  her  last  hope  for.  ever  gone, 
The  mother  hardened  into  stone ; 
All  in  the  maid  that  eye  could  see 
Was  but  a  younger  Niob^ 
But.  ere  her  lip,  or  even  her  eye, 
Bssay'd  to  speak,  or  look  reply, 
Beneath  the  garden's  wicket  porch 
Far  flashed  on  high  a  blazing  torch  1 
Attother^-and  anothe>-and  another— 
**Ohl   fly— no  more— yet  now  my  mora  than 

fcroAer!"  *   - 

Fax,  widc^  through  every  thicket  spread, 
The  fearfril  lights  are  gleaming  red; 
Nor  these  alone — ^for  each  right  hand 
Is  reaty  wi^  a  sheathless  brand. 
They  part,  pursue,  return,  and  wheel 
Witii eearchizkg  flambeau,  shining  steel; 
And  lasrt«f  all,  his  sabre  waving, 
Stem  Gifiiar  m  his  hay  raving : 
And  now  almost  they  touch  the  cave— 
Oh  {  must  that  grot  be  Selim's  grave  ? 

xxin. 

Dauntlesa  he  atood— ^<  'tis  come— soon  past- 
One  kiss,  Zulcaka— *ti8  my  last : 

But  yet  my  band  not  far  from  shore 
Ifay  hear  this  signal,  see  the  flash: 
Tet  now  too  few— the  attempt  were  rash: 

No  matter— yet  one  effort  more." 


Forth  to  the  eavem nmtth he stepi. 

His  pistol's  echo  rang  on  high ; 
Zuleika  started  not,  nor  wept, 

Despair  benumb'd  her  breast  and  eyel-* 
'*  They  hear  me  not,  or  if  they  ply 
Their  oars,  'tis  but  to  see  me  die ; 
That  sound  hath  drawn  my  foes  moue  ni^ 
Then  forth  my  father's  seimitor ; 
Thou  ne'er  hast  seen  less  equal  war ! 
Fsrewell«  ^leikal— Sweet!  retire: 

Tet  stay  within— here  linger  safe. 

At  thee  his  rage  will  <HUy  chafe. 
Stir  not'— lest  even  to  thee  perchance 
Some  enring  blade  or  ball  should  glsAoe. 
Fear'st  thou  for  him  ?— may  I  expire. 
If  in  this  strife  I  seek  thy  sir^ ! 
No-^ough  by  him  that  poison  pour'd ; 
No— though  again  he  call  me  coward! 
But  tamely  shall  I  meet  their  steel? 
No— as  each  crest  save  hit  may  feel! " 

XXIV. 

One  bound  he  made,  and  gain'd  the  sand : 

Already  at  lus  feet  hath  sunk 
The  foremost  of  the  prying  band, 

A  gasping  head,  a  quivering  trunk  t 
Another  falls— but  round  him  close 
A  swarming  circle  of  his  foes ; 
From  right  to  left  his  path  he  deft, 

And  almost  met  the  meeting  wave : 

His  boat  appears— not  five  osrs'  length— 
His  comrades  strain  with  desperate  strong  tl>  ■■ 

Oh!  are  they  yet  in  time  to  save  ? 

His  feet  the  foremost  breakers  lave ; 
His  band  are  plunging  in  the  bay. 
Their  sabres  glitter  through  the  spray; 
Wet— wild— unwearied  to  the  strand 
They  struggle— now  they  touch  the  land  I 
They  come ! — ^'tis  but  to  add  to  slaughter'** 
His  heart's  best  blood  is  on  tlie  water. 

XXV. 
Esoaped  from  shot,  unharm'd  by  steel. 
Or  scarcely  grazed  its  force  to  feel, 
Had  Selim  won,  betray'd,  beset. 
To  where  the  strand  and  billows  met : 
There  as  his  last  step  left  the  land. 
And  the  last  death-blow  dealt  his  hand— 
Ah !  wherefore  did  he  turn  to  look 

For  her  his  eye  but  sought  in  vain  ? 
That  pause,  that  fatal  gaze  he  took, 

Hath  doom'd  his  death,  or  fix'd  his  chabl 
Sad  proof,  in  peril  and  in  pain, 
How  late  will  lover's  hope  remain ! 
His  back  was  to  the  dashing  spray : 
Behind,  but  dose,  his  comrades  lay, 
When,  at  the  instant,  hiss'd  the  baU— 
**  So  may  the  foes  of  Qiaffir  fall ! " 
Whose  voice  is  heard  ?  whose  carbine  rang  2 
Whose  bullet  through  the  night-air  sang,, 
Too  nearly,  deadly  aim'd  to  err  ? 
'Tis  thme— Abdallah's  murderer ! 
The  father  slowly  rued  thy  hate, 
The  son  hath  found  a  quicker  fate : 
Fast  from  his  breast  the  blood  ib  bubbliagp 
The  whiteness  of  the  sea-foam  troubling— 
If  aught  his  lips  essay'd  to  groan. 
The  rushing  billows  chok'd  the  tone  I 
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Man  ilowly  loBs  the  etoadi  mwmf ; 

Fnr trophies  of  the  ight  ere  there: 
The  Aeete  that  ahoek  tiM  midnight  bey 
An  stent;  but  eome  eigne  of  frey 

That  ettend  of  etrife  mey  beer, 
And  fregraeate  of  each  ehiTor'd  bread ; 
Slepe  etemii'd ;  end  desh*d  into  the  send 
The  pnnt  of  meay  a  struggling  head 

Kay  tiiae be mark'd;  nor  fiur renote 

A  broken  tarefa,  «a  oeriees  boat; 
Alii  taagled  on  the  weeds  that  heap 
The  beach  -where  eheWing  to  the  deep 

Then  Bee  a  white  capote ! 
Tii  leat  in  twainrKme  dark  red  stain 
The  wave  yet  ripplee  o'er  in  rein : 

But  where  is  he  who  wore  ? 
Te !  wlio  wonld  o'er  his  relies  weep» 
Go,  seek  tliem  wheve  the  surges  sweep 
Their  bmdea  round  Sigwom's  steep, 

Aad  eest  on  Lenmoe'  ehote : 
The  sea-birds  shriek  abeve  tiie  prey, 
Ca  wUek  their  hungry  beaks  delay, 
As  shaken  on  his  lestlees  piUow, 
His  head  heavee  with  the  beaTi&g  bOlow; 
That  head,  whose  motion  is  not  life, 
Tet  leeUy  seems  to  menaee  striiis, 
FloBg  by  the  toeamg  tide  oa  hig^ 

Then  tereilM  with  tlw  waTO— 
What  recke  it,  thmgh  tliat  eorse  shall  lie 

wifUa  a  Ifriag  grave? 
The  bird  that  tears  that  prostrate  form 
Halh  only  robVd  the  meaner  worm) 
The  only  heart,  the  only  eye 
Had  bled  or  wept  to  eee  him  die, 
Hai  eeea  Ihoee  seatter'd  Umbe  oompeeed, 

Asd  Bsoomed  abore  his  tiurean-etone,*' 
That  heart  hath  borst^-that  eye  was  etosed 

Tesr-eioeed  before  his  own ! 


xxvn. 

Bf  Helle's  stream.there  is  a  roice  of  wail ! 
Aad  woflum's  eye  ia  wet— man's  che^  is  pale: 
fidiekal  last  e€  OiaiBr*s  raee. 

Thy  destined  lord  is  oeme  too  late ; 
He  seee  not— ne'er  shall  see  thy  Uoe  I 

Can  be  not  hear 
The  load  Wal-wuUeh^i  wain  his  distant  ear? 
Thy  handmaids  weeping  at  the  gate, 
The  Kowk-ehaonters  of  the  hymn  of  fhte, 
The  silsBt  sUves  with  folded  arms  that  wait» 
fligte  in  the  hall,  aad  shrieks  npon  the  gale^ 

Tdl  him  tiiy  tale! 
Thoa  dUst  not  Tiew  thy  Selim  ftU ! 
}hat  ftaxfol  moment  when  he  left  the  eate 
Thy  hesrt  grew  chUl : 
Be  wee  &y  he^e-^hy  joy^-^y  leTe--ihiae 
Aiad  that  IsBttbDiigfat  on  him  thoa  eoaldst  net  1 
Snffieedtekill; 
Bnst  focth  ia  oae  wHd  ay— and  aU  was  still. 

Peaee  to  thj  brokea  h^ert,  aad  tirgin  graTel 
Abl  Imppyt  bat  oflii^  to  lose  the  worst ! 
That  grief-thoiigh  deep— though  £fttal— 'was  thy 

tet! 
Thsiee  happy  \  ne'er  to  feel  nor  fear  the  foroe 
Of  sbeenft,  shame,  pride,  hate,  revenge,  remorse  1 
Aaa,ehl  ihs»  pang  where  mere  lUsamalbessttMt 
"1  not  sleep    sad  never  diss ; 


Thooght  of  *•  giDOHy  ^  aad  ghaatir  aifl|ht» 

That  dreads  the  davkaees,  aadyet  loathes  the  Ugfal, 

That  winds  around  sad  tears  the  quivoriov  heart ! 

Ahl  wheselbae  aet  eonsome  i»— end  depart ! 

Wo  to  thee,  iMh  aad  naarteatlag  chief  I 
Vaialy  thoa  heep'st  the  dest  opoa  thy  head. 
Vainly  the  sackeleth  o'er  thy  Ifanbs  doth  spmd: 
By  that  same  hand  Abdallah—Selim  bisd. 

Now  let  it  tear  tiiy  beard  in  idle  grief ; 

Thy  pride  of  heert,  thy  bride  fi>r  Osmaa's  bed, 

She,  whom  thy  saltan  had  bat  seen  to  wed. 
Thy  daughter's  dead ! 
Hope  of  thine  age,  thy  twilight's  lonely  1 
The  star  hath  aet  that  shone  on  Helle's  i 

What  quench'd  its  ray  ?-^the  Uood  that  thoa  hast 
shed! 

Hark !  to  the  hurried  question  of  deapair : 
Where  is  my   child  ?  "  —  aa  echo    aaswen  •• 
"Where?"* 

xxvin. 

Withia  the  place  of  tiiousaad  tombs 

That  shiae  beneath,  while  dark  above 
The  aad  but  living  cypress  glooms, 
Aad  withers  not,  tiiough  branch  aad  leaf 
Are  stamped  wMi  an  eternal  grief, 

like  early  unrequited  love, 
One  Bpot  exiats,  which  ever  blooms. 

Even  in  that  deadly  grove*- 
A  single  rose  is  shedding  there 

Its  lonely  lustre,  meek  and  pale . 
It  looka  aa  planted  by  deapair— 

So  white— so  iUnt-tiie  sHghtaat  gide 
IDght  vrhkl  the  leavea  on  high ; 

And  yet,  though  atornis  and  blight  sssaHv 
Aad  hands  more  rude  than  winter  sky 

May  wring  it  fix>m  the  stem— in  vain- 
To-morrow  sees  it  bloom  again  1 
The  stalk  seme  spirit  gently  rsersy 
And  waters  with  celestial  tesrs ; 

For  well  may  maids  of  Helle  deem 
That  ^is  can  be  no  earthly  ilower, 
Which  mocks  the  tempeat'a  withering  hour, 
And  buda  unshelter'd  by  a  bower ; 
Nor  droopa,  though  apring  reluae  her  shower« 

Not  woos  the  summer  beam : 
To  it  a»  livefeng  aif^t  tiMve  shigs 

A  bird  unseen  ■  but  not  remote : 
lavisibtehisakywings» 
But  soft  as  harp  that  Houri  strings 

His  long  entrancing  note  I 
It  were  the  bulbul ;  but  his  throat. 

Though  mournful,  pours  not  such  a  strain : 
For  they  who  listen  cannot  leave 
The  spot,  but  linger  there  and  grieve, 

As  if  they  loved  in  vtin! 
Aad  yet  so  sweet  the  tears  they  shed, 
TIs  sortew  ee  unmix'd  with  diead. 
They  searee  esn  bear  the  mom  to  break 

That  melaneholy  apell, 
And  longer  yet  would  weep  and  wdce, 

He  aings  ao  wild  and  wdl ! 
Bat  whoi  the  day-blosh  bants  flrom  higk 
Bzpirea  that  magic  melody. 
Aad  aome  have  been  who  could  believe 
(9d  fondly  youthful  dreams  deceive, 
Aad  harsh  be  they  that  blame) 
That  note  so  piercing  aad  profound 
Will  ahape  and  syllable  its  soond 

late  Zttleifca's  aama.^ 
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'Tb  from  lier  ejpmB*  mmmiit  heaid. 
That  melts  in  afir  the  liquid  word ; 
Tis  from  her  lowly  virgin  earth 
That  white  rose  takes  iU  tender  birth. 
There  late  was  laid  a  marble  stone ; 
Bto  saw  it  placed— the  moirow  gone ! 
It  was  no  mortal  arm  that  bore 
That  deep-fix*d  pillar  to  the  shore : 
For  there,  aa  Belle's  legends  tell, 
Next  mom  'twas  fonnd  where  Selim  fell. 


Lash'd  by  the  tumbling  tide,  whose  wave 

Denied  his  bones  a  holier  grave : 
And  there  by  night,  reclined,  'tis  said,    * 
Is  seen  a  ghastly  torban'd  head : 
And  hence  extended  by  the  billow, 
'Tis  named  the  **  Pirate  phantom's  pillow! ' 
Where  iirstit  lay  that  mourning  flower 
Hath  flourish'd ;  flourisheth  this  hour. 

Alone  and  dewy,  coldly  pure  and  pale ; 

As  weeping  beauty's  cheek  at  sorrow's  tale ! 


NOTES  TO  THE  BRIDE  OF  ABYD08. 


1. 

Waxfamto*er  the  oardmu  of  Oul  m  her  bloom, 
Pagel22,Une8. 
<«Gq1,"  the  rose. 

2. 
Can  he  itniie  on  such  doedt  at  hit  children  have  don$} 
Page  122,  line  17. 

•■Baiili  nMukoT  In,  and  cUdnn  of  the  wa, 
WHk  vhon  nveDf*  b  vMtn.— Toimf't  llMMiifv. 


WUh  Memoun*9  tale,  or  Sad^e 

Page  123,  fine  23. 
Mcjnoun  and  Leila,  the  Romeo  and  Juliet  of  the 
Xast.    Sadi,  the  moral  poet  of  Persia. 


7V0  J,  who  heard  the  deep  tambour. 

Page  123,  line  24. 

Tsmbour,  Turkish  drum,  which  sounds  at  sunrise, 
noon,  and  twilight. 

5. 
Heiean  Arab  to  my  tight. 

Page  128,  line  05. 
The  Turks  abhor  the  Arabs  (who  return  the  com- 
pliment a  hundred  fold),  even  more  than  they  hate 
the  Christians. 

6. 
The  mind,  the  mutic  breathinajrom  her  face. 
Page  124,  line  2. 
This  expression  has*  met  with  ohfeotioDS.    I  will 
not  refer  to  **  him  who  hath  not  music  in  his  soul,' 
but  merely  reouest  the  reader  to  recollect,  for  ten 
seconds,  the  features  of  the  woman  whom  he  be- 
lieves to  be  the  most  beautiful;   and  if  he  then 
does  not  comprehend  fully  what  is  feebly  expressed 
in  the  above  line,  I  shall  be  sorry  for  us  both.    For 
an  eloquent  passaffe  in  the  latest  work  of  the  first 
female  writer  of  this,  perhaps  of  any  age,  on  the 
analogy  f  and  the  immediate  comparison  excited  by 
that  analogy),  between  **  painting  and  music,"  see 
vol.  iii.  cap.  10.  De  l'Allsmaone.    And  is  not  this 
connexion  still  stronger  with  the  original  than  the 
copy  ?  With  the  coloring  of  nature  than  «f  art  ?. 


After  all,  this  is  rather  to  be  felt  than  described; 
still  I  think  there  are  some  who  will  understand  it^ 
at  least  they  would  have  done,  had  they  beheld  tbe 
oountenanee  whose  speaking  harmony  suggested  th« 
idea;  fortius  passage  is  not  drawn  i^m  imagina- 
tion, bat  memory,  that  mhrror  which  affliction 
dashes  to  tiie  earth,  and  looking  down  nym  the 
fragments,  only  beholds  the  reflection  multiplied. 


But  yet  the  Une  of  Caratman. 

Page  124,  line  24. 

Carasnum  Oglou,  or  Cara  Osman  Oglou,  ia  tha 
principal  landholder  in  Turkev ;  he  governs  Hag* 
nesia :  those  who.  hj  a  kind  of  feudal  tenure,  pos- 
sess land  on  oonoition  of  service,  are  called  Tmist^ 
riots:  they  serve  as  Spahis,  according  to  the  extent 
of  territory,  and  bri^g  a  certain  number  into  the 
field,  generally  cavalry. 

8. 
And  teach  the  mettenger  what  fate. 

Page  124,  line  38. 

When  a  Pacha  is  sufficiently  strong  to  resist,  the 
single  messenger,  who  is  always  the  first  bearer  of 
the  order  for  his  death,  is  strangled  instead,  and 
sometimes  five  or  six,  one  after  the  other,  on  the 
same  errand,  by  command  of  tiie  refractory  patient; 
if,  on  the  contrarr,  he  is  weak  or  loyal,  he  bowa* 
kisses  the  Sultanas  respectable  signature,  and  ie 
bowBtrung  with  great  complacency.  In  1810,  awe- 
ral  of  these  presents  were  exhibited  in  the  niche  of 
the  Seraglio  gate;  among  others,  the  head  of  the 
Paeha  of  Bagdat,  a  brave  young  man,  cut  off  by 
treachery,  after  a  desperate  resistance. 

9. 
'niriee  clapp'd  hit  handt,  andealTdhit  tteed. 
Page  124,  line  «. 

Clapping  of  the  hands  calls  the  servants.  The 
Turks  nate  a  saperfluous  expenditure  of  voice,  aal 
they  have  no  bells. 

10. 
IMgn*d  kit  gem-adom*d  ohOmtam, 
^  '  Pageli^UaeM. 


KOTIS  TO  THB  BRIDB  OF  ABTDOt. 


isa 


OUboaqae,  tiia  Torldsh  piDe,  of  wliieli  tilke  mbcr 
mamfBkjUee  and  sometfanes  tne  ball  iHiich  c<mt>ini 
tiwlad;  it  ttAomed  frith  predoos  ftoiiM,  if  inpo*- 
i  of  tlie  iPMlAiflr  Qtdnt. 


U. 
1Fdl4  JfoMoniftM  oiirf  HomaliiAt. 

Pag«m,]iiM5a. 
Mmgrabee,  Mooriah  mercenaricn. 

12. 
Hi$  wow  amid  kis  IMi  took, 

Pag«m,liM». 
Sdi,  IsmTOo  idio  fonn  tho  forlora  hope  of  the 
mmJn,  and  ahraya  begin  the  action. 

la. 

C^rotnmaeimvetheJbUedfilL 

Pasell4,  Hne  71. 
A  twisted  fold  otfeU  is  need  for  admitar  practiee 
W  the  Turks,  and  few  bat  MuBsulman 


I  cut 
trough  it  at  a  single  stroke :  sometimes  a  tough 
tnlMn  is  used  for  the  same  purpose.  The  jenreiM 
is  a  game  of  bfamt  jaTelins,  aniinatfd  and  graoeftiL 

14. 
Nor  MeardOmrOUaht  wild  and  Umd, 

Page  124,  line  74. 
*«ailahs,*'  AHa  a  Allah,  the  *<LeiUes/'  as  the 
Spanish  poets  call  them,  the  sound  is  OUah;  a  erj 
of  which  the  Tnrks,  for  a  silent  peoi>le,  are  some- 
wliat  profose,  particularly  daring  the  jeireed,  or  in 
the  rhase,  bat  mostly  in  battle.  Their  animation 
in  tiia  ifdd,  and  gravitj  in  the  chamber,  with  their 
fipes  and  eombobios  form  an  amusing  oontrast. 

15. 

Pag^  124,  line  93. 
Atar-gnly"  ottar  of  roses.    The  Persian  Is  the 

16. 
Theniehered  roof  and  nuMrblo  floor. 

Page  124,  line  05. 
The  ceOing  and  wainscots,  or  rather  walls,  of  the 
Massaknan  apartments  are  generallj  nainted,  in 
^est  booses,  with  one  eternal  and  hignly  colored 
'view  of  Constantinople,  wherein  the  principal 
fcatore  is  a  noble  contempt  of  peripectiTe ;  below, 
anus,  scimitars,  ftc,  are  m  general  fiuidfiilly  and 
not  inelegantly  disposed. 

17. 

A  me$9affeJrom  th$  BuBnd  hears. 

Page  124,  line  111. 
It  has  been  much  doubted  whether  the  notes  of 
fliis  **  Lorer  of  the  rose,"  are  sad  or  merry ;  and 
Hz.  Pox's  remarks  on  the  subject  hare  proroked 
•  some  learned  controversy  as  to  the  opinions  of  the 
andents  on  the  subject.  I  dare  not  yenture  a  con- 
icctore  on  the  point,  though  a  little  inclined  to  the 
"  ecraxe  mallem,'*  &c.,  if  Mr.  Fox  wat  mistaken. 

18. 
Btm  Axrael,from  hii  deadly  qmver,  * 

Page  125,  line  19. 
**  AsrBel"-^the  angel  of  death. 

19. 
Wiikin  the  cavee  of  Istakar, 

Page  125,  line  54. 
The  treasures  of  the  Pre- Adamite  Sultans.     See 
D'HSBBSLOT,  article  Iskatar, 

20. 
Holde  not  a  MtuseUm't  eontroL 

Page  125,  line  70. 
a  go? emor,  the  next  in  tank  after  a 


Pacha;  a  Waywodeis  the  third;  and  then  ooom 
theAgas. 

21. 
WaekenothredinRoripof 

1^125,  line  71. 
Bgiipo— 4h«  Negvopont,— According  to  the  ptor- 
efb  the  Turks  of  Sgrrpo,  the  Jews  of  Saloniea,  aad 
the  Greeks  of  Athens,  are  the  worst  of  their  respee 
tire  races. 

22. 
Ah!  yomdmr  tee  the  Tehoeadar, 

Page  120,  IfaM  11 
"Tehoeadar "-.one  of  the  attendants  who  pc^ 
cedes  a  man  of  authority." 

2S. 
Thine oum" broad HelleepoHt"  etiUdaehet. 
Page  126.  line  88. 
The  wrangling  about  this  epithet  "the  broad 
Hellespont*^  or  the  "boundless  Hellespont," 
whether  it  means  one  or  the  other,  or  what  it  means 
at  all,  has  been  beyond  all  possibility  of  detaiL  I 
haTo  eren  heard  it  disputed  on  the  spot;  and,  not 
foreseeing  a  speedy  conclusion  to  the  contaroTersy, 
amused  myseu  with  swimming  across  it  in  the  mean- 
time, and  probably  may  again  before  the  point  Is 
settled.  Indeed,  the  question  as  to  the  truth  of 
"  the  tale  of  Troy  dirine  "  still  continues,  much  of 
it  resting  upon  the  talismanic  word  «*«««<^«f:" 
probably  Homer  had  the  same  notion  of  distance 
that  a  coquette  has  of  time,  and  when  he  talks  at 
boundless,  means  half  a  mile;  as  the  latter,  by  a 
like  figure,  when  she  says  eternal  attachment,  stm- 
ply  specifies  three  weeks. 

24. 
Which  AnumnCe  eon  rcui  proudly  round. 

Page  126,  line  94. 
Before  his  Persian  inyasion,  and  crowned  the  al- 
tar with  laurel,  &c.  He  was  afterwards  imitated 
by  Caracalla  in  his  race.  It  is  believed  that  the  last 
also  poisoned  a  friend,  named  Festus,  for  the  sake 
of  new  PatrocUn  ffames.  I  have  seen  the  sheep 
feeding  on  the  tombs  of  .£detes  and  Antiloehns ; 
the  first  ii  in  the  centre  of  the  plain. 

25. 
O'er  which  her  fairy  Ataere  ra$i. 

Page  126,  line  118. 
MThen  rubbed,  the  amber  is  susceptible  of  a  psr- 
fome,  which  is  slight  but  not  disagreeable. 

26. 
Her  mother**  eainted  amulet. 

Page  126,  line  116. 
The  belief  in  amulets  en^yed  on  ffems,  or  en- 
closed in  gold  boxes,  containing  scraps  from  the  Ko- 
ran worn  round  the  neck,  wrist,  or  arm,  is  still  uni- 
versal in  the  East.  The  Eoorsee  (throne)  verse  hi 
the  second  chapter  of  the  Koran  describes  the  at- 
tributes of  the  Most  High,  and  is  engraved  in  thii 
manner,  and  worn  by  the  pious,  as  the  most  esteem- 
ed and  sublime  of  all  sentences. 

27. 
And  by  her  Comboloio  lies. 

Page  126,  line  119. 
"  Comboloio  "—a  Turkish  rosary.  The  MSS.  par 
ticularly  those  of  the  Persians,  are  richly  adorned 
and  illuminated.  The  > Greek  females  are  kept  in 
utter  ignorance ;  but  many  of  the  Turkish  girls  art 
highly  accomplished,  though  not  actually  qualified 
for  a  Christian  coterie;  perhaps  some  of  our  own 
"'  bluei  **  might  not  be  the  worse  for  bleaching, 

28. 
In  him  was  some  young  OaUongee 

Page  m,  line  77. 
"  Galiong^ "— or  Galiongi,  a  sailor,  that  Is,  t 
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JSa^kiih  sailor;  fhe  Greeks  navigate,  tiie  Turks 
.  work  the  guns.  Their  dress  is  picturesque;  audi 
have  seen  the  Capitan  Pacha  more  than  once  wear- 
ing it  as  a  kind  of  incoty.  Their  legs,  howeTer,  are 
generally  naked.  The  buskins  described  in  the 
test  as  sheathed  behind  with  silver,  are  those  of  an 
•Amaot  robber,  who  was  my  host,  rhe  had  quitted 
tike  profession,)  at  his  Pyrgo,  near  Crastouni  m  the 
Morea:  they  were  plated  in  scales  one  over  the 
Other,  Uke  the  back  of  an  armadillo. 


So  may  the  Koran  vent  dkpkuf'd, 

PagelST,  line  116. 
The  ohaneters  on  all  Turkish  scimitars  contain 
tometimes  the  name  of  the  place  of  their  man- 
ofiftcture,  but  more  generally  a  text  from  the  Ko- 
ran, in  letters  of  gold.  Among  those  in  my  pos- 
session, is  one  with  a  blade  of  singular  construction ; 
It  is  Tery  broad,  and  the  edge  notched  into  serpen- 
tine ourres  like  the  ripple  of  water,  or  the  warering 
of  flame.  I  adted  the  Armenian  who  sold  it,  what 
fiossible  use  such  a  figure  could  add:  he  said,  in 
ItaUan,  that  he  did  not  Know ;  but  the  Mussulmans 
had  an  idea  that  those  of  this  form  gave  a  severer 
wound ;  and  liked  it  because  it  was  **  piu  feroce." 
I  did  not  much  admire  the  reason,  but  bought  it  for 
its  peculiarity. 

^  30. 

But  like  the  nephew  ^  a  Cain. 

Page  128,  line  8. 
•  It  is  to  be  observed,  that  etianr  allusion  to  any- 
-tUag  or  personage  in  the  Old  Testament,  such  as 
the  Ark,  or  Cain,  is  equally  the  privilege  of  Mus- 
sulman and  Jew :  indeed,  tne  former  profess  to  be 
much  better  acquainted  with  the  lives,  true  and  fab- 
ulous, of  tiie  patriarchs,  than  is  warranted  by  our 
own  sacred  wnt,  and  not  content  with  Adam,  they 
'have  a  biography  of  Pre- Adamites.  Solomon  is  the 
monarch  of  ail  necromancy,  and  Moses  a  propl 
inferior  only  to  Christ  and  Mahomet.  Zuleika  is 
the  Persian  name  of  Potiphar's  wife,  and  her 
amour  with  Joseph  constitutes  one  of  the  finest 
poems  in  the  language.  It  is  therefore  no  violation 
of  costume  to  put  the  names  of  Cain,  or  Noah)  into 
the  month  of  a  Moslem. 

81. 
And  PamaeCe  rebel  hordei  attest. 

Page  128,  line  24. 
Paswan  Oglou,  the  rebel  of  Widin,  who  for  the 
last  years  of  his  life,  set  the  whole  power  of  the 
Porte  at  defiance. 

32. 
They  gave  their  honetaUe  to  the  trind. 

Page  128,  line  36. 
'    Borsetail^  the  standard  of  a  Paeha. 


He  drank  one  dravghtt  nor  needed  more. 

Page  128,  Une  49, 
Qiaffir,  Pacha  of  Argyro  Castro,  or  Scutari,  I  am 
sot  sure  which,  was  actually  taken  off  by  the  Alba- 
nian Ali,  in  the  manner  described  in  the  text.  All 
Pacha,  while  I  was  in  the  country,  married  the 
daughter  of  his  victim,  some  years  after  the  event 
bad  taken  place,  at  a  bath  in  Sophia,  or  Adrianople. 
The  poison  vras  mixed  in  the  cup  of  coffee,  whicn  is 
ated  before  the  sherbet  by  the  bath-keeper,  after 

91. 
I  Bought  by  tume  and  aato  them  all. 

Page  129,  line  36. 
The  Turkish  notions  of  almost  all  islands  are  con- 
'  to  the  Archipelago,  the  sea  alluded  to. 

86. 
2%«  last  of  Lambro's  patriots  there. 

Page  129,  line  68. 
Lunbro  Canzoni,  a  Greek,  fiunous  for  his  eiforti 


in  1789-60  for  the  independsnoe  of  his  otsmSttji 

abandoned  by  the  Russians,  he  became  a  piratOyOai 
the  Archipelago  was  the  seene  of  lus  eatanosss. 
He  is  said  to  be  still  alive  at  Petarsbma^  He  and 
Biga  are  the  two  most  celebrated  of  the  Greek 
revolutionists. 

36. 
To  snatch  the  Rayahs  from  their  fate. 

Page  129,  line  tt. 
*  Rayahs  '*  all  who  pay  the  capitation  tax,  called 
the  •*  Haratch." 

37. 
Ay.  UtmeUheiheoceam^patriarch  roam. 

P«e^  129,  line  60. 
The  first  of  voyages  is  one  of  the  few  with  whidi 
the  Mussulmans  profess  much  aoquaintanoe. 


Or  only  know  on  land  the  Tartar's  home. 

Page  129,  line  07. 
The  wandering  life  of  the  Arabs,  Tartars,  and 
Turkomans,  will  be  found  well  detailed  in  aoybodL 
of  Eastern  travels.  That  it  possesses  a  charm  pe- 
culiar to  itself  cannot  be  denied.  A  young  frenok 
renegade  confessed  to  Chateaubriand,  that  ne  never 
found  himself  alone,  galloping  in  the  desert,  witii- 
out  a  sensation  approaching  to  rapture,  wfaidi  was 
indescribable. 

89. 
Blooming  as  Aden  in  its  earliest  hour. 

Page  129,  line  87. 
"Jannat   al  Aden,"   the  perpetual  abode,  tiki 
Mussulman  Paradise. 

40. 
And  moum*d  above  his  turban^stone. 

Page  131,  line  80. 
A  turban  is  carved  in  stone  above  the  gnveo  off 
men  only. 

41. 
The  loud  Wul-^ouUeh  warn  his  distant  ear. 
Page  131,  line  45. 
The  death-song  of  the  Turkish  women.    Tho 
"  silent  slaves  *'  are  tne  men  whose  notions  of  de- 
corum forbid  complaint  in  public. 

42. 
"  VKhereismy  child  f  "^^m  echo  answerer"  Wher^f*' 
Page  181,  Une  81. 

« I  came  to  the  place  of  my  birth  and  cried,  *  the 
fiiends  of  my  youtn,  where  are  they  ? '  and  an  Echo 
answered,  *  where  are  they  ? '  "— JProm  on  Arahie 
MS. 

The  above  quotation  (from  which  the  idea  in  the 
text  is  taken)  must  be  already  familiar  to  erorr 
reader^it  is  given  in  the  first  annotation,  page  67. 
of  **  The  Pleasures  of  Memory  "  a  poem  so  wdl 
known  as  to  render  a  reference  almost  superfluous ; 
but  to  whose  pages  all  will  be  delighted  to  recur. 

43. 
Into  Zuleika* s  name. 

Page  181,  line  1» 

"  And  Iky  tonsaei  tWt«|(<kai*  men'*  niMi.*' 

For  a  belief  that  the  souls  of  the  dead  inhaUi  the 
form  of  birds,  we  need  not  travel  to  the  .east.  I«onl 
Lyttleton's  ghost  story,  the  belief  of  the  Butehese 
ox  Kendal  tiiat  George  I.  fiew  into  her  window  in 
the  shape  of  a  raven,  (see  Orford's  Reminiscences,) 
and  many  other  instances,  bring  this  superstition 
nearer  home.  The  most  singular  vras  the  whim  of 
a  Worcester  lady,  who,  beUeving  her  daughter  to 
exist  in  the  shape  of  a  singing  oird,  literally  fkB^ 
mshed  her  pew  in  the  Cathedral  with  oages-mll  of 
the  kind:  and  as  she  was  rich,  and  a  benefactress 
in  beautifying  the  church,  no  objection  was  made  to 
her  harmless  folly.  For  this  anecdote  see  Qcfticd'i 
Letters. 


THE   COBSAIB; 

A  TALE. 


iMrifMMlBM 

TJMO,am 


TSrOMAS  HOOBS,  Bsa 

Mt  bbas  Moobb,— 

I SKRIGAXB  to  yott  tiie  Isst  prodnetion  with  which 
I  diall  traspass  on  public  patience,  and  yom  indnl- 
genee,  fixr  some  yean ;  and  I  own  that  I  feel  anx- 
iou  to  orail  mjieU  of  this  latest  and  only  opporta- 
Bity  of  adonixng  my  pages  with  a  name,  oonsecrated 
by  w^«^«^«***  public  principle,  and  the  most  nn- 
donbted  and  various  talents.  While  Ireland  ranks 
yon  ankoog  the  firmest  of  her  patriots ;  while  you 
stand  alone  the  first  of  her  bards  in  her  estimation, 
sad  Biitaia  npeats  and  ratifies  the  decree,  permit 
one,  whose  only  regret,  since  onr  first  acquaintance, 
has  been  the  years  he  had  lost  before  it  commenced, 
to  add  the  humble  but  sincere  suffirage  of  friendship, 
to  the  voice  at  more  than  one  nation.  It  will  at 
least  pr<r(Te  to  you,  that  I  have  neither  forgotten  the 
gratification  deodved  fnm  yonr  society,  nor  aban- 
doned the  prospect  of  its  renewal,  whenever  your 
losme  or  inclination  allows  you  to  atone  to  yonr 
ficicncb  fbr  too  long  an  absence.  It  is  said,  among 
those  friends,  I  tnut  truly,  that  you  are  eng^ed  in 
the  eomposxtion  of  a  poem  whose  scene  will  be  laid 
m  the  East;  none  can  do  those  scenes  so  mudi 
jastiee.  The  wrongs  of  your  own  country,  the  mag- 
uiflceBt  and  fiery  spirit  of  her  sons,  the  beauty  and 
feefing  of  her  daughters,  may  there  be  found;  and 
Collins,  when  he  denominate  his  Oriental  his  Irish 
Bdogues,  was  not  aware  how  true,  at  least,  was  a 
part  of  b^  paEcsUeL  Your  imagination  will  create  a 
wsaaner  smi,  and  less  etonded  sky ;  but  wildness, 
tendenieBS,  and  arigxnalfty  are  part  of  yonr  aatioaal 
daim  of  oriental  dasoent,  to  which  yon  have  already 
thus  far  provadyonr  title  moce  clearly  than  the  most 
naloBS  of  yoar  eountsy's  antiquarians. 

May  I  adl  ii  fiew  wi»ds  on  a  sml^eot  on  which  ail 
men  aae  soppoeed  tobe  flneat,  and  none  agreeable  ? 
—Sell  I  Ime  written  much,  and  published  more 
tiban  eno^g^te  demsend  a  lon^ev  silence  than  I  now 
;  but  lot  soaiS  years  to  come^  it  is  tny  in- 


tention to  tempt  no  farther  the  award  of  *'fOis» 
men,  nor  columns."  In  the  present  compoaitloA  I 
have  attempted  not  the  most  difficolt,  but,  pcrlu«M| 
the  best  adapted  measure  to  our  Itnguage,  tiw  good 
old  and  now  neglected  heroic  couplet.  The  staasn 
of  Spenser  is,  perhaps,  too  slow  and  dignified  for 
narrative ;  thraigh,  I  eonfeas,  it  is  the  measure  most 
after  my  own  heart ;  Scott  alone,  of  the  present 
generation,  has  hitherto  completely  triumphed  over 
the  fatal  facility  of  the  octo-syllabic  verse ;  and  thla 
is  not  the  least  rictoiy  of  his  fertile  and  mighty  ges- 
ius:  in  blank  verse,  Milton,  Thomson,  and  our 
dramatists,  are  the  beacons  that  shine  along  tht 
deep,  but  warn  us  firom  the  rough  and  barren  rock 
on  which  they  are  kindled.  The  heroie  couplet  is 
not  the  most  popular  measure  certainly ;  but  as  I 
did  not  deviate  into  the  other  from  a  wish  to  flatter 
what  is  called  public  opinion,  I  shall  quit  it  withouft 
fbrther  apology,  and  take  my  chance  once  more  with 
that  versification,  in  which  I  have  hitherto  pnbliahed 
nothing  but  compositions  whose  former  dreulation  is 
part  of  my  present,  and  will  be  of  my  fritore  regnt. 
With  regard  to  my  story,  and  stories  in  general, 
I  should  have  been  glad  to  hate  rendered  my  per^ 
sonages  more  perfect  and  amiable,  if  possible,  inae- 
much  as  I  have  been  sometimes  criticised,  and  con- 
sidered no  less  respottsible  for  their  deeds  and  qual* 
ities  than  if  all  had  been  personal.  Be  it  so—if  I 
have  deviated  into  the  gloomy  vanity  of  **  drawing 
from  self,"  the  pictures  are  probably  like,  since  they 
are  unfavorable;  and  if  not,  those  who  know  me 
sre  undeceived,  and  those  who  do  not,  I  have  little 
interest  in  undeceiving.  I  have  no  particular  desivt 
that  any  but  my  acquaintance  should  think  tiie 
autliar  better  than  the  beings  of  his  imagining ;  but 
I  cannot  help  a  littie  surprise,  and  perhaps  amuse- 
ment, at  some  odd  critical  ezcqprtions  in  the  present 
instance,  when  I  see  several  bards,  (&r  more  de» 
serving,  I  allow,)  in  very  reputable  plight,  and 
quite  exempted  from  all  participation  in  tiie  frtults 
of  those  heroes,  wko»  nevertheless,  might  be  found 
witii  littie  more  morality  than  "  The  Giaour,*'  and 
perhaps  -^t  no— I  miat  admit  Childe  Harold  ta 
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be  a  yerj  xepnlATe  penoiuge;  and  m  to  his  iden- 
tity, thoee  who  like  it  must  give  him  whatever 
*<  alias  "  they  please. 

If,  however,  it  were  worth  while  to  remove  the 
impression,  it  might  he  of  some  service  to  me,  that 
the  man  who  is  alike  the  delight  of  his  readers  and 
his  fUends,  the  poet  of  all  circles,  and  the  idol  of 
his  own,  permits  me  here  and  elsewhere  to  subscribe 
myself. 

Host  truly, 

And  ail^'cfcionately, 

His  obedient  serrant, 

BYKON. 
January  2, 1814. 


n. 


CANTO  I. 


Cterieoidanidelli 


I. 


lagfiardolsBB, 


•*  O'BB  the  glad  waters  of  the  dark  blue  sea, 
Our  thoughts  as  boundless,  and  our  souls  as  firee, 
Par  as  the  breeze  can  bear,  the  billows  foam. 
Survey  our  empure,  and  behold  our  home ! 
These  sxe  our  realms,  no  limits  to  their  sway— 
Our  flag  the  sceptre  all  who  meet  obey. 
Ours  the  wild  life  in  tumult  still  to  range 
Fkt>m  toil  to  rest,  and  joy  in  every  change. 
Oh,  who  can  tell !  not  thou,  luxurious  slave ! 
Whose  soul  would  sicken  o'er  the  heaving  wave : 
Kot  thou,  vain  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease ! 
Whom  slumber  soothes  not,  pleasure  cannot  please— 
Oh,  who  can  tell,  save  he  whose  heart  hath  tried. 
And  danced  in  triumph  o'er  the  waters  wide. 
The  exulting  sense— the  pulse's  maddening  play. 
That  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trackless  way  ? 
That  for  itself  can  woo  the  approaching  fight, 
And  turn  what  some  deem  danger  to  delight ; 
That  seeks  what  cravens  shun  with  more  than  zeal, 
And  where  the  feebler  faint— can  only  feel-* 
Feel— to  the  rising  bosom's  inmost  core, 
Its  hope  awaken  and  its  spirits  soar  ? 
No  dread  of  death— if  with  us  die  our  foes- 
Save  that  it  seems  even  duller  than  repose : 
Come  when  it  will— ^e  snatch  the  life  of  life — 
When  lost— ^hat  recks  it— by  disease  or  stxife  ? 
Let  him  who  crawls  enamor'd  of  decay    . 
Cling  to  his  couch,  and  sicken  years  away ; 
Heave  his  thick  breath,  and  shake  his  palsied  head ; 
Oura--the  fresh  turf,  and  not  the  feverish  bed. 
While  gasp  by  gasp  he  falters  forth  his  soul. 
Ours  with  one  pang^— one  bound— escapes  control. 
His  corse  nu^y  boast  its  urn  and  narrow  cave, 
And  they  who  loathed  his  life  may  gild  his  grave : 
Ours  are  the  tears,  though  few,  sincerely  shed. 
When  ocean  shrouds  and  sepulchres  our  dead. 
For  us,  even  banquets  fond  regret  supply 
In  the  red  cup  that  Crowns  our  memory ; 
And  the  brief  epitaph  in  danger's  day, 
When  those  who  win  at  length  divide  the  prey, 
And  cry,  remembrance  saddening  o'er  each  brow, 
fiow  had  the  brave  who  fell  exulted  now  t " 


Such  were  the  notes  that  from  the  pirate's  isle 

Around  the  kindling  watch-fire  rang  the  while ; 

Such  were  the  sounds  that  thrill'd  SiB  rocks  alo«g« 

And  unto  ears  as  rugged  seem'd  a  song  t 

In  scatter'd  groups  upon  the  golden  sandf 

They  game— carouse— converse— or  whet  die  fanaA; 

Select  the  arms — to  each  his  blade  assign, 

And  careless  eye  the  blood  that  dims  its  shine ; 

Repair  the  boat,  replace  the  helm  or  oar. 

While  others  straggling  muse  along  the  shore: 

For  the  wild  bird  l^ie  busy  springes  set, 

Or  spread  beneath  the  sun  die  dripping  net ; 

Gaze  where  some  distant  sail  a  speck  suppUM» 

With  all  the  thirsting  eye  of  enterprise ; 

Tell  o'er  the  tales  of  many  a  night  of  toil* 

And  marvel  where  they  next  shall  seize  a  spoil : 

No  matter  where— their  chiefs  allotment  this ; 

Theirs,  to  believe  no  prey  nor  plan  amiss. 

But  who  that  Chief  ?    His  name  on  every  shor» 

Is  ftoned  and  fear'd— they  ask  and  know  no  man. 

With  these  he  mingles  not  but  to  command; 

Few  are  his  words,  but  keen  his  eye  and  hand. 

Ne'er  seasons  he  with  mirth  their  jovial  mes^ 

But  they  forgive  his  silence  for  success. 

Ne'er  for  his  Up  the  purpling  cup  tley  fill. 

That  goblet  passes  him  untasted  still— 

And  for  his  fare— the  rudest  of  his  crew 

Would  that,  in  turn,* have  paas'd  untasted  too  ; 

Earth's  ooarsest  bread,  the  garden's  homelleztrooti 

And  scarce  the  summer  luxury  of  fruits. 

His  short  repast  in  humbleness  supply 

With  all  a  hermit's  board  would  scarce  deny. 

But  while  he  shims  the  grosser  joys  of  sense. 

His  mind  seems  nourish'd  by  that  abstinence. 

"  Steer  to  that  shore !  "—they  sail.    «  Do  this  1  »»- 

'tis  done : 
**  Now  form  and  follow  me  I  "—the  spoil  is  won. 
Thus  prompt  his  accents  and  his  actions  ztillf 
And  all  obey  and  few  inquire  his  will ; 
To  such,  brief  answer  and  contemptuous  eye 
Convey  reproof,  nor  further  deign  reply. 

III. 
"  A  sail !— a  sail ! " — a  promised  prize  to  hope ; 
Her  nation— fiag — ^how  speaks  the  telescope  i 
No  prize,  alas  !-^ut  yet  a  welcome  sail : 
The  blood-red  signal  glitters  in  the  gale. 
Yes — she  is  ours — a  home-returning  bark- 
Blow  fair,  thou  breeze ! — she  anchors  ere  Hie  dark. 
Already  doubled  Is  the  cape— our  bay 
Receives  that  prow  which  proudly  spurns  the  spray 
How  gloriously  her  gallant  course  she  goes ! 
Her  white  wings  flying — ^never  from  her  foes- 
She  walks  the  waters  Uke  a  thing  of  life, 
And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  strife. 
Who  would  not  brave  the  battle-fire--the  wreck- 
To  mot*  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck  ? 

IV. 

Hoarse  o'er  her  side  the  rustling  cable  rings ; 
The  sails  axe  furl'd ;  and  anchoring  round  she  swingi^ 
And  gathering  loiterers  on  the  land  discern 
Her  boat  descending  from  the  latticed  stem. 
'Tis  mann'dr— the  oars  keep  concert  to  the  atnnA, 
THI  grates  her  keel  upon  the  shallow  sand. 
Hail  to  the  welcome  shout !— 4he  fidendly  speeok  I 
When  hand  grasps  hand  uniting  on  the  beach ; 
The  smile,  the  question,  and  the  quick  zeplyt 
And  the  heart's  promise  of  festivity  1 


THB  CQBaUB. 


1ST 


V. 


Yhd  tittii||s  ifvfiMf  sua  gswconB^  grows  toA  crowd  j 
Tlie  hflB  of  Toiew,  uid  liie  laughter  Uwdf 
Aai  wmia'a  gvatler  audout  tone  U  hMid— 
FtiflodB*— hubondB*— 4oTen'  uaM  ia  each  dear 


"Oh!  azethejeafe?  we  aak  not  of  wpcieBi 
BatBfaaUweaeetiicm?  will  their  aeoents  bleaa  ? 
Aoia  where  the  battle  roan-^Ae  hOowa  chafe— 
Tkflj  doobtleoa  boldly  did— bat  who  are  aafe  ? 
Bbc  let  them  haete  to  gladden  and  serpriae, 
ind  hiss  the  doobt  from  theae  ddighted  eyes." 

VI. 
"Whflve  IS  our  chief?  for  him  we  bear  report"' 
And  doobt  that  joy— whieh  hails  our  coming— short ; 
Tst  thns  sincere— 'tis  dieetiiig,  though  so  brief; 
Bat,  Jnan !  instant  goidens  to  oar  chief: 
Oar  greeting  paid,  we*Il  feast  on  onr  retom, 
And  sU  shall  bear  what  each  may  wish  to  leam." 
Aaeenfingdowlybythe  rock-hewn  way, 
To  where  hia  watch-tower  beetles  o'er  the  bay. 
By  boahy  biake^  and  wild  flowers  blossoming, 
And  freshness  Inreathing  from  each  silrer  spring, 
Whose  seatter'd  streams  from  granite  basins  bant, 
Lesp  into  life,  and  sparkling  woo  yoor  thirst ; 
Fram  exag  to  diff  they  nurant— Near  yonder  eave, 
Wbat  lonely  atzaggler  looks  along  the  wave  ? 
U  pensire  posture  leaning  on  the  brand. 
Not  oft  a  resting^stair  to  that  red  hand  ? 
"Tm  he — ^"tis  Conrad— here    as  wont— alone ; 
Oik-^aan !— on— and  make  oni  pnrpoee  known. 
Ike  bark  he  Tiews— and  tell  him  we  would  greet 
Hk  ear  with  tidings  he  most  quickly  meet : 
We  dare  not  yet  approach— thou  know'st  his  mood, 
Whm  strange  or  oninrited  steps  intrade.*' 

vn. 

Him  Joan  sought,  and  told  of  their  intent- 
He  ^ake  not — but  a  sign  ezpress'd  assent. 
These  Jium  calla— they  come— to  their  salute 
He  bends  him  slightly,  but  his  lips  are  mute. 
"These letters.  Chief,  are  frop  the  Greek— the  spy 
Wlio  stin  proclaims  our  spoil  or  peril  nigh : 
Wliate'er  his  tidings  we  can  well  report, 
liBeh  tiiat **—•< Peace,   peace!"— he    cuts   their 

prating  short. 
Wondering  they  turn,  abashed,  while  each  to  each 
Coqeetoze  whispers  in  his  muttering  speech: 
Tbey  watch  his  glance  with  many  a  stealing  look, 
To  ga&er  how  that  eye  the  tidings  took ; 
Bat,  this  as  if  he  guess'd,  with  head  aside, 
Ferdiance  from  some  emotion,  doubt,  or  pride. 
He  read  the  icroll— "  My  tablets,  Juan,  hark- 
Where  is  Gonsalvo  ? " 

*'Intheanchor'dbark.' 

'*  Then  let  hhn  stay— ^  him  this  order  bear- 
Back  to  yoor  duty— for  my  course  prepare : 
Kyedf  this  enterprise  to-night  will  share." 

••  To  night.  Lord  Conrad  ?  " 

«AyI  at  set  of  son: 
The  hnese  iriH  freshen  when  tb»  day  is  done. 
Vy  eonlet— doak— one  houi^— and  we  are  gone. 
8&ig  «m  thy  bugle— see  that  free  from  rust 
Xy  easfaine-lock  springs  worthy  of  my  trust; 
Be  the  edgesharpen'd  of  my  boarding  brand, 
had  pie  ita  guard  more  room  to  flt  my  hand. 


This  let  the  Anncter  with  speed  dispose ; 
Last  time,  it  more  fittigued  my  arm  than  foes : 
Hark  that  the  signal-gun  be  duly  flred, 
To  tell  us  when  the  hour  of  stay's  expired." 

VUL 

They  make  obeissnee,  and  retire  in  haste, 
Too  soon  to  seek  again  the  watery  waste : 
Tet  they  repine  not^-eo  that  Conrad  guides, 
And  who  dsre  question  aught  that  he  decides  ? 
That  man  of  lonelineas  and  mystery, 
Scarce  seen  to  smile,  and  seldom  heard  to  sigh ; 
Whose  nsme  appals  the  fieroest  of  his  crew. 
And  tints  each  swarthy  cheek  with  sallower  hue ; 
Still  sways  their  souls  with  that  commanding  art 
That  dassles,  lesds,  yet  chills  the  Tulgsr  heart. 
What  ii  that  spell,  that  thoa  his  lawless  train 
Confess  and  envy,  yet  oppose  in  vain  ? 
What  should  it  be,  that  thus  their  fate  can  bind  ? 
The  power  of  Thought— the  magic  of  the  Mind  I 
Link'd  with  success,  assumed  and  kept  with  skill. 
That  moolds  another's  weakness  to  its  will ; 
Wields  with  their  hands,  but,  still  to  these  unknowii 
Makes  eren  their  mightieet  deeds  appear  his  own. 
Such  hath  it  been— shall  bo— beneath  the  sun. 
The  msny  still  must  labor  for  the  one ! 
"Tis  Nature's  doom— but  let  the  wretch  who  toils, 
Accuse  not,  hate  not  Mm  who  wears  the  spoils. 
Oh  I  if  he  knew  the  weight  of  splendid  chains, 
How  light  the  balance  of  his  humbler  pains ! 

IX. 

Unlike  the  heroes  of  each  aneient  race, 
Demons  in  act,  but  Gods  at  least  in  face, 
In  Conrad's  form  seems  little  to  admire, 
Thoogh  his  dark  eyebrow  shades  a  glance  of  fire : 
Robust  but  not  Herculean— to  the  sight 
No  giant  frame  sets  forth  his  common  height; 
Tet,  in  the  whole,  who  paused  to  look  again, 
Saw  more  than  marks  the  crowd  of  vulgar  men ; 
They  gase  and  marvel  how— end  still  confess 
That  thus  it  is,  but  why  they  cannot  guess. 
Sunburnt  hia  cheek,  his  forehead  high  and  pale 
The  sable  curls  in  wild  profusion  veil ; 
And  oft  perforce  his  riaing  Up  reveals 
The  haughtier  thought  it  curbs,  but  scares  oonoeak. 
Though  smooth  his  voice,  and  c^Jm  his  general  nuen. 
Still  seems  there  something  he  would  not  hare  seen  | 
His  features'  deepening  lines  and  varying  hue 
At  times  attracted,  yet  perplex'd  the  view, 
As  if  within  that  murkiness  of  mind 
Work'd  feelings  fearful,  and  yet  undefined ; 
Such  might  it  be — ^that  none  could  truly  tell— > 
Too  dose  inquiry  his  stem  glance  would  queU. 
There  breathe  but  few  whose  aspect  might  defy 
The  full  encounter  of  his  searching  ^e : 
He  had  the  skill,  when  Cunning's  gase  would  seek 
To  probe  his  heart  and  watch  his  changing  cheek. 
At  once  the  observer's  purpose  to  espy. 
And  on  himself  roll  back  his  scrutiny, 
Lest  he  to  Coprad  rather  should  betray 
Some  secret  thought,  than  drag  that  chiefs  to  day 
There  was  a  laughing  Devil  in  his  sneer, 
That  raised  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fear ; 
And  where  his  frown  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 
Hope  withering  fled— and  Mercy  sigh'd  frurewell  1 

X. 

Slight  are  the  outward  signs  of  evil  thought, 
Withiar-o'Withii^-'twas  there  the  spuit  wrooght  t 
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Love  tkom  aQ  ohnigefl— Hatei  AsM&aa,  Guile, 
Betray  no  ftixther  than  the  Utter  smile ; 
The  lip's  least  eurl,  the  lightest  paleness  thrown 
Along  the  goveni'd  aspect,  speak  alone 
Of  deeper  passions ;  and  to  judge  their  mien, 
He,  who  would  see,  must  be  himself  unseen. 
Then-^th  the  hurried  tread,  the  upward  eye. 
The  clenched  hand,  the  pause  of  agony, 
That  listens,  starting,  lest  the  step  too  near 
Approach  intrusiTe  on  that  mood  of  fear : 
Then— with  each  feature  working  from  the  heart. 
With  feelings  loosed  to  strengthen— not  depart : 
That  rise— conTulse— contend— that  freeze,  or  glow, 
Flush  in  the  cheek,  or  damp  upon  the  brow ; 
Then— Stranger !  if  thou  canst,  and  tremblest  not, 
Behold  his  soul'— the  rest  that  soothes  his  lot ! 
Mark— how  that  lone  and  blighted  bosom  sears 
The  scathing  thought  of  execrated  years ! 
Behold— but  who  hath  seen,  or  e'er  shall  see, 
Man  as  himsdf— ^e  secret  spirit  free  ? 

XI. 
Tet  was  not  Conrad  thus  by  Nature  sent 
To  lead  the  guilty— guilt's  worst  instrument— 
HiB  soul  was  changed,  before  his  deeds  had  driven 
Bim  forth  to  war  with  man  and  forfeit  heaven. 
Warp'd  by  the  world  In  Disappointment's  school. 
In  words  too  wise,  in  conduct  there  a  fool ; 
Too  firm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop, 
Boom'd  by  his  very  virtues  for  a  dupe, 
He  cursed  those  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill, 
And  not  the  traitors  who  betray'd  him  still ; 
Kor  deem'd  that  gifts  bestow'd  on  better  men 
Had  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  live  again. 
Fear'd—ehunn'd— belied — ere  youth  had  lost  her 

force, 
Qe  hated  man  too  much  to  feel  remorse. 
And  thought  the  voice  of  wrath  a  sacred  call, 
To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  all. 
He  knew  himself  a  villain— but  he  deem'd 
The  rest  no  better  than  the  thing  he  seem'd ; 
And  scom'd  the  best  as  hypocrites  who  hid 
Those  deeds  the  bolder  spirit  plainly  did. 
He  knew  himself  detested,  but  he  knew 
The  hearts  that  loathed  him,  crouch'd  and  dreaded 

too. 
Lone,  wild,  and  strange,  he  stood  alike  exempt 
From  all  aifection  and  from  all  contempt : 
His  name  could  sadden,  and  his  acts  surprise ; 
But  they  that  fear'd  him  dared  not  to  despise : 
Man  spurns  the  worm,  but  pauses  ere  he  woke 
The  slumbering  venom  of  the  folded  snake : 
The  first  may  turn— -but  not  avenge  the  blow ; 
The  last  expires— but  leaves  no  living  foe ; 
Fast  to  the  doom'd  offender's  form  it  clings, 
Aad  he  may  crush— not  conquei^'-«till  it  stings ! 

XII. 
None  are  all  evil — quickening  round  hjs  ^eaxt. 
One  softer  feeling  would  not  yet  depart ; 
Oft  could  he  sneer  at  others  as  beguiled 
By  passions  worthy  of  a  fool  or  child ; 
Tet  'gainst  that  passion  vainly  stall  he  strove, 
And  even  in  him  it  asks  the  name  of  Love ! 
Yes,  it  was  love— unchangeable— unchanged. 
Felt  but  for  one  from  whom  he  never  ranged ; 
Though  fuiest  eaptives  daily  met  his  eye. 
He  ihonn'd  nor  sought,  but  ooldly  pass*d  tliem  by ; 


Though  many  a  beanty  droop'd  in  prisonM  bower* 
None  ever  soothed  his  most  unguarded  hour. 
Tes— it  was  Love— if  thoughts  of  tenderness. 
Tried  in  temptation,  strengthened  by  distress, 
Unmoved  by  absence,  firm  in  every  dime. 
And  yet— Oh  more  than  all ! — ^ontired  by  time ; 
Which  nor  defeated  hope,  nor  baffled  wile. 
Could  tender  sullen  were  she  near  to  smile, 
Nor  rage  could  fire,  nor  sickness  fret  to  vent 
On  her  one  murmur  of  his  discontent ; 
Which  still  would  meet  with  joy,  with  calmness  par^ 
Lest  that  his  look  of  grief  should  readi  her  heart ; 
Which  nought  removed,  nor  menaced  to  remoro  - 
If  there  be  love  in  mortals — ^this  was  love ! 
He  was  a  villain— ay— reproaches  shower 
On  him— but  not  the  passion,  nor  its  power. 
Which  only  proved,  all  other  virtues  gone. 
Not  guilt  itself  could  quench  this  loveliest  one ! 

XIIL 
He  paused  a  moment— till  his  hastening  men 
Pass'd  the  first  winding  downward  to  the  glen. 
"  Strange  tidings ! — many  a  peril  have  I  past. 
Nor  know  I  why  this  next  appears  the  last ! 
Tet  so  my  heart  forebodes,  but  must  not  lear. 
Nor  shall  my  followers  find  me  falter  here. 
'Tis  rash  to  meet,  but  surer  death  to  wait 
TiU  here  they  hunt  us  to  undoubted  fiite ; 
And,  if  my  plan  but  hold,  and  Fortune  smQe, 
We'll  furnish  mourners  for  our  funeral-pile. 
Ay— let  them  slumbei^-peaoeful  be  their  dreams  I 
Mom  ne'er  awoke  them  with  such  brilliant  beams 
As  kindle  high  to-night  (but  blow,  thou  breese !) 
To  warm  these  slow  avengers  of  the  seas. 
Now  to  fedora— Oh  I  my  sinking  heart. 
Long  may  her  own  be  lighter  than  thou  art ! 
Tet  was  I  brave — mean  boast  where  all  are  braTe  t 
Ev'n  insects  sting  for  aught  they  seek  to  save. 
This  common  courage  which  with  brutes  we  shaic 
That  owes  its  deadliest  efforts  to  despair, 
Small  merit  claims — ^but  'twas  my  nobler  hope 
To  teach  my  few  ^rith^iumbers  still  to  cope ; 
Long  have  I  led  them— uot  to  vainly  bleed : 
No  medium  now— we  perish  or  succeed ! 
So  let  it  be-»it  irks  not  me  to  die ; 
But  thus  to  urge  them  whence  they  cannot  fly. 
My  lot  hath  long  had  little  of  my  care, 
But  chafes  my  pride  thus  baffled  in  the  snare : 
Is  this  my  skiU  ?  my  craft  ?  to  set  at  last 
Hope,  power,  and  life  upon  a  single  cast  ? 
Oh,  Fate !— accuse  thy  folly,  not  thy  fate — 
She  may  redeem  thee  stOl- nor  yet  too  late." 


XIV. 

Thus  with  himself  communion  held  he,  till 
He/reach'd  the  summit  of  his  towcr-crown'd  hill : 
There  at  the  portal  paused— for  wild  and  soft 
He  heard  those  accents  never  heard  too  oft; 
Through  the  high  lattice  far  yet  sweet  they  rung. 
And  these  the  notes  his  bird  of  beauty  sung : 


"  Deep  in  my  soul  that  tender  secret  dwells, 
Lonely  and  lost  to  light  for  evermore, 

Save  when  to  thine  my  heart  responsive  sweUs^ 
Then  trtenbles  into  silence  as  before. 


r-  '.'^* 
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8.  V'Thb  how  w«  part  !--4n7li08rtfoMl>od0dilili; 

Hun,  in  its  centre,  a  sepnlchral  lamp  iTlms  ever  fade  my  fairy  dreamt  of  bliM. 

.  *h^  .1  o«  flame,  •t'^rti •!— *>"♦  «••—■». •  J TWa  hta*»    i*  tm»imt¥%tt     >W*  '».«•.•  -.♦i** f 


-.  '.  -I. 


Ai  r.i 


I  hour  again—but  not  for  long-'we  part^  ISo  MIr-ihai  feeling  aeem'd  ahnott  tmfelt ! 


^' 


not  COBflAIB. 


tu 


Jkn,  in  its  centre,  a  lepulchnl  Ump 
Bam  the  alow  flame,  eternat-but  unieen ; 
Which  not  tlie  darkness  of  despair  csn  damp, 
Iboqgh  Tun  ila  zmy  as  it  had  neTer  heen. 


I !  pass  not  thou  my  gra^e 
Without  oae  thought  whose  relios  there  recline : 
The  only  pang  my  bosom  dare  not  bntTo 
Mnthe  to  find  foigetfolness  in  thine. 


"  M7  liBidest— Isintest-Utest  aoeenU  he 
Grief  for  the  dead  not  Tirtae  can  leprore ; 

Ikngxve  me  all  I  erer  ask'd— a  teer, 
The  list    last— eole  rewsrd  of  so  mnch  love ! " 

Hepan'd  the  portal-  cross'd  the  conidore, 
Aadxench'd  the  chamber  as  the  strain  gare  o'er ; 
"KyownMedora!  sore  thy  song  is  sad-— " 

'Is  Omnd*fe  absence  wooldst  thou  hare  it  glad  ? 

Without  thine  ear  to  listen  to  my  lay, 
StSl  mast  my  song  my  thoughts,  my  soul  betray : 
Still  lanst  each  accoit  to  my  bosom  suit, 
Jf7  heart  onhnsh'd— although  my  lips  ifoe  mnte ! 
Oh !  ma  J  a  night  on  this  lone  couch  reclined, 
My  dxeaming  fear  with  stovma  hath  wing'd  the  wind, 
isd  deem'd  the  breath  that  faintly  £um*d  thy  sail 
The  nuxrmuiing  prelude  of  tiie  ruder  gale ; 
Though  softy  it  seem*d  the  low  prophetic  dirge, 
That  nunzm'd  thee  floating  on  tiie  saTSge  snige ; 
Still  would  I  rise  to  rouse  the  beacon  fire, 
Leit  spies  less  true  should  let  the  blase  expire ; 
Asd  many  a  restless  hour  outwatch'd  each  star. 
And  momiag  came— and  still  thou  wert  afar. 
Oh!  how  the  chill  blast  on  my  bosom  blew, 
And  day  broke  dreary  on  my  troubled  riew, 
Aad stdll  gased  and  gased--and  not  a  prow 
Wis  granted  to  my  tears— my  troth— my  tow  ! 
kL  length— *twas  noon— I  hsil*d  and  bless  the  mast 
That  met  my  sight— it  near'd— Alas  !  it  past ! 
Another  came— Oh  Qod !  'twas  thine  at  last ! 
Would  that  those  days  were  orer  t  wilt  thou  ne'er, 
MyConrad!  team  the  joys  of  peace  to  share? 
Sne  thou  hast  more  than  wealth,  and  many  a  home 
Ashd^tastiusinTitesusnot  to  roam; 
Thou  know'st  it  is  not  peril  that  I  fear, 
I  oaly  tremble  when  thou  art  not  here ; 
Then  not  fiormine,  but  that  far  dearer  life, 
WhiA  flies  from  lore  and  languishes  for  strifi^- 
How  strange  that  heart,  to  me  so  tender  still. 
Should  war  with  nature  and  its  better  will  1 " 

Tea,  stooge  indeed-that  heart  hath  long  been 
changed; 
Wonn-Uke  'twas  trampled— adder-like  arenged, 
Without  one  hope  on  earth  beyond  thy  lore. 
And  seaice  a  glimpse  of  mercy  from  abore. 
Tet  the  same  feeling  which  thou  dost  condemn. 
My  Tery  lore  to  thee  is  hate  to  them. 
So  doMly  nmgling  here,  that  disentwined, 
I  ceaa«  to  lore  thee  when  I  Ioto  mankind : 
Tet  dread  not  thia-^e  proof  of  all  the  past 
AsBono  the  fotore  that  my  love  will  last ; 
But— OhfMedorat  nerve  thy  gentle  heart. 
This  hovx  again— but  not  for  hmg-'we  pert** 


"  This  how  we  part  !—ny  hisart  Ibi^boddl  All ; 

Thus  ever  Ihde  my  fairy  dreams  of  Uiss. 

This  hornet  esnnot  be— 4Us  hour  away ! 

Yon  bark  hath  hardly  •nehor'd  in  the  bay: 

Her  oonsort  stOl  is  absent,  and  her  ertw 

HaTe  need  of  rest  befine  tiMy  toQ  anew: 

My  lore !  thou  moek'st  my  weakness ;  and  wmdM 


My  breast  belbrs  the  time  when  it  must  feel ; 
But  trifle  now  no  more  with  my  distress. 
Such  mirth  hath  less  of  play  than  bitterness 
Be  silent,  Conrad !— dearest !  come  and  share 
The  feast  these  hsnds  delighted  to  prepere , 
Light  toil !  to  cull  and  dron  thy  fruigal  fere ! 
See,  I  hare  pluck*d  the  fruit  that  promised  best, 
And  where  not  sure,  perplexed,  but  pleas'd,  I  gnsM^ 
At  such  as  seem'd  the  fairest:  thrice  the  hUl 
My  steps  have  wound  to  try  the  coolest  till; 
TesI  thy  sherbet  to-night  wUl  sweetly  flow. 
See  how  it  sparkles  in  its  vase  of  snow  I 
The  grapes'  gay  juice  thy  bosom  new  eheers; 
Thou  more  then  Moslem  when  tite  cop  appeaai: 
Think  not  I  mean  to  chide— for  I  rejoioe 
What  others  deem  a  penanoe  is  thy  choioe. 
But  come,  the  board  is  spread ;  our  silrer  lamp 
Is  trimm'd,  and  heeds  not  the  Siroeeo's  damp : 
Then  shall  my  handmaids  whSlb  the  time  along. 
And  join  with  me  the  danoe,  or  wake  the  song; 
Or  my  guitsr,  which  still  thou  lov'st  to  hear. 
Shall  sooth  or  lull— or,  should  it  toz  thine  etr, 
We'll  turn  the  tale,  by  Ariosto  told. 
Of  fidr  Olyn^ia  loved  and  left  of  old.> 
Why-^ou  wert  worse  than  he  who  broke  his  fw 
To  that  lost  damsel,  shouldst  thou  leave  me  nsmi 
Or  even  that  traitor  chief— I'tc  seen  thee  smile. 
When  the  dear  sky  show'd  Ariadne's  Isle, 
Which  I  have  pointed  from  these  clifls  the  while : 
And  thus  half  sportiTe,  half  in  fear,  I  said, 
Lest  Time  should  raise  that  doubt  to  more  thi^ 

dread. 

Thus  Conrad,  too,  will  quit  me  for  the  main : 
And  he  dcoeiTed  me— foi^-he  came  again  t " 

**  Again— again— and  oft  agun— my  lore  I 

If  there  be  life  below,  and  hope  aboTe, 

He  wHI  return— but  now,  the  momenta  bring 

The  time  of  psrting  with  redoubled  wing : 

The  why^— the  where    what  boots  it  now  to  tdl  ? 

Sinoe  all  must  end  in  that  wild  word— farewell ! 

Yet  would  I  fain— ^id  time  allow— disclose— 

Fear  not— these  are  no  formidable  foes ; 

And  here  shall  vratch  a  more  than  wonted  guard* 

For  sudden  siege  and  long  defence  prepared : 

Nor  be  thou  lonely — though  thy  lord's  away. 

Our  matrons  and  thy  handmaids  with  thee  stay ; 

And  this  thy  eomfort— that,  when  next  we  meet. 

Security  shall  make  repose  more  sweet. 

list !— 'tis  the  bugl»-Juan  shrilly  blew— 

One  kiss    one  more    another^-Oh  I  Adieu!" 

She  rose— she  sprung^-she  clung  to  his  embnea^ 
Tai  his  heart  heaved  beneath  her  hidden  ihoe. 
He  dsred  not  raise  to  his  tiiat  deep-bfaie  eye. 
Which  downcast  droop'd  in  tearless  agony. 
Her  long  Mr  hair  lay  floating  o'er  his  ams, 
In  all  the  wHdness  of  diahevell'd  charms; 
Scaroe  beat  that  boeom  whsie  his  image  dvasit 
SofU^-tfAorfceUngfeeu'd  almoctvnIUt! 


THB  CQBfiAIB.  |g^ 
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aim, m  ifei  centre,  a  sepulchnl  lamp  JThpa  erer  fade  my  furj  dream  of  bUts. 


.  w  f  iJmucv  uvab  (uai;  UO801X1  wnere  Jus  image  dwidft 

lilt  luniragaiB^-bat  not  for  ]on«^--^we  pert**  ISo  fall   4haf  fcdiag  ■eem'd  ehnoet  nnfelt  r 
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Haork— ^pMb'tiie  thimdef  of  t&e  ugnal-gim ! 
It  told  'twas  sunset— and  he  CTirsed  that  sun. 
Again-— again — ^that  foim  he  madly  press'd, 
Which  mutually  clasp'd,  imploringly  caressed ! 
And  tottering  to  the  couch  his  bride  he  bore, 
One  moment  gazed— as  if  to  gase  no  more ; 
Felt— that  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alone, 
Sjss'd  her  cold  forehead— tum'd— is  Conrad  gone  ? 

XV. 

**  And  is  he  gone  ? "— «n  sudden  solitude 

flow  oft  that  fearful  question  will  intrude ! 

"  'Twas  but  an  instant  past — and  here  he  stood  1 

And  now  " — ^without  the  portal's  porch  she  rush'd, 

And  then  at  length  her  tears  in  freedom  gush'd ; 

Big— bright— and  fast,unknown  to  her  they  fell ; 

But  still  her  lips  refused  to  send—"  Farewell ! " 

For  in  that  word — ^that  fatal  word — ^howe'er 

We  promise— hope— belieye — ^there  breathes  despair. 

O'er  every  feature  of  that  still,  pale  face. 

Had  sorrow  flz'd  what  time  can  ne'er  erase : 

The  tender  blue  of  that  large  loving  eye 

Cbew  frozen  with  Its  gaze  on  vacancy, 

Till— Oh,  how  far ! — It  caught  a  glimpse  of  him, 

And  then,  it  flow'd— and  frenzied  seem'd  to  swim 

Through  those  long,  dark,  and  glistening  lashes 

dew'd 
With  drops  of  sadness  oft  to  be  reneVd. 
"He's    gone  I  "—against  her  heart  that  hand  is 

driven, 
Convulsed  and  quick — ^then  gently  raised  to  heaven ; 
She  look'd  and  saw  the  heaving  of  the  main; 
The  white  sail  set— she  dared  not  look  again ; 
But  tum'd  with  sickening  soul  within  the  gate— 
**  It  is  no  dream— end  I  am  desolate ! " 

XVI. 

From  crag  to  crag  descending^-swiltly  sped 
Stem  Conrad  down,  nor  once  he  tum'd  his  head; 
But  shrunk  whene'er  the  windings  of  his  way 
Forced  on  his  eye  what  he  would  not  survey, 
His  lone,  but  lovely  dwelling  on  the  stoep, 
That  hail'd  him  first  when  homeward  from  the  deep : 
And  she — the  dim  and  melancholy  star, 
Whose  ray  of  beauty  reach'd  him  from  afar, 
On  her  he  must  not  gaze,  he  must  not  think, 
There  he  might  rest— but  on  Destruction's  brink ; 
Yet,  once  almost  he  stopp'd— and  nearly  gave 
His  fate  to  chance,  his  projects  to  the  wave ; 
But  no — ^it  must  not  be — a  worthy  chief 
If  ay  melt,  but  not  betray  to  woman's  grief. 
?e  sees  his  bark,  he  notes  how  fair  the  wind, 
Ind  sternly  gathers  all  his  might  of  mind : 
Again  he  hurries  on— «nd  as  he  hears 
The  clang  of  tumult  vibrate  on  his  ears. 
The  busy  sounds,  the  bustle  of  the  shore. 
The  shout,  the  signal,  and  the  dashing  oai ; 
As  marks  his  eye  the  seaboy  on  the  mast. 
The  anchors  rise,  the  sails  unfurling  fast. 
The  waving  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  that  urge 
That  mute  adieu  to  those  who  stem  the  surge ; 
And  more  than  all,  his  blood-red  flag  aloft, 
He  marvell'd  how  his  heart  could  seem  so  soft. 
Fire  in  his  glance,  and  wildness  in  his  breast. 
He  feels  of  all  his  former  self  possest ; 
He  bounds— he  flies— imtil  his  footsteps  reach 
The  Terge  where  ends  the  cliff,  begixis  the  beach, 
There  checks  his  speed ;  but  pauses  less  to  breathe 
The  bieeiy  freshness  of  the  deep  beneath, 


Than  there  his  wonted  statelier  step  renew; 
Nor  rash,  disturb'd  by  haste,  to  vulgar  view : 
For  well  had  Conrad  leam'd  to  curb  the  crowd, 
By  arts  that  veil,  and  oft  preserve  the  proud ; 
His  was  the  lofty  port,  the  distant  mien. 
That  seems  to  shun  the  sight— and  awes  if  seen 
The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  high-bom  eye. 
That  checks  low  mirth,  but  lacks  not  courtesy; 
All  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent: 
But  where  he  wish'd  to  win,  so  well  unbent, 
That  kindness  cancell'd  fear  in  those  who  heard, 
And  others'  gifts  show'd  mean  beside  his  word. 
When  echo'd  to  the  heart  as  from  his  own 
His  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  tone : 
But  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mood. 
He  cared  not  what  he  soften'd,  but  subdued ; 
The  evil  passions  of  his  youth  had  made 
Him  value  less  who  loved— than  what  obey'd. 


XVII. 

Around  him  mustering  ranged  his  ready  guard. 
Before  him  Juan  stands — *'  Are  all  prepared  ?  " 

'*  They  are— nay  more— embark'd:  tiie  latest  boat 

Waits  but  my  chief " 

"  My  sword,  and  my  capote." 
Soon  firmly  girded  on,  and  lightly  slung. 
His  belt  and  cloak  were  o'er  his  shoulders  flung : 
*'  Call  Pedro  here ! ".  He  comes— and  Conrad  bends. 
With  all  the  courtesy  he  deign'd  his  friends ; 
**  Receive  these  tablets,  and  pemse  with  care. 
Words  of  high  tmst  and  tmth  are  graven  there ; 
Double  the  guard,  and  when  Ansehno's  bark 
Arrives,  let  him  alike  these  orders  mark : 
In  three  days  (serve  the  breeze)  the  sun  shall  shxn^ 
On  our  retum— till  then  all  peace  be  thine ! " 
This  said,  his  brother  Pirate's  hand  he  wrung. 
Then  to  his  boat  with  haughty  gesture  spruitf 
Flash'd  the  dipt  oars,  and  sparkling  with  the  s^  ^fte* 
Arotmd  the  waves'  phosporic*  brightness  broke ; 
They  gain  the  vessel— on  the  deck  he  stands. 
Shrieks  the  shrill  whistle — ^ply  the  busy  hands- 
He  marks  how  well  the  ship  her  helm  obeys. 
How  gallant  aH  her  crew — and  deigns  to  praise. 
His  eyes  of  pride  to  young  Gonsalvo  turn — 
Why  doth  he  start,  and  inly  seem  to^oum  ? 
Alas !  those  eyes  beheld  his  rocky  tower. 
And  live  a  moment  o'er  the  parting  hour; 
She — ^his  Medora— did  she  mark  the  prow  ? 
Ah !  never  loved  he  half  so  much  as  now ! 
But  much  must  yet  be  done  ere  dawn  of  day— - 
Again  he  mans  himself  and  turns  away ; 
Down  to  the  cabin  with  Oonsalvo  bends. 
And  there  unfolds  his  plan — ^his  means— find  ends ; 
Before  them  bums  the  lamp,  and  spreads  the  duu1| 
And  all  that  speaks  and  aids  the  naval  art ; 
They  to  the  midnight  watch  protract  debate ; 
To  anxious  eyes  what  hour  is  ever  late  ? 
Meantime,  the  steady  breeze  serenely  blew. 
And  fast  and  falcon-like  the  vessel  flew; 
Pass'd  the  high  headlands  of  each  clustering  isle. 
To  gain  their  port— long-— long  ere  morning  smile : 
And  soon  the  night-glass  through  the  narrow  bay 
Discovers  where  the  Pacha's  galleys  lay. 
Count  they  each  sail— and  mark  how  there  supine 
The  lights  in  vain  o'er  heedless  Moslem  shine. 
Secure,  unnoted,  Conrad's  prow  pass'd  by. 
And  anchor'd  where  his  ambush  meant  to  lie ; 
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ThaliMn  on  high  its  rude  fawtiitic  ah^e. 
ThflttiMs  his  band  to  dnty— 4iot  from  sleep— 
Jbpapfd  far  deeds  alike  on  land  or  deep ; 
WUle  leon'd  their  leader  o*er  the  fretting  flood* 
AndcaUj  talked— end  yet  he  talkM  of  Uood  I 


CANTO  II. 


I. 
br  Oocon's  bey  floats  many  a  galley  light, 
Thzomgih  Coron's  latdoes  the  lamps  are  bright, 
Por  Seydy  die  Pacha,  makes  a  feast  to-night  * 
▲  feast  fer  promiaed  triumph  yet  to  come, 
When  he  ahaU  drag  the  fetter'd  BoTers  home ; 
This  hatili  he  sworn  by  Alia  and  his  sword. 
And  feithfol  to  his  firman  and  his  word. 
His  somnMm'd  prows  collect  along  the  coast, 
And  great  tiie  gathering  crews,  and  loud  the  boast ; 
Aheadf  shared  the  captiTes  and  the  prise, 
Though  fer'tbe  distant  foe  they  thus  despise ; 
Tis  but  to  sail— no  doubt  to-morrow's  Sun 
Win  see  the  Pirates  bound— their  haven  won ! 
Meantime  the  watch  may  slumber,  if  they  will, 
Nor  only  wake  to  war,  but  dreaming  kill. 
Thou^  an,  who  can,  disperse  on  shore  and  seek 
To  flesh  their  glowing  valor  on  the  Greek ; 
How  w^  such  deed  becomes  the  turban'd  brav^- 
Ts  here  the  sabre's  edge  before  a  bUtc  ! 
Infest  hie  dwelling— but  forbear  to  slay, 
Their  amas  axe  strong,  yet  merdftil  to-day, 
Aad  do  not  deign  to  smite  because  they  may ! 
Thdess  some  gay  caprice  suggests  the  blow. 
To  keep  in  practice  for  the  coming  foe. 
Bevel  and  rout  the  erening  hours  beguile, 
And  they  who  wish  to  wear  a  head  must  smile ; 
For  Moelem  mouths  produce  their  choicest  cheer, 
And  heexd  their  curses,  tiH  the  coast  is  clear. 

n. 

JEE^  XQ  his  haH  reclines  the  torban'd Seyd; 
Anfuad— 4he  bearded  chiefs  he  came  to  lead. 
Bemoved  the  banquet,  and  the  last  pilaff— 
Forbidden  draughts,  'tis  said,  he  dared  to  quaff, 
Thongh  to  the  rest  the  sober  berry's  juice  * 
The  slaiTee  bear  round  for  rigid  Moslems'  use ; 
The  lea^  Chibouque's  «  dissolTing  cloud  supply. 
While  denee  the  Almaa*  to  wild  minstrelsy. 
The  liaiBigaiQsn  will  view  the  ehiefe  embaik ; 
But  wmreo  tte  somewhat  treacherous  in  the  dark : 
Aadswrelkn  may  more  securely  sleep 
Ob  sOkeo  couch  than  o'er  the  rugged  deep ; 
FesMt  tJMBewhocan   mot  combat  tfll  they  must, 
And  leas  to  eonqnest  than  to  Korans  trust ; 
And  7«t  tMe  mnbera  cnwded  in  his  host 
Might  wmami  man  than  even  the  Pacha's  boest 

m. 

letwcBice  from  the  outer  gate, 
Ihe  8Uf%  whoee  offiee  there  to  wait. 
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Bre  yet  his  tongue  the  trusted  tidings  bore: 
**  A  captiTe  Penrise,  from  the  pirate's  nest  > 
Bseaped,  is  hare-^iimself  would  teU  the  rest." 
He  took  the  sign  from  Seyd's  assenting  eye, 
And  led  the  holy  man  in  silenoe  nigh. 
His  arms  were  folded  on  hie  dark-green  vest. 
His  step  was  feeble,  and  his  look  deprest ; 
Yet  worn  he  seem'd  of  hardship  more  than  years. 
And  pale  his  cheek  with  penance,  not  from  feais. 
Vow'd  to  his  Ood-^iis  sable  locks  he  wore. 
And  these  his  lofty  cap  rose  proudly  o'er : 
Around  his  form  his  loose  long  robe  was  thrown. 
And  wrapt  a  breast  bestow'd  on  heaven  alone ; 
Submissive,  yet  with  self-posaeesion  mann'd, 
He  calmly  met  the  curious  eyes  that  scann'd ; 
And  question  of  his  coming  fain  would  seek. 
Before  the  Pacha's  wiU  allow'd  to  speak. 

TV, 

**  Whence  com'st  thou,  Dervlse  ?  " 


A  ftigitiT»-" 


'<  From  tike  oatiaw's  den, 
*  Thy  capture  where  and  when)  " 


From  Scalanovo's  port  to  Sdo's  isle. 
The  Saick  was  bound ;  but  Alia  did  not  smile 
Upon  our  course— 4he  Moslem  merchant's  gains 
The  Bovers  won :  our  limbs  have  worn  their  chaina. 
I  had  no  death  to  fear,  nor  wealth  to  boast. 
Beyond  the  wandering  freedom  which  I  lost ; 
At  length  a  fisher's  humble  boat  by  night 
Afforded  hope,  and  offer'd  chance  of  ilight : 
I  seized  the  hour  and  find  my  safety  here— 
ITHth  thee-^most  mighty  Pacha !  who  can  fear  ?  ** 

Hoiw  speed  the  outlaws  ?  stand  they  weU  prepared 
Their  plunder'd  wealth,  and  robber's  rock,  to  gusxd  ? 
Dream  they  of  Hda  our  preparation,  doom'd 
To  view  with  fire  their  scorpion  nest  consnaiedr' 

Pacha !  the  fetter'd  captive's  mourning  eye. 
That  weeps  for  flight,  but  ill  can  play  the  spy ; 
I  only  heard  the  reckless  waters  roar, 
Thoae  waves  that  would  not  bear  me  irom  the  shore 
I  only  mark'd  the  glorious  sun  and  sky. 
Too  bright— ^too  blue— for  my  captivity ; 
And  felt — that  all  which  Fre^om's  bosom  cheen, 
Must  break  my  chain  before  it  dried  my  tears. 
This  may'st  thou  judge,  at  least,  from  my  escape. 
They  little  deem  of  aught  in  peril's  shape ; 
Blse  vainly  had  I  pray'd  or  sought  the  chance 
That  leads  me  here — ^if  eyed  with  vigilance : 
The  careless  guard  that  did  not  see  me  fly 
May  watch  as  Idly  when  thy  power  is  nigh. 
Padia !— my  limbs  are  faintr-and  nature  craves 
Food  for  my  hunger,  rest  from  tossing  waves : 
Permit  my  absence-^eace  be  with  thee  1  Peace 
With  all  around !— now  grant  repose— release.** 

Stay,  Dervise !  I  have  more  to  question    stay, 
I  do  command  thee    sit  -dost  hear  ?-'*obey  I 
More  I  must  ask,  and  food  the  slaves shaU  bring: 
Thou  shalt  not  pine  where  all  are  banqnetfBg: 
The  supper  done— prepare  thee  to  reply, 
Clearly  and  ftdl— I  love  not  myvtHy." 

Twen  vain  to  guess  what  shook  the  pious  miB» 
Who  look'd  not  lovingly  on  that  Divan ; 
Nor  show'd  high  relish  for  the  banquet  pnai 
And  loss  respect  for  CTeiy  fellow  guest. 


I4i 
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TwM  Imt  a  memeufs  peeridi  hefllio  past 
Along  Ms  theok,  and  tranqoiUized  as  faat : 
He  sate  him  down  in  sUenee,  and  his  look 
Besumed  the  oalnmess  which  before  fenook : 
The  feast  was  osher'd  in— but  samptnons  hie 
He  Bhonn'd  as  if  some  poison  mingled  there. 
For  one  so  long  condemn'd  to  toil  and  fiist, 
Hethinks  he  strangely  spares  the  rioh  repast. 

«  What  ails  thee,  Derrise  ?  eat— dost  thou  sn^^ose 
This  feast  a  Christian's  ?  or  my  Mends  thy  foes  ? 
Why  dost  thou  shnn  the  salt  ?  that  sacred  pledge, 
Which,  once  psrtaken,  blunts  the  sabre's  edge, 
Makes  eren  contending  tribes  in  peace  unite, 
And  hated  hosts  seem  brethren  to  the  sight ! " 

«  Salt  sessons  dainties— and  my  food  is  still 
The  humblest  root,  my  drink  the  simplest  rill ; 
And  my  stem  tow  and  order's  ^  laws  oppose 
To  break  or  mingle  bread  with  friends  or  foes ; 
It  may  seem  strange— if  there  bo  aught  to  dread. 
That  peril  rests  upon  my  sin^e  head ; 
But  for  thy  sway— nay  more-^thy  Sultan's  throne, 
I  taste  nor  bread  nor  banquet-^saTe  alone ; 
Infringed  our  order's  rule,  the  Prophet's  rage 
To  Mecca's  dome  might  bar  my  pilgrimage." 

"  Well— as  thou  wilt— ascetic  as  thou  art- 
One  question  answer ;  then  in  peace  depart. 
How  many  ? — ^Ha !  it  cannot  sure  be  day  ? 
What  star— what  sun  is  bursting  on  the  bay  ? 
It  shines  a  lake  of  fire !— away— away ! 
Ho !  treachery  I  my  guards !  my  scimitar ! 
The  galleys  feed  the  flames-^and  I  afar  I 
Accursed  Derrise !— 4hese  thy  tidings-Mhou 
Borne  TilUsn  spy-HHaae-  cleaTShim— slay  him  now!" 

Up  rose  the  Derrise  witii  that  burst  of  light, 
K6r  less  his  change  of  form  appall'd  the  sight: 
Up  rose  that  Derrise— not  in  saintly  g^b. 
But  like  a  warrior  bounding  on  his  barb, 
Dash'd  his  high  cap,  and  tore  his  robe  away- 
Shone  his  maii'd  breast,  and  flash'd  his  sabre's  ray  I 
His  close  but  glittering  casque,  and  sable  plume, 
More  glittering  eye,  and  black  brow's  sabler  gloom, 
Glared  on  the  Moslems'  eyes  some  Afrit  sprite, 
Whose  demon  death-blow  left  no  hope  for  fight. 
The  wild  confusion,  and  the  swarthy  glow 
Of  flames  on  high  and  torches  from  below ; 
The  shriek  of  terror,  and  the  mingling  yell— 
For  swords  began  to  clash,  and  shouts  to  swell. 
Flung  o'er  that  spot  of  earth  the  air  of  hell ! 
Distracted,  to  and'fro,  the  flying  slares 
Behold  but  bloody  shore  and  flery  waves  ; 
Nought  heeded  they  the  Pacha's  angry  cry, 
Thejf  sieze  that  Derrise  T— seise  on  Zatanai !  ^ 
fie  saw  their  terror— check'd  the  first  despair 
That  urged  him  but  to  stand  and  perish  there,  ' 
Sinoe  Us  too  eaily  and  too  weU  obey'd. 
The  flame  was  kindled  ere  the  signal  made ; 
He  99m  their  teivn^-from  his  baldrio  drew 
His  bi:«le-brief  the  blast-but  shrilly  blew; 
•Tis  answer'd^— '<  well  ye  speed,  my  gaUaat  eww  1 
Why  did  I  douht  their  quirtness  of  oareer  ? 
And  deem  design  h\th  left  me  single  here  ? " 
Sweeps  his  long  arm^^Chat  sabre's  whirling  sway 
Sheds  fast  atonemeflt  for  its  first  dday ; 
Completes  his  f^,  what  thefar  ftar  b^n. 
And  makes  the  many  basely  qwail  to  one. 


The  cloren  tnbaitt  o'er  tto  c 

And  scaiee  an  arm  dare  rsise  to  guard  its  head: 

Eren  Seyd,  conTulsed,  o'erwhelm'd,  with  rage,  sfV* 

prise. 

Retreats  before  him,  though  ho  still  defies. 
No  crsTen  he— and  yet  he  dreads  the  blow, 
So  much  Confasion  magnifies  his  foe ! 
His  blssing  galleys  still  distract  his  sight, 
He  tore  his  beard,  and  foaming  fled  the  fight;  * 
For  now  the  pirates  pass'd  the  Haram  gate. 
And  burst  within— and  it  were  death  to  wait ; 
Where  wild  Amasement  shrieking— kneeling  throws 
The  sword  aside— in  vain— the  blood  o'erflows ! 
The  Corsairs  pouring,  haste  to  where  within* 
Inrited  Conrad's  bugle,  and  the  din 
Of  groaning  riotims,  and  wUd  cries  for  life, 
Proclaim'd  how  well  he  did  the  work  of  strife 
They  shout  to  flnd  him  grim  and  lonely  there, 
A  glutted  tiger  mangling  in  his  lair ! 
But  short  their  greetings-shorter  his  reply— 
"  'Tis  well— but  Seyd  escapes— and  he  must  die 
Much  hath  been  done— but  more  remains  to  C 
Their  galleys  blaze— why  not  their  city  too  ?  * 


Quick  at  the  word— 4hey  seized  him  each  a  torcn. 
And  fire  the  dome  from  minaret  to  porch. 
A  stem  delight  was  fix'd  in  Conrad's  eye. 
But  sudden  sunk— for  on  his  ear  the  cry 
Of  women  struck,  and  like  a  deadly  knell 
Knock'd  at  that  heart  unmoved  by  battle's  yeU. 
«  Oh !  burst  the  Haram— wrong  not  on  your  lives 
One  female  form— remember^-ios  have  wives. 
On  them  such  outrage  Vengeance  will  repay ; 
Man  is  our  foe,  and  such  'tis  ours  to  slay : 
But  still  we  spared— must  spare  the  weaker  prey. 
Oh  I  I  forgot— but  Heaven  will  not  forgive 
If  at  my  word  the  helpless  cease  to  live : 
Follow  who  will— I  go — ^we  yet  have  time 
Our  souls  to  lighten  of  at  least  a  crime." 
He  climbs  the  crackling  stair^-he  bursts  the  door. 
Nor  feels  his  feet  glow  scorching  with  the  floor ; 
His  breath  choked  gasping  with  the  volumed  8mok% 
But  still  from  room  to  room  his  way  he  broke. 
They  search— they  find— they  save :  with  lusty  arms, 
Each  bears  a  prize  of  unregarded  charms ; 
Calm  their  loud  fears ;  sustain  their  sinkhog  framsf 
With  all  the  care  defenceless  beauty  claims : 
So  well  could  Conrad  tame  their  flercest  mood. 
And  check  the  very  hands  with  gore  imbrued. 
But  who  ia  she  ?  whom  Conrad's  arms  convey 
From  reeking  pile  and  combat's  wreck— awaj^— 
Who  but  the  love  of  him  he  dooms  to  bleed  h 
The  Hsram  queen— but  still  the  slave  of  Seyd ! 

VI. 
Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  greet  QolnaMyi* 
Few  words  to  resssure  the  trembling  fliir ; 
For  in  that  pause  compassion  saateh'd  fipam-mar, 
The  foe  before  retiring,  fost  and  for. 
With  wonder  saw  tiieir  fbotstops  napiwind, 
First  slowlier  fledr-then  rallied-^tfa«i  wMhslooA. 
This  Seyd  perceives,  then  first  psreeivM  how^fotw 
Compared  with  his  the  Oofsair's  roving  OMW, 
And  blushes  o'er  his  error,  as  he  etyes 
The  ruin  wrought  by  panic  and  surprise. 
Alia  I  Alia!  Yengeanee  swells  the oiy»**> 
Shame  mmwts  to  rage  tint  mnst  alOM  sr4t»l 


Thft  tiii  or  tBBBphB  ebtt  dttft  iow'd  tDO  ii«ll» 

Wbn  wnA  vttenM  to  mievmtad  itzifc. 

And  Aow  who  fought  for  oonquett  strikfl  for  111b. 

Cbmd  bAM.  the  duigei^-he  bdidd 

His lolkiwcn  fuat  by  frwlienlEy  ftMi  repeO'd: 

» Om  dToit    ono    to  fanak  tlM  dreUng  IkmII  " 

Wtthza  a  nairoiver  xing  oon^nn'd,  beMt, 
Hopelesi,  not  Iwrtkas,  strire  and  ttraggleyv^— 
Ah  *  aowtiioy  liglit  in  finnest  flit  no  mottf 
Hemm'd  In    cat  off— deft  down    md  tnmpled  o'er ; 
Bntooeh  strikei  singly,  sileiitly,  and  liome, 
And  aaiks  ontwoariod  tBAa  tluA  o'eroome, 
His  Ust  ttSnt  qnlttaaoe  icndving  wi&  his  btm^ 
Tia  tkebUdo  glimnen  In  tlio  grasp  of  death ! 

vn. 

B«l  ixaCy  ere  oame  the  rallying  host  to  Uowa, 
And  nak  to  rank,  and  hand  to  hand  oppose, 
Gtilnare  and  all  her  Haram  handmaids  freed, 
Safe  in  the  dome  of  one  who  held  their  creed. 
By  Conrad*s  mandate  safely  were  bestow*d, 
And  dried  those  tears  for  life  and  fame  that  ilow*d : 
And  when  that  dark-eyed  lady,  young  Onlnare, 
Beeall'd  those  thoughts  lato  wandering  in  despair, 
Hach  did  she  marrel  o'er  the  courtesy 
That  smoolh'd  his  aceento ;  softea'd  in  his  eye: 
Tvas  strange-^<Aa<  rohber  thus  with  gore  bedew'd, 
Seeoi'd  gentler  then  than  Seyd  in  fondest  mood. 
The  Pa^a  woo'd  as  if  he  deem'd  the  slare 
Mast  seem  dplighted  with  the  heart  he  gate; 
The  Corsair  row'd  protection,  soothed  afiight. 
As  if  his  homage  were  a  woman's  right. 
**  The  wish  IS  wrongs-nay,  worse  for  female— "vata : 
Tet  naeh  I  long  to  iriew  that  chief  again; 
If  hut  to  thank  for,  irtuit  my  fear  forgot, 
Th£  liie-HBiy  loring  lord  remembcr'd  not! " 

Aad  him  she  ssnr,  when  tMekest  carnage  sptead, 
Bat  galhcr'd  toeatiilng  from  the  happier  dead ; 
xsx  from  his  band,  and  baifung  with  a  host 
That  deem  right  dearly  won  the  fleld  he  lost, 
FdTd— hieefing^-baiBed  of  the  death  he  sought, 
And  snateh'd  to  ei^iiato  all  the  ills  he  wrought ; 
Preserred  to  linger  and  to  lire  in  Tsin, 
While  Yeageance  ponderM  o'er  new  plans  of  pain, 
ADdstaack*d  the  blood  she  sares  to  shed  agaSnp— 
Bat  drop  hy  drop,  for  Seyd's  unghitted  eye 
WoA  daam  him  ever  dying— ne'er  to  die ! 
Can  this  be  he?  triumphant  lato  she  sanr, 
When  Us  red  hand's  wfld  gesture  waved,  a  law ! 
Tis  he  aised-dkann'd  but  Qndepfes8*d, 
His  sok  ngret  the  life  he  stiU  pessess'd; 
His  wMBds  toe  slight,  thengh  token  with  that  ndll, 
WhisbvoilihmkiBs'd  tiie  hand  tet  titon  eould 

UL 
Oh  woe  Ooe  none,  of  att  the  ma^  gbea, 
T»esMdhhssil-he  seaieely  aak'd  to  heeren  ? 
Must  he  aleae  of  all  retain  his  bieath, 
WhomanthanatthedsMvenandstraektedMlh? 
He  deeplj  ttt-^what  nertal  heeito 


For  exoBaisBsniittod,  sad^e  vislof's  thiea 
OrUngcriag  tdMsBM  to  npay  «be  deb#- 
He  dee^  isBUy  fslt;  bokeia  fodb 
ThattleAtspsipstrsto  — wtoneetoMJe. 
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Siffl  to  his  atom  and  setf^oUeetod  BiflB 
A  eonqneror's  moie  than  eaptire's  air  is  sscn. 
Though  faint  with  wasting  t(^  and  stiffening  wouadi 
But  few  that  saw    so  calmly  gased  around : 
Though  the  fer  shouting  of  the  distant  crowd. 
Their  tremors  o'er,  rose  insolently  loud, 
The  better  warriors  who  beheld  him  near. 
Insulted  not  tiie  foe  who  taught  them  fear ; 
And  the  grim  guards  that  to  his  durance  led« 
In  silence  eyed  him  with  a  secret  dread. 

IX. 

The  Leeeh  was  sent^-bnt  not  in  mercy— there. 
To  note  how  much  the  life  yet  left  could  bear ;    * 
He  found  enough  to  load  with  heaTiest  chain, 
And  promise  feeling  for  the  wrench  of  pain : 
To-monow    yea    to-monfow*s  erening  sun 
Will  ■ittiritig  see  impalement's  pangs  begun, 
And  rising  with  the  wonted  Uush  of  mom 
Behold  how  well  or  ill  those  pangs  are  borne. 
Of  tonaento  this  the  longest  and  the  worst. 
Which  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirst. 
That  day  by  day  death  still  forbears  to  slake, 
While  femished  Tultmes  flit  around  the  stake. 
"  Oh !  watei^Hfater !  "—smiling  Hato  denies 
The  Tietim's  prayei^-for  if  he  drinks— he  dies. 
This  was  his  doom :— the  Leech,  the  guard,  wen 

gone, 
And  left  proud  Conrad  fetter'd  and  alone. 

X. 

Twere  Tain  to  paint  to  what  his  feelings  grew  ' 

It  cTcn  were  doubtlhl  if  their  fictim  knew. 

There  is  a  war,  a  chaos  of  the  mind, 

When  all  ito  elemento  conTulsed^-eombinedr— 

lie  dark  and  jarring  with  perturbed  force. 

And  gnashing  with  impenitent  Remorse ; 

That  juggUng  flend— ^ho  nerer  spake  beleie— 

But  cries  <<Iwam'd  thee!"  when  the  deed  is  o'«. 

Yainroioel  the  spirit  burning  but  unbent. 

Hay  writhe— tebel— tike  weak  alone  repent  1 

Eten  to  that  lonely  hour  when  most  it  feels, 

And,  to  hself,  all— all  that  self  rereals. 

No  single  passion,  and  no  niling  thought 

That  leaves  the  rest  at  once  unseen,  unsought ; 

But  the  wild  prospect  when  the  soul  leticws 

All  rusUng  through  their  thousand  avenues, 

Ambitton'sdresms  expirtog,  lore's  regret, 

Bndanger'd  glory,  life  itoelf  beset ; 

The  joy  untasted,  the  oontempt  or  hato 

'Oainet  those  who  fkin  would  triumph  in  our  feto; 

The  hopeless  past,  the  hasting  future  driven 

Too  quiekly  on  to  guess  if  hell  or  heaven ; 

Deeds,  thoughto,  and  words,  perhaps  remember'd  nf>l 

So  keenly  till  that  hour,  but  ne'er  forgot ; 

Things  light  or  lovely  to  their  aoted  ttoie, 

But  now  to  stem  reflection  each  a  crime ; 

The  withering  sense  of  evil  unreveal'd, 

Not  csnksring  less  because  the  more  eoneeaVd— 

All,  to  a  iserd,  firom  which  all  eyes  must  start, 

Thait  opening  sepulchre— the  naked  heart 

Bsres  isilh  ito  buried  woee,  till  Pride  awake. 

To  snateh  the  minor  flrom  the  soul— and  brsak. 

Ay^-Pride  ean  veil,  and  Courage  brave  it  all, 

AU—all— before-beyond-^the  deadlieet  faU. 

Each  hath  sotoe  liar,  and  he  who  least  betrayak 

The  only  hypoerlto  deeerving  praise : 

Not  the  loud  recreant  wretoh  who  boesto  and  flies 

B«t  he  who  looks  en  death-end  sitet  dies 
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80  steol'd  hf  pondering  o'er  his  far  caxeer, 

He  half-way  meets  him  should  he  menace  near ! 

XI. 
In  the  high  chamber  of  his  highest  tower 
Bate  Comrad,  fetter'd  in  the  Pacha's  power. 
His  palace  perish'd  in  the  flame — ^this  fort 
Contained  at  once  his  captive  and  his  court. 
Not  much  could  Courad  of  his  sentence  blame, 
His  foe,  if  vanquish'd,  had  but  shared  the  same : — 
Alone  he  sate — in  soUtude  had  scann'd 
His  guilty  bosom,  but  that  breast  he  mann'd : 
One  thought  alone  he  could  not— dared  not  meet— 
"<0h,  how  these  tidings  will  Medora  greet  ?  " 
Then-^nly  then — his  clanking  hands  he  raised, 
And  stndn'd  with  rage  the  chain  on  which  he  gaied ; 
But  soon  he  found— or  feign'd — or  dream'd  relief, 
And  smiled  in  self-derision  of  his  grief, 
"  And  now  come  torture  when  it  will — or  may. 
More  need  of  rest  to  nerre  me  for  the  day ! " 
This  said,  with  languor  to  his  mat  he  crept, 
And,  whatsoe'er  his  -visions,  quickly  slept. 
'Twas  hardly  midnight  when  that  fray  began, 
For  Conrad's  plans  matured,  at  once  were  done ; 
And  HaTOC  loathes  so  much  the  waste  of  time. 
She  scarce  had  left  an  uncommitted  crime. 
One  hour  beheld  him  since  the  tide  he  stemm'd— 
Disguised — discoTer'd — conquering — ta'en — con- 

demn'd— 
A  chief  on  land— «n  outlaw  on  the  deep— 
Bestroying^-saTing — ^prison'd-Hind  asleep ! 

XII. 
He  slept  in  calmest  seeming— for  his  breath 
Was  hush'd  so  deep— Ah !  happy  if  in  death ! 
He  slept— Who  o'er  his  placid  slumber  bends  ? 
His  foes  are  gone— end  here  he  hath  no  friends : 
Is  it  some  seraph  sent  to  grant  him  grace  ? 
No,  'tis  an  earthly  form  with  heayenly  face ! 
Its  white  arm  raised  a  lamp— yet  gently  hid, 
Lest  the  ray  flash  abruptly  on  the  lid 
Of  that  closed  eye,  which  opens  but  to  pain. 
And  once  unclosed— but  once  may  close  again. 
That  form,  with  eye  so  dark,  and  oheek  so  &ii, 
And  auburn  waves  of  gemm'd  and  braided  hair ; 
With  shape  of  fairy  lightness-Hiaked  foot, 
That  shines  like  snow,  and  falls  on  earth  as  mute — 
Through  guards  and  dunnest  night  how  came  it 

there? 
Ah !  rather  ask  what  wHl  not  woman  dare  ? 
Whom  youth  and  pity  lead  like  thee,  Ghnlnare ! 
She  could  not  sleep— end  while  the  Paeha'a  rest 
In  muttering  dreams  yet  saw  his  pirate-guest, 
She  left  his  aide— his  signet-ring  she  bore. 
Which  oft  in  sport  adom'd  her  hand  before* 
And  with  it,  scarcely  question'd,  won  her  way 
Through  drowsy  guards  that  must  that  sign  obey. 
Worn  out  with  toil,  and  tired  with  changing  blows, 
Their  eyes  had  envied  Conrad  his  repose; 
And  chill  and  nodding  at  the  turret  door, 
They  stretch  their  listless  limbs,  and  watcSi  no  more : 
Just  raised  their  heads  to  hail  the  sxgnet^ring, 
Nor  ask  or  what  or  who  the  sign  may  bring. 

XIII. 
She  gased  in  wonder,  "Can he  calmly  sle«p» 
While  other  eyes  hia  foU  or  ravage  weep  ? 
And  mine  in  restlessness  are  wandering  here— 
What  sudden  spell  hath  made  this  man  so  dear  ? 


True— 'tis  to  him  my  UHb,  and  more,  I  euro, 

And  me  and  mine  he  spared  from  worse  than  wo: 
*Tis  late  to  think— ^ut  soft— his  slumber  breaks- 
How  h^vily  he  sighs !— he  starts — awakes ! " 

He  raised  his  head— and  dazxled  with  the  light, 
His  eye  seem'd  dubious  if  it  saw  aright: 
He  moved  his  hand— 4he  grating  of  his  chain 
Too  harshly  told  him  that  he  lived  again. 
"  What  is  that  form  ?  if  not  a  shape  of  air, 
Methinks,  my  jailor's  face  shows  wond'rous  fair ! " 

**  Pirate  I  thou  know'st  me  not— but  I  am  one. 
Grateful  for  deeds  thou  hast  too  rarely  done; 
Look  on  me— and  remember  her,  thy  hand 
Snatch'd  from  the  flames,  and  thy  more  fearfU  ban<L 
I  come  through  darkness— end  I  scarce  kninrwhy^ 
Tet  not  to  hurt— I  would  not  see  thee  die." 

« If  so  kind  lady !  thine  the  only  eye 

That  would  not  here  in  that  gay  hope  delight : 

Theirs  is  the  chance— and  let  them  use  their  right. 

But  still  I  thank  their  courtesy  or.tiiine. 

That  would  confess  me  at  so  fair  a  shrine ! " 

Strange  though  it  seem — ^yet  with  extremest  gnef 
Is  link'd  a  mirth — ^it  doth  not  bring  relief— 
That  playfulness  of  Sorrow  ne'er  beguiles. 
And  smiles  in  bitterness— but  still  it  smiles ; 
And  sometimes  with  the  wisest  and  the  best, 
Till  even  the  scaffold  "  echoes  with  their  jest ! 
Yet  not  the  joy  to  which  it  seems  akin — 
It  may  deceive  all  hearts,  save  that  within. 
Whate'er  it  was  that  flash'd  on  Conrad,  now 
A  laughing  wildness  half  unbent  his  brow : 
And  these  his  accents  had  a  sound  of  mirth. 
As  if  the  last  he  could  enjoy  on  earth ; 
Yet  'gainst  his  nature-— for  through  that  short  life» 
Few  tiioughts  had  he  to  spare  from  gloom  and  stcifie 

XIV. 
*' Corsair!  thy  doom  is  named— Irat  I  have  power 
To  sooth  the  Pacha  in  his  weaker  hour. 
Thee  would  I  spare— nay  more— would  saxe  thes 

now, 
But  thie-^time— hope^-nor  even  tiiy  strength  allow 
But  all  I  can,  I  will :  at  least  delay 
The  sentence  that  remits  thee  scarce  a  day. 
More  now  were  ruin— even  thyself  ware  loth 
The  vain  attempt  should  bring  but  doom  to  both." 

''Yes t— loth  indeed :-^ny  soul  is  nerved  to  si. 
Or  fall'n  too  low  to  fear  a  farther  fkll : 
Tempt  not  thyself  with  peril ;  me  with  hopA 
Of  flight  fnm  foes  with  whom  I  oould  not  eope : 
Unflt  to  vanqnishr-^hall  I  meanly  fly, 
The  one  of  all  my  band  that  woold  not  die  ? 
Yet  there  is  one-^to  whom  my  memory  elings. 
Till  to  these  eyes  her  own  wild  softness  springs. 
My  sole  xesottrees  in  the  path  I  trod    - 
Were  these— my  bark— say  swoid— my  tov    m} 

God! 
The  last  I  left  hi  youth— he  leares  me  now^ 
And  man  bat  works  his  will  to  lay  me  low. 
I  have  no  thought  to  mook  his  ttumne  with  pmyer 
Wrong  from  the  oowasd  onmeUng  of  devoir ; 
It  is  enough— I  breathft-^ad  I  ean  bear. 
My  sword  is  shaken  from  the  worthless  hand 
That  might  hate  beClsr  kept  so  trae  a  brand: 


THB  o<a«AnL 
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Mj  hulk  18  smui  or  cftptivc  ^rat  mj  lore   ■ 
For  her  a  looth  my  toim  would  mount  above : 
Oh!  ike  is  an  that  stUl  to  earth  can  bind— 
Aad  As  will  break  a  heart  so  more  than  kind, 
Aad  Wght  a  fom— iOl  thine,  appeared,  Oulnare ! 
Kae  eje  ne'er  ask'd  if  others  were  as  fair." 

■■Tlioo  loT'st  another  then  ?— but  what  to  me 
h  this— 'tis  nothing — nothing  e'er  can  be : 
Bat  yet— thou  lor'st— and — Oh !  I  envy  those 
'Whose  hearts  on  hearts  as  faithfhl  can  repose. 
Who  never  iSsel  the  Toid— ihe  wandering  thought 
That  n^  o'er  visions  such  as  mine  hath  wrought.' 

*'Ididf— mfithoughi  thy  love  was  his,  for  whom 
This  ana  redeem'd  thee  from  a  fiery  tomb." 

*]Cy  lam   stem  Scyd's !   Oh— No— No— iiot  my 

love— 
Tet  srach  this  heart,  that  strives  no  more,  once 


•No! 


To  meet  his  passion— but  it  would  not  be. 

I  Mtr^  fiwl-4ove  dwells  with— with  the  firee. 

I  am  a  slave,  a  fiivor'd  slave  at  best. 

To  share  his  splendor,  and  seem  veiy  blest ! 

Oft  mvHtniy  soul  the  question  undergo. 

Of—*  Doei  thou  love  ? '  and  bum  to  answer, 

Okl  hard  it  is  that  fondness  to  sustain. 

And  stn^gle  not  to  feel  averse  in  vain ; 

Bat  hazder  still  the  heart's  recoil  to  bear, 

And  hide  hom  one    perhaps  another  there. 

He  takes  the  hand  I  give  not-^or  withhold— 

Its  pnlae  not  eheck'd— nor  <iuioken'd— eafanly  ooU : 

Anln^amisn'd,  itdwpe  a  Ufeless  w«ight 

From  oae  I  never  loved  enough  to  hate. 

No  wamth  these  lips  return  by  his  impress'd, 

And  ckSU'd  wmwihraoce  shudder*  o'er  the  real. 

Tsi— had  I  «f«r  proved  that  paasioo's  seal, 

The  ehange  to  hatred  were  at  least  to  feel : 

Bat  Bt31^-he  goee  nnmoom'd    returns  unsought— 

Aadeft  whn  pvesea*— ebeent  from  my  tlMMight. 

Or  when  Rfleetion  comes    and  come  it  must— 

Ifcar  «Mt  heneeforth  *twai  but  bring  disgust ; 

I  SSI  his  risftfr—^Bt,  in  despite  of  pride, 

twrn  vom  th«i  bnidage  to  become  his  hnde. 

Oh !  that  thb  dotage  of  his  breast  wonM  eoMe  • 

Oricek  SBolhsr  and  gife  mine  rsleeee. 

Bet yeitaisy-lctfnldlMtveeaid,  to  peace! 

tes^  nwimted  ftmAMSs  now  I  Irign^ 

Bsmaahsf-^eaptive !  'tis  ta  break  thy  chain ; 

Bepay  the  life  Hurt  to  thy  hand  I  owe ; 

To  give  thee  back  to  aU  endear^  below. 

Who  duR  seek  krve  aa  I  esn  never  know. 

Farewidl  morn  breake— and  I  must  now  away : 

Twin  cost  me  dear— ^nt  dread  no  deeidi  tinday !  " 


XV. 
He  jntrc  Us  ftAcr'df  fingers  to  her  heart, 
Aad  bow'd  her  head,  and  t«ni*d  her  to  depart, 
^ad  luMess  as  a  lovely  dream  is  gone^ 
Aod  wai  she  here  ?  and  is  he  now  ahme  ? 
What  gefli  hafh  dropp'd  and  tperltles  O'er  hia  chain  ? 
The  tssr  moit  laered,  shed  fcr  othen'  pson, 
ThatstartsatoBce-Mght— pine~4omFfty'«  mhie, 
Akeady  peUih'd  by  the  hand  divine ! 

Oh!  too  eonvincing— dangerotlsly  dear- 
la  wesuift  eye  the  vnanswenAle  tear! 
19 


That  weapon  of  her  weaknett  she  can  wield« 

To  save,  subdue-— at  once  her  spear  and  shield : 

Avoid  it— Virtue  ebbe  and  Wisdom  errs. 

Too  fondly  garing  on  that  grief  of  hers ! 

What  lost  a  world,  and  bade  a  hero  fly  ? 

The  timid  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye. 

Yet  be  the  soft  triumvir's  fiiult  forgiven. 

By  this— how  many  lose  not  earth— but  heaven ! 

Consign  their  souls  to  man's  eternal  foe, 

And  seal  their  own  to  spare  some  wanton's  wo. 

XVI. 

Its  mom— 4nd  o'er^is  alter'd  features  play 
The  beams— without  the  hope  of  yesterday. 
What  shall  he  be  ere  night  ?  perchance  a  thing 
O'er  which  the  raven  flaps  her  funeral  wing : 
By  his  closed  eye,  unheeded  and  unfelt, 
While  sets  that  sun,  and  dews  of  evening  melt» 
ChiU— ^et— and  misty  round  each  stiifen'd  limb 
Refreshing  earth— teviving  all  but  him !  — 


CANTO  III. 


I. 

Slow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  raee  be  run. 
Along  Morea's  hills  the  setting  sun ; 
Not,  aa  in  Northeni  cliiMa,  oboo««ly  bright, 
But  one  uaelouded  blase  of  living  H^t  I 
O'er  the  hush'd  deep  the  yeUow  beam  ha  throsm 
Gilda  the  green  wave,  that  trembles  as  it  glows 
On  old  JEgina'a  rock,  and  Idn's  isle, 
The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile ; 
O'er  his  own  fogions  lingering,  loves  to  shine. 
Though  there  hia  altass  are  no  more  divine; 
DescendiBg  fost,  the  mountain  shadows  kiss 
Thy  glorious  gulf,  uaoonquear'd  Balamia  1 
l^efr  aanre  arches  tiuough  the  long  ezpaaae 
More  deeply  pureed  meet  his  mellowing  glsner » 
And  tendereet  tints,  akng  their  wuMnifts  driven, 
Mark  his  gay  cowse,  and  own  tibe  hues  of  heav« 
THl,  darkly  shaded  Ikom  the  kmd  and  deep, 
Behind  his  Delphian  oliff  he  sinks  to  sleep. 
On  such  an  eve,  his  palest  beam  he  oast, 
Whett-Athens!  here  thy  Wisest  h>ok'd his  last. 
How  vmteh'd  thy  better  sons  his  frreweU  iay» 
That etoeed their anrder'dssge'sn  Utestdiv'! 
Not  yet— not  yet— Sol  pauses  on  the  hUl— 
The  precieue  hour  of  parting  lingers  still; 
But  sad  his  light  to  agonising  eyes. 
And  dark  the  mountain's  once  delightftil  dyes : 
Gloom  fi^et  the  lovely  land  he  oeem'd  to  poor. 
The  land,  where  Phesbus  never  frown'd  before; 
But  ere  he  eonk  below  Cithnron's  heed. 
The  cup  of  wo  was  quafF'd— the  spirit  fled ; 
The  soul  of  him  who  soom'd  to  imr  or  fly— 
Who  Bv'd  and  died,  as  none  can  live  or  die  1 

But  to!  from  high  Hymatlns  to  the  plain. 
The  HdWfB  of  night  eaoerts  her  sile«t  jnign.>« 


) 
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No  murky  rapor,  herild  of  tiM  itoxm, 
Hides  her  feir  faiee,  nor  girds  her  glowing  form ; 
With  cornice  gUmmering  u  the  moonbeams  play. 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  gratefhl  ny, 
And,  bright  around  with  quiTering  beams  beset, 
Her  emblem  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret : 
The  groves  of  olive  8c&tter*d  dark  and  wide 
Where  meek  Cephisus  ponrs  his  scanty  tide, 
The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque, 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk,^ 
And,  dun  and  sombre  'mid  the  holy  calm, 
Near  Theseus*  fane  yon  solitary  palm, 
All  tinged  with  varied  hues  aivest  the  eye— 
And  dull  were  his  that  pass'd  them  heedless  by. 
Again  the  ^gean,  heard  no  more  afar, 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  'from  elemental  war : 
Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
ICizt  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle, 
That  frown— ^here  gentler  ocean  seems  to  smile.** 

II. 
Not  now  my  theme— why  turn  my  thoughts  to  thee  ? 
Oh !  who  can  look  along  thy  native  sea. 
Nor  dwell  upon  thy  name,  whate'er  the  tale, 
So  much  its  magic  must  o'er  all  prevail  ? 
Who  that  beheld  that  Sun  upon  thee  set. 
Fair  Athens !  could  thine  evening  face  forget  ? 
Not  he— whose  heart  nor  time  nor  distance  frees, 
Spell-bound  within  the  clustering  Cyclades  ! 
Nor  seems  this  homage  foreign  to  his  strain, 
His  Corsair's  isle  was  once  thine  own  domain- 
Would  that  with  freedom  it  were  thine  again ! 

HL 
fhe  Sum  hath  sunk— and,  darker  than  the  night, 
Sinks  with  its  beam  upon  the  beacon  height, 
Madora's  heart^^the  third  day's  come  and  gone— 
With  it  he  oomea  not— sends  not— liithless  one ! 
The  wind  was  fair  though  light;  and  storms  were 


While  yet  wto  Hope— they  seftia^l-  ittei'A' 


Last  eve  Anselmo's  bark  retom'd,  and  yat 
His  only  tidings  that  they  had  not  met  1 
Though  wild,  as  now,  far  different  were  the  tale, 
Had  Conrad  waited  for  that  single  sail. 
The  nlght-bneas  freshens— she  that  day  had  past 
In  wst^ing  all  that  Hope  proclaun'd  a  mast; 
Sadly  she  sate    on  high— Impatience  bore 
▲t  last  her  footsteps  to  the  midnight  shore, 
And  there  she  wander'd  heedless  of  the  spray 
That  dash'd  her  garments  oft,  and  wam'd  away ; 
She  saw  not»-felt  not  this— nor  dared  depart, 
Nor  deem'd  it  oold-her  chiU  was  at  her  heert ; 
Till  grew  suefa  eertainty  from  that  suspense— 
HU  tevy  Sight  had  shock  'd  tnm  Ufs  or  senee ! 


It  came  at  last— a  sad  and  shatter'd  boat. 
Whose  inmates  first  beheld  whom  first  they  sought ; 
Some  bleedings— an  most  iinretchedr-these  the  fnr* 
Soaree  knew  tiiey  how  escaped— tfAit  all  they  knew. 
In  sSlenee,  darkling,  each  appear'd  to  wait 
Hit  fellow's  moumftil  guess  at  Conrad's  frite : 
Something  they  would  have  said ;  but  seem'd  to  fear 
To  trust  ^eir  aeoents  to  Medora's  ear. 
She  saw  at  onoe,  yet  sunk  natF--4remhled  set- 
Beneath  that  grief,  that  loneliness  of  lot ; 
Within  that  meek  fldr  fdin,  were  feeliiigB  high. 
That  deen'd  aot  tiU  they  found  their 


AH  lost-^that  softness  died  not   but  it  slept ; 
And  o'er  its  slumber  rose  that  Strength  iHuoh  said, 
«With  nothing  left  to  lore— there's  non^t  to 

dread." 

'Tis  more  than  nature's ;  like  the  burning  might 
Delirium  gathers  ftom  the  fever's  height. 

"  Silent  you  stand— nor  would  I  hear  yon  tell 
What— speak  not— breathe  not— for  I  know  it  well— 
Tet  would  I  ask— almost  my  lq»  denies 
The— quick  your  answer— tell  me  where  he  lies  '* 

*'  Lady  I  we  know  not— scarce  with  life  we  fled ; 

But  here  is  one  denies  that  he  is  dead : 

He  saw  him  bound ;  and  bleeding-^ut  alive." 

She  heard  no  fnrthei^-'twas  in  vain  to  strive- 
So  throbb'd  each  vein— each  thought— till  then  with- 
stood; 

Her  own  dark  soul— these  words  at  once  subdued: 
She  totters— falls— and  senseless  had  the  wave 
Perchance  but  snatch'd  her  from  another  grave : 
But  that  with  hands  though  rude,  yet  weeping  eyes» 
They  yield  such  aid  as  Pity's  haste  suppUes : 
Dash  o'er  her  deathlike  cheek  the  ocean  dew, 
Raise— fim — sustain — ^till  life  returns  anew ; 
Awake  her  handmaids,  with  the  matrons  leave 
That  fainting  form  o'er  which  they  gaxe  and  grieve; 
Then  seek  Anselmo's  cavern,  to  report 
The  tale  too  tedious— when  the  triumph  short. 

IV. 
In  that  wild  council  words  wox'd  warm  sad  stmge, 
With  thoughts  of  rsnsom,  rescue,  and  revenge ; 
All,  save  repose  or  flight:  still  lingering  there 
Breathed  Conrad's  spirit,  and  forbade  despair ; 
Whate'er  his  fatfr-ihe  breasts  he  fbrm'd  and  led 
Will  save  him  living,  er  appease  him  dead. 
Wo  to  his  foes !  there  yet  survive  a  fsw, 
Whose  deeds  are  daring,  as  Dieir  hearts  oe  tpm, 

V. 

Within  the  Haram's  secret  chamber  eate 
Stem  Scyd,  still  ponderil^:  o'er  his  Oaptire'e  tete; 
His  thoughts  on  love  and  hate  altstnate  dw^. 
Now  with  Gulnare,  and  now  in  Conrad's  eefi ; 
Here  at  his  fbet  the  lovely  dave  reohned 
Surveys  his  brow^-^ould  sooth  his  glooai  of  miad 
While  msay  an  snzioue  gknoe  her  large  dark  eye 
Sends  in  its  idle  search  for  sympatiiy. 
Hit  only  bends  in  seeming  o'er  his  beads»» 
But  inly  views  his  victim  as  he  bleeds. 

•'  Paehal  the  day  is  thiee;  and  on  thy  sraat 
Sits  triumph— Conrad  taken— fall'n  the  rest ! 
His  doom  is  flz'd^-he  dies:  and  weU  his  Cite 
Was  esm'd— yet  much  too  worthless  for  thy  hate] 
Methinks,  a  short  release,  fer  ransom  teld 
With  all  his  treasure,  not  unwisely  sold ; 
Report  speaks  Isrgely  of  his  pirate-hoard— 
Would  that  of  this  my  Paeha  were  the  lord  I 
While  baflled,  weaken'd  by  this  futal  fr«y^ 
Wateh'd— foUow'd— he  were  then  an  easier  prey  i 
But  onee  eat  off^^the  resanant  of  his  band 
Embark  tiieir  wealtfi,  and  seek  a  sa&r  atrand.*' 

«<  Oulnare!— if  fw  each  drop  of  blood  a  gen 
Were  offer'd  zieh  as  Stambool's  diadem; 
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U  all  Mv  Aia5  talM  diralftt 

OfuwWiiwf  hOT>.  thitgridaJMwldalwdtMm! 

JlMi0t  low  ndMBi'd  a  iiagle  hour} 

3«t  that  I  kaow  him  fettar'd  iK  my  pow ; 

iH  Anstng  Ibv  ivvwge^  I  ponte  vlfll 

Obpnga  that  longMt  niok,  and  Ul«l  kill.*' 


"Hay,  8tfA!— I  Mek  aot  to  VMtMlB  thy  n«e, 
Too  jwtlf  morad  for  laerey  to  awttag* ; 
)fy  ^M^ti  «iM«  <mly  to  MCiiiv  lor  thM 
BifWifi   th<M  gdgM>d,  ha  nm  sot  ft«t : 

Dinbied,  ihom  of  half  his  might  and  band, 
Ha  captan  eoold  but  wait  thy  int  cotunand.** 


*1Eb  eaptare  eonUf-Hmd  shall  I  than  resign 
Onedaj  to  hiBt— the  wretch  already  mine  ? 
Bdoie  my  foe !— at  whose  remonstrance  ?-Hhme 
Fair  nitor !    Co  ^bj  firtnoas  gratitude, 
Tkat  tea  lepays  this  Giaour's  relenting  mood, 
Which  dice  and  thine  alone  of  all  could  spare, 
Ho  doubt— legardless  if  the  prise  were  fair, 
Mj  thaaks  and  praise  alike  are  dne— now  hear ! 
I  have  a  eoonael  for  thy  gentler  ear : 
I  do  mistnist  thee,  woman !  and  each  word 
Of  thine  stamps  tmth  on  all  Suspicion  heard. 
Bonie  in  his  arms  through  fire  from  yon  Serai — 
Say   ireit  thou  lingering  there  with  him  to  fiy  ? 
ThoQneed'st  not  answei^-^y  confession  speaks, 
Akiady  reddening  on  thy  gidlty  cheeks ; 
Aea  kyrely  dame,  bethink  thee !  and  beware: 
Til  Bot  Aw  lilb  alone  may  claim  sneh  care ! 
Aaotfasi  word  and— nay — I  need  no  more, 
Aeeomd  was  the  moment  when  he  bore 
Thee  from  Hie  flames,  which  better  fta^-but    no 
I  than  had  moum'd  thee  with  a  Unrer's  wo-~ 
Ko«  'tis  thy  lord  that  wams-^deeeitiul  thing ! 
Ksow'st  thou  that  I  can  clip  thy  wanton  wing  ? 
hi  iraids  alone  I  am  not  wont  to  chafe : 
Looktotkysel^-nor  deem  thy  falsehood  sale !" 


He  lose   and  slowly,  sternly  thence  withdrew, 
lage  IB  lus  eye,  and  threats  in  his  adieu : 
Ah !  littlozeek'd  that  chief  of  womanhoods— 
Whidk  frowns  ne'er  quell'd,  nor  menaoea  subdued ; 
And  fitde  deem'd  he  what  thy  heart,  Oulnsre ! 
When  ssft  could  feel,  and  when  incensed  eould  dare. 
ffii  doobls  appeared  to  wrong— nor  yet  she  knew 
How  deep  the  root  from  whence  eompassion  gien^*- 
She  WIS  a  dare    from  such  may  captiTes  claim 
A  fdkw-feding,  ijBffering  but  in  name ; 
BtiU  half  unconscious    heedless  of  his  wrath, 
Again  ihe  Tentured  on  the  dangerous  path. 
Again  his  nge  rapell*d-«Bta  arose 
That  aiDfe  of  thought,  the  aovM  «r  woman's 


AIeaawhil»-hMg anxjoua    wasry    still    Umaaia 
BoU'd  day  and  night-hie  soul  eovUaossr  tea*-- 
This  fSestftil  inlvTal  «f  doid»t  and  tead, 
VlMa  s«s7  hour  nngkt  doom  him  wotse  thaft  dead, 
When  e?By  step  that  eefao'd  by  tiie  gate 
Might  entoing  bad  when  axa  and  stidce  asrail  ( 
Wh«  emy  vsiea  thaignted  on  his  aer 
Might  be  the  last  that  he  oonld  ever  hesr ; 
OoeU  temrlM»^.^that  spMk  slwi  sad  high 
Hadfw?adwv91ii«  Mwiktodit; 


Twas 


dssay'4-Tati 

frwthanaUl 
The  haal  of  flght,  the  hmy  of  the  gale, 
Leava  ssaraa  one  thought  inert  enough  to  ({lall; 
But  bound  and  flz*d  in  fbtter'd  aoUtade, 
To  pine,  tiha  ptoj  of  erevy  ehangfaig  mood} 
To  gasa  on  thine  own  heart ;  and  meditate 
Ixrerooable  &ults,  and  coming  fate — 
Too  Uto  the  last  to  shun — ^the  first  to  mend— > 
To  count  the  hours  that  struggle  to  thine  end. 
With  not  a  friend  to  animate,  and  tell 
To  other  ears  that  death  became  thee  well  * 
Around  thee  foes  to  forge  the  ready  lie. 
And  blot  life's  latest  scene  iKith  calumny  i 
Before  the  tortures,  which  the  soul  can  dare, 
Yet  doubts  how  well  the  shrinking  fiesh  may  bear; 
But  deeply  feels  a  single  cry  would  shame, 
To  Talor.'s  praise  thy  last  and  deoreat  claim ; 
The  life  thou  leav'st  below,  denied  above 
By  kind  monopolists  of  heavenly  love ; 
And  more  than  doubtAil  paradise — thy  heaven 
Of  earthly  hopo^thy  loved  one  from  thee  riven. 
Such  were  the  thoughts  that  outlaw  must  austofn. 
And  govern  pangs  surpassing  mortal  pain : 
And  those  sustain'd  he-^K>ots  it  well  or  ill  ? 
Since  not  to  aink  beneath,  is  something  still ! 

VIL 

The  lurst  day  pass'd— he  saw  not  her— Oulnar^ 
The  saeoad^-thifd-Hmd  still  she  same  mot  then; 
But  what  her  words  avouoh'd,  her  ehaims  had  doMb 
Or  else  he  had  not  seen  another  sua. 
The  fourth  day  roU'd  along  and  with  the  ni^ty 
Came  storm  and  darkness  in  their  mingling  might: 
Oh!  how  ha  Usten'd  to  the  rushing  deep, 
That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  his  sleep ; 
And  his  wUd  spirit  wilder  wishes  sent, 
Roused  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element ! 
Oft  had  he  ridden  on  that  winged  vrave, 
And  loved  its  roughness  for  the  speed  it  gave ; 
And  now  its  dashing  echo'd  on  his  ear, 
A  long  known  voice— alas  I  too  vainly  near ! 
Loud  simg  the  wind  above ;  and,  doubly  loudi 
Shook  o'er  his  turret  cell  the  thunder-cloud; 
And  flashed  the  lightning  by  the  latticed  bar, 
To  him  more  genial  than  the  midnight  star : 
GhMe  to  the  glimmering  grato  he  dragg'd  his  chda. 
And  hoped  tJiat  peril  might  not  prove  in  vain. 
He  raised  his  iron  hand  to  Heaven,  and  pcay'd 
One  pitying  flash  to  mar  the  form  it  made : 
ffis  steel  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike— 
The  stoim  roll'd  onward,  and  disdain'd  to  strike ; 
Ito  peal  waz'd  fainter— ceased— he  felt  alone, 
As  it  some  faithleas  iHend  had  spum'd  his  groaa ! 

VIIL 
The  midnigfat  poss'd^*and  to  «ha  massy  door 
A  light  stsp  eamo-4t  paused    it  moved  ones  mof  i 
Slow  turns  the  grating  boH  sad  sullen  key: 
TU  as  his  hesit  forebodedr-Hhol  ftifr  she  I 
Whato'a  her  snis,  to  him  a  gosrdisa  saint, 
And  beauteous  still  as  hermit's  hope  ean  psdml; 
Yet  ehanged  since  last  within  that  eeU  she  eaasa, 
More  pale  her  cheek,  moia  tmudoos  her  frame; 
On  him  she  east  her  dark  and  hunied  eye, 
Which  spoke  belsre  her  aossnto    **  Hktm  must  dBo ' 
Tea,  thou  must  die-^hen  is  but  one  fssovoe. 
The  last-^e  went-if  tortvM  w«m  Mi  nwm" 
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'«Lady!  I  koic  to  none— ny  Up«  pMokim 
Wh&t  lait  piodaim'd  thej^-Oonxad  stOl  the  Mme 
Why  ihonld'st  thou  seek  sn  outlaw's  life  to  spoie, 
And  diaage  the  sentence  I  desenre  to  bear } 
Well  have  I  eajm'dr— nor  here  alone— tiie  need 
Of  Sejd's  revenge,  by  many  a  lawless  deed/' 

**  Why  should  I  seek  ?  because — Oh !  didst  thou  not 
Bedeem  my  life  from  worse  than  slavery's  lot  ? 
Why  should  I  seek  ? — hath  misery  made  thee  blind 
To  the  fond  workings  of  a  woman's  mind? 
And  must  I  say  ?  albeit  my  heart  rebel 
With  all  that  woman  feels,  but  should  not  tel^— 
Beeanae— despite  thy  crimes— that  heart  is  moved : 
It  fear'd  thee— thank'd   thee— pitied— madden'd- 

loved : 
Beply  not,  tell  not  now  thy  tale  again, 
Thou  lov'st  another^— and  I  love  in  vain ; 
Though  fond  as  mine  her  bosom,  form  more  fair, 
I  rush. through  peril  which  she  would  not  dare. 
If  that  thy  heart  to  hers  were  truly  dear. 
Were  I  thine  own-^thou  wert  not  lonely  here : 
An  outlaw's  spouse— and  leave  her  lord  to  roam ! 
What  hath  such  gentle  dame  to  do  with  home  ? 
But  speak  not  now — o'er  thine  and  o'er  my  head 
Hangs  the  keen  sabre  by  a  single  thread ; 
If  thou  hast  courage  stQl,  and  would'st  be  free, 
Beceive  this  poniard— rise^  and  follow  me !  " 

*<  Ay^-in  my  chains !  my  steps  will  gently  tread, 
With  these  adornments,  o'er  each  slumbering  head ! 
Thou  hast  forgot— is  this  a  garb  for  flight  ? 
Or  is  that  instrument  more  flt  for  fight  ? " 

**  Misdoubting  Corsair !  I  have  gain'd  the  guard, 

Bipe  for  revolt,  and  greedy  for  reward. 

A  single  word  of  mine  removes  that  chain : 

Without  some  aid  how  here  could  I  remain  ? 

Well,  since  we  met,  hath  sped  my  busy  time, 

If  in  aught  evil,  for  thy  sake  the  crime : 

The  crime— 'tis  none  to  punish  those  of  Seyd.     « 

That  hated  tyrant,  Conrad— he  must  bleed ! 

I  see  thee  shudder— but  my  soul  is  changed— 

Wrong'd,  spum'd,  reviled — and  it  shall  be  avenged— 

Accused  of  what  till  now  my  heart  disdain'd — 

Too  faithful,  though  to  bitter  bondage  chain'd. 

Yes,  smile ! — but  he  had  little  cause  to  sneer, 

I  was  not  treacherous  then — nor  thou  too  dear : 

But  he  has  said  it — and  the  jealous  well. 

Those  tyrants,  teasing,  tempting  to  rebel. 

Deserve  the  fate  their  fretting  lips  foretell. 

I  never  loved— he  bought  me — somewhat  high — 

Since  with  me  came  a  heart  he  could  not  buy. 

I  was  a  slave  unmurmuring :  he  hath  said, 

But  for  his  rescue  I  with  thee  had  fled. 

'Twas  false  thou  know'st--4>ut  let  such  augurs  rue. 

Their  WMds  aro  omens  Insult  rendsn  true. 

Nor  was  thy  respite  granted  to  my  prayer ; 

This  fleeting  grace  was  only  to  prepare 

New  torments  for  I3iy  Ufs,  and  my  despair. 

Mine  too  he  threatens ;  but  his  dotage  still 

WotM  fain  reserve  me  for  his  lordly  will ; 

When  wearier  of  these  fleeting  charms  and  bm> 

There  yawns  the  sack— and  yonder  r<^  the  sea ! 

What,  am  I  then  a  toy  for  dotard's  play. 

To  wear  but  tdl  the  giMing  frets  sway? 

I  saw  thee>-4oTed  thee  ■  ewe  thee  aU— would  save. 

If  biitt»  «how  how  giatafol  is  a  slave. 


But  had  he  B«ft  thoi  BMoaoad  fysM  nd  lifi, 

(And  well  he  keeps  his  oaths  pronouaeed  in  stril^ 

I  still  had  saved  Aee— but  the  Faona  spared. 

Now  I  am  all  thine  own— for  all  prepared: 

Thou  lov'st  me  not— nor  know'st— or  but  the  wofat, 

Alas !  this  love-^that  hatred  see  the  first— 

Oh!  could'st  thou  prove  my  truth,  thouwould'al 

not  start, 
Nor  fear  the  fire  that  lights  an  Eastern  heart ; 
'TIS  now  the  beacon  of  thy  safety— now 
It  points  within  the  port  a  Maniote  prow : 
But  in  one  chamber,  where  our  path  must  lead, 
There  sleeps— he  must  not  wake— 4he  oppieaaot 

Seyd!" 

**  Oulnare— <jhilnare— I  never  felt  till  now 

My  abject  fortune,  wither'd  fame  so  low. 

Seyd  is  mine  enemy :  had  swept  my  band 

From  earth  with  ruthless  but  with  open  hand, 

And  therefore  came  I,  in  my  bark  of  war. 

To  smite  the  tmiter  with  the  scimitar ; 

Such  is  my  weaponr-not  the  secret  knife— 

Who  spares  a  woman's  seeks  not  slumber's  life. 

Thine  saved  I  gladly.  Lady,  not  for  this— 

Let  me  not  deem  that  mercy  shown  amiss. 

Now  fere  thee  well— more  peace  be  with  thy  breast ! 

Night  wears  apace— my  last  of  earthly  rest  I " 

"Best  I  rest !  by  sunrise  must  thy  sinews  shake. 

And  thy  Bmbs  writhe  around  the  ready  stake. 

I  heard  the  ordei^-saw— I  will  not  sec 

If  thou  wilt  perish,  I  will  fall  with  thee. 

My  life— my  love— my  hatred— all  below 

Are  on  this  oast— Oorsair !  'tis  but  a  blow ! 

Without  it  flight  were  idle— how  evade 

His  sure  pursuit  ?  my  wrongs  too  unrepaid. 

My  youth  disgraced— the  long,  long  wasted  years, 

One  blow  shall  cancel  with  our  future  fears ; 

But  since  the  dagger  suits  thee  less  than  brand, 

I'll  try  the  fimmess  of  a  female  hand ; 

The  guards  are  gain'd— one  moment  all  were  d'er— 

Corsair !  we  meet  in  safety  or  no  more ; 

If  errs  my  feeble  hand,  the  morning  cloud 

Will  hover  o'er  thy  scaffold,  and  my  shroud." 

IX. 
She  tum'd,  and  vanish'd  ere  he  could  reply, 
But  his  glance  foUow'd  far  with  eager  eye  ; 
And  gathering,  as  he  could,  the  links  that  bound 
His  form,  to  curl  their  length,  and  curb  their  sound. 
Since  bar  and  bolt  no  more  his  steps  preclude. 
He,  fest  as  fetter'd  limbs  allow,  pursued. 
'Twas  dark  and  winding,  and  he  knew  not  whece 
That  passage  led ;  nor  lamp  nor  guard  were  there ; 
He  sees  a  dusky  glimmering— shall  he  seek 
Or  shun  that  ray  so  indistinct  and  weak  ? 
Chance  guides  his  steps — a  freshness  seems  to  bear 
Full  on  his  brow,  as  if  from  morning  air- 
He  reach'd  an  open  gallery— on  his  eye 
Gleamed  the  last  star  of  night,  the  deariag  aky^ 
Yet  learoely  heeded  these— another  light 
From  a  lone  ehamber  stcuek  upon  his  sight, 
lewaids  it  he  moved ;  a  scsreely  closing  door 
Beveal'd  the  lay  within,  but  nothing  mora. 
Witii  hasty  step  a  figure  outward  past. 
Then  paused-  ■  and  tam'dp-«ad  pnaed— 'tis  Bkt  at 

last! 

NopoidMdinthitthaBA-Mreignof  ill—  [UUf 
Thanks  to  Ibat  i 


149 


Bttzii  tratt  Hm  dK7  tbrapt  aai  teiftdlf . 

TkiU  Miy  TsiFa  ter  fMe  and  bwoB  ftir: 
If  if  il»  Isle  iMd  bwt  k«  iMBiBg  hMd 
AiboTO  KMBe  oligeet  of  ter  doaU  or  dreia. 

Her  Imymg  hand  had  lalt— Hwai  tat  a  ^ol— 
Itokae  tns  all  he  law,  and  aearM  utAatood— > 
Oh!  digkt  but  eertalii  pledge  of  crime-'tk  blood! 


He  bad  eeoi  btttde-be  bad  bRMded  lose 

O'er  pranlBed  paags  to  aanteneed  guilt  foieahown ; 

^  bad  bean  templiid    iibaatouad    andAeebain 

TetonbkaaBsaugbt 

Betne'crlkomi 

Ftaaa  a&  bie  feeliega  is  IImSt  imMiet  fbee^^ 

So  ttsB'd    BO  abnddv'd  afofy  csKopiBg  TaiUf 

Aa  BOW  tbey  freoe  belbte  Ibai  pinpla  ataia. 

That  apet  of  blood,  tbatH^t  bat  guilty  itffaak, 

Had  baaMk-d  all  tiio  beantj  frona  bar  ebeek  1 


It floWd IB  ooMbat,  arma abed bf  mea. 

XL 
*'  Tm  iVme    he  neatly  waked— bat  it  ia  done. 
Conair !  be  ]wriah*d-^Cbe>ii  art  dearly  won. 
An  vaada  wenld  now  be  fala— nway— eway  I 
Oar  b«k  ia  towfng    *tia  already  day. 
The  few  gain'd  vwtx,  now  are  wboUy  mine, 
lad  tfMBo  tby  yet  avrnving  bend  abaU  join : 
i  my  foice  aball  vindioate  my  band» 

lee  ov  aail  laiBabea  thia  hated  itrand." 


xn. 

Bhadapp'dbcr  bande— and  tbrough  the  gallaiy  pov, 
Bquspp'd  for  flight,  her  Tassala — Greek  and  Mocr ; 
8Qent  bnt  quick  they  stoop,  hia  chaina  unbind ; 
Oaee  more  hia  limbo  are  free  aa  mountain  wind ; 
Bet  on  hia  beary  heart  inch  tadneea  aate, 
Aa  if  tbey  &ere  tranaferr'd  that  iron  weight 
No  worda  are  utter'd— at  her  iign,  a  doer 
Aeveale  die  aecret  passage  to  the  ahore ; 
The  ctty  lies  behind--they  speed,  they  reaoh 
The  ^ad  wares  daudng  on  the  ydlow  beeeh ; 
And  Conrad  following,  at  her  beck,  obey'd, 
Mor  eared  he  now  if  rescued  or  betray'd : 
Bcaistaaee  were  aa  naeless  aa  if  8eyd 
Tet  fifed  to  view  the  doom  his  ire  decreed. 

xm. 

Bmbark'd,  the  San  vnteVd,  the  Ui^t  breeae  blew^ 
How  much  had  Convad'a  memory  to  teriew ! 
Sub  Im  in  Contemplation,  till  the  eape 
Wbeae  lasthe  andior'd  reared  its  giant  thiKf. 
Ab !    aaacM  that  fetal  night,  tiiongh  brief  the  time, 
Had  swept  la  age  of  terror,  grief,  and  crime. 
Aa  its  fer  duidow  frown'd  aboTe  the  meat. 
He  Toii'd  Us  face,  and  sorroVd  aa  he  past ; 
He  tboogbt  of  aQ— OonaalTO  and  his  band, 
ffia  fleeting  triuniph,  and  hia  ikfilBg  bend ; 
He  thought  on  her  afer,  hia  lonely  bride : 
He  turned  nd  saw— Gulnaxe,  the  homicide ! 


8bewnteh*dUB 
Their  freeabg 
AndHint 
Fdl 


XIV. 
toil 


tobete^ 
teabaderdky. 


8be  knelt  baaUo  Urn,  and  hie  band  die  pieat : 
*'  Thou  may'at  fbtgiTe  though  Alla'a  self  detest . 
Bnt  fer  that  deed  of  darkness,  what  wert  thou  ? 
Beproaeb  me— but  not  yet— Oh  1  spare  me  mm/ 
I  am  not  what  I  seem    fhti  fearfbl  night 
My  brain  bewiUer'd— do  not  madden  finite ! 
If  I  had  nerer  loTod— though  lesa  my  guilt. 
Thou  hadst  not  Uved  to— hate  me— if  thou  wUt  " 


XV. 

She  wrongs  bis  tboughta,  they  aaoea  himself  upbraid 

Than  her,  though  undeaign'd,  the  wietoh  he  made; 

But  apeecbleaa  all«  deep,  darii,  and  unezpreat* 

They  bleed  within  that  ailent  oell-bia  breaat 

Still  onward,  feir  the  breeae,  nor  rough  the  aurg^ 

The  blue  waTea  sport  aronnd  the  atera  they  nxge : 

Far  on  the  horiaon'a  'veqge  appeea  a  qteek, 

A  spot— a  msst    e  sail    an  armed  deek  ! 

Their  Uttle  bark  her  men  of  wateb  deaery , 

And  ampler  eauTaa  wooa  the  iNnd  from  high; 

She  bears  her  down  mi^tieaUy  near. 

Speed  on  her  prow,  and  terror  in  her  tier. 

A  flaab  ia  aeen— the  bell  beyond  their  bow 

Booma  barmleas,  hiaeing  to  the  deep  below. 

Up  raee  keen  Conrad  from  hia  ailent  tnnea^ 

A  long,  long  abeent  gladness  in  hia  ^aaee; 

<«*Tiamine-myblood-redflagl  again    again— 

I  am  not  all  deserted  on  the  main !  '* 

They  own  the  signal,  answer  to  the  hail, 

Hoiat  out  the  boat  at  onee,  and  alaeken  asdL 

"  *Tia  Conrad !  Conrad ! "  shouting  from  the  dceh» 

Command  nor  duty  could  their  transport  ebeok  I 

With  light  alacrity  and  gaae  of  pride. 

They  Tiew  him  mount  once  more  hia  Teaael'a  sldak 

A  smile  relaxing  in  each  rugged  feoe. 

Their  arma  can  eearee  feibear  a  rough  wmbrasa 

He,  half  forgetting  danger  and  defeat, 

Retoma  their  greeting  ae  a  ebief  may  greet, 

Wiinga  with  a  cordial  gmap  Anaelmo'a  band* 

And  feels  he  yet  ean  conquer  and  eeramand  1 

XVI. 

Theae  greetings  o'er,  the  feelings  that  o*erflow, 
Tet  grieve  to  win  him  back  without  a  blow ;  * 
They  sail'd  prepared  for  Tcngeance— had  they 

known 

A  woman's  hand  secured  that  deed  her  own, 
She  were  their  queen— leas  scrupulous  are  they 
Than  haughty  Conrad  how  they  win%ieir  way. 
"With  many  an  askixig  smile,  and  wondering  stare, 
They  whisper  round,  and  gaze  upon  Gulnare : 
And  her,  at  once  above — beneath  her  aex. 
Whom  blood  appaird  not,  their  regards  perplex. 
To  Conrad  turns  her  faint  imploring  eye. 
She  drops  her  veil,  and  stands  in  silence  by ; 
Her  arms  are  meekly  folded  on  that  breast, 
Whichr-Conrad  safe— to  fete  resigned  the  reat 
Though  worse  than  frensy  could  ^t  bosom  fill, 
Bxtreme  in  love  or  hate,  in  good  or  ill, 
The  worst  of  Crimea  had  left  her  woman  still  I 

XVIL 
Thia  Covad mark'd,  andfdt-ah!  couklheleaa^ 
Hate  of  that  deed— but  giief  for  her  diabresa ; 
What  she  baa  done  no  tears  can  wash  away, 
And  Heaven  moat  puniah  on  its  angry  day : 
But  it  waa  done:  he  knew,  whate'er  her  gnilt» 
For  bim  that  poniard  amote,  that  blood  was  spilt  i 
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jknd  he  was  firee !— And  she  for  liim  had  giTen 
Her  all  on  earth,  and  more  than  all  m  heaTen ! 
And  now  he  tnm'd  him  to  that  dark-ey'd  slave 
Whose  hrow  was  bow*d  beneath  the  glance  he  gave, 
"Who  now  seem*d  changed  and  humbled  :•— faint  and 

meek, 
But  Ttrying  oft  the  color  of  her  cheek 
To  deeper  shades  of  paleness— «]1  its  red 
That  fearful  spot  which  stain'd  it  from  the  dead ! 
He  took  that  hand— it  trembled— now  too  late— 
80  soft  in  lore— «o  wildly  nerved  in  hate ; 
He  clasped  that  hand— it  trembled— and  his  own 
Had  lost  its  firmness,  and  his  voice  its  tone. 
•*  Gulnare !  "—but  she  replied  not— «  dear  Gnbisre !" 
She  raised  her  eye— her  only  answer  ther^- 
At  onoe  she  sought  and  sunk  in  his  embrace : 
If  he  had  driven  her  from  that  resttng-placa. 
His  had  been  more  or  less  than  mortal  heart, 
But— good  or  illr-it  bade  her  not  depart. 
Perchanoe,  hat  for  the  bodings  of  his  breast. 
His  latest  virtue  then  had  join'd  the  rest. 
Yet  even  Medora  might  forgive  the  kiss 
That  ask'd  from  form  so  fsir  no  more  than  this, 
The  first,  the  last  that  Frailty  stole  from  Faith— 
To  lips  where  Love  had  lavished  all  his  breath. 
To  lips— whose  broken  sighs  such  fragrance  fling, 
As  he  had  finm'd  them  freshly  with  his  wing  I 

XVUI. 
They  gain  by  twilight's  hour  their  lonely  isle : 
To  tiiem  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile ; 
The  haven  hums  with  many  a  cheenng  sound. 
The  beacons  blue  their  wonted  stations  round. 
The  boats  axe  darting  o*er  the  curly  bay, 
And  sportive  dolphins  bend  them  through  the  spray ; 
BvsB  the  hoarse  sea-bird's  shrill,  discordant  shriek, 
Greets  like  the  welcome  of  his  toneless  beak ! 
Beneath  eaeh  lamp  that  through  its  lattice  gleams, 
Their  flmcy  paints  the  friends  that  trim  the  beams. 
Oh !  what  can  sanetify  Uie  joys  of  home, 
like  Hope's  gay  glance  from  Ocean's  troubled  foam  ? 

XIX. 
Theiights  are  high  on  beacon  and  from  bower, 
And  midst  them  Conrad  seeks  Medora's  tower : 
He  looks  in  vain— 'tis  strange— and  all  remark, 
Amid  so  many,  her's  alone  is  dark) 
TiB  strange — of  yore  its  welcome  never  fail'd, 
Nor  now,  pershance,  extinguish'd,  only  veil'd. 
With  the  first  boat  descends  he  for  the  shore, 
And  looks  impatient  on  the  lingering  oar. 
Oh  t  for  a  wing  beyond  the  falcon's  flight, 
To  bear  him  like  an  arrow  to  that  height ! 
With  the  first  pause  the  resting  rowers  gave, 
He  waits  not— looks  not— leaps  into  the  wave, 
Btrives  through  the  surge,  bestrides  the  beach,  and 

high 
Aseends  the  path  familiar  to  his  eye. 

He  reach'd  his  turret  door— he  paused — no  sound 
Broke  from  within ;  and  all  was  night  sround. 
He  knock'd,  and  loudly— footstep  nor  reply 
Announced  that  any  heard  or  deem'd  him  nigh ; 
He  knock'd— but  fidntly— for  his  trenibling  hand 
Befttsed  to  aid  his  heavy  heart's  demand. 
The  portal  opens^'tis  a  well>known  face- 
But  not  the  form  he  panted  to  embnoe. 
Its  Ups  are  silent-^twioe  his  own  essay'd, 
And  fofl'd  to  frame  the  ^oMtlon  tbey  dstoy^ ; 


He  snatch'd  Ihe  lanip— Us  )3fjbt  wfll 
It  quits  his  grasp,  expiring  in  the  talL 
He  would  not  wait  for  tiiat  reviving  la^ 
As  soon  could  he  have  linger'd  tiiere  in  day; 
But,  gUmmeiing  through  the  dusky  ootiidoi^ 
Another  checkers  o'er  the  shadow'd  floor ; 
His  steps  the  chamber  gain— his  eyes  behold 
AU  tiiat  his  heart  beUeved not-^yet  forfltold< 

XX. 

He  tnm'd  not— spoke  not— enak  no^-^bi'd  Us 

look. 

And  set  the  anxious  insam  that  lately  ahook : 
Hegaaed— hew  Wng  we  gaae  dsapite  of  paiitf 
And  know,  but  dare  not  own»  we  gaie  in  vahil 
In  life  itself  she  was  so  stiU  and  fair, 
That  death  with  gentler  aspect  wither'd  tiieve ; 
And  the  eold  flowers  "  her  colder  hand  cotttiin'd* 
In  the  last  grasp  as  tenderly  were  steain'd 
As  if  Ae  scareely  felt,  but  feign'd  n  sleep, 
And  mads  it  atanoat  mockccy  yet  to.  weep : 
The  long  dark  lashes  fiinsed  her  lids  of  snow, 
And  veU'df-^hefug^t  shrinks  ficom  all  that  Iwk'd 


Oh  1  o'er  the  eye  Death  moat  exerts  his  might. 
And  hurls  the  spirit  frvm  her  throne  of  light ! 
Sinks  those  blue  oihs  in  that  long  last  eclipse. 
But  spares,  as  yet,  the  eharm  around  her  Upa- 
Tet,  yet  they  seem  as  they  forbore  to  sadU, 
And  wish'd  repose— but  only  for  a  while ; 
But  the  white  shroud,  and  each  extended  ttew. 
Long— fair— but  spread  in  utter  Ufdesaness, 
Which,  late  the  sport  of  every  summer  wind. 
Escaped  the  bafiled  wreath  that  strove  to  biikl ; 
These— and  the  pale  pure  cheek,  beeame  the  Uer-* 
But  she  fti  nothing'-^herefere  is  he  here  ? 

XXL 

He  ask'd  no  question— all  were  answer'd  now 
By  the  first  glance  on  that  still  marble  brow. 
It  was  enough— she  died— what  reck'd  it  how  i 
The  love  of  youth,  the  hope  of  better  years. 
The  sonroe  of  softest  wishes,  tenderest  feax8» 
The  only  living  thing  he  could  not  hate. 
Was  reft  at  once-^md  he  deserved  his  fote. 
But  did  not  feel  it  less  ;-^e  good  explore. 
For  peace,  those  realms  where  guilt  can  never  soar. 
The  proud— the  wayward— who  have  flx'd  below 
Their  joy,  and  find  this  earth  enough  for  wo. 
Lose  in  that  one  their  all — perchanoe  a  i 
Bat  who  in  patience  parts  with  all  delight  ? 
Full  many  a  stoic  eye  and  aspect  stem 
Mask  hearts  where  grief  hath  little  left  to  1 
And  many  a  withering  thought  lies  Md,  not  loat. 
In  smiles  that  least  befit  who  wear  them  1 


xxn. 

By  those,  that  deepest  feel,  is  ill  ezprest 

The  indistinctness  of  the  suffering  breast; 

Where  thousand  thoughts  begm  to  end  in  one, 

Which  seeks  for  all  the  refrige  found  in  none ; 

No  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  show. 

For  Truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  Wo. 

On  Gonvad's  atrieksn  soul  exhaattiMi  prestt 

And  stupor  ahnoet  fadkd  it  into  xeet : 

So  fosUe  now— his  motiber's  softness  ssept 

To  those  wild  eyes,  wUeh  ]ik«  «&  iafimfs  vifli 


VOOS  TO  THB  OOBSAIB. 


in 


Which  thas  eonfen*d  without  relieriiig  pain. 
None  saw  his  tricUiog  teu*— perchance  if  teen, 
That  uekas  flood  of  grief  had  never  been : 
Kor  loBg  they  flow*d— he  dried  them  to  depart, 
la  helplcw    hopeleee--hrekenneM  of  heart: 
The ava  geaa  forth— bat  Cearad't  day  ia  dim: 
And  the  night  eometh— ne*er  to  pasa  from  him. 
Ihcve  ia  no  dariueta  like  the  dond  of  mind« 
OaQntravain  eTO-Hhe  blindest  of  the  hUnd ! 
HhiA  aaay  wit    dain  not  aee    hnt  tnrna  aaide 
te  hlaakest  ahade-HMnr  wUl  mdnxe  a  guide ! 

xxm. 


t'dto 
Betimy'd  too  aarly,  and begnilad  too  hmg; 
taeki  feefing  pure— aa  ftdla  the  dsopping  dew 
Within  1i»  grot;  Uke  that  had  harden'd  too ; 
Lbm  eleaTf  perchance,  ita  earthly  triali  pan'd, 
Bat  smfc,  and  ehlU'd.  and  petitfled  at  laat 
Tet«Mpertiwia«,aBd  Ui|itBingek«feathaflMk, 
If  M^  Ua  keaH,  ■•  ahattar'd  it  the  ahodL. 
thoe  giew  ene  dower  beaeatii  Hi  ragged  krnar, 
Thi^hiarhtheBhade'  Hri^elfd   aaied  t91no«. 
The  thander  came-^that  bolt  hatib  bhaled  both, 
The  dnnile'a  flaaaeaa,  aad  the  Lay's  growth : 


The  gentle  pleat  hath  left  no  leaf  to  tan 

Its  tale,  bat  shrank  and  withered  where  it  feO, 
And  of  its  cold  protector,  blaaken  round 
But  shiT«K*d  fragmenti  on  the  hanen  ground  1 

xxnr. 

'TIS  moni*-^  venture  on  his  knelf  hour 
Few  dare ;  though  now  Anselmo  sought  his  towvL 
He  was  not  there— nor  leen  along  the  shore ; 
Sre  night,  alarm'd*  their  isle  is  trSTicaed  o*ir : 
Another  moinr—«nother  bids  them  seek, 
And  shont  his  name  till  echo  waxeth  weak ; 
Mount    grotto    catcin    i  alley  search*d  in  Tain, 
They  find  on  shore  a  sea-boat*s  broken  chain : 
Their  hope  renTea— they  follow  o*er  the  main. 
Tie  idle  aU— moona  roU  on  moona  away. 
And  Conrad  comes  not— came  not  since  that  day : 
Nor  trace,  nor  tidings  of  his  doom  declare 
Where  Utos  his  grief,  or  perish'd  his  despair ! 
Long  mouxn*d  his  hand  whom  none  could  i 


And  foir  the  monument  they  gave  his  bride : 
For  him  they  raise  not  the  recording  ston»— 
His  death  yet  dubious,  deeds  too  widely  known  i 
He  left  a  Corsair's  name  to  other  times, 
link'd  with  one  virtue,  sad  a  thonmnd  edaea  ** 


NOTES  TO  THE  C0BJ5AIR. 


Tkb  tiae  in  this  poem  may  seem  too  short  lor 
file  ocenzieaces,  but  the  whole  of  the  JB^ean  isles 
are  within  a  few  hoars'  sail  of  the  contment,  and 
the  reader  amet  be  kind  enough  to  take  theiMiid  aa 
I  haif«  oftm  found  it. 

1. 
Of  >*- Oi^iM  4nwl  Mi /^  of  oW. 

Paiel»,lina9a 
Oelnaio,Cmto  Uk 

3. 
Anmd  tik  wavmphotphorie  hnohtneu  hrok9. 
Page  140,  line  100. 

Bt  akht,  psrtieularly  in  a  warm  latitude,  erery 
stroke  tftiieeer,  every  motion  of  the  boat  or  ship, 
ia  IbUevid  by  n  di^t  daah  like  sheet  lightning 
foraatktuatss. 

a. 

TWwA  A»  tibe  riif  Me  seier  ienVsNMOf . 

Page  141,  Unea^ 


J%*  long  OU&ouott^t  OinoMng  dUmd  t^ippiy. 
Page  141,  lbie4L 


TfhiU  danci  tJk$  Almtn  to  wild  mmttrm9^. 

Page  141,  line  49^ 
Daadng  girls* 

6. 
A  captiv9  Denri999from  ths  Pirate*  t  nett. 

Page  141,  line  ». 
It  haa  been  ohieeted  that  Conmd'a  entasing  dis- 
suieed  as  a  spy  is  out  of  natore.^Perhapo  so.    I 
Ind  something  not  unlike  it  in  history. 

"  Anxions  to  exnlore  with  his  own  eyes  the  state 
of  the  Vandals,  Mdorian  Tentored,  after  ^ng^^^g 
the  color  of  hie  hair,  to  Tisit  Carthage  in  the  char- 
acter of  hia  own  ambassador;  and  Oenseric  was 
afterwards  mortified  by  the  discoTery,  that  he  had 
enterlaiaed  and  diamimed  the  Bmperor  of  the  Bo- 
Such  an  anecdote  may  be   rejected  as  an 


fietioa;  but  itisa  fletion  which  would 
net  hsTo  been  imiagined  unlem  in  the  lifo  of  * 
hero."— GtMon,  Z).  and  F.,  vol,  Yi.  o.  ISO. 

That  Conrad  is  a  character  not  aftogether  out  of 
nature  I  shall  attempt  to  proTo  by  some  historic 
coinddences  which  I  hare  met  with  since  writing 
«« The  Corsair." 

dit  Bdandini,  "s'ei 


152 


BTAOITS  WOBX& 


moh  dans  wi  tilnoe  menapant,  U  flaudt  sv  la  teixe 
•on  Tisage  f6roce,  et  ne  donnoit  point  d'essor  &  sa 
profonde  indignation.— De  toutes  parts  cependant 
lea  Boldats  et  les  peuples  accouroient ;  Us  Touloient 
▼oir  cet  homme,  jadis  ai  pixiBsaat,  et  la  joie  univear- 
selle  Matoit  de  toutes  parts. 

•  •«••• 

'<  Ecoelin  ^oit  d'une  petite  taiUie ;  niaif  tout  Tas- 
pect  de  sa  personne,  tous  sea  mouyexnena,  indiquoi- 
ent  un  soldat. — Son  langage  etoit  amer,  son  d^orte- 
ment  auperbe— et  par  son  seul  ^ard,  il  laisoit 
trembler  lea  plus  hardis."  SiiiMmUf  tome  ui,  page 
219,220. 

<«  GizericuB  (Genaeric,  king  of  the  Vandalai  the 
conqueror  of  both  Carthage  and  Rome)  statura 
mediocria,  et  equi  casuclauoicans,  animo  profondua, 
aermone  rams,  luxuriie  contemptor,  ira  turbiduS) 
habendi  onpidus,  ad  solicitandaa  Kentea  proTiden- 
tissimus,"  &c.,  &o.  Jomandea  de  Rebut  Oeticie, 
e.33. 

I  beg  leave  to  quote  these  gloomy  realities  to  keep 
in  eountenanoe  my  Oiaour  and  Corsair. 


And  my  stem  vow  and  order's  late  oppose. 

Page  142,  Une  17. 
The  dervises  are  in  colleges,  and  of  different  or- 
derti  aa  the  monks. 

8. 

They  teige  thai  Denriee  t'-eeixe  on  Zatanai  I 
Page  142,  Une  52. 
Satan. 

9. 
He  tore  hie  heard,  mud  foaming  fied  the  fight. 
Page  142,  line  78. 
A  common  and  not  veiy  novel  effect  of  Mussul- 
man anser.    See  Prince  flugene's  Memoirs,  page 
24.    **  Tne  Seraskier  received  a  wound  in  the  thigh ; 
he  plucked  up  hia  beard  by  the  roots,  because  he 
was  obliged  to  quit  the  field." 

10. 
Brief  Uane  had  Conrad  now  to  greet  Oubmre. 
Page  142,  line  117. 
Gulnaie.  a  female  name ;  it  means,  literally,  the 
flower  of  the  pomegranate. 

11. 
TiU  even  the  scaffold  echoes  with  their  Jest ! 
Page  144,  Une  87. 
In  Sir  Thomas  More,  for  instance,  on  the  scaffold, 
and  Anne  Boleyn,  in  the  Tower,  when  grasping  her 
neck,  she  remarked  that  it  '<was  too  slender  to 
trouble  the  headsman  much."    Durins  one  part  of 
the  French  Revolution,  it  became  a  foanion  to  leave 
some  *<  mot "  as  a  legacy ;  and  the  quantitv  of  fa- 
cetious laat  words  spoken  during  that  period  would 
form  a  melancholy  jest-book  of  a  considerable  sise. 

12. 
That  ehsed  their  murder* d  sagifs  Itstest  day. 
Page  145,  line  100. 
Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  before 
sunset,  (the  hour  of  execution,)  notwithstanding 
the  entreaties  of  his  disciples  to  wait  till  the  sun 
went  down. 

13. 
The  fueen  of  night  aeserte  her  silent  reign. 

Page  145,  Une  112. 
The  twilight  in  Ghreeee  is  much  shorter  than  In  our 
•wn  countiy:  the  days  in  winter  are  longer,  but  in 
ftvnmev  of  shorter  duration. 

14. 

T^  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk. 

Page  146,  Une  10. 


The  Kiosk  is  a  TuklA  amnMfOhoww ;  ihe  pahi 
IS  without  the  present  walls  of  Athena,  not  far  fiom 
the  temple  of  Theseus,  between  which  and  the  tree 
the  wall  intervenes.— Cephisua'  stream  ia  indeed 
scanty,  and  lUssus  has  no  stream  at  alL 

15. 
Thatfiown*^^wheregeniler  ocean  seems  to  smile. 
Page  146,  Une  20. 
The  opening  linea  aa  far  as  Section  II.  have,  po^ 
haps,  Uttle  business  here,  and  were  annexed  to  an 
unpublished  (though  printed)  poem ;  but  they  were 
wntten  on  the  spot  m  the  spring  of  1811,  and— 1 
scarce  know  whv— the  reader  must  excuse  tiidr  ap< 
pearance  here  if  he  can. 

16. 
His  only  bends  in  seeming  o'er  his  heads. 

Page  146,  Une  104. 

The  Comboloio,  or  Mahometan  rosary ;  the  beads 
axe  in  number  ninety-nine. 

17. 
And  the  oMMwers  her  colder  hand  eeedain^d. 
Page  150,  Une  75. 
In  the  Levant  it  !s  the  custom  to  strew  flowen  on 
the  bodies  of  the  dead,  and  in  the  hands  of  young 
persons  to  place  a  nos^y. 

18. 

Linked  with  one  virtue^  and  a  thousand  crimes. 
Page  151,  Une  48. 

That  the  point  of  honor  which  is  represented  in 

ne  instance  of  Conrad's  character  has  not  been 

earned  beyond  the  bounds  of  probaUUty  may  ^ 

haps  be  in  some  degree  confirmed  by  the  following 

anecdote  of  a  brother  Buccaneer  in  the  year  1814. 

Our  readers  have  all  seen  the  account  of  the  en- 
terprise  against  the  pirates  of  Bairataria;  bat£ev, 
we  oeUeve,  were  informed  of  the  situation,  history, 
or  nature  of  that  estabUshment.  For  the  informa- 
tion of  such  as  were  unaoouaimted  with  it,  we  have 
procured  from  a  friend  tne  foUowing  interesting 
narrative  of  the  main  &ets,  of  which  he  has  pe^ 
sonal  knowledge,  and  which  cannot  fitil  to  interest 
some  of  our  readers. 

Barrataria  is  a  bay,  or  a  narrow  arm  of  the  Oolf  of 
Mexico :  it  runs  tbirongh  a  rich  but  voy  flat  oonntiy 
until  it  reaches  within  a  mile  of  the  Mississippi 
River  fifteen  miles  below  the  city  of  New  Orleans. 
The  bay  haa  branches  almost  innumerable,  in  which 
persons  can  Ue  concealed  from  the  severest  scrutiny. 
It  communicates  with  three  lakes  which  Ue  on  the 
southwest  side,  and  these,  with  the  lake  of  the 
same  name,  and  which  Ues  oontiguons  to  the  sett 
where  there  is  an  island  formed  by  the  two  arms  of 
this  lake  and  the  aea.  The  east  and  west  points  of 
this  island  were  fortified,  in  the  year  181 L  by  a  band 
of  pirates  under  the  command  of  one  Monsieur  La 
Fitte.  A  large  majority  of  these  outlaws  are  of 
that  elass  of  tiie  populatioa  of  the  State  of  Lonisi- 
ana  who  fled  from  the  lalandof  St.  Domingo  dur- 
ing the  troubles  there,  and  took  leAige  in  the 
laund  of  Cuba :  and  when  the  last  war  between 
France  and  Spain  commenced,  they  were  oom- 
peUed  to  leave  that  island  with  the  short  notiiM 
of  a  few  days.  Without  ceremony,  they  entered 
the  United  States,  the  moet  of  diem  the  State 
of  Louisiana,  with  all  tiie  negroes  they  had  pos- 
sessed in  Cuba.  They  were  notified  by  the  Gover- 
nor of  that  State  of  the  clause  in  the  oonstitutioiL 
which  forbade  the  importation  of  slaves ;  but,  at  the 
same  time,  reoeived  uie  assurance  of  tiiie  Governor 
that  he  would  obtain,  if  possible,  the  approbatioii 
of  the  General  Government  for  their  retaming  this 

^^"'^Islaad  of  Bazrataxxa  is  sitnated  about  Ut 


xonsiona  orasAiB. 


ira 


C^ 


Hiknlft,  as  for  tha  tnpcrior  miJa  tad  thtll-fldi 
«Hh  vUdi  its  waten  ■ooiuid.  The  chief  of  this 
)M^  fike  Chute  de  Moor,  had  mixed  with  his 

r  was  a«M  liiiiw.  ia  ^  year  ISIS,  this 
hadftesaitotnipiteda  and  hrtdaess,  claimed 

ttsatioii  of  the  Ooremor  of  Looisiaika;  and  to 
tesak  up  the  estabUshme&t,  he  thoqcht  pn^>cr  to 
ftjke  at  like  Kead.  He  therefore  owed  a  reward 
rf  irehaiidTed  doIUzt  for  the  head  of  Honsieiir  Ia 
Rtls  who  was  wdl  known  to  the  inhabitants  of  the 

Sof  New  Orleans,  from  his  Immediate  connexion, 
hb  ones  having  heen  a  fendng-master  in  that 
tttf  at  great  reputation,  which  art  he  learnt  in 
BuBspeatc'a  army,  where  he  was  captain.  The  re- 
md  whith.  was  offered  by  the  Oovernor  for  the 
kii  of  La  Fitte  was  answered  by  the  offer  of  a  re- 
ead  froaa  die  latter  of  fifteen  thousand  for  the  head 
•f  Hut  GoTemor.  The  OoTemor  ordered  out  a  com- 
|iij  to  ma^  from  the  city  to  La  Fitters  island, 
ad  ts  hmra  and  destroy  all  the  property,  and  to 
Wag  to  the  city  of  New  Orleans  all  his  banditti. 
TUi  fwwapawy,  under  the  command  of  a  man  who 
kd  been  the  intimate  associate  of  this  bold  Cbp- 
tiia,  aiMBSfthed  very  near  to  the  liitMud  island, 
befae  he  eaw  a  man,  or  heerd  a  sonnd,  until  he 
kard  a  whistle,  not  unlike  a  boatswain's  eaU. 
Thai  it  was  he  found  himself  surrounded  by  anaed 
nen  who  had  emerged  from  the  secret  STenuea 
vUch  led  into  Bayou.  Here  it  was  that  the  mod* 
oa  Oharles  de  Moor  dereloped  his  few  noble  traits ; 
flortD  this  man,  who  had  come  to  destroy  his  life 
aaiaUtiwi  was  dear  to  him,  he  not  only  spared  his 
fib,bstefierad  him  that  which  would  hare  made 
titt  heaest  soldier  eesy  for  the  ranaindor  of  his 
dm,  whidi  was  iadisnaatly  refrued.  He  ^ea, 
ma  tte  s^pprobation  en  his  captor,  retomed  to  the 
dty.  This  cncnmstaaoe,  and  some  coaeomitant 
ercati,  provad  that  this  band  of  pirates  was  not  to 
be  tahen  by  land.  Our  naval  force  haTing  always 
beeaasian  la  I3iat  quarter,  exertions  for  the  destruo- 
tioa  ef  iSUm  fllkit  establishment  eould  not  be  ex- 
pected frem  theaa  until  aagmeated ;  for  aa  efleer 
of  the  navy,  wi&  most  of  the  gnaboats  on  that 
that  statioa*  had  to  retreat  from  aa  orerwhehning 
face  ef  La  Fitte*s.  So  soon  as  the  angmentatJon 
sf  fte  aavy  authorized  an  attack,  one  was  made ; 
theoteiduowof  this  benditti  has  been  flie  result; 
mdaow  ttas  ahaost  iBTulaaable  point  and  key  to 
HtsrOrlnaasmehar  ef  Ha  saemy,  it  is  to  be  hoped 
\he  gufetaiaaat  will  hold  it  by  a  strong  military 
foree;-- FVom  on  Awtenetm  Ifmptpaptr, 

In  Nehle's  eoattauation  of  Granger's  Bioorq^hi- 

al  BSrtorr,  there  Is  a  singular  pasaage  in  nls  ac- 

Mataf  ArdMihop  BkMLxhmDae,  aal  as  f 

SI 


BMasve  eonaeeted  with  the  profcsslm  ol  ^  hsrs 
of  the  foregoing  poem,  I  cannot  resist  the  timpta- 
tion  of  extractmg  it. 

"There  is  somethinff  mTsterious  in  tliehistoiy 
and  character  of  Dr.  Buckboume.  The  former  » 
but  imperfoetly  hnown;  and  report  has  eren  as* 
serted  he  was  a  bueoaaeer;  and  that  one  of  his 
brethren  in  that  profession  having  asked,  on  his  ar* 
rival  in  Bngland,  what  had  become  of  his  old  chum. 
Blackbonme,  was  answered,  he  is  archbishop  of 
York.  We  are  informed,  that  Blackbonme  was  in- 
stalled sab-dean  of  Bxeter,  hi  1694,  which  office  he 
resigned  in  1708;  but  after  hit  auecesser  Lewis  Bar^ 
net?  death,  in  ITOi,  1m  regained  it.  In  the  foUow- 
ing  year  he  became  dean :  and,  in  1714,  held  with  it 
the  archdeanery  of  Cornwall.  He  was  consecrated 
bishop  of  Exeter,  FebruaiyM,  1716 ;  and  translated 
to  Tarh,  November  98, 1794,  as  a  reward,  aooord- 
ing  to  court  aeandal,  for  suiting  George  I.  to  the 
Duchess  of  Munster.  This,  however,  appears  to 
have  been  aa  unfounded  celumny.  As  archbishop 
he  beaaved  with  great  prudence,  aad  was  equally 
respectable  as  the  guaroian  of  the  revenues  of  the 
see.  Rumor  whispered  he  retained  the  vioee  of  his 
yealh,  tad  that  a  passioa  ibr  the  foir  eex  formed  aa 
Item  ia  the  list  of  jus  weaknesees ;  but  so  for  from 
being  ooovicted  by  seventy  witoesses,  he  does  not 

Spear  to  have  been  directly  criminated  by  one.  Ia 
ort,  I  look  upon  theee  aspereions  as  the  effects  eC 
mere  malice.  How  is  it  possible  a  buccaneer  ahould 
have  been  ao  good  a  acnoUr  as  Blackbonme  eei^ 
tainhr  was  ?  he  who  had  so  perfect  a  knowledge  of 
the  elaasics,  (particularly  of  the  Greek  tragedians,) 
as  to  be  able  to  reed  them  with  the  saaae  ease  as  he 


could  Shakspeere,  most  have  taken  great ) 
aeqnire  the  learned  Ungusgea;  and  have  biad  bo  A 
leisore  and  good  masters.  But  he  was  undoubtedly 
educated  at  Chiistchurch  College,  Oxford.  He  is 
allowed  to  hare  been  a  pleasant  man :  this,  how- 
ever, was  turned  against  him,  by  its  being  said,  *  he 
gained  more  hearta  than  sools.'  " 


**  The  only  voice  that  could  aoothe  the  passions 
of  die  savage,  ( Alphonso  III.)  was  that  of  an  amia- 
ble and  virtaous  wife,  the  sole  object  of  his  love ; 
the  Toiee  of  Donna  Isabella,  the  daughter  of  tibe 
Duke  of  Savo^,  and  the  grand-^ughter  of  Philip  II. 
King  of  Spam.— Her  ayinp  words  sunk  deq»  into 
his  memoir ;  his  fierce  spint  melted  into  tears ;  aad 
after  the  last  embrace,  Alphonso  retired  hito  his 
chamber  to  bewail  his  irreparable  loes,  and  to  medi* 
tate  on  tike  vanity  of  human  lifc^Jfteesf/saeewi 
WoHuof  Oibdm^ifew  Editiom.  8va.  vaL  iiL  psgs 
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LARA; 

A  TALE. 


CANTO  I. 


Thb  SerfB  are  glad  through  Lara'i  iride  domain. 

And  Slayery  hsdf  forgets  her  feudal  ohain : 

Be,  their  unhoped,  but  unfoigotten  lord. 

The  kng  self-exiled  chieftain  is  xeetored ; 

Then  be  bright  foces  in  the  busy  hall, 

Bowls  on  the  board,  and  banners  on  the  wall ; 

Par  checkering  o'er  the  pictured  window,  plays 

The  unwonted  fiftggots*  hospitable  blase ; 

And  gay  retainers  gather  round  the  hearth, 

With  tongues  all  loudness,  and  with  eyes  aXi  mirth. 

n. 

rhe  chief  of  Lara  is  xetum'd  again : 
And  why  had  Lsn  eross'd  the  bounding  main  i 
Left  by  his  sixe,  too  young  such  loss  to  know, 
Lord  of  himself  ;—<hat  heritage  of  wo. 
That  fearftil  empire  which  the  human  breast 
But  holds  to  rob  the  hesrt  within  of  rest  I— > 
With  none  to  check,  and  tew  to  point  in  time 
The  thousand  paths,  that  slope  the  way  to  crime ; 
Then,  when  he  most  required  oommandment,  then 
Had  Lara's  dazing  boyhood  gOTem'd  men. 
It  skills  not,  boots  not  step  by  step  to  trace 
His  youth  through  all  the  mases  of  its  race ; 
Short  was  the  course  his  restlessness  had  run, 
But  long  enough  to  leave  him  half  undone. 

m. 

And  Lara  left  in  youth  his  fkther-land ; 
But  from  the  hour  he  waved  his  parting  hand 
Bach  trace  wax'd  fkinter  of  his  course,  till  all 
Had  nearly  ceased  his  memory  to  recaU. 
His  sire  was  dust,  his  yassals  could  deolsre, 
'Twas  all  they  knew,  that  Lara  was  not  thoe ; 
Nor  sent,  nor  came  he,  till  ooi^eetnre  grew 
Cold  in  the  many,  ansious  in  ^  fiew. 
His  hall  scarce  echoes  with  his  wonted  name. 
His  portrait  darkens  in  its  fading  frame, 
Axiother  chief  consoled  his  destined  bride. 
The  young  forgot  htm,  and  the  old  had  died ; 
"Tet  doth  he  live! "  exclaims  the  impatient  heir. 
And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear. 


A  hundred  seuteheons  deck  wltii  i/kaomj  p»m, 
The  Lara's  last  and  longest  dweUing-plaee : 
But  one  is  absent  fr<om  the  mouUieriag  file. 
That  now  weM  welooiM  in  tlMt  0«dik  pBe. 

IV. 
He  ooMes  at  last  in  sudden  timeliness. 
And  whence  they  know  not,  why  they  need  not  guM, 
They  more  might  marrel,  when  the  greeting's  o'«. 
Not  that  he  came,  but  came  not  long  befoie : 
No  tnin  is  his  beyond  a  siaigle  page, 
Of  foreign  aspect,  and  of  ftendar  age. 
Tears  had  roU'd  on,  and  fiut  they  speed  awsy 
To  those  tiiat  wander  as  Up  those  that  stay  ( 
But  laek  of  tidings  from  another  dime 
Had  lent  a  flagging  wing  to  weary  Time 
They  see,  they  xecegnaae,  yet  afan^  deem 
The  present  dubious,  or  the  past  a  dream 

He  Utos,  nor  yet  is  past  his  manhood's  pxime, 
Though  sear'd  by  toil,  and  som^hlag  tonsh'd  bf 

time ; 
His  fkulto,  whate'er  they  were.  If  searoe  forgot, 
Might  be  untaught  him  by  his  Taried  lot ; 
Nor  good  nor  ill  of  late  were  known,  his  name 
Blight  yet  uphold  his  patrimonial  fume : 
His  soul  in  youth  was  haughty,  but  his  sins 
No  more  than  pleasure  from  the  stripUng  wins, 
And  such,  if  not  yet  harden'd  In  th^  oonrse. 
Might  be  redeemed,  nor  ask  a  long  remorse. 


And  they  indeed  were  changed— 'tin  iiakUy  sesit 
Whatever  he  be,  'twas  not  what  he  had  been : 
That  brow  In  foirow'd  Unes  had  llz'd  at  laet, 
And  spake  of  passions,  but  of  paaaion  past : 
The  pride,  but  not  the  Hm,  of  early  days. 
Coldness  of  mien,  and  cardesaneea  of  praise ; 
A  high  demeanor,  anda  glanoe  that  took 
Their  thoughts  from  others  by  a  single  look; 
And  that  sareastie  levity  of  tongue. 
The  stinging  of  a  heart  the  world  hath  atqp%» 


mtMiiii 


■KPHrft 


I  IteM  ftel  tiiBt  win  Aot  owiKheiroQ&d ; 
Ifl  tti  inw'd  bk,  md  >eBMtiitogB>oro  bcttMlli 
fha  ^nee  eirald  wall  Mfwl,  or  Mont  teMtt*. 
iBliilm,  i^offf ,  l«f«,  «h«  MnnoB  aiB, 
Alt  MM  en  MBqiMr,  uid  that  an  wmld  «Mm» 
intUA  Ui  tewsft  ttppesr'd  AO  mm  to  ttelft, 
fit  iMiB'd  « imlj  A«r  ^«d  bMn  •»?• ; 
4id  MM  tep  fteUng  it  iran  T«im  to  tnet 
At  uammXM  fightea'd  o'«  fab  lifid  hm. 

TI. 
Hot  indk  lie  lorod  long  question  of  the  pait, 
Kor  told  of  wondnme  ivfldi,  and  deeerti  Tast, 
In  thow  fiff  hnda  wliere  he  had  wandev'd  lone, 
iod-et  himself  would  have  it  seem— unknown : 
Tet  thew  in  Tain  his  eye  conU  scarcely  scan, 
Hot  g^ean  experience  from  his  Itilow  man : 
Bit  vhit  he  had  bebeld  he  shnnn'd  to  show, 
Ashadljirarthaatnnger's  care  to  know; 
]f  itill  more  prying  snch  inquiry  grew, 
ffiikowim  darker,  and  his  words  more  few. 

vn. 

Rot  Buqeieed  to  ne  him  once  again, 
▼um  vas  his  wdeome  to  the  haunts  of  men ; 
Bon  of  high  tin^age,  link'd  in  high  oommand, 
lean^lsd  with  tiie  Magnatea  of  hb  land, 
JoiB*d  Ae  earouflsds  of  tiie  great  and  gay, 
AndMw  tfasm  ansile  or  sigh  their  hours  away ; 
Bit  Its  he  only  aaw,  and  did  not  ahare 
The  common  pleasure  or  the  general  care ; 
He  did  not  follow  what  they  all  pursued 
With  hope  still  baffled  still  to  be  renew'd: 
Norihadfmy  honor,  nor  suhstantial  gain, 
Kor  beauty's  prefcvence,  and  the  rival'a  pain : 
Aiood  hbi  aome  mysterioua  drde  thrown 
Kepdl'd  approach,  and  show'd  him  still  alone ; 
Upon  his  eye  sate  something  of  reproof; 
Thatk^  at  least  frivolity  aloof; 
iad  things  more  timad  that  behdd  him  near, 
la  nlenee  gazed,  or  whisper'd  mutual  fear ; 
Aaitibey  the  wiser,  finendUer  few  confest 
Zhsydeim'd  him  better  than  his  air  ezprsst. 

vra. 

Tubs  ttau^a-4n  youth  an  action  and  aUlift, 
Bmiag  fcr  pleasure,  not  aTwse  from  strili» ; 
Wnmsa   the  iidd— the  oeean— all  that  gare 
Pkendsa  of  gladness,  peril  of  a  gfaTO, 
la  tun  he  tried-he  ransadL*d  all  below. 
Aid  iDQad  hla  leeompense  in  joy  or  wo. 
Ho  tame,  tote  medium;  for  his  feelings  sought 
la  that  intensenees  an  escape  from  thought : 
The  tempest  of  his  heart  in  seom  had  gaaed 
On  that  «e  ftsbler  dements  hath  raised ; 
The  nptare  of  Us  heart  hath  Uwk'd  en  hl^, 
And  ari^d  if  gnalsr  dwnit  berond  4m  sky : 
Chain'd  ta  euass,  tiw  slave  of  eaeh  eactosma, 
How  woke  lM  from  Um  wMnass  of  .that  dmam  ? 
llaa!  he  told  not— but  he  did  awake 
To  emae  the  irithcr'd  heart  that  would  not  bfeafc. 

IX. 

Books,  for  Idft  rolume  lieretofore  was  Man, 
With  eye  more  curious  he  appear'd  to  scan. 
And  oft,  in  mdden  mood,  for  many  a  day 
Vimn  a&  eoaununion  he  wonk  Btait  away ; 


IM 


Through  ttlghfs  long  houiaworid  sound  fafshnrist 

tmed 
O'er  ^  dark  gallety,  wkva  his  ft^ara  ftwwn'd 
In  radebnt  antique  portraiture  around: 
They  heard,  but  wUspw'd— «•  tila«  must  net  b« 


The  sound  of  isords  leas  eaittdy  than  hia  own. 
Tee,  tiiey  who  eheeemlght  onlle,  but  some  had  seen 
They  seaiee  knew  what,  but  more  ttan  should  haw 


Why  gaied  he  so  npon  tfm  ghMtiy  head 

Which  hands  pcofcne  had  gather'd  from  the  dead. 

That  stfll  beside  his  open'd  volume  lay. 

As  if  to  startls  sH  save  him  away  f 

Why  slept  he  not  whan  othsss  were  at  rssC  ^ 

Why  heard  no  musie,  and  reoeire  no  guest  ? 

All  was  not  weQ,  they  deem'd— but  where ^  wrong? 

Some  knew  perehaaee— but  twen  a  tale  too  long : 

And  sneh  besides  were  too  dleereeHy  wIm, 

To  moie  Hmn  hint  their  knowledge  in svaiset 

Bat  if  Aey  wonld-they  eonld  »'-4vound  tfi 

Thus  Lsra'sTassals  pruned  to  their  Lorl 


It  was  the  night— end  Lara's  glassy  streem 

The  stars  are  studding,  each  with  imaged  I 

So  ealm,  the  watsra  acarosly  seem  to  stray. 

And  yet  they  gUde  like  happiness  away; 

BeAceting  Cur  and  fUry-Hke  from  high 

The  immortal  lights  that  Utu  along  the  sky, 

Ita  banka  are  iUaged  witili  many  a  goodly  tree. 

And  flowers  the  fairest  that  may  fiMSt  the  bee ; 

Such  in  her  chaplet  inihnt  I>ian  wore. 

And  Innooenoe  would  offiv  to  her  love : 

Theeedeek  the  shore;  the  warea  their  ehaanelnakt 

La  windings  bright  and  maay  like  the  snake. 

All  wee  eo  stilU  eo  eoft  in  ewth  end  air. 

Ton  aearee  would  etart  to  meet  aspirit  thsfe; 

Secure  that  nought  of  eril  eould  driight 

To  walk  in  audi  a  aeene,  on  audi  a  night! 

It  was  a  moment  only  for  the  good : 

So  Lara  deem'd,  nor  longer  there  he  stood, 

But  tom'd  in  silenoe  to  his  oastle-gate ; 

Such  scene  his  soul  no  more  could  contemplate : 

Such  scene  reminded  him  of  odier  days, 

Of  sUeo  more  doudlees,  moons  of  purer  blaae, 

Of  nights  more  soft  and  frequent,  hearta  that  ne1^w 

No— no— the  stonn  may  beat  upon  his  brow, 

Unfelt— unspering^-^t  a  night  like  this, 

A  night  of  beauty,  moek'd  such  brsaet  aa  his 

XL 

He  tom'd  witidn  his  solitary  hall. 
And  his  high  shadow  shot  along  the  wall ; 
There  were  the  painted  Ibims  of  othsr  thnes, 
'Twas  aU  they  left  of  rirtues  or  of  crimes. 
Save  Tague  tradition ;  and  the  gloomy  Tanlts 
That  hid  their  dust,  their  fofoles,  and  their  fralts. 
And  half  a  column  of  the  pompous  psge. 
That  speeds  tfie  specious  tale  from  age  to  age» 
Where  history's  pen  its  praise  or  bisme  supplies. 
And  Hes  like  truth,  and  stin  most  truly  Ues. 
He  wandering  mused,  and  as  the  moonbeam  shone 
Through  the  dim  latttee  o'er  ^e  fleer  of  stone, 
And  the  hlfl^  fretted  roof,  and  seints,  that  there 
O'er  Oothio  windows  knelt  in  pictured  prayer, 
BeAeoted  in  iantastlo  figures  giew, 
Like  lil<  but  not  fike  n«ta  Bfb»  to  Tiew ; 


IM 


BTBON'S  WOBXS. 


Hit  biistlilig  loek«  of  uMe,  brow  of  ^oom, 
And  the  ivide  wavi&g  of  bis  shaken  plume, 
Glanc'd  Hke  a  apectre's  attributes,  and  gave 
His  aapeet  all  thet  tenror  ghee  the  grave. 

nil. 

'Twaa  midtughi— all  was  slumber ;  the  lone  light 
J>imm'd  in  the  lamp,  as  loth  to  break  the  night. 
Hark !  there  be  murmurs  heard  in  Lara's  hall*- 
A  sound—*  voice— «  shriek— a  fearful  call ! 
A  long,  loud  shriek— and  silence— did  they  hear 
That  frantic  echo  burst  the  sleeping  ear  ?       • 
They  heard  and  rose,  and  tremulously  brave, 
Bu^  where  the  sound  invoked  their  aid  to  save ; 
They  come  with  half-lit  tapers  in  their  hands, 
And  snateh'd  in  startled  haste  unbelted  brands. 

XIH. 
Cold  as  the  marble  where  his  length  was  laid. 
Pale  as  the  beam  that  o'er  his  features  play'd» 
Was  Lsn  stretch'd :  his  half-drawn  sabre  near, 
Bropp'd  as  it  should  seem  in  more  than  nature's  fear ; 
Yet  he  wis  firm,  or  had  been  firm  till  now, 
And  still  defiance  knit  his  gathered  brow ; 
Though  mix'd  with  terror,  senseless  as  he  lay, 
There  lived  upon  his  lip  the  wish  to  slay ; 
Some  half-form'd  threat  in  utterance  there  had  died, 
Some  imprecation  of  despairing  pride; 
His  eye  was  almost  seal'd,  but  not  forsook, 
Bven  in  its  trance  the  gladiator's  look, 
That  oft  awake  his  aspect  could  disclose. 
And  now  was  fixed  in  horrible  repose. 
They  raise  him— bear,  him;— 'hush!  he  breathes,  he 

speaks. 
The  swarthy  blush  reoolers  in  his  cheeks, 
His  lip  resumes  its  red,  his  eye,  though  dim, 
Bolls  wide  and  wild,  each  slowly  quivering  limb 
B«calls  its  function,  but  his  words  are  strung 
In  terms  that  seem  not  of  his  native  tongue ; 
Distinct  but  strange,  enough  they  understand 
To  deem  them  accents  of  another  land. 
And  such  they  were,  and  meant  to  meet  an  ear 
That  heatt  hhn  not— alas !  that  cannot  hear ! 

XIV. 
His  page  approach'd,  and  he  alone  appear'd 
To  know  the  import  of  the  words  they  heard ; 
And,  by  the  changes  of  his  cheek  and  brow, 
They  were  not  such  as  Lara  should  avow. 
Nor  he  interpret,  yet  with  less  surprise 
Than  those  around  their  chieftain's  state  he  eyes. 
But  Lara's  prostrate  form  he  bent  beside. 
And  in  that  tongue  that  seem'd  his  own  replied, 
And  Lara  heeds  those  tones  that  gently  seem 
To  soothe  away  the  horrors  of  his  dream ; 
If  dream  it  were,  that  thus  could  overthrow 
A  breast  that  needed  not  ideal  wo. 

XV. 

Whate'er  his  frensy  dream'd  or  eye  beheld» 

If  yet  remember'd  ne'er  to  be  reveal'd. 

Bests  at  his  heart :  the  custom'd  morning  came. 

And  breathed  new  vigor  in  his  shaken  frame ; 

And  solace  sought  he  none  from  priest  nor  leech, 

And  soon  tiie  same  in  movement  and  in  speech 

As  heretofore  hefiU'd  the  passing  hours, 

Nor  less  he  smiles,  nor  more  his  for^ead  lowers. 

Than  these  were  wont;  and  if  the  coming  night 

Appear'd  less  welcome  now  to  Lara's  sight, 


He  to  his  marvelling  vttsala  showed  it  n«t, 
Whose  shuddering  proved  their  fear  was  less  forgot 
In  trembling  pairs  (alone  they  dared  not)  crawl 
The  astonish'd  slaves,  and  shim  the  iated-haU ; 
The  waving  banner,  and  the  dapping  door, 
The  rustling  tapestry,  and  the  echoing  floor; 
The  long  dim  shadows  of  suirounding  trees, 
The  flapping  bat,  the  night  song  of  the  bceese ; 
Aught  they  behold  or  hear  their  thought  ai^als, 
As  evening  saddens  o'er  the  dark  gray  walU. 

XVI. 

Vain  thought !  that  hour  of  ne'er  unraveU'd  gloom 
Came  not  again,  or  Lara  could  assume 
A  seeming  of  forgetfulness,  that  made 
His  vassals  more  amazed  nor  less  afraid^ 
Had  memory  vanish'd  then  with  sense  restored  ? 
Since  word,  nor  look,  nor  gesture  of  their  lord 
Betray'd  a  feeling  that  recall'd  to  these. 
That  fever'd  moment  of  his  mind's  disease. 
Was  it  a  dream  ?  was  his  the  voice  that  spoke 
Those  strange  wild  accents ;  his  the  cry  that  brokt 
Their  slumber  ?  his  the  oppress* d,  o'erlabor'd  heart 
That  ceased  to  beat,  the  look  that  made  them  start? 
Could  he  who  thus  had  sufler'd,  so  forget, 
When  such  as  saw  that  sufiering  shudder  yet? 
Or  did  that  silence  prove  his  memory  fiz'd 
Too  deep  for  words,  indellible,  unmix'd 
In  that  corroding  secrecy  which  gnaws 
The  heart  to  show  the  effect,  but  not  the  cause  ? 
Not  so  in  him;  his  breast  had  buried  both, 
Nor  common  gaaers  could  discern  the  growth 
Of  thoughts  that  mortal  lips  must  leave  half  told: 
They  choke  the  feeble  words  that  would  unfold 

xvn. 

In  him  inexplicably  mix'd  appear'd 

Much  to  be  loved  and  hated,  sought  and  fear'd; 

Opinion  varying  o'er  his  hidden  lot. 

In  praise  or  railing  ne'er  his  name  forgot : 

His  silence  form'd  a  theme  for  others'  prat^- 

They  guess'd— they  gazed — they  fain  would  knov 

his  fate. 

What  had  he  been  ?  what  was  he,  thus  unknown. 
Who  walk'd  their  world,  his  lineage  only  known? 
A  hater  of  his  kind  ?  yet  some  would  say, 
With  them  he  could  seem  gay  amidst  the  gay ; 
But  own'd,  that  smile  if  oft  observed  and  near, 
Waned  in  its  mirth,  and  wither'd  to  a  sneer ; 
That  smile  might  reach  his  lip,  but  pass'd  not  by 
None  e'er  could  trace  its  laughter  to  his  eye: 
Tet  there  was  softness  too  in  his  regard. 
At  times,  a  heart  as  not  by  nature  hard, 
But  once  perceived,  his  spirit  seemed  to  chids 
Such  weakness,  as  unworthy  of  its  pride. 
And  steel'd  itself,  as  scorning  to  redeem 
One  doubt  from  others*  half  withlield  esteem. 
In  self-inflicted  penance  of  a  breaat 
Which  tenderness  might  onee  have  wrung  fromrat; 
In  vigilance  of  grief  that  would  compel 
The  soul  to  hate  for  having  loved  too  welL 

xvin. 

There  was  in  him  a  vital  scorn  of  all : 
As  if  the  worst  had  fall'n  which  could  befrdl. 
He  stood  a  stranger  in  this  breathing  vrorM, 
An  erring  spirit  from  another  hurl'd ; 
A  thing  of  dark  imaginings,  that  shaped 
By  eheice  the  perils  he  by  chance  escs^ped; 
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fiat  •H^tAiA  Y«iB,  fcr te  iMr 
SbiriiiivMld  luOf  «nat  nd  ludf 

Beitsm  «■  BMMt  of  BMtal  modUL  Hid  Urt^ 

ffis  eulf  dnaas  of  good  ovirtripp'd  tho  trad^ 

Aid  tiowlilid  ■■■hood  fcltow'd  laflod  yooth ; 

UnAfhwujjIitaf  yooioin  phaaftom  thaoo  aiHp«it» 

And  wiolod  poweis  fior  bottor  innpooo  lout; 

Aod  toy  poHioBS  that  hod  poor'd  tlioir  mrmth 

U  knriod  doooUtioii  o'or  his  path, 

Atti  left  the  better  fBoUnga  all  at  atrifo 

In  nild  lefloction  o'er  hia  atonny  life ; 

Bet  ha^tf  etOU  and  loth  himaelf  to  blame, 

Ha  call'd  on  Kotoio's  a^  to  share  the  shaaae, 

Aad  charged  ell  fenlts  upon  the  ieshlj  form 

She  gaTO  to  olog  the  seal,  and  feast  the  womi ; 

Tm  he  at  last  eonlDonded  good  and  ill» 

AadhsirBiietooklnr&te  the  acta  of  will : 

Too  high  fe  oomiooii  aclHrbiieas,  he  could 

At  tioBes  nslgii  his  own  for  others'  good, 

fist  ant  ie  pitf,  not  becsase  he  o«|^t, 

Bot  hi  soBe  stnnge  psrfersity  of  thought, 

That  s«i7*d  him  omrard  witii  a  secret  pride 

Todo  vhat  Hbw  or  iMme  woold  do  beside ; 

And  tUi  ssme  impulse  noold,  in  tempting  time, 

Misked  his  s^rtt  equally  to  crime; 

Bo  madi  he  soar'd  beyond,  or  sunk  beneath 

The  men  with  whom  he  Mt  oondenm'd  to  breethe ; 

And  long'd  by  good  or  ill  to  separate 

TTrmself  from  all  who  shared  his  mortal  state ; 

His  mind  abfaonring  tlus  had  fix'd  her  throne 

Far  finom  ^e  world,  in  regions  of  her  own : 

Thes  coldly  paasing  all  that  pass'd  below, 

His  blood  in  temperate  seeming  now  would  ilow : 

Ah !  happier  if  it  ne'er  with  guilt  had  glow'd, 

fi«t  ever  in  that  icy  smoothness  flowed ! 

Tls  txve,  with  other  men  their  path  he  walk'd. 

And  like  the  rest  in  sewniwg  did  and  talk'd. 

Nor  ootraged  Reason's  rules  by  flaw  nor  start. 

His  madnoas  was  not  of  the  head,  but  hesrt ; 

And  ns^  wander'd  in  his  speech,  or  drew 

His  tttfoghts  so  forth  as  to  offend  the  view. 

•  XIX. 
With  an  that  chilling  mystery  of  mien. 
And  m«  iniag  ^adaeas  to  remain  unseen, 
He  had  (if  'twere  not  natmre'a  boon)  an  art 
Of  Mbb^  memecy  on  aaothei^s  heart : 
It  was  not  loTB  psrehanee— «ior  hate-^ior  aught 
Thatirords  esn  image  to  esrpreas  the  thought ; 
Bat  they  iHu>  mw  him  did  not  see  in  Tain, 
And  oaee  bdaeld,  wonldaak  of  him  again : 
Acd  tihoeo  to  whom  he  spake  remember'd  well. 
And  OB  ^e  words,  howefer  light,  would  dwell : 
Nofne  knew,  nor  how,  nor  why,  but  he  entwined 
WtTnsrtf  perforce  sround  the  hearer's  mind ; 
Th«re  he  was  stamp'd,  in  liking,  or  in  hate, 
If  graettd  ones ;  howerer  brief  the  date 
That  ftjeadihip,  pity,  or  aversion  knew, 
8tin  there  within  the  inmost  thought  he  grew. 
Tov  eaold  not  penetrate  his  soul,  but  found. 
Despite  your  wonder,  to  your  own  he  wound ; 
His  pneuiMi  haunted  stUl ;  and  from  the  breast 
He  faaeed  an  sll  unwilling  interest : 
Vam  vma  the  struggle  in  that  mental  net, 
Hia  spirit  seem'd  to  daie  you  to  forget ! 

XX. 

ThsfV  to  s  iwlifal,  where  kaights  and  dames. 
And  aniM  ^it  VMl^  sr  WCIf  1 


Appear    a  hjghbam  < 
To  Otho's  haU  earn*  Lam  with  the  Mst» 
The  hmg  eamisal  shahsa  Om  ilhuBlaed  hall, 
WeU  speeds  alike  the  beaqnet  and  ^  bell ; 
And  OMgay  daaee  of  bonndfaig  Beasty'a  train 
Links  graee  and  haimoay  in  happieet  chela : 
Blest  aiethe  eeiiy  hearts  aad  geatle  hwda 
That  mingle  these  ia  well-aesordiBg  beads ; 
It  is  a  sight  ^e  eveftU  brow  might  smooth. 
And  make  Age  saale,  aad  drMm  Itsslf  to  Toath, 
And  Tenth  forget  saeh  hoar  was  paas'd  en  earth. 
So  springs  the  exalting  beeom  to  that  mirth  1 

XXI. 

And  Lsra  gased  on  these,  tedately  ^ad, 
His  brow  belied  him  if  his  soul  was  ssd ; 
And  his  glance  follow'd  fost  each  flattering  fob 
Whoee  steps  of  lightness  woke  no  scho  tiliere 
He  lean*d  against  the  lofty  pQlar  nigh, 
With  folded  arms  and  long  attentlTe  eye. 
Nor  mark'd  a  glance  so  sternly  flx'd  on  his 
ni  brook'd  high  Lara  scrutiny  like  tUs : 
At  length  he  caught  it,  'tis  a  foee  unknown. 
But  seems  as  searching  his,  and  his  alone ; 
Prying  and  dark,  a  atranger's  by  his  mien. 
Who  still  tin  now  had  gased  on  him  unseen ; 
At  length  en^untering  meets  tiie  mutual  gaae 
Of  keen  inquiry,  and  of  mute  amase ; 
On  Lara's  glance  emotion  gathering  grew. 
As  if  distrusting  that  the  stranger  threw; 
Along  the  stranger's  aspect  flx'd  and  stem, 
Flaah'd  more  than  thence  the  vulgar  eye  could  laanw 

xxn. 

"  Tiahe !  "  the  stranger  cried,  and  those  that  heard. 
Reechoed  fost  and  far  the  whisper'd  word. 
'Tis  he  !  "— "  Tis  who  ?  "  they  question  for  and 

near. 
Till  louder  accents  rung  on  Lara's  ear ; 
So  widely  spread,  few  bosoms  well  could  brook 
The  general  marvel,  or  that  single  look ; 
But  Lara  stirr'd  not,  changed  not,  the  surprise 
That  sprung  at  first  to  his  arrested  eyes 
Seem'd  now  subsided,  neither  sunk  nor  raiaed, 
Olaaced  his  eye  round,  though  stUl   the  strangsf 

gazed; 

And  drawing  nigh,  esclaim'd,  with  haughty  sneer, 
**'Tis  he!— how  came  he  thence?— what  doth  hi 

here?" 

xxm. 

It  were  too  nuieh  for  Lara  to  pass  by 
Such  qaestions,  so  repeated  flsgoe  aad  high ; 
With  look  eoUeoted,  but  with  aeeeat  sold. 
More  mildly  Arm  than  potalaatly  bold. 
He  tnm'd,  aad  met  the  inqaisitnrisl  tons 

My  aaaie  is  Lsra  I— ^hea  thiae  own  is  kaown,     ^ 
Doubt  not  my  flttiag  answer  to  requite 
The  aalook'd  for  eeartsey  el  sueh  a  kaight. 
'Tis  Lara!— fiuAer  woaldat  thoa  aaik  or  ask  i 
I  shun  no  qnestioa,  and  I  wear  no  maak." 

Thou  shunn'st  no  question !  Poadsr^«ja  there  aoae 
Thy  heert  anet  aaoww,  thoagh  thiae  ear  woold 

sfana? 
And  deem'st  thoa  me  onkaowa  too  i    Gese  agaia 
At  leaat  thy  ammory  waa  not  gfersn  ia  vain. 
Oh !  never  canst  thoa  cancel  half  her  debt 
Eternity  fosbide  thee  to  i 


IM 
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With  ilow  Old  MwnhfciB  gka«empoa  Us  flMe 
Grew  Ltra'a  ejos,  but  no^isg  than  eonld  tnee 
Thej  kiufWy  or  ehom  to  knowi— with  dabiow  look 
He  deign'd  no  answw,  but  hk  haadhe  shook. 
And  half  oontemptuoiM  tnni'd  to  pass  a;way ; 
Bnt  the  etern  stranger  notkm'd  him  to  stay. 
<*  A  word  I**-!  charge  thee  stay,  and  aaswwr  here 
To  one,  who,  wort  thou  noble,  were  thy  peer, 
But  as  thou  wast  and  art— nay,  frown  not,  kud. 
If  false,  *tls  ease  to  disprove  the  word^- 
Bnt,  as  thou  wast  and  ait,  on  thee  looks  down. 
Distrusts  thy  smiles,  bat  shakes  not  at  thy  frown. 
Art  thoa  not  he  ?  whose  r 


«'Whate'erIbe, 
Woids  wild  as  these,  aoensers  like  to  thee 
I  list  no  Airther ;  those  with  whom  they  weigh 
May  hear  the  rest,  nor  Tenture  to  gainsay 
The  wondrous  tale  no  doubt  thy  tongue  can  tell, 
Which  thus  begins  so  courteously  and  well. 
Let  Otho  cherish  here  his  polish'd  guest, 
To  him  my  thanks  and  thoughts  shall  \>e  ezprest" 
And  here  their  wondering  host  hath  interposed— 
"  Whate'er  there^be  between  you  undisclosed. 
This  is  no  tiBM  nor  fitting  place  to  max 
The  mirthful  meeting  with  a  wordy  war. 
If  then.  Sir  Bsselin,  hast  aught  to  sh^w 
Which  it  befits  Count  Lara's  ear  to  know. 
To-morrow,  here,  or  elsewhere,  as  may  best 
Beseem  your  mutual  judgment,  speak  the  vest ; 
I  pledge  myself  for  thee,  as  not  unknown, 
Theugh  like  Count  Lara  now  retom'd  alone 
Tmm  other  lands,  almost  a  stranger  grown ; 
And  if  from  Lara's  blood  and  gentle  birth, 
I  augur  right  of  courage  and  of  worth, 
He  will  not  that  untainted  line  belie, 
Nor  aught  that  knighthood  may  accord,  deny." 

<  To-moROW  be  it,"  Easelin  replied, 
•*  And  here  our  sereral  worth  and  truth  be  tried. 
I  gage  my  life,  my  fidchion  to  attest 
My  words,  so  mfty  I  mingle  with  the  blest  t " 
What  answers  Lara  ?  to  its  centre  shrunk 
His  soul  in  deep  abstraction  sudden  sunk ; 
The  words  of  many,  and  the  eyes  of  all 
That  there  were  gather'd,  seem'd  on  him  to  fldl ; 
But  his  were  silent,  his  appear'd  to  stray 
In  far  forgetftilness  away^— awaj^— 
Alas !  that  heedlessness  of  all  around 
Bespoke  remembrance  ooly  too  profound. 

XXIV. 

**  To-morrow !— aj,  to-iwiBrowf "  fttfAer  w«id 
Than  those  repeated  none  from  Lara  heard ; 
Upon  his  brow  no  outward  passion  spoke ; 
From  his  large  eye  no  flashing  anger  broke ; 
TetOero  was  something  fix'd  in  that  low  tone. 
Which  show'dresolre,  determined,  thoughunknown. 
He  seized  his  cloak-his  head  ho  slightly  bow'd. 
And  passing  BsMlIn,  he  left  Ike  crowd ; 
And,  as  he  pass'd  him,  sndMng  met  tiie  frown 
With  which  that  chieftain's  brow  would  bear  him 


ft  WIS  nor  smile  of  mlr^,  nor  stragglSag  pride 
fhat  curbs  to  scorn  the  wrath  it  cannot  hide; 
But  tftat  of  one  in  Ms  own  heart  seeoro 
Of  all  that  he  would  do,  Or  eoidd  sfcduru. 
Could  this  BMsa  peace?  tho  oahBmees  of  the  good ? 
Or  guilt  grown  old  in  dsapuwile  hirfljiioid  f 


Alas!  too HhoiBt 
For  man  to  trust  to  nortal  look  or  speeeh; 
From  deeds,  and  deeds  alone  may  ho  disesBi, 
Truths  uddoh  it  wrings  thounpnu^iaed  heart  to  le«» 

XXV. 

And  Lara  eall'd  his  page,  and  went  his  way— 
Well  could  that  stripling  word  or  sign  obey : 
His  only  follower  from  those  dimes  a£ur, 
Where  the  soul  glows  beneath  a  brighter  star ; 
For  Lara  left  the  shore  from  whence  he  sprung. 
In  duty  patient,  and  sedate  though  young ; 
Silent  as  him  he  serred,  his  faith  appears 
Abore  his  station,  and  beyond  his  years. 
Though  not  unknown  the  tongue  of  Lara's  land. 
In  such  from  him  he  rarely  heard  command ; 
But  fleet  his  step,  and  clear  his  tones  would  oome. 
When  Lara's  Up  breathed  forth  the  words  of  home  i 
Those  accents  as  his  natiTo  mountains  dear. 
Awake  their  absent  echoes  in  his  ear, 
Friends',  kindreds',  parents',  wonted  Toioe  reenll, 
Now  lost,  abjured,  for  one— his  iHend,  his  aU : 
For  him  earth  now  disclosed  no  other  guide; 
What  marrel  then  he  rarely  left  his  side  ? 

XXVI. 

Light  was  his  form,  and  darkly  delicate 
That  brow  whereon  his  native  sun  had  sate. 
But  had  not  maiT*d,  though  in  his  beams  he  grew. 
The  cheek  where  oft  the  unbidden  blush  shone 

through; 
Yet  not  si}ch  blush  as  mounts  when  health  would 

show 

All  the  heart's  hue  in  that  delighted  glow ; 
But  'twas  a  hectic  tint  of  secret  care 
That  for  a  burning  moment  fcTcr'd  there ; 
And  the  wild  sparkle  of  his  eye  seem'd  caught 
From  high,  and  lighten'd  with  electric  thought. 
Though  its  black  orb  those  long  low  lashes'  frxiigt 
Had  temper'd  with  a  melancholy  tinge ; 
Tet  less  of  sorrow  than  of  pride  was  there. 
Or  if  'twera  grief,  a  grief  that  none  should  share ; 
And  pleased  not  him  the  spoAs  that  please  his  ag^ 
The  tricks  of  youth,  tiie  flrolios  of  the  page ; 
For  hours  on  Lara  he  would  fix  his  glsaoe. 
As  all-f oqgotten  in  that  wutohM  tsaaoe ; 
And  from  his  chief  withdrawn^  he  waadss^d  lo«a. 
Brief  wve  his  answers,  and  hia  qnsstieas  none ; 
His  walk  the  wood,  his  sport  soma  focaign  book ; 
His  resting-place  tilie  bank  that  curbs  tha  faraak : 
He  seem*d  Ukehim  heaesved,  to  liva  apart 
From  aU  that  lures  the  eye,  and  flfla  tha  heart ; 
To  know  no  brotiisriiood,  and  take  freai  earth 
No  gift  beyond  that  bitter  boon- ■  ourfairtk. 

xxvn. 

If  aught  be  lored,  'twas  Lara ;  but  was  thoim 

His  faith  in  rererence  and  in  deeds  alone ; 

In  mute  attention ;  and  his  care,  which  guess'd 

Bach  wish,  frJflU'd  it  ere  the  tongue  ezpreasM* 

Still  there  was  haughtiness  in  all  he  did, 

A  spirit  deep  that  brook'd  not  to  be  ehid ; 

His  seal,  though  more  tiian  that  of  serrlle  handa. 

In  act  alone  obeys,  his  air  oommanda;' 

As  if  'twas  Lara's  less  than  A»  desfane 

That  thus  he  senred,  but  sttely  not  far  Ura. 

Slight  wen  tha  tai&a  eatfoia^  him  by  kk  iqiA» 

To  hold  tfM  stimf^  « ta  baar  th»  awwdt 


OiitgM»tf 


No 

CnU  bov  tD  Irfn,  Bot  AMOttd  to 

Of  Ugto  With  k»  Mva'd.  and  tell«  4a^ 

K«  Msk  of  wiear  tofl  tkit  hud  betray*, 

8»  feBUwty  iriite  H  si^t  bwpMk 

A>olteM9t,i*M^Mteli'd«ith  thU  nMofteteak, 

Bit  fior  kb  gvby  lad  tnnMthing  In  kls  gMS* 

Men  «BA  aaA  ftdgb  than  WMDuui't  fft  b«teyt ; 

A  hftnt  iM<08BMi  that  fiur  mora  baeama 

ffis  fisy  diMia  than  hk  tandar  frama : 

T^  ia  hk  iravdb  H  bioka  not  ftom  hk  biaMt» 

tefean  hk  Mpaot  »l|^  ba  SMM  ttan  giiaM*d. 

Kakd  hk  nasMk  thoogh  nmornid  ha  ban 

lasflnr  ata  ha  kit  hk  monntain-ihan ; 

ParvaMlteaa  ha  woidd  haar,  howavar  nigh* 

TUl  aoM  lapaatid  land  without  laply, 

As  oteffiar,  ar,  if  raasad  agafa^ 

Start  to  the  aaond  aa  bnt  lamember'd  then ; 

UdIm  twae  Lava'a  wonted  voke  that  apaka, 

far  dMn,  aur,  ayaa,  end  havt  waold  aU  awake. 

xxym. 

Hekidkak'ddaam  npon  the  ftetka  hall, 

Aid  Mtk*d  thai  aaddan  atdk  eo  maik*d  of  aU ; 

Aad  aiMn  tha  oowd  aroond  and  aMT  him  told 

Tbdr  wander  at  Om  ealnneai  of  the  bold* 

ThtB  aiarTd  how  the  high^Mm  Lum  bam 

Seek  keaitfrene  a  ateaager,  doubly  eora, 

Tbe  ookr  of  yen^  Kalad  i^qp*  and  eama» 

Tbe  Mp  of  aehea,  and  the  ehaek  of  flaBM ; 

And  e'er  hkbwar  the  dampening  heart-drapathraw 

Tht  ndcemng  kineee  of  tiiat  aold  daw, 

IWt  ikee  aa  ^a  bnay  baaoae  einka 

ITidi  heenry  4hoa^hta  froae  lAkh  leAaet 

Tes-^them  ha  thhqia  whkh  wannat  diaein  and  daia, 

ABinaenfee  eae  tko^ktha  half  aweia: 

'Wbak'er  BM^t  Kalad'a  ha»  it  waa  aneiv 

To  aeel  bk  Mp,  bnt  a^Mka  hk  baaar. 

He  gMii  en  SaaeKn,  tiU  LHta  eaat 

Hit  ndeki^  aniU  apon  Om  knii^t  ha  pMt » 

IThm  Kdedeaw  thnt  HMk  hk  ika«a  kU, 

At  if  ftnii  aeaalbi^  aeaoieikii  tii»t  w^t 

Hk 

ThaUn'aaepeat 

Forand  he  Binn9^-n  aaaaMt^ 

AaAiilalttfc  Oat  hatt  aaem'd  left  akM; 


Sachbaioe  ia^  hk  epa  an  iMaTa 
Anbednurin'dtkritki 
Thai  nh«  kk  ka«  dark  ehadaw  tkeaafh  the  peeeh 
No  MRnlMPee  the  fkM  af  yen  high  teaeh» 
BMh  pahehHie  fskkfi^  «n&  aU  heeaaa  aeea 
To  beaad  at  doubting  from  too  black  a  dream, 
8«^  ee  ve  know  k  kka,  yet  dread  in  eaoth, 
"^^^■ee  va  vMRta  area  naaaeae  wmbi* 
And  they  «a  iM»-«nt  Xaaelm  k  Aeaa, 
^VIA  thea^Hkl  vki«»  and  kftpariaM  ak  S 
^tVwgmnia*diwtt  eManhaaraspkad 
Ha  waved bkhvel  ta  Othni  wd Mlkad. 

X3U3L 

Tha  ««wi  nt  goae,  fha  lavclkm  at  teat ; 
Thn  eovteoai  heat,  and  att-apfvavii^  gneets 


Again  to  VMS  aaaaaaam  aeonennneiaMap 
Where  /oy  maeMkei  ana  eemw  ai^ie  ta  ekap. 
And  man,  o'erlabor'd  with  hk  being's  strife, 
Shrfakke  ta  that  eweat  IbigatMaMs  of  Uk : 
There  Ua  lora'e  keerkh  hope,  and  eanaing'a  gaik^ 
Hate's  warhhig  brein,  end  Inll'd  emUtion'o  wlk; 
(yer  each  vain  eye  oblivion'a  pinlana  wave. 
And  qnsnah'd  eodeteace  cRmehae  in  a  grave. 
What  better  naaee  may  ehnnber's  bed  baoome  } 
Night* 8  eapid^re,  the  onkereal  home. 
Where  waakneee,  strong^  viee,  vhrtae,  sunk  eapina, 
AUke  In  naked  helpkeeneee  xadina; 
OUd  ibr  a  while  to  heave  onoanedoas  breath. 
Yet  wake  to  wrestle  with  the  dread  of  death, 
And  dran,  tiioagh  day  bat  dawn  on  ilU  inoreaat. 
That  sleep,  tike  kvelieet,  sinee  it  dreaau  the  kaat 


CANTO    II. 


NiojJT  wtnea— tike  vapore  roand  the  mann 

CQll'd 

Melt  into  mom,  and  Ught  awakee  the  world. 
Men  has  another  day  to  eweU  the  peat. 
And  lead  him  near  to  Httie,  bat  hk  kst ; 
Bnt  Bughty  Natore  bounds  as  from  her  birth. 
The  eun  k  in  the  heavena,  and  tik  on  eer^ ; 
Ploweia  in  the  vslley,  splendor  in  the  1 
Health  on -the  gale,  and  freehnesa  in  the  i 
Immortal  man !  behold  her  gknee  ehine. 
And  cry,  exulting  inly,  "  they  are  thine ! " 
Oaie  on,  while  yet  thy  gladden'd  eye  may  eee; 
A  morrow  comes  when  they  are  not  for  thee ; 
And  grieve  what  may  above  thy  senseless  bier, 
Nor  earth  nor  sky  will  yield  a  single  tear ; 
Nor  eloud  shall  gather  more,  nor  leaf  shall  ftll. 
Nor  gale  breathe  forth  one  sigh  fat  thee,  Ibr  aU; 
But  creepfaig  tilings  shall  revel  in  thek  epeO, 
Ajid  it  thy  elay  to  krtilise  the  eoQ. 

II. 
'Tk  nMra— 'tk  neon    aseembled  hk  the  hall, 
The  gathered  eUeftaine  eoma  to  (Hho'i  eall  *, 
'Tk  now  the  proosieed  hone,  that  must  pcoelate 
The  life  or  death  of  Lera's  thtma  kme ; 
When  BflMlin  hk  charge  may  here  unkld* 
And  whatsoe'er  the  tale,  it  must  be  toM. 
Hk  kith  waa  pledged,  and  Lera's  prandea  gkaa, 
To  meat  it  in  the  eye  of  man  and  heavan. 
WhyeoBDMehenot?    Bueh  truths  to  be  divulged, 
Methinka  the  aocueer's  teet  k  long  indulged. 

III. 
The  hour  k  past,  and  Lara  too  k  theae 
With  eelf-eonflding  coldly  patient  air : 
Why  eomee  not  Esselin  ?    The  hour  k  past. 
And  murmurs  rise,  and  Otho's  brow  o'ereeat* 
•'  I  know  my  friend !  hk  kith  I  cannot  fear, 
If  yet  he  be  OB  earth,  expect  him  here ; 
The  roof  that  held  him  in  the  valley  stands 
Between  my  own  and  noble  Lara's  lands ; 
My  halk  from  such  a  guest  had  honor  gidn'd. 
Nor  had  Sir  Bnelfn  hk  host  diadain'd. 
But  that  some  previous  proof  forbade  hk  stay. 
And  urged  him  to  prepare  agalnat  to-day; 


leo 
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The  word  1  ptodged  for  Mb  I  pledge  again, 

Or  irill  myself  redeem  his  knighthood's  stain." 

He  ceased— «nd  Lara  answer'd  <*  I  am  here 
To  lend  at  thy  demand  a  listening  ear 
To  tales  of  evil  from  a  stranger's  tongue, 
Whose  words  already  might  my  heart  have  wrung, 
But  that  I  deem'd  him  scarcely  less  than  mad, 
Or,  at  the  worst,  a  foe  ignobly  bad. 
I  know  him  not— but  me  it  seems  he  knew 
In  lands  where— but  I  must  not  trifle  too : 
Produce  this  babblex^-or  redeem  the  pledge ; 
Here  in  thy  hold,  and  with  thy  falchion's  edge." 

Proud  Otho  on  the  instant,  reddening,  threw 
His  glove  on  earth,  and  forth  his  sabre  flew : 
*'  The  last  altematiye  befits  me  best. 
And  thus  I  answer  for  mine  absent  guest." 

"With  cheek  unchanging  from  its  sallow  gloom, 

However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb ; 

With  hand,  whose  almost  careless  coolness  spoke 

Its  grasp  well  used  to  deal  the  sabre-stroke : 

Witib  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to  spare, 

IHd  Lara  too  his  willing  weapon  bare. 

In  vain  the  circling  chieftains  round  them  closed. 

For  Otho's  frenzy  would  not  be  opposed ; 

And  from  his  lips  those  words  of  insult  fell-- 

His  sword  is  good  who  can  maintain  them  well. 

IV. 
Short  was  the  eonflict ;  furious,  blindly  rash, 
Vain  Otho  gave  his  bosom  to  the  gash : 
He  bled,  and  fell ;  but  not  with  deadly  wound, 
Stretched  by  a  dextrous  sleight  along  the  g^und. 
«  Demand  thy  life ! "    He  answer'd  not :  and  then 
From  that  red  floor  he  ne'er  had  risen  again. 
For  Lara's  brow  upon  the  moment  grew 
Almost  to  blackness  in  its  demon  hue ; 
And  fieroer  shook  his  angry  falchion  now 
Than  when  his  foe's  was  levell'd  at  his  brow ; 
Then  aU  was  stem  collectedness  and  art. 
Now  rose  the  unleaven'd  hatred  of  his  heart ; 
So  little  sparing  to  the  foe  he  fell'd, 
That  when  the  approaching  crowd  his  arm  withheld. 
He  almost  tum'd  the  thirsty  point  on  those, 
Who  thus  for  mercy  dared  to  interpose ; 
But  to  a  moment's  thought  that  purpose  bent ; 
Yet  look'd  he  on  him  still  with  eye  intent, 
As  if  he  loathed  the  ineffectual  strife 
That  left  a  foe,  howe'er  o'erthrown,  with  life  -, 
As  if  to  search  how  far  the  wound  he  gave 
Had  sent  his  victim  onward  to  his  grave. 

V. 
They  raised  the  bleeding  Otho,  and  the  Leech 
Forbade  all  present  question,  sign,  and  speech ; 
The  others  net  within  a  neighboring  haJl, 
And  he,  incensed  and  heedless  of  them  all. 
The  cause  and  conqueror  in  this  sudden  fray, 
In  haughty  silence  slowly  strode  away ; 
He  baek'd  his  steed,  his  homeward  path  he  took, 
Kor  cast  on  Otho's  towers  a  single  look. 

VI. 
But  where  was  he  ?  that  meteor  of  a  night. 
Who  menaced  but  to  disappear  with  light  ? 
Where  was  this  Ezselin  ?  who  came  and  went 
To  leave  no  other  traee  of  his  intent 


He  left  the  dene  of  Oflw  long  «n  mom. 
In  darkness,  yvt  so  well  the  path  was  worn 
He  eould  not  miss  it:  near  his  dwelling  lay; 
But  there  he  was  not,  and  witii  ooming  day 
Came  fast  inquiry,  which  unfolded  nought 
Except  the  ahsenee  of  the  chief  it  sought. 
A  chamber  tenantless,  a  steed  at  rest, 
His  host  alarm'd,  his  munnnzing  squires  distrest 
Their  search  extends  along,  around  the  path, 
In  dread  to  meet  the  marks  of  prowlers'  wrath ; 
But  none  are  there,  and  not  a  brake  hath  boma« 
Nor  gout  of  blood,  nor  shred  ol^maatle  torn ; 
Nor  fall  nor  struggle  hath  defaced  the  grass, 
Whieh  still  retains  a  mark  where  murder  was  i 
Nor  dabbling  flngers  left  to  tell  the  tale. 
The  bitter  print  of  each  convulrive  nail. 
When  agonized  hands,  that  cease  to  guard. 
Wound  in  that  pong  the  smoothness  of  the  sward 
Some  such  had  been,  if  here  a  life  was  reft, 
But  these  were  not ;  and  doubting  hope  is  left ; 
And  strange  suspicion,  tdiispering  Lna's  mmitt 
Now  daily  mutters  o'er  his  blacken'^  fame ; 
Then  sudden  silent  when  his  form  appeer'd, 
Awaits  the  absence  of  the  thing  it  fear'd. 
Again  its  wonted  wondering  to  renew. 
And  dye  oonjeetore  with  a  darker  hue. 

vn. 

Days  roll  along,  and  Otho's  wounds  are  heal'd* 
But  not  his  pride ;  and  hate  no  more  conceai'dk 
He  was  a  man  of  power,  and  Lara's  foe, 
The  friend  of  all  who  sought  to  work  him  wo, 
And  from  his  country's  justice  now  demands 
Account  of  Esselitt  at  Lara's  hands. 
Who  else  than  Lara  could  have  cause  to  ftrar 
His  presence  ?  who  Ufcd  made  him  disappear. 
If  not  the  man  on  whom  his  menaced  charge 
Had  sate  too  deeply  were  he  left  at  large  ? 
The  general  rumor  ignorantly  hmd. 
The  mystery  dearest  to  the  curious  crowd ; 
The  seeming  friendlessness  of  him  who  strove 
To  win  no  eonfldenee,  and  wake  no  love ; 
The  sweeping  fierceness  which  his  soul  betray'd. 
The  skill  with  which  he  wielded  his  keen  Made; 
Where  had  his  arm  unwarUke  caught  tiiat  art  ? 
Where  had  that  -fleroeness  grown  upon  Us  hent  ? 
For  it  was  not  ^e  Mind  eaprieiew  tage 
A  word  can  kiadle  and  a  word  assuage; 
But  the  deep  working  of  a  eonl  mmiiK^ 
With  aught  of  fity  when  its  wratk  had  fa'd ; 
Such  as  long  power  and  eveigoiged  enoeees 
Coaeentratse  into  aU  th«f  s  mervilees; 
These,  liide^i  with  that  desfre  wMeh  ever  sways 
Mankind,  the  vathwar  to  eondMna  than  pmlse, 
Oaiast  Lara  gathering  raiMd  en  kngliia  stentt, 
Sueh  as  himself  might  foar,  and  foes  vMndd  fotm. 
And  he  nrast  MtswiBr  for  the  absent  hedl 
Of  one  who  hannts  Um  etfUt  aUfo  «r  dead. 

vm. 

within  that  land  was  many  a  maleeateat, 
Who  cursed  l^s  tyxaany  to  which  he  beat; 
That  soil  Ml  many  a  wtiqgteg  despot  mm, 
Who  w«rh*d  his  wcntonnABS  te  feim  of  la«| 
Long  war  wiftont  sad  f^squeiA  brail  wilMn 
Had  made  a  path  for  blood  and  giant  sin. 
That  waited  but  a  signal  to  hegin 
New  havoc,  sueh  as  civil  disocurd  blends, 
Which  knows  no  neuter»  owns  but  foes  or  fkiends} 


Jm  ipori  and  dsed  obey'd,  in  soul  a2>honr*d. 
TlW  Till  bid  inherited  hii  lands, 
Aad  will  tibMa  puung  hearts  and  sluggish  hands ; 
Bat  tkst  long  aliaence  from  hta  natiTe  dime 
Bad  left  him  atainlesa  of  oppreaaion*8  cnme, 
AadBSv  directed  by  his  milder  svay, 
AU  itni  by  alow  degrees  had  won  aw^. 
lbs  vniala  lalt  their  usual  awe  alone, 
Bit  noca  fox  him  than  them  that  fear  was  grown ; 
Ibtf  daam*d  him  now  unhappy,  though  at  fbrst 
Thflfr  evil  judgment  aagoi'd  of  tbe  worst. 
Aid  eadi  long  leatlsaa  n%htt  sad  silent  noodt 
Wai  tnsel  to  siekMia,  M  by  sotitude : 
Aid  tiw^  hw  IflMr  habits  threw  of  Ute 
GlooB  o*er  his  dinmhar,  ehesiftil  waa  hia  gala; 
fcrteMs  the  wMtehad  ne'er  unsoothed  withdmi^ 
Far  tiMsa,  at  loasti  hia  soul  ooa^Msston  knew* 
ColdtB  ttngsaat,  eontsnptuous  to  the  hight 
Tbtbimbla  gaas'd  iwt  hia  unheeding  eye; 
Mwh  hs  wovld  speak  wt.  but  beneath  hia  zeoC 
Thcf  fooBdaasrlnm  eft»  end  ne'er  reproof.* 
AaitiMf  who  vatflh'd  might  mark  that  day  by  day 
Sow  anrntninsra  gatbar'd  to  his  sway  I 
BatMst  of  lato,  ainee  SsMlin  was  lost, 
BepliT'dthe  oeuitegua  lord  and  boonteoua  host: 
Ftidianee  hw  stnie  with  Otho  made  him  dread 
taas  sDsm  fMpaied  for  hia  obnoxious  head ; 
Wkali'cEhiB  vi0«»  Ua  Aitw  mere  obtains 
VHk  tksae»  tk«  yeople,  than  hia  fellow  thanea. 
If  this  were  potiey»  so  fur  'twas  sound, 
Thsattwn  jttiged  but  of  him  aa  they  fimnd; 
fton  Urn  by  ataoHi  ehjefr  to  eiile  driven 
Tbsf  butiequiied  a  sheltsr,  and  'tWM  given* 
By  him  no  fsanMitmonm'd  hia  rifted  eo^ 
Aid  MCM  the  flevC  eo«ld  mmrnmE  o'er  hia  lot ; 
mft  him  eld  acvance  found  ita  hoard  seeure, 
lV!th  him  eoaAsmpt  forbore  to  mock  the  poor  s 
Toadi,  present  eheer,  and  promised  recompense 
Betala'd,  tiQ  all  too  Ute  to  part  from  thenee : 
To  bate  ha  ete^  with  the  eomlng  ehMiga, 
Tbs  deep  imnftoB  Af  ddny'd 
To  biva,  kng  baflad  by  the 
Tbs     ~ 

AH  wir  waa  lipa,  ha  widls  bnt  to  proeWm 
fbat  sbMiy  Making  wh&ah  waa  atlll  a 
Ibe  BBMnt  ema,  the  hoar  whsB  Oiha  Ikaugkt 


eat 

Hk 

Begirt  by 

Fneh  fiem  Ikd^  fonM  foClva  nearty  fflfw, 

Bc^fiig  «ar«^  and  oonMant  af  haavmb 

That  aarakigke  had  ftaad  the  aailbiwdala^ 

Wkt  iigue  land  te  tyMKta  baM  iMff  gsw«i  1 

BaAialkdrary  aene  waiihword  for  the  ight 

MuMiMtalatkawn^,  and  wwp  the  fight: 

Bplitfm  <fcaadttBi   aBHgmnaa    what  yon  wiH, 

A  waeA  MMgh  «e  raiaa  aaaiddnd  to  kitti 

Some  CuttaaipleMe  by  cunnkBg  caQgktwdapcaad, 

That  guih  may  reign,  and  wolvae  and  warma  be  M ! 

IX. 

*thnmgh(»it  that  elime  the  feudal  chieft  had  gain*d 
•••h  away,  theb  infant  monarch  hardly  rdgn'd ; 
How  wu  tile  bow  for  faction*s  rebel  growth, 
The  Berk  wratemn'd  the  one,  and  hated  both : 
they  waited  \rat  a  leader,  and  they  found 
One  to  thdr  eaaaeisaeparably  bound; 


Itl 

By  eireumataaaa  oompaD'd  te  plnsge  ftgefau 
In  adMafenca,  amidst  the  atrife  of  men. 
Cut  off  by  aome  myaterious  fate  from  thoae 
Whom  bbrfh  and  nature  meant  not  for  hia  foes, 
Had  Lara  from  that  night,  to  him  aecurat, 
Prepared  to  meet,  but  not  alone,  the  worst: 
Some  feaaon  urged,  whate*er  it  wu,  to  ahun 
Inquiry  into  deeda  at  distance  done ; 
By  mingling  with  his  own  the  cause  of  all, 
B'en  if  he  lul'd,  he  stiU  delay'd  his  fblL 
The  sullen  calm  that  long  hia  boeom  kept, 
The  atorm  that  once  had  spent  itself  and  slept. 
Reused  by  events  that  aeem'd  foredoom'd  to  vgt 
Hia  gloomy  fortunes  to  their  utmost  Torge, 
Burst  forth,  and  made  him  all  he  once  had  been, 
And  is  again ;  he  only  changed  the  scene. 
Light  eare  had  he  for  lilb,  and  less  far  fbme. 
But  not  less  fitted  for  the  desperate  game : 
He  deem'd  himself  mark'd  out  for  othera'  hate 
And  moek'd  at  ruin  so  they  shared  hia  ftite. 
What  cared  he  for  the  freedom  of  the  crowd  f 
He  raised  the  humble  but  to  bend  the  proud. 
He  had  hoped  quiet  in  his  sullen  lair. 
But  man  and  destiny  beset  him  there : 
Inured  to  hunters,  he  was  found  at  bay ; 
And  they  must  kill,  they  cannot  snare  the  pref 
Stem,  unambitious,  silent,  he  had  been 
Hencefiarlh  a  calm  apectetor  of  life's  scene ; 
But,  dragg'd  again  upon  the  arena,  stood 
A  leader  not  unequal  to  the  feud ; 
In  Toiee— mien— gestuve— savage  nature  apeke. 
And  from  hia  eye  the  gladiator  broken 


What  boots  the  oft-repeated  tsle  of  strife. 

The  feast  of  vultures,  and  the  waste  of  Ufb? 

The  varying  fortune  of  each  separate  Held, 

The  fierce  that  vanquish,  and  the  fliint  tket  ylald  f 

The  smoking  ruin,  and  the  crumbled  wall  ? 

In  this  the  atruggle  was  the  seme  with  all ; 

Save  that  distemper'd  passions  lent  their  feree 

In  bittemeas  «ut  beniata'd  aU  reanne. 

None  aaed,  for  Itoey  knew  her  ery  waa  wis. 

The  captive  died  npen  the  battle-plain : 

In  either  eaoM,  one  lage  ahme  peeeset 

The  emphe  «f  the  ahsmaia  vietor'a  hroaet  I 

And  they  that  seaais  for  ftaedwn  ar  for  away, 

Deem'd  fowwisresjain,  while  tnare  I  ameie'd  to  day. 

It  waa  too  late  te  ebeek  the  wertiag  brand, 

And  Deaeiatfon  seeped  tin  ikmish'd  land ; 

The  toreh  was  lighted,  and  the  fi 

And  Csmege  saaAadupra  her  daily  i 

XI. 
Fresh  with  the  nerve  the  new-bon 
The  first  sneeess  to  Lara's  umaabsra  ehing 
But  that  vain  victory  hath  tuhi'd  all, 
They  form  ne  tonger  to  tiMir  leader's  mH; 
In  blind  eonfoslon  on  tiie  foe  they  pieaa. 
And  think  te  snatch  is  to  aeeoie  snecsai. 
The  lust  of  booty,  snd  the  thbvt  ef  hate, 
Lure'on  Ike  broken  brigands  to  their  fote  t 
In  vain  he  doth  whate'er  a  ehfof  may  de, 
To  cheeh  ^e  headteng  fbry  of  ttaat  erew; 
In  vain  their  stubborn  ardor  ke  would  tasM, 
The  hand  tiiat  kki^ee  cannot  qmeneh  tke flame; 
The  wary  foe  alone  hatii  tum'd  their  mood. 
And  shown  their  lasineeo  to  that  ening  brood: 
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Tlie  MgU'd  ntreat,  tke  iAg\t\j  nmhuBcwi/t^ 
The  daily  luurats,  and  the  fight  deUy*d, 
The  long  priTation,  and  the  hoped  lupply* 
The  tenUeaa  rest  beneath  the  hnmid  skj, 
The  stnhbom  wall  that  marke  the  leagner'a  art. 
And  palli  the  patience  of  his  baffled  heart, 
Of  theie  th^  had  not  deem'd :  the  battle-day 
They  oodld  enconnter  as  a  veteran  may ; 
But  motto  preferr*d  the  ftiry  of  the  strife. 
And  present  death,  to  hourly  suffering  life : 
And  funine  Tvrings,  and  fever  sweeps  away 
SQs  numbers  melting  fast  from  their  array ; 
Intemperate  triumph  fades  to  discontent. 
And  Lara's  soul  alone  seems  still  unbent : 
But  few  remain  to  aid  his  voice  and  hand ; 
And  thousands  dwindled  to  a  scanty  band 
Desperate,  though  few,  the  last  and  best  remain'd 
To  mourn  the  discipline  they  late  disdain'd. 
One  hope  survives,  the  frontier  is  not  far. 
And  thence  they  may  escape  from  native  war ; 
And  bear  within  them  to  the  neighboring  state 
An  exile's  sorrows,  or  an  outlaw's  hate : 
Hard  is  the  task  their  father-land  to  quit. 
But  harder  still  to  perish  or  submit. 

XII. 
It  is  resohred— they  march— <eontenting  Night 
Guides  with  her  star  their  dim  and  toi^Uess  iig^t; 
Already  they  perceive  its  tranquil  beam 
Sleef^  «tt  the  rarfhee  of  the  barrisr  stream; 
Already  they  deecry— Ii  yon  the  bank  ? 
Away !  'tis  lined  with  many  a  hostile  rank. 
Betium  or  fly !— What  glitters  in  the  rear  ? 
'Tie  Otho'i  baanex^— the  pursuer's  spear  1 
Are  those  the  shepherds'  fires  upon  the  height  ? 
Alas i  they  blase  too  widely  for  the  flight: 
Cut  off  from  hope,  and  oompass'd  in  the  toU, 
Less  blood  perchanoe  hath  bought  a  richer  spoil ! 

XIIL 
A  iBoment's  pause,  'tie  but  to  bna^e  their  bend. 
Or  shall  tiny  enwwd  prsao,  or  hen  wHhalaad  ? 
It  matters  Uttie-if  they  ehaige  tiie  Ibee 
Who  by  the  boiiei'«tnaB  ^«ir  mareh  eppoa^ 
Borne  fesr,  pwehanoe,  may  break  and  pa«  tke  line, 
Howertr  Unk'd  to  heAe  such  design. 
•^Theehaigvbseml  to  wait  for  thsir  eeaaiidi 
Were  ikto  fsiil  wortiiy  ot  a  eoward'a  halt." 
Forth  flies  eaeh  sabre,  rsin'd  is  every  eteed, 
And  Ite  nect  word  shall  scaree  outsti^  the  deed; 
In  the  next  tone  of  Leia'e  gathering  bwath 
How  nuuty  shall  but  hear  the  voice  of  death. 

XIV. 
His  blade  is  teed.  In  kkn  then  is  an  air 
Aa deep,  but  friT  tde  ttanquil  for  dsepstof 
A  someOtog^of  fnAUfonnoe  mere  than  then 
BeoooMB  the  htovest,  if  they  Itel  for  men— 
He  tom'd  his  eye  on  Kaled,  ever  near. 
And  ttm  toe  l^hhM  to  betray  one  feer ; 
Perdumee  twaa  but  the  moon's  iSm  twUight  threw 
Along  his  a^ieet  an  unwonted  hue 
Of  monmM  pilenass,  i^ose  deep  tint  expteet 
The  tm^  «d  not  the  tenor  of  his  breast 
TUe  Ufta  nark'd  and  laid  his  head  en  hia ; 
It  trembled  not  in  such  an  hour  ae  this ; 
His  1^  was  sflent,  searoely  beat  his  heevt, 
Sf  eye  alone  prodaim'd,  "  We  will  not  pert  I 


Thy  bend  auy  perish,  or  thy  fidcndt  vAf  iee, 
Fsrewell  to  life,  but  not  adieu  to  thee !  ** 
The  word  hath  pass'd  his  Hps,  and  onward  dtittt, 
Pours  the  link'd  band  through  ranke  asunder  rive% 
Well  has  each  steed  obey'd  the  armed  heel, 
And  flash  the  scimitars,  and  rings  the  steil; 
Outnumber'd,  not  outbraved,  they  still  oppose 
Despair  to  daring,  and  a  front  to  foes ; 
And  blood  is  mingled  with  the  dashing  i 
Which  runs  all  redly  till  the  morning  I 


XV. 

Command&kg,  aldihg,  anhnaHBg  all, 
Where  foe  q)pear'd  to  piess,  <kfr  friebd  lo  fill; 
Cheers  Lara's  voice,  and  wave*  or  Mrikeii  his  itoilt 
Inspiring  hope  himself  had  ceased  to  IbeL 
Kone  fled,  for  well  they  knew  that  fiighit  i»«i»  mk) 
But  those  that  waver  turn  to  smito  sgain, 
While  yet  they  find  the  firmest  of  Ibe  foe 
Becoil  before  their  leader's  look  and  bMr : 
Now  girt  with  numbers,  now  ^mdst  aloiM, 
He  foils  Ihefar  ranks,  or  reunites  his  own ; 
Himself  he  spared  notn-once  they  efteu'd  to  Itf^ 
Now  was  the  time,  he  waved  his  hand  ol  Ugh, 
And  shook— Why  sudden  droops  that  plumed  flrM} 
The  shaft  is  sped-^the  arrow's  in  hie  hteast! 
That  fktal  gesture  left  the  unguarded  side, 
And  Death  hath  stricken  down  yon  arm  of  pMm, 
The  word  of  triumph  fainted  from  his  tongue; 
That  hand,  so  raised,  how  droopingly  it  iNing  I 
But  yet  the  sword  instinctively  retains, 
Though  from  its  fellow  shrink  the  frdlfnt  relw ; 
These  Kaled  snatches :  dissy  witik  the  Mw, 
And  senseless  bending  o*er  his  ssddle-bow, 
Peroeivee  not  Lara  that  his  anxious  page 
Beguiles  his  charger  from  the  cemfaaf  s  rage : 
Meantime  his  followers  charge,  and  ohokg*  agiin  t 
Too  miz'd  the  slayers  now  to  heed  liie  slain ! 

XVI. 
Day  glimMsrs  on  liie  dying  and  the  dead* 
The doven  wiiTato,  and  tiie  hehnleto  head; 
The  war-hoxse  maetoiliee  is  en  tiie  eaitb. 
And  thset  tost  gasp  hatii  bust  his  bloody  glnh ; 
And  near,  yet  quivering  with  what  Ufo  leasalnM* 
The  heel  that  urged  him  and  liie  hand  that  i«te*4  S 
And  soBM  tee  near  that  loUhig  tsmnt  li% 
Whose  watsn  taioek  the  Up  of  these  Aat  dto  I 
That  panttng  tiriret  whieh  eosithto  In  Ae  bnatih 
Of  tiioee  flwt  die  the  eoUfiert  flHy  dealh» 
In  vafai  tepels  the  humlag  meuA  to  tram 
Onediop    thelaet  I'to  eorfttfogtheyre; 
WMi  foeUe  and  eenvnlsHe  «AH 
Their  liBihs  along  ihe  ntesen^  1 
The  fotot  tenaine  of  llfo  sunh  i 
But  yet  they  tesah  the  I 
They  ftel  to  frsehnesey  and  lias isl^silihi 
Whypause^    Nofhtthertiifasthate^My toslalrifi 
If  fannqiienoh'd,  and  yet  they  foel  it  nett 
It  was  an  ag*0B^^*4ett  now  fergut  I 

xvn. 

Beneath  a  liase,  remoter  from  the  seene. 
Where  but  for  him  that  stnUe  hed  never  hesn« 
A  breathing  but  devoted  warrior  lay ' 
Twas  Lara  bleediiig  fast  from  Ufo  away : 
ffis  follower  oneoi  and  now  his  only  giddi^ 
Kneels  Kaled  watchfrd  o'er  his  weUtog  eide, 
And  with  his  scarf  would  staun^^  the  tides  that  zMk« 
With  each  convulsion,  In  a  blacker  gush; 


lA&i. 


lel 


AilAiib  ttllitUit^tviAiNr  ^muM  Wir, 

b  M*»,  Ml  1«i  ftldMiik&igt  fl0w; 

pit  fovM  ctti  spHK)  vQt  notloui  litai  *al  vtniii 

Aid  avdy  adiia«tef  throk  t0  iiiiii. 

ill  dMps  ^«  knd  ih«t  pang  ^«Mehii««U  Mmfg^i 

Aid  Mi^  rtMfeft  Mi  flMttltfl  to  tiwi  tell  jMig^ 

8nt  Hist  te^  ^row  wUeh  nali  upoA  Ui  loiet ; 

Hdd  aB  ^«  H^  ttift  ilMM  M  Mrtk  fcr  Urn. 

xnxL 

Tkeiw  «ilv«i»  vlie  loBg  kid  Mueh'd  tht  Md, 
TiMfr  tRn^h  aoofht  tOl  Lwa  too  ihonld  yield; 
Aqr  WNJd  RBOTe  him,  but  fhey  see  'tw«ra  Ttia, 
ill  ki  ragudi  ^0m  ifftti  a  oilm  dbdiiik, 
TWt  iQW  to  woimBe  hini  ^wftli  Ids  futo* 
iid  tittt  CMSpe  to  dMth  from  Hrlng  Iwte : 
ill  Otiho  eoneft,  and  leapfaig  frvui  hk  itoid, 
LMki  Ml  ihiB  blaedhig  foe  ti^t  made  liSm  bleed, 
iii^ewHopi  of  lue  eteto  *,  he  uuwen  not, 
flwiM  glueBB  on  hill  w  on  one  fcrgol, 
iiriteni  to  Saled ;— eaeh  mniiiing  word, 
Thtf  ndentood  not,  if  distinctly  hetfd ; 
ffii  l^fiig  tones  are  in  tiiat  other  tongne, 
To  akich  aome  atrange  temenibnnce  wildly  omg* 
TWy  ipeak  of  other  teenes,  bat  what—ii  hnami 
To  Kaled,  whooBt  their  meaning  reaeh'd  ^ott« : 
iad  he  replied,  thoagh  fiUntly,  to  their  lovnd, 
WUk  gaaisd  the  rest  in  dumb  amasement  ronnd : 
Thty  leem'd  eren  fiien— that  twain— nnto  the  last 
To kalf  forgel  the  present  In  the  past; 
To  daoe  between  themoelTes  some  aepartte  fttd, 
Wkosa  darhnoas  none  benda  should  penetrato, 

tXlL 

thd^wxftA  thonc^  Ihint  were  many^-from  the  tone 
Thsir  import  thoee  who  headl  eonid  Jndga  alone ; 
fkom  iSbM,  yott  vdght  ha:Te  deamM  yoang  Kaled*o 


Xoranear  than  Lara's  bY  Ui  toice  and  breath. 

80  nd,  ao  deep,  and  haaltating  broke 

The  aecesta  hk  searee-moTing  pale  lips  spokv; 

Bat  Lira's  Toiee,  thongh  low,  at  first  wsa  clear 

iid  eshn,  tSlmvrmming  dsath  gaap'd  hoeraely  near, 

Bat  from  his  fisage  little  eoald  we  gnesa, 

00  amapentant,  dark  and  passionless, 

Save  that  whsn  atmggUng  nearer  to  his  laat, 

Upon  tiMt  page  hia  eye  was  kindly  east ; 

iid  oBce  sa  Kaled'a  answering  acoenti  oeasti 

Bate  Ltta*8  hand,  and  pointed  to  the  East: 

▼hcTC  (u  than  Om  breaking  son  froea  high 

Bea'dbick  the  donds)  Om  motrow  eanght  his  eye, 

Or  Aat 'taia  ehaaoa,  or  soBM  leoMnbsr'd  seene. 

That  nissdhia  am  to  point  iriksrasQch  had  been, 

flcatoalikdsasm'd  to  know,  bat  tam'd  away, 

<ds  if  kii  kssrt  ahhonr'd  that  eoming  day, 

Aad  titmk  his  glanee  before  that  nsonung  light. 

To  look  oa  Lota's  brow— whan  all  grew  night. 

Tat  aaaso  seem'd  left,  thoagh  better  were  ito  Ums  ; 

^or  whsa  eae  near  dijq;»lay'd  the  ahadlTfaig  croaa, 

Aad  paoflw'd  to  Ua  tooeh  tiia  holy  bead, 

or  wWch  Us  parting  aool  might  own  ^  need. 

He  looVd  apon  it  with  an  eye  profane. 

And  amildUHeayen  pardon!  If 'twere  with  diadain; 

Aad  Kakd,  tboegh  he  apoke  not,  nor  withdrew 

Vmn  Liia't  Iheehia  dx'd  dsspairing  liew, 

'^[^  brow  rapaUte,  and  with  goatare  swift, 

nag  bosk  ihahsmdwhiah  hsU  «a  aafliad  gill, 


Aa  If  Mah  birt  Oiiai^'i  «m  expM%  ttek 
Ivor  aeem^  to  know  Ua  Un  bvf  Mtd  bagttt) 
That  life  of  Immortality,  aoMre 
Tomne,  sftro  tbm  whose  fhdth  In  CMalbawe. 

Bat  gasping  haaTod  the  breath  that  Lata  draw. 

And  doll  the  film  along  his  dim  eye  grew ; 

His  limbs  stretch*d  dattering,  and  hli  head  drooped 

o'er 
Tha  weak  yet  stfll  anttrtng  khea  that  bom; 
He  pressM  the  hand  he  held  npon  his  heart— 
It  beats  no  more,  but  ICsled  wUl  not  part 
With  the  cold  grasp,  but  feels,  and  feeb  in  fain. 
For  that  feint  throb  which  axtswers  not  again. 
'*  It  beats !  **— away,  ^on  dreamer  f  he  is  gono— 
It  onoe  waa  Lara  which  thon  fc>ok*st  npon. 

XXL 

He  gased,  aa  if  not  yet  had  paas'd  away 
The  haughty  spirit  of  that  hnmbla  aky ; 
And  thoae  aronnd  haTo  tanaed  him  frooa  hit  tnam$ 
Bat  eaanot  leer  froaa  thence  hia  ftaad flaaoa; 
And  whan  in  raising  him  froaa  whore  he  beoOk 
'Within  his  arnta  the  form  that  felt  no  more. 
He  aaw  the  head  his  breast  would  atill  aaatain. 
Boll  down  like  earth  to  earth  upon  tha  plain ; 
He  did  not  daah  Umaatf  thsroby,  nor  tear 
Tha  gloaay  tondrila  of  Ua  nTen  hak. 
Bat  stro^  to  stand  and  gaaa,  bat  rael'd  aad  feO, 
Scaiee  breathing  more  than  that  ha  lorad  so  waB« 
Than  that  da  loved!  OhI  nerer  yet  beneath 
The  breast  of  aoan  sadi  trastgr  Ioto  auy  brsatlw. 
That  trying  aoomant  hath  at  onea  wraal'd 
The  secret  long  end  yet  bat  hall-oanoaal'd ; 
In  baring  to  retire  that  lifeless  breaat. 
Its  grief  seem'd  ended,  bat  the  saa  eonfeat; 
And  life  retam*d,  and  Kalad  felt  no  shama- 
What  now  to  her  waa  Womanhood  ar  FaaM? 

XXIL 

And  Lsra  sleeps  not  whore  his  fctfcaia  alasp, 
Bat  wham  he  died  hia  i^aa  waa  di[«  aa  deep, 
Nor  ia  hia  moitol  atombar  leas  piaiBiini, 
Thoagh  priest  nor  bless'd  nor  marble  deck'd  tha 


And  ha  waa  moom'd  by  one  whoee  qnlet  grief, 
Leoa  load,  ontlasto  a  people's  for  their  chief. 
Vain  waa  all  qnestion  sak'd  her  of  the  paat, 
And  Tain  e'en  menace— sUent  to  the  laat ; 
She  told  nor  whence,  nor  why  she  left 'behind 
Her  all  for  one  who  seem'd  bat  little  kind. 
Why  did  she  Ioto  him  ?    Carions  feol  I— h 
Is  hnman  Ioto  the  growth  of  homan  will  ? 
To  her  he  might  be  gaatlenoaa ;  Urn  atom 
Hare  deeper  thooghto  ttan  yonr  doll  eyaa 
And  when  they  lore,  yoor  smllera  goeaa  not  how 
Beata  tha  strong  heart,  thoagh  leoa  tha  Upa  avww. 
They  ware  not  eoamkon  linka,  that  ferm'd  Iha 
That  boond  to  Lare  Kaled'a  heart  and  brain. 
Bat  that  wild  tale  oho  brook'd  not  to  n»feld. 
And  aeal'd  is  now  each  Up  that  eoold  have  tald. 

xxin. 

They  laid  hhn  in  the  earth,  and  on  hk  braaat, 
Besidee  the  wound  that  cent  his  sool  to  teat, 
They  found  tha  soattor'd  dtoto  of  many  a  acsr. 
Which  ware  not  planted  tiMPo  fai  reaont  w«i 


IM 


BTBOira  irOBKS. 


Whore'a  htA  ptii'd  hit  mammm  f99n  of  life, 
It  Mems  tMr  Taniflh'd  In  a  lead  of  strife; 
But  all  aaknown  hfe  glory  or  hif  giuU> 
Th«M  oaly  told  that  aomewhore  blood  was  spiU, 
And  Easelm,  who  might  havo  spoke  the  past, 
Betvn'd  no  more— that  night  appeared  his  last. 

XXIV. 
Upon  that  nig^t  (a  peasant's  is  the  tale) 
A  Serf  that  crossed  the  intenrening  Tale, 
When  Cynthia's  light  almost  gave  way  to  mom. 
And  nearly  Toil'd  in  mist  her  waning  hofn ; 
A  Serf,  that  rose  betimes  to  thread  tike  wood* 
And  hew  the  bongh  that  bought  his  children's  food, 
Pass'd  by  the  river  that  dirides  the  plain 
Of  Otho's  lands  and  Ijara's  broad  domain : 
He  heard  a  tramp— a  horse  and  horseman  broke 
From  ont  the  wood— before  him  was  a  desk 
Wrapt  nmnd  some  burden  at  his  saddle-bow; 
Bent  was  his  head,  and  hidden  was  his  brow. 
Boosed  by  the  sndden  sight  at  such  a  time, 
And  some  foreboding  that  it  mi^ht  be  crime, 
ttmself  unheeded  wateh'd  the  stranger'  eonrse, 
Who  reach'd  tiie  riTer,  bounded  ttoto.  his  horse. 
And  Iffting  thence  the  burden  which  he  bore, 
Heaved  up  the  bank,  and  dashed  it  from  the  shore, 
Then  paused,  and  look'd,  and  tum'd,  and  seem*d  to 

watch, 
And  stiH  another  hurried  glance  would  snatch, 
And  follow  with  his  step  £e  stream  that  iiow'd, 
As  if  eren  yet  too  much  its  surfece  show*d : 
At  onoe  he  started,  stoop'd,  around  him  strown 
The  winter  floods  had  scatter'd  heaps  of  stone ; 
Of  tiiese  the  heattest  thence  he  gathered  tbere. 
And  slung  thsm  with  a  more  than  common  care. 
Meantime  tiie  Serf  had  crept  to  where  unseen 
Himself  might  safely  mark  what  this  might  mean ; 
He  caught  a  glimpse,  as  of  a  floating  breast. 
And  sometiiing  glftter'd  starlike  on  the  Test, 
But  ere  he  wsfl  could  msrk  the  buoyant  trunk, 
A  massy  fragment  smote  it,  and  it  sunk : 
It  rose  again  but  indistinct  to  riew, 
And  lell  Urn  walen  of  a  putple  hue, 
Then  deeply  dlsappeer'd :  the  honeman  gaeed, 
Tm  ebVd  ^  Utest  eddy  it  had  rtleed; 


Then  tuiatngf  Tinted  on  hie  pmrigg  itsed, 
And  hutant  ^nrr'd  him  into  panting  speed. 
His  feee  was  mask'd'— the  features  of  the  deed, 
If  dead  it  wece,  eseaped  the  obserrer's  dread; 
But  if  In  sooth  a  star  Its  bosom  bore, 
Sush  is  the  badge  that  knighthood  erer  wme, 
Aad  such  'tis  known  Six  Baselin  had  worn 
Upon  the  night  that  led  to  snoh  a  mom. 
If  thus  he  poish'd*  Heaven  reoeire  his  soil! 
His  undiaeoTer'd  limbs  to  ocean  roll; 
And  charity  upon  the  hope  would  dw^ 
It  was  not  Lsni's  hsnd  t^r  which  he  fell. 


XXV. 

And  Kaled— Lara— Esselin,  sire  gone. 
Alike  without  their  monumental  stone  1 
The  first,  all  efforts  vainly  strove  to  wean 
From  Ungeiing  where  her  chieftain's  blood  hsd  bass 
Grief  had  so  tamed  a  spirit  onoe  too  proud. 
Her  tears  were  few,  her  wailing  never  loud; 
But  ftirious  would  you  tear  her  from  the  spot 
Where  yet  she  scaroe  believed  that  he  was  not 
Her  eye  shot  forth  with  all  die  living  fire 
That  haunts  the  tigress  in  her  whelpless  Ire, 
But  left  to  waste  ho:  weary  moments  there. 
She  talk'd  aU  idly  unto  shapes  of  afar, 
Snoh  as  tiie  b«sy  brain  of  Sorrow  pahits, 
And  woos  to  listen  to  her  fond  oomplaints ; 
And  she  would  sit  beneath  the  very  tree 
Where  lay  his  drooping  head  upon  her  knee; 
And  in  that  posture  where  she  saw  him  fsH, 
His  words,  his  lool^,  his  dying  grasp  recsll; 
And  she  had  shorn,  but  saved  her  raven  hsir. 
And  oft  would  snatch  it  from  her  bosom  there, 
And  fold,  and  press  it  gently  to  the  ground, 
As  if  she  staunched  anew  some  phantom's  i 
Herself  would  question,  and  for  him  reply ; 
Then  rising,  start,  and  beckon  him  to  fly 
From  some  imagined  spectre  in  pursuit; 
Then  seat  her  down  upon  some  linden's  root. 
And  hide  her  visage  with  her  mesgre  hand. 
Or  trace  strange  characters  along  the  send-- 
This  could  not  last— she  lies  by  him  she  lov^ ; 
Her  tale  untold— her  truth  too  dearly  proved. 


NOTE  TO  LARA. 


\am 


Tbb  cwnt  iM  wctioii  zziT  Canto  II. 
Mlad  tgr  tlM  dMCTiptkMi  of  ih«  demtii  or  ntk«r 
Eniil  oT  tiM  Bake  of  QmndlA. 

Tbo  Boot  iatonotiiiff  and  pwticQUr  oeeooiit  of 
liiii  BTStBrioos  evoit  u  gWen  bv  Bwchat^  u^  ^ 
m  w^iinm  M  fclkmi:  «0b  &o  eishth  day  of 
/va^  Iho  Caidmal  of  Yalenaa,  aad  tk»  Duko  of 
Qaafia,  mm  of  tho  Popo,  mpBd  witk  tiidr  mo^Mr, 
YnoBap  Boar  tho  dmreh  oi  S.  Pieiro  advinculai 
mnaX  odis  pcnona  being  praaent  at  the  entertala- 
neat.  A  lato  hour  approaebinff,  and  the  eardhial 
haimg  wmfudod  his  brother,  that  it  waa  time  to 
nCvB  io  Iho  apoctoHe  palaeo,  thej  mounted  their 
towM  or  walea,  wiik  only  a  few  attendaato,  and 
nroeeeiod  together  as  fer  as  the  nalaoe  of  the  Car- 
aaal  ^•**"^  Sforsa,  when  the  duke  informed  the 
eaiihfll,  thoft  beftno  ho  retained  hoaie,  he  had  to 
paj  a  Tint  of  pleaeure.  Dismissing  therefore  all 
Ui  attandaata  except  his  HogUro.  or  footman,  and 
apcfsoa  ia  a  auak,  who  had  paid  him  a  Tielt  whikt 
at  sapper,  aad  who,  daring  toe  epaee  of  a  awath  or 
I,  areTioae  to  this  tan^b  bad  eaUed  upon 
daily«  at  tho  aaostolie  palaoot  he  took 
,  bduad  him  oanis  male,  andprooeeded 
to  tib  stRot  of  the  Jews,  where  he  quitted  his  ser- 
nat,  diroetin^  him  to  renuun  there  until  a  certain 
hoar;  when,  if  he  did  not  return,  he  might  repair 
to  Aa  pahee.  The  dake  then  seated  the  peieoa  in 
fte  mask  behind  him,  and  rode,  I  know  n6i  whither ; 
oat  ia  flttt  light  he  was  a«asstnated,  and  thrown 
into  tiie  rirer.  The  aerrant,  after  haTing  been 
ithmieaiiil,  was  also  assaulted  and  mortally  wound- 
ed; aad  although  he  was  attended  with  great  care, 
yet  sadi  was  his  situation,  that  he  eoald  gi^  ao  In- 
tdBsUeaeeoaatof  what  had  befeDoa  hismafter. 
Ia  tiie  nocaiag,  liM  dake  not  haTiag  latamod  to 
tta  palaef,  bis  sartaats  bigaa  to  be  alarmed;  and 
oaa  of  thoB  iafinmed  the  pontiff  of  the  cTcnlng 
czcarsioa  of  his  sons,  and  that  the  duke  had  not 
yet  made  his  appearance.  This  gave  the  pope  no 
email  anxiety;  trat  he  eoqjoetared  tfvit  tbe  dake 
bad  been  attraetod  by  some  ooartesaa  to  pose  the 
night  wl^  bar,  aad  not  dliooeing  to  quit  the  house 
ia  opan  da*,  had  waited  till  tho  following  erening 
to  retain  hcMne.  when,  howeTer,  the  eveninff  ar- 
rnad,  aadhe  ftmnd  himself  disappointed  in  bis  ex' 
peeCatioBa,hel  -      -^rx  .       .. 

aaake  fnqvdiias 
"  to  aUtt 

aToni,  who^ 


W  iviftuu    iHimwsM    vuo«k V wvu*  awi  aaa  imam  v^k- 

,  he  became  deeply  afmcled,  aad  benaa  to 
tiiias  fima  difiertet  psctoas,  whom  no  or- 
aMMd  biB  for  that  pBpose.  Amang 
a  nsn  nanted  GioKsio  SchiaToni,  who. 


ksvins  diachazged  some  timber  from  a  bark  in  tho 
iiTer,  Bad  lemamed  on  board  tike  Teasel  to  wateb  it, 
andbafaks  iatacrogated  whether  he  liad  eoea  any 
I  bto  &o  vHcr  ca  the  B||^  fModtig, 


B  KOI,  WBOeOBB 

a  abort  dBO  af^ 


be  replied,  that  he  aaw  two  mea  on  fcot,  who  i 
down  the  street,  and  looked  diligently 
obeerre  whether  any  person  was 
seeing  no  one,  they  returned,  and  a  i 
terwwds  two  others  same,  and  looked  around  iatbo 
same  maaner  as  tlie  ibrmer :  ao  person  still  appear 
ing,  they  gOTe  a  sign  to  their  companiona,  when  a 
aian  eoBe,  Boaated  on  a  white  horse,  baying  bo- 
hind  him  a  dead  body,  the  head  and  arms  of  whl^ 
hung  on  one  side,  and  the  feet  on  the  other  side  of 
the  horse;  the  two  peraoas  on  fbot  snppoiting  tiio 
body,  to  nrcTent  its  fkUing.  They  thus  nroeoeded 
towarda  that  part  where  the  ftlth  of  the  dtr  is  aaa- 
ally  iiatbasMiii  into  the  river,  and  turning  the  horse, 
widi  his  tail  towards  the  water,  the  two  persona 
took  the  dead  body  by  the  arms  and  feet,  and  with 
all  their  strength  ifung  it  into  the  river.  The  par* 
son  on  horsebaclc  then  asked  If  the^  bad  thrown  it 
in,  to  which  they  replied,  Si^aor,  m  (yea,  Sir.)  Ho 
then  looked  toinads  the  Bfciv  aad  ooeiai  a  mantle 
ioatiag  oa  the  atroam,  he  inquired  what  R  was  that 
appoand  black,  to  which  they  answered,  It  was  a 
mantle ;  and  one  of  them  threw  stones  upon  ft,  in 
consequence  of  which  it  sunk.  Tho  atteadanti  of 
the  pontic  then  inquired  from  Oioigia,  why  bn  ba4 
not  rerealed  this  to  tho  gsiBuor  of  the  ct^  \  t» 


which  be  lepUed,  that  he  had  seen  in  bis  tune  a 
bandied  dead  bodies  thrown  into  the  riTcr  at  the 
samo  plaoe^  without  any  inquiry  being  made  resnect- 
ing  them,  and  that  he  had  not  therefvre,  eoMto^ 
edit  as  a  matter  of  any  fanportaaee.  Tbo  isbir* 
men  and  seamen  ware  uen  eolleotad,  and  Bflfad 
to  eeaieh  tho  itvar,  where,  on  the  foUowiag  ero- 
aiaa,  ^bey  feand  the  bodj  of  the  duke,  with  hia 
habit  eatna,  and  thirty  ducata  in  his  purse.  He 
was  pierced  with  nine  wounds,  one  of  which  was  in 
his  throat,  the  others  in  his  head,  body,  and  Kmbs. 
No  sooner  was  the  poatMP  infeiBed  of  the  death  at 
his  son,  and  thai  be  bad  been  thrown,  Uka  dl«h« 
into  the  riyar,  timn,  gtrina  way  to  his  nief,  he 
ahat  bfaaaeU  iw  ia  a  chamber,  and  wept  oitterly. 
The  Cardinal  of  Segovia,  and  other  attendants  on 
the  pope,  went  to  tne  door,  and  after  many  bom 
spent  m  persuasions  and  exhortations,  prevailed 
upon  him  to  admit  them.  From  the  evening  ot 
Wednesday,  till  the  following  Saturday,  the  pope 
took  no  fDod;  nor  did  he  sleep  from  Thursday  mom* 
ing  till  the  same  hour  on  the  ensuing  day.  At 
length,  however,  giving  way  to  tho  sntraalUr  of  his 
attendants,  ho  began  to  restrain  bii  sobow,  Mid  to 
eoasidsr  the  iigury  which  his  own  health  might  sus- 
tain, by  the  further  indulgence  of  his  grief. —Jtoi- 
eee's  Lm  TmHK  vol.  i.  psg9  M. 
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ADVBRTISEMENT. 

Tn  gn&t  wtmsfi^ttm  Twki,  (ia  1716>)  mader 
HkM  PrinM  Yixier,  to  open  to  tkomselTM  » ivay  into 
tttt  heart  of  the  Moree,  and  to  fbrm  the  siege  of 
Xapoli  di  Bewenie,  the  moet  oonaidenble  place  in 
■a  that  eo«nftiry,«  IdMHight  it  best  in  the  first  place 
to  ettMk  Coilttth,  «pen  which  they  inedA  sereral 
ilonas.  The  garrisoa  being  weakened,  end  the 
gOTecnor  seeing  it  wis  impossible  to  hold  eat 
■geiast  so  adlghtj  a  force,  thought  it  tt  to  beat 
a  pailej:  bat  while  tfaej  were  treating  about  Ihe 
erttoles,  one  of  tiie  legeriaes  ia  the  Turkish  camp, 
adiflteiB  they  had  sia  handred  banels  of  powder, 
blew  up  bj  accident,  whereby  six  or  eevea  hundred 
BUR  wece  killed;  which  so  enraged  the  finHdeb, tiutt 
thsgr  weald  aot  grant  an j  capitulation,  but  stormed 
Ike  pkee  with  sa  maoh  tay,  that  «h^  took  it,  and 
p«lBiMl  of  the  gan&Nu,  with  Signlor  Minotti,  the 
gorenor,  to  the  sword.  The  vset,  with  Aatenio 
Benkbo,  proreditor  extraordlinaiy,  were  aiada  pria- 
I  of  war."— JSTMfory  qfthe  Turks,  toI.  iii.  p.  151. 


1. 
ICurr  a  Tsnish'd  year  and  age, 
And  len^^Vs  breath,  and  battle's  rage, 
BsvB  flwsft  a'sr  Corinth ;  yet  she  stands 
k  ftvtoMi  fuM'd  to  Freedom's  hand. 


napMhrnam  JkMgm.    I  tUmI  ■■  Shw b  IS1S41  {  aad  In  tha 
>WB^ag  mm^  ibt  iiiMHj  a— ■yimmtwl  ta  MS, I 


■Ml  *it  tgr  MA  bM  n 

l%hl«rbMl,  and  ofteii  tezy  mwk,p 

IriMdi  Sdunb,  Jl^[kia,  Ftons  ac,  ud  the  coMi  of  tha  • 


The  whirlwind's  wrath,  the  earthquakes 
Eaye  left  untouch'd  her  hoary  rook, 
The  key-stone  of  a  land,  which  stilly 
Though  fiUl'a,  U>oks  proudly  oa  that  hSl, 
The  laadmaxk  to  the  double  tida 
That  purpling  rsUs  aa  either  aide. 
As  if  thdr  waters  chafed  to  meet, 
Yet  pause  and  crouch  beneath  her  Ibet 
But  eould  the  blood  before  har  shed 
Since  ifarst  Tiaoleaa's  brother  Ued, 
Or  baffled  Peniaa's  despot  iled. 
Arise  from  out  the  earth  wlddl  teak 
The  stream  of  slaughter  as  it  sank. 
That  aaaguine  ooean  would  o*eK4oif 
Her  isthmus  idly  spread  below : 
Or  eould  the  banes  of  aH  the  alaia. 
Who  perisVd  there,  he  pilad  i«abi. 
That  xiTsl  pyramid  would  rlsa 
More  mountain-like,  through  tkooa  eioBr  i 
Than  yon  tower-o^^  Acropolis, 
Whleh  eeeias  the  vecy  elouds  to  kisa. 

IL 

Oa  dun  CSthsron's  ridge  appeoxr 
The  glaaai  of  twice  tea  thoussad  speen; 
And  downward  to  the  Isthmlaa  plidii» 
Firom  shore  to  shore  of  eKher  naiia. 
The  tent  is  pitdh'd,  ttie  ereeeeatahhiM 
Aloug  the  Moslem's  leaguerlng  Uaeei 
And  the  dusk  Spahi's  bands  adTaace 
Beneath  each  bearded  pacha's  glance ; 
And  far  aad  wide  aa  eya  aan  Bsack 
The  turban'd  cohorts  throng  the  beoek ; 
And  there  the  Arab's  camel  kaeeis. 
And  there  his  steed  the  Tartar  wheels; 
The  Turcoman  hath  left  his  herd,> 
The  sabre  round  his  loins  to  giid ; 


or  ottwrTH. 


Iff 


TSmvM  grow  MMPlte  to  Um  iw. 
Ill  femek  is  4af ,  tiia  eannom't  ln«a^ 
Vb^  ^  Ctt  hWng  globe  wt  dtotk; 
FM  iddxl  tiio  fti«v«nto  from  liM  «aU» 
WU^  tnialdM  with  tbo  fwdwut  Mli 
Aai  ftoB  tiutt  wtU  the  Am  repUat. 
O'er  doi^  ploia  aad  tmokj  tkiM, 
TiA  ii«  thM  tntnw  £Mt  and  ViU 
Tk0  mimmio  ol  Um  laAdaL 

m. 

lit  »Mr  nd  BMNSt  to  tiM  «aU 
or  ttoM  «ko  wMhnA  VMdL  Hi  ftdl* 
TA  tepar  akill  te  ww't  bMk  irt 
n«  O^MA't  toiM,  and  bigk  of  iMMTt 
Af  vf  aUef  tbat  aw  stood 
TriBBphant  m  His  Aslds  of  blood ; 
Ris  fast  to  poat»  aad  daad  to  datd, 
FiMtnoDraar  sis  bit  saakisc  stosd* 
Vbm  taUyii^  tanka  tbs  toenab  aaaail, 
Aai  nake  tbs  fotstoMt  Moili^  4«ail ; 

Or  wbm  ^  bsttoijt  ffn»^^  v«Uf 

Iwiim  aa  yst  impwgMibIs, 

ilVitiagebsMljtoiaapos 

Tki  iolte  alsolMMf  fai  bia  ftrSf 

n»  int  and  Iraabaat  of  tbe  ksst 

VUdi  Stambosl'i  ssltan  tbera  ass  basat, 

Ta  gvda  tbs  fsllMMr  o*ar  tbs  isld, 

Ti  fofat  tbs  tobs,  tbs  laasa  to  niald. 

Or  vbnt  arasad  tbs  bidUrisg  Usds  9— 

¥iiA^  tbs  Adrian  BM^Ms  1 

rv. 

fxmk  Ysolea— o*as  a  loas  of  wovA 

HhtsaOasuao    ka dwwr hfa birtk ; 

Bat  lata  an  ckOs  frooi  bar  abois, 

AfiiBit  bis  uwutltyman  ha  bora 

TbaanBstbsjtoiic^ttobsart  aadaow 

Tha  toibsa  gbC  bia  akavan  taow. 

TbioQgb  msay  s  ebangs  bsd  Cariatk  psas'd 

Vitb  Giesoe  to  Taniao*  nle  adlast; 

Aid  bare,  baion  bar  walls,  wHk  Hmss 

To  Qieaee  and  Yaaisa  eqnal  fcaa, 

Ha  rtaod  a  liM,  with  all  As  aaal 

Wydi  yooBg  and  fiary  aoufOila  fM, 

Wttbm  wboas  hsstod  bsaoB  tbfloogs 

Tha  ncBuity  of  a  Aoossad  wroags. 

To  Ua  bad  Tanies  asssad  to  bs 

Hat  aadast  ehio  booBft-««  the  Ass ; '* 

And  in  «ia  palasa  of  at.  Haik 

ITimamsd  aaaaa«s  In  the  dark 

Wiflifai  tba  « lion'a  month  "  bsd  pkosd 

Ha  lad  in  tims,  and  sBvsd  hk  lUb, 
To  vttta  bii  f^rtus  yasis  to  ataife, 
That  ta^^  bii  land  bow  gfsat  har  Isaa 
Is  bin  vbo  Mwnph'd  o*^  ths  Qmms, 
'Ooiait  ^ridf^  be  isn'd  Iks  Oisseant  Ugh, 
And  batOtd  to  t««i«e  «r  di^ 


<3«>mMB^«-ba  wboae  cHoshig  , 
Adon'dthatiinnph  eC  Xogone, 
2!?«A  <«  WenUi*  bloody  |Mn 
Aa  lut  MdadiMMt  of  the  aUin, 
Ha  aaak,  npakltog  «o*  to  die» 
Soteamtbi 


Gov 


igl-« 


el' 


Thstktsstf 

Tin  Cbristisn  hsnda  to  Gieeae  i 
The  Jkeadoto  Tanioa  gave  of  yon  } 
A  hnndrad  yasn  hars  roU*d  awsy 
flinoo  bs  roAiaad  the  Moalsm'a  away, 
And  now  ha  lad  ths  MnasnhniB, 
And  gsTs  ths  gnidanoa  of  the  ran 
To  A^,  who  wall  repaid  the  trust 
By  citiaa  lerell'd  with  the  dnat ; 
And  psored,  by  auay  a  deed  of  diaA« 
How  irm  hk  heart  ia  noTol  fiiith.  . 

VI. 

The  waUi  grew  weak ;  and  flMt  and  hot 

Against  them  povr'd  the  oaaaaliSi  ahot* 

inth  nnihatiwg  ftiry  aent 

From  battary  to  battlement; 

And  tiinnd«-like  the  pealing  din 

Boee  from  each  boated  calToln ; 

And  ban  and  than  soma  oraeklfaig  domg 

Waa  fired  befora  the  exploding  bomb: 

And  aa  the  fabrie  aank  benoa^ 

The  abattaring  aball'a  voleanio  breath. 

In  red  and  wraathing  oolnmna  flaah'd 

The  flame,  aa  tend  Ae  ndn  eraah'd. 

Or  into  coentieaa  meteoia  driven, 

Ito  earth-atara  malted  into  hasren ; 

Whoae  eloada  that  day  grew  donbly  d«i, 

Impenrioos  to  the  hidden  ann, 

Wiik  Tolnmed  amoke  that  alowly  grew 

To  one  wide  sky  of  inlphnroiia  hue. 

vn. 

Bttt  not  Ibr  ▼engoaaee,  long  dalay'd,* 
Alone,  did  Alp,  the  renegade. 
The  Moolem  warriora  atarnly  tsaah 
Hia  akiU  to  piaroe  the  promiaed  braaah : 
Within  tbeae  walla  a  maid  waa  pent 
Hia  hope  venU  wm  wi«ha«t  sonasiU 
Of  thatinssonblsriis, 
Whoae  heart  relbaad  him  in  ito  isa. 
When  Alp,  bansath  bis  Cbristisn  nsMft, 
Her  virgin  hand  aapifsd  to  ehnm. 
In  happiar  mood,  and  oiriiar  tima^ 
WhOa  nnimpeash'd  te  frsitoBSM,tfiM» 
Chiyost  in  gondola  or  hall. 
He  gUtter'd  tbroi^  the  Csndval; 
And  toned  tiie  aoftast  iiiis nil 
That  e'er  on  AAda's  wntom  pky'd 
At  midnight  to  XtaUan  nMid. 

VUL 
And  many  deaa'd  hor  heart  was  wen . 
For  aou^t  by  namban,  givan  to  nsas, 
Had  yonng  j^enooaoa'a  hand  rmsain'd 
Still  by  ths  lAvxBh's  bonds  nnfibsfaa*d: 
And  when  the  Adriatio  bora 
Lanoiotto  to  the  Paynim  ahoio, 
Her  wontsd  amilaa  wen  ssan  to  lall. 
And  penaire  wax'd  the  mold  and  psk; 
Mora  oonatant  at  eenfoarional, 
Xore  rare  at  msaqna  and  llmlMl; 
Or  aeon  at  anoh»  with  i 
Which  eonqaav'd  hearto  ttey  i 
Wi^i  liatlsni  look  ihe  aeans  to  | 
With  hnmbkt  csn  hsr  iMto  smifB ; 
Her  Toioa  leaa  liToly  to  Ihe  aeng, 
Har  •tqpi,  thon«h  Vito  Itoo  float  aas 


IM 


vmm% 


Tktt  pattf,  on  wh&m  fb»Mm!^atf»  ^hm9 
BntikM,  yet  untftted  mih  tiie  dance. 

flent  by  the  atate  to  guard  the  land, 
(Which  wracted  from  the  MosUfe*8  hand, 
While  Sobieaki  tamed  hia  pride 
I^  BudA'a  wiU  and  Danube's  aide, 
The  chiefs  of  Venice  wrung  away 
From  Patra  to  EuboBa's  bay,) 
Minotti  held  In  Corinth*!  towen 
The  Doge'a  delegated  powers, 
While  yet  the  pitying  eye  of  Peace 
Smiled  o*er  her  long-forgotten  Greece : 
And  ere  that  faithless  truce  was  broke 
Which  freed  her  from  the  unchristian  yoke. 
With  him  his  gentle  daughter  came, 
Nor  there,  ainoe  Menelaus'  dame 
Fonook  her  lord  and  land,  to  prove 
What  woes  await  on  lawless  love. 
Had  fairer  form  adom'd  the  shore 
Than  she,  the  matchless  stranger,  boro. 

X. 

The  wall  ii  rent,  the  ruins  yawn ; 
And,  with  to-morrow's  earUeat  dawn. 
O'er  the  disjointed  mass  shall  vault 
The  foremost  of  the  fierce  assault. 
The  bands  are  rank'd ;  the  chosen  van 
Of  Tartar  and  of  Mussulman, 
The  frill  of  hope,  misnamed  *'  forlorn," 
Who  hold  the  thought  of  death  in  scorn, 
And  win  their  way  with  frdchion's  force. 
Or  pave  tl^  path  with  many  a  corse. 
O'er  which  the  following  brave  may  rise. 
Their  stepping-stone— the  last  who  dies  ! 

ZI. 
rris  midnight :  on  the  mountains  brown 
The  cold  round  moon  shines  deeply  dewn ; 
Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  aky 
Spteads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  Mgh, 
Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light, 
Oo  wildly,  spirftually  bright ; 
Who  ever  gaaed  upon  them  shining, 
And  tum'd  to  earth  without  repining. 
Nor  wish'd  for  wingt  to  flee  away. 
And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  } 
The  waves  on  either  shore  lay  tiiere 
Calm,  clear,  and  asure  as  the  air ; 
And  scarce  their  foam  the  pebbles  shook, 
But  murmur'd  meekly  as  tiie  brook. 
The  winds  were  piUo'w'd  on  the  wavea ; 
The  banners  droop'd  along  their  staves. 
And,  as  tiiey  ftU  around  them  frirling. 
Above  them  ahone  the  ereseent  curling ; 
And  that  deep  silence  waa  nnbroke. 
Save  where  the  watch  his  signal  apoke, 
Save  where  the  tteed  ndgh'd  oft  and  shrill, 
And  echo  aj;«wer'd  from  the  hUl, 
And  the  wide  hum  of  that  wild  host 
Bustled  like  Isavea  from  coast  to  eoast, 
Aa  rose  the  Muenin's  voice  in  air 
In  viUght  eaU  to  wonted  prayer ; 
It  rose,  that  chanted  mournftil  strain, 
like  some  hme  sfisif  s  o'er  tke  plain : 
•Twaa  muaieal,  but  sadly  sweet, 
BwHk  tm  whan  wind*  and  haip-atrfngamMli 


And  take  a  long  mmieaanfed  tone, 
To  mortal  ndnslTelay  unknown. 
It  seem'd  to  thoee  urithin  the  waH 
A  cry  prophetSe  of  their  Mi : 
It  struck  even  the  besieger'a  ear 
With  aonethlng  omlnoaa  and  drear. 
An  undefined  and  andden  thrill, 
Which  makee  tiie  heart  a  mmamt  stilt 
Then  beat  wiA  qnlcker  pulae,  ashamed 
Of  that  atrange  aense  its  silenoe  ikaasei ; 
Such  as  a  sudden  passing-bell 
Wakea,  though  but  for  a  atraagsr'a  kaelL 

XIL 

The  tent  of  Alp  was  en  the  sheio^ 

The  sound  was  hueh'd,  ^e  prayer  was  o'erf 

The  watch  waa  set,  tiie  nlght^fwmi  madii 

All  mandatea  laeued  and  obeyed : 

'TIS  but  another  anxious  nigbl, 

His  pains  the  morrow  may  reqirite 

With  all  revenge  and  lo¥e  can  pay, 

In  guerdon  of  thoir  long  dehry. 

Few  houra  remain,  and  he  hath  need 

Of  reat,  to  nerve  for  many  a  deed 

Of  slaughter ;  but  within  hia  aoul 

The  thoughts  like  troubled  waters  rolL 

He- stood  alone  among  the  host  t 

Not  his  the  loud  fanatic  boaat 

To  plant  the  crescent  o'er  the  cross, 

Or  risk  a  Ufe  wHh  little  loss. 

Secure  in  paradise  to  be 

By  Houria  loved  immortally : 

Nor  his,  what  burning  patriots  feel, 

The  stem  exaltedness  of  seal, 

Proftiae  of  blood,  untired  in  toO, 

When  battling  on  the  parent  aoO. 

He  stood  alon^^i  renegade 

Against  the  country  he  betray'd; 

He  stood  alone  amidst  hia  band, 

Without  a  trusted  heart  or  hand; 

They  foUow'd  him,  for  he  waa  brave. 

And  great  the  spoil  he  got  and  gave ; 

They  crouch'd  to  him«  for  he  had  akill 

To  warp  and  wield  the  vulgar  will; 

But  still  his  Chzastian  origin 

With  them  was  little  less  thnn  sin. 

They  envied  even  the  fisithless  fame 

He  eam'd  beneath  a  Moslem  name ; 

Since  he,  their  mightiest  chief  had  beea 

In  youth  a  bitter  Naxarene. 

They  did  not  know  how  pride  can  8toop» 

When  bafiled  feeUngs  withering  droop; 

They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  bum 

In  hearta  once  dianged  from  soft  to  ateni4 

Nor  all  the  falae  and  fhtal  seal 

The  convert  of  revenge  can  IseL 

He  ruled  them— man  may  nile  tho  wocst. 

By  ever  daring  to  be  first: 

So  lions  o'er  Uio  jaekal  away ; 

The  jackal  pointa,  ho  fells  the  pagr» 

Then  on  the  vulg«  yelling  press. 

To  gorge  the  relics  of  i 


xm. 

His  head  grows  fever'd,  and  his  pidso 
The  quick  snaeessive  throbs  convnlso; 
In  vain  from  side  to  side  he  throwo 
His  form;  In  coortshlp  of  lOfiosoi 


THl  SOMft  Of  eOSlXTH. 


Itt 


Or  V  W  dMBi,  a  MMod, « ttsrt 
ivafci  Um  ititSi  a  raHk«B  tent. 
Ai  twfcin  0^  nil  liot  Imyw  ftrMirSi 
nenail  vdlghM  tead^Gka  on  bit  brant, 
TW^gfc  oft  md  Vmif  bcBBiA  Hi  weight 
Upon  Ms  tjm  had  thoabv  Mtt, 
WjftpBt  Off  ocwicli  tv  omopyi 
lieqpt  a  TOOf^MT  Md  ud  tky 
An  nov  B^t  yield  a  moxioff^  bed, 
TlitD  mom  eloBg  tile  bearen  ynm  epreed ; 
HeeooH  not  net,  be  could  not  etay 
Wi!yB  Id*  teat  to  wait  Ibr  dty, 
Bvtaa&'d  bbB  igrdi  alo^  the  Mad, 
Wkre  theaaMid  elfmiyeM  ■trcw'd  the  eteaad. 


WlatvOlow'd  ^Ha}  aadwliyaboQldba 

fiM  BMse  tbnr  FoaU  ««w  tbor  tea  ? 
AbI  yet  thej  Ibarieea  dream  of  ipea ; 
mde  be  alone,  wbece  thooeeadi  peei*d 
Aug^  of  al*^  V«6baaee  tbiir  lael» 
la  aeUy  v%a  waadei'd  0D» 
Aaacafiedallbegaaaii 


XIV 

He  feh  bis  sool  beooBM  more  Ugbt 
UntaA  tiie  fresbneei  of  the  nSgbt 
Cool  wn  the  aQeat  tbj  Iboogb  cafan. 
And  batted  bis  btow  with  airy  bafaa : 
Bthfafed,  the  eamp— before  him  lay, 
la  msay  a  wiadhig  ereeb  and  bay, 
Lepuito's  golf;  and,  on  the  brow 
Of  Delhi's  bill,  vnsbaken  snow, 
Hi|^  aad  etsaal,  eneh  as  shone 
Ibroai^  tiunisand  smnmers  brigbtiy  gonet 
Akag  Oe  gnl^  tiie  monnt,  the  dime ; 
It  will  not  mdt,  like  man,  to  time : 
Tynat  aad  dare  ate  swept  away, 
Lns  Ibna'd  to  wear  before  the  ray ; 
Bat  ftat  white  Tea,  tiie  lightest,  frdlest, 
"Wbidi  oa  the  mighty  monnt  thou  hailest, 
While  towa  aad  tree  are  torn  and  rent, 
Axaes  o'er  its  craggy  battlement ; 
la  flboB  a  peak,  in  height  a  cloud, 
la  textaze  like  a  horertng  shroud, 
Tbb8  b^^  by  parting  Freedom  spread. 
As  ftom  ber  fimd  abode  she  fled, 
Aadfiagei^d  on  the  spot,  where  kmg 
Her  pn^  BfUt  spake  in  aei^^. 
Ob,  itillber  seep  at  amuata  fidtera 
O'er  aite'dfleldB,  «id  raia'd  alt«ts» 
Aad  fua  weald  wake»  in  eoole  too  bacdus. 
By  poiatiBg  to  eaah  gkniofaa  token. 
Bat  wis  b«  voiee»  tin  bettas  days 
^■■abfhose  yet  xcaaeadMr'd  rays 
'Wbkli  ihoBs  npeii  the  Peniaa  iybig, 
Aad  Mv  «K  Spartaa  snib  ia  dyiag. 

XV. 

Mat  BbilMi  of  tiieee  mighty  times 
Wai  Alp,  despite  bis  flight  and  crimes ; 
Andflm^  this  night,  as  on  he  wandei^dy 
Aad  o'er  the  pest  and  present  pondeor'dy 
Aad  tlMogbt  upon  the  gloiiona  dead 
WIm  ^are  in  better  cause  had  bled^ 
Ha  Ut  bow  tunt  and  feebly  dim 
Tbe  fiune  Ihat  eoold  aeeme  to  him, 

Who  ebeo'd  fheband,  and  wated  the  sword, 

*  ^  "  rbiatail»a*4lMids; 
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Aad  ted  them  to  the  lawless  siege, 
mtoee  best  success  were  saerOege. 
Hot  so  bad  those  bis  fcacy  Bumber*d, 
The  dkiefr  whose  dust  around  him  dumbtr'd ; 
nebr  phalanx  marsball'd  on  the  plain, 
Whoee  bulwarks  were  not  thea  in  Tafai. 
They  ftU  devoted,  but  aadyiag ; 
The  very  gale  thdr  names  seem*d  sigblag : 
Ae  waters  murmui'd  of  tiieir  name ; 
The  woods  were  peopled  with  their  fbrne ; 
The  silent  pillar,  lone  and  gray, 
Claim'd  kindred  with  their  sacred  clay ; 
Their  spirits  wrapt  the  dusky  mountain. 
Their  meanory  sparkled  o*er  the  fountain ; 
The  meaneet  rill,  the  mightiest  rlrer 
Bon*d  mingling  with  their  fome  for  erer. 
Despite  of  erery  yoke  she  bears, 
That  land  is  glory's  still  and  theirs ! 
Tis  still  a  watchword  to  the  earth : 
When  man  would  do  a  deed  of  wovl^, 
He  points  to  Greeee,  and  tarns  to  tieedt 
80  sanetiaa'd,  on  tke  tytaaf  ahead: 
He  looks  to  ber,  aad  1 
inwellfoisloet,eri 

XVL 
Still  by  the  shore  Alp  mutely  mased* 
And  woo'd  the  lireshness  Night  difflued. 
These  shriaks  no  ebb  in  that  tideleaa  eaa,* 
Which  ebangelesa  voUs  eternally ; 
80  that  wildest  of  waves*  in  ^eir  1 
0earee  bceak  on  the  bouads  of  the  lead  for  artadl 
And  the  powerless  moon  beholds  then  fl«w# 
Heedless  if  she  come  or  go ; 
Caha  or  high,  in  main  or  bay* 
On  their  course  she  hath  no  fway. 
The  rock  unworn  its  base  doth  bare. 
And  looks  o'er  the  surf,  bat  it  comes  not  theret 
And  the  fringe  of  the  foam  may  be  seen  below. 
On  the  line  that  It  left  l9ng  ages  ago : 
A  smooth  short  space  of  yellow  sand 
Between  it  and  the  greener  land. 

He  waader'd  on,  along  the  beach. 

Till  within  the  range  of  a  carbiae's  reach 

Of  theleaguer'dwall;  bat  they  saw  him  aot, 

Or  how  could  be  *seape  fsom  the  hoetile  shot  I 

Did  traitors  lurk  in  the  Christians'  hold} 

Were  their  heads  grown  stil^  or  their  hearts  wart 

cold? 

I  know  not,  in  eooth ;  but  fsom  yonder  waU 
There  flash'd  no  fire,  and  there  hias'd  no  ball. 
Though  he  stood  beneath  the  bastion's  frown, 
That  flank'd  the  seaward  gate  of  the  town; 
Though  he  heard  the  sound,  and  could  alinost  tit 
The  sullen  words  of  the  sentinel, 
As  bis  nkeasured  step  on  the  stone  below 
Claak'd,  as  he  paced  it  to  and  fro; 
And  he  saw  the  lean  dogs  beneath  the  wall 
Hold  o'er  the  dead  thdx  canuval, 
Ooiging  aad  growling  o^er  carcass  and  limb; 
Ikey  ware  too  busy  to  bark  at  him  t 
FroBs  a  Tartar's  skull  they  had  stripp'd  the  fleehf 
As  ye  peel  the  flg  when  its  fruit  is  fresh; 
And  their  iHiite  tusks  craunch'd  o'er  the  whi4« 

ska]l,« 

Aa  tt  dipp'd  through  their  Jaws,  when  their  edpi 
daU, 
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^^^r^^rV   VWIP^^ 


▲4  tii^  laifly  »i(PlM  tM  taMi  of  ft*  i«ii4« 
When  they  tcarc«  could  riae  from  the  q^t  i^obb 

they  fed; 
80  well  h»d  they  broken  a  lingering  fwtt 
With  those  who  had  fallen  for  that  night's  reyfst 
And  Alp  knew,  by  the  torb^is  ^at  loU'd  oa  the 

sand, 
The  fozemoat  oi  these  were  the  best  of  his  band : 
Cximson  and  green  were  the  shawls  of  their  we^, 
And  each  scalp  had  a  single  long  t^ft  of  hair ;  * 
All  the  rest  was  sharen  and  bare. 
The  sealps  ware  in  the  wild  dog's  maWi 
The  hair  was  tangled  round  his  jaw. 
Bat  dose  by  the  shore,  on  the  edge  of  the  gul^ 
There  sat  a  vulture  flapping  a  wolf, 
Who  had  stolen  from  the  hiUs,  but  kept  awa^, 
Soared  by  the  dogs,  from  the  human  prey ; 
But  he  seised  on  his  share  of  a  steed  that  lay 
Piek'd  by  the  birds,  on  the  sands  of  the  bay* 

XVIL 
Alp  tnm'd  bins  ft»m  tibe  sfekMiiig  Jight : 
K«T«  had  shaken  Us  Mnes  in  iigbt ; 
But  he  better  orald  bMsli  to  beMd  IM  d}tei. 
Deep  in  the  tide  of  their  warm  blood  lying, 
Scoroh'd  with  the  death-thixst,  and  writhing  in  Tain, 
Than  the  perishing  dead  who  are  past  all  pain. 
There  is  something  of  pride  in  the  perilous  hour, 
Whatever  be  the  shape  in  which  death  may  lower ; 
For  Fame  is  there  to  say  who  bleeds, 
And  Honor's  eye  on  daring  deeds ! 
Bnt  when  ail  is  past,  it  ie  humbling  to  tread 
O^etHie  w^tflrimg  MA  of  the  tvmUese  dead. 
And  see  woisis  of  the  earth  and  fowls  of  the  air. 
Beasts  of  the  forest,  att  gathering  there ; 
All  regarding  man  as  their  prey. 
All  rejoicing  at  his  decay, 

xvra. 

There  is  a  temple  in  ruin  stands, 

Fashion'd  by  long  forgotten  hands ; 

Two  or  three  columns,  and  many  a  stone, 

Marble  and  granite,  with  grass  o'ergrown ! 

Out  upon  Time  I  it  will  leaTc  no  more 

Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before ! 

Out  upon  inbae  I  who  for  ever  will  leare 

But  eoMigh  oi  the  post  for  the  future  to  grieve 

O'er  that  which  hath  been,  and  o'er  that  ^^oh 

mutt  be: 
Vted  wm  have  seen  our  sobs  shall  see ; 
Bemnants  of  things  that  haTe  pass'd  away, 
Fngmm.U  oi  etene,  rear'd  by  creatures  of  clay ! 

XIK. 

He  sate  him  down  at  a  pillar's  base. 

And  pass'd  his  hand  athwart  his  face ; 

like  one  in  dreary  musing  mood. 

Declining  was  his  attitude ; 

His  hcfd  was  drooping  on  his  breast, 

Ferer'd,  throbbing,  and  opprest ; 

And  o'er  his  brow,  so  downward  bent,  ^ 

Oft  his  beating  fingers  went, 

Hurriedly,  as  you  may  see 

Tour  own  run  over  the  ivoiy  key,  ' 

Bit  ttie  measured  tone  is  taken 

By  the  diords  you  would  awaken. 

There  he  sate  all  hearilj. 

As  he  heard  the  night-wind  sigh. 


Ww  it  ih«  idad,  «)iBo«gh  M^e^Mtow  M«^ 

SesKt  than  soft  and  toidev  moan  ? 

He  lifted  Us  head,  and  he  iQok'd  on  ihf  f«ay 

But  it  was  unnppled  «i  glasem-y  be; 

He  look'd  on  the  Un^ggnias— it  waved  i|«t »  hWi 

How  was  that  i^eatle  sound  oonvey'd  ? 

He  look'd  to  the  banncro   .w^ph  flag  l^ftijl^ 

So  did  the  leaves  on  Cithfison's  hiU, 

And  he  t^9^  a  breath  oome  pier  his  eMk 

What  d|d  that  sudden  sound  beq>eak  ? 

He  tum'd  to  the  ]«ft>--is  he  sure  of  sight  / 

There  sate  a  lady».yQBthli4  ^d  bright  ^ 

He  started  up  with  more  of  foar 

Than  if  an  armed  fbe  wero  near. 

"  God  of  my  fhthers !  what  is  hflK«? 

Who  art  thou,  and  wherefore  sent 

80  near  a  hostile  arauMMBt } 

His  trairirtfaig  h«Bkds  nfased  to  rigm 

The  eroes  he  deem'd  no  more  dlrine: 

He  had  lesuned  it  iA  that  hour. 

But  conscience  wrung  away  the  poww. 

He gased,  he  saw:  he haerw  the  foee 

Of  beauty,  and  th^  fcotn  of  grape; 

It  was  Fnnotf  ca  by  his  side. 

The  maid  who  might  have  been  his  brid*! 

The  rose  was  yet  i^on  her  cheek. 

But  mellow'd  with  a  tenderw  strea]( : 

Where  was  the  play  of  her  soft  lips  fled? 

Gone  was  the  smile  that  enliTen'd  thrir  jmL 

The  ocean's  calm  within  their  visw^ 

BesidA  hv  Cf  e  had  liiss  of  blue ; 

But  like  that  cold  wave  it  stood  ftill. 

And  its  glance,  though  dear,  was  chiU ; 

Around  her  form  a  thin  robe  twining, 

Nought  eoneeal'd  her  bosom  shining ; 

Through  the  parting  of  her  ^m. 

Floating  darldy  downward  there, 

Her  rounded  arm  show'd  white  and  bare : 

And  ere  yet  she  made  reply. 

Once  she  raised  her  hand  on  high: 

It  was  so  wan  end  transparent  of  hue. 

You  might  have  seen  the  moon  shine  thvpofsh* 

XXI 

*  *  I  oome  from  my  wmt  to  him  I  iam  bestt 

That  I  may  b«  happy,  and  ha  magr  he  kkmt, 

I  have  pass'd  the  guards,  the  gate,  the  watt* 

Sought  thee  hi  safoty  thrcngh  foes  and  aU. 

'TIS  said  the  Uoa  will  tan  end  iee 

From  a  maid  in  te  piide  of  her  P«>ity ; 

And  the  Power  on  high,  that  oaa  fhMUlth*  ^mA 

Thus  from  th»  ty»at«f  the  wood. 

Hath  extended  its  mercgr  to  guasd  pieM  will 

From  the  hands  of  the  leaguering  infidel 

I  come— and  if  I  oome  in  vain, 

Never,  oh  nevfs:,  wp  meet  again  1 

Thou  hast  done  a  fearful  deed 

In  falH^  away  from  thy  father's  ec^ :  ' 

But  daah  that  turban  to  earth,  and  sign 

The  sign  of  the  qross,  and  for  ever  be  mine 

Wring  tiie  black  drop  from  thy  heart, 

A- J  *«_ unites  us  no  more  to  part** 


^*  And  wfaiW9  fhould  our  bridal  couch  be  1 
in  the  midst  of  the  dyin^  and  th^  dpad  ? 


m 


Oryaiiie;aBdl 

8001^81  vttk  ft  whi^  of  I 

YkHinM  and  cHTj  Bid*  ay  ftMt.*' 

ligkt  Ml  te  toMk,  bM  it  «i8M  «• 

AaiAotanliflhmt»liiifc— ♦, 

¥Udk  tz'd  Ub  b^r«A  tiM  poMT  «• 

DmiI  iBt^  was  Ikift  ^M^  ••  awM 

IteosUaot  ImmMm  feMi  ifti  kM; 

Btt  WW  fid  dMp  of  «M  •»  «M 

Strike  on  the  pdb»irfA««AinMi^<f 

iaAoKflihUgiM,  ki^ 

ftoit  ftiM^  Ui  Mood  V^ 

TlMfeiafakslovorkli 

And  bit  lM«t  nmk  to  001!  tlMt  ft  Mllte  olMOi 

Ai  k  hok'doB  «io  Ibao,  aad  MmM  lb  iMo 

8e  dapljr  fbiigod  imo  whol  iM  kMMP ; 

Farbitfiml    wMlioul  Iho  toy 

or  Bind,  tbat  moda  oa A  telno  ylif 

likt  ipnklfaif  «o:?M  00  o  aoay  day  I 

AidhgiB«tiBBlaBtliyakiyotaioa  ~ 

AadlMt  WOtda  aOBO  SRin  IVtthOVt  MVttWHhii 

tod  flare  loae not  o  fcaawo  o^w  Wr  >iiiifa  oool, 
Aadthere  aaam-i  not  o  polM  in  kar  ^olM  to  dwrii, 
Tlmi^  W  070  alMBo  Ottt»  7«l  <ko  lite  HM  ta^d, 

tod  the  ghaeo  flm  H  goTo  voa  ifSd  ud  «Hrfiif d 
Tidi  nght  af  ^oBgo,  as  Uto  Ofoa  WKf  wtmm^ 
or  «he  ntdaaa  uriio  walk  In  o  «m*kd  dnoB  $ 
lAe  tiia  flgoiaa  an  anoa,  «Mit  glooaOf 
Bto'd  li]r  ika  teestik  of  «io  iriMry  ak, 
80  ten  bj  die  dying  lanp'a  itM  Hgkt, 
Ii»M,batllfe-llko,  Mkd  owfal  toaighfl} 
to  fkrf  aeeB^  fhroogk  tho 


h<n  fle  diadoay  mtn  lekoo 

VeerfoDj  littiag  to  and  fto, 
to  t^  gwto  on  tbo  tapaoliy  • 


lodlgo. 


*tfMtftrtofoofMkothoB 

Tkaenaeh,  Oan,  far  «ho  lore  of  haaraa,— 


f^n  of  fliy  fldOlaoB  brow,  and  awoor 

TUaeqJmdaoontry^ 

erftotmlaat; 

^ftTartb  there    _ 

IftUitedeoti^^and, 

AbHvy  dean  "tte  tldno  to -. 

TW  dooo^koB  ImV  itertto  i 

^  B««7'e  gBilo  say  looalvo 

^^1  paaaa  <wi*>  ^iwwawt  nnjuj..  ^^^  M^n 

Ike  coea  of  Km  «Mm  ffidot  ftfaako{ 
tod  bak  tMa  tton  to  koovw,  nd  aot 
Ito  IvTo  Ibr  off«  Ant  from  <baa. 
Tkoe  Sa  al|[^  aknd  by  tko  maatt-v 
^  paaaing,  aod  irsn  paaa  Ml  aoa«— 
II.  bj  ika  lima  tea  ^apoiy  adi 
Hadi  aeoMdlnr  AaiBd  oA  «o  ^^ 


Tkyl 

Tfcaa  Qod  and  ■■■  ow  Ww  ■  1  ■^■ny 
Dark  Witt  tky  doQOA  bo,  darkac  atfl 
~  rofilL'* 


Alp  look*d  to  kiSfoii,  and  aow  a*  kWb 
91»  aigs  ako  apoko  of  fa  tbo  ak J  ( 
But  kia  kaart  waa  awoQan,  and  tors'd  M 


Tkfa  trot  fciao  paaaion  of  kk  broaat 
Ml'd  Mko  o  tavoM  o  W  «M  not 
BaanoletMiOrl    AdSMaoy'd 
BjnOdvwdoal  atteidmaidl 
Jl<  VHBf'd  bg  Vantoe,  tow  to  aawo 
Bar  oo«h  dovotad  to  tko  giaoo  I 
No-4koagk  tka*  aiond  wosa  tknadv'a  «Hg^ 
And  akaigad  to  craak  kim— lot  k  borat ! 

Ho  look'd  i^on  it  aomaatly, 
Witkoot  on  oeoant  of  reply ; 
Howatak'ditpoaaittg;  it ia flown: 
Fnll  on  kia  tya  tko  dear  moon  akoao, 
And  tkna  ko  apako— "  Wkato'or  my  ftto, 
I  an  no  akangeUng— 'tia  too  lata : 
Tko  road  in  atorma  may  bow  and  ^nlTir, 
Tkan  rioo  again ;  tko  troa  mnat  ekiTir. 
Wkat  Yaniee  made  me,  I  muat  be, 
Ear  fao  in  all,  aare  lore  to  tkee : 
Bnttkonartaafe:  ok,  fly  witk  me !  ** 

Ho  tvm'd,  bat  die  ia  gone ! 

Notking  ia  tkere  but  tko  oolvan  atone. 

Hatk  ako  annk  In  tke  eartk,  or  melted  in  akrf 

Hoaaw  not^  ko  knew  not ;  bnt  notking  la  Ikaoo 

XSXL 

Tko  nigkt  la  poet,  and  akinee  tko  son 

Aa  If  tkat  mom  waro  a  jocond  one. 

Ligktly  and  Wg^liy  broaka  away 

Tke  Homing  from  ker  maodo  gray, 

And  tko  Koon  will  look  on  a  aotoy  diy. 

Hark  to  tko  tomnp,  and  tke  dram, 
And  die  moamftQ  aoond  of  tke  baibarooa  kanii 
And  tke  flap  of  tke  bannere  tkat  flit  aa  tkogrVa  bcoMb 
And  tke  no^rk  of  tke  eteed,  and  tke  nudtitndaro  kun. 
And  die  elaak,  and  die  akovt,  *<«key  eeno,  dMy 

oomei" 
Tko  konotaHa*  are  pIncVd  from  tke  gracnd,  and 

die  aword 
Fromita  akaatb;  and  tkey  form, and  bntwaltiii 

tke  word. 
Tartar,  and  Spaki,  and  Torooman, 
Strike  yonr  tenta,  and  tkrong  to  tko  Ton ; 
Mount  ye,  apor  ye,  akiir  tke  pkun, 
Tkat  tke  frigftfre  may  flee  In  Tain, 
Wkon  ko  breaka  from  tke  town;  and  noi 
Aged  or  yonng.  In  tko  Cbrladaa  ak^o } 
Wkilo  yoor  foUowa  on  foot,  In  a  flery  i 
Bloodataki  tke  boaaek  diroogk  wUck  dioy  poaa. 
Tke  ataeda  are  all  bridled,  and  anort  to  tke  rein ; 
Curred  la  eaek  neck,  and  flowing  eack  mane ; 
Wkito  la  tke  foam  of  tbeir  okamp  on  the  bit: 
Tko apeara am npliffead;  tke matckea  too Vt; 
Tke  eannon  are  pointed,  and  ready  to  roar. 
And  eraak  tke  wall  diey  koTe  crumbled  bdfora : 
Forma  In  kia  pkalanz  eack  Jaidsar; 
Alpattkobkead;  kia  rigkt  arm  la  bare. 
So  la  tke  btodo  of  kia  oeimitar ; 

•  Mtom  ai^dko  »m1m  aao  a  nt  Ikoir  90l»4 
Tko  il  h  lliiiiif  tikihiidif  a^hoit. 


Wlien  the  otStrmbi'u  a^ntl  is  ired,  then  on ; 

LeAve  not  in  Cimnth  a  Vbrm%  one— 

A  prieit  at  her  altan,  a  chief  in  her  haUt, 

A  hearth  In  her  mansions,  a  stone  on  her  ivnBk 

God  and  the  prophet— Alia  Hu  1 

Up  to  the  rides  wi^  that  wild  halloo! 

"  There  the  hreaeh  lies  for  passage,  the  ladder  to 

scale  s 
And  jonr  hands  on  your  sabres,  and  how  shoiiM  ye 

fiOl? 
He  who  first  downs  with  the  red  eross  may  crave 
His  heart's  dearest  wish;  let  him  ask  It,  and  have !" 
Thus  utter'd  Conmourgi,  the  danntless  viator; 
The  reply  was  the  brandish  of  sahre  and  spear, 
And  the  shout  of  fierce  thousands  in  joyevs  ire ; 
Silence— hark  to  the  sIgnalrHfire ! 

xxra. 

As  the  wolres,  that  headlong  go 

On  the  stately  buffido, 

Though  with  fiery  eyes,  and  angry  roar, 

And  hoofii  th|it  stamp,  and  horns  that  gore, 

He' tramples  on  the  earth,  or  tosses  on  high 

The  foremost,  who  rush  on  his  strength  but  to  die, 

Thus  against  the  wall  they  went. 

Thus  the  first  were  backward  bent ; 

Many  a  bosom,  sheath'd  in  brass, 

Strew'd  the  earth  like  broken  glass, 

Shivet'd  by  the  shot,  that  tore 

The  ground  whereon  they  moved  no  more ; 

Even  as  they  fell,  in  files  they  lay, 

Like  the  mower's  grass  at  the  close  of  day, 

When  hisSvork  is  done  on  the  l^ell'd  plain ;  * 

Such  was  the  fall  of  thm  foremost  slain. 

XXIV. 

As  the  spring-tides,  with  heavy  plaah» 

From  the  cliib  invading  dash 

Huge  fir«gments»  sapp'd  by  the  ceaaelese  fl«w^ 

Till  white  and  thundering  down  they  go> 

lake  the  avalanche's  8now> 

On  the  Alpine  vales  below ; 

Thus  at  length,  outbseathed  and  worn, 

Ooiinth's  sons  were  downward  borne 

By  the  long  and  oft  renew'd 

Chaige  of  the  Moslem  multitude. 

In  firmness  they  stood,  and  in  masses  they  feU, 

HMp'd,  by  the  hoet  of  the  infidel, 

Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot : 

Nothing  there,  save  death,  was  mute ; 

Stroke,  and  thrust,  and  flash,  and  cry 

For  quarter,  or  for  victory. 

Mingle  there  with  the  volleying  thunder, 

Which  makes  the  distant  cities  wonder 

How  the  sounding  battle  goes. 

If  with  them,  or  for  their  foes ; 

If  they  must  mourn,  or  may  rejoice 

In  that  annihilating  voice, 

Which  pierces  the  deqp  hills  through  and  through 

With  an  eeho  dread  and  new : 

You  night  have  heard  it,  on  that  day, 

O'er  Salamis  and  Megara; 

(We  have  heard  the  hearers  say  J 

Even  unto  Pirseiis  bey, 

XXV. 
Fmn  the  point  of  «iwwBrtiringbbiiwt»li»hflt> 


B«t  th*  nMif«l  Is  w«i,  I 

AikdaHlmttiie  after  c 

Shrillor  shrieks  now  mingling  c 

From  within  the  plunder'di 

Hark  to  the  httsCe  oi  ilyiag  feet, 

That  sphdi  in  tiM  blood  of  tibs  aiippeiy  stisitt 

But  here  and  there,  where  'vantage  f^emd 

Against  the  foe  may  still  be  found. 

Desperate  groupat  of  twelve  or  teB« 

Make  a  pause,  and  turn  agaia^ 

With  banded  baeks  against  th«  wdl. 

Fiercely  ttaiid,  or  fighting  foU. 

There  stood  an  old  man— ^his  hairs  were  wUlit 

But  his  veteran  arm  w«s  ttHl  of  might: 

So  gallantly  bore  be  the  brant  of  this  fiNj« 

The  dead  before  him,  on  that  day* 

Xn  a  MBicirele  lagr ) 

Still  he  combated  unwouadedf 

Though  retreating,  unsurrounded. 

Many  a  scar  of  former  fi||ht 

LurVd  beiwath  his  eonUt  bdght ; 

But  every  wound  his  body  bore, 

Saeh  and  aU  had  been  ta'en  before : 

Though  aged,  he  was  so  iron  of  limb. 

Few  of  our  youth  could  cope  with  him ; 

And  the  foas,  whom  he  singly  kept  at  bay, 

Outnumber'd  his  thin  hairs  ol  silver  yrsir. 

From  right  to  left  his  sabse  swept: 

Many  an  Othaan  mother  wept 

Sons  that  were  unborn,  when  dipp'd 

His  weapon  first  in  Moslem  gore» 

Ere  his  years  could  count  a  soore. 

Of  all  he  might  have  been  the  sixe 

Who  fell  that  day  beae«th  his  ire : 

For,  sonkes  left  long  years  ago» 

His  wiatiimade  many  a  chiMlees  foe  i 

And  sinee  the  day,  when  in  the  etrait* 

His  only  boy  had  met  his  fote, 

His  parent's  iron  hand  did  doom 

More  than  a  human  heoatomh. 

If  shades  by  carnage  be  appeased^ 

Patrodus*  spirit  less  was  pleased 

Than  hia»  Minotti's  son  who  died 

Where  Asia's  bounds  and  ours  divide. 

Bmiod  he  lay  where,  thousands  before 

For  thousands  of  years  were  inh«m<wi  on  th«  uksies 

What  of  thflm  is  left,  to  tell 

Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  fell  ? 
Not  a  stone  on  their  turf,  nor  a  bone  in  their  smveet 
But  they  live  in  the  verse  ttant  1 


XXVL 
Hark  to  Uie  Allah  shout  I  abend 
Of  the  Mnieniman  brevest  and  best  is  at  hand ; 
Their  te^dss^e  nervevs  asm  is  baj% 
Swifter  to  smitoi  asd  n^ver  to  aper^^ 
Uncfothed  to  the  ehonlder  it  wnves  then,  on ; 
Thus  in  thi  fight  is  he  evsr  knowmj 
Others  a  gmSm  garb  may  show. 
To  tempt  the  spoil  of  the  greedy  foei 
Many  a  hand's  on  a  zioher  l^lt, 
But  none  ool  a  steel  nere  mddily  gX%% 
Many  a  loftier  turban  nay  weai^ 
Alp  is  but  lounm  by  the  white  aim  ben  ; 
Look  thiongh  the  thick  of  the  flight,  'tis 
There  is  not  a  standard  on  that  shore 
So  well  advsaoed  the  rsaka  befort  i 


m 


inn  ImfhelMhb  kftif  M  &r; 
It  glaew  Ifte  a  IblUBi  altt ! 
Wkae'cr  thai  nl^itr  nm  is 
TkB  liitiMl  teb  «r  lala  hava  hmm  i 

Tiintftathiiiii^iftilTarttt; 
0^  tiw  hafo,  dm  l7U8» 
8ran»«»9Mla«r(Wiitta7tiig; 
KutariiV  hvlM*  fc«Ue  blow 
■SMMt  the  ifcLMit  hffifl'd  iw> 


ttlMtk'A. 


XXYIL 
StinttMOdBU 
jyiaAl|P»««aiwrft] 


Tboa^  tiw  lii»  af  thj  gift  vonld  iMft  «v  afMr." 


il— OkaqrpMHMdbQdel 
Hmi  dw  tM  |MMk  bgrlhy  |d4*  ?  " 


Far  ftoB  ttea»  md  oaAcftMU" 
GrinlT  dMB  MbioMindMt 
As  W  ■■«  J^p  ataifSMiag  bow 
IMbrebii  ifoidi^  ••  wA  a  IiIqv. 


"Ok God!  wlMa^«dahor*--<< 

Kor  «wp  I  for  h«  ipfeift's  flighi : 

KoDfi  of  my  pua  noo  wkaM.  be 

Sbtw  toMobwBitaad  th— 

CosM  oa !  "•— Tbat  ahaUngo  w  ia  vaiii!— 

AIp*i  afaoody  witb  the  aUial 

WldleMiikotti'evcadiiire 

XoR  levnge  ia  bitfew  epoakiag 

tbaa  Ui  ftkkJM'a  paint  bad  taad. 

Had  tke  tiaie  aBav'd  t»  wooad. 

F^on  «HUa  Iba  aaigbberiag  perch 

OfaloDgdefiwdedobveh, 

Wteattia  left  ami  doupwrateAw 

W««U  ibi  baling  tghi  iwMV, 

Tbcdnpabot  dadied  A)p  lo  the  | 

Br  tt  aft  eoaU  view  the  would 

nat  cnak'd  thm^  «ia  bnia  of  the  bifldol. 

BMDd  Ufpaa,  aad  dMm  be  Ml  s 

A  luk  like  te  wittia  bSe  eyea 

Bbnd,  ti  be  beat  aa  mofo  to  dee, 

Aadi^  etotaal  daxkaaaa  annb 

Ttoat^iflftepapimtiBgtwMUti 

KooKkt  aC  fife  kn»  aaiia  a  viivfliag 

^VVhflR  kia  Inka  mae  allgbtlj  abhMriBi : 

Tkej  tnn'd  Urn  on  bk  baA »  bia  kiaaat 

And  tmr  vwe  alaia'd  with  goM  anA  daolt 

Aad  fhmg^  bii  lipe  tba  lift4i]aod  c 

Fioa  Ha  aaap  ^leiM  kftoly  Imed ; 

But  in  bia  fidae  tteca  wee  ao  thiab> 

Nff  oa  Ua  Ufa  tM  lyiag  eeb ; 

Siflk,  aor  void,  aor  BtxaggUBg  breath 

HenUadkia  a«y  to  death : 

Bie  kii  Toy  Ibmigbt  ooold  pny» 

XJaaaall'd  be  ipaaa'd  awmy, 

'WHkovt  a  hope  fkom  macft  aid,~ 

TotkaUstaienegada. 


SXTHL 

FeaiMlgrfiayiBaNee 

Of  bia  IMawM  aad  Me  fcee ; 

1lnaeiaJof«feafaeytbeee( 

Thea  again  ia  eeattelHiifaigi 

Claebfaig  Bwoide,  and  apeeie 

lBt«ebai«ed  the  blow  end  tfanet 

Harliag  wMikn  bi  the  daet. 

alveet  bj  etreeli  and  sakby  iBet» 

Stm  U\»wM  ilwea  diapaio 

Tba  lateet  pertioa  of  tbe  tend 

Left  beaeaHi  bk  bigb  eenwinid  I 

mthbii 

Tbeiiwaarefbfa 

StOltbeehwebia 


That  half  av 
When  Alp,  bar  I 
Thither  bendkg  etanly  beak. 
They  leava  baJuee  a  Ueady  tvaek ; 
Aad,  with  iMr  fiMOB  to  tba  ftw, 
DeeUag  wannda  witb  every  btow. 
The  chief,  aad  bfa  wtwaatiag  tmfa, 
JoiB  to  tbeaa  wittia  the  lane ; 
There  fbey  yet  nop  kreatbe  awUk, 
Sheltered  by  the  aaaa^  pOa. 

XXIX. 

Brief  breathiag-tinia !  Aetnxbaa'a  boot, 

Witb  addiag  naka  aad  raging  boaat, 

Plreee  onwazda  with  anch  atr^gth  and  beat, 

Their  nambera  balk  their  own  retreat ; 

For  aanrow  the  way  that  led  to  the  spot 

Wheee  atill  the  Christiana  yielded  not ; 

And  the  foremoet,  if  fearful,  nui.y  rainly  try 

Through  the  nkasey  column  to  torn  aad  fly; 

They  perforce  maat  do  or  die. 

They  die ;  but  ere  their  eyee  eould  cloae, 

Areagers  o*er  their  bodice  rose ; 

Freeh  aad  ftnioaa,  fast  they  All 

The  raaka  aathinn'd,  though  aUvghter'd  itflli 

Aad  faint  the  weary  Chriatiana  wax 

Befoie  the  etSU  renew'd  attacka : 

And  now  the  Othman'a  gain  the  gate ; 

Still  reeiata  its  iron  weight. 

And  still,  all  deadly  ahn'd  and  hot, 

From  wrmy  ererioe  oomea  the  ahot ; 

From  erery  ahatter'd  window  pour 

The  Tolleya  of  the  sulphuroua  ahower : 

But  the  portal  wmTering  growa  and  weak-^ 

The  iron  yields,  the  hingea  creak-* 

It  beade— it  falls— «nd  all  U  o'er ; 

Lost  Corinth  okay  resist  no  more ! 

XXX. 

Darkly,  sternly,  and  all  slene, 

MinoHl  neod  e'er  tba  aHari 

Madonna's  Ikee  apen  him  i 

Painted  in  beatenly  bne 

ITith  eyee  of  Hght  and  iaebi  af  leevi 

And  placed  apoa  that  h<dy  shrina 

To  ia  ear  thwgbte  an  thdage  dfcrbae^ 

When  pictored  there,  we  kneeling  see 

Her,  aad  the  boy-Ood  on  her  knee, 

Smiling  sweetly  on  each  prayer 

To  beaTOB,  aa  if  to  waft  it  there. 

BtQl  she  sailed ;  eren  aow  aha  emUsa, 

Though  alaaghtsr  atreama  along  her  aialea : 


m 

Minotti  Uftad  hli  aged  egr«k 
And  maide  tk«  tign  of  acnMKittkft 
Then  Miied  ft  tardiirtiiak  Uwed 
And  ftm  he  etood,  iriyU»  wHli  etoel 
Inward  and  onwaid  Hm 

.XXXL 


Bnmrt  woks& 


TheTinltebenee&tlto 
Contain'd  the  dead  of  eget  gone; 
Thoir  names  were  on  tiie  gtaven  fle«r> 
But  now  illegihU  with  gove ; 
The  eanred  oreete,  and  entUMfl  hftM» 
The  yaried  macUe's  velna  difittM^ 
Were  amear'd,  and  dippe>7— etain'd,  i 
With  broken  aworda,  and  helma  o'arthiown 
There  were  deed  aboire*  and  the  deed  below 
Laj  cold  in  nuny  a>  oolBn'd  x«w ; 
You  might  MM  them  piled  in  saUe  state. 
By  a  pale  light  thAmgh  a  gloomy  grate; 
Bnt  War  had  enter'd  their  dark  eatresi 
And  stored  along  the  TanHed  grsvea 
Her  snlphnrons  tiiMies,  thickly 
In  masses  by  the  flashless  deed : 
Here,  throughout  the  niegei  had  been 
The  Christians'  cidefast  magariwe ; 
To  these  a  late-form'd  train  now  led, 
Minotti*8  last  and  stem  resource 
Against  the  foe's  o'evwhelming  force. 

xrxn. 

The  foe  came  on,  and  few  remafai 

To  stitte,  and  those  must  strive  in  Tain : 

For  lack  of  farther  Utcs,  to  slake 

The  thirst  of  vengeance  now  awake, 

With  barbarous  blows  they  gash  ^e  dead, 

And  lof  the  already  lifeleas  head, 

And  feQ  the  statues  from  their  niche. 

And  spojl  the  shrines  of  offerings  ridh, 

And  from  each  other's  rude  hands  wrest 

The  silver  veeseh  saints  had  bless'd. 

To  the  high  altar  ofk  they  go ; 

Oh,  but  it  made  a  glorious  show ! 

On  its  table  stiU  behold 

The  cup  of  oonsterated  gold ; 

Massy  and  deep,  a  glittering  prise, 

Brightly  It  sparkles  to  plunderers'  eyes : 

That  mom  it  held  the  holy  wine. 

Converted  by  Christ  to  his  blood  so  dhine. 

Which  his  worshippers  drank  at  the  break  of  day 

To  shrive  their  souls  ere  they  Join'd  fai  the  fruy. 

StiU  a  few  drops  within  it  lay ; 

And  round  the  sacred  table  glow 

Twelve  lofty  lamps,  in  splendid  row, 

From  the  purest  metal  cast; 

A  spoil-^e  richest,  and  the  last 

xxxnL 

So  near  they  ewne,  the  nwaet  sllulAt 
To  grasp  the  q^  he  almoot  lenek^d, 

When  old  HinoMi's  hand 
Toneh'd  vrtlh  Ike  toreh  ttM  trtitt^ 

Tisflredl 
Spiie,  vanlte»  fie  sWae,  thi»4ia»  thaeWb* 


Thetuitardvletots, 
Anthntof  livhigordead 
Hurl'd  on  high  wMi  the  tfhl«ta^d  tee, 

In  one  wfld  foer  foipit^  1 
The  shatter'd  town    the  wbIIb  tbmnn 
The  waves  a  MeB«nt  ba^kwert  !«•*«• 
The  bills  that  shake,  sltbM«k  unNkI, 

As  if  an  earthq[Uid»  pasi^A^ 
The  tiiousand  Aapeless  mttgB  att  Crista 
In  doud  and  flame  Kthwart  the 

By  that  tresMndowblas^^ 
Proditard  the  desMsaite  eoHllit 


On  that  too  long 
Up  to  the  sky  like  rockets  go 
All  that  mhigled  there  below : 
Many  a  tall  and  goetfy  WMk, 
Soorch'd  and  dttfvdTd  «•  ft  spaa* 
When  he  fen  to  earth 
LikeacindwstrewMtte 
Down  the  ashes  shower  like  rain; 
Some  leU  in  the  gulf,  wMsh  Tees»i«i 
WMi  a  thoosaad  eirttibag  vnMtbs ; 
Some  fell  on  the  shore,  but,  fbr  awmy, 
Scattsr'd  o'er  the  «a*MM  lay  i 
Christian  or  Modsaa,  whiah  ¥•  *eyf 
Let  their  mothera  aee  and  say ! 
When  In  ersdled  luat  «bsr  lay , 
And  eaehmn 

On  the  sweet  sleep  ef  tasr  eUM, 
Little  deem'd  she  sndi  a  day 
Would  rend  those  tender 
Not  the  maira 

Could  discern  their  offiqpring 
That  one  moment  lelt  no  Imoe 
More  of  human  ftnm  cr  lMe» 
Save  a  seatter'd  aeelp  «r  b«ne< 
And  down  came  Waring  mnsn^  wMWft 
Around,  and  many  a  fliSung  ston^ 
Deeply  dinted  in  thb  day, 
All  blaokan'd  Acre  and  leebteg  lay. 
All  the  Uving  thiage  Hwk  hesfed 
That  deadly  aarlh-ehoak  aiaamMii'd ; 
The  wild  birds  d0#;  tiia  wild  Jbgi  iad, 
And  howling  lift  Ike  nnborled  diai ; 
The  oameU  from  thehr  keapbta  bMke ; 
The  distant  stser  isrsoak  the  yoli*^ 
The  nearer  steed  phmged  o'br  «he  plaki. 
And  1mm*  Ms  ghth,  sad  tote  hie  lein 
The  bullfrog's  note)  Ikwh  out  the 
DeifinmilCi'd  aroee^  and  douiily  hsrtb 
The  wolves  you'd  on  the  esevKn'tl  MDt 
Where  echo  rolTd  In  thunder  etfl; 
The  jackal's  tMop,  te  gatlMS^d  efty««» 
Bay'd  from  ate  eoni|MaiBtly, 
Withamiz-dand 
like  oTfaig  bdbe,  and  k 
With  aaiiin  wing,  and 
The  ei^  left  his  todiy  neet^ 
And  mmlnted  nearer  te  the  MBS, 
The  elmiAi  baneaA  hte  seemid 
Their  smoke  asaaffd  his 
And  made  hte  hie^er  soar  and 
Thus  was  Corinth  lost  aiai  ^ran  t 
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NOTES  TQ  THE  SIEGE  OF  CORINTH. 


TkBhoftke  Tvreomaas  ii  wuteliig  aadpft- 


♦ 


3. 


Qnai  YUer  to  ftrtwiwt  III.  <A«  Notfr«^i||Mo- 


MitiQr  vovBded  in  fte  next,  aounst  &  G«r* 
MM,at  tiM  tfettle  of  Petenrand&,  (in  tlie  nUia 
flf  Ctabwiti.)  in  finnray,  endearoring  to  rdl}  bis 
M^  He  dStod  of  ktt  iraimds,  next  ^.  His 
liit«i4r«Mlk«  denpitMfeB  of  OoMnl  KvidMr, 


I  wiwnien:  and  hit  kti 

i«rii.''OlitlMlIeMld&UMrv«  nU  tkoClixb. 
Wiigil"  a  ipMck  atd  aet  not  nnlika  ooo  of 

(«igila.  E«  vaa  a  jouiir  nan  of  neat  ami 

i|ri  ateuM  wraMmptiMi:  on  bang  told  lliat 
Awe  Borne,  IlieAoppoied  to  biK,  '<wi^a 


I  venr  ta;ir  till  reiyieoent- 
ne  EinaneM  or  Mr.  Coleridge  bSmself,  wbOb 
I  bope,  if  eonvinced  tbat  I  baye  not  been  a  wilfu 
platfiuitt  Tbe  oriffiaal  Idea  undoubtedly  pertaiaa 
to  Mr.  Colcftdge,  wbooe  poem  baa  been  eompoMd 
abeiFv  fcnrteeu  veers.  Let  me  eonelnde  by  a  bepe 
tkrt  be  wfll  not  longer  delay  Hm  mtblioflhoa  e«  a 
prodnetton,  of  wUcb  1  ean  wStf  ada  my  mite  of  mf 
ptobation  to  tbe  applanae  ef  kx  more 
judges. 


I  great 


fMNmnMb  110  sM  In  IM  i&M«t  fds. 

F^eMf^Unefl. 

IWxfste  need  baidN  be  ^Milnded  tbat  Uieie 
•RM^Ms^lUe  tides  in  fin  Xeatemnean. 

4. 

Page  170,  line  8. 


™^"P«ti^  I  ^m  sscB,4SMii  andeseribsa,  be- 
Jf^fe.'^of  ^  SscagUe  at  Constantinople, 
*  "*•  «*  tvMn  wmhr  tbe  Bospborus  In  the 


lJ?;^*SV™*  «f  wldcb^pioj^s  betw^ 


I  tbink  tbe  feet  Is  also 


tmim«ur»iM  Panidiiieby  it 


Wm  ii  tJU  mud,  tMromoh  90m$  hoUvm  tiOM. 
999t  M,  line  «T. 


I  mnst  bcre  acknowledge  a  close,  thougb  unin* 
tentionai,  rsssmblanee  in  tbens  iwelu  Ihn  to  a 
passage  in  an  unpublisbed  poem  of  Mr.  Coleridge. 
csllM  ««C1iristabel.»*  It  was  not  till  slier  tbees 
linss  were  written  tbat  I  beard  tbat  wild  and  singn* 
larW  originsl  and  beautifbl  poem  recited ;  and  tbe 
M8.oftiiati     '    -^ ^    


Bt  mine;  it  may  be  fimnd 
ip«sl»«-lofte^ 
"  (fforaet  tbe  preelsepi«s 


ThtnUaUghtekmdbvihe 

Page  171>  Bne  91. 
t  bare  been  told  tbat  tbe  idea  tupisesed  horn 
llnss  588  to  008  bss  been  admired  by  tbose  irhom 
approbation  is  raluable.  I  am  glad  of  !t:  but  it  li 
«Sft  eilgnal— 4t  toast  not  ''  " 
mMk  biiiist  ssiiioeiiid  te  pi 

Ikk  Tsnienof  <*yatbek/'  (ffonet  t      . ^ 

of  tbe  Prencb,)  a  work  to  wbicn  I  bare  befne  ■•• 
ferred,  and  neter  recur  to,  or  read,  witbout  a  zt- 
newal  of  gratification. 

T%ek9ntla{Uar»phek^dfrom  the  grom^^  and  ik% 
mt^rd.  .  Page  171,  Kne  108. 

Tb*  bonetall  ixed  upon  i  lanee,  a  Pkcba's  stand- 
Hid 

8. 
iSMi  sinos  fiee  dtut  isAsn  t^  Ins  iAWv. 

PagelTSitoeM. 
In  tbe  naTsI  battle,  at  tbe  moutb  of  tbe  Dstdlh 
nelles  between  the  Venetians  and  tbe  Turks. 


10. 


Psge  1747liae  104. 


I  bellere  I  baire  taken  apoetieal  ] 
plant  tbe  jackal  from  Asia.  In  Oreeoe  I  nerer  saw 
nor  beard  these  animals ;  but  among  the  rubu  of 
Bpbeeus  I  bare  beard  them  by  hundreds,  t&ey 
baunt  rains,  end  follow  nmies. 


PARISINA. 


TO 

SCROPE   BBRDMORE    DAYIES,    ESQ. 

THB   FOLLOWIKO  fOXK  18  IITSCKXBSD, 
ST  mm  WHO  RJLS  LQN •  A.maXKD  Xn  TAZAim  AKD  TALVBO  BIS  T&IBlf MVlT 

^«iii«Ky  82, 1816. 


ADVBBTISBMBirr. 

Thb  following  poem  b  grounded  on  a  drmua* 
itenee  mentioned  in  Gibbon**  <*  AntiqiiMM  ol  Uie 
Honae  of  Bnumnek."— I  am  awve,  that  is  moten 
iHMa  the  dalieaef  or  fostidioaniMi  of  tba  reader 
m»j  doem  tnch  tutjeeti  anflt  for  the  pmroses  of 
^ealE7.  The  Oreeh  dramatlata,  and  iome  of  the 
»eat  of  oni  old  English  writers,  were  of  a  different 
opinion:  as  AUleri  and  Schiller  hare  also  been, 
more  recently,  npon  the  continent.  The  fbttowing 
extract  will  explain  the  facts  on  which  the  story  is 
foonj^ed.  The  name  of  Ato  is  snbstiitated  for 
Kicholas,  as  more  metrical. 

'*  Under  the  rei^a  of  Nicholas  III.  Fenaia  was 
ItotttttoA  with  a  AomosHo  tragedy.  By«biteatlSMmgr 
it  SB  attendant,  and  his  own  observation,  the  Mar- 
fnis  of  Sste  dlsootered  the  Inceetuons  loves  of  his 
wifo  Parisini,  and  Hngo  his  bastard  son,  a  beantiiU 
and  valiant  youth.  They  were  beheaded  in  the 
eaaUe  by  the  sentence  of  a  Akther  and  hnshand,  who 
published  his  shame,  and  survived  their  execntion. 
He  was  unfortunate,  if  they  w«se  guilty;  If  they 
were  innocent,  he  was  still  more  unfortunate ;  asr 
Is  Aere  any  possible  situsSlon  in  which  I  earn  sin* 
eerely  appeova  the  last  act  ofjusthis  of  a  parent"— 
OiHot^  MkcMmetmt  Workg,  vol.  ilL  p.  479,  new 


It  is  the  hour  whttt  ih«ai  the  boughs 
The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heard ; 

la  is  the  hour  when  tovitts*  vowa 
Seem  sweet  in  every  wUsper'd  word  t 

And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near, 

liake  music  to  the  lone^'Sar. 


Sash  Aower  the  dews  have  lightly  wet, 
And  in  the  Ay  the  stars  are  ttst, 
And  <m  the  wave  Is  deeper  blue. 
And  on  the  leaf  a  browner  hue, 
And  in  the  heaven  that  clear  obscure, 
So  softly  darh,  and  darkly  pure, 
Which  follows  the  decline  of  day, 
As  twilight  melts  beneath  the  moon  sway. 

II. 

But  it  is  not  to  list  to  I3ie  waterfoU 
That  Farisina  leaves  her  hall, 
And  k  is  not  1e  gate  OB  the  lieaMBly  fight 
That  the  Udy  walks  in  the  shadow  ^fn^B^t 
And  if  she  sits  in  Est^  bower, 
Tisnotforthasakaoftoftdlhlawiaiwwr 
Sba  Ustsas    bit  not  for  the  nightingale^ 
Though  her  ear  eacpeets  aa  asil  a  tale. 
There  glides  a  stap  through  the  foUaga  Uiisk, 
And  her  cheek  grows  pais— «nd  her  heart  beiH 

quick. 
There  whispers  aveiee  through  the  rustling  leaves 

And  her  blush  rstoms,  aad  her  boeom  heaves: 
A  moment  more    and  tiioy  shall  i 
ma  past-hsr  hfPir'S  ctt  hsir  Ibat 


Aadwhat 


m. 

ithsmlsttesassld 
_»oflkuasiBdtid»f 
Its  livteg  tiifaiga— its  eartfi  and  tikr^ 
An  nothing  to  their  irfnd  and  e^e. 


Of  aught  aaMbd,  abovsn  bsnea^; 
Aslfaaelaahadi 
Thsy«BlyfK4 


PABOINA. 


in 


8»  Im^  ttat  did  H  not  dieaj, 
Hal  bnqr  mdneM  would  destro/ 

Hm  bents  which  fed  its  ilarj  sway : 
Of  gnh,  of  peril,  do  they  desm 
h  that  tannltiioiu  tender  dretm  ? 
Who  thvl  bnTe  felt  that  passion**  power. 
Or  pnood  or  fear'd  in  snch  an  hour  } 
Ortimght  how  brief  snch  moments  last  ? 
Bit  ]fet--<lie3r  are  already  past ! 
Ahil  «e  mnst  awake  bdbre 
Ve  haow  neh  risUm  comes  no  more. 

nr. 

WNkmsay  a  lingering  look  they  leare 
IW^ot  of  gvdlty  gladness  past ; 

iadtbragh  they  hope,  and  tow,  they  griere 
Ai  if  that  parting  were  the  last 

lis  ftcfaent  sigh— the  long  embrace— 
The  1^  Aat  there  would  ding  for  erer, 

Whfle  g^bams  on  Parisina's  face 
The  Hwren  she  fears  will  not  forgive  her, 

Aa  if  esdi  calmly  conidous  star 

Bchddlicr  frailty  from  afar— 

The  ftequent  sigh,  the  long  embrace, 
Ycthiada  them  to  their  trysting-place ; 
Bat  it  most  come,  and  they  must  part 
la  feaiftil  heaTiness  of  heart. 
With  an  the  deep  snd  shuddering  chiU 
WUdifdlowi  Cast  the  deeds  of  01. 

V. 

And  Hugo  is  gone  to  hia  lonely  bed, 

To  eoTBt  there  another's  bride ; 
Bet  ahe  atut  lay  her  eonsdous  head 
A  bubsnd's  trusting  heart  bedde. 
Bat  ferer'd  in  her  deep  she  seems, 
Aad  red  her  cheek  with  troubled  dreams, 

And  amtters  she  in  her  unrest 
A  same  ahe  dare  not  breathe  by  day. 
And  dasps  her  lord  unto  the  breast 
Whieh  psitfs  fior  one  away : 
And  he  to  that  embrace  awakes, 
Aad,  happy  in  the  thought,  miatakes 
Thst  dreuaing  s^h,  and  warm  caress. 
For  aach  as  he  was  wont  to  bless ; 
Aad  eoold  in  very  fondness  weep 
O's  her  iriio  lores  him  even  in  deep. 

VL 
He  efaiap'd  her  sleeping  to  his  heart, 

Aadlistai'd  to  eaeh  broken  word: 
He  hears— Why  doth  Prince  Aso  start. 

As  if  the  Arehangd's  voice  he  heard  ? 
Aad  weQ  he  may^^a  deeper  doom 
Codd  seareety  thunder  o'er  his  tomb, 
Whenhe  ahall  wake  to  deep  no  more. 
And  stand  the  etenud  throne  before. 
And  well  he  may— his  earthly  peace 
Upon  tint  aound  is  doom'd  to  cease : 
That  aleepiag  whisper  of  aname 
Bespcska  her  guilt  and  Aso's  shame. 
And  wfaaoe  that  name  }  that  o*er  his  pillow 
Bounds  (iesfd  sa  the  breakinic  biUow, 
Which  ToQs  the  pUnk  upon  the  shoiv, 
And  dashes  oai  the  pdntedrock 

Tlw  wret^who  dnks  to  nae  no  more^— 
80  csae  uf«n  hia  tod  the  shock. 


Aad  whose  that  wmm}  'tis  Hi^'s»-hit— 
In  sooth  he  had  not  deem'd  of  this  !— 
Tis  Hugo's,— he,  the  child  of  one 
He  lored— hia  own  all-eril  son— 
The  ofipring  of  hia  wayward  youth. 
Wheal  he  betrayed  Bianca's  truth,  ^ 

The  maid  whoae  folly  could  confide 
in  him  who  made  her  not  his  bride. 

vn. 

Hephtck'd  his  poniard  in  its  sheath, 

0ht  sheath'd  it  ere  the  point  was  bare  - 
Howe'er  unworthy  now  to  breathe. 
He  could  not  slay  a  thing  so  fair— 
At  least,  not  smfling— deeping— thert  ■ 
Kay  more  .*— he  did  not  wake  her  then, 
But  gased  npon  her  with  a  glance 
Which,  had  she  roused  her  from  her  traaee^ 
Had  frosen  her  sense  to  deep  again— 
And  o*cr  his  brow  the  burning  Ismp 
Oleaa'd  on  the  dew-drops  big  and  damp. 
She  spake  no  more    but  still  she  dumber'^- 
While,  in  lUs  thought,  her  days  sre  number'd. 

vin. 

And  with  the  mom  he  sought,  and  fami. 
In  many  a  tale  horn  thoee  around. 
The  proof  of  all  he  feer'd  to  know, 
Their  present  guilt,  his  future  wo: 
The  kmgHKmniring  damsels  seek 
To  save  themsdves,  and  would  transfer 
The  gdlt-^he  shame— the  doom    to  her : 
Concsabnent  is  no  more— they  speak 
All  circumstance  which  may  compel 
Full  credence  to  the  tde  they  tell : 
And  Aso's  tortured  heart  and  ear  . 
Have  nothing  more  to  feel  or  hear. 

IX. 
He  was  not  one  who  brook'd  dday : 

^thin  the  chamber  of  his  state, 
The  chief  of  Este'i  andent  sway 

Upon  his  throne  of  judgment  sate ; 
Hia  noblea  and  his  gnsrds  sre  there,* 
Befirae  him  ia  the  dnful  pair; 
Both  young— and  one  how  passing  fair ! 
With  swordless  bdt,  and  fetter'd  hand. 
Oh,  Christ  I  that  such  a  son  should  stand 

Before  a  father's  face ! 
Yet  thus  must  Hugo  meet  his  dre, 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  hia  ire. 
The  tale  of  hia  disgrace ! 
And  yet  he  seems  not  overcome, 
Although,  as  yet,  his  voice  be  dumb. 

X. 

And  still,  and  pde,  and  silently 

Did  Farisina  wdt  her  doom ; 
How  chaoged  since  last  her  speaking  eye 

Glanced  gladness  round  the  glittering 
Where  high-bom  men  were  proud  to  wdt-* 
Where  Beauty  watch'd  to  fanitate 

Her  gentle  voice— her  lovdy  mien— 
And  gather  from  her  air  and  gdt 
The  graces  of  its  queen : 
Then,— had  her  eye  in  aonrow  wept, 
A  thousand  warriors  forth  had  leapt, 
A  tiiousand  swords  had  sheathlees  sheM^ 
And  made  her  quarrel  all  their  owiu 


ITS 
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Now,-^1i«il8  the  ?  and  wlAt  an  ilier  ? 
Can  slie  oomnuoid,  or  these  obey  ? 
All  tilent  and  unheeding  now, 
With  downoast  eyes  and  knitting  bnm, 
And  folded  anns,  and  fireezing  air. 
And  lips  that  soaroe  theix  soom  forbear. 
Her  knights,  and  dames,  her  eonrtr— is  there. 
And  he,  the  chosen  one,  whose  lance 
Had  yet  been  conch'd  before  her  glanee, 
Who— were  his  arm  a  moment  free- 
Had  died  or  gain'd  her  liberty ; 
The  minion  of  his  father's  bride,—  ^ 

He,  too,  is  fetter'dby  her  side; 
Nor  sees  her  swollen  and  full  eye  swim 
Less  for  her  own  despair  than  him : 
Those  lids— o'er  which  the  violet  vein  ' 
Wandering,  leaves  a  tender  stain, 
Shining  through  the  smoothest  white 
That  e'er  did  softest  kiss  invite — 
Now  aeem'd  with  hot  and  livid  glow 
To  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  below ; 
Whidi  glance  so  heavily,  and  fill, 
As  tear  on  tear  grows  gathering  still. 

XI. 
And  he  for  her  had  also  wept, 

But  for  the  eyes  that  on  faixn  gazed : 
His  sorrow,  if  he  felt  it,  slept ; 

Stem  and  erect  his  brow  was  raised. 
Whate'er  the  grief  his  soul  avow'd. 
He  would  not  shrink  before  the  crowd ; 
But  yet  he  dared  not  look  on  her : 
Remembrance  of  the  hours  that  were  ■ 
His  guilt— his  lote— his  present  state— 
His  father's  wrath— all  good  men's  hate— > 
His  earthly,  his  eternal  fate— 
And  her's,  oh,  her's !— ^e  dared  not  throw 
One  look  upon  that  deathlike  brow ! 
Else  had  his  rising  heart  betray'd 
Remorse  for  all  the  wreck  it  made. 


XII. 

And  Aso  spake  ^-^^But  jresterday 

I  gloried  in  a  wife  and  son ; 
That  dream  this  morning  pass'd  away. 

Ere  dny  detines,  I  shall  have  none. 
My  life  must  linger  on  alone ! 
Well,— let  that  pas:,— there  breathes  not  one 
Who  would  not  do  as  I  have  done : 
Those  ties  are  broken— not  by  me ; 

Let  that  too  pass ;— The  doom's  prepared ! 
Hugo,  the  priest  awaits  on  thee, 

And  then— thy  crime's  reward ! 
Away !  address  thy  prayers  to  Heaven, 

Before  its  evening  stars  are  met^ 
Learn  if  thou  there  canst  be  forgiven ; 

Its  mercy  may  absolve  thee  yet 
But  here,  upon  the  earth  beneath. 

There  is  no  spot  where  thou  and  I 
Together,  for  an  hour,  eould  breathe : 

FareweB!  I  will  not  see tiiee  die— 
Bnt  thoa»  fraU  thing !  shall  view  his  1 

Awmj  1  I  eannot  speak  tiie  rest : 

Go  1  woman  of  the  wanton  breast, 
Not  I,  but  thou  hU  blood  dost  shed: 
Go !  If  tiiat«ight  thou  canst  outliTe, 
And  joy  thee  in  file  Ufo  I  give  " 


xm. 

And  hero  stem  Aso  hid  his  face— 
For  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vela 
Throbb'd  as  if  back  upon  his  brain 
The  hot  blood  ebb'd  and  flow'd  again  i 

And  therefore  bow'd  be  for  a  space. 

And  pass'd  his  shaking  hand  along 

His  eye,  to  veil  it  from  the  throng ; 

While  Hugo  raised  his*  chained  hands. 

And  for  a  brief  delay  demands 

His  father's  ear ;  the -silent  tfre 

Forbids  not  what  his  words  reqidre. 

*<  It  is  not  that  I  dread  the  deaths 

For  thou  hast  seen  me  by  thy  side 

All  redly  through  the  battle  ride. 

And  that  not  once  a  useless  brand 

Thy  slaves  have  wrested  from  my  hand, 

Hath  shed  more  blood  in  cause  of  thine, 

Than  e'er  can  stain  the  axe  of  mine : 
Then  gav'st,  and  may'st  resume  my  farealh, 

A  gift  for  which  I  thank  thee  not : 

Nor  are  my  mother's  wrongs  forgot, 

Her  slighted  love  and  ruin'd  name, 

Her  offspring's  heritage  of  shame ; 

But  she  is  in  the  grave,  where  he. 

Her  son,  thy  rival,  soon  shall  be, 

Her  broken  heart— my  sever'd  head- 
Shall  witness  for  thee  from  the  dead 

How  trusty  and  how  tender  were 

Thy  youthfril  love— paternal  care. 

'TIS  true,  that  I  have  done  thee  wrong- 
But  wrong  for  wrong  :-Hhi8,  deem'd  thy  brids^ 
The  other  victim  of  thy  pride, 

Thou  know'st  for  me  was  destined  long. 

Thou  saw'st,  and  oovetedst  her  charms— 
And  with  thy  very  crime— my  birth. 
Thou  tauntedst  me— as  little  worth ; 

A  match  ignoble  for  her  arms. 

Because,  forsooth,  I  could  not  claim 

The  lawfol  heirship  of  thy  name. 

Nor  sit  on  Este's  lineal  throne : 
Tet,  were  a  few  short  summers  mfne, 
Hy  name  should  more  than  Esters  shin* 

With  honors  all  my  own. 

I  had  a  sword— and  have  a  breast 

That  should  have  won  as  haught*  a  creet 

As  ever  waved  along  the  line 

Of  all  these  sovereign  sires  of  thine. 

Not  always  knightly  spurs  are  wom 

The  brightest  by  the  better  bom; 

And  mine  have  lanced  my  eovrser's  flank 

Before  proud  chiefs  of  princely  rank* 

When  charging  to  the  cheering  cry 

Of  <  Bate  and  of  Yietoiy ! ' 

I  will  not  plead  the  oanse  of  crime, 

Nor  sue  thee  to  redeem  from  time 

A  few  brief  hours  or  days  that  must 

At  length  roll  o'er  my  reckless  dust  ^— 

Such  maddening  moments  as  my  past. 

They  coiddnot  and  they  did  not,  last— 

Albeit  my  biith  and  name  be  ba8e« 

And  thy  nobility  of  raee 

Diedain'd  to  decka  thing  like  vae^ 
Yet  in  my  Ifneoments  they  Inoe 
Some  foatores  of  my  Ikther'a  Ikee, 

And  in  my  sphdtF-ell  of  thee. 

Fkont  theep-«this  tameleesniiss  of  keatt^ 

Ftom  thee— nay,  vrhoeefore  doet  thon  fflavt  9— 
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Uywmoi  •tteiBgth,  my  tool  of  tasM— 
Ita  dite  not  giT»  aie  life  «knM» 
B8t  afl  that  made  me  moM  thine  own. 
See  vittt  iky  goilty  km  hath  done  I 
Sepeid  thee  «i«h  too  fike  a  Mia ! 
I  m  00  baalaxd  in  mj  aoal, 
Fbr  that,  like  thiae,  ahhon'd  oaatral ; 
Aad  ivmy  braatik,  that  haatj  boon 
Thoa  sa^at  and  wriStk  naasie  to  aoon, 
I  Tdaed  it  no  more  thaa  thoo, 
Vheanoe  tky  eaaqneaboTe  iky  braar, 
iad  we,  alL  aide  by  atde^  hare  atiirant 
iado'tt  the  dead  our  eoonandrimn : 
The  past  ia  Botiuag'— and  at  laat 
ne  ftitare  can  bat  be  the  peat ; 
Yetnoald  I  that  I  tiwa  had  died : 

Far  tiioogh  thon  woih'dst  my  mother'a  ill, 
AninaAathy  own  my  deatined  beide, 

I  fed  tifeoa  art  my  &ther  atffl ; 
Aad^hoiA  aa  aoonds  tiiy  hard  decree, 
Ik  BOt  m^ast,  although  from  thee. 
Begot  fai  ain,  to  die  In  shame, 
Hj  fife  begun  and  ends  the  same : 
Ai  en'd  tiie  aiie,  so  exr*d  the  son, 
Aad  thon  mnst  pnnish  both  in  one. 
My  cmne  seems  wont  to  hmnan  view, 
Bat  God  most  jndge  between  us  too ! " 

XIV. 
lie  wassd    and  stood,  with  folded  arms, 
Oa  irhi^  the  circling  fetters  Bounded ; 
And  not  an  ear  but  felt  as  woonded, 
Of  iD  the  ehiefii  that  there  were  rank*d, 
when  those  doll  chains  in  meeting  daak'd, 
IS  Pirisiika's  fatal  charms 
igsin  attracted  every  eje— 
Would  ihe  thns  hear  him  doom*d  to  die ! 
She  stood,  I  said,  all  pale  and  still, 
The  Kring  cause  of  Hugo's  HI : 
Her  eyes  tmmored,  but  AiU  and  wide. 
Hot  once  had  turned  to  either  mde^ 
Her  onoe  did  those  sweet  eyelids  close, 
(^  shade  the  glance  o*er  which  they  rose, 
But  round  their  orbs  of  deepest  blue 
The  eirding  white  dilated  grew— 
And  there  with  glassy  gaze  she  stood 
As  iee  were  in  her  curdled  blood; 
Bat  erery  now  and  tisen  a  tear 
80  large  and  slowly  gaiOiar'd  did 
F^om  the  long  dark  fringe  of  that  fidr  Ud, 
It  was  a  thing  to  aee,  not  hear ! 
Aadlhose  who  saw,  it  did  soiinise, 
Such  drops  coaid  fidl  tKsn.  hmaan  eyes. 
TespeekeheihoagU   <he  impaiibot  note 
waa  oohedtAlhialier  ewellfaig  throat, 
Yet  seem*d  in  that  low  hoBow  groin 
Her  whole  heart  gashing  m  the  tone. 
Itaaaiiii    eijpda  the  thonght  to  speak. 
Then  bent  her  toiee  in  one  long  afaiidt, 
And  tolhe^eaitii  the  ftU  Hke  stone 
Or  Stelae  font  its  base  utetiBowtt, 
If  are  Bk»  a  «dng  Hmt  ne'er  had  life— 
A.mfiinniKBto(  km^8wlfe/- 
TbnaLher,  that  Mag  guilty  Ud&g, 
'Wboae  every  passMa  was  a  sting, 
^rhkhmgeito  goat,  but  eoidd  not  bear 
"^  S^tTKifeteat&an  •t«&  despidr. 


Bat  yet  she  Ufed-HtBd  ItB  too  aoea 
Beeorer'd  frmn  that  death-Bke  1 
But  scaree  to  rsaaon    evoiy  sense 
Had  been  o'entrang  by  paaga  mteaae } 
And  each  IMl  Abre  of  her  brain 
(Aa  bowstrings,  when  relax'd  by  rain, 
The  erring  arrows  launch  adde) 
Sent  forth  her  thoaghu  all  wild  and  wid^ 
The  paet  a  blsak,  the  frttare  bkek. 
With  glimpaea  of  a  dreary  track, 
like  ]%htnfaig  on  the  desert  path, 
"Wlien  midnight  storms  are  mustering  wrath. 
She  fJear'd— she  felt  that  something  iU 
Lay  on  her  soul,  so  deep  and  chill- 
That  there  was  sin  and  shame  she  knew ; 
That  some  one  was  to  die— but  who  ? 
She  had  forgotten ;— did  she  breathe  ? 
Could  this  be  still  the  earth  beneath, 
The  aky  above,  and  men  around ; 
Or  were  they  fiends  who  now  so  frown'd 
On  one,  before  whose  eyes  each  eye 
Till  tlun  had  smiled  in  sympathy  ? 
All  was  oonAiaed  and  undefined 
To  her  all-jarr'd  and  wandering  mind ; 
A  chaoo  of  wfld  hopes  and  fears : 
And  now  in  laughter,  now  in  tears. 
But  madly  still  in  each  extreme. 
She  strode  with  that  conyulsive  dream ; 
For  so  it  seem'd  on  her  to  break ; 
Oh !  Tainly  must  she  striye  to  wake ! 

XV. 

The  ConTcnt  bells  are  ringing, 

But  moumfVilly  and  slow ; 
In  the  gray  square  turret  swinging, 

With  a  deep  sound,  to  and  fro. 

HeaTily  to  the  heart  they  go ! 
Hark  I  the  hymn  is  singing— 

The  song  for  the  dead  below. 

Or  the  living  who  shortly  shall  be  so ! 
For  a  departing  being's  soul 
The  death-hymn  peals  and  the  hollow  beUs 
He  is  near  his  mortal  goal ; 
Kneeling  at  the  Friar's  knee ; 
Sad  to  hear— and  piteous  to  see — 
Kneeling  on  the  bare  cold  ground. 
With  the  block  before  and  the  guards  around* 
And  the  headsman  with  his  bare  arm  ready, 
That  the  blow  may  be  both  swift  and  steady, 
Feels  if  the  axe  be  sharp  and  true- 
Since  he  set  its  edge  anew : 
While  the  crowd  in  a  speechless  circle  gather 
To  see  the  Son  fall  by  the  doom  of  the  Father  I 

XVI. 
It  is  a  lovely  hour  as  yet 
Before  the  summer  sun  shall  set. 
Which  rose  upon  that  heavy  day. 
And  mock'd  it  with  his  steadiest  ray ;  * 
And  his  evening  beama  are  shed 
Full  on  Hugo's  fhted  head. 
As  his  last  eonlbsaion  pouring 
To  the  monk,  his  doom  deploring 
In  penitential  holiness. 
He  bends  to  hear  his  aeoenta  bleaa 
With  absolution  sudi  as  may 
Wipe  our  mortal  stains  away. 
That  high  sun  on  his  head  did  gKststtt 
Aa  he  there  did  bow  and  Usteat- 


And  tke  xfaigi  of  chestmit  hair 
OurVd  lialf  down  liii  neck  to  bore ; 
But  biigliter  still  the  beam  was  thrown 
Upon  the  axe  whieh  near  hixn  shone 

"^th  a  dear  and  ghastly  glitter 

Oh!  that  parting  honr  was  bitter ! 
BTon  the  stem  stood  chiU'd  with  awe : 
Dark  the  crime,  and  just  the  Um^ 
Tet  they  shndder'd  as  they  saw. 

XVII. 
The  parting  prayers  are  said  and  over 
Of  that  false  son — and  daring  lover ! 
flis  beads  and  sins  are  all  recounted, 
His  hours  to  their  last  minute  mounted— 
His  Tnantling  cloak  before  was  stripp'd. 
His  bright  brown  locks  must  now  be  clipped : 
*TiB  done— all  closely  are  they  shorn — 
The  Test  which  till  this  moment  worn — 
The  scarf  which  Parisina  gaye^ 
Must  not  adorn  him  to  the  grave. 
Bven  that  must  now  be  thrown  aside. 
And  o'er  his  eyes  the  kerchief  tied ; 
But  no-^that  last  indignity 
Shall  ne'er  approach  his  haughty  eye. 
All  feelings  seemingly  subdued, 
In  deep  disdain  were  half  renew'd, 
When  headsman's  hands  prepared  to  bind 
Those  eyes  which  would  not  brook  such  blind ; 
As  if  they  dared  not  look  on  death. 
*<  No— yours  my  forfeit  blood  and  breath— 
These  hands  are  chain'd— but  let  me  die 
At  least  with  an  unshackled  eye — 
Strike :  "—and  as  the  word  he  said, 
Upon  the  block  he  bow'd  his  head ; 
These  the  last  accents  Hugo  spoke— 
«'  Strike  "—and  flashing  fell  the  stroke— 
BoU'd  the  head— and,  gushing,  sunk 
Back  the  stain'd  and  heaving  trunk 
In  the  dust,  which  each  deep  vein 
Slaked  with  its  ensanguined  rain ; 
His  eyes  and  lips  a  moment  quiver, 
Convulsed  and  quick— then  fix  for  ever. 
He  died  as  erring  man  should  die, 

Without  display,  without  parade ; 

Heekly  had  he  bow'd  and  pray'd, 

As  not  disdaining  priestly  aid, 
Nor  desperate  of  all  hope  on  high. 
And  while  before  the  Prior  kneeling. 
His  heart  was  wean'd  from  earthly  feeling ; 
His  wrathful  sire— his  paramour— 
What  were  they  in  such  an  hour  ? 
No  more  reproach— 'uo  more  despair ; 
No  thought  but  heaven — no  word  but  prayer-* 
Save  the  few  which  from  him  broke, 
When,  bared  to  meet  the  headsman's  stroke, 
He  daim'd  to  die  with  eyes  unbound. 
His  sole  adieu  to  those  around. 

xvm. 

Stm  as  the  lips  that  closed  in  death. 
Each  gaser's  bosom  held  his  breath ; 
But  yet,  afar,  from  man  to  man, 
A  oold  electrie  shiver  ran, 
As  down  the  deadly  blow  descended 
On  him  whose  life  and  love  thus  ended, 
And  with  a  hushing  sound  oomprest, 
A  sigh  shrunk  back  on  every  breast ; 
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But  no  mote  tiniDlBg  noise  loie  1 
Beyond  the  blow  that  to  the  block 
Pierced  through  with  forced  and  snllen  ahodk* 

Save  one :— what  cleaives  the  silent  air 

So  madly  shrill,  so  passing  wild  ? 

That,  as  a  mother's  o'er  her  child, 

Done  to  death  by  sudden  blow, 

To  the  sky  these  accents  go, 

like  a  soul's  in  aidless  wo. 

Through  Aao's  paUee-lattioe  driven, 

That  horrid  voice  ascends  to  heaven. 

And  every  eye  is  tnm'd  thereon ; 

But  sound  and  sight  alike  are  gone ! 

It  was  a  woman's  shriek— and  ne'er 

In  madfier  accents  rose  despair ; 

And  those  who  heard  it,  as  it  past, 

In  mercy  wish'd  it  were  the  last. 

XIX. 
Hugo  is  fallen ;  and,  from  that  hour. 
No  more  in  palace,  hall,  or  bower. 
Was  Parisina  heard  or  seen : 
Her  name— as  if  she  ne'er  had  been— 
Was  ba^ish'd  from  each  lip  and  ear. 
Like  words  of  wantonness  or  fear ; 
And  from  Prince  Aso's  voice  by  none 
Was  mention  heard  of  wife  or  son ; 
No  tomb— no  memory  had  they ; 
Theirs  was  unconsecrated  clay ; 
At  least  the  knight's  who  died  that  day, 
But  Parisina's  fate  lies  hid 
like  dust  beneath  the  coffin  lid : 
Whether  in  convent  she  abode. 
And  won  to  heaven  her  dreary  road, 
By  bUghted  and  remorseful  years  • 

-  Of  scourge,  and  fast,  and  sleepless  tears ; 
Or  if  she  fell  by  bowl  or  steel, 
For  that  dark  love  she  dared  to  feel ; 
Or  if,  upon  the  moment  smote. 
She  died  by  tortures  less  remote ; 
like  him  ahe  saw  upon  the  block, 
With  heart  that  shared  the  headunan't  shock. 
In  quicken'd  brokenness  that  came, 
In  pity,  o'er  her  shatter'd  frame, 
None  knew— and  none  can  ever  know : 
But  whatsoe'er  its  end  below. 
Her  life  began  and  closed  in  wo ! ' 

XX. 

And  Aso  found  another  bride. 

And  goodly  sons  grew  by  his  side ; 

But  none  so  lovely  and  so  brave 

As  him  who  wither'd  in  the  grave ; 

Or  if  they  were— on  his  cold  eye 

Their  growth  but  glaaeed  unheeded  fay, 

Or  noticed  with  a  smother'd  sigh. 

But  never  tter  his  eheek  deseendad. 

And  never  smile  his  brow  unbended, 

And  o'er  that  fi^r  broad  brow  were  mtmf/kk 

The  intersected  lines  of  thought; 

Those  ftorows  which  the  burring  abate 

Of  Sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there ; 

Scars  of  the  lacerating  mind 

Which  the  Soul's  war  doth  leate  behind. 

He  was  pass'd  all  mirth  or  wo : 

Nothing  more  remain'd  below 

But  sleepless  nights  and  heavy  days, 

A  mind  all  dead  to  soom  or  praise, 


mrisk  «bn  it  IflMt  •nPMff'd  to  iMlt, 
JMmmIj  tfwoi^t    fatwMaly  ftlt: 
Tte  deepest  lee  whioh  em  frose 
Oui  eiilj  o'er  the  warhe&  doe»* 
Ihe  liiiiig  elnom  liee  qviek  bdow, 
Aad  flu—    OBd  eennot  eeaie  to  low. 
Still  wae  Us  seel'd-vp  totem  Iwsiitsd 
By  tlkOQghta  whieh  Nsteie  hath  imfleiited ; 
Too  deeply  noted  thenoe  to  mueh, 


1Vken»  stnigi^iBff  M  tfae]r  rise  to  start, 
We  dwek  tlMse  waten  of  Ae  heeit, 
Tbey  are  not  dned--ihoee  teen  vnehed 
fiat  flow  beck  to  the  foontaiB  head, 
Aad  meting  in  ttuir  9pan%  move  porOy 
For  OMT  in  its  depth  endoie, 
Paseea,  unrapt,  but  imeongeal'd. 
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And  ohMlah'd  MelivlMn  kasi  flowsl' d. 
With  faniaid  staits  of  feeliag  left, 
To  tfaxob  o'er  thoee  of  life  beteft ; 
Without  the  power  to  iUl  again 
The  deeert  gap  iriiich  made  hia  pain ; 
Withoat  the  hope  to  meet  them  where 
United  eoola  ehaU  ghdneee  share. 
With  all  the  eoMoiovsneee  that  he 
Had  only  paee'd  a  just  deeree ; 
That  thej  had  wrought  their  doom  of  iU ; 
Tet  Aao*f  age  was  wretched  stOL 
The  tainted  branchee  of  the  tree, 
If  lopp*d  with  care  a  strength  may  giro, 
By  niiieh  the  rest  shall  bloom  and  ]h« 
AH  greenly  fresh  and  wildly  free : 
But  if  the  lightning,  in  iU  wrath, 
The  waring  bonghs  with  fury  scathe. 
The  massy  trunk  the  ruin  feels, 
And  nsTer  more  a  leaf  reveals. 
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NOTES  TO  PABISINA. 


jjg  fwflfaftf  iwaffii  ftiwonf H  tho  mcon  semy. 

Page  176,  line  14. 

The  fines  eontalned  in 


Section  L  were  printed 
as  set  to  nuHse  some  tisM  since ;  bat  behmiBed  to 
the  poem  where  they  now  appear,  the  oreater  part 
ef  viddi  was  compo«ed  prior  to  **  Lara,^'  end  other 


ipo«edjnrio 
-  published. 


Iha^  akimld  Aoes  tpei»  at  hau^M  a  eretL 

Page  178,  line  108. 

Himt^    henghty— **  Away,  hoftahi  man,  then 
Bit  inswlting  me  "^-Shai^ptare,  Bicnard  U. 


Page  160,  Une  109. 

**  TUs  tuned  out  a  eaUmxtons  year  ibr  thepeople 
of  Fenaia,  for  there  oeeurred  a  ray  tragical  erent 
in  tbB  eonrt  of  their  eovereign.  Ovr  annals,  both 
prlnled  and  in  manusecmt,  with  the  exception  of 
die  unpolished  snd  nesBgent  work  of  8ardi,  and 
one  otlur,  have  giren  ue  following  relation  of  it. 
from  which,  howerer,  axe  r^eeted  many  detaHs,  end 
eepocilsHy  the  narratXTO  of  BaadeOi,  who  wrote  a 
eentuijr  afterwaxda,  and  who  does  not  aeeoid  with 
the  eoartempesai'i  histosiaas. 

««Bwtheebocfe-mentloned  Stella  deU' Assassino, 
Oe  Mniqais  in  theyeez  1406, had ason called  Ugo, 


a  beautiftil  and  ingenious  youth.  Parisina  Malatis 
ta,  second  wife  of  Kiccolo,  like  the  generality  el 
step-mothers,  treated  him  with  little  alndnees,  to 
the  infinite  regret  of  the  Marouis,  who  reaarded 
him  with  fond  partiaUtr.  One  day  she  asked  lesfo 
of  her  husband  to  undertake  a  certain  jonmer,  to 
which  he  consented,  but  upon  condition  that  Ugo 
should  bear  her  company ;  for  he  hoped  b^  these 
means  to  induce  her,  in  the  end,  to  lay  aside  the 
obstinate  arersion  which  she  had  conceired  against 
him.  And  indeed  his  intent  was  accomplished  but 
too  well,  since,  during  the  journey,  she  not  only  di- 
vested herself  of  all  her  hatred,  but  fell  into  the 
opposite  extreme.  After  their  return,  the  Marquis 
had  no  longer  any  occasion  to  renew  his  former  re- 
proofs. It  happened  one  day  that  a  servant  of  the 
Marquis,  named  Zoese,  or,  as  some  call  him,  GHor- 
gio,  passing  before  the  apartmenta  of  Parisina,  saw 
going  out  from  them  one  of  her  chambermaids,  all 
terrified  and  in  tears.  Asking  the  reason,  she  told 
him  that  her  mistress,  for  some  slight  offence,  had 
been  beating  her ;  and,  giving  vent  to  her  rage,  she 
added,  that  she  could  easily  be  revenged,  if  she 
chose  to  mske  known  the  criminal  familiarity  which 
subsisted  between  Parisina  and  her  step-son.  The 
servant  took  note  of  the  words,  and  related  them  to 
his  master.  He  was  astounded  thereat,  but  scarce* 
ly  believing  his  ears,  he  assured  himself  of  the 
fact,  alas  I  too  clearly,  on  the  Iftth  of  May.  bv 
looking  through  a  hole  made  in  the  eeOing  of  hia 
wife's  bhsmber.    Instantly  he  broke  into  a  ftirions 
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r,  aiabettortofihisniiMftet.    Heotteed 

them  to  be  brought  to  a  hasty  tiial,  dflening  the 
jadges  to  pronounce  sentence,  in  the  aoeostomed 
foims,  upon  the  culprits.  This  sentence  was  death. 
Some  there  were  that  bestirred  themselves  in  iayor 
of  the  delinquents,  and,  among  others,  Ugocdon 
Contrario,  who  was  all  powerful  with  Niccolo,  and 
also  his  aged  and  much  deserving  minister,  Alberto 
dal  Sale.  Both  of  these,  their  tears  flowing  down 
their  cheeks,  and  upon  their  knees,  implored  him 
formercv:  adducing  whatever  reasons  they  could 
suggest  for  sparing  the  offenders,  besides  those  mo- 
tives  of  honor  and  decency  which  might  persuade 
him  to  conceal  firom  the  public  so  scandalous  a  deed. 
But  his  rage  made  him  inflexible,  and,  on  the  in- 
stant, he  commanded  that  the  sentemee  shoukl  be 
put  in  execution. 

'*  It  was,  then,  in  the  prisons  of  the  castle,  and 
exactly  in  those  frightful  dungeons  whisk  are  seen 
at  this  day  beneath  the  chamber  called  the  Aurora, 
at  the  foot  of  the  lion's  tower,  at  the  top  of  the 
street  Qiovecca,  that  on  the  night  of  the  21st  of 
May  were  beheaded,  flrst  Ugo,  and  afterwards  Pari- 
sina.  Zoese,  he  that  accused  her,  conducted  the 
latter  under  his  arm  to  the  place  of  punishment. 
She,  all  along,  fancied  that  she  was  to  be  thrown 
into  a  pit,  and  asked  at  every  step,  whether 
she  was  yet  come  to  the  spot  r  She  was  told 
that  her  punishment  was  the  axe.  She  inquired 
what  was  oecome  of  Ugo,  snd  reoeiyed  for  answer, 
that  he  was  already  dead;  at  the  whieh,  aishing 
grievously,  she  exclaimed,  *  Now,  then,  I  wisn  not 
myself  to  live : '  and,  being  come  to  the  block,  she 
stripped  herself  with  her  omu  hands  of  all  her  orna- 
ments, and  wrapping  a  cloth  around  her  head,  sub- 
mitted to  the  lataf  stroke,  which  terminatea  the 
eruel  scene.  The  ssme  was  done  with  Bangoni, 
who,  together  with  the  others,  according  to  two 
calendars  in  the  librsxy  of  St.  Francesco,  was  buried 
In  the  cemetery  of  that  convent.  Nothing  else  Is 
known  respecting  the  women. 


«The  "Mmk^^Ob  kept  watch  Ae  wkol«  -tf  tkat 
dreadftil  niohi  and,  as  he  was  walking  baeknntds 
and  forwards,  inquired  of  the  captsin  d  the  esids 
if  Ugo  was  dead  vet  ?  who  answered  him,  Yes.  He 
then  gave  himself  up  to  the  most  desperate  laoun- 
tations,  exclaiming,  *0h!  that  I  too  were  dead, 
since  I  have  been  hurried  on  to  resolve  thus  agsiast 
my  own  Ugo ! '  And  then,  giiawing  widi  his  teeth 
a  cane  which  he  had  in  his  hand,  he  passed  the  icet 


of  the  night  in  sighs  and  in  tears,  calling  twixm^j 
upon  his  own  dear  Ugo.  On  the  foIu>wing  davi 
calling  to  mind^  that  it  would  be  necesssry  to  mske 


public  his  justification,  seeing  that  the  transaction 
could  not  be  kept  secret,  he  ordered  tite  nanatirs 
to  be  drawn  out  upon  paper,  and  sent  it  to  idl  the 
courts  of  Italy. 

**  On  recei^ng  this  advice,  the  Doge  of  Venise, 
Francesco  Foscari,  gave  orders,  but  without  pub- 
lishing his  reasons,  that  stop  should  be  put  to  the 
preparations  for  a  tournament,  which,  under  the 
auspices  of  the  Marquis,  and  at  the  expense  of  the 
city  of  Padua,  was  about  to  take  nbee,  m  tiie 
square  of  St.  Mark,  in  order  to  celebrate  his  ad- 
vancement to  the  ducal  chair. 

'*  The  Marquis,  in  addition  to  what  he  had  sbesdy 
done,  from  some  unaccountable  burst  of  vengesnoe, 
commanded  that  as  many  of  the  manied  women  u 
were  well  known  to  bim  to  be  faithless,  like  hiB 
Parisina,  should,  like  her,  be  beheaded.  Amongst 
others,  Bsrberina,  or,  as  some  call  her,  Lsodamis 
Bomet,  wiis  of  the  court  judge,  underwent  this  aen- 
tencoj  at  the  usual  place  of  execution,  that  is  to 
say,  m  the  quarter  of  St.  Oiacomo,  opposite  the 
present  fortress,  beyond  St.  Paul's.  It  cannot  be 
told  how  strange  appeared  this  proceeduiff  ins 
prince,  who,  considermghis  own  dis^Mitlon,  snonld, 
as  it  seemed,  have  been  in  such  eases  most  indnl- 
gent.  Some,  however,  there  were,  who  did  not  fril 
to  conunend  him."  * 


THE  PRISONER  OF   CHILLON; 

A  FABLE. 


80KNBT  ON  CHIIXON. 

SoBMAL  spirit  of  the  duunlesfl  mind  I 
Bdgltettindiiiigaoiitylabarty!  thou  art. 
For  tbore  thy  h^tatUm  is  the  hear^— 

The  bent  which  lore  of  thee  alone  can  Und ; 

And  vhen  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  consign'd— 
To  fettsn,  and  the  damp  Tanlt's  dayless  gloovit 
Thnr  eovatry  conquers  with  their  martyrdoiBf 

AniFkeedom'a  fame  finds  wings  on  ersry  wind. 

Odllon!  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place» 
And  tiiy  sad  floor  an  altai^^or  'twas  trod, 

Thitil  his  very  steps  hare  left  a  traee 
Won,  as  if  tfiy  oold  pafement  wsra  a  sod, 

llj  Bonnifsid!  >— May  none  those  maiks  efiiM ! 
For  ^ley  lypeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 


Mt  hair  it  gny,  but  not  with  yearn, 
Kor  grew  it  white 
laaringlenight,* 
As  men's  hsTs  grown  from  sodden  feam : 
My  finbs  are  bov'd,  though  not  witfi  toQ, 

Batnuted  wi^  a  Tile  repoee. 
For  Ihsj  hare  been  a  dungeon's  spoil. 

And  nuxks  has  been  the  fate  of  those. 
To  whom  the  goodly  eaitb  and  air 
Axe  bnn'd,  ud  bair'd— faUdden  frre ; 
B«t  tkiiins  te  my  Ihlhsi^s  fritti 
I  safted  dksins  snd  oodBtBd  death ; 
That  frtW  periih'd  at  the  Bteke 
Per  tBMH  he  would  not  forsake ; 
And  far  tibesune  his  lineal  nee 
In  dakaem  foond  a  dweUing-plaee; 
We  VSR  letcn    trho  now  asa  ons^ 

Sainyoath  and  one  in  age, 
Flniik'd  M  Ihey  had  began, 

fnad  of  Paseeation's  rage ; 
One  bi  fee,  lad  two  in  ilsld. 
Their  b^flf  with  blood  hare  smrd: 
Dymg  ss  their  frther  died, 
Far  tbe  God  tiieir  foes  dei^edi 
Tfane  were  in  a  dungeon  test, 
Of  vhom  tbiswiedL  is  led  the  hMt 


n. 

There  sxe  seren  pillars  of  gothie  monld. 
In  Chillon's  dungeons  deep  and  old. 
There  axe  seren  eohmms,  massy  and  graf  « 
IHm  with  a  dull  imprison'd  ray, 
A  Bunbeam  which  hath  loet  its  way. 
And  through  the  crerice  and  the  deft 
Of  the  thick  waU  is  fallen  and  left ; 
Oeeping  o'er  the  floor  so  damp, 
Like  a  marsh's  meteor  lamp ; 
And  in  each  pillsr  there  is  a  ring. 

And  in  each  ring  there  is  a  chidn ; 
That  iron  is  a  cankering  thing, 

For  in  these  limbs  its  teeth  remain, 
"With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away, 
Till  I  have  done  with  this  new  day, 
Whieh  now  li  painfbl  to  these  eyes, 
Whieh  hsTS  not  seen  the  sun  so  rise 
For  years— I  cannot  count  them  o'er, 
I  lost  thefar  long  and  heaty  score 
When  my  Isst  brother  droop'd  and  died. 
And  I  Uy  Uring  by  his  side. 


m. 

They  chain'd  us  each  to  a  cohmm  stoa% 
And  we  were  three    yet,  each  alime ; 
We  oould  not  more  a  single  paee. 
We  oould  not  see  each  other's  &ee, 
But  witii  that  pale  and  lirid  light 
That  made  us  strangers  in  our  sight, 
And  thus  together^-yet  apart, 
Fetter'd  in  hand,  but  pined  in  heart ; 
Twas  still  some  solace,  in  the  dearth 
Of  the  pure  elements  of  esrth. 
To  hearken  to  each  other's  speech, 
And  eaeh  tun  comforter  to  each 
With  eone  new  hope,  or  legend  old. 
Or  song  heroically  bold ; 
But  eren  these  at  length  grew  cold. 
Our  Toices  took  a  dreary  tone. 
An  echo  of  the  dungeon-stone, 
A  grating  soond--iiot  ftdl  and  ftm 
As  they  of  yore  were  wmt  to  be^; 
It  might  be  hney^-'bot  to  me 
They  never  sounded  like  our  ow^ 


IM 


BYBoars 


IV. 


I WM  the  eltot  c  f  the  thrae. 
And  to  uphold  and  cheer  the  rest 
I  ought  to  do— end  did  my  beat— 
And  eaeh  did  well  in  his  de^eee. 

The  yonngeit,  whom  my  fkthev  loved, 
Beoanae  our  mother's  brow  was  ^ven 
To  himr—with  eyes  as  blue  as  heaTen, 
For  him  my  acnl  was  sorely  moved; 
And  truly  might  it  be  distrost 
To  see  such  bird  in  such  a  neat; 
For  he  was  beotttiAil  as  da]^^ 
(When  day  was  beantifnl  to  me 
As  to  yoong  eagles,  being  freo>— 
A  pofaur  day,  which  will  not  see 
A  sunset  till  its  summer's  gone, 

Its  sleepless  summer  of  long  Ughtt 
The  snow-dad  oibpting  of  the  son; 

And  thus  he  was  as  pure  and  bright, 
And  in  his  natural  spirit  gay. 
With  tears  for  nought  but  others'  ills, 
And  then  they  flow'd  like  mountain  rills, 
Unless  he  could  assuage  the  wo 
Which  he  abhoix'd  to  new  below. 


The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind. 
But  form'd  to  combat  with  his  kind ; 
Btnmg  in  his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 
Which  'gainst  the  world  in  war  had  stood, 
And  perish'd  in  the  foremost  rank 

With  joy  >-but  not  in  chains  to  pine : 
His  spirit  wither'd  with  their  clank, 

I  saw  it  silently  decline— 

And  so  perchance  in  sooth  did  mine ; 
But  yet  I  fSoreed  it  on  to  cheer 
those  relics  of  a  home  so  dear. 
He  waa  a  hunter  of  the  hills, 

Had  foUow'd  there  the  deer  and  wolf; 

To  him  this  dungeon  was  a  gulf. 
And  fetter'd  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 

VI. 

Lake  Leman  lies  by  Chillon's  walls ; 
A  thousand  feet  in  depth  below 
Its  maasy  waters  meet  and  flow ; 
Thus  much  the  fathom-line  was  sent 
From  Chillon's  snow-white  battlement,' 

Which  round  about  the  wave  enthralls ; 
A  double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made— end  like  a  liring  grare. 
Below  the  surface  of  the  lake 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  we  lay, 
We  hesrd  it  ripple  night  and  day ; 

Sounding  o'er  our  heads  it  knock'd ; 
And  I  have  felt  the  winter's  spray 
Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  were  high, 
And  wanton  in  the  happy  sky ; 

And  then  the  very  rock  hath  rock'd. 

And  I  have  felt  it  shake,  unshock'd. 
Because  I  could  have  smiled  to  see 
The  death  that  would  have  set  me  free. 

VII. 
I  said  my  nearer  brother  ^ed, 
I  said  his  mighty  heart  declined, 
He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food ; 
It  WM  not  that  'twas  eoarse  and  rude. 


For  we  wenuMd  to  hnatar's  Im^ 
And  for  the  Uka  had  Uttle  eace : 
The  milk  drawn  from  the  moontaln  gtat 
Was  changed  for  water  from  the  moat. 
Our  bread  was  such  as  eaptlTe's  tean 
Have  moisten'd  many  a  thousand  years 
Since  man  first  pent  his  feUow  men 
like  brutes  within  an  iron  den: 
But  what  were  these  to  us  or  him  ? 
These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb, 
My  brother's  soul  was  of  that  mould 
Which  in  a  palace  had  grown  oold, 
Had  his  free  breathing  been  denied 
The  range  of  the  steep  mountain's  side; 
But  why  delay  the.  truth  ?— he  died* 
I  saw,  and  could  not  hold  his  head, 
Nor  reach  his  dying  hand-^nor  dead, 
Though  hard  I  strove,  but  strove  in  vain^ 
To  rend  andgniaah  my  bonds  hi  twain. 
He  died— end  they  unlock'd  his  chain. 
And  scoop'd  for  him  a  shallow  grave 
Even  from  the  cold  earth  of  our  cave. 
I  begg'd  them,  as  a  boon,  to  lay 
His  corse  in  dust  whereon  the  day 
Might  shfaie— it  was  a  foolish  thought^ 
But  then  within  my  brain  it  wrought, 
That  even  in  death  his  fi«ebom  breast 
In  such  a  dungeon  could  not  rest. 
I  might  have  spared  my  idle  prayer— 
They  coldly  laugh'd— «nd  laid  him  then: 
The  flat  and  turfless  earth  above 
The  being  we  so  much  did  love ; 
His  empty  chain  above  it  leant, 
Such  murder's  fitting  monument ! 

VIU. 

But  he,  the  favorite  and  th«  flower. 
Most  cherish'd  since  his  na,tal  hour, 
Hia  mother's  image  in  fair  face. 
The  infimt  love  of  all  his  race. 
His  martyr'd  father's  dearest  thought* 
My  latest  care,  for  whom  I  sought 
To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  be 
Less  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free; 
He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  tintired 
A  spirit  natural  and  inspired— 
He,  too,  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 
Was  wither'd  on  the  stalk  avray. 
OhGodI  itisafearftilthing 
To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 
In  any  shape,  in  any  mood  :— 
I've  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  blood, 
I've  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 
Strive  with  a  swoln  convulsive  motion^ 
I've  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 
Of  Sfai  delirious  with  its  dread : 
But  these  were  horrors-^his  was  wo 
Unmix'd  with  such— but  sure  and  slow ; 
He  fitded,  and  so  calm  and  meek. 
So  softly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak. 
So  tearless,  yet  so  tender— kind. 
And  grieved  for  those  he  left  behind : 
With  sll  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 
Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb. 
Whose  tinto  as  gently  sunk  away 
Ai  a  departing  rainbow's  ray^— 
An  eye  of  most  transparent  light. 
That  almost  made  the  dungeon  loiglit. 


THBsnHn 

aorcKxxoN.                           ui 

I  ssnr  tfto  dnngaon  tnlli  sad  iaor 

ABtfiMk#rWttardiyt, 

I  snr  the  glhnmcr  of  the  saa 

A  fildtbspeny^wft  to  xiint 

deeping  as  it  beftm  had  done, 

Bat  through  the  sreriee  whoa  it  came 

htUtlHlloM,  of  aU  tk»BMti 

And  taasr  tium  npon  the  tree ; 

(y  Biiila^  Mttars^  fsiMAMMf 

A  lovaly  bird,  with  asaia  winga, 

Ilkta'd,  Imt  I  eoQld  not  bMi^ 

And  eeem'd  to  say  them  all  te  me  1 

I  Mira,  for  I  «w  irild  liith  flMff : 

I  nerar  saw  it»  lika  beAna, 

I  kMv  tiiM  liopelMi,  tetmj  diMd 

I  ne'er  shall  see  its  Uksnasa  man : 

It  seem'd  like  ma  «a  want  a  mate. 

I  cdri  nd  tiMmgkt  I  btod  «  Modh- 

I  tail  aj  dham  wldi  one  ttrang  bound, 

And  it  was  soma  to  tore  me  whm 

iid  mk'd  to  Um ;— I  finmd  himiioC, 

Nona  ttred  to  h»va  ma  so  agafai. 

/flilr  •tiR'd  in  tiiio  blMk  ipot. 

And  ebeeiiag  from  my  dnngeon's  brink. 

IflilrliTed— Jimlydnw 

Had  bnraght  ma  back  to  feal  and  think. 

I  know  not  If  it  lata  wan  free, 

Or  broke  Its  cage  ta  psmh  onmlae, 

Betvm  no  and  tlie  eternal  teiak, 

Bat  knowing  wett  capthrfty, 

WhiA  booad  me  to  my  ftOing  zaee, 

Bwaetbitdl  leooklnotwishfertiiina; 

Wai  keken  in  tiiie  fttal  plaee. 

Or  if  it  woe,  in  wfaiged  gotoe. 

One  «  dM  earth,  and  one  beneatii— 

ATiaitantframParadlaa; 

Itook  Aaiband  wbieh  lay  lo  itiU, 

Whieh  made  me  both  to  weep  and  smile ; 

Ahi!  myownwasfnllaaehill; 

*  Isometimeedeem'dtfaatitmightbe 

I  bed  not  atreagth  to  ftir,  or  ftfhe. 

Bat  felt  tbat  I  was  etm  aliTe- 

Bat  then  at  last  away  it  flew, 

▲  finatk  feeling*  nhenire  Imow 

Tbit  vbai  «e  lore  ahall  ne'er  be  10. 

For  ha  would  avrer  tiras  have  flown. 

I  bnow  not  wby 

And  left  ma  twioe  so  doubly  kme,— 

loouldnotdie. 

Lone— as  the  oorte  within  its  shnmd. 

And  tet  fnbade  a  aelilih  death. 

A  single  chmd  on  a  sunny  day. 

While  all  tfie  rest  of  heaTen  is  clear» 

IX. 

Vbit  Bczt  befel  me  then  end  there 

That  hath  no  baainess  to  appear 

I  bnow  not  weB— I  nerer  knew— 

When  akiea  are  bhie,  and  earth  is  gur* 

Rnt  eoM  tiie  loes  of  light,  and  air» 

Aad«bnordailDieaatoo: 

XI. 

A  kind  of  change  came  in  my  fete. 

Anoagtteitonee  I  stood  a  stone. 

Aadwis,  leiree  eonseions  what  I  wist. 

I  know  not  what  had  made  them  so. 

Aiibnblcss  czags  within  the  mist; 

They  were  inured  to  sights  of  wo, 

ForsQwisUsnk,  end  bleak,  and  gray: 

But  so  it  was :— my  broken  chain 

It  TCsnotaigbt-^t  was  not  day, 

With  linka  unfiuten'd  did  remain. 

It  nisnot  eren  the  dongeon-light. 

And  it  was  liberty  to  stride 

80  bstefel  to  my  heavy  sight. 

Along  my  cell  from  side  to  side, 

/        Btttmesaefsbsoihing  space, 

And  up  and  down,  and  then  athwart. 

And  tnead  It  over  every  part ; 

Than  woe  no  staza— no  earth— no  tfane— 

And  round  the  pillars  one  by  one. 

Ko  Chech— no  change— no  good-Hno  crime— » 

Betnming  where  my  walk  begun, 

Bat  denes,  and  a  stirless  breath 

Avoiding  only,  as  I  trod. 

Which  adflier  was  of  life  nor  death ; 

A  sea  of  stagnant  idleness. 

For  if  I  tfiought  with  heedless  tread 

Blind,  boandless  mute,  and  motionless  1 

My  step  piofened  their  lowly  bed. 

My  breath  came  gaspingly  and  thick. 

X. 

And  my  crush'd  heart  feU  blind  and  sick. 

A  Ught  broke  hi  npon  my  brain,— 

Itwulheeaiolof  abird; 

xn. 

It  eeased,  and  then  it  came  again. 

I  made  a  footing  in  the  waU, 

The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard. 

It  was  not  therefrom  to  esospe, 

And  mbe  was  thankfiil  ^  my  eyes 

For  I  had  buried  one  and  all. 

Kaa  cmr  with  the  glad  saxprise, 

Who  loved  me  in  a  human  shape ; 

1         And  they  that  moment  ooiOd  not  see 

And  the  whole  earth  would  henceforth  b« 

I         Iwaatbe  mate  of  misery; 

A  wider  prison  unto  me ; 

I         BntUienbydQnaegieeacamebaek 

No  ehndr-tio  sire-^io  kin  had  I, 

1         Hyauesto^  wonted  track; 

No  partner  in  fliy  miseiy ; 

- 

I  thonght  of  tbift  and  I  wm  gM* 

For  thought  of  them  had  made  me  mftd ; 

But  I  WM  ouiona  to  ascend 

To  my  harr'd  whidowa,  and  to  bend 

Onoe  moEOa  upon  the  monntaina  high. 

The  quiet  of  a  loTing  eje. 

XIII. 
[  saw  themi  and  they  ivere  the  seme, 
They  were  not  ohaa^^  like  me  in  fhuoe ; 
[  saw  their  thousand  years  of  snQW 
On  high— 4heir  wide  long  lake  below. 
And  the  blue  Bhoae  in  Aillest  flow; 
I  heard  the  torrents  leap  and  gush 
O'er  channelled  rock  and  broken  bush ; 
I  saw  the  white-waU'd  distant  toim. 
And  whitsr  sails  go  skimming  down ; 
And  then  there  was  a  little  i^>^ 
Which  in  my  yery  iGsoedid  amUe, 

The  only  one  in  Txew ; 
A  small  green  isle,  it  seem- d  xto  more, 
Scarce  broader  than  my  dungeon  floor. 
But  in  it  there  were  three  taU  trees. 
And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain  bijeess,. 
Aad  by  it  there  were  waters  flowing, 
And  on  it  there  were  young  flowen  gzowiB9 

Of  gentle  breath  and  hue. 
The  fish  swam  by  the  castle  wall. 
And  they  seem'd  joyous  each  and  all ; 
The  eagle  rode  the  rising  blast, 
Methought  he  noYer  flew  so  fisst 
As  then  to  me  he  seem'd  to  fly. 
And  then  new  tears  came  in  my  eye. 
And  I  felt  troubled—- and  would  fain 
I  had  not  left  my  recent  chain ; 
And  when  I  did  descend  again, 


The  dirkaees  tog  my/dtau  sheds- 
Fsll  on  ma  as  a  hevry  load^ 
It  was  as  is  a  new-dug  grave. 
Closing  o'er  one  we  sought  to  save. 
And  yet  my  gknce,  too  much  oppiest» 
Had  afanoet  n^ed.of  such  a  rest; 


xiy. 

It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  days^ 

I  kept  no  count-<-I  took  no  note, 
I  had  no  hope.my  eyes,  to  raise. 

And  clear  them  of  tiieir  dreary  inote; 
At  last  men  came  to  set  me  free, 

I  ask'd  not  why,  and  reck'd  not  wheie, 
It  was  at  length  the  same  to  me, 
Fetter'd  or  fetteriees  to  be, 

I  leam'd  to  love  despate. 
And  thus  uliea  they  appear'd^at  lBst» 
And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  east, 
These  heaty  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A  hermitage-«>d  all  my  own  I 
And  half  I  felt  as  they  wece  oome 
To  tear  me  from  a  second  home : 
Vnth.  spiders  I  kad  flnendship  made, 
And  watch'd  them  in  their  sullen  trade, 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play, 
And  why  should  I  feel  less  than  Uiey  ? 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  plsce^ 
And  I,  the  monaroh  of  each  raee^ 
Had  power  to  kiU-^Tety  strange  to  tdl ! 
In  quiet  we  had  leam'd  to  dwell— 
My  yery  chains  and  I  girew  friends, 
So  mudi  a  long.oopunn2uon  tends 
To  make  us  what  wa  are  :-^Te&  I 
BegaJn'd  my  i^reedom  with  a  sigh. 


NOTES  TO  THE  PRISONER  OF  CHIIXON. 


1. 

By  Bomdcard  J-^-fnay  none  thosa  marks  effaoA  I 
Page  183,  Ime  18, 

P^an^ois  da  Bonni^vard,  file  de  Louis  de  Bonni- 
?aid,  origxnaire  de  Seyssel  et  Seigneur  de  Lunes, 
Aaquiten  1496;  il  fit  ses  Etudes  4  Turin :  en  1510 
Jean  Aim6  de  Bonniyard,  son  oncle,  lui  resigns  le 
Prieor^  de  St.  Victor,  qui  aboutissoit  aux  mun  de 
Oen^Ye,  et  oui  formoit  uu  ben^efioe  considerable. 

Ce  grand  nomme  (BonniTard  mMte  ce  titfO;  par 
la  force  de  son  ame,  la  droiture  de  son  oflrar»  H,  no- 
blesse de  see  intentions,  la  saffesse  de  ses  conseils, 
le  courage  de  ses  d-marches,  Pdtendue  de  ses.  con- 
naisBsnres  et  la  Tiracit^  de  son  esprit,)  ce  graiid 
homme,  qui  exdtera  TadmuFation  de  tone  cens 
qa'uneTerta  htelque  pent  eneore  dmoumuB,  hkspl- 


rera  eneore  la  plus  vive  reconnaissance  dans  bs 
eoBurs  des  GeneYois  qui  aiment  Gendre.  Bonsinn 
en  fiit  to^iours  un  des  plus  formea  appuas :  poor  as- 
surer la  kbert6  de  notre  R6publique,  fl  ne  craigmt 
SAS  de  perdre  souvent  la  slenne ;  il  oubli&son  repos; 
m^risa  see  richesses ;  il  ne  n^ligea  rien  pour 
affermir  le  bonheur  d'une  patrie  au*il  honors  de  son 
ehoiz:  d^s  ce  moment  if  la  cherii  commelepns 
sde«,  de  ses  dtoyens ;  H  la  serrit  aveo  Vintr^piaits 
d'un  h^ros,  et  il  eoriTit  son  Histoite  vreo  la  nsirets 
d'un  philoeophe  et  la.  chaleur  d'un  patrioteu    ^ 

n  ait  dans  le  commencement  de  sen  hktoneds 
Oen^YC,  que,  (Iss  jtt'i/  wi  eommeneS  de  Ure  TAMdof 
dee  mHom,Ute  tenia  eninan^  par  eon  goitfoi^^ 
BijnibligMei,  dont  ii^pouea  ioiyowrt  let  vdMu: 
o*est  ce  ffpAt  pour  la  abettk  que  lui  fii  sans  doen 
adopter  uen^TO  pour  aa  patde. 


HOraS  TO 


k  Mmmv  da  GkB^v*  ooAln  UDnedi 

&  I£I9»  Boxxnirard  deirient  le  maztjr  da  m 
pttriiu  Le  Doe  de  SaTore  Mant  entr^  dam  Oen^T* 
cfBC  eno  caat  hcwniiMii  BoiiidTard  orafait  16  raMcnti* 
■ent  ds  Due;  avcmliit  ee  ntinv i  Friboug  poor 
«a  Mtar  lee  eoitee ;  aait  ilftittiabiper  deozhonfc" 
■Mi  ^  rareompaytoient,  et  eondoit  par  ordre  d« 
Miee  k  Qxolke  od  il  resta  prisoimier  pendant  deox 
ana.  Bonmrajd^toitmalheureaxdanaaeaToyagea: 
Mmme  aes  malhean  n'aroient  point  ralenti  aon  a^le 
peer  Gen^e*  fl  ^toit  to^joun  nn  ennemi  ndontable 
poor  aeaz  qal  la  nMBa^oient,  et  par  eonaiinient  il 
davoit  toe  e^^oa^  i  lava  eeina.  II  ftit  tenoontr^ 
M  U90  anr  le  Jwa  par  dea  ▼olsoxa,  foi  le  d^pomiU 
Itetnt,  et  qui  le  mirent  encore  entre  lea  mama  da 
Dae  de  Serore :  ce  Prince  le  fit  enfermer  dana  le 
ChUeaa  de  Cnillon,  ota  il  resta  sans  6tre  intenogi 
jvMpiea  en  1536 ;  il  ftit  alora  deUvri  par  lai  Ber- 
■ek,  q[ai  a'anqpoxibent  da  Paya  de  Taatf: 

Boaaxvaza*  ea  aortaatdeaa  eapthiti,  entle  pUiair 
da  traaver  Gaa^re  Ubre  et  p6fona6e ;  la  B^oBlique 
I  de  lai  t^oigner  aa  leconnaiaaance  et  de 


le  drtimmager  dea  maux  qu'il  ayoit  aoajflTarta :  eQe 
k  xeeot  Boaigcoia  de  la  rme  aa  moia  de  Jain  1686 ; 


d&  for 


dk  ki  domia  la  malaon  habttee  aatrefok  par  le 
Tkaiic-O^faal,  ei  elk  hii  aaaigna  vne  pension  d& 
SOOceas  d*OT  taat  qn*il  a^eomarait  i  GknAve.  H 
Alt  adflds  dana  k  ConaeQ  de  Denz-Cent  en  1637* 

Bemoraxd  n'a  pas  fin!  d'etre  utile :  apprea  avoir 
tcsnffl^  i  lendre  Gkn^e  libra,  il  r^ussit  a  U  rendre 
laiaante.  Bonnirard  engagea  le  ConaeQ  k  aeeorder 
aaz  Eodf^slaatiqaes  et  auz  payaana  on  tenia  auffi- 
aaat  poor  framinfT  ka  piopoettiona  qa'on  leor 
iBKat:  il  leaaait  par  aa  doaoeor :  on  pmdie  ton* 
loan  k  Christianume  aree  snoc^s  qnand  on  k 
fvfechc  wee  eharit^. 

BonaiTBd  fttt  aavant ;  aea  maanaerita,  qfni  aont 
dana  k  Bihlothiiiae  publiqne,  prouTent  qa'il  am>ii 
bica  hi  ka  aateoia  claaaiqaeB  latina.  et  qa'il  apfoit 
appeuftiadi  k  th^loffk  et  rhktoue.  Ce  grand 
aiaunt  lea  amencea,  et  il  czoyoit  qireUea 
*  fhire  k  ffloxre  de  GenoTo;  anaal  fl  ne 
[ien  pear  ka  fixer  dana  eette  'viUe  nak- 

.^  laSi  il  donna  aa  bibliothtoae  aa  pabUe ; 

eDe  fdt  leoommenoement  de  notre  bibtioth^ne  pab- 
fiaaa ;  et  eea  Imea  sent  en  partk  ka  rarea  et  bellea 
Mtkcw  da  qouui&ni&e  si^cle  qa'on  foit  dana  notre 
eoOectscm..  Kofin,  pendant  k  m6me  annte,  ce  bon 
'  i  isBtitna  la  R^nbliqae  son  b^riti^  i  eon- 
m*At  employeroit  aea  biana  k  entretair  k 
_    ODBloaprql^toitkimdatka. 

n  yaroat  q^  Bonnivard  moarat  ea  lS7(ki  mak 
oa  ae  pent  Vtamiertparce  qa'fl  y  anne  kcnne  dana 
la  Ntetdoge  depok  k  mok  de  /nillet  1670  jvaqaea 


£i  a  atMk  miffhi. 

^Pitel86,linel7. 


or  OHXIXOR  It? 

sartedftf  Mwk  Aatolaette'at  tke  wikof  Look  ZTL 
thongli  not  in  quite  ao  abort  a  period.  Grief  k  laid 
to  haye  tbe  aame  eikct :  to  aubh»  and  not  to  kar 
thk  change  in  Aan  waa  to  be  attributed. 


#V«a  OMBoa'a  Mov-tDMto  hattimmii. 

Pagel8i,lk64t. 

Tbe  diateaa  de  CUllon  k  rituated  behaaai 
Ckrena  and  Tflkneuye,  which  laat  k  at  one  es< 
treaitf  of  the  Lake  of  Genera.    On  its  kit  are  the 


of  the  Khoae,  aadeapoalte  aia  tfieheighti 
of  Meilkrie  and  the  range  of  A^  ahoya  Boycvat 
aftd8t.Oingo. 

Near  it,  on  a  hfll  behind,  k  a  tonant ;  below  itp 
washing  its  walk,  the  kke  has  been  fathomed  to 
the  depth  of  eight  hundred  feet,  (French  measure ;) 
withia  it  aie  a  laage  of  dongeona.  in  which  the 
early  rafomcxSt  and  sabeaqaantlTprkonen  of  state* 
were  confined.  Aeroea  one  of  the  yaalta  k  a  beam 
hkek  with  age,  on  whkh  we  were  informed  that 
the  condemned  were  finmerly  czeented.  In  the 
oelk  are  aeyen  pilars,  or  ramer,  eight,  one  being 
half  merged  in  the  wall ;  in  some  of  these  are  rings 
for  the  wtten  and  the  fbttered:  in  the  payeaient 
the  Btapa  of  Bonniyaid  haye  left  thrfr  twese  h> 
was  ooxmned  here  seyeral  yeara. 

It  u  by  thk  castle  that  Bonsaeau  has  fixed  the 
catastrophe  of  hk  Hdoise,  in  the  rescue  of  one  of 
her  children  by  Julie  from  the  water ;  the  riiock  of 
which,  and  the  iUneea  produced  by  the  immenkii 
k  the  cause  of  her  death. 

The  ehateaa  k  kw^  end  seen  along  the  kke  te 
a  great  dktanee.    T£b  walk  are  white. 


And  tkm  t^§r$  wa$  a  UiHs  uk* 

Page  186,  Une  Ml 

Between  the  entraneea  of  the  Bhone  and  Tllla 
neuye,  not  kr  from  Chillon,  k  a  yery  small  klana: 
the  only  one  I  ooald  peroeiye,  in  my  yoyaga  roaaa 
and  oyer  the  lake,  within  ita  eircamferenee.  It 
eontalns  a  kw  traea,  (I  think  not  aboye  three,)  tad 
final  its  shfigkneas  and  din^nqlife  aiae  hat  a  p^mr 
liar  elkct  upon  the  yiew. 

'When  the  foregoing  poem  was  composed  I  wai 
not  sufficiently  aware  of  the  hktory  of  Bonnfyard, 
or  I  ahould  haye  eadeayoted  to  dignify  the  sal^feet 
byaa  attempt  toealebsate  hk  oonrage  sad  hk  yi» 
tnes.  Beme  aoooaat  of  hk  Uk  wiH  be  kaadia  a 
note  appended  to  the  «  Sonnet  on  ChUlon,'*  with 
whieh  I  naye  been  fumkhed  by  the  kindness  of  a 
citisen  of  that  BepubHo,  iHiich  k  atiH  proud  of  the 
memory  of  a  naa  worthy  of  the  beat  age  of  aaeisal 


BEPPO ; 

A  VENETIAN  STORY. 


•«BfloiiBtqr;toOQtoflai«wtihjnnrNaiMtj,aBd»lnicMtcUteGod  for  OMJdDf  you  tet  ( 
«fllMucetUok(l^7oaliaTeiwarabiaOeMiiiota.~vA«  You  Lite  A,  la  IV.  S«.  I. 


That  H  ban  at  rente,  whkhwMiiiiKb«UtBdl9ttM7aaiif&iglUi(KtilBmcao^  t 

iWb  b  Mi»-4lM  Mat  of  aU  4lbMlniaBeM.-fl.  A« 


Tn  known,  at  least  it  should  be,  that  throughout 
All  countries  of  the  Catholic  persuasion, 

8ome  weeks  before  ShroTe  Tuesday  comes  about, 
The  people  take  their  fiU  of  recreation, 

And  buy  repentance,  ere  they  grow  devout. 
However  high  their  rank,  or  low  their  station, 

With  fiddling,  feasting,  dancing,  drinking,  masking, 

And  other  things  which  may  be  had  for  asking. 

n. 

Hie  moment  night  with  dusky  mantle  covers 
The  skies,  (and  the  more  duskily  the  better,) 

The  time  less  liked  by  husbands  than  by  lovers 
Begins,  and  prudery  flings  aside  her  fetter ; 

And  gayety  on  restless  tiptoe  hovers, 
Oi^ling  with  all  the  gallants  who  beset  her ; 

And  there  are  songs  and  quavers,  roaring,  humming. 

Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  of  strumming. 

nr. 

And  there  are  dresses  splendid,  but  ikntastieal. 
Masks  of  all  times  and  nations,  Turks  and  Jews, 

And  harlequins  and  clowns,  with  feats  gymnastical, 
Greeks,  Romans,  Yankee-doodles,  and  Hindoos ; 

AH  kinds  of  dress,  except  the  ecclesiastical. 
All  people,  as  their  fancies  hit,  may  choose. 

But  no  one  hi  these  parts  may  quia  tiie  clergy. 

Therefore  take  heed,  ye  Freethinkers !  I  charge  ye. 

Ton'd  better  walk  about  begirt  with  briers. 
Instead  of  coat  and  small-clothes,  than  put  on 

A  single  stitch  reflecting  upon  friars, 
Although  you  swore  it  only  was  in  tan ; 

They'd  haul  you  o'er  the  coals,  and  stir  the  flies 
Of  Phle^ethon  with  every  mother's  son. 

Nor  say  one  mass  to  cool  the  caldron's  bubble 

That  boil'd  your  bones,  voless  you  paid  them  double. 


V. 

But  saving  this,  you  may  put  on  whate'er 
Tou  like  by  way  of  doublet,  cape,  or  cloakf 

Such  as  in  Honmouth-street,  or  in  Bag  Fair 
Would  rig  you  out  in  seriousness  or  joke ; 

And  even  in  Italy  such  places  are. 
With  prettier  name  in  softer  accents  spoke, 

For,  bating  Covent  Garden,  I  can  hit  on 

No  place  that's  call'd  **  Piaui"  in  Great  Britain. 

VL 

This  feast  is  named  the  Carnival,  which  being 
Interpreted,  implies  '*  farewell  to  flesh : " 

So  caU'd,  because  the  name  and  thing  agreeing, 
Through  Lent  they  live  on  fish  both  salt  and  firesk 

But  why  they  usher  Lent  with  so  mueh  glee  in. 
Is  more  than  I  can  tell,  although  I  guess 

'Tis  as  we  take  a  glass  with  friends  at  parting. 

In  the  stage-eoaeh  or  packet  just  at  starting. 

vn. 

And  thus  they  bid  farewell  to  oomal  dishee, 

And  solid  meats,  and  highly  spioed  i 
To  live  for  forty  di^  on  iU-dress'd  flshes, 

Beeause  they  have  no  sauces  to  their  stews, 
A  thing  which  causes  many  •*poohs"  and  *«  pishes," 

And  seversl  oaths  (which  would  not  suit  the  Muse) 
From  travellers  accustomed  ttom  a  boy 
To  eat  their  salmon,  at  the  least,  with  soy ; 

vin. 

And  therefore  humbly  I  would  recommend 
"  The  curious  in  flsh-sauce,"  befbre  th^  a^m 

The  sea,  to  bid  thefr  cook,  or  wife,  or  friend, 
Walk  or  ride  to  the  Strand,  and  buy  in  gictef 

(Or  if  set  out  beforehand,  these  may  send 
By  any  means  least  liable  to  loss,) 

Ketchup,  Soy,  Chili-vinegar,  and  Harvey, 

Or,bytiieLordl  a  Lent  wiB  well  nigh  starve  y«S 


t^witmf,  if  fovr  x«U8ioa'«l 
And  jM  at  Rome  would  do  at  Bomuit  do, 

Aeeodi^  to  tike  proTeib,«-«]thoag]i  no  man* 
If  Afo^  it  obliged  to  €Mt;  and  yon. 

If  Ftatatoat,  or  aicklXf  or  a  woman, 
WooUniiicr  dine  in  ain  on  a  ragont— 

Dbiaaibd  d-d !  I  dont  mean  to  be  ooane, 

Bitthiff  tbe  penalty,  to  aay  no  woxae. 

X. 

Of  an  the  plaeee  where  the  Cazmral 
WMamt  fteetioaa  In  the  daya  of  yore, 

Fordiaee,  and  flong,  and  aeranade,  mid  ball* 
Aadnaaqoe,  and  mine,  and  myatery,  and 

Tha  Ihsve  time  to  tell  now,  or  at  all, 
TeaieaifaebeU  ih>mjBiT«ry  eity  bore, 

AndatllMnoDient  when  I  Hx  my  atoiy 

Tint  mbom  dtywss  in  all  her  glory. 

XL 

Tkefn^n^  Ikeea  yet,  thoae  aame  Tenetlana, 
Blaek  eyea,  arch'd  brows,  and  sweet  ezpresaions 
itiU; 

Sod  as  of  old  were  oopied  from  the  Oreciana, 
h  asdcBt  arts  by  modems  mimiek'd  HI ; 

Aad  like  lo  many  Yenuaes  of  Titian's, 
(TIk  hart's  at  Florence— aee  it,  if  ye  will,) 

tiej  look  irhea  leaning  oyer  the  balcony, 

Or  itepp'i  from  ont  a  pietore  by  Qiecgione, 

xn. 

Whose tiots  are  truth  and  beauty  at  tiieir  best; 

Asd  vhen  yon  to  Hanfrini's  palace  go, 
That  pictsre  (howaoeTer  fine  the  rest) 

Is  loToBest  to  my  mind  of  all  the  show; 
ItBiaj  periiaps  be  also  to  yosir  seat, 

Aadihafa  the  eanse  I  rhyme  npon  it  so ; 
Tis  but  the  portait  of  hia  son,  and  wiiSa, 
Aadsdf;  bUtsMeAawoman!  lore  in  life. 

xm. 

Uteiaftdllifb  and  lengtii,  not  tote  ideal, 

Ko,  nor  idaal  beanty ,  that  fine  name. 
Bat  sesaetlmig  better  stQl,  so  irery  real, 

Thsft  the  sweet  model  most  have  been  the  saaae ; 
JL  thiag  that  yon  wonld  pmehase,  beg,  or  steal, 

Wer't  not  napoaaible,  besides  a  ahame : 
TkebfioieesSssomelhce,  as  *tweie  with  pain, 
foo  oncehne  seefrbttt  ne^er  will  see  again; 

xnr. 

One  ofihose  fotms  whieh  ilH  by  vs,  when  we 
Anym«g,  and  Ak  our  eyee  on  eimy  lace ; 

^d,  Oh!  thalorelineaa  at  times  weaee 
In  noaeBtary  gliding,  the  soft  grace, 

TbeToath^tbeUeom,  the  beanty  whieh  agree, 
^  any  a  aanMlesa  being  we  retrace, 

^^oee  eooneandhomewe  knewnot,  nor  shall  kaaar, 

like  tholort  Flsiadi  seen  no  mote  below. 

XV. 

I  aaid  thailke  a  i^otare  by  OioigiflM 
yenetianirasiieii  were,  and  so  they  are, 

?aitieiilady  seen  from  a  balcony, 
(For  benty's  aometanca  beat  set  off  aftr,) 

Aad  there,  iaat  like  a  heroine  of  Ooldonl, 
They  peep  from  OQt  the  blind,  or  o'er  the  baf ; 

And  tnth  to  aay,  they're  mostly  very  pretty, 

AadmttflK  like  to  show  it,  nore's  the  pity ! 


m 

XVI 
For  ^aaeee  beget  oglea»  oglss  sighs, 

8i|^  wishes,  wishes  words,  and  words  a  letter. 
Which  flies  on  wings  of  Ught-heel'd  Mereuies, 

Whodosneh  thii^beeanse  they  know  no  better 
And  then,  Ood  knowa,  what  miachief  may  arise. 

When  lore  links  two  yonng  people  in  one  fr  tter. 
Vile  aaeignationa,  and  aiinlteroos  beds, 
ElopeBsents,  broken  vowa,  and  hearta,  and  heads. 

xvn. 

SkMkMpmn  deecribed  the  aex  in  Deedemona 
As  veiy  Cair,  bat  yet  suspect  in  fame. 

And  to  thia  day  from  Venice  to  Verona 
Such  matters  may  be  probably  the  eame, 

Bzcept  that  since  thoee  timee  was  nerer  knows  a 
Husband  whom  nacre  auspicion  could  inflame 

To  SttA>cate  a  wife  no  more  than  twenty, 

Beonse  she  had  a  "  oaTalier  aerrente." 

xvm. 

Their  Jealoosy  Of  they  are  ersr  Jeeloos) 

Is  of  a  £ur  complexion  altogether. 
Not  like  that  sooty  devil  of  Othello's, 

Which  smothers  women  in  a  bed  of  fesither. 
But  worthier  of  theae  much  more  jolly  fellowa. 

When  weary  of  the  matrimonial  tether. 
His  head  for  such  a  wife  no  mortal  bothers, 
But  takes  at  once  another,  or  another's 

XIX. 
Didst  ever  see  agondoU  ?  For  fear 

Ton  should  not,  I'll  deacribe  it  you  exactly : 
lis  a  long  oorer'd  boat  that's  common  here, 

Carred  at  the  prow,  built  lightly,  but  eompaotl]^ 
Row'd  by  two  rowers,  each  call'd  *'  Gondolier," 

It  glides  along  the  water  looking  blackly, 
Just  like  a  coffin  clapt  in  a  canoe. 
Where  none  can  make  out  what  you  aay  or  do. 

XX. 

And  19  and  down  the  long  canals  thej  go. 

And  under  the  Rialto  shoot  along. 
By  night  and  day,  all  paces,  swift  or  slow, 

And  round  the  theatres,  a  sable  throng. 
They  wait  'm  their  dusk  livery  of  wo, 

Bnt  not  to  them  do  woful  things  belong. 
For  sometimes  they  contain  a  deal  of  fiin. 
Like  moumhkg  cosiches  when  the  frineral's  done. 

XXI. 

But  to  my  stoey.— Twas  aome  years  ago. 

It  may  be  thirty,  forty,  more  or  less. 
The  carnival  was  at  its  height,  and  so 

Were  all  kinds  of  buffoonery  and  dress ; 
A  certain  lady  went  to  see  the  show. 

Her  real  name  I  know  not,  nor  can  guess. 
And  so  we'll  call  her  Laura,  if  you  please, 
Because  it  slips  into  my  verae  with  ease. 

xxn. 

She  was  not  old,  nor  young,  nor  at  the  yeexs 
Which  certain  people  call  a  "  certam  age," 

Which  yet  the  most  uncertain  age  appears. 
Because  I  never  heard,  nor  could  engage 

A  person  yet  by  prayers,  or  bribes,  or  tears. 
To  name,  define  by  speech,  or  write  on  page. 

The  period  meant  precisely  by  that  word,— 

Which  surely  is  exceedingly  absurd. 


im 


BTBOB^'S  WORKS. 


zxm. 

Laura  waf  blooming  ftfll,  kad  mado  tlie  best 
Of  time,  -fldid  tame  xotuxii'd  the  compliment^ 

And  treated  her  genteelly,  so  that,  dreat, 
She  lookM  extremely  well  where'er  ahe  went : 

A  inretty  woman  is  a  wdcome  guest, 
And  Laura's  brow  a  frown  had  nurely  bent, 

Lideed  she  shone  all  smiles,  and  seem'd  to  Hatter 

Msnhind  with  her  black  eyes  for  looking  ttt'hcr. 

XXIV. 

She  was  a  msnied  woman ;  'tis  conreaient, 
Because  in  Christian  countries  tis  a  rule 

To  view  their  little  slips  with  eyes  more  lenient, 
Whereas,  if  single  ladies  play  the  fool, 

(tJnless  within  the  period  intervenient 
A  well-timed  wedding  makes  the  scandal  oocd) 

I  don't  know  how  they  ever  can  get  over  it, 

Bxoept  they  manage  never  to  discover  it. 

XXV. 

Her  husband  sail'd  upon  the  Adriatic, 
And  made  some  voyages,  too,  in  other  seas. 

And  when  he  lay  in  quarantine  for  pratique, 
(A  forty  days'  precaution  'gainst  disease,) 

His  wife  would  mount,  at  times,  her  highest  attic. 
For  thence  she  could  discern  the  ship  with  ease : 

He  was  a  merchant  trading  to  Aleppo, 

His  name  Giuseppe,  eall'd  more  briefly,  Beppo.* 

XXVL 

He  was  a  man  as  dusky  as  a  Spaniard, 
Sunburnt  with  travel,  yet  a  portly  figure ; 

Though  color'd,  as  it  were,  within  a  tanyard. 
He  was  a  person  both  of  sense  and  vigor— 

A  better  seaman  never  yet  did  man  yard : 
And  8^0,  although  her  manners  show'd  no  rigor. 

Was  deem'd  a  woman  of  the  strictest  principle, 

So  much  as  to  be  thought  almost  invincible. 

xxvn. 

But  several  years  dapsed  sinoe  they  had  met ; 

Some  people  thought  the  ship  was  lost,  and  seme 
That  he  had  somehow  blunder'd  into  debt, 

And  did  not  like  the  thought  of  steering  home ; 
And  there  were  several  offer'd  any  bet, 

Or  that^e  would,  or  that  he  would  not  eomei 
For  most-men  (till  by  losing  render^d  sager) 
WBl- back  their  own  opinions  witha  wager. 

xxvm. 

Tis  said  that  their  last  psrting  was  p«lhAtlC| 
As  partings  often  are,  or  ought  to  be, 

And  their  presentiment  was  quite  prophetio 
That  tiiey  should  never  more  each  other  see, 

(A  sort  of  morbid  feeling,  half  poetic, 
Which  I  have  known  occur  in  two  or  three,) 

When  kneeling  on  the  shore  upon  her  sad  knee, 

He  left  his  Adriatie  Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

And  Laura  Waited  long,  and  wept  a  little. 
And  thought  of  wearing  weeds,  as  well  she  might ; 

She  almost 'lost  all  appetite  for  victual. 
And  could  not  sleep  witii  ease  alone  at  idglit ; 

She  deem'd  the  window-frames  and  shutters  brittls 
Against  a  daring  housiibreaker  or  sprite. 

And  so  She  thought  it  prudent  to  connect  her 

With  a  rioe-husband,  ehi^  to  proteet  h&r. 


XXX. 


She  chose,  (and  what  is  there  tiiey  wQl  not  clieoss 
If  only  you  wffl  but  oppose  tiiesr  choice  ?) 

Till  Beppo  should  return  from  his  long  cnrae, 
And  bid  once  more  her  fatthfol  hesrt  r^eioe, 

A  man  some  women  like,  and  yet  abuse— 
A  coxcomb  was  he  by  the  public  voice ; 

A  ooimt  of  weslth,  they  said,  as  wefl  u  qusliti, 

And  in  his  pleasures  of  great  libenjity. 

XXXI. 

And  then  he  was  a  count,  and  then  he  knew 
Music,  and  dancing,  fiddling,  French,  and  Tuscan, 

The  last,  not  easy,  be  it  known  to  you, 
For  few  Italians  speak  the  right  Etruscan. 

He  was  a  critic  upon  operas,  too, 
And  knew  all  niceties  of  -the  sock  and  busUn ; 

And  no  Venetian  audience  could  endure  a 

Song,  scene,  or  air,  when  he  cried  <*  seccatora  " 

xxxn. 

His  "  bravo  "  was  decisive,  for  that  sound 
Hush'd  "  academie  "  sigh'd  in  silent  awe ; 

The  fiddlers  trembled  as  he  look'd  around. 
For  fear  of  some  false  note's  detected  flaw; 

The  "  prima  donna's  "  tuneful  heart  would  bound, 
Dreading  the  deep  damnation  of  his  "  bah  I  *' 

Soprano,  basso,  even  the  contra-alto, 

Wish'd  him  fite  fathom  under  the  Rialto. 

XXX  in. 

He  patronised  the  Improvisator!, 

Nay,  could  himself  extemporize  some  stanzas, 
Wrote  rhymes,  sang  songs,  could  also  tell  a  story, 

Sold  pictures,  and  was  skilful  in  the  dance  as 
Italians  can  be,  though  in  this  their  glory       [ha*' 

Must  surely  yield  the  palm  to  that  which  France 
In  short,  he  was  a  perfect  cavaliero. 
And  to  his  very  valet  seem'd  a  hero. 

XXXIV. 
Then  he  waafaithftU,  too,  as  weU  as  «iiftOioiis» 

So  that  no  sort  of  female  could  complain, 
Although  they're  now  and  then  a  little  clamorouSt 

He  never  put  the  pretty  souls  in  pain ; 
His  heart  was  pne  of  those  which  most  enamour  w 

Wax  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retain. 
He  was  a  lover  of  the  good  old  school. 
Who  still  become  more  constant  as  they  cooL 

XXXV. 

No  woadsor  aiiehsai  MeompUBhrnanta  ailMald  tna 
A  female  head,  however  sage  and  steady^— 

With  scarce  a  hope  that  Beppo  could  retvmt 
In  law  he  was  almost  as  good  as  dead,  he 

Nor  sent,  nor  wrote,  nor  show'd  the  least  ooncetPi 
And  she  had  waited  several  years  alrBa4y ; 

And  asaUy  if  a  man  won't  let  us  know 

That  he's  alive,  he's  dead^  cff  should  bm  so. 

XXXVI. 
Besides,  witUn  the  Alps»  to  enrecy  troBMBiv 

(Althoa^,  God  knows,  it  is  a^dartous  san*^ 
'TiSf.I  may  say,  permitted  to  luov  4mo  vuoda 

I  can't  tell  who  first  bnnifi^  tbe  eustoia  in* 
But  "  Cavalier  Serventes  "  are  quite  commoa. 

And  no  one-notiees,  nor  osodss  *  piA>t 
And  we  may  call  this  (not  to  say  iSui  wmnst), 
A  sseow^  Bsiriage  which  OQcaqits  th0  jifinC 


1 


'  V 


5 
in  Bf9bk,  tbon^ 

Old  BngUad  ftwn  Mob 
of  damage  and  divofeea  ? 

XXXVUI. 
a  ftia  ilunk*  with  all  dttB  ditetMe 
Mri6^  part  «f  tke  eiMtioii, 
|Bdi>^  '(^•v'ld  pi  WHO  thft  pnfannM 
K^gorgengpdeonTeieatton 
twy  nitfaaqt  pewliar  lefciiee 
Ind,  Fia&ee,  or  any  other  naliaii^ 
^f  knonr  ^M  irovid,  and  are  aft  «aaa» 
[  aatoxml,  natnnUy  pleaie. 

XXXDL 

r  badding  Miaa  Is  Tery  ekamliigy 
i«id  cwkmucd  at  tni  eoaiag  out, 
Ihnn'd  that  ahe  is  quite  alanaing, 
Ilk,  Blush ;  half  Pertneaa,  and  half  Pont; 
..^^  jcbg  at  Hamuna,  for  fear  there's  haim  in 
HwToo,  aha,  it,  or  they  may  be  aboat, 
Ibolionay  stiQ  lisps  omt  in  all  they  utter— 
llwMw,  th^  ihraya  smell  of  bread  and  butter. 

XL. 

Ihit"(kfdiar8erraite"  isthephrMe 

Uied  IB  politest  eireles  to  express 
Biis  rapenrameraxy  slsre,  who  stays 

dote  to  the  lady  aa  a  part  of  dress, 
Es  word  Hie  only  Iscw  whieh  he  obe]fs. 

ffii  is  AD  sinecure,  aa  yon  may  gnesa ; 
Cssfh,  terrsnts,  gondola,  he  goes  to  eall, 
Asd  cttDBS  fan  snd  tippet,  glores  snd  shaid. 


Ld-U 


mk  d!  ill  ftfaiftil  doings,  I  mnst  say. 

Thai  Italy's  a  pleasant  place  to  me, 
Who  lofe  to  see  the  Sun  shine  emy  day, 

Aad  Tiaes  (not  nail'd  to  walls)  fivm  tiee  to  tna 
FfffoCRi*d,  mveh  Kke  the  back  scene  of  a  play, 

Or  mdfldrame,  whieh  people  floek  to  see, 
When  the  first  act  h  ended  by  a  danoe 
la  nneyazds  copied  from  the  south  of  Ftanee. 

XLEL 

Ineeii'AstiBtttt  evenings  to  fine  out, 
WHfaovtbeing  fcreed  to  bid  my  gtnom  be  sue 

Uj  elosk  isToiuid  his  ndiUle  strapped  about, 
Beeane  flie  fUes  are  not  the  most  eecure ; 

I  know  too  ^t,  if  stopped  upon  my  route, 
WhcR  the  green  alleys  windingly  allure, 

BeeKng  utih  ^n^pst  xed  wagous  ehoke  the  way,-^ 

laBng^  twodd  bu'^ng,'  duet,  or  a  diay. 

xcm. 

I  slao  Bk)e^  dine  on  beeiifteae, 
lu  M«llie«aiaoet,  enre-li^  liie  faHMWWiw, 
^e^  thsoiil^aiiitty  mMBlng'«Nl:dd^ 

A.  buiiksa  iaa«*s  dead  «ye  In  maRMttn  soHNMr, 

BetwtthaaibMeiilfUawdf ;  tiiat  day  willbroidias 

-'Beanteomaitladffleos,  nerbe  Ibreed  to  borrow 

That  sett  of  ftfOdig  euidfeligkt  which  gUmmen 

WhoftieekiBgliflBisft'*  tmtfky  ealdNii  ihUMn. 


m 

xuv. 

I  kyre  the  Isnguage,  that  soft  bastard  Latin« 
l^hich  meKa  like  kiasca  from  a  female  mouth, 

And  aonnds  as  if  it  should  be  writ  on  satin, 
With  syllables  which  bieathe  of  the  sweet  South. 

And  gentle  liquids  gliding  all  so  pat  in, 
That  net  a  single  aceent  seems  uncouth, 

like  our  hsnhnortiketn  whistling,  grunting  guttural, 

WUeh  we're  obliged  to  hiss,  and  spit,  and  aputtsr  an 

XLV. 
lUke  the  women  too,  (forgtre  my  fotty,) 

From  the  itch  peasant-cheek  of  ruddy  bronxe, 
And  large  black  eyes  that  flash  on  you  a  Tolley 

Of  rays  that  say  a  thousand  things  at  once. 
To  the  high  dama's  brow,  more  melancholy, 

But  dear,  and  with  a  wild  and  liquid  glance, 
Heart  ^  her  lipa,  and  soul  within  her  eyes. 
Soft  as  her  dime,  snd  sunny  as  her  skies. 

XLVI. 
Bto  of  the  land  which  still  is  Paradise ! 

Italian  beauty !  didst  thou  not  Inspire 
Baphael,«  who  died  in  thy  embrace,  and  iriea 

With  all  we  know  of  Hearen,  or  can  desire, 
In  what  he  hath  bequeath'd  us  ?— in  what  guise, 

Though  flashing  from  the  fenror  of  the  lyre, 
Would  tsorrif  deacribe  thy  past  and  preaent  glow. 
While  yet  CanoTa  can  create  bdow  ?  * 

XLVII. 
«  England !  with  all  thy  faulta  I  lore  thee  stm,** 

I  said  at  Calais,  and  have  not  forgot  it ; 
I  Uke  to  speak  and  lucubate  my  flU ; 

I  like  the  goTcmment,  (but  that  is  not  it ;) 
I  like  the  freedom  of  the  press  and  quill ; 

I  like  the  Habeas  Corpus,  (when  we're  got  it;) 
I  like  a  parliamentary  debate, 
Psrticttlarly  when  'tis  not  too  Ute ; 

XLVm. 
I  like  the  taxea,  when  they're  not  too  many ; 

I  likea sefr^oal  fire,  when  not  too  dear ; 
I  like  a  beef-steak,  too,  as  well  as  any ; 

Have  no  olgection  to  a  pot  of  beer ; 
I  like  the  weather,  when  it  is  not  rainy. 

That  is,  I  like  two  months  of  erery  yesr. 
And  so  Ood  saye  the  Regent,  Church,  and  King. 
Which  means  that  I  like  all  and  every  thing. 

XLIX. 

Our  standing  army,  and  disbanded  seamen, 
Poor*8  rate,  Reform,  my  own,  the  nation's  debt. 

Our  little  riots  Just  to  show  we  are  ft«e  men, 
Our  trifling  bankniptcies  in  the  Gazette, 

Our  cloudy  climate,  and  our  chilly  women, 
AR  these  1  can  Ibrgive,  and  those  forget. 

And  greatly  Tenerate  our  recent  gloriea, 

And  wish  they  wore  not  owing  the  Tories. 


•  Willi. 
0M  mUnf  dns,  the  writer,  more  ei|ieebll7 

€)f  womea,  wndd  te  OBtaMoad  •»  Hj , 
Be  apnlB  w  a  flfMUior,  iidtoildiUf, 

Aad  ahrajt,  reader,  in  a  modert  vaj ; 
Fvfa^a,  loo,  Id  no  very  gieat  depw  dadl  ht 

Affttf  to  lHt*«  dauM  fei  «k  hjr, 
0hM|  M  all  kmaWf  wttKNti  a*  ns,  oar  momm 
Would  Nem  onfinUi'd  like  UkIt  oatriiiimM  boMM^ 


IM 


BTBOirS  W0BX8. 


Bat  to  my  tale  of  Laura,— 4i»r  I  find 

Digression  is  a  sin,  that  by  degrees 
Becomes  exceeding  tedious  to  my  mind, 

And,  therefore,  may  the  reader  too  displeas^- 
The  gentle  reader,  who  may  irax  unkind^ 

And  caring  little  for  the  author's  ease, 
Insist  on  knowing  what  he  means,  a  hard 
And  hapless  situation  for  a  bard. 

U. 

Oh  that  I  had  iSie  art  of  easy  writing 
What  should  be  easy  reading !  could  I  scale 

Parnassus,  where  the  Muses  sit  inditing 
Those  pretty  poems,  ncTer  known  to  fail. 

How  quickly  would  I  print,  (the  world  delighting,) 
A  Grecian,  Syrian,  or  Assyrian  tale : 

And  sell  you,  mix'd  with  western  sentimentalism, 

Some  samples  of  the  first  Orientalism. 

LU. 
But  I  am  bat  a  cameless  sort  of  person, 

(A  broken  Dandy  lately  on  my  traTels,) 
And  take  for  rhyme,  to  hook  my  rambling  verse  on. 

The  first  that  Walker's  Lexicon  unravels, 
And  when  I  can't  find  that,  I  put  a  worse  on. 

Not  caring  as  I  ought  for  critics'  cavils ; 
I've  a  half  mind  to  tumble  down  to  prose, 
But  verse  is  more  in  fashion— so  here  goes. 

LHL 
The  Count  sad  Laura  made  their  new  amagement. 

Which  lasted,  as  arrangements  sometimes  do. 
For  half  a  dozen  years  without  estrangement ; 

They  had  their  little  differences,  too ; 
Those  jealous  whifiEs,  which  never  any  change  meant 

Li  such  affairs  there  probably  are  few 
Who  hare  not  had  this  pouting  sort  of  squabble, 
From  sinners  of  high  station  to  the  rabble. 

LTV. 
But  on  the  whole,  they  were  a  happy  pair. 

As  happy  as  unlawful  love  could  make  them ; 
The  gentleman  was  fond,  the  lady  fair, 

Their  chains  so  slight,  'twos  not  worth  while  to 
break  them : 
The  world  beheld  them  with  indulgent  air ; 

The  pious  only  wish'd  '*  the  devil  take  them ! " 
He  took  them  not ;  he  very  often  waits. 
And  leaves  old  sinners  to  be  young  one's  baits. 

LV. 

But  they  were  young ;  Oh  1  what  without  our  youth 
Would  love  be !  What  would  youth  be  without  love ! 

Touth  lends  it  joy,  and  sweetness,  vigor,  truth. 
Heart,  soul,  and  all  that  seems  as  from  above ; 

But,  languishing  with  years,  it  grows  uncouth*- 
'One  of  few  things  experience  don't  improve. 

Which  is,  perhaps,  the  reason  why  old  fellows 

Are  always  so  preposterously  jealous. 

LVI. 
It  was  the  Carnival,  as  I  have  said 

Some  six  and  thirty  stanzas  back,  and  so 
Laura  the  usual  preparations  made, 

Which  you  do  when  your  mind's  made  up  to  go 
To-night  to  Mrs.  Boehm's  masquerade. 

Spectator,  or  partaker  in  the  show ; 
The  only  difference  known  between  the  eases 
X»  -iftMV,  we  have  «ix  wc«k8  of  "  vamish'd  fiMSf." 


LYn. 

Laura,  when  dnst,  was  (aa  I  la&g  b««oi^ 

A  pratty  woman  as  was  ever  seen. 
Fresh  as  the  Angel  o'er  a  new  inn  door. 

Or  frontispiece  of  a  new  Hagasine, 
With  all  the  fashions  which  the  Ust  month  von, 

Color'd,  snd  silver  paper  leaved  between 
That  and  the  title-page,  for  fear  the  press 
Should  soil  with  psrts  of  speech  the  parts  of  duH 

Lvni. 

They  went  to  the  Bidotto;— ^tis  ahall 
Where  people  dance,  and  sup,  snd  dance  again; 

Its  proper  name,  perhaps,  were  a  maaqued  ball, 
But  that's  of  no  importance  to  my  strain; 

'Tis  (on  a  smaller  scale)  like  our  Yauxhall, 
Excepting  that  it  can't  be  spoilt  by  rain: 

The  company  is  **  mix'd,"  (the  phrase  I  qaote  ii 

As  much  as  saving,  they're  below  your  notice;) 

LIX. 
For  a  «  mix'd  company  "  implies  that,  saTS 

Yourself  and  iMends,  and  half  a  hundred  moie, 
Whom  you  may  bow  to  without  looking  grsTe, 

The  rest  are  but  a  vulgar  set,  the  bore 
Of  public  places,  where  they  basely  brave 

The  fashionable  stare  of  twenty  score 
Of  well-bred  persons,  call'd  "the  World;"  bail 
Although  I  know  them,  really  don't  know  why. 

LX.     . 

This  b  the  casern  England;  at  least  was 
During  the  dynasty  of  Dandies,  now 

Perchance  succeeded  by  some  other  class 
Of  imitated  imitators :— how 

Irreparably  soon  decline,  alas ! 
The  demagogues  of  fashion :  all  below 

Is  frail ;  how  easily  the  world  is  lost 

By  love,  or  war,  and  now  and  then  by  frost! 

LXL 

Crush'd  was  Napoleon  by  the  northern  Thor, 
Who  knock'd  his  army  down  with  icy  hanuner, 

Stopp'd  by  the  elemmta,  like  a  whaler,  or 
A  blundering  novice  in  his  new  French  granuntts 

Gkiod  cause  had  he  to  doubt  the  chance  of  war, 
And  as  for  Fortune— but  I  daze  not  d— 'n  her, 

Because,  were  I  to  ponder  to  infinity, 

The  more  I  should  believe  in  her  divinity. 

Lxn. 

She  rules  the  present,  past,  and  all  to  be  yet. 
She  gives  us  luck  in  lotteries,  love,  and  nanJage» 

I  cannot  say  that  she's  done  mueh  for  me  yet; 
Nor  that  I  mean  her  bounties  to  disparsge, 

We've  not  yet  closed  accounts,  and  we  shiJl  see  yet 
How  much  she'll  make  amends  for  past  misett- 
riage; 

Meantime  the  goddess  I'll  no  more  importone, 

Unless  to  thank  her  when  she's  made  my  fortune. 

Lxm. 

To  torn,— and  to  return;— ^e  davfl  take  it! 

This  story  slips  fbr  ever  through  my  fingers, 
Beeause,  just  as  the  stansa  likea  to  nuik|  it, 

It  needs  must  be— and  so  it  rather  lingers; 
This  form  of  verse  began,  I  can't  weU  break  it, 

But  most  keep  time  and  tone  like  public  singti* 
But  if  I  once  get  througli  my  present  measure, 
111  take  another  when  Tm  next  at  kiniie. 


TowMA I  —a  trngomfmii  to inoiwr, 
liittoainK«i|r  Ibrnglite  a  Uttl«  spMt, 

I  Fm  wUmt  liiipiil^  and  m^  bcnmr 
jttt^riiatldBdof  &«• 
Ifay  hnklwnwith  aach  maik,  lad  —  my 
OMkeu  ili  p«M  Muetinet,  ru  make, 
iMirtiH  lima  Imrn  it  hall  an  imw  bahfai4.) 

UtV. 
Hmrinm  moves  alang  llm  jojrevt  oowi, 
'  ftiHwim  ifcTcyai,  aimsmxpwi  on  bar  I^ms 
To  MM  Ae  vidaptti,  oOan  apeaks  alood ; 

Hi  Mmft  iba  eiiitri«»  «Bd  to  toma  die  dipa, 
Govphim  of  wazmih,  and  tiili  eomplaittt  srov'dt 
Her  ktrcr  temga  the  lemeaadB^  rim  lipa ; 
aemnSflmtpitleeaiiU 
iftirbeliigteitsoffl. 

LXVI. 
Omiktt  ftte  einla,  tnother  too  mndi  pilnt, 

A  thirt-^lmra  did  she  Imy  that  frightftd  tuhan? 
A  Amrth'i  m  pale  ahe  fean  she's  going  to  ftint, 

A  fifth's  look's  Tulgar,  dowdyish,  and  snbvoban, 
A  sfadii'i  vliite  sitk  has  got  a  yellovr  taint, 

A  sncath's  tinn  mnslia  surely  will  be  her  bane, 
Ajii  lo !  la  e^j^lith  appean,— '<  HI  see  no  more ! " 
Ferfesf,  like  Banquo's  kings,  they  leaeh  H  score. 

LXVII. 

XemtiiM,  wh3e  she  was  thus  at  others  gasing» 
Others  were  levellmg  their  looks  at  her ; 

She  heard  the  men's  half^hlsper'd  mode  of  prtdsmg, 
Aad,  liB  twas  done,  determined  not  to  stir ; 

The  women  only  thought  it  quite  amazing 
That  at  her  time  of  life  so  many  were 

Adnuren  still,— 4>ut  men  are  so  debased, 

ThoM  braien  creatnxes  always  snit  their  taste. 

Lxvni. 

for  mj  part,  now,  I  ne'er  could  understand 
"Why  aanghty  women — but  I  won*t  discuss 

▲  fting  which  is  a  scandal  to  the  land, 
I  only  don't  see  why  it  should  be  thus ; 

Aad  if  I  were  but  in  a  gown  and  band. 
Just  to  entitle  me  to  make  a  fuss, 

rd  preach  oa  this  till  WUberforce  and  Romllly 

ShooU  qiote  in  their  next  speeches  from  my  homily. 

LXIX. 

W«I«vi  A|tt  was  seen  and  seeing*  smiling, 

TafluBg,  the  knew  not  why  and  cared  not  what. 
So  %|  li^  female  friends,  with  envy  broiling, 
•    Bebe&dluB  airs  and  triumph,  and  all  that ; 
Aad  well  diest  males  still  kept  before  her  filing, 

And  pasuag  bow'd  and  mingled  with  her  chat ; 
Mote  than  ^e  rest  one  person  seem'd  to  stare 
'^  pettiwu%  that's  rather  rare. 

He  was  a^uk, iha  eolor  of  meha^u^ ; 

A^Umaiaw  bin,  aad  at  first  wss  glad* 
^>««wu*«^  lur^  so  mneh  admire  phU(^(7i^« 
-^^•N^thttasage  of  their  wives  iamd  5  * 
^J  •«d  tlMTdise  no  better  thsn  a  dog  any 
^^JW  wsBBsa,  whom  they  purchase  like  a  pad : 
Ttay  bawe  a  mwhe,,  tbo,gh  they  ne'er  eahiWt  'em. 
rom  wms  i^ )«,  «nd  ooneiibinsi "  %d  Ubitum*" 
25 
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UIX 

Th^  leak  Am  iV»  and  TtiU  MAgwiDd  tMAdMfef 

They  seareely  caa  behold  their  male  relationig 
00  that  their  nmmanta  do  not  pasa  eo  gaily 

AaJa  avppoead  the  ease  with  northern  natieiw; 
Oonflnenupt,  too.  anstmake  them  look  qnite  paM|r . 

And  as  the  Turks  abhor  long  oonTersatieM» 
Their  daya  are  either  paat  in  dioing  nothing. 
Or  hathl^,  nwEsiag*  making  Wve»  and  elothiag. 

They  eannot  read,  and  eo  don't  Ikp  iaeritkinai 

Nor  write,  and  so  they  don't  affi»ct  the  mnee } 
Were  new  caaght  in  epigram  or  wittidam, 

Have  no  romanees,  sermons,  plays,  rsTieway^ 
in  harama  learning  soon  would  make  a  pretty  eehlMlb 

Bnt  hickily  theee  beanties  are  no  '*  bloee," 
Mo  bnatli]^  Botberbys  haTO  they  to  show  'em 

That  chemiag  pamage  in  the  last  new  ] 


Lxxm. 

Ho  eoliiBi  entlqne  gentleman  of  diyne. 
Who  haTing  angled  all  his  life  for  fame, 

And  getting  but  a  nibble  at  a  time. 
Still  fttssily  keeps  fishing  on,  the  same 

Small  "  Triton  of  the  minnows,"  Ihe  snbliHM 
Of  mediocrity,  the  furious  tame. 

The  echo's  echo,  usher  of  the  school 

Of  female  wits,  boy  bards— in  short,  a  fool  I 

iXXIT. 
A  stalking  oracle  of  awftil  phrase.  (law 

The  approring  <<  Good  I "  (by  no  means  good  ia 
Humming  like  flies  around  the  newest  blase. 

The  bluest  of  bluebottles  you  e'er  saw, 
Teasing  with  blame,  excruciating  with  praise^ 

Gorging  the  little  fame  he  gets  all  raw. 
Translating  tongues  he  knows  not  even  by  lettei. 
And  sweating  plays  so  middling,  bad  were  better. 

LXXV. 

One  hatee  an  author  that's  aU  author,  foUowa 
In  foolscap  uniforms  tum'd  up  with  ink. 

So  Tcry  anxious,  clever,  fine,  and  jealous, 
One  don't  know  what  to  say  to  them,  or  th&ik. 

Unless  to  puff  them  with  a  pair  of  bellows ; 
Of  coxcombry's  worst  coxcombry  e'en  the  pink 

Are  preferable  to  those  shreds  of  paper, 

These  unquench'd  snuffings  of  the  midnight  taper. 

LXXYI. 
Of  these  tuaoB  we  see  aeieral,  and  of  othsri» 

Men  of  the  world,  who  know  the  world  like  mm^ 
Scott,  Rogers,  Moore,  and  all  the  better  brotheasi 

Who  think  of  something  else  besides  the  pen ; 
But  for  the  ehildren  of  the  **  mighty  mother's," 

The  would-be  wits  and  can't-be  gentlemen, 
I  leave  them  to  thehr  daily  <'  tea  is  ready," 
Smng  coterie,  and  literary  lady. 

uiyn. 

The  poor  dear  Mnssolwomen  whom  I  moMion 
Bare  none  of  these  instmctive  pleasant  peopH 

And  om  would  seem  to  them  a  new  invontion. 
Unknown  as  bells  within  a  Torkish  steeple ; 

I  think  'twould  ahooLost  be  worth  while  to  penrioii 
(Though  beot-sown  projects  very  often  reap  ill* 

A  missionary  ^nthor,  just  to  pleach 

Ow  Chriatiimi  mege  of  the  parts  of  ipeeeh. 
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BTBeN'S  WOBXS. 


LXXVIII. 
llo  diemistry  ibr  tiiem  unfolds  her  gasses, 

No  motaphyBics  are  let  loose  in  lectures, 
No  circulating  library  amasses 

Beligious  noTels,  moral  tales,  and  strictures 
t7pon  the  living  manners,  as  they  pass  us ; 

No  exhibition  glares  with  annual  pictures ; 
They  stare  not  on  the  stars  from  out  tlibir  attics, 
Nor  deal  (thank  God  for  that !)  in  mathematics. 

LXXIX. 

Why  I  thank  Ood  for  that  is  no  great  matter, 
I  hare  my  reasons,  you  no  doubt  suppose, 

And  as,  perhaps,  they  would  not  highly  flatter, 
rU  keep  them  for  my  life  (to  come)  in  prose ; 

I  fear  I  hare  a  little  turn  for  satire, 
And  yet  methinks  the  older  that  one  grows 

Inclines  us  more  to  laugh  than  scold,  though  laughter 

LesTes  us  so  doubly  serious  shortly  after. 

LXXX. 

Oh,  Mfath  and  Innocence !  Oh,  Milk  and  Water ! 

Ye  happy  mixtures  of  more  happy  days  ! 
In  these  sad  centuries  of  sin  and  slaughter, 

Abominable  Man  no  more  allays 
His  thirst  with  such  pure  bererage.    No  matter, 

I  loTe  you  both,  and  both  shall  have  my  praise : 
Oh,  for  old  Saturn's  reign  of  sugar-candy  !— 
Meantime  I  drink  to  your  return  in  brandy. 

LXXXl. 
Our  Laura's  Turk  still  kept  his  eyes  upon  her. 

Less  in  the  Mussulman  than  Christian  way, 
Which  seems  t^  say,  **  Madam,  I  do  you  honor, 

And  while  I  please  to  stare,  you'll  please  to  stay." 
Could  staring  win  a  woman,  this  had  won  her. 

But  Laura  could  not  thus  be  led  astray ; 
She  had  stood  fire  too  long  and  well,  to  boggle 
Even  at  this  stranger's  most  outhmdish  ogle. 

LXXXIL 

The  morning  now  was  on  the  point  of  breaking, 
A  turn  of  time  at  which  I  would  advise 

Ladies  who  have  been  dancing,  or  partaking 
In  any  other  kind  of  exercise. 

To  make  tiieir  preparations  for  forsaking 
The  ball-room  ere  the  sun  begins  to  rise, 

Beeanse  when  once  the  lamps  and  candles  Csil, 

His  bhMlMs  make  them  look  a  tittle  pale. 

Lxxxra. 

I've  seen  some  balls  and  revels  in  my  time. 
And  stayed  them  over  for  some  silly  Veason, 

And  then  I  look'd  (I  hope  it  was  no  crime) 
To  see  what  lady  best  stood  out  the  season ; 

And  though  I've  seen  some  thousands  In  their  prime. 
Lovely  and  pleasing,  and  who  still  may  please  on, 

I  never  saw  but  one,  (the  stars  withdrawn,) 

Whose  bloom  eould  alter  dancing  dare  ^e  dawn. 

Lxxxnr. 

The  name  of  this  Aurora  I'll  not  mention. 
Although  I  might,  for  she  was  nought  to  me 

More  than  that  patent  work  of  God's  invention, 
A  charming  woman,  whom  we  like  to  see ; 

But  writing  names  would  merit  reprehension, 
Yet  If  yon  like  to  find  out  this  hit  she, 

At  the  next  London  or  Parisian  bell 

Yon  still  may  mark  her  eheekt  out-hloomiag  alL 


LXXXV. 
Laura,  who  knew  it  would  not  do  at  ell 

To  meet  the  daylight  after  seven  hours*  ditiiig 
Among  three  thousand  people  at  a  ball, 

To  make  her  curtcey  thought  it  right  and  fttUng 
The  Count  was  at  her  elbow  with  her  shawl. 

And  they  the  room  were  on  the  point  of  quitting, 
When  lo !  those  cursed  gondoliers  had  got 
Just  in  the  very  place  where  they  sAotdd  noi. 

LXXXVI. 

In  this  they're  Uke  our  coachmen,  and  die  cause 
Is  much  ^e  same-^the  crowd,  and  pulling,  hauliag , 

With  blasphemies  enough  to  break  their  jaws. 
They  make  a  never  intermittent  bawling. 

At  home,  our  Bow-street  gemmen  keep  the  laws, 
And  here  a  sentry  stands  within  your  caUing ; 

But  for  all  that,  there  is  a  deal  of  swearing. 

And  nauseous  words  past  mentioning  or  bearing. 

LXXXVIL 

The  Count  and  Laura  found  their  boat  at  last, 
Afid  homeward  floated  o'er  the  silent  tide. 

Discussing  all  the  dances  gone  and  past ; 
The  dancers  and  their  dresses,  too,  beside ; 

Some  little  scandals  eke :  but  aU  aghast 
(As  to  their  palace  stairs  the  rowers  glide) 

Sate  Laura  by  the  side  of  her  Adorer, 

When  lo  1  the  Mussulman  was  there  befiore  her. 

Lxxxvni. 

"  Sir,"  said  the  Count,  with  brow  exceeding  grafe» 
**  Your  unexpected  presence  here  will  make 

It  necessary  for  myself  tq  crave 
Its  import  ?    But  perhaps  'tis  a  mistake ; 

I  hope  it  is  so ;  and  at  once  to  wave 
All  compliment,  I  hope  so  for  your  sake ; 

You  understand  my  meaning,  or  you  thall" 

'*  Shr,"  (quoth  the  Turk,)  "  'tis  no  mistake  at  tlL 

LXXXIX. 
**  That  lady  is  my  vife  !  "    Much  wonder  paints 

The  lady's  changing  cheek,  as  well  it  might; 
But  where  an  Englishwoman  sometimes  bints, 

Italian  females  don't  do  so  outright ; 
They  only  call  a  little  on  their  saints. 

And  then  come  to  themselves,  almost  or  quite ; 
Which  saves  much  hartshorn,  salts,  and  sprinkling 

faces. 
And  cutting  stays,  as  usual  in  such  oases. 

XC. 
She  said,— what  could  she  say  ?    Why  not  a  word ; 

But  the  Count  courteously  invited  in 
The  stranger,  much  appeased  by  what  he  heard : 

«  Such  things,  perhaps,  we'd  best  disense  within,* 
Said  he ;  "  don't  let  us  make  ourselves  absurd 

In  pubUc,  by  a  scene,  nor  raise  a  din. 
For  then  the  diief  and  only  satisfaction 
Will  be  much  quissing  on  the  whole  trtnsaetum.** 

XCI. 
They  entered,  and  for  coffee  call'd— it  eame, 

A  beverage  for  Turks  and  Christians  boHi, 
Although  the  way  they  make  it's  not  the  Mme. 

Now  Laura,  much  rocover'd,  or  leas  lotll 
To  speak,  cries  "  Beppo !  what's  your  pagan  name  I 

Bless  met  your  beard  is  of  amaxing  growth! 
And  how  came  you  to  keep  away  so  Umg  ? 
Are  you  not  sensible  'twas  vesy  wieng  } 


KOraS  TO  BBPFO. 


IW 


XdL 

*Ail  oe  yoQ  fwfly  Avlf ,  bow  a  Turk  ? 

Witt  aBjT  other  women  did  7011  wire  ? 
bHtne  ^ejr  mo  their  ilngen  for  a  fbrk  } 

▼cD,  that's  ^e  pratdett  shawl— u  I'm  sUre ! 
7oi11  give  it  me  ?    Thej  say  700  eat  no  pork. 

Aai  ham  ao  maa^  yeais  did  joa  contriye 
To— Nflsa  me!  Ad  I  ever  ?    No,  I  nerer 
Btvinm  grown  so  jeUow!    How's  your  Utst  ? 

xcm. 

"Beppo !  tiiat  heard  of  joor's  heeomes  yon  not ; 

It^sQ  he  shared  hefbre  you're  a  day  older : 
Why  do  yon  wear  it?    Oh !  I  had  forgot— 

Fkay  don't  70a  think  the  weather  here  is  colder  ? 
Hov  do  I  look  ?    Ton  shan't  stir  fixmi  this  spot 

h  that  queer  dress,  for  foar  that  some  hehoUter 
fOfloU  find  yon  out,  and  make  the  stoty  known. 
Hsvdtoctyoiir  hanr  Is !  Lord !  how  gray  it's  grown ! " 

XCIV. 

Whsk  aasvcr  Beppo  made  to  these  demands  , 
IsBore  than  I  know.    He  was  oast  away 

AbottiAers  Troy  stood  oaoe»  and  nothiog  stands ; 
BeeaiBe  a  sfacre  of  oonxse,  aJid  for  his  pay 

Had  bread  and  hastinadoes,  till  some  hands 
Of  phales  landing  in  a  neighboiing  bay, 

Ha  jaia'd  flie  rogues  and  prosper'd,  and  became 

imegado  of  indifieient  fome. 

XCV. 

Hot  he  grew  rich«  and  with  his  riches  grew  so 

Kean  the  desire  to  see  hia  home  again, 
Bt  thoo^t  himself  in  duty  bound  to  do  so, 
And  not  be  ahrays  thieving  on  the  main ; 
Londy  he  felt,  at  times,  as  Robin  Crusoe, 
And  so  he  bired  a  ressel  oome  from  Spain, 
I  far  Coifu :  she  was  a  fine  polacca, 
a*d  vl&  twelYe  hands,  and  laden  with  tobaooo. 


XCVI. 

Himself,  and  much  (hearen  knows  how  gotten)  cash 
He  then  embark*d  with  risk  of  life  and  Umb, 

And  got  dear  off,  although  the  attempt  was  rash : 
He  said  that  Promdenee  protected  him— 

For  my  part,  I  say  nothing,  lest  we  clash 
In  our  opinions :  well,  the  ship  was  trim. 

Set  sail,  and  kept  her  reckoning  fiairly  on. 

Except  tiiree  days  of  ealm  when  off  Cape  Bonn. 

XCVII. 

They  reach'd  the  ia&nd,  he  transfeir'd  his  lading. 
And  self  and  liye-stoek,  to  another  bottom. 

And  pass'd  for  a  true  Turkey  merchant,  trading 
With  goods  of  Tsrious  names,  but  I've  forgot  'era. 

Howerer,  he  got  off  by  this  erading. 
Or  else  tiie  people  would  perhaps  hare  shot  him; 

And  thus  at  Venice  landed  to  reclaim 

His  wifo,  religion,  house,  and  Christtan  name. 

xcvin. 

His  wife  feeeived,  the  patriaieh  lebaptiaed  Urn, 
(He  made  the  diwoh  a  present  by  the  way ;) 

He  Aen  threw  off  the  garments  which  di^gnissd  htm, 
And  boROw'd  the  Count's  small-dothes  for  a  day ; 

His  friends  the  more  for  his  long  abseaoe  prised  hiSt 
Finding  he'd  wherewithal  to  make  them  gey, 

With  dinnen,  whase  he  oft  became  the  Unghef  thwi, 

For  storiee-bnt  /  don't  beUere  the  half  of  then. 

XCIX. 
Whate'er  his  yontfi  had  snfiar'd,  his  old  age 

With  wealth  and  talking  sAade  him  some  am«ids  ( 
Though  Laura  sometimes  pat  him  in  a  rage, 

I've  hesrd  the  Count  and  he  wen  always  friendfc 
My  pen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  page. 

Which  being  finiah'd,  here  the  story  ends ; 
'Tis  to  be  wish'd  it  had  been  sooner  done* 
Bnt  Bloiles  somehow  lengthen  when  begeia. 


NOTES  TO  BEPPO. 


^^*»  <*«  *«  PWfld,'wi»  US  mere  Wbw. 
^*"*  •qwMw  ma  m  tnnen  esse  solent'^— Ovid. 
Has  name  Oim^ft,  catted  wm$Md^,  Btff§. 
Beppo  le  tt»  Jptof  ftaitaH^^i^^^^ 

^       Pagem,%ea. 


"Coft^o"  tepnnounoed  "CorteAe,"  withaaa 
rate, aeooffdingto  the ArabesqvegvttoraL    Itf~' 
what  thcie  is  as  yet  no  preebenase  fbr  te  n 
though  the  piaettee  Is  as  eemmen  at  te  a^r  t 
tane  oountiy  whatever. 

4. 

JZonAoel,  %Dho  died  m  %  mnhraee. 
^^  Age  m,  Une  19. 

For  the  leoeiTed  accounts  of  the  cause  of  Bntha 
ertaeii«h,iee  his  lives. 


MAZEPPA. 


ADTBBTISBlCBirr. 

«  OmLtn  qui  fempHntit  alon  cetto  plaoe  Halt  WL 
gMitOhomnw  Folonais,  Bomm^  Kanppa,  n^  dans, 
toptlatinat  de  Padolie;  flstait  ktk  «leT«  pcgede; 
Jean  Casimir,  et  ayait  pris  4  sa  eonr  qtwlqne  teintore 
dM  bdlei-lettres.  X7ne  intrigue  qu'il  ent  dans  la, 
jennefsa  aree  la  fbmme  d'lin  gentOhomme  Pelonaisj 
ayant  Hk  d^coaverte,  le  man  le  fit  Her  tout  nu  for  an. 
ehetal  iSnroncbe,  et  le  laissa  aller  en  cet  kUJL  Le 
oheral,  qni  6tait  dn  pays  de  TUkzaine,  y  letouma^ 
et  J  porta  liaxeppa,  demi-mort  de  fatigue  et  de 
faim.  Quelques  paysans  le  •ecoamrent:  fl  re 
lottgtemB  paimi  eux,  et  ee  Bignala  dans  plUBieura 
courses  centre  les  Tartares.  La  supMoriti  de  ses 
himi^Tes  ltd  donna  xme  grande  consid^tion  paxmi 
les  Cosaques :  sa  r^utatlon  s*augmentant  de  jonr  en 
jour,  obUgea  le  Czar  &  le  fttlre  Prince  de  PtJkraine/ 
— VoLTAiBB,  Biit,  de  Charlm  XII.  p.  196. 

**  Le  roi  ftiyant  et  poursuiri  eut  son  cliefal  tak. 
eons  lui ;  le  Colonel  GKeta,  bless^,  et  perdant  tout 
son  sang,  lui  donna  le  sien.  Ainsi  on  remit  deux 
fois  4  choral,  dans  la  fhite,  ce  conqu6rant  qui  n'aTait 
pu  y  monter  pendant  la  bataille."^yoLTAiXB, 
Hi9i,  de  Charlet  XIL  p.  216. 

"  Le  roi  alia  par  un  autre  chemin  aTcc  quelques 
caTsliers.  Le  cazrosse,  cA  il  etait,  rompit  dans  la, 
marche ;  on  le  remit  k  eheral.  Pour  comble  de  dis- 
grace, il  s'^ara  pendant  la  nuit  dans  un  bois ;  14, 
son  courage  ne  pouTsnt  plus  supplier  k  ses  forces 
^uisstes,  les  douleurs  de  sa  blessure  derenues  plus 
insupportables  par  la  fatigue,  son  cberal  tant 
tomb^  de  lassitude,  il  se  coucba  quelques  beures  an 
pied  d'un  arbre,  en  danger  d*dtre  surpris  4  tout 
moment  par  les  Tainqueurs  qui  le  dierchaient  de 
tons  cAtte."— VoLTAiBB,  Hiti,  de  Charlea  XIL 
p.  218. 


TVAA  after  dread  Pultowa's  day, 

Vbett  loitane  left  the  royal  Swede, 
Around  a  slanghter'd  army  lay, 

No  more  to  combat  and  to  bleed. 
The  power  and  glory  of  the  war, 

FaHhleas  as  their  vain  Totaries,  men, 
Had  passed  to  the  triumphant  Ciar, 

And  Moscow's  walls  were  safe  a^^i 


Until  a  day  more  dark  and  dzear. 

And  a  more  memorable  year, 

Should  give  to  slaughter  and  to  shame 

A  mightier  host  and  haughtier  name ; 

A  greater  wreck,  a  deeper  fall, 

A  shoek  to  one*-a  thunderbolt  to  all. 

n. 

Such  was  the  hasaidof  the  die ; 

The  wounded  Charles  was  taught  to  fly 

By  day  and  night  through  field  and  flood, 

Stajn*d  with  hii  own  and  scAjects  bkiod ; 

For  thousands  fell  that  flight  to  aid : 

And  not  a  Toice  was  heard  t*  upbraid 

Ambition  in  his  humbled  hour, 

When  truth  had  nought  to  dread  tnm  pownL 

His  horse  was  slain,  and  Gieta  gave 

His  own— and  died  the  Russians*  slave. 

ThiSttoo  sinks  after  many  a  league 

Of  well  sustained,  but  vain  fotigue ; 

And  in  the  depth  of  forests,  darkling 

The  wateh-flrM  in  the  distance  sparkling— 

The  beacons  of  surrounding  foes— 
A  king  must  lay  his  limbs  at  length. 

Are  these  the  laurels  and  repoee 
For  which  the  nations  strain  their  streogA ! 
They  laid  him  by  a  savage  tree, 
In  outworn  nature's  agony ; 
His  wounds  were  stiff— his  limbs  were  ttaifc-« 
The  heavy  hour  was  chill  and  dark  ; 
The  fever  in  his  blood  forbade 
A  transient  slumber's  fitful  aid, 
And  thus  it  was ;  but  yet  through  all. 
Kinglike  the  monarch  boie  his  fidl. 
And  made,  in  this  extreme  of  ill, 
EQs  pangs  the  vassals  of  his  will ; 
All  silent  and  subdued  were  they. 
As  once  the  nations  round  him  lay. 

m. 

A  band  of  ohiefk !  alas !  how  few, 

Since  but  the  fleeting  of  a  day 
Had  tUnn'd  it ;  but  this  wreck  was  Ime 
And  ehivalrotts:  upon  the  day 
Sadi  sate  him  down,  all  sad  and  mute, 

Beside  his  monaroh  and  his  steed. 
For  danger  levels  man  and  brute. 

And  aH  are  fellows  in  dieir  need. 


Mff 


lit  UkndM-s  bflteM,  Mlm  ttd  boU ; 
lift  tnl,  oiiliVnt  with  fliiB  l<mg  4 
n»  OoMMk  priBM  ndib'd  4Dim  Ui  1 
M  mdA  fv  Urn  %  iMff  bed, 

I  liii  fedoAs  and  his  i 
k'dbisgfa^  Hid  itrin^'dJdtNlB, 
And joy'd  to  Me howiPea  he  M ; 
r«  vBta  BOW  1i«  Iwd  tlie  diwd 
Bk  wMclsd  eoonar  ang^t  fefeM 
To  teoww  teMMlh  tba  mSdniglit  d«wt : 
Kt  ke  WM  iMidy  as  bis  krd, 
Aad  ma*  ewrad  fn  bed  ud  bond; 
Alt  qpnitod  and  doefle  too ; 
Whste'cr  WM  to  be  doM,  would  do. 
Bhiggy  and  flwift,  and  stioBg  of  IWby 
AH  Tartar-like  he  canied  bin; 
Obefd  bia  Toiee,  ttd  eaxM  to  ean« 
Aid  hiiew  lum  in  the  iBidat  of  an ; 
Thioegh  fhomaaiida  were  azoond,— emd  IQ^bt, 
inftoet  a  star,  ponoed  her  dl^t,— 
Thai  stotd  from  smiset  vatil  dawn 
ffis  ehkf  wovld  fbUow  Uke  a  fawn. 

IV. 
This  done,  ICaseppe  spread  Us  ekek, 
And  laid  Ua  laaee  beneath  bii  oah. 
Pelt  if  his  »Bis  ia  Older  good 
Tb»  lung  day's  mueh  had  well  nlOietond 
If  rtm  I3w  powder  iD'd  the  pan, 

And  ffinti  imloosen*d  kept  their  loek»- 
Si8abn*s  hilt  and  scabbard  fbh. 
And  whether  they  had  ehaM  his  belt— 
And  nest  the  Tenerable  man, 
Fnsi  oat  Us  hsTresaek  and  ean, 

Pi^cred  and  spread  Us  ekndflr  stoA ; 
And  to  the  manaaA  and  his  men 
The  whole  or  portien  ofibr'd  tiiem, 
iri&  iitf  less  of  inqiiiietnde 
Ihm  eonrtiers  at  a  banqnet  woold. 
AndChariea  of  tUs  his  slender  ehsto 
yrtOi  nailes  partook  a  moment  there, 
Tb  fiBite  of  dieer  a  greater  show, 
Aad  teem  ibore  both  wotmds  and  wo  ;-> 
And  then  he  said— *' Of  an  our  band, 
Thw^  ihm  of  heart  and  strong  ef  hand, 
laiUnBiih,  marsh,  or  forage,  none 
Cm  km  have  said  or  moie  ha^  ione 
Thttfhee,lfaseppal  Onthe  earth 
80  ft  a  pair  had  never  Urtih, 
Sme  Akiander's  days  tffl  now, 
Astty  Baeephalns  and  thoa : 
AH  Bc|ttua*8  fame  to  tiiiiie  shonld  yield 
Pot  piling  on  o'er  flood  and  ield." 
Mrnppt  uuwer'd—'' in  betide 
IhifchoQl  wherein  1  leazn'd  to  ride ! " 
QnoCh  (Aides—''  Old  Hetman,  whereloft  to, 
Oace  tiMu  hast  leam*d  tiie  art  10  wen  ?  ** 
Xamppa  nid— '*  Twere  long  to  toU : 
And  we  hare  many  a  league  to  go, 
WiQl  etciy  now  and  tilien  a  blow. 
And  tea  to  one  at  least  the  foe, 
BeCna  oar  steeds  may  gpraie  at  saM 
Beyond  the  twift  Borytthenes : 
And,  eire,  you  limhe  have  need  of  rest, 
And  I  win  be  the  sentinel 
or  this  yovr  txoop.**— *<  Bat  I  veqnest," 


TUs  tale  of  IUm»  and  I  may  reap, 
Perehanoe,  froaa  tUs  the  boon  of 
Yor  at  tills  moment  from  my  eyes 
The  hope  of  pnssnt 


"  Wen,  she,  with  sndi  n  hope,  FU  tnek 
My  seventy  yean  of  menoiy  baeh : 
I  think 'twas  to  my  twentieth  sprii^i^ 
Ay,  'twas,— when  Oasfanir  was  Ung^ 
John  Casimir,— I  was  Us  psge 
Six  snmmsrs,  in  my  earlier  age ; 
A  leaned  monaieh,  fhMi  I  was  hi. 
And  most  nnlike  yoor  m^esty  t 
He  made  no  wars,  and  did  not  gate 
New  reahM  to  loee  them  baek  i«aln  I 
And  (save  debatoa  to  Warsaw's  dial) 
He  reigned  in  most  nnseeady  qniet; 
Not  that  he  had  no  eases  to  toe. 
He  h»ved  the  tonsw  and  the  sex ; 
And  sometimes  theee  eo  frownd  sie. 
They  made  Um  wish  himself  at  was. 
But  soon  his  wrath  being  o'er,  he  took 
Another  mistress,  or  new  book : 
And  then  he  gave  prodigioos  JBtes 
AU  Warsaw  gather'd  ionnd  Us  gatoe 
To  gaae  upon  hie  splendid  eonrt. 
And  damee,  and  chieih,  of  prinoidy  part; 
He  vras  the  PoUsh  Solomon, 
80  song  his  poets,  aU  but  one. 
Who,  being  nnpenaion'd,  mads  a  ealfani 
And  boasted  that  he  eonld  not  iatler. 
It  was  a  eonrt  of  jousts  and  mimes. 
Where  every  courtier  tried  at  rhysMS ; 
Bven  I  for  onoe  produeed  some  verses. 
And  sign'd  my  odee  Deipsiring  Thiisis. 
There  was  a  eertaan  Palatine, 

A  ooont  of  fiur  and  Ugh  deseeni, 
Bleh  as  a  salt  or  lilver  mine;  • 
And  he  was  proud  ye  may  divine, 

As  if  from  heaven  he  hedbeen  ssnti 
He  had  such  wealth  to  blood  and  ere 

As  few  oould  match  beneath  the  thfSM 
And  he  would  gase  upon  his  stnre, 
And  o'er  hit  pedigree  would  pore. 
Until  by  some  oontosion  led, 
Which  almost  look'd  Uke  want  of  heed. 

He  thought  their  meiiti  were  hie  own. 
His  wifo  was  not  of  his  opinion— 

His  junior  she  by  thirty  year»— 
Grew  daily  tired  of  his  dominion; 

And,  after  wishes,  hopes,  and  fears. 

To  virtue  a  few  toewett  tsars, 
A  restless  dream  or  two,  aome  glanees 
At  Warsaw'e  youth,  eome  songs,  and  ' 
Awaited  but  the  usual  chances, 
Those  happy  aoddento  wUdi  render 
The  eoMest  dames  eo  very  tender. 
To  deek  her  Count  with  titles  given, 
Tis  said,  as  pasaports  into  heaven ; 
But,  strange  to  say,  they  rarely  boast 
Of  these  who  have  deserved  them  most 


'*!  was  a  goodly  etripling  then ; 
At  seventy  years  I  so  may  say, 


IM 
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That  tiMM  mra  fsfw,  or  hoy  or  imn. 

Who,  In  my  dawning  time  of  day, 
Of  TSMtl  or  of  knight's  degree, 
Could  vie  in  yanities  irith  me ; 
For  I  had  strength,  youth,  gayety, 
A  port,  not  like  to  this  ye  see, 
Bnt  smooth,  as  sU  is  nigged  now : 

For  time,  and  care,  and  war,  hare  ploughed 
My  Tery  sonl  from  out  my  brow ; 

And  thus  I  should  be  ^avow'd 
By  all  my  kind  and  kin,  could  they 
Compare  my  day  and  yesterday ; 
This  change  was  wrought,  too,  long  ere  age 
Had  ta'en  my  features  for  his  page : 
M^th  yean  ye  know,  haye  not  declined 
My  strength,  my  courage,  or  my  mind, 
Or  at  this  hour  I  should  not  be 
TeUing  old  tales  beneath  a  tawe, 
'Wiih  starless  skies  my  canopy. 
Bnt  let  me  on :  Theresa's  form— 
Methinks  it  gEdes  before  me  now, 
Between  me  and  yon  chestnut's  bough, 
The  memory  is  so  quick  and  warm ; 
And  yet  I  find  no  words  to  tell 
The  shape  of  her  I  lored  so  well : 
She  had  the  Asiatic  eye, 

Such  as  our  Turkish  neighborhood 

Hath  mingled  with  our  Polish  blood. 
Dark  as  above  us  is  the  sky ; 
But  through  it  stole  a  tender  light, 
Like  the  first  moonrise  of  midnight ; 
Large,  dark,  and  swimming  in  the  stream. 
Which  seem*d  to  melt  to  its  own  beam ; 
All  love,  half  languor*  and  half  fire, 
Like  saints  that  at  the  stake  expire. 
And  Uft  their  raptured  looks  on  high. 
As  though  it  were  a  joy  to  die. 
A  brow  like  a  midsummer  lake, 

IVanspsxent  with  the  sim  thereia, 
When  waves  no  murmur  dare  to  make, 

And  heaven  beholds  her  face  within. 
A  cheek  and  lip— but  why  proceed  ? 

I  loved  her  tixen— -I  love  her  still ; 
And  such  as  I  am,  love  indeed 

In  fierce  extremes— in  good  and  ill. 
But  still  we  love  even  in  our  rage. 
And  hawated  to  our  very  age 
With  the  vain  shadow  of  the  past, 
As  is  Maseppa  to  the  last. 

VI. 
'*  We  met'— we  gased^  saw»  and  sigh'd. 
She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied ; 
There  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 
We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines-^ 
Involuntary  sparks  of  thought, 
Which  strike  from  out  the  heart  o'erwrought^ 
And  form  a  strange  intelligence. 
Alike  mysterious  and  intense, 
Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  binds. 
Without  their  will,  young  hearts  and  minds ; 
Conveying,  as  the  electric  wire, 
We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire.— 
I  saw,  and  ^h'd— in  silence  wept. 
And  still  reluctant  distance  kept, 
Until  I  was  made  known  to  her, 
And  we  might  then  and  there  confer 
Without  suspicion— then,  even  then, 


I  long'd,  and  was  resolved' to  speak » 
But  on  my  lips  they  died  agaSn, 

The  accents  tremulous  and  weaky 
Until  one  hour.— There  is  a  game, 

A  frivolous  and  foolish  play. 

Wherewith  we  while  away  the  day ; 
It  is— I  have  forgot  the  name— 
And  we  to  this,  it  seems,  were  set. 
By  some  strange  chance,  which  I  fotget . 
I  reck'd  not  if  I  won  or  lost, 

It  was  enough  for  me  to  be 

So  near  to  hear,  and  oh !  to  see 
The  being  vdiom  I  lored  the  most— 
I  watch'd  her  as  a  sentinel, 
(May  ours  this  dark  night  watch  as  well !) 
Unth  I  saw,  and  thus  it  was, 
That  she  was  pensive,  nor  perceived 
Her  occupation,  nor  was  grieved 
Nor  glad  to  lose  or  gain ;  but  still 
Play'd  on  for  hours^  as  if  her  will 
Yet  bound  her  to  the  place,  though  not 
That  hers  might  be  the  winning  lot. 
Then  through  my  brain  the  thought  did  pais, 
Even  as  a  flash  of  lightning  there, 
That  there  was  something  in  her  air 
Which  would  not  doom  me  to  despair ; 
And  on  the  thought  my  words  broke  forth. 

All  incoherent  as  they  were— 
Their  eloquence  was  littie  worth. 
But  yet  she  listened— *tis  enough— 

Who  listens  once  will  listen  twice; 

Qer  heart,  be  sure,  is  not  of  ioe, 
And  one  refusal  no  rebuff. 

VII. 
"  I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again— 
They  tell  me,  Sire,  you  never  knew 
Those  gentle  frailties ;  if  'tis  true, 
I  shorten  all  my  Joy  or  pain ; 
To  you  'twould  seem  absurd  as  vain ; 
But  all  men  are  not  bom  to  reign. 
Or  o'er  their  passions,  or  as  you 
Thus  o'er  thonselves  and  nations  too. 
I  am— or  rather  imw-^  prince, 
A  chief  of  thousands,  and  could  lead 
Them  an.  where  each  would  foremost  bleed 
But  could  not  o'er  myself  evince 
The  like  control-— But  to  resume : 
I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again ; 
In  sooth,  it  is  a  happy  doom, 

But  yet  where  happiest  ends  in  pain.— 
We  met  in  secret,  and  the  hour 
Which  led  me  to  that  lady's  bower 
Was  fiery  Expectation's  dower. 
My  days  and  nights  were  nothings-all 
Except  that  hour,  which  doth  recall, 
In  the  long  lapse  fi^m  youth  to  age, 
No  other  like  itself— I'd  give 
The  Ukraine  back  again  to  live 
It  o'er  onoe  more;— and  be  a  page. 
The  happy  page,  who  was  the  lord 
Of  one  soft  heK^t,  and  his  own  sword, 
And  had  no  other  gem  nor  wealth 
Save  nature's  gift  of  youth  andliealth.— 
We  met  in  secret — doubly  sweet. 
Some  say,  they  find  it  so  to  meet ; 
I  know  not  that— I  would  have  given 
My  life  but  to  have  call'd  her  mine 
In  the  frQl  view  of  earth  and  heaven; 


in 


Alt mcoold  only  meet  by  iletlth. 

vm. 

*fK  IffTcra  there  are  many  eyes. 

And  meh  there  were  on  xu ;— the  devil 

Qa  tQich  occuionB  ahould  be  ciTil— 
Dtt  deril ! — I'm  loth  to  do  him  wrongy 

It  night  be  some  ontoward  saint, 
Wlu>  would  not  be  at  rest  too  long. 

Bat  to  his  pious  bile  gsTe  Tenfr— 
B«t  one  &ir  night,  some  lurking  spies 
Supnsed  and  seised  as  both. 
The  Coont  was  something  more  than  moth : 
I  sit  aaarm*d;  but  if  in  steel. 
An  oap-i-pie  from  head  to  heel, 
What  'gainst  their  numbers  could  I  do  ?— 
Tsas  near  his  castle,  fu  away 

From  city  or  from  succor  near. 
And  ilmost  on  the  break  of  day ; 
I  fii  BOt  think  to  see  another. 

My  moments  seem*d  reduced  to  few ; 
Asd  with  one  prayer  to  Mary  Mother, 

Aad,  it  may  be,  a  saint  or  two, 
As  I  rmign'd  ma  to  my  fate, 
Thiy  bd  me  to  the  castle  gate : 

Thcnsa's  doom  I  iteTer  knew, 
On  lot  was  henceforth  separate. — 
An  aagiy  man,  ye  may  opine. 
Wis  he,  the  proud  Count  Palatine ; 
And  he  had  reason  good  to  be, 

But  he  was  most  enraged  lest  such 

As  accident  should  chance  to  touch        * 
Upon  his  future  pe^gree ; 
Kor  kis  smazed,  that  such  a  blot 
His  noble  'scutcheon  should  hare  got. 
While  he  was  highest  of  his  line ; 

Beeaose  unto  himself  he  seem'd 

The  first  of  men,  nor  less  he  deem*d 
h  others'  eyes,  and  most  in  mine. 
*8deith !  with  a  .pa^»— perchance  a  king 
Had  reeouefled  him  to  the  thing ; 
Batifith  a  stripling  of  a  page — . 
I  felt-bnt  cannot  paint  his  rage. 

IX. 

•('Bring  forth  the  horse  !*— the  horse  was  brought ; 

In  truth,  he  was  a  noble  steed, 

A  Tirtar  of  the  Ukraine  breed, 
Who  looked  as  though  the  speed  of  thought 
Woe  in  his  Smbs ;  but  he  was  wild, 

W3d  as  the  wild  deer,  and  untaught. 
With  spur  and  bridle  undefiled — 

"Twis  but  a  day  he  had  been  caught ; 
And  snorting,  with  erected  mane, 
And  straggling  fiercely,  but  in  Tsin, 
In  the  ^  foam  of  wrath  and  dread 
To  me  the  desert-bom  was  led ; 
They  bound  me  on,  that  menial  throng, 
Upon  Us  back  with  many  a  thong ; 
Then  looed  Irnn  with  a  sudden  lash-— 
Away !    sway !— and  on  we  dash  !— 
Toiieula  Uss  rapid  and  less  rash. 

X. 

•*  lLirtrjV-«way !— my  breath  was  gone— 
\  MR*  nol^iAuxehe  hurried  on : 
^T^was  scuedy  yet  the  break  of  day. 
And  on  he  foai*d-  away  !-^way— 


The  last  of  1 

As  I  was  darted  firom  my  foes, 

Was  the  wild  shout  of  savage  laughter, 

Which  on  the  wind  came  roaring  after 

A  moment  ^m  that  rabble  rout : 

With  sudden  wrath  I  wrenched  my  head. 

And  snapp'd  the  cord,  which  to  the  maM 

Had  bound  my  neck  in  lieu  of  rein, 
And,  writhing  half  my  form  about, 
HowPd  back  my  curse ;  but  'midst  the  tread. 
The  thunder  of  my  courser's  speed. 
Perchance  they  did  not  hear  nor  heed : 
It  Texes  me— for  I  would  fain 
HaTe  paid  their  insult  back  again. 
I  paid  it  woll  in  after  days : 
There  is  not  of  that  castle  gate, 
Its  drawbridge  and  portcullis'  weight, 
Stone,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  barrier  left; 
Nor  of  its  fields  a  blade  of  grass, 

BsTS  what  grows  on  a  ridge  of  wall. 

Where  stood  the  hearth-stone  of  the  hall; 
And  many  a  time  ye  there  might  pass, 
Xor  dream  that  e'er  that  fortress  was : 
I  saw  its  turrets  in  a  blase. 
Their  crackling  battlements  all  cleft. 

And  the  hot  lead  pour  down  like  rain 
From  off  the  scorch'd  and  blackening  roof^ 
Whose  thickness  was  not  vengeance-proofl 

They  little  thought  that  day  of  pain. 
When  launch'd,  as  on  the  lightning's  flash* 
They  bade  me  to  destruction  dash, 

That  one  day  I  should  come  again. 
With  twice  fire  thousand  horse,  to  thank 

The  Count  for  his  uncourteous  ride. 
They  play'd  me  then  a  bitter  prank, 

When,  with  the  wild  horse  for  my  guide 
They  bound  me  to  his  foaming  flank : 
At  length  I  play'd  them  one  as  frank — 
For  time  at  last  sets  all  things  eren— 

And  if  we  do  but  watch  the  hour, 

There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Which  could  evade,  if  unforglven, 
The  patient  search  and  vigil  long 
Of  him  who  treasures  up  a  wrong. 

XI. 
*'  Away,  away,  my  steed  and  I, 
Upon  the  pinions  of  the  wfaid, 
AU  human  dwellings  left  behind ; 
We  sped  like  meteors  through  the  sky, 
When  with  its  crackling  sound  the  night 
Is  eheeker»d  with  the  northern  light : 
Town— village  none  were  on  our  track, 

But  a  wHd  plain  of  far  extent. 
And  bounded  by  a  forest  black ; 

And,  save  the  scarce  seen  battlement 
On  distant  heights  of  some  strong  hold, 
Agsinst  the  Tartar's  built  of  old. 
No  trace  of  man,-4he  year  before 
A  Turkish  army  had  maroh'd  o'er ; 
And  where  the  Spahi's  hoof  hath  trod 
The  verdure  flies  the  bloody  sod  >— 
The  sky  was  dull,  and  dim,  and  gray. 
And  a  low  breese  crept  moaning  by— 
I  eould  have  answer'd  with  a  sigh- 
But  fast  we  fled,  away,  away— 
And  I  eonld  neither  sigh  nor  pray ; 
And  my  cold  sweat-drops  fell  like  rain 
Upon  the  oonrser's  bristling  msne ; 
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Biit»  nortiiif  ttSl  ^Ml  nge  aad  Iter, 
He  flew  upon  hia  (ax  career ; 
At  times  I  almost  thought,  indeed, 
He  must  have  slacken'd  in  his  speed; 
Bat  no— my  boand  and  slender  frame 

Was  nothing  to  his  angry  might, 
And  merely  like  a  spur  became : 
Bach  motion  which  I  made  to  free 
My  swoln  limbs  frt>m  their  agony 

Increased  his  fury  and  affiight : 
I  tried  my  Toice, — ^'twas  faint  and  low, 
Bnt  yet  he  swerved  as  from  a  blow : 
And,  starting  to  each  accent,  sprang 
As  from  a  sudden  trumpet's  clang : 
Meantime  my  cords  were  wet  with  gore. 
Which,  oosing  through  my  limbs,  ran  o'er ; 
And  in  my  tongue  the  thirst  became 
A  sometiiing  fierier  far  than  flame. 

XII. 
"  We  near*d  the  wild  wood— 'twas  so  wide, 
I  saw  no  bounds  on  either  side ; 
'Twas  studded  with  old  sturdy  trees, 
That  bent  not  to  the  roughest  breeie 
Whkh  howls  down  from  Siberia's  waste, 
And  strips  the  forest  in  its  haste,— 
But  these  were  few,  and  far  between, 
Set  thick  with  shrubs  more  young  and  green, 
Luxuriant  with  their  annual  leaves, 
Bre  rtrown  by  those  autumnal  eves 
That  nip  the  forest's  foliage  dead, 
Disoolor'd  with  a  Ufeless  red. 
Which  stands  thereon  like  stiffen'd  gore 
tJpon  the  slain  when  battle's  o'er, 
And  some  long  winter's  night  hath  shed 
Its  frost  o'er  every  tombless  head, 
So  cold  and  stark  the  raven's  beak 
May  peck  unpiercod  each  frozen  cheek ; 
"Twas  a  wild  waste  of  underwood. 
And  here  and  there  a  chestnut  stood, 
The  strong  oak,  and  the  hardy  pine  I 

IBut  far  apart— and  well  it  were, 
Or  else  a  different  lot  were  mine— 

The  boughs  ga>e  way,  and  did  not  tear 
My  limbs ;  and  I  found  strength  to  bear 
My  wounds,  already  soazr'd  with  oold— > 
My  bonds  forbade  to  loose  my  hold. 
We  rustled  through  the  leaves  like  wind. 
Left  shrubs,  and  trees,  and  wolves  behind; 
By  night  I  heard  them  on  the  track. 
Their  troop  came  hard  upon  our  back. 
With  their  long  gallop,  which  can  ti{e 
The  hound's  deep  hate,  and  hunter's  fire; 
Where'er  we  flew  they  foUow'd  on, 
Kor  left  us  with  the  morning  sun ; 
Behind  I  saw  them,  scarce  a  rood. 
At  day-break  winding  through  the  wood. 
And  through  the  night  had  heard  their  feet 
Their  stealing,  rustling  step  repeat 
Oh  \  how  I  wish'd  for  spear  or  sword. 
At  least  to  die  amidst  the  horde* 
And  periah— if  it  must  be  so— 
At  bay,  destN^ring  many  a  foe. 
When  first  my  courser's  race  begun, 
I  wish'd  the  goal  already  won ; 
Bat  now  I  doubted  strength  and  speed. 
Vain  doubt  1  his  swift  and  savage  breed 
Had  nerved  him  like  the  mountain-roe  ^ 
Nor  fiuter  falls  the  blindii^  snow 


Which  whelms  the  peeMfitMMrtfMiBsr 
Whose  threshold  he  shall  cross  nirmsN^ 
Bewilder'd  with  the  danling  blast, 
Than  through  the  forest-paths  he  past» 
Untired,  untamed,  and  worse  than  wild ; 
All  ftuioos  as  a  faT<^d  child 
Balk'd  of  its  wish ;  or  fiercer  still— 
A  woman  piqued— who  has  her  witt. 

xin. 

The  wood  was  past ;  'twas  more  than  nooa# 

But  chOl  the  air,  although  in  June; 

Or  it  might  be  my  Teins  ran  cold— 

Frolong'd  endurance  tames  the  bold; 

And  I  was  then  not  what  I  seem, 

But  headlong  as  a  wintry  stream. 

And  wore  my  feelings  out  before 

I  well  could  count  their  causes  o'er; 

And  what  with  fiiry,  fear,  and  wrath, 

The  tortures  which  beset  my  path. 

Cold,  hunger,  sorrow,  shame,  distress, 

Thus  bound  in  nature's  nakedness ; 

Sprung  from  a  race  whose  rising  blood 

When  stirr'd  beyond  its  calmer  mood, 

And  trodden  hard  upon,  is  like 

The  rattlesnake's,  in  act  to  strike. 

What  marvel  if  thii  worn-out  trunk 

Beneath  its  woes  a  moment  sunk  ? 

The  earth  gave  way,  the  skiee  roll'd  rooad, 

I  seem'd  to  sink  upon  the  ground 

But  eir'd,  for  I  was  fastly  bound. 

My  heart  tum'd  sick,  my  brain  grew  sore. 

And  throbb'd  awhile,  then  beat  no  more: 

The  skies  spun  like  a  mighty  wheel ; 

I  saw  the  trees  like  drunkards  reel. 

And  a  slight  fiash  sprang  o'er  my  eyes. 

Which  saw  no  farther :  he  who  dies 

Can  die  no  more  than  then  I  died. 

O'ertortured  by  that  ghastly  ride, 

I  felt  the  blackness  come  and  go, 
And  strove  to  wake ;  but  could  not  make 

My  senses  climb  up  from  below : 

I  felt  as  on  a  pfamk  at  sea. 

When  al^  the  waves  that  dash  o'er  thee. 

At  the  sa  ue  time  uphe«re  and  whelm. 

And  hurl  iihee  towards  a  desert  realm. 

My  undulating  Kfe  was  as 

The  funded  lights  that  flitting  pass 

Our  shut  eyes  in  deep  midnight,  when 

Fever  begins  upon  the  braii)  ; 

But  soon  it  pass'd,  with  littile  pain. 
But  a  confhsion  worse  than  such: 
I  own  that  I  should  deem  it  much, 

D^dng,  to  feel  the  same  again ; 

And  yet  I  do  suppose  we  must 

Feel  far  more  ere  we  turn  to  dust : 

y o  matter ;  I  have  bared  my  brow 

Full  in  death's  face— before    and  now. 

XIV. 
«  My  thoughts  came  back ;  where  was  I?    Celi 

And  nim&b,  and  giddy :  pulse  by  poise 
Life  reassumed  its  lingerixig  hold. 
And  throb  by  throb :  till  grown  a  pmg 

Which  for  a  moment  would  ooiiYiU«e» 

My  blood  reflow'd,  thoagli  thick  and  cJiiU; 
My  ear  with  uncouth  noises  rang. 

My  heart  began  once  naore  to  thrill ; 
My  sight  retum'd,  thougb  dim  s  alaa  1 
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Aid  AlteM,  «f  H-vmi  iMI  I 

Itet  «M  t  I^MM  too  of  ttft  fl^, 

BtadM  «ftk  otan  ^-4ft  is  no  dNm ; 
Bo  vU  kono  vwlM  Om  irilte  ftoMM  r 
n»  M^  taood  ifrw^o  gwUng  tidt 
Ircipii  viofing  Mvnd,  tu  a&d  wido, 
iidvoaohalMroy,  otootsgling  o'« 
To  TOO  nkaowa  and  lilmt  ihora. 
tk  Vita  tepke  ay  kolkm  tniMO, 
AaiiriAftl 


1^  Abo^  teood  teooit  piottdljr  tMfM, 
Aid^HhM  off  tbo  oooending  wsfof, 
indanmd  vo  admoioe  I 
▼•  imA  the  ilvpaj  oImko  «t  Ingtih* 

AlMfttllNitlitlloinbod, 
Bar  an  bdimd  wM  dnk  a&d  drar. 
Ana  an  MnuM  Bigkt  ad  Ite. 
Hpvsny  hous  of  aj^t  or  dqr 
la  teM  mpMdod  pang!  I  lay, 
leoQUBOttaU;  I aoHooiy kMW 
II  fkM  vm  Imman  teoalii  I  diOTr. 


XV. 

"  Widi  gloMy  aUn,  and  dripping  BUBio, 

Aad  lediBg  fimba,  and  reeking  dank* 
The  nOd  itoed'o  naowy  nofoo  atm  itnia 

Up  the  lepeDing  bank. 
Wegeiathetop:  a bovndleai  ^afai 
8|nedi  teoi«^  Iko  dwdow  of  tiio  nl^ 

Aad  oawitdy  onwaidf  onwaid^  eoenOf 

like  predpSeee  in  onr  dnama. 
To  fbetek  beyond  tiio  eight ; 
And  here  tad  timro  a  Bpoek  of  wkite^ 

Or  ratter'd  spot  of  dneky  gfeon» 
la  MMM  broke  Into  the  tigki, 
Ai  me  the  moon  upon  my  light. 

Bat  aov^t  dietuwtly  aeen 
Li  the  dim  wMto  ^wmiid  indieate 
The  oaMn  ef  a  eotl^pe  gate ; 
Kb  tnaklmg  teper  from  ete 
Stood  like  a  koepitablo  atar ; 
Kot  efcB  in  ignii  AAnlia  loie 
To  make  Um  ammy  vMi  aqr  fPMa : 

net  Tiry  cheat  had  eheer'd  mo  thea ! 
Akhoagh  deCeeled,  woleome  alflt, 
>miiiMliiigmo,  thtmigh  omy  ilit 

Ofthoakoteofmon. 


XVI. 


**  Oamtd  «a  «m*-b«t  ilnek  and  doir ; 

Bk  eangi  tew  at  langtfi  o^enpmit, 
The  dioo|iag  eeener,  fUnt  and  knr, 

ABfeehljlBettfavvat. 
A  alekly  inlmlliaA  iMi  pMNT 
To  gaido  hhntefimdte  that  hows 

Bntnaalemaatomeb 
Ka  new-hatt  tnwMB  no^^  avafl*dt 
My  fimbnume Venndi  «9  forea  had M'd, 

Pwbaa«,kal1kay  been  tee. 

WiOl  €MibU  «tet  ttfa  I  triad 

Co  i«nd  the  boab  ta  abiAly  tiid- 
BatataiHaMhitfrr^ 

MlUmha  ifttt  oni,  mwag  Aamtea, 

^»A«>ontheifie*Migfc,«o'«, 
whaeh  bat  pnlg^dMB  |i*f 


The  diaiy  neo  eeemM  ilmoet  dona, 
Althongh  no  goal  wae  nearly  won : 
Soma  etreake  annooneed  the  coming  §«»-• 

Hour  dow,  alee !  he  came ! 
Mothonght  that  miat  of  dawning  gray 
Wenld  nofer  dapple  Into  day ; 
How  heavily  it  roU*d  away 

Before  the  aaeten  feme 
Hoaa  erimeon,  and  depoeed  the  stHO, 
Aad  eall'd  the  radiance  Ihmi  their  cara, 
And  ill'd  the  earth  from  hia  d«ep  thnma, 
With  lonely  Inetre,  all  hie  own. 


xvn. 

««Uproeetheean;  the  niitB  wave  eoriM 
Back  from  the  eeltluy  woffid 
Which  lay  eronnd    behind-  batea; 
What  booted  it  to  travarae  o'« 
naln,teaat,riTer!  Maanorbnrta^ 
H or  dint  of  hoof,  nor  print  of  foot* 
Lay  in  the  wild  laiurlant  aofl ; 
If o  aign  of  traTol— none  of  tofl ; 
The  very  air  wae  mnte ; 
And  not  en  ineoef  a  ehrlll  emaU  hen* 
Nor  matin  bfad'e  now  voieo  wae  botaa 
From  heri>  nor  thicket    Kanyawmal, 
Putting  ee  if  hie  heert  wonld  boat. 
The  weary  bmte  etOl  etagger'd  on; 
And  etiU  we  were    or  eeem'd    elaaa; 
At  length,  while  reeling  on  onr  way, 
Methooght  I  heard  a  oooraer  nel^ 
From  oat  yon  tnit  of  blackening  In. 
le  it  the  wind  thoee  faranchee  atte? 
If o,  no  1  tgom  out  the  teeet  ptanoe 

A  trampling  troop;  I  eee  them  coma! 
In  one  vaat  equadron  they  adrance ! 

I  atrore  to  cry^^toj  lipe  ware  dmah. 
The  eteede  raeh  an.  fai  plunging  pride ; 
Bnt  where  ere  they  the  reine  to  gvide  f 
A  thoneand  horae    and  none  to  ride  1 
With  dewing  tail,  and  flying  mane. 
Wide  noetrib    ueiei  etretch'd  by  paki» 
Moathe  bloodleee  to  tim  bit  or  rein. 
And  feet  that  iron  nenrer  ehod. 
And  flanke  nnaearr'd  by  gpvr  or  rod, 
A  thooaend  horee,  the  wild,  tte  free, 
Like  wavee  that  follow  o'er  the  eea. 

Came  thickly  thnndering  on, 
Aeif  our  laiat  approach  to  meet; 
The  light  ranerred  my  eonrear'a  foot, 
A  mooMnt  etaggering,  feebly  flea^ 
A  moment,  with  a  foint  low  Migh, 

He  aneww'd,  and  then  foil ; 
With  gaepe  and  glaring  eyae  ha  ]ay» 

And  reeking  Itebe  immoreahle, 
Hie  ilret  aad  laet  eareer  le  dona  t 
On  came  the  troop-^Chey  saw  him  atoop, 

They  saw  me  etrangely  bound  along 

Hia  back  with  many  a  Moody  thong ; 
They  atep    th^  etart-^hey  eunff  the  afr, 
Gallop  a  momettt  here  and  there, 
Approach,  retire,  wheel  rovnd  and  raand* 
Then  plvnging  back  with  andden  bonnd, 
Headed  by  one  black  mighty  ateed. 
Who  eeem*d  the  patriarah  of  hia  hraad, 

Without  a  aingle  ipeok  or  hafr 
Of  lAite  19011  hU  ahaggy  hide; 
They  I 
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And  baokwaid  to  the  Ibmiflif, 

He  flew,  and  pefeVd,  tten  flew  erne  MM^ 

By  instinct,  from  a  human  eye.^ 

And  each  time  nearer  than  beftne; 

They  left  me  there,  to  my  despair, 

I  saw  his  wing  tiurough  twilight  flit. 

Tiink'd  to  the  dead  and  stiffening  wretch. 

And  onoe  so  near  me  he  alit 

Whose  lifeless  limbs  beneath  me  stretch. 

I  could  have  smote,  but  lack'd  the  strength; 

Believed  from  that  unwonted  weight. 

But  the  slight  motion  of  my  hand, 

From  whence  I  could  not  extricate 

And  feeble  scratehing  of  the  sand. 

Nor  him  nor  me— «nd  there  we  lay. 

The  exerted  throat's  faint  struggliiig  noiss 

The  dying  on  the  dead ! 

Which  scarcely  could  be  called  a  voices 

I  little  deem'd  another  day 

Together  scared  hhn  off  at  length.** 

Is  something  of  a  lovely  star             ^ 
Which  fix'd  my  dull  eyes  from  aflor,    * 

<*  And  there  from  mom  till  twilight  bound, 

I  felt  the  heavy  hours  toil  round, 

And  went  and  came  with  wandering  beam, 

With  just  enough  of  life  to  see 

And  of  the  cold,  dull,  swimming,  dense 

My  last  of  suns  go  down  on  me, 

Sensation  of  recurring  sense. 

In  hopeless  certainty  of  mind, 

And  then  subsiding  back  to  death. 

That  makes  us  feel  at  length  resigned 

And  then  again  a  Uttle  breath. 

To  that  which  our  foreboding  years 

A  Uttle  thriU,  a  short  suspense. 

Presents  the  worst  and  last  of  fears 

An  icy  rickness  curdling  o'er 

Ineritable— oTen  a  boon, 

Ky  heart,  and  sparks  that  cross'd  my  bcalft- 

Nor  more  unkind  for  coming  soon ; 

A  gasp,  a  throb,  a  start  of  pain. 

Yet  shunn*d  and  dreaded  with  such  caxe, 

A  sigh,  and  nothing  more. 

▲s  if  it  only  were  a  snare 

That  prudence  might  escape  : 

XIX. 

At  times  both  wish'd  for  and  hnplored. 

"  I  woke— Where  was  I  ?— Do  I  see  ? 

At  times  sought  with  self-pointed  sword. 

A  human  (hoe  look  down  on  me  ? 

Tet  still  a  dark  and  hideous  close 

«  And  doth  a  roof  above  me  close } 

To  even  intolerable  woes. 

Do  these  limbs  on  a  couch  repose  ? 

Is  this  a  chamber  where  I  lie  ? 

And,  strange  to  say,  the  sons  of  pleasure. 

And  is  it  mortal  yon  bright  eye. 

They  who  have  revell'd  beyond  measure 

That  watehes  me  with  gentle  glance } 

In  beauty,  wassail,  wine,  and  treasure. 

I  closed  my  own  again  once  more. 

Die  calm,  or  calmer,  oft  than  he 

As  doubtful  that  the  former  trance 

Whose  heritage  was  misery : 

Could  not  as  yet  be  o'er. 

For  he  who  hath  in  turn  run  through 

A  slender  girl,  long-hair'd,  and  tall, 

All  that  was  beautiful  and  new. 

Sate  watching  by  the  cottage  vrall ; 

Hath  nought  to  hope,  and  nought  to  leave ; 

The  sparkle  of  her  eye  I  caught. 

And,  save  the  future,  (which  is  view'd 

Even  with  my  first  return  of  thought. 

Not  quite  ss  men  are  base  or  good. 

For  ever  and  anon  she  threw 

But  aa  their  nerves  may  be  endued,) 

A  prying,  pitying  glance  on  me 

With  nought  perhaps  to  grieve  :-* 

With  her  black  eyes  so  wild  and  free: 

The  wretch  still  hopes  his  woes  must  end, 

I  gased,  and  gaaed,  until  I  knew 

And  Death,  whom  he  should  deem  his  friend, 

No  vision  it  could  be,— 

Appears,  to  his  distemper'd  eyes, 

But  that  I  lived,  and  was  released 

Arrived  to  rob  him  of  his  priie, 

The  tree  of  his  new  paradise. 

And  when  the  Cossack  maid  beheld 

My  heavy  eyes  at  length  unsealed. 

Bepaid  his  pangs,  repair'd  his  faU ; 

She  smiled— and  I  essay'd  to  sp»^. 

To-morrow  would  have  been  the  first 

But  fiul'd— and  she  appfoach'd,  a&d  made 

Of  days  no  more  deplored  or  eurst. 

With  Up  and  finger  signs  that  ssid. 

I  must  not  strive  as  yet  to  break 

Seen  dassling  through  the  mist  of  tears. 

The  silence,  till  my  strength  should  be 

Guerdon  of  many  a  painfril  hour ; 

Enough  to  leave  my  accents  flcee; 

To  'morrow  would  have  given  him  power 

And  then  her  hand  on  mine  she  laid,  * 

To  rule,  to  shine,  to  smite,  to  save— 

And  smooth'd  the  pillow  for  my  heed. 

And  must  it  dawn  upon  his  grave  ? 

And  stole  along  on  tiptoe  tread. 

And  gently  oped  the  door,  aad  spate 

xvm. 

In  whispers— ne'er  wis  veiee  eo  sweet  1 

<«The  sun  was  sinkings-still  I  Uy 

Even  music  foUow'd  her  ^^t  feet  ;— 

Chain'd  to  the  chill  and  stifiening  steed. 

But  those  she  eall'd  were  not  awake* 

I  thought  to  mingle  there  our  day ; 

And  she  went  forth;  bwl,  era  she  peas'd. 

And  my  dim  eyes  of  death  had  need. 

Another  look  on  ms  she  east. 

No  hope  arose  of  being  freed : 

Another  sign  she  made,  to  say. 

I  oast  my  hut  looks  up  the  sky, 

That  I  had  nought  to  fear,  that  all 

And  there  between  me  and  the  sua 

Were  near,  at  my  conuaaad  or  eall. 

I  saw  the  expecting  raven  fly, 

And  she  would  not  delay 

Who  scarce  could  wait  tiU  both  should  die, 

Her  due  return :— ^hile  she  waa  soae^ 

Xethought  IfeU  too  mash  alOBa. 

•8ht  OHM  VIA  aurtlMr  Md  ivlttkrin- 
Wkat  Med  «r  awn  f— I  will  not  tiro 
imiilo^  ndtal  of  the  nst, 
fiaetl  beoflua  the  Cowaek't  gnest ; 
Thaj  kmad  me  aemeleM  on  the  plahi— 

Thgj  boro  me  to  tiie  nMiaet  bn^* 
Afly  liiiiBftlit  me  into  life  again— 
He-one  dny  o'er  their  realm  to  idgn ! 

Tbns  the  Tain  fool  ^dio  stroTe  to  ghit 
ffift  nge»  xeAnIng  on  my  pain, 

Sent  me  forth  to  tike  wilderaeea, 
Bon4  Baked,  Ueeding,  and  alone, 
To  pam  tike  deaert  to  a  throne,— 

What  mortal  hia  own  doom  may  gaesa? 

Utaaaedeepond,  let  none  deapair! 


Kay  tee  oar  oooxaet*  graie  at  eaae 
Upon  hia  Tttrkiah  hank,— and  never 
Had  I  foeh  weleome  for  a  rirer 

Aft  I  Aall  yidd  when  aafoly  tiiore. 
Comradea,  good  night !  "—The  Hetman  thnw 

Hia  length  beneath  the  oak-tree  ahade^ 

With  leafy  oonch  already  made, 
A  bed  nor  eomfortieaa  nor  new 
To  him,  who  took  hia  reat  whene'er 
TA  hoar  aixired,  no  matter  where : 

Hia  eyea  the  haatening  slnmbera  ateep, 
And  if  ye  marrd  Charlea  forgot 
To  thank  liii  tale,  A«  wondered  net,— 

The  king  had  been  an  hour  aaleep 
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Tmb  foondation  of  the  following  story  will  be 
pestiy  la  the  account  of  the  mutiny  of  the 
yaa  theSentii  Seea,  (fai  1789,)  and partiy  in 
_. — . 'e/tAelbM^/atefMli." 


CANTO   I. 


Thm  Bnatasmoh  wm  eome ;  the  Temel  lay 
Her  eottw,  nl  geatiy  made  bier  ttqoid  way  I 
The  elonrm  MBee  foih*d  from  off  her  ptow 
In  farrows  ftnTd  by  that  mi^ieatle  ^OQgh ; 
The  wmtera'wiAthri^waild  were  all  before 
Behind,  the  Setfh  Bea'e  many  an  ielet  dieie. 
The  <pdet  nif^  new  dappling,  *gan  to  wane, 
Difidiais  dnkmn from tiiedaw^ main; 
The  doipliiB^  mt  aaeouieloas  of  tiie  day, 
8«aialusl&»  •««eaof  laieeoBiingray; 
The  stese  fir<ite  IsoaiBi  beuna  begw  to  ereep. 
And  lift  Amt  shmiig  e^fcfids  from  the  deep ; 


Hie  aallreaamed  Iti  lately  ihadow'd  white. 
And  the  wind  ilntter'd  with  a  freehening  flight ; 
The  porpliDg  ocean  owna  the  ooming  son. 
But  ere  he  break— a  deed  is  to  be  done. 

n. 

The  gaUant  ehief  witiiin  hia  eahin  alept, 
Seoore  in  theee  by  whom  the  watch  waa  kept : 
Hia  dreama  were  of  Old  Bngland's  weloone  T 
Of  toiU  rewarded,  and  of  dangers  o'er; 
Hia  name  waa  added  to  the  glorious  roll 
Of  those  who  aeareh  the  stoim-snrroimded  Pole. 
The  worrt  waa  oTer,  and  the  rest  seemed  STore, 
And  why  should  not  hia  slumber  be  secure  ? 
Alaa  1  hia  deck  waa  trod  by  unwilling  feet. 
And  wlUar  haada  would  hold  the  Tesael's  sheet ; 
Toang  hearts,  which  languisVd  for  some  sunny  ial% 
Where  f^"*^  years  and  summer  women  smile; 
Men  without  country,  who,  too  long  estranged, 
Had  found  no  native  home,  or  found  it  changed, 
And,  half  unciTiUaed,  prefezr'd  the  caTC 
Of  aome  soft  savage  to  the  uncertain  wsre-^ 
The  gashing  fruits  that  nature  gave  untill'd ; 
The  wood  without  a  path  but  where  they  will'd ; 
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Th0  Add  o*er  which  promiiemoiif  pkntf  pout'd 

Her  horn ;  the  equal  land  without  a  lord ; 

The  wish— which  ages  haTe  not  yet  lubdued 

In  man— ^  have  no  master  save  his  mood : 

The  earth,  whose  mine  was  on  its  !kce,  unsoUi 

The  glowing  sun  aiid  produce  all  its  gold ; 

The  freedom  which  can  call  each  grot  a  home ; 

The  general  g^arden,  where  all  steps  may  roam. 

Where  Nature  owns  a  nation  as  her  ehUd, 

Exulting  in  the  ei^oyment  of  the  wild ; 

Their  sheik,  their  fruits,  the  only  wealth  they  know ; 

Their  unezploring  nayy,  the  canoe ; 

Their  sport,  the  dashing  breakers  and  the  ehase ; 

Their  strangest  sight,  an  European  friCe  :— 

Snoh  was  the  country  which  these  strangers  yeam'd 

To  see  again ;  a  sight  they  dearly  eam'd. 

Awake,  bold  Bligh!  the  foe  is  at  the  gate. 

Awake!  awake! ^Alasl  itistooUte! 

Fiezoely  beside  thy  oot  the  mutineer 
Stands,  and  proclaims  the  reign  of  rage  and  fear. 
Thy  limbs  are  bounty  the  bayonet  at  thy  breast ; 
The  hands,  which  trembled  at  thy  voice,  arrest ; 
Dragg'd  o'er  the  deck,  no  more  at  thy  command 
The  obedient  helm  shall  veer,  the  sail  expand ; 
That  savage  spirit,  which  would  lull  by  wrath 
Its  desperate  escape  from  duty's  path, 
Glares  round  thee,  in  the  scarce  beUering  eyes 
Of  those  who  fear  the  chief  they  sacrifice : 
For  ne'er  can  man  his  oonsdenoe  all  assuage, 
Unless  he  drain  the  wine  of  passionr^fsge. 

IV. 

In  vain,  not  silenced  by  the  eye  of  dtath, 
Thou  oall'st  the  loyal  with  thy  menaced  breath ; 
They  ^me  not ;  they  are  few,  and,  ovei^awed, 
Must  acquiesce,  while  sterner  hearts  applaud, 
Invain  thou  dost  demand  the  cause:  a  corse 
is  all  the  answer,  with  the  threat  of  worse. 
Full  in  thine  eyes  is  waved  the  glittering  blade, 
Close  to  thy  throat  the  pointed  bayonet  laid. 
The  levell'd  musketi  circle  round  thy  breast 
In  hands  as  steeled  to  do  the  deadly  rest. 
Thou   darest    them  to  the  worst,    exclaimin^-> 

"Fire!" 
But  they  who  pitied  not  could  yet  admire ; 
Some  lurking  remnant  of  their  former  awe 
Bestrain'd  them  longer  than  their  broken  law( 
They  would  not  dip  their  souk  at  once  in  blood, 
But  left  thee  to  the  mercies  of  the  flood. 


V. 

*<  Hoist  out  the  boat ! "  was  now  the  leader's  cry ; 
And  who  dare  answor  "  No ! "  to  Mutiny, 
In  the  first  dawning  of  the  drunken  hour, 
'  The  Saturnalia  of  unhoped-for  power  ? 
The  boat  is  lower'd  with  all  the  haste  of  hate, 
"^th  its  slight  plank  between  thee  and  thy  thte ; 
Her  only  cargo  such  a  scant  supply 
Am  promises  the  death  their  hands  deny ; 
And  just  enough  of  water  and  of  bread 
To  keep,  some  days,  the  dying  from  the  dead : 
Some  cordage,  canvas,  sails,  and  lines,  and  twine, 
But  treasures  all  to  hermits  of  the  brine, 
Tfere  added  after,  to  the  earnest  prayer 
Of  those  who  saw  no  hope,  save  sea  and  ait ; 
And  last,  that  trembling  vassal  of  the  Pol^** 
The  feeling  compass— Navigation's  sout 
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And  now  the  self-elected  chief  finds  time 
To  stun  the  first  sensation  of  his  crime, 
And  raise  it  in  his  followers—"  Ho!  the  bowl; 
Lest  passion  should  return  to  reason's  shosL 
**  Brandy  for  heroes ! "  Burke  could  once  c 
No  doubt  a  liquid  path  to  epic  fexfie ; 
And  such  the  new-bom  heroes  found  it  here, 
And  drain'd  the  draught  with  an  applauding  ehB» 
**  Hussa  for  Otaheite ! "  was  the  cry, 
How  strange  such  riiouts  from  sons  of  Mitiny. 
The  gentie  island,  and  the  genial  soil, 
The  friendly  hesrts,  the  feasts  without » toll. 
The  courteous  manners  but  from  nature  osn^t, 
The  wealth  unhoarded  and  the  love  unbought; 
Could  these  have  charms  for  rudest  seaboys,  ddm 
Before  the  mast  by  every  wind  of  heaven.  ? 
And  now,  even  now  prepared  with  other'a  woes 
To  earn  mild  virtue's  vain  desire»  icpose  ? 
Alas!  such  is  our  nature !  all  but  aim 
At  the  same  end  by  pathways  not  the  saane , 
Our  means,  our  birth,  our  nation,  and  o«r  naoM^ 
Our  fortune,  temper,  even  our  outward  flauuo. 
Are  far  more  potent  o'er  our  yielding  elny 
Than  aught  we  know  beyond  our  little  day. 
Yet  still  there  whispers  the  small  vuioe  within. 
Heard  through  Gain's  silence,  and  o'er  CHuy's  iia 
Whatever  creed  he  taught  or  land  he  trod, 
Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  God. 

vn. 

The  launch  is  crowded  with  the  feitiifol  few 
Who  wait  their  chief,  a  melancholy  erew : 
But  some  remain'd  reluctant  on  the  deck 
Of  that  proud  vesselr-now  a  moral  wred^ 
And  view'd  their  captain's  fiUe  with  pibeous  ^yss: 
While  others  scoff 'd  hia  augur'd  miseries, 
Sneer'd  at  the  prospect  of  hia  pigmy  sail 
And  the  slight  bark  so  laden  and  so  frsJL 
The  tender  nautilus,  who  steers  his  prow. 
The  seaborn  sailor  of  his  shell  canoe. 
The  ocean  Mab,  the  feiry  of  the  sea. 
Seems  &r  less  fragile,  and,  alas !  more  free. 
He,  when  the  lightning-wing'd  tornadoes  sweep 
The  surge,  is  safe— his  port  is  in  the  deep— 
And  triumphs  o'er  the  armadas  of  mankind, 
Which  shake  the  world,  yet  crumUe  la  tlie  trtidi 


VIIX. 
When  all  was  now  prepared,  the  ynmtV  i 
Whieh  haU'd  her  master  In  the  motinew 
A  seaman,  less  obdurate  than  his  matae, 
Show'd  the  vain  pity  which  but  irritalee  ; 
Watch'd  his  late  chieftain  with  explnlng  ^ye» 
And  told,  in  signs,  repentant  sympathy ; 
Held  ^e  moist  shaddock  to  his  parched  mem^ 
Which  fek  exhanstion't  deep  and  bittw  diNratiu 
But  soon  observed,  this  gnavdian  \ 
Nor  fturther  mercy  eloods  xebettton's  i 
Then  fbrward  stepp'd  the  bold  and  frosvwd  bef 
His  chief  had  eheriah'd  only  to  < 
And,  po&ating  to  the  helpless  prow  1 
Exclaim'd,«<I)epartatonoel  delay  Is  dMti^  I  "* 
Yet  then,  even  then,  Us  feslfags  eeaaediMt  slli 
In  that  last  moment  could  a  word  xeeall 
Remorse  for  the  black  deed  as  yet  half 
And  what  he  hid  from  many  ihev'd  te 
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WMBMTlilignteftiltfl&Mof  tooMraot? 
WlMve  aO  his  hopes  to  see  his  nime  sspire, 
▲»d  Uason  BiiUia't  thoosand  gkoto  high«  ? 
Ss  fcraridk  lips  thus  broke  their  gloomy  speU, 
"ISithei!  tUtliat!  luaiahelll  inheUI** 
JlsBsrehecaid;  but  mgiiig  to  the  hsik 
Hii  chie^  eoaunits  him  to  his  fragile  aA» 
Ihsse  the  sole  aecenta  from  his  tongoe  that  fe&« 
Bit  Ystunas  Iwk'd  below  his  fieree  tesweU. 


IX 
Tit  anils  SOB  isss  htosd  above  Ihs  wave ; 
IhehnsBB  «ssr  sank,  mow  ^Alspsr'd  from  hit  osts  ; 
At  OB  tte  AsHaB  hup,  his  ttfal  wings 
lew  swdTd,  now  tiitter*4  o*er  his  oeeaa  strings, 
imh  slow,  despaaring  oar,  the  abasdoaM  dLiff 
riesghs  its  drssg  pingiiias  to  the  searce  sesn  6M, 
Whi^  fills  te  peak  s  doad  sbOTS  the  main : 
IM  boat  and  ship  thaH  never  meet  again ! 
1st  *tbs  Mt  mine  to  tdl  their  tak  Of  giief, 
Their  eaastaat  peril  and  their  aeant  reKtf; 
Thcfar  dsfs  of  danger,  and  thdr  nights  of  psin ; 
i  eren  when  deem'd  in  Tiln  i 
,  rendering  searoe  s  son 
Known  te  his  mother  in  the  akeletet; 
The  ab  thst  kstsn'd  stia  their  littie  ttsis. 
And  staiifid  even  Hnnger  till  he  wrmg  no  more; 
The  vaiyiog  frowns  and  fiiTon  of  the  deep. 
That  now  almoet  ingulfr,  then  leavea  to  creep 
Wlft  eraiy  oar  and  shatter'd  strength  along 
The  tide  that  yields  reluctant  to  the  strmig ; 
The  Jnctesant  feter  of  that  arid  thixst  ^^ 
Whieh  weleomea,  at  a  well,  the  clonds  that  bnrst 
Above  their  naked  bones,  and  feels  delight 
In  tte  eold  drenching  of  the  stormy  night, 
And  from  the  ontspread  canTas  gladly  wrings 
A  drop  to  moisten  life's  all  gasping  springs ; 
The  savage  foe  escaped,  to  seek  again 
Hon  hospitable  shelter  from  the  main ; 
The  ghastly  spectres  which  were  doom*d  at  Utt, 
To  ten  as  trae  a  tale  of  dangers  past, 
Aa  eter  the  dark  annals  of  the  deep 
Disdosed  for  man  to  dread  or  woman  weep. 


W«  ItMs  thsm  to  thtir  firte,  bat  not  unknown 
Ker  imiediees'd.    Bevenge  may  have  her  own: 
InsBud  gwipliBsahwid  proclaims  their  caiwo, 
Aid  h^oea  asfies  nrge  their  br^sn  laws, 
^woe  ws  OS  Ui  teck  the  mntfaietr, 
'^^bwafctmHeageaneehadnottaMghttpfmr^ 
▼idsoPtt^ntve-away!  away!  away  I 
Obm  nanUi  «^  shaB  iMil  tim  weleomo  bay ; 
^nnmftebapiiy  «hens  wfthost  a  law 
*<>^fre  satews  whom  they  hrtely  saw ; 
Httes^  md  Vibue's  godiUitt    womsn    watt 
Ta  hriiiAii^  «>^  4^^  cioiitcitnoo.  nimii  m 
y^^JMBflfertake  the  earth  withost  dispste, 
AallnidtMf  is  gathered  at  a  frvit :  • 
^V^»  MBS  ceatott  the  lltUa,  the  woods,  the 


Tke|qiaoi,^e,  ^^j^  grtd  dIttsAs  no 
XalMAiiki  erWUdleft  iha  shorn, 
'Wilswpe  tm^  theabetter  than  bsfoio ; 
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BstiBw  d  h 

Bat  left  htr  riott  also  to  their  helra. 

▲waywiAthisl  behold  them  as  tbey  wen, 

Do  good  with  Natsis,  or  with  Nature  sr. 

MHuaaa!  for  Otahtite ! "  wat  the  cry. 

At  ttately  swept  the  gallant  veasel  bj. 

The  bieete  springs  up;  the  lately  flapping  sail 

Bxtends  ita  arch  before  the  growing  gale ; 

In  swifter  ripidet  stream  aside  tiin  teas, 

Whiflk  ber  bold  bow  dings  off  with  dashing  eats, 

Thnt  Aigo  pkN^'d  the  Euzine'e  rirgin  foam ; 

Bat  thste  the  wafted  still  look  back  to  homo» 

These  spun  thtir  country  with  their  rebel  bark« 

And  fly  hsr  at  the  raven  fled  the  ark ; 

And  yet  they  seek  to  nestle  with  the  dove, 

And  tame  their  flery  spirits  down  to  love. 


CANTO  n. 


How  pleasant  were  the  tongt  of  Todbonai,* 

Whtn  tusnasr't  tnn  went  down  the  coral  bay ! 

Coma,  let  US  to  the  itlet's  softest  shade. 

And  hear  tha  warbling  Mrdt!  the  damtelt  taid : 

The  wood-dove  from  the  forett  depth  shall  ooo, 

like  voioee  of  the  gods  flrom  Bolotoo ; 

Well  cull  the  flowers  that  grow  above  the  dead. 

For  theee  moat  bloom  where  rests  the  warrior's  head 

And  we  will  sit  in  twilight's  face,  and  see 

The  sweet  moon  glandng  through  the  tooa  tree, 

The  lofty  accents  of  whose  sighing  bough 

Shall  sadly  please ua  as  we  lean  below; 

Or  climb  tiie  steep,  and  riew  the  surf  in  vain 

Wrestle  with  rocky  giants  o'er  the  main. 

Which  spurn  in  columns  back  the  baffled  spray. 

How  beautiful  are  these !  how  happy  they. 

Who,  from  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  Uvea, 

Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  ocean  strives 

Bven  he  too  loves  at  times  the  blue  lagoon, 

And  smooths  hit  ruffled  mane  beneath  the  moon. 

n. 

Yes    ft'om  the  tepolchre  well  gather  flowers. 
Then  feaat  Uks  tpirfts  in  thenr  promised  bowsit. 
Then  plunge  and  revel  in  the  roUing  surf. 
Then  lay  our  limbt  akmg  tht  tender  turf, 
And,  wet  and  shining  from  the  sportive  toil, 
Anoint  our  bodies  with  the  fragant  oil, 
And  plait  our  garlands  gather'd  from  the  grave. 
And  wear  the  wreaths  that  sprung  from  out  thebtasa. 
But  lo !  night  eomee,  the  Moot  woos  us  back, 
The  sound  of  matt  are  heard  along  our  txadk ; 
Ansn  the  torchlight  dance  thall  fling  ita  iheea 
In  flatUng  mastt  o'er  the  Iftarly's  green ; 
And  ws  too  will  be  there;  we  too  racall 
The  mesBory  bright  with  many  a  fettival, 
Bre  FQi  blew  the  shell  of  war,  when  foes 
For  the  first  time  were  wafted  in  canoes. 
Alas !  for  diem  the  flower  of  mankind  bleeds ; 
Alas !  for  them  oar  fields  are  rank  with  weeds : 


•  llwiBi  thNB  wmftam  im  Idtaa  ham  nt  mIhI  wiyfa^Timi 
UntMb  «r  «M*  •  pw  «>«liitM  k  gtaB  to  «  MsflMn  AflMHt  tr  *• 
Tm^t^iuh.**  TooboBd  h  iMl  hvwrv  0MalihBai|balwMM»i( 
tea vten ChifadRa  uad  dM  matDecn  took  veftiiB.    Ih        '       '      ' 
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snuasrs  wobxs. 


Fofgotten  is  the  raptove,  or  tmlmown, 
Of  wandering  with  the  moon  and  lore  alone. 
But  be  it  80  :-^hey  taught  us  how  to  wield 
The  club  and  rain  our  arrows  o'er  the  field : 
Now  let  them  reap  the  harrest  of  their  art ! 
But  feast  to-night !  to-morrow  we  depart. 
Strike  up  the  dance !  the  caTa  bowl  fill  high ! 
Drain  CTcry  drop !— to-morrow  we  may  die. 
In  simmier  garments  be  our  limbs  array'd ; 
Around  our  waists  the  tappa's  white  displayed; 
Thick  wreaths  shall  form  our  coronal)  like  spring's, 
And  round  our  necks  shall  glance  the  hooni  strings ; 
So  shall  their  brighter  hues  contrast  the  glow 
Of  the  dusk  bosoms  that  beat  high  below. 

in. 

But  now  the  dance  is  o'er— yet  stay  awhile ; 
Ah,  pause !  nor  yet  put  out  the  social  smile. 
To-morrow  for  the  Mooa  we  depart, 
But  to-night— to-night  is  for  the  heart 
Again  bestow  the  wreaths  we  gently  woo, 
Ye  young  enchantresses  of  gay  licoo ! 
How  loTely  are  your  forms !  how  every  sense 
Bows  to  your  ^utl%s,  soften'd,  but  intense, 
Like  to  ike  flowers  on  Mataloco's  steep, 
Which  fling  their  firagrance  far  athwart  the  deep  I— 
We  too  will  see  Licoo ;  but—oh!  my  heart!— 
What  do  I  say  ?— to-monow  we  depart ! 

IV. 

Thus  rose  a  song— the  harmony  of  times 
Before  the  winds  blew  Europe  o'er  these  .climes. 
True,  they  had  vices— such  are  nature's  growth— 
But  only  the  barbarian's— we  have  both : 
The  sordor  of  civilization,  mix'd 
With  all  the  savage  which  man's  fall  hath  fix'd. 
Who  hath  not  seen  Dissimulation's  reign, 
The  prayers  of  Abel  link'd  to  deeds  of  Cain  ? 
Who  such  would  see  may  from  his  lattice  view 
The  Old  World  more  degraded  than  the  New, 
Now  new  no  more,  save  where  Columbia  rears 
Twin  giants,  bom  by  Freedom  to  her  spheres, 
Where  Chimborazo,  over  air,  earth,  wave. 
Glares  with  his  Titan  eye,  and  sees  no  slave. 

V. 

Bvch  was  this  ditty  of  tradition's  days» 
Which  to  the  dead  a  lingering  fiune  oonveys 
In  song,  where  fkme  as  yet  hath  left  no  sign 
Beyond  the  sound  whose  charm  is  half  div^M ; 
Which  leaves  no  record  to  the  skeptie  eye, 
But  yields  yemig  histocy  aU  to  harmony ; 
A  boy  AohUles,  with  the  centamr's  lyre 
In  hand,  to  teach  him  to  surpass  his  sire. 
For  one  leng-cherish'd  ballad's  simple  stav« 
Bung  from  the  rock,  or  mingled  with  the  wavv. 
Or  from  the  babbling  streamlet's  grassy  side, 
Or  gathering  mountain  echoes  as  they  glide, 
Hath  greater  power  o'er  each  true  heart  and  ear, 
Than  all  the  columns  Conquest's  minions  rear : 
Invites,  when  hieroglyphics  are  a  theme 
For  sage's  labors  or  the  student's  dream ; 
Attracts,  when  history's  volumes  are  a  t(^,^- 
The  first,  the  freshest  bud  of  Feeling's  soil. 
Such  was  this  rude  rhyme— rhyme  is  of  the 
But  such  inspired  the  Norseman's  solUnde, 
Who  came  and  cor.quer'd ;  such,  wherever  rise 
Lands  where  ne  f  ^es  destroy  or  dviHse, 


Bzist :  and  what  esn  our  aeeompUah'd  srt 

Of  yene  do  more  than  reach  the  awaken'd  heart  ? 


VI. 
And  sweetiy  now  those  untaught  melodies 
Broke  the  luxurious  silence  of  the  skies, 
The  sweet  siesta  of  a  summer  day, 
The  tropic  afternoon  of  Toobonai, 
When  every  flower  was  bloom,  and  air  was  balnii  « 
And  the  first  breath  b^an  to  stir  the  palm. 
The  first  yet  voiceless  wind  to  urge  the  wave 
All  gently  to  refresh  the  thirsty  cave, 
Where  sat  the  songstress  with  the  stranger  boy« 
Who  taught  her  passion's  desolating  joy, 
Too  powerful  over  every  heart,  but  most 
O'er  those  who  know  not  how  it  may  be  lost; 
O'er  those  who,  burning  in  the  new-bom  fixe, 
like  martyrs  revel  in  their  funeral  pyre. 
With  such  devotion  to  their  ecstacy, 
That  life  knows  no  such  rapture  as  to  die : 
And  die  they  do ;  for  earthly  life  has  nought 
Match'd  with  that  burst  of  nature,  even  in  thongb^ 
And  all  our  dreams  of  better  life  above 
But  close  in  one  eternal  gush  of  love. 
f 

VII. 
There  sat  the  gentle  savage  of  the  wild. 
In  growth  a  woman,  though  in  years  a  child, 
As  childhood  dates  within  our  colder  dime, 
Where  nought  is  ripen'd  rapidly  save  crime ; 
The  infanl^f  an  infant  world,  as  pure 
From  nature — ^lovely,  warm,  and  premature ; 
Dusky  like  night,  but  night  with  all  her  stars; 
Or  cavern  sparkling  with  its  native  spars ; 
With  eyes  that  were  a  language  and  a  spell, 
A  form  like  Aphrodite's  in  her  shell. 
With  all  her  loves  around  her  on  the  deep, 
Voluptuous  as  the  first  approach  of  sle^ ; 
Yet  frill  of  life— for  through  her  tropic  dieek 
The  blush  would  make  its  way,  and  all  but  speak; 
The  sun-bom  blood  suffused  her  neck  and  threw 
O'er  her  clear  nutbrown  skin  a  lucid  hue. 
Like  coral  reddening  through  the  darken'd  waie 
Which  draws  the  diver  to  the  erimeon  cave. 
Sueh  was  this  daughter  of  the  southeocn  seas. 
Herself  a  billow  in  har  eMrglMi, 
To  bear  the  bark  of  otheis'  hi^iiieea. 
Nor  Isel  a  sotrow  till  their  joy  gnw  leas: 
Hsr  wild  and  waiu  yet  fiuthAd  bocon  knew 
No  Joy  like  what  it  g«?B;  her  hopes  ne'er  dssw^ 
Aught  fromeocperience,  that  chill  touohsloiie,  lAm 
Sad  proof  reduoes  all  things  from  their  hues: 
She  fsar'd  no  ill,  becaiua  eho  knerw  it  not. 
Or  what  she  knew  was  soonr<-too  eooa»-focgot: 
Her  smfleis  and  tears  had  paea'd,  as  light  winlspiM 
O'er  lakes,  to  ruffle,  not  destroy,  their  glass, 
Whose  depths  unaearoh'd*  and  fonnlaias  fsm  tks 

hiU, 
Restore  their  suriiMe,  in  itself  so  still, 
Until  the  earthquake  tear  the  naiad's  cave, 
Boot  up  the  spring,  and  trample  On  the  wavs, 
And  erosh  the  living  waters  to  a  maas. 
The  smphibious  desert  of  the  dank  npcsss ! 
And  rnnst  their  frite  be  heca?    The  eternal  chsagi 
But  grasps  humanity  with  quicker  range ; 
And  they  who  tall  but  &I1  as  worlds  will  full, 
To  rise,  if  just,  a  spirit  o'er  tiieni  alL 
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And  vlto  k  be  ?  the  blue-eyed  northern  chfld 

Of  islef  more  known  to  man,  but  scarce  leae  ^d{ 

Tbe  bir-bair'd  ofikpring  of  the  Hebrides, 

Wkae  rows  the  Pentland  with  its  whirling  seu ; 

Bock'd  in  his  cradle  by  the  roaring  wind. 

The  tempest-bom  in  body  and  in  mind, 

flkjoung  eyes  opening  on  the  ocean-foam, 

Had  from  that  moment  deem'd  the  deep  his  home* 

Th«  gisnt  eomrade  of  his  pensive  moods, 

The  aksrer  of  his  craggy  solitudes, 

Tlw  only  McBtor  of  his  youth,  where'er    . 

His  bilk  was  boime;  tile  sport  of  wave  and  air ; 

A  careless  thing,  who  placed  his  choice  in  ehaaoe, 

Nms'd  by  t^e  legends  of  his  land's  romance ; 

Bager  to  hope,  bat  not  less  firm  to  bear, 

Aequinted  with  all  feelings  save  despair. 

FUe'd  in  the  Arab's  clime,  he  would  haTS  been 

As  bold*  rover  as  the  sands  hare  seen, 

Andbcaved  tfaeSr  thirst  with  as  enduring  Up 

Aa  lahmaid,  wafted  on  his  desert-ship ;  * 

Fix*d  upon  Chili's  shore,  a  proud  cadqoe ; 

Od  Hdlas'  numntains  a  rebellious  Greek ; 

Bora  in  a  tent,  perhaps  a  Tamerlane ; 

Bred  toa  tbisiae,  perhaps  unfit  to  reign. 

For  the  same  soul  that  rends  its  path  to  sway. 

If  zesr'd  to  such,  can  find  no  ftirtiier  prey 

fiayond  itself  and  must  retrace  its  way,  f 

Plnngiuig  for  pleasure  into  pain :  the  same 

Spitit  which  made  a  Nero,  Rome's  worst  shame, 

A  hnxabiler  stale  and  disdipline  pf  heart 

Had  finm'd  his  glodous  namesake's  counterpart ;  X 

Bat  grant  his  vices,  grant  them  all  his  own. 

How  sBBsIl  their  tiieatxe  without  a  throne  I 

IX. 

Thou  sBulest;— these  comparisons  seem  high 

To  those  who  scan  all  things  with  dassled  eye ; 

link'd  widi  the  unknown  name  of  one  whose  doom 

Has  nought  to  do  with  glory  or  with  Borne, 

With  Cldti,  Hellas,  or  with  Araby  ;— 

Thau nulsst?— Smile;  'tis  better  thus  than  sigh ; 

Yet  such  he  Bight  have  been ;  hewasaniaa« 

A  aoazing  spirit,  ever  in  tiie  van* 

A  psiziot  hero  OT  despotie  chief. 

To  fom  a  nation's  glmy  or  its  grief, 

Bon  under  asspiees  whieh  make  us  more 

Or  less  HsB  we  ddighi  to  pendsr  o'er. 

ButthaaearevisisBiB;  say,  what  was  he  here  ? 

A  btooming  bey,  a  timant  mutineer. 

The  ibi^bur'd  Totqull,  free  as  osen's  q»ny, 

The  huabandof  the  bride  of  Toobonai. 

X. 

tfy  lle^ba'a  aide  he  sate,  and  watch'd  tiie  waters,^ 
Kenha,tfa«saBAower  of  the  island  daughters, 
Righban,  (a  birth  at  which  the  herald  smiles, 
Vithost  a  seatcheon  for  these  secret  isles,) 
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Of  a  long  race,  the  valiant  and  the  free. 
The  naked  knights  of  savage  chivalry, 
Whose  grassy  cairns  ascend  along  the  shore ; 
And  thine — I've  seen — Achilles !  do  no  more. 
She,  when  the  tbnndcr^bearing  strangers  came, 
In  vast  canoes,  begirt  with  bolts  of  flame, 
Topp'd  with  tall  trees,  which,  loftier  than  the  pala 
Seem'd  rooted  in  the  deep  amid  its  calm ; 
But  when  the  winds  awaken'd,  shot  forth  wings 
Broad  as  the  cloud  along  the  horixon  flings, 
And  sway'd  the  waves,  like  cities  of  the  sea, 
Making  the  very  billows  look  less  tree  ; 
She,  with  her  paddling  oar  and  dancing  prow, 
Shot  through  tiie  surf,  Uke  reindeer  through  the  snow 
Swift-gliding  o'er  the  breaker's  whitening  edge, 
Light  as  a  nercid  in  her  ocean  sledge, 
And  gazed  and  wonder'd  at  the  giant  bulk, 
Which  heaved  from  wave  to  wave  its  trembling  hulk ; 
The  anchor  dropp'd ;  it  lay  along  the  deep, 
like  a  huge  lion  in  the  sun  asleep. 
While  round  it  swarm'd  the  proas'  iUtting  chain, 
like  summer  bees  that  hum  around  his  mane. 

XI. 
The  white  man  landed !— need  the  rest  be  told } 
The  New  World  stretch'd  iU  dusk  hand  to  the  Old ; 
Each  was  to  each  a  marvel,  and  the  tie 
Of  wonder  warm'd  to  better  sympathy. 
Kind  was  the  welcome  of  the  sun-bom  sires. 
And  kinder  still  their  daughters'  gentler  fires. 
Their  union  grew :  the  children  of  the  storm 
Found  beauty  link'd  with  many  a  dusky  fbrm ; 
While  these  in  turn  admired  the  paler  glow, 
Which  seem'd  so  white  in  climes  that  knew  no  antm^ 
The  diase,  the  race,  the  liberty  to  roam, 
The  soil  where  every  cottage  show'd  a  home ; 
The  sea-spread  net,  the  lightly-launch'd  canoe^ 
Which  st^nm'd  the  studded  archipelago. 
O'er  whose  blue  bosom  rose  the  starry  isles ; 
The  healthy  slumber,  eam'd  by  sportive  toils ; 
The  palm,  the  loftiest  dryad  of  the  woods. 
Within  whose  bosom  infisnt  Bacchus  broods. 
While  eagles  scarce  build  higher  than  the  crest 
Which  shadows  o'er  the  vineyard  in  her  breast ; 
The  cava  feast,  the  yam,  the  cocoa's  root, 
Which  bears  at  once  the  cup,  and  milk,  and  fruit; 
The  bread-tree,  which,  without  the  ploughshan^ 

yields 
The  unreap'd  harvest  of  unfrurow'd  fields, 
And  bakes  its  unadulterated  loaves 
\^thoot  a  fumaoe  in  unpurchased  groves, 
And  flings  off  famine  from  its  fertile  oreast, 
A  priceless  market  for  the  gathering  guest  | 
These,  with  the  luxuries  of  seas  and  woods* 
The  airy  joys  of  soeial  solitudes. 
Tamed  seeh  ruds  waad«rer  to  the  sympathies 
Of  those  who  were  more  happy,  if  less  wise, 
Did  more  than  Europe's  discipline  had  done, 
And  civilised  civilization's  son ! 

xn. 

Of  these,  and  there  was  many  a  wHUng  pair, 
Neuha  and  Torquil  were  not  the  least  fair ; 
Both  children  of  the  isles,  though  distant  far} 
Bom  both  beneath  a  sea-presiding  star ; 
Both  nourish'd  amid  nature's  native  scenes, 
Loved  to  the  last,  whatever  intervenes 
Between  us  and  our  childhood's  sympathy, 
i  Which  still  reverts  to  what  first  caught  the  eye 
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He  who  flnt  met  fhe  BSgUttidi'  twaUlng  bine 
'Will  loTe  each  penk  that  shows  a  kindred  hue. 
Hail  in  each  crag  a  friend's  fomiUar  face, 
And  clasp  the  mountain  in  his  mind's  embrace. 
Long  have  I  roam'd  through  lands  which  are  not 

mine, 
Adored  the  Alp,  and  loved  the  Apenninei 
Revered  Parnassus,  and  beheld  the  steep 
JoTe*s  Ida  and  Olympus  crown  the  deep : 
Bat  'twas  not  all  long  ages  lore,  nor  all 
Their  natiure  held  me  in  their  thrilling  thrall. 
The  infant  rapture  still  surviYed  the  boy. 
And  Loch-na-gar  with  Ida  look'd  o'er  Troy,* 
Mix'd  Celtic  memories  with  the  Phrygian  mount, 
And  Highland  linns  with  Castalie's  dear  fount. 
Forgire  me.  Homer's  uniyersal  shade ! 
Forgive  me,  Phoebus !  that  my  fancy  stray'd ; 
The  north  and  nature  taught  me  to  adore 
Your  scenes  sublime,  from  those  beloved  before. 

xni. 

The  love  which  maketh  all  things  fond  and  flair, 
The  youth  which  makes  one  rainbow  of  the  air, 
The  dangers  past,  that  make  even  num  ei\joy 
The  pause  in  whioh  he  ceases  to  destroy, 
The  nmtual  beauty,  which  the  sternest  feel 
Strike  to  their  hearts  like  lightning  to  the  steel, 
United  the  half  savage  and  the  whole. 
The  maid  and  boy,  in  one  absorbing  soul. 
No  more  the  thundering  memory  of  the  fight 
Wrapp'd  his  wean'd  bosom  in  its  dark  delight ; 
No  more  the  irksome  restlessness  of  rest 
Disturb'd  him  like  the  eagle  in  her  nest, 
tThose  whetted  beak  and  far-pervading  eye 
Darts  for  a  victim  over  all  the  sky ; 
His  heart  was  tamed  to  that  voluptuous  state. 
At  once  Elysian  and  effeminate. 
Which  leaves  no  laurels  o'er  the  hero's  urn  >— 
These  wither  when  for  aught  save  blood  they  bum ; 
Yet  when  their  ashes  in  their  nook  are  laid, 
Doth  not  the  myrtle  leave  as  sweet  a  shade  ? 
Had  Cssar  known  but  Cleopatra's  kiss, 
Rome  had  been  free,  the  world  had  not  been  his. 
And  what  have  Cassar's  deeds  and  Cnsar's  fame 
Done  for  the  earth  ?    We  feel  them  in  our  shame : 
The  gory  sanetion  of  his  glory  stains 
The  rust  which  tyrants  ohorish  on  our  chains. 
Though  Olory,  Nature,  Reason,  Freedom,  bid 
Boused  millions  do  what  single  Brutus  did— > 
Sweep  these  mere  mock-birds  of  the  despot's  song 
From  the  tall  bough  where  they  have  peroh'd  so 

long,— 
Still  are  we  hawk'd  at  by  such  mousing  owls, 
And  take  for  falcons  those  ignoble  fowls, 
When  but  a  word  of  freedom  would  dispel 
These  bugbears,  as  their  tenors  show  too  wall. 

XIV. 
Rapt  in  the  fond  forgetfulness  of  life, 
Neuha,  the  South  Sea  girl,  was  all  a  wife. 
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With  ao  dfslNolfaig  wwU  to  eaa  h« 

From  love ;  with  no  sodetf  to  sooff 
At  the  new  transient  flame ;  no  babbling  otmd 
Of  eoxoombry  in  admiration  loud, 
Or  with  adulterous  whisper  to  alloy 
Her  duty,  and  her  glory,  and  her  joy  * 
With  faith  and  feelings  naked  as  her  form, 
She  stood  as  stands  a  rainbow  in  a  storm, 
Changing  its  hues  with  bright  variety, 
But  still  expanding  lovelier  o'er  the  sky, 
Howe'er  its  arch  may  swell,  its  oolors  move, 
The  doud-oompelling  harbinger  of  love. 

•  XV. 

Here,  in  this  grotto  of  the  wave-wom  shore, 
They  pass'd  the  tropic's  red  meridian  o'er; 
Nor  long  the  hours—  they  never  pass'd  o'er  tisM, 
Unbrokoi  by  the  clock's  funereal  chime. 
Which  deals  the  daily  pittance  of  our  span, 
And  points  and  mocks  with  iron  laugh  at  man, 
What  deem'd  they  of  the  future  or  the  past  ? 
The  present,  like  a  tyrant,  held  them  fast: 
Their  hour-glass  was  the  sea-sand,  and  tiie  tide 
Like  her  smooth  billow,  saw  their  moments  gBde; 
Their  clock  the  sun,  in  his  unbounded  tow*r; 
They  reokon'd  not,  whose  day  was  but  an  hour; 
The  nightingale,  their  only  vespeHieU, 
Sung  sweetly  to  the  rose  the  day's  faceweU;  * 
The  broad  smi  set,  but  not  with  lingwing  tnmp 
A«  in  the  north  he  meUows  o'er  the  deep. 
But  flery,  and  fierce,  a«  if  he  left 
The  worid  for  ever)  earth  of  light  beveft, 
Plunged  with  red  forehead  down  along  the  wave 
As  dives  a  hero  headlong  to  his  grave. 
Then  rose  they,  looking  first  along  the  skies, 
And  then  for  Ught  into  eaoh  other's  eyes, 
Wondering  that  summer  shoiw'd  so  brief  a  son, 
And  asking  if  indeed  the  day  were  done. 

XVI. 
And  let  not  this  seem  strange :  the  devotee 
lives  not  in  earth,  but  in  his  eestasy; 
Around  him  days  and  worlds  are  heedless  driven, 
His  soul  is  gone  before  his  dust  to  heaven. 
Is  love  less  potent  ?    No— his  path  is  trad, 
Alike  uplifted  gloriously  to  Ood ; 
Or  link'd  to  all  we  know  of  heaTen  below, 
The  other  better  self,  whose  joj  or  wo 
Is  more  than  ours ;  the  aU-abeorbing  itame 
Which,  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same, 
Wrapp'd  in  one  blase ;  the  pure,  yet  fttneni  pile* 
Where  gentle  hearts,  like  Bramlns,  rit  and  snile. 
How  often  we  forget  all  time,  when  lone, 
Admiring  Nature's  universal  tfaroik«, 
Her  woods,  her  wilds,  her  waters,  the  intense 
Reply  of  hen  to  our  intelligence ! 
live  not  the  stars  and  mountains  ?    Are  the  wavei 
Without  a  spirit  ?    Are  the  dropping  oaves 
Without  a  feeling  m  their  silent  tears  ? 
No,  no  ;>-they  woo  and  clasp  ns  to  thwr  spheres, 
Dheolve  this  dog  and  clod  of  eLay  before 
Its  hour,  and  merge  our  soul  in  the  great  diORi 
Strip  off  this  fbnd  and  false  identity  I — 
Who  thkiks  of  self,  when  gaadng  on  the  sky  ? 
And  who,  though  gazing  lower,  cTor  thought, 
In  the  young  moments  ere  the  heart  ie  taught 
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HcBb  nOM,  and  Torqxul :  twilSghf  s  hovr 
Cbk  ad  uid  m>tQj  to  their  roeky  bower, 
WUeh,  fcindftng  by  degrees  its  dewy  epan, 
Sekoed  dieir  dim  U^t  to  tbe  nnutering  ttan. 
Bkmty  tlie  pair,  pertaking  nature's  calm, 
floQiht  out  their  cottage,  built  beneath  ^e  pafan ; 
How  nuUng  and  now  silent,  as  the  scene ; 
Lofdy  M  Love-^lhe  spirit !— ^hen  serene. 
The  Oean  seaiee  spoke  loader  with  his  swell, 
Tktt  Inathes  his  mimic  mnrmnrer  in  the  shell,* 
Ai,  (v  divided  from  his  parent  deep, 
The  set-bom  infant  cries,  and  will  not  sleep, 
Busing  his  little  plaint  in  vain,  to  raTe 
For  tke  broad  bosom  of  his  nursing  ware : 
The  voods  droop'd  darkly,  as  inclined  to  rest, 
The  tnpw  biid  wheel'd  rock-ward  to  his  nest, 
And  theUne  sky  spread  round  them  like  a  lake 
Of  peese,  vbcie  Piety  her  thirst  might  slake. 

xvni. 

BstflfeNSgh  iIm  peJm  and  plantain,  hark,  a  Toice! 
Kotnek  as  waoM  karo  been  a  lover's  choice, 
h  laoli  M  hsvr,  to  break  the  air  ao  stiU ; 
Ksdyiagaii^t^KMM,  harpmg  o'er  the  hill, 
Stribag  the  strings  of  natsra,  rock  and  tree. 
Those  hcst  and  earliest  l^vas  of  harmony, 
W1&  B^  for  their  diaroa;  nor  the  alann 
Of  the  load  war-whoop  to  dispel  the  charm; 
Kor  the  8olilo<{ny  of  the  hermit  owl, 
SxhiliBg  all  hia  solitaiy  soul, 
The  dial  though  lazge-eyed  winged  anchorite, 
mo  peals  hii  dreary  psean  o'er  the  night  ;— 
Bat  a  load,  long,  and  naval  whistle,  shrill 
As  efcr  stiirted  through  a  sea-bird's  bill ; 
Aad  then  a  pause,  and  then  a  hoarse  *'  Hillo  ? 
Teiqoil!  my  boy !  what  cheer  ?   Ho !  brother,  ho ! *' 
"Who  hails?"  cried Torqoil,  following  with  his  eye 
The  sound.    "  Here's  one,"  was  all  the  brief  reply. 

XIX. 

Ba»  h0a  tta  hsnld  of  the  self-same  month 
Came  baeatUag  o'er  the  aroBMlic  sonth, 
Netlftaa«'bedof  Tiolsts"  ontiMgale^ 
But  sach  ss  wafto  its  olottd  o'er  grog  or  ale, 
taae  from  aahoct  frail  pipe,  which  yet  had  Uoum 
Its  gentle  odors  orer  either  sone. 
And  par 4  whem'cr  winds  rise  or  waten  boU, 
Had  wafrsd  smoks  fron  Fortsmonth  to  the  Pole, 
Oppeasd  iu  vapor  aa  the  lightning  flash'd, 
And  rsek'4,  "Biid  mountain  biUowa  uaabash'd. 
To  JBelBs  a  eoBStant  saoriftce. 
Throng  mmj  cbanga  of  all  the  Tsrying  skies. 
And  what  WM  he  who  bore  it  ?— I  may  err, 
ftu*  dasm  hia  ssilor  or  philosopher .f 
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t  whW^frnasMttovaal 
Cheers  Ae  tar's  labor  or  the  Tarkman's  Mat ; 
Which  on  the  Moalemli  otIoBMn  diridea 
His  hows,  aad  rivala  opium  and  hda  WdM; 
Magniisent  in  Stamhoul,  but  Uaa  grand. 
Though  not  less  loved,  in  Wapping  or  the  Strand  s 
Divine  ii  hookas,  glorious  in  a  pips. 
Whan  tipp'd  with  ambsr,  mellow,  rich,  and  ripa ; 
Like  other  channera,  wooing  the  careaa 
More  daaaliagly  when  daring  in  ftill  dreaa ; 
Tet  thy  triM  lovssa  more  admire  by  far 
Thy  naked  beauties— Give  me  a  cigar : 

XX. 

Through  the  ^»proaching  darkness  of  the  wood 
A  human  figure  broke  the  solitude, 
Fantaatioally,  it  may  be,  array'd, 
A  seaman  in  a  savage  masquerade ; 
Such  as  appears  to  rise  out  from  the  deep. 
When  o'er  the  line  the  merry  vessels  sweep, 
And  the  rough  saturnalia  of  the  tar 
Flock  o*er  the  deck,  in  Neptune's  borrow'd  car;  * 
And  pleased  the  god  of  ocean  sees  his  name 
Berive  once  more,  though  but  fax  mimic  gams 
Of  his  true  sons,  who  riot  in  the  breese 
Undreamt  of  in  his  native  Cyclades ; 
Still  the  old  god  delights,  from  out  tiie  main, 
To  snatch  some  glimpses  of  his  sncient  reign. 
Our  sailor's  jacket,  though  in  ragged  trim, 
His  constant  pipe,  which  never  yet  bum'd  dim. 
His  foremast  air,  and  somewhat  rolling  gait. 
Like  his  dear  vessel,  spoke  his  former  state ; 
But  then  a  sort  of  kerchief  round  his  head, 
Not  OTer-tightly  bound,  nor  nicely  spread ; 
And  stead  of  trowsers  (ah  !  too  early  torn ! 
For  eren  the  mildest  woods  will  have  their  thorm) 
A  curious  sort  of  somewhat  scanty  mat 
Now  served  for  inexpressibles  and  hat ; 
His  naked  feet  and  neck,  and  sunburnt  fkce, 
Perchance  might  suit  alike  with  either  race. 
His  arms  were  all  his  own,  our  Europe's  gTOWth» 
Which  two  worlds  bless  tor  ciriliiing  both ; 
The  musket  swung  behind  his  shoulders  broad 
And  somewhat  stoop'd  by  hb  marine  abode. 
But  brawny  as  the  boar's ;  and  hung  beneath. 
His  cutlass  droop'd,  unconscious  of  a  sheath, 
Or  lost  or  worn  away;  his  pistols  were 
Link'd  to  his  belt,  a  matrimonial  pair^^ 
(Let  not  this  metaphor  appear  a  scoff. 
Though  one  miss'd  fire,  the  other  would  go  off;) 
These,  with  a  bayonet,  not  so  free  firom  rust 
As  vrhen  the  arm-chest  held  its  brighter  trust, 
Completed  his  accoutrements,  as  Night 
Survey'd  him  in  his  garb  heteroclite. 

XXI. 

What  eheer,  Ben  Bunting  ? "  eried  (when  in  ftill 
riew 
Our  new  acquaintance)  Torquil,  "Aught  of  new?** 

By,  ey ! "  quoth  Ben,  *'not  new,  but  news  enow ; 
A  strange  sail  in  the  offing."—'*  Sail !  and  how  ? 
What !  could  you  make  her  out  ?  It  csnnot  be, 
I've  seen  no  rag  of  canvas  on  the  sea." 
"  Belike,"  said  Ben,  '*  you  might  not  from  the  bay. 
But  from  the  bluff-head,  where  I  watch'd  to-day, 
I  saw  her  in  the  doldrums ;  for  the  vrind 
Was  light  and  baffling."--"  When  the  sun  declined 
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Wbfln  lay  she  }  had  the  anchor*d  ?  "—"No,  but  still 

She  bore  down  on  un,  till  the  wind  grew  s^l." 

**  Her  flag  ?  "»-**  I  had  no  glass ;  but  fore  and  aft, 

Bgad !  she  seemed  a  wicked-looking  craft." 

"  Arm'd  ? "— "  I  expect  so ;— sent  on  the  look-out : 

'Tls  time,  belike,  to  put  our  hefan  about." 

"  About  ?— "Whate'er  may  hare  us  now  in  chase, 

We*n  make  no  running-flght,  for  that  were  base, 

We  will  die  at  our  quarters,  like  true  men." 

«  Ey,  ey !  for  that  'tis  all  the  same  to  Ben." 

"  Does  Christian  know  this  ?"— "  Ay ;  he  has  piped 

all  hands 
To  quarters.    They  are  forbishing  the  stands 
Of  arms ;  and  we  hare  got  some  guns  to  bear, 
And  scaled  them.   You  are  wanted."—"  That's  but 

foir; 
And  if  it  were  not,  mine  is  not  the  soul 
To  leave  my  comrades  helpless  on  the  shoal. 
My  Keuha !  ah !  and  must  my  fate  pursue 
Kot  me  alone^  but  one  so  sweet  and  true  ? 
But  whatsoe'er  betide,  ah,  Neuha !  now 
Unman  me  not ;  the  hour  will  not  allow 
A  tear ;  I  am  thine  whatever  intervenes ! " 
•Right,"  quoth  Ben, "  that  will  do  for  the  marines."* 


CANTO  III. 

I. 
Trs  fight  was  o'er ;  the  flashing  through  the  gloom, 
Which  robes  the  cannon  as  he  wings  a  tomb, 
Had  ceased ;  and  sulphury  vapors  upward  driven 
Had  left  the  earth,  and  but  polluted  heaven : 
The  rattling  roax  which  rung  in  every  volley 
Had  left  the  echoes  to  their  melancholy ; 
No  more  they  shriek 'd  their  horror,  boom  for  boom ; 
The  strife  was  done,  the  vanquish'd  had  their  doom ; 
The  mutineers  were  crush'd,  dispersed,  or  ta'en. 
Or  lived  to  deem  the  happiest  were  the  slain. 
Few,  few  escaped,  and  those  were  hunted  o'er 
The  isle  they  loved  beyond  their  native  shore. 
No  forther  home  was  theirs,  it  seem'd,  on  earth, 
Once  renegades  to  that  which  gave  them  birth ; 
Track'd  like  wild  beasts,  like  them  they  sought  the 

wOd, 
As  to  a  mother's  bosom  flies  the  child ; 
But  vainly  wolves  and  lions  seek  their  den. 
And  stUl  more  vainly  men  escape  from  men. 

n. 

Beneath  a  rock  whose  jutting  base  protrudes 
Par  over  ocean  in  his  fiercest  moods, 
When  scaling  his  enormous  crag  the  wave 
Is  hurl'd  down  headlong,  like  the  foremost  bravot 
And  falls  back  on  the  foaming  crowd  behind. 
Which  flght  beneath  the  banners  of  the  wind. 
But  now  at  rest,  a  little  remnant  drew 
Together,  bleeding,  thirsty,  faint,  and  few. 
But  still  then:  weapons  in  theur  hands,  and  still 
With  something  of  the  pride  of  former  will, 
As  men  not  aU  unused  to  meditate, 
And  strive  much  more  than  wonder  at  their  fkte. 
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Their  present  lot  was  what  they  had  fonseen, 
And  dared  as  what  was  likely  to  have  been ; 
Tet  still  the  lingering  hope,  which  deem'd  tiieirlo 
Not  pardon'd,  but  unsought  for  or  forgot. 
Or  trusted  that,  if  sought,  their  distant  caTos 
Might  still  be  miss'd  amid  the  world  of  waves, 
Had  wean'd  their  thoughts  in  part  from  what  thgj 

saw  h 

And  felt,  the  vengeance  of  their  coxmtry's  law. 
Their  seargreen  isle,  their  guilt-won  paradise. 
No  more  could  shield  their  virtue  or  their  vice : 
Their  better  feelings,  if  such  were,  were  throTii 
Back  on  themselves, — their  sins  remain'd  alone. 
Proscribed  even  in  their  second  country,  they 
Were  lost ;  in  vain  the  world  befo^  them  lay . 
All  outlets  seem'd  secured.    Their  new  allies 
Had  fought  and  bled  in  mutual  sacrifice ; 
But  what  avail'd  the  club,  and  spear,  and  aim 
Of  Hercules  against  the  sulphury  charm, 
The  magic  of  the  thxinder,  which  destroy'd 
The  warrior  ere  his  strength  could  be  employ'd? 
Dug,  like  a  sxnreading  pestilence,  the  grave 
No  less  of  human  bravery  than  the  brave !  ♦ 
Their  own  scant  numbers  acted  all  the  few 
Against  the  many  oft  will  dare  and  do ; 
But  though  the  choice  seems  native  to  die  free, 
Even  Greece  can  boast  but  one  Thermopyls, 
Till  noWf  when  she  has  forged  her  broken  chain 
Back  to  a  sword,  and  dies  and  lives  again ! 

m. 

Beside  the  jutting  rock  the  few  appear'd, 

Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  red-deer's  herd ; 

Their  eyes  were  feverish,  and  their  aspect  worn, 

But  still  the  hunter's  blood  was  on  their  horn, 

A  littie  stream  came  tumbling  from  the  height, 

And  straggling  into  ocean  as  it  might. 

Its  bounding  crystal  froUck'd  in  the  ray. 

And  gush'd  from  cliff  to  crag  with  saltiess  spray; 

Close  on  the  vild,  wide  ocean,  yet  as  pure 

And  fresh  as  innocence,  and  more  secure, 

Its  silver  torrent  glitter'd  o'er  the  deep. 

As  the  shy  chamois'  eye  o'erlooks  the  steep, 

While  &r  below  the  vast  and  sullen  swell 

Of  ocean's  alpine  asure  rose  and  feU : 

To  this  young  spring  they  ru8h'd,-^Ul  Mags  flid 

Absorb'd  in  passion's  and  in  nature's  thirst,— 

Drank  as  they  do  who  drink  theix  last,  and  threw 

Their  arms  aside  to  revel  in  its  dew ; 

Cool'd  their  soorch'd  throats,  and  WMh'd  the  pxf 

stains 

From  wounds  whose  only  bandage  might  be  ^^'^ 
Then,  when  their  drought  was  quenah'd,  look'd  salir 

ronndy 

As  wondering  how  so  many  still  ^Mn  foond 
Alive  and  fetterless :— but  silent  aU, 
Eaeh  sought  his  fellow's  eyes,  as  if  to  eall 
On  him  for  language  which  his  lips  deniedf 
As  though  their  voices  with  their  eanse  had  disd. 

IV. 

Stem,  and  aloof  a  little  i^m  the  rest, 
Stood  Christian,  with  his  arms  across  his  chest 
The  ruddy,  reckless,  dauntless,  hue  once  spread 
Along  his  cheek  was  livid  now  as  lead ;        
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Mi  l^hMMVif  a  locJto,  so  gneeftil  in  their  flow, 
Nov  TCce  like  startled  -ripen  o*er  Ids  brow, 
BtiD  as  a  statae,  with  bis  lips  comprest 
To  sCile  even  the  breath  within  his  breast,         | 
Fsst  b]r  the  rock,  all  menacing,  bat  mute, 
Ee  stood ;  mnd,  sare  a  slight  beat  of  his  foot, 
Whieh  deepen'd  now  and  then  the  sandy  dint 
Jkamlh  bis  heel,  his  foim  seem'd  tom*d  to  fllat. 
Some  paces  ftirther  Toiqnil  lean'd  his  head 
hfjuaat  a  bank,  and  spoke  not,  but  he  bled,— 
Kot  mortaUy-^his  worst  wound  was  within : 
His  brow  was  pale,  his  bine  eyes  sunken  in. 
And  blood-drops,  sprinkled  o*er  his  yellow  hair, 
fihow'd  that  his  funtness  came  not  from  despair. 
Bat  nature's  ebb.    Beside  turn  was  another, 
llosgh  as  a  bear,  but  willing  as  a  brother,— 
Ben  Bunting,  who  essay'd  to  wash,  and  wipe. 
And  land  his  wound — then  calmly  lit  his  pipe, 
Atrapky  which  surriTed  a  hundzed  flghts, 
A  beacon  which  had  cheer'd  ten  thousand  nights. 
The  foQzth  and  last  of  this  deserted  group 
Wilk'd  up  and  down—at  times  would  stand,  then 

stoop 
To  piek  a  pdible  up — then  let  it  dro]^— 
ThflB  huiy  as  in  haste-^then  quiekly  stop^ 
Then  east  his  eyes  on  his  eompanlmis— then 
Half  whistle  half  a  tone,  and  pause  again— 
And  then  his  fooner  moTeraents  would  ledouble, 
With  snmrthing  between  carelessness  and  tzouUe 
This  is  a  long  description,  but  applies 
Td  scsree  Ave  minutes  pass'd  before  the  eyes; 
BstyettttAsf  minntes!  Moments  like  to  these 
~  Ba*B  Utcs  into  immortalities. 


Mt  length  Jack  Skyscrape,  a  mereurial  man, 
Who  fluttered  orer  all  things  Uke  a  fim, 
Morebcave  than  firm,  and  more  disposed  to  dare 
Aad  die  at  once  than  wrestle  with  despair, 
Sxdaim'd  " G— d  Damn!"— those  •syllables  in* 


Kuelena  of  fin^^d's  na^e  eloquence. 
As  tlie  Turk's  "Allah  "  or  the  Roman's  more 
Pagan  **  Fzok  Jupiter ! "  was  wont  of  yore 
To  ginre  Hicir  fint  impressions  such  a  Tent, 
Biy  wnj  of  eeho  to  emhanassment. 
Jaek  wns  cobanass'd,  nerer  hero  more^ 
And  as  lie  knew  not  what  to  say,  he  swore; 
War  swose inmin;  the  long  congenial  sound 
Bevired  B«a  Boating  from  his  pipe  profound : 
He  draw  it  from  his  month,  and  kwk'd  fldl  wise, 
B«t  ausnlj  tdded  to  tiie  oath  his  syss; 
Th«B  zcsadicriBg  tiie  imperfect  phrase  complete, 
A>  psi  in  atisa  I  aesd  not  rtpsat* 

Vt 
But  Christian,  of  a  higher  order,  stood 
Ulce  an  extanct  Toleano  in  his  mood; 
SOent,  and  sad,  and  saYage,— with  the  traoe 
Of  passion  reeking  from  his  clouded  &ce ; 
Tiil  lifting  "op  again  his  sombre  eye, 
It  ^lancea  on  Toiqiul,  who  lean'd  faintly  by. 
**  And  in  it  thus,"  he  cried,  **  unhappy  boy ! 
And-tfaee,  too,  tW-^my  madness  must  destroy  t " 
He  sairlj  and  sttode  to  where  yoong  Torquil  stood, 
T«t  ds^bbled  with  his  Utely  flowing  blood; 
SeSaed  bis  liand  wistfoUy,  but  ^d  not  press. 
And  ahronk  as  feaidd  of  lui  own  caress : 


Inquired  into  his  state ;  and  when  he  heard 

The  wound  was  slighter  than  he  decm*d  or  fsar'd, 

A  moment's  brightness  pass'd  along  his  brow, 

As  much  as  such  a  moment  would  allow. 

*'  Yes,"  he  exclaim'd,  *'  we  are  taken  in  the  toil. 

But  not  a  coward  or  a  common  spoil ; 

Dearly  they  have  bought  us — dearly  still  may  buy.  • 

And  I  must  (all ;  but  hare  you  strength  to  lly  ? 

Twould  be  some  comfort  still,  could  you  surrire; 

Our  dwindled  band  is  now  too  few  to  strive. 

Oh !  for  a  sole  canoe !  though  but  a  shell. 

To  bear  you  hence  to  where  a  hope  may  dwell  * 

For  me,  my  lot  is  what  I  sought ;  to  be, 

In  life  or  death,  the  fearless  and  the  free/* 

VII. 
ETsn  as  he  spoke,  around  the  promontory. 
Which  nodded  o'er  the  Ullows  high  and  hoary. 
A  dark  speck  dotted  ocean  *  on  it  flew 
Like  to  the  shadow  of  a  roused  sea-mew ; 
Onward  it  came— and,  lo !  a  second  foUow'd— ^ 
Now  seen— now  hidr— whcse  ocean's  Tale  was  hol- 

km'd; 
And  near,  and  nearer,  till  their  dusky  crew 
Presented  well-known  aspects  to  the  Tiew, 
Till  on  the  surf  their  skimming  paddles  play. 
Buoyant  as  wings,  and  flitting  through  the  spray  i^ 
Now  perching  on  the  wave's  high  curl,  and  now 
Dash'd  downward  in  the  thundering  foam  Below, 
Which^flings  its  broad  and  boiling  sheet  on  shest» 
And  slings  its  high  flakes,  shiver'd  into  sleet: 
But  floating  still  through  surf  and  swell,  drew  ni|^ 
The  barks,  like  small  birds  through  a  lowering  sky. 
Their  art  seem'd  nature— such  the  skill  to  swssp 
The  wsTe  of  these  bom  playmates  of  the  deep. 

vin. 

And  who  the  flrst  that,  springing  on  the  strand, 
Leap'd  like  a  nereid  from  her  shell  to  land. 
With  dark  but  brilliant  skin,  and  dewy  eye 
Shining  with  love,  and  hope,  and  constancy  ? 
Neuh»— the  fond,  the  faithfitl,  the  adored— 
Her  heart  on  Torquil's  like  a  torrent  pour'd ; 
And  smiled,  and  wept,  and  near,  and  nearer  clBsp'd« 
As  if  to  be  assured  'twas  Aim  she  grasp'd ; 
Shudder'd  to  see  his  yet  warm  wound,  and  then. 
To  find  it  trivial,  smiled  and  wept  again. 
She  was  a  warrior's  daughter,  and  could  bear 
Such  sights,  and  feel,  and  mourn,  but  not  despair. 
Her  lover  lived,— nor  foes  nor  fesrs  could  blight 
That  ftiU-blown  moment  in  its  aU  delight : 
Joy  trickled  in  her  tears,  joy  flll'd  the  sob 
That  rock'd  her  heart  till  almost  HSija>  to  throb; 
And  paradise  waa  breathing  in  the  sigh 
Of  nature's  ehild  in  nature's  ecstacy. 

IX. 
The  sterner  spirits  who  beheld  that  meeting 
Were  not  unmoved:   who  are,  when  hearts  act 

greeting? 
Even  Christian  gosed  upon  the  maid  and  boy 
With  tearless  eye,  but  yet  a  gloomy  joy 
Hix'd  with  those  bitter  thoughts  the  soul  szrays» 
In  hopeless  visions  of  our  better  days. 
When  all's  gone-^to  the  rainbow's  latest  ray, 
«  And  but  for  me  I "  he  said,  and  tum'd  away, 
Then  gazed  upon  the  pair,  as  in  his  den 
A  lion  looks  upon  his  cubs  again; 
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And  fhen  relapsed  into  his  soQen  guise, 
As  lieedlesB  of  liia  ftirther  destinies. 

X. 

But  brief  their  time  for  good  or  evil  thought ; 
The  billows  round  the  promontory  brought 
The  splash  of  hostile  oars.— Alas !  who  made 
That  sound  a  dread  ?  AH  round  them  seem'd  array'd 
Against  them,  save  the  bride  of  Toobonai : 
8he,  as  she  caught  the  first  glimpse  o'er  the  bay 
Of  the  arm'd  boats,  which  hurried  to  complete 
The  remnant's  ruin  with  their  flying  feet, 
Beckon*d  the  natives  round  her  to  their  prows, 
Bmbark'd  their  guests,  and  launch'd  their  light 

canoes. 
In  one  placed  Christian  and  his  comrades  twain ; 
But  she  and  Torquil  must  not  part  again. 
She  iiz*d  him  in  her  own. — ^Away !  away ! 
They  clear  the  breakers,  dart  along  the  bay, 
And  towards  a  group  of  islets,  such  as  bear 
The  sea-bird's  nest  and  seal's  surf-hollow'd  lair, 
They  skim  the  blue  tops  of  the  billows ;  fast 
They  flew,  and  fast  their  fierce  pursuers  chased. 
They  gain  upon  them — ^now  they  lose  again, — 
Agsin  make  way  and  menace  o'er  the  main  ; 
And  now  the  two  canoes  in  chase  divide, 
And  follow  different  courses  o'er  the  tide, 
To  baffle  the  pursuit. — Away !  away ! 
As  life  is  on  each  paddle's  ^ght  to-day, 
And  more  than  life  or  lives  to  Keuha :  Love 
Freights  the  firail  bark  and  urges  to  the  cove— 
And  now  the  reliige  and  the  foe  are  nigh — 
Yet,  yet  a  moment !— Fly,  thou  light  ark,  fly ! 


CANTO   IV. 


Whits  as  a  white  sail  on  a  dusky  sea. 
When  half  the  horiaon's  clouded  and  half  free, 
Fluttering  between  the  dun  wave  and  the  sky 
Is  hope's  last  gleam  in  man's  extremity. 
Her  anchor  parts,  but  still  her  snowy  sail 
Attracts  our  eye  smid  the  rudest  gale ; 
Though  every  wave  she  climbs  divides  us  more, 
The  heart  still  follows  from  the  loneliest  shore. 

U. 
Not  distant  from  the  isle  of  Toobonai, 
A  black  roek  rears  its  bosom  o'er  the  spray. 
The  haunt  of  birds,  a  desert  to  mankind. 
Where  the  rough  seal  reposes  from  the  wind, 
And  sleeps  unwieldy  in  his  cavern  dun, 
Or  gambols  with  huge  frolic  in  the  sun : 
There  shrilly  to  the  passing  oar  is  heard 
The  startled  echo  of  the  ocean  bird, 
Who  rears  on  its  bare  breast  her  callow  brood. 
The  feather'd  fishers  of  the  solitude. 
A  narrow  segment  of  the  yellow  sand 
On  one  side  forms  the  outline  of  a  strand 
Here,  the  young  turtle,  crawling  from  his  shell, 
Steals  to  tile  deep  wherein  his  parents  dwell ; 
Chipp'd  by  the  beam,  a  nursling  of  the  day, 
But  hatch'd  for  ocean  by  the  fostering  ray ; 
The  rest  was  one  bleak  precipice,  as  e'er 
QaTe  mariners  a  shelter  and  despair ; 


A  ^ot  to  make  the  saved  regnt  thedeA 
Which  late  went  down,  and  envy  the  lost  wnstu 
Such  was  the  stem  asylum  Neuha  chose 
To  shield  her  lover  from  his  foUowingfoes ; 
But  aU  its  secret  was  not  told ',  she  knew 
In  this  a  treasure  hidden  from  the  view. 

III. 
Bre  the  canoes  divided,  near  the  spot, 
The  men  that  mann'd  what  held  her  Torquil's  Isl^ 
But  her  command  removed,  to  strengthen  more 
The  skiff  which  wafted  Christian  from  the  shors. 
This  he  would  have  opposed ;  but  with  a  imile 
She  pointed  calmly  to  the  craggy  isle. 
And  bade  him  "speed  and  prosper."  SA«wotddtski 
The  rest  upon  herself  for  Torquil's  sake. 
They  parted  with  this  added  aid ;  afar 
The  proa  darted  like  a  shooting  star, 
And  gain'd  on  the  pursuers,  who  now  steer'd 
Bight  en  the  rock  which  she  and  ToiquO  nesr'd. 
They  puU'd ;  Her  arm,  though  deUoate,  was  ikee 
And  firm  as  ever  grappled  with  the  sea, 
And  yielded  scarce  to  Torquil's  maniisr  strsngtb. 
The  prow  now  almost  lay  within  its  length 
Of  the  crag's  steep,  inexorable  &ee, 
'With  Bovght  but  soundless  waters  for  iti  bass ; 
Within  a  hundred  boats'  length  was  the  fiw, 
And  now  what  refrige  but  their  frail  canoe? 
This  TorquU  ask'd  with  half  upbraiding  eye, 
Which  said--'' His  Neuha  brought  ma  heie  to  dis) 
Is  this  a  place  of  safety,  or  a  gsave. 
And  yon  huge  reck  the  tombstone  of  the  vaw?  ** 

IV. 

They  rested  on  their  paddles,  and  uprose 
Nenha,  and  pointing  to  the  approaching  fi)ef. 
Cried,  «  Torquil,  follow  me,  and  fearless  follow!" 
Then  plunged  at  once  into  the  ocean's  hollow. 
There  was  no  time  to  pauser— the  foes  were  near- 
Chains  in  his  eyes,  and  menace  in  his  ear ; 
With  vigor  they  pull'd  on,  and  as  they  came, 
Hail'd  him  to  yi^d,  and  by  his  forfeit  name. 
Headlong  he  leapt--to  him  the  swimmer's  skill 
Was  native,  and  now  all  his  hope  from  ill : 
But  how,  or  where  ?    He  dived,  and  rose  no  more  i 
The  boat's  crew  look'd  amased  o'er  sea  and  shore. 
There  was  no  landing  on  that  precipice. 
Steep,  harsh,  and  slippery  as  a  berg  of  ice. 
They  watoh'd  awhile  to  see  him  float  again, 
But  not  a  traoe  rebubbled  from  the  main : 
The  wave  roll'd  on,  no  ripple  on  its  fhce. 
Since  their  flrst  plunge  recall'd  a  single  traoe; 
The  little  whirl  which  eddied,  and  slight  foam. 
That  whiten'd  o'er  what  seem'd  their  tetest  1 
White  as  a  sepulchre  above  the  pair 
Who  left  no  marble  (moumAil  as  an  heir) 
The  quiet  proa  wavering  o'er  the  tide 
Was  all  that  told  of  Torquil  and  his  bride ; 
And  but  for  this  alone  the  whole  might  seem 
The  vanish'd  phantom  of  a  seaman's  dream. 
They  paused  and  search'd  in  vain,  then  pull'd  awi| 
Even  supecstition  now  forbade  their  stay. 
Some  said  he  had  not  plung'd  into  the  wave, 
But  vanish'd  like  a  corpse-light  from  a  grave ; 
Others,  that  something  supernatural 
Olared  in  his  figure,  more  than  mortal  tall ; 
While  all  agreed  that  in  his  cheek  and  eye 
There  was  a  dead  hue  of  eteomily. 


•II 


oftlMirpv^jr; 
from  tkon  like  tiit  tfrny. 


iidiriMn  was  lie,  die  pilgiim  of  tlie  deep, 
FoDDfriag  tiie  nereid  ?    Hiid  they  eeMed  to  weep 
VtK  efcr  ?  Off  recesred  Ia  coral  eoTee, 
¥m§  fife  and  pity  from  the  softening  w»Tes  ? 
Bid  tlMj  vith  oeean's  hidden  eoTereignt  dwell, 
And  toad  witk  mexmen  the  frntaetlc  iheU  ? 
IKd  N«aba  with  the  mennaide  oomb  her  hair, 
Flowiag  o*er  ocean  ae  it  atream'd  in  air  ? 
Qrhadthej  perished,  and  in  ailenoe  alept 
BeaeUh  the  gulf  wherein  thej  boldly  leapt  ? 

VI. 
Toimg  Heaha  plimged  into  the  deep,  and  be 
FoDnr'd :  hs  tn^  beaeath  her  native  aea 
Wm at aaatife'e  oi  the elemeBt, 
So  mootUj,  tevv^y,  briniantly  she  west, 
Iwn^astnak  of  light  behind  her  heel, 
Wliiekitm^  atod  Satined  like  an  amphiMoaa  ated. 
dotelf ,  mui  eoneely  laaa  aaqtert  to  traee 
Ae  d^pte  wlwe  difwt  hold  their  pearl  in  ^laae, 
ToifBl,  &eB»dnag  of  the  northern  aeaa, 
Punaihar  fiqmd  atape  with  heart  and  eaoon 
Bee^-daeper  Itar  aa  instant  Neaha  lad 
TWwiy   Hisn  wpwagd  aoar'd    and  aa  ahe  ipread 
Her  ann,  aad  flng  the  foam  from  off  hsr  locks, 
IsBiVd,  ■■d  tlie  sound  was  answered  by  the  rocks. 
Itey  had  gain'd  a  central  reahn  of  eartk  again. 
Bat  loek'd  far  tree,  and  field,  and  sky,  in  rain. 
Anaai  ihe  pointed  to  a  apaciona  cave, 
Whoae  only  portal  waa  the  keyleaa  ware,* 
(A  hBOow  archway  by  the  son  nnseen, 
Sere  thioafl^  the  biUowa'  gUsay  veil  of  green, 
h  aome  transparent  ocean  holiday, 
When  all  the  finny  people  are  at  play,) 
ITifti  with  her  hair  the  brine  from  Tot^oil'a  eyea, 
Aid  dapp'd  her  hands  with  joy  at  hia  anrpiiae ; 
LedUm  to  where  the  rock  appeared  to  Jut, 
And  Ibtm  a  something  like  a  Triton'a  hut ; 
For  an  was  darkness  for  a  space,  till  day 
Tbooi^  dafta  above  let  in  a  aober'd  ray ; 
As  is  aeme  old  catiiedral's  glimmering  aiale 
Tke  dasty  monuments  from  light  recoil, 
Tkm  aafiy  in  their  refnge  aabmarine 
The  tmdt  drew  half  her  shadow  from  the  scene. 

VII. 
Fordi  freia  her  boeom  the  yonng  ssTage  drew 
A  piaa  teich,  strongly  girdied  with  gnatoo ; 
A  plaatam*leaf  o'er  all,  the  more  to  keep 
Its  latent  tptrkle  from  the  aapping  deep. 
thSm  mantle  kept  it  dry ;  then  from  a  nook 
Of  tine  aame  plantain-leaf  a  ilint  ahe  took, 
A  few  sbnnk  wxther'd  twigs,  and  from  the  blade 
Of  Torqml*8koxfe  stmck  fire,  and  tiitis  anay'd 
■"  >g»ti»Hh  torchlight.    Wide  it  waa  and  high. 
And  abo^d  a  self-bom  GotMe  canopy ; 
The  arch  upreafdby  nature's  architect, 
The  architiaTe  tome  earthqnake  might  erect : 


-Of  ah  ««•  («ttak  M  lean)  (H  «l«hid  «■  te  iMBd  fa  te  ataia 
1«M  Ai^  to  loMibMl  h  tB  T«ateil,  a*  ha  Und  vtan  Hy  dhSMi 

— i^kSrfnin   tifciiiii  ii 


The  bnttnss  fitam  soma  mMoHrfn's  1 

Vhen  ths  Poles  craah'd,  and  water  waa  tha  waridl 

Or  haiden'd  from  aome  earth-aboding  ira. 

While  yet  the  globe  reek'd  frotai  its  fnnaral  pyitf 

The  fretted  pinnada,  tiie  aiale,  the  nsTa,* 

Wsra  there,  all  scoop*d  by  Darkneea  from  hsr  saM 

Than,  with  a  little  tinge  of  fantasy, 

Fantastio  freea  mop*d  and  mow'd  on  high. 

And  then  a  mitre  and  a  ahrfne  wonld  fift 

The  eye  vpon  its  aeeming  smeiflx. 

Thna  Nature  play'd  with  the  stalactitea. 

And  built  heiaelf  a  chapel  of  the  aeas 

vin. 

And  Nenha  took  her  Torquil  by  ^e  hand. 
And  wsTcd  along  the  Tault  her  kindled  brand* 
And  led  him  into  each  receaa,  and  show'd 
The  aeeret  placea  of  their  new  abode. 
Nor  theee  alone,  for  all  had  been  prepared 
Before,  to  sooth  the  lover's  lot  she  shared : 
The  mat  for  reat ;  for  dress  the  fresh  gnatoo. 
And  aandal-oil  to  fence  against  the  dew ; 
For  food  the  cocoa-nut,  the  yam,  the  bread 
Bora  of  the  fruit ;  for  board  the  plantain  spread 
With  his  broad  leaf,  or  turtle-shell  he  bore 
A  banquet  in  the  fleoh  it  corer'd  o'er ; 
The  gourd  with  water  recent  from  the  rill. 
The  ripe  banana  from  the  mellow  hill ; 
A  pine  torch-pile  to  keep  undying  light. 
And  ahe  heraelf,  as  beautiful  aa  night. 
To  fling  her  shadowy  apirit  o'er  the  scene. 
And  make  their  subterranean  world  serene. 
She  had  foreseen,  since  first  the  stranger's  sail 
Brew  to  their  isle,  that  force  or  flight  might  frilv 
And  foim'd  a  refbge  of  the  rocky  den 
For  Torquil's  safety  from  his  countrymen. 
Each  dawn  had  wafted  thef e  her  light  canoe. 
Laden  with  all  the  golden  fruiu  that  grew ; 
Sach  ere  had  aeen  her  gliding  through  the  how 
With  all  could  cheer  or  deck  their  sparry  bowsr ; 
And  now  ahe  spread  her  little  store  with  smiles, 
The  happiest  diaughter  of  the  loving  isles. 

IX. 

She,  as  he  gased  with  grateful  wonder,  press  d 
Her  shelter'd  love  to  her  impassion'd  breast ; 
And  suited  to  her  soft  caresses,  told 
An  olden  tale  of  love, — ^for  love  is  old, 
Old  aa  eternity,  but  not  outworn 
With  each  new  being  bora  or  to  be  bora :  r 
How  a  young  chief,  a  thousand  moons  ago. 
Diving  for  turtle  in  the  depths  below, 
Had  risen,  in  tracking  fast  his  ocean  prey. 
Into  the  cave  which  round  and  o'er  them  lay; 
How  in  some  desperata  feud  of  after  time. 
He  ahelter'd  there  a  daughter  of  the  clime* 
A  foe  beloved,  and  offspring  of  a  foe, 
Saved  by  hia  tribe  but  for  a  captive's  wo  | 
How,  when  the  storm  of  war  was  still'd,  he  M 
Hia  ialand  clan  to  where  the  watera  spread 


Tkb  a^r  am  loo  ariaiM  fa  Uw  rnenl  oodbM  (la  HulMt^  Ahom« 

ft«n  wyth  It  b  tokn.    &a  fcv  mm  hav*  tim««OBd  vShoot  wmkig  mti^ 

tUaf  of  ttw  ldnd-«n  iBMi.  ihM  h.    Whhov  Mtrndaf  lo  EDsca,  fa  MMfi 

I>Ufc*kIi«Joiirad,  (If  myaieiaorfdoaotMr,  far(bHaaM«|gfat  jaanilMi 

1  MMl  d»  book,)  IM  meuiiMH  hftTinf  oMt  vttli  a  rack  or  noaaiab  w  ana^ 

atnUteffaac«hieflaliMdnl,that«rijaiaaato  impacdaB  aoaM  iiaiaii 

■  ibal  a  wai  a  voik  of  aataoa. 

t  Tte  nadv  wB  lesoilBet  Sia  e|i^pna  tf  «a  Oiaak  « 

iBiimnii  ha ■!!< af  ftaw itou  tnjigMt 

<*  Whoe^  Um  m,  Sv  BMM  Ma, 
■iVwarKarlitaka'* 
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Thdbr  deep-greesi  slutdow  o'er  the  ro^y  door, 
Tlien  diTed— it  seem'd  as  if  to  rise  no  mpre : 
His  wondering  mates,  amazed  within  their  bark, 
Or  deem'd  him  mad,  or  prey  to  the  blue  shark ; 
SoVd  down  in  sorrow  the  sea-girded  rock. 
Then  patued  upon  their  paddles  from  the  shock ; 
When,  fresh  and  springing  from  the  deep,  they  saw 
A  goddess  rise— so  deem*d  they  in  their  awe ; 
And  their  companion,  glorious  by  her  side, 
Proud  and  exulting  in  his  mermaid  bride ; 
And  how,  when  undeoeiTcd,  the  pair  they  bore 
With  sounding  eonehs  and  joyous  shouts  to  shore; 
How  they  had  gladly  lived  and  calmly  died,— • 
And  why  not  also  Torquil  and  his  bride  ? 
Not  mine  to  tell  the  rapturous  caress 
Which  follow'd  wildly  in  that  wild  recess. 
This  tale ;  enough  that  all  within  that  cave 
Was  love,  though  buried  strong  as  in  the  grave 
Where  Abelard,  through  twenty  years  of  death. 
When  Eloisa's  form  was  lower'd  beneath 
Their  nuptial  vault,  his   arms    outstretched,  and 

pressed 
The  kindling  ashes  to  his  kindled  breast.* 
The  waves  without  sang  round  their  couch,  their  roar 
As  much  unheeded  as  if  life  were  o'er ; 
Within,  their  hearts  made  all  their  harmony, 
Love's  broken  murmur  and  more  broken  sio^h. 

X. 

And  they,  the  cause  and  sharers  of  the  shock 
Which  left  them  exiles  of  the  hollow  rock. 
Where  were  they  ?    O'er  the  sea  for  life  they  plied. 
To  seek  from  Heaven  the  shelter  men  denied. 
Another  course  had  been  their  choice — but  where  ? 
The  wave  which  bore  them  still  their  foes  would  bear, 
Who  disappointed  of  their  former  chase. 
In  search  of  Christian  now  renew'd  their  race. 
Bayer  with  anger,  their  strong  arms  made  way 
lake  vultures  baflQed  of  their  previous  prey. 
They  gain'd  upon  them,  all  whose  safety  lay 
In  some  bleak  crag  or  deeply-hidden  bay : 
No  further  chance  or  choice  remained ;  and  ri^t 
For  the  first  further  rock  which  mot  their  sight 
They  steer'd,  to  take  their  latest  view  of  land, 
And  yield  as  victims,  or  die  sword  in  hand ; 
Dismissed  the  natives  and  their  shallop,  who 
Would  still  have  battled  for  that  scanty  crew ; 
But  Christian  bade  them  seek  their  shore  again, 
Nor  add  a  sacrifice  which  were  in  vain ; 
For  what  were  simple  bow  and  savage  spear 
Against  the  arms  that  must  be  wielded  here  ? 

XL 
They  landed  on  a  wild  but  nairow  scene, 
Where  few  but  Nature's  footsteps  yet  had  been ; 
Fkvpared  their  arms,  and  with  that  gloomy  eye. 
Stem  and  sustain'd  of  man's  extremity. 
When  hope  is  gone,  nor  glory's  self  remains 
To  cheer  resistance  against  death  or  chains,— 
Thsj  stood,  the  three,  as  the  three  hundred  stood 
Who  dyed  Thermopylas  with  holy  blood. 
But,  ah !  how  dififerent !  'tis  the  cause  makes  aU, 
Degrades  or  hallows  courage  in  its  fall. 
O'er  them  no  fame,  eternal  and  intense, 
Biased  through  the  clouds  of  death  and  beckon'd 
hence; 


AtwMiy  ywn^ht 


No  grateftil  ooantxy,  smilliig  tbmvgk  her  tMi«t 

Begun  ^e  praises  of  a  thousand  years ; 

No  nation's  eyes  would  on  their  tomb  be  benfey 

No  heroes  envy  them  their  monument ; 

However  boldly  their  warm  blood  was  spilt, 

Their  life  was  shame,  their  epitaph  was  guilt. 

And  this  they  knew  and  felt,  at  least  the  one. 

The  leader  of  the  band  he  had  undone ; 

Who,  bom  perchance  for  better  things,  had  set 

His  life  upon  a  cast  which  linger'd  yet : 

But  now  the  die  was  to  be  thrown,  and  all 

The  chances  were  in  favor  of  his  fall ; 

And  such  a  fall !    But  still  he  faced  the  shock. 

Obdurate  as  a  portion  of  the  rock 

Whereon  he  stood,  and  fix'd  his  levell'd  gun, 

Dark  as  a  sullen  cloud  before  the  sun. 

XII. 

The  boat  drew  nigh,  well  arm'd,  and  firm  the  atw 
To  act  whatever  duty  bade  them  do ; 
Careless  of  danger,  as  the  onward  wind 
Is  of  the  leaves  it  strews,  nor  looks  beVtnd. 
And  yet  perhaps  they  rather  wish'd  to  go 
Against  a  nation's  than  a  native  foe. 
And  felt  that  this  poor  victim  of  self-willy 
Briton  no  more,  had  once  been  Britain's  stilL 
They  hail'd  him  to  surrender—  no  reply : 
Their  arms  were  poised,  and  glitter'd  in  the  sky. 
They  hail'd  again— no  answer ;  yet  once  moie 
They  offer'd  quarter  louder  than  before. 
The  echoes  only,  from  the  rock's  reboond* 
Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  dying  souiid. 
Then  flash'd  the  flint,  and  biased  the  voU^ing  fiaae 
And  the  smoke  rose  between  them  and  their  aim. 
While  the  rock  rattled  with  the  bullets'  knell* 
Which  peal'd  in.  vain,  and  flatten'd  as  they  feU: 
Then  flew  the  only  answer  to  be  given 
By  those  who  had  lost  all  hope  in  earth  or  heaveA. 
After  the  first  fierce  peal,  as  they  pull'd  nigher, 
Thoy  heard  the  voice  of  Christian  shout,  "Now  fire!' 
And  ere  the  word  upon  the  echo  died. 
Two  fell ;  the  rest  assail'd  the  rock's  rough  side, 
And,  furious  at  the  madness  of  their  foes, 
Disdain'd  all  further  efforts,  save  to  dose. 
But  steep  the  crag,  and  all  without  a  path. 
Each  step  opposed  a  bastion  to  their  wrath ; 
While,  placed  'mid  clefts  the  least  aoceaaible 
Which  Christian's  eye  was  train'd  to  mark  AiU  wdl, 
The  three  maintain'd  a  strife  which  must  not  yields 
In  spots  where  eagles  might  have  chosen  to  build. 
Their  every  shot  told ;  while  the  assailant  fell, 
Dash'd  on  the  shingles  like  the  limpet  shell; 
But  still  enough  survived,  and  mounted  still, 
Scattering  their  numbers  here  and  there,  until 
Surrounded  and  commanded,  though  not  nigh 
Enough  for  seizure,  near  enough  to  die. 
The  desperate  trio  held  aloof  their  fate 
But  by  a  thread,  like  sharks  who  have  gorged  tiii 

bait; 

Yet  to  the  very  last  they  battled  well, 
And  not  a  groan  infbrm'd  their  foes  who  felL 
Christiandiedlast— twice  wounded;  andonoei 
Mercy  was  offer'd  when  they  saw  his  gore ; 
Too  late  for  life,  but  not  too  late  to  die, 
With,  though  a  hostile  hand,  to  dose  his  eye. 
A  limb  was  broken,  and  he  droop'd  along 
The  crag,  as  doth  a  falcon  reft  of  young. 
The  sound  revived  him,'or  appear'd  to  wake 
Some  passion  which  a  weakly  gesture  spake ; 
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tl«  tateM  to  tftolbniMwt,  ii3w  diwr  nigli, 
B^  u  Ihqr  Mtf'd,  iM  iwff'd  Ui  WMpOB  Ugh— 
HklMCbdl  had  bMU  aim'd,  bat  from  hk  htmmt 
Ha  lore  tka  topmoat  Imttoa  from  hit  TMt,* 
DoiPB  the  tatM  dadiM  it,  IcTellM,  fixed,  and  imilad 
Aa  Ma  fea  Ml ;  tlMs,  lika  a  icrpant,  eoil*d 
Bis  mvniidiedt  waaxy  frmi»  to  whara  tha  ataap 
Loofc'd  despcmte  aa  himself  along  the  deep ; 
Out  one  glance  back,  and  deneh'd  his  hand,  and 

ahook 
Hia  last  rage  'gaxnat  the  earth  which  he  fbtaook ; 
Thenphmgad:  the  rock  below  received  like  glaaa 
Hia  body  craahM  into  one  gory  mass, 
Widi  searee  a  ahred  to  tell  of  hnman  form, 
Or  i&ragment  for  the  sea-bird  or  the  wonn ; 
A  &ir-hair*d  scalp,  besmear'd  with  blood  and  weeds, 
Tet  icek'd,  the  remnant  of  himself  and  deeds, 
Some  B^inten  of  his  weapons,  (to  the  last. 
As  long  aa  hand  odold  hold,  he  held  them  frst,) 
Yet  gUttei'd,  but  at  distance — hurl'd  away 
To  rost  beneath  the  dew  and  dashing  spray ; 
The  rest  was  nothing— sstc  a  life  mispent. 
And  aoal— but  who  shall  answer  where  it  went  ? 
Tb  oBis  to  bear,  not  judge  the  dead ;  and  they 
Who  doom  to  hdl,  themselTes  are  on  th^j^y, 
Unless  these  bullies  ot  eternal  pains 
Are  perdon*d  their  bad  hearts  ft>r  their  worse  brains. 

xm. 

The  deed  waa  over!    All  were  gone  or  ta'an, 
The  fa^tire,  the  capttre,  orthe  slain. 
Chun'd  on  the  deck,  where  once,  a  gallant  crew, 
They  stood  with  honor,  were  the  wretched  few 
Suriifurs  of  the  skirmish  on  the  isle ; 
Birt  tiw  last  rock  left  no  suTiving  spoil. 
Cold  theae  lay  where  they  fell,  and  weltering, 
While  o'er  them  ilapp'd  the  sea-bird's  dewy  wing, 
Kow  wheeling  nearer  from  the  neighboring  surge, 
Aad  screaming  high  their  harsh  and  hungry  diige: 
But  calm  and  careless  heaved  the  ware  below, 
Stenal  with  misympatketie  flow ; 
Fkr  o'er  its  Ihee  the  dolphins  sported  on. 
And  spniBg  ^e  flying  iUh  against  the  sun. 


Tm  Hi  Med  wlig  rdi^Mad  from  its  briar  h^M 
To  gather  meistva  ibr  another  flight. 


■ee  warn  retakcB,  kavli^  killed  aa  oODec,  wfap  uuanpbad  to  «i»  him 

ftn.   aoMdkMMMavhfaMMtMMWntadafMMlMi 
rhh]iiiffa.«a*«liaBdtodiMmUimtrflMfMlnlfi,  wythht 
!i»  III  III  ,  batitn^tmgtatj,  to  whom  ht  Mfwiid  panoWoo 
nb«MniMd,«MlFkaiiiiiw«lllMl«fihtefiMiMl  !«%■ 
— twfcl  iitohidg  w  Mil  0kmtmttn,  vtaa  kt  aidanlogd  Itat bh 
liad  N  !■  fliilii   In  T)Amlkt  Wwfc^  wl.  MrHl  mm  ft—  ■ 


XIV. 

Twas  mora;  and  Neaha*  who  by  dawn  of  day 
BwA  amoothly  forth  to  catch  tha  tisiag  ray, 
Aad  walch  If  aaght  appioaah'd  tha  amphibtoM  !iii 
Where  lay  her  lorer,  saw  a  sail  in  air : 
It  flapp'd,  it  flU'd,  and  to  the  growing  gale 
Bent  its  broad  areh :  her  breath  began  to  feil 
With  fluttering  fear,  her  heart  beat  thick  and  hi^ 
Whilayaft  a^doubt  apnmg  where  its  comae  might  Ua. 
But  BO !  it  came  not ;  fast  and  fer  away 
The  shadow  leasen'd  as  it  elear'd  the  hay. 
She  gased  and  flung  the  sea>foam  from  her  eyes. 
To  watch  as  for  a  rainbow  in  the  skies. 
On  the  horizon  Tcrged  the  distant  deck. 
Diminished*  dwindled  to  a  Tsvy  speck-^ 
Then  Taniah'd.    All  waa  ocean,  ail  waa  joy  t 
Down  plunged  she  through  the  csto  to  rouse  her  baft 
Told  all  she  had  seen,  and  all  she  hoped,  and  all 
That  happy  lore  could  augur  or  recall ; 
Sprung  forth  again,  with  Torquil  following  free 
His  boundUng  ncteid  orer  the  broad  sea ; 
Swam  round  the  rock,  to  where  a  shallow  dslt 
Hid  the  canoe  that  Neuha  there  had  left 
Drifting  along  the  tide,  without  an  oar, 
That  ere  the  strangers  chased  them  from  the  short  t 
But  when  theae  Tanish'd,  she  pursued  her  prow, 
Begaln'd,  and  urged  to  where  they  found  it  now : 
Nor  erer  did  mere  loye  and  joy  emlNurk, 
Than  now  waa  wafted  in  that  slender  ark. 

XV. 
Again  their  own  shore  rises  on  the  riew. 
No  more,  polluted  with  a  hostile  hne ; 
No  sullen  ship  lay  bristling  o*er  the  foam, 
A  floating  dungeon  i-^dl  waa  hope  and  home ! 
A  thousand  proaa  darted  o'er  ^e  bay. 
With  sound^g  shells,  and  heralded  tiieir  way ; 
The  chiefii  came  down,  around.the  people  ponr'd, 
And  welaome  Torquil  aa  a  son  restored ; 
The  women  throng'd,  embracing  and  embraced 
By  Neuha,  asking  where  they  had  been  chaaed, 
Ajid  how  escaped  ?    The  tale  was  told ;  and  then 
One  acclamation  rent  the  sky  again ; 
And  from  that  hour  a  new  tradition  gaye 
Their  sanctuary  the  name  of  '*  Nenha's  CaTO." 
A  hundred  fires,  far  flickering  fh>m  the  height, 
Biased  o'er  the  general  rcTel  of  the  night. 
The  feast  in  honor  of  the  guest,  letura'd 
To  peace  and  pleasure,  perilously  earn'd: 
A  night  succeeded  by  such  happy  days 
Aa  only  tha  yet  inf^t  world  diapkya. 
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EXTRACT  FROM  THE  VOYAGE  t)F  CAPTAIN  BLIOH. 


Ox  tie  27th  of  Deeember  it  blew  a  severe  stonn  of 
wind  ttovn  the  eastward,  in  the  course  of  which  we 
faffered  greatly.  One  sea  broke  awaj  the  spare 
yards  and  spars  out  of  the  starboard  main-chains  ; 
another  broke  into  the  ship  and  stove  all  the  boats. 
Several  casks  of  beer  that  had  been  lashed  on  deck 
broke  loose,  and  were  washed  overboard ;  and  it  was 
jiet  without  great  risk  and  difficulty  that  we  were 
able  to  secure  the  boats  firom  being  washed  away 
entirely.  A  neat  quantity  of  our  bread  was  also 
damaged  ana  rendered  useless,  for  the  sea  had 
stove  in  OUT  stem,  and  filled  the  cabin  with  water. 

On  the  6th  of  January,  1788,  we  saw  the  island 
of  Teneriffe  about  twelve  leagues  distant ;  and  next 
day  being  Sunday,  came  to  an  anchor  in  the  road 
of  Santa  Cruz.  There  we  took  in  the  necessary 
supplies,  and,  having  finished  our  business,  sailed 
on  the  10th. 

I  now  divided  the  people  into  three  watches,  and 
ffirve  the  charge  of  the  third  watch  to  Mr.  Fletcher 
Ohristian,  one  of  the  mates.  I  have  always  con- 
sidered this  a  desirable  regulation  when  oircum- 
■tances  will  admit  of  it ;  and  I  am  persuaded  that 
unbroken  rest  not  only  contributes  much  towards 
the  health  of  the  ship's  company,  but  enables  them 
more  readily  to  exert  themselves  in  cases  of  sud- 
den emergency. 

As  I  wished  to  proceed  to  Otaheite  without  stop- 
ping, I  reduced  the  allowance  of  bread  to  two- 
thirds,  and  caused  the  water  for  drinking  to  be  fil 
tcred  through  drip-stones,  bought  at  Teneriffe  for 
that  purpose.  I  now  acquaintea  the  ship's  compa- 
nv  of  the  object  of  the  voyage,  and  gave  assurances 
of  certain  promotion  to  every  one  whose  endeavors 
should  ment  it. 

On  Tuesday  the  26th  of  February,  being  in  south 
latitude  29  degrees,  38  minutes,  and  44  degrees, 
44  minutes  west  longitude,  we  bent  new  sails,  and 
made  other  necessary  preparations  for  encountering 
the  weather  that  was  to  be  expected  ih.  a  high  lati- 
tude. Our  distance  from  the  coast  of  Brazil  was 
about  one  hundred  leagues. 

On  the  forenoon  of  Sunday  the  2d  of  March,  after 
seeing  that  every  person  was  clean,  divine  service 
was  performed,  according  to  my  usual  custom  on 
this  day.  I  gave  to  Mr.  Fletcher  Christian,  whom 
I  had  before  directed  to  take  charge  of  the  thurtl 
watch,  a  written  order  to  act  as  lientenant. 

The  change  of  temperature  soon  began  to  be  sen- 
nblj  felt,  and  that  the  people  might  not  suffer  from 
their  own  negligence,  I  supplied  them  with  thicker 
clothing,  as  Better  suited  to  the  climate.  A  great 
number  of  whales  of  an  immense  size,  with  two 
spout-holes  on  the  back  of  the  head,  were  seen  on 
the  11th. 

On  a  complaint  made  to  me  by  the  master,  I 
found  it  necessary  to  punish  Matthew  Quintal,  one 
of  the  seamen,  with  two  dozen  of  lashosj.  for  inso- 
lence and  mutinous  behaviour,  which  was  the  first 
time  that  there  was  any  occasion  for  punishment  on 
board. 

We  were  off  Cape  St.  Diego,  the  eastern  part  of 
the  Terra  del  Fuego,  and,  the  wind  being  unfavor- 
able, I  thought  it  more  advisable  to  go  round  to  the 
CMtward  of  Staten-land  than  to  attempt  passing 


through  Straits  le  Maire.  We  passed  New  Yetr^ 
Harbor  and  Cape  St.  John,  and  on  Monday  the  31st 
were  in  latituae  60  degrees  1  minute  south.  But 
the  wind  became  variable,  and  we  had  bad  weather. 
Storms,  attended  with  ^;reat  sea,  prevailed  until  the 
12th  of  April.  The  ship  be^an  to  leak,  and  requir- 
ed pumping  every  hour,  which  was  no  mors  than 
we  had  reason  to  expect  from  such  a  continuance  of 
gales  of  wind  and  hi^h  seas.  The  decks  also  be* 
came  so  leaky,  that  it  was  necessary  to  allot  &e 
great  cabin,  of  which  I  made  Uttle  use  except  in 
fine  weather,  to  those  people  who  had  not  berUis  to 
hang  their  hammocks  in,  and  by  this  means  the 
space  beHeen  decks  was  less  crotfded. 

With  nl  this  bad  weather,  we  had  the  additiond 
mortification  to  find,  at  the  end  of  every  day,  that 
we  were  losing  ground;  for,  notwithstanding  our 
utmost  exertions,  and  keeping  on  the  most  advan- 
tageous tracks,  we  did  little  better  than  drift  before 
the  wind.  On  Tuesday  the  22d  of  April,  we  had 
eight  down  on  the  sick  list,  and  the  reflt  of  the  pco 
pie,  though  in  good  health,  were  greatly  fatigued ; 
but  I  saw,  with  much  concern,  that  it  was  impossi- 
ble to  make  a  passage  this  way  to  the  Scuetj  Is 
lands,  for  we  had  now  been  thirty  days  in  a  tempest* 
uous  ocean.  Thus  the  season  was  too  far  advanced 
for  us  to  expect  better  weather  to  enable  us  to  doable 
Cape  Horn ;  and,  from  these  and  other  considers* 
tions,  I  ordered  the  helm  to  be  put  a-weather,  and 
bore  away  for  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  to  the  great 
joyof  every  one  on  board. 

Wo  came  to  an  anchor  on  Friday  the  23d  of  May 
in  Simon's  bay,  at  the  Cape,  after  a  tolerable  nm. 
The  ship  required  complete  caulking,  for  she  had 
become  so  leaky,  that  we  were  obuged  to  pnao 
hourly  in  our  passage  from  Cape  Horn.  The  sails 
and  rigging  also  required  repair ;  and  on  examining 
the  provisions,  a  considerable  quantity  was  found 
damaged. 

Having  remained  thirty-eight  days  in  this  place, 
and  my  people  having  received  all  the  advantage 
that  oomd  be  derived  from  refreshments  of  every 
kind  that  could  be  met  with,  we  sailed  on  the  1st  of 
July. 

A  gale  of  wind  blew  on  the  20th,  with  a  high  sea: 
it  increased  after  noon  with  such  riolenee,  mat  tiia 
ship  was  driven  almost  forecastle  under  before  we 
could  get  the  sails  clewed  up.  The  lower  yards 
wcire  lowered,  and  the  topgallant-masts  got  down 
upon  deck,  which  relieved  her  much.  We  lay  to 
all  night,  and  in  the  morning  bore  away  under  a 
reefed  foi-esail.  The  sea  still  running  high,  in  the 
afternoon  it  became  very  unsafe  to  stand  on:  we 
therefore  lay  to  aU  night,  without  any  accident,  ex- 
cepting that  a  man  at  the  steerage  was  thrown  over 
the  wheel  and  much  bruised.  Towards  noon  the 
violence  of  the  storm  abated,  and  we  again  bore 
away  under  fhe  reefed  foresail. 

In  a  few  days  we  passed  the  island  of  St  Psul| 
where  there  is  good  fresh  water,  as  I  was  informed 
by  a  Dutch  captain,  and  also  a  hot  spring,  which 
boils  fish  as  completely  as  if  done  by  a  fire.  Ap- 
proaching to  Van  Dieman's  land,  we  had  much  bad 
weather,  with  snow  and  hail ;  but  nothing  was  seen 
to  indicate  our  vicinity  on  the  13th  of  Auguftf  cz> 
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]0MMi  ftoB  it    we  ndumd  ia  Adftnture  Bar 

Ib  obt  punge  thitlMr  from  the  Cape  of  Good 
H«M^  tk0  wmos  were  ehieAy  from  the  weetmzd, 
«]&  f«7  bowterooe  weetimr.  The  mfpn&eih  of 
ftnegioatiiflrij  vuds  ie  emooneed  by  maaj  Urde 
of  ^allMlKoee  or  petrel  tribe;  end  ti&e  ebevBOunt 
diktgakf  or  a  ehifl  of  wind  to  the  noithwanl,  by 
tbeir  kMpmg  away.  The  thermonietei  alao  wies 
ive  or  aix  d^greea  in  iti  height  wbmk  a  ehange  of 
tiiese  wada  may  be  eneeted. 

Ia  the  land  eonoiuMiiig  Adventiire  Bay  are  many 
fiffMt tiemoBehimdredaBd  fifty  liMthigk:  weaaw 
enevhidi  measured  aboTe  thirty-three  feet  ia  girth. 
We  oteened  aereral  eagleo,  aome  beaatifel  bine- 
pbrnagei  herona,  and  paroqoets  in  great  Tariety. 

The  natiyes  not  appealing,  we  went  in  aearch  of 
than,  towards  Cape  Fredenc  Henry.  Soon  after, 
eomiag  to  a  grapnel  close  to  the  anore,  for  it  was 
inmosnUe  to  land,  we  heard  their  Toieea,  like  ttm 
eackfing  of  geese,  and  twen^  peraone  came  oat  of 
tiie  woods.  We  threw  triniets  ashore  tied  op  in 
pttociU,  which  they  would  not  open  until  I  made  an 
appesimce  of  leaTin^  them :  then  they  did  so,  and, 
taking  the  articles  out,  put  them  on  thcsr  heads. 
On  iut  ooBu^g  in  sight  they  made  a  prodigioos 
datteriag  ia  their  siwech,  and  held  their  aima  orei 
their  heaos.  Th^  spoke  so  quick,  that  it  was  im- 
pQsnUe  to  catch  one  single  word  they  'uttered. 
Their  color  is  of  a  doll  black ;  their  skin  scarified 
about  ^  breaat  and  ahoulders.  One  was  dbtin- 
~  by  his  body  being  colored  with  red  ochre, 
t  all  the  others  were  painted  black,  with  a  kina 
of  soet,  so  thickly  laid  over  their  fkces  and  should- 
OS,  that  it  was  dificolt  to  ascertain  what  they 
were  like. 

On  Thnrsday,  tiie  4th  of  September,  we  sailed  out 
of  Adrentioe  Bay,  ateering  flnt  towards  east-south- 
east, sad  then  to  the  northward  of  eest,  when,  on 
ike  19th,  we  came  ia  sight  of  a  cluster  of  small 
rocky  islands,  which  I  named  Bountr  Isles.  Soon 
afterwards  we  frequently  obserred  toe  sea  ia  the 
Bjght-time,  to  be  corerea  by  lununous  spots,  caused 
b]r  anuoing  quantities  of  small  blubben,  or  Medu- 
ae,  which  emit  a  light  like  a  blase  of  a  candle  from 
^  striaga  or  filammta  extending  from  them,  while 
the  rest  of  the  body  continues  perfectlT  dark. 

We  discoTered  the  Island  of  Otaheite  on  the 
ISth,  and,  before  easting  anchor  next  morning  in 
Ibtavai  Bar,  such  numbers  of  canoes  had  come  off, 
fkat,  after  uie  natives  ascertained  we  were  friends, 
tbej  came  on  board,  and  crowded  the  deck  so  much, 
tibat  in  ten  minntes  I  could  scarce  find  my  own  peo- 
ple. The  whole  distance  which  the  ship  had  run, 
ffl  direct  and  oontraiy  courses^  from  the  time  of 
Inmg  England  until  reachmg  Otaheite,  was 
twenty-seven  thousand  and  eighty-six  miles,  which, 
on  an  ayerage,  tras  one  hunorea  and  eight  milea 
each  twenty-four  hours. 

Here  we  lost  out  surgeon  on  the  9th  of  Decem- 
ber. Of  late  he  had  scarcely  eyer  stirred  out  of  the 
cabin,  though  not  apprehended  to  be  in  a  dangerous 
state.  Neyertheless,  appearing  worse  than  usual 
in  the  eyening,  he  was  remoyed  where  he  could  ob- 
tain more  ah,  but  without  anjr  benefit,  for  he  died 
tn  an  hour  afterwards.  Tms  unfortunate  man 
drank  very  hard,  and  was  so  ayerse  to  exercise,  that 
he  would  nerer  be  [nreyailed  on  te  take  half  a  dozen 
tarns  on  deck  at  a  time  during  all  the  course  of  the 
yi^age.    He  was  buried  on  shore. 

On  Monday,  the  5th  of  January,  the  small  cutter 
was  missed,  of  which  I  was  immediately  apnrised. 
The  ship's  oon^wny  being  mustered,  we  loima  three 
men  absent,  who  had  carried  it  off.  They  had  taken 
with  them  eight  stand  of  arms  and  ammimition ; 
bnt  with  regard  to  their  plan,  ey^  one  on  board 
acemed  to  he  quite  ignorant  I  ther^ore  went  on 
ahare,  and  engaged  all  the  chiefi  to  assiat  in  recoy- 


cnng  both  the  boat  and  the  deserters.    According-  finger  of  the  right  hand. 

ly,  the  former  was  brought  back  in  the  eooraeof  thel    The  ehiefr  wsBt  off  with  ne  to 


dmrhytTe  •#!&•  MtiTea;  hot  the  oMtwen  not 
tasen  vmtfl  iNsily  three  weeks  afterwards.  Learn- 
ing the  plaoe  whwe  they  were,  in  a  diffiarent  quarter 
of  the  island  of  Otaheite,  I  went  thither  in  the  cut- 
tor,  thinking  there  would  be  no  great  difficulty  hi 
seeauing  them  with  the  assistance  of  tiie  natirea. 
Howeyer,  they  heard  of  bit  airiTal ;  and  when  I 
was  near  a  house  in  which  they  were,  they  came  oat 
withoat  their  fire-arma,  and  detiyered  themselyea 
up.  Some  of  the  chiefs  had  formerly  seised  and 
hound  theM  deserters ;  but  had  been  preyailed  on, 
by  fair  promises  of  retoming  peaceably  to  the  ship, 
to  release  them.  But  finding  an  opportunity  agau 
to  «t  posssssioa  of  their  arms,  they  set  the  natiyee 
at  ttefianee. 

Hie  ohgeet  of  the  voyage  being  now  completed, 
all  the  bread-firnit  planta,  to  the  number  of  one 
thouaand  and  fifteen,  were  got  on  board  on  Tuesday 
the  31st  of  March.  Besides  these,  we  had  collected 
many  other  plants,  some  of  them  bearing  the  finest 
fruite  in  the  world;  and  TaluabLe,  from  affording 
brilliant  dyes,  and  for  yarioua  properties  besides. 
At  sunset  of  the  4th  of  April,  we  made  sail  from 
Otaheite.  bidding  farewell  to  an  ialand  where  for 
twenty-tnree  weeks  we  haye  been  treated  yrith  the 
utmoat  affection  and  regard,  and  which  seemed  te 
incnaae  in  proportion  to  our  stey.  That  we  were 
not  insensible  to  their  kindnees,  the  succeeding  cir- 
cumstances sufficiently  preyed ;  for  to  the  friendly 
and  endearing  behayior  of  these  people  may  be  as* 
Giibed  the  motiyes  inciting  an  eyent  that  affected 
the  ruin  of  our  expedition,  which  there  was  eyerr 
reason  to  belieye  would  haye  been  attended  witn 
the  most  fhyorable  issue. 

Next  moning  we  got  sight  of  the  Island  Hua- 
heine ;  and  a  double  canoe  soon  coming  alongside, 
containing  ten  natiyes,  I  saw  among  them  a  young 
man,  who  recollected  me,  and  called  me  by  my 
».  I  had  been  here  in  the  year  1780,  with  Cap 
Cook,  in  the  Resolution.  A  few  days  after 
sailing  firom  this  island,  the  weather  became  squally, 
and  a  thick  body  of  black  clouds  collected  m  the 
east.  A  waterspout  was  in  a  short  time  seen  at  no 
great  distance  from  us,  which  appeared  to  great  ad* 
yantage  firom  the  darkness  of  tne  clouds  behind  it. 
As  nearly  as  I  could  judge,  the  upper  part  was  about 
two  feet  in  diameter,  ana  the  lower  about  eight 
inches.  Scarcely  had  I  made  these  remarks,  when 
I  obseryed  that  it  waa  rapidly  advancing  towards 
the  ship.  We  immediately  altered  our  ooiune,  and 
took  in  all  the  sails  except  the  foresail ;  soon  after 
which  it  paased  within  ten  yards  of  the  stem,  with 
a  rustling  noise,  but  yrithout  our  feeling  the  lest  ef- 
fect from  ite  being  so  near.  It  seemed  te  be  trar- 
elling  at  the  rate  of  about  ten  milea  an  hour,  in  the 
direction  of  the  yrind,  as  it  dispersed  in  a  Quarter  of 
an  hour  after  passing  us.  It  is  impossible  to  say 
what  injisry  we  should  haye  received  had  it  passed 
directly  over  us.  Masta,  I  imagine,  might  have 
been  earned  away,  but  I  do  not  apprehend  that  it 
would  haye  endangered  the  loss  of  the  ship. 

Passing  seyeral  islands  on  the  way,  we  anchored 
at  Annamooka  on  the  23d  of  April ;  and  an  old  lame 
man  called  Tepa,  whom  I  had  Known  here  in  1777, 
and  immediately  recollected,  came  on  board,  along 
with  others,  f^m  different  lalands  in  the  yictnity. 
They  were  desirons  to  see  the  ship,  and  on  being 
taken  below,  where  the  bread-fruit  planta  were  ar* 
ranged,  they  teatifled  great  surprise.  A  few  of  these 
being  decayed,  we  went  on  shore  to  procure  some  in 
their  plaee. 

The  natiyes  exhibited  nmnerona  marka  of  the  pe- 
culiar mourning  which  they  eniress  on  losing  their 
relatiyes;  such  as  bloody  temptes,  their  heads  being 
deprived  of  most  of  their  hahr ;  and  what  was  worse, 
almost  the  whole  of  them  had  lost  some  of  their 
finffert.  Several  fine  boys,  not  above  six  years  old, 
had  lost  both  their  little  fingers :  and  several  of  the 
men,  besides  these,  had  parted  with  the  middle 
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snunrs  ytouks. 


Mzriedoaabiiiktndefisyaiiks:  we  also  got  plain- 
tains  and  bread-firoit.  But  the  yams  were  in  neat 
abundance,  and  very  fine  and  large.  One  of  tnem 
weighed  above  forty-five  pounds.  Sailing  canoes 
eame,  some  of  which  contained  not  lees  thui  ninety 
passengers.  Such  a  number  of  them  gradually  sr- 
rived  from  different  islands*  that  it  was  impossible 
to  get  any  thing  done,  the  multitude  became  so 
great,  and  there  was  no  chief  of  sufficient  authority 
to  command  the  whole.  I  therefore  ordered  a 
watering  party,  then  employed,  to  come  on  board, 
and  sailed  on  Sunday  the  26th  of  April. 

We  kept  near  the  island  of  Kotoo  all  the  after- 
noon of  Monday,  in  hopes  that  some  canoes  would 
come  off  to  the  snip,  but  in  this  we  were  disappoint- 
ed. The  wind  being  northerly,  we  steered  to  the 
westward  in  the  evening,  to  pass  south  of  Tofoa ; 
and  I  gave  directions  for  this  course  to  be  continued 
during  the  night.  The  master  had  the  first  watch, 
the  gunner  the  middle  watch,  and  Mr.  Christian 
the  morning  watch.  This  was  the  turn  of  duty  for 
the  night. 

Hitherto  the  voyage  had  advanced  in  a  course  of 
oninterrupted  prosperity,  and  had  been  attended 
with  circumstances  equally  pleasing  and  satisfac- 
tory. But  a  very  different  scene  was  now  to  be  dis- 
closed :  a  conspiracv  had  been  formed,  which  was  to 
render  all  our  past  labor  productive  only  of  misery 
and  distress;  and  it  haa  been  concerted  with  so 
much  secrecy  anU  circumspection,  that  no  one  cat* 
eumstance  escaped  to  betray  the  impending  ca- 
lamity. 

On  the  night  of  Monday,  the  watch  was  set  as  t 
have  described.  Just  before  sunrise  on  Tuesday 
meminff,  while  I  was  yet  asleep,  Mr.  Christian, 
with  vie  master-at-arms,  gunner's  mate,  and 
Thomas  Burkitt,  seaman,  came  into  my  cabin,  and 
seizing  me,  tied  my  hands  with  a  cord  behind  my 
back,  threatening  me  with  instant  death  if  I  spoke 
or  made  the  least  noise.  I  nevertheless  oallea  out 
as  loud  as  I  could,  in  hopes  of  assistance ;  but  the 
officers  not  of  theur  party  were  already  secured  by 
sentinels  at  their  doors.  At  my  own  cabin  door 
were  three  men,  besides  the  four  within :  all  except 
Christian  had  muskets  and  bayonets ;  he  had  only 
a  cutlass.  I  was  dragjged  out  of  bed,  and  forced  on 
deck  in  my  shirt,  suffering  ffreat  pain  in  the  mean 
time  from  the  tightness  witn  whicn  my  hands  were 
tied.  On  demanding  the  reason  of  such  violence, 
the  only  answer  was  abuse  for  not  holding  my 
tongue.  The  master,  the  ffunner,  surgeon,  master's 
mate,  and  Nelson  the  gardener,  werekept  confined 
below,  and  the  fore-hatchway  was  guaraed  by  sen- 
tinels. The  boatswain  and  carpenter,  and  also  the 
elerk,  were  allowed  to  come  on  deck,  where  they 
saw  me  standing  abaft  the  mizzen-mast,  with  mv 
hands  tied  behind  my  back,  under  a  guard,  witn 
Christian  at  their  head.  The  boatswain  was  then 
ordered  to  hoist  out  the  launch,  accompanied  by  a 
threat,  if  he  did  not  do  it  instantly,  to  taki  cajus 

or  HIMSBLF. 

The  boat  being  hoisted  out,  Mr.  Hayward  and 
Mr.  Hallet,  two  of  the  midshipmen,  and  mt.  Samuel, 
the  clerk,  were  ordered  into  it.  I  demanded  the 
intention  of  giving  this  order,  and  endeavored  to 
persuade  the  people  near  me  not  to  persist  in  such 
acts  of  violence;  out  it  vras  to  no  effect;  for  the 
eonstant  answer  was,  *<  Hold  your  tongue,  sir,  or 
you  are  dead  this  moment." 

The  master  had  by  this  time  sent,  requesting  that 
he  might  come  on  deck,  which  was  permitted ;  but 
he  was  soon  ordered  back  again  to  nls  cabin.  My 
exertions  to  turn  the  tide  of  affiurs  were  continued; 
when  Christian,  changing  the  cutlass  he  held  for  a 
bayonet,  and  holding  me  by  the  cord  about  my 
hands  with  a  stronff  gripe,  threatened  me  with  im- 
mediate death  if  x  would  not  be  quiet;  and  the 
villains  around  me  had  their  pieces  cocked,  and 
hayoneta  fixed. 

Certain  individuals  were  called  on  to  set  into  the 
boat*  and  were  hunied  orer  the  ship's  side ;  whenoe 


I  oondnded  that  along  with  them  I  was  to  le  let 
adrift.  Another  efibrt  to  bring  about  a  change  pro- 
duced nothing  but  menaces  of  having  my  Draini 
blovm  out. 

The  boatswain  and  those  seamen  who  were  to  U 
put  into  the  boat  were  allowed  to  collect  twine,  can- 
vas, lines,  sails,  oordaffe,  an  eight-and-twen^-gallon 
cask  of  water ;  and  Mr.  Samuel  got  one  nondred 
and  fifty  pounds  of  bread,  with  a  small  quantity  ol 
mm  and  wine ;  also  a  quadrant  and  comp&ss,  bat 
he  was  prohibited,  on  pain  of  death,  to  touch  asy 
map  or  astronomical  book,  and  any  instrument,  or 
any  of  my  surreys  and  drawings. 

The  mutineers  having  thus  forced  those  of  the 
seamen  whom  they  wished  to  get  rid  of  into  ths 
boat.  Christian  (Ureeted  a  dram  to  be  served  to  each 
of  his  crew.  I  then  unhappily  saw  that  nothing 
could  be  done  to  recover  the  ship.  The  officers 
were  next  called  on  deck,  and  forced  over  the  ship's 
side  into  the  boat,  while  I  was  kept  apart  from  eve- 
ry one  abaft  the  miszcn-mast.  Christian,  armed 
with  a  bayonet,  held  the  cord  fastening  m^  hands, 
and  the  guard  around  me  stood  with  their  pieces 
cocked;  but  on  my  daring  the  ungrateful  wretches 
to  fire,  they  uncocked  them.  Isaac  Martin,  one  of 
them,  I  saw  had  aif  inclination  to  assist  me;  and 
as  he  fed  me  with  shaddock,  my  lips  bong  quite 
parched,  we  explained  each  other's  sentiments  br 
looks.  But  this  was  observed,  and  he  was  rcmoTcd, 
He  then  got  into  the  boat,  attempting  to  learc  thf 
ship ;  however,  he  was  compelled  to  return.  Some 
others  were  also  kept  contrary  to  their  inclination. 

It  appeared  to  me  that  Christian  was  some  tims 
in  doubt  whether  he  should  keep  the  carpenter  or 
his  mates.  At  length  he  determined  on  the  latter, 
and  the  carpenter  was  ordered  into  the  boat.  He 
was  permitted,  though  not  without  opposition  to 
tsJce  nis  tool-chest. 

Mr.  Samuel  secured  my  journals  and  commission, 
with  some  important  ship  papers :  this  he  M  with 
great  resolution,  though  strictly  vratched.  He  at- 
tempted to  save  the  time-keeper,  and  a  box  with  my 
surveys,  drawings,  and  remarks  for  fifteen  yean 
past,  which  were  very  numerous,  when  he  ''^m  hur- 
ried away  with—"  Damn  your  eyes,  you  are  well  ofl 


to  get  what  you  have.' 
Much  altercati* 


altercation  took  place  amon|5  the  mutinoiis 

crew  during  the  transaction  of  this  whole  affair. 
Some  swore,  "  1*11  be  damned  if  he  does  not  find 
his  way  home,  if  he  gets  any  thing  with  him, 
meaning  me ;  and  when  the  carpenter's  chest  wsi 
carrying  away,  "  Damn  my  eyes,  ne  will  have  avM* 
sel  built  in  a  month;"  while  others  ridiculed  ths 
helpless  situation  of  the  boat,  which  was  very  deep 
in  the  water,  and  had  so  litUe  room  for  those  who 
were  in  her.  As  for  Christian,  he  seemed  as  if  medi- 
tating destruction  on  himself  and  every  one  else. 

I  asked  for  arms,  but  the  mutineers  laughed  at 
me,  and  said  I  was  well  acquainted  with  the  people 
among  whom  I  was  going :  four  cutiasses,  ^^"^^J^ 
were  thrown  into  we  boat  after  we  were  veered 
astern. 

The  officers  and  men  being  in  the  boat,  they  only 
waited  for  me,  of  which  the  master-at-arms  inform 
ed  Christian  who  then  said,  **  Come,  Captain  Bligh, 
your  officers  are  now  in  the  boat,  and  you  must  go 
with  them;  if  you  attempt  to  make  the  least r^ 
sistance,  you  wul  instantly  be  put  to  death,*'  9M 
vrithout  f^irther  ceremony  1  was  forced  over  the  side 
by  a  tribe  of  armed  ruffians,  where  they  untied  my 
hands.  Being  in  the  boat,  we  were  veered  asten 
by  a  rope.  A  few  pieces  of  pork  were  thrown  to  us» 
atoo  the  four  cutlasses.  The  armorer  and  carp^tet 
then  called  out  to  me  to  remember  that  they  had  no 
hand  in  the  transaction.  After  having  been  kept 
some  time  to  make  sport  for  these  unfeeling  wretch- 
es, and  having  undergone  much  ridicule,  we  were 
at  length  cast  adrift  in  the  open  ocean. 

Eighteen  persons  were  witti  me  in  the  boat,— tiis 
master,  acting  surgeon,  botanist,  gunner,  boatawsfflt 
carpenter,  master,  and  quartermasler's  mate,  t«f 
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jilnteks,  and  a  boy.  Tben  rwmaimJI  oa  boaw 
Fletebff  ChrittuA»  the  master'a  nukte ;  Peter  Haj- 
wood,  S^imd  Tonng,  Qeorge  Stewart,  midahip- 
mb;  tbe  maater-at-ama,  gnaner'a  Biate,  boat* 
tnokt mate,  gardener,  armonr,  earpenter'a  Bate, 
CBpater'B  crew»  and  fourteen  aeamen,  bdng  al- 
tonthcr  tbe  meet  able  men  of  the  ahip'a  oompaaj. 
Hivisg  little  or  no  wind,  we  rowed  pretty  Cut  to- 
mb the  iaiand  of  Tofoa,  which  bore  northeaat 
iboat  ten  leagnee  distant.  The  ship  while  in  eight 
itemd  nwt-northweet ;  bat  this  I  considered  only 
M  &  fnt.  for  when  we  were  sent  away,  "  Hoaia  for 
Otekate  1  '  was  frequently  heard  among  the  muti- 

ChziitiHi,  the  chief  of  them,  was  of  a  respeeta- 
bfoftaayia  the  north  of  Bngland.  This  was  the 
fhod  Toyage  he  had  made  with  me.  Notwithstand- 
iag  the  rooghness  with  which  I  was  treated,  the  re- 
memtanaee  of  past  kindnesses  produced  some  re- 
Bione  in  bim.  While  they  were  forciag  me  out 
the  ihip,  I  asked  him  whether  this  waa  a  proper  re- 
tain for  the  in*nT  instances  he  had  experienced  of 
my  fritn^^b'r  ?  He  appeared  disturbed  at  the  Vms- 
t&on,  and  answered  with  much  emotion,  ''That 
— Captam  Bl»h— that  is  the  thing— I  am  in  hell — 
'  I  am  m  hdl!  **  His  abilities  to  take  chaige  of  tiie 
third  watch,  as  I  had  so  diTided  the  ship's  company, 
were  fiilly  equal  to  the  task. 

Haywood  was  also  of  a  respectable  family  in 
amtk  of  Snglandy  and  a  young  man  of  abihtiea,  as 
wen  as  CbzistiaB.  These  two  had  been  obieetaof 
mj  paitiealar  regard  and  attention,  and  I  haa  taken 
mat  pains  to  mstruct  them,  having  entertained 
nopea  tibm^  as  professional  men,  they  would  have 
beooone  a  credit  to  their  country.  Young  was  well 
neemmended,  and  Stewart  of  creditable  parents  in 
&e  Orkneys,  at  which  plaee,  on  the  retam  of  the 
Bflsdntionfrom  the  Sonth  Seaa  in  1780,  we  reoehred 
•0  many  civilities,  that  in  consideration  of  theae 
ahme  I  should  gladly  have  taken  hyn  with  me.  But 
he  had  always  borne  a  good  character. 

When  I  had  time  to  reflect,  an  inward  tatislhetion 
nrenented  the  depression  of  my  spiiits.  Tet.  a  few 
hoars  before,  my  situation  had  been  peculiarly  flat- 
teiinff;  I  had  a  ship  in  the  most  perfect  order, 
ttasea  with  every  necessary,  both  for  health  and 
lerrice ;  the  oUect  of  the  voyage  was  attained,  and 
two-thirds  of  it  now  completed.  The  ten 
Vart  had  every  prospect  of  suee^M 


thtali 


It  wm  u^tmSkf  U  naked,  what  eonU  U  the 
eauae  of  sadi  a  revolt  ?  In  answer,  I  can  only  con* 
jeetnrethat  the  muttneers  had  flattered  themselvea 
with  the  hoMof  a  hrapier  life  among  the  Otaheii- 
ana  than  uiey  oould  poaaibly  e^joy  in  Bngland« 
which.  Joined  to  aome  famaW  connexions,  moat 
probaUy  oeoaatoned  the  whole  transaction. 

The  women  of  Otaheite  are  handsome,  mild,  and 
cheerfhl  In  manners  and  eoaversation,  possessed  of 
great  sensifaiUty,  and  have  sufllcient  delicacy  to 
make  them  be  admired  and  beloved.  The  chiefs 
were  so  mndi  attached  to  our  people,  that  they 
father  encouraged  their  stay  amoa^  mem  Chan  oth- 
erwise, and  even  mada  them  promisee  of  large  poe- 
seseions.  Under  these  and  manv  other  concomi- 
tant drenaiataneee.  It  enght  hardly  to  be  the  sub- 
ject of  awprise  that  a  set  of  sailors,  moat  of  them 
void  of  oonncxioiio,  should  be  led  away,  where  they 
had  the  power  of  fixing  themselves  in  the  midst  of 
plenty,  in  one  of  the  finest  islands  in  the  world, 
where  there  was  no  necessity  to  labor,  and  where 
the  allurements  of  dissipation  are  beyond  any  con- 
ception tiiat  can  be  fmrmed  of  it.  The  utmost,  how- 
ever, that  a  eommawder  could  have  expected  was  de- 
B«ilioMs>  such  as  have  already  happened  more  or 
leas  in  toe  South  Seas,  and  not  an  act  of  open  m«- 
tinv. 

But  the  secrecy  of  this  mutiny  surpasses  belief. 
Thirteen  of  the  party  who  were  now  with  me  had 
always  lived  forward  among  the  seamen,  yet  neither 
they,  nor  the  mesamatea  of  Christian,  Stewart, 
Haywood,  and  Toung,  had  ever  observed  any  dr- 
cnmstanee  to  excite  suspicion  of  what  was  plotting ; 
and  it  Is  not  wonderfU  u  I  fell  a  sacrifice  to  it,  mj 
mind  being  entirely  free  from  suspicion.  PerhuM, 
had  mariners  been  on  board,  a  sentinel  at  my  cabin 
door  might  have  prevented  it ;  for  I  constantly  slept 
with  the  door  open,  that  the  officer  of  the  watoi 
mj^t  hava  aoeess  to  me  on  all  occasions.  If  the 
mutiny  had  been  occasioned  by  any  grievances. 
either  real  or  imaginary,  I  muat  have  discoverea 
symptoma  of  discontent,  which  would  have  put  me 
on  my  guard;  but  it  was  far  otherwise.  With 
Chxisttan,  in  particular,  I  was  on  the  most  friendly 
tetins ;  ^at  venr  day  he  was  ensaged  to  have  dined 
witili  me ;  and  tne  preceding  nignt  he  excused  him- 
self tmti  supping  with  me  on  pretence  of  indispo- 
sition, for  wuch  I  felt  eonoemed,  having  no  ran- 
pifltona  of  kla  honor  or  Int^gri^. 
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B&AHATIS  PERSONS. 

MAnrniBi). 

Chamois  Huntbb. 

Abbot  ov  St.  Mavbicb. 

Makxtbl. 

Hbbxav. 

WiTOH  09  THB  Az^8, 
AUMAXBB. 

Nbxbsis. 

T&B  Bbstinibs. 

8PIBIT8,  &C. 

f%$  Setne  of  the  Drama  it  among  (he  higher  AJp9^\ 
parUjf  in  the  Cattle  of  Mai^fired,  and  partly  in  the 
MouiUaint, 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

If  ABTBBD  aUme.-^8eene^  a  Qoihie  Gallery.— Titne, 
Midnight. 

Man.  Thb  lamp  most  be  replenished,  but  eTen  then 
It  will  not  bum  bo  long  as  I  must  vratch : 
My  slumbers— if  I  slumber— are  not  sleep. 
But  a  continuance  of  enduring  thought. 
Which  then  I  can  resist  not :  in  my  heart 
There  is  a  yigil  and  these  eyes  but  close 
To  look  within :  and  yet  I  Uto,  and  bear 
The  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 
But  grief  shoul4  ^  the  instmotor  of  the  wise ; 
Sorrow  is  knowledge :  they  who  know  the  most. 
Must  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  truth, 
The  Tree  of  Knowledge  is  not  that  of  life. 
Philoaophy  and  science,  and  the  qkriags 


Of  wonder,  and  the  wisdum  of  the  world, 
I  haye  essay'd,  and  in  my  mind  there  is 
A  power  to  make  these  subject  to  itself— 
But  they  arail  not :  I  haye  done  men  good. 
And  I  have  met  with  good  even  among 
But  this  availed  not :  I  hare  had  my  foes, 
And  none  have  baffled,  many  Allien  before 
But  this  avail'd  not :  Good  or  evil,  Ufe, 
Powers,  passions,  all  I  see  in  other  beings. 
Hare  been  to  me  as  rain  unto  the  sands 
Since  that  all-nameless  hour.    I  have  no  Jbead, 
And  feel  the  curse  to  have  no  natural  fear, 
Nor  fluttering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes  or 
Or  lurking  love  of  something  on  the  earth.— 
Now  to  my  task.— 

Mysterious  Agency ! 
Ye  spirits  of  the  unbounded  TTniverse ! 
Whom  I  have  sought  in  darkness  and  in  lighfr— 
Te,  who  do  compass  earth  about,  and  dwdl 
In  subtler  essence— ye,  to  whom  the  tc^ 
Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  haunts, 
And  earth's  and  ocesn's  cayes  familiar  things^ 
I  call  upon  ye  by  the  written  charm 
Which  giyes  me  power  upon  you— Bise ! 

They  come  not  yet.— ^Now  by  the  yoice  of  him 
Who  is  the  first  among  you— by  this  sign. 
Which  makes  you  tremble— by  the  claims  of  him 
Who  is  undying,— Bise  I  appear !— Appear ! 

lApem 

If  it  be  so.— Spirits  of  earth  and  air, 
Te  shall  not  thus  elude  me :  by  a  power, 
Deeper  than  all  yet  urged,  a  t^ramt-spell. 
Which  had  its  birthplace  in  a  star  oondemn'd, 
The  burning  wreck  of  a  demolished  world, 
A  wandering  hell  in  the  eternal  space ; 
By  the  strong  curse  which  is  upon  my  soul. 
The  thought  which  is  within  me  and  around  me, 
I  do  compel  ye  to  my  will. — ^Appear  I 
[A  ttar  it  tern  at  tht  darker  end  of  ihegaUtrif:  ( 
it  ttaHonary ;  and  a  voice  it  heard  tinging. 


luxnsp. 


sai 


MflrtU!  to  thy  bidding  Wvr'd, 
ftam  mj  mtasatAmk  ia  the  elood, 
Wyeh  Ae  bnatik  of  twilight  haads, 
iid  a«  MBaMK^  rasMt  giUt 
With  the  ejrare  and  Teraulion, 
WUeh  ie  mix'd  for  my  paTilion ; 
Ihoogh  tiiy  quest  may  te  forbiddeii, 
On  a  etar-beem  I  hare  xiddea ; 
To  thine  a^nntioB  bew'd, 
Mflctal— be  tiiy  wiah  aTow'd. 

Foaee  qf  tke  8booh»  8?uut. 

Momt  Blanc  ia  the  monarch  of  meuntaiiis ; 

They  crown'd  him  long  ago 
Oa.  a  throne  of  rocks,  in  a  robe  of  clouds, 

With  a  diadfin  of  snow. 
Around  his  waist  are  forests  braced. 

The  ATalanche  in  his  hand ; 
But  ere  it  fall,  that  thundering  ball 

Host  iwttse  for  my  command. 
The  OUder's  cold  and  restless  mass 

Mores  onward  day  by  day; 
But  I  am  he  who  bids  it  pass, 

Or  with  its  ice  delay. 
I  am  the  spirit  of  the  place, 

Could  make  the  mountain  bow 
And  quiver  to  his  cayem'd  base— 

And  what  with  me  wouldst  Thou  t 

Voice  q^  <Ae  Thxbo  Spolit. 

In  the  hine  da^  ef  the  wvtva. 

When  the  warn  hath  no  strife, 
Wheie  the  wind  ia  a  stranger, 

Ai^  the  sea^cnake  ha  A  life, 
'Whan  the  flMosaad  is  decking 

Hk  giaen  hair  whh  ahalle ; 
Like  the  stooa  OB  the  sorfeoe 

Csne  the  aouad  of  thyapelli; 
O'er  my  calm  Hall  of  Coral 

The  deep  eeho  roll'd— 
To  the  BpWt  of  Ocean 
Thy  wishes  unfold ! 

FOOBTHSHmtT. 

Whoe  the  slumbering  earthquake 

list  pillow'd  on  Are, 
Aad  the  lakes  of  bitumen 

Rue  boilingly  higher ; 
WbcR  the  roots  of  the  Andes 

Btiike  deep  in  the  earth, 
As  thch  rammits  to  heayen 

8boot  toaringly  forth ; 
I  ban  qisitted  my  birthplace, 

TkyUdaingtobide— 
Thy  ipeQ  bath  subdA  me, 
ThjwiUbemyguide! 

Firra  Spulit. 

lam  the  Rider  of  the  wind, 

The  %6xsa  of  the  storm ; 

Thabnrricftae  I  left  behind 

li  yet  mth lightning  warm; 
To  speed  to  thee,  o*er  shore  and  sea 

I  twsjt  upon  the  blast: 
T^  Aeet  I  met  lail'd  weU,  end  yet 
'TuQl  ask  «e  night  be  past. 


BvoM  Syimn. 


My  dwelling  is  the  shadow  of  te  ni^t, 
Why  deth  tiiy  magic  tortuie  me  witii  light  ? 

Sbvuta  Spzut. 

The  star  which  rules  thy  destiny 

Was  ruled,  ere  earth  began,  by  me : 

It  was  a  world  as  Ikesh'and  feir 

As  e'er  rerolTcd  round  sun  in  air, 

Its  course  was  free  and  regular. 

Space  bosom'd  not  a  lOTelier  star. 

The  hour  srriTed    and  it  became 

A  wandering  mass  of  shapeleas  flame, 

A  pathlees  comet,  and  a  curse. 

The  menace  of  the  uniTCfse ; 

Still  rolling  on  with  innate  foree, 

Without  a  sphere,  without  a  course ! 

A  bright  deformity  on  high, 

The  monster  of  the  upper  sky ! 

And  thou !  beneath  its  influence  bora 

Thou  worm !  whom  I  obey  and  scorn— 

Fofeed  by  a  power,  (which  is  not  thfaie. 

And  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  mine,) 

For  this  brief  moment  to  deeoend. 

Where  these  weak  spirits  round  ^oe  bend 

And  parley  with  a  thing  Hke  ^ee— 

What  wouldst  thou,  ChUd  of  Clay !  with  me } 

3^  BBTBir  SriBira. 

Earth,  ocean, ^,  night,  mountains,  winds,  thy  star. 
Are  at  thy  beck  and  bidding,  Child  of  Clay ! 

Before  thee  at  thy  quest  their  spirits  are— 
What  wouldst  thou  with  us,  son  of  mortals— «ay  ? 

Mmn.  Forgetfulneas 

Fir$t  Spirii,  Of  what— of  whom— and  why  } 

Metn,  Of  that  which  is  within  me ;  read  it  thflK»^ 
Te  know  it,  and  I  cannot  utter  it. 

S^ririt.  We  can  but  gire   thee  tiiat  which  we 
possess: 
Ask  of  us  subjects,  soTereignty,  the  power 
O'er  earth,  the  whole,  or  portion,  or  a  aign 
Which  ahall  control  the  elements,  whsceof 
We  are  the  dominaton,  each  and  aU, 
These  shall  be  thine. 

Man,  ObUnon,  self-obUTion- 

Can  ye  not  wring  from  out  the  hidden  realms 
Te  oiler  so  profusely  what  I  aak  ? 

Spirii,  It  is  not  in  our  essence,  in  our  skill ; 
Bttt-Hhou  mayst  die. 

Ifofi.  Will  death  bestow  it  on  me  ? 

i^ptrt^.  We  are  Immortal,  and  do  not  fetget ; 
We  are  eternal ;  and  to  us  the  past 
Is,  as  the  friture,  present.    Art  thou  answer'd  ? 

Man,  Ye  mock  me— but  the  power  which  brought 
ye  here 
Hath  maide  you  mine.    Slayes,  scoff  not  at  my  will  t 
The  mind,  the  Spirit,  the  Promethean  spark, 
The  lightning  of  my  being,  is  as  bright. 
Pervading,  and  Ihr-darting  as  your  own. 
And  shall  not  yield  to  yours,  though  coop'd  in  clay: 
Answer,  or  I  will  teach  ye  what  I  am. 

Spirii,  We  answer  as  we  answer'd ;  our  reply 
I4  even  in  thine  own  words. 

Man.  Why  say  ye  so  ? 

Sjpirit.  If,  aa  thou  say'sty  thine  essence  be  as  ouis, 
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We  baYC  replied  in  telling  thee,  the  thing 
Mortals  call  death  hath  nought  to  do  with  as. 

JKmi.  I  then  have  ealVd  ye  from  your  realms  in 
yain. 
Te  cannot,  dr  je  will  not,  aid  me. 

SpML  Say ; 

What  we  posiess  we  offer ;  it  is  thine : 
Bethink  ere  thon  dismiss  us,  ask  again — 
Kingdom,  and  sway,  and  strength,  and  length  of 


Man,  Accursed !  what  hare  I  to  do  with  days  ? 
They  are  too  long  already. — ^Henco— begone  ! 

Spirit.  Yet  pause:  being  here,  oar  will  would  do 
thee  service ; 
Bethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  other  gift 
Which  we  can  make  not  worthless  in  thine  eyes  ? 

ifan.  No,  none :  yet  stay— one  moment,  ere  we 
part— 
I  would  behold  ye  face  to^fece.    I  hear 
Tour  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds, 
As  music  on  the  waters ;  and  I  see 
The  steady  aspect  of  a  clear  large  star ; 
But  nothing  more.    Approach  me  as  ye  are, 
Or  one,  or  all,  in  your  accustom'd  forms. 

Spirit,  We  hare  no  forms  beyond  the  elements 
Of  which  we  are  the  mind  and  principle : 
But  choose  a  form — in  that  we  will  appear. 

lion,  I  have  no  choice ;  there  is  no  form  on  earth 
Hideous  or  beautiful  to  me.    Let  him. 
Who  is  most  powerf^  of  ye,  take  such  aspect 
As  unto  him  may  seem  most  fitting— Come ! 

Seventh  Spirit.  (Appearing  m  th^  tihape  ef  a 
beautifid  female  Jfyure.  J  BAoldl 

Man.  Oh  Ood !  if  it  be  thus,  and  thou 
Art  not  a  madness  and  a  mockery. 
t  yet  will  be  most  happy.    I  will  dasp  thee. 
And  we  again  will  be—        [The  figwre  vaniihet. 
My  heart  is  crush'd  1 

[MANFBBD/aUf 


'A  wiee  is  heard  in  the  Inoantation  whieh/oUowe.J 

When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave, 
And  the  glow-worm  in  the  grass, 
,    And  the  meteor  on  the  grave. 
And  the  wisp  on  the  morass ; 

When  the  fidlhig  stars  are  shooting, 

And  the  answer'd  owls  are  hooting, 

And  the  silent  leaves  are  still 

In  the  shadow  of  the  hill, 

Shall  my  soul  be  upon  thine, 

WHh  a  power  and  with  a  sign. 

Though  thy  slumber  may  be  deep, 

Tet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep ; 

There  are  shades  which  wiU  not  vanish, 

There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  banish ; 

By  a  power  to  thee  unknown. 

Thou  canst  never  be  alone ; 

Thou  art  wrapt  as  with  a  shroud. 

Thou  art  gathered  in  a  cloud ; 

And  for  ever  ahalt  thou  dwell 

In  the  spirit  of  this  spell. 

Though  thou  seest  me  not  pass  by. 
Thou  shalt  feel  me  with  thii^e  eye 
As  a  thing  that,  though  unseen. 
Must  be  near  thee,  and  hath  been ; 


And  when  in  that  secret  dread 
Thou  hast  tum'd  around  thy  head, 
Thou  shalt  marvel  I  am  not 
As  thy  shadow  on  the  spot. 
And  the  power  which  thou  dost  feel 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conceal. 


And  a  magic  voice  and  verse 
Hath  baptized  thee  with  a  curs«, 
And  a  spirit  of  the  air 
Hath  begirt' thee  with  a  snare ; 
In  the  wind  there  is  a  voice 
Shall  forbid  thee  to  rejoice ; 
And  to  thee  shall  Night  deny 
All  the  quiet  of  her  sky ; 
And  the  day  shall  haxe  a  sun, 
Which  shall  make  thee  wish  it  done. 


From  thy  false  tears  I  did  distil 
An  essence  which  hath  strength  to  kill ; 
From  thy  own  heart  I  then  did  wring 
The  black  blood  in  its  blackest  spring: 
From  thy  own  smile  I  snatch'd  the  snaka^ 
For  there  it  ooil*d  as  in  a  brake ; 
From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  charm 
Which  gave  all  these  their  chiefest  harm : 
In  proying  every  poison  known, 
I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 


By  thy  cold  breast  and  secpent  smile, 
By  thy  unikthom'd  efoUSi  of  guile, 
By  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye. 
By  thy  shut  soul's  hypoerisy ; 
By  the  perfection  of  thine  art 
Which  pass'd  for  human  thine  own  hMtt; 
By  thy  delight  in  others'  pain. 
And  by  thy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 
I  call  upon  theel  and  eompel 
Thyself  to  be  thy  proper  Hell ! 


And  on  thy  head  I  pour  the  vial 

Which  doth  devote  thee  to  this  trial ; 

Nor  to  slumber,  nor  to  die, 

Shall  be  in  thy  destiny ; 

Though  thy  death  shall  still  seem  near 

To  thy  wish,  but  as  a  fear ; 

Lo !  the  spell  now  works  around  thee. 

And  the  clankless  chain  hath  bound  thee; 

O'er  thy  heart  and  brain  together 

Hath  the  word  been  pass'd— now  wither ! 


scEfc  n. 

The  Momiain  of  the  Jungfrau.^Time,  Mermg*' 
Mak FBBO  alone  upon  the  cUffM. 

Mam,  The  sphrits  I  have  raised  abandon  sm* 
The  spells  which  I  have  studied  befle  m»* 
The  remedy  I  reck'd  of  tortured  me  t 
I  lean  no  more  on  supeihumaa  aid,  . 
It  hath  no  power  upon  the  past,  and  for 
The  future,  till  the  past  be  gulTd  in  daiknc«i 
It  is  not  of  my  search.— My  motiier  BaittI 


.--i 


MiamiBD. 


Mil 


Aid  ftM  fiwh  lirwUag  Day,  and  jcm,  y  Hoim- 


Wl J  ne  je  baantiftil  ?  I  eaimot  lore  ye. 
Aod  thon,  the  bright  aye  of  tho  anlTerse, 
Hat  opesest  OTcr  all,  aad  nnto  aU 
Art  a  delist— thou  shin'st  not  on  my  heart* 
Aid  JOB,  ye  crage,  upon  whose  extreme  edge 
I  stand,  and  on  the  toirent'a  brink  beneath 

BekoUthe  taU  pinea  dwindled  aa  to  ahrnba 

la  diiflBen  of  distance ;  when  a  leap, 

Aitir,aBiotioii,  eren  a  breath,  wonld  bring 

Mj  teeaat  npon  its  loekj  booom'a  bed 

To  xest  for  erer—^herefoxe  do  I  panae  ? 

I feeltlie hnpolae — yet  I  do  not  plnnge ; 

I  aee  tke  peril — ^yet  do  not  recede ; 

And  my  brain  reels— and  yet  my  foot  U  firm : 

There  is  a  power  npon  me  which  withholds, 

Aad  aukes  it  my  fatality  to  Uto  ; 

If  it  be  fife  to  wear  within  myself 

This  banennesa  of  spirit,  and  to  be 

My  own  soal*B  sepnlchre,  for  I  have  ceased 

To  JQstify  tty  deeds  nnto  myself* 

The  last  mirmity  of  eriL    Ay, 

Hioo  wing'd  and  ehmd-deaTiag  minister, 

[An  mgUpaum, 
Whose  happy  flight  ia  highest  into  heaTen, 
Vefl  may'st  Aon  swoop  so  nesr  me— I  shoold  be 
^T  P*«7>  •n^  S«V8«  ^lune  eaglets ;  thon  art  gone 
Where  tiie  eye  cannot  follow  thee ;  bnt  thine 
Yet  pierces  downward,  onward,  or  above, 
With  a  perrading  rision. — ^Beautiftil ! 
How  beantifiil  ia  aU  this  Tisible  world ! 
How gkriovs  in  its  action  and  its^! 
Bnt  we,  who  name  onrselTes  its  soToreigns,  we, 
Half  dost,  half  deity,  alike  nnflt 
To  sink  or  soar,  with  oor  mix'd  essence  make 
A  eonfliet  of  its  elements,  and  faraathe 
The  breath  of  degradation  and  of  pride, 
Contending  with  low  wanta  and  lofty  will, 
Till  onr  mortality  predominates, 

Aad  men  arc   what  they  name  not  to  themselrea, 

Aad  trast  not  to  each  other.    Hftrk!  the  note, 

\Tk»  Skepher^a  pipe  m  th$  disiante  it  hmrd. 

The  BBtaal  mnsic  of  the  mountain  reed— 

For  here  the  patriarchal  days  are  not 

A  pastoral  Cable— pipea  In  the  liberal  air, 

Viz'd  wi^  the  sweet  bells  of  tiie  sauntering  herd ; 

Ky  ionl  wonld  drink  those  echoes.— Oh,  that  I  were 

The  Tiewleie  spirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 

A  firing  Toice,  a  breathing  harmony, 

A  bodiless  enjoyment— bom  and  dying 

With  the  biest  tone  which  made  me ! 

BMttrfrom  below  a  Chamou  HvxTnu 

CAmnoir  ffiei>r.  Etou  so 

Thia  way  the  chamois  leapt:  her  nimble  leet 
Have  hsffledme;  my  gains  to-day  wOl  oeaice 
K«P«y  my  breakneck  travail.— What  is  here  ? 
W1m>  seems  not  of  my  trade,  and  yet  hath  reaeh'd 
A  height  which  none  eren  of  our  mountaineers. 
Bare  our  best  huntcn,  may  attain ;  his  garb 
la  goodly,  his  mien  manly,  and  his  air 
Prand  as  &  freebom  peasant's,  at  this  distance- 
1  win  approach  him  nearer. 

AC  us.  (net  ptrcehing  the  dker.)  To  be  thn^- 
Gwy^lMit^d  with  anguish,  fike  tikese  blasted  pines, 
Wr<^  of  aaingle  winter,  barkkss,  branchless, 

AbTa^ted  tmnk  upon  a  cursed  root, 

^WhWhbttl  nppBes  ;  feeliDg  to" 


Aad  to  be  thus,  eternally  bnt  thua, 
Haring  been  otherwise  !    Now  furrow'd  o'er 
With  wrinkles,  ploughed  by  nioxncnts,  not  by  yean 
And  hours— all  tortured  into  ages — ^hours 
Which  I  outliTO !— ye  toppling  crags  of  ice ! 
Te  avalanches,  whom  a  breath  draws  down 
In  mountainous  o*erwhclming,  come  and  crush  mt* 
I  hear  ye  momently  above,  beneath. 
Crash  with  a  frequent  conflict ;  but  yo  pass. 
And  only  fall  on  things  that  still  would  lire ; 
On  the  young  flourishing  forest,  or  the  hut 
And  hamlet  of  the  harmless  villager. 

C,  Hun.  The  mists  begin  to  rise  from  up  the  valley ; 
1*11  warn  him  to  descend,  or  he  may  chance 
To  loae  at  once  his  way  and  life  together. 

Jfon.  The  mists  boil  up  around  the  glaciers ;  clondi 
Bise  curling  fast  beneath  me,  white  and  sulphury 
Like  foam  from  the  roused  ocean  of  deep  Ilell, 
Whose  every  wave  breaks  on  a  living  shore, 
Heap*d  with  the  damn'd  like  pebbles.— I  am  giddy. 

C^Hun.  I  must  approach  him  cautiously;  if  neaXt 
A  sudden  step  will  startle  him,  and  he 
Seems  tottering  already. 

Man.  Mountains  have  fallen. 

Leaving  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  the  shock 
Rocking  their  Alpine  brethren ;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destruction's  splintcn ; 
Damming  the  rivers  with  a  sndden  dash. 
Which  crush'd  the  waters  into  mist,  and  made 
Their  fountains  find  another  channel— thus, 
Thus,  in  its  old  age,  did  Mount  Rosenberg- 
Why  stood  I  not  beneath  it  ? 

C  Hun,  Friend !  have  a  eaze» 

Tour  next  step  may  be  fatal !— for  the  love 
Of  Him  who  made  yon,  stand  not  on  that  brink  1 

Ifan.  (not  hearing  him.)  Such  would  have  beeft 
for  me  a  fitting  tomb ; 
My  bones  had  then  been  quiet  in  their  depth ; 
They  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  the  rocks 
For  the  wind's  pastime— as  thus — ^thus  they  shall 

be- 
In  this  one  pltmge.- Farewell,  ye  opening  heavens  1 
Look  not  upon  me  thus  reproachfully— 
Ye  were  not  meant  for  me — Earth '  take  those  atoms ! 
[Am  Manfbbd  u  in  act  to  s/n  ing  fixtm  the  cliffy 
the  Chamois  Huntku  sciztj  and  retaint  him 
with  a  eudden  grasp. 

C  Hun.  Hold,  madman ! — though  aweary  of  thy 
Ufe, 
Stain  not  our  pure  vales  with  thy  guilty  blood- 
Away  with  me— I  will  not  quit  my  hold. 

Man,  1  am  most  sick  at  heart— nay,  grasp  ms 
not— 
I  am  all  feebleness— the  mountains  whirl 

Spinning  around  me 1  grow  blind ^What  art 

thou? 

C.  Hun.  VTl  answer  that  anon. — Away  with  me— 

The  clouds  grow  thicker there — ^iiow  lean  on  me— 

Place  your  foot  here— here,  take  this  staff,  and  dinf 
A  moment  to  that  shrub— now  give  mo  your  hand, 
And  hold  fast  by  my  girdle — softly — well — 
The  Chalet  will  be  gained  within  an  hour- 
Come  on,  we'll  quickly  find  a  surer  footing, 
And  something  like  a  pathway,  which  the  torrent 
Hath   wash'd   since   winter.— Come,    'tis  bravely 

done — 
You  should  have  been  a  hunter. — ^FoUow  me. 

[At  they  descend  the  nxAs  with  diJicfUty,  the 


Bxaosrs  wobxh. 


ACT  n. 

8CBNEI. 

A  Cottaga  among  the  Bemsw  Alpt, 
M1.XIF&BD  and  the  Chamois  Huntib. 

C,  Htm.  No,  no— yet  pause— thou  must  not  jet 
go  forth : 
Thy  mind  and  body  are  alike  unfit 
To  trust  each  other,  for  some  hours,  at  least; 
When  thou  art  better,  I  will  be  thy  guide — 
But  whither  ? 

Jfofi.  It  imports  not :  I  do  know 

My  route  tall  well,  and  need  no  further  guidance. 

C.  Hun.  Thy  garb  and  gait  bespeak  thee  of  high 
lineage- 
One  of  the  many  chiefs,  whose  castled  orags 
Look  o*er  the  lower  valleys — ^which  of  these 
May  call  thee  lord?  I  only  know  their  portals; 
My  way  of  Ufe  leads  me  but  rarely  down 
To  bask  by  the  huge  hearths  of  those  old  halls> 
Carousing  with  tlie  vassals ;  but  the  paths. 
Which  step  from  out  our  mountains  to  their  doors, 
1*  know  from  childhood— which  of  these  is  thine  ? 

Man,  No  matter. 

C,  Hun,  Well,  sir,  pardon  me  the  question, 

And  be  of  better  cheer.    Come,  taste  my  wine : 
'Tis  of  an  ancient  vintage ;  many  a  day 
'T  has  thaw'd  my  veins  among  our  glaciers,  now 
Let  it  do  thus  for  thine — Come,  pledge  me  fairly. 

Man.  Away,  away  1  there's  blood  upon  the  brim! 
Will  it  then  nevei^-^ever  sink  in  the  earth  ? 

C.  Hun,  What  dost  thou  mean  ?  thy  senses  wan- 
der from  thee. 

Mem,  I  say  'tis  blood— my  blood !  the  pure  warm 
stream 
Which  ran  in  the  veins  of  my  fathers,  and  in  ours, 
When  we  were  in  our  youth,  and  had  one  heart, 
And  loved  each  other  as  wAhould  not  love, 
And  this  was  shed :  but  still  it  rises  vpt 
Coloring  the  clouds,  that  shut  me  out  firom  heaven^ 
Where  thou  art  not^-and  I  shall  never  be. 

C.  Hun,  Man  of  strange  words,  and  some  half- 
maddening  sin, 
Which  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  whate'er 
Thy  dread  and  suiferance  be,  there's  comfort  yet^— 
The  aid  of  holy  men,  and  heavenly  patience— 

Man.  Patience  and  patience !    Henoe-^that  word 
was  made 
For  brutes  of  burden,  not  for  birds  of  prey ; 
Preach  it  to  mortals  of  a  dust  like  thine, — 
I  am  not  of  thine  order. 

C,  Hun.  Thanks  to  heaven ! 

I  would  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  fame 
Of  William  Tell ;  but  whatsoe'er  thine  Ul, 
It  must  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are  useless. 

Man,  Bo  I  not  bear  it  ? — Look  on  me'—I  live. 

C.  Hun.  This  is  convulsion,  and  no  healthful  life. 

M(m,  I  tell  thee,  man !  I  have  lived  many  years. 
Many  long  years,  but  they  are  nothing  now 
To  those  which  I  must  number :  age»— ages — 
Space  and  eternity— and  consciousness, 
With  the  fierce  thirst  of  death— and  still  unslaked! 

C.  Hun  Why,  on  thy  brow  the  seal  of  middle  age 
Ilath  scarce  been  set;  I  am  thine  elder  far. 

'\fan.  Thiuk'st  thou  existence  doth  depend  on 
Hma? 


It  doth;  bat  aotlons  sm  our  epochs :  n^ 
Have  made  my  days  and  nights  imperishable 
Endless,  and  all  alike,  as  sands  on  the  shore, 
Innumerable  atoms ;  and  one  desert, 
Barren  and  cold,  on  which  the  wild  waves  break. 
But  nothing  rests,  save  carcasses  and  wrecks, 
Books,  and  the  sdt  surf-weeds  of  bitterness. 

C.  Hun.  Alas !  he's  mad— but  yet  I  most  nel 
leave  him. 

Man.  1  would  I  were — ^for  then  the  things  t  see 
Would  be  but  a  distemper'd  dream. 

C.  Hun,  What  is  it 

That  thou  dost  see,  or  think  thou  look'st  upon? 

Man.  Myself,  and  thee— a  peasant  of  the  Alps— 
Thy  humble  virtues,  hospitable  home. 
And  spirit  patient,  pious,  proud,  and  free ; 
Thy  self-respect,  grafted  on  innocent  thoughts ; 
Thy  days  of  health,  and  nights  of  sleep ;  thy  toiU, 
By  danger  dignified,  yet  guiltless ;  hopes 
Of  cheerfU  old  age  and  a  quiet  grave. 
With  cross  and  garland  over  its  green  turf. 
And  thy  grandchildren's  love  for  epitaph; 
This  do  I  see— «nd  then  I  look  within— 
It  matters  not^-my  soul  was  scorch'd  already! 

C.  Hun,  And  wouldst  thou  then  exchange  thy 
lot  for  mine  ? 

Man,  No,  friend !    I  would  not  wrong  thee  nof 
exchange 
My  lot  with  living  being :  I  can  bear- 
However  wretchedly,  'tis  still  to  bear- 
In  life  what  others  could  not  brook  to  dream, 
But  perish  in  their  slumber. 

C.  Hun.  And  with  this- 

This  cautious  feeling  for  another's  pain, 
Canst  thou  be  black  with  evil  ?— eay  not  so. 
Can  one  of  gentle  thoughts  have  ineak'd  reven|a 
Upon  his  enemies  ? 

Man.  Oh !  no,  no,  ^0 ! 

My  injuries  came  down  on  those  who  loved  me— 
On  those  whom  I  best  loved :  I  never  quell'd 
An  enemy,  save  in  my  just  defence— 
But  my  embrace  was  fatal. 

C.  Hun.  Heaven  give  thee  rest! 

And  penitence  restore  thee  to  thyself; 
My  prayers  shall  be  for  thee. 

Man.  I  need  them  not 

But  can  endure  thy  pity.    I  depart— 
'Tis  time— farewell!— here's  gold  and  thanks  fcl 

thee — 
No  worde— it  is  thy  due.— Follow  me  not— 
I  know  my  path— the  mountain  perils  pass'd:-' 
And  once  again,  I  charge  thee,  follow  not ! 


SCENE  U. 


AUnoer  VaUeymthe  Alpe.'-A  Catanet' 


Alter  MA.KvitBi>. 

It  is  noon — ^the  sunbow's  rays  still  arch 
The  torrent  with  the  many  hues  *  of  heaven. 
And  roll  the  sheeted  silver's  waving  column 
O'er  the  crag's  headlong  perpendicular, 
And  fling.its  lines  of  foaming  light  along, 
And  to  and  fro,  like  the  pale  courser's  t^i 
The  Giant  steed,  to  be  bestrode  by  Death, 
As  told  in  the  Apocalypse.    No  eyes 
But  mine  now  drink  this  sight  of  loveliness; 


I  iMIifeiMte  tB  this  fwwl  toiitiBk, 
Aadvttfbaf^faft  of  theplM*  divide 
ThAkoMgtef  th— ewmtttf    I  wiU  rail  h«r. 

pOsnaD  Jinb0  mm  ef  ^  vm^w*  «"<^  ^^ 

Wrck  qv  tkb  Az.n  rum  bmimth  the  tark 
tfHummdmmoftkBtorrmL 
BeBKtilUSpiixt!  witlitliy  hiir  of  l^ht, 
Aad  AHding  Vfom  of  glozy,  lA  wIumo  fonn 
Th0«taBMof  Martk*sl0tttHaiortaldnglrtmgRiw 
Tb  n  UMttthly  stature,  in  en  eeicnoe 
Of  pvcr  abments ;  wbJIe  the  hues  of  yoatli,^ 
Onaatioa'd  like  a  aleeping  in&nt's  eheek, 
Aoek'd  by  the  beating  of  her  mother**  heart. 
Or  dM  rose  tints,  whieh  summer's  twOight  leaves 
UpsB  the  lofty  grader's  virgin  snow, 
The  bfavh  of  earth  embracing  with  her  heayen-^ 
Tbge  tiiy  oelestial  aspect,  and  aaake  tame 
ThsbeaatieB  of  the  snnbow  which  bends  o'er  thee. 
lUiaatiM  Spirit !  in  thy  calm  elaar  brow, 
Whcnin  is  gjass'd  sesenity  of  seol, 
Which  of  itsdf  shows  imsoortslity, 
I  read  Oat  Oon  wilt  pation  to  a  Son 
Of  Xsrth,  whom  the  ahstznser  powers  permit 
AtfisMS  te  eonmmne  with  themr-if  that  he 
Atail  him  ^  his  spells— to  sail  thee  dms, 
Anl  ssss  on  lihee  a  moment. 

WUdL  Son  of  Earth  I 

Ikaow  thee,  and  the  powntswhidi  give  thee  power; 
I  know  thee  fas  a  man  of  numy  thoughts, 
Aad  deeds  of  good  and  iQ,  estreme  in  both, 
Faldsad  bled  in  thy  sviferings. 
I  have  eipeeted  this--^what  wouldst  thou  with  me  ? 

MsM.  Tolooh  upon  Hiy  beauty— nothing  further. 
The  fsoe  of  the  earth  hath  madden'dme,  and  I 
Take  reftigoin  has  mysteries,  and  pierce 
To  the  abodes  of  those  wlio  govecn  her— 
Bat  thqrcsn  nothing  aid  me.    I  have  sought 
Timn  them  what  ttoy  oonld  not  bestow,  and  now 
I  Hsith  no  tether. 

WUA  Whateonldbotke^fnool 
Whidk  ii  not  in  the  power  of  the  most  powerfbl, 
Ttenhn  ef  the  invisfible  ? 

ICn.  Aboon; 

Botiiky  ahoald  I  repeat  it  ?  'twere  in  vain. 

Wkk.  I  know  not  that ;  let  thy  lips  utter  it. 

Km.  WeQ,  tiiongh  it  tortare  sae,  'tis  bat  the 


Mjpeagihallilndavoieo.    Frommyyottthvpwards 
X7tpii1twa]k*a  not  with  the  souls  of  men, 
N«r  kok'd  qrantiie  earth  with  human  siyes ; 
The  thiist  of  their  anUtkm  wHiBot  mlM^ 
Thesmof  thrtretistenes  wasBotsaine; 
MyJ"J%«rgiis«b,  my  psasien,  and  my  powers, 
Uiade  ae  a  ttzanger ;  though  I  wore  the  form, 
I  hadno  syaprthy  wit]i  breathing  flesh, 
Ker  midst  the  ereateres  of  eky  tliat  girded  me 
Was  ttaiebut  (MO  who-    ■  'bntef  her  anon. 
I  said  with  oken,  «d  irith  Ae  thooghts  of  men, 
I  held  but  alight  commu^on ;  but  instead. 
My  joy  was  m^Ow  Wttfcin— ,  to  faMatho 
The  dificolt  air  of  the  iafed  mountain's  top, 
Where  the  bMr dare  not  baiM,  nor  inseot's  wing 
Flit  o'er  the  hexblena  granite;  ortoplUhge 
Into  the  torraal,  sad  to  lia  along 
On  the  swift  ^Md  of  tbe  new  bimUng  wave 
Of  Bver-sttsfli,  fff  ocesa,  in  &eir  flow. 
InthsMmyeaiiyatttnglhenlted;  or 
29 


To  Mflfw  thnogh  the  Bight  «M  «MvlBg  mMtt, 

ThestsissadthdrderelopBient;  oreUeh 

The  dasUag  Ughtnfaigs  till  say  eyss  grew  dim  i 

Or  to  look,  lisfnittg,  on  the  sratter'd  leaves. 

While  Antoam  winds  wsre  at  thair  evening  soBg. 

These  wers  my  pastimes,  end  to  be  alone ; 

For  if  die  beings,  of  whom  I  was  one,— 

Hating  to  be  so,    croas'd  me  in  my  path, 

I  ftlt  myself  degraded  haok  to  them, 

And  was  an  elay  again.    And  then  I  dived. 

In  my  hme  wanderings,  to  the  eaves  of  death, 

Seardiing  its  eause  in  its  efleet ;  and  drew 

From  wither'd  boaee,  and  Anils,  acd  hsap'd  «p  dm^ 

Conehisions  moot  fesbidden.    Then  I  pass'd 

The  nights  of  years  in  soianeee  untaught, 

Save  in  tile  old  time ;  and  with  time  an^il. 

And  tenible  ordeal,  and  sneh  pefnanee 

As  in  itself  hath  power  upon  the  air. 

And  spirits  that  do  eompass  air  andeerth, 

Spaeo,  and  the  peopled  infinite,  I  made 

Vine  eyes  ibmiliar  with  Btamity, 

Such  as,  beftnw  me,  did  tiie  Magi,  and 

He  iriM>  fbom  onttiieir  ilrantain  dwellinga  raised 

Sroe  and  Anteros*  at  Gadara, 

As  I  doHhee  ;«-«nd  with  my  knowledge  grew 

The  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  power  and  joy 

Of  this  most  bright  inteUigenoe,  until 

WUth,  Froeeed. 

Ifofi.  Oh !  I  but  thus  prolong'd  my  wocds, 

Boasting  these  idle  attribntee,  becanae 
As  I  approaeh  the  eore  of  my  heart^a  griel- 
But  to  my  task.    I  have  not  named  to  thee 
Father  or  mi^tiier,  mistress,  friend,  or  being, 
With  whom  I  wore  the  ehain  of  human  ties : 
If  I  had  sash,  they  seem'd  not  such  to  m^- 
Yet  thers  was  on*— 

WUeh,  Spare  not  thyself— preesid. 

Jim.  She  was  like  me  in  lineaments-her  eyes. 
Her  hair,  h«  fiMtnrss,  all,  to  the  very  tone 
Even  of  her  voiee,  they  said  were  like  to  mine ; 
But  Boftan'd  all,  and  temper'd  into  beauty ; 
She  had  the  same  kme  thoughts  and  wandesiagSv 
The  queet  of  hidden  knowledge*  end  a  mind 
To  oomprehend  the  universe :  nor  these 
Atone,  b«t  with  them  gentler  powers  than  mine, 
Pity,  and  amilea,  and  tears-^whieh  I  had  not ; 
And  tenderness— b«t  that  I  had  lior  her ; 
Hnmility-"«ad  that  I  never  had. 
Her  flndts  were  mhM— her  virtues  wars  her  own- 
I  lo^d  her,  and  deetvey'd  her  1 

WUiA.  With  thy  hand? 

Jfon.  Mot  with  my  hand,  but  heart-^whieh  broke 
her  heart*- 
It  gased  on  mine,  and  wither'd.    I  have  shed 
Blood,  but  not  hers— and  yet  her  blood  was  shedr* 
I  saw— and  eenld  not  ataneh  it. 

WUeh.  And  far  this— 

A  being  of  the  rase  thon  doet  despise, 
The  order  which  thine  own  would  rise  above^ 
Mingling  with  as  aad  ours,  thou  dost  forego 
The  gifts  of  ear  great  knowledge,  and  shrink'st  bask 
To  recteaat  mortalky— Away ! 

Jfofi.  Danghtar  of  Air!  I  teU  thee,  since  thaA 
hou^— 
But  words  are  hreathr-leok  on  me  in  my  sleep. 
Or  watch  my  watehings— Come  and  ait  by  me ! 
My  soUtnde  is  solitude  no  more. 
But  peopled  wi^  the  Furies ;— I  have  gnaah'4 
My  teeth  IB  darkness  tm  returning  1 
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Then  onzted  myfelf  tSIl  sunset ;— I  lune  pny'd 
For  madne—  as  a  blessing^'tis  denied  me. 
I  baye  affronted  death— ^ut  in  the  war 
Of  elements  the  waters  shrunk  from  me» 
And  fatal  things  pass'd  harmless— the  cold  hand 
Of  an  all-pitiless  demon  held  me  back, 
Back  by  a  single  hair,  which  wonld  not  break. 
In  phantasy,  imagination,  all 
The  affluenoe  of  my  soul— ^which  one  day  was 
A  CroBsns  in  creation^-I  plunged  deep. 
Bat,  like  an  ebbing  wave,  it  daah'd  me  back 
Into  the  gulf  of  my  unfathom'd  thought. 
I  plnnged  amidst  mankind— Forgetfulness 
I  sought  in  all,  save  where  'tis  to  be  found, 
And  that  I  haye  to  learn— 4ny  sciences, 
My  long  ]4p8ued  and  superhuman  art, 
Is  mortal  here— I  dwell  in  my  despair— 
And  liye— and  liye  forever. 

WUeh,  It  may  be 

That  I  can  aid  thee. 

Man,  To  do  this  thy  power 

Must  wake  the  dead,  or  lay  me  low  with  them. 
Do  so— in  any  shape— in  any  hour— 
With  any  torture — so  it  be  the  last. 

WUeh.  That  is  not  in  my  province ;  but  tf  thou 
Wilt  swear  obedience  to  my  will,  and  do 
My  bidding,  it  may  help  thee  to  thy  wishes. 

Man.  I  will  not  swear — Obey !  and  whom  ?  the 
spirits 
Whose  presence  I  command,  and  be  the  slave 
Of  those  who  served  me— Never  ( 

WUeh.  Is  this  aU? 

Hast  thou  no  gentler  answer  ?— Tet  bethink  thee, 
And  pause  ere  thou  rejeetest. 

Man,  I  have  said  it. 

Witch,  Enough  !->!  may  retire  then— eay ! 

iron.  Retire! 

[ThB  WiroH  diBof^&Mn, 

Man.  faloM,)  We  are  the  fools  of  time  and  terror : 
Days 
Steal  on  us  and  steal  from  us ;  yet  we  live, 
Loathing  omr  life,  and  dreading  stfll  to  die. 
In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke— 
This  vital  weight  upon  the  straggling  heext, 
Whieh  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick  with  pds. 
Or  joy  that  ends  in  agony  or  faintness— > 
In  all  the  days  of  past  and  future,  for 
In  life  there  is  no  present,  we  can  numbsr 
How  few— how  less  tiian  few— 'nherein  the  soul 
Forbears  to  pant  for  death,  aatd  yet  draws  baok 
As  from  a  stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 
Be  but  a  moment's.    I  have  one  resource 
Still  in  my  science— I  can  call  the  dead, 
And  ask  them  what  it  is  we  dread  to  be : 
The  sternest  answer  can  but  be  the  Grave, 
And  that  is  nothing— if  they  answer  not— 
The  buried  Prophet  answered  to  the  Hag 
Of  Endor ;  and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 
Fhmi  the  Byzantine  maid's  unsleeping  spirit 
An  answer  and  his  destiny— he  slew 
That  whieh  he  loved,  unknowing  what  he  slew, 
And  died  unpardon'd— though  he  call'd  in  aid 
The  Phyxian  Jove,  and  in  Phigalia  roused 
The  Arcadian  Evocators  to  compel 
The  indignant  shadow  to  depose  her  wrath, 
Or  fix  her  term  of  vengeance— she  replied 
In  words  of  dubious  import,  but  ftiliUled.* 
If  I  had  never  lived,  that  which  I  love 
Had  iiiU  been  living;  had  I  never  loved, 


That  which  I  love  wmdd  stiH  be  beattliAi]^ 
Happy  and  giving  happiness.    What  is  shs  \ 
What  is  she  now  ? — a  sufferer  for  my  fSoA-^ 
A  thing  I  dare  not  think  upon— or  nothing. 
Within  few  hours  I  shall  not  call  in  vain— 
Tet  in  this  hour  I  dread  the  thing  I  dare: 
Until  this  hour  I  never  shrunk  to  gaae 
On  spirit,  good  or  evilr-aow  I  tremble, 
And  feel  a  strange  cold  thaw  upon  my  heart, 
But  I  can  act  even  what  I  most  aVhor, 
And  champion  human  fears.— 4;he  night  appioa«hfa 

[JSn( 

SCENE  III. 

The  Summit  of  the  Jungfrau  Mowntaxn 

Enter  Fibst  Dbstint. 
The  moon  is  rising  broad,  and  round,  and  bright , 
And  here  on  snows,  where  never  human  foot 
Of  oonuion  mortal  trod,  we  nightly  tread. 
And  leave  no  traces ;  o'er  the  savage  sea, 
The  glassy  ocean  of  the  mountain  ice, 
We  skim  its  rugged  breakers,  which  put  on 
The  aspect  of  a  tumbling  tempest's  foam, 
Frozen  in  a  moment— a  dead  whirlpool's  image; 
And  this  most  steep  fantastic  pinnacle, 
The  fretwork  of  some  earthquake— where  the  doaft 
Pause  to  repose  themselves  in  passing  b^ 
Is  sacred  to  our  revels,  oar  our  vigils ; 
Here  do  I  wait  my  sisters,  on  our  way 
To  the  Hall  of  Arimanes,  for  to-night 
Is  our  great  festival— 'tia  strange  they  oomenot 

A  Voice  without,  tinging. 
The  Captive  Usurper, 

Hurl'd  down  from  the  throne. 
Lay  buried  in  torpor, 

Forgotten  and  lone; 
I  broke  throi^^h  his  slnmbcts, 

I  shiver'd  his  chain, 
I  leagued  him  with  numben— 
He's  Tyrant  again! 
With  the  blood  of  a  millioa  hell  answw  my  eaie, 
With  a  nation's  destraction— his  flight  and  dea^. 

Second  Voice,  without. 
The  ship  sail'd  on,  the  ship  sail'd  fisst, 
But  I  left  not  a  sail,  and  I  left  not  a  mastc 
There  is  not  a  plank  of  the  hnll  or  ^  deck, 
And  there  is  not  a  wretch  to  lament  o'er  Us  vmk 
Save  one,  whom  I  held,  as  he  swam,  by  tiie  hm, 
And  he  was  a  subject  weU  vrarthy  my  eaie ; 
A  traitor  on  land,  and  a  pixate  at  seap- 
But  I  safed  him  to  wreak  tother  havoe  te  M 1 

F1X8T  Djbstzxt,  anewering 
The  city  lies  sleeping ; 

The  mom,  to  dapkn  lit 
May  dawn  on  it  weeing : 

SuUeidy,  slowly. 
The  black  plague  flsfw  o'er  it,— 

Thovsaads  lie  lovdy; 
Tens  of  thousands  eliaU  periah— 

The  living  shaU  fly  i 
The  sick  they  should  c 

But  nothing  can  vanqttiak 
The  touch  that  they  die  froasfi 

Sorrow  and  angokh* 


The  blest  an  thtdfldd, 

VWaMBottedi^t 
Of  tiMir  oim  dnoUttab— 

Ikkwoikof  anight— 
AkviMk  of  «  jwlBk— ihk  dMd  of  ay  Mn^^ 
lori«w  Tie  4nu»  sad  AaU  itiU  U  TCMfwmg  1 

Alter  d#  SaooHD  on^  Tbi&d  BBSTnrzsi. 

Tl«  Tkrm. 

Oar  Iiands  contain  the  hearts  of  men, 
Oar  footsteps  sie  their  graves ; 

We  onl J  give  to  take  again 
The  spints  of  our  slsTes ! 

PMIkt.  If  eleome !— Where's  Nemesis  ? 
SteoMl  Dm,  At  some  great  work ; 

Bit  what  I  know  not,  for  my  hands  were  AilL 
DM  Dee.  B^old  she  cometh. 

JEM^Nsansis. 

Fini  Dm.  Say,  where  hast  thou  been  ? 

Iff  tisten  and  tiiyself  are  slow  to-night. 

Jfcn.  I  was  detained  repairing  shatter'd  thrones, 
Harrying  Ibols,  restoring  dynasties, 
A^engiag  men  upon  their  enemies. 
And  m#tfBg  them  repent  tiieir  own  revenge  j 
Goading  the  wise  to  madness ;  fhmi  the  dull 
flhapmg  oat  orades  to  mile  the  world 
Afresh,  fiir  they  were  waxing  out  of  date. 
And  mortals  dared  to  ponder  Ibr  themselves, 
To  weigh  kings  in  tlie  balance,  and  to  speak 
Of  ikeedom,  the  telndden  findt.— Away ! 
We  have  ontstay'd  die  hour— mount  we  ow  elonds ! 

[Exeunt, 

8CB2VB  lY. 

ne  Jfafl  of  Avim  ■■  it  ^ArmtMBi  m  to  Jlkmt,  m 
Gfats  of  Ftrtt  tunvrntded  hjf  ik$  Spirit$, 

Hfam  qf  the  Spouts. 

Hsato  ov  Master!— Frinoe  of  Bartb  sad  Air ! 

Who  watts  the  clonds  sad  wsters-^in  his  hand 
Tlie  Msptm  of  the  ataaseirts-whieh  tear 

Themselves  to  ehaoa  at  his  high  eosMnaad! 
Hebttatheth    and  a tsBspsst shakes  theses; 

Bespcaketh--«ndthee]Midsxspfyia  tfinate; 
Hegaseih   6oin  his  glsBosthe  sttnbesaM  ie«; 

He  moveth   esst^—kes  nsd  the  wosIA  sendsr. 
fiaissthhis  IboCsteps  the  volcanoes  rise ; 

Hjs  shadow  is  the  Fsstflnss;  his  path 
The  eoneli  herald  throsgh  the  eneUing  skies ; 

And  phaets  turn  to  ashes  at  hie  wrath. 
To  him  Wtr offers  daily  saerifiee; 

TohimDeaOipayshistrilmte;  life  is  his. 
With  aQ  iti  infinite  of  agonies^ 

And  his  the  spkU  oC  wl^rfmsr  is  I 

Bnler  the  DssTurns  ofitf  Nsmbbis. 

^tfsi  Dst.  Olory  to  Arimanes!  on  the  earth 
flis  povies  laawsseth   hoth  a^  sirtMW  did 
His  haddlng,  not  did  I  neglect  my  duty  I 

SecomdVet,  Ql«^  t»  Asiimnes !  ve  who  how 
The  necks  of  msn,  bow  down  before  his  thronsi 

Third  Dee.  Qlmy  to  Aiimaaesl  we  await 


i  ws«Ksthtes» 
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Aad  sB 'teft  Use*,  Msm  ss  less,  is 

And  most  things whsUy  so;  sdUto 
Our  power,  ineressiag  thxoe,  ~ 
And  we  ara  vigilsnS^Thy  late 
Have  been  fklflll'd  to  Aie 


Enter  Mah  p&sd. 

A  4mHI.  Whatia  hen  ? 

A  mortal !— Thon  moat  rash  and  iatal  wisteh, 
Bow  down  and  wonhip ! 

Seeemd  S^^irit,  I  do  know  tiie  man— 

A  Magieian  of  great  paww  and  feaifal  skill ! 

Third  Spirit,  Bow  down  and  worship,  alavel— 
What,  hnow'st  thou  not 
Thine  and  oar  Sovereign  ?— Tremble,  and  shsy 

AU  the  Spirite,  Prostrate  thyself,  and  thy  en- 
demnedday, 
Child  of  the  Earth !  or  dread  the  worst 

M€m,  Iknowit; 

And  yet  ye  see  I  kned  not. 

Famih  S^ririt,  'Twill  be  tanght  Ikss. 

Man,  'Tis  taught  already ;— many  a  night  on  tlM 
earth. 

On  Uie  bare  ground,  hare  I  bow'd  down  my  ftss, 
And  straw'd  my  head  with  ashes ;  I  have  known 
The  ftilness  of  humiliation,  for 
I  sunk  before  mf  vain  despair,  and  knelt 
To  my  own  desolation. 

Fifth  Spirit.  Dost  thon  dare 

Refuse  to  Arimanes  on  his  throne 
What  the  iHiole  earth  accords,  beholding  not 
The  tenor  of  his  Gloiy--Crouch !  X  say. 

Man.  Bid  him  bow  down  to  that  whieh  ii  shswt 
him, 

The  ovecruling  Infinite— the  Maker 
Who  made  tim  not  for  worship— let  him  kneel. 
And  we  will  kneel  together. 

J%e  SpiriiB.  Crush  tiie  worm ! 

Tear  him  in  pieces  !— 

FiretDee,  Hence!  Avaunt t-^ie's whs. 

Prinoe  of  the  Powers  invialbis!  This  msn 
Is  of  no  ooonnon  eed«,  ss  his  port 
And  presence  heee  denote;  his i   ~ 
Have  been  of  an  inimeetsl  nature*  Hks 
Our  own ;  his  knowledge,  and  his  powen,  snd  wfll« 
As  £ur  as  is  sosBpatilAs  with  clay, 
Which  dogs  the  ethsMsl  swenee,  have  hestt  snek 
As  dsy  hath  leldsw-bertts;  MssspiMtlsns 
Have  been  beyond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth. 
And  they  hare  only  tanght  him  what  we  knai^* 
That  knowledge  ie  not  happiness,  snd  sdeAse 
But  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  anotbor  kind  of  ignoranoe. 
This  is  notaU-the  passions,  attoflvoCes 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  frosa  whieh  no  pwm,  an 


Nor  breath  firom  ths  worn  upwards  is 
Have  pierced  his  heart;  and  in  their 
Made  him  a  thing,  whieh  I,  who  pity  nolt 
Yet  pardett  tiiose  who  pity.    He  is  mdns 
And  thine,  it  may  be— be  it  so,  ernot» 
No  other  Spirit  In  this  region  hsA 
A  soul  liks  hie— or  power  upon  his  ionL 
^esi.  What  detlL  he  here  then? 
FiretDee,  Let  him 

ifon.  Ye  know utet  I  have  kmrmi; 
power 
leonldnotbe 


rttal. 


ys:  bvtthMtan 


BYBOm  mBXB. 


Powevi  detpor  itill  begrDBd— I  oome  in  ^piM* 
Of  Boeh,  to  aaiwer  unto  what  I  seek. 

Jfem.  What  would'st  thou  ? 

Hofi.  Thou  canst  not  reply  to  me. 

Call  up  the  dead— mj  question  is  for  them. 

Nem,  Great  Arimanesy  doth  thy  will  axouch 
The  wishes  of  this  mortal  ? 

An.  Tea. 

Jfmn.  Whom  wouldst  thou 

Unohamel  ? 

Man.         One  without  a  tomh — caU  up 
Astarte. 

NBMB8I8. 

Shadow!  or  Spirit! 

Whaterer  thou  art, 
Which  still  doth  inherit 

The  whole  or  a  part 
Of  the  form  of  thy  birth, 

Of  the  mould  of  thy  clay, 
Which  retnm'd  to  the  earth, 

Reappear  to  the  day ! 
Bear  what  thou  borest, 

The  heart  and  the  form, 
And  the  aspect  thou  worest, 
Redeem  from  the  worm. 
Appear ! — ^Appear ! — ^Appear  I 
Who  sent  thee  there  requires  thee  here ! 
[The  Phantom  of  Abtabtb  rhet  and  stands  in 
themidH. 

Man.  Can  this  be  death  ?  there's  bloom  upon  h^ 
cheek; 
But  now  I  see  it  is  no  living  hue, 
But  a  strange  hectic— like  the  unnatural  red 
Which  Autumn  plants  upon  the  perish'd  leaf. 
It  is  the  same  I  Oh,  God  I  that  I  should  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same— Astarte  !^M4>, 
I  oaanot  speak  to  heac^-but  bid  her  speak^ 
Forgive  me  or  condemn  me. 

Nbkbsib. 

By  the  power  which  hath  broken 
The  grave  i^eh  enthralled  thee, 

Speak  to  him  who  hath  spoken. 
Or  those  who  have  eaU'd  thee ! 

Man,  She  is  silent, 

Aad  in  that  siUnee  X  aa  nuwe  than  answer'd. 
Nem.  My  power  extends  no  fortker.    Prince  of 

ItzMts  with  thee  alone— command  her  Toioe. 

Ari,  Spirit— obey  this  sceptre ! 

Nem.  Silent  etfUl 

She  is  not  of  our  orderi  but  belongs 
To  the  other  powers.    Mortal!  thy  quest  is  Tain, 
And  we  are  baffled  also. 

Man.  Hear  me,  hear  me 

Astaxtel  aybetoredl  speak  te me: 
I  have  so  much  endured— eo  much  endure— 
Look  on  mo !  the  grave  hath  not  changed  thee 
Than  I  am  changed  for  thee.    Thou  lovedst  me 
Too  much,  as  I  loved  thee :  we  were  not  made 
To  torture  thus  each  other,  though  it  were 
The  deadliest  sin  to  love  as  we  have  loved. 
Say  that  thou  loath'st  me  qo^— that  X  do  bear 
This  punishment  for  both— that  thou  wilt  be 
One  of  the  blessed— and  that  I  shall  die ; 
For  hitherto  all  hateful  things  conspire 
To  bind  me  in  exjstenee— 4n  a  life 


Which  makes  wm  shifalk  from  f 

A  future  like  the  past.    I  eannot  iwt. 

I  know  not  what  I  ask,  nor  what  I  seek : 

I  feel  but  what  thou  art-^aad  wlmt  X  am ; 

And  I  would  he^  yet  once  more  before  I  peiish 

The  voice  which  was  my  music— Speak  to  me ! 

For  I  have  oaU'd  on  thee  in  &e  etill  ai||h«f 

Startled  &e  slumbering  birds   from  the  knah'd 

houghs, 

And  woke  the  mountain  wolves,  and  made  llie  cavei 
Acquainted  with  thy  vainly  echoed  name, 
Which  answer'd  me — many  things  answer'd  m^ 
Spirits  and  men— but  thou  wert  silent  all. 
Tet  speak  to  me !  I  have  outwatch'd  the  stan. 
And  gased  o'er  heaven  in  vain  in  search  of  thee. 
Speak  to  me !  I  have  wander'd  o'er  the  earth, 
And  never  found  thy  likeness — Speak  to  m.%  I 
Look  on  the  fiends  around— they  feel  for  me ; 
I  fear  them  not,  and  feel  for  thee  alone— 
Speak  to  me !  though  it  be  in  wrath ;— but  say— 
I  reek  not  what^-4>ut  let  me  hear  thee  once— 
This  once— once  more ! 

Phantom  of  Astarte.  Manfred! 

Man.  Say  on,  say  ot^ 

I  live  but  in  the  sotmd— it  is  thy  voice ! 

Phan.  Manfred!   To-morrow  ends  thine  eartUj 
ills. 
FareweU! 

Man.      Tet  one  word  more— am  I  forgiven  ? 

Phan.  Farewell! 

Man.  Say,  shall  we  meet  again  ? 

Phan.  Farewell! 

Man,  One  word  for  mercy !   Say,  thou  lovest  mc. 

Phan.  Manfred! 

[The  Spirit  of  Artarto  ditappoan. 

JVm.  She's  gone,  and  will  not  be  reoUl'd ; 

Her  words  will  be  ftilfill'd.    Retain  to  the  esith. 

A  Spirit.  He  is  convulsed— This  is  to  be  a  mortal, 
And  seek  the  things  beyond  mortality. 

Another  Spirit.  Tet,  see,  he  macleretk  hknadf, 

His  torture  tributary  to  his  will. 

Had  he  been  one  of  us,  he  would  have  made 

Anawftdsi^t 

Norn.  Hast  thou  Airther  questifm 

Of  our  great  sovereign,  or  his  worshippecs  ? 

Mam,  None. 

Asm.  Then£aratfanefti«wt&. 

Jfim.  WemtetthenI  Whew?  Ontheesrth)— 
Bven  M  thou  wilt :  and  for  the  grace  aoooiied 
I  now  depart  a  debtor.    Fare  ye  weU  I 

[Bsitr 
(Sotnoohooo^) 


ACT  m. 

SCBNEt. 
A  HMmthoCaotkfif  Manfred. 


Man.  WBA.T  is  the  hour  ? 
Ber.  Xt  wants  but  one  tiU  I 

And  pttmisfs  a  lov^r  tiffltght. 


ICAVnXD. 


An  d  thtafi  to  aiipoMd  of  Ift  tlM  ttfiiw 

Ail*iaM? 
Jfar.  An,  aqr  lo>dk  M«  mdj : 

H«ii  (te  kay  and  cMk«t. 
Jte  ftiiiraU: 

n0«Bi7*«t  mse.  [BxU 

Jbi.(aiMM.)       TkiBreiiaealmiqMmii 
hnpltoihla  thllwwi  I  lAkktflliMw 
DidwtlNliag  to  idiat  I  kiMW  of  life. 
H  ftat  I  iid  not  know  phflo^pkr 
To  be  if  dl  o«r  Toattioo  tiio  motlioit, 
DMaaifl  wovd  that  ow  fbol'd  tho  ear 
Tarn  oH  tfia  •efeoofauai'o  jozgon,  I  ahonld 
TWyoldn  ooent*  the  oeoglit  <*Kolon/'  found, 
AodMitodinmytoiiL    ItwiBiiotlut, 
Bitil  iiwdl  to  bmTO  kaowa  h,  thoogh  Vnt  once 
Itltt&oBlMged  loy  thoughts  wlA  a  now  mum, 
Aai  I  vidlin  my  tablotf  would  note  down 
IkatAoMliMdi  a  fooling.    Whoiathoo? 


Or.  Mjkid,  tho  abbot  of  St  JCanrieo  e»?aa 
Togitot  jooi  ] 


&Uer  <Ao  Abbot  op  St.  Xavbiob. 

Poaoo  bo  with  Count  Hanfrod! 
Thanka,  holj  fothar!   wolcomo  to  theao 


fly  inuniuj  faotton  tham,  and  bloaaeth  thoao 
Who  dwdl  within  them. 

JIML  Would  it  wore  M,  Count  I 

Bat  1  wvuld  foin  eoafar  with  thoe  alone. 

Jfiak  Herman,  ntira.— What  would  my  rererend 
guest? 

ABboi.  Thna,  without  prelnde :— Age  and  seal,  my 


And  good  intent^  must  plead  my  priTilege ; 
Oar  near,  though  not  aoqoaintai  neighborhood. 
May  abo  be  my  herald.    Rumors  strange, 
And  of  unholy  natavt,  an  ahtoad, 
Aad  busy  with  thy  name;  a  noble  name 
For  esuUwiea :  may  he  who  beats  it  now 
TmsBit  it  unimpa^d ! 

Maa.  Prooeed.— I  listen. 

lite.  Tis  said  Oum  holdeat  eonfumewith  the 
thngs 
Whkh  are  fosUdden  to  the  aeardi  of  man. 
ThstuHk  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes, 
The  Bsay  sfQ  end  unheaTsaly  spkits 
Whidi  walk  the  Tslley  of  the  shade  of  dauth. 
Thou  eoamunsst.    I  know  that  with  mauMnd, 
Thy  foDomin  oreatioB,  thou  dsot  rarely 
Bzehngethy  theughta,  aad  tiiat  Ikf  aoUtode 
I«  la  an  snohBrile'O,  wsffo  H  but  holy. 

USan.  Aad  what  are  they  who  do  avoaoh  these 


Stub  ^y  evn  Tassali    who  do  Vfek  ea  that 
Wxt^msel  unquiet  eyas.    Thy  Ufe'a  in  psdl. 

Mam.  Take  it 

AibaL  I  some  to  save,  and  not 

I  woald  not  fry  toto  thy  sscsst  soul ; 
But  «r  these  «dnn  he  sooai,  ikoM  stm  ia  tfano 
For  penitenss  and  fifty:  leeoneile  thee 
WlQi  Oa  tneehsseh,  and  through  Hm  ahaieh  to 
heaven. 
Ikeaatiwe.    Thislsmyi^ly;  whato'« 


I  amy  hKfo  buan,  or  am,  doth  xeat  belausa 
HearsB  and  myself  .—I  shall  not  choose  a  mortal 
To  be  my  mediator.    HaTO  I  aina'd 
Agetest  your  ordinances  ?  prove  end  punish ! 

Jiboi,  Xy  son !  I  did  not  speak  of  puniabmunt. 
But  penitence  and  pardon  ;-^with  thyself 
The  choioe  of  such  remains— and  for  the  last. 
Our  institotions  and  our  strong  belief 
Have  given  me  power  to  sawoth  the  path  from  ala 
To  higher  hope  aad  better  thoughts;  theforst 
I  lesTo  to  hearen— "  Vengeanoe  b  mine  alone," 
So  saltik  the  Lord,  aad  with  all  humbleness 
His  servsnt  eohoee  beck  the  awftil  vroid. 

Jfoa.  Old  man !  there  is  no  power  in  holy  nMa» 
Nor  chsrm  in  prayer  'nor  purifying  form 
Of  penitence— nor  outward  look    aor  foot— 
Nor  agony— nor,  gveater  than  all  thess. 
The  innate  torturea  of  that  deep  despair, 
Whieh  is  rsmorse  without  the  fear  of  hell 
But  an  in  all  suiScient  to  itself 
Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven--can  exorcise 
From  out  the  unbounded  spirit,  tho  quiek  seaso 
Of  ito  own  sins,  wrongs^  sulTsraaoSt  aad  revsagi 
Upoaitaelf;  there  is  no  fotare  pang 
Can  deal  that  juatiee  on  the  self  oondsam'd 
He  deals  on  his  own  soul. 

ibboi,  AU  this  is  well; 

For  this  vrill  psss  away,  and  be  suceeeded 
By  an  auspicious  hope,  whieh  shall  look  up 
With  calm  asauraaoe  to  that  blessed  plaoe 
Which  all  who  seek  may  win,  whatever  bo 
Their  earthly  errors,  so  they  be  atoned : 
And  tho  ooamieaeement  of  atonement  ia 
The  eenee  of  its  aeeessity.— Say  ofr-<- 
And  all  oar  church  can  teaoh  thee  shall  be  taught; 
Aad  all  vre  can  abaolTC  thee  shall  be  paxdon'd* 

Hon.  When  Kome's  sixth  emperor  waa  near  hit 
loot, 
The  victim  of  a  self-indicted  wound, 
To  shun  the  torments  of  a  public  death 
From  senates  once  his  slares,  a  certain  soldier, 
Whh  show  of  royal  pity,  would  have  stanched 
The  gushing  throat  with  his  oflLdous  robe ; 
The  dying  Roman  thrust  him  back  and  said— 
Some  empire  still  in  his  expiring  glance, 
"It  is  too  Ute-^  this  fidelity?" 

Abboi.  And  what  of  tUs  ? 

Jjloa.  I  answer  with  the  Bomaa— 

ItUtoolatet" 

^Uoi.  It  never  can  be  so. 

To  reconcile  thyself  with  thy  own  soul. 
And  thy  own  soul  with  heaven.   Hast  thou  no  hope  ) 
Tib  atrange— <eiven  those  who  do  despair  aboTe, 
Yet  ahape  themselves  some  phantasy  on  earth. 
To  which  frail  twig  they  cling  like  drowning  men. 

Mm,  Ar-lathev!  I  haTo  had  those  earthly  visioi^ 
Aad  aoble  aqnratioas  in  my  youth. 
To  make  mj  own  the  mind  of  other  men. 
The  cnlightener  of  nations ;  and  to  rise 
I  knew  not  whither-4t  might  be  to  foil; 
Bat  foil,  even  as  the  mountain-cataract, 
Whieh  having  leapt  from  its  more  daasUng  height, 
Brea  ia  the  foaming  strength  of  its  abyss, 
(Which  easts  up  misty  columns  that  become 
Clouds  raining  tnnk  the  leaseeaded  skies,) 
Lies  low  but  mighty  still.    But  this  is  past, 
Hy  thoughts  mistook  thsaiselves. 

JbitL  Andwheceforafof 

Jfoa.  I  oould  not  tame  my  nature  down;  fo^  h#. 
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Moat  lerve  vbo  fain  would  siray — and  sootii— and 


And  watch  all  time— and  pry  into  all  place— 
And  be  a  living  lie— ^vdio  would  become 
A  mighty  thing  among  the  mean,  and  such 
The  mass  are ;  I  disdain'd  to  mingle  -with 
A  held)  though  to  be  leader—and  of  wolves. 
The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

Abbot.  And  why  not  live  and  act  with  other  men  ? 

Man.  Because  my  nature  was  averse  from  life ; 
And  yet  not  cruel ;  for  I  would  not  make, 
But  find  a  desolation : — ^like  the  wind, 
The  red-hot  breath  of  the  most  lone  Simoom, 
Which  dwells  but  in  the  desert,  and  sweeps  o'er 
The  barren  sands  which  bear  no  shrubs  to  blast, 
And  rerels  o'er  their  wild  and  arid  wares. 
And  seeketh  not,  so  that  it  !s  not  sought, 
But  being  met  is  deadly;  such  hath  been 
The  oooise  of  my  existence ;  but  there  came 
Things  in  my  path  which  are  no  more. 

Abbot.  Alas! 

I  'gin  to  fear  that  thou  art  past  all  aid 
From  me  and  from  my  callihg ;  yet  so  young, 
I  stiU  would 

Man.  Look  on  me !  there  is  an  order 

Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  beeomo 
Old  in.  their  youth,  and  die  ere  middle  age. 
Without  the  violence  of  warlike  death ; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasure — some  of  study- 
Some  worn  with  toil— some  of  mere  weariness — 
Some  of  disease— and  some  of  insanity — 
And  some  of  wither'd,  or  of  broken  hearts. 
For  this  last  is  a  malady  whieh  slays 
More  than  are  number'd  in  the  lists  of  Fate, 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  names. 
Look  upon  me !  for  even  of  all  these  things 
Hare  I  partaken ;  and  of  all  these  things 
One  were  enough ;  then  wonder  nor  that  1 
Am  what  I  am,  but  that  I  ever  was. 
Or  having  been,  that  I  am  still  on  earth. 

Abbot.  Yet,  hear  me  still 

Man.  Old  man !  I  do  respect 

Thine  order,  and  revere  thy  years ;  I  deem 
Thy  purpose  pious,  but  it  is  in  vain : 
Think  me  not  churlish ;  I  would  spare  thyself. 
Far  more  than  me,  in  shunning  at  this  time 
All  fbrther  colloquy— and  so — ^ferewell. 

[Exit  MAirviiBD. 

Abbot,  This  should  have  been  a  noble  ereature :  he 
Hath  all  the  energy  which  would  have  made 
A  goodly  frame  of  glorious  elements, 
Had  they  been  vrisely  mingled ;  as  it  is, 
It  is  an  awfU  chaos— light  and  darkness*- 
And  mind  and  dust— and  passions  and  purethoughts, 
Hix'd,  and  contending  without  end  or  order. 
All  dormant  or  destructive :  he  will  perish, 
And  yet  he  must  not ;  I  will  try  once  more, 
For  such  are  worth  redemption ;  and  my  duty 
If  to  dare  all  things  for  a  righteous  end. 
Ill  follow  him— but  cautiously,  though  swely. 

[Exit  Abbot. 

SCBKE  II. 

Another  Chamber, 

Manibbd  and  HBBiujr. 
Hsr.  My  lord,  you  bade  me  wait  on  you  at  stRiset : 
Be  finks  behind  the  mountain. 


Man.  Both  he  so  ? 

J  will  look  on  him. 

[Manfeed  advances  to  the  Window  of  tho  BedL 
Glorious  Orb  1  the  idd 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  undiseased  mankind,  the  giant  sons< 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a  sex 
More  beautiful  than  they,  which  did  draw  down 
The  erring  spirits  who  can  ne'er  return.— 
Most  glorious  orb !  that  wert  a  worship,  ere 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  vras  reveal'd ! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladden'd,  on  their  mountain  tops,  tbe  hmrti 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  pour'd 
Themselves  in  orisons  !    Thou  material  Ood ! 
And  representative  of  the  Unknown— 
Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow !    Thou  chief  star ! 
Centre  of  many  stars !  which  mak'st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  raya ! 
Sire  of  the  seasons !    Monarch  of  the  climes, 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them !  for  near  or  hx. 
Oar  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee, 
j^ven  as  our  outward  aspects ; — ^thou  dost  rise, 
And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.    Fare  thee  well ! 
I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more.    As  my  first  glaaee 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 
My  latest  look :  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  warmth  have  1 
Of  a  more  fatal  nature.    He  is  gone : 
X  follow.  [ExWi 

SCENE  ni. 

The  Mouniaina.-^The  Cattle  of  Manfred  at  oome 
diHanee.—A  Terrace  bffore  a  Tower.^Time, 
Twilight. 

Hbrxan,  Manuel,  and  other  Dependante  qf 
Manfbbd. 

Her.  *Tis  strange  enongli;  night  after  nig^  fix 
years, 
He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  thia  toweo^ 
Without  a  witness.    I  have  been  within  it,— 
So  have  we  all  been  ofttimes,  but  horn  it, 
Or  its  eantents,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute,  of  aug^t 
His  studies  tend  to.    To  be  sure,  there  is 
One  chamber  where  hone  enter :  Iwooldgha 
The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  cobm  tfaeae  three  yeany 
To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

MamiO.  'Twese  daagcrou ; 

Content  thyself  widi  vrtiat  thon  know'st  alnady. 

Her.  Ahl  MaMuel!  thon  art  elderly  aad  wise, 
And  oouldst  say  mndh ;  thou  hast  dwelt  within  thf 


How  many  years  Is't  ? 

JfiMMi  SNCoHitUaiifi^'sUnb, 

I  served  hto  ftittter,  vrtiom  ha  nsaght  Tasemhlef 

Her.  There  be  more  sons  iu  Uke  pcedteHMBt 
But  wherein  do  they  diifor  } 

MaimtL  I^peakuot 

Of  features  or  of  form,  hut  Boindatia  haJbils: 
Count  Sigisarand  was  provd,— but  gay  «ad  fira^— 
A  warrior  and  a  ravelkr ;  he  dwdt  not 
With  books  and  soHtiide,  nor  audo  theaight 
A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  Usetal  time, 
Merrier  than  day;  hedidBotwaUcthoxoaks 


UAXFBXD. 


Ml 


Aid  te»ti  BIm  a  wolf,  nor  torn  adte 
hm  BOB  and  their  deliglitB. 

Or.  Beihrew  the  hour* 

Bat  tiioee  were  joeimdtiinesl  I  would  that  laeh 
Woold  ndt  the  old  walls  again ;  they  look 
ii  if  they  had  forgotten  them* 

MmmA  Theoewalla 

Hartdua0e  their  chieftain  firat    Oh!  I  have 
8one  itraB0e  thing!  in  them*  Herman. 

Ear.  Come,  be  fUendly ; 

Bdite  ne  some  to  while  away  our  watch : 
I've  iMaid  thae  daridy  speah  of  an  event 
Wliick  hippen'd  hereabouts,  by  this  same  tower. 

MmmuL  That  was  a  night  indeed !  I  do  xemember 
'Twas  twiHght,  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 
AaoAer  evening ;— yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 
Ob  Bigher's  piniiitffto,  so  rested  then,— 
So  like  that  it  might  be  the  same;  the  wind 
Wu  funt  and  gnsty,  and  the  monntain  snows 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  cUmbing  moon ; 
Oonnt  Manfred  was,  ss  now,  within  his  tower,— 
Hew  oecnpied,  we  knew  not,  bat  with  him 
Ihs  sole  companion  of  his  wanderings 
And  wstehii^s— ha,  whom  of  all  earthly  thinga 
That  izvad,  the  only  thing  he  seem'd  to  lover- 
Aa  ht,  indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do. 
The  lady  Astarte,  his^ 

Hush  I  who  comes  here. 

Enter  ike  Abbot. 

AUtL  Where  is  your  msster? 
Jfo*.  Tender  in  the  tower. 

AiiaL  I  mnst  speak  with  him. 
Jfaiiiir  lis  impossible ; 

He  m  moet  private,  and  must  not  be  thus 
Intradedon. 

JObaL        TTpon  myself  I  take 
The  forfeit  of  my  fiuilt,  if  ftnlt  then  be- 
But  I  mnst  see  him. 

Set.  Then  hast  seen  him  onoe 

This  eve  already. 

AHof .  Herman !  I  command  thee, 

Snack,  and  apprise  the  Count  of  my  approach. 
Her.  We  dare  not. 

Ahbet.  Then  it  seems  I  must  be  herald 

Of  By  own  pnrpoee. 


Ipnfyymipanse. 


Why  so? 


AndlviUtdlyoa 


But  step  this  way, 


SOSMH  IV. 

hdmor  ^  th&  Tower. 

MavnoD  atoM. 
dba.  The  stars  are  Ibrth,  the  moon  sbo^e  the  tops 
or  tibe  noiMiinhig  mountains.— Beautifal ! 
I  liaifw  ^  irith  Nature,  Ibr  the  night 
Hith  been  ta  me  a  more  fionihar  flaoe 
Tbathalof  man;  and  in  her  atany  shade 
Of  dim  sad  lohtny  loveUness, 
I  leva'd^aUnguge  of  another  wesUL 
1  ^  xemenheK  me,  that  in  my  youth, 
in»a  I  was  waadering,— «pon  sueh  a  night 
leteodwltldatiie Coliseum's  wall, 
.IfiAaithA  ehkf  Mtei  e(  akdghty  Barnes 


The  trees  iriiSeh  grew  along  the  broken  aiohat 

Waved  dark  in  the  bhie  midnight,  and  the  star 

Shone  through  the  rents  of  ruin ;  from  aftr 

The  watch-dog  bay'd  beyond  the  Tiber ;  and 

More  near  fnta  out  the  Cmaara'  palace  came 

The  owl's  long  cry,  and,  interruptedly. 

Of  dktant  aentineU  the  fitftil  song 

Begun  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 

Some  eypresaes  b^ond  the  time-worn  breach 

Appear'd  to  skirt  the  horizon,  yet  they  stood 

Within  a  bowshot— Where  the  Cssars  dwelt. 

And  dwell  the  tuneless  birds  of  night,  amidst 

A  grove  which  springs  through  Isvell'd  battlementib 

And  twines  its  roots  with  the  imperial  heartha. 

Ivy  usurps  the  laurel's  place  of  growth  ;<— 

But  the  gladiators'  bloody  Circus  stands. 

-A  noble  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection  I 

While  Ccsara'  ehambers,  and  the  Augustan  halls* 

Qrovel  on  eerth  in  indistinct  decay.— 

And  thou  didat  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  upon 

All  this,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  light, 

Which  edften'd  down  the  hoar  austeri^ 

Of  rugg'd  desolation,  and  fill'd  up, 

As  tware  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries, 

Leaving  that  beautiAd  which  still  was  >o. 

And  making  that  which  was  not,  till  the  pUec 

Became  religion,  and  the  heart  ran  o'er 

With  silent  worahip  of  the  great  of  old!— 

The  dead,  but  aceptered  sovereigns,  who  still  rule 

Our  spirits  f^om  their  urns.— ~ 

'Twas  such  a  night  I 
'TIS  strange  that  I  recall  it  at  this  time ; 
But  I  have  found  our  thoughts  take  wildest  fUght 
Even  at  the  moment  when  they  ahould  amy 
Themselves  in  pensive  order. 

£Rl0r<Ae  Abbot. 

Abbot.  Kygoodlord! 

I  crave  a  second  grace  fbr  this  approach ; 
But  yet  let  not  my  humble  seal  offend 
By  ita  afaruptneas— all  it  hath  of  ill 
Eeeoili  on  me ;  its  good  in  the  e£foct 
Nay  light  upon  your  head^-could  I  say  Aeor^— 
Conld  I  touch  that,  with  words  or  prayers,  I  should 
Beeall  a  noble  spirit  which  hath  wander'd; 
But  is  not  yet  all  lost. 

Mm^  Thou  know'st  me  not ; 

My  days  are  number'd,  and  my  deeds  recorded: 
Betire,  or  't  wiU  be  dangerous— Away ! 

Abbot.  Thou  dost  not  mean  to  menace  me  ? 

Man.  Not  I; 

I  simply  tell  thee  peril  Ib  at  hand. 
And  would  preserve  thee. 

Aibot.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

What  doet  thou  see? 

Abbot.  Nothing. 

jfon.  Look  there,  I  say. 

And  steadfastly ;— now  tell  me  what  thou  seest  i 

Abbot.  That  which  should  shske  me,— but  I  feer 
itno^- 
I  see  a  dusk  and  awfrd  figure  rise 
like  an  infonal  god  from  out  the  earth; 
His  fruw  wrapt  in  amantle,  and  his  form 
Bobed  as  with  angry  clouds ;  he  stands  between 
Thyself  and  me— bnt  I  do  fomt  him  not. 

Jfirn.  Thou  hast  no  cause— he  shsll  not  hszn 
thee— but     ^ 
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SBb  irii^t  may  sliock  thine  old  Umbp  i»to  piJilif . 
I  say  to  tkee— Eetire ! 

AJbbot,  And  I  reply— 

jTerei^tUl  I  have  battled  with  this  fiend— 
What  doth  he  here  ? 

Man,  Why— ay— what  doth  he  here  ?— 

I  did  not  send  for  him,— ^he  ii  unbidden. 

Ahbat,  Alas !  lost  mortal !  what  with  gaests  like 
these 
Hast  thou  to  do  ?    I  tremble  for  thy  sake ; 
Why  doth  he  gaze  on  thee,  and  thou  on  him  ? 
Ah !  he  unveils  his  aspect ;  on  his  brow 
The  thunder-scars  are  graven ;  from  Ms  eye 
Glares  forth  the  immortality  ef  hell — 
Avatrnt ! — 

Man.  Pronounce— what  is  thy  mission  ? 

Spirii.  Come! 

Abbot.  What  art  thou,  unknown  being !  answer ! 
—speak ! 

Spirii.  The  genius  of  this  mortal. — (!lome!   'tis 
time. 

Ifim.  I  am  prepared  for  all  things,  but  deny 
The  power  which  summons  me.    Who  sent  thee 
here? 

Spirii.  Thoult  know  anon— Come !  come! 

Man,  I  have  commanded 

Things  of  an  essence  greater  far  than  thine, 
And  striven  with  thy  masters.    Get  thee  hence ! 

JS^irii.  Mortal!  thine  hour  is  come— Away!— I 
say. 

Man.  I  knew,  and  know  my  hour  Is  oome,  but  not 
To  render  up  my  soul  to  such  as  thee : 
Away !  I'll  die  as  I  have  lived— alone. 

Spirii.  Then  I  must  summon  up  my  brethren.— 
Bise !  [Other  tpiriU  rise  up. 

Abbot.  Avaunt !  ye  evil  ones !— Avaunt !  I  say,— 
Te  have  no  power  where  piety  hath  power, 
And  I  do  charge  ye  in  ttie  aamo 

Spirit.  Old  man ! 

We  know  ourselves,  our  mission,  and  thine  order ; 
Waste  not  thy  holy  words  on  idle  uses, 
It  were  in  vain ;  this  man  is  forfeited. 
Onoe  more  I  summon  him— Away  I  away ! 

Man.  I  do  defy  ye, — though  I  feel  my  soul 
Is  ebbing  from  me,  yet  I  do  defy  ye ; 
Kor  will  I  hence,  while  I  have  earthly  breath 
To  breathe  my  scorn  upon  ye— earthly  strength 
To  wrestle,  though  with  spirits ;  what  ye  take 
Shall  be  ta'en  limb  by  Kmb. 

Sjpirit.  Reluctant  mortal ! 

Is  this  the  Magian  who  would  so  pervade 
The  world  invisible,  and  make  himself 
Almost  our  equal  ? — Can  it  be  that  thou 
Art  thus  in  love  with  life  ?  the  very  life 
Which  made  thee  wretehed ! 


Man.  Th0ufias^tad,tks1liit, 

My  life  is  in  its  last  hour,— tAa<  I  know, 
Nor  would  redeem  a  moment  of  that  hosr  \ 
I  do  not  combat  against  deatli,  hut  that 
And  thy  surrounding  angels :  my  past  power 
Was  purchased  by  no  compact  with  thy  cxew, 
But  by  superior  science— penance— daring 
And  length  of  watching— strength  of  niBd-Mil 

skill 
In  knowledge  of  our  fathers— when  the  enth 
Saw  men  and  spirits  walking  side  by  nde, 
And  gave  ye  no  supremacy :  I  stand 
Upon  my  strengtk— I  do  defy— 4eny— . 
Spurn  back,  and  scorn  ye  | — 

Spirit.  But  thy  mtny  erimm 

Have  made  thee 

Man.  What  are  they  to  each  u  t)wi) 

Must  crimes  be  puniBh'd  but  by  other  crimei, 
And  greater  criminals  ? — ^Back  to  thy  hell ! 
Thou  hast  no  power  upon  me,  thai  I  feel; 
Thou  never  shalt  possess  me,  that  I  knov: 
What  I  have  done  is  done ;  I  bear  within 
A  torture  which  could  nothing  gain  from  thi&e; 
The  mind  which  is  immortal  makes  itself 
Requital  for  its  good  or  evil  thougkt^— 
Is  its  own  origin  of  ill  and  end — 
And  its  own  place  and  time— its  innate  sense, 
When  stripp'd  of  this  mortality,  derives 
No  color  from  the  fleeting  things  withoat; 
But  is  absorb'd  in  suffsranee  or  in  joy, 
Bom  from  the  knowledge  of  his  own  deeert 
Thou  didst  not  tempt  me,  and  thou  couldst  aot 

tempt  me ; 
I  have  not  been  thy  dupe,  nor  am  thy 
But  was  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 
My  own  hereafter. — ^Back,  ye  baffled  fiends ! 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  me— but  not  yours ! 

[7^  Demont  dit(^pw. 

Abbot.  Alas !  how  pale  thou  art— thy  lips  aze 
white— 
And  thy  breast  heaves— and  in  thy  gasping  throat 
The  accents  rattle — Give  thy  prayers  to  heaven- 
Pray— albeit  but  in  thought,— but  die  not  thus. 

Man.  'Tis  ovex^— my  dull  eyes  can  fix  thee  not. 
But  all  things  swim  around  me,  and  the  earth 
Heaves  as  it  were  beneath  me.    Fare  thee  well- 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Abbot.  Cold— cold— even  to  the  hesr^- 

But  yet  one  prayer— alas !  how  fares  it  with  thee  ?— 

Man,  Old  man!  'tis  not  so  difficult  to  die. 

[Mahpred  e9*«i. 

Abbot.    He's  gone— his  soul  hath  ta'en  its  eaxtik- 
less  flight- 
Whither?  Idreadtothinlt-lNitheliiOMi 


NOTES  TO  MANFRED. 


— «— —  ik0  nmbow'i  royt  iHU  arek 
T%tiommi  with  Aemumykuef  of  heaven. 

Page  2H,  lm«  Vtt  and  108. 
TUa  kk  ii  ionaed  bj  tba  ra^a  of  tha  ami  over  tha 
tonarpattof  IhsAlpfahatonaBtB;  it  ia  axaetljr  tika 
axszBMV,  eome  down  to  pay  a  Tiait,  and  ao  eloaa 
^t  jonoMj  mdk  iato  H :— 'tua  aflaetlaata ' "' 

2. 
JBa  who  .^aaa  tfwf  ^keit^^wUnn  JkteOitttti 
^mmkAtdam,tU  Gadam, 

Paga8a5,linaa86and87. 
Tlia  pkQoaopker  lambliena.    Tbe  atory  of  tlia 
laiaiiig  of  Broa  and  Antaioa  auj  be  found  in  hia 
mbfBoMpaE,    It]ai9eat<^ 
8. 

§h§rtpReti 
lb  Mf*  ^  dbiMoii*  MMOf€,  te>MBtii. 

PagamiiM^SimdM. 


Tha 


atorr  of  Panaaniaa.  king  of  Stoarta,  (wko 
*  '  the  Greaka  at  the  battle  of  Tlatea,  and 


aflarwarda  periahed  for  an  atten^t  to  betray  the 
Laeadamonttna,)  and  Cleoniea.  ia  told  in  Plutarch'a 
Ufa  of  CimoB ;  and  in  the  LMeonlo»of  Panaaniaa 
die  Sophiat,  in  hia  daaei^tioB  of  Gfaaoe. 


'theffmmitona 


Of  the  emhraee  ofjmaelM. 

Page  W,  unea  W  and  66. 

••That  tha  9otu  of  Qod  aaw  the  danghtan  of 
man  that  they  were  ftir."  ftc. 

**  Than  ware  gianta  in  tha  eaith  in  Ihoaa  daya ; 
and  alao  after  that,  wlien  the  Some  ef  Oed  came  in 
onto  the  danghtan  of  man,  and  they  bare  ehiMren 
to  them,  the  aame  became  mighty  men  which  were 
of  old,  men  of  renown.'* — Oenent,  oh.  ti.  veraea  2 
and  4. 


THE  DEFORMED   TRANSFORMED; 

A  DRAMA. 


/ 


ADYSamSBatEVT. 


i  ia  fosnded  partly  on  tha  atosy  of 

t  aovd  called  "The  Thrva  Brote*,'*  paUiahied 

nay  ]FMn  ago,  from  whieh  X.  a.  l4tf«iB'a  <*  Wood 

J^noB"  waa  alao  tak«ii,Midpartlj«n  tha  "FaMt" 

of  ^  gnat  Qoetha.    The  pceaent  pnbBeaftioB  con- 

tha  two  first  Parts  only,  and  Hm  opening 

lofOathird.    The  vast  may,  pathapa,  appear 


mUXAXIS  PXB80K JL 
iffli.— STKiLicosXt  t^Urwarde  Cmuum, 

ASHOIJ>. 
BOVBBOH. 

Phxubbis, 


^pirilt,  SoUiwa,  CtttaMt  <!f  Jioma,  JVMlh 


PAKT  L 
SCEKB  I. 
AForeet, 

Enter  AxKOTUD  and  hie  metherBmagnuk. 

Bert.  Out,  htmohbaek ! 

jfn,  I  waa  bom  ao,  mother ! 

Bert.  Out, 

Thon  inonbiial    Thon  nightmare  f    Of  aeTcn  aona 
Tha  aola  abortion  1 

Am.  Woiddthatlbadbeenao, 

And  netar  seen  iSie  H^« ! 

Bert.  I  would  ao  too  I 

But  as  iSben  haa^  hence,  hence-«nd  do  thybattt 
That  bMk  of  thine  may  bear  iti harden;  'tia 
More  high,  If  not  ao  broad  aa  that  of  others. 

Am,  ItJesrt  itebwden^-bttt,myheart!  mnit 
flvatain  that  which  yon  lay  upon  it,  moAar  ? 
IloTO,  ar,atlhaleaat,Ilofedyoa:  nothfag 
SaTO  yon,  in  nature,  can  lore  tngkt  like  me. 
Ton  nused  mo-^  notkiU  aw  I 

Bert.  Tes-^Innrsedtha^ 
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Beeanse  thoa  vert  m^  Azst'boxn,  and  I  knew  not 
If  then  would  be  aaoiher  unlike  thee. 
That  monstrous  sport  of  nature.    But  get  ]ienoe> 
And  gather  wood! 

Am,  I  will ;  but  when  I  bring  it, 

Speak  to  me  kindly.    Though  my  brothers  are 
So  beantifal  aud  lusty,  and  as  free 
As  the  free  chase  they  follow,  do  not  spurn  me : 
Our  milk  has  been  the  same. 

Bert.  As  is  the  hedgehog's 

"Whieh  sucks  at  midnight  from  the  wholesome  dam 
Of  the  young  bull,  until  the  milkmaid  find 
The  nipple  next  day  sore  and  udder  dry. 
Call  not  thy  brothers  brethren !  Call  me  not 
Mother ;  for  if  I  brought  thee  forth,  it  was 
Aa  foolish  hens  at  times  hatch  vipers,  by 
Hitting  upon  strange  eggs.    Out,  urchin,  out. 

[JBiR^  Bbbtha. 

Afn,  (tohm.J    Oh  mother  !-^-43he's  gone,  and  I 
must  do 
Her  bidding  ;-^wearily  but  willingly 
I  would  fulfil  it,  could  I  only  hope 
A  kind  word  in  return.    What  shall  I  do  ? 

[Abnold  begins  to  cut  wood:  in  doing  tkie  he 
wounds  one  of  his  hands. 
My  labor  for  the  day  is  oyer  now. 
Accursed  be  this  blood  that  flows  so  fast ; 
For  double  curses  will  be  my  meed  now 
At  home.— What  home  ?    I  have  no  home,  no  kin. 
No  kind— not  made  Uke  other  creatures,  or 
To  share  their  sports  or  pleasures.  Must  I  bleed  too 
like  them  ?    Oh  that  each  drop  which  falls  to  earth 
Would  rise  a  snake  to  sting  them,  aa  they  have 

stung  me ! 
Or  that  the  derili  to  whom  thsy  liken  me, 
Would  aid  his  Ukeneas  I    If  I  must  partake 
His  fbrm,  why  not  his  power  ?    Is  it  because 
I  have  not  his  will  too  ?    For  one  kind  word 
From  her  who  bore  me  would  still  reconcile  me 
Eyen  to  this  l^teful  aspect    Let  me  wash 
The  wound. 

[Abnold  goes  to  a  spring,  and  ttoops  to  wash 
hit  hand :  he  etarts  back. 
They  are  right ;  and  Nature's  mirror  shows  xne 
What  she  hath  made  me.    I  will  not  look  on  it 
Again,  and  scarce  dare  think  on't.   Hideous  wretch 
That  I  am !    The  very  waters  mock  me  with 
My  horrid  shadow^— like  a  demon  placed 
Beep  in  the  fountain  to  scare  back  the  cattle 
Ftom  drinking  therein*  [He  pomes. 

And  shall  I  Uto  on, 
A  burden  to  the  earth,  myself,  and  shame 
Unto  what  brought  me  into  life  ?    Thou  blood, 
Which  flowest  so  freely  from  a  scratch,  let  me 
Try  if  thou  wilt  not  in  a  filler  stream 
Pour  forth  my  woes  for  ever  with  thyself 
On  earth,  to  which  I  will  restore  at  once 
This  hatefrU  compound  of  her  atoms,  and 
Beaolve  back  to  her  elements,  and  take 
The  shape  of  any  reptile  save  myself, 
And  make  a  world  for  myriads  of  new  worms  1 
This  knife  1  now  let  me  proye  if  this  will  soTer 
This  wither'd  slip  of  nature's  nightshade— my 
Tile  form— from  the  creation,  as  it  hath 
The  green  bough  from  the  forest. 

[Abnold  places  the  kmfe  in  the  ground,  wiih 
the  point  tqnoards. 

Now  'tis  set. 
And  I  can  frdl  upon  it.    Tet  one  glance 


On  the  ftir  day,  which  sees  no  Ibul  thing  Ifte 
Myself,  and  the  sweet  sun,  whieh  wazm'd  me,  baft 
In  Tain.    The  birds— how  Joyously  they  s&ig ! 
So  let  them,  for  I  would  not  be  lamented : 
But  let  their  merriest  notes  be  Arnold's  knell ; 
The  fallen  leaves  my  monument ;  the  muimiir 
Of  the  near  fountain  my  sole  elegy : 
Now,  knife,  stand  firmly,  as  I  fain  would  £dl  I 
[As  he  rushes  to  throw  himeetf  igxm  the  kmfst 
hie  eye  is  suddenly  caught  bg  the  Jbunlauit 
which  seems  in  nwtion. 
The  fountain  moves  without  a  wind:  but  shall 
The  ripple  of  a  spring  change  my  resolve  ? 
No.    Yet  it  moves  again !    The  waters  atir. 
Not  as  with  air,  but  by  some  subterrane 
And  rocking  power  of  the  internal  world. 
What's  here  ?    A  mist  1    No  moie  ?— 

[A  ehud  comes  from  the  fountain,  Se  stank 
gazing  uponit:  it  is  diepelJed,  anda  tali Uack 
man  comes  towards  him. 

Am.  What  would  you }   Speak  1 

Spirit  or  man  ? 

8tran,  As  man  is  both,  why  not 

Say  both  in  one  ? 

Am,  Tour  form  is  man's,  and  yet 

Tou  may  be  devxL 

Stran,  So  many  men  are  that 

Which  is  so  called  or  thought,  that  you  may  add  ms 
To  which  you  please,  without  much  wrong  to  eiAer. 
But  come:  you  wish  to  kill  yoursdf  ;--inirsae 
Tour  purpose. 

Am,  Ton  have  interrupted  we, 

Stran.  What  is  that  resolution  whieh  can  e'er 
Be  interrupted  ?    If  I  be  the  devil 
Tou  deem,  a  single  moment  would  have  nude  yon 
Mine,  and  for  ever,  by  your  suicide ; 
And  yet  my  coming  saves  you. 

Am.  I  said  not 

Tou  were  the  demon,  but  that  your  approach 
Was  like  one. 

Stran,  Unless  you  keep  company 

With  him  (and  you  seem  scarce  used  to  such  high 
Society)  you  ean't  tell  how  he  approaches : 
And  for  his  aspect,  look  upon  the  foantain, 
And  then  on  me,  and  judge  which  of  na  twain 
Look  likest  what  the  boors  bdieve  to  be 
Their  cloven-footed  terror. 

Am,  Do  you— dare  gem 

To  taunt  me  with  my  bom  deformity  ? 

Stran.  Were  I  to  taunt  a  boffido  witii  tirfe 
Cloven  foot  of  thine,  or  the  swift  dromedary 
With  thy  sublime  of  humps,  the  animals 
Would  revel  In  the  compliment.    And  yet 
Both  beings  are  more  swift,  more  etrosg,  men 

mighty 

In  action  and  endttrance"ftan  thyself 
And  all  the  fierce  and  fiur  of  the  same  kind 
With  thee.    Thy  form  is  natanl;  'tnraa  only 
Nature's  mistaken  largess  to  bestow 
The  gifts  whieh  are  of  others  upon  man. 

Am,  Give  me  the  strength  then  of  the  bo&le's 
foot. 
When  he  spams  high  the  dust,  beholding  Us 
Near  enemy;  or  let  me  have  tilie  long 
And  patient  swiftness  of  the  deaert-ehip, 
The  hehnksa  dromedary ;— and  111  bear 
Thy  fiendish  sarcasm  with  a  saintly  patisaesb 

Stran,  Iwill, 

Am,  (with  eurpriee.)    ThoudMsf? 


THB  MfOnSD  imAXWPOBMBD. 


Sbm  Fvlkapt.   WMd  70a  m^  ilie  ? 

Am.  IlMiBoeiEaitiiie. 

Strm,  Hot  I.  "Why  ibonld  I  mock 

WbttaS  an  mocking?  Tb*t*ipooriport,meOiliiks, 
To  tilkto  thM  in  kimiaii  langoage  (for 
llkoB  euft  not  yet  speak  mine)  tiie  fbrestor 
Bati  not  the  mretehed  ooney,  bat  llie  boar» 
Or  wHt,  or  Hon,  leaTingpalt^  g«me 
f o  petty  bvzghen,  whoieaTO  once  «  year 
TMnvaUi,  to  fill  tlieir  kooaehold  ealdiona  witii 
Bedi  MoDkm  prey.    The  meaneet  gibe  at  thee,— 
Now  I  can  mock  the  mightieBt. 

Jm.  Then  waste  not 

Thy  time  OH  me:  laeektheenot 

Stan.  Tonrthoo^ta 

Axenot  ftr  from  me.    Bo  not  send  me  back : 
I  am  not  easily  leea&'d  to  do 


AriL  Wkntwiltthondoftirme? 

StrmL  Change 

Shapes  idfli  yoUf  if  yoawiU,  sinoe  youiB  so  irks  yon. 
Or  fbnnTOii  to  your  wish  in  any  shape. 

JnL  Oh !  then  yon  are  indeed  the  demoJl,  for 
Nought  ebe  woold  wittingly  wear  mine. 

I^wn.  I'll  ahow  thee 

The  hi%htest  whiek  the  world  e'er  boroi  and  give  thee 
Thychoiea. 

An.         On  what  condition  ? 

Sbwa.  There's  a  ^[nestion ! 

An  hoar  ago  yon  wovld  hare  giyen  your  soal 
To  kwk  like  other  men,  and  now  yon  panae 
To  wear  tlie  form  of  heroes. 

JffL  No;  I  will  not. 

I  mast  not  oompromiBe  my  sou. 

Arvm.  Whateonl, 

Worth  naming  ao,  wonld  dwell  in  snch  a  carcase  ? 

Am.  Tis  an  aspiring  one»  whate'er  the  teosaaent 
In  which  it  ia  mdslodged.  But  name  yonroompaet: 
KoBttthesign'dinbkNid? 

Strwk  Not  in  jroor  own. 

Ath.  Whose bhwd then? 

ftraa.  We  wiU  talk  of  Oat  hereafter. 

Bat  I'U  be  modsiato  with  yon,  for  I  aee 
Oxeat  things  within  yon.    Ton  shall  have  no  bond 
BatTsor  own  win,  no  eentract  saTO  yoir  deeds. 
Axe  yon  coatoni? 

Jm.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 

Arm.  Now  then}— 

larni  fo  Abvold. 

JL  ntlie  of  yonr  bkNML 
An.  Forwlut? 

Stom  Tovn^le  wiA  liiemagfa  of  the  waters, 
And  make  the  ehsnn  elfeetiTe. 
An  {^ttUuiffmiihiawomuMtam.)    TakeitalL 
Sbm.'Sv^Mm.  AftnrAropewfflaoffloeforlhis. 
[no  araayer  taftaf  seme  ^  ABM^iui'a  Uood  «n 
kit  hmit  and  ctutt  it  i«ft>  th^fomHtdtk 
Ihadona  of  beanty ! 

Shadows  of  power ! 
Bintsyoordnty-^ 
This  la  the  honrl 
Wa&hnetyandplhmt 

Tnna  the  depth  of  lids  fenntein, 
^^dsad-thapettglaiit 
BmMm  fb»  Harti  moontain.* 


OoBo  as  ye  w«re, 

That  oar  eyee  may  behold 
The  model  in  air 

Of  the  form  I  will  monUL 
Bright  aa  the  Iria 

When  ether  is  spann'd  ;— 
Sneh  Am  desire  is,     [Poiohiff  to  Amvoui. 

Bach  my  command ! 
Demons  heroio*- 

Demons  who  wore 
The  form  of  the  stoic 

Or  sophist  oi  yore— 
Or  the  shape  of  each  victor, 

From  Macedon*8  boy 
To  each  high  Roman's  pietno, 

Who  breath*d  to  destroys- 
Shadows  of  beanty  J 

Shadows  of  power! 
Up  to  yonr  duly 

This  ia  the  hour ! 

ptUB  M  stMoesftota  hejort  th$  Strtmgmr  mmi 
AniroLD. 

Am,  Whatdolsee? 

Stnm.  The  black-eyed  Roman,  with 

The  eagle's  beak  between  those  eyes  which  ne'er 
Beheld  a  ccnqueror,  or  look'd  along 
The  land  he  made  not  Rome's,  while  Romo  becaao 
His,  and  aU  theira  who  hehr'd  his  very  name. 

Am.  The  phantom's  bald ;  my  qnest  is  beeslT 
Cooldl 
Inhoiil  bnt  his  fome  vrith  his  defeets ! 

Aran.  Hie  brow  was  girt  witii  lanrdb  more  tlun 
hairs. 
Ton  see  his  aspect— ohooee  It,  or  reject. 
I  oan  bnt  promise  yon  his  fonn ;  Us  fome 
Knst  be  long  sought  and  ibnght  for. 

Am.  IwilliiMtoO^ 

Bnt  not  as  a  mock  Cttsar.    Let  him  peas  ( 
Wm  aspect  may  be  foir,  bnt  snits  me  not. 

Siran.  Then  yon  are  for  more  diflUnlt  to  please 
Than  Cato's  sisWr,  or  than  Bmtns'  mother. 
Or  Cleopatra  at  sixteen— an  age 
When  love  is  not  less  in  the  eye  than  heart 
Bnt  be  it  80 1    Shadow,  pass  on ! 

[TkB phantom  ofJuUui  C4Ut 

Am.  And  oan  it 

Be,  that  tiie  man  who  shook  tbe  earth  is  gone. 
And  loft  no  footstep  ? 

Simm.  There  yon  en.    His  snbetanee 

Left  grayes  enongh,  and  woes  enough,  and  thrae 
More  than  enongh  to  track  his  memory ; 
Bnt  for  his  shadow,  tis  no  more  than  yovre 
Except  a  Uttle  longer  and  leea  crooked 
I  the  sun.    Behold  another! 

Am.  Who  is  he  ? 

8tmn.  He  was  the  foireet  and  the  bravest  of 
Athenians.    Look  npon  him  welL 

Am.  Hois 

More  kMraly  than  the  last    HowbeanlMUl 

Strmu  Snoh  waa  the  cnrled  eon  of  Cliniae  I— 


InTset  thee  with  his  form  ? 

Am.  Wonldthatlhad 

Been  bom  with  it  I  Bnt  since  I  nmy  ehoooe 
I  will  fooA  ftirther. 

{Tk09hadecfAMbiaAm 
Lot  behM again  1 


9YBQ|^  irOiUUI. 


eyedsaJtjY, 
\ll^!tfa  the  ivide  noitrils  andSikniw'  ««pee^ 
The spUy feet aadlmrttatwK!    Ilii4 better 
Remain  that  which  I  em. 

SSfircHi.  And  yet  he  was 

She  eeiih'e  perfeetion  of  all  mental  bee.u^> 
And  penonifleation  of  a31  firtue. 
But  yon  reject  him  ? 

Ain.  If  his  form  oonld  bring  me 

That  which  redeemed  it— no. 

fiUnm.  I  hare  no  power 

To  promise  thi^;  but  you  may  try  and  find  it 
Easier  in  such  a  form,  or  in  year  own. 

Am,  No.    I  was  not  bozn  for  philosophy^ 
Though  I  haTe  that  about  me  which  has  need  on't. 
Let  him  fleet  on. 

Seran.  Be  air,  thou  bemkckrdrinksr  1 

[7%e  %haAow  of  Soeratct  tktajfpeara :  anoiher 


ApL  'What*!  here  ?  whose  broad  brow  and  whose 
curly  beard 
And  manly  aspect  look  like  Hercules, 
Save  that  his  Jocund  eye  hath  more  of  Bacchus 
Thau  the  sad  purger  of  the  infernal  world, 
Leaning  dejected  on  his  club  of  conquest, 
As  if  he  knew  the  worthlessness  of  those 
Fsr  whom  he  had  fought. 

Strum.  It  was  the  mm  who  lost 

91m  ancient  woorld  Unr  loro. 

Am,  I  cannot  blame  him. 

Since  I  have  riak'd  my  soul  because  I  find  not 
That  whiah  he  exchang'd  the  earth  for. 

Siran.  Since  so  for 

Tou  seem  congenial,  wiU  you  wear  his  featuret  f 

Am.  No.  As  you  leuTe  me  ^oice,  I  am  difficult, 
ff  but  to  see  the  heroes  I  should  ne'er 
0ave  seen  else  on  this  side  of  the  dim  shore 
Whence  th^  float  bade  before  us. 

Stran,  Henoe,  tduiuTibr  I 

Thy  Cleopatra's  waiting. 

[Th4  9kad9  of  AnUmy  ditafpean :  anoiAm'  riuB, 

Am.  Who  is  this  ? 

Who  truly  looketh  Uke  a  demigod. 
Blooming  and  bright,  with  golden  hair,  and  stature, 
if  not  more  high  than  mortal,  yet  immortal 
In  all  that  naineless  bearing  of  his  limbs, 
Which  he  weara  as  the  sun  his  raye— a  something 
Which  shines  from  him,  and  yet  is  but  the  flMhfag 
Bmenatlon  of  a  thing  more  glorious  still. 

Siran.  Let  the  earth  speak, 

If  there  be  atoona  of  him  left,  or  eren 
Of  the  more  solid  gold  that  formed  his  um. 

Am.  Who  was  this  glory  of  mankind  ? 

Sirqm.  The  shame 

Of  Greece  in  peaee,  her  thunderbolt  in  wai^— 
Demettfns  the  l&koedonian,  and 
Taker  of  cities. 

Am.  Yet  one  shadow  more. 

Sirun.  (midrmMmg  the  shadow.)  Qet  thee  to  la- 
mia's k^ 
[7%e  shade  of  Dmnsirius  PoUaesim  wuMm  :■ 

ini  fit  you  still, 
fear  not,  ajhuaehhaek.    If  the  shades  of 
That  which  existed  please  not  your  nioe  teste* 
ru  aiteate  file  Ideal  masble,  tfll 
Tour  soul  be  seeoaoOed  te  her  new  garment. 


Am.  Ocfttentt   liriaflzliwm 

Siran.  Imuatesnunaid 

Tonrehoiee.    The  godlike  son  of  the  sea-god4fl8i, 
The  unshorn  bey  of  Peleus,  with  his  locks 
As  beautiful  and  dear  as  thaan^  waves 
Of  rich  Pactolus,  rolled  o'er  sands  of  gold, 
Soften'd  by  biterrening  erystal,  and 
Rippled  like  flowing  waters  by  the  wind, 
All  Tow'd  to  Sperchius  as  they  were— bdiold  thfln 
And  Aftei'-as  he  stood  by  PoUxana, 
Wi^  s«aotion'd  and  with  soften'd  love,  before 
The  altar,  gaslng  on  his  Trojan  bride, 
With  some  remorse  within  for  Hector  slain 
And  Priam  weeping>  mingled  with  deep  pssakm 
Feir  the  sweet  downcast  virgin,  whose  young  hand 
Trembled  in  Am  who  slew  her  brother.    So 
He  stood  i'  the  temple !    Look  upon  him  as 
Greece  look'd  hear  last  upon  her  best,  tiie  instant 
Sre  Paris'  arr^w  flew. 

Am.  I  gaae  upon  him 

As  if  I  were  his  soul,  whose  form  shaB  seen 
Envelop  mine. 

Sfmff.  Tou  have  done  well.    Hie  greatest 

DefSormity  should  only  barter  with 
The  estremest  beauty,  if  the  proverb's  true 
Of  mortalfl,  that  extremes  meet. 

Am.  Come!    Beqvidc. 

I  am  impatient 

SHmm.  As  a  youthful  beauty 

Before  her  glass.    Tou  Mh  see  wiiat  is  not, 
But  dream  it  ie  what  must  be. 

Am.  Must  I  wait? 

Sfotsm  No ;  that  were  a  pity.  But  a  word  or  tvo* 
His  stature  is  twdve  cubits :  would  yen  so  f» 
Outstep  l^ese  times,  and  be  a  Titan  ?    Or 
(To  talk  canonicaUy)  wax  « ton 
Of  Anak? 

Am.       Why  not? 

Siran.  Gloskma  amMtionl 

I  love  thee  most  in  dwarfs  t    A  mortal  of 
Philistine  stature  vrould  hftve  gladly  psied 
His  own  QoUath  down  to  a  slight  David : 
But  thou,  my  manikiut  vouldst  sear  a  show 
Bather  than  hero.    Thou  skalt  be  indulged, 
If  such  be  thy  de«ire ;  end  yett  by  heing 
A  little  less  removed  from  present  men 
In  flgurca  thou  oaxxst  sway  them  more ;  for  all 
WoiUd  rise  against  thee  now,  as  if  ^  hunt 
A  new-found  mammoth ;  and  their  enrsed  engsneif 
Their  culverins,  and  so  forth,  would  flnd  way 
Through  eur  Mend's  satmof  there,  with  greater  eiM 
Than  the  adulterer's  arrow  through  his  heel, 
Which  Thetis  hud  AwgoAtwi  tp  baiptise 
In  Styx. 

Am,    ThenleiitbeastlM»ndeem'stbast 

&rm.  Thou  Shalt  be  bemteouses  the  thing  ftM 


And  rtNog  sf  wImkI  H  waa»  and-*- 

Am.  leffkntt 

Per  valor,  since  deformity  is  daring. 
It  is  its  essence  to  o'ertake  manlund 
By  heart  and  soul,  and  make  itself  tik  equaip 
Ay,  the  superior  of  the  xeetN    Thsvf  is 
A  spur  in  ite.halt  «ev«anifitS|  to  beoome 
AH  that  the  othem  eemiot,  in  sueh  things 
As  stiU  sou  fine  to  bolby  to  eompciwate 
For  stepdame  Nature's  avarice  at  first. 
They  woo  with  fearless  deeds  the  slices  of  fartm^ 
And  oft,  like  Timour,  the  lame  Tartar,  von  tbffB. 


StoMkirdi 


nat 


Of  tUdw^  idiieh  nnut  t«|pi  to  fle^  to 
TUi  dnng  MwU  wliiA  eould  Mhi«f«  ii»  kn 
WxOoiKtil? 

.im.  Had  no  pom  yiawatod  sm  | 

IW  pawfhUity  of  ehange,  I  wiraUl 
fim  dofea  diA  bwt  wbkk  tpirit  MA/ to  nftko 
Itoviy,  «itk  »U  dflimmitjr'e  didl,  dandlj, 
IKMcmginc  wighi  iiyon  me,  lik«  a  nomtaia, 
in  &etinfs.  on  aay  baari  aa  on  m j  ■hoaldtm— 
Aa  hataHi  and  ajMSglitly  inrifrhiU  to 
Tha  «^  of  kapiticr  num.    I  would  lure  look*d 
Oa  benity  m  thafc  aas  which  ia  the  typa 
Of  an  we  know  or  dioam  of  baantiftil 
BtTond  the  irarid  thaj  hrightott,  with  a  aSfl^l^— 
Not  of  lava,  bat  of  daqpair;  ftor  loaght  to  wiB» 
Thovgh  to  a  hoait  all  lore,  what  coald  aot  lovo  bm 
la  tarn,  becaaaa  of  tbia  vik  crooked  clog» 
Vhkhaakcana  lonely.    Nay,  I  eonld  haro  bona 
It  an,  had  aot  my  mother  spani'd  me  horn  har. 
The  ahe-hev  Ikka  her  cube  into  a  sort 
Of  ahape ;— my  daaa  beheld  my  ahi^  waa  hopelaaB> 
Had  aheej^owd  aao,  like  the  Spaztan,  ace 
I  knew  the  paaaionate  part  of  Itfe,  I  had 
Beca  a  ek)d  of  tha  vaUey,— happier  nothiag 
Tbaa  what  I  am.    But  even  thoa,  tha  loweat, 
TJgEeat,  and  moanaat  of  mankind,  what  oonraga 
And  peraeveiaaea  oonld  hare  done,  panhanoa 
Had  Blade  me  aomething— aa  it  haa  made  heniaa 
Of  tha  aaaae  mould  aa  mine.    Ton  lately  aaw  aM 
Maater  of  my  own  life,  and  quick  to  gait  it; 
Aad  ha  who  ia  ao  ia  the  maater  of 
Whatefer  dreada  to  die. 


What  you  haTe  been,  or  will  be. 

Jnu  I  have  dona  ao. 

Toa  hare  open'd  buighter  prospeeta  to  my  oyea. 
And  aweetcr  to  my  heart.    Aa  I  am  now, 
I  might  ba  fear'd,  admired,  raapocted,  loved 
Of  an  aara  thoae  next  to  me,  of  whom  I 
Vonld  be  beloTed.    Aa  thou  ahoweat  me 
A  choice  of  forma,  I  take  tha  one  I  new. 
Haste!  Haate! 

Siram.  And  whatahaUIwear  ? 

Arm,  Surely  he 

Who  can  command  all  forma  will  ehooae  the  higheit, 
SflBctiuag  aaperior  eren  to  that  which  waa 
Pelidea  now  before  ua.    Peihapa  hi$ 
Who  alew  him,  that  of  Paria :  oi^-stfll  higher— 
The  poet'agod,  clothed  in  such  Umba  aa  are 
ThemaciTea  a  poetry. 

Sfron.  Leaa  wiU  content  me ; 

For  I,  too,  knre  a  change. 

Arm.  Tour  aspect  la 

Duaky,  but  not  uncomely.  ' 

S^tan.  If  I  choae, 

I  might  be  wUter ;  but  I  hare  a  penchant 
Fox  black— it  is  so  honest,  and  beaidea 
Can  neither  blush  with  shame  nor  pale  with  &ar : 
Hut  I  hiTe  woni  it  long  enough  of  late, 
And  now  111  take  your  figure. 

Arm.  Mine . 

Sirmm.  Yea.    To« 

Shall  change  with  Thetis'  son,  and  I  wWi  Bertha, 
Took  mother's  oftipring.   People  hsTe  their  tastes ; 
Tim  hsve  youza— I  udne. 

Am.  Despatch!  despatA! 


Bvaftsa. 

[Tke  Stram^er  idkn  tome  earth  and  atonUlf  M 
mhmihe  trnf^  tmd  them  oddreeeee  the  n\tm 

Baaatifbl  shadow 

Of  Thastia'a  boy ! 
Who  alaepa  in  tha  meadow 

Whose  graaa  growa  o'er  Troy . 
From  the  red  earth,  like  Adam,* 

Thy  likeaeaa  I  ahape, 
Aa  the  being  who  made  him, 

Whoaa  aationa  I  ape. 
Than  clay,  be  aU  glowing, 

TiU  the  rose  in  hia  cheek 
Ba  aa  fair  aa,  when  blowing, 

It  weaca  ito  firat  atreak ! 
Te  Tioleta,  I  acatter, 

Xow  turn  into  eyea ! 
And  thou  aunahiny  water. 

Of  blood  take  the  gulae  t 
Let  theae  hyacinth  bougha 

Be  hia  long  flowing  hatr, 
Aad  ware  o'er  hia  brows, 

Aa  thou  warest  in  air ! 
Let  his  heart  ba  thia  marble 

I  tear  from  the  rock ! 
But  hia  ▼oice  aa  the  warble 

Of  birds  on  yon  oak ! 
Let  hia  flesh  be  the  purest 

Of  mould,  in  which  grew 
The  Uly-root  surest. 

And  drank  the  best  dew ! 
Let  hia  limba  be  the  lightest 

Which  clay  can  compound, 
And  his  aspect  the  brightest 

On  earth  to  be  found ! 
Blementa,  near  me. 

Be  mingled  and  atirr'd. 
Know  me,  and  hear  me. 

And  leap  to  my  word ! 
Sunbeams,  awaken 

Thia  earth'a  animation ! 
Tiadone!  He  hath  taken 

Hia  atand  in  cnatfoa ! 

[AawoLD  faUe  aeneeket ;  hie  atml  paeaee  tfi40 

Oke  ehape  of  AehiUee,  wMeh  rieeeflvm  the 

yioMiMi/  ^hiie  the  pnoiHftoni  hae  tneoppeotemf 

part  by  part  f  aethejigwewaejbnnedfromike 

Am,  (in  hie  new  Jbfm,)  1  Ioto,  aad  I  ahall  be 
beloiredf    Ohnib! 
At  last  I  fed  thee!    Qlorious  spirit ! 

Strom.  Stop ! 

What  shall  become  of  your  abandon'd  garment. 
Your  hump,  and  lump,  and  clod  of  ugliness. 
Which  lato  you  wore,  or  were  } 

Am.  Who  eares  ?  Let  woItm 

And  Tulturos  take  it.  If  they  wUL 

Stram.  And  if 

They  do,  ind  are  not  sesred  by  it,  yoaH  say 
It  must  be  peacetime,  and  no  better  fare 
Abroad  i'  the  fields. 

Am.  Letusbatlettfaitthsn; 

No  matter  what  beoomes  on't. 

Stran.  Thafai 

If  not  mtgratefbL    Whatsoe'er  it  be. 
It  hath  snatain'd  your  soul  fofl  many  a  day. 


•  Mfw^Mr*  •fnmvlMaNfeilMnwManMd. 
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srraeirs  "waam. 


Am.  Ay,  as  the  dimghSl  may  ooneeal  a  gem 
Which  is  now  set  in  gold,  as  jewels  should  be. 

Stran,  But  if  I  give  another  form,  it  mnst  be 
By  fair  exchange,  not  robbery.    For  they 
Who  make  men  without  women's  aid  have  long 
Had  patents  for  the  same,  and  do  not  lore 
Tonr  interlopers.    The  deril  may  take  men, 
Not  make  them,— though  he  reap  the  benefit 
Of  the  original  workmanship :— end  therefore 
Some  one  must  be  found  to  assume  the  shape 
You  have  quitted. 
Am.  Who  would  do  so  ? 

Stran.  That  I  know  not. 

And  therefore  I  must. 
Am.  You ! 

Stran.  I  said  it  ere 

You  inhabited  your  present  dome  of  beauty. 

Am.  True.    I  forget  all  things  in  the  new  joy 
Of  this  immortal  change. 

Stran,  In  a  few  moments 

I  will  be  as  you  were,  and  you  shall  see 
Yourself  for  ever  by  youi  as  your  shadow. 
Am.  I  would  be  spared  this. 
Stran.  But  it  cannot  be. 

What !  shrink  already,  being  what  you  are, 
From  seeing  what  you  were  ? 
Am.  Do  as  thou  wilt. 

Stran.  (to  the  late  form  of  Arnold,  extended  on 
the  earth.) 
Clay !  not  dead,  but  soulless  I 

Though  no  man  would  choose  thee. 
An  immortal  no  less 

Deigns  not  to  refuse  thee. 
Clay  thou  art ;  and  unto  spirit 
All  clay  is  of  equal  merit. 
Fire!  tot^Aou^  which  nought  can  live ; 
Fire !  but  in  which  nought  can  live, 
Save  the  fabled  salamander, 
Or  immortal  souls,  which  wander, 
Praying  what  doth  not  forgive. 
Howling  for  a  drop  of  water, 

Burning  in  a  quenchless  lot : 
Fire!  the  only  element 
Where  nor  fish,  beast,  bird,  nor  worm, 
Save  the  worm  which  dieth  not, 
Can  preserve  a  moment's  form, 
But  must  with  thyself  be  blent; 
Fire !  man's  safeguard  and  his  slaugbter : 
Fire!  Creation's  first-born  daughter, 
And  Destruction's  threaten'd  son 
When  heaven  with  the  world  hatii  don* 
Fire  !  assist  me  to  renew 
life  in  what  lies  in  my  view 

Stiff  and  cold ! 
His  resurrection  rests  with  me  and  yon ! 
One  little,  marshy  spark  of  flame^ 
And  he  again  shall  seem  the  same  $ 
But  I  his  spirit's  place  shall  hold ! 
[An  iffmifattMe  JUt  through  the  wood,  md 
rests  on  the  brow  of  the  body.    The  Strang 
dieappeara :  the  body  rieet. 
Am.  (in  hie  new  form.)  Oh !  horrible ! 
Stran.  (in  Arnold's  late  ehape.)  What !  trem* 

blertthou? 
Am.  Not  sfr— 

I  merely  shudder.    Where  is  fled  the  shape 
Thou  lately  worest } 

Stran.  To  the  world  of  shadows. 

But  let  us  thread  the  present.    Whither  wilt  thoa  ? 


Jm,  Most  fshonheta^vemfatikfiil 

Stran.  WheEeforenot? 

Your  betters  keep  woiae  company. 

Am.  ,  ifybetters! 

Siran,  Oh !  you  wax  proud,  I  see,  of  your  nev 
form : 
prm  glad  of  that.    Ungrateful  too !  That* s  well; 
You  improve  apace : — two  changes  in  an  instant, 
And  you  are  old  in  the  world's  ways  already. 
But  bear  with  me :  indeed,  you'll  find  me  usefid 
Upon  your  pilgrimage.    But  come,  pronounce 
Where  shall  we  now  be  errant  ? 

Am.  Where  the  world 

Is  thickest,  that  I  may  behold  it  in 
Its  workings. 

Stran.  Thafs  to  say,  where  there  is  w 

And  woman  in  activity.    Let's  see ! 
Spain-^Italy— the  new  Atlantic  world— 
Afric,  with  all  its  Moors.    In  very  truth. 
There  is  small  choice :  the  whole  race  axe  just  now 
Tugging  as  usual  at  each  other's  hearts. 

Am.  I  have  heard  great  things  of  Borne. 

Stnm.  A  goodly  dioiM 

And  scarce  a  better  to  be  found  on  earth, 
Sinoe  Sodom  was  put  out.    The  field  is  wide  too ; 
For  now  the  Frank,  and  Hun,  and  Spanish  scion 
Of  the  old  Vandals,  are  at  play  along 
The  sunny  shores  of  the  world's  garden. 

Am.  How 

Shall  we  proceed  ? 

Stran.  Like  gallants,  on  good  couiseta 

What  ho !  my  chargers !    Never  yet  were  better 
Since  Phaeton  was  upset  into  the  Po. 
Our  pages  too! 

BntertwoPoffea  with  four  coal^lUaeh  hurm. 

Am-  A  noble  sight : 

Stran.  And  of 

A  nobler  breed.    Match  me  in  Barbazy, 
Or  your  Eochlini  race  of  Araby, 
With  these ! 

Am.  The  mighty  steam  which  volumes  high 

From  their  proud  nostrils,  bums  the  very  air ; 
And  sparks  of  flame,  like  «ift-n<*ing  fire-ilies,  wheel 
Around  tiieir  manes,  as  common  insects  swaim 
Bound  common  steeds  towards  sunset. 

Stran.  Mount,  my  loids 

They  and  I  are  your  servitors. 

Am.  And  these 

Our  dark-eyed  pages^what  may  be  their  names  ? 

Stran.  You  shall  baptize  them. 

Am.  What!  in  holy  water? 

Stran.  Why  not?  The  deeper  sinner,  better  taiat. 

Am.  They  are  beautiful,  and  cannot,  sure,  bi 
demons. 

Stran.  True;  4he  devil's  always  ugly;  and  jm 
beau^ 
Is  never  diabolical. 

Am  ^  I'll  caU  him 

Who  bean  the  golden  horn,  and  wean  such  brigkl 
And  blooming  aspect,  Huon;  for  he  looks 
Like  to  the  lovely  boy  lost  in  the  forest. 
And  never  found  till  now.    And  for  the  other 
And  darker,  and  more  thoughtful,  who  smiles  not, 
But  looks  as  serious  though  seorane  as  night, 
He  shall  be  Jfminon,  firoan  tlie  Etidop  king 
Whose  statue  turns  a  harper  once  a  day. 
And  you  ? 

Stnm.  I  have  ten  thoassa^l  iiamsi^  ssd  taioe 


nOS  BaPMttBD  nJUnPOBMBD. 


AliuBttfiBpet  will  takeahvnu&iuuBMb 
An.  Mere  kiuaan  than  tiie  shape  (tkoigh  H  was 


I 


») 


StaNw  Then  call  ma  C«sar. 

Jm.  Wliy,tliat 

Biiisiy  t»  cai:^rea»  and  liaa  basn  but  bona 
firthewwld'BlaiAs. 

olfewiB  And  tfcwafoia  ilttaal  fer 

The  isifi  in  dJHgnisa    amca  so  joa  dacn  na, 
Uolns  Toaeall  me  pops  iaataad.  1 

iim.  WeU,tlM^ 

Cnvtkvasluatba.    Forn^adi;  my  nana 
fi»U  be  plain  Arnold  stUl. 

Cte.  Wa'Uaddatitt»- 

"OoaatAniold;"  it  hatii  no  nagiaaioaa  aond, 
Aad  win  lo^  w«&  npan  a  Inllat-doax. 

Am,  (hill  an  order  for  a  batUe-fteld. 

Gflk  (9m§t,J  To hoiao !  to hoiael  my  eoal-Uaek 


?«aa  tte  |^o«md  and  sanA  tka  air ! 
Thcn'snat  a  foal  of  Arab's  bread 

More  kBMfs  whom  he  most  bear ; 
Qa  the  km  be  will  not  the, 
Swiftff  as  it  waxea  higher ; 
la  the  Btnh  he  wiU  not  alaokctt, 
On  the  pMn  be  oTaHahea; 
In  the  ara^  he  will  not  sioJl, 
Hot paoM  at  the  brook's  side  to  drinks 
la  the  nee  ke  will  not  pant, 
la  the  combat  he'U  not  fidnt; 
Oa  the  sKmaa  he  wi&  not  atu^le, 
Tloie  Bor  toil  shall  make  him  huable ; 
In  the  Stan  he  will  not  stiffiBnt 
Bat  be  winged  as  a  giiiBn, 
Oaly  ijiDg  with  hia  feat » 
And  will  not  aneh  a  Toyage  be  aweet  ? 
Meriilj!  manily!  narar  nnsennd, 
Shall  our  bonny  blsek  honea  skim  over  the 

ground ! 
fnm  Oe  Alps  to  the  Cameaana,  lida  wa,  or  4r ! 
Ferwa'lltefa  them  behind  in  theglanee  of  an  ^e. 


8CE17B  II. 
A  Ca^p  htfan  the  WaOi  vf  SowM. 

Abkold  andCjBBAM. 

Cm.  Teaaie  wea  entar'd  now. 

-dm.  Ay;  hot  my  path 

flas  bean  o*cr  earcaaaea :  mina  eyaa  are  full 
Of  Used. 

Om,     Then  wipe  them,  and  see  clearly.    Why ! 
ThoB  art  a  caaqaetet ;  the  chosen  knight 
^Bd  iiee  eoonpanien  of  the  gallant  Bo«rbon> 
late  eonatihle  of  France:  and  now  to  be 
Iiord  of  «h«  <^  i^hkh  faa^  been  earties  lord 
Under  Ita  eaipcrois,  and-«han^ng  sex, 
Kot  soeptre,  an  hermaphrodite  of  saapii^ 
lAdy  of  theoUwoild. 

^ds^  HowoUf  IHiat!  arethsra 

ITam^rovias? 

^M.foyaik   Toa1i4ndtheiaartsnchilMrtiy» 


Jly  ila  r&oh  harraata,  new  diseaaa,  and  gold; 
Fram  one-Aa|f  of  the  world  named  atrtafa  new  ooa^ 
Beeaoaa  yon  know  no  better  than  the  dull 
And  dnbiooB  notice  of  your  eyes  and  cars. 

Am,  I'll  trast  thsBA. 

Cm.  Do!    They  will  deceiTe  yon  sweetiy 

And  tiiat  Is  batter  than  the  bitter  truth. 

Am,  Dog! 


Am,  DerU! 

Ces.  Tour  obedient  humble  senrant. 

Arm,  Say  aief^sr  radier.   Thou  hast  lured  me  ou, 
Throngh  scenes  of  blood  and  lust,  tilll  am  here. 

Oaa.  And  where  wouldst  cAoM  be  ? 

Am.  Oh,  at  peace— in  peace. 

C^m.  And  where  is  that  which  is  so  ?  From  the  star 
To  the  winding  worm,  all  life  b  nmtion ;  and, 
In  life  aoaaaiotfibii  is  the  eztremeat  point 
Of  life.    The  planet  wheels  till  it  becomes 
A  eomet,  and  destroying  as  it  sweeps 
The  stara,  goes  out.  The  poor  wonn  winds  ita  way» 
Living  upon  the  death  of  other  things, 
Bnt  still,  Uke  them,  must  live  and  die,  the  subject 
Of  semething  which  has  made  it  Uto  and  die. 
Ton  must  obey  what  all  obey,  the  rule 
Of  fix'd  necessity :  against  her  edict 
Bebellimi  prospers  not. 

Am,  And  when  it  prospers 

Oaa.  Tia  no  rebdlion. 

Am.  Will  it  proaper  now  } 

Ces.  The  Bonibon  hath  giren  orden  for   the 
assault. 
And  by  the  dawn  there  wiU  be  work. 

Am. 

And  ahaU  the  dty  yield  ?    I  see  the  giant 
Abode  of  the  true  God,  and  his  true  saint. 
Saint  Peter»  rear  ita  dome  and  Cfoas  into 
The  sky  whence  Christ  aaoended  from  the  cross, 
Which  his  Uood  made  a  badge  of  glory  and 
Of  Joy,  (as  onee  of  torture  unto  him, 
God  and  God's  Son,  man's  sole  and  only  raftige.) 

Oaa.  'TIS  there,  and  shall  be. 

Am.  What? 

Chw*  The  cruclflx 

Above,  and  many  altar  shrines  below. 
Also  some  culverins  upon  the  walls. 
And  harquebusses,  and  what  not ;  beaidea 
The  men  who  are  to  kindle  them  to  death 
Of  other  men. 

Am.  And  those  scarce  mortal  areheSi 

Pile  above  pile  of  CTerlasting  wall. 
The  theatre  where  emperors  and  their  subjects 
(Those  subjects  Eomans)  stood  at  gase  upon 
The  battles  of  the  monarcha  of  the  wild 
And  wood,  the  lion  and  his  tuaky  rebds 
Of  the  then  untamed  deacrt,  brought  to  Joust 
In  the  arena,  (as  right  wcU  they  might, 
When  they  had  left  no  human  foe  unoonquer'd;) 
Made  even  the  forest  pay  ita  tribute  of 
Life  to  their  amphitheatre,  as  well 
As  Dacia  men  to  die  the  eternal  death 
For  a  sole  instant'a  pastime,  and  **  Pass  on. 
To  a  new  gladiator !"— Must  it  fkll  ? 

Ccf .  The  dty,  or  the  amphitheatre  ? 
The  church,  or  one,  or  all  ?  for  you  confound 
Both  them  and  me. 

Am.  To-moirow  sounds  tile  i 

With  Ae  flwt  coek-erow. 

Cm$,  Which,  if  it « 
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wamrs  wonu^ 


The  eTening's  first  xui^tiiigale,  wiU  Ue 
Something  new  in  the  annals  of  great  eiegea ; 
For  men  must  have  their  prey  after  long  toil. 

Am.  The  sun  goes  down  as  calmly,  and  perhaps 
More  beautifully  than  he  did  on  Borne  ^ 

On  the  day  Remus  leapt  her  wall. 

Caa,  I  saw  him. 

Am.  You!        * 

Ctea.  Tes,  sir.    Ton  forget  I  am  or  vas 

Spirit,  till  I  took  up  with  your  cast  shape 
And  a  worse  name.    I'm  Cesar  and  a  hunchback 
Now.    Well!  the  first  of  Cesaxs  was  a  bald-head, 
And  loTed  his  laurels  better  as  a  wig 
(So  history  says)  than  as  a  glory.    Thus 
The  world  runs  on,  but  we'll  be  merry  still. 
I  saw  your  Bomulus  (simple  as  I  am) 
Slay  his  own  twin,  quick  bom  of  the  same  womb, 
Because  he  leapt  a  ditch,  ('twas  then  no  wall, 
Whate'er  it  now  be ;)  and  Rome's  earliest  cement 
Was  brother's  blood ;  and  if  its  native  blood 
Be  spilt  till  the  choked  Tiber  be  as  red 
As  e'er  'twas  yellow,  it  will  never  wear 
The  deep  hue  of  the  ocean  and  the  earth, 
Which  the  great  robber  sons  of  iratrioide 
Have  made  their  never-ceasing  scene  of  slaughter 
Forages. 

Am.       But  what  have  these  done,  their  fax 
Remote  descendants,  who  have  lived  in  peace, 
The  peace  of  heaven,  and  in  her  sunshine  of 
Piely? 

Cos.    And  what  had  <A^  done,  whom  the  old 
Romans  o'erswept  ? — ^Hark ! 

Am.  They  are  soldiers  singiBg 

A  reckless  roundelay,  upon  the  eve 
Of  many  deaths,  it  may  be  of  their  own. 

Cos.  And  why  should  they  not  sing  as  well  as 
swans  ? 
They  are  black  ones,  to  be  sure. 

Am.  So,  yon  are  leam'd, 

I  see,  too  r 

Am.  In  my  grammar,  oertes.    I 

Was  educated  for  a  monk  of  all  times, 
And  once  I  was  well  versed  in  the  forgotten 
Struscan  letters,  and— were  I  so  minded-^ 
Could  make  their  hieroglyphics  plainer  than 
Tour  alphabet. 

Am.  And  wherefore  do  yon  not  ? 

Ci88.  It  answers  better  to  resolve  the  alphabet 
Back  into  hieroglyphics.    Like  your  statesman. 
And  prophet,  ponti£f,  doctor,  alchymist. 
Philosopher,  and  what  not,  they  have  built 
More  Babels,  without  new  dispersion,  than 
The  stammering  young  ones  of  the  flood's  dull  ooie, 
Who  fail'd  and  fled  each  other.   Why  ?  why,  marry, 
Because  no  man  could  understand  his  neighbor. 
They  are  wiser  now,  and  will  not  separate 
For  nonsense.    Nay,  it  is  their  brotherhood. 
Their  Shibboleth,  their  Koran,  Talmud,  their 
Cabala ;  their  best  brick-work,  wherewithal 
They  build  more— 

Am.  (intarvpting  him.)  Oh,  thou  everlasting 
sneerer! 
Be  silent !  How  the  soldier's  rough  strain  seems 
Soften'd  by  distance  to  a  hymn-like  cadence  I 
lirtei^l 

C€tt.    Yes,    I  have  heard  the  angel  sing. 

Am.  And  demons  howl. 

Cat.  And  man  to.    IM  u«  listea  I 

I  love  all  music. 


The  bUek  bands  came  over 

The  Alps  and  tinir  snow; 
WitSi  Bourbon,  the  rover. 

They  passed  the  broad  Po. 
We  have  beaten  all  foemen. 

We  have  captnred  a  king, 
We  have  tam'd  baek  va.  no  men. 

And  so  let  us  sing ! 
Here's  the  Bourbon  for  ever ! 

Though  pennylesB  all, 
Well  have  one  more  endeavor 

At  yonder  old  waU. 
With  iSbib  Bmtbon  we'Q  gailMr 

At  day-dawn  before 
The  gates,  and  together 

Or  break  dr  climb  o'er 
The  wall:  on  the  ladder 

As  mounts  each  firm  foot. 
Our  shovts  diall  grow  gladder, 

And  death  only  be  mnte. 
yfmS^  the  Bourbon  we'll  moimt  o^sr 

The  walk  of  old  Rome, 
And  who  then  shall  oount  e*er 

The  spoils  of  each  dome  ^ 
Up!  up  with  tlM  lily! 

And  down  with  the  keys ! 
In  old  Rome,  the  eeven-hflly,* 

We'll  revel  at  ease. 
Her  streets  shall  be  gory, 

Her  Tiber  all  red, 
And  her  tem^dee  so  hoary 

Shall  elang  with  our  tread.  • 
Oh,  the  Bourbon  1  the  Bouiboni 

The  Bourbon  for  aye  1 
Of  our  song  bear  tbe  bnxden; 

And  fire,  fire  away  I 
With  Spain  for  th«  vangoaid. 

Our  vaded  host  comes ; 
And  next  to  the  Spaniard 

Beat  Germany's  drums ; 
Aftd  Italy's  lanoes 

Are  oottoh'd  at  tbeir  ttothsr ; 
But  our  leader  firom  France  is, 

Who  wair'd  witii  his  brother. 
Oh,  the  Bourbon !  theBoufaonI 

Sans  country  or  home. 
We'll  follow  the  Boubon, 

To  plunder  old  Rome. 

CSfls.  An  indifferent  song 

For  those  within  the  walls,  methSnks,  to  hesi. 
Am,  Tee,  if  they  keep  to  their  choras.   Bat  hfli 


The  general  with  his  ohidb  and  men  < 
AgoNBAyMbel! 

BtOtt  the  Constable  BouBBOir,  "  eum  airit"  fr.,  4^ 

PMl,  How  now,  noble  prince, 

Tou  are  not  cheerful  ? 

Bourb.  Why  should  I  be  so  ? 

PML  TTpon  the  eve  of  conquest,  such  as  oan, 
Most  men  would  be  so. 

Bourb.  If  I  were  secure! 

Pha.  Doubt  not  our  soldiers.    Were  the  walls  «l 
adamant, 
They'd  crack  them.    Hunger  ia  a  sharp  ectillflsy- 

Bomb.  Th^theywiUfolterif  mylesstof  fsM 


Their  elM;  aaA  All  tMr  IdaOid  ^pilHN 

To 

MouteN,  nJ  4te«»  vteg^Mi  tiiam  lOw  IM  god* 

Of  thf  oU  ftlilM,  I  widd  tTMfr  «er  XitaiM  ;«• 

BUL      Tkiythwl— iwhowBttPth 

in 


TlM^MftMcA 


Tbeffilala««i* 


PAdL  SoUftthMi!    WBt 

Tub  bftck  from  thadMryttiaiaeM  of  ihadowt ) 


]IelkiBki,a8sFflA*«ineAM«4  buttiMyGUMp 
▲aft  lite,  nd  viiBg  tksix  dim  and  dMktUikt 
imi  iilHi  ftrii  iMii  i^nM  fcmi  infl  Hi ni!  bjm 
Ftoeiacteiimw.    Lookt^vel 

PML  HQoknFOB 

Aloftybattfi—iwt 

AMird.  i^ndtkflMl 

PiUL  Hot«fVB 

A  ginidm.«8^;  <^  wit^  kMp  bdoir» 
Shflltmdbythegniy 
StajboQetof  tfv 
Fkictiee  a  tte  «Bfti  twQI^iik. 

Ibwft.  TManbttid. 

PUL  If  Ndis  nothint  mon  thaa  W7  b«  MB 
Beio. 

Boivi.  A  tlumnad  J9»n  baTS  mann'd  tiba  walk 
With  alltiieir  iMiOfla,— the  last  Cato  staada 
Aikd  tnn  h»  bowels,  rather  than  snrviTa 
Thelibertj  of  that  I  wmild  enslave. 
Aad  tiie  first  Cesar  with  his  triumphs  ilita 
fwm  battltfmeat  to  battlement. 

PhiL  Then  oonqiur 

The  wsQs  for  which  he  eoa({Qar'd,  and  be  greats  I 

Bmri.  Tmb;  eo  I  wiB  or  peiwh. 

FhiL  Ton  can  moi. 

la  laek  aa  «BlK|dse  to  die  is  rather 
The  tea  td  an  eternal  day,  than  death. 

[ComU  Abholp  aad  Cmaaa  od^poMM. 
Cm.  And  the  asece  meit--do   they  too   sweat 


The  aoea  of  this  same  eTer-seorching  glory  ? 

Bom^.  Ah  I 

WdcoMethebttterhanehbacIc!  and  biaiBaster, 
The  beaatf  of  oecr  hoet,  and  brare  as  beauteoas. 
And  geaenas  as  lovely.    We  shaH  find 
Work  fw  jffi  both  ere  morning. 

Cm,  TfmwilltAd, 

80  please  year  highness,  no  less  for  yourself. 

i^Mvi.  Aad  if  I  do,  titers  wffl  not  be  a  laborer 
More  ftnmd,  fiunchback ! 

Cm,  Ton  may  well  say  so, 

Far  yon  hare  seen  that  back— as  general, 
Flaoed  hi  the  tear  in  action— bnt  yonr  Ibea 
Hare  nerer  seen  it. 

Hoivb.  That's  a  fcir  retort, 

F<«  I  pwm>\«d  U  -.-but  the  Bonrbon's  breast 
Has  been,  and  ever  sliaTl  be,  far  advanced 
la  danger's  face  u  yonis,  were  yon  the  demt. 
Cm.  Andifl  new,  Xa4ght  have  satsdmyseU 

The  toil  of  conung  bsce. 


Cm.  OMhiJr 

or  yo«r  hnw  b«ida  «f  «di  Ma  bold  aoMiA 
Via  8*  t»  hlH,  Iha  other  half  be  sent» 
Mora  swifdy,  aot  le«  svalsr* 

Ai»old,yow 
Slight  eraok'd  teiid't  aa  «ah*difca  ia  hi*  wnAi 
AahteAwda. 

Cm,  Xwahlgh— aaroohariitakaanai 

kaio*  flMdM  was  a  flatterer— I  am  none ; 
▲mI  for  vy  daad%  I  e^  atisg  iA««  atnf . 

BoMrft.  Ton  are  braTo,  and  that's  enoai^  for  an. 


Cm, 


In  ipMsh  aa  ahaap  i»  acti«    aad  that's  « 
I  am  Aot  aloiM«aoldier»  bat  the  soldiers' 


They  are  bat  bad  oonpanj,  yovr  hifhieiih 
for  thek  frie&Ai  than  foas,  aa  bih« 
aoquadmtaace. 

How  now,  foUacrl 
tfaiaslwitt  beyond  the  privilega 


Yott  anaa  I  speak  the  Inth. 
rillia— illiaaewyi  then  yomll  ptaisa  ma 
iag  yon  a  hero. 
i,  Fhilhertl 

I«st  him  aloaat  heTs  brave*  and  avar  haa 

flist,  with  «h«t  swart  feaa  aad  na 


In  fleld  or  storm,  and  patient  ia  stwiaatfon  x 
And  fov  hit  toagua,  the  eamp  ii  Ml  of  lieaMa» 
And  tha  sharp  stingiiig  of  a  lively  ragae 
Is,  to  my  mind,  hx  preferable  to 
The  grass,  doll,  heavy,  gloaanQF  execration 
Of  a  mere  famish'd,  sullen,  grumbling  a|ia% 
Whait  aalhiag  aaa  ssawiaae  gatva  a  ftiii  laarit 
And  wins,  and  aleep,  and  a  few  maravadisi 
With  which  he  deema  him  irfah* 

Oam,  Itwaaldbawel 

If  the  earth's  pifasas  aA'd  no  mora. 

Bour*.  BasikMit 

Cm,  Ay,  bnt  not  idle.  Work  yoaSMtf  with  worArl 
Ton  haae  bat  fow  to  speak. 

Phil  What  neaaa  tha  aadaatoai  ffaMf 

Cm,  T^  pTflle,  YSkM  other  prophatg. 

Bmrtt,  gyiftwH 

WhyirillymivaKhim?  Harawaaaa^ 
To«iakoa»  Arnold!  I wiUkadtiwi 
To-morrow. 

Am,  I  hava  haaid  aa  anuh,  sap  loid. 

JlMai».  AadyoawfllfoUaw^ 

Am,  Siaea  I  ■ait  aat 

Bourh.  "tU  aecaaaary  for  tte  i 
Of  oar  toa  aaedy  amy,  that  ttsir  < 
Flaat  tika  fliat  foot  apoa  tha  fonaosi  1 
Fhstattp. 

Cm,        Upan  Itf  taponst,  let  as  hopa: 
00  fMEL  ha  have  his  Ml  deserts. 

mh,  Th«warii% 

Oraat  eapHal  perohaaca  is  out*  to  aimiiia. 
Through  every  ehange  the  seven-hill'd  dty  ha^ 
Retain'd  her  saray  o'er  nations,  and  tha  Caaaia 
Bnt  yielded  to  the  Alazii»,  the  Alarics 
Unto  the  pontifls.    Komaa,  Ooth,  or  priest. 
Still  the  world's  maateaa!  Ci^lized,  barbarian. 
Or  saintiy,  still  the  walls  of  Romnlns 
Have  been  tha  etreaa  of  aa  empfoa.    Wetti 
Twaa f»i» turn- -aow  tit aaaa;  aai latasfoapt 
•That  wa  aM  ight  aa  wan*  aad  Ilia aM*h«IW 


m 


WWMK^B  HHttU. 


Oai,  Ko  doubt,  &6  eamp't  the  •okool  «f  dfi$ 
rights. 
What  would  yon  make  of  Rome  ? 
Bowb,  Tbetwbicliitwtt. 

Ctm,  InAlMic'stime? 

JBourh,  No,  slaTe !  in  the  ftrat  Otteer'f , 

Whoee  name  yon  bear  Hke  otiier  eurs- 

Cm.  And  Idnge ! 

Tb  a  great  name  fbr  bloodhonndi. 

Bomrk,  Theve^e  a  demon 

In  that  fteree  rattlesnake,  thy  tongue.    Wilt  never 
Bessrious? 

Cmt.  On  the  ere  of  battle,  no  ^-»> 

That  were  not  soldier-like.    'Tie  for  the 
To  be  more  pensive :  we  adventurers 
Must  be  more  eheerfyd.  Wherefore  should  wethfnk  ? 
Our  tutelar  deity  in  a  leader's  shape, 
•SPakes  eaxe  of  us.    Keep  thought  aloof  frmn  bests  1 
If  the  knaves  take  to  thinking,  you  will  have 
To  eraok  those  walls  alone. 

Bom^.  You  may  eneer,  sinee 

Tie  lucky  for  you  that  you  fight  no  wetee  to^t 

Cm§,  I  thank  you  for  the  freedom ;  'tis  the  only 
Pay  I  have  taken  in  your  highneas'  service. 

Bowi,  Well,  sir,  to-morrow  yon  shall  pay  yourself. 
Look  on  those  towers ;  they  hold  my  treasury : 
But  Philibert,  we'll  in  to  coundL    AnoM, 
*W%  would  request  your  prssenee. 

Am,  Prince !  my  ssrrioe 

Is  yours,  ae  In  tfie  field. 

J9mm*6*  In  botfi  we  prise  it» 

And  yours  will  be  a  post  of  trust  at  daybsealu 

Cm§,  And  mine? 

Bomb.  Tofidlow  glory  with  tiie 

Goodnight! 

Afn,  (to  Cjman.)  Prepswe  our  annor  iSsr  the 
assault^ 
And  wait  within  my  tsnt. 

[Mammi  Boytrbon,  Abmold,  PHZLiBBBir,  ftc 

Cmt.  (toluM.)  Within  thy  t«tl 

Think'st  thou  that  I  pass  from  thos  wift   my 


Or  that  this  crooked  coffer,  whfch  odntain'd 

lliy  prinoiple  of  Ufe,  is  aught  to  me 

Bzoept  a  mask  ?    And  these  are  men,  Ibnooth ! 

Htoeoea  and  chieCi,  the  fiower  of  Adam's 

This  li  'tte  eeoeequence  of  giving  matlMr 

The  p«wer  of  thnught.    It  is  a  stubborn 

And  thinks  ohaoticaUy,  as  it  acts, 

Bver  relapsing  into  its  fisst  dements. 

Well !  I  must  play  with  these  poor  pufpets:  'tti 

ThenpMfs  paslime  hi  his  idler  hours. 

Wh<i»  I  gtowissary  of  it,  I  have  business 

Among  the  ststs,  whidi  ^ese  peor  sseatn 

WsteoMiis  far  them  te  look  at.    Twersajastnew 

To  bring  one  down  among  them,  snd  set  fira 

Unto  their  an^^m:  hmr  the  pismina  then 

Would  scamper  o'er  the  scalding  soil,  and, 

IProB  Maring  down  each  other's  nests,  pipe  IssDi 

OneunivenalefiMni    Ha!  ha  I        [4»<Cjmab. 


PABT   11. 
6CBMB  I. 


C»enit^4MtolniWfi»^. 


Tis  the  mom,  but  dimead  dariL 
Whither  files  the  silent  lark  ? 
Whither  shrinks  the^ouded  sua } 
Ts  the  day  indeed  begun  } 
Katare's  eye  is  melsnflholy 
O'er  the  dty  high  and  ho^  r 
But  without  there  is  a  din 
Should  arouse  the  saints  wMdn, 
And  revive  the  hemie  adm 
Round  which  yeUour  Tiber  i 
Oh  ye  seven  hillal  asidDen, 
Ere  your  very  baae  be  shakeni 


Hearken  to  the  steady  stamp ! 
Mars  is  in  thefar  every  tramp! 
Not  a  step  is  out  of  tune, 
As  the  tides  obey  the  moon ! 
On  they  march,  thengfh  to  i 
Regular  as  rolling  water, 
Whoee  high  waves  o'ersweep  the  bordsr 
Of  huge  moles,  but  keep  their  oidsr, 
Breaking  only  lunk  by  rank. 
Hearken  to  the  armor's  dank  1 
Look  down  o'er  eadi  ftownhig  wanisr. 
How  he  glares  upon  tike  bsnicr : 
Look  on  each  step  of  each  ladder, 
As  the  stripes  that  ttesak  an  addaw 


Look  upon  the  bristling  wall, 
Mann'd  without  an  interval  t 
B<nind  and  round,  and  tier  on  tier, 
Cannon's  black  mouth,  shining  spesr, 
Lit  match,  bell-mouth'd  mnsquetoon 
Gaping  to  be  murderous  soon ; 
All  the  warlike  gear  of  old, 
Mix'd  with  what  we  now  behold, 
In  this  strife  'twixt  old  and  new, 
Gather  like  a  locusts*  crew. 
Shade  of  Remus !  'tis  a  time 
Awi^  as  thy  brother's  crime! 
Christians  war  against  Christ's  shrills;-* 
Must  its  lot  be  like  to  thine  ? 


Vear— and  near— and  nearer  still, 
As  the  earthquake  sai»  the  hill, 
First  with  trembling,  hoUow  motlon« 
Like  a  scaree-awaken'd  oeean. 
Then  with  stronger  shock  and  loudsTi 
TiU  the  rooks  are  cruahed  to  powdsr^^ 
Onward  sweeps  the  rolling  host  I 
Heroes  of  the  immortal  boasti 
Mighty  chiefs  t  eternal  shadows ! 
First  fiowen  of  t^  bloody  meadowa 
Whidi  encompass  Rowe,  the  mother 
Of  a  people  without  brother  1 
Will  you  sleep  when  nations'  quands 
Plou^  the  root  up  of  year  laurels  I 
Te  who  wept  o'er  Carthage  hnmtng. 
Weep  not   stoifa/  fivRcmlsBKNorniBgl* 


aBdWMCOl 
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OmwI  sweeps  the  wiad  natioBB ! 
IMbw  loBg  bath  dealt  their  ratioat. 
Tb  Ae  wen  nftih  hate  and  hunger, 
HoMrova  as  wolvee,  and  stronger, 
(hlkftf  nmm^    Oh!  glorious  dty, 
Msit  thou  be  a  thnoM  f or  pity  ? 
FS^t,  ttte  yimr  first  sire,  eaeh  Bomaa  t 
Alaiie  was  a  gentle  Ibeman, 
Matek'd  vith  Bo«ibon*8  hUok  baadlttl ! 
Bosn  tiMs,  thou  eternal  oity ; 
Bswettee!  Bather  give  the  toreh 
With  Ay  own  hand  to  thy  pordi, 
TIaa  bdiold  sveh  hosts  pottnte 
Toar  voist  dipeUing  with  their  foot 


Ah !  behold  yon  bleeding  spectre ! 
IBon's  ehUdren  find  no  Hector ; 
Film's  offqiring  lored  their  br«tiier ; 
BoDs's  great  sive  forgot  his  mother, 
VhmhB  dew  his  gaUaat  twin, 
'Wlftiaaipiablesni. 
Bss  tile  giant  shadow  stride 
O'er  Hm  ramparts  high  and  wide ! 
When  the  first  o'erleapt  thy  Wall, 
Iti  fMindatisn  movn'd  thy  laU. 
Kov,thoagh  towering  Kke  a  Babel, 
mio  to  slc^  his  steps  are  able  ? 
fitdUag  o'er  tiiy  highest  dome, 
Bmsm  elaims  his  Tengeanse,  Rome ! 

7. 
Nov  they  reach  fhee  in  their  anger; 
File  and  moke  and  heDish  clangor 
Aie  aroond  thee,  thoa  world's  wonder,. 
Death  iein  thy  walls  and  under. 
Now  the  meeting  sted  first  clashes, 
Dewnwaid  then  the  ladder  craahes, 
With  iu  iron  load  all  gleaming. 
Lying  at  its  foot  blaspheming ! 
Up  again !  for  ereiy  warrior 
Slaia,  another  dimbes  the  banier, 
TUaker  grows  the  strife :  thy  ditches 
Ssrope's  mingling  gore  enriches. 
ScsBe !  dthoagh  thy  wall  may  perish^ 
Such  manare  £y  fields  will  cherish, 
HaUag  gay  the  harrest^home ; 
Bat  Ay  hearths,  alas  !  oh.  Home!— 
Tet  W  Borne  amid  thine  anguish, 
^ht  as  thou  wast  wont  to  ranqnish  t 

a 

Yet  sBfis  msi%  ye  old  Ponatss 

Let  aetyov  qnenchM  hearths  be  At^sl 

Tet  again,  ye  diadowy  hcitoes, 

"^eld  not  to  these  stranger  Neros ! 

Tho^  the  son  who  slew  Us  mother 

Shed  Bome's  blood,  he  was  your  brother: 

*Twas  Ae  Bomaa  cmb'd  the  Boman^— 

Bienms  was  a  baflled  foemsiL 

Tet  again,  ye  aslatB  and  martyrs, 

Bias!  fDcyoerssieholkrchsrteisI 

Xighty  go^  of  ttmples  foiling, 

Tet  in  lain  stia  appaUiog  I 

ICghtier  {(Mmden  of  thoae  altars, 

True  and  Cblitian,— strike  the  assanlten ! 

Tiber*  Ttt«!  kl1hy«Bnent 

*"  iidfi 


Let  each  breathmg  heart  Alated 
Turn,  as  doth  the  lion  baited ! 
Rome  be  cra^h'd  to  one  wide  tomb, 
But  be  stin  the  Roman's  Rome ! 
[BotmBOTf ,  AnrroLD,  C.vsah,  and  athert^  orrfoe 
at  tl^Jhot  of  the  vatt.    Arxou)  i*t  dUmt  U 
pimd  hit  ladder, 
0&wrh.  Hold,  Arnold !  I  am  first 
Am.  Kot  so,  my  lord. 

Bourb.  Hold,  sir,  I  chnrgo  you !    Follow  *  T  am 
proud 
Of  such  a  follower,  but  will  brook  no  leador. 

[Bor  EBOX  pkmtM  his  ladder  ami  begine  to  moi«l. 
Now, boys!  On!  on! 

[A  »hot  ttHkc*  him  and  BorvBOvJka». 
Cm.  And  off! 

Am.  Bterad  powers ! 

The  host  will  be  appalt'd,— but  Tcngcancet  ?eB« 
geanoe! 
Bourb.  *Tis  nothing— lend  me  yovr  hand. 
[BovsBOX  taJfcee  AnxoLD  6y  Oe  AoNcf  ami  risM  ; 
butoihe  jmta  hit  foot  on  the  etep.fiOU  a^mm, 
Arnold!  I  am  sped. 
Conceal  my  foO-^aU  will  go  weU«-conceal  it! 
FEng  my  cloak  o'er  what  will  be  dust  anon , 
Let  not  the  soldiers  see  it. 

Am.  Ton  must  be 

RemoTod;  theddof-* 

Bomb.  No ,  my  gallant  boy ; 

Death  is  upon  me.    But  what  is  one  life  ? 
The  Bourbon's  spirit  shall  command  them  still. 
Keep  them  yet  ignorant  that  I  am  but  clay, 
Till  they  are  conquerors— then  do  as  you  may. 
Cme.  Would  not  your  highness  choose  to  lin  ths 
cross? 
We  hare  no  priest  here,  but  the  hilt  of  sword 
May  serre  Instead : — ^it  did  the  same  for  Ba|hrd. 
iourb.  Thou  bitter  slave!  to  name  him  at  this 


Bntldssenwit 
Am.  (to  Gas  Am.)  Villain,  hold  yoni  peace ! 
Cm.  What,  when  a  Christian  diee  ?  Shall  I  not 
offer 
A  Christian  "  Vade  fai  pace  ?  ♦' 

Am.  Saenoe!  Oh! 

Thoee  eyes  are  glaring  which  o'eriook'd  the  wodd, 
And  saw  no  equal. 

Arnold,  ahould'st  thon  see 
hark!   hark!   the   assault 
warmei^-Oh! 
For  but  an  hour,  a  minute  more  of  lifo 
To  die  within  the  wan !    Hence,  Arnold,  henes  1  ' 
Ton  lose  time— they  will  conquer  Rome  without  thef. 
Am.  And  without  thee/ 

Bourb.  Not  so ;  1*11  lead  them  stfll 

In  spirit.    CoTsr  up  my  duet,  and  breathe  not 
That  I  have  ceased  to  breathe.    Away  1  and  bs 
VistoriousI 
Am.  But  I  must  not  leare  Aee  thus. 

Bourb.  Ton  must^— fareweIl-*tTp !  np  ?  the  world 
is  winning.  [BovBBcnr  dim. 

Cm,  (to  Abkolo.)  Come,  Connt,  to  business. 
Am.  True.    I'll  weep  hereafter. 

[Abkold  covert  Bourbon's  body  wUH  a  mswrta, 
and  mounit  the  ladder,  crying 
The  Bourbon!  Bourbon!    On,  boys  I  Boms  is  o«m! 
Osi.  Qood^night,  lord  constable  f^ou  west  a  BBSA. 
[CjmMMf»llowt  ABirou) ;  thogteaek  the  Mrfo- 
Abmold  and  Cmmam  mro  ednuk « 
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Cm.  A  pz«ei<fiM  lomtnel!  Ib  yrar  •oqntil^p 
iignred? 

Am,  No.  [iZmiauiite  ^  ladder. 

Cm,  A  rare  bloodhoand,  when  his  own  is  h«ated  1 
And  'tia  no  boy's  plaj.  Now  be  strikes  them  down ! 
His  band  is  on  the  battlement— be  grasps  it 
As  though  it  were  an  altar ;  now  his  foot 

Is  on  it,  and ^What  have  we  here  ?— a  Bonan  ? 

\A  man  faik. 
The  first  bird  of  the  covey !  he  has  fallen 
On  the  outside  of  the  nest  Why,  how  now,  fellow  ? 

Womddd  Ma0i.  A  drop  of  water ! 

Cm.  Blood's  the  only  liquid 

Nearer  than  Tiber. 

Wounded  Man.  I  have  died  for  Rome.         [Dies. 

Cmt.  And  so  did  Bourbon,  in  another  sense. 
Oh  these  iaunortal  men !  and  their  great  motives ! 
But  I  must  after  my  young  charge.    He  is 
By  this  time  i'  the  forum.    Charge !  chazge ! 

[CjiSAJi  mmmU  the  ladder;  the  scene  oheee. 


SCENE  II. 

The  eUy.'^Combait  between  the  Beeiegert  and 
Betieged  in  the  ttreets.  Inhabitants  flying  in 
eonfuaiML 

Enter  Cjbsak. 

Cese.  I  cannot  find  my  hero ;  he  is  mix'd 
With  the  heroic  crowd  that  now  pursue 
The  ftigitives,  or  battle  with  the  desperate. 
What  have  we  here  ?  A  cardinal  or  two 
That  do  not  seem  in  love  with  martyrdom. 
How  the  old  red-shanks  scamper !  Could  they  doff 
Their  hose  as  they  have  doff 'd  their  hats,  'twould  be 
A  blessing,  as  a  mark  the  less  for  plunder. 
But  lt|  them  fly ;  the  crimson  kennels  now 
Will  not  much  stain  their  stockings,  since  the  mire 
Is  of  the  self-same  purple  hue. 

Enter  a  party  flghting—Axso-Lii  at  the  head  of  the 
Besiegers. 

He  comes. 
Hand  in  hand  with  the  mild  twins— Gore  and  glory. 
Holloa!  hold,  Count! 

Am.  Away!  they  must  not  rally. 

Cos,  I  tell  thee,  be  not  rash ;  a  golden  bridge 
Is  for  a  flying  epemy.    I  gave  thee 
A  form  of  beauty,  and  an 
'Sxemption  from  some  maladies  of  body. 
But  not  of  mind,  which  is  not  mine  to  give. 
But  though  I  gave  the  form  of  Thetis'  son, 
I  dipt  thee  not  in  Styx ;  and  'gainst  a  foe  i 

I  would  not  warrant  thy  chivalric  heart 
More  than  Pelides'  heel ;  why  then,  be  cautious. 
And  know  thyself  a  mortal  still. 

Am.  And  who 

With  aught  of  notl  would  combat  if  he  were 
Invulnerable  ?    That  were  pretty  sport. 
Think'st  thou  I  beat  for  hares  when  lions  roar  ? 

[Abnold  rushes  into  the  combat* 

Cas.  A  precious  sample  of  humanity ! 
Well,  his  blood's  i^p ;  and  if  a  little's  shed, 
Twfll  serve  to  curb  his  fever. 

[Akkold  engages  with  a  Jtoman  who  retiru 
totpards  a  portico. 

Am.  Yield  thee,  slave  I 

t  promise  quarter. 

Rom.  That's  soon  said. 


Am.  A»d 

My  word  is  known. 

Bom.  So  shall  be  my  leeds. 

[They  re-engage.    Cjbsaji  comes  forward. 

Cms.  Why,  Arnold!  hold  thine  own:  Uion  hasi 
in  hand 
A  famous  artisan,  a  cunning  sculptor: 
Also  a  dealer  in  the  sword  and  dagger. 
Not  so,  my  musqueteer;  'twas  he  who  slew 
The  Bourbon  irom  the  wall. 

Am.  Ay,  did  he  so  ? 

Then  he  hath  carved  his  monument. 

Bom.  Iy«t 

May  live  to  carve  your  betters. 

Cm.  Well  said,  my  nian  of  marble !    BenTenutOb 
Thou  hast  some  practice  in  both  ways ;  and  he 
Who  slays  Cellini  will  have  work'd  as  hard 
As  e'er  thou  didst  upon  Carrara's  blocks. 

[Aknold  disarms  and  wounds  Csllikz,  hd 
slightly;  the  latter  draws  a  pistol^  and  Jires ; 
then  retires^  and  disappears  through  the  portico. 

Cess.  How  farest  thou  ?  Thou  hast  a  taste,  me- 
thinks, 
Of  red  Bellona's  banquet. 

Am.  (staggers.)  'Tis  a  scratch. 

Lend  me  thy  scarf.   "He  shall  not  'scape  me  thus. 

Cm.  Where  is  it  ? 

Am.  In  the  shoulder,  not  the  sword  arm— 

Aad  that's  enough.    I  am  thirsty :  would  I  had 
A  helm  of  water ! 

Cos.  That's  a  liquid  now 

In  requisition,  but  by  no  means  easiest 
To  come  at. 

Am.  And  my  thirst  increases ; — but 

I'll  And  a  way  to  quench  it. 

Cos.  Or  be  quench' d 

Thyself? 

Am.      The  chance  is  even  ;  we  will  throw 
The  dice  thereon.    But  I  lose  time  in  xnating; 
Prithee  be  quick.  [Cssjlb  binds  on  the  seovf. 

And  what  dost  thou  so  idly  ? 
Why  dost  not  strike  ? 

Cess.  Your  old  philosophers 

Beheld  mankind,  as  mere  spectators  of 
The  Olympic  games.    When  I  behold  a  prise 
Worth  wrestling  for,  I  may  be  found  a  Milo. 

Am.  Ay,  against  an  oak. 

Cess.  A  forest,  when  it  suits  me. 

I  combat  with  a  mass  or  not  at  aU. 
Meantime,  pursue  thy  sport  as  I  do  mine ; 
Which  is  just  now  to  gaze,  since  all  these  laboonsn 
Will  reap  my  harvest  gratis. 

Am.  Thou  art  still 

A  fiend! 

Cem,       Aud  thou— a  man. 

Am.  Why,  such  I  fain  would  show  me. 

Cm.  True— as  men  an. 

Am.  And  what  is  that? 

C«t.  Thou  feelest  and  tiiou  see'it 

[ExU  Ajlkoj,!),  joining  in  the  combat  which  eUtt 

continues  between  detached  parties.    The* 


SCENE  nt 

St.  Peter*s.^The  Interior  of  the  Chstrck-^TU 
Pope  oH  the  AUar.^Priests,  i^.,  crowding  in  eemr 
fiieion,and  Citizens  flying  for  rffisge^  pursued  b^ 
Soldiery. 


THB 


»! 


GbnvToa  bdiA-ptttDd  sksvifiBg  to  tfw  <U 

ItAtrm  MdMT.    BtrcBgt  t  Mfvosg*  t 
flndv  kwwAst  but  fof 
Tflttiv  BluiAi  AB«43lirkt  1 

Wbatvodd'tttkott? 

I«a.aML  Iiitt«M7MmtofCMrt» 

DotrajfraodAsttClBlit    ImftOMMlni. 

Cte  TM,adSMipla tiiatwovM maktllM ftmadv 
or  jmr  bditr  mooMe  H,  omM  k«  M* 
fcckpivMlytBS.    Bait  stiBt  thytdf  to  phmdv. 

ZiiA.flWL  I M7  lie  ii  a«  dcTiL 

Cm.  H«i]lt  kMptlMltMMt, 

IiMt  hs  ifaoaia  rwugBiM  7M  for  Ilk  ««ni. 

LtA.  9oL  Why  would  you  MT9  Urn?  InfMtkaii 
Tlie  astfl,  or  fh«  devfl't  tiear  «pra  oMtk. 

Gaib  Attft  ttif  •  flie  moon ;  irovld  ;««  mOn  * 


WMtjovbMt Meads?    YouludfturlMrtbefitet; 
^  bov  k  Bot  yet  oooM. 
LtASd.  That  shall  be  teen ! 

nU  UAgroH  StiUUr  tyuhet  firwmrd ;  utkti 
ttrikei  JUm  fiom  o$%»  of  ih*  Pop^»  Otmnh, 
tmikefiMa  ai  tkeftai  ^  iht  AUtar, 
6m.  (fotksLmUkenm,)  ItoUyoaio. 
L1A.80L  AndwOlyovttotavMigeae) 

CmLVvUll    Tou  know  that  <«y«Bgeaaoe  is 
UieLcrfs.- 
Toe  Me  he  Urrei  no  bteriopen. 

LM.  SoL  Ca^inff.)  Oh! 

fiid  I  bat  shdn  him,  I  had  gone  on  high, 
Grawn'd  with  eternal  gkwy !  Heaven,  feigije 
Uj  feeblencit  of  ann  that  fea«li*d  hhn  not. 
And  take  Htj  lernuit  to  thy  mercy.    Tit 
A^giortoofl  tihxmph  stffl ;  pnmd  Babyhm'e 
Ko  more;  the  Harlot  of  the  Seven  HUla 
Btth  dunged  ha  seariet  raiment  for  eaekekftik 
Andaihei!  [1%4  Ltdktnm  dim. 

Cm.         Tea,  thine  own  emid  ^e  reet 
Wdl  done,  old  Babe!  f 

[Th$  Qnardt  dtfimd  thmuthm  dmpenOti^, 

My9,  ft»  the  Vatiam  and  tM§  OattU  of  Si.  An- 

Cm  Ha !  right  nobly  battled ! 

Vov,  priest  T  now,  soldier !  the  two  great  proftaaiooa, 
Toge^ier  bf  the  eaia  and  hearts !  I  have  mot  seen 
A  man  eomie  paatomine  sinee  Titos 
Took  Jewry.    But  tlie  Bfflwans  had  the  beet  ften ; 
Now  fhey  mast  take  their  tnxn. 

SdUmti.  He  hadi  eeoaped  I 

fol^! 

Anoikg'Sei.  They  have  bair*d  the  narrow  pas* 

And  it  is  dk>gg*d  with  dead  ^en  to  tiie  door. 
Cm,  I  am  glad  lie  hath  eseaped :  he  may 
mefhr't 
In  part.    I  wtnddnm  have  his  bolls  aboUh'4-> 
Twere  wmQk  one  half  our  empire '.  his  fndulgenees 
Demand  eoime  in  retan ;— «o,  no,  he  mast  net 
Pan  % — aadbeddet,  his  now  escape  may  ftandsh 
A  fotaxe  auxacls,  in  ihtcore  proof 
OtMalaSambOitj.  [To  tte  ^miM  flbUtoy . 

^f31,  cntrthroats ! 
^rhatdoys^paMafior?   If  yon  make  not  httle, 


■w»he<tllifcof  I 
Aad|fO«iteo,Oa^ollasl    Woiddyei 

iin  pO^rimaie  witfioat  a  rsHa  ? 
The  vesy  LaUMraas  IwveaMMtraaAoiaitoi 
See  how  they  oMp  tibe  shiiast! 

He  speaks  Umlratt;  the  hmvUia  «m  hMr 
The  best  away. 

And  that  wave  shame !  Qo  to  I 
Aaslit  ia  their  eentenism. 

[Tk§  BMimrt  diaporm;  mm^f  pid  ile  Clival, 


Oas.  They  an 

Aadotheiaemas;  soAeaatl 
Of  what  theee  eteatorea  eaU 
Deesatog  thsasil^Bs  tibe  hasnksesW  tha 
While  they  aiebat  tU  babhiea,  igasnftt 
That  foam  ia  their  toaadatioa.    So  aaoth^l 


Emior  OLiUTik,fymgfrom  gkopmromU,^€M§  jjrfnyi 

•ifomtheAUmr, 


Amothm^  80L  (cfpooimg  ikojwmerj  Ton  Uiip  I 
track'd  her  fiiat;  and,  wece  aha 
The  Papa's  aleee,  I'U  not  yield  her.        [IVy^^- 
VBU,  (tidoomi^  tmmrdo  Ouxpul.)  Ton  miy 
settle 
Yoor  daims ;  III  Mika  miae  good. 

OKmp,  InlinBalalaTal 

Yea  taaeh  ma  aat  aliaa. 
ZdSoUier.  AUvaordeadi 

Ofc'miw  (amkrmkif  a  mam'ee  onm^/U.)   Biip^ 

yoarOod! 
idSoL  Tee^whsaheshmesiafotf. 

Oirl,  yea  bat  grasp  year  dowry. 

[Ai  ko  MfoanMf,  Olimpia,  with  a  sfcwy  mmd 
^0^  omU  dmm  ile  ontei^i  U 
tkoSoUior.wkoJuaM. 
MSoL  OhtgmtCMI 

OUmp,  Ah  1  now  yoa  reeognise  him* 
9dSoL  My  hiaia'a  snish'd  i 

Comrades,  he^,  ho  \  All's  darkness  i  £J7s  diai 

Othor  Mdmn,  (oommff  ^P^J  Slay  her,  aUkmglb 
she  had  a  theasaad  lives : 
She  hath  kiU'd  oar  oomrade. 

Cimip*  Wekomesaehadotlhl 

Yon  have  no  life  to  give,  which  the  worst  slave 
Woald  toha»    0Mat  Oedl  thiaagh  thy  i 

Saa, 
And  thjT  Sea'a  liatfMr»  atw  rsssive  ma  aa 
I  waaldi^fMaoh  thee»  wotthy  her,  aadhim. 


Abxou). 

Jra  Whatdaleee^    Aeevsedjaihakl 

! 


rs  eqm* 


Cm.  (andoand  laughmg.)  Ha!  ha  I  1 
tf\  The  dags 
Have  as  mneh  right  as  he.    But  to  the  isena  1 
Soldien.   Coaat,  she  ha*  shla  oar  emnasd^ 
ilra.  With  what  waop#Q) 

SoL  The  cross,  beneath  whieh  he  is  «raeh'd»  h«- 
hoMhim 
Lie  there,  more  like  a  worm  than  ttaa;  aha  eastH 
UpoahiahMd. 

Am,  Btia  se;  thera  is  a  wntoaa 

Worthy  a hMfomaa'alDdig.  Welayai 
YewwrfdhavaheMsff^hsr.  Inigolyel 
And  thaak  yaar  meanaesa,  athse  Ood  yoa  ] 
Fotyggrailatoiiea     ahdyM  ^aatli'd  ai 


Of  thoie  Mieveird  looks,  I  mmld  hafv*  tUm^ 
Tow  rank!  morft  than  the  enemy.    Away ! 
Te  jaekala !  gnaw  the  bones  the  Uon  leaves^ 
But  iMtwrni  these  till  he  pennito. 

A  Sol.  (mtarmuring,)  The  Uoa  ^ 

li^gki  conquer  for  himself  then. 

Am,  (mU  him  damn.)  Mvtineor  1 

Bcbel  in  hell — ^you  shall  obey  on  earth ! 

[Tk9  SoUUert  assault  Arnold. 

uim.  Come  on !  I'm  glad  on't !  I  will  show  yon, 

^  sUTOi, 

How  yon  should  be  commanded,  and  who  led  you 
First  o'er  the  wall  yon  were  so  shy  to  scale, 
Until  I  wa^ed  nky  basnen  from  its  heif^t 
As  you  are  bold  within  it. 

fABirofiB  mows  dtMfn  the  Jbmmoai;  ikt  rat 
throw  dovH  thmr  arms. 
Soldtsn,  Mercy!  mercy! 

4m,  Then  learn  to  grant  it.    Have  I  taught  you 
who 
Led  you  o'er  Rome's  eternal  batflements  ? 

Soldiers,    We  saw  it,  and  we  know  It ;  yet  forgWe 
A  moment's  error  in  the  heat  of  conquest— 
^e  conquest  which  you  led  to. 

Am,  Get  you  hence ! 

Sence  tb  your  quarters !  you  will  find  them  ftz'd 
In  the  Colonna  palace. 

Olimp,  (aside,)        Inmyfhther's 
House ! 
Am,  (to  the  Soldiers,)  Leare  your  aims;  ye  have 
no  further  need 
bf  such :  the  city's  lender'd.    And  meik  well 
You  keep  your  hands  clean,  or  I'U  find  a  stream. 
As  led  as  Tiber  now  runs,  for  yoor  baptism* 
Soldiers,  (deposing  their  amu  and  departinff,)^^ 
obey ! 
'  Am.  (to  Olixpia. J  Lady,  you  an  safe. 

Olimp.  1  aheuld  be  so. 

Had  I  a  knife  eren ;  but  it  matters  no^— 
Beath  hath  a  thousand  gates ;  aad  on  the  maible, 
JSven  at  the  altar  foot,  whence  I  look  down 
tJpon  destruction,  shall  my  head  be  dash'd, 
Sre  thou  ascend  it    Ood  fbrglfe  thee,  man  1 

Am,  1  wish  to  merit  his  fbrglTeness,  and 
Thine  own,  although  I  hare  not  ie)ured  thee. 
OHmp.  No!  thou  hast  only  sack'd  my  natiye 
land,— 
Mb  {ojury  !-^nd  made  my  fialhsr'e  hous* 
A  den  of  thieves !    No  injury ! — this  temple — 
Slippery  With  Iteman  aad  with  holy  gen. 
Noii^jtury!  Aad  now  ^ou  wovUl'st  pcessrve  me, 
To  be— but  that  shall  never  be ! 

[She  raises  her  eyes  to  Heaven,  folds  her  robe 
r^med  her,  and  prepares  to  dash  hereelf  d^wn 
on  the  side  of  the  AUar  eppoeite  to  that  eshm 
Ammold  stands. 
Am,  Hold!  hold! 

1  swear. 

OHmp,  Spare  tUMabeedyfmiBitMml 
A  piijvry  fbr  whiA  even  hell  would  h  athe  thee. 
IknewUMs. 

Am,  No,  thou  know'st  me  noti  I  am  not 

Of  these  mett,  ^oogh— 

OUmp.  I  judge  thee  by  thy 

It  is  for  Osd  te  judge  thee  as  thou  art. 
I  see  HMe  pur^  with  the  bleod of  Jie«e; 
TakAttkM,  *tiB  all  thou  e'er  shelt  have  ef  ase  1 
Asd  hen,  «po&  the  nuurUe  of  this  temple. 
Where  tlw  beptisitl  Isnt  be|>tiaed  me  God's, 


I  offer  him  a  blood  lees  holy 
But  not  less  pme  (puxe  as  it  left  me  liksa« 
A  redeem'd  infant)  than  the  holy  water 
The  saints  have  sanctified  I 

[Olimpia  waves  her  hand  to  Arnold  with  di** 
dain^and  dashes  herself  on  the  paeement  from 
the  Altar, 

Am.  Eternal  Ood ! 

I  fori  thee  now !  Help !  help !    She's  gone. 

Ctes.  (approaches.)  lamhenk 

Am,  Thou !  but  oh,  scve  her ! 

Ctes,  (aseisHng  him  to  raise  Oum^tjl.)  She  hath 
done  it  well ! 
The  leap  was  serious. 

Am.  Oh!  she  is  lifeless ! 

Cns.  If 

She  be  so,  I  have  nought  to  do  with  that : 
The  resurrection  is  beyond  me. 

Am*  Slavel 

Ctss.  Ay,  slave  or  master,  'tis  all  one :  methinki 
Good  words,  however,  are  as  well  at  times. 

Am.  Words  I — Canst  thou  aid  her  ? 

Cms,  I  will  try.    Aspiinkliiig 

Of  that  same  holy  water  may  be  usefuL 

[He  brinffs  some  in  his  helmet  from  thefimi. 

Am,  *Tis  mix'd  with  blood, 

Cns.  There  is  no  cleaner  now 

In  Rome. 

Am,    How  pale !  how  beautiful !  how  lifelessl 
Alive  or  dead,  thou  essence  of  all  beauty, 
I  love  but  thee  I 

Cns.  Even  so  Achilles  loved         * 

Penthesilea :  with  his  form  it  seems 
Tou  have  his  heart,  and  yet  it  vras  no  soft  one. 

Am,  She  breathes  I  But  no,  'twas  nothing,  or  fhi 
last 
Faint  flutter  life  disputes  with  death. 

Cns.  She  breathM. 

Am,  T^boMsay'stit?    Then 'tis  truth. 

Cns,  You  do  me  right- 

The  devil  speaks  truth  mnch  oftener  than  hs'i 

deem'd: 
He  hath  an  ignorant  audience. 

Am.  (without  attending  to  him.  J  Yes !  her  hssrt 
beats. 
Alas !  that  the  first  beat  of  the  only  heart 
I  ever  wish'd  to  beat  with  mine  should  vibrate 
To  an  assassin's  pulse. 

Cos.  A  sage  reflection, 

But  somewhat  late  i' the  day.    Where  shall  we  bsit 

I  say  she  lives. 

Am,  And  will  she  Uye  ? 

C€M,  As  muck 

As  dust  can. 

Am,  Then  she  is  dead ! 

Cm.  Bah!  bah!    Yo«aifi^ 

And  do  not  know  it.    She  will  come  to  lilb— 
Such  as  you  think  so^«mch  as  you  now  axe; 
But  we  must  work  by  human  mMme. 

Am.  WeiriU. 

Convey  her  Into  the  Oolonna  palace. 
Where  I  have  pitch'd  my  banner. 

Cm.  Come,  then !  raise  her  up ! 

Am,  SefUyl 

Cm.  As  softly  as  they  bear  the  dead, 

Perhape  because  they  cannot  feel  the  jolting. 

Am.  But  doth  she  live  indeed  ? 

Cm.  ^v 


BirtiifxMiwItafti 

Cm,  TUtfbHoihmmt 

It  yet  mAm  h«r  bceMt,  and  may  xvtIt*. 
CmatiCoaat!  I  am  70V  MrvMt  Ia  all  thlBCi, 
lad  iUi  ii  a  Mir  aAoa  >-'tb  iu»t  oft 
I  am  enploj'd  in  aoch ;  bat  jqu  peraaha 
How  staach  &  fri«Bd  ia  wbat  you  call  a  ftand. 
On  eardi  yoa  hare  oftan  only  fianda  for  frianda; 
Now /deaertBot mine.    Soft!  baar her hcBoe» 
Tha  bmAtifol  balf-elay,  and  naarly  apirit ! 
I  am  tlBoat  eaamoT'd  of  bar,  aa 
Of  old  tba  aagela  of  bar  aarliaat  aax. 

An,  Hum! 

Cm.      I!    Bntfaaici^l,    ni not ba yov rhal. 

ArtLBinll 

Cm.  I  oonld  ba  ona  right  fonnidaMa ; 

Bat  naca  I  alew  tba  aeran  hnabawda  of 
Tobiai'  ftitore  bride,  (and  after  ail 
Tina  fock'd  out  by  aoma  inoenaa,)  I  bftTa  bdd 
Aaida  intdgna :  'tia  rarely  worth  Cba  trooble 
Of  gainiBg,  oi^-^irhatia  moae  diAcnlt— 
Gettbig  lid  of  your  prise  again :  forthere'a 
Tbe  rab!  at  least  to  mortals. 

Jrtu  Fritbee,paaeal 

Softly  I  methinlLs  her  Upa  move,  her  eyea  open ! 

Cm.  Like  ataia,  no  doubt ;  for  that's  a  metaphor 
Far  Lnd&r  and  Yeans. 

Am.  To  the  palace 

Ooknma,  aa  I  told  yon ! 

Cm.  Oh !  I  know 

Xy  vigr  through  Borne. 

Jrn.  Now  onward,  ooward  I  Gently. 

r  Olimpia.— TOa  scene  §km§. 


PART  in. 

8CE19SI. 

A  OmOi  m  tU  jj^mmmm,  twrrounded  iy  a  wHd  hmi 
mOmg  coawfry.— Ctoma  0/  Peaaente  aiiiyM^  &•• 
>«lfteOate. 


TmwBieasee'Wy 

The  9gKiai§  la  aoma ; 
XbeMdemidharlovar 
HaTi  mn^  thair  hoMM : 
Tbejinki9Pf,ironr|oiee; 
I«tlUibB«rta  hsTe  an  eeho  ia  evaiy 


ThAfpimg  is  eeme ;  tha  Yiolet'a  gone, 

Ths  tnt-bora  child  of  the  early  snn : 

^inth  Tis  ihe  fa  bat  a  wfaiter*s  flower, 

Tin  mow  (m  the  bills  caiuiot  blast  her  bower. 

And  thft  lifts  up  her  dewy  aye  of  bine 

To  titt^ouigest  sky  of  the  self-same  hne. 


t 
And  lAan  the  apiiBg  aomea  with  her  heel 
Of  iowan,  that  flowsr  beloTed  the  meet 
ShiWu  from  the  erawd  that  asay  eesAue 
Mm  heefenlj  odor  and  virgin  hnea. 


Pluek  the  othera,  bnt  stiU  i 

Their  herald  oat  of  dim  ] 

The  morning  atar  of  all  the  flowera. 

The  pledge  of  daylight's  lengthen*d  ho«ii; 

Nor,  mid  the  roeea,  e'er  forget 

The  virgin,  virgin  violet. 


OiJMAm. 
Om,  (tmging,)  The  wars  are  all  over. 

Oar  Bworda  are  all  idle, 

The  steed  Utes  the  bridle, 
The  easqae'a  on  tike  waU. 
Tnere's  reat  fbr  the  rover. 

Bat  his  armor  is  rosty, 

And  the  veteran  growa  cmaty, 
Aa  he  yawns  in  the  hall; 

He  drink|-4kat  what's  drinking  ? 

A  mere  panae  Ihnn  thinking ! 
No  bogle  awakea  kim  with  life^andFdaath  i 

OBOBVa. 

Bat  tHe  hovnd  bayeth  loadly, 

The  beor'a  in  the  wood. 
And  the  flhleon  longa  proudly 

To  apring  fnm  her  hood: 
On  the  wiiat  of  the  neUe 

She  aita  like  across 
And  the  air  b  in  tronble 

With  birds  ftom  their  aeM 

Cm,  (Hkl  shadow  of  glsry! 
IMmlnugeof  war! 

Bat  the  ehaee  hath  BO  alo^t 
Her  hero  no  atar, 

SineeNimtod  the 
Of  empire  and  ehaae. 

Who  made  tike  WDoda 
Asd  qoake  for  thekaee. 

Whan  the  lion  was  yoong, 
Intisaprideef  hjsmight» 

Then  'twas  sport  for  the  strong 
To  amhrmee  him  in  ight  s 
To  go  forth,  wttii  airfne 
For  a  spear  'gainat  the 
Or  atiike  thiooi^  tlM  lavine 
At  the  foemfakg  behemotii ; 
While  msffe  waa  in  atatara 

Aa  towers  In  oar  time, 
The  forat-bom  ef  natora. 
And,  like  her,  sabUme ! 


BottlMVMMa 

.TheqpnngisooBse( 
The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sooght  their  home : 
They  are  happy,  and  we  rqoice; 
Let  thair  hseita  httve  an  e^  from  every  voiee: 
\Bx§mU  iU  PmMmirth  •iv*'^' 


HEAVEN   AND   EARTH; 

A  MYSTERY, 


F0U2IDB0  02f  THB  FOLLOWnrO  FAMAGB  DT  GBKBSIt,  OHAT.  TI. 


AodiifaiiMtopui diiit«ieioBiorOodMrthtdugklM«rnMitk>l«hiy« 


1 1»  km  d-—  lmB.»^(Vlirirffi. 


DRAMA9I8  PERSONS. 

AZAXIEL. 

Raphasl  the  Archangel. 
Mm,'~-VQAii  and  Uf  Sims. 

I&AD. 
JliPRST. 

iroiii«fi.-7AirAK. 

Aholxbahah. 

Obritf  qfSpkiU  of  ih»  Bmrth^^Chtyna  tfUottak, 


PAKT  I. 

SCEI^  I. 

A  woody  and  mountainoui  district  near  Mount  Ara- 
rat.—TSme,  Midniffht. 

EtUor  An  AH  amd  Asmjbaigab. 

Amok.  OuB  ftkther  Aeepn :  h  is  the  bout  when 
Who  lore  ui  tre  accastohi^d  to  descend 
Through  the  deep  cloud*  o'ef  rocky  Ararat : 
How  my  heart  beats ! 

jIAo.  Let  tis  proceed  upon 

CMrlntMiaoa. 

iliMU.  But  the  stars  are  hidden. 

ItramUe. 

AMo.       So  do  I,  but  not  with  fear 
Qf  Might  wft  their  dsUy. 


aAnoA.  My  I 

I  love  Assaiel  more  than^— oh,  too  much ! 
What  was  I  going  to  say  ?  my  heart  grows  impiouii 

AAo.  And  where  is  the  impiety  of  loring 
Celestial  natures  ? 

Anah.  But,  AhoUbemah, 

I  love  our  God  less  since  his  angel  loyed  me : 
This  eannot  be  of  geed ;  and  though  I  know  not 
That  I  do  wrong,  I  feel  a  thousand  fears 
Which  are  not  ominous  of  right. 

Aha.  Then  wed  thee 

Unto  some  son  of  clay,  and  toil  and  spin  I 
There's  Japhet  lotes  thee  i^U,  hietti  lovediheeltag : 
Mazry,  and  brifig  fetth  trast  1 

Anah,  IshoiMhttetei^ 

Axaael  not  less  were  tat  wsttal;  yet 
I  am  glad  he  is  not.    I  can  not  outlire  him, 
And  when  I  tliink  that  hii  immortal  wings 
Will  one  day  borer  o>sr  the  MpulelMi 
Of  the  poor  chUd  ef  elaf  whiih  eo  adoied  UiB» 
As  be  adores  the  Highest,  imA.  beoemee 
Less  terrible  r  btti  yet  I  pM^r  %fast 
His  grief  will  be  of  agee,  or  M  iMB*'- 
Mitae  wVQl4%e  audi  for'tdm,  WM<e  I  tiM  ■■>i*i 
And  he  the  perishable. 

AMo.  Bother  say, 

That  he  will  single  forth  some  other  daughter 
they  |0f  Earth,  and  loTe  her  as  he  once  loTod  Anab- 

Anah.  And  if  it  should  be  so,  and  she  lored  him 
Better  thus  than  that  he  should  weep  for  me. 

AAo.  If  I  thought  thus  of  Sam|aea't  lore, 
All  seraph  as  he  is,  I*d  spurn  him  finom  maw 
But  to  our  invocation !    *Tis  the  hour. 

Anah,  Sen^h! 

From  thy  sphere ! 

Whatever  star  contain  thy  glory ; 

In  the  etenal  depdu  of  haaraA 


!«• 


TtllMVl 

Oil!  tUak ef  iMTiAoMis lM»4wt 

Yit  OiBk  «iai  ttos  «rt  aU  to  k«. 
n«i  esMi  set  toDrHoiiA  atvw  te 
8«ek  ptBgs  dMiMd  to 

Vibonty  tn^ftog  tamtf  to  IjUm  iytof 
Wilk  ne  &M  Mart  •»!  ■jtopOUto, 

mmttotof^MdttwetlKwimMt 

Adawvledgv  Utot  to0TO  kniBg  terf 
ITe'v  wept  tMMtfl  «a  iklM. 

Tilt  &ee  of  Uto  who  mio  ^oo  great, 
ialMlmlktoadb  M  of  tk«  kMt 
Of  tew  Mrt  o«t  fron  S4bb'«  g«to : 
Yet,  8«ip¥  dear  t 
Ok  hear! 
Per  tet  tet  loffoi  ne,  and  I  would  not  die 
Untt  I  kMV  lAat  I  imut  die  fai  knowtog, 
Tliat  fiiovi  fcge^et  tn  tidne  etarnf^ 
Her  iHuae  heart  death  oould  aot  keep  from  o*eff- 


f  or  flMCi  tomortal  eaecftee  ai  thou  art ! 
Qnat  u  fhtar  lore  who  lore  fai  lin  tad  ftar ; 
ifld  each,  1 1M,  ate  waghig  to  my  heatt 
A  iPtr  VBWoifhy :  to  an  AdaiwHe 
At|^  ny  8CTa|&!  that  laoh  thoQfl^to  appeaf, 
For  aoRow  is  ov  dement ; 
Delight 
jto  Sdea  kept  alhr  from  eight, 
Though  Boanetimee  with  ov  -rieiona  blent. 
The  hour  Sa  neer 
"WiSA  teOi  me  we  an  not  abaadon'd  quite.— 
Appear!  Appear  1 
BenphI 
KyowiiAnsiel!  he  hot  hoe, 
Andlasfe  tiie  stara  to  their  own  Ught. 


I 
IHiereao'ear 
Thoa  zaleet  in  the  npper  sir— 
Or  mBEbig  with  tiie  epvrito  who  may  dare 

Diqvte  with  him 
WkttideaU empires,  emigre;  orreealling 
Ibbn  eiadering  stax^  which  ahoote  through  the 

Wnowtenaate  dying,  while  their  world  is  bQingb 
Bton  the  aim  destiny  of  day  in  this ; 
Oi  josniag  with  the  inferior  ehenibim» 
Ttoi  icijpieet  to  paitake  their  hym»— 

fiuolasa! 
I  edl  that,  I  aveit  thee»  sad  I  loTS  thee. 

Xa&ynay  wonl^p  thee,  that  will  I  net; 
u  ftattbyiplik  down  to  mine  may  moTB  thee» 
DcMndaidibremylGt! 

thoQgk  1  he  farmed  of  elay* 

Aadtimol  beams 
Mon  blight  ten  those  of  ^ 
^^  Qaldm*»elreaiM, 

»ie||jn«hBt,eenaotwpsy 
^^«lk  lofe  nan  wnm  than  mtos 


yottoshfasb 

I  tel  was  lighted  «l  Ay  eod'e  and  AIne. 
It  may  he  hidden  long:  death  and  deeey 

Onr  motet  Bto  bequeathed  ns    hntmyhewt 
Deiesh:  thsi^  tide  Bfc  must  pees  away. 

Is  Maf  a  eaase  for  thee  and  me  to  part  f 
Thonartfanmeitol    euami?  Ilbel-^ 

I  tel  my  hnmoKtaUty  o'ersweep 
An  patos,  sH  toara,  an  time,  all  feais,  and  pea]» 

like  the  etemd  thunden  of  the  deep. 
Into  my  ears  tUa  tnitb— '<  thou  Uv'st  for  eTerf 
Bntif  ithetojoy 

I  knoi^not,  net  woidd  know ; 
That  seeret  ream  with  the  Almighty  gher 

Who  folds  in  eloqds  the  fonto  of  bUes  snd  wo- 
But  thse  and  me  he  nerer  oan  destroy; 

Otomge  ss  he  may,  hot  not  o'erwhehn ;  we  ikt 

Of  ss  etemd  essenee  sad  most  war 

With  him  if  he  win  war  with  us:  wIthMss 
I  ean  ahare  aU  things,  eren  Immovtd  aoROV ; 

Vor  ten  hast  ventured  to  shsre  life  with  m^ 

And  diaU  /  shrink  from  thtoe  eternity  ? 

No!  though  the  eeqpenfs  sting  should  pieree  wm 
mroughf 

And  tiion  thysdf  wert  like  the  serpent  ooQ 

Arsnndmestin!  snd  I  win  smile 
And  enrse  thee  not ;  but  hold 
Thee  in  ss  warm  a  fold 
As       but  deeeend  i  and  prore 
A  mortd's  lore 
For  an  hamortaL    If  the  skiss  eontsin 
Mere  Joy  than  thou  eanst  give  and  take,  remain! 

AmiA.  Sister  I  sister  I  I  view  them  winging 
Tlislr  bffi^t  way  through  the  parted  night. 

JJko.  Ths  elouds  ihmi  otf  their  pinions  ffinglag^ 
As  though  they  bore  to-morrow's  light. 

AmUL  But  if  our  father  see  te  sight  t 

Aho,  He  would  but  deem  tt  was  the  moon 
Bising  unto  some  soroeier's  tone 
An  hour  too  soon. 

Anah.  They  eome !  he  comes !— Axadd! 

AAo. 

To  meet  them !  Oh  ?  for  wfngs  to  bear 
My  spirit,  while  they  horer  there. 
To  Saadasa'i  breast  ? 

Anak,  Lo !  they  have  kindled  aU  te  west, 
like  a  returning  sunset ;— lo  t 

On  Ararat's  late  secret  crest 
A  mHd  and  many-color*d  bow, 
The  remnant  of  thdr  fashing  path, 
Now  shines  1  and  now,  behold !  it  hath 
Betnm'd  to  night,  as  rippling  foam. 

Which  the  leriathan  hath  lash'd 
From  his  unftithomable  home. 
When  sporting  on  te  fiuM  of  te  calm  deep, 

Snbddee  soon  after  he  again  hath  dash'd 
Down,  down,  to  where  the  ocean's  fountains  ds^ 

Aho.  They  hsTO  touch*d  esrth  t  Ssmiasa ! 

AmA.  MyAzaddt 


t 


8CBNB  n. 
IiAD  ami  Jjlpsxt. 


JhMiL  Despond  not;  wherefore  wilt  thon  wandiC 
thus 

To  add  tiiy  sUence  to  the  sflbsnt  night. 
And  lift  thy  tearful  eye  onto  te  stars  ? 
Th^  eannot  dd  thee. 


MO 

Pertiaps  she  looks  upan  thom  as  I  look.  • 

lietkinks  a  being  that  is  beaatiftil 

Beeomsth  more  so  as  it  looks  on  beantj. 

The  etemal  beantj  of  und^-ing  things. 

Oh,  Anah !  | 

InuL  But  she  loves  thee  not. 

Japh.  .    Alas! 

Imd.  And  proud  Aholibamah  spurns  me  also. 

Japh,  1  feel  for  thee  too. 

Irud.  Let  her  keep  hev  piide« 

Mine  hath  enabled  me  to  bear  her  soom : 
It  may  be,  time  too  will  arenge  it. 

Japh,  Canst  them 

Find  J07  iu  sueh  a  thought  ? 

Irad.  Nor  joy  nor  snrrow, 

I  lofed  her  well ;  I  would  have  loved  her  better, 
Had  love  been  met  with  love :  as  'tis,  I  leave  hec 
To  brighter  destinies,  if  so  she  deems  them. 
.  Japh.  What  destinies  ? 

Irad.  I  have  some  cause  to  think 

She  loves  another. 

Japh.  Anah ! 

Irid.  No ;  her  sister. 

Japh.  What  other  ? 

Irad.  That  I  know  not ;  but  her  air. 

If  not  her  words,  tells  me  she  loves  another. 

Japh.  Ay,  but  not  Anah :  she  but  loves  her  Gk>d. 

Irad.  Whate'er  she  loveth,  so  she  loves  thee  not, 
What  can  it  profit  thee  ? 

Japh,  Tn»,  nothing ;  but 

I  love. 

Irad.  And  so  did  L 

Japh.  And  now  thou  lov*st  not. 

Or  think'st  thou  lov'st  not,  art  thou  happier  ? 

Irad.  Yes. 

Japh.  I  pi^  thee. 

Irad.  He!  why? 

Jaj^.  For  being  happy, 

Deprived  of  that  which  makes  my  misery. 

Irad.  I  take  thy  taunt  as  part  of  thy  distemper. 
And  would  not  feel  as  thou  dost  for  more  shekels 
Than  all  our  father's  herds  would  bring  if  weigh'd 
Against  the  metal  of  the  sons  of  Cain — 
The  yellow  dust  they  try  to  barter  with  us, 
As  if  such  useless  and  discolor'd  trash,    . 
The  refuse  of  the  earth,  could  be  received 
For  milk,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fruits,  and  aU 
Our  flocks  and  wfldemess  afford. — Go,  Japhet, 
Sigh  to  the  stars  as  wolves  howl  to  the  moon-^ 
I  must  back  to  my  rest  / 

Japh.  And  so  would  X 

If  I  could  rest. 

Irad.  Thou  wilt  not  to  our  tents  then  ? 

Japh.  No,  Irad ;  I.  will  to  the  cavern,  whose 
Mouth  they  say  opens  from  the  internal  world 
To  let  the  inner  spirits  of  the  earth 
Forth  when  they  walk  its  surface. 
.   Irad.  Wherefbre  so  f 

What  would'st  thou  there  ? 

Japh. 
With  gloom  as  sad : 
And  I  am  hopeless. 

Irad. 


Sooth  ftirther  my  sad  spirit  iHe  must  be  sought  for ! 


it  is  a  hopeless  spot, 
But  'tis  dangeamu ; 


Strange  sounds  and  sights  have  peopled  it  with  All  evil  things  are  powerless  oh  the  man 


terrors. 
I  must  go  with  thee. 

Japh.  Irad,  no ;  believe  me 

I  feel  no  evil  thought,  and  fear  no  evil. 


Jrad.ma^maim^im%»$kftmy^^uan 
As  not  belag  of  fham:  toitt  tiiy  stsg^  aside, 
Or  let  mfaM  be  with  Hkine. 

Japh.  No,nsither,Irsd: 

I  must  pcooeed  elepM; 

Irad.  ThenpeaeebewMkthse! 

Japh.  (tolut.J  Peeeel  I  have  seui^  it  where  it 
should  be  fmmd, 
In  love-^th  knre,  toe^  which  psiha^  dsierred it; 
And,  in  its  stead,  a  heeviaess  of  heart— 
A  weakness  of  ^e  Bpirit--4i8tle8e  days, 
And  nights  inoKoarable  to  sweet  slesfH- 
Have  come  upon  me.  Peace!  what  pe*ee?ths4tim 
Of  desolatioB,  and  the  stillness  el 
The  untrodden  forest,  only  brokoa  by 
The  sweeping  tempest  through  lis  gzosalBg  bosgbf^ 
Such  is  the  sullen  or  the  fitAil  state 
Of  my  mind  overworn.    The  esvth'e  gMwn  viek«4| 
And  many  signs  and  portents  have  peodaim'd 
A  change  at  hand,  and  an  o'erwhelming  doom 
To  perishable  beings.    Oh,  my  Anah ! 
When  the  dread  hour  dsoounoed  shall  open  wids 
The  fountains  of  the  deep,  how  migWst.tkou 
Have  lain  within  this  bosom,  folded  from 
The  elements ;  this  bosom,  which  in  vain 
Hath  beat  for  thee,  and  then  will  beat  more  ninly, 
While  thine— Oh,  Qod !  at  least  remit  to  her 
Thy  wrath !  for  she  is  pure  amid  the  failing 
As  a  star  in  the  clouds,  which  cannot  quench, 
Although  they  obscure  it  for  an  hour.   My  Anah! 
How  would  I  have  adored  thee,  but  thou  wouldstnoti 
And  still  would  I  redeem  thee— see  thee  live 
When  ocean  is  earth's  grave,  and,  unopposed 
By  rock  or  shallow,  the  leviathan, 
Lord  of  the  shoreless  sea  and  watery  woxld, 
Shall  wonder  at  Lis  boundlessness  of  reahn. 

[ExUlknm 

Enter  Noah  and  Shbm. 

Noah.  Where  is  thy  brother  Japhet  ? 

Shem.  He  went  fo^ 

According  to  his  wont,  to  meet  with  Irad, 
He  said ;  but,  as  I  fear,  to  bend  his  steps 
Towards  Anah's   tents,   round  which  he  horen 

nightly, 
like  a  dove  round  and  round  its  piUaged  nest; 
Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  cavern 
Which  opens  to  the  heart  of  Ararat. 

Noah.  What  doth  he  there  ?    It  is  an  evil  ^ 
TTpon  an  earth  all  evil ;  for  things  worse 
Than  even  wicked  men  resort  there :  he 
Still  loves  this  daughter  of  a  fated  race, 
Although  he  could  not  wed  her  if  she  loved  him, 
And  that  she  doth  not.    Oh,  the  unhappy  hearts 
Of  men !  that  one  of  my  blood,  knowing  well 
The  destiny  and  evil  of  these  days. 
And  that  ^e  hour  approacheth,  should  indulge 
In  such  forbidden  yearnings  !  liOad  the  way; 


Shem. 
1  will  seek  Taphet. 
Noah. 


Oo  not  fbrwardf  fitthv; 


Donotfbsrforme: 


Selected  by  JehoV«h-4et  us  on. 

Vkem.  To  the  tents  of  the  fhl3i0r  6r^  sisiaii? 
JVmA.  JloK  «»tlieee«oniof  ^eCaMSMB. 
IBwetmtlXoAM* 


m 


JO. 


.— ^    Coram,  amd  ihe  Boek$  qf 
CbHeoMit. 


Jkpk.  (9Bk».)  Te  wOds,  that  look  •tanud;  and  A»d 


WUeh  NOQ'it  wnftithwable;  and  fe  nMOktainti 

flo  Tiaed  «Bd  ao  tenible  in  beaoty  i 

Heia,  i&  70W  ranad  m^jaaty  of  rocka 

Aad  tanliBg  tnaa  tltal  iwina  thair  loota  with 

la  parpradkialaT  idaeaa,  wkan  tha  toot 

Of  naamnild  tramUa,  aavld  ha  xaaeh  Warn    yai, 

Yek»oktlmall    Tat* in  a linr  days, 

Ptoliafi  avaa  hcNna»  ya  will  ba  ahaagad,  lant,  horl'd 

Befisa  tha  maaa  of  natna ;  and  70a  eaTa» 

Wlittli  Kama  ta  laad  into  a  lowar  worid, 

AaH  hvra  ita  dqith  aaareh'd  by  tka  awaeping  waTa» 

And  dolphina  gambol  in  the  lion's  doa  I 

jUdauk Oli,WHiI  mylbilow^Mnga!  Who 

BbaU  'ireep  abora  yonr  nnivanal  gzara, 

BsvallVhaihaUba  left  to  weep?  HyklaMMB, 

Aim !  what  am  I  bettar  than  ya  an. 

That  I  vast  Itra  beyond  ya?    Whaaa  shall  ba 

ThaghMsnt  plaeaa  wfaera  I  thonght  of  Ajaah 

While  I  bad  hope  ?  or  the  more  saraga  hannta, 

Sonee  lam  balored,  whaca  I  deapair'd  for  bar  ? 

Aid  suit  bal—ShaU  yon  exulting  paah, 

WhomglitlaBDig  top  la  like  a  distant  atar» 

Uekwbaaaath  the  boiling  of  the  deep  ? 

No  man  to  have  the  mflrning  aon  break  forth, 

AadsmttNT  baak  the  mists  in  floating  folds 

Pkondti  tnmcndoas  brow }  no  more  to  have 

Bay's  broad  orb  drop  behind  its  head  at  eroit 

LmfZBg  it  with  a  flnNn  ef  mai^  hues  ? 

Ko  mora  to  be  the  beacon  of  the  world 

Tor  aagds  to  alight  on,  as  the  spot 

Nevest  the  stan  ?  And  can  those  words  "  no  ai0ra»** 

la  meuit  for  thee,  for  all  things,  save  for  ns. 

And  the  predestined  creeping  things  resenred 

By  my  sire  to  Jehovah's  bidding  ?    May 

Etpn$erve  them,  and  /  not  have  the  power 

To  match  the  loreliest  of  earth's  danghters  ftom. 

A  doom  which  eren  some  serpent,  with  his  mate. 

Shall  'aeape  to  sare  his  kind  to  be  prolong*d. 

To  him  and  sting  throagh  some  emaiging  world, 

Baeking  and  dank  from  ont  the  slime,  i^osa  ooia 

Shall  ihuBber  o'er  the  wreck  of  this  until 

Tkemltmanss  subside  into  a  sphere 

Bcae&th  the  son,  and  be  the  monument, 

Ihe  ide  and  undiatinguish'd  sepulchre, 

Of  yttqpdck  myriads  of  all  life  ?  How  much 

Brcaihwillbestill'datonce!    All  beanteaua world! 

Bo  yonng,  ao  mark'd  out  for  destruction,  I 

WHh  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day. 

And  idght  hy  aight,  thy  number'd  days  and  nights. 

I  aanaoi  wn  thae,  cannot  save  even  her 

Whoae  lore  hai  made  me  lOTe  thee  more  j  b«ft  as  ' 

A  portion  of  thy  dust,  I  cannot  think 

Upon  thy  eondng  doom  without  a  feeling 

ftneh  aa-Oh  God!  and  canst  thou [KBprnmrn. 

af  ?aiyhtMr   <tflswwrdi4i  J^ifrftjmstfs. 

■^^P^  In  the  Bama 

CM  ^e  MoalBigh.  what  ait  thou? 
-    ^^'  i^^-)  Ha !  Ha!  Ha ! 

^J^A.  By  .n  that  earth  holds  hoUast,  speak  T 


BSr«lMt|pnaaMiiCdafa|ga!  by^aardi 
WhiahwjUbeatxan^adbythaooaani  by 
Tka  deep  which  will  lay  open  aU  her  foontaina  { 
Tha  haavaa  which  will  oonTort  her  alo«da  to  aaaa» 

^a  Omaipotant  who  makea  and  crushaa! 
Tho«  «nka«wn,  terrible,  and  indistinet, 
Tat  Awftd  Thing  of  Shadows,  tpmk  to  mel 
Why  doat  thou  Umgh  that  hoxiid  langh  ? 
l^iriL  Whywasp'atthottt 

/«pA.  For  earth  and  all  har  children. 
^pmi,  Hal  Hal  Hal 

Japk,  Howtheflendmocksthatorcaieaof  awodlt 
Tha  earning  deaolation  of  an  orb. 
On  which  tiie  aun  shall  rise  and  wann  no  Ufa ' 
How  tha  earth  alaepsl  and  all  that  in  it  is 
Sleep  tao  upon  tha  Tsry  eve  of  death ! 
Why  ahonld  thay  wake  to  meet  it?  What  Is  here, 
Whiehlook  Uke  death  in  life,  and  qiaak  like  thiugi 
Bom  ere  this  dying  world  ?  They  oome  like  clooda  I 
[rorionf  ^pirUijiau  from  tke  coMm. 
^firiL       B^oioe! 
Tha  abbhorr'd  race 
Whieh  could  not  keep  in  Eden  their  Ugh  pbaa; 

But  liatan'd  to  the  roioe 
Of  knowledge  without  power* 
Are  nigh  the  hour 
Of  death! 

Not  8low»  not  aingle,  not  by  swoid,  nor  aan«w» 
Nor  yeaia,  nor  heart-break,  nor  tiaa*a  a^qplag 
motion. 

Shall  they  drop  ofil    Behold  their  last  to-monow !' 
Sarth  shall  be  ocean ! 
And  no  breath, 
Sare  of  the  winda,  be  on  the  unbounded  wave ! 
Angela  ahall  tire  their  winga,  but  find  no  spot : 
Not  eren  a  rock  from  out  the  liquid  gruTe 

Shan  lift  it^  point  to  saTe. 
Or  ahow  tha  place  where  strong  despair  hath  died 
hMking  o'er  tim  oaasA  wida 
For  the  expected  ebb  whieh  oomath  not ; 
AU  shall  be  Toid, 
Deatroy'dt 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 

Of  lila,  and  the  abhorr'd 
Children  of  dust  be  quench'd ;  and  of  each  hna 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  bl«a ; 
And  of  the  rariegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unohanged,  nor  of  tha  IcTel  plain ; 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tope  in  vain: 
An  merged  wiUdn  the  uniTersal  fountain, 
Man,  earth,  and  itre,  ahaU  die, 
And  sea  and  sky 
Look  Yaat  snd  lifeless  in  the  eternal  era 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  shaU  erect  a  home  ? 
JapL  (oominf  frnmrd,J  My  sire  i 
Berth's  seed  shaU  not  expire ! 
On^  the  evil  shaU  be  put  away 

From  day. 
ATaunt  I  ye  exulting  demons  of  the  wasta ' 
Who  howl  your  hideous  Joy 
When  God  destroys  whom  you  daia  not  daatooyt 
HiMal  haste! 
Back  to  your  inner  oaTet ! 
Until  the  wuTee 
BhaU  search  you  in  your  aeeret  plaoi^ 
And  drive  yo»  fdlen  race 
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In  refttless  wretchedueflf  along  all  space ; 
fi^Mr.  Son  of  the  saved ! 

When  thon  and  fhSne  hare  braved 
The  -wide  and  warring  element ; 
When  the  great  barrier  of  the  deep  is  rent, 
Shan  thon  and  thine  be  good  or  happy !— No ! 
Thy  new  world  and  new  race  shall  be  of  wo— 
Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  years 
Less  than  the  glorions  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride. 
The  sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  bride. 
Thine  shaQ  be  nothing  of  the  past,  save  tears. 
And  art  thon  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive, 
And  eat,  and  drink,  and  wive  } 
With  a  base  heart  so  fkr  snbdned  and  tamed, 
As  even  to  hear  this  wide  destruction  named, 
"Without  such  grief  and  courage,  as  should  rather 

Bid  thee  await  the  world-dissolving  wave. 
Than  seek  a  shditer  with  thy  £iivor*d  fcther. 
And  build  thy  dty  o'er  the  drown*d  earth's  grave 
Who  would  outlive  their  kind. 
Except  the  base  and  blind  ? 
Mine 
Hateth  thine, 
A«  of  a  different  order  in  the  sphere, 
But  not  our  own. 
Ihett  U  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a  durone 

Taealit  in  heaven  to  dwell  in  darkness  here. 
Bather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alone. 

Go,  wretch !  and  give 
A  Ufe  like  thine  to  other  wretches— live ! 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 
Above  what  they  have  done, 
Bnvy  the  giant  patriarchs  then  no  more. 
And  soom  thy  sire  as  the  surviving  one ! 
Thyself  for  being  his  son  1 

Eejoice ! 
No  more  the  human  voice 
Shall  vex  our  joys  in  middle  air 
j    With  prayer  { 
No  more 

Shan  they  adora; 
And  we,  who  ne'er  for  ages  have  adored 

The  prayer-exacting  Lord, 
To  whom  the  omission  of  a  saerifiee 
Is  vice; 
We,  we  shall  view  the  deep's  salt  sources  ponx'da 
Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  chaos ;  until  they. 
The  ereatures  proud  d{  their  poor  clay, 
Shall  perish,  and  thei)*  bleaohed  bones  shall  lufk 
In  eaves,  in  dens,  fan  elefts  of  mountains,  wheire 
The  deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair ; 

Where  even  the  brutes,  in  tiieir  despair, 
Shall  eease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other, 

And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his  brother ; 
Tin  allthings  shaU  be  as  they  were, 
Sflent  and  uncreated,  eave  the  sky : 
WhUe  a  brief  truee 
Is  made  with  Death,  who  shaH  forbear 
The  little  remnant  of  the  paet  csreation, 
To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use ; 
lUs  remnant,  floating  o'er  the  undulation 
Of  the  subsiding  delnge,  from  its  dime, 


When  the  hot  sun  hath  Meed  the  reeking  sa& 
Into  a  world,  shaU  give  agaUi  to  ^Smt 
New  beings— years— diseases— Borrow^-^cxime  - 
With  aU  companionship  of  hate  and  toH, 

tJnta 

Japh,  (interrt^Hng  them,)  The  eternal  will 

ShaU  deign  to  expound  this  dream 
Of  good  and  evil ;  and  redeem 

Unto  himself  att  times,  tSk  tilings ; 
And,  gather'd  under  his  almighty  wbi^ 
AbolMihen* 
And  to  the  exptated  Barth 
Restore  the  beauty  of  her  birth. 
Her  Eden  in  an  endless  pSradise, 
Where  man  no  more  can  fall  as  once  he  fell, 
And  even  the  very  demons  shaH  do  weU ! 
Spiritt,  And  when  shaH  take  effect  tins  y 

speU? 
Jagph,  When  the  Redeemer  eometh ;  Sfit  in  pail, 
And  then  hi  glory. 

Meantime,  stiU  struggle  in  the  mortsl 
chain, 
Till  earth  wax  hoary ; 
War  with  yourselves,  and  heU,  and  heaven,  in  vidn, 

Until  the  clouds  look  gory 
With  the  blood  reeking  ihrni  each  battle  plaiA ; 
New  times,  new  climes,  new  arts,  new  men ;  but  stfl 
The  same  old  tears,  old  crimes,  and  oldest  QI, 
ShaU  be  among  your  race  in  different  Anns  ; 
But  ^e  same  moral  storms 
ShaU  oversweep  the  future,  as  the  waves 
In  a  few  hours  the  glorious  gianfs  graves.^ 

Brethren,  rejoice ! 
Mortal,  farewell ! 
Hark !  hark !  already  we  can  hear  the  voice 
Of  growing  ocean's  gloomy  sweU ; 
l%e  winds,  too,  plume  their  piercing  wings . 
The  clouds  have  nearly  fiU'd  their  springs ; 
The  fountains  of  the  great  deep  shaU  be  broken. 

And  heaven  set  wide  her  windows ;  whUe  mankind 
View,  unacknowledged,  each  tremendous  token- 
Still,  as  they  were,  from  the  beginning,  blind, 
We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  hear. 
The  mustering  thunders  of  the  threatening 
sphere; 
Yet  a  few  hours  their  coming  is  delay'd ; 
Their  flashing  banners,  folded  stiU  on  h%^ 
Yet  undisplay'd. 
Save  to  the  Spirit's  all-pervading  eye. 

Howl !  howl !  oh  Earth ! 
Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth ; 
Tremble,  ye  mountains !  soon  to  shrink  below 

The  ocean's  overflow ! 
The  wave  shall  break  upon  your  clift ;  and  stielli^ 

The  Uttle  shells,  of  ocean's  least  thhigs  be 
Deposed  where  now  the  eagle's  offspring  dwellt— 
How  shaU  he  shriek  o'er  the  remorseless  sea ! 
And  caU  his  nestlings  up  with  fruitless  yell, 
Unvuwer'd,  save  by  tiie  enoroaohing  swsQ  ^— 
Wkfiendm  Aaniongin  vidn  fMrhit  hfsni  wl^{t. 

The  wtngs  wMAi  oevM  «o>t  wv«  I*-- 
Where  could  he  rest  them,  while  the  whole  spMi 
brfangs 
IToog^t  to  his  eye  beyond  the  detp.  Us  gra^  ? 


■«MPi  i»»  VMffH. 


iad  Imdlf  lift  eftdi  sapcrhmnMi  Toio^- 

SftTe  die  ilisht  ramamt  of  Setfck'a  M«d— 

^Mflaedof  Seth, 
Sxoqrt  te  fittim  ■onow's  take  from  dMrtlw* 
But  of  th«  MM  of  C«n 
NoB0  «hall  lenua; 
And  an  Uo  goodly  davghten 
Xwt  lb  bnottdi  tbo  dMolatmg  wattM  i 
Ok,  loatiiig  ofvszd,  with  tlieir  long  hair  laid 
Alng  tka  vB;f«»  tiie  omol  he^Ton  npfanid. 


I  la  death  to  ftdr.  iliMiA. 

Hk 

AUdio! 
jAd  to  tk0  vnmnal  hmnan  ay 
The  vBXfenal  ailanee  shall  ancoead! 
Flr«hrathz«n,flj'. 
ButaCillzi^oiQel 
WelaU! 
Xheyfidl! 
80  pariah  all 
IhfliB  ptl^  ftiaa  «f  HaaTon  who  ahank  from  h«H ! 
ITA§  SlpirUa  djtagpmr,  maring  tfMoofidi. 
Jiyd.  rMivffJ  God  hath  pcoalaim'd  tfao  daatter 
of  earth; 
My  iMhat'a  adL  of  aaiefy  hatii  annoonoed  it^ 
Thatwy  damnaa  ahriokit  from  theig  caaraa  ; 
The  seraU*  of  Enoch  pn^hofliod  it  loaig 
In  fflat  he  aha  J  which,  in  their  aileaoo»  aay 
More  to  thftfaliid  than  thnnder  to  the  ear : 
And  yet  Men  list«a*d  not,  nor  listen;  hot 
WalkdnrUaigtotheirdoom;  which,  though  so  nigh» 
Shakae  them  no  mcoe  in  thdr  dim  disbelief, 

tfaair  laat  caso  shall  shake  the  Almighty 
purpose, 
^  deaf  ehsdienk  ocean*  which  folflls  it. 
Xodgitpet  hanga  its  baaaer  in  the  air ; 
Tke  ckrods  see  few,  and  of  their  wonted  textuna ; 
The  san  will  rise  upon  the  earth*!  last  day 
As  OB  tke  Anrth  day  of  creation,  when 
GpdasidiBftohim>  "  Shine  I "  and  he  hcoha  forth 
lato  the  dasm,  which  lighted  not  the  yet 
Qatett'd  foptfiithdw  of  mankind:— but  roised 
Bsfoaifte  hnmoA  onaon  this  eaiiier 
Made  sad  fax  sweeter  Toioes  of  the  hirde, 
WUeh  in  the  open  firmament  of  hearen 
Have  vings  Uke  angola,  and  like  ibem  salnto 
Hesffa  fixst  each  day  before  the  Adamitea : 

Their lime  jow  ii air aigh   thoeaat  is  kindlinfl^ 

Attd'ttay  Hill  sing  land  day  will  break  1  Bothnoar, 
Sonaarteiwfrdoloaol   For  these  mnst  dxQ>p 
ThsitaintoqEnpmiomion  the  deep;  aadday> 
After  thahni^t  eowao  of  a  few  brief  moorows,— 
At,  day  tqgiiie ;  bwt  upon  what  ?— a  chaos, 
^^^Hiieh  wea«n  day ;  and  wlueh  renewed,  makea  timejiiMrtaki 
Nothing!  for,  without  life,  what  are  the  howi  ? 
No  mmelo  diait  than  ia  eternity 
Xlitfio  J«hsfiiih,who  ciaated  both. 
WlthoMUtei ««»  lenity  would  U 
A  void :  wilh0i(^mHa^  time,  aa  made  for  mail. 
Urn  wilh  xaaa,  sad  ia  swaUow'd  in  that  deep 
"WUsihhMaofevntam;  aa  his  race  will  ho 
Bomii'dhf  that  vhichdmwas  his  infant  worlds 
^Vhathi«owihHa)  fihafisofbotheaxthaadair? 
V«-.ea  eC  hecna,  they  am  ao  beautiful. 


WMBtiailnC 
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I  eaaiMt  tmse  tMr  fcatvaa ;  bi 
How  loTolily  they  more  along  the  aid* 
Of  the  gray  numntain,  scattering  its  mist  1 
And  after  the  awart  aavige  apbito,  wheat 
Internal  immortality  pour*d  forth 
Thflfar  impfons  hymn  of  triumph,  they  shall  bo 
Weleomo  as  Eden.    It  may  be  they  come 
To  tell  me  the  roprieTO  of  our  young  wodd. 
For  which  I  have  eo  often  pray'd— They  come  1 
Anah !  oh,  OodI  and  with  her 

^Bmttr  Saxxasa,  Asaixel,  Avak,  emd 
Ahoubakah. 


Japhet ! 

h^l     s 
A  eon  of  Adam : 

Amo.  What  doth  the  eerthbomheKO, 

Whilo  all  his  race  are  alnmhering  ? 

Ji^  Angel!  wha* 

Doat  thou  on  earth  irtien  thou  should'st  be  on  high  I 

Amo.  Xaow'at  thou  not,  01  tefot^st  thou,  that  a 
part 
Of  imr  great  fanction  is  to  guard  thine  earth  1 

Jdlfk,  But  all  good  angels  have  forsaken  earth. 
Which  is  eondema'd ;  nay  OTon  the  eril  fly 
The  approaching  chaos.    Anah!  Anah!  my 
In  vain,  and  hmg,  and  still  to  be  beloTcd  I 
Why  walk'st  thou  with  this  spirit,  in  those  hows 
When  no  good  spirit  longsr  lights  below  ? 

Anah.  Japhet,  I  cannot  answer  thee :  yet,  yet 
Fofgjiyome 

Ji^jik.  May  the  Heaven,  which  aoon  no  moio 

Wai  pardon,  do  aol  far  thou  art  greatly  tempted. 

AAo,  Baok  to  thy  tents,  inanlting  son  of  Noah ! 
We  know  thee  not. 

Jt^.  The  hour  may  come  when  th«g 

May*8tkaoiv  me  better;  and  thy  sister  know 
Me  still  the  same  which  I  have  ever  been. 

SSone.  Son  of  the  patriarch,  who  hath  ever  beeoa 
Upri^  before  hia  God,  whate'er  thy  gifts, 
And  thy  weeds  seem  of  sonow,  mix'd  with  wrath. 
How  have  Asaaiely  or  mysoU^  brooght  on  thee 
Wrong? 

/<^.  Wrongl  Iho  greatest  of  all  wrongs;  but 


Say'atwell,  thoughahe  be  dust,  I  did  not,  could  nol^ 

Deserre  hec.    Faaewell,  Anah !  I  have  aaid 

That  word  ao  often  1  but  now  say  it,  ne'er 

To  bo  rsjoatad.    Ans^ll  or  whate'er 

Thou  art,  or  must  be  soon,  hast  thou  the  power 

To  eaiee  Ihia  beautifolr-aess  beautiful 

Children  of  Cain  ? 

ilea.  Jhramwhtt? 

Japk,  And  is  it  ao, 

ThaityetoohnQfwnot?  Angela  I  angels!  ye 
Have  ehered  ma»'a  ain,  and,  it  may  be,  Mw  anal 

;e  hia  punishment ;  orattheleaat 
My  8omvw« 

&mK  Sonow !  I  ne'er  thought  tiU  new 

Tw  hear  en  Adamite  apeak  riddlea  to  me. 

JapfL  And  hath  not  the  Most  High  expounded 


Then  ye  amloe^  ae  they  are  laat. 

AMo.  So  be  it! 

H  ihar  l«WMth^  ase  loved,  they  will  not  ahrink 
More«o  homertal,  than  I  would  to  dare 
An  hameit»]ity  of  agonba 

WithHimiiu! 

liiilmifpoakaot 
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Thai. 

Aza.  Fcarest  thou,  my  Anah  ? 

Anah.  Tea,  for  thee : 

I  would  resign  the  greater  remnant  of 
This  little  life  of  mine,  before  one  hour 
Of  thine  etemitj  should  know  a  pang. 

Japh.  It  is  for  Aim,  then !  for  the  seraph  thou 
Hast  left  me !    That  is  nothing,  if  thou  hast  not 
Left  thy  God  too,  for  unions  like  to  these. 
Between  a  mortal  and  an  immortal,  cannot 
Be  happy  or  be  hallow'd.    We  are  sent 
Upon  the  earth  to  toil  and  die :  and  they 
Are  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 
The  Highest :  But  if  he  can  save  thee,  soon 
The  hour  will  come  in  which  oelestial  aid 
Alone  can  do  so. 

Anah.  Ah !  he  speaks  of  death. 

Sam,  Of  death  to  i»  /  and  those  who  are  with  us ! 
But  that  the  man  seems  full  of  sorrow,  I 
Could  smile. 

Japh,  I  grieve  not  for  myself,  nor  fear ; 

I  am  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  but  those 
Of  a  well-doing  sire,  who  hath  been  found 
Righteous  enough  to  save  his  children.    Would 
His  power  was  greater  of  redemption !  or 
That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers, 
Who  could  alone  have  made  mine  happy,  she. 
The  last  and  loreliest  of  Cain's  race,  could  share 
The  ark  which  shall  receiTe  a  remnant  of 
The  seed  of  Seth ! 

Aho.  And  dost  thou  think  that  we 

With  Cain's,  the  eldest  bom  of  Adam's,  blood 
Warm  in  our  reins, — strong  Cain !  who  was  begotten 
In  paradise,— "would  mingle  with  Seth'i  ohildren  ? 
Seth,  the  last  oflEspring  of  old  Adam's  dotage  ? 
Ko,  not  to  saTO  all  earth,  were  earth  in  peril ! 
Our  race  hath  always  dwelt  apart  from  thine 
From  the  beginning,  and  shall  do  so  ever. 

J(^h.  I  did  not  speak  to  thee,  Aholibamah  1 
Too  much  of  the  forefather  whom  thou  yauntest 
Ha^  come  down  in  that  ha«ghty  blood  whieh  springs 
From  him  who  shed  the  first,  and  that  a  hrother'i ) 
But  thou,  my  Anah !  let  me  call  thee  mine, 
Albeit  thou  art  not:  'tis  a  word  I  cannot 
Part  with,  although  I  must  from  thee.    My  Anah ! 
Thou  who  dost  rather  make  me  dream  that  Abel 
Had  left  a  daughter,  whose  pure  pious  race 
Burrived  in  thee,  so  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rest  of  the  stem  Cainites,  sare  in  b«nrty, 
For  hll  of  them  are  fairest  in  their  ftiTor 

Aho,  (intarupUng  him.)  And  wouldst  thoQ  hare 
her  like  our  father's  foe 
In  mind,  in  soul  ?  If  /partook  thy  thought, 
And  dream'd  that  aught  of  Abel  was  in  Aer  A— 
Get  thee  hence,  son  of  Noah ;  th<m  makeat  ttiMB. 

Japh,  Offspring  of  Cain,  thy  fiither  did  to  I 

Aho.  But 

He  slew  not  Seth ;  and  what  hast  thou  to  de 
With  other  deeds  between  his  God  and  him  ? 

Japh.  Thou  speakest  well :  his  Ood  h«&  Judged 
him,  and 
I  had  not  named  his  deed,  but  that  ^yvelf 
Didst  seem  to  glory  in  him,  neir  to  Arfnk 
From  what  he  had  done. 

Aho,  He  was  oitt  ftnthtf^  tMlMr : 

The  eldest  bom  of  man,  the  strongesty  bi«Teit» 
And  most  enduring :— 6haB  I  bhtsli  for  hitti 
From  whom  we  had  our  being  ?    Look  vpmt 
Our  race ;  beh<adiiieir  fcltajiaai  their  bciUfj      < 


Their  eoiange»  strength,  and  leagA,  of  ( 

Jegith,  They  are  numbei'i 

Aho.  Be  it  so!  but  while  yet  their  hours  endurs, 
I  glory  in  my  brethem  and  our  fathers. 

JiopX.  My  sire  and  race  but  glory  in  their  God, 
Anah!  and  thou?— 

Anah.  Whate'er  our  God  deems, 

The  God  of  Seth  as  Cain,  I  must  obey. 
And  will  endearor  patiently  to  obey. 
But  could  I  dare  to  pray  in  tiiis  dread  hour 
Of  uniyersal  vengeanoe,  (if  such  should  be,) 
It  would  not  be  to  live,  alone  exempt 
Of  all  my  house.    My  sister !  oh,  my  sister ! 
What  were  the  world,  or  other  worlds,  or  all 
The  brightest  friture,  without  the  sweet  | 
Thy  love— «iy  father's— all  the  life,  and  all 
The  things  which  sprang  up  with  me,  like  the  itoi 
Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  witii 
Soft  lights  which  were  not  mine  ?    AhoKbamak . 
Oh !  if  there  should  be  mercy^-4eek  it,  find  it; 
I  abhor  death,  because  that  thou  must  die. 

Aho.  What !  hath  this  dreamer,  with  his  lather^ 
ark. 
The  bugbear  he  hath  built  to  scare  the  woild, 
Shaken  my  sister  ?    Are  we  not  the  loTsd 
Of  seraphs  ?  and  if  we  were  not,  must  we 
Cling  to  a  son  of  Noah  for  our  lives  ? 

Rather  than  thus ^But  the  enthusiast  dreamt 

The  worst  of  dreams,  the  phantasies  e&gender'd 
By  hopeless  love  and  heated  Yigils.    Who 
Shall  shake  these  solid  mountains,  this  firm  eartli, 
And  bid  those  clouds  and  waters  take  a  shape 
Distinct  from  that  which  we  and  all  out  sires 
Have  seen  them  wear  on  their  eternal- way  ? 
Who  shall  do  this  ? 

Japh.  He  whoae  one  word  produced  fiML 

Aho,  Who  heard  that  word  ? 

Japh.  The  unlTerse,  which  Wl 

To  life  before  it.    Ah!  smilestthou  stQlinseocBl 
Turn  to  thy  seraphs ;  if  they  attest  it  not, 
They  are  none. 

Sam.  AhoUbamah,  own  thy  God ! 

Aho.  I  hare  ever  hail'd  our  Maker,  Saaaiasa, 
As  thine,  and  mine :  a  God  of  lore,  not  soflsw. 

Japh.  Alas !  what  else  is  lore  hut  soirow  ?  Bt« 
He  who  made  earth  in  lore  had  ioott  to  grfere 
AboTe  its  first  and  best  hihabitaiitt. 

Aho,  'TIS  said  so. 

J{^  It  is  eren  ••• 

BuierJifiULMemdAMMm- 

mah.  Japhitl  WW 

Dost  thou  here  with  tiieee  ehUdicn  of  tha  wished } 
Dread'st  thou  not  to  partake  their  eowtag  doosL 

J«^.  Father,  ft  eansot  be  a  «ia  to  eeek 
To  save  an  earthbom  heing ;  end  behald, 
These  are  not  of  the  sinfrd,  dnee  tiiey  have 
The  ftllowahip  of  angels. 

Noah.  These  are  thciy,  then, 

Who  leave  the  throne  of  God,  to  tahe^em  wivis 
From  out  the  race  of  Cite  I  thaaesi>gfhaaiw, 
Who  seek  earth's  daaghtsw  fer  1lieli»  haaaty  ?  ^ 

Iso.-  PWriBwal 

Thou  hast  said  it 

Koah.  Wo,wo,  wetoamsheosawmiaii 

Has  not  Ood  made  a  bmlsr  be^MWA  aarth 
And  heaven,  and  UmStid  «aflh«  %^|4  to  kJkid  ? 

Sam,  Was   not  man  made  in  Idgli  Jshorakli 
image? 
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MOod  not  lore  wlkAi&eluamaae?    Andif^at 
Do  «»  kit  teitmte  snd  emnUte 
Kt  lofc  vnto  ereated  loTe  ? 

JVML  Itm 

But  Bia,  lad  wag  not  made  to  Judge  mankind. 
Far  lets  the  eons  of  God ;  bnt  a«  onr  Ood 
Htt  dflign'd  to  commnnc  with  me,  and  rereal 
iK#  jidgments,  T  reply,  that  the  deaoent 
Of  terapha  from  their  ererlaating  aeat 
Uato  a  penahable  and  periahing, 
Stcn  on  the  very  eve  of  periekmy,  noild, 
Camkot  be  good> 

Am,  What?  though  tt  were  to  aare } 

NoaJL  Not  ye  in  all  yonr  glory  can  redeem 
What  he  vho  made  you  gloiiona  hath  eondemn*d. 
"Wat  jam  immortal  miasion  aafety,  'twould 
Be  general,  not  fbr  two,  though  beautiM ; 
And  bentiAd  diey  an,  hat  not  the  leaa 
GeudeM'd. 

J^      Oh  &ther !  any  It  not. 

VoaX.  Son!  aon! 

If  fkat  ^ou  wouldat  avoid  their  doom,  fbrget 
nat  diey  exkt ;  they  soon  shall  eeaae  to  be, 
While  thon  ahalt  be  the  aire  of  a  new  world, . 
And  better. 

Ji^k      Let  me  die  with  Otf,  and  Mem/ 

JVooA.  Thou  ektmUei  for  such  a  6iought,  but  ahaU 
not;  be 
Whooanndeem 

Ssm.  And  why  him  and  thee, 

More  than  what  he,  thy  aon,  prefera  to  both? 

IfeoL  Aak  Urn  who  made  thee  greater  than  ny- 
adf 
And  ndne,  but  not  leaa  anlgect  to  his  own 
Alan^tineaa.    And  lo  I  hia  mildest  and 
Lsaat  tobe  tmplod  meaaenger  appeaia ! 


r  RaywABL  the  Arektm^, 
Spirits! 
Whoee  seat  is  near  Ike  throne, 
What  do  ye  here  ? 
Is  thus  a  seraph's  duty  to  be  shown. 
Now  Aat  the  hour  is  near 
When  e«th  must  be  alone } 
Hetum ! 
Atea  and  buns 
In  iMms  homage  with  the  sleeted 
Tour  flaee  la  heuTen. 
Sam.  BayhMl! 

Tbe  ftnltad  fiureat  of  the  sons  of  Ood, 

Hev  loug  haA  this  been  law. 
That  esrthVy  aagela  must  be  left  untrod  ? 

taia!  wUehoftsaw 
Jsh0«ih*tfcslsla^not  diadain  her  sod! 
The uodiUlofed.  had  made 
VorVm;  tnd  oft  hare  we  obey'd 
His  hc^oeat  waaion  with  delighted  piniona, 

^^ppg  lum  hi  Ws  least  works  display'd ; 
walAhig  ^  yoongmt  star  of  his  dominions ; 
'Asd, « the  latest  Unh  of  hia  great  word, 
■•gar  tolwep  it  worthy  of  our  Lord. 
yf^  u  th|  brow  serere  ? 
*■*  ^lereioie  i^Vit  thou  of  destruction  near  ? 
Aqp4.  Had  Siniaaa  tad  Asaael  been 
In  thor  tnisfUee,  with  the  a;i^Uc  ehois, 
Vxtemlalie 
ThsyiiwadhaTeseea  v 

Jehen^'ihrtsaserse, 
And  net  iiqaiw*  «Mb  Maksf's  bwatt  of  Bia : 


But  ignorance  must  erer  be 
A  part  of  sin ; 
And  eren  the  spirits'  knowledge  shall  grow  lew 

Aj  they  wai  proud  within ; 
For  Blindnesa  ia  the  first-bom  of  Baceaa. 

When  all  good  angels  left  the  world,  ye  ataytd. 
Stong  with  strange  passions,  and  debaaed 

By  mortal  feelings  for  a  mortal  maid ; 
Bvt  ye  are  peidon'd  thua  far,  and  replaced 
Whh  your  pure  equals.    Hence!  away!  away! 
Or  stay, 
And  loae  etamity  by  that  delay  t 
Am.  And  thou !  if  earth  be  thua  foibidden 
In  the  decree 
To  ua  until  thia  moment  hidden, 
Doet  thou  not  err  as  we 
In  being  here? 
A^pl.  I  came  to  eall  ye  back  to  your  iH  sphem. 
In  the  great  name  and  at  the  word  of  Ood. 
Dear,  dearest  in  themselves,  and  scarce  leaa  dear 

That  iriiieh  I  eame  to  do :  till  now  we  trod 
Together  the  eternal  apace ;  together 

Let  ua  atill  walk  the  stars.    True,  earth  must  dh* 
Her  race,  retum'd  into  her  womb,  muat  wither, 
hnd  much  which  she  inherits ;  but  oh  1  why 
Cannot  this  earth  be  made,  or  be  deatroy'd, 
Wltiiout  iuTolTing  OTor  aome  Tast  Toid 
In  the  immortal  ranka  ?  immortal  still 
In  ^ehr  immeasurable  forfeiture. 
Ov  brother  Satan  fell ;  his  burning  will 
Badber  than  long  worship  dared  endure ! 
Bvt  ye  who  atiU  are  pure ! 
Sevapha  1  leaa  mighty  than  that  mightkat  «M, 

Think  how  he  was  undone! 
And  think  if  tempting  man  can  compenaate 
For  heuTen  deabed  too  late ! 
Long  haTo  I  wair'd, 
L^Bgmaatl  war 
With  him  who  deem'd  it  hard 
To  be  ereated,  and  to  acknowledge  hhn 
Who  midat  the  ehcmbfan 
Made  him  as  suns  to  a  dependent  star, 
LeaTing  the  archangels  at  his  right  hwd  dim. 

I  loved  him— beautiful  he  was :  oh  heaven ! 
Save  Aas  who  made,  what  beauty  and  what  power 
Waa  ever  like  to  Satcn's !    Would  the  hour 
In  which  he  fell  could  ever  be  forgiven  1 
The  wish  is  impious :  but,  oh  ye ! 
Yet  undeatroy'd,  be  wam'd !  Btemity 

With  him,  or  with  his  Ood,  is  in  your  chosea  * 
He  hath  not  tempted  you ;  he  cannot  tempt 
The  angela,  from  hia  fVirther  anares  exempt: 

But  man  hath  liaten'd  to  hia  voiee. 
And  y^  to  woman's— beautifhl  she  is. 
The  serpent's  voice  less  subtle  than  her  kiss. 
The  snAe  but  vanquish'd  dust ;  but  she  will  draw 
A  seoond  host  from  heaven,  to  break  heaven's  law. 
Tet,  yet,  oh  fy ! 
Ye  cannot  die ; 
But  they 
Shall  pass  away, 
WnUe ye  ahall  ftU  with  shrieks  tiie  upper  sky; 

For  perishable  olay, 
W.«oee  memory  in  your  immortality 

Shan  long  outlast  the  sun  which  gave  theoadi^ 
Think  how  your  eaaence  diflbreth  from  theira 
In  all  but  auilering !  why  partake 
The  agony  to  which  they  must  be  heirs — 
Bom  to  be  plough'd  with  years,  and  aown  with  c 
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And  reap'd  by  Death,  lord  of  the  human  toil  ? 
ETen  had  their  days  been  left  to  toil  their  iMtth 
Through  time  to  dust,  unshortened  by  Ood*s  ^vxathi 
Still  they  are  Evil's  prey  and  Sorrow's  spoiL 

Aho.  Let  them  fly ! 

I  hear  the  Toice  which  says  that  all  must  die 

Sooner  than  our  white-bearded  patriarchs  died ; 

And  that  on  high 

An  ocean  is  prepared, 

While  from  below 

The  deep  shall  rise  to  meet  heaven's  overflow. 

Few  shall  be  spared, 
It  seems ;  and,  of  that  few,  the  race  of  Cain 
Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam's  God  in  vain. 
Sister !  since  it  is  so. 
And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  vain  would  be  implored 
For  the  remission  of  one  hour  of  wo, 
Let  us  resign  even  what  we  have  adored, 
And  meet  the  wave,  as  we  would  meet  the  sword. 

If  not  unmoved,  yet  undismay'd. 
And  wailing  less  for  us  than  those  who  shall 
Spjnrive  in  mortal  or  immortal  thrall. 

And,  when  the  fatal  waters  are  allay'd. 
Weep  for  the  myriads  who  can  weep  no  more. 
Fly,  seraphs  !  to  your  own  eternal  shore. 
Where  winds  nor  howl  nor  waters  roar. 
Our  portion  is  to  die. 
And  yours  to  live  for  ever : 
But  whioh  is  best,  a  dead  eternity. 
Or  living,  is  but  known  to  the  great  Giver. 
Obey  him,  as  we  shall  obey ; 
I  vrould  not  keep  this  life  of  mine  in  clay 
An  hour  beyond  his  will, 
Nor  see  ye  lose  a  portion  of  his  grace, 
For  all  the  mercy  which  Seth's  race 
Find  still. 
Fly! 
And  as  your  pinions  bear  ye  back  to  heaven, 
Think  that  iny  love  still  mounts  with  thee  on  high, 

Samiasa! 
And  if  I  look  up  with  a  tearless  eye, 
'Tis  that  an  angel's  bride  disdains  to  weep.-^ 
Farewell !  Now  rise,  inexorable  deep  ! 
Afiah.  And  must  we  die  ? 

And  must  I  lose  thee  too, 

Azaziel  ? 
Oh,  my  heart !  my  heart ! 

Thy  prophecies  were  true ! 
And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  too ! 
The  blow,  though  not  unlook'd  for,  falls  as  new ; 
But  yet  depart ! 
Ah!  why? 
Yet  let  me  not  retain  thee — ^fly ! 
My  pangs  can  be  but  brief;  but  thine  would  be 
Eternal,  if  repulsed  from  heaven  for  me. 
Too  much  already  hast  thou  deign'd 
To  one  of  Adam's  race ! 
Our  doom  is  sorrow ;  not  to  us  alone. 
But  to  the  spirits  who  have  not  disdain'd 
To  love  us,  cometh  anguish  with  disgrace. 
The  first  who  taught  us  knowledge  hath  been  \mxXd 
Vrom.  his  once  archangelic  throne 
Into  some  unknown  world : 
And  thou,  Azaziel !  No — 
Thou  shalt  not  sufier  wo 
For  me.    Away !  nor  weep ! 
Thou  canst  not  weep ;  but  yet 
May'st  suffer  more  not  weeping :  then  forget 


Her,  whom  the  murges  of  tho  alHtrvjIbig  dim 

Can  bring  no  pang  like  this.   Fly  T  fly ! 
Being  gone,  'twill  be  less  difficult  to  die. 

Japh.  Oh  say  not  80 1 
Father !  and  thou,  archangel,  thou! 

Surely  celestial  mercy  lurks  below 
That  pure  severe  serenity  of  brow : 

Let  them  not  meet  this  sea  without  a  shore, 
Save  in  our  ark,  or  let  me  be  no  more  I 

JVboA.  Peace,  child  of  passion,  peaoe! 
If  not  within  thy  heart,  yet  with  thy  tongue 

Do  God  no  wrong ! 
live  as  he  wills  it-^-die,  when  he  ordains, 
A  righteous  death,  unlike  the  seed  of  Ci^'s. 

Cease,  or  be  sorrowful  in  silence ;  cease 
To  weary  Heaven's  ear  with  thy  selfish  plaint : 

Would'st  thou  have  God  commit  a  sin  for  thee  ? 
Such  would  it  be. 
To  alter  his  intent 
For  a  mere  mortal  sorrow.    Be  a  man ! 
And  bear  what  Adam's  race  must  bear,  and  can. 

Japh.  Ay,  father!  but  when  they  are  gone. 

And  we  are  all  alone, 
Floating  upon  the  azure  desert,  and 
The  depth  beneath  us  hides  our  own  dear  land, 

And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  brethren,  all 

Buried  in  its  immeasurable  breast. 
Who,  who,  our  tears,  our  shrieks,  ihall  then  ooi» 
mand? 

Can  we  in  desolation's  peace  have  rest? 
Oh  God !  be  thou  a  God,  and  spare 
Yet  while  'tis  time ! 
Renew  not  Adam's  fall : 

Mankind  were  then  but  twain. 
But  they  are  numerous  now  as  are  the  waves 

And  the  tremendous  rain. 
Whose  drops  shall  be  less  thick  than  woold  tiiilr 
gi*Te», 

Were  graves  permitted  to  the  seed  of  Cain. 

Noah.  Silence,  vain  boj !  each  word  of  thine'ii 
crime. 
Angel  I  forgive  this  stripling's  fond  despair. 

Maph,  Seraphs !  these  mortals  speak  in  passion: 
Ye! 
Who  are,  or  should  be,  passionless  and  pure, 
May  now  return  with  me. 

Sam.  It  may  not  be; 

We  have  chosen,  and  will  endure. 

Bi^.  Say'stthou? 

Am.  He  hath  said  it,  andl  say,  Am« 

Raph,  Again ! 

Then  from  this  hour, 
Shorn  as  ye  are  of  all  celestial  powQr, 
And  aliens  from  your  God, 
Farewell! 

Japh.  Alas!  where  shall  they  dwell? 

Hark,  hark !  Deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still, 

Are  howling  from  the  mountain's  bosom : 
There's  not  a  breath  of  wind  upon  the  kill, 

Yet  quivers  every  leaf,  and  drops  each  blossom: 
Earth  groans  as  if  beneath  a  heavy  load. 

Noah.  Hark,  hark !  the  sea-birds  cry ! 

In  clouds  they  overspread  the  lurid  sky. 
And  hover  round  the  mountain,  where  before 

Never  a  white  wing,  wetted  by  the  wave, 
Yet  dared  to  soar, 

Even  when  the  waters  wax'd  too  fierce  to  taam 
Soon  it  shall  be  their  only  shore. 
And  the^n,  no  more  f 
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lb  xbfllh,  M  hit  Wttv  li^  is  r»*t 


ffii  glaitng  diak  arMa^t 
PrtebBBa  wr^*^  JMff  wiMnw  d^y  luilh  ibw! 

8m  vbere  thor  Imaea^Mkv'd  «4fM  tlKiik 
I^  T«igevk«»taigteriMSMwwi  vwk  to  l»Mk. 
NctJL  And  lo !  7«m  fluli  of  Kglv^ 

ItMMttil  knt^mmyl 
liMTB  Id  the  dements  their  eril  piej ! 
Hesse  to  iriMvs  ovr  sU-hsBow'd  sili  uprasrt 
Iti  ssJb  end  reekless  sides. 
J^  Ok,  ftrlhcr.stsy! 
Lesfs  sot  mj  Anah  to  tiie  swiflowfng  tidee  ? 
JfsdL  Hast  ITS  not  IssTe  s!l  Itfe  to  sndk !  Be- 
! 

Hot  I. 
N<mk. 

^TKhthem! 
How  dmsltlMi  look  on  that  piopketle  sky, 
And  seek  to  save  whel  aQ  things  now  sondenn. 
In  iMwiwkeintiiat  WMson 
WHk  jnrt  Jekofak's  wiath ! 
^Vd.  C^s^teead  jvetMojoinintei 
JtrsttLBlaspkeaassl    ~ 


Bqid.  Pstriarck,  be  stOl  e 


Thy  era,  dsspite  his  foUy,  ikall  not  sink; 
He  knows  not  ukat  ka  seyv,  yst  shaH  net  dxink 

With  sobs  the  salt  foan  of  the  swettinf  we»eM ; 
Bat  be,  when  peesiini  passeth,  good  as  ikon* 

Nsr  perish  likn  k^voa's  ekildraa  wHh  ma's 
danghtsn. 

Ako,  The   tensest  sesaetki  ke«ve«  end  eaitk 


For ths snnihaatifwt ef  aBUCe. 
Uneqaidktkestatfe 
BstwMn  OK  strength  and  the  Sternal  Might ! 
&^lnte«i»lBwitktkes;  vs  wiU  hear  ye  far 

Tesfwnakenbledetai, 
Vkrotkon  and  Anak  skaU  partake  onr  let ; 

Aaijf  IhosdMtwt  weep  Im  tky  lest  eertk, 
Osr  foffat  heaven  shsll  alao  be  forgot. 
Amh,  Oh!  my  deer  ftither's  tento,  my  plaee  of 
birth, 
Aad  moontains,  land,  and  woods !  when  ye  i 

not, 
Who  ehall  dry  np  my  tears  ? 

iies.  Thy  spirit-lord. 

Fcsr  sot ;  thoogh  we  are  shnt  from  heaven, 
Tet  nmch  k  onis,  whence  we  cannot  be  driven. 

Jtap&.  B«bel !  thy  wordi  are  wicked,  as  thy  deeds 
Shall  hesetbrth  be  bnt  weak :  the  flaming  eword, 
Which  ebawd  the  flrst-bom  oat  of  Paradise, 
Still  flssbee  in  the  sngelie  hands. 

^dss.  Itcninot  slay  us :  threaten  dnst  with  death, 
And  tslk  of  weapons  nnto  that  which  bleeds. 
'What  axe  thy  awnrdsin  onr  immortal  eyes  ? 

Ihiph.  The   moment  cometh    to   approve  thy 
atnngth; 
And\eanatkngth 
Hov  Tam  to  nar  with  what  thy  Ood  commands : 
Thy  fonnet  toite  was  in  tiiy  faith. 

Btder  UtfrtaU,  fi^for  rtfu^t. 
33 


Clmm^ 


The  heavens  sndesrth  are  mingling— Ctod'  ^Oodl 

What  have  we  done  ?  Tet  spare ! 

Hark!  even  the  ibrest  beasts  howl  farth  their  prsy*rt 

The  dragon  crawls  from  ont  his  den, 

To  heed,  in  terror,  innocent  with  men ; 
And  the  birds  ecream  their  agony  throng^  air. 
Tet,  yet,  /ekovak!  yet  witiidraw  thy  rod 
Of  wratk,  and  pity  thine  own  world's  deepefr ! 
Hear  not  man  only  bnt  all  nature  plead ! 

Bapk.  Farewell,  thon  earth !  ye  wretched  sons  tA 
slay 
I  cannot,  must  not,  sId  you.    *Tis  decreed ! 

[jExU  Kavkabl. 

Japk.  Some  donds  sweep  on  ss  vultores  fbr  their 
prey, 
Whfle  others  fiz'd  as  rocks,  swalt  the  word 
At  which  their  wrathftU  vials  ehsll  be  pour'd. 
No  asurs  more  shall  robe  the  trmament, 
Xor  spangled  atars  be  glorious :  Death  hath  ifecn ; 
In  the  sun's  place  a  pale  and  ghastly  gisre 
Hath  wound  haelf  around  tiie  dying  air. 

Amo.  Come,  Anah !  quit  this  chso»-fonttdedprisoa« 
To  whieh  the  elementa  again  repair, 
To  torn  it  into  what  it  was :  beneath 
The  ahelter  of  these  wings  thou  shalt  be  safe, 
As  wss  the  eagle's  nestling  once  within 
Ito  mother's.— Let  the  coming  chaoe  chafe 
With  an  ito  elements^    Heed  not  their  din ! 
A  brighter  world  than  this,  where  thon  shalt  brsatte 
Bthsreal  Ufe,  will  we  explore : 
Theee  darken'd  ekmis  are  not  the  only  skies. 

[AsASiBL  and  Samiasa  jhf  of  and  di'infpssi 
wUh  AjfAH  and  Ahoitbaxah. 

/qiA.  They  sre  g«ne !  They  hsve  disappett'd  amid 
the  roar 
Of  tSke  forsaken  world;  and  never  mors, 
Whether  they  live,  or  die  witii  all  earth's  life 
Now  near  ito  last,  can  aught  restore 
Anah  unto  theee  eyes. 

Chorm  cf  MortaU. 

Oh  son  of  Noah !  mssey  en  thy  lund ! 
Whst!  wUt  thou  lease  us  aU—aO-aJ/ behind? 
While  aaili  anud  the  elemental  strife. 
Thou  sitt'st  within  thy  guarded  ark  i 
A  metkar,  {ofermg  hnr  iaiflmi  to  Jafhit.)    Ok 
let  this  child  enrtNurk! 
I  brought  him  forth  in  wo. 

But  thought  it  joy 
To  see  him  to  my  bosom  clinging  so. 
Why  was  hs  bom  ? 
What  hath  he  done— 
My  nnwean*d  son— 
To  move  Jehovah's  wrath  or  seom  } 
What  is  there  in  this  milk  of  mine,  that  death 
Should  atir  all  heaven  and  earth  up  to  destroy 

My  boy, 

And  roll  the  waters  o^er  his  placid  breath  ? 
Save  him,  thou  aeed  of  Seth! 
Or  eureed  be— with  him  who  made 
Thee  and  thy  race,  for  which  we  are  betray'd ! 
Japh,  Peace!  'tis  no  hour  for  corses,  bat  fcf 
,    prayer  I 

Chorut  of  MoridU. 

For  prayer!!! 
And  where 


ShaH 
Wlmifae  mvthi  doudi  vnto  ik» 

Andlrantt 
Md  gaihi^g  ocMM  «nr«7  btader  lend, 
tJnta  tht  ¥M7  d«Mfftt  kxu>w  no  thirst} 


itaintbnd 


Be  he  ivho  made  thee  end  tiij  tirel 

We  deem  mu  eweei  Tua;  we  moet  CKpbe: 

But  es  we  ksow  the  wortt. 
Why  thould  CMur  hpui  be  nieed,  our  hnaet 

hent 
Before  the  implacable  Omnipotent, 
Since  we  mnat  fidl  the  same  ? 
If  he  hath  made  earth,  let  it  be  his  shame, 

TomakeaworUlfortQrtaxe.-*Ije!  the]roQin#i 

The  loathsome  waten^  in  their  rage ! 
And  with  their  rmt  make  wholeseme  natuse  damh! 

The  Ibrest's  teees»  (oeeral  with  the  hoar 
When  Paradise  npspraig, 

Bn  Sve  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her  dower, 
Or  Adam  his  flnt  hymn  of  alaTerj  song,) 

So  massy,  saet,  yet-gneen  in  their  old  age, 
Ajpe  ovactopt, 

Their  summer  bloisoms  by  the  sorges  lopt, 
Whieh  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise. 
Talnly  we  look  up  to  the  lowering  skiee— 

They  meet  the  seas^ 
And  shut  our  Ood  from  our  beseeching  ^es 

Fly,  son  of  Noah«  ilyj  and  take  thine  ease, 
In  thine  allotted  ooeen-tent ; 
And  Tiew,  all  floating  o*er  the  element, 
The  oocpsea  of  the  world  of  thy  youag  days : 
Then  to  Jehovah  xdse 
Thy  song  of  praiae  1 

jAJIPftoi.  Blessed  are  the  dead 
Who  die  in  the  Lord! 
And  though  the  waten  be  o'ec  earth,  outspread 
Yet,  as  Ait  word* 
Be  the  decree  adored ! 
He  gaTe  me  life— he  taketh  but 

The  breath  whieh  is  his  own : 
And  though  these  eyes  should  be  for  e?er  shut, 

Not  longer  this  weak  Toice  before  Us  throne 

Be  heard  in  suppUeaftiag  tone, 

StiBbhMedbetfMLoid, 


epaee- 
^    The  vast  known  end  I 
He  made,  and  ean  unmake ; 

And  shaH /,  Ibr  a  IMe  gasp  ef  bnwfk 
Blaspheme  and  green  ? 

Mo;  letnedie,asIheveUfed,in*ia^ 
Nor  quirer,  though  the  unhrsnettay ^ 


Tin 


ForwlMtispeel, 
FMrHiat^rUehls: 
For  all  are  hie, 
Fhnnflieltelael— 
elcinUy 


bent 


Chonu  ^  MvrtaU. 
Where  shall  we  fly  ? 
Not  to  the  mountains  high ; 
For  now  their  torrents  rush,  with  double  ioar» 
To  meet  the  ooeaB«  which,  advanciiig  stfl^ 
Already  grasps  each  drowning  hill, 
Nor  leavee  an  unseareh'd  eaTtt 

MKUr  0  frOIIMMi 

Woman,  Oh,  saTe  me,  sare ! 
Our  Talley  ie  no  awie ; 

My  ftither  and  my  ftv&er^  tent^ 
My  brethren  and  my  bKethm*^  hmJl, 

The  pleasant  ti«es  that  o*er  o 
Asa  sent  roruk  erenlng  songs  ftein  i 
The  Uttle  fivulet  wUeh  freshen^  aH 
Our  pastures  green. 
No  more  are  to  be  sen. 
When  to  the  mountain  cliff  I  cUmb'd  fUs  i 

I  tum'd  to  bless  Ike  spo«, 
And  not  a  leaf  appecr'd  ahovl  to  AH  ^- 

And  now  they  are  not!«^ 
Why  wee  I  bem  f 

Hrk.        TodielinyMrtlitoiie; 
And  happier  in  that  doom, 
Than  to  behold  liM  unhenal  tMab» 

Which  I 
Am  thus  oondenm'd  to  wesp  ebofu  in  TiAk 
Why,  when  all  perish,  why  must  I  NBMte  ? 
[7^  waten  fin:  Mm  j^  (bi  esevy  4ik 

of  JtfortoJt  dMpsTMt  4ki  OMffA  ^fil^  1^  «l« 
moiMliiiNS?  JMfk^fmmkmyifmmfA^wMk 
ik$ArkJloM9l9muHkMln1mtk§4~ 
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A  MTSTERY. 

i 

to 
SIR    WALTER    SCOTT,    BART. 

THIS   XY8TSBT   OP   C^K    18   IK80BIBJBD, 
BT  HT8  OVLIOBD  TSOaffft  AITD  7AITHFUL  SSBTAlfT} 

THE  AUTBOB. 


i.«n  L 


PRBFACX. 

Tmi  ibUpiriiig  scenes  we  entitled  ''aMysterji" 
la  conformLty  with  the  incieat  title  annexed  to 
inunw  upon  shnilu  subjects,  vhich  were  stjled 
*<  liTsteiifla,  «r  Moralities."  The  euthor  has  by  bo 
BMins  taken  the  same  liberties  with  his  subject 
which  were  oonunon  formerly,  aa  may  be  seen  hy 
tny  reader  carious  enough  to  refer  to  those  very 
pro&ne  prodnctionsy  whether  in  KngHsh>  French, 
Italian,  or  Spanish.  The  author  has  endeaTored  to 
pnserre  the  language  adi^ted  to  his  chaxaeters ; 
Md  where  it  is  (and  this  is  bat  rarely)  taken  from 
actual  Scriphir^,  he  has  made  as  little  alteration, 
eren  of  wards*  as  the  rhythm  woold  permit  The 
reader  will  reoolleet  that  the  book  of  Genesie  does 
not  state  that  Bire  was  templed  by  a  demon,  but  by 
« the  Serpent; "  and  that  only  because  he  was  <<  th0 
most  sohtife  of  all  the  beasts  of  the  field."  What- 
erer  interpretation  the  Babhins  snd  the  PatheM 
may  hare  pat  upon  this»  I  most  take  the  words  ae  I 
find  them,  and  reply  with  Bishop  Watson  imen 
similar  oecatdons,  when  the  Fathers  were  quoted  to 
him,  a^  Moderator  in  the  schools  of  Cambridge, 
"Behold  the  Book  I  "—holding  up  the  ^criptuff. 
It  is  to  be  reeoUeetcd  that  my  present  sdbJMt  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  Nno  Tutammip  to  whieh 
no  reference  can  be  here  made  without  anachron- 
ism. "With  the  poems  upon  similar  topics  X  ham 
9ot  be«k  reoen^y  fi^nOiar.  Siaee  I  was  twenty  I 
haTe  neter  read  Milton;  bat  I  had  read  hiaa  so 
ftwiwntly  helorc^  that  this  mag  make  little  diibh 


Oesner's  «* Death  of  Abel"  I  haTe 
read  since  I  was  eight  years  of  age,  at  Aberdeen* 
The  general  impression  of  my  recollection  is  delight ; 
but  of  the  contents  I  remember  only  that  Cain's 
wife  waa  called  Mahala,  and  Abel's  Thirxa:  in  the 
following  pages  I  have  called  them  <'  Adah "  and 
**  ZUlah,"  the  earliest  female  names  which  c^eear  in 
Genesis ;  they  were  those  of  Lameoh's  wires ;  those 
of  Gain  and  Abel  are  not  eaUed  by  their  amoM. 
Whether,  then,  a  oaaaeUence  of  sutjeot  may  have 
caused  the  same  in  expression,  I  lumir  nothingi 
and  care  aa  little. 

The  reader  will  please  to  bear  in  mind  (what  fsw 
choose  to  recoUeot)  that  there  is  no  aUusioa  to  a 
ftttore  state  in  any  of  the  books  of  Meses,  nor 
indeed  in  the  Ohl  Testament,  For  a  reaeon  lar 
this  extraordinary  omission  he  may  ooiasalt  **  War- 
burton's  DiTine  Legation ; "  whether  latiaftntosy  or 
not,  no  better  has  yet  been  assigned.  I  hare  tbera- 
fore  supposed  it  new  to  Cain,  without,  I  hopa^  a^f 
perrersion  of  Holy  WMt 

"^th  regard  to  the  langnage  of  LaciAr,  it  mm 
diiiealt  lor  me  to  make  him  talk  like  a  oisKgyaan 
upon  the  aanm  snl^ects;  bat  I  hare  done  what  I 
oould  te  restrain  him  within  the  boonda  ef  apiiitaBl 
politeness. 

If  he  disrieims  hearing  tempted  Sva  in  the  ahigp 
of  the  Serpent,  it  is  only  because  the  book  of  G«ip 
esis  has  not  the  most  distant  allusion  to  any  tUag 
of  the  kind,  bnt  merelg  to  the  da^aat  im  hk  «r> 
pontine  ci^aflity. 

JVMt.-^XhezBadar  will  perouTe  that  the 


MO 


BYB0N*8  WORKS. 


hai  pertly  adopted  in  this  poem  the  notion  of 
CuTier,  that  the  world  had  been  dettrojed  aereral 
times  before  the  creation  of  man.  This  specula- 
tion, deriyed  from  the  different  strata  and  the  bones 
of  enormous  and  unknown  animals  found  in  them, 
is  not  contrary  to  the  Mosaic  account,  but  rather 
confirms  it;  as  no  human  bones  have  yet  been 
discorered  in  those  strata,  although  those  of  many 
Icnown  animals  are  found  near  the  remains  of  the 
unknown.  The  assertion  of  Lucifer,  that  the  pre- 
adamite  world  was  also  peopled  by  rational  beings 
much  more  intelligent  than  man,  and  proportion- 
ably  powerftil  to  the  mammoth,  Ac,  Ac,  is,  of 
course,  a  poetical  fiction  to  help  him  to  make  put 
his  case. 

I  ought  to  add,  that  there  is  a  <*  Tramelogedia 
of  Alfieri,  called  "  Abele.**^I  have  nerer  read  that 
nor  any  other  of  the  posthumous  works  of  the 
writer,  except  his  Life. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiB. 

Men, — ^Adam. 
C1.IN. 
Abk.. 

i^pmte.-^AiroBL  OF  Tsi  Lo&». 

LUCIFBR. 
ITOMMW.— EVB. 

Adah. 

ZiLLAH. 


ACT  I. 

8CENB  I. 


Th$  Land  withottt  PateuHts.-^Time,  Sunme. 
▲bam,  Btb,  Caih,  ABBXt  Adah,  Zxllah,  4^mmg 

Atkim,  Gos,  theBtenud!  Infinite!  all-wise!^ 
Who  out  of  darkness  on  the  deep  didst  make 
liight  on  the  waters  with  a  word--aIl  hall ! 
Jehorah,  wHh  returning  light,  all  hail ! 

Eve.  Ood !  who  didst  name  the  day,  and  separate 
Momfog  from  night,  till  then  diridcd  nerer^ 
Who  didst  divide  the  ware  ttom  ware,  and  caH 
Part  of  thy  work  the  firmament-*all  hail ! 

AM.  Ood !  who  didst  call  the  elements  into 
Barth*-H>ceaii— «ix^-and  fire,  and  with  the  day 
And  night,  and  worlds  which  these  illuminate 
Or  shadow,  madest  beings  to  enjoy  diem, 
And  lore  both  them  and  theer— all  hail !  all  hail ! 

Adah.  God,  the  Eternal !  Parent  of  all  things  I 
'Who  didst  create  these  best  and  beauteous  beings, 
To  be  beloved,  more  than  all,  save  thee— 
Tiet  me  low  tSiee  and  them:— All  hail !  all  hall  I 

ZiUah*  Oh,  Ood!  who  loving,  making,  blessing 

•n, 

^«t  Mst  permU  the  serpent  to  creep  in. 
And  drive  my  father  forth  from  Paradise, 
'Keep  nt  from  AirthetsfvU^-Hafl!  all  hail! 


Adam.  Son  Cain,  my  fint-bonT,  wheieCRe  nt 
thou  silent  ? 

Cain.  Why  should  I  speak  ? 

Adam.  To  pray. 

Cam.  Have  ye  not  pray'd  I 

Adam.  We  have,  most  fervently. 

Cain.  And  loudly:  I 

Have  heard  you. 

Adam.  80  will  Ood,  I  trust 

Abel.  Amen ! 

Adam.  *But  thou,  my  eldest-born,  art  silent  itilL 

Cam.  'Tis  better  I  should  be  so. 

Adam.  Wherefore  so  ? 

Cain.  I  have  nought  to  ask. 

Adam.  Nor  aught  to  thank  for? 

Cain.  No. 

Adam.  Dost  thou  not  live  ? 

Com.  Must  I  not  die  ? 

Eve.  Alai! 

The  tndt  of  our  forbidden  tree  begins 
TofblL 

Mam,  And  we  muat  gather  it  again. 
Oh,    God!    why   didst   thou   plant  the  tree  of 
knowledge ! 

Cain.  And  wherefore  plucked  ye  not  the  tiM 
of  life? 
Ye  might  have  then  defied  him. 

Adam.  Oh!  my  son 

Blaspheme  not :  these  are  serpent's  words. 

Cbm.  Why  not? 

The  snake  spoke  <niM;  it  toos  the  tree  of  knowledge: 
It  was  the  tree  of  life :  knowledge  is  good, 
And  life  is  good ;  and  how  can  both  be  evil? 

Eve.  My  boy !  thou  speakest  as  I  spoke  in  ifau 
Before  thy  bhrth :  let  me  not  see  renew'd 
My  misery  in  thine.    I  have  repented. 
Let  me  not  see  my  offspring  foU  into 
The  snares  beyond  the  walls  of  Paradise, 
Which  e*en  in  Paradise  destroy'd  his  paienti. 
Content  thee  with  what  if.    Had  we  been  lo, 
Thou  now  hadst  been  contented.— Oh,  my  son. 

Adam.  Our  orisons  completed,  let  us  hence, 
Baeh  to  his  task  of  toil— not  heavy,  though 
Needftd :  the  earth  is  young,  and  yields  us  kindly 
Her  fruits  with  Uttie  labor. 

Eve.  Cain,  my  son, 

Behold  thy  father  cheerftil  and  resigned, 
And  do  as  he  doth.  [ExemU  Adam  mii  Bt& 

ZiUah.  Milt  thou  not,  my  broAcr? 

Abel.  Why  wilt  thou  wear  this  gtoom  upon  iij 
brow. 
Which  can  avail  thee  nothing,  sav«  to  rouse 
The  Eternal  anger  ? 

Adah.  My  beloved  Cain,* 

Wilt  thpu^flrown  even  on  me  ? 

Cain.  No,  Adah;itt; 

I  ftdn  would  be  alone  a  Ifttle  while. 
Abel,  Pm  sick  at  heart;  butitwaipa«: 
Precede  me,  lirother— I  will  ibBow  riiorHy. 
And  you,  too,  sisters,  tarry  not  behind. 
Your  gentleness  must  not  be  harshly  met : 
Pn  fo[\o^  you  anon. 

Adah.  If  not,  I  vrin 

Return  to  seek  you  here. 

Abei.  ThepeaoeofGod 

^^Se  on  your  spirit,  brotiier! 

[BEmmi/  Abbl,  Zillah,  opirf  Anil 

CWpi.  (tahtt.)  And  this  is 

Life  !-Toil !  una  flhirdlnB  ^hMld  I  tofl  ^-«M^ 


mwthii/doBe  in  ««iK-I  INN 

TmUag,iAjmdkitf   Wktf in» ite* in Hib » 

If  Botp  «ky  ^Um  him  Mtf  iCivUn  H  gMw 
Th«&iRfftiii1h«eentre?    licyha^tet 
Om  tMWor  to  all  ^MslteM,  •« 'tiiM  A^  «01» 

He  k  ■D-yvwerfVil,  WMI  •]1.«(m4,  too,  Mlmr  r 

lj»d^>H%ylfceiiatli    aad  they  w  Mttoi>* 

WUdi  Imnt  feed  on  fcr  a  ftailt  not  mine. 

Wkn  kave  we  ken  »--▲  ahapa  like  to  tli»  ngali, 

Tat  of  a  ilarner  and  a  aadder  aapeet 

Of  qnritiial  eaanee:  wlij  do  I  ^piaka7 

WhyAewW  I  ter  kirn  more  tlum  otiter  apiilto» 

Wkoai  I  aaa  daily  ware  tiieir  flery  aworda 

Befne  the  gataa  TCvnd  «ki^  1 1il«tt  oft» 

In  tviBi^akoer,  to  eatek  a  glimpae  of  tiioea 

Oaiden  nUA  are  my  JMI  iahMltoMek 

Exe  Oe  B%kc  daaea  o^v  kiMbMad  wdia 

And  tke  iBramrtal  fiteee  wUak  evaHop 

Tke  dMiutta^fcnded  kattfameata  ? 

If  I  ghnak  not  from  tkeae,  tke  Bieana'd  angela, 

Wky  ■kooid  I  quail  from  Mm  wke  now  approadiea  ? 

Tet  ke  weeau  Bi%kticr  tu  than  tkey,  nor  leM 

Beanteov,  and  yet  bM  aB  aa  kaanttfkl 

Ai  ke  balk  ben,  and  m%kt  be :  tonnwaeana 

Half orUakBmwtBlity.    Aadiait 

So  ?  and  can  a^s:kt  gifsre  aaTO  knmaaity  } 

He  ooaaen*  _ 


Lme^.     Mcartal! 

Cam.  Spirit,  wke  art  tkoa?     • 

XiM^n^*  Maatet  of  apizita. 
Ornn.  And  keiog  io,  eanat  tiKm 

Leave  Aem,  and  walk  witil  deat  ? 
Lm^.  I  kBow  tke  tkoagkts 

or  dnrt,  and  feel  far  it,  and  witk  you. 
Cam.  How! 

YoQ  know  my  tkeuglita  ? 
iMifir,  Tkey  are  the  ttengkta  ef  all 

Woiiky  of  ti&oof  kt ;— 'tie  your  immottat  part 
▼hick  ^eakt  wtthln  you. 

Ona.  What  immortal  part  ? 

TknbM not  keen  tevealM:  tketreeof  Mi 
Wu  viOkeld  f^om  na  by  my  Iktker's  folly, 
While  dut  of  knowledge,  by  wy  motkar'a  kaate, 
WaspfaukM  too  soon;  and  aB  tke  fruit ia daalii ! 
Lw^,  theykare  deeefred  thee;  tkeo akidt live. 
Cam.  Ilffe» 

BotlhetDAe:  and,  tiring,  aee  no  tUng 
To  make  ieaOi  katefkl,  sa^  an  innato  olinglag» 
A  loateoBe  ttdyet  all  inrtnefble 
Inatxnet  of  ^  wkSdi  I  iftkor,  aa  I 
Dcapiae  myidf;  yet  cannot  uiciewt)  » 
Andaolkve.  Wodid  I  kad  never  lived ! 
Ludfar.  Thoa  ttrest,  and  mnat  Utn  ibr  erer 
tidaknot 
The  eartiL,irbi<^)gti^e  oatwaid  eov'rinfi  ia 
^^natence-4t  urn  eeaae,  and  tkon  wilt  be 
So  ieaa  than  tkoa  art  now. 

Oam.  KoliM/andwky 

Ho  more) 

X«r^.  It  ia«|ke  ikot  thaHke  aa  we. 
CoMi.  And  ye) 

-I*«4f».  AietTcriaaliBg, 


Ml 

Awy^k^nrt 
£iM^.  We  aie  migkty. 
CWn.  Are  ye  kappy  } 

Lmeffkr,  Ko ;  art  tkonf 

CMi.  HafwakQeOdlbeao?    Lookonmel 
X^WBt^.  Poor  elaj  1 

Andaumpretandcattobewieteked!  Tkonl 
Cbm.  I  ams-and  IkM,  witk  all  tky  migkt,  wkal 

aitlkM? 
Lmifmr,  One  who  aspired  to  be  wkat  made  tkee, 
and 
WMid  not  kave  made  tkee  wkat  tkon  art 


Ak! 
Tkoa  look*a|  almnet  a  god ;  and 

tm^,  I  am  none. 

And  kaTing  IbU'd  to  be  «ne»  wonld  be  noiigkt 
8aTe  wkat  I  aaa.    He  eenqner'd ;  let  him  reign ! 

Oam.  Wke? 

iMoftt,    Tky  sirt'a  Malur,  and  tke  earth's. 

CMa.  And  keaTen'ai 

AndaUtkatkkthamis.    SelkaTekeard 
His  scrapks  sfaig;  and  so  aay  Iktkar  aaitk. 

iMtifmr.  Tkey  aay^-wkat  tkey  mnst  atng  and  aay, 


Of  being  tkat  wkiak  I  am-«nd  tkon 
Of  spizitoandof  man. 

Oam.  And  wkat  is  tkat? 

Lm^mt,  fionla  wko  dare  nae  tkeir  immortality— 
Sonb  wko  dare  look  the  Omnipotent  tyrant  in 
His  ererlasting  face,  and  tell  him,  that 
HiaoTaianotgeodl  If  hekaamade. 
As  ke  saitk— wkiek  I  know  ni^  nor  believe— 
But,  if  ke  mads  nS"--ha  oannotvnmake : 
We  are  immortal !— nay,  he'd  Aoas  ns  so, 
Tkat  ke  may  tortQm:-4etkim!  He  is  great. 
But,  in  kis  gieatneas,  is  no  kappisr  tkan 
Weinonrooniietl  Oeodness  wonld  not  make 
Bvil ;  and  wkat  else  hatk  he  made  ?    But  let  him 
Sit  on  his  vast  nd  aatttaiy  throne. 
Creating  werlda,  to  make  eternity 
Less  bnrdenaoBie  to  kis  imman 
And  nnptftieipatad  aalitade  I 
Let  him  esowd  orb  on  orb:  he  ia  alone 
Indefinite,  indissolnble  tyrant  I 
Could  he  but  erask  kimself,  'twere  tke  beat  boon 
He  ever  granted :  but  let  him  reign  on. 
And  nmltiply  himaelf  in  misery  I 
Spirita  and  man,  at  leaat  we  aympathiae ; 
And,  anffning  in  concert,  make  our  panga. 
Innumerable,  men  anduaUe, 
By  tke  unbounded  sympatky  of  al^ 
Witk  aU!  but  E9l  ae  wreteked  in kia keight, 
So  malAem  in  kia  wietekedneaa,  mnst  atiU 
Oeatn,  and  le  ereate 

dam.  Tkom  opeak*at  to  me  of  tkinga  wkiok  k^g 


In  Tislana  tkioogk  my  tkougkt :  I  never  eittld 
Reconcile  v^t  I  aatw  witk  wkat  I  haaid. 
My  fMber  and  my  mialher  talk  to  ma 
Of  serpents,  and  effrnito  and  treea:  I  see 
Tke  gaitea  ef  wfrat  tkey  call  tkeir  Paradiae 
Guarded  by  flaijf  anwdad  ekewkim. 
Which  shut  tkemont,  and  ma:  I  lael  tke  wei«^t 
Of  daily  toil,  and  eenatantthoo^t;  Hook 
Mmia  werld  where  I  aeem  notkbig,  with 
Thm^kto  wkiek  a^e  witUn  me,  aa  if  tik^ 
Could  maater  all  tkin^i  >-4mt  I  tkoogkt  akma 
This  mlseiy  waa  mmc— My  fkther  ia 
Tamed  down;  my  mother  haa  kugot  the ndnd 
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Which  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at  the  tMc 
Of  an  eternal  curse ;  my  brotiier  is 
A  watching  shepherd  boy,  who  offers  up 
The  firstHngs  of  the  flock  to  him  who  bids 
The  earth  yield  nothing  to  ns  without  sweat. 
My  sister  Zillah  sings  an  earlier  hymn 
Than  the  birds'  matins ;  and  my  Adah,  my 
Own  and  beloTed,  she  too  understands  nofi 
The  mind  which  oyerwhelms  me :  never  till 
Now  met  I  aught  to  sympathise  with  me. 
'TIS  well— I  rather  would  consort  with  spirits. 
iMcifer.  And  hadst  thou  not  been  fit  by  Mdne 
own  soul 
For  such  companionship,  I  would  not  bow 
Hare  stood  before  thee  as  I  am :  a  serpent 
Had  been  enough  to  charm  ye,  as  before. 
Cain.  Ah !  didst  thou  tempt  my  mother } 
Lueifer,  I  tempt  none, 

SaTe  with  the  truth :  was  not  the  tree,  the  tree 
Of  knowledge  ?  and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  fruitAU  ?  Did  /bid  her  pluek  them  net? 
Did  /  plant  things  prohibited  withfA 
The  reach  of  beings  fnnoeent,  and  curious 
By  their  own  innocence  ?  I  would  haife  made  ye 
Gods ;  and  eren  He  who  thrust  ye  forth,  to  Huurt  ye 
Because  "  ye  should  not  eat  the  fhdts  of  Mb, 
And  become  gods,  as  we."  Were  those  his  words  ? 
Cain,  They  were,  as  I  hare  heard  from  those  who 
heard  them, 
In  thunder. 

Luetfer.  Then  y^o  was  the  demon  }    He 
Who  would  not  let  yp  Uto,  or  he  who  would 
Have  made  ye  lire  for  erer  in  the  joy 
And  power  of  knowledge  ? 

Cam,  Would  they  had  snatch'd  botii 

The  fruits,  or  neither ! 

Lucifer,  One  is  youn  ahready ; 

The  otiier  may  be  still. 
Cain,  How  so? 

Lucffer,  By  being 

YourselTes,  in  your  reeistanee.    Notidng  eaa 
Quench  the  mind,  if  the  mind  witt  be  itaelf 
And  centre  of  surrounding  things— 'tis  made 
To  sway. 
Cain,  But  didst  thou  tempt  my  parents  ? 
Lvei/er,  I  ? 

Poor  clay  1  what  should  I  tempt  them  for,  or  how  ? 
Cain,  They  say  the  serpent  was  a  spixil. 
Lueifir,  Whe 

Saith  that  ?    It  is  not  written  so  on  high  : 
The  proud  One  will  not  so  for  hMfy, 
Though  man's  Tast  fears  and  little  vanity 
Would  make  him  east  upon  the  spiritual  nalMw 
His  own  low  failing.    The  snake  was  the  snak»— 
Ho  more ;  and  yet  not  less  than  tiiose  he  teaipted, 
In  nature  being  earth  also    mows  in  wi§thm, 
Since  he  could  oreroome  them,  and  foteknew 
The  knowledge  frrtal  to  dMirnnow  Joys. 
Think'st  thou  I'd  take  the  shape  of  tUngs  that  die  ? 
Cain,  But  the  thing  had  a  demon  ? 
Lucifer,  ■•  but  woke  one 

In  those  he  spake  to  witii  his  forky  tongue. 
I  ieU  thee  that  the  serpent  was  no  more 
Than  a  mere  serpent:  ask  the  ehsrnbim 
Who  guard  the  temptiBg  tree.  WheBthoiisa^i«es 
Hare  roll'd  o'er  your  dead  ashes,  aad  your  Msd's, 
The  seed  of  the  then  world  nay  thus  amiy 
Their  earliest  fonh  fai  fohle,  aad  atlribale 
To  me  a  shape  I  seem,  as  I  seem  all 


That  boipste  hhn,  ^t^^m4%  Jilifi^irt  t»^Wi 

Before  his  soUeB,  eels  ttsitaHy ; 

But  we,  wIhi  see  the  inith,  BMskJveek  U.   Tkf 

Fead  paNots  lietso^  to  a  nsntilij  Ith^ 

AndfelL  Fonthatshenldsj^bitetswptthffk?  Wk4 

Was  thve  to  eaffy  kt  tiM  narraw  WwMit 

Of  Paradfae,  that  spirite  who  parmii 

Space    >   hut  I  speak  to  thee  of  what  thetakieir'it 

With  aU  ^  «Me  ef  knowksige 

CWn.  BatthmsaastBOt 

Speak  augbl  of  knowledge  vittflh  I  weald  not  kaov, 
And  do  sot  thirst  te  know,  sMd  besv  amind 
To  know. 

Lmi^.  Aidlkeaxttok>okem? 

Cotfi.  BeitpsoTed. 

Lucifer.  Dar'it  then  to  loek  en  Death  ? 

Com.  Hehasaiotfit 

Been  seen. 

Lucifer,  But  mnit  be  uadfltgone. 

Cain.  Ky  fethir 

Says  he  is  soaethteg  deeadfol,  and  mj  aether 
Weeps  when  he  ie  iMMd ;  aad  Abel  lite  his  syw 
To  hearen,  and  ZttUh  OMts  hese  to  the  earth, 
And  sighs  a  prayer ;  aad  Adah  keka  on  ms. 
And  speaks  aet. 

Luo^,  Aad  thou  ? 

Cain.  Thoughts  unipssUili 

Crowd  in  my  breast  to  biutiiig,  irhen  I  heu 
Of  thU  akaighty  Deatii,  who  in,  it  asems 
Ineyitable.    Could  I  wisstle  with  him  ^ 
I  wrestled  with  the  Uoo*  when  a  boy 
In  play,  till  he  ran  roaring  from  my  grips. 

Lucifer,  It  has  M  shs|>e;  hut  will  absocb  dl 
things 
Thit  bear  the  form  of  eertb-bom  being. 

Cain.  Ah! 

I  thoi^ht  it  wae  a  being :  who  could  do 
Such  eril  things  to  beiaffs  sa^  a  being  ? 

iMo/m'.  Ask  the  Destroyer. 

Cain.  Who  ? 

Lw!if$r.  The  Makei-«n  kia 

Which  name  thou  wilt :  he  m^kea  but  to  dettrojr- 

Oetfi*  I  knew  not  that,  yet  thought  it,  filial 


Of  death  :  although  I  know  not  what  it  is. 
Yet  it  aeesM  hosvible.    I  haye  look'd  oat 
In  the  Taat  desolate  aaght  in  search  of  him; 
And  when  I  saw  gigantio  shadows  in 
The  umbrage  of  the  waHsof  Sden,  checkered 
By  tba  for^iaehiag  ei  the  cherub's  swords, 
I  watoh'd  for  what  I  thought  his  eomiiig ;  fiff 
With  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
What  'twas  whieh  shook  Of  aU-bot  nothing  eusa 

And  then  I  tom'd  my  weary  eyes  from  off 
Our  natiTe  and  fecWddea  PanuUse, 
Up  to  the  lights  above  ua,  la  the  aiuie. 
Which  are  so  beaatifol:  ahaU  they,  too,  die! 

Lwifer,  Perhaps    but  loag  oatliTe  both  ttun 
aad  thee. 

Cain.  I'mgladofthatjIwouldaothaTethemdk. 

They  are  so  lovely.    Whatkdeath?    Ifesz, 

I  feel,  it  k  a  dseadfol  thing ;  but  what, 

I  cannot  compass;  'tU  denounced  against  of. 

Both  them  who  aina'd  and  sinn'd  not,  as  an  iU- 

Whatill? 

Lucifer.  To  be  reaoked  into  the  #»«h. 

Coin.  But  shall  I  know  it  ? 

Lueifw,  Aslknownetdiifti 


Im^.  TlMttoagnnrtkigwIdi* 

iMi  A«tt^«ilteir%  to  k«  wUk'4  to  kMW. 

Am.  Kl BBtt*  Bv%«rwlMMftnpaMk'4telMt 
TbfiMnt? 

CWi.  BmAjtamI 

llbltiniAik  ftMt  lliiit  ton  s-tet«»  lift  fl««k*4 
n«  toowtB%<,  to  HM  tg— wt  <f  <toaliL 
Ahtl  IWMtJj  Mwi  kMwrwtotfcfa, 
Aai  Til  I  tav  f t--tav  I  kwv  VDt  wlMt  I 

X«i^.  A«JI,i»totowlltl^i,iiMrMHtoB{ 


Wtohl 


Wntltott 


wmOL} 


hmfm  Ajt  «pMi  •■• 


Lwjffar.  Ttoft 

TkfMtalftai 

CMi.Hiic4«l? 

fhtwmM:  tiwddUMigkt 
Aa||bt  ntft  a  tkvBr  ar  ft  MrrtMi  «f 

MuytortntwtoiPQnkipBM,  ndnon 
Who  Aril-te  «M  «BM»g  Ito  Am. 

0mm.  IiM^«r 

Ai  jet  bite  toiKi  ««»  Mf  totor^f  Ood, 
Altegh  Bqr  toUktf  Abd  «ft  lmyto« 
ThrtliPWJijqfciwWiMnifaiiifiiii!^ 
WkftoolilbevtoChee? 

iMi^.  Hasttto«at^lM!«M 

OnkHmlMtMiaitl-^iiMilMfll? 
G0«U  BOC  tiiy  mighty  kaowMlg*  taMh  HlM  ttot  ? 

Iw^.  HeivhobowiBottohimhaibow'dtOBM: 

ChM.  But  I  vfll  hcnd  to  neithtf. 

lM(f«-.  KalHrtkttot 

laMBtnyiimBiip^^flr)  notwwni^pbig 
ffiai  BakM  tiieeni&e  Ihe  MOMk 

Oml  AAdwtollittot^ 

Ute^,  lVo«^  toow  hm-nd  keraalto. 

CUi.  LtlMtot 

Bttn^  to  myitefy  of  my  bdng. 

Whmlvflllndtoe. 

Ghk  BntlmiM 

TotiBtoeiA   toltodpfwItNl  ■ 

^CMtfir.  Wtoil 

Oam.  To«n  tomo  ftnt-tohi, 

X«!^.  Why? 

Cam.  Jo 

WithAhd<Att 

Tbmi  ne'er  hidit  bent  to  Urn  who  mate  toe  r 

Gmt.  Teo- 

Bat  AbcTs  «tt&Mt  itnyerimraght  tipOB  mo; 
Tha  offeriag  know  his  thm  mine    oad  Adoli*^- 
X«e»/«r .  Why  tot  thofii  horitate  ? 
^^■**^  She  k  my  tMw, 

BononthonaMdty.ortotomoiromb;  Mid 
^wnmgftm  me,  with  tern,  ttibiironto;  md 
lU£lktt  than  tee  h«  WMp,  I  woold,  mothinkfl. 


Cmim.  IwIlL 


ThMKritorao! 


My  hntfMT,  I  httvo  ooBM  to  too  I 
It  io  ow  hovr  of  notoad  joy-^nd  wo 
Havo  too  wiltottt  thoo.    Thorn  hMt  Uhor'd  not 
ThIomovB;  hat  I  havo  do&o  thy  took :  tho  toto 

too  ifpo  and  Btotog  00  tho  li^  wUoh  ripwo ; 
Como  away. 

CMa.  Soo'ftthoaMt} 

AMk  loooaaaafoli 

We  have  ooon  maay :  wlU  he  ohmao  o«r  he« 
Of  loot  >   toliweiooMo. 

CioMi.  Bvlhelaaottte 

Tho  angeli  we  have  ooos. 

Am  torn,  ton,  othonf 
Bat  he  to  wetoMO,  ao  they  wote:  they  ddga'd 
To  ho  ear  gneoti    willhe? 

Cota.C*XiM(^.>  ^mtthoa? 

Imifm.  laik 

Thee  to  be  miaOb 

CWn.  laaitawaywfAhto. 

Admk.  Aadtoveao? 

OoM.  Ayl 

Aimk.  Aadiao? 

Omte.  BeloYodAdoh 

JUMu  Lotwogowtththoo? 

Luafi/f,  Na,  oho  nait  aot. 

Atak.  Wto 

Art  thoa  that  aloppotbetweoahooftoad  tot? 

Coin.  He  lea  god. 

Aiak.  H«wkMw*otlhe«? 

Com.  Hoi 

Agod. 

AMu  8edid^eo€fipoat»aadltllid. 

hm^t,  Thoa  OReot,  Adahl-^vai  aal  tto  to» 
that 
Of  knowledge? 

Aimk,  Ay^-4o  oat  etanud  ooiteorb 

Xwetfer.  And  yet  that  gtofwaokaewtolge   ■ato 
lied  not: 
And  if  he  did  hetoy  yen,  twM  wMk  tretk ; 
And  tratk  In  hi  own  eoooneo  oanaot  ho 
Bat  aaed. 

AUk  BataUwekAowof  fthaogathoff'd 
BvlltNiiD:  eapaloto  toM  oev  hoaw, 
And  dread,  and  toB,  and  oweat,  and  hta¥lawi  \ 
Beoiono  of  that  whieh  wae--and  hope  of  ttol 
Which  oonelknol  Otot  walk  net  with  thinjMt, 
Boor  with  what  we  hare  borne,  and  leva  lai    I 

llOTO  tkOOb 

iMiifrr,  More  than  thy  »eth«,aad  thy  ato? 
iMM.  Ide.    la  that  a ain, too? 

It  oae  day  will  he  In  year  ohildroa. 

Whall 
Maet  »o«  ny  daqghtw  too  k«  btethw  tooeh  ? 

Lmtl^.  HotootomtoeotOaia. 

AdaA.  Oii,ByGod 

Shall  «^r  •«*  lo^MtA  Mi>«  fcvA  <k^B8*  «^««  lo^ 
Oat  of  their  lofo  ?  have  tkoy  mat  dnam  thto  nflk 

Oat  of  thia  heeoai  ?  waa  Bot  he^  toir  tohttt 
Botn  of  the  oane  aelo  womb,  in  the  aame  hear 
Wlth»o?dld«aBOltoaeoehetor?  and 
Im  Mdliplylag  oat  hilBg  atoMply 
Thinga  widah  wflltoa  eodi  otos  00  wa  toe 
Them  ?  And  aa  I  lore  thee,  my  Cain !  go  aet 
ForthwI^tiiiiapWti  he  ia  aot  of  oaia. 
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Lue^fr .  Th4  tin  I  iptik  of  !•  aMoI 
And  ea]m9t  l»e  a  nn  in  you— whatever 
It  seem  in  those  who  will  replace  ye  in 
Mortality. 

Adah.  What  is  the  sin  which  is  not 

Sin  in  itself?    Can  eireumstaBee  make  sin 
Or  Thrtne  ?«-if  it  doth,  we  are  the  slares 
Of 

LuG\f<&r,  Higher  things  than  ye  are  slaTos ;  and 
higher 
Than  them  or  ye  would  be  so,  did  they  not 
Prefer  an  independency  of  torture 
To  the  smooth  agonies  of  adulation 
In  hymns  and  harpings,  and  self-seeking  prayers 
To  that  which  is  omnipotent   because 
It  is  omnipotent,  and  not  fxom  loTe, 
But  terror  and  self-hope. 

Adah.  Omnipotence 

Must  be  all  goodness. 

Lucifer,  Was  it  so  in  Bden? 

Adah.  Fiend !  tempt  me  not  with  beauty ;  ttiou  art 
fairer 
Than  was  the  serpent,  and  as  false. 

Lucifer.  As  tme. 

Ask  Etc,  your  mother :  bears  she  not  the  knowledge 
Of  good  uid  CTil  i 

Adah,  Oh,  my  mother !  thou 

Hast  pluck'd  a  firuit  moio  fatal  to  thine  ofbpriilg 
Than  to  thyself ;  then  at  the  least  hast  past 
Thy  youth  in  Paradise,  in  innocent 
And  h^py  intercourse  with  happy  spirits ; 
But  we,  thy  children,  ignorant  of  Eden, 
Are  girt  about  by  demons,  who  assume 
The  words  of  God,  and  tempt  us  with  our  own 
Dissatisfied  and  curious  thoughts — as  thou 
Wert  work'd  on  by  the  snake,  in  thy  most  flushed 
And  heedless,  harmless  wantonness  of  bliss. 
I  cannot  answer  this  immortal  thing 
Which  stands  before  me ;  I  cannot  abhor  him ; 
I  look  upon  him  with  a  pleasing  fsar, 
And  yet  I  fly  not  from  him ;  in  his  eye 
There  is  a  fastening  attraction  which 
Fixes  my  fluttering  eyes  on  his ;  my  heart 
Beats  quick ;  he  awes  me»  and  yet^aws  ms  near, 
Nearer  and  nearer : — Cain — Cain— save  me  finun  him ! 

Cain.  What  dreads  my  Adah?  This  is  no  ill  spirit. 

Adah.  He  is  not  God— nor  God's :  I  hare  beheld 
The  ohsarubs  and  the  seraphs :  he  looks  not 
LiketlMin. 

Cam.  But  thflM  are  spirito  loftier  atiU— 

The  archangels. 

Luc\fer.        And  still  loftier  than  the  archangels. 

Adah.  Ay^-but  not  blessed. 

Lucifer.  If  the  blessedness 

Consists  in  slaTery — no. 

Adah.  I  have  heard  it  said. 

The  seraphs  kne  moet — cherubim  kttow  moH — 
And  this  should  be  a  oherub— sinoe  he  lovea  not. 

Jbucifer.  And  if  the  higher  knowled^  quenches 
lore, 
What  must  he  be  you  cannot  love  when  known  ? 
Since  the  all-knowing  chefubin  lore  least, 
The  seraphs'  love  can  be  but  ignorance ; 
lliat  they  are  not  compatible,  the  doom 
Of  thy  fond  parents,  for  their  dscii^  pvoTes. 
Choose  betwixt  love  and  knowledge    since  then  is 
No  other  choice :  your  sire  hath  chosen  already : 
His  worship  is  but  fear. 

Adah.  Oh,  Cain !  choose  love.      I 


Cain.    For  thee,  my  Adah,  I  c 
Bom  with  me— 4»nt  I  kyfe  ne«|^  else. 

Adah.  OurpmUsI 

Cain.  Did  they  love  us  when  they  snsteh'd  hem 
thetiee 
That  which  hath  driven  us  all  from  Paiadiss  ? 

Adah,  We  were  not  bom  then-and  if  we  hid 


Should  we  not  lore  them  and  eur  ohfldren,  Osia} 

Cain.  My  little  Enoch !  and  his  lisping  siste  I 
Could  I  but  deem  them  happy,  I  would  half 
Forget— but  it  ean  norer  be  forgotten 
Through  thrice  a  thousand  gensntions  I  nerer 
Shall  men  love  the  rememhranee  of  the  man 
Who  sow*d  the  seed  of  evil  and  mankind 
In  the  same  hour !    They  pluck'd  the  tree  of  scisatt 
And  sin— and,  not  content  with  their  own  sacrow, 
Begot  me    thee   and  all  the  few  that  are. 
And  all  the  unnuaber'd  and  imnuMrsble 
Multitudes,  millions,  myriads,  which  may  be, 
To  inherit  agonies  accumulated 
By  ages !    end/mit  be  sire  of  such  things! 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  k>vo-"niy  kive  and  joy. 
The  rapturous  moment  and  the  placid  hour, 
All  we  love  in  our  children  and  each  other, 
But  lead  them  and  ourselves  through  many  ysut 
Of  sin  and  pain — or  few,  but  still  of  sorrow, 
Intercheck'd  with  an  instant  of  bnef  plessure, 
To  Death— the  unknown !  Methinks  the  tree  of 

knowledge 
Hath  not  Aufill'd  its  promise  >^  th«y  sinn'd, 
At  least  they  ought  to  have  known  all  things  tbit 

are 
Of  knowledgo-^and  the  ajatery  of  death. 
What  do  they  know  ?-^^that  tbej  are  miserabls. 
What  need  of  snakes  andihuts  to  teach  us  thst) 

Adah.  I  am  not  wretched,  Cain,  and  if  thou 
Wert  happy— — 

Cain.  Be  thou  happy  then  alone— 

I  will  have  noufl^t  to  do  witii  hsppinffss, 
Which  huablee  me  and  mino. 

Adah.  Alone  I  could  sot, 

Nor  would  be  happy ;  but  with  thoae  around  w, 
I  think  I  eould  be  so,  despite  of  death, 
Which,  as  I  know  it  not,  I  dread  not,  though 
It  seems  an  awful  shadow— if  I  may 
Judge  from  what  I  have  heard. 

iMctfer.  AnAthoncoukUtaot 

AJane,  thorn  aay'st  be  happy  ? 

Adah.  Alone  I  Oh,  my  Godl 

Who  coeld  be  happy  and  alone,  or  good  ? 
To  me  my  solitude  seems  sin ;  unless 
When  I  think  how  soon  I  shall  see  my  brother. 
His  brother,  and  our  children,  and  onr  parents. 

lAmfm.  Yet  thy  God  is  alone,  and  is  he  hsppy  ? 
Lonely  and  good  ? 

Adah.  He  is  not  so ;  he  hath 

The  ang^  and  the  mortals  to  make  happy. 
And  thus  becomes  so  in  diffusing  jqj  ? 
What  else  can  joy  be  but  the  spreading  joy  ? 

Lumfer,  Ask  of  your  sire,  the  exile  fkesh  fro* 
Eden; 
Or  of  his  flnt-bom  son ;  ask  your  ovm  heart; 
It  is  net  tmnquil. 

Adek.  Alas  1  no !  and  you— 

Aze  you  of  heaven  ? 

Lucifer.  If  I  am  not,  iaqnire 

The  cause  of  this  all-spreading  happineea 
(Which  you  proclaim)  of  the  all-great  and  good 


Ksi 


A  undoM  la  th*  4WI,  i^Hh  4faMli 

!n»i%ft[t  M  a  tttt^B  liMafr  lk»«fB 

Of  Toa,  yong  mortals,  ligk«i  at  ottM  ipan 


iUMLItteaboMitiMi 

ItibMStf. 


;  IlOT«lli 

? 


Adans1kftI«rWUi6ft^. 

OfOalvrfaiblaaMtka 
OfuMiiiriAfefMiAl 
bkaderof  thabortoT  kt>TWL 


Mf 

Ifa  tiiiAi  iwt  ly  a  iiniM  ■win  iMi 
Bal^alfsaa|«lii7 

1m&^,  Ay,  voBMi  f  1m  t 

Of  MttOi  ftM  tkal  piMe  (tte  int  aaA  krt 
Wko  iImJI  rrt«%  ■«?•  OvB)<-^ha]l  mbm  bMk  !• 


TamOwtiMadtekti 


WliomafteUKa 
Zmetfcr. 


Oodl 

v. 

BatinUibifa^t 


Sate  ia  17  Mbai»  ute  ii  OoMmb  iM«»  I 

OriaMttayli,  iHi^aiaikatolfcn 

Aad  W^itar,  yai  laaa  bmrilM 

Ib  Mnii« :  aa  Aa  fOaa*  aVM] 

AUIigklllKrlaakapaBaa;  badlkaa 

like  aa  aMnaal  Di^  viMn 

Stwak  the  deap  fifiui  aa4  aaaaiaNr'^ 

gpaagleflia  aiwJiMftil  layatrtaae  iraait 

WMiHiii^iiatlaafcaaif  Aayaiaaliba— ait 

00  beaBtiftil,  aaaaBuMr  Of  aaa 

Notaeii)iai*aad7at 

TiMyinaiyeyaivllh 

Thoaesem'itaakafvy:  daaataakaaaaa^ 

AadlwflliMpiirlfcaa. 

Uafm.  AlaiMliiimiiiwt 

OMidat  ftaa  hat  kaoviriHit  a«MBia  nlB  ha 

AULBfaM? 


Lm^. 


Tike  upeopled  earth— aaA  Ite 
or  vUdi  ftf  hoaaai  hi  the  gana. 


Chrn. 
Hanrinilbnaw. 


OCMal 
Lethteanfaa; 

? 


1^>.  TttaplMa 

iya«ao»he  Aia  aeaw  hack  talhaaia  aa 
Bat  ia  tiaft  hoar  aaa  thiaga  ar  May  di^a. 

iiiB4.Hoveaathathe? 

I^m^.  DMaatyoarlCalNtMlbe 

Oat  ef  aUaeMsiMiaa»«Mla  Ihirdayaf 
Aad  caaaot  I,  aho  aided  hi  tikia  arork, 
Shw  ia  aa  haar  %ha*  ha  halh  «aia  la 
Orhethaartiuj'Aiafcy} 

Oaai. 


la  Moei  xetam  allUa  aa  hoar  ? 

Irndfrn.  HaahalL 

With  aa  aeti  an  esempt  frea  tuaa»  aad  ^9a 
Oaa  erawd  eteally  iaia  iahfl«» 
Oiii  AAiaahaarialeatanity: 


WhaMdaaBaallhoar 
Imb^»  Throaghaat  aB  ayaeab    Whtoa  ahoa  i  I 
dwall?  Whanaia 
Thy  Pad  m  Oada    thaw  a»  I ;  all  thiagaan 
Divided  vtt  aM ;  Uib  and  <^ 
EfaiaHi    aud  haaiw  aad  < 
Wfaiah  ia  aot  haavaa  aar  aarth,  hat  l^Mplad  ipMh 
Thoaa  whoeaaapaapladarahall  people  hoU^ 
TheaanaByiaabM!  8a  that  I  da  divide 
flu,  aad  paaaaaa  a  Uagdan  whkh  ia  aat 
Bi$.    iriwanaat^ataUriilhaTaaaid, 
CoaUIataadhere? 
Yoafviaim. 

So  they  ware  whea  tiia  firfr  I 


lAmiftr.  Calal  thaa  haat  haaad. 

If  Ihaa  daat  kag  to  kaaaMga*  I  aaa  aatUla 
Thatttfaati  aaraaktiMalapaitBkaaf  iM«i 
Whieh  ehaU  dapelva  Ihaa  af  a  aia^e  goad 
Tha  aaa^Mfor  haa  left  Aaa.    FoBawaia. 
Cmin,  Spirit,  I  have  eaid  It. 

[Jiaeawf  Lxrcnraa  amd  Oksm. 
A4ak  (JbUowt,  exobtmtk^)  Geia!  my  hfotharl 
Oda! 


ACT  n. 

SCENSL 

The  Abifu  4ff  8l^t^. 

Oain,  I  traad  oa  air,  aad  aiak  aot;  yat  I  htr 
Toilah. 

Limif^.  KaTalhNhiaiaa,aadfhoashanha 
Borne  oa  the  air,  of  whieh  I  am  Aa  pcfaea. 

Cam,  Caa  I  do  eo  wilhaat  imi^aty  ? 

Lwiflt.  Baliava    Mid   ai^    aot!    doaht— aad 
pariah  t  that 
Woald  roB  tha  adiat  of  tiia  ottar  €k>d, 
"Who  aaaaaa  mm  denoa  ta  hie  aagala ;  thay 
Edio  ik»  aoaad  to  mlnaehhi  lUnga, 
Which,  kaowlagaMglit  hayaad  thidr  Aallti  w  aaaaaa, 
Worahip  tha  word  which  strikca  Ihafr  ear,  aad  dava 
BtA  or  good  what  li  praahJm'd  to  them 
tn  thafar  ahaaemaat.    I  win  hafa  aoaa  aadk : 
WuiiMp  ar  warehip  aot,  thoa  ahalt  hahold 
Xha  wcaUa  uayaad  tty  ^ftoa  warU,  aor  ha 
Ameioed,  to  doahla  hayoad  thy  Ktda  liih, 
Withtorteiaaf  mydoaaiiag.    TharawlHooaa 
Aa  hoar,  whaa,  taia^d  apaa  aaiaa  watei"  diapa, 
AaiaaahaUaaytoaaMa,  ««Ballava  la  ua, 

d  waBifha  watara ;  *' and  Aa  BttB  ehi 
ThahHloaaMrihaiatoi    /wIDaataay, 
B4diawi  im  m^  aa  a  niiiHInaal  araed 
Toiavathaa;  hat iy wMi aia a'ariha galf 
Of  ipaaa  aa  aqaal  tight,  aad  I  wiU  ehaw 


M6 


BYRtant  nKTOBXS. 


What  ^M^W^M^toir*  «h0  hbtmy 
Of  pMt,  aad  fKmtm%,  asi  of  ftiftoM  worUte. 

Cain.  Oh,  god,  or  demon*  or  whato'«thmi«t, 
IsTonooxoartb? 

Lueifrr.  Doit  tboa  Bot  rMOgpiao 

Tlio  daii  wUch  foim'd  ]ro«r  latiMr  ? 

Cain.  Omi  H  bo  ? 

Yon  small  btao  vM^  twiiigijif  In  f»  otii«e» 
With  aa  inferior  oiiokt  now  it  atai. 
Which  looks  like  that  which  lit^fyoroMrtti^aigli^? 
Is  this  onr  FsradiM  i    When  are  its  wails* 
And  they  who  guavd  theniA  ? 

Lucifer.  Pokit  m»  out  the  site 

Of  Paradloo. 

Cain.         How  riionld  I  ?    i^  wo  moro 
like  sunhowmo  onwMd»  it  grom  antatt  ond  atwllnf, 
And  aa  it  wazea  little,  aad  then  lees, 
Oathoai  a  halo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shoM  the  roundest  of  t]M  atws  wImb  I 
Beheld  them  i^m  tho  skktt  of  FmidiBo: 
Methinks  thegr  hoth,  ta  we  oeeado  imm  theu. 
Appear  to  join  the  innnmintf>lo  staai 
Which  are  around  us ;  and,  aa  we  more  oaa, 
Ineieaae  thoir  mjiiado. 

Lucifir.  And  if  then  ahonldbt 

Worldi  gveator  than  thiao  own,  inhabited 
By  gseater  things,  lad  tibey  th«uolo«i  far  aoi 
In  number  than  the  duat  ol  thy  dutt  earthy 
Though  mnltipUed  to  anknatod  otooi^ 
All  living,  and  all  doom'd  to  death,  aitd 
What  wouldst  thou  think  ? 

Cam,  I  should  be  proud  of  thought 

Which  knew  such  things. 

Lueifsr.  But  if  that  high  thought  were 

Link'd  to  a  servile  mass  of  matter,  and, 
Knowing  such  things,  aspiring  to  such  things. 
And  science  still  beyond  them,  were  chain'd  down 
To  the  most  gross  and  petty  paltry  wants, 
All  foul  and  fulsome,  and  tiie  very  best 
Of  thine  enjoyments  a  sweet  degradation, 
A  most  enervating  and  filthy  cheat, 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
Fresh  souls  and  bodies,  all  foredoom'd  to  be 
As  frail,  and  few  io  happy- 
Coin.  Spirit!  I 
Know  nought  of  death,  aave  as  a  dreadftU  thing 
Of  which  I  have  hoard  my  parevlo  spook,  ao  of 
A  hideous  heritage  I  owe  to  thorn 
No  less  than  Ufa;  a  hozitago  not  happy, 
11 1  may  judge  till  new.    Batt  spirit !  If 
tt  be  as  thou  hast  said,  (and  I  within 
Feel  the  prophotio  toOnro  of  ita  ti«th,) 
Here  let  ma  die :  i<w  to^o  birth  to  thooo- 
Who  can  but  suffer  nanf  yean,  and  die, 
Mftthinka  io  nosoly  piopagatia^  death, 
And  multiplying  mnidsr. 

Lucifer.  Thou  ooast  not 

AU  die— "theso  ia  what  must  sirvivo. 

Cain.  Xho€tlMi 

Spake  not  of  this  uAto  my  Aithor,  when 
He  shut  him  iorth  from  Faradiaa,  with  doath 
Written  upon  his  forehead.    Bat  at  least 
Let  what  is  mortal  of  ne  perish,  that 
I  may  be  in  tho  rest  aa  angels  are. 

Lutjfmr.    /amangelio:  wonldottho»ko«iXam2 

Cain.  I  know  not  what  thou  ait :  I  aoe  thf  pOfWoi^ 
And  see  thou  show'ot  no  ddBga  hoyood  «pir 
Beyond  aU  powst  of  my  boni  fsesdtioi. 
Although  inCarior  stUl  to  my 


And  my  < 

Luq/^  WlM*nMr«wy,iHMlii»«B 

So  humbly  te  tfHfar  yriio^  as  too(i)o«Bm 
WithwoHMifailflSr? 

Cain,  A]iftii4Mtiit1lM«whodwen0it 

80  hanghtily  hi  opWt,  and  oonst  range 
Nature  and  ainn>ortality>-ond  y«t 
Seem'stooaranrftd? 

Lue^.  iooeaBthotwkMhlaai; 

And  theraforodo  I  ask  of  tboo,  if  thot 
Wouldst  be  immortal  ? 

Cain.  ll»ttnat«rid,ImstW 

Immoffinl  in  doapito  of  me.    I  know  not 
This  until  lately— bnt  sinoo  it  moat  bo^ 
Let  me,  00  happf  or  nnhappy,  learn 
To  anticipate  my  iasBiitBlity. 

Lmdfer.  I^aon^biitbolbrolcofliompontiwe. 

Cam,  Bew? 

Ludfw,  Bf  onflbring. 

Cain,  Andmnot^afftwibeiMMrtal? 

Luc{fer.  We  and  tiy  aim*  #111  «fy.   B«t  now, 


Is  it  not  glorious  ? 

CtMk  (ft,  thou  beautiftd 

And  unimaginable  ether  1  and 
Ye  mulrijilyinB  ■aesoa  9i  fecsoaaod 
And  stiU  insoeaokig  lighis  1  who^sM  yo?  whst 
Is  thiaMwwildsnoso^  tetandnahU 
Air,  where  ye  ntt  aloagf  sb  I  hnvoooon 
The  loonoo  along  tifeo  limpid  otaoaoMof  Bdaa  2 

Sweep  OB  in  jma  nnboRniied  oovairy 
Through  an  aofkl  nad'taiae  of  onAeaa 
Exf  anoisn»  ot  wirich  <iy  umk  neiaa^  think, 
Intoxieatod.  with  olartrity  t 
OhOod!  QhGedal  orwtelSan^tryvam! 
HowlianXifcdyooool  hovhaMliftd 
Your  woihoyior  laasdoatsi'or  wMoso'sr 
They  may  be !  Let  me  die,  oooitenlodiB^ 
(If  that  tbBf  die4>or  knosr  ye  in  your  might 
Andkftowlfltftal  My  thonghteasOMtfcithiiftw 
Unworthy  what  I  see,  though  my  doofcis^ 
Spirit  1  let  me  expire,  or  oeelheoo  nearer. 

Lucifer.  Art thoii no« tiearer ?  lookback to4iu 
oorilit 

Com.  Whsvokitl  Ii 
Of  nioolhiiMnvak 

Lue{fer.  iiOoktlMot 

Cotn.  I  ramot  aae  it. 

Lucifer.  Yet  it  aparkfaa  tM. 

Cain.  That,  yondorl 

Lucifer.  Yea. 

Cain.  And  irfit  thou  tell  as •>) 

Why  I  have  aoaii  tho^tro-flieo  and  fire-woras 
8pr^4^  tho  dnoky  grooeo  and  tho  gMH  banks 
In  the  dim  twilight,  hrighOsr  Aan  yen  wtadd 
Which  bears  them. 

LmifMT^  Then  hoot  aOMi  both  worma  and  wnMi, 
Bach  blight  and  o|>arklhi9--wiat  doat  tUidc  of 
them? 

Cain,  ThotthoyMohnnntttiUnthirirooniites. 
And  that  the  night,  which  malteo  both  boHtfiM, 
The  Uttlo  ahining  iM4y  In  ita  flight. 
And  the  innaial  atar  in  ita  greott  ooursa, 
Huat  both  be  guided. 

Lucifer.  But  by  wl^omorwhai? 

Cam.  Shovmo* 

Lucifer  J^tA  OMiheMd? 

Coin.  Hoorlaawrliiii 


•tr 


I  te»  taMI  f  M  yi*.  «M  tetl  d 

WnMrt  tibov  bdMld  tliliigt  Mrty  ar  lUMvtal  ? 

Om.  Tb0fUa«ilMa 

Om.  The  thiags  I  hawt  s«t  mm, 
HjcittrAjn-  <ii<  Mjiteri— af  death. 
Lk|^.  WkAt,  if  I  akow  to  H 


dm.  Do  so. 

iMfffar.  Ainqr,^*!  MovradigktjrvlBst. 

eWii.  Oh!  hoiriio  elMfo  tbo  Mm!    TI» 
frdefroBw! 
nawrth^nhooiomyetttli)  lot  no  look  os  it, 
torlmsflMioof  tt. 

iMdfir.  Tit 

Lm,  in  ^  uiTone,  Hum  thot  in  H 
Tet  ten  not  *oft  Ao«  oKMt  OMopo  it ; 
Sbslt  won  ntuB  to  ctfHi,  and  all  hi  dnot  ( 
lb  put  of  ^7  otanMy,  sad  woSam. 
Cam.  WhaodootllMmlaadaaol 
Lae^.  TawhiiCiMMbiolllaol 

ThephaatHB  of  Hm  noM;  of  ipUqIi  tl7  iPBrid 
Iibattkamoek. 
Cam,  m^!  lalftaollkMMVl 

iMbgkr.  Ko  mora  than  Wh  ia;  sad  ttMt «••  ere 
thott 
Or  Jwoc,  or  the  fUnga  wfalBh  aaaai  to  «i 
Gnator tbaa  either:  maiijr  ttdoga  iriH  hMro 
Ko cad;  and  aoaae,  ifhiA  would  piotaad  to hsw 
Had  ao  begixmfaig,  haivohad  oaa  aa  aMsm 
AslluMt;  andarightef  tiiiB«ahai«BhaaKasliMl 
To  Bake  vay  far  inii^  VMOMr  Ihatt  wo  aaa 
ovnBBe  f  fif^  aiONUiifr  obajt  and  the 
Bare  besi  and  iimst  he  an 
.  Bit  chaagci  mahe  not  decfh,  aaoept  to  «k^ 
Bit  flum  art  day— «ad  oaaat  h«t  aofpi  ahead 
nMtvUeh  WB8  claj,  and  a«oh  thou  ahaH  helMUL 
Caia.  Cb^,  a|drit!  What  thoa wilt» I eaa  awejr. 
Ue^,  Awmy^thMi! 

Cm.  ButthoBi^ftdaftoBwaftat, 

Andmae  IQl  now  grew  larger  aa  we  appfoaeh'd, 
himnthit look  of  woflda. 
Zacjfkr.  And  aneh  thej  *e. 

Oam.  And  Bdena  im  thorn  ? 
Imfftt.  It  mtj  ha. 

'    CAl  AAdMft» 

Iak^,  Yea,  or  «hinga  higher. 
Qeia.  Ayf  and  leapila  t»o ? 

^vei/W.'Woaldatthonhttve  moi  without  «hem  ? 
Bail  no  reptilea 
I^MIhe  fitre  the  erect  onea  ) 

Oam.  HowttaSghtaiooadel 

Where  tjwel 

LttHfgr,        To  the  woild  of  ^hsnteUM,  whieh 
Axe  b^Bga  past,  and  ahadowa  still  to  eome. 
Com.  But\t  groni  dark,  and  dark>-4he  atva  are 

goaal 
LMMnfer,  And  y«t  fhott  teeit 
Oom.  tbalbarfttK^tl 

Ko  son,  m  mooa,  to  lights  ianuaeniMot 
Tho  teify  T>liw  of  «b  «Di|mtt»W  night 
FaAoa  to  a  dmry  tirlUgiht,  ret  I  see 


igadHhraMMii  h«lwMhalfe«i 

We  iiiii  i|piiiiihiii,"irtdah,highp|wWilteiil, 
Beai>d  ftiU  of  Hfa  Tea  a^ia  their  alMsaphwi 
Of  Ught  g»ra  way,  and  ahow'd  than  taU^  I 
Um^uIi  af  daay  vattsyo  aad  Tta*  MMMHateo  i 
And  oona  enaittfaig  apariki,  aM  oaaao  diaplaTiag 
BaoMsano  K^ald  viaina,  and  aomo  hegirt 
With  hiwlaiathelta,  and  •natiagMooaii^^khtoMl 
of  Mroeatii: 


Bat 

Than  aedkaat  to  hahoid  death  aad  dead  tMaga? 
OsM.  laaakitaot;  hat  aa  I  haav  thaia  an 

flaeh,  and  that  my  aire'a  aia  aakea  hte  and  aaa. 

And  an  Htflt  wa  iaharit»  Uahle 

To  aaah,  I  woaM  hehold  at  oaeo»  what  1 

Maat  oao  day  aaa  faefwea 
Lmi^,  BiMdl 

Omim.  Tie 

L<i0^.  AndaoRahanbaavar;  hwtwawiU 

UafaMiligataal 

Baaoaaaaa  f  apsts  tall 

Apart-^ahafathia? 


Ihai 


! 
GmIi 


I) 


ha 
Hs  pcaaent  reafaa  la  thin  to  wlMt  it  wiB  he, 

The  doada  atiU  open  wlia 
wyifapifcateaiaaadaa 
Lme^w,  Advaaeal 

Aadthaal 
gaaraot   withairt ma  than 
mgamhayaadthymcld.  Onl  aal 
[nMy  rfjMggMar  CiWa^pA  tta  alsaiii. 

KSMBIL 


Coaldstnotl 


£nUr  IiVcinK  and  Caxk. 


CMS.  How 


and  how  Taat  aaa  ftaaa  < 


For  they  saaas  aaaaa  thanoae^  and  yet  I 

Than  tha  hi^a  IxilBant  hvrfaaws  ortia  wMeh  awong 

So  thiekly  hi  the  vpper  air,  that  I 

Had  dacn'd  thaaa  ratbwr  the  bright  popolaaa 

Of  aonaa  aD  unimaginable  heoYon 

Than  things  to  be  Inhabited  themaelTea, 

Bat  that  on  drawing  near  them  I  beheld 

Their  awellxng  into  palpable  haansaaity 

Of  mattm,  whieh  aeemML  aaada  for  Ufe  to  dwaU  aa. 

Bather  than  life  itaelf.    But  hare,  aU  is 

80  shadowy  and  aa  fall  of  MUght,  that 

It  speaks  af  a  day  peat 

Lwifir.  Itiathaieahn 

Of  daath.~WoaUkPt  hanra  H  praaent  ? 

Tittlkaaw 
That  wiiieh  it  really  la,  I  eannot  1 
Bat  if  it  bo  aa  I  havahaaadmy  f 
Bisrt  fl«t  fa  his  long  homiliea,  »tia  a  thing-* 
OhGadI  IdaaanotthWcoAftl    OModbe 
Ho  who  iBTentod  IHia  that  lasds  to  death ! 
Or  the  dnU  aaaaa  ai  Bfe^  HMt  being  Ufa 
CoaM  noi  tafa«B»  hwt  MadaaMit  faifait  i^- 
Brsn  far  the  innoosati 

laa^yfMftsri 


tts 


BTBON*B  WORU. 


Cam,  OQrfedhemotmeittgMiigBieittjbiilk? 
Coned  he  not  me  before  my  Mkth»  in  tefaif 
To  phiek  the  frakiEirbid4eii? 

Im^,  Thmi  ley'tt  well : 

The  enree  ii  mtttnel  'twist  thy  gire  end  the»^ 
Bat  for  thy  eoiw  and  brother  ? 

Cain,  Let  them  ehere  k 

With  me,  their  efare  end  brother  1    What  ebe  it 
Beqaeeth'd  to  me  ?  I  leare  them  my  inherittaoe. 
Oh  ye  interminable  gloomy  reahne 
Of  iwimming  shadows  and  enormous  shapes, 
Some  ftdly  shown,  some  indietinet,  and  aU 
Mighty  and  melancholy— what  are  ye  ? 
liye  ye,  or  have  ye  IWed  ? 
lAkciftr,  Somewhat  of  both. 

Cain,  Then  what  is  death? 
hudftr.  What  ?  hath  not  he  who  made  ye 

Said 'tis  another  life? 

Cam.  Till  now  he  hath 

Said  nothing,  saTe  that  all  shaU  die. 

lAK{fer,  Perhnpe 

He  one  day  wHl  unfold  that  further  secret. 
Cain,  Happy  the  day ! 

lAtdftr,  Tea, happy!  whennnislded 

Through  agonies  nnepeakable,  and  clogg'd 
With  agonies  eternal,  to  innumerable 
Yet  unborn  myriads  of  unconscious  atoms, 
All  to  be  anhnated  M  this  only  f 
Cain,  What  are  these  mighty  phantems  which  I 
see 
Floating  around  mo?   4lieywear  not  the  form 
Of  the  intelligences  I  hare  seen 
Bound  our  regretted  and  nlienter'd  Eden, 
Nor  wear  the  fbrm  of  man  as  I  hare  ▼iew'd  it 
Ih  Adam's  and  in  Abel's,  and  fai  nJae, 
Nor  in  my  aiiter-bride'i,  nor  in-  my  children's : 
And  yet  they  hare  an  aspect,  which,  though  not 
Of  men  nor  angels,  looks  like  something,  which. 
If  not  the  last,  rose  higher  than  the  first, 
Haughty  and  high,  and  beautifil,  and  lull 
Of  seeming  strength,  but  of  inexplicable 
Shape,  for  I  nerer  saw  such.    They  bear  not 
The  wing  of  seraph,  nor  the  face  of  man, 
Nor  ibrm  of  mightiest  bmte,  der  anght  Ikal  Is 
Now  breathing ;  mighty  yet  and  beaatUU 
A*  the  most  beanlMil  ssid  mighty  wUsli 
live,  and  yet  so  unlike  them,  that  I  searoe 
Can  call  them  liting. 
Lueifir,  YettiieyUfed. 

Cain,  Where? 

Ime^fer,  Where 

ThouliTost 
Cam,  When? 

Lueifer,  On  what  thou  ealle«l  evtii 

They  did  inhabit. 
Cam,  Adam  Is  the  first. 

Lucifur,  Of  thine,  I  grant  thee— but  too  mean  to  be 
The  last  of  these. 
Ccnn,  And  what  are  they  ? 

iMcffBt,  That  which 

Thou  Shalt  be. 
Cam,  Bnt  what  tasrv  they  ? 

LtusifBT,  LM^high, 

Intelligent,  good,  great,  and  glosiou  thSnga, 
As  much  superior  unto  all  Ihy  sire, 
Adam,  could  ere  hn?e  besK  in  Iden,  as 
The  sizty-thonaasMi  gsasratien  simU  be 
In  its  dull  damp  degeneracy,  to 
Thee  and  thy  son ;— and  how  weak  they  .are,  Jnige 


By  tihyoi 

Cain.  Ahmel  anddidOiypvish? 

Ltie^,  Yes,  from  their  earth,  as  thou  wilt  fsit 


Caisi,  But  was  mtfis  theirs? 

lAieifm,  It  was. 

Cain,  ButnotuBM^ 

It  is  too  little  and  too  low^  to 
Sustain  such  creatures. 

Lwiifer,  True,  it  was  more  glociook 

Cain,  AndwhiseforediditiaU? 

Ludfer,  Ask  him  who  Mk 

Cain,  But  how  ? 

Lucifer,  By  a  most  crushing  and  inezoisbk 

Destruction  and  diaoider  of  the  elsrecnts, 
Which  struck  a  world  to  chaos,  as  a  thaos 
Subsiding  has  straek  out  a  world :  such  thingib 
Though  rare  in  time,  are  frequent  in  etsait7.F- 
Pass  on,  and  gase  upon  the  paat 

Cam,  Tisaw&ll 

Lucifer,  And  true.  Behold  these  phantoms  I  thif 


Material  as  thou  art. 

Cain.  And  must  I  be 

Like  them? 

Lucifer,     Let  he  who  made  thee  answar  that 
I  show  thee  what  thy  predeoessors  are. 
And  what  they  tosre  thou  foelest,  in  degree 
Inferior  as  thy  petty  feelings  and 
Thy  pettier  portion  of  the  immortal  part 
Of  high  inteUifenoe  and  earthly  strength. 
What  ye  in  common  have  with  what  they  had 
Is  life,  and  what  ye  thcUl  haye— death ;  the  reit 
Of  your  poor  attributee  ia  such  as  suits 
Reptilea  engender'd  out  of  the  subsiding 
Slime  of  a  mighty  universe,  orush'd  into 
A  scarcely-yet  ahaped  planet,  peopled  with 
Things  whose  eiyojment  was  to  be  in  Uindae»- 
A  Paradise  <if  Ignoraaoe,  from  whioh 
Knowledge  was  barr'd  as  poison.    But  behold 
What  these  superior  beings  are  or  were ; 
Or,  if  it  frk  thee,  turn  thee  back  and  till 
The  earth,  thy  task— 1*11  waft  thee  there  in  lafoty. 

Cain.  No:  I'll  stay  hers. 

iMo^fiMT.  How  long  ? 

Cain,  ForercrlsiBOi 

I  must  one  day  retna  hese  from  the  earth, 
I  rather  would  lemain;  I  am  sick  of  all 
That  dust  has  shown  mo    1st  me  dwell  in  ihadcin. 

Luo^ftr,  It  cannot  be:  thou  now  beholdsst  m 
A  vision  that  which  is  reality. 
To  make  thyself  fit  for  this  dwelling,  thou 
Must  pass  through  what  the  things  thou  see'it  hMt 

pass'd— 
The  gates  of  death. 

Cain,  By  what  gate  haie  we  entsr*!! 

Bven  now  ? 

Luc\fer,  By  mine  1  but,  plighted  to  return. 
My  spirit  b«oys  thee  up  to  breathe  in  regions 
Where  all  is  breathless  save  thyself.    Gafs  on ; 
But  do  not  think  to  dwell  hen  tUl  thine  hour 
Is  come. 

Osen.    And  these,  too ;  oan  they  ne'er  repa« 
To  earth  again  ? 

LMo^er,  Thmr  earth  is  gone  for  ant^ 

'So  oluuiged  by  its  eonmlsion,  they  would  not 
Be  oonscioas  to  a  sin^e  preeent  spot 
Of  its  new  scarcely  harden'd  surfsoe— 't 
Oh,  what  a  beautifril  world  it  wail 


BxvkttitWHBOf  bMi 

Vm^ftmrm^  ihwi^i  tmmmg  th-ghu 

Vtdi  kMvledge.  Mv  dMgr  nqr 

Bat  cuist  Mt  «iapnh«ia  &•  tlMdvw  of 
TlutiAMtt 


FhntaM  farfMor  fai  te««lUgaiM 

(At  leMt »  MOTrii«)  to  tk«  IbSngi  w«  iHMW  pMs*d, 


or  tht  aM»  wMis  of  wrtli,  th»  ki«wl  wMek 
fiovBJgktfj  a  t&#  feral,  Imt  tw&fold 
In  TMgiiftrtB  aad  t«mr :  taU«  On 
ne  ihayh  luaidad  wiBa  of  Eden,  with 

And  tukt  pnjeetiag  Uka  «h«  teMt  tlripp'a  «l 
Th<irbttk»dbwnahtt    wknt  inw  thqr  ? 

The  lUnuBotk  is  te  tl^  wwUi  ^.^1  tkflM  iM 
Bx  BTiiadi  ndoMtli  iti  sviiMtu 
Gbm.  But 

lfOB0OBit? 

ImfiH',       Kd;  ferthyftmUiaMtowar 
With  them  wo«li  lendar  the  Mae  mi  it 
TVodd  he  tottsy'd — ariy. 
Com.  B«twhyii«rf 

Lmeifer.  Tn  haTe  forgotten  the  denimoiatioii 
Whieh  drofe  jew  nee  from  Bde»--««r  irith  ell 


And  dMih  t»  an  thiiifi,  aad  dfaeeee  to  aest  thi^;s, 
And  pangs,  end  IdtlKBeBS ;  theee  were  the  frvits 
Ofthefehiddeiitrae. 

Cmn.  But  ■ainud^— 

Did  Oej  too  eid  of  it,  thiU  t^  BBast  die  ? 

X«ci^.  Your  Maker  told  ye,  Mey  imn  made  for 
yott. 
As  yoa  far  histk^Toa  wovld  not  hare  their  dooa 
BniwriortoyMrowa?    HadAdamnot 
FalM,  an  had  stood. 

Com.  Alas  I  the  hopeless  wretehss 

They  too  most  share  my  sire's  &te,  like  his  sobs  ; 
like  tiiem,  tso^  witiMBt  haviog  sharsd  the  apple; 
Like  thsssk  too*  vHhoat  tiie  so  dear-bonght  ibioio- 

It  wu  t  lying  tree— for  we  inois  nothing. 
At  leset  iiprmi9tdkmmUdp$  st  the /me 
Ordath-hatfaMwfai^  still;  but  what  Aiimm  man? 
L^fer.  It  may  be  death  leads  to  the  Ai^heti 
knowledge; 
Andbtiag  of  aU  things  tho  sole  thing  certain* 
At  least  ^eads  to  the  turmt  scienee;  thsKfote 
^QketraewMtns,  dioaflih  dendly. 

C-om.  These  dim  realms ! 

I  see  them,  bat  I  know  them  not. 

Lmei/ir.  Because 

Thy  hour  W  yet  •£»,  and  matter  cannot 
Comprehend  tpmt  wholly— but  'tis  something 
To  know  time  an  meh  realms 
^p^*^  We  knew  already 

That  there  mi  death. 
^M'  Btit  not  what  was  beyond  it 

Cm^  nor  know  I  now. 
Imifer.  Thou  knoweet  that  there  Is 

And  this  thou  knentst  not  thii  mom.  J 


Bvtan 
geesas  dim  and  siiadowy. 

Lmifmr.  Be  emitent ;  it  will 

w  to  thine  inunortality. 

Ciswi.  And  yon  imnaeasorahle  liquid  specs 
Of  glorious  sMrs  whieh  ioato  on  beyond  us, 
Whieh  looks  like  water,  and  which  I  should  ( 
The  rifsr  whieh  lows  0«i  of  Paradise 
Past  my  own  dwelling,  but  that  it  is  banklem 
And  bo— dlsse,  snd  of  an  ethereal  hue— 
What  is  it? 

Lmeffmr.     There  is  still  some  such  on  earth. 
Although  inferior,  and  thy  children  shall 
Dwell  near  iW-*tis  ths  phantosm  of  an  oeean. 

Cum,  TIs  like  amrthsr  world ;  a  liquid  sun- 
Audi  those  inordinato  creatures  sporting  o'er 
Its  shining  surface  ? 

Lye^.  Are  Its  habitants. 

The  past  leriathans. 

Com.  And  yon  immense 

Berpent,  which  rears  his  dripping  mans  and  Tasty 
Head  ten  tinms  higher  than  the  haughtiest  cedar 
Forth  from  the  abyss,  looking  as  he  could  coil 
Himself  around  the  orbs  we  lately  look*d  on— 
b  ho  wt  of  the  kind  which  bask'd  beneath 
The  tree  in  Eden  ? 

iMcifir,  Etc,  thy  mother,  best 

Can  tell  what  shape  of  serpent  tempted  her. 

Cmh.  This  seems  too  terrible,  l^o  doubt  the  otftci 
Had  more  of  beauty. 

Xusi^.  Hast  thou  ne'er  beheld  him  ! 

Com.  Many  of  the  ssme  kind,  (at  least  so  call'd  ^ 
Bui  aerer  that  precisely  which  persuaded 
The  fatal  fruit,  nor  even  of  the  same  aspect 

Lwxfmr,  Tour  lather  saw  him  not  ? 

Cam,  No:  'twas  my  motheg 

Who  tempted  him— she  tempted  by  the  serpent. 

Ludfar,  Good  man !  whcne*  er  thy  wife,  or  thj 
sons  wires. 
Tempt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that'a  new  or  strange* 
Be  sure  thou  see'st  ftnt  who  hath  tempted  Msm. 

Cum.  Th^  precept  comes  too  lato :  ttiere  is  no 


For  serpents  to  tempt  woman  to. 

Imeifir,  But  there 

Are  some  things  still  which  woman  maj  tempt 

man  to. 
And  man  ten^t  woman :— let  thy  tons  look  to  it ! 
My  council  is  a  kind  one;  for  'tb  eren 
OiTon  diiefly  at  my  own  expense :  'tis  true, 
Twin  not  be  follow'd,  eo  there's  little  lost. 

Com.  I  understand  not  this. 

Luoifir,  The  happier  thorn  S* 

Thy  world  and  thou  tot  still  too  young!  Thoi 

thinkest 

Thyself  most  wicked  and  unhappy :  is  it 
Not  so? 

Cain,  For  crime,  I  know  not ;  but  for  pam, 
I  have  felt  much. 

Lucifer.  First-bom  of  the  first  man  t 

Thy  present  state  of  sin— and  thou  art  erflf 
Of  sorrow— and  thou  suHinrest,  are  both  Bden 
In  all  its  innocence  compared  to  what 
Thou  shortly  may'st  be ;  and  diat  state  again. 
In  its  redoubled  wretchedness,  a  FsradiM 
To  what  tny  sons'  sons'  sons,  accumulating. 
In  generations  Uke  to  dust,  (which  Aiey 
In  fact  but  add  to,)  shall  endure  and  do.«* 
Now  let  us  back  to  earth  t 
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Cain.  And  wherefore  didit  Umq 

Lead  me  here  only  to  inform  me  tiiii  i 

Lucifer.  Tf  as  not  thy  qnest  for  knowledge  ? 

Cain,  YeetwW^g 

The  road  to  happinef  s. 

Lvdfer.  If  tnith  be  to, 

Thou  halt  it. 

Cain,  Then  my  ftither**  Ood  did  weR 

When  he  prohibited  the  fatal  tree. 

Lucifer.  Bnt  had  done  better  in  not  planting  fit 
But  ignorance  of  evil  doth  not  sare 
From  evil ;  it  must  still  roll  on  the  same 
A  part  cf  all  things. 

Cain.  Not  of  all  things.    Ifo: 

1*11  not  believe  it— for  I  thirst  for  good. 

Lucifer.  And  who  and  what  doth  not?    Who 
covets  evil 
For  its  own  bitter  sake  ?—^on*— nothing !  *tii 
The  leaven  of  all  Ufe,  and  lifeleranets. 

Cain,  Within  those  glorious  orbs  which  we  behold. 
Distant  and  dazzlingi  and  innnmerable, 
Ere  we  came  down  into  this  phantom  realm, 
111  cannot  come :  they  are  too  beantiftil. 

Lucifer.  Thou  hast  seen  them  from  aftor. 

Cain.  And  what  of  thftt  t 

Distance  can  but  diminish  glory--they 
When  nearer  must  be  more  ineffkble. 

Lucifer.  Approach   the  things  of  earth  most 
beautiiulf 
And  judge  their  beauty  near. 

Cain.  I  have  done 

The  loveliest  thing  I  know  is  loveUest  nearest 

Lucifer.  Then  tiiere  mii«t  be  deluaioii— wM  ii 
that 
Which  being  nearest  to  thine  eyes  if  stiU 
More  beautiful  than  beauteous  things  remote  ? 

Cain.  My  sister  Adah.— All  the  stars  of  heaven^ 
Tbe  deep  blue  noon  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 
Which  looks  a  spirit,  or  a  spirit's  world— 
The  hues  of  twilight— the  sun's  gorgeous  coming— 
His  setting  indescribable,  which  fills 
My  eyes  with  pleasant  tears,  as  I  behold 
Him  sink,  an^  feel  my  heart  float  softly  wfth  him 
Along  that  western  paradise  of  eloud»— 
The   forest  shade— ^e  green  bough— ^e  bird's 

voioe^ 
The  vesper  bird's,  which  seems  to  sing  of  lore, 
And  mingles  with  the  song  of  ehenibim, 
As  the  day  closes  over  Eden's  walls ; — 
All  these  are  nothing,  to  my  q^es  and  heart. 
Like  Adah's  face :  I  twm  firom  earth  and  heawa 
To  gase  on  it 

Lucifer,  'Tia  frail  aa  fiUr  mortality, 

In  the  first  dawn  and  bloom  of  young  creation, 
And  earliest  embraces  of  earth's  parents. 
Can  make  its  ofiprlng;  still  it  is  delusion. 

Cain,  You  think  so,  bfluag  not  her  brother. 

Lucifer.  Mortal! 

My.brotherhood*s  with  those  who  have  no  ehildien. 

Cain.  Them  thou  canst  have  no  fellowship  with  w. 

Lucifer,  It  may  be  that  thine  own  shall  be  for  ma. 
But  if  thou  dost  possess  a  beautiftil 
Being  beyond  all  beanty  in  thin*  eyta. 
Why  art  them  VMtched  ? 

C€tin,  Why  do  I  exist  ? 

Why  art  thiiu  wreteked  ?  why  are  all  things  so  ? 
Ev'n  he  who  mmde  us  must  be,  as  the  maker 
Of  things  unhappy !  To  pioduoe  deetroetioa 
Can  surely  never  be  the  task  of  joy. 


And  yet  my  sfee  aays  he's  omsipotnt 
Then  i^y  to  ««il*-lie  bflteg  good  ?  I  ssk'd 
This  question  of  my  fkHur :  ami  lieeaid, 
Because  this  «ffl  eidy  was  «Im  path 
To  good.    Strange  good)  tha(tBmM  arise  from  oirt 
Its  deadly  opposite.    Ilstslysaw 
A  lamb  stung  by  a  reptile :  the  poor  smsldiBg 
La)F  foaming  on  the  earth,  bemeith  the  vaim 
And  piteous  bleating  ef  its  isstiqsi  daaa  | 
My  father  pluck'd  some  herbs,  and  laid  Ihsm  te 
The  wound;  and  by  degMea  the  helpless  wrstsk 
Resumed  its  carelees  life,  and  rose  te  drsim 
Tbe  mother's  milk,  v^o  o'er  it  tiwsaleus 
Stood  licking  its  Nvivlmg  ttaaba  with  )ey. 
Behold,  my  son !  said  Adam,  hew  fromi  evil 
Springs  good  1  ^ 

Luejfer,         What  didst  HMm  taswari 

Cain,  IBMbSaniH 

Heismyfotber:  bmt  I  iSioii^  thai  *t«ws 
A  better  peitioa  for  #ie  andaiial 
Never  to  have  been  ettmf  a$  mil,  tiian  ta 
l^urc^aee  renewal  of  its  little  life 
With  agonies  imtittarable,  thetigh 
Dispell'd  by  antidotoe* 

Lucifer.  But  as  thou  saidst 

Of  all  beloved  things  thou  lovest  her 
Who  shaied  thy  methei's  uflk,  and  giveth  km 
Unto  thy  ehlldfcn    ■ 

Cain,  Most  iesmiedly : 

What  should  I  be  without  her  ? 

Luei^,  Whataal? 

Cain,  Do0t  though  lore  nothing  ? 

Lucifer.  What  does  tiiy  Ood  loi« ) 

Cain.  An  things,  my  fothet  says:  batleoafiM 
I  see  it  not  in  their  idletnMat  hero. 

Lucifer,  And,  therefore,  thorn  eanst  mot  sea  if  i 
love 
Or  no,  except  some  vast  and  general  purpose, 
To  whieh  partienlar  things  mttet  melt  like  nxmt^ 

Cain.  Snows !  what  are  they  ? 

Lucifer,  Be  happier  in  not  kaevi^l 

What  thy  remoter  offspring  mnet  eneointer ; 
But  bask  beneath  the  cUme  which  knows  no  wiatarl 

Ccfin,  But  dost  thou  net  love  somethisf  Ukt 
tiiyself? 

Lneifhf.  And  doat  thou  love  MsfMjTf 

CWm.  Tes,butlevemi 

What  makes  n^y  feelings  more  endurable, 
And  is  more  than  myself,  because  I  lote  it 

Lucifer.  Thou  lovest  it,  beeauae  *tls  beautiM, 
As  was  the  apple  in  thy  motiMr's  eye ; 
And  when  it  oeaaea  to  be  so,  thy  love 
Will  cease,  Uke  any  other  appetite. 

Cain.  Cease  to  be  beaiatifhl  ?  how ean  that  bef 

Lucifer,  With  time. 

Cain,  B&t  time  haa  past,  and  liteH 

Even  Adam  and  my  mothfr  both  are  fidr : 
Not  fidr  Uke  Adah  and  the  seraphhn^ 
But  very  fair. 

Lucifer,  All  that  n^ut  paas  away 

In  them  and  her. 

Cain.  Tm  sorry  for  it ;  but 

Cannot  eonedve  my  love  for  her  the  less. 
And  when  her  beauty  disappean ,  mediinks 
He  who  creates  all  beauty  will  lose  more 
Than  me  in  feeing  periah  such  a  work. 

Luc^er,  I  pity  thee  who  lovest  what  must  p«i» 

Cdin.  And  I  thee  who  loVst  nothing. 

Lueifir.  Asd  thy  m 


GAni. 
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Cm.  WHytfWMWHH? 

Zwdflr.  Ay  Mkor  lOTM  Mb  ««-NW  «Mi  tt7 

e«a. 

OiAkliMklyf 

Cm.  L0lkiMkMp 

Tonteil 

CUi.  Wtelk  tkal 

And  bouiMM  fteaUr  «r  fetff'd  Pttirfiw*- 
Be,  «D0,  iMika  ttBflfaigljr  M  AUL 

Com.  .  I 

Kt'er  law  Um,  and  I  kM«r  Mt  ff  k* 

iMofiit.  Bvl  7«m  kM*  tw*  M 

Lart/«r.  IM 

emBkamAy  to  Me  they  lore  jov brother: 

Cem.  aobeftey!w<imiMoeKiJfcteia»iif<ilgt 
IMB^,  Bmmm  thott  luot  ttovght  ef  «ili  ert 
mow.  ^ 

f MWi Off a^taied)    Spirit! 
ir«v  we  am  in  My  wotM ;  ipeik  not  ef  Umim. 
Thou  heat  ahown  bm  wondera;  then  haat  ihown  me 

Mightf  Pn>AdMrftoa  ivtei^dk'd  flkeeeith 
Of  wUA  eve  ii  the  ^pfecfc }  then  heat  peiHHi  Ml 
Mjiiada  ev  ataey  nwUSy  of  wMni  eur  ewn 
b  the  dim  and  fetoete  aeipealen,  in 


Isfiaity  ef  fife  t  flioQ  haet  imMvn  ne 

Of  that  ezhrtenoe  with  tlie  dnAnd 

Whidi  my  aire  bronght  ne^Deaith;  Umi  feaat 

ahown  me  wwiffh'  ' 
"Bet  net  all :  ahow  me  where  JehoTah  dweH», 
Inhiaeapedil  Ptondiea'  nt^tim: 
VrWeiiit? 
L«^.      Hirv,  mUle'M  all  ayaaei 
Cbm.  But  ye 
Have  mm aHelM  «weOin«-^  alllhfaq^ I 
ClBThmiltearth,  and  ether  weiMi«iair«HU«Mi| 
All  tempociry  hieaMBg  enflMvei  HMkr 
P^avBttelnmBt ;  and  thSnga  which  ha^e 
Long  emaed  to  toeaihe  enr  bfeatfi,  here  IMiBt 

And  theMevah  and  thyeetf  have  «te»^ 

Ye  do  BotfereP  together  ^ 

•trnej^,  1^,  we  feign 

Togetho;  tat  ear  dwMta^  aie  neeminr. 

^^^BM.  WMK  thffe  weveoniy  eneof  ye! 
An  anity  of  purpeaa  might  mahe-vnien 
Ib  demenn  nhkh  aetm  now  jmf  d  in  etdftofc 
How  euae  ye,  hehkg  apiriti,  wiae  end  lldtolle^ 
Toiepanle^   Ai« ye ttet aa brethxen in 
Yew  eiienee,  end  yofor  natue,  and  yam  ghn/f 
I^neij^.  Mt-lhM net  Abel'a brother? 
Oaia.  Ween 

^nd  M  we  MKimayn;  bM WM II  net  ee, 

la  apUt Uke  tafteAt  eM  te  ftA  entt 

iBfiB^^nthlBKBMtdRyt 

•^t^end  tmidB|  B^aee  to  miiery— 


Fee  what? 

Lveifir.  Teteign. 

Cam.  Did  ye  not  ten  me  tha: 

Te  are  botti  etvnal  ? 

iMctftr,  Tea! 

Cam.  And  what  I  hare  eeea. 

Ton  blue  immenaity,  ia  boundleaa } 

LftB\f&r.  Ay. 

Com.  And  eannol  ye  beth  rtifn  then  ?— ii  thm 
not 
Enough  f^'^hy  ahoifld  ye  <Bflbr  ? 

lAteif&r,  We  hofk  reign. 

Cetfi.  Bntene  of  yen  mahea  eriL 

Lmiftr.  Whkh  ? 

C^tm,  Thou!  fot 

If  Hion  eanat  do>man  good,  why  doat  thon^ot  f 

lAKffkr,  And  why  not  he  wiio  made  ?  /  made  ye 
not  I 
Te  are  Mr  creatorea,  and  net  mine. 

Cam.  Then  leave  nt 

HU  creatnree,  aa  timn  eay'at  we  aie,  or  ahow  me 
Thy  dweiHng,  er  kit  dweOfaig. 

Lrndfit.  I  eeuld  ahow  thee 

Both;  b«t  Hw ttane wiU eome  tiien ahaiN  aee one 
Of  them  for  erermen. 

Com.  Andwhy  netnow? 

L¥etf(Kr»  Thy  human  mind  hath  aeareely  graep  ts 
gnther 
The  Httle  I  hare  ahown  thee  into  eahn 
And  clear  thought;  and  Aon  wnuldat  go  on  aapM^g 
To  the  great  double  Myateriea !  the  Udo  Ptimeifiml 
And  gaae  upon  them  en  Aeir  eeeret  thronee ! 
Dual!  Itelt  thy  ambition;  Ibrtoaee 

Hhar  ef  theae*  would  be  for  thee  to  periah ! 

Com.  And  let  me  periah,  lo  I  aee  them ! 

lAtdfift.  There 

The  eon  of  her  who  anatch'd  the  apple  apalwl 
But  thou  wouldat  only  periah,  and  not  aee  them ; 
That  eight  ia  for  the  other  atato. 

Com,  Of  death? 

LMBifir.  That  ia  the  prelude. 

Cam.  Then  I  dread  it  lew. 

Now  that  I  hnow  h  leada  to  aomething  definite. 

Ime^fir,  And  now  I  will  eonyey  thee  to  ^y  world, 
Where  tiieu  ahalt  multiply  the  race  of  Adam, 
Eat,  drinh,  toil,  tremble,  langh,  weep,  aleep,  and  die. 

Cairn.  And  to  what  end  hate  I  beheld  theaethinge 
Which  then  haal  eltown  me  ^ 

iMoifer.  Dfdat  then  net  reqite 

KnowMge  }  And  have  I  not,  in  what  I  ahow'd* 
Taught  thae  to  knew  thyaelf  ? 

CWfi.  Ala8!Iaeem 

Kothinff. 

L^iegmr.  And  thia  aheuld  be  the  human  anm 
Of  hnowledge,  to  know  mortal  nature*a  nothlngneii; 
Bequeath  that  leiettce  to  thy  chQdfen,  and 
'Twill  apare  tiiem  many  torturea. 

CaAk  Haughty  apiill! 

Then  epeift  "rt  H  proudly ;  but  thyaelf ,  though  prraj. 
Heat  a  lupettoi. 

Lueifmr.  Ke !  By  heaten,  which  He 

Holda,  and  the  abym,  and  the  hmnenaity 
or  worlds  and  Hfe,  which  I  hold  with  him— He  t 
IhaTeavi^lof  tine;  but  no  superior. 
Homage  he  haa  from  all— 4mt  n»ne  from  me; 
I  battle  it  against  him,  as  T  batUed 
In  higheat  heaTon.    Through  all  eternity, 
And  the  unfitthomable  guld  of  Hadea, 
And  the  IntenninflAlo  leslma  of  apaee. 
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And  the  infinitj  of  dndless  ages, 

All,  all,  will  I  dispute !  And  world  bj  world. 

And  star  by  star,  and  uniTerse  by  onirerse 

Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  till  the  great 

Conflict  shall  cease,  if  ever  it  shall  cease, 

Which  it  ne'er  shall,  till  he  or  I  be  quench'd ! 

And  what  can  quench  our  immortality, 

Or  mutual  and  irrevocable  hate  ? 

He  as  a  conqueror  will  call  the  conquer*d 

Evil;  but  what  will  be  the  fcod  he  gives  ? 

Were  I  the  victor,  hit  works  would  be  deem'd 

The  only  evil  oaies.    And  you,  ye  new 

And  scarcc-bom  mortals,  what  have  been  his  gifts 

To  you  already  in  yqur  little  world  ? 

Cain,  But  few ;  and  some  of  those  but  bittar. 

Lucifer,  Baok 

With  me,  then,  to  thine  earth,  and  try  the  rest 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  ye  and  yours, 
Evil  and  good  are  things  in  their  own  essence, 
And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver ; 
But  if  he  gives  you  good— so  call  him ;  if 
Evil  springs  firom  him,  do  not  name  it  mine. 
Till  ye  know  better  its  true  font :  and  judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  spirits,  but  the  fruits 
Of  your  existence,  such  as  it  must  be. 
One  good  gift  has  the  fatal  apple  given — 
Tour  reaton  >—\ieX  it  not  be  oversway'd 
By  tyrannous  threats  to  force  you  into  fisith 
'Gainst  all  external  sense  and  inward  feeling : 
Think  and  endure,— and  form  an  inner  world 
In  your  own  bosom — ^where  the  outward  iails ; 
So  shall  your  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
Nature,  and  war  triumphant  with  your  own. 

[Th$u^ 


ACT  III. 
SCENE  I. 

The  Earth,  near  Eden,  as  in  Act  L 

Enter  Cain  and  Adah. 

Adah.  Hush !  tread  softly,  Cain. 

Com.  I  will !  but  wheceibrs  ? 

Adah,  Our  little  Enoch  sleeps  upon  yon  bed 
Of  leaves  beneath  the  cypress. 

Cam,  Cypress!  'tis 

A  gloomy  tree,  which  looks  as  if  it  woom'd 
O'er  what  it  shadows ;  wherefore  didst  thou  choose  it 
For  our  child's  canopy  ? 

Adah,  Beouse  its  faraaflkes 

Shut  out  the  sun  like  night,  and  therefore  seen'd 
Fitting  to  shadow  slumber. 

Cain,  Ay,  the  last— 

And  longest ;  but  no  matter — ^lead  me  to  him. 

IThe^f^ypiotheehiid. 
How  lovely  he  appears !  hii  little  cheeks. 
In  their  pure  incarnation,  vying  with 
The  rose  leaves  strewn  beneath  them. 

Ad^.  And  his  Ups,  too. 

How  beautifully  parted !  No;  you  shall  not 
Kiss  him,  at  least  not  now :  he  will  awake  sooi^- 
His  hour  of  raid-day  rest  is  nearly  over ; 
But  it  were  pity  to  disturb  him  tUl 
*Tl8  cosed. 

Caim.  Ton  have  said  w<eU;  I  will  coataia 


MjhMffttOltfaM.  H0snMbi»M4il«iHl-*aM»«i 
Aad  smile,  thim  Uttk,  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  scajree  Imp  jiwngi  alatp  0%,  aad  imlle! 
Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are  cheering 
And  innocent  I  <Ao«  hast  not  pl«ek'd  the  fhixt— 
Thou  know'st  not  thou  art  naked !  Must  the  |ime 
Come  thou  shalt  be  amerced  for  sins  nakiiown. 
Which  were  not  thine  nor  mine?  Butnowale^on. 
His  cheeks  are  reddening  into  deeper  aniles. 
And  shining  Uds  are  trembling  o'er  his  long 
Lsshes,  diiKk  as  t)ie  cfpnas  whiek  waves  o'er  them} 
Half  open,  from  beneath  them  the  clear  blue 
Laughs  out,  although  ilk  alnmbex.  So  a^ust  dream* 
Of  what?  Of  Pazadioe!— Ay!  dream  of  it, 
Mydiflinhsritodboyi  'Tia  but  a  dream ; 
For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  Cathen. 
Shall  walk  in  that  forbidden  plaoa  of  joy  I 

Adah.  Dear  Cain !  Nay,  do  sot  whisper  o'er  os 
son 
Such  TOolancholy  yearnings  o'er  the  past : 
Why  wilt  thou  always  mouin  for  Paradise  ? 
Can  we  not  make  another  ? 

Cain,  Where  ? 

Adah.  Here,  or 

Where'er  thou  wilt :  where'er  tiMm  art,  I  feel  not 
The  want  of  this  so  anoh  regretted  Eden. 
SsTO  I  not  thee,  ovr  boy,  oar  sire,  and  brother, 
And  Zillah— our  sweet  sister,  and  our  Eve, 
To  whom  we  owe  so  much  besideo  oar  birth  ? 

Cam.  Tes^-death,  too,  is  among  the  debts  nt 
owe  her. 

Adah*  Cain!  that  proud  spirit,  who  withdrew 
thee  henoe, 
Hath  sadden'd  thine  still  deeper.    I  had  hoped 
The  promised  wonders  whioh  thou  hast  beheld, 
'VJa&Mui,  tho«  say'st,  of  past  and  preeeat  warldi. 
Would  have  composed  thy  mind  into  the  cahn 
Of  a  contented  knowledge »  bat  I  aee 
Thy  givda  hath  doao  thee  evil :  still  I  thank  him. 
And  can  forgive  him  all,  that  he  so  soon 
Hath  given  thee  back  to  as. 

Cain.  So  soon ! 

Adah.  'Tisecarecly 

Two  hours  since  ye  departed:  two  kmg  hoars 
To  me,  but  only  houre  upon  the  sun. 

Cam.  And  yet  I  hava  a9ptoaoh*4  that  son,  ani 
seen 
Worlds  which  he  oooa  shona  oii»  sad  nevar  more 
Shall  light;  and  worlds  he  never  lit :  mothooght 
Years  had  roU'd  o'er  my  absenoa. 

Adah,  Haidly  horns. 

Cmin.  The  mind  then  hath  eafaeky  of  time, 
And  measures  it  by  that  which  it  bahnids. 
Pleasing  or  painful ;  little  or  almighty. 
I  had  beheld  the  immemorial  works 
Of  endless  beings;  skfirr'd  extinguish'd  worida; 
And,  gasing  on  eternity,  motheught 
I  had  bocrow'd  more  by  a  lew  drops  of  ages 
From  its  immensity ;  but  now  I  iteX 
My  Uttlmissfl  again.    Well  said  the  spirit, 
That  I  was  nothing ! 

Adah.  Wherefore  said  he  so  2 

JehDYah  said^not  that* 

Cain,  No :  he  ooAlaats  Um 

With  making  up  the  nothing  which  we  are ; 
And  after  flattering  dust  with  glimpeeo  of 
Eden  and  Immortali|y,  reaolvea 
It  back  to  dost  sgain— for  what  ? 

Adah.  Xhoal 


CAIK. 


m 


CBtM.  What  !•  thai 

low?  ^vB»*d,  thenl«<<Amdie? 
AM.  Thoa  hast  not  ipohen  well,  nor  Is  that 


Tky  ova,  bnt  of  the  spirit  who  was  with  thee. 
If  odd  /could  die  for  than,  so  the^  might  Uto! 

Cam.  Why,  so  say  I— pzoTided  that  one  rictini 
Might  latiate  the  insatiable  of  Ufb, 
And  that  oar  little  rosy  sleeper  there 
Might  Tumx  taste  of  death  nor  human  •oirow, 
Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  who  spring  from  him. 

Jdah,  How  know  we  tikat  some  such  atonement 
eneday 
May  not  redeem  our  race  ? 

Cam,  By  saerifldng   . 

Tht  hamiless  for  tiie  goilty  ?  what  atonement 
Woe  there  ?  i^y,  100  are  innocent :  what  hare  we 
Done  that  we  mwet  be  victims  for  a  deed 
Betee  our  hir^  or  need  have  victims  to 
Atone  for  tins  myaCerioos,  nameless  sin— 
If  it  be  su^  a  dn  to  seek  for  knowledge  ? 

Adak,  Alas !  thou  sinneat  now,  my  Cain :  thy 


Sonad  odious  in  nine  ean. 

Com.  Then  leave  me ! 

JdbA  Nerer, 

Thoogh  thy  God  left  tiiee. 

Com.  Say,  what  hsTo  we  here  ? 

Adak.  Two  altars,  which  our  brother  Abel  made 
Duriag  thine  absence,  whereupon  to  offer 
A  saciifioe  to  Ood  on  thy  return. 

Cam.  And  how  knew  he  that  /  would  be  so  ready 
With  the  burnt  oflerings,  which  he  daUy  brings 
With  a  meek  brow,  whose  base  humility 
Showi  mere  of  fear  than  wonhlp,  as  a  bribe 
To  the  Creator  ? 
Adah,  Surdy,  *tis  well  done. 

Cam.  One  sltar  may  suffioe :  J  hare  no  ofbiteg. 
Admh.  The  fruHs  of  the  earth,  the  early,  beautiful 
Bloaum  and  bud,  and  bloom  of  flowers,  and  fruits ; 
These  are  a  goodly  oiforing  to  the  Lord, 
Given  with  a  genUe  and  a  contrite  spirit. 
Cam.  I  hare  toiTd,  and  tiU'd,  and  sweeten  in  Ae 
sun, 
Accordii^  to  the  curse  t-^must  I  do  mote  r 
For  what  should  I  be  gentle  ?  for  a  war 
With  an  the  elements  ere  they  will  yield 
The  bread  we  eat  ?  For  what  must  I  be  gratefol  f 
For  being  dnst,  and  grorelling  in  the  dust, 
Tin  I  retnm  to  dnst  ?  If  I  am  nothings— 
For  nothing  shall  I  be  an  hypoerite, 
And  seem  well  pleased  with  pain  ?  For  what  should  I 
Be  contnic?  for  my  father's  sin,  already 
Bxptate^^wfaat  we  all  hare  undergone, 
And  to  he  more  than  expiated  by 
The  ages  prophesied,  upon  our  seed  ? 
lattle  dNBM  onr  young  blooming  slccptr,  there, 
The  gems  of  sn  eternal  misery 
To  myrisids  is  within  him !  better  tvrcre 
I  snatcVdhim  in  his  sleep,  and  dash*d  hfan  *ga5nst 
The  TocVs,  t^n  let  him  lire  to— 

Addk,  Oh  my  Ood  t 

Touch  not  the  duld-my  chfld !  My  child !  Oh  Cain  I 
Cots.  Yew  not',  for  all  the  stars,  and  sB  the 
_^^       power 

"^Hiich  fways  them,  T  would  not  accost  yon  tefcnt 
"^ith  ruder  greeting  than  a  father's  Was. 
AiiX  Then,  why  10  awftxl  in  thy  speech  ? 


Tmn  hotter  that  ho  eeased  to  Uto,  than  giTc 
Life  to  BO  much  of  sorrow  as  he  must 
Endnn,  and,  harder  still,  bequeath ;  but  since 
That  aaying  jars  you,  let  us  only  say— 
Twura  bettsr  that  he  never  had  been  bom. 
Adak.  Oh,  do  not  say  so!  Where  wore  then  the 

joy*. 

The  mothers  joys  of  watching,  nourishing. 
And  loring  him  ?  Soft !  he  awakes.    Sweet  £noch! 
[Sh€ffoe$toth4eMiid 
Oh  Cain  1  look  on  him ;  see  how  full  of  life. 
Of  strength,  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  and  of  joy. 
How  like  to  me,  how  like  to  thee,  when  gentle^ 
For  then  we  are  aU  alike ;  is*t  not  so,  Cain  ? 
Mother,  and  sire,  and  son,  our  features  are 
Reflected  in  each  other ;  as  tiiey  are 
In  the  clear  waters,  when  M^y  are  fftntia,  and 
When  <Aoii  art  ^wiAtt.    Loto  us,  then,  my  Cain ! 
And  loTe  thyself  for  our  sakes,  for  we  Iotc  thee. 
Look !  how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  snM^ 
And  opens  wide  his  blue  eyes  upon  thine* 
To  hail  his  father ;  while  his  little  form 
Flutters  rs  wing'd  with  joy.    Talk  not  of  pain ! 
The  childless  cherubs  well  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent !  Bless  him,  Cain ! 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  but 
His  heart  will,  and  thine  own  too. 

Cms.  Bless  theo«  hoy  1 

If  that  a  mortal  Uessing  may  avail  thee. 
To  aave  thee  from  the  serpent's  cuise ! 

Adak.  It  I 

Surely  a  hAitfn  blessing  may  sTvt 
A  reptile's  subtlety. 

Cam.  Oftiutldoubt; 

But  bless  hiM  ao'sr  the  lets. 

Adak.  OurbraOMrf 

Cain.  Thy  brother  Abel. 

Enter  Abel. 

AbeL  Weloomo,Cain! 

The  poaoa  of  Ood  bo  on  thee ! 

Cotfs.  Abel,  haUl 

Abel.  Onr  sister  tells  mo  that  thou  hast  beta 
wuraonng 
In  high  eommunion  with  a  spirit,  far 
Beyond  our  wonted  range.    Was  he  of  thsoo 
We  haye  seen  and  spoken  with,  like  to  oar  fallMrF 

Cain.  No. 

AbeL      Why  then  commune  with  him  ?  he  aasy  bo 
A  foe  to  the  Most  High. 

Cain.  Andfiisiidtomaii. 

Has  the  Most  High  been  so--4f  so  you  term  him  ? 

Abel.  Term  him  !  your  words  are  strflngo,  to^af, 
my  brother. 
My  sister  Adah,  leave  us  for  awhile^ 
We  moan  to  sacrifloe. 

Adak.  FaiewoU,  my  Oain ; 

But  first  embrace  thy  son.    May  his  soft  qpfrit. 
And  Abers  pious  ministry,  reoidl  thee 
To  peace  and  holiness ! 

r&nl  Abah  wM  AsrMttf. 

Aba,  Where  hast  thorn  besb  ? 

Cain.  Iknoiwnot.' 

Abd.  Nor  what  thou  hast  seen  i 

Cain.  The< 

The  immortal,  the  unbounded,  the  omzdpotent, 
The  ovenTOWorini?  rarsteries  of  space*— 
The  innamerable  worids  that  trnre  and  are— 


My 
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k  ifUrliHnd  of  such  oretwhehning  things^ 

0«is,  moons,  uid  earths,  upon  thdr  Ioud«Toiood 

spheres 
ttnging  in  thunder  round  me,  as  hsTe  made  me 
Unlit  for  mortal  oonTene :  leave  me,  Abel. 

AbeL  Thine  eyes  are  flashing  with   unnatural 
light— 
Thj  oheek  is  flush'd  with  an  unnatural  hue— 
Thy  words  are  fraught  with  an  unnatural  sound— 
What  ma.y  this  mean  ? 

Cain.  It  means— I  pray  thee,  leare  me. 

AIM.  Not  till  we  have  pray'd  and  sacrificed 
together. 

Cam.  Abel,  I  pray  thee,  sacrifice  alone- 
Jehovah  loves  thee  welL 

AM,  Bifth  well,  I  hope. 

Cain.  But  thee  the  better :  I  care  not  for  that. 
Thou  art  fitter  for  his  worship  than  I  am : 
Bevere  him,  then— 4>ut  let  it  be  alone— 
At  least,  without  me. 

AbeL  Brother,  I  should  ill 

Deserve  the  name  of  our  great  father's  son, 
If  as  my  elder  I  revered  thee  not, 
And  in  the  worship  of  our  Ood  called  not 
On  thee  to  join  me,  and  precede  me  in 
Our  priesthood— 'tis  thy  place. 

Cain.  But  I  have  ne'er 

Asserted  it 

Abd.  The  mors  my  grief;  I  pray  thee 

To  do  so  now:  thy  soul  seems  laboring  in 
Some  strong  delusion ;  it  will  calm  thee. 

Cain.  No; 

Nothing  can  calm  me  more.    Cabn  !  say  I  ?  Never 
Knew  I  what  calm  was  in  the  soul,  although 
I  have  seen  the  elements  stiU'd.   Hy  Abel,  leave  me ! 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  thy  pious  purpose. 

iUil.  Neither ;  we  must  perform  our  task  together. 
Spun  me  not. 

Cain.  If  it  must  be  so-^well,  then, 

WhatshaUIdo? 

Aid.  Choose  one  of  those  two  altars. 

Cain.  Choosofor  me:  theytomearesomnohturf 


I  have 


Abd.        Choose  thou ! 

Cain. 

AbeL  'Tis  the  highest, 

And  s«it8  thee,  as  the  elder.    Now  pcepeie 
Thine  offerings. 

Cain.  Where  are  thine  ? 

Abel.  Behold  them 

The  firstlings  of  the  fiock,  and  fat  thereof— 
A  shephsrd's  humble  ofiering. 

Cstfi.  I  have  ao  flocks; 

I  am  a  tUlef  of  the  ground,  and  must 
meld  what  it  yieldeth  to  my  toil-4t8  fruit: 

[EegathMmfiruite. 
Behold  them  in  their  various  blo<nn  and  ripeness. 

AbeL  My  brother,  as  the  elder,  oifiv  first 
Thy  prayer  and  thanksgiving  with  saerifice. 

Cain.  No— I  am  new  to  this ;  lead  thou  the  way, 
And  I  will  IdHow    as  I  may. 

Abel,  (hMUing.)  Oh  Ood! 

Who  node  us,  and  who  breathed  the  breath  of  life 
Within  our  nostiili,  who  hath  blessed  us, 
And  spared,  despite  our  lather's  sin,  to  make 
Kb  children  all  lost,  as  they  might  have  been, 
Had  net  thy  justice  been  so  temper'd  with 


The  mercy  which  ie  thy  deUght,  as  to 
Accord  a  pardon  Uke  a  ParadiBe, 
Compared  with  our  great  crimes  >-Sole  Loidoi  Hf^ 
Of  good,  and  glory,  and  eternity ; 
Without  whom  all  were  evil,  and  with  whon 
Nothing  can  enr,  except  to  some  good  end 
Of  thine  omnipotent  benevolencf^- 
Inscrutable,  but  still  to  be  ftdfilled— 
Accept  from  out  thy  humble  first  of  shepbecd's 
First  of  the  first-bom  fiocks— an  offering, 
In  itself  nothing^-HM  what  ofiering  can  be 
Aught  unto  thee  ?— but  yet  accept  it  for 
The  thanksgiving  of  him  who  spreads  it  hi 
The  face  of  thy  high  heaven,  bowing  his  own 
Even  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  is,  in  honor 
Of  thee,  and  of  diy  name,  for  eveimore ! 

Com,  (Mtanding  erect  during  tkia  speech.)  Spirit, 
whate'er  or  whosoe'er  thou  art. 
Omnipotent,  it  may  be— end,  if  good, 
Shown  in  the  exemption  of  thy  deeds  from  evil ; 
Jehovah  upon  earth !  and  God  in  heaven! 
And  it  may  be  with  other  names,  because 
Thine  attributes  seem  many,  as  thy  works  .*— 
If  thou  must  be  propitiated  with  prayers. 
Take  them !  If  thou  must  be  induced  with  titan, 
And  soften'd  with  a  sacrifice,  receive  them ! 
Two  beings  here  erect  them  unto  thee. 
If  thou  lov'st  blood,  the  shepherd's  shrine,  vUdi 

smokes 
On  my  right  hand,  hath  shed  it  for  thy  service 
In  the  first  of  his  fiock,  whose  limbs  now  reek 
In  sanguinary  incense  to  thy  skies; 
Or  if  the  sweet  and  bloomllkg  fruits  of  earth. 
And  milder  seasons,  which  the  unstsin'd  turf 
I  spread  them  on  now  offers  in  the  face 
Of  the  broad  sun  which  ripen'd  them,  may  eeem 
Oood  to  thee,  inasmuch  as  they  have  not 
Suifer'd  in  limb  or  life,  and  ralJier  form 
A  sample  of  thy  works,  than  supplication 
To  look  on  ours  t    If  a  shrine  without  victim, 
And  altar'without  gore,  may  win  thy  favor, 
Look  on  it !  and  for  him  who  dreoseth  it, 
He  ie— such  as  thou  mad'st  him ;  and  seeks  notkiag 
Which  must  be  won  by  kneeUng :  if  he's  eril. 
Strike  him  I  thou  art  omnipotent,  and  may'it— 
For  what  can  he  oppose  ?    If  he  be  good, 
Strike  him,  or  spare  him,  as  thou  wilt !  since  all 
Rests  upon  thee;  end  good  and  evil  seem 
To  have  no  power  themselves,  save  in  thy  will; 
And  whether  that  be  good  or  ill  I  know  not, 
Not  being  omnipotent,  nor  fit  to  judge 
Omnipotence,  but  merely  to  endure 
Its  mandate ;  which  thus  far  I  have  endnrel 
[Thejire  tqwntheakan^  jLssjskinMetieio$ 
column  of  the  brigbteet  JIame,  and  tttemit  U 
heaven;  while  a  whirlwind  tbrowt  dom  tk 
aUarofCAJX^andeoaUen  ihefiwttdnei 
MpjM^  ^be  earth. 

Abd,  (kneding.)  Oh,  brother,  pray!  Jdiofib'i 
wroth  with  thee. 

Cain.  Whyso? 

AbeL  Thy  fruits  axe  •eattsr'd  OB  the  etilk. 

Cain.  From  earth  they  came,  to  earth  let  ^A 


Their  seed  will  bear  fresh  fruit  there  ere  tiie  auBB*: 
Thy  burnt  fieeh-off 'zing  prospers  better,  see 
How Heav'B Ueks  up  the  flames,  when  thicken 
bloodt  __^ 

AbeL  Think  not  upon  my  oflbrisg's  aiiiBpl«*i 


GABI. 


S7i 


Itktookto. 

OakL  I  ipOI  boOd  no  tton  a]tan» 

Kimferiaj.— 

Otm,  T9  Mst  down  yoa  Tile  flatt'rer  of  Hie  dondst 
n«aDoky  harbiagw  of  Ihy  dull  pny'ro-*- 
lldoe  allw,  wtth  its  Mood  of  kmb«  and  kidfl, 
maA,  fed  oa  milk,  to  be  dettroy'd  in  blood. 

Jbdt  (•fpo&mf  Mm,)  Thou  thalt  noti^odd  not 
inpitnie  'worke  to  inpioas 
Wcr&!  ]elthftteltBretMi4— 'tishalknr'dttow 
By  tiie  Inmartal  pleuim  of  JekoTah» 
In  bit  acceptamee  of  the  Tietims. 

Am.  Hi$t 

BupkammBl  wbat  wm  his  bigh  ploMore  in 
fhb  ftuBM  of  MOiching  ileeb  md  imoking  bkod, 
To  tbe  pom  of  the  bleoting  motiMn,  wbi^ 
9tai  yoora  for  their  dead  oflapiing  ?  or  the  panga 
Of  Hie  aadlgnanrnt  Tietinia  nndneath 
Thy  piona  hnife  ?    Give  way!  tUa  bloody  reoord 
Sbdl  Bot  aland  in  the  aan»  to  shame  creation  \ 

AM.  Bnrthcr,  giro  back !  thon  diall  not  tonoh 
ny  ahar 
Wi&TJofe&oe;  if  that  thon  wilt  adopt  it, 
lb  try  anodicr  aacrifiee,  'tla  thine. 

Oam.  Another  aacriftce !    Qire  way,  or  else 
That  aaeriiice  1BI7  be— "» 

AiaL  What  mean'st  thon  ? 

Caiii.  OIto 

flfvo  wny  !—^y  God  loTee  blood  !«-4hen  look  to  it  :— 
Giffo  waj,  eve  he  hath  flMOfv/ 

AiaL  *  In  IK»  gnat  name, 

I  stand  between  tiioe  and  the  ahrlno  whieh  hath 
Had  hie  aeeeptaaoe. 

Cam.  If  thonlof'attiiyBelf, 

Aland  baefc  tin  I  h«?e  ateew'd  this  turf  along 
Its  natifw  soa-.— else— 

Aiei,  fegporing  Mm.)  I  loTe  Ood  far  more 
Than  life. 

€bm.  (Urikimg  km  with  a  hnmd,  an  the  Un^pim, 
which  he  enaichm  fnm  the  aUar,)  Then 
take  Ihy  life  onto  thy  God, 
8fawa  ne  lorea  lires. 

Aid,  (JaOe.)  What  haat  thon  done,  my  brother  ? 

Cmin.  Brother! 

AUL  Oh,  God !  leeetre  thy  serrant,  and 

Tmipm  Ua  alayer«  for  he  knew  not  what 
Ho  Ad^— Odn,  giTo  ne    gife  me  thy  hand;  and 
teU 


Oaan,  (tfiw  a  mowumfB  etupefifMm,)  Uy  hand ! 
tMalIred,andwithr- 
"Wliat  \         [A  kmg  pontee.'^Lookmg  tkmlf  ramuL 
Whateaml?  alone!  Wh«ie*s  Abel?  i^Mre 
OBia?CuiHbe1hatIamhe?    Mybrother, 
Awmke  !—^y  Heat  thon  so  on  the  gvaen  earth  ? 
Tia  Mithe  honr  of  slnmber :— why  so  pale  ? 
What,  Wat  thou  !—^ttion  wert  ftiU  of  life  this  mam ! 
AMI!  Ipnjtee,mo^menot!  Ismete 
ToofteMelybntnotfetally.    Ah,  why 
WonldM  thon  oppose  me?    This  is  mo<^«y ; 
And  ealj  dona  to  dannt  me  :-«i  a  Mow— 
AaAbntablow.   8th>-oUi>>^uiy, on^r stir! 
Why,  so-^hat*a  wsKlV-.tium  bnath'at! 


^QQ4!0h,Qadl 
^H  f»*f  fiMg.)  Whatfs  he  who  speaks  of 
Ooil 


Thy 


ThenmayGodfeiglfehimI  CMi, 
Comfort  poor  ZiUah :— she  has  bat  one  brother 
Now.  [Asntfiii. 

Caul.  Andlnooe!— -Whomakeemebrotherieai? 
Hie  eyee  are  open !  tiien  he  is  not  dead  I 
Death  is  like  sleep :  and  sleep  shnts  down  ov  Uds. 
His  Upe,  too,  are  apart;  why  then  he  breatiMa; 
And  yet  I  fed  it  not.— Hb  heart!  Ue  heart!— 

Let  me  see,  doth  it  beat?  metiiinka ^No(— no! 

This  ii  a  vision,  else  I  am  beeome 
The  native  of  another  an4  worse  worM. 
The  earth  swims  round  me:— what  is  tUs  ?  tie  wot 
[PMi  hie  htmd  to  hie  hrow^  and  them  heke  at  U. 
And  yet  there  are  no  dews!  *Tis  blood— my  bJoed 
My  brother's  and  my  own ;  and  shed  by  me ! 
Then  what  hare  I  farther  to  do  with  Ufe 
Since  I  have  taken  life  from  my  own  Hean  ? 
But  he  cannot  be  dead !— la  silenoe  death  ? 
No ;  he  will  wake:  then  let  mo  wateh  by  him. 
Life  cannot  be  ao  aKght,  aa  to  be  qnenoh'd 
Thna  quickly !— he  hath  spoken  to  me  sfano^^ 
What  shall  I  aay  to  him  ?— My  brother !— No: 
He  will  not  answer  to  that  name ;  far  hiethiea 
Smite  not  each  other.    Yet    yet    speak  to  ma. 
Oh !  for  a  word  more  of  that  gentle  Toiee, 
That  I  may  bear  to  beer  my  own  again ! 

Enier  Zzllak. 

ZHIah,  1  heard  a  heavy  sonnd:  what  eaa  it  bol 
'TIS  Cain;  and  watching  by  my  husband.  What 
Boat  thon  there,  brother?  Doth  he  alosp?  Ofe! 

heav'n! 
What  means  this  paleness,  and  yon  stosam  ^— No  I 

no! 
It  is  not  blood;  for  who  would  shed  his  blood? 
Abel!  whafs  this?-^ho  hath  done  ^ia?     Ht 

movee  not ; 
He  breathes  not :  and  his  hands  drop  down  fromi 


Unth  atony  lifeleeBnees :  Ah!  cruel  Cain ; 
Why  cam*st  thou  not  in  time  to  save  him  from 
Thia  violence  ?    Whatever  hath  aasaU'd  hfan. 
Thou  wert  the  stronger,  and  ebould'st  have  atopf  *4 

in 
Between  him  and  aggreeakm  I    Father  !—Bvo  !— 
Adah!— oome  hither!    Death  is  in  the  world ! 

[Exit  Z1LX.1.K,  eaiUnff  on  Aer  Pmrente,  ^ 
Catn,  reoli<t.j  And  who  hath  brought  him  theae  ^ 

I— who  abhor 
The  name  of  Death  so  deeply,  that  the  though 
Impoison'd  all  my  life,  before  I  knew 
Hia  aapect— I  have  led  him  here,  and  giv'a 
My  brother  to  hia  cold  and  still  embrace, 
As  if  he  would  not  have  asserted  his 
Inexorable  eUim  without  my  aid. 
I  am  awake  at  last-Hi  dreary  dream 
Had  madden'd  me ;— but  he  shall  ne'er  awako ! 

Bnter  Adam,  Bvs,  Abah,  and  2ilzjlk. 

Adorn.  AvoiceofwofiromZiUahbringamohsny— 
What  do  I  aee  ?— 'Tia  true !— My  eea  l-4ny  eon  t 
Woman*  behold  the  serpent* a  work,  and  thine ! 

[TbHr*. 

Bee.  Oh!  speaknotof  itnow:ttMasrpenf8fei«i 
Aieinmyheart.    My  beat  belaved,  Abell 
Jehovah!  thia ia pnnishnwt  beyoad 
A  motiber'a  sin,  to  take  JUm  from  me  * 


sre 
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Who, 
Ov  wliat  hath  done  this  deed  ?--Bpeak,  Cain,  eince 

thou 
Wert  pretent ;  was  it  some  more  hostile  angel. 
l¥ko  walks  not  with  Jehorah }  or  some  wUd 
Brute  of  the  forest  ? 

JBm.  Ah!  a  livid  light 

Breaks  through,  as  from  a  thunder-cloud !  jqq  brand. 
Massy  and  bloody !  snatch'd  firom  off  the  altar. 
And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with— 

Adam.  Speak,  my  son ! 

Speak,  and  assure  us,  Ti-ii^tched  as  we  are, 
That  we  are  not  more  miserable  stUl. 

Adah.  Speak,  Cain !  and  say  it  was  not  thoii  ! 

JBm.  It  was. 

I  see  it  now^-be  hangs  his  guilty  head, 
And  coTers  his  ferocious  eye  with  hands 
Incarnadine. 

Adah,  Mother,  thou  dost  him  wrong— 

Cain !  clear  thee  firom  this  horrible  accusal. 
Which  grief  wrings  from  our  parent. 

Bv,                                            Hear,  Jehorah ! 
May  the  eternal  serpent's  curse  be  on  him ! 
For  he  was  fitter  for  his  breed  than  ours. 
May  all  his  d&ys  be  desolate !  May 

Adah,  Hold ! 

Curve  him  net,  mother,  for  he  is  thy  son — 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother, 
And  my  betroth'd. 

Eve,  He  hath  left  thee  no  brother — 

Zillah  no  husband— me  no  son /--'for  thus 
I  curse  him  from  my  sight  for  erermore ! 
All  bonds  I  break  between  us,  as  he  broke 

That  of  his  nature,  in  yon Oh  death !  death  \ 

Why  didst  thou  not  take  me^  who  first  incuir'd  thee  ? 
Why  dost  thou  not  so  now  ? 

Adam.  Ere!  let  not  this. 

Thy  natural  g^ef,  lead  to  Impiety ! 
A  heavy  doom  was  long  forespoken  to  us ; 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  God,  that  we 
Are  faithful  servants  to  his  holy  will. 

Eve,  (pointing  to  Cain.)  Ilia  will!!  the  will  of 
yon  incarnate  spirit 
Of  death,  whom  I  have  brought  upon  the  earth 
To  strew  it  with  the  dead.    May  all  the  curses 
Of  life  be  on  him !  and  his  agonies 
Drive  him  forth  o'er  the  wilderness,  like  us 
IVom  Bden,  till  his  children  do  by  him 
As  he  did  by  his  brother !  May  the  swords 
And  wings  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  him 
By  day  and  night-snakes  spring  up  in  his  path — 
Earth's  fruits  be  ashes  in  his  mouth — ^the  leaves 
On  which  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  be  strew'd 
With  scorpions !  May  his  dreams  be  of  his  victim ! 
His  waking  a  continual  dread  of  death ! 
May  the  clear  rivers  turn  to  blood  as  he 
Stoops  down  to  stain  them  with  his  raging  lip ! 
May  every  element  shun  or  change  to  him ! 
May  he  live  in  the  pangs  which  others  die  with ! 
And  death  itself  wax  something  worse  than  death 
To  him  who  first  acquainted  him  mth  man  i 
Hence,  fratricide !  henoeforth  tixat  word  is  Cam^ 
Through  all  the  coming  myriads  of  mankind. 
Who  shall  abwor  thee,  though  thou  wert  their  sire  ! 
May  the  grass  wither  from  thy  feet !  the  woods 
Deny  thee  shelter  I  earth  a  home !  the  dust 
A  grave !  the  sun  his  light !  and  heaven  her  Ood 


Adam.  Caia!  get  thee  fmrtb:  iwdweU  m  mm 
together. 
Depart!  and  leave  the  dead  to  me— I  am 
Henceforth  alone — we  never  must  meet  moie4 

AMh,  Oh,  part  not  with  hhn  thus,  my  &ther:  do 
not 
Add  thy  deep  curse  to  Eve's  upon  his  head  I 

Adam,  I  curse  him  not :  his  spirit  be  his  cwie. 
Come,  Zillah ! 

ZiUah.  I  must  watch  my  husband's  cons, 

Adam,  We  will  return  again,  when  he  is  gone 
Who  hath  provided  for  ns  this  dread  office. 
Come,  Zaiah ! 

Zillah.  Tet  one  kiss  on  yon  pale  cUy, 

And  those  lips  once  so  warm— my  heart !  my  heart ! 
[Exeunt  Adam  and  Ziujlk  wiping. 

Adah.  Cain !  thou  hast  heard,  we  must  go  foxtL 
I  am  ready. 
So  shall  our  children  be.    I  will  bear  Enoch, 
And  you  his  sister.    Ere  the  sun  declines 
Let  us  depart,  nor  walk  the  wilderness 
Under  the  cloud  of  night. — ^Nay,  speak  to  ne, 
To  me— Mtfie  owai. 

Catn.  Leave  me ! 

Adah.  Why,  all  have  left  tkei. 

Cain.  And  wherefore  lingerest  thou  ?    Boat  thn 
notfiets 
To  dwell  with  one  who  hi^  done  this  ? 

Adah.  I  feu 

Nothing  except  to  leave  thee,  much  as  I 
Shrink  fkom  the  deed  whieh  leaves  thee  btotfaerlsA 
I  must  not  speak  of  this— it  is  between  thee 
And  the  great  Oed. 

A  Voice  fiom  wOhin  exelaime^  Cain !  Cain! 

Adah.  Hear'st  then  that  Toiee? 

Ths  Voice  ieiihm.  Cain !  Cain ! 

Adah,  ItsoondethUkesnatfgel'stoM. 


Enter  the  AMasi.  of  the  Lord, 
Where  is  thy  brother  Abel  ? 


Amlthm 


Anffel. 

Cam. 
My  brother's  keeper  ? 

Angel.  Cain!  what  hast thon done? 

The  voice  of  thy  slain  brother's  Uood  cries  eat, 

Brea from  the  ground,  uato  the  LordS— Now«rt 
thou  ^ 

Cursed  from  the  earth,  which  open'd  late  her  moeth 
To  drink  thy  brother's  blood  from  thy  rash  hand. 
Henceforth,  when  then  shalt  till  the  ground,  it  f hal 

not  , 
Yield  thee  her  strength :  a  ftigitive  shalt  tbM 
Be  from  this  day,  and  vagabond  on  eardii 

Adah.  This  punishmentismorethan  he  can  bear. 
Behold,  thon  drivest  him  from  the  free  of  earth, 
And  from  the  face  of  Ood  shall  he  be  hid. 
A  fugitive  and  vagabond  on  earth, 
'Twill  oome  to  pass,  that  whose  findeth  him 
Shall  slay  him. 

Gam.  Would  they  eonld  1  bni  who  are  th^ 

Shall  sky  me?  where  are  these  on  the  low  earth 
As  yet  unpeopled  ? 

Angei.  Thou  hast  alaia  thy  biothar, 

And  who  shaU  warrant  thee  against  thj  son  ? 

Adah.  Angel  of  Light!  bemcreifU«BQr»7 
Tbnt  this  poor  aehing  breast  now  mooiishss 
A  murderer  in  my  boy,  and  of  his  father. 

Angel.  Then  he  would  but  be  what  hif  f 
Did  not  the  mHk  ef  Bve  give  Mitriment 


lEaoit  Stu  I  To  him  thou  now  see'st  so  besmear'd  with  blood  i 
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B«t  H  ^&n  BOt  be  so-^Cht  Lovd  th  J  0«d 
And  Bine  eomma&delii  aw  to  wt  bk  Mia 
On  Cain,  m  that  he  may  go  Ibrth  hi  tafety. 
Vbe  ali^efh  Ctdn,  a  MfreaJbld  Tcngeaaoe  ahaH 
Betikeaonhishead.    Oomehitfacrl 

OKm,  What 

WboU'st  ^oa  with  me  ? 

AmfftL  To  maifc  vpoa  thy  brow 

Bzcmptkm  from  sseh  daeda  aa  thoa  haat  done. 

Cam.  No,  let  me  dk! 

AgigA  It  mnat  not  be. 

[I^  Akgxl  MU^mark  on  Cjinr'a  brow. 

(Mt.  ItVma 

Mjbrow,  but  nought  to  that  n^iieh  ia  within  It. 
Is  there  more  ?  let  me  meet  it  aa  I  may. 

At^eL  Stern  haat  thou  been  and  atabbom  from 
the  womby 
Aa  the  ground  thon  mnat  henceforth  till ;  but  he 
Thon  alew'at  waa  gentle  aa  the  flocka  he  tended. 

Cmm.  After  the  fall  too  soon  waa  I  begotten ; 
Bra  yet  my  mother's  mind  anbelded  from 
The  aetpent,  and  my  aire  moum'd  fbr  Eden. 
That  which  I  am,  I  am ;  I  did  notaeek 
For  B£e,  nor  did  I  make  myaelf ;  but  could  I 
WUh.  my  ovn  death  redeem  him  from  the  dnai— 
And  why  not  so  ?  let  him  letum  to-day, 
And  I  lie  ghastly !  so  shall  be  restored 
By  Ood  the  life  to  him  he  loyed;  and  taken 
From  me  a  being  I  ne'er  lored  to  bear. 

Anffei,  'Who  i^aH  heal  murder  ?  what  ia  done  is 
done. 
Go  forth!  fulfil  thy  days !  and  be  thy  deeds, 
XJafike  the  last  2  [The  Amosl  dittgopmn. 

Adah.  He's  gone,  let  us  go  forth ; 

Ihear  our  Bttle  Bnoch  cry  within 
Oar  bower. 
Com.       Ah !  litde  knows  he  what  he  weeps  for ! 

And  I  who  have  shed  blood  cannot  shed  tears ! 

'Bat  Ihe  four  riTers  *  would  not  cleanse  my  soul. 

Tkunk'st  thou  my  boy  will  bear  to  look  on  me  } 
AkK.  If  I  thought  he  would  not,  I  would— 


Obm,  Cmitnypiimjf  hvr.)  No ! 

Ko  aaoreof  thveata :  we  haTehad  too  many  of  tham 
Go  to  ear  ehUdiea  ;  I  will  follow  thee. 

Adah.  I  will  not leaTO  thee  lonely  with  the  dead; 
Let  oa  depart  together. 

Cam.  Oh!  thon  dead 

And  ersrlaating  witness !  whose  unainUng 
Blood  darkena  earth  and  heaven !  what  then  mmv  aity 
IknownotI  but  if  Mom  see*st  what  /  am, 
I  think  thon  wflt  forgiTe  him,  whom  hia  Ood 
Can  ne'er  forgiTe,  nor  hia  own  aouL— Farewell ! 
I  must  not,  dare  not  touch  what  I  hsTo  made  tiice. 
I,  who  sprung  from  the  same  womb  with  thee,  drain'd 
The  same  breast,  elasp'd  thee  oitan  to  my  own. 
In  fondneas  brotherly  and  boyiah,  I 
Can  nerer  meet  thee  more,  nor  eren  dare 
To  do  thai  for  thee,  which  thon  ahould'st  have  dona 
For  me-*oompoae  tiiy  Vmba  into  their  giaT»— 
The  first  grave  yet  dug  for  mortality, 
But  who  hath  dug  that  grave  ?  Oh,  earth !  Oh,  eaxtii  I 
For  all  the  fruita  thon  haat  rendeed  to  me,  I 
Give  thee  back  this.— Now  for  the  wildemeaa. 
[ADAHsfocQM  dowM  omd  kUtm  ths  hodjf  of  Absl. 

Adak.  A  dreary,  and  an  early  doom,  my  brother 
Haa  been  thy  lot  I    Of  all  who  mourn  for  thee, 
I  alone  must  not  weep.    My  oAoe  is 
Heneeforth  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  shed  tham ;  * 
But  yet  of  aU  who  mourn,  none  mourn  like  me, 
Not  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  slew  thee. 
Now,  Cain !  I  will  divide  thy  burden  with  «&ee. 

Cain.  Eaatward  from  Bdenwill  we  take  our  way; 
TIs  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps. 

Adah.  Lead !  thou  ehalt  be  my  guide,  and  miipf 
our€K>d 
Be  thine !    Now  let  us  carry  forth  our  children. 

Cam.  And  he  who  lieth  th^re  waa  chiUDesa.    I 
Have  dried  the  fountain  of  a  gentle  race. 
Which  might  have  graced  hia  recent  manfage  eemehj 
And  might  have  temper'd  thia  stem  Mood  of  ndna, 
Uniting  with  our  children  Abel's  oispring ! 
OAbel! 

Adah.  Peace  be  with  him  f 

Cam.  BntwIlhfneA— 


MARINO   FALIERO,  DOGE   OF   VENICE, 

AN  HISTORICAL  TRAaEDY. 


PREFACE. 

Thb  eoawpiraey  of  the  Doge  Mazino  Faliero  is 
me  of  tlie  most  remarkable  OTonta  ia  the  annals 
•f  the  most  singular  government,  city,  and  people 
of  modem  history.  It  occurred  in  the  year  1356. 
Xt«7  thing  about  Yenioe  is,  or  was,  extraordinary 
-4ier  aspect  is  like  a  dream,  and  her  histoiy  is  like 
a  romance.  The  story  of  the  Doge  is  to  be  found 
In  all  hsr  Chronicles,  and  particularly  detailed  in 
the  '*  lives  of  the  Doges,"  by  Marin  Sanuto,  which 
is  giveii  in  the  Appendix.  It  is  simply  and  clearly 
ittlated,  and  is  perhaps  more  dramatic  in  itself  than 
any  scenes  which  can  be  founded  upon  the  subject. 

Marino  Faliero  appears  to  have  been  a  man  of 
talents  and  of  oourage.  I  find  him  conmiander-in- 
chief  of  the  land  forces  at  the  siege  of  Zara»  where 
h»  hsat  the  king  of  Hungary  and  his  army  of  80,000 
men,  killing  8000  men,  and  keeping  the  besieged  at 
the  same  time  in  check ;  an  exploit  of  which  I 
know  none  similar  in  history  except  that  of  Ciessr 
at  Alesia,  and  of  Prince  Eugene  at  Belgrade.  He 
was  afterwards  commander  of  the  fleet  in  the  same 
war.  He  took  Capo  d'Istria.  He  was  ambassador 
at  Genoa  and  Rome,  at  which  last  he  reoeived  the 
news  of  hie  election  to  the  dukedom ;  his  absence 
being  a  proof  that  he  sought  it  by  no  intrigue, 
since  he  was  apprised  of  his  predecessor's  death 
and  his  own  succession  at  the  same  moment.  But 
he  appears  to  have  been  of  an  ungoTemable  temper. 
A  stOTy  is  told  by  Sanuto,  of  his  having,  many 
years  before,  when  podesta  and  captain  at  Treviso, 
boxed  the  ears  of  the  bishop,  who  was  somewhat 
tardy  in  bringing  the  Host.  For  this,  honest  8anuto 
"saddles  him  with  a  judgment,"  as  Thwackum  did 
Square;  but  he  does  not  tell  us  whether  he  was 
punished  or  rebuked  by  the  Senate  for  this  outrage 
at  the  time  of  its  commission.  He  seems,  indeed, 
to  have  been  afterwards  at  peace  with  the  church, 
for  we  find  him  ambassador  at  Rome,  and  invested 
with  the  flef  of  Yal  di  Marino,  in  the  march  of 
l^eviso,  and  with  the  title  of  Count,  by  Lorenao 
Oouat-BIshop  of  Ceneda.     For  these  Iketa  my 


authorities  are  Sanuto,  Yetter  3«ndi,  Andrea  Usa 
agero,  and  the  account  of  the  siege  of  Zira,  fini 
published  by  the  indefatigablr:  Abate  Morelli,  in  his 
"Monument!  Yenesiani  di  varia  Letteratan," 
printed  in  1796,  all  of  which  I  have  looked  OTer  in 
the  original  language.  The  modems,  Dan,  8it< 
mondi,  and  Laugier,  nearly  agree  with  the  ancient 
chroniclers.  Sismondi  attributes  the  conspiracy  to 
hiBjeahuay ;  but  I  find  this  no  where  asserted  by 
the    national   historians.    Yettor  Sandi,  indeed, 

Says,  that  <*Altri   scrissero  che daUa 

gelosa  suspicion  di  esso  Doge  siad  fatto  (Michel 
Steno)  staocar  con  violenaa,"  &o.  &c. ;  bat  this 
appears  to  have  been  by  no  means  the  genoal 
opinion,  nor  is  it  alluded  to  by  Sanuto  or  by  Kst- 
agero,  and  Sandi  himself  sidds,  a  moment  afta, 
that  "per  altre  Yenesiane  memorie  traspiri,  che 
non  il  Moio  desiderio  di  vendetta  lo  dispose  alU 
congiura  ma  anche  la  innata  abituale  ambirion  ini, 
per  cui  anel  ava  a  farsi  principe  indepeadente." 
The  first  motive  appears  to  have  been  exdtsdby 
the  gross  affiront  of  the  words  written  byWM 
Steno  on  the  duoal  chair,  nnd  by  the  lif^t  and 
inadequate  sentence  of  the  Forty  on  the  ofiesdv, 
who  was  one  of  their  "  tre  CapL"  The  atteatioos 
of  Steno  himself  appear  to  have  been  diisetad 
towards  one  of  her  damsels,  and  not  to  the  "  l>opr 
ressa"  herself,  against  whose  fiame  not  the  sU^tait 
insinuation  appears,  while  she  is  praised  fiv  her 
beauty,  and  remarked  for  her  youth.  Neitfasi  do  1 
find  it  asserted  (unless  the  hint  of  Ssndi  be  m 
assertion)  that  the  Doge  was  actoatod  by  jsalovy 
of  hia  wife;  but  rather  by  respect  for  her,  sad  kt 
his  own  honor,  warranted  by  his  past  ssrrisss  aad 
present  dignity 

I  know  not  that  the  historical  *-•  -«^ 

to  in  English,  unless  by  Dr.  Moove  in  his  View  of 
Italy.  His  account  is  fiOse  and  flippant,  full  of  stak 
jests  about  old  men  and  young  wivesi  and  WMidv* 
ing  at  ao  great  an  effiaet  from  so  slight  s  esase. 
How  so  acute  and  severe  an  observer  of  mankind 
as  the  author  of  Zeluoo  oonld  wonder  at  this  ii 
inoonoeivable.    HeknewthatabMinofwaMr4>^ 


XABOrO  FAIJBEO»  DOOB  OF  YMXIOL 


tn 


A*i  goim  diprirdi  tib»  d«k«  of  Xnl- 
boiqwg^  of  Us  eonmuaid,  uid  lod  to  thie  inglorious 
pesos  of  UtxMli«-4hat  Louis  XIY.  wss  ploaged 
into  te  Bost  dssoUting  wm  beesnso  bis  ninistsr 
-vss  Bsttled St kis  findiiig  hvH withs iriadow,  sad 
mdisd  to  grre  bim  snothsr  oceupstiom  thit  Helon 
lost  lVoy'--4bst  Luertds  expeUod  tho  TsrqiuDS  from 
Bmne  sad  diat  Cava  brought  tbo  Moovi  to  Spsia— 
that  saiasQltsdhubsiid  led  tiwOsak  toGtasfam, 
a&d  tkeaee  to  Borne— that  s  single  TOfse  of  Fred- 
e^dL  n.  of  FkussU  on  the  Abb^  do  Benta,  sad  s 
Jest  OA  Hadame  de  Pompsdonr,  led  te  Ihe  battle  of 
Bosbaeb  thst  ths  eiopsBBsnt  of  Desibborgfl  with 
]fae  Ifuchad  eoadncted  the  Banish  to  the  ilsTery 
of  IrelsBd— that  a  pcnoasl  pique  between  Mszis 
AatoiBette  and  the  duke  of  Orlesas  preei|»tated 
the  ftnt  capulsMm  <rf  tlie  Bourbons  end,  not  to 
multiply  iBstsaees,  thst  CooBmodus,  Domitisn»  end 
faliguls  fiell  victims  not  to  thdr  pubHo  tjrsany, 
but  to  priYste  vengesaoe— sad  that  sn  ovdcr  to 
mske  CromweU  disembsrk  from  the  ship  ia  which 
be  WQiold  have  ssiled  to  Ameries  destroyed  both 
blag  sad  eoamonweelth.  After  these  iastsaoes, 
OB  tiie  ksst  idlectioii,  it  is  iadeed  extiaordiasiy  ia 
Dr.  Moose  to  seem  surprised  that  s  aisa  used  to 
eommnTid,  who  bed  serred  sad  swsyed  ia  the  most 
ioEpartsBt  offices,  should  ilcrcdy  resent,  ia  s  fierce 
sge,  SB  unpuziished  affipont,  the  groeseet  thst  csa 
be  offered  to  a  msa,  be  he  priaee  or  pesssat  The 
sge  of  FsHero  is  little  to  the  purpose,  ualess  to 
IkTorit. 

•n*  7«Hff  nali  wnlli  b  »•  *av  M  iMb 


**  Teo^f  mn  Mea  fh«  »nd  sooa  fa 
OUagBbSMratfaaft." 

LBagier*s  releetlons  sre  more  pbilooopbiesl  >-~ 
""Tsle  fb  il  ifaie  ignoBdaioso  di  un'  uomo,  ebe  Is  sua 
nseritA,  la  sua  eti,  il  suo  carattere  doversao  tener 
tentaao  dalle  psssioni  produttrxei  di  grsadi  delittL 
I  saot  iaiemti  per  luago  tempo  esereitati  ne'  msggiori 
mpieg^,  Is  BUS  espsciti  sperimentots  ne'  goremi 
e  nolle  smbsseiste,  gli  srerano  seqnistoto  la  stima 
e  la  ftdneia  de'  dttadiai,  ed  aTersno  untiti  i  suibagj 
per  eelloeailo  sUs  testa  della  repubUea.  Innalaato 
ad  vn  grade  ebe  termiaaTa  gloiiossmeato  la  sua 
lita,  11  Tiseatiaiento  di  na*  iagiuria  leggiera  laBinu6 
ad  sua  eaore  tal  Tdeao  ebe  basto  a  eoirompers  Is 
aatiehe  sue  qualitii,  e  a  eondurlo  al  termiae  dei 
seellaati ;  soso  essaapio,  ebe  prove  ntm  tueni  «Cd, 

rmttma  fempnpatMumi  etipaei  a  diaimararlo,  quando 
aoM  tne*^'  wopra  w  jtoMO." — LoMgin^  ItaUtm 
anamtoiow,  toL  iT.  page  80,  81. 

"Wbere  did  Dr.  Moore  find  that  Mariao  Faliero 
begged  his  life  ?  I  baye  searched  ths  chroniclcrB, 
and  find  nothing  of  the  kind ;  it  is  true  that  he 
awwed  aD.  He  was  conducted  to  the  place  of 
torture,  but  there  is  no  mention  made  of  any 
apfrficetion  ftir  mercy  on  his  part;  and  the  Tery 
eircumstaace  of  their  baTing  taken  him  to  the  rack 
to  argue  aaything  but  lus  hsring  showa  a 

at  of  finnaees,  which  would  doubtless  hare  been 
also  mentioned  by  those  minute  historians  who  by 
BO  aaeeaa  iavor  bim :  such,  indeed,  would  be  con- 
traory  to  bis  chsracter  as  a  soldier,  to  the  age  in 
whieli  b#  lived,  sad  at  which  he  died,  as  it  is  to  the 
truth  of  bistoTf.  I  kaow  no  justification  at  any 
of  time  for   calumniating  an  historical 


charuetw;  surdly  tratii  beb^gs  to  ^  dead,  MOl  to 
die  nafortnaate,  aad  they  who  have  died  upon  a 
sealfold,  have  geaflrally  had  faults  eaoug^  of  thdb 
owa,  without  sttributfaig  to  them  that  whieb  the 
very  iaeurriag  of  the  pcrik  wbkh  ooadncted  iSbam 
to  their  violeat  death  readeiSt  of  all  othsra,  the 
moot  improbeble.  The  blaek  veil  which  is  psiated 
over  the  place  of  Msriao  FsUero  aaumgst  the 
doges,  aad  the  Oiaats'  Stairesse  where  be  was 
erowaed,  sad  discrowned,  aad  decapitated,  straek 
forcibly  upoa  my  imagiaation,  as  did  his  flay 
character  and  straage  story.  I  weat  ia  1810,  ia 
seerch  of  his  tomb  more  thsa  oaos  to  tiie  ehurok 
Sea  Giovanni  e  8aa  Paolo,  and  as  I  was  stsadiag 
before  the  uKAuaient  of  saother  Isaiily,  a  priest 
came  up  to  uio  aad  ssid,  **I  csa  show  you  iasr 
monuments  than  that.'*  I  told  him  that  I  was  ia 
seerch  of  that  of  the  FaUoo  ilunily,  and  pertly 
ularly  of  the  Doge  Marino's.     •*0h,'*  add  be^ 

I  will  show  it  you ; "  aad  conducting  me  to  the 
ontaide,  pointed  out  a  ssrcophsgus  in  the  wall  witk 
an  illegible  iaseriptioa.  He  ssid  thst  it  bed  besa 
in  a  convent  adjoining,  but  was  removed  sftv  the 
French  csme,  end  plsoed  ia  its  preseat  sHuatiea ; 
that  he  had  seen  the  tomb  opened  at  ita  removal ; 
there  were  still  some  bones  remaiaiag,  but  ao 
positive  vestige  of  the  deeapitotioa.  The  eqaes* 
triaa  statoe  of  which  I  have  made  mention  ia  Urn 
third  act  as  before  that  church  is  aot,  however,  of  a 
FsUero,  but  of  some  other  now  obeolete  wsnkr, 
although  of  a  later  date.  There  were  two  o^or 
Doges  of  this  family  prior  to  Marino:  Ordelalb, 
who  fen  in  battle  at  Zsra  ia  1117,  (where  bk 
descendsnt  afterwards  conquered  the  Huns*)  sad 
Yitsl  Faliero,  who  reigned  in  1088.  The  frmfly, 
originally  from  Fano,  was  of  the  most  illustrious  la 
blood  and  wealth  in  the  city  of  oaee  the  most 
wealthy  and  still  the  most  sadeat  tenHies  la 
Europe.  The  length  I  have  gone  into  on  thii 
subject  will  show  the  interest  I  have  takea  ia  H. 
Whether  I  have  succeeded  or  aot  ia  the  tragedy,  I 
have  at  least  traasferred  iato  our  language  aa 
historical  fact  worthy  of  commemoration. 

It  is  now  four  years  that  I  have  meditoted  tfilt 
work,  and,  before  I  had  suAelently  exsmlned  tiie 
records,  I  wss  rather  disposed  to  have  made  it  turn 
on  a  jealousy  in  Fsliero.  But  perceiving  no  found- 
ation for  this  in  historiesl  truth,  aad  aware  that 
jealousy  is  aa  exhausted  pasrion  ia  the  drama,  I 
have  given  it  a  more  historiesl  fbrm.  I  was,  be- 
rides,  well  sdvised  by  the  Ute  Matthew  Lewis  ea 
that  poiat*,  ia  talking  with  him  of  my  iatentioa,  al 
yedioe,  to  1817.  "  If  you  make  him  jealous,"  said 
he,  <*reooUeet  that  you  have  to  eoatend  wi^  estsb- 
Ushed  writers,  to  say  aotbing  of  Shakspesn,  aad 
aa  eahaasted  sulgect ;— stick  to  the  old  fiery  Doge's 
aatural  charaeter,  whieb  will  bear  you  out,  if  prop- 
erly  drawn  $  aad  make  your  plot  as  regular  ss  you 
eaa."— ^ir  William  Dnunmoad  gave  me  aearly  th« 
oouasel.  How  far  I  have  followed  theae  ia* 
structi<ms,  or  whether  they  have  availed  me,  is  not 
for  me  to  decide.  I  have  had  ao  view  to  the  stage ; 
in  its  present  state  it  is,  perhaps,  not  a  very  exalted 
object  of  ambition ;  besides  I  have  been  too  much 
behind  the  eoeaee  to  have  thought  it  so  at  any 
time.  And  I  caaaot  coaesive  any  maa  of  irritable 
feeliag  putting  himself  at  the  mercies  of  an  audi- 
;  the  saeeziag  reader,  sad  the  kmd  critio^ 
aad  the  tart  review,  axe  icatteted  a»~ 


sso 
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wilwnitieg ;  boA  tbe  tnn^iluig  of  an  inteUigent  or 
of  an  ignorant  audience  on  a  production  which,  be 
at  good  or  bad,  has  been  a  mental  labor  to  the 
writer,  ia  a  palpable  and  inmiediate  grievance, 
lieight«ned  by  a  man's  doubt  of  their  con^>etenc7 
to  judge,  and  his  certainty  of  his  own  imprudence 
in  electing  them  his  judges.  Were  I  capable  of 
writing  a  play  which  could  be  deemed  stage  worthy, 
suocess  would  give  me  no  pleasure,  and  failure 
great  pain.  It  is  for  this  reason  that  even  during 
the  time  of  being  one  of  the  committee  of  one  of 
the  theatres,  I  never  made  the  attempt,  and  never 
will*  But  surely  there  is  dramatic  power  some- 
where, where  Joanna  Baillie,  and  Milman,  and 
John  Wilson  exist.  The  "City  of  the  Plague 
■and  the  "Fall  of  Jerusalem"  are  full  of  the  best 
**  materiel"  for  tragedy  that  has  been  seen  since 
Horaoe  Walpole,  except  passages  of  Ethwald  and 
De  Montftot.  It  is  the  fashion  to  undexrate  Horace 
Walpole ;  firstly,  because  he  was  a  nobleman,  and 
fwoondly,  because  he  was  a  gentleman ;  but  to  say 
nothing  of  the  composition  of  his  incomparable 
letters,  and  of  the  Castle  of  Otranto,  he  is  the 
«  Ultimas  Romanorum,"  the  author  of  the  Myste- 
rious Mother,  a  tragedy  of  the  higher  order,  and 
not  a  puling  love-play.  He  is  the  father  of  the  first 
rmnaace  and  of  the  last  tragedy  in  our  language, 
aad  surely  worthy  of  a  higher  place  than  any  living 
writer,  be  he  who  he  may. 

In  speaking  of  the  drama  of  Marino  Faliero,  I 
Ibxgot  to  mention  that  the  desire  of  preserving, 
though  still  too  remote,  a  nearer  approach  to  unity 
than  the  irregularity,  which  is  the  reproach  of  the 
English  theatrical  compositions,  permits,  has  in-* 
duoed  me  to  represent  the  conspiracy  as  already 
formed,  and  the  Doge  acceding  to  it,  whereas,  in 
&ot,  it  was  of  his  own  preparation  and  that  of  Is- 
vael  Bertttccio.  The  other  characters  (except  that 
of  the  duchess),  incidents,  and  almost  the  time, 
which  was  wonderfully  short  for  such  a  design  in 
real  life,  an  strict^  historical,  except  that  all  the 
eonsultations  took  place  in  the  palace.  Had  I  fol- 
lowed this,  the  unity  would  have  been  better  pre- 
enved ;  but  I  wished  to  produce  the  Doge  in  the 
full  assembly  of  the  conspirators,  instead  of  monot- 
onously placing  him  always  in  dialogue  with  the 


same  individuals.  For  the  real  facts,  I  refer  to  thi 
extracts  given  in  the  Appendix  in  the  Italian,  with 
translation. 


DRAMATIS  PBBSONA. 

Iftsn.— MABnro  FALxsmo,  Dogtvf  VmSoe, 

BsKTVCcio  Falikm^,  Ni^^^rftkeDofe, 
LiONi,  a  PtUrieian  and  SmuUor. 
BBHiNTsyDB,  ChirfqfUmComoUtifTeii, 
Mi<»BL  6tbno»  one  <^  the  three  Oijpi  (f 

ike  Forty, 
ItnABLBBUTUCOio,  Chief 

of  the  AreeneU, 
Fhiuf  Calbhsabo, 
Baooliko» 

BSBTSAM, 


SignoroftkeNigldf 


First  Citi$en, 
Second  CitiuH. 
Third  Citieen. 
VnrcBNSo,  - 

PiBTXtO, 


^SignorediKotte,'* 
oneefikeOffiem 
Mongmg   ie  tk 


*  WhDe  1  WM  In  the  (ub^omndKee  or  Dniry  Lane  Tfaoatie,  1  cui  ▼oneh 
fcr  iny  eollM|«M,  and  I  hope  tor  mjMlf;  itaM  we  did  our  bat  10  briDf  beak  Oe 
hgWaiiii  dreoa.  1  vied  wtatt  1  eouid  to  gc '« De  MonUbn"  lerlved 
in  ndu,  ujd  equally  In  raio  in  fiiror  of  Sodieby'c  "  Ivnn,"  which 
thoogfit  an  ectlofr  piny ;  imd  I  endeevoied  afao  to  welw  Mr.  ColeiMge  «d 
«rtll0  •  MfOrijr.  'nmewhoMQiHK'inlhe 
•*flclHMil  fpr  Senndil "  b  the  pby  which  hoe  bm\^  Utut  mSn^  avemginf 
ihe  number  of  linaes  It  baa  been  acted  tinOB  bf  produedon :  k  Manager 
Otbdb  aanired  me.  Of  what  hae  oeeiwted  elnee  Matnrln'e  «  ~ 
MBBelawai«(  ao ihet  I  najr  to Uadichif^  ttaio^gh  Igaewea, 
hat  new  wriier ;  If  ao,  I  beg  their  panloo.  1  have  been  tlmmt  from  EnglaotI 
muAy  five  yean,  and,  till  l.ut  year,  I  never  read  an  English  newapnper 
Hoee  my  d^rture,  and  am  now  only  aware  ef 
tt*  oadfaiB  oT  dw  PuMta  GMElii  erCaUgnaal,  aad  «M4r  for  «to  iMK  ivalra 
imintNi  Uel  lae  then  deptecwie  all  oa«-nce  to  ingk  or  comic  wriieia,  to 
whom  I  wlah  well,  and  oT  w>iom  i  Iciiow  notlilng.  The  long  eompbiiirti  of 
ttm  aebial  Mate  of  the  drama  ailae,  however,  horn  no  fiudt  of  <»  pwfcewe. 
l«an«oiiBehr«MiiWi)f  better  ten  Kembte,  (^nhe,  awl  Koui  hiiiMr  foy  dif 
faantmanaera,  er  than  Elliatun  in  ^enlknwii'e  comedy,  and  hi  aome  paru  of 
Iragedy.  Miaa  O'Neill  I  never  >;iw,  having;  made  and  kept  a  determinirtion  to 
•MDotMngwhiehflheoMdivMeardMnAtayneoUeetfotiorMdoM.  akllaw 
■nrt  KiiMhtewew  ciie  kUai  of  twgjb  artto;  1  never  eaw  aqy  ihfav  at  aU 
MMmbllng  them  even  in^ereon ;  for  thia  leaaon,  we  ahiill  never  eee  again 
Coiioianua  or  Macbeth.  When  Keen  ti  falnmed  for  want  of  digvl^,  w« 
•iMldTCaiemtorttaCftiiagtaeeaiidnotaiiarttMKl  HNtehe  aUdbedjQr 
•Mior.  in  all  iwi  eiijur ■atonai  pane,  heiepeiteii  ttm hk nrj tkpeu 
helauf,  or  aeem  to  belong,  to  the  poiu  themaelvee,  and  appear  truer  to 
Datine.  But  of  KemUe  we  may  aay,  with  leferenee  to  Me  acting,  what  the 
Caidloal  Oe  RelK  Mid  of  iha  Mtiaiiib  ofl 
MM  to  ewMV  wte  sMiBded  hbnofito 


}Officert    belonging   to  ikt 
Battmta,  S    J^<^P<^^^ 
Secretary  of  the  CoumeUof  Tein, 
Gtiarde^     Conapiraiors^     CStitene,    The 
Council  of  Ten,  The  Qiante,  4c.,  tfc. 
IFbfiwn.— ANOTOi.i3rA,  Wife  to  the  Doge, 
Mabzamma,  her  Friend. 
Female  AttendauU,  ^. 

Scene  Ybniob— in  the  year  1866w 


ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. 


An  Antechamber  m  the  Zhieal  Paiaee, 

PzBTBo  tpeake,  in  entering,  to  Battista. 

Pie,  Is  not  the  messenger  returned  ? 

Bat.     '  Not  yet; 

I  have  sent  frequently,  as  you  commanded, 
But  still  the  Sigomy  is  deep  in  council. 
And  long  debate  on  Stances  accusation. 

Pie.  Too  long— at  least  so  thinks  tlie  Doge. 

Bat.  How  bean  he 

These  moments  of  suspense  ? 

Pie.  With  strc^fgling  patieaea 

Placed  at  the  ducal  tabic,  covered  o'er 
THth  all  the  apparel  of  the  state ;  petitions, 
Despatches,  judgments,  acts,  reprieves,  reportf. 
He  sits  as  rapt  in  duty ;  but  whene'er 
He  hears  the  jarring  of  a  distant  door, 
Or  aught  that  intimates  a  coming  step, 
Or  murmur  of  a  voice,  his  quick  eye  wanden. 
And  he  will  start  up  from  his  chair,  then  ] 
And  seat  himself  again,  and  fix  his  gaze 
Upon  some  edict ;  but  I  have  observed 
For  the  last  hour  he  has  not  tum'd  a  leal 
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OF  VENIGB. 
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mk9M  h»]S] 


Fool  MQfm  in  Steno  to  oJbnd  lo  gHMily. 

Pu,  Aj,  if  a  poor  man :  Stwo's  a  patrinjan, 
Tcnrng,  gdliard,  gay,  and  haaghtj. 

JBoL  Than  y<o«  tUnk 

He  via  Bot  be  jiMlgad  iMidly  ? 

/W.  Tweraanoii^ 

He  be  judged  jnatly ;  but  'tia  mot  for  na 
To  antievate  the  aenteMe  of  tiie  Fofty, 

BmL  And  hew  it  cornea.— Wbat  aeiw,  ViaaMao  ? 


Tla 


lib. 
Decided;  bat aa yet hia dooaa'i 
I  aav  tbe  jwidant  in  aet  to  aeal 
Tha  fair  biaif  ifbieii  wfflbeMrthe  Foty»  jndgawnt 
XTato  tiie  Boge,  and  beaten  to  infoem  him» 


r 


SCENE  n. 
J%9  Dmeml  Ckambtr. 


Ber.  F,  It  cannot  be  but  tbey  will  do  70a  Jaatiea. 
Doge.  Aj,  aucb  aa  the  Ayogadori  did, 
Wbo  aent  up  my  appeal  unto  tbe  Foity 
To  I7  him  by  hia  pean,  hit  own  tribanaL 
Bm-.  F.  Hia  peen  will  leaioe  protect  him; 
an  aet 
Would  bring  contempt  on  all  authority. 
Doge.  Know  yon  not  Y anioe  ?    Know  yoa  not  the 
Forty? 
Bit  we  ahall  aee  anon. 
£er,  F.  (mddrmau^  YuroBVSO,  thm  enimng.) 

How  now^-^what  tidLnga  ? 
Fia.  I  am  ehacged  to  tell  hia  higbnem  that  Ihe 
court 
Hai  paaa'd  ita  zeaohition,  and  that,  aoon 
As  the  doe  fonns  of  jndg^nent  are  gone  through. 
The  sentence  will  be  sent  np  to  the  Doge ; 
In  the  mean  time  the  Forty  doth  salute 
The  Prince  of  the  llepabUo,  and  entreat 
His  acceptation  of  their  duty. 

Doge.  Tee-* 

They  are  vond'ioua  dutifnl,  and  efsr  hnmUa. 
SeDtenee  is  past,  you  say  ? 

Fie.  It  is,  your  highness; 

Tbe  president  was  sealing  it,  when  I 
Was  caB'd  in,  that  no  moment  might  be  lost 
In  forwarding  the  tntamation  due 
Hot  only  to  the  Chief  of  the  B^ublie, 
Hut  the  eomplaxnan^  both  in  one  united. 

Ber.  F.  Are  yon  aware,  from  aught  you  have  per- 
ceired. 
Of  their  decision  ? 

Fan.  no,  my  lord  I  yon  know 
The  secret  custom  of  the  eouits  in  VsBiee. 
J^.  F-  True;  but  tiiera  still  ia  someUdng  given 
to  guess, 
'WUeh  a  ahrewd  gleajur  and  fuiek  eye  would 

A  whisper,  er  a  mnnnoc,  or  an  air 
llors  or  leaa  aoleom  iprsad  o'er  the  tribonal. 
Tbe  Forty  are  but  men    wiwrt  worthy  men. 
And  wiae«  andjwt,  and  eaotioaa-Htiiia  I 
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aa  me  gts(ve  wO  wUbb  they  me<MB 
The  guilty ;  but  with  aU  thia,  hi  their  I 
At  leaat  in  some,  the  juniors  of  the  nvn^ber^ 
A  eeaiehing  eye,  an  eye  like  youtt,  Ylncenao, 
Would  reed  the  sentenoe  ere  it  waa  pronounead. 
Fin.  my  loid,  I  came  away  upon  the  moment, 
And  had  no  leisure  to  take  note  of  that 
Which  pam'd  among  the  judges,  even  in  seeming! 
My  station  near  the  aeeused,  too,  Miehd  Steno, 


Doge,  (mknrOg.J  And  how  look'd  kef  delhuc 
that. 

Vin,  Calm,  but  not  overeaat,  he  stood  resigned 
To  the  deeiue,  whatever  it  were ;— 4vut  lo ! 
It  comes,  for  the  pmuail  of  hia  Ughneaa. 


BiUer  the  Sbousabt  qftke  F^rtg. 

See.  The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  senda 
Health  and  veapeet  to  the  Doge  FkUero, 
Chief  Magistrate  of  Yeniee,  and  reqneata 
His  bigbneaa  to  perese  and  to  approve 
The  sentence  peat  on  Miehel  Steno,  been 
Fatrieian,  and  arrslgn'd  upon  the  charge 
Contain'd,  together  with  ita  penalty, 
Tl^tUn  tte  seaeript  which  I  now  present. 

Doge.  Betlie,  and  wait  without. 

[Saemd  SnoxBTAmT  and  Ynrenra^ 
Take  thou  this  paper : 
The  misty  letters  vanlah  from  my  eyes : 
I  cannot  fix  them. 

Ber,  F,  Patienee,  my  dear  uncle : 

Why  do  yon  tremble  ^us  N-aay,  doubt  not,  all 
Wm  be  aa  eoidd  be  wiah'd. 

Doge.  Say  on. 

Ber,  F.  (reading.)  '<  Decreed, 

In  couneH,  wlthont  one  dleeenting  voiee. 
That  Michel  Steno,  by  his  own  eonfessien. 
Guilty  on  the  hst  night  of  Canival 
Of  having  graven  on  the  ducal  throne 
The  following  words— —>" 

Doge,  Would'st  thou  repeat  them  f 

Would'et  Mom  repeat  them    <ilow,  a  FaUero, 
Haip  on  Ae  deep  dishonor  of  our  house, 
Dishonor'd  in  its  chief— ^at  chief  the  prince 
Of  Yeniee,  first  of  cities  r^ To  the  sentence. 

Ber,  F.  Focgive  me,  my  good  lord ;  I  will  obey^- 
(Btade.)  •<  That  Michel  Steno  be  detain'd  a  month 
In  doae  mmet.*' 

Doge,  Ptoeted. 

Ber.  F.  My  lord,  'tis  folA'd* 

Doge.  How  siy you?    Sniih'd!    DoIdraamN* 
'tisftlse- 
€Kv6  me  the  paper"  (Seatehee  the  paper  and  reaii^ 

« 'TU  decreed  In  eouncil 
That  Michel  Steno  " ^Nephew,  thhie  ann ! 

JBer.  F.  Nay, 

Cheer  up,  be  eahn;  thie  tranaport  ia  uneall'd  fbi>>^ 
Let  me  eeek  eome  asaiatanoe. 

Doge.  Stop,  sh^-^tir  i 

'TIS  peat. 

jBut.  F.  I  eannot  but  agree  with  you 
The  eanienee  ia  toe  slight  for  the  oAnee— 
It  ia  net  homnaUe  in  the  Forty 
To  aftx  80  sli^t  a  penalty  to  that 
Which  waa  a  foul  affirtrnt  to  you,  and  even 
To  them,  aa  being  your  auljects ;  but'tianot 
Tet  without  remedy :  you  can  appeel 
To  them  once  mere,  or  to  tiie  Avogadori, 
Who,  eecing  Aflit  troe  Jvitioe  b  wftibiMM* 
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WDl  now  take  up  tiw  oftoae  iktf  OAce  decBnedt 
And  do  70a  light  upon  the  bold  delinquent. 
Think  you  not  thus,  good  uncle  ?  why  do  you  etand 
80  fix'd  ?  Tou  heed  me  not  >-I  pray  yon,  hear  me ! 

Jkffef  (daaking  down  tha  ikioal  bonnet,  and  offer- 
ing to  trample  upon  it,  exdaime,  a»  he  i$ 
lotthheld  by  hit  nephew,) 
Oh .  that  the  Saracen  were  in  St  Mark'i  1 
Thus  would  I  do  him  homage. 

Ber.  F.  For  the  sake 

Of  Hearen  and  all  iti  sainta,  my  lord-^— 

Doffo.  Away ! 

Ohy  that  the  Oenoeae  were  in  the  port ! 
Oh,  that  the  Huna  whom  I  overthrew  at  Zara 
Were  ranged  around  the  palace ! 

Ber.  F.  Tis  not  wdl 

In  Yenioe'  Duke  to  say  so. 

Doffe,  Venice*  Duke ! 

Who  now  is  Duke  in  Venice  ?  let  me  see  him, 
That  he  may  do  me  right. 

Ber.  F,  If  you  fnrget 

Tour  oiUce,  and  iti  dignity  and  duty, 
Aemember  that  of  man,  and  curb  this  pasaion. 
The  Duke  of  Venice 

Doge,  (intemgating  him.)  There  is  no  auch  things- 
It  is  a  word— nay,  worse— a  worthless  by-word 
The  most  despised,  wrong'd,  outraged,  helpless 

wretch. 
Who  begs  his  bread,  if  'tis  refused  by  one, 
May  win  it  from  another  kinder  heart ; 
But  he,  who  is  denied  his  right  by  those 
Whose  place  it  is  to  do  no  wrong,  is  poorer 
Than  the  rejected  beggaz^-he's  a  alave— 
And  that  am  I,  and  thou,  and  all  our  house, 
Even  from  this  hour ;  the  meanest  artisan 
WiU  point  the  finger,  and  the  haughty  noble 
May  spit  upon  us  -.—where  is  our  redress  ? 

Ber.  F.  The  law,  my  prince— 

Doge,  (interrupting  him.)  You  see  what  it  has 
done— 
I  ask'd  no  remedy  but  from  the  law— 
I  sought  no  Tesgoance  but  redress  by  law— 
I  call'd  no  judges  but  those  named  by  law— 
As  sovereign,  I  appoal'd  unto  my  subjects. 
The  Tcry  subjects  who  had  made  me  soTcreign, 
And  gave  me  thus  a  double  right  to  be  so. 
The  rights  of  place  and  choice,  of  birth  and  service, 
Honors  and  years,  these  scars,  these  hoary  hairs. 
The  travel,  toil,  the  perils,  the  fatigues, 
The  blood  and  sweat  of  almost  eighty  years. 
Were  weigVd  i'  the  balance, 'gainst  the  foulest 

stain,  % 

The  grossest  insult,  most  contemptuous  crime 
Of  a  rank,  rash  patrician— and  found  wanting ! 
And  this  is  to  be  borne! 

Ber.  F.  I  say  not  that  :— 

In  case  your  fresh  appeal  should  be  rqected. 
We  will  find  other  means  to  make  all  even. 

Doge,  Appeal  again !  art  thou  my  brother's  son? 
A  sdon  of  the  house  of  FaUero  ? 
The  nephew  of  a  Doge  ?  and  of  that  blood 
Which  hath  already  given  three  dukes  to  Vcnioe  i 
But  thou  say'st  well-^we  must  be  humble  now. 

Ber.  F.  My  princely  uncle !  you  are  too  much 
moved  :— 
I  grant  it  was  a  gross  offence,  and  grossly 
Left  without  fitting  punishment :  but  still 
This  fury  doth  exceed  the  provocation, 
Or  any  provocation ;  if  we  are  wrong'd. 


WewiUaakjustSoe;  if  it  be  deided. 
Well  take  it;  but  may  do  aU  this  in  < 
Deep  Vengeance  is  the  daughter  of  deep  Siknsa 
I  have  yet  scarce  a  third  part  of  your  years, 
I  love  our  house,  I  honor  you,  its  chief. 
The  gnsrdian  of  my  youth,  and  its  insttuctor— 
But  though  I  understand  your  grief;  and  enter 
In  part  of  your  disdain,  it  doth  appal  me 
To  see  your  anger,  Uke  our  Adrian  waves, 
O'ersweep  all  bounds,  and  foam  itself  to  air. 

Doge.  I  tell  thee— m«s«  I  tril  thee-^hat  th] 
father 
Would  have  required  no  words  to  oomprahend  ? 
Hast  thou  no  feeling  save  the  external  sense 
Of  torture  fnaai  the  touch  ?  hast  thou  no  8onl-> 
No  pride— no  passion— no  deep  sense  of  honor } 

Ber,  F.  'Tie  the  first  time  that  honor  has  beei 
doubted. 
And  were  the  last  from  any  other  skeptic. 

Doge,  Tou  know  the  foU  offenoe  of  thit  boa 
villain, 
This  creeping,  coward,  rank,  acquitted  fdon, 
Who  threw  his  sting  into  a  poisonons  Hbd, 
And  on  the  honor  of— Oh  Ood !— my  wife. 
The  neatest,  dearest  part  of  all  man's  honor, 
Left  a  base  slur  to  pass  from  mouth  to  month 
Of  loose  mechanics,  with  all  coarse  fonl  commeati, 
And  villainous  jests,  and  blasphemies  obscene; 
While  sneering  nobles,  in  more  polish'd  gniae, 
Whisper'd  the  tale,  and  smiled  upon  the  lie 
Which  made  me  look  Jiike  them— acourteons  vittol, 
Patient— ay,  proud,  it  may  be,  of  diahonor. 

Ber,  F.  But  still  it  was  a  lie— you  knew  It  fabe, 
And  so  did  all  men. 

Doge,  Kephew,  the  high  Roman 

Said,  "  Cesar's  wife  must  not  even  be  enspected," 
And  put  her  from  him. 

Ber,  F,  True— but  in  Ihcse  daj>— 

Doge,  What  is  it  that  a  Roman  would  not  inftr 
That  a  Venetian  prince  muat  bear  ?    Old  Dandolo 
Refused  the  diadem  of  all  the  Cssan, 
And  wore  the  ducal  cap  I  trample  on. 
Because  'tis  now  degraded. 

Ber,  F,  'TIs  even  so. 

Doge.  It  is— it  is  >-I  did  not  visit  on 
The  innocent  oreatare  thua  most  vilely  slandsr'd, 
Because  she  took  an  old  man  for  her  lord. 
For  that  he  had  been  long  her  father's  friend 
And  patron  of  her  house,  as  if  there  were 
No  love  in  woman's  heart  but  lust  of  youUi 
And  beardless  faces ;— I  did  not  for  this 
Visit  the  villain's  infamy  on  her. 
But  craved  my  country's  justice  on  his  head, 
The  justice  due  unto  tiie  humblest  being 
Who  hath  a  wilis  whose  faith  is  sweet  to  him, 
Who  hath  a  home  whose  hearth  is  dear  to  him, 
Who  hath  a  name  whose  honor's  all  to  him, 
When  these  are  tainted  by  the  accursing  hnsslb 
Of  calunmy  and  scorn. 

Ber.  F,  And  what  redress 

Did  you  expect  as  his  fit  punishment  ? 

Doge,  Death  1  was  I  not  the  sovereiga  of  fin 
state- 
Insulted  on  his  very  throne,  and  made 
A  mockery  to  the  men  who  should  obey  ma? 
Waa  I  not  injured  as  a  husband  ?  scom'd 
As  a  man  ?  reviled,  degraded,  as  a  prinoa  f 
Was  not  offence  like  his  a  oompUeation 
Of  insult  and  of  treason?— and  he  lives  I 
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Btwupt  tiw  MBM  tevad  vpoB  A  fMnatTtt  ttool^ 

Had  ftibbtd  Um  an  tlM  iBstant. 

Ar.iT.  DoiMtdnibtit, 

E«  dnil  BOt  liv«  tai  ■«iiMi-]MTe  to  BM 
Tbe  BUBBS,  aad  «elm  founelf . 

HiDyit.  Hold,  Boplieir :  tUi 

▼odd  Iwfv  siiAeed  Imt  yesterdaj :  at 
I  haTO  BO  turHka  ^nath  against  tiiia  man. 
Bw.  F.  Wliat  mean  yon  ?  k  not  the  oAboo  ro- 
donUed 
By  tiua  Boot  nnk—I  will  not  my  ■  •cyrittal; 
For  ftii  vone,  befag  ftiU  aoknowledgiMBt 
Of  tbe  ofleneo,  and  leoTing  it  nnpnnialk'd  ? 

Dop§»  It  is  rcdo^Mtd,  Imt  not  now  by  him  : 
The  Forty  hatih  docreed  a  month's  airesV— 
We  mnst  obey  the  Forty. 

Btr.F.  ObeyCAsm/ 

Who  hnve  forgot  their  daty  to  the  soTsraign  t 

Doye.  Why  yee  ;-"4wy«  yon  perceive  it  tiien  at 

Iwt: 

Whedier  as  lUlBW-eitisen  iHkO  toes 

For  jnetiee,  or  aseorereign  who  commands  it. 

They  hnvo  defranded  mo  of  both  my  rights, 

(For  hne  the  aoiveteign  is  a  eitiaen ;) 

Bnt,  notwithstanding,  harm  not  thoa  a  hair 

Of  Steno's  head— he  ahall  not  wear  it  kmg. 

Bar.  F.  Not  twelre  hours  longer,  had  yon  left 

tome 

The  mode  and  means :  if  you  had  ealmly  heard  me, 
I  never  meant  this  miscreant  should  esoape, 
Bat  wiah'd  yon  to  suppress  such  gusts  of  passion, 
ThMt  we  more  surely  might  devise  together 
His  taking  o£ 

Doge.  No,  nephew,  he  must  Hve ; 

At  least,  just  now,— « life  so  vile  as  his 
W«ve  nothing  at  this  hour ;  in  th' olden  time 
Some  saoifices  ask'd  a  single  victim, 
Grsat  eipiations  had  a  hecatomb. 

Ber.  jr.  Tour  wishes  are  my  law ;  and  yet  I  C^n 
Would  prove  to  you  how  near  unto  my  heart 
Ths  hoBor  of  our  house  must  ever  be. 
Dog9.  Fear  not;  you  shall  have  time  and  plaoe  of 
proof: 
Bat  bs  not  thou  too  lash,  as  I  have  been. 
I  am  aifaaBied  of  my  own  anger  now ; 
I  pnj  70a,  pezdon  me. 

Ber.  F.  Why  that's  my  uncle ! 

The  leader,  and  the  statesman,  and  the  chief 
Of  eoBDBonwealths,  and  sovereign  of  himself! 
I  wonder'd  to  perceive  you  so  forget 
An  Tndenee  in  your  Any  at  these  years. 
Although  the  cause 

Doge.  Ay,  think  upon  the 

Fotget  it  Ilot^-When  you  lie  down  to  rest. 
Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams ;  and  when 
The  mam  retains,  so  let  it  stand  between 
Hie  san  aad  yon,  as  an  ill  omen'd  doud 
Upon  a  summer-day  of  festival : 
80  wiU  it  stand  to  me ;— but  speak  not,  stir  not,— 
Leave  all  to  me ; — we  shall  have  much  to  do. 
And  you  shall  have  a  part— But  now  retire. 
Tie  iH  I  were  alone. 
Ber.  F.  (takmg  tg^tmd  placing  ihs  dueal  hoimei 
on  tAs  taUe.)  Ere  I  depart, 

I  pmy  yon  to  resume  what  you  have  spum'd, 
rai  yon  can  ehange  it  haply  for  a  crown. 
m  I  take  my  leave,  imploring  you 


la  an  Ihlagt  to  toiyiqpea  My  dnly 

As  don  become  yevr  near  send  nswral  hiBnuMi, 
ABd  aot  lass  loyal  dtinsB  and  subf  set. 

[StU  BiBTVooio  Falooou 
Deynb  ftohm.)  Adien  my  wortiiy  nephew.^-Hol- 
lowbanblel  [Takmg  t^  the  4^mi  ct^^ 

Beset  with  aU  the  thorns  that  line  acrown. 
Without  inveeting  the  insulted  brow 
"^th  the  aU-swaying  m^festy  of  kings ; 
Thou  idle,  gOded,  and  degraded  toy. 
Let  me  resume  thee  as  I  would  a  visor.   [PtdeUmL 
How  my  brain  aches  beneath  thee  1  and  my  tsmplw 
Throb  feverish  under  thy  dishonest  weight. 
Could  I  not  turn  thee  to  a  diadem  ? 
Could  I  not  shatter  the  Briarean  sceptre 
Which  in  this  hundred-handed  senate  rules. 
Making  the  people  nothing,  and  the  prince 
A  pageant  ?  In  my  lilb  I  have  achieved 
Tasks  not  less  diAenlt— achieved  for  them. 
Who  thus  repay  me !— Oan  I  not  requita  theat } 
Oh  for  one  year !  Oh  1  but  for  even  a  day 
Of  my  fbU  youth,  while  yet  my  body  served 
My  soul  as  serves  the  generous  steed  his  lord, 
I  would  have  dash'd  among  them,  asking  fow 
In  sid  to  overthrow  these  swoU'n  patricians ; 
But  now  I  must  look  round  for  other  hands 
To  serve  this  hoary  head ;— but  it  shaU  plan 
In  such  a  sort  as  will  not  leave  the  task 
Herculean,  though  as  yet  it  is  but  a  chaos 
Of  darkly  brooding  thoughts :  my  fancy  is 
In  her  first  work,  more  nearly  to  the  light 
Holding  the  sleeping  images  of  things 
For  the  selection  of  the  pausing  judgment.— 
The  troops  are  few  in— 

Enter  Y  orcaMBO. 

Fin.  There  is  one  witho«l 

Craves  audience  of  your  highness. 

Doge.  I'm  unwell— 

I  can  see  no  one,  not  even  a  patrician — 
Let  him  refer  his  business  to  the  council. 

Fm.  My  lord,  I  wiU  deliver  your  reply ; 
It  oannot  much  import— he's  a  plebeian. 
The  master  of  a  galley,  I  believe. 

Doge,  How  1  did  you  say  the  patron  of  a  gaOey  I 
That  i»— I  mean— a  servant  of  the  state : 
Admit  him,  he  may  be  on  public  service. 

[Exit  VnroBKio. 

Doge,  (eohu.)  This  patron  may  be  sounded;  I 
will  try  him. 

I  know  the  people  to  be  discontented; 

They  have  cause,  since  Sapiensa's  adverse  day. 
When  Genoa  conquer'd ;  they  have  Airiher  caassb 
Since  they  are  nothing  in  the  state,  and  in 
The  city  worse  than  nothings-mere  machines, 
To  serve  the  nobles'  most  patrician  pleasure. 
The  troops  have  long  arrears  of  pay,  oft  promifled« 
And  murmur  deeply^-any  hope  of  change 
Wm  draw  them  forward :  they  shall  pay  themselvaf 
With  plunder :— but  the  priests— I  doubt  the  priest- 
hood 

wm  not  be  with  us ;  they  have  hated  me 
Since  that  rash  hour,  when,  madden'd  with  the  dnm% 

I I  smote  the  tardy  bishop  at  Treviso, 
Quickening  his  holy  march ;  yet,  ne'ertheless, 
They  may  be  won,  at  least  their  chief  at  Bonis» 
By  some  weU-timed  concessions ;  but,  above 
All  things,  I  must  be  speedy ;  at  my  hour 

Of  twilight  Httle  light  of  life  ] 
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Could  I  free  Yenleet  vid  avenge  mj  inronge» 
1  had  lived  too  long,  lad  wiliingly  would  sleep 
Next  moment  with  my  sizet ;  and,  wanting  thk» 
Better  tliat  eiztj  of  my  fourscore  years 
Had  been  abeady  where— how  soon,  I  eare  not-* 
The  whole  must  be  extinguish'd;— better  that 
They  ne'er  had  been,  than  drag  me  on  to  be 
The  thing  these  areh^oppressors  fiun  would  make 

me. 
Let  me  consider—of  efficient  troops 
niere  are  three  thousand  irasted  at 


Enter  Vxncbnso  and  Uuaml  BBsnrocio. 

rm.  May  it  please 

Your  highness,  the  same  patron  whom  I  spake  of 
Is  here  to  craTe  your  patience. 

Doge.  Leave  the  chamber, 

Yineenao.--  [ExU  Yincbkzo. 

Sir,  you  may  adrauee— what  would  you  ? 
/.  Ser.  Bedress. 
Doge.  Of  whom  ? 

/.  Ber.  Of  Qod  and  of  the  Doge. 

Doge,  Alas!  my  Mend,  you  seek  it  of  the  twain 
Of  least  respect  and  interest  in  Venice. 
You  must  address  tiie  oounciL 

/.  Ber.  Twere  in  vain ; 

For  he  yfl»>  injured  me  is  one  of  them. 
Doge.  There's  blood  upon  thy  fece— how  came  it 

there  f 
/.  Ber.  'TIS  mine,  and  not  tiie  ilrst  tve  shed  tot 
Venice, 
But  the  first  shed  by  a  Venetien  hand : 
A  noble  smote  me. 
Doge.  Doth  he  lire  ? 

/.  Ber.  Not  long— 

But  for  the  hope  I  had  and  have,  that  you. 
My  prince,  yourself  a  soldier,  will  redress 
Him  whom  the  laws  of  discipline  and  Venice 
Permit  not  to  protect  himself ;— if  not— 
I  say  no  more.   . 

IM^e.         *  But  something  you  would 
Is  it  not  so  ? 
/.  Ber.       I  am  a  man,  my  lord. 
Ikfe.  Why  so  is  he  who  smote  you. 
/.  Ber.  He  is  caB*d  so 

Nay,  more,  a  noble  one— at  least,  in  Venice : 
But  sinoe  he  hath  forgotten  that  I  am  one. 
And  treats  me  like  a  brute,  the  brute  maj  turn— 
'Tis  said  the  worm  will. 
Doge.  Say— his  name  and  lineage  ? 

/.  Ber.  Barbaro. 

Doge.  What  was  the  cause  ?  or  the  pretext  ? 

/.  Ber,  I  am  the  chief  of  the  arsenal,  employed 
At  present  in  repairing  certain  galleys 
But  roughly  used  by  the  Genoese  last  year. 
This  morning  comes  the  noble  Barbaro 
Full  of  reproof,  because  our  artisans 
Had  left  some  friYolous  order  of  his  house. 
To  execute  the  state's  decree ;  I  dared 
To  justify  the  men— he  raised  his  hand : — 
Behold  my  blood !  the  first  time  it  e'er  fioVd 
J)ishQniirably. 

Doge.  Hare  you  long  Hme  served  ? 

/.  Ber.  So  long  as  to  remember  Zara*s  siege, 
And  fight  beneath  the  chief  who  beat  the  Huns 

there, 
Sometime  my  general,  now  the  Doge  Faliero.— 
Doge,  How  1  are  we  comrades  ?— Ihe  state's  ducal 


Sit  newly  on  ne,  and  yon  w«t  appolated 
Chief  of  the  arsenal  ere  I  cane  frosa  Bone ; 
So  that  I  reeognised  you  not    Who^hused  yoaf 
/.  Ber.    The  late  Doge:   keeping  still  my  d( 


As  patron  of  a  galley :  my  new  office 
Was  given  as  a  rewajfd  of  certain  sears, 
(So  was  your  predecessor  pleased  to  say ;) 
I  little  thought  this  boun^  would  condaet  as 
To  his  successor  as  a  helpless  plaintiif ; 
At  least,  in  such  a  cause. 

Doge.  Are  you  mndi  hurt  r 

I.  Ber.  Ineparably  in  my  sslf-esteem. 

Doge.  Speak  out;  fisar  nothing:  befaig  itang  st 
heart. 
What  would  you  do  to  be  revenged  oa  tiiis  sua } 

I,  Ber.  That  which  I  dare  not  name,  and  yet  wiB 
do. 

Doge.  Then  wherefore  came  you  here  ? 

I.  Ber.  I  eome  fojostfoi, 

Beeanse  my  general  is  I>Qge,  and  will  not 
See  his  old  soldier  trampled  on.    Had  say, 
Save  Faliero,  fill'd  the  ducal  throne. 
This  Uood  had  been  waah'd  out  in  other  Uood. 

Doge.  You  come  to  me  ft>r  justice-mntD  met 
The  Doge  of  Venice,  and  I  cannot  give  it ; 
I  cannot  eren  obtain  it— 'Twas  denied 
To  me  most  solemnly  an  hour  ago. 

/.  Ber.  How  says  your  highness  ? 

Doge  Steno  is  eondemn'd 

To  a  month's  confinement. 

/.  Ber.  What !  the  same  who  dmd 

To  stain  the  ducal  throne  with  those  foal  words, 
That  have  cried  shame  to  every  ear  in  Venice? 

Doge.  Ay,  doubtless  they  have  echo'd  o'er  IIm 
arsenal, 
Keeping  due  time  with  every  hammer's  diak, 
As  a  good  jest  to  jolly  artisans ; 
Or  making  chorus  to  the  creaking  oar, 
In  the  vile  tune  of  every  galley-slaTe, 
Who,  as  he  sung  the  merry  stave,  exulted 
He  was  not  a  shamed  dotard  like  the  Doge. 

/.  Ber.  IsH  possible  ?  a  month's  imprisoB»«Btf 
No  more  for  Steno  ? 

Doge.  You  have  heard  the  oSnet, 

And  now  you  know  his  punishment ;  and  then 
You  ask  redress  of  me .'  GK>  to  the  Forty, 
Who  pass'd  the  sentence  upon  Michel  Steno; 
They'll  do  as  much  by  Barbaro,  no  doubt 

I.  Ber.  Ah  1  dared  I  speak  my  feelings ! 

Doge.  QirethembnA 

Mine  have  no  farther  outrage  to  endure. 

/.  Ber.  Then,  in  a  word,  it  rests  baton  yevvMi 
To  punish  and  avenge— I  will  not  say 
My  petty  wrong,  for  what  is  a  mere  blow. 
However  vile,  to  such  a  thing  as  I  am  ? 
But  the  base  insult  done  your  state  and  pessen. 

Doge.  You  overrate  my  power,  whidi  is  a  ptgssii 
This  cap  is  not  the  monarch's  erown;  thees  ratal 
Might  move  compassion,  like  a  beggar's  ngi; 
Nay,  more,  a  beggar's  are  his  own,  and  thsss 
But  lent  to  the  poor  puppet,  who  must  play 
Ita  part  ^th  all  its  empire  in  this  ermine. 

I.  Ber.  Wouldst  thou  be  king  ?  _^ 

Doge.  Yes— of  a  happy  f^ 

I.  Ber.  Wouldst    thou    be    sovereign   lord  ^ 
Venice? 

Doge.  Ay, 

I  If  that  the  people  shared  that  I 
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80  Uiai  Mr  tiM7  BDr  I  mm  fttft^  tkvM 
To  thk  o'ttcgroim  aiistocnitic  Bjdn, 
The  poMonwii  heads  of  whote  enTeiioi&*d  body 
Hsf«  brathied  m  peotilenee  upon  «•  all. 

LBmr.  Te^ tlioa  vmI  bora  tad  ttiUbMtliTod 
patriciaB. 

Uloyii.  la  einl  iMivr  wm  I  to  bom;  my  birtk 
HatlmuidooMDQgotobeiiunilted:  but 
I  Ixred  and  toii*d  a  soldier  and  a  aerrant 
Of  ToBiea  aad  ber  people^  not  the  lenate ; 
Their  good  and  mj  own  honor  were  my  goerdoa. 
1  hare  fbnght  and  Ued;  ooauaaaded,  ay,  and  00a- 

qnered: 
Ham  made  and  marr'd  peace  oft  in  embasaies, 
4a  it  might  chanoe  to  be  our  conntxy't  Tantage ; 
Have  tzaTcned  land  and  sea  in  constant  duty, 
Through  almost  sixty  yeaia,  and  still  for  Venice, 
My  fathcra'  and  my  birthplace,  whoae  dear  spiree, 
Sinng  at  distance  o'er  the  blue  Lagoon, 
It  waa  reward  enough  for  me  to  view 
Once  more  -,  bat  not  for  any  knot  of  men» 
Nor  aeet,  nor  fiiction,  did  I  bleed  or  sweat ! 
But  would  yoa  know  wby  I  have  done  all  this  ? 
Aak  of  the  bleeding  pelican  why  she 
Hath  ripp*d  her  bosom  ?    Had  the  Urd  a  Toiee, 
ake'd  tea  thee  'twas  for  aU  her  little  ones. 

/.  Ber,  And  yet  they  ukade  thee  duha. 

Do^  T^iiMMbmea#: 

I  sought  it  not,  the  flattering  fettcn  met  ma 
Betoming  from  my  Roman  embassy, 
And  never  banag  hitherto  xefosed 
Toil,  duzge,  or  duty  for  the  stale,  I  did  aot« 
At  these  late  years  deeUne  what  was  the  highest 
Of  all  in  seeming,  bat  of  all  BM>st  base 
In  lAat  we  have  to  do  and  to  endnre : 
Bear  witneaa  fbr  me  thoo*  my  ii^azed  sal!||eet, 
When  I  een  neilker  right  myself  nor  tiMs. 

/.  B«r.  Yoa  shall  do  both,  if  yoa  possess  Aewttl, 
And  many  tboaaands  more  not  Lese  opprsss'd, 
Who  wait  bat  for  a  signal-^will  yon  give  it  ? 

JXyie.  Ton  speak  in  liddleSi 

I.  Ber,  Whidi  shall  soon  be  fssd 

At  perfl  of  my  life ;  if  yon  disdsia  not 
To  lend  a  patient  ear. 

Dope.  Say  on. 

I.  B9r.  Not  tiioo, 

Wm  I  ahme,  aie  injoied  and  abased, 
Contenm*d  and  trampled  on ;  bat  the  whole  people 
Groan  wi&  the  strong  conception  of  thsir  wraags. 
The  fonlga  soldiars  in  ths  senate's  pay 
Are  diseontented  for  their  long  anears ; 
The  natiTe  mariasrs,  sad  ciTic  troops, 
Feel  wMk  tfieir  frieods ;  for  who  is  he  smoag  thsia 
Wlioee  bielhica,  parents,  children,  wives,  or  siiteis. 
Hare  not  partook  oppression,  or  podkition. 
From  the  patiieians  ?    And  tiie  h(q>eless  war 
Against  tie  Genoese,  which  is  sUD  nmitttsia'd 
With  the  plebehm  blood,  and  treasnre  wiwag 
Kom  tiislr  hara  esmings,  has  Biflamed  timn  ftn^fOr ; 
Bven  now— bat,  I  forget  tiiat  speakiag  Ijms, 
Perhaps  I  pass  the  seotenoe  of  my  death ! 
Doge.  And  safTeriag  what  "Uioa  hast  dons— Isar^rt 


Be  silent  thea,  snd  ttve  on,  to  be 
By  those  for  whom  thoa  hast  bled. 

7.  Ber.  No,IwiUs|»ak 

At  every  haxard ;  and  if  Yeaiee'  0aia 
flhoald  tora  delator,  be  the  shame  on  him, 
o;  forbswillosoformofe 


Than  I. 

Dojfe,  From  me  fear  nothing ;  out  with  it ! 

L  Ber,  Know,  then,  that  there  ore  met  and  swon 
in  secret 
A  band  of  brethren,  valiant  hearts  and  true ; 
Hen  who  have  proved  all  fortunes,  and  hftTc  long 
OricTed  oTer  that  of  Yenice,  and  hsTe  right 
To  do  so  i  baring  sorred  her  in  all  climes, 
And  baring  rescued  ber  from  foreign  foes. 
Would  do  the  same  from  those  within  her  walls. 
They  are  not  numerous,  nor  yet  too  few 
For  their  great  purpose ;  they  have  arms,  and  means. 
And  hearts,  and  hopes,  and    faith,  and   patieai 
courage. 

Doge.  For  what  then  do  they  pause  ? 

/.  Ber.  An  hoar  to  strike. 

Doge^  (aeide.)  Saint  Mark's  shall  strike  that  hour ! 

/.  Ber.  I  now  have  ] 

My  life,  my  honor,  all  my  earthly  hopes 
Within  thy  power,  but  in  the  firm  belief 
That  ii\juries  like  ours,  sprung  from  one  cause, 
Will  generate  one  vengeance :  should  it  be  so, 
Be  oar  chief  now— our  sovereign  hereafter. 

Doge.  How  many  are  ye  ? 

/.  Ber.  I'll  not  answer  that 

Till  I  am  answer'd. 

Doge.  How,  sir !  do  yon  menace 

/.  Ber.  No ;  I  affirm.    I  have  bctray'd  myself » 
Bat  there's  no  torture  in  the  mystio  wells 
Which  undermine  your  palace,  nor  in  those 
Not  less  appalling  cells,  the  '*  leaden  roofs," 
To  force  a  single  name  from  me  of  others. 
The  Ponl  and  the  Piombi  were  in  vain ; 
They  might  wring  blood  from  me,  but  treachery  neveCt 
Aad  I  would  pass  the  fearful  **  Bridge  of  Sighs," 
Joyous  that  mine  must  be  the  last  that  e'er 
Would  echo  o'er  the  Stygian  wave  which  flows 
Between  the  murderers  and  the  murdered,  washing 
The  prison  and  the  palace  walls :  there  are 
Those  who  would  live  to  think  on't,  and  avenge  me. 

Doge.  If  each  your  power  and  purpose,  why  ooois 
here 
To  sue  for  justice^  being  in  the  coarse 
To  do  yourself  doe  right  ? 

I,  Ber.  Because  the  man, 

Who  claims  protection  from  aatbority. 
Showing  his  confidence  and  his  submission 
To  that  authority,  can  hardly  be     ^ 
Suspected  of  combining  to  destroy  it. 
Had  I  sate  down  too  humbly  with  this  blow, 
A  moody  brow  and  motter'd  threats  had  made  lae 
Aaaxk'd  man  to  the  Forty's  inquisition . 
But  load  complaint,  however  angrily 
It  shapes  its  phraae,  is  little  to  be  fear'd, 
And  less  distrusted.    But,  besides  all  this, 
I  had  another  reason. 

Doge.  What  was  that  ? 

/.  Ber,  Some  romoa  that  the  Doge  was  greatly 
moved 
By  the  reference  of  the  ATOgadori 
Of  Michel  Bteno's  sentence  to  the  Forty 
Had  reached  me.    I  had  serv'd  you,  honor'd  yoa* 
And  felt  that  you  were  dangeroariy  insulted. 
Being  of  an  osder  of  such  spirits,  as 
Requite  the  tenfold  both  good  and  evil :  'twas 
My  wish  to  prove  and  urge  you  to  redress. 
Now  yoa  know  all :  and  that  I  speak  the  trath. 
My  peril  be  the  prooL 

D>oge.  Yoa  have  de^ly  rantared ; 
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But  all  must  do  to  wlio  would  gteatly  nia : 
Thus  far  I'll  answor  you— ^our  secrefa  u^» 
I.  Ber,  And  is  this  all  ? 

Doff0.  Unless  with  all  intrusted, 

What  would  you  hare  me  answer  ? 

/.  Ber,  I  would  have  you 

Thist  him  who  leares  his  life  in  trust  with  you. 
Doffe,  But  I  must  know  your  plan,  your  names, 
and  numbers : 
The  last  may  then  be  doubled,  and  the  former 
Matured  and  strengthen'd. 

/.  Ber.  We're  enough  already ; 

Ton  are  the  sole  ally  we  coret  now. 

Doffe,  But  bring  me  to  the  knowledge  of  your 

chiefs. 

/.  Bcr.  That  shall  be  done  upon  your  formal 
pledge 
To  keep  the  faith  that  we  will  pledge  to  you. 
Doffe.  When?  where? 
/.  Ber,     This  night  I'll  bring  to  your  apartments 
Two  of  the  principals ;  a  groat  number 
ITere  nasardous. 

Doff€.  Stey,  I  must  thmk  of  this. 

What  if  I  were  to  trust  myself  among  you, 
And  leave  the  palaoe  ? 
/.  Ber,  Tou  must  eome  alon«. 

Do^e,  With  but  my  nephew. 
/.  Ber.  Not  were  he  your  son. 

Doffe.  Wretbh !  darest  thou  name  my  son  ?    He 
died  in  arms 
At  Sapienza  for  this  faithless  state. 
Oh !  that  he  were  alive,  and  I  in  ashes  I 
Or  that  he  were  aHve  ere  I  be  ashes ! 
I  should  not  need  the  dubious  aid  of  strangen. 
/.  Ber,  'Not  one  of  all  those  strangers  whom  thou 
doubtest 
But  will  regard  thee  with  a  filial  feeling. 
So  that  thou  keep'st  a  father's  faith  with  them. 
Doffe,   The  die  is  oast.     Where  is  the  place  of 

meeting? 
J.  Ber,  At  midnight  I  will  be  alone  and  mask'd 
Where'er  your  highness  pleases  to  direct  me, 
To  wait  your  coming,  and  conduct  you  where 
Tou  shall  receiTe  our  homage,  and  pronounce 
Upon  our  project 

Doge.  At  what  hour  axifles 

The  moon  ?  • 

/.  Ber.  Late,  but  the  atmosphere  Is  thick  and 
dusky ; 
'Tis  a  sirocco. 

Doge.  At  the  midnight  hour,  then. 

Near  to  the  church  where  sleep  my  sires ;  the  same, 
Twin-named  firom  the  apostles  John  and  Paul; 
A  gondola,*  with  one  oar  only,  wHI 
Lurk  in  the  narrow  channel  which  glides  by. 
Be  there. 
/.  Ber.  Iwninotfen. 
D<M^.  And  now  retire— 

/.  Ber.  In  foSL  hope  your  highness  will  not  falter 
In  your  great  purpose.    Prince,  I  take  my  leaTs. 

[Exit  ISBABL  BniTUOOIO. 
Doffe,  (eolm.)  At  midnight,  by  the  church  Saints 
John  and  Paul, 
Where  sleep  my  noble  fiktuers,  I  repair— 
To  what?  to  hold  a  council  in  tiie  dark 
With  common  ruffians  leagued  to  ruin  states ! 
And  will  not  my  great  sires  leap  from  the  Tanlt, 
Where  lie  two  doges  who  preceded  me. 
And  pluck  me  down  among  them  ?  Would  they  could. 


For  I  ahonld  rest  in  honor  with  te  honof'd; 
Alas !  I  must  not  think  of  them,  but  those 
Who  have  made  me  thus  unworthy  of  a  «— n 
Noble  and  brave  as  aught  of  consular 
On  Roman  marbles ;  but  I  will  ndeemit 
Back  to  its  antique  lustre  in  our  annals, 
By  sweet  revenge  on  all  that's  base  m  Venies^ 
And  freedom  to  the  rest,  or  leave  it  black 
To  all  the  growing  calumnies  of  time, 
Which  never  spare  the  fame  of  him  who  fails, 
But  try  the  Cosar,  or  the  Catiline, 
By  the  true  touchstone  of  ( 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  L 
An  Apartment  in  the  Ducal  Pahee, 
AxoiOLZNA  (uri/e  of  the  Dooe  j  and  HAEtinri. 

Anff.    What  was  the  Doge's  answer? 

Mar.  ThathsiM 

That  moment  summoned  to  a  conference : 
But 'tis  by  this  time  ended.    I  perceived 
Not  long  ago  the  senators  embarking; 
And  the  last  gondola  may  now  be  seen 
Gliding  into  the  throng  of  barks  which  stod 
The  glittering  waters. 

A^.  Would  he  were  retom'dl 

He  has  been  much  disquieted  of  late ; 
And  Time,  which  has  not  tamed  his  fiery  spliil^ 
Nor  yet  enfiaebled  even  his  mortal  frame, 
Which  seems  to  be  more  nourished  by  a  soul 
So  quick  and  restless  that  it  would  consume 
Less  haidy  day^Time  has  but  little  power 
On  his  resentments  or  his  griefii.    Unlike 
To  other  spirits  of  his  order,  who. 
In  the  first  burst  of  passion,  pour  away 
Their  wrath  or  sorrow,  all  things  wesr  in  him 
An  aspect  of  eternity :  his  thoughts, 
His  feelings,  passions,  good  or  evil,  sU 
Have  nothing  of  old  age ;  and  his  bold  brow 
Bears  but  the  soars  of  mind,  the  thoughts  of  jiMb 
Not  their  dscrepitttde :  and  he  ot  late 
Has  been  more  agitated  than  his  wont. 
Would  he  were  come !  for  I  alone  have  pow« 
Upon  his  troubled  spirit. 

Mar.  It  is  trve, 

His  highness  has  of  late  been  greatiy  moved 
By  the  aifront  of  Steno,  and  with  cause; 
But  the  offender  doubtleso  evun  now 
Is  doom'd  to  expiate  his  rash  insult  with 
Such  chastisement  as  will  enlbtoe  respect 
To  female  virtue,  and  to  noUo  blood. 

Anff.  'Twas  a  gross  insult;  hut  I  haed  it  Mt 
For  the  r^h  scocner's  fhlsehood  in  itself. 
But  for  the  effect,  the  deadly  deep  i 
Which  it  has  made  upon  FaEeco's  soul, 
IW  proud,  the  flei^,  the  austero   austwu 
To  aU  save  no ;  I  tremble  when  I  think 
To  what  it  may  eonduot 

Mar.  Assuredly 

The  Doge  caaaot  sntpoct  yott  ? 

J.  StupiotMi/ 

Why  Steno  dared  Mt  I  when  be  scnwl'd  his  Uib 
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OMTtlfiag  \ff  ttMKh  la  (he  ]nooii*8  gtfmnmring 

ffii  om  still  eoBseimoe  tnote  Um  Ibr  fhe  aet, 
Aad  eftfj  thadow  on  fhe  waOt  frown*d  bIuuim 
UpoB  Us  eqmrd  eslvmny. 

Mar.       ^  Twwe  fit 

He  shoold  be  punishM  gxierovsly. 

.^.  He  is  BO. 

J/or.  What !  Is  the  sentenee  pess'd  i  is  he  eon- 

AMff.  I  know  not  that,  h«t  he  has  been  detected. 

Jf cr.  And  deem  70a  this  enough  for  soeh  foul 
icoKn? 

Jnf.  I  wofold  not  be  a  jndge  fai  my  own  eauM, 
Nor  do  I  know  what  eense  of  punishment 
May  reach  the  sool  of  ribalds  snch  as  Steno ; 
But  if  his  insults  snik  no  deeper  in 
The  minds  of  the  inqnisitors  than  they 
Have  nffled  mine,  he  will,  for  all  aoqnittanee. 
Be  left  to  his  own  shamelessness  or  shame. 

Mar,  Some  sacrifice  is  dne  to  slandered  Tirtne. 

Jm^.  IHiy,  what  is  Tirtoe  if  it  needs  a  Tictim  ? 
Or  if  it  most  depend  npon  men's  words } 
The  dying  BAmen  said,  **  *twas  bat  a  name :  *' 
It  were  indeed  no  more,  if  homan  breath 
Coold  make  or  mar  it. 

Mar,  Yet  Ml  many  a  dame, 

Stainless  and  fidthftil,  would  feel  all  the  wrong 
Of  each  a  slander ;  and  less  rigid  ladies, 
8«ch  as  aboond  in  Venice,  would  be  loud 
And  aB4nexorab1e  in  their  cry 
For  justice. 

jiff,  Thh  but  proTes  it  is  the  name 

And  not  the  quality  they  prise :  the  first 
Have  found  it  a  hard  task  to  hold  thdr  honor, 
If  they  require  it  to  be  blason'd  forth ; 
And  thoee  who  haTS  not  kept  it,  seek  its  seeming 
As  they  would  look  out  for  an  ornament 
Of  which  tkitj  feel  the  want,  but  not  became 
They  think  it  so ;  they  Ure  in  otiiers' thoughts, 
And  would  seem  h<mest  as  they  must  seem  foir. 

Mar.  Ton  have  strange  thoughu  for  a  patrician 


AMff.  And  yet  tiiey  were  my  fether's;  with  his 


The  sde  inheritance  he  left. 

Mar.  Yen  want  none ; 

WHe  ts  a  prince,  the  cUef  of  the  RepubHe. 
An^  I  ihould   hare   sought  none   though  a 
peasant's  bride, 
But  fed  not  less  the  lore  and  gratitude 
Dee  to  my  Cither,  who  bestow'd  my  hand 
Upon  liis  early,  tried,  and  trusted  friend, 
The  Ommt  Val  dl  Marino,  now  our  doge. 
JUr.  And  witii  that  hand  did  he  bestow  yo«r 

keart? 

Aof.  He  did  so,  or  It  had  not  been  bestowed. 

Jht.  Tet   tiiis  strange  tfsproportion  in  yow 

yesrs. 

And,  let  me  add,  dispivlly  of  tempers,  e 

Might  nuke  the  world  doubt  whether  such  an  union 

Could  make  you  wisely,  peimanea^  happy. 

Jiy.  Thewortd  wfQ  think  with  woridinga;  bat 

my  heart 

Has  still  been  in  mf  duties,  wUA  «m  msny, 

Bntne^wrdiAcult. 

JTor.  Anddoyenlovehfoa? 

Ang.  I  fovo  an  noble  quaUtieewtieh  merit 

dllofcdmy 


To  single  out  what  wo  should  lore  in  othst«i 

And  to  subdue  aU  tendency  to  lend 

The  best  and  purest  feelings  of  our  nature 

To  baser  passions.    He  bcetow'd  my  hand 

Upon  Faliero :  he  had  known  hmi  noble, 

Bnre,  generons,  rich  in  all  the  qualities 

Of  soldier,  dtisen,  and  friend ;  in  all 

Such  hare  I  found  him  as  my  father  said. 

His  UnlU  are  those  that  dweU  in  the  high  1 

Of  men  who  haTc  commanded :  too  much  pride» 

And  the  deep  passions  fiercely  fostar'd  by 

The  uses  of  patricians,  and  a  life 

Spent  in  the  storms  of  state  and  war ;  and  also 

firom  the  quick  sense  of  honor,  which  becomes 

A  duty  to  a  certain  sign,  a  rice 

When  orerstrain'd,  and  this  I  fear  in  him. 

And  then  he  has  been  rash  from  his  youth  npwsidsi 

Tet  temper*d  by  redeeming  nobleness 

In  such  sort,  that  the  wariest  of  republics 

Has  bmsh'd  all  its  chief  employs  upon  him. 

From  his  first  fight  to  his  last  embassy, 

From  which  on  his  return  the  dukedom  met  him. 

Mar,  But  prerious  to  this  marriage,  had  yov 
heart 
Ne'er  beat  for  any  of  the  noble  youth. 
Such  as  in  yesxs  had  been  more  meet  to  match 
Beauty  like  yours  ?  or  since  hare  you  ne'er  seen 
One,  who,  if  your  foir  hand  were  still  to  give. 
Might  now  pretend  to  Loredano's  daughter  ? 

Anff.  I  answer'd  your  first  question  when  I  ssiA 
Imsrried. 

Mar.     And  the  second  ? 

Anff.  Needs  no  answer. 

Mar.  I  pray  your  pardon,  if  I  have  oifonded. 

Anff.  1  fool  no  wrath,  but  some  surprise :  I  knew 
not 
That  wedded  bosoms  eouM  permit  themselTea 
To  ponder  upon  what  they  now  might  choose, 
Or  aught  sare  their  past  choice. 

Mar.  'TIS  their  past  choiat 

That  far  too  often  makes  them  deem  they  would 
Now  choose  more  wisely,  could  tiiey  cancel  it. 

Anff.  It  may  be  so.    I  knew  not  of  such  thonghti. 

Ifor.  Here  comes  the  Doge— shall  I  retire  ? 

Anff.  It  may 

Be  better  you  should  quit  me ;  he  seems  rapt 
In  thought.— How  pensiTely  he  takes  his  way ! 

[SxUMxaxAMnk* 

BmttrtktDoam  aad  Pnno. 
D9ff$,  ruMM^.;  There  is  a  certain  FhOfpOriM 


daro 

Now  in  the  arsenal,  who  holds  command 
Of  eighty  men,  and  has  great  faifiuence 
Besides  on  all  the  spirits  of  his  comrades : 
This  man,  I  hear,  is  bold  and  popular, 
Sudden  and  dsring,  and  yet  secret ;  'twouM 
Be  well  that  he  were  won :  I  needs  must  hope 
That  Israel  Bertuedo  has  eeeured  him. 
But  foin  would  be 

Pie.  My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 

For  breaking  in  upon  your  meditation ; 
The  Senator  Beitaeeio,  your  kinsman, 
Chaiged  me  to  follow  and  inquire  your  plsaewt 
To  ilz  an  hour  when  he  may  speak  with  you 

ilope.  At  euBset-»4tay  a  moment-4et  me  te^ 
Say  in  the  second  hour  of  night         [Baii' 

Anff,  MykKd! 

Ddfeu  Mydettetehild,forgifume   why 
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80  lozig  approaching  me  ? — ^I  saw  you  not. 

Jjtff.  You  were  absorb'd  in  thought,  and  he  who 
now 
Has  parted  from  you  might  have  words  of  weight 
To  bear  you  from  the  senate. 

poffe.  From  the  senate  ? 

Anff.  I  would  not  interrupt  him  in  his  duty 
And  theirs. 

Doge.         The  senate's  duty !  you  mistake ; 
'Tis  we  who  owe  all  service  to  the  senate. 

Anff,  1  thought  the  Duke  had  held  command  in 
Venice. 

Doffe.  He  shalL^But  let  that  pass.— We  will  be 
jocund. 
How  fares  it  with  you  ?  have  you  been  abroad  ? 
The  day  is  overcast,  but  the  calm  wave 
Favors  the  gondolier's  light  skimming  oar ; 
Or  have  you  held  a  levee  of  your  friends  ? 
Or  has  your  music  made  you  solitary  ? 
Say— is  there  aught  that  you  would  wiU  within 
The  little  sway  now  left  the  Duke  ?  or  aught 
Of  fitting  splendor,  or  of  honest  pleasure. 
Social  or  lonely,  that  would  glad  your  heart. 
To  compensate  for  many  a  dull  hour,  wasted 
On  an  old  man  oft  moved  with  many  cares  i 
Speak,  and  'tis  done. 

Anff.  You're  ever  kind  to 

I  have  nothing  to  desire,  or  to  request, 
Except  to  see  you  oftener  and  calmer. 

]>off0.  Calmer? 

Anff,  Ay,  calmer,  my  good  lord.— Ah,  why 

Do  you  still  keep  apart,  and  walk  alonoi 
And  let  such  strong  emotions  stamp  your  brow, 
As  not  betraying  their  full  import,  yet 
Disclose  too  much  ? 

Doge.  Disclose  too  much  1— of  what  ? 

What  is  there  to  disclose  ? 

Anff,  A  heart  so  ill 

At  ease. 

Doffe.  'Tis  nothing,  child.— But  in  the  state 
You  know  what  daily  cares  oppress  all  these 
Who  govern  this  precarious  commonwealth ; 
Now  suffering  from  Genoese  without, 
And  malcontents  within — 'tis  this  which  makes  me 
HoM  pensive  and  less  tranquil  than  my  wont. 

Anff,  Yet  this  existed  long  before,  and  never 
Till  in  these  late  days  did  I  see  you  thus. 
Forgive  me ;  there  is  something  at  your  heart 
More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  public  duties. 
Which  long  use  and  a  talent  like  to  yonrs 
Hate  rendered  light,  na^,  a  necessity, 
To  keep  your  mind  from  stagnating.    'Tis  not 
In  hostile  states,  nor  perils,  thus  to  shake  ye«  i 
You,  who  have  stood  all  storms  and  never  sunk. 
And  climb'd  up  to  the  pinnacle  of  power 
And  never  fainted  by  the  way,  and  stand 
Upon  it,  and  can  look  down  steadily 
Along  the  depth  beneath,  and  ne'er  feel  dissy. 
Were  Genoa's  galleys  riding  in  the  port, 
Were  civil  fury  raging  in  St.  Mark's, 
You  are  not  to  be  wrought  on,  but  would  fall. 
As  you  have  risen,  with  an  nnalter'd  bvoiir— 
Your  feelings  now  are  of  a  diffcre&t  kind ; 
Sometkinp:  has  stung  your  pride,  not  patriotism. 

Doffe.  Pride  1  AngioUna?  Alas!  none  is  left  me. 

Jmff.  Yes— Che  same  sin  thatoverthrew  Ibe  aagels, 
Attd  of  all  sins  more  easily  besets 
Mortals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature : 
The  TJleiMonfy  vein;  the  great  are  pnttd. 


Doff0.  I  had  the  pride  of  honor,  of  powlmm 
Deep  at  my  heart— But  let  us  change  the  theme. 

Anff,  Ah  no !— As  I  have  ever  shand  your  Vm|> 
nese 
In  all  things  else,  let  me  not  be  shut  out 
From  your  dislaress :  were  it  of  publie^port, 
You  know  I  never  sought,  would  never  seek 
To  win  a  word  from  you ;  but  feeling  now 
Your  grief  is  private,  it  belongs  to  me 
To  lighten  or  divide  it.    Since  the  day 
When  foolish  Stone's  ribaldry  detected 
TJnfix'd  your  quiet,  you  are  greatly  changed. 
And  I  would  sooth  you  back  to  what  you  were. 

Doff9,  To  what  I  was !— ^ve  you  heard  Stooo'f 
sentence? 

Anff.  No. 

Doffe.  A  month's  anest. 

Anff.  Is  it  not  enoogh  ? 

Doffs.  Enough !— yes,  for  a  drunken  galley  tUve 
Who,  stung  by  stripes,  may  murmur  at  his  master; 
But  not  for  a  deliberate,  false,  cool  villain. 
Who  stains  a  lady's  and  a  prince's  honor 
Even  on  the  throne  of  his  authority. 

Anff,  There  seems  to  me  enough  inithe  conrictioa 
Of  a  patrician  guilty  of  a  falsehood: 
All  other  punishment  were  light  unto 
His  loss  of  honor. 

D<fff§.  Sueh  men  have  no  honoi ; 

They  have  but  their  vile  lives— <md  these  are  spuei 

Anff,  Yon  would  not  have  him  die  for  this  offence? 

Doffe,  Not  now  .'^-being  still  alive,  I'd  have  him 
live 
Long  aa  As  can ;  he  has  ooaaed  to  merit  death; 
The  guilty  saved  hath  damn'd  his  hundred  judges. 
And  he  is  pure,*  for  now  hia  crime  is  theirs. 

Anff.  Oh!  had  this  false  and  flippant  libeUer 
Shed  his  yonng  blood  for  his  absurd  lampoon, 
Ne'er  frtim  that  moment  could  this  breast  Itn 

known 
A  joyless  hour,  or  dreamleea  alumber  more. 

Doff0.  Does  not  the  law  of  heaven  say  blood  for 
blood? 
And  he  who  taintt  kills  more  than  he  who  sheds  it; 
Is  it  the  jwtn  of  blows,  or  ahtune  of  blows, 
That  makes  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man  ? 
Do  not  the  laws  of  man  say  Uood  for  honor? 
And,  less  than  honor,  for  a  little  gold  ? 
Say  not  the  laws  of  nations  blood  tot  treason  ? 
Is't  nothing  to  have  fiU'd  these  Teins  with  poison 
For  their  once  healthful  current  ?  is  it  noting 
To  have  stain'd  your  naoM  and  mine-*the  nobleit 

names? 

Is't  nothing  to  have  brought  into  oontempt 
A  prince  before  his  people  ?  to  have  fail'd 
In  the  respect  aoeovded  by  m^kind 
To  youth  in  woman,  and  old  age  in  man  ? 
To  vijrtve  in  your  sex,  and  dignity 
In  ooxa  ?— bat  let  them  look  to  It  who  have  saved  him 

Anff,  HeaTen  bids  us  to  forgive  our  enemies. 

Doffe.  D^th  Heaven  forgiv*  hear  own  ?    Is  SatiB 
saved 
From  wrath  etenkal  ? 

Anff,  Do  not  speak  thus  irildlf- 

Heaven  will  alike  forgive  you  and  your  foes. 

Doffe.  Amstt  I  Hay  Heaven  foigive  them! 

Anff,  Andvillyon? 

Doff0,  Yes,  when  they  are  in  heaven ! 

Anff.  AndnottlUthni? 

J3^.  W)iaimaMwBmylDS8iv«i«BM?aiioldnMi*f. 


MABIKO  FAUUK),  D0«  OF  YBNIOB. 


Worn  oMl,  Mon'd,  ^nni*4,  ttaMd;  wlwt 


My  iniito  MW  thtt  my  Twatawt, 

Bdng  iTMk  aadiPoctUeM  ?  I  ham  ttrvd  too  lonf  ,«— 

fiat  let  oi  JUBge  the  Kigvmait.-'M y  ehfld, 

My  i^jvicd  wife,  tiM  ehild  of  Londuo, 

The  bn««»  Ike  oUrahoii^  hour  Utde  decm'd 

Thy  fiithflTt  wedding  thee  vnto  hie  friead. 

That  he  wee  Inking  thee  to  shtme  ?— Ake ! 

n»  Ibr  thoQ  art  fknltlon.    Hadit 

Bat  hed  a  different  hnebend,  any  hoebead 
In  YeideeeaTe  tiie  Doge,  thit  bOght,  thfe  brand, 
This  UaepkeBBy  had  never  feUen  apon  thee. 
So  yonng,  eo  benntafol,  to  good,  ao  yve. 
To  raifer  tiila,  and  yet  be  muTenged! 

Jjtf.  I  am  too  well  svenged,  fee  yon  still  Ioto  me, 
Aadtraet,  mud  honor  me ;  and  aU  men  know 
That  yon  are  jnet,  and  I  am  tme:  what  more 
Coald  I  fe^niia,  or  yon  command  ? 

Doye.  'Tkwett, 

Andmaybebetlw;  but  whate*er  betide. 
Be  then  at  beat  kind  to  my  meauwy. 

iinf .  Why  ipeak  yon  thaa  ? 

Jk^  It  ia  no  matter  why: 

Bat  I  wonU  aliB,  iriiaterer  olhma  tUnk, 
HaTe  yonr  leepeet  botk  now  and  in  my  grave. 

Amf.  WkyahonldyondoabtH?haaiteTvfea'd? 

D^  Come  hither,  child;  IwonH  a  word  with 
yon. 
Toar  fe&er  wna  my  friend ;  nneqnal  fortune 
Mnie  Urn  my  debtor  for 
Which  bind  the  good  man  imdy : 
Witk  his  kflt  miOady,  he  wiU'd  our  union, 
It  waa  not  to  repa^  me,  long  repaid 
BeCon  by  hie  grant  hiyalty  in  friwdahip ; 
Bii  oljeot  wan  te  piaee  yoar  orphan  baraty 
in  honorable  aafety  from  die  poila. 
Which,  in  tide  aeorpion  neat  of  rico,  aaaail 
Ahm^anduBdower'dmaid.    Ididnot 
Thiak  lAk  Mm,  b«t  wonM  nec  oppoae  the  thonght 
Which  eootind  hie  death4Md. 

Amf,  I  haTB  not  ftngotlen 

TLe  noUenem  with  idiich  yon  bade  me  ^eak 
If  my  yoang  keert  held  any  prefefenee 
WUAwoaM  have  mnde  me  happier;  nor 
Teaake  my  dowry  equal  to  the  rank 
Of  aaght  hi  Veniee,  and  forego  all  claim 
My  firtho^i  Init  iiQ'vnDtien  gave  Toa. 

Dof^  Thna, 

T^rmnet  afoeliah  dotard'a  Tfle  caprice, 
Kor  the  frJie  edge  of  aged  appetite, 
Which  rude  me  oovetoua  of  giriiah  beanty. 
And  a  yoaag  bride :  for  in  my  itfieet  youth 
I  8way*dnich  passiona ;  nor  wae  thii  my  age 
Infected  vilh  ikat  leproay  of  lust 
Which  tdafs  tiie  boarieal  years  of  Heiona 
Making  UMm  nmeaeh  to  the  Tery  kat 
The  di«gi  of  pleeeare  for  tficir  vaniah'd  joys ; 
€>r  boy  in  ceUsh  marriage  aome  young  iietim« 
Too  helplccs  to  xeftuM  a  state  that's  honeat. 
Too  feeling  net  to  know  kerself  a  wretch. 
Oar  wndleck  waa  not  of  thia  sort ;  you  had 
Fknedom  from  me  to  choose,  and  urged  in  answer 
Tonr  fetter'a  eholee. 

AMf,  Ididao;  I  would  do  so 

In fibce of  euiik and hea'v«n ;  for Ikaw never 

Bepentodformysake;  sometimes  for  youn, 

In  pondering  o'er  yn«  late 
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Dog:  I  knew  my  heart  wmM  mv*  tnit  f&k 
harshly; 
I  know  my  days  eould  not  dietnrb  yon  long; 
And  then  the  daughter  of  my  eariiset  friend, 
Hia  worthy  daughter,  free  to  cheoee  agate. 
Wealthier  and  vrlser,  in  the  ripeet  bloom 
Of  womanhood,  mors  aUlfol  to  seleet 
By  peaaing  these  (irobatienaiy  yean, 
Inhviting  a  prinee*a  name  end  riehea. 
Secured,  by  tk»  abort  psnanss  of  enduring 
An  oM  man  for  aome  sumoMrs,  againet  all 
That  Uw*8  chioane  er  en^ous  kinamen  mi^t 
Have  urged  againat  her  right;  my  beet  frisnd's  ehfld 
Would  chooee  more  fttly  in  reepeet  of  years, 
And  not  leas  truly  in  a  foithfol  heart 

Anff.  My  kird,  I  look'd  but  to  my  fether's  vHskii. 
Hallow'd  by  his  laat  words,  and  to  my  heart 
For  doing  aU  iU  duties,  and  replying 
Widk  feidk  to  him  vridk  whom  I  waa  aflaneed. 
Ambitioua  hopea  ne'sr  eioss'd  my  dreams;   end 


The  hour  you  speak  of  eoam,  it  will  be  aeon  so. 

Doffs.  1  do  believe  yon ;  and  I  know  yon  tmei 
For  love,  romantie  Ioto,  which  in  my  youth 
I  knew  to  be  illnaion,  and  ne'er  anw 
Lasting,  hot  oiten  fetal,  it  had  been 
No  lure  for  me,  in  my  most  paeaionate  dayst 
And  could  not  be  so  now,  did  eneh  exisl. 
But  such  respect,  end  mildly  paid  regard 
As  a  true  feeling  for  your  welfere,  and 
A  free  compliance  with  all  honest  iriahce 
A  kindness  to  your  rirtnee,  watchfolnees 
Not  shown,  but  shadowing  o'er  such  little  frnlmfi 
As  youth  is  apt  in,  eo  as  not  to  ehe^ 
Rashly,  but  win  you  from  them  ere  yon  know 
Ton  had  been  won,  but  thought  the  change  ynuf 

choice, 
A  pride  not  in  your  beauty,  but  your  4 
A  trust  in  you-Hi  patriarchal  lore. 
And  not  a  doting  homags    frlsnilshlpj 
Such  estimation  in  your  eym  aa  theee 
Might  claim,  I  hoped  for. 

Anff,  And  hnve  ever  had. 

Doyr.  I  think  so.   For  the  difbreneo  in  onr  ) 
Ton  knew  it,  choosing  me,  snd  chose :  1 1 
Not  to  my  qnalitiea,  nor  would  have  feith 
In  such,  nor  outward  omamenta  of  nature. 
Were  I  still  in  my  Ave  and  twentieth  apsing; 
Ilniated  to  the  blood  of  Loredano 
Pure  in  your  veins ;  I  tmstsd  to  tiie  soul 
God  gare  you— 4o  the  tmtha  your  hAmt 

yon— 

To  your  belief  in  heaven    to  your  mild  liUnss 
To  your  own  fidth  and  honor,  for  my  ovm. 

Ang,  Ton  have  done  well.— I  thank  yon  for  that 


Which  I  hare  neror  for  one  i 
To  honor  yon  the  more  for. 

Dog9,  Where  is  honor. 

Innate  and  prseept-strengthen'd,  'tis  the  rock 
or  faith  connidiial :  where  it  ia  nn»   whste 
L^t  thoughts  me  lurking,  or  ^o  ramtlM 
Of  worldly  pleasure  mnkle  in  the  hsart. 
Or  sensual  throbs  eonmlse  it,  wall  I  knesr 
'Twere  hopdcM  for  humanity  to  dream 
Of  honesty  in  suoli  infected  Mood, 
Althongh  'twere  wed  to  him  it  oovets  norti: 
An  incarnation  of  the  poet's  god 
In  all  hii  moiUo.ehisea'd  bean^,  or 


MO 
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Vile  demi-deity  Alcidea,  in 
His  majesty  of  niperhiiman  manhood^ 
Would  not  loffioD  to  bind  where  Tirtue  is  not ; 
It  is  consistency  which  fonns  end  jMOves  it : 
Tioe  cannot  fix,  and  virtue  cannot  change. 
The  once  &U*n  woman  must  for  ever  fall ; 
For  Tice  mnst  hanre  Tariety,  while  virtae 
Stands  like  the  snn,  and  all  which  rolls  around 
Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  firom  her  aspect. 

Ang^  And  seeing,  feeling  tiins   this    truth  in 
others, 
(I  pray  you  pardon  me ;)  but  wherefore  yield  you 
To  the  most  fierce  of  fatal  passions,  and 
Disquiet  your  great  thoughts  with  restless  hate 
Of  such  a  thing  as  Bteno  \ 

Dog%,  Ton  mistake  me. 

It  is  not  Steno  who  could  more  me  thus ; 
Had  it  been  so,  he  8hould*<^-but  let  that  pass. 

Anif,  What  is't  you  feel  so  deeply,  then,  eren 
now? 

Dogt,  The  violated  majesty  of  Venice, 
At  omee  insulted  in  her  lord  and  laws. 

A^g,  Alas !  why  will  you  thus  consider  it  ?  ' 

Doge,  I  have  thought  on't  till— —but  let  me  lead 
you  back 
To  what  I  urged ;  all  these  things  being  noted, 
I  wedded  you ;  the  world  then  did  me  justice 
Upon  the  motive,  and  my  conduct  proved 
They  did  me  right,  while  yours  was  all  to  praise : 
Ton  had  all  freedom— all  respect— all  trust 
From  me  and  mine ;  and,  bom  of  those  who  made 
Princes   at  home,  and  swept  kings    from  their 

tiurones* 
On  foreign  shores,  in  all  these  things  you  appear'd 
Worthy  to  be  our  first  of  native  dames. 

Ang»  To  what  does  this  conduct  ? 

Doge,  To  thus  much— ^at 

A  misenanfs  angry  breath  may  blast  it  all— 
A  villain,  whom  for  his  unbridled  bearing, 
Even  in  the  mid»t  of  our  great  festival, 
I  caused  to  be  eondueted  forth,  and  taught 
How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  chambers ; 
A  wretch  like  this  may  leave  upon  the  wall 
The  blighting  venom  of  his  sweltering  heart, 
And  this  shall  spread  itself  in  general  poison ; 
And  woman's  innoeenee,  man's  honor,  pass 
Into  a  by-word ;  and  the  doubly  felon 
(Who  flzat  insulted  virgin  modesty 
By  a  gross  afiront  to  your  attendant  damsda 
Amidst  the  noblest  of  our  dames  in  pubUc) 
Beqvite  himself  fbr  his  most  Just  expulsion. 
By  blackening  publicly  his  sovereign's  consort, 
And  be  absolved  by  his  upright  compeen. 

Ang,  But  he  has  been  condenm'd  into  captivity. 

JDioj^  For  suoh  as  him  a  dungeon  wero  acquittal ; 
And  his  brief  term  of  mock-arrest  will  pass 
Within  a  palace.    But  I've  done  with  him ; 
The  rest  mnst  be  with  yon. 

Amg  With  me,  my  lord  ? 

Bogt,  Tea,  Angiolina.    Do  not  marvel ;  I 
Have  let  this  pray  upon  me  tilll  fed 
My  life  cannot  be  long ;  and  lain  would  have  yon 
Begszd  the  ii^nnetlons  you  will  find  within 
This  scroU.(Grtvi!iyAer«|M9Mr}— Fear  not;  they 


.  Read  them  nereaftcr  at  the  fitting  hour. 

Asag,  My  lovd,  in  life,  and  after  life,  yon  shall 
'  Be  honor'd  still  by  me :  bnt  may  your  days 
i  Bt  iMny  yet— and  happier  Aa&  41m  pietiBi  1 


This  passion  will  give  way,  aadynanffl  se 
Serene,  and  what  you  should  be---what  yon  i 

Dogt.  I  wiU  be  what  I  should  be,  or  be  neOiins; 
But  never  more— oh !  never,  never  more. 
O'er  the  few  days  or  hours  whioh  yet  await 
The  blighted  old  age  of  Faliero,  shall 
Sweet  Quiet  shed  her  sunset!  Never  nune 
Those  summer  shadows  rising  Item  the  poet 
Of  a  not  iU-spent  nor  inglorious  life. 
Mellowing  the  last  hours  as  the  night  approaehes, 
Shall  soothe  me  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 
I  had  but  little  more  to  task,  or  hope. 
Save  the  regards  due  to  the  blood  and  sweat. 
And  the  soul's  labor  %drough  which  I  had  toU'd 
To  make  my  country  honor'd.    As  her  servant-* 
Her  servant,  though  her  chief— I  would  have  g<OB]i 
Down  to  my  fethers  with  a  name  serene 
And  pure  as  theirs ;  but  this  has  I 
Would  I  had  died  at  Zara! 

Amg,  There  you  saved 

The  state ;  then  live  to  save  her  stilL    A  day. 
Another  day  like  that  would  be  the  beat 
Reproof  to  them,  and  sole  revenge  for  yon. 

Dogt.  But  one  such  day  occurs  within  an  age ; 
My  life  is  Uttle  less  than  one,  and  'tis 
finough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  ienes^ 
That  which  scarce  one  more  favor'd  oitinen 
May  win  in  many  statee  and  year*.    But  idiy 
Thus  speak  I  ?    Venice  has  forgot  that  day- 
Then  why  should  I  remember  it  ?— Farewell, 
Sweet  Angidina  1  I  mnst  to  my  oahinet  $ 
There's  mueh  for  me  to  do— and  tiie  hour  haatens. 

Asug,  Bemember  what  yon  were. 

Dog9,  It  were  in  Tain ! 

Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy. 
While  Sorrow's  memosy  is  a  sorrow  stilL 

Ang,  At  least,  whate'er  may  nige,  let  me  i» 
plore 
That  you  will  take  some  Uttle  pause  of  rest  *. 
Tour  sleep  for  many  nights  has  been  so  tuiMd 
That  it  had  been  relief  to  have  awaked  yon» 
Had  I  not  hoped  that  Nature  would  o'erpower 
At  length  the  thoughts  which  shook  your  alnnben 

thns. 
An  hour  of  rest  will  give  you  to  your  toils 
'Vnth  fitter  thoughts  and  freshen'd  strength. 

Dog;  Ii 

I  mnst  not,  if  I  could ;  for  never  was 
Such  reason  to  be  watehfbl:  yet  a  f 
Tet  a  few  days  and  dream-perturbed  nightSt 
And  I  shall  slumber  well^-but  where  I— ne  mattsr* 
Adieu,  my  Angiolina, 

Antg,  Letmebe 

An  instant— yet  an  inatant  your  companion ! 
I  cannot  bear  to  leave  yon  thus. 

Bogo,  Come  then, 

My  gentle  elald— forgive  me;  thou  wert  made 
For  better^fDrtunes  than  to  share  in  mine, 
Now  darkling  in  thnr  dose  toward  the  deep  vale 
Where   Death    sits    robed    in    his    all<<eweepbif 

shadow. 

When  I  am  gone— it  may  be  sooner  than 
Even  these  years  warrant,  Ibr  there  is  that  stininf 
Within— above— around,  that  in  this  d^ 
Will  make  the  oemeteries  populons 
As  e'er  thsy  wen  by  pestilenoe  or  war,— 
When  I  mm  nothing,  let  that  which  I  tset 
Be  still  sometimes  a  name  on  thy  aweet  li|% 
A  shadow  in  thy  feaoy ,  of  %  thing 
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Ubab.  BsBXvooio  m»d  Philip  Caxbxdabo. 
CWL  H«w  sped  yoo,  Inael,  ia  your  Imte  •on- 


CM.  IiHpoHlbl*!  wiUbeUposUi'd? 

/.  Bmr.  Yes. 

CU.  Withw^t?  anuktoruianwt? 
I.B«-.  WidkdMdi!— 

Oai.  Ko«  yov  nw,  er  must  inteiid  nifwige, 
3«^  M I  eooMil'd  ]roii,  'with  yovr  own  hand. 
J.  JBcr.  Tci;  ud  for  ose  sole  dnnght  d  iMte, 


Th«  gr«t  ndnM  «•  iMditete  for  VcBiee, 
Aad  diaiige  a  Ufo  of  liope  for  one  of  exilo; 
r<mTm^'OBi>  ooorpion  cnisii*dt  rad  tiMumwdi  longipg 
If 7  frifliidfy  mj  tuaStj,  my  eonatryiaon ! 
No,  Caladuo ;  than  same  dnpa  of  blood* 
flhed  shameMiy,  ahall  hmve  the  ^ole  of  hit 
Ftor  tteir  nqvifad-^^B«t  aot  only  hla ; 
We  irill  not  atiike  for  prirvte  wronge  alone : 
Sneh  are  for  aalflah  paaaiona  and  raah  UMttt 
Bnt  are  lunPuiUiy  a  tyiannidde. 

CtaL  ToahaTemorepetleneethaalearetebenat. 
Had  I  been  pnMBt  ivhen  yon  bore  thia  faianh, 
I  nnrt  have  abdn  hlm»  or  ezpfand  myself 
In  the  ran  effort  to  reproaa  my  wrath. 
J.  Bir.  Thank  Heaven,  yon  were  not— aU  had  else 
beenmarr'd: 
As  *iis,  onr  eanae  looks  prooperona  itilL 

Gal.  Ton  saw 

The  Dege— 'What  aaawor  gave  ke  } 

I.  Btr.  That  ^ere  waa 

No  pankhment  for  anch  as  Bazbaro. 

ObL  I  told  yon  so  before,  and  that  'twaa  idle 
Td  ihiak  of  jnstiee  from  sneh  hands. 

LBtr.  Atleast, 

It  hn'd  tosplcion,  showing  oonfldeilce. 
Had  I  been  silent,  not  a  sbino  bnt 
Had  kept  me  in  his  eye,  as  meditating    * 
A  aOeat,  solitary,  deep  revenge. 
GsL  Bvt  wherefore  not    addreaa  yon  to  the 
Coonea? 
The  Dogs  is  a  mere  pnppet,  who  ean  aesBwe 
Obtain  right  for  himself.    Why  speak  to  him  ? 
/•  Ber.  Ton  shaU  know  that  h«eoller. 
OA  Why  nH  now? 

I  Btr.  Be  patient  b«t  tiU  midnight    Gait  yovr 


And  bid  our  frienda  prepare  their  eompaniea  >» 
Set  iU  m  reafineaa  to  strike  the  blow, 
Feriiapa  in  a  few  honn ;  we  hare  long  waited 
For  a  flt  thnfi    that  hoar  la  on  the  dial. 
It  maj  be,  of  toHttutiow'a  ana ;  delay 
Beyond  may  breed  na  donble  danger.    See 
That  all  be  ponetnal  at  enr  plaee  of  weetJBg, 
i*d,  eoceaptlng  those  of  the  8ixtaen, 
(thetR>opetownit 


Theaignal. 

OtU.  Theea  bfave  words  have  breathed  new  lifo 
Into  my  veina;  I  am  aiek  of  theee  protraeted 
And  hesitating  eonneila :  day  on  day 
Cmwt*d  on,  and  added  bnt  anothar  link 
To  onr  long  fettera,  and  aeme  freaker  wrong 
Inflicted  on  ow  brethem  or  ovreelves, 
Hdpfaig  to  ewell  onr  tyrants'  bloated  atrength. 
Let  na  but  deal  npon  them,  and  I  oars  not 
For  the  xesnit,  which  mnst  be  death  or  freedom ! 
I*m  weary  to  the  heart  of  finding  neitiiar. 

LB«r,  WewiUbefreeinUfoordeatkt  the  grave 
Is  chainleaa.    Have  yon  all  the  mnaters  ready  ? 
And  are  the  atzteen  oompaniea  oompleted 
Toaizty? 

Cal.       AH  aave  two.  In  which  there  are 
Twenty-Ave  wanttaig  to  make  np  the  nnmbar. 

/.  Ber,  Nomatter;  weeandowtthont.  Whoeearr 
they? 

(kU.  Bertram'a  and  old  Soianso's,  both  of  wImm 
Appear  less  ibtwaid  in  the  eanee  than  we  are. 

/.  Ber,  Tonr  flery  natmre  makea  yon  deem  all  tteae 
Who  are  not  reatleaa,  cold :  but  there  esiatB , 
Oft  in  concentred  apirita  not  leaa  daring 
Than  in  more  load  avengwa.    Do  not  donbt  them. 

Citf.  I  do  not  donbt  the  elder ;  but  in  Bertram 
There  ia  a  heaitating  aoftneas,  fatal 
To  enterpriae  like  onra :  I've  aeen  that  man 
Weep  like  an  infont  o'er  the  miaery 
Of  othcra,  heedleaa  of  his  own,  thongh  graatart 
And  in  a  reoent  qnarrel  I  beheld  him 
Tom  sick  at  eight  of  Uood,  although  a  vilbdn'a. 

/.  Btr,  The  truly  brave  are  aoft  of  heart  and  ayai» 
And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do. 
I  have  known  Bertram  kmg ;  tiMre  dotk  nnllnaalhe 
A  aoul  moie  ftill  of  honor. 

CaL  It  may  be  ao : 

I  apprehend  len  traaehery  ttaa  weakneai ; 
Tet  aa  he  haa  no  mistrees,  and  no  wife. 
To  work  npon  hie  milkineaa  of  apnit, 
He  may  go  through  the  ordeal;  itfowuB 
He  ia  an  orphan,  frfondleaa  aave  in  ne : 
A  woman  or  a  child  had  made  him  len 
Than  either  in  raeolve. 

/.  Ber.  Buck  tiea  are  not 

For  thoae  who  are  call'd  to  the  high  destinlei 
Which  purify  oorrupted  eommonwealths ; 
We  must  ibi^  all  feellnga  save  the  i 
We  mnst  rssign  all  passions  sa' 
We  must  behold  no  object  save  onr  c 
And  only  look  on  deatii  as  beautlftil, 
So  that  tim  saerilloe  ascend  to  heaven 
And  draw  down  freedom  en  her  ewmare. 

Cui,  But  if  we  foil 

/.  Btr,  They  never  foil  who  & 

In  a  great  cause :  the  block  may  aeak  tha^  gwe; 
Their  heads  may  sodden  in  tim  snn;  their  1' 
Be  stnmg  to  diy  gatee  and  oaede  \ 
But etOl  their  aphrit walks  abroad.    Thongh] 
Elapae,  and  others  share  as  daric  a  doom. 
They  but  augment  the  deep  and  aweeping  thonghti 
Which  overpower  all  oliiara,  and  oendnot 
The  world  at  last  to  freedom:  What  wens  wn^ 
U  Bnitoa  had  not  lived  ?  He  died  In  giving 
Rome  liberty,  but  left  a  deathleaa  laaswi 
A  name  which  ia  a  virtue,  and  a  ao«l 
Which  mnlt^es  Itself  thon^ont  aU  tlme» 
When  wftdced  men  wax  nri^ty,  and  a  state 
Tnmaaarvila:  he  and  his  high  friend  wm  elg^a 
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'*  The  last  of  Bonumi  !  "    Let  us  be  fhe  flnt 
Of  true  Venetuns,  ipnuig  from  Bomaa  eiiee. 

CtU.  Oqi  fkthen  did  not  fly  from  Attila 
Into  these  isles,  where  palaces  have  sprang 
On  banks  redeemed  from  the  rude  ocean's  oose, 
To  own  a  thousand  despots  in  his  place. 
Better  bow  down  before  the  Hiin>  and  call 
A  Tartar  lord,  than  these  swoln  silkworms  masters 
The  first  at  least  was  man,  and  used  his  swozd 
As  sceptre:  these  unmanly  creeping  things 
Command  our  swords,  and  rule  them  with  a  word 
AawithaspelL 

/.  ^«r.  It  shall  be  broken  soon. 

You  say  that  all  things  are  in  readiness ; 
To-day  I  have  not  been  the  usual  round, 
And  why  thou  knowest ;  but  thy -vigilance 
Will  better  have  supplied  my  care :  these  orders 
In  recent  council  to  redouble  now 
Our  efforts  to  repair  the  galleys,  hare 
Lent  a  fair  color  to  the  Introduction 
Of  many  of  our  oause  into  the  arsenal, 
Ai  n«w  artiflccn  for  their  equipment. 
Or  fr^h  reeruits  obtained  in  haste  to  man 
The  hoped-for  fleet— Are  all  supplied  with  arms  i 

OsA  All  who  were  deem'd  trustworthy :  there  are 


Whom  it  were  well  to  keep  in  ignorance 

Till  it  be  time  to  strike,  and  then  supply  them : 

When  in  the  heat  and  hurry  of  tiie  hour 

They  have  ne  opportunity  to  pause. 

But  needs  must  on  with  those  who  will  suixeund 


i.  Bar.  Toa  have  said  well.  Hare  you  remarked  all 
soeh? 

Oel.  Fto  Aoted  moot ;  and  ea«sed  the  other  chiefr 
To  use  like  caution  with  their  companieii. 
As  ftr  as  I  hare  seen,  we  are  enough 
To  make  Ite  enterprise  secure,  if  'tis 
Commenced  to-morrow ;  but,  till  'tis  begun. 
Each  hour  is  pregnant  with  a  thousand  perils. 

/.  Bsr.  Let  the  Sixteen  meet  at  the  wonted  hour, 
Except  Soranao,  Niooletto  Blondo, 
And  Marco  €K«da,  who  will  keep  their  watch 
Within  the  arsenal,  and  hold  all  ready, 
Szpectant  of  the  signal  we  will  flz  on. 

Cai.  Wewmnotiul. 

L  Ber,  Let  all  the  rest  be  there ; 

I  have  a  stranger  to  present  to  them. 

Omk  A  straagar  1  doth  he  know  the  secret  ? 

7.  Bw%  Yes. 

CaL  And  have  you  dared  to  jteril  your  friende'  liToa 
On  a  rash  confldcnee  in  one  we  know  not  ? 

/.  Ber.  I  haifeiisk'dno  man's  life  except  my  own-- 
Of  that  be  certain :  he  is  one  who  may 
Kake  our  asauraaoe  doubly  sure,  according 
Hi»«id ;  and  if  reluctant,  he  no  less 
Is  in  o«tf  poiNr :  he  comes  ahme  with  m*. 
And  cannot 'Mttpe  us ;  but  he  will  not  swenre. 

CW.  I  eaanot  judge  of  this  until  I  know  hfan: 
Is  he  one  of  our  ordbr? 

/.  Btt.  Ay,  in  spirit. 

Although  a  child  of  greatness ;  he  is  one 
Who  VDuM  become  a  throne,  or  o-rerthrow  one-~ 
One  who  has  done  great  deeds,  and  seen  great 

obaagee; 
No  tyrant,  though  bred  up  to  tyranny ;   . 
Valiant  in  «)>r,  and  sage  in  couneil ;  noble 
In  nature,  aUhoui^  haughty ;  fuiek,  though  wary ; 
Ye*  Ibr  aU  ikkt,  ao  foil  of  eertain  paaeiMs, 


Tha*  if  onoe  stiiT'd  and  baflled,  M  he  has  boa 
Upon  the  tenderest  points,  there  is  no  Vuiy 
In  Grecian  story  like  to  that  which  wiiags 
His  vitals  with  her  burning  hands,  till  he 
Qrows  capable  of  all  things  for  revenge; 
And  add  too,  that  his  mind  is  liberal, 
He  sees  and  feels  the  people  are  oppress'd, 
And  shares  their  sufferings.    Take  him  sU  in  aU, 
We  have  need  of  such,  and  sueh  have  need  of  ui. 

Col.  And  what  part  would  you  have  him  take 
with  us? 

/.  Ber.  It  may  be,  that  of  chief. 

Cmk  WHat!  ttdtieilga 

Your  own  conunand  as  leader  ? 

/.  Ber.  Even  se« 

My  object  is  to  make  your  cause  end  weU, 
And  not  to  push  myself  to  powe«.    Experience, 
Some  skill,  and  your  own  choice,  had  mark'dtteeat 
To  act  in  lafust  as  your  comwander,  till 
Soma  worthier  should  appear :  if  I  have  found  dUch 
As  you  yourselves  shall  own  move  worthy,  tfalAk  7011 
That  I  would  hesiute  tnm  sdflshnees, 
And,  covetous  of  brief  anKthority, 
Stake  our  deep  interest  on  my  single  tkoughti, 
Bather  than  yield  to  one  above  me  in 
AH  leading  quaiitiee  ?    No,  Calendaro, 
Know  your  friend  better ;  but  you  all  shall  judjga^ 
Away!  and  let  us  meet  at  the  flz'd  hour. 
Be  vigilant,  and  all  will  yet  go  well. 

Cal.  Worthy  Bertucoio,  I  have  known  you  ertf 
Trusty  and  brave,  with  head  and  heoit  to  phn 
What  I  havu  still  been  prompt  to  exooote. 
For  my  own  part,  I  seek  no  other  ehief ; 
What  the  rest  will  decide  I  knojr  not«  but 
I  am  with  Tov,  as  I  have  ever  been. 
In  all  our  undertakings.    Now  forewett, 
Until  the  hour  of  mid^ht  sees  ue  meet,   [i 


ACT  nL 

SCENE  L 

Some^ths  Space bttwem  tAsCanaland  tk$  Ckmk 
of  Stm  CHovanm  0  San  Pooh.  An  efimtlim 
Staim  before U.'^A  Qondoia  HeeintkeOrndd 

Enter  the  Doos  aUme,  dUgtnsed. 

Dege,  (eehm.)  1  am  before  the  hour,  the  ksv 
whose  voioe. 
Pealing  into  the  areh  of  night,  might  strike 
These  palaoee  with  omiuona  tetteclBig, 
And  rock  their  maiblee  to  the  COTMr-otone, 
WaUng  the  sleepers  frvmi  some  hideous  dream 
Of  indiatinet  but  awftii  augmy 
Of  that  which  will  befoU  them.    Yea,ptoudeit7! 
Thou  mutt  be  deaneed  of  the  blaek  blood  fMl 

makes  thee 
A  lasaa^house  of  tyranny :  the  task 
Is  forced  upon  me,  I  have  aovght  it  not; 
And  therefore  was  I  paniah'd,  swiimg  this 
Patridan-pestilenoe  spread  on  and  on. 
Until  at  leagtii  it  amefee  mo  in  my  alombsn. 
And  I  am  tainted,  and  saaat  vraah  savay 
Theplagaaapetointhehediagwwu.    TallflMl 


XAsiNo  falubo,  Boes  of  txnicb. 


TkBioor 


■hadoirStai 


idim 
I  do«k  dlYidt  M  from  Ae  4Md, 

;lMtftiofovbQldUoo4» 
lUddied  iBto  ft  wito  of  ashM,  hold 
IfeoaoifenBkkMp,  iHwtOBM  made  mm^  Imtow, 
'When  what  is  wm  a  haaadlal  ahook  the  aa«ih'-  ■ 
Fmc  of  tt»  twtelaT  eaiata  who  giuad  our  honae ! 
VaahwhaamtigodogBaiaafc   layairaal  whodiod 
The  aM  of  too,  Oie  oth«  in  tha  field, 
mAoWagraoaof  othar  linaalchkla 
And  nagaa,  whoao  great  labaiay  wooada,  aAd^atata 
I  have  fnharifead,— "lot  tiia  gniTea  gapa, 
Tin  all  ttfaeaxalaa  be  peo]^  with  the  dead. 
And  poor  thaaa  from  ihj  pactala  to  gaaa  oa  na ! 
I  eall  them  up,  and  them  and  tiiea  to  witneaa 
What  it  hath  ban  which  pot  me  to  thia  taak— 
Their  p«n  hi^  blood,  tibeir  UaaoB  loU  of  glflriaa, 
Thdr  mi|^  aame  diahoBor'd  all  m  ma, 
Not  iy  me,  hat  hy  tiie  mugmtaftil  aoblaa 
We  fouglit  to  make  our  aqnala,  Bot  our  lorda  :^ 
And  ehiefty  thoo,  OrdeUfo  the  braTe, 
Wlio  pcacidi'd  in  the  field,  where  I  ainee  eonqner'd, 
B«ttia«  ai  An,  did  the  heeatomba 
or  thfMandyaiao*  Ibaa,  there  offer'd  np 
B J  th J  deaeendaat,  merit  such  aeqoittanfie  ? 
Spiriti!  amile  down  npon  me ;  fermyeanae 
la  jo^H,  In  aB  ttfii  now  cam  be  of  yonn,— > 
Toar  hma,  joar  namab  all  mingled  np  in  mine. 
And  in  the  Aitora  fortonea  of  oor  race ! 
I«t  mo  hnt  pcoaper,  and  I  make  thia  dty 
Free  and  immavtal,  and  onr  honae'a  name 
Woorthiar  of  what  yon  were,  now  and  hereafter ! 

EmterlnASL  Bebtvccio. 

/.  Ar.  Who  goaa  there  ? 

JDtaya.  AfriandtoTeniee. 

I.3tr.  'Xiahe. 

Wdeome,  my  lord, — yon  are  betoe  the  time. 

JDoyas.  I  am  ready  to  peooeed  to  yonr  aaaembly. 

/.  Mw,  Have  with  yon^^I  am  proud  and  pleaaad 
toaee 
Sndi  confidant  alacrity.    Yonr  donbta 
ttneo  onr  kat  meeting,  then,  are  all  dUpdl'd  ? 

Dope.  Not  ao— but  I  have  act  my  littie  left 
Of  liii  npon  thia  oaat:  the  die  waa  thrown 
When  I  firat  liaten'd  to  yonr  treaaon-^tart  not ! 
T%at  la  iSbm  wmd :  I  cannot  ahape  my  tongno 
To  ayOahio  blndi  deeda  into  amooth  namea, 
Thengh  I  be  wxonght  on  to  commit  them.    When 
I  heard  yon  tempt  yonr  aoToreign,  and  forbore 
To  have  yon  dragg'd  to  priaon,  I  became 
To«  gniltfeat  aocompUoe :  now  you  may, 
Jf  it  ao  plaaaa  yoai,  do  aa  mnch  by  ma. 

/.  Ber.  Strange  worda,  my  lord,  and  moat  on- 


dthe 


1  ana  no  cpy,  and  neither  are  wo  tmitova. 
Ayv.  ITa    wa^— no  mattei^-yon  havo  earn' 

To  talk  of  na.^Biit  to  the  point— If  i^ 
Attampt  anffoeeda,  and  Venaoe,  render'd  free 
And  fionriihing,  i^ien  we  are  in  onr  groTea, 
CSondhncta  hor  gonentiona  to  oi 


And  makea  her  childran  with  thair  Uttlo  1 
Strenr  iowata  p'm  their  deUrerera'  aahea,  then 
Tte  oonaafnenee  wfll  aanetiiy  the  deed. 
And  we  ahall  be  lika  the  t«ro  Bmti  in 
The  aiinala  of  hcMoftcv;  bnt  if  not, 
U  we  ahonld  Ml,  empl^iBg  bloody  meana 
And  Jgjtiet  pio^  elthingh  to  %  good  and. 


wo  are  tnitora,  haneat  Isaal  i--thon 
No  leea  than  he  who  waa  thy  aoTereign 
Six  honra  ago,  and  now  thy  brother  rebeL 

7.  Bar.  Tie  not  the  moment  to  oonaidar  thna, 
Blae  I  oonld  anawer.«-Let  ua  to  the  meeting, 
Or  we  laay  be  obeerred  in  lingering  hare. 

D(Hf€.  We  ora  obeerred,  and  hoTe  been. 

I'Bm-.  Weobavvadi 

Let  me  diacovcr    and  thii  atael-*- 

Dope,  Put  wp ; 

Here  are  no  human  witneaaea :  look  there— 
What  aee  yon  ? 

/.  Ber,  Only  a  tall  warrior'a  atatna 

Beetriding  a  piond  atoed,  in  tim  dim  light 
Of  the  dttU  moon. 

Doge.  That  warrior  waa  the  lira 

Of  my  tire's  ftithcn,  and  that  atatue  waa 
Decreed  to  him  by  the  twice  reaoned  city  :— 
Think  yon  that  he  looka  down  on  us  or  no  ? 

/.  Ber,  My  lord,  theae  are  mere  phantaaiaa ;  there 
are 
No  eyea  in  marble. 

Doge.  Bnt  there  are  in  Death. 

I  tell  thee  man,  there  ia  a  spirit  in 
Such  thiaga  that  acts  and  seea,  unaeea,  though  laltf 
And,  if  there  be  a  spell  to  atir  the  dead, 
Tis  in  such  deeda  as  we  are  now  upon. 
Deem'st  thou  the  souls  of  such  a  race  aa  oodne 
Can  rest,  when  he,  their  last  descendant  chief, 
Standa  plotting  on  the  brink  of  their  pure  gxatoa 
"^th  stung  plebeians  ? 

/.  Ber.  It  had  been  as  well 

To  haTO  ponder'd  this  before,— era  you  embaik*d 
In  our  great  enterprise.— Do  you  repent  ? 

Doge.  No— but  I/se/,  and  ahall  do  to  the  laat 
I  cannot  quendi  a  glorioua  life  at  once. 
Nor  dwindle  to  the  thing  I  now  muat  bo^ 
And  take  men's  lives  by  stealth,  withont  aomo 


Tet  doubt  me  not ;  it  ia  this  vary  IbaUng, 
And  knowing  what  haa  wrung  me  to  be  thus. 
Which  is  your  best  security.    There's  not 
A  roused  mechanic  in  your  bnay  plot 
So  wrong*d  as  I,  so  iall'n,  ao  loudly  call'd 
To  his  redress :  the  Tory  means  I  am  foroed 
By  these  fell  tyranta  to  adopt  ia  anch, 
That  I  abhor  them  doubly  for  the  deeda 
Which  I  muat  do  to  pay  them  back  for  theira. 

I.  Ber.  Let  ua  away-^arkr-the  hour  strikea. 

Doge,  Onr-on— 

It  is  our  knell,  or  that  of  Venice— On. 

/.  Ber.  Say  rather,  'tia  her  freedom's  riaing  peal 
Of  triumph— ^This  way^-we  are  near  the  place. . 

SCENE  II. 

The  Eoftee  where  the  Comtperotore  meeU 

DAOOLmo,  DoBO,  Bebtram,  Fbdelb  TRsnsijro, 

Calsndajio,  Antonzo  dellb  Bendb,  &c.,  fte. 

CaL  (enUermg.)  Are  all  here  ? 

Dag.  All  with  you;  except  the  thfOi 

On  duty,  and  our  leader  Israel, 
Who  ia  expected  momently. 

Col.  Where'a  Bertram^ 

Ber.  Hero! 

Col.  Have  you  not  been  able  to  oomptote 

The  nnmbnr  wanting  in  yonz  eompaaj  I 
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Bar.  I  tud  maxVd  ovt  some:  btxt  I  baTe  not 
dared 
To  trast  them  with  the  secret,  till  asstved 
That  they  were  worthy  faith. 

Cal,  There  is  no  need 

Of  tmsting  to  their  faith :  who,  sare  onrseWes 
And  our  more  chosen  comrades,  is  aware 
FoUy  of  our  intent  ?  they  think  themseWes* 
Bnj^iged  in  secret  to  the  Signory, 
To  pnnish  some  more  dissolute  young  nobles 
Who  hare  defied  the  law  in  their  excesses ; 
But  once  drawn  up,  and  their  new  swords  well- 

flesh*d 
In  the  rank  hearts  of  the  more  odions  senators, 
They  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  np 
Their  blow  upon  the  others,  when  they  see 
The  example  of  their  chiefs,  and  I  for  one 
"Will  set  them  such,  that  they  for  rery  shame 
And  safety  will  not  panse  till  all  hare  perished. 

Ber,  How  say  you  }  att! 

Cal,  Whom  wouldst  thou  spare  ? 

Ber,  Itparet 

I  hare  no  power  to  spare.    I  only  questioned. 
Thinking  that  even  among  these  wicked  men 
There  might  be  some,  whose  age  and  qualities 
Might  mark  them  out  for  pity. 

Cal,  Yes,  such  pity 

As  when  the  iriper  hath  been  cut  to  pieces, 
The  separate  fragments  quirering  in  the  sun 
In  the  last  energy  of  venomous  life, 
Beserre  and  have.     Why,  I  should  think  as  soon 
Of  pitying  some  particular  fang  which  made 
One  in  the  jaw  of  the  swoln  serpent,  as 
Of  saving  one  of  these :  they  form  but  links 
Of  one  long  chain ;  one  mass,  one  breath,  one  body 
They,eat,  and  drink,  and  live,  and  breed  together. 
Revel,  and  lie,  oppress,  and  kill  in  concert, 
80  let  them  die  as  one! 

Dag,  Should  otie  survive, 

He  would  be  dangerous  as  the  whole ;  it  is  not 
Their  number,  be  it  tens  or  thousands,  but 
The  spirit  of  this  aristocracy 
Which  must  be  rooted  out ;  and  if  there  were 
A  single  shoot  of  the  old  tree  in  life, 
'Twould  fasten  in  the  soU,  and  spring  again 
To  gloomy  verdure  and  to  bitter  fruit. 
Bertram,  we  must  be  firm ! 

Cai,  Look  to  It  well, 

Bertram ;  I  have  an  eye  upon  thee. 

Ber,  Who 

Distrusts  me  ? 

Cal,  Not  I;  for  if  I  did  so, 

Thou  wouldst  now  be  there  to  talk  of  trust : 
It  ii  thy  softness,  not  thy  want  of  faith, 
Which  makes  thee  to  be  doubted. 

Ber,  Tou  should  know 

Who  hear  me,  who  and  what  I  am ;  a  man 
Boused  like  yourselves  to  overthrow  oppression ; 
A  kind  man,  I  am  apt  to  think,  as  some 
Of  you  have  found  me ;  and  if  brave  or  no, 
Tcu,  Calendaro,  can  pronounce,  who  have  seen  me 
Put  to  the  proof;  or,  If  you  should  have  doubts, 
111  clear  them  on  your  person  I 

CaL  Tou  are  welcome, 

When-onoe  our  enterprise  is  o'er,  which  must  not 
Be  intempted  by  a  private  brawl. 

Ber,  I  am  no  brawler ;  but  can  bear  myself 
At  fitf  among  the  foe  aa  any  he 
Who  hears  me ;  else  why  have  I  been  eeleeted 


To  be  of  your  ehief  oomndos  ?  bat,ne  lest 
I  own  my  natural  weakness ;  I  have  not 
Tet  leam'd  to  think  of  indiscriminate  muidw 
Without  some  sense  of  shuddering ;  and  the  sigkl 
Of  blood  which  spouts  through  hoary  scalps  is  not 
To  me  a  thing  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 
Of  men  surprised  a  glory.    Well— 4oo  well 
I  know  that  we  must  do  such  things  on  those 
Whose  acts  have  raised  up  such  avengers;  bot 
If  there  were  some  of  these  who  could  be  saved 
From  out  this  sweeping  fate,  for  our  own  sakes 
And  for  our  honor,  to  take  off  some  stain 
Of  massacre,  which  else  pollutes  it  lAoUy, 
I  had  been  glad ;  and  see  no  cause  in  this 
For  sneer,  nor  for  suspicion ! 

Dag,  Calm  thee,  Bertiaa ; 

For  we  suspect  thee  not,  and  take  good  heart 
It  ii  the  cause,  and  not  our  will,  which  asks 
Such  actions  from  our  hands :  we'll  wash  away 
AU  stains  in  Freedom's  fountain ! 

Enter  Israel  Bbbtuoczo,  and  the  Boob,  ditgmed. 

Dag,  Welcome,  IsneL 

Consp.  Most  weloome.'^Brave  Bertuccio,  thou  ul 
late— 
Who  is  this  stranger  ? 

Cal,  It  is  time  to  name  him, 

Our  comrades  are  even  now  prepared  to  greet  hiia 
In  brotherhood,  as  I  have  made  it  known 
That  thou  wouldst  add  a  bzother  to  our  cause, 
Approved  by  thee,  and  thns  appjroved  by  all, 
Such  is  our  trust  in  all  thine  actions.    Now 
Let  him  unfold  himself. 

/.  Ber,  Stranger,  step  forth  t 

[Hke  DooB  diioovere  kuMti 

Conap,  To  arms  !--we  are  betray'dr4tis  theDog* 
Down  with  them  both  I  our  traitorous  captain,  an' 
The  tyrant  he  hath  sold  ns  to. 

Cat,  (drawing  Me  ewortLJ       Hold  1  Holdl 
Who  moves  a  step  against  them,  dies.    Hold!  Iwa 
Bertuccio->What !  are  yoa  appall'd  to  sea 
A  lone,  unguarded,  weaponless  old  man 
Among  you  ?— Israel,  speak  1  what  means  this  mji* 
tery? 

/.  Ber,  Let  them  advance  and  strike  at  their  o«i 
bosoms, 
TJngrateftil  suicides !  for  on  our  lives 
Depend  their  own,  their  fortunes,  and  their  hopca 

Doge,  Strike!— If  I  dreaded  death,  a  death  mois 
fearful 
Than  any  your  rash  weapons  can  inflict.. 
I  should  not  now  be  here :— Oh,  noble  Coinage  i 
The  eldest  bom  of  Fear,  whieh  makes  you  heave 
Against  this  solitary  hoary  head  1 
See  the  bold  chiefo,  who  would  refonn  a  state 
And  shake  down  senates,  mad  with  wrath  and  dnsl, 
At  sight  of  one  patrician !— Batcher  me. 
You  can ;  I  care  noL^Israel,  are  these  men 
The  mighty  hearts  yon  spoke  of  ?  look  upon  thm ! 

Cal.  Faith !  he  has  shamed  us,  and  deserredly. 
Was  this  your  trust  in  your  true  Chief  Bsrtoerio, 
To  turn  your  swords  against  him  and  his  guest? 
Sheatiie  them,  and  hear  him. 

I,  Ber.  I  disdain  to  spesk. 

They  might  and  must  have  known  a  heart  liks  miM 
Incapable  of  treachery;  and  the  power 
They  gave  me  to  adopt  all  fitting  means 
To  fturther  tiieir  design  was  ne'er  abused. 
They  might  be  certain  that  whoe'er  was  favooffht 
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By  me  into  tius  couaefl  liad  been  led 

To  take  liia  choice— as  Vrother,  or  as  victim* 

Dsft^  And  which  am  I  to  be  ?  your  aetiona  leave 
Sooae  caaae  to  doubt  the  freedom  of  the  choice. 

L  Bmr.  My  lord,  ve  would  have  pariah*d  here 
together. 
Had  these  rash  men  proceeded ;  but,  behold, 
They  axe  ashamed  of  that  mad  moment's  impulse. 
And  droop  their  heads ;  believe  me,  they  are  sueh 
As  I  deeciibed  them--Speak  to  them. 

CmL  Ay,  speak ; 

We  are  aU  listening  in  wonder. 

/.  Btr,  (uddnuuig  ths  cotupiratan,)  Ton  axe 
■•fc, 
Hay,  moxe,  almost  triumphant-listen,  then, 
Aad  know  my  words  for  truth. 

Da^  Tou  see  me  here, 

Am  one  of  you  hath  said,  an  old,  unarm'd, 
Def eacdeea  man ;  and  yesterday  you  saw  me 
Presiding  in  the  hall  of  ducal  state, 
Apparent  sorersign  of  our  hundred  isles, 
Robed  in  oflidal  purple,  dealing  out 
The  efieta  of  a  power  which  is  not  mine, 
^or  youxs,  bat  of  our  masters— the  patricians. 
Why  I  was  there  you  know  or  think  you  know ; 
Why  I  am  kste,  he  who  hath  been  most  wronged. 
He  who  among  you  hath  been  most  insulted, 
Otttiaged  and  trodden  on,  until  he  doubt 
If  he  be  worm  or  no,  may  answer  for  me, 
Aeking  of  his  own  heart  what  brought  him  here  ? 
You  know  my  recent  story,  all  men  know  it. 
And  judge  of  it  ftr  differently  from  those 
Who  sate  in  judgment  to  heap  scorn  on  scorn. 
"Bmt  spare  me  the  recital — it  is  here, 
Here  at  my  heart  the  outrage— but  my  words. 
Already  spent  in  unavailing  plaints, 
Would  only  show  my  feebleness  the  more, 
And  I  eome  here  to  strengthen  even  the  strong. 
And  urge  them  on  to  deeds,  and  not  to  war 
With  woman's  weapons ;  but  I  need  not  urge  you. 
Our  private  wrongs  have  sprung  from  public  vices 
In  this— I  cannot  call  it  commonwealth 
Not  kingdom,  which  hath  neither  prince  nor  people, 
But  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state 
Without  its  virtues— temperance  and  valor. 
The  knds  of  Lacedemon  were  true  soldiers. 
But  ours  are  Sybarites,  while  we  are  Helots, 
Of  whom  I  am  the  lowest,  most  enslaved ; 
AhhoQgh  drest  out  to  head  a  pageant,  as 
Hie  Oieaks  of  yore  made  drunk  their  slaves  to  foim 
A  pastime  for  their  children.    You  are  met 
To  overthrow  this  monster  of  a  state. 
This  mockery  of  a  government,  this  spectre. 
Which  must  be  exorcised  with  blood,  and  then 
We  vrin  renew  the  times  of  truth  and  justice, 
Condenshig  in  a  fair  free  commonwealth 
Not  rash  equality  but  equal  righu, 
P/ujKii'Uon'd  like  the  columns  to  the  temple, 
Qivfaig  and  taking  strength  reciprocal, 
And  »«*ifS"g  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and  beauty, 
80  tkat  no  part  could  be  removed  without 
Infringement  of  the  general  symmetry. 
In  operating  this  great  change,  I  daim 
To  be  one  of  you— 4f  you  trust  in  me; 
If  noft,  strike  home,— my  life  is  compromised. 
And  I  would  rather  fidl  by  freemen's  hands 
Tbna  live  another  day  to  act  the  tyrant. 
As  delegate  of  tyrants ;  such  I  am  not, 
And  never  have  been— read  it  fai  our  annals ; 


I  ean  appeal  to  my  past  government 

In  many  lands  and  gities ;  they  ean  tell  you 

If  I  were  an  opprsssor,  or  a  man 

Feeling  and  thinking  for  my  fellow  men. 

Haply  had  I  been  what  the  senate  son^t, 

A  thbig  of  robes  and  trinkets,  diaan'd  out 

To  sit  in  state  as  fbr  a  sovereign's  picture ; 

A  popular  scourge,  a  ready  sentence-signer, 

A  stiekler  for  the  Senate  and  **  the  Forty," 

A  skeptic  of  all  measures  which  had  not 

The  sanction  of  **  the  Ten,"  a  council-fawner, 

A  tool,  a  fool,  a  puppet,— they  had  ne'er 

Fostar'd  the  wretch  who  stung  me.    What  1 1 

Has  leach'd  me  through  my  pity  for  the  people ; 

That  many  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yet 

WiU  one  day  learn :  meantime  I  do  devote, 

Whate'er  the  issue,  my  last  days  of  life— 

Hy  present  power  such  as  it  is,  not  that 

Of  Doge,  but  of  a  man  who  has  been  great 

Before  he  was  degraded  to  a  I>oge, 

And  still  has  individual  means  and  mind ; 

I  stake  my  fame  (and  I  had  fame)— my  breathr— 

(The  least  of  all,  for  its  last  hours  axe  nigh>— 

My  heart— my  hope— my  sou]f-1^»on  this  cast ! 

Such  as  Ism,  I  offer  me  to  you 

And  to  your  ehiefb— aocept  me  or  r^ect  m^— 

A  prince  who  fain  would  be  a  dtisen 

Or  nothing,  and  who  has  left  his  throne  to  be  so 

Cat,  Long  live  Faliero !— Venice  shall  be  f^ ! 

Csmp.  Long  live  Faliero ! 

/.  Ber.  Comrades !  did  I  well  I 

Is  not  this  man  a  host  in  such  a  cause  ? 

Ikye.  This  is  no  time  for  eulogies,  nor  place 
For  exultation.    Am  I  one  of  you  ? 

Cal,  Ay,  and  the  first  smong  us,  as  thou  hast  beea 
Of  Venice— be  our  general  and  chief. 

Dofft,  Chief !— general !— I  was  general  at  Zara, 
And  chief  in  Bhodes  and  Cyprus,  prince  in  Venice 
I  cannot  stoop— —that  is,  I  am  not  fit 

To  lead  a  band  of patriots ;  when  I  lay 

Aside  the  dignities  which  I  have  borne, 
'Tis  not  to  put  on  others,  but  to  be 
Hate  to  my  fellows— but  now  to  the  point : 
Israel  has  stated  to  me  your  whole  plan— 
'Tis  bold,  but  feasible  if  I  sssist  it, 
And  must  be  set  in  motion  instantiy. 

Cak   E'en  when  thou  wilt— is  it  not  so,  my 
friends? 
I  have  disposed  aU  for  a  sudden  blow ; 
When  shall  it  be  then  ? 

Dog€,  At  sunrise. 

5«r.  So  soon  ? 

Dogs,  So  soon  ?  so  Ute— each  hour  accumulates 
Peril  on  peril,  and  the  more  so  now 
Since  I  have  mingled  with  you ;  know  you  not 
The  Council,  and  **  the  Ten  ? "  the  spies,  the  eyes 
Of  the  patricians  dubious  of  their  slaves, 
And  now  more  dubious  of  the  prince  they  had  made 

one? 
I  tell  you  you  must  strike,  and  suddenly. 
Full  to  the  Hydra's  heart— its  heads  will  follow. 

Col,  With  all  my  soul  and  sword  I  yield  assent  { 
Our  companies  are  ready,  sixty  each. 
And  all  now  under  arms  by  Israel's  order ; 
Each  at  their  different  place  of  rendeavous, 
And  vigilant,  expectant  of  some  blow ; 
Let  each  repair  for  action  to  his  pos^  t 
And  now,  my  lord,  the  signal  ? 

Dojfe,  When  you  1 
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The  great  bell  gf  St.  Mark's,  which  may  not  be 
Btradc  without  special  order  of  the  Doge, 
'^(The  last  poor  privilege  they  leave  their  prince,) 
March  on  Saint  Mark's  ! 

/.  Bar,  And  there  ? — 

Dope.  By  different  routes 

Let  your  march  be  directed,  every  sixty 
Entering  a  separate  avenue,  and  still 
Upon  the  way  let  your  cry  be  of  war 
And  of  the  Genoese  fleet,  by  the  first  dawn 
Biscem'd  before  the  port ;  form  round  the  palace, 
Within  whose  court  will  be  drawn  out  in  arms 
Hy  nephew  and  the  clients  of  our  house, 
Many  and  martial ;  while  the  bell  tolls  on. 
Shout  ye,  "  Saint  Mark ! — the  foe  is  on  our  waters ! " 

Cat.  I  see  it  now — ^but  on,  my  noble  lord.  , 

Doge.  All  the  patricians  flocking  to  the  Council, 
(Which  they  dare  not  refuse,  at  the  dread  signal 
Pealing  from  out  their  patron  saint's  proud  tower,) 
Will  then  be  gathered  in  unto  the  harvest, 
And  we  will  reap  them  with  the  sword  for  sickle. 
If  some  few  should  be  tardy  or  absent  them, 
'Twill  be  but  to  be  taken  faint  and  single. 
When  the  majority  are  put  to  rest. 

Col,  Would  that  the  hour  were  come !  we  will 
not  scotch, 
But  km. 

Ber,  Once  more,  sir,  with  your  pardon,  I 
Would  now  repeat  the  question  which  I  ask'd 
Before  Bertuccio  added  to  our  cause 
This  great  ally  who  renders  it  more  sure. 
And  therefore  safer,  and  as  such  admits 
Some  dawn  of  mercy  to  a  portion  of 
Our  victims — must  all  perish  in  this  slaughter  ? 

Cal,  All  who  encounter  me  and  mine,  be  sure, 
The  mercy  they  have  shown,  I  show. 

Coiup.  All!  all! 

Is  this  a  time  to  talk  of  pity  ?  when 
Have  they  e'er  shown,  or  felt,  or  fcign'd  it  ? 

/.  Ber.  Bei-tram, 

This  false  compassion  is  a  folly,  and 
Injustice  to  thy  comrades  and  thy  cause ! 
Dost  thou  not  see,  that  if  we  single  out 
Some  for  escape,  they  live  but  to  avenge 
The  fallen  ?  and  how  distinguish  now  the  innocent 
From  out  the  guilty  ?  all  their  acts  are  ona— 
Jl  single  emanation  from  one  body. 
Together  knit  for  our  oppression  !    'Tis 
Much  that  we  let  their  children  live ;  I  doubt 
If  all  of  these  even  should  be  set  apart. 
The  hunter  may  reserve  some  single  cub 
From  out  the  tiger's  litter,  but  whoe'er 
Would  seek  to  save  the  spotted  sire  or  dam. 
Unless  to  perish  by  their  fangs  ?  however, 
I  will  abide  by  Doge  Faliero's  counsel  : 
Let  him  decide  if  any  should  be  saved. 

Doffe,  Ask  me  not— tempt  me  not  with  such  a 
question — 
Decide  yourselves. 

/.  Ber.  Tou  know  their  private  virtaes 

Far  better  than  we  can,  to  whom  alone 
Their  public  vices,  and  most  foul  oppression, 
Have  made  them  deadly ;  if  there  be  among  them 
One  who  deserves  to  be  repeal'd,  pronounce. 

Doge.  Dolflno's  father  was  my  friend,  and  Liindo 
Fought  by  Tiy  side,  and  Marc  Comaro  shared 
My  Genoese  embassy :  I  saved  the  life 
Of  Veniero-  -shall  I  save  it  twice  ? 
Wiuld  that  I  could  save  them  and  Venice  also ! 


All  these  men,  or  their  fathtts,  were  my  I 
Till  they  became  my  subjects ;  then  fell  from  me 
As  frdtUess  leaves  drop  from  the  o'erblown  flower, 
And  left  me  a  lone  blighted  thorny  stalk, 
Which,  in  its  solitude,  can  shelter  nothing ; 
So,  as  they  let  me  wither,  let  them  perish  1 
CcU.  They  cannot  coexist  with  Venice'  freedom! 
Doffe.  Te,  though  you  know  and  feel  our  mutual 

mass  * 

Of  many  wrongs,  even  ye  are  ignorant 
What  fatal  poison  to  the  springs  of  life. 
To  human  ties,  and  all  that's  good  and  dear, 
Lurks  in  the  present  institutes  of  Venice : 
All  these  men  were  my  friends ;  I  loved  them,  tbsy 
Requited  honorably  my  regards ; 
We  served  and  fought;   we  smiled  and  wept  ii 

concert ; 
We  revell'd  or  we  sorrow'd  side  by  side ; 
We  made  alliances  of  blood  and  marriage; 
We  grew  in  years  and  honors  fairly,  till 
Their  own  desire,  not  my  ambition,  made 
Them  choose  me  for  their  prince,  and  then  farewell  t 
Farewell  all  social  memory !  all  thoughts 
In  common !  and  sweet  bonds  which  link  old  frieai- 

ships. 
When  the  survivors  of  long  years  and  actions, 
Which  now  belong  to  history,  soothe  the  days 
Which  yet  remain  by  treasuring  each  other. 
And  never  meet,  but  each  beholds  the  mirror 
Of  half  a  century  on  his  brother's  brow, 
And  sees  a  hundred  beings,  now  in  earth, 
Flit  round  them  whispering  of  the  days  gone  by, 
And  seeming  not  all  dead,  as  long  as  two 
Of  the  brave,  joyous,  reckless,  glorious  band, 
Which  once  were  one  and  many,  still  retain 
A  breath  to  sigh  for  them,  a  tongue  to  speak 
Of  deeds  that  else  were  silent,  save  on  marble^— 
Oime  I  Oime ! — and  must  I  do  this  deed  ? 
/.  Ber.  My  lord,  you  are  much  moved ;  it  is  not 

now 
That  such  things  must  he  dwelt  upon. 

Doge.  Tour  patienos 

A  moment — ^I  recede  not :  mark  with  me 
The  gloomy  vices  of  this  government. 
From  the  hour  that  made  me  Doge,  the  Doge  not 

made  me — 
Farewell  the  past !  I  died  to  all  that  had  been, 
Or  rather  they  to  me :  no  friends,  no  kindness, 
No  privacy  of  life — all  were  cut  off; 
They  c»me  not  near  me,  such  approach  gave  um* 

brage  ; 
They  could  not  love  me,  such  was  not  the  law; 
They  thwarted  mo,  'twas  the  state's  policy ; 
They  baffled  me,  'twas  a  patrician's  duty ; 
They  wrong'd  me,  for  such  was  to  right  tiie  state ; 
They  could  not  right  me,  that  would  give  suspicion « 
So  that  I  was  a  slave  to  my  own  sul^ccts ; 
So  that  I  was  a  foe  to  my  own  friends ; 
Begirt  with  spies  for  guards — ^with  robes  for  power— 
With  pomp  for  freedom — gaolers  for  a  council — 
Inquisitors  for  friends — and  hcU  for  life ! 
I  had  one  only  fount  of  quiet  left. 
And  that  they  poisoned !  My  pure  household  gods 
Were  shiver'd  on  my  hearth,  and  o'er  their  shiiae 
Sate  grinning  Ribaldry  and  sneezing  Scorn. 
/.  Ber.  You  have  been  deeply  wrong'd,  and  now 

shall  be 
Nobly  avenged  before  another  nij^ht. 
Doge.  1  had  borne  all— it  hurt  mfB,  hot  Z  bore  i^- 
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TSa  Ob  ImI  naniag  efw  of  tkA  cqp 
Of  UttwBWi   imta  ilui  last  load  iumlt. 
Not  ontj  imndr«M*d*  Imtuaotioa'd;  then. 
And  Umh,  I  eait  all  ftnthar  feaKnga  from  Ba— 
The  fanlingt  wliich  tiiay  oniah*d  for  aia,  long,  laag 
Befiv^  aven  in  thflir  oath  of  fiOae  alla^a&QO  1 
Etbb  IB  tlut  Toy  hoar  aad  tow,  they  abjoiad 
llieir  ftiand  and  mada  a  aoTvieign,  aa  boja  maka 
FUytbiagBy  to  do  their  pkaanra  and  be  hrokea  1 
I  froaa  that  hour  hate  seen  bat  aenaton 
In  dark  loipieiooa  ooniiet  with  the  Doge, 
Brooding  with  him  in  mntoal  hate  and  Uai ; 
Thej  diwading  ho  ahoold  natch  the  ^^zann j 
From  oat  tiieir  graap*  and  he  ahhoning  tyranti. 
To  me,  than,  tfieoe  men  have  &o|vioaC«  life. 
Nor  daim  to  tiea  thejr  hoTO  eat  iS  from  otfaen; 
Aa  apnatnni  Ibr  arbitrazy  acta 
AmmaMe,  I  look  on  them— aa  andi 
Let  tiMm  ho  dealt  upon. 

CoL  And  now  to  aetUm  1 

HcAoe,  hndhcnt,  to  oar  poets,  and  may  this  be 
The  last  mght  of  mere  words:  I'd  Ain  be  dofaag  1 
Bmimt  Mark's  great  beU  at  dawn  shaU  And  me 
waksAdJ 

JT.  At.  IXfpeise  then  to  yoar  poets :  be  firm  and 
^ftgOant; 
Think  on  tiie  wnrngs  we  beari  the  rights  we  olaim. 
This  day  and  night  shall  be  the  laat  of  perill 
Watch  for  the  signal,  and  then  mardi.    I  go 
Tojofaimyband;  let  eaoh  be  prompt  to  marshU 
Hie  aeparate  charge :  the  Doge  will  now  retom 
To  tbe  palaee  to  pr^ere  aU  for  the  blow. 
We  part  to  meet  in  freedom  and  in  glory  1 
Cak  Doge,  wlten  I  greet  yoa  nest,  my  homage  to 
yoa 
Shan  be  the  head  of  Steno  on  this  sword  I 

Doge,  No ;  let  him  be  reserred  onto  tiie  laet» 
Kor  tarn  aside  to  strike  at  sneh  aprey, 
Iffl  aobler  game  ie  qoasried :  hia  oOmee 
W»  o  mere  ebaOition  of  the  noe. 
The  general  eouuption  generated 
By  the  fool  aristocracy;  heeoaldno^— 
Hie  dared  not  in  more  honorahle  days 
HaTe  zisk'd  it  I  I  hare  merged  aU  prirato  wrath 
Against  him  in  tiie  thooght  of  oar  great  porpose. 
A  slave  insolti  me— I  reqaire  his  panishment 
From  kis  proad  maatar's  hands ;  if  he  reftise  it. 
The  effmoe  grows  his,  and  let  him  answer  it. 

QU.  Yet,  ss  the  immediate  canse  of  the  allianee 
Which  eonaecatea  o«r  ondertaking  mote, 
I  owe  Urn  aodi  deep  gratitade,  that  fidn 
I  woold  repay  him  aa  he  merits ;  a&ay  I  i 

Dogt^  Ton  woald  bat  lop  the  hand,  and  I  the  head; 
Ton  wooU  bat  smito  the  soholsr,  I  the  master ; 
Ton  would  but  panish  Steno,  I  the  eenato. 
I  eannot  panes  on  individoal  hate. 
In  the  abeorUag,  swoeplng,  whole  revenge. 
Which,  like  thesheeted  fire  from  heaven,  most  Uast 
Withoot  dietinetion*  aa  it  leU  of  yoore, 
Where  the  Dead  Sea  hath  qaeneh'd  twoeities' 

/.  Bmr,  Away,  then,  to  yoar  posts !  I  bat 
A  momemt  to  aoeompeny  the  Doge 
To  oar  late  plase  of  tryst,  to  see  no  spies 
Hfffo  been  opoB  tiM  eooot,  and  thsaee  I  hastm 
To  where  my  allotted  bend  is  under  aima. 
Col  FBewe]],tiMn,natadawn! 
LBm',  SoeaesBgowithyeat 

Com^,  WewiUnotfcit   away!  My  lord,  ftffOweU  I 
£  Jfce  iiamipirattn  mkitt  tifcs  Do^  miti  Imahl 


Bi 


'goi^  4fi4  foMrv,  Jwrnled  ly  Fulif 


Calxkdabo.    HU  Do«b  «mI  lam^u.  Bs»> 


TUOGZOI 

LBtr.  WehavetheainthetaO-ttoamiotMIt 
Now  thoa'rt  indeed  a  sovereign,  and  wUt  make 
A  name  immortal  greater  than  the  gwattot : 
Free  citisens  have  strack  at  kings  ere  now; 
Casars  Iiave  frUen,  and  oren  patrician  handa 
Have  ensh'd  dietaton,  aa  the  popalar  eteel 
Haa  reach'd  patricians ;  bat  ontil  this  hoar. 
What  prince  haa  plotted  for  his  people's  froeAom  r 
Or  risk'd  a  life  to  liberate  his  sabjeete  ? 
For  ever,  and  for  eves,  they  eonspire 
Against  the  people,  to  abaae  duir  hands 
To  chaina,  bat  laid  aside  to  carry  weapons 
Agaibst  tibe  feUow  nations,  so  tiiat  yoke 
On  yoke,  and  slavery  and  death  may  whet, 
Not  ghttt  the  never-gorged  Leviathan ! 
Now,  my  lord,  tooarenterpriae;  'tis  great, 
And  greater  tim  rewaad ;  why  stand  yoa  n^  ^ 
A  moment  back,  and  yoa  were  all  Impatieneel 

Dog€.  And  it  is  then  decided!  most  they  disi 

/.Bw.  Who? 

Dxye.        My  own  friends  by  Mood  and 
And  many  deeda  and  days    the  senators. 

/.  Her.  Ton  pess'd  their  sentence,  and  it  Is  a  Josl 

Dfeye.  Ay,  so  it  eeems,  and  so  it  is  to  yon  ; 
Ton  are  a  patriot,  a  plebeian  Graechos— 
The  rebel's  oracle,  the  people's  triban»~ 
I  bUme  yon  not,  yoa  act  in  yoar  vocation ; 
They  smote  yoa,  snd  oppreae'd  yoa,  and  deiplaed 

yon; 

So  they  have  me;  bat  yon  ne'er  spake  with  ^em ; 
Ton  never  broke  their  bread,  nor  shared  their  salt  % 
Ton  never  had  their  wine-cup  at  year  lips ; 
Toa  grew  not  up  with  them,  nor  lao^'d,  nor  wept» 
Nor  held  a  revel  in  their  company ; 
Ne'er  smiled  to  eee  them  smile,  nor  daim'd  their 


In  social  inter^ange  for  yours,  nor  truated 
Nor  wore  them  in  your  heart  of  hearts,  aa  I  have: 
Theee  hairs  of  mine  are  gray,  and  eo  are  theirs. 
The  elden  of  the  eooncil :  I  remember 
When  all  oar  locks  were  like  tke  raven's  wing, 
As  we  went  forth  to  toke  our  prey  sround 
The  isles  wrung  from  the  false  Mahometan ; 
And  I  can  see  them  dabbled  o'er  with  blood  1 
Bach  stob  to  them  will  seem  my  suicide. 

/.  Btr.  Dogel  Doge!  this  vacillation  la  anworttiy 
A  child ;  if  you  are  not  in  eecond  childhood* 
Call  back  your  nerves  to  your  own  porpose,  nov 
Thus  shame  yoareelf  and  me.  By  heavens  I  rdratkar 
Forego  even  now,  or  fail  in  our  intent* 
Than  see  the  man  I  venerate  subside 
From  high  resolves  into  euch  ehallow  weskness  I 
Ton  have  seen  bfood  in  battle,  shed  it,  both 
Year  own  and  that  of  others ;  can  youehrink  then 
From  a  few  drops  from  veins  of  hoary  vampires, 
Who  but  give  back  what  they  have  drain'd  from 

mjlinna  } 

Doge,  Bear  with  me !  Step  by  atep,  and  blow  on 
blow 
I  wiU  divide  with  you;  thinknot  I  waver: 
Ah!  no;  it  is  the  eertowity  of  aU 
Which  I  must  do  doth  make  me  tremble  thus. 
Bat  lei  these  last  and  lingering  thoughto  have  waft 
To  whioh  yoa  only  and  the  Night  axe  eensdoua* 
And  both  regardlegt;  when  the  hoar  anivea 
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TIs  BdiM  to  sound  tiie  knell,  and  ttxiko  tiie  blow, 
Which  than  unpeople  manj  palaces, 
And  hew  the  highest  geneaJogie  trees 
Down  to  the  earth*  stiew'd  with  their  bleeding  fimit, 
And  crush  their  blossoms  into  barrenness : 
This  loiU  I — must  I — ^have  I  sworn  to  do, 
Nor  aught  can  torn  me  from  my  destiny ; 
But  still  I  quirer  to  behold  what  I 
Must  be,  and  think  what  I  have  been !   Bear  with 
me. 
L  Ber,   Ee-man  your  breast;   I  feel  no  such 
remorse, 
I  understand  it  not:  why  should  I  change  ? 
Ton  acted,  and  you  act  on  your  free  will. 

Doffe,  Ay,  there  it  is — you  feel  not,  nor  do  I, 
Else  I  should  stab  thee  on  the  spot,  to  ssto    % 
A  thousand  lives,  and,  killing,  do  no  murder; 
You  fid  not— yoK  go  to  this  butcher^work 
As  if  these  high-born  men  were  steers  for  shambles ! 
When  all  is  over,  you'll  be  tne  and  merry, 
And  calmly  wash  those  hands  incarnadine ; 
But  I«  outgoing  thee  and  all  thy  fellows 
In  this  surpassing  massacre,  shall  be. 
Shall  see  and  feel— oh  God !  oh  Qod !  *tis  true 
And  thou  dost  well  to  answer  that  it  was 
**  My  own  free  will  and  act,"  and  yet  you  err, 
For  I  toill  do  this !  Doubt  not— fear  not ;  I 
Wm  be  your  most  unmeraful  accomplice ! 
And  yet  I  act  no  more  on  my  free  will. 
Nor  my  own  feelings— both  compel  me  back ; 
But  there  is  hsU  within  me  and  around. 
And  like  the  demon  who  believes  and  trembles 
MustI  abhor  and  do.    Away !  away ! 
Get  thee  unto  thy  fellows,  I  will  hie  me 
To  gather  the  retained  of  our  house. 
Doubt  not.  Saint  Mark's  great  bell  shell  wake  all 

Venice, 
Except  her  slaughter*d  senate:  ere  the  sun 
Be  broad  upon  the  Adriatic  there 
Shall  be  a  voice  of  weeping,  which  shall  drown 
The  roar  of  waters  in  the  cry  of  blood  1 
I  am  resolved— come  on. 

/.  Ber,  With  all  my  soul ! 

Keep  a  firm  rein  upon  these  bursts  of  passion ; 
Remember  what  these  men  have  dealt  to  thee. 
And  that  this  sacrifice  will  be  succeeded 
By  ages  of  prosperity  and  freedom 
To  this  unshackled  city :  a  true  tyrant 
Would  have  depopulated  empires,  nor 
Have  felt  the  strange  compunction  which  hath  wrung 

yon 
To  punish  a  few  traitors  to  the  people ! 
Trust  me,  such  were  a  pity  more  misplaced 
Than  the  late  mercy  of  the  state  to  Steno. 
Voffs.  Man,  thou  hast  struck  upon  the  chord 
which  jars 
AU  nature  from  my  heart.    Henoe  to  our  task  I 

s  \Ssmmi, 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

Pakmm  qf  the  Pabridan  Liom.  Liovi  loifimg 
a*id»  tk$  fMuk  and  cloak  whieh  tk$  VtneHan 
Nobles  wore  in  pftbHof  attended  &y  a  DomtaOe* 


LkmL  I  wm  to  rest,  right  weaty  of  this  lerea, 
The  gayest  we  have  held  for  many  moons, 
And  yet,  I  know  not  why,  it  cheer'd  me  not; 
There  came  a  heaviness  across  my  heart, 
Which,  in  the  lightest  movement  of  the  dues, 
Though  eye  to  eye,  and  hand  in  hand  united 
Even  with  the  lady  of  my  love,  oppreas'd  me, 
And  through  my  spirit  chill'd  my  blood,  until 
A  damp  like  death  rose  o'er  my  brow ;  I  strove 
To  laugh  the  thought  away,  but  'twould  notU 
Through  all  the  music  ringing  in  my  ears 
A  knell  was  sounding  as  distinct  and  dear. 
Though  low  and  far,  as  e'er  the  Adrian  wave 
Rose  o'er  the  dty's  murmur  in  the  night, 
Lashing  against  the  outward  lido's  bulwsrii: 
So  that  I  left  the  festival  before 
It  reach'd  its  senith,  and  will  woo  my  pillow 
For  thoughts  more  tranquil,  or  forgetfulness 
Antonio,  take  my  mask  and  doak,  and  light 
The  lamp  within  my  chamber. 

Ant.  Tes,  my  lord 

Command  you  no  refreshment  ? 

Lioni,  Nought,  savs  d»e^ 

Which  will  not  be  commanded.    Let  me  hope  it, 

Though  my  breast  feels  too  anxious ;  I  will  tiy 
Whether  the  air  will  calm  my  spirits :  'tis 
A  goodly  night ;  the  doudy  wind  which  blew 
From  the  Levant  hath  crept  into  its  cave. 
And  the  broad  moon  has  brighten'd.     What  i 

stillness  1 

[Qoee  to  mn  epemUMia, 
And  what  a  contrast  with  the  scene  I  left, 
Where  the  tall  torches'  glare,  and  silver  lamps' 
More  pallid  gleam  along  the  tapestried  walls. 
Spread  over  the  reluctant  gloom  whidi  haunts 
Those  vast  and  dimly-Utticed  galleries 
A  daszling  mass  of  artificial  light, 
Which  show'd  all  things,  but  nothing  as  they  wm 
There  Age  essaying  to  recall  the  past. 
After  long  striving  for  the  hues  of  youth 
At  the  sad  labor  of  the  toilet,  and 
Full  many  a  glance  at  the  too  fidthfdl  mirror, 
Prankt  forth  in  all  the  pride  of  ornament, 
Forgot  itself,  and  trusting  to  the  fklsehood 
Of  the  indignant  beams,  which  show,  yet  hide, 
Believed  itself  forgotten,  and  was  fool'd. 
There  Youth,  which  needed  not,  nor  thoughtof  ssek 
Vain  adjuncts,  lavish'd  its  true  bloom,  and  health, 
And  bridal  beauty,  in  the  unwholesome  press 
Of  flush'd  and  crowded  waasailets,  and  wasted 
Its  hours  of  rest  in  dreaming  this  was  pleassra. 
And  so  shall  waste  them  till  the  sunrise  strssiu 
On  sallow  cheeks  and  sunken  eyes,  idiich  shosM 

not 
Have  worn  this  aspect  yet  for  many  a  year. 
The  music,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wine— 
The  garlands,  the  rose  odors,  and  the  fiowsn— 
The  sparkling  eyes,  and  flashing  omamentt— 
The  white  arms  snd  the  raven  haii^-the  hnids 
And  bracelets ;  swanlike  bosoms,  and  tiis  neeUaos. 
An  India  in  itself,  yet  dsssling  not 
The  eye  like  what  it  eirded ;  the  thin  robes, 
Floatfaig  like  Ii|^t   ckmds  'twizt  our  gass  sBi 

heaven; 
The  many-twinkling  feet  so  small  and  syl^phHhs* 
Suggesting  the  more  secret  symmetry 
Of  the  fair  forms  which  termLinte  so  i 
All  the  dehuion  of  thedosy  i 


KABINO  WALOMO,  BO^  Of  TXMICaL 


Its 

moA  nrana  befora  my  giddy  0T>*t  ^31^  ^naik 

xhe  fliglit  of  brnity  m  tbe  puvh'd  pilgrim's 

On  Anb  mada  til*  CiiIm  minge,  wldeh  oAn 

A  bdd  bk*  to  bis  ehidied  thi^ 

An  gooft.-— Aroimd  me  axe  tim  itut  and  W4teii 

Tf  orids  miiror'd  in  the  oceftn,  goodlier  liglit 

Tban  tordiee  gUxed  bedc  by  a  gaudy  glam ; 

And  the  great  element,  which  is  to  spaee 

What  oeaen  b  to  eeith,  spreads  its  blue  depths, 

8o(ten*d  with  the  first  breathings  of  the  spring ; 

The  high  moon  sails  upon  her  beanteons  way. 

Serenely  smoothing  o'er  the  lofty  Trails 

Of  those  tan  piles  and  sea-girt  palaees, 

Whote  porphyry  pniars,  and  whose  costly  fronts, 

nao^t  with  the  <»ient  spoil  of  many  marbles, 

Like  altars  ranged  along  the  broad  omal. 

Seem  each  a  trophy  of  some  mighty  deed 

fiear'd  np  from  out  the  waters,  scarce  less  stiangely 

Than  those  more  massy  and  mysterious  giants 

Of  aM^xtectme,  those  Titanian  fiifarics. 

Which  point  in  Egypt's  plains  to  times  that  have 

No  other  reeard.    AJl  is  gentle:  nought 

Stin  rudely ;  bat,  congenial  with  the  night. 

Whatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a  spirit 

The  tinklings  of  some  vigilant  guitars 

Of  sleeplees  lovers  to  a  wakefol  mistress, 

And  cautions  opening  of  the  casement,  diowing 

That  he  is  not  unheard ;  while  her  young  hand, 

Pair  as  the  moonlight  of  which  it  seems  a  part, 

So  delicately  white,  it  trembles  in 

The  act  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice. 

To  let  in  love  through  music,  makes  his  heart 

Thrill  Uke  his  lyre-strings  at  the  sight ;— the  dash 

Phosphoric  of  the  oar,  or  rapid  twinkle 

Of  the  &r  lights  of  skimming  gondolas. 

And  the  lesponaive  voices  of  the  choir 

Of  boatmen  answering  back  with  verse  for  verse ; 

Some  dusky  shadow  checkering  the  Rialto ; 

Some  glimmering  palace  roof,  or  tapering  spire, 

Are  an  the  sights  and  sounds  which  here  pervade 

The  oeean-bom  and  earth^ommanding  city— 

Hov  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm ! 

I  thank  thee,  Ni^t !  for  thou  hast  chased  away 

These  hfloid  bodements  which,  amidst  the  thnmg, 

I  coald  not  dissipate ;  and  with  the  blessing 

Of  thy  benign  and  quiet  influence,*- 

Kov  win  I  to  my  couch,  although  to  rest 

Is  afanoit  wrouging  sucli  a  night  as  this 

[A  knocking  it  heard  from  witMout, 
Hsrk !  what  is  that  ?  or  who  at  such  a  moment  ? 

ShUt  AMTomo. 

AaL  My  tord,  a  man  without,  on  urgent  business, 
Implorci  to  be  admitted. 

Liomi  Is  he  a  stranger  ? 

Ami.  ffis  &ce  is  muffled  in  his  cloak,  but  both 
His  voice  and  gestures  seem'd  fioniliar  to  me; 
I  eraved  his  name,  but  this  he  seem'd  rslnetant 
To  trust,  lave  to  yourself;  most  earnestly 
He  sues  to  be  permitted  to  approach  you* 

iMm.  Tis  a  strange  hour,  and  a 
bearing! 
And  yet  there  is  slight  peril:  'tisnotin 
neir  houses  noblemen  are  struck  at;  still. 
Although  I  know  not  that  I  have  a  foe 
In  Venice,  'twill  be  wise  to  use  some  eautioii. 
Admit  him  and  retire ;  but  call  up  quickly 
Some  of  tiiy  fellows,  who  may  wait  widumt— 


WhoeaatUsmanber 

{Bma  Airroino,  mud  rttmm  wHk  Bi 


Mygoodtotdlisdl, 
I  have  no  tlmo  to  lose,  nor  thim    dismiss 
This  menial  henee;  I  would  be  privata  with  yo«. 

Lmm.  It  sesms  tim  voioe  of  Bertram— Oo»  Anto- 
nio. [E9U  AXTOHZa 
Now,  stranger,  what  would  you  at  such  an  hour  ? 

Bm'.  (diseoffermf  himatif.J  A  boon,  my  noble 
patron ;  you  have  granted 
Many  to  your  poor  dient,  Bertram;  add 
This  one,  and  make  him  happy. 

Liom.  Thou  hast  known  ne 

From  boyhood,  eviv  mitf  to  assist  thee 
In  all  foir  objects  of  siivanoement,  whidi 
Beseem  one  of  thy  station;  I  would  premise 
Ere  thy  request  was  heard,  but  that  the  hour, 
niy  bearing,  and  this  strange  end  hurried  mode 
Of  suing,  gives  me  to  suspect  this  visit 
Hath  some  mysterious  import    but  say  otH- 
Whet  has  oeourred,  some  rash  and  sudden  broil  ?— 
A  cup  too  much,  a  scuffle,  end  a  stab  ?^ 
Mere  things  of  every  day;  so  that  thou  hast  nsi 
Spilt  noble  blood,  I  guarantee  thy  safety ; 
But  then  thou  must  withdraw,  for  angry  friends 
And  relatives,  in  die  first  burst  of  vsngeanee, 
Are  things  in  Venice  deadlier  than  the  laws. 

Bmr.  My  lord,  I  thank  you;  bu^— 

Liom.  But  what }  Tou  have  Mt 

Raised  a  rash  hand  against  one  of  our  order  ? 
If  so,  withdraw  and  fly,  and  own  it  not ; 
I  would  not  slay— but  then  I  must  not  save  tiiee ! 
He  who  has  shed  patrician  blood— > 

Bsr.  IsoM 

To  save  patrician  blood*  end  not  to  shed  it ! 
And  thereunto  I  must  be  speedy,  for 
Bach  minute  lost  may  lose  a  life;  since  Time 
Has  changed  his  slow  scythe  for  the 

sword. 

And  Is  about  to  take,  instead  of  sand. 
The  dust  from  sepulchres  to  fill  his  hour-glass  !— 
Oo  not  tkou  forth  to-morrow ! 

Lioni,  Wherefore  nsi  ? 

What  means  this  menace  ? 

Ber,  Do  net  seek  its  mesning 

But  do  ss  I  implors  thee ; — stir  not  forth, 
Whate'er  be  stirring ;  though  the  roar  of  4 
The  ery  of  women,  and  the  shrieks  of  babee— 
The  groens  of  men-^e  elaah  of  arme— the  sovnd 
Of  rolling  drum,  shrill  trump,  and  hollow  beU, 
Peal  in  one  wide  alarum !— Go  not  forth 
Untfl  the  toeefai's  sOent,  nor  even  then 
Tilllretuml 

lAomi.  Again,  what  does  this  mean  ? 

B«r.  Again,  I  tell  thee,  ask  not ;  but  by  all 
Thou  boldest  deer  on  earth  or  heaven— by  all 
The  souls  of  thy  great  fotiiers,  snd  thy  hope 
To  emulate  them,  and  to  leave  behind 
Descendants  wor^y  both  of  them  and  the^- 
By  all  thou  hast  of  blest  in  hope  or  memosT^ 
By  all  thou  hast  to  fesr  here  or  hereafter— 
By  an  the  good  deeds  thou  hast  done  to  me. 
Good  I  would  now  repay  with  greater  good, 
Benmin  within,  trust  to  thy  household  gods, 
And  to  my  word  for  safety,  if  thou  dost 
As  now  I  oounsel— but  if  not,  thou  srt  lost ! 

Lmmm.  I  am  indeed  abeadyjost  in  wonder; 
Surely  thou  revest !  what  have  /to  dread? 


MM 


BTsoms  wcama. 


Who  are  my  foes  ?  or  if  there  be  eueh,  whp 
Art  thou  leagued  with  theia  i^-ikou  /  or  if  SQ  leagued, 
Whj  oomeat  thou  to  tell  me  at  this  heori 
And  not  before  ? 

Bar.  I  eannot  aaswer  this. 

Wilt  thou  go  forth  in  epite  of  this  true  vanuogP 

Lioni,  I  was  not  bom  to  ahrink  from  idle  threats, 
The  cauae  of  which  I  know  not :  at  the  hour 
Of  council,  be  it  soon  or  late,  I  shall  not 
Be  found  anoBg  the  absent. 

Ber,  Say  not  so ! 

Once  more,  art  thou  determined  to  go  forth  ? 

Liam,  I  am.     Nor  is  there  aught  which  shell 
impede  me  I 

Ber.  Then  Heaven  have  mercy  on  thy  soul!^ 
Farewell !  [G<dnff. 

Liom,  6tay^-4here  is  more  in  this  than  my  own 

•afe^  • 

Whioh  makes  me  call  thee  back :  we  must  not  part 

thus. 
Bertram,  I  hare  known  thee  long. 

Ber.  From  childhood*  signor, 

fou  have  been  my  protector ;  in  the  days 
Of  reckless  infancy,  when  rank  forgets. 
Or,  rather,  is  not  yet  taught  to  remember 
Its  eoU  prerogative,  we  play*d  together ; 
Our  sp<Nrts,  our  smiles,  our  tears,  were  mJBi^ed  oft ; 
My  father  was  your  fother's  client,  I 
His  son's  scarce  less  than  foster-brother ;  years 
Baw  us  together— happy,  heart-full  hours ! 
Oh  Ood!  the  difference  'twixt  those  hours  and  this ! 

Liom,  Bertram,  *tis  thou  who  hast  forgotten  them. 

Btr.  Nor  now,  nor  ever ;  whatsoe'er  betide, 
I  would  have  saved  you :  when  to  manhood's  growth 
We  sprung,  and  you,  devoted  to  the  state, 
As  suits  your  station,  the  more  humble  Bertram 
Was  left  unto  the  labors  of  the  humble. 
Still  yon  forsook  me  not :  and  if  my  fortunes 
Have  not  been  towering,  'twas  no  fault  of  him 
Who  ofttimes  rescued  and  supported  me 
When  struggling  with  the  tides  of  drenmstanee 
Whieh  bear  away  the  weaker:  noble  blood 
Ne'er  mantled  in  a  nobler  heart  than  thine 
Has  proved  to  me,  the  poor  plebeian  Bertram. 
Would  that  thy  fellow  senators  were  like  thee  ? 

lAimL  Why,  what  hast  thou  to  say  against  the 
*   senate? 

Ber.  Nothing. 

lAem,  I  know  that  there  are  angry  spirits 

And  turbulent  muttecers  of  stifled  treason. 
Who  lurk  in  narrow  ^aoes,  and  walk  out 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 
Disbanded  soldiers,  disoontented  ruffians, 
And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in  taverns ; 
Thau  herdest  not  with  such ;  'tis  true,  of  late 
I  have  lost  sight  of  thee,  but  thou  wert  wont 
To  lead  a  temperate  lifo,  and  break  thy  bread 
With  honest  mates,  and  bear  a  cheerful  aspect. 
What  hath  come  to  thee  ?  in  thy  hoUow  eye 
And  hueless  eheek,  and  thine  unquiet  motions. 
Sorrow  and  shame  and  sonscienee  seem  at  wsr 
To  waste  thee. 

Ber,  Bather  diame  and  sonrow  light 

On  the  aecorsed  tyranny  which  rides 
The  very  air  in  Venice,  and  makes  men 
Madden  as  fai  the  last  hours  of  the  plague 
Which  sweeps  the  soul  deliriously  from  life ! 

JAimL  Some  villains  have  been  tampeiliig  with 
thee,  Bertram; 


ThisisnotthyovnlsBgwgemorQiiBl   ^^„, 
Some  wretsh  has  made  tiiee  drunk  with  disaffeotiMi 
But  thou  must  not  be  lost  so;  thou  toeri  good 
And  kind,  and  art  not  fit  for  such  base  acts 
As  vice  and  villany  would  put  thee  too : 
Confess— <confide  in  me— thou  know'st  my  ittta»« 
What  is  it  thou  and  thine  are  bound  to  do, 
Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only  son 
Of  him  who  was  a  friend  unto  thy  father, 
So  that  our  good-will  is  a  heritage 
We  ahould  bequeath  to  our  posterity 
Such  as  ourselves  received  it,  or  augmented; 
I  say,  what  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 
Should  deem  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the  honss 
Like  a  sick  girl  ? 

Ber,  ^^Jt  question  me  no  farther* 

I  must  be  gone.^— — 

LiorU.  And  I  be  murder'd  I— say. 

Was  it  not  thus  thou  said'st,  my  gentle  Bertram? 

Ber,  Who   talks  of  murder  ?   what  said  I  ol 
murder  ?— 
'Tis  folse !  I  did  not  utter  such  a  word. 

Lioni,  Thou  didst  not ;  but  from  out  thy  wolM 
^e, 
So  changed  from  what  I  knew  it,  there  glares  forth 
The  gladiator.    If  my  life's  thine  object, 
Take  it— I  am  unarm'd,— «nd  then  away ! 
I  would  not  hold  my  breath  on  such  a  tenoie 
As  the  capricious  mercy  of  such  things 
As  thou  and  those  who  have  set  thee  to  thy  taik* 
work. 

Ber,  Sooner  than  spill  thy  blood,  I  peril  mine; 
Sooner  than  harm  a  hair  of  thine,  I  place 
In  jeopardy  a  thousand  heads,  and  some 
As  noble,  nay,  even  nobler  than  thine  own. 

LiotU.  Ay,  is  it  even  so  ?    Excuse  me,  Bertraii; 
I  am  not  worthy  to  be  singled  out 
From  such  exalted  hecatombs    who  are  they 
That  are  in  danger,  and  that  make  the  danger? 

Ber.  Vendee,  and  all  that  she  inherits,  sre 
Divided  like  a  house  against  itself; 
And  so  will  perish  ere  to-morrow's  twHjght ! 

Liom,  More  mysteries,  and  awful  ones!    Bel 
now, 
Or  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  it  may  be,  are 
Upon  the  verge  of  ruin;  s]>eak  once  out, 
And  thou  art  safe  and  glorious ;  for  'tis  more 
Glorious  to  save  than  sUy»  and  sUy  i'  the  dadi 

too— 

Fie,  Bertram!  that  was  not  a  craft  for  thee! 
How  would  it  look  to  see  upon  a  spesr 
The  head  of  him  whoee  heart  was  open  to  thee, 
Borne  by  thy  hand  before  the  shudderiiig  people? 
And  such  may  be  my  doom ;  for  here  I  swear, 
Whate'er  the  peril  or  the  penalty 
Of  thy  deanneiatien,  I  go  forth. 
Unless  thou  dost  deteil  the  cause,  and  show 
The  eoBsequenee  of  all  which  led  thee  here ! 

Ber,  Is  there  no  way  to  SKre  thee?  minutssifi 
And  thou  art  lost  1  thou  I  my  sole  benefootari 
The  only  being  who  was  constant  to  me 
Thvoogh  every   change.     Tet,  make  ms  not  I 

traitor! 
Let  me  save  thee-4mt  spare  mj  honor  I 

LiottL  Wk« 

Can  Ue  the  honor  in  s  league  of  murder  ? 
And  i^ho  an  traitors  save  unto  the  sUte  ? 

Ber,  A  league  is  still  a  compact,  and  more  bbdN 
In  hoa^ft  hearts  when  words  must  stand  fer  lav; 
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Him  tiliow  doniMtie  trMtoa  planto  tiM  poaiaid 
Witkm  tttt  bnMt  wblek  tnurtad  to  Ui  tmdL 
LiamL  Aadrnto  will  ttokatlMitMl  tomlMl 
£«•.  N«tl; 

I  toiU  h«fe  mnmd  my  Mna  up  to  all  thiiigt 
8avo  this.   Thorn  mnst  not  die !  and  fUnk  how  dear 
Tkf  Ufc  ia»  wliea  I  liak  ao  many  Inea, 
Nij,»ae,  HMUfe  of  Uvea,  the  Ubeity 
Of  ftitare  genentiona,  iMf  to  be 
The  eaeaaaiii  thou  miacall'at  ae  ;-^>nei 
I  do  a^pne  thee,  paaa  not  o'er  thy  thraahold ! 
LiemL  It  ia  in  vain— Chia  moment  I  go  teth. 
B«r.  Thca  periah  YcBiee  rather  than  my  Mend ! 
I  will  diadoae    enanare— betray^-deatI03^— 
Oh,  what  a  TiUam  I  become  for  thee ! 
XMNkSay,  ndkcr  thy  friend's  rnYior  and  tha 
Btate's!— 
Speah — panae  ttot-*«n  rewarda,  all  pledgee  lior 
Thy  aafety  md  thy  waUaie;  wealth  eneh  aa 
The  state  aeeeida  her  woithieat  Mrraati  i  nay, 
Nobility  xtaelf  I  gnanntee  thee, 
80  that  thou  art  asMMie  and  penitent. 
B«r.  I  ha»e  thooght  again:  it  Bwat  net  he— I 


Thoa  kaeweet  it-Hhat  I  atand  here  ia  the  proof, 
Not  leaat  tiumgh  Uat ;  bnt  haTing  done  my  duty 
By  thee,  I  now  muat  do  it  to  my  country ! 
Paiewell    wu  meet  no  mora  in  Ufe ! — AmweU ! 

UomL  What,  ho !— Antonio— Pedro— to  the  door  I 
8ce  that  none  pne    anoit  Ihii  man  !— 

Bater  Abtovio  and  other  armed  DometHmt  laAe 
MueBEsniAic. 


UoHi,  (eomtimtm.)  Take  eare 

He  hath  no  harm ;  bring  me  my  aword  and  cloak, 
And  man  the  gondola  with  four  oare— quick— 

[BxU  Jkwnaiio. 
We  win  anto  Oioranni  Oradenigo'a, 
And  tend  fin  Mare  Gomaro:— fear  not*  Bertram; 
This  needfal  Tiolenee  ia  for  thy  safety. 
No  kss  than  for  the  general  weaL 

Ber,  Where  wooldst  thou 

Besr  me  t  pnaoner  ? 

LkmL  Firstly  to  « the  Ten;" 

Next  to  the  Doge. 

Ber.  TotheDege? 

iMm,  Assuredly : 

Is  henotdnsf  of  the  atote  ? 

Ber.  Perlups  at  sunrise— 

LkmL  What  mean  yon  I    but  we'll  know  anon« 

Ber,  Art  sure? 

Limi.  Sirs  as  all  gentle  means  can  make;  and  if 
They  fefl,  jm  hnow  <*  the  Ten  "  and  their  tribunal, 
And   tfast  Ssint  Mark'a  haa  dungeone,  and  the 


A  rack. 

B€r.  Ap(^  it  then  before  the  dawn 
Now  heatening  into  heaven.-One  more  auoh  w«d| 
And  yon  shall  periah  pieosneal,  by  the  death 
Ton  think  to  doom  to  me. 

iie^Mtsr  Aston  10. 

Snt.  The  berk  is  ready, 

My  lord,  and  all  prepared. 

Xi0m'.  Loak  to  the  priaoner. 

Botiam,  1*11  reason  with  thee  aa  we  go 
T«  the  Mapiilleo'Sr  sage  Oradenigo.  \E99mi, 


flOBNXa 

The  Dmal  Pmlam    ik§  Deg4  9  Aparteimd. 

The  DooB  aadkU  mepheeo  BuTUOCio  Falzsbo. 


Doge,  Are  all  the  people  of  our  house  in  mustsr } 

JSsr.  F.  They  are  array'd  and  eager  for  the  aigna^ 
Within  our  palace  precincts  at  San  Polo.« 
I  eome  for  your  laat  orders.  ' 

i>flpis.  It  had  been 

As  well  had  there  been  time  to  hare  got  together* 
From  my  own  ftof,  Val  di  Marino,  more 
Of  our  retalnere    but  it  ie  too  late. 

B«r»  F.  Methihks,  my  lord,  'tis  better  aa  it  <s 
A  eudden  swelling  of  our  retinue 
Had  waked  aoapicion ;  and,  though  fierce  and  truatf  « 
The  vassals  of  that  diatrict  are  too  rude 
And  quick  in  quarrel  to  have  long  maintain'd 
The  aeeret  discipline  we  need  for  such 
A  ssrriee,  till  our  foes  are  dealt  upon. 

Doge.  True ;  but  wlien  once  the  aignal  haa  bMA 
giTen» 
Thme  are  the  men  for  auch  an  enterprise ; 
These  city  slaree  have  all  their  priTute  Uaa, 
Their  pnifudiee  agaimi  or  Jor  this  noble. 
Which  may  induce  them  to  o'erdo  or  spare 
Where  mercy  may  be  madness ;  the  fierce] 
Serlii  of  my  county  of  Val  di  Marino, 
Would  do  the  bidding  of  their  lord  without 
Diatinguiihing  for  lore  or  hate  his  foee ; 
Alike  to  them  Maroello  or  Oomaro, 
A  Oradenigo  or  a  Foaeari ; 
They  are  not  used  to  start  at  those  vain  i 
Nor  bow  the  knee  oefore  a  oirio  aenate ; 
A  duef  in  armor  is  thsir  Susendn, 
And  not  a  thing  in  robes. 

Ber.F,  We  we  enough; 

And  for  the  dispositions  of  our  clients 
Againat  the  senate  I  will  anawer* 

Doge,  Well, 

The  die  ia  thrown ;  but  for  a  wailihe  eerriee. 
Done  in  Ihe  field*  commend  me  to  my  peaaaata; 
They  made  the  sun  shine  through  the  hoet  of  H«M 
When  sallow  burghers  slunk  back  to  their  tente* 
And  eowcr'd  to  hear  their  own  notorious  tnm^el. 
If  there  be  emnU  resistance,  you  will  find 
Theee  dtiseui  ail  liana,  like  their  standard ; 
But  if  thers's  much  to  do,  you'll  wirii  with  ma, 
A  band  of  iron  rusties  «C  our  backs. 

Ber  F,  Thus  thinking,  I  must  marrel  yonraaaHi 
To  strike  the  blow  so  auddenly. 

Dog9,  Such  blowB 

Muat  be  struck  suddenly  or  nerer.    When 
I  had  o'ermaster'd  the  weak  folse  remorse 
Which  yeam'd  about  my  heart  too  fondly  yieUUng 
A  moment  to  the  ibdings  of  old  days, 
I  waa  most  feln  to  strike ;  and,  firstly,  that 
I  might  not  yield  again  to  such  emotions ; 
And,  secondly,  beceoae  of  all  these  men, 
Sara  Israel  and  Philip  Calendaro, 
I  knew  not  wdl  the  comrage  or  the  feith: 
To-day  might  find  'mong  them  a  tnMor  to  m, 
Aa  yesterday  a  thousand  to  the  senate ; 
But  once  in,  with  their  hilts  hot  in  their  hands. 
They  muat  on  for  their  own  sakea ;  one  strokesttn sj^ 
And  the  mere  instinct  of  the  first-bom  Cain, 
Which  erer  larks  somewhere  in  human  hearts. 
Though  circumstance  may  keep  it  in  abeyance^ 
Will  urge  thereat  on  like  to  wolres;  thesii^ 
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Of  blood  to  crowdi  begets  the  thirtt  of  more, 
As  the  first  wine-cup  leads  to  the  long  reTel ; 
And  you  will  find  a  harder  task  to  quell 
Than  urge  them  when  thej  hav0  commenced,  bat 

tm 

That  moment  a  mere  Toice,  a  straw,  a  shadow, 
Are  capable  of  turning  them  aside.— 
How  goes  the  night  i 

Ber,  F»  Almost  upon  the  dawn. 

Doge,  Then  it  is  time  to  strike  upon  the  bell. 
Are  the  men  posted  ? 

£er.  F.  By  this  time  they  axe; 

But  they  have  orders  not  to  strike,  until 
They  have  command  from  you  through  me  in  person. 

Doge,  Tis  well.— Will  the  mom  never  put  to  rest 
These  stars  which  twinkle  yet  o'er  all  the  heaTens  ? 
I  am  settled  and  bound  up,  and  being  so, 
The  very  effort  which  it  cost  me  to 
Reaolre  to  cleanse  this  commonwealth  idth  fire, 
Kow  leaves  my  mind  more  steady.    I  have  wept, 
And  trembled  at  the  thought  of  this  dread  duty. 
But  now  I  have  put  down  all  idle  passion. 
And  look  the  growing  tempest  in  the  face. 
As  doth  the  pilot  of  an  admiral  galley : 
Tet  (wouldst  thou  think  it,  kinsman  ?)  it  hath  been 
A  greater  stru^le  to  me,  than  when  nations 
Beheld  their  fate  merged  in  the  approaching  fight 
Where  I  was  leader  of  a  phalanx,  where 
Thousands  were  sure  to  perish— Yes,  to  spill 
The  rank  polluted  current  from  the  veins 
Of  a  few  bloated  despots  needed  more 
To  steel  me  to  a  purpose  such  as  made 
Tlmoleon  immortal,  than  to  face 
The  toils  and  dangers  of  a  life  o\  war. 

Ber,  F,  It  gladdens  me  to  see  your  former  wis^ 
dom 
Subdue  the  ftiries  wMdi  so  wrung  you  ere 
fou  were  decided. 

Doge.  It  was  ever  thus 

With  me ;  the  hour  of  agitation  came 
In  the  first  glimmerings  of  a  purpose,  when 
Passion  had  too  much  room  to  sway ;  but  in 
The  hour  of  action  I  have  stood  as  calm 
As  were  the  dead  who  lay  around  me:  this 
They  knew  who  made  me  what  I  am,  and  trusted 
To  the  subduing  power  which  I  preserved 
Over  my  mood,  when  its  first  burst  was  spent. 
But  tlM7  were  not  aware  that  there  are  things 
Which  make  revenge  a  virtue  by  reflection. 
And  not  an  impuUe  of  mere  anger ;  though 
The  laws  sleep,  justice  wakee,  and  injured  souk 
Oft  do  a  public  right  with  private  wrong. 
And  justuy  their  deeds  unto  themselves.— 
HetUnks  the  day  breaks-«-u  it  not  so  ?  look, 
Thine  eyes  are  clear  with  youth  ^-4he  air  puts  on' 
A  morning  freshness,  and,  at  least  to  me. 
The  sea  looks  grayer  through  the  lattiee. 

Ber.  F.  True, 

The  mom  is  dappling  in  the  sky. 

Doge.  Avray  then  I 

See  that  they  strike  without  delay,  and  witii 
The  firat  toll  ttcm  fit.  Mark's,  march  on  the  palaoe 
With  all  our  house's  strength;  here  I  wiU  meet 


The  Sixteen  and  their  oompanlee  wHI  move 
In  separate  eolumns  at  the  self-same 
Be  sure  you  post  yourself  by  the  great  gate ; 
I  would  not  trast  <*  the  Ten  "  except  to 
The  net,  the  rabble  of  patrislaas,  may 


Glut  the  more  carslese  sviovis  of  thoee 

with  us. 

Bemember  that  the  cry  is  still  <«SaintMark! 
The  Genoese  are  come-— ho  I  tothereseue! 
Saint  Mark  and  liberty !  "—Now— now  to  action ! 

Ber,  F.  Farewdl  then,  noUe  undo  1  we  will  meet 
In  freedom  and  true  sovereignty,  or  never ! 

Doge.  Come  hither,  my  Bertuccio— one  emfance— 
Speed,  for  the  day  grows  broader^-Send  me  soon 
A  messenger  to  tell  me  how  all  goes 
When  you  rc|join  our  troops,  and  then  sound- 
sound 
The  storm-beU  from  Saint  Mark's ! 

[Bxit  BBStrrocio  FAUxia 

Doge^  feoiue.)  He  ia  gone. 

And  on  each  footstep  moves  a  life.— Tis  doaeu      ' 
Now  the  destroying  Angel  hovers  o'er 
Venice,  and  pauses  ere  he  pours  the  vial, 
Even  as  the  eagle  overlooks  his  prey. 
And  for  a  moment,  poised  in  middle  air. 
Suspends  the  motion  of  his  mighty  winga, 
Then  swoops  with  his  uneiring  beak.— Thou  day  I 
That  slowly  walk'st  the  waters !  march   march  on— 
I  would  not  smite  i'  the  dark,  but  rather  see 
That  no  stroke  errs.    And  you,  ye  blue  searwaves  I 
I  have  seen  you  dyed  ere  now,  and  deeplj  too, 
With  Genoese,  Saracen,  and  Hunnish  gore. 
While  that  of  Venice  flow'd  too,  but  victorious : 
Now  thou  must  wear  an  unmix'd  crimson ;  no 
Bacbaric  blood  can  reconcile  us  now 
Unto  that  horrible  JTycarnadinei 
But  iUend  or  foe  will  roll  in  civic  slaughter. 
And  have  I  lived  to  fourscore  years  for  this  } 
I,  who  was  named  Preserver  of  the  City  ? 
I,  at  whose  name  the  million's  caps  were  flung 
Into  the  air,  and  cries  from  tens  of  tiiousanda 
Boss  up,  imploring  Heaven  to  send  me  blessingay 
And  fame,  and  lei^^  of  days— to  see  this  day  ? 
But  this  day,  black  within  the  calendar. 
Shall  be  succeeded  by  a  bright  millennium. 
Doge  Dandolo  survived  to  ninety  summers 
To  vanquish  empires,  and  reftise  their  crown. 
I  will  resign  a  crown,  and  make  the  stete 
Renew  ito  freedom— but  oh  1  by  what  means? 
The  noble  end  must  Justify  themr-What 
Are  a  few  drops  of  human  blood  ?  'tis  false. 
The  blood  of  tyrante  is  not  human ;  they, 
Like  to  incarnate  Molochs,  feed  on  ours. 
Until  'tis  time  to  give  them  to  the  tombs 
Which  they  have  made  so  populous.— Oh  wotld ! 
Oh  men !  what  are  ye,  and  our  best  designs. 
That  we  must  wofk  by  crime  to  punish  crime  ? 
And  slay  as  if  Death  had  but  this  one  gate. 
When  a  few  years  would  make  the  sword  8api^ 

fluous? 

And  I,  upon  the  verge  of  th'  unknown  realm. 
Yet  send  so  many  heralds  on  before  me  ?— 
I  must  ^ot  ponder  this.  [A  patm. 

Hark !  wna  there  not 
A  murmur  as  of  distant  voices,  and 
The  tramp  of  fset  in  martial  unison  ? 
What  phantoms  even  of  sound  our  wishes  raias  > 
It  cannot  be— the  signal  hath  not  rang— 
Why  pauses  it )  My  nephew*!  messenger 
Should  be  upon  his  way  to  me,  and  ho 
Himself  perhaps  even  now  draws  grating  bask 
Upon  ito  ponderous  hinge  the  steep  tower  portal. 
Where  swings  the  sullen  huge  oraoilar  beU, 
Which  never  kneUs  but  for  a  princely  deatht 
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Or  far  *  italt  in  pocO,  pwliag  iwtii 
TnmendonB  bodenwnti ;  l«t  it  do  its  ofioe> 
And  l»  tiiii  paal  its  swAillMt  ftnd  la^ 
8<nmd  till  the  ■trong  tow  rook  1— Wbat!  nlant 

I  would  go  forth,  hot  that  my  poit  it  k«e, 
To  be  the  eentoo  of  reimion  to 
The  oft  diseordttit  eleiiMiite  whioh  fngrm 
Leagues  of  this  natne,  and  to  keep  oompeet 
The  wsTering  of  the  wesk,  in  ease  of  eonfliot ; 
For  if  they  should  do  battle,  'twill  be  here. 
Within  the  palsce,  that  the  strife  will  thicken ; 
Then  here  must  be  my  Btation,  as  beeonee 
The  master-morer.— ~Hsrk  1  he  oomee— he  comes, 
My  nephew,  brsTe  Bertncclo's  messenger.-* 
What  tidings  ?  Is  he  marching  i  hath  he  sped  ?^ 
T^  here !  all's  losfe~-yet  will  I  make  an  eiibrt. 

StUv  a  810NO&  OF  TSB  Night,*  with  Guardi^ 

Sft^.  Doge,  I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  I 

JDo^e.  Mel 

Thy  prince,  of  treason  ?— >Who  are  they  that  dare 
Cloak  tkeir  own  treason  nnder  such  an  order  ? 

8iff.  (thommg  kit  order.)  Behold  my  order  from 
the  assemUed  Ten. 

Dopv.  And isAsre are tiliey, and wAy assembled? no 
Such  oovncil  can  be  lawAil,  till  the  prince 
Preside  there,  and  that  duty's  mine :  on  thine 
I  charge  thee,  gi^e  me  way,  or  iharahal  me- 
To  the  oonneil  chamber. 

Ay.  Duke  I  it  may  not  be; 

Nor  are  they  in  the  wonted  Hall  of  Council, 
But  sitting  in  the  conTent  of  Saint  Satioor's. 

Doffe.  You  dare  to  disobey  me  then  } 

%.  I  serve 

The  itate,  and  needs  must  serre  it  falthfkilly ; 
My  warrant  is  the  will  of  thoee  who  rule  It. 

Do^e,  And  tin  that  warrant  hss  my  signature 
It  is  illegal,  and,  as  nets  spplied. 
Rebellious— Hast  thou  weigh'd  well  thy  life's  worth. 
That  thus  jon  dare  assume  a  lawless  ftmction  i 

Siff.  'Tis  not  my  oiBee  to  reply,  but  act— 
I  am  plaeed  here  as  guard  upon  thy  person, 
And  not  as  judge  to  hear  or  to  decide. 

Doffe,  (aaidt,)  I  must  gain  time— 4So  that  the 
stonn-bell  sound 
All  may  be  well  yet.--Kinsman,  speed—speed— 

speed!— 
Our  fttte  is  trembUng  in  the  balance,  and 
Wo  to  the  vanqulah'd  \  be  they  prince  and  people. 
Or  slares  and  senate— 

[The  gfwit  Ml  of  St.  Market  MU. 
Lo!  it  sounds— it  tolls. 

Doge^  (aUmd.)  Hark,  Signer  of  the  Night !  and 
you,  ye  hirelings. 
Who  wield  your  mercenary  atarfes  in  fear, 
It  is  your  knell— Swell  on,  tkou  lusty  peal ! 
Now,  knarea,  what  ransom  for  your  Utcs  ? 

Sig.  Conftulon ! 

Stand  to  your  arms,  and  guard  the  door— ell's  lost 
Unless  that  hnt^  bell  be  sOenced  soon. 
The  ofileer  hath  miss'd  his  petii  or  purpose. 
Or  met  some  unforseen  and  hideous  obsta6le, 
Anselmo,  with  thy  company  proceed 
Itraight  to  the  tower;  the  rest  remain  with  me. 

[iSsft  a  |NNt  of  Me  OnordL 

Vogo.  Wrateh!  fftiiouwo«Msths?e tkyTfleWb, 


It  is  not  now  a  lease  of  sitty  seconds. 
Ay,  send  thy  miserable  rufEans  forth : 
They  never  shall  return. 
'  %.  80  let  it  be ! 

They  die  then  in  their  duty,  as  will  I. 

Doge.  Fool !  the  high  eagle  flies  at  nobler  game 
Than  thou  and  thy  base  myrmidons, — live  on, 
So  thou  proTok'st  not  peril  by  resistance. 
And  leam  (if  souls  so  much  obsctarcd  can  bear 
To  gase  upon  the  ranbeams)  to  be  free. 

Sig.  And  leam  thou  to  be  captiro— It  hath  ceased* 
[The  Ml  ceaeee  to  ioU. 
The  traitorous  signal,  which  was  to  huTc  set 
The  bloodhound  mob  on  their  patrician  prey— 
The  knell  hath  mug,  but  it  is  not  the  senate's ! 

Doge^  (after  apaute.J  All's  silent,  and  all's  lost ! 

Sig.  Now,  Doge,  denounce  me 

As  rebel  slare  of  a  rerolted  council ! 
HsTS  I  not  done  my  duty  ? 

2>oge.  Peace,  thou  thing! 

Thou  hast  done  a  worthy  deed,  and  eam'd  the  price 
Of  blood,  and  they  who  use  thee  will  reward  thee. 
But  thou  wert  sent  to  watch,  and  not  to  prate. 
As  thou  said'st  even  now-^hen  do  thine  of&ee, 
But  let  it  be  in  silence,  as  behores  thee. 
Since,  though  thy  prisoner,  I  am  thy  prince. 

Sig.  I  did  not  mean  to  fidl  in  the  respect 
Due  to  your  rank :  in  this  I  shall  obey  you. 

JDo^s,  (aeide.)  There  now  is  nothing  left  me  s«f« 
to  die; 
And  yet  how  near  success !  I  would  hare  fallen. 
And  proudly,  in  the  hour  of  triumph,  but 
To  miss  it  thus  I 


it; 


Enter  other  Sionobb  op  tks  Nzoht,  toith  Bbbsuch 
CIO  FALiBBO|»r»f09ier. 

7d.  Sig.  We  took  him  In  the  act 

Of  issuing  from  the  tower,  where,  at  his  order 
As  delegated  from  the  Doge,  the  signal 
Had  thus  begun  to  sound. 

let.  Sig.  Are  all  the  passes 

Which  lead  up  to  the  palace  well  secured  ? 

2d.  Sig.  They  are— besides,  it  matters  not;  tho 
chiefs 
Are  all  in  chains,  and  some  even  now  on  trial— 
Their  followers  are  dispersed,  and  many  taken. 

Ber.  F.  Uncle ! 

Doge,  It  is  in  Tain  to  war  with  Fortuno] 

The  glory  hath  departed  from  our  house. 

Ber.  F.  Who  would  have  deem'd  it  ?— Ah !  ono 
moment  sooner ! 

Doge.  That  moment  would  have  changed  the  Ikat 
of  ages; 
Thie  gires  us  to  eternity— We'll  meet  it 
As  men  whose  triumph  is  not  in  success, 
But  who  can  make  their  own  minds  all  in  all* 
Equal  to  erery  fortune.    Droop  not,  'tis 
But  a  brief  passage— I  would  go  alone, 
Yet  if  they  send  us,  ss  'tis  like,  together, 
Let  us  go  worthy  of  our  sires  and  selTos. 

Ber.  F.  I  shall  not  shame  you,  uncle. 

Ut»  Sig.  Lords,  our  orden 

Are  to  keep  gusrd  on  both  in  separate  chambers, 
Until  the  council  call  ye  to  your  triaL 

Doge.  Our  trial !  will  they  keep  their  mockery  up^ 
Etou  to  the  last  ?  but  let  them  deal  upon  us. 
As  we  had  dealt  on  them,  but  with  less  pomp. 
'TIS  but  a  game  of  mutual  homicides. 
Who  hATe  cast  lots  Ibr  the  flrst  death,  and  they 


BTBOirs  waasjL 


Hftve  won  with  false  diee.^Wlio  hath  been  our 
Judas? 
lit,  Siff.  I  am  not  warranted  to  answer  that. 
Ber,  F.    I'll   answer   for  thee— 'tis   a   certain 
Bertram, 
Bven  now  deposing  to  the  secret  giunta. 
Doge.  Bertram,  the  Bergamask  I    With  what  vile 
tools 
We  operate  to  slay  or  save  1    This  creatare. 
Black  with  a  double  treasoui  now  will  earn 
Rewards  and  honors,  and  he  stamp*d  in  story 
With  the  geese  in  the  Capitol,  which  gabbled 
Till  Rome  awoke,  and  had  an  annual  triumph, 
While  ManUus.  who  hurPd  down  the  Oanls,  wai 

cast 
From  the  Tarpeian. 

Ut,  Sig,  He  aspired  to  treason. 

And  sought  to  rule  the  state. 

Doffe.  He  saved  the  state, 

And  sought  but  to  reform  what  he  revived— 
But  this  is  idle—Come,  sirs,  do  your  work. 
lit,  Siff,  Noble  Bertuccio,  we  must  now 
you 
Into  an  inner  chamber. 

Ber.  F.  Farewell,  uncle ! 

If  we  shall  meet  again  in  life  I  know  not. 

But  they  perhaps  will  let  our  ashes  mingle. 

Doffe,  Tes,  and  our  spirits,  which  shall  yet  go 

forth. 

And  do  what  our  frail  clay,  thus  ologg'd,  hath 

fail'd  in ! 
They  cannot  quench  the  memory  of  those 
Who  would  have  hurVd  them  from  their  guilty 

thrones, 
And  such  examples  will  find  heirs,  though  distant. 


ACT  V. 

80BNE  I. 

Tht  HaU  of  the  CounoU  of  Ten  a$aembM  wUh  the 
additumal  SmuUort^  who,  on  the  TriaU  of  ths 
ConipinUors  for  the  Treason  of  Mabxno  Fa- 
LU&o,  eompoeed  what  was  eaUed  the  Oumta.-^ 
GuardSf  Oncers,  AfC.,  ^.— Isbabl  Bbstuocxo 
and  Philip  Calbndaro  as  PrMoiMn.— Bb&- 
TRAM,  LiONi,  and  WUneeaeaf  ^. 

The  Chief  of  the  Ten,  Bbxiktbkde. 

Ben.  There  now  rests,  after  such  conviction  of 
Their  manifold  and  manifest  offences, 
But  to  pronounce  on  these  obdurate  men 
The  sentence  of  the  law :  a  grievous  task 
To  those  who  hear,  and  those  who  speak.    Alas ! 
That  it  should  fall  to  me !  and  that  my  days 
Of  office  should  be  stigmatised  through  all 
The  years  of  coming  time,  as  bearing  record 
To  this  most  foul  and  complicated  treason 
Against  a  just  and  firee  state,  known  to  all 
The  earth  as  being  the  Christian  bulwark  'gainst 
The  Saracen  and  the  schismatic  Greek, 
The  savage  Hun,  and  not  less  barbarous  Frank ; 
A  city  which  has  open'd  India's  wealth 
To  Europe ;  the  last  Roman  refuge  from 
O'crwhelming  Attila;  the  ocean's  queen; 


Pnrad  Genoa's  pnMidBr  livaL    Tk  to  si^ 
The  throne  of  suA  a  elty  these  lost  men 
Have  risk'd  and  fofHelted  their  wotthlsss  Uve»--> 
So  let  tiiem  die  the  deatiu 

LBer,  Weareptepaied; 

Your  racks  have  done  that  Ibr  us.    Let  us  die. 

Ben,  If  ye  have  that  to  say  which  would  obtain 
Abatement  of  your  punishment,  the  Qinnta 
Will  hear  yon ;  if  yon  have  aught  to  oonfess, 
Now  is  your  time,  pe^aps  it  may  avafl  ye. 

7.  Ber.   We  stand  to  hear,  and  not  to  speak. 

Ben.  Toorerimei 

Are  fully  proved  by  yonr  aeoomplioes. 
And  all  which  oinnunstance  ean  add  to  aid  them; 
Tet  we  would  hear  from  yov  own  Hps  complete 
Avowal  of  your  treason :  on  tiie  verge 
Of  that  dread  gulf  whieh  none  repass,  the  troth 
Alone  can  profit  you  on  earth  or  heavei^— 
Say,  then,  what  was  yonr  motive  i 

L  Ber,  Justice  1 

Ben,  What 

Tour  object  ? 

LBer,         Freedom. 

Ben.  Yon  an  tariil,  sir. 

/.  Ber.  So  my  life  grows :  I 
Was  bred  a  soldier,  not  a  senator. 

Ben.  Perhaps  you  think  by  this  bhmtbrerily 
To  brave  your  judges  to  postpone  the  sentsaee  ? 

7.  Ber.  Do  yon  be  brief  ^m  I  am,  andbeBsrens, 
I  shall  prefer  that  meroy  to  yonr  pardon. 

Ben,  Is  this  your  sole  reply  to  the  tribonid? 

7.  Ber,  Go,  ask  your  racks  what  they  have  vnsg 
from  us, 
Or  plaoe  us  there  again ;  we  have  still  some  blood 

left. 
And  some  slight  sense  of  psin  in  those  nxendi'd 

limbs: 
But  this  ye  dare  net  do;  fbr  if  we  die  tha»- 
And  yon  have  left  ns  little  life  to  spend 
Upon  your  engines,  gorged  with  pangs  already- 
Ye  lese  the  public  spectacle,  with  which 
Ye  would  appal  yonr  slaves  to  fiirther  slsveiy ! 
Groans  are  not  words,  nor  agony  assent, 
Nor  affirmation  truth,  if  nature's  sense 
Should  overcome  the  soul  into  a  lie. 
For  a  short  respite— 4nast  we  bear  or  die  ? 

Ben,  Say,  irho  were  yonr  aooonpUees } 

LBer.  TheiflDJVti. 

Ben.  What  do  yon  mean  ? 

7.  Ber.  Ask  of  the  sufRsi&gTwpli 

Whom  your  patrician  crimes  have  driven  to  cbbm. 

Ben.  You  know  the  Doge? 

7.  Ber.  X  served  with  hhn  at  Ztit 

In  the  field,  when  you  were  pleading  hers  your  «s7 
To  present  office ;  we  exposed  ovr  lives, 
While  you  but  hasarded  the  lives  of  ethms, 
Alike  by  accusation  or  delsnee ; 
And,  for  the  reet,  all  Yeuioe  knows  her  Dege, 
Through  his  great  actions,  and  the  Senate^s  innka 

Ben.  You  have  held  oonfereooe  with  him  ? 

7.  Bsr.  lamwesiyt 

Even  wearier  of  your  questions  than  yonr  tortsiti: 
I  pray  yon  pass  to  judgment. 

Ben.  It  is  oomiBg.— 

And  yon,  too,  Philip  Cslendsio,  wiiat 
Have  yon  to  say  why  yon  shonM  not  be  dsssi*d? 

Col.  I  never  was  a  nan  of  many  words, 
And  now  have  few  left  worth  the  nttenuioe. 

Ben,  A  farther  application  of  yon  i 


MABCfO  FAUnO, 

OaL  llMttnM;  itwi04»M, 

AfooMrandtetfaNididM;  bat 
It  vm  Bot  dungs  Biy  w«d^  or,  if  it  did* 

CkL  WUk  mj  Kmw§l  on  yoa  iMk 

SludgMdialMr? 
.Bm.  AMsndlf. 

CuL  Wliee'or 

The  e«lfiit  te lilkOBi  I MCDM  of  tnatoa? 
Btm,  Witkoot  doubt,  ho  vill  be  tocNigfat  ap  to 

tnaL 
OU,  AadoBtfaietMtiiiiOByinNildheparidif 
An.  ao  ywg  eomfairien  be  deteSl'd  end  foil. 
He  vfll  etad  ben  IB  fenl  of  bie  life. 

CM,  Then  look  well  to  thy  piood  eelf,  Pieeidflat, 
For  by  tbe  etnoity  wbieb  yawns  befoce  me, 
I  aweer  tbet  tkou,  and  only  tboa»  ahalt  be 
The  tndtor  I  denovnee  upon  that  rack, 
If  I  be  ctratcb*d  tiiste  far  tbe  second  time. 
One  of  tkt  Oiumim.  Lord  President,  'twere  best 
pioceed  to  jodgnentf 
There  is  no  more  to  be  drawn  from  theee  men. 

Ben.  Unhanr  »«&  •  prepare  for  instant  dea^. 
Tbe  nature  of  yonr  crime— our  law-«and  peril 
The  state  now  atands  in,  leaire  not  an  how's  xespito— 
Gnaide !  lend  tium  forUL,  and  npon  the  baleony 
Of  tbo  ved  ooluuks,  iHiere,  on  feetal  Thnraday,^ 
The  Dogo  atanda  to  behold  the  chaae  of  bnUs, 
Let  them  be  jnatiiled;  and  leoTe  ezpoeed 
Their  wwrering  relies,  in  the  place  of  judgment. 
To  the  fiill  view  of  the  aeeembled  people  ^ 
And  beecren  hare  merey  on  their  souls ! 
JTU  OiMWfti.  Amen! 

I.  Ber.  Signora,  farewell !  we  shall  not  all  again 
Moot  In  one  pkee. 

Bm.  And  leat  they  shonld  eany 

To  atir  wp  the  diatraeted  mnltitode*^ 
Ouaida!  let  their  movtha  be  gagg'd,?  even  in  the  aet 
Of  exeentioB^-Ijead  them  henee  1 

CaL  What! 

Not  «fun  aay  ftiwwell  to  aome  fond  friend. 
Nor  leate  a  last  word  with  our  eontfsasor  i 

Betu  Apiiestiawuilngin  theanteehambsr; 
Bnt«  far  yoir  frionds,  such  intaniewa  would  be 
Punftd  to  Ihtm,  and  uedesa  all  to  you. 

CBl.IkBewthatwew«regagg'dinlife;  at  least 
All  tkosewho  had  not  heart  to  risk  their  lifua 
Upon  thsir  open  thoughts;  but  stilll  deaii*d 
That,  hk  diebnt  lew  moments,  the  same  idle 
Freedom  of  speeph  aeeorded  to  the  dying. 
Would  Bot  now  be  denied  to  w ;  but  eines 
i.  Btr.  Svsn  lot  them  haTO  their  way,  brave  Cal- 

What  natter  a  few  syllables?  kfsdie 
Without  ^  difl^itest  show  of  fcvor  from  than ; 
Bo  shall  our  blood  men  reedily  arise 
To  heamn  agrfnat  them,  and  more  tsetify 
To  their  atsoeitiea,  than  eould  a  volume 
9poken  er  writtSB  of  our  dying  words  I 
They  tranble  at  our  voicee— nay,  they  dread 
Our  Toy  silenee— let  them  live  in  feer  !— 
Leave  them  unto  their  thoughts,  and  let  us  now 
Addrsss  our  own  above  !—lieed  on ;  we  are  ready. 

Col.  IsBsel,lmdBt^oubutheork«n'dnnilome 
IthaiMtnoarbeCB^ms;  and  yon  pale  Tillain« 
The  eeward  Bertram,  would—— 

I.  Bm.  Peace,  Cuiendaro  I 

IHiat brooks  it  now  to  ponder  upon  thia? 


OiF  YBNICB. 

B4r,  Alaa!  I  MnyoudifdiBpeMewlthme: 
I  did  not  seek  this  task ;  'twas  forced  upon  me : 
Say,  you  forgive  me,  though  I  never  can 
Retrieve  my  own  forgirenese— frown  not  thus ! 

/.  Bmr.  I  die  and  pardon  thee  1 

Col.  ($pUtmf  mt  km.)  '      I  die  and  soon  theet 
[BaumU  Issail  Bbbtucoio  ond  Phxuf  CAJr 
avBjjU),  Omardt,  ^. 

Bm.  Now  tikat  theee  criminals  have  been  die- 
poeedof, 
TIs  time  that  we  proceed  to  pass  our  sentonoe 
Upon  the  gieateat  traitor  upon  record 
In  any  annals,  the  Doge  Faliero ! 
The  proofii  and  proeeas  are  complete;  thetfane 
And  crime  require  a  quick  procedure :  shall 
Ho  now  be  caU'd  in  to  receive  the  award  ? 

The  OimUa.  Ay,  ay. 

Ben.  Avogadori,  order  that  the  Doge 

Be  brought  before  the  Council. 

OneofiKeOitmia,  And  thereat. 

When  shall  they  be  brought  up  ? 

Bern.  When  all  the  chieii 

Have  been  disposed  of.  Some  have  fled  to  Chiooa; 
But  there  are  thousands  in  pursuit  of  them. 
And  such  precaution  ta'en  on  teira  Anna, 
As  well  aa  in  the  islands,  that  we  hope 
None  will  escape  to  utter  in  strange  lands 
Hie  libellous  tale  of  treason  'gainat  the  senate. 

Enter  (Ke  DooB  as  Pritoner,  with  Cfyardi,  ^c.,  fe. 

Ben,  Doge— for  such  still  you  are,  and  by  the  law 
Must  be  consider'd,  till  the  hour  shall  oomo 
When  you  must  dolT  the  ducal  bonnet  from 
That  head,  which  could  not  wear  a  crown  mom 

noble 

Than  empires  can  confer,  in  quiet  honor. 
But  it  must  plot  to  overtiuow  your  peers. 
Who  made  you  what  you  are,  and  queneh  in  Uood 
A  city'a  glory-^e  have  laid  ahready 
Before  you  in  your  chamber  at  frill  length. 
By  the  Avogadori,  all  the  proofs 
Which  have  appeared  against  yon ;  and  mora  aofla 
Ne'er  rear'd  their  sanguinary  shadowa  to 
Confront  a  traitor.    What  have  you  to  say 
In  your  defence  ? 

Doffe.  What  shall  I  say  to  ye. 

Since  my  defimce  must  be  your  oondemnation  } 
You  are  at  once  ofiendsrs  and  aoeusors. 
Judges  and  eiecutioners !— Proceed 
Upon  your  power. 

Ben,  Tour  chief  aocompUoea 

Having  conlees'd,  there  is  no  hope  for  yon. 

Doye.  And  who  be  they  ? 

Bsn.  In  number  many ;  but 

The  iliat  now  standa  before  you  in  the  court, 
Bertram,  of  Bergamo,— would  you  question  him  } 

Doge,  (iookinf  at  him  eOHtempiuon9ijf»J  No. 

Ben,  And  two  others,  Israel  Bortneoio^ 

And  Philip  Calendaro,  have  admitted 
Their  fellowship  in  treason  with  the  Doge ! 

Doge.  And  where  are  they  ? 

Ben.  Gone  to  theur  place,  and  now 

Answering  to  Heaven  for  what  they  did  on  earth. 

Do^e.  Ah  1  the  plebeian  Brutus,  is  he  gone? 
And  the  quick  Cassiua  of  the  arsenal?— 
How  did  they  meet  their  doom  ? 

Think  of  your  ows 
It  is  approaching.    Ton  decline  to  plead,  then  ? 

Doge.  I  cannot  plead  to  my  inforloro,  nor 
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Cui  recognise  ywa  legal  power  to  try  me 
Show  me  the  law! 

Ben.  On  great  emergenciee, 

The  law  most  be  remodeIl*d  or  amended : 
Our  fathers  had  not  flx'd  the  punishment 
Of  such  a  crime,  as  on  the  old  Roman  tables 
The  sentence  agunst  parricide  was  left 
In  pure  forgetfulness ;  they  could  not  render 
That  penal,  which  had  neither  name  nor  thought 
In  their  great  bosoms :  who  would  have  foreseen 
That  nature  could  be  filed  to  such  a  crime 
As  sons  'gainst  sires,  and  princes  'gainst   their 

realms? 
Your  sin  hath  made  us  make  a  law  which  will 
Become  a  precedent  'gainst  such  haught  traitors, 
As  would  with  treason  mount  'to  tyranny ; 
Not  even  contented  with  a  sceptre,  till 
They  can  convert  it  to  a  two-edged  sword ! 
Was  not  the  place  of  Doge  sufficient  for  ye  ? 
What's  nobler  than  the  signory  of  Venice  ? 

Doge.  The  signory  of  Venice !  You  betray'd  me 
Tow— yov,  who  sit  there,  traitors  as  ye  are ! 
From  my  equality  with  you  in  birth. 
And  my  superiority  in  action. 
You  drew  me  from  my  honorable  toils 
In  distant  lands— on  flood-^n  fleld-^in  citie^^ 
Foti  singled  me  out  like  a  rictim  to 
Stand  crown'd,  but  bound  and  helpless,  at  the  altar 
Where  you  alone  could  minister.    I  knew  not — 
I  sought  not — ^wish'd  not— dream'd  not  the  election. 
Which  reach'd  mc  first  at  Rome,  and  I  obey'd ; 
But  found  on  my  arrival,  that,  besides 
The  jealous  rigilance  which  always  led  you 
To  mock  and  mar  your  sovereign's  best  intents, 
You  had,  even  in  the  interregnum  of 
My  journey  to  the  capital,  eurtail'd 
And  mutilated  the  few  privileges 
Yet  left  the  duke :  all  this  I  bore,  and  would 
Have  borne,  until  my  very  hearth  was  stafaiM 
By  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldry, 
And  he,  the  ribald,  whom  I  sec  among  yon- 
Fit  judge  in  such  tribunal  !^— 

Ben,  (interrupting  him.)  Michel  Steno 
Is  here  in  virtue  of  his  office,  as 
One  of  the  Forty ;  "  the  Ten  "  baring  eiaTed 
A  Giunta  of  patricians  from  the  senate 
To  aid  our  judgment  in  a  trial  arduous 
And  novel  as  the  present :  he  was  set 
Free  from  the  penalty  pronounced  upon  him, 
Because  the  Doge,  who  should  protect  the  law, 
Seeking  to  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
No  punishment  of  others  by  the  statutes 
Which  he  himself  denies  and  riolates ! 

Doge,  ffif  pvyiBHMEXT !  I  rather  see  him  Msr0, 
Where  he  now  sits,  to  ghit  him  with  my  death, 
lluin  in  the  mockery  of  eastigation. 
Which  your  fbul,  outward,  juggling  show  of  justice 
Decreed  as  sentence !    Base  as  was  his  crime, 
'Twas  purity  compared  witii  your  protection. 

Ben,  And  can  it  be,  that  the  great  Doge  of  Venice, 
With  three  parts  of  a  century  of  years 
And  honors  on  his  head,  could  thus  allow 
His  toy,  like  an  angry  boy's,  to  master 
All  feeing,  wisdom,  ftith,  and  ftar,  on  eoch 
A  provoealion  as  a  yonng  man's  petulanee  ? 

Doge,  A  spark  creates  the  flame— ^tis  thebstdrop 
WUeh  makes  the  eap  run  over,  and  mine  was  Aill 
Already:  yvn  epprstsM  the  prince  and  peepis ; 
I  would  te?«  flMd  both,  ud  have  MIM  im  both ! 


The  price  of  such  success  woidd  hast  bees  glHy, 
Vengeance,  and  victory,  and  such  a  name 
As  would  have  made  Venetian  history 
Rival  to  that  of  Greece  and  Syiaonse 
When  they  were  freed,  and  flourish'd  ages  aftar, 
And  mine  to  Gelon  and  to  Thrasybulus  >- 
Failing,  I  know  the  penalty  of  fiiiilBre 
Is  present  infamy  and  dea^— the  future 
Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more  or  free; 
Till  then  the  truth  is  in  abeyance.    Pause  not ; 
I  would  have  shown  no  mercy,  and  I  seek  none; 
My  life  is  staked  upon  a  mighty  hazard, 
And,  being  lost,  take  iriiat  I  would  have  taken  1 
I  would  have  stood  alone  amidst  your  tombs ; 
Now  you  may  flock  round  mine,  and  trample  on  i^ 
As  you  have  done  upon  my  heart  while  Hving.  ^ 

Ben.  You  do  confess,  then,  and  admit  the  juslki 
Of  our  tribunal? 

Doge,  I  confess  to  have  fail'd ; 

Fortune  is  female ;  from  my  youth  her  fsvoit 
Were  not  withheld ;  the  ftiult  was  mine  to  hops 
Her  former  smiles  again  at  this  late  hour.  ' 

Ben,  You  do  not  then  in  aught  anaign  oar  equity? 

Doge,   Noble    Venetians!    stir  me  not  with 
questions. 
I  am  resign'd  to  the  worst;  but  in  me  sttU 
Have  something  of  the  blood  of  brighter  days, 
And  am  not  over-patient.    Pray  you,  spare  me 
Further  interrogation,  whieh  boots  nothing. 
Except  to  turn  a  trial  to  debate. 
I  shall  but  answer  that  which  will  offend  yon. 
And  please  your  enemie*— a  host  already ; 
'Tis  true,  these  sullen  walls  should  yield  no  echo ; 
But  waUs  have  ears— iiay,  more,  they  have  tongvHi 

and  if 
There  were  no  other  way  for  truth  to  o'erieap  thfl^ 
You  who  oondemn  me,  you  who  fear  and  slay  me, 
Yet  could  not  beer  in  siienee  to  your  gta^BS 
What  you  would  hear  from  me  of  good  or  eril; 
The  secret  were  too  mighty  for  your  sools: 
Then  let  it  sleep  in  mine,  unless  you  oonzt 
A  danger  whieh  would  double  that  you  esespe. 
Such  my  defienoe  wonU  be,  had  I  AiUsoops 
To  make  it  famous ;  tor  trae  wot^ie  are  tkm^ 
And  dying  men's  are  tilings  whieh  long  outliTS, 
And  oftentimes  avenge  them ;  bnry  milieu 
If  ye  would  fein  survive  me :  take  this  eouassl, 
And  though  too  oft  ye  made  me  live  in  wnti^ 
Let  me  die  calmly ;  youmaj  gnmtmetiiis^- 
I  deny  nothings-defend  nothing-  nothing 
I  ask  of  you  but  silence  for  myseU; 
And  sentenee  from  the  oout ! 

Ben.  ThisfaUadsMot 

Spares  us  the  harsh  necessity  of  oidsnng 
The  torture  to  eUeit  the  vrhole  tnith. 

I>o^.  The  torture  t  yon  have  put  me  then  ak«ir 
Daily  since  I  was  Doge ;  but  if  yon  will 
Add  the  eorporeal  rack,  yon  may:  these  limbs 
Wm  yield  with  age  to  oraahiag  iion;  hot 
There's  that  withim  my  heaH  ahall  sttaia  jm 
engines. 

Enter  an  Offiosb. 
Q^bsr.  Noble  Veaetiamil    DnoheesFaUoo 
Beqnerts  admisaien  to  the  Qinmte'e  pisssere. 
Ben.  Say,  eoMeiipt  felhen,'  aheU  she  bi  •*> 


Om^iMeOkmtn.  She  mej  have  rtvehllMi* 
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Onto  th«  state,  to  Justify  eompUnoe 
With  Iwr  request. 

Bm.  It  this  the  general  wOl  ? 

AU.  It  is. 

Doge.         Oh,  admirable  laws  of  Tenice ! 
MfhaA.  voold  admit  the  wife,  in  the  fViIl  hope 
That  she  might  testify  against  the  husband. 
What  gloiy  to  the  chaste  Venetian  dames ! 
But  sneh  blasphemers  'gainst  all  honor,  as 
fiit  hen,  do  well  to  act  in  their  rocation. 
Now,  TiQain  Steno !  if  this  woman  fail, 
111  pardon  thee  thy  lie,  and  thy  escape, 
And  1^  own  Tiolent  death,  and  thy  Tile  Ufe. 

The  DooHMS  muttn. 
Ben.  Lady !  this  Just  tribanal  has  resolved, 
Though  the  request  be  strange,  to  grant  it,  and 
Whstercr  be  its  purport,  to  aceord 
A  paticBt  hearing  with  the  due  respect 
Which  fits  yonr  ancestry,  your  rank,  and  virtues 
But  you  turn  pale — ho !  there,  look  to  the  lady ! 
Flsee  a  chair  instantly. 

Amg.  A  moment's  fiuntness 

Tie  pest ;  I  pray  yon  pardon  me,  I  sit  not 
In  presenee  of  my  prince  and  of  my  husband. 
While  he  is  on  hii  fbet. 
Btn,  Your  pleasure,  lady  ? 

Am§.  Strange  mmoTB,  but  most  true,  if  all  I  hear 
And  see  be  sooth,  have  reach'd  me,  and  I  oome 
To  know  the  worst,  even  at  the  worst ;  Hotgive 
The  sbraptness  of  my  enteanee  and  my  bearing. 

Is  it ^I  cannot  sp^kk— -I  cannot  shape 

The  qnestioii — but  you  snswer  it  ere  spoken, 
With  eyes  arerted,  and  with  gloomy  brows 
Oh  God !  this  is  the  silence  of  the  grare ! 
Bern.  (t^Urapa%m.)  Spare  us,  and  spare  thyself 
^repetition 
Of  our  most  awful,  but  inexorable 
Duty  to  heayen  and  man ! 

A»g.  Yet  speak;  Icannot^ 

I  cannot— no— even  now  beHere  these  things. 
Is  he  eondemn'd  ?— 
Bm,  Alas! 

An§,  And  was  he  guilty  ? 

BoL  I^dy !  the  natural  distraction  of 
Thy  thoughti  at  such  a  moment  makes  the  question 
Mait  fkgiTeness ;  else  a  doubt  like  this  ' 
Agaisit  a  just  and  paramount  tribunal 
Were  deep  offence.    But  question  even  the  Doge, 
And  if  he  can  deny  the  prooib,  bettere  him 
Guiltless  as  thy  own  boeom. 

A^.  Is  it  so  ? 

My  loid-ny  sovereign—my  poor  fhthsr's  friend— 
The  nighty  m  the  field,  the  sage  in  eonncQ ; 
Unsay  tiis  words  of  this  man !— Thou  art  silent ! 
Bern.  Hs  hath  already  own*d  to  his  own  guilt, 
Kor,  ss  thou  see'st,  doUi  he  deny  it  now. 
Ang,  Ay,  but  he  must  not  & !  Spare  bi>  fcv 

Which  grief  and  shame  wHI  soon  out  down  to  days  I 
One  day  of  baffled  ecime  must  not  eflaee 
Near  sixteen  lustres  crowded  with  brave  aett. 

Aen.  His  doom  mnst  be  fblfiird  wfthout  xemlssioB 
Of  time  or  penalty— *tis  a  decree. 

Ang.  He  hath  been  guilty,  but  then  may  be 
msrey. 

Bm.  Not  in  this  ease  with  Jusdoe. 

isy.  Alas!  s^or, 

Hswhoisonlyjnatlianid;  iilio 


Upon  the  earth  would  live  were  sll  Judged  Jusdy  > 

Ben,  His  punishment  is  safety  to  the  state. 

Ang,  He  was  a  subject,  and  hath  served  the  slali  { 
He  was  your  general,  and  hath  saved  the  state ; 
He  is  your  sovereign,  and  hath  ruled  the  stafer 

0ns  q^  the  Council,  He  is  a  traitor,  and  betray'd 
the  state. 

Ang.  And,  but  for  him,  there  now  had 
state 
To  save  or  to  destroy;  and  you  who  sit 
There  to  pronounce  the  death  of  your  deliver* 
Had  now  been  groaning  at  a  Moslem  oar, 
Or  digging  in  the  Hnnniiih  mines  in  fetters  I 

One  of  the  Council.  No,  lady,  there  are 
who  would  die 
Rather  than  breathe  in  slavery ! 

Ang.  If  thsre  ere  so 

Within  theee  walls,  thou  art  not  of  the  number : 
The  truly  brave  are  generous  to  the  fsUen  !— 
Is  there  no  hope  ? 

Ben.  Lady,  it  cannot  be. 

Ang.  (turning  to  the  Doge.)  Then  die,  FaUsMl 
since  it  must  be  so ; 
But  with  the  spirit  of  my  father's  friend. 
Thou  hast  been  guilty  of  a  great  oflenee, 
Half  cancell'd  by  the  harshness  of  these  meiu 
I  would  have  sued  to  themr-have  pray'd  to  theai** 
Have  begg'd  as  famish'd  mendieants  for  biead 
Have  wept  as  they  will  cry  unto  their  Ood 
For  mercy,  and  be  answer'd  as  they  snswui 
Had  it  been  fitting  for  thy  name  or  mine, 
And  if  the  cruelty  in  their  oold  eyes 
Had  not  announced  the  heartless  wrath  wHhIa. 
Then,  as  a  prince,  address  thee  to  thy  doom  I 

i>oys.  I  have  lived  too  long  not  to  know  how  to 
die! 
Thy  suing  to  these  msn  were  but  the  bleattaig 
Of  the  Ismb  to  the  butohes,  or  the  sry 
Of  seamen  to  the  surge:  I  would  not  take 
A  lift  etsmal,  granted  at  the  hands 
Of  wretehes,  from  whoss  monstrous  vUlaaiM 
I  sought  to  free  the  groaning  nataons  I 

M.  Steno.  Doge, 

A  wstd  with  tiiee,  and  with  this  noble  lady, 
Whom  I  have  grievously  ofleoded.    Would 
Sorrow,  er  riiame,  or  penanee  on  my  pert, 
Could  eaneel  the  inezoraMe  past  I 
But  since  that  cannot  be,  as  CMstftans  let  «• 
Say  terewell,  and  in  peaee:  with  Ml  eontritisa 
I  crave,  not  pardon,  but  eempassion  from  you. 
And  give,  however  weak,  my  prayers  §ot  both. 

Ang.  Sage  Benitende,  now  ehief  Judge  ei  Te«ls% 
I  speak  to  thee  in  answer  to  yon  signor. 
Inform  the  ribald  Steno,  that  his  words 
Ne'er  wdgh'd  in  mind  with  Loredano's  i 
Further  than  to  create  a  momenta s  pity 
Forenehasheis:  would  that  othsN  ^id 
Despised  Urn  as  I  pity !  Iprefv 
My  honor  to  a  thoossnd  Hvus,  eouU  swh 
Be  multijdied  in  mine,  but  would  not  haft 
A  single  life  of  others  hist  lisrlkat 
Which  nothing  humsn  ean  lipugn    the  SMM 
Of  virtue,  looking  not  to  wlmt  is  salTd    • 
A  good  naaae  for  reward,  but  to  IMbIi* 
To  ma  the  seomsr's  wesds  wstu  as  thawlad 
Unto  the  rook :  but  am  thsre  see    alas  I 
Spirits  more  senrftivu,  on  whidi  endi  1 
light  as  Om  whiriwind  OB  «M  watsR »  I 
TdrtundkhoMT'tshadowisa  i 
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If  ore  terrible  than  death  here  and  hereafter ; 

Men  whose  vice  is  to  start  at  vice's  scoffingi 

And  who»  though  proof  against  all  blandishments 

Of  pleasure,  and  all  pangs  of  pain,  are  feeble 

When  the  proud  name  on  which  they  pinnacled 

Their  hopes  is  breathed  on,  jealous  as  the  eagle 

Of  her  high  aiery ;  let  what  we  now 

Behold,  and  feel,  and  suffer,  be  a  lesson 

To  wretches  how  they  tamper  in  then:  spleen 

With  beings  of  a  higher  order.    Insects 

Hare  made  the  lion  mad  ere  now ;  a  shaft 

I'  the  heel  o*erthrew  the  bravest  of  the  brave ; 

A  wife's  dishonor  was  the  bane  of  Troy ; 

A  wife's  dishonor  unking'd  Rome  for  ever ; 

An  injured  husband  brought  the  Gauls  to  Clusium, 

And  thence  to  Rome,  which  perish'd  for  a  time ; 

An  obscene  gesture  cost  Caligula 

His  life,  while  Earth  yet  bore  his  cruelties ; 

A  virgin's  wrong  made  Spain  a  Moorish  province ; 

And  Steno's  lie,  couch' d  in  two  worthless  lines, 

Hath  decimated  Venice,  put  in  peril 

A  senate  which  hath  stood  eight  hundred  years, 

Biscrown'd  a  prince,  cut  off  his  crownless  head. 

And  forged  new  fetters  for  a  groaning  people ! 

Let  the  poor  wretch,  like  to  the  courtesan 

Who  fired  Persepolia,  be  proud  of  this. 

If  it  so  please  him-^'twere  a  pride  fit  for  him ! 

But  let  him  not  insult  the  last  hours  of 

Him,  who,  whate'er  he  now  is,  totu  a  hero. 

By  the  intrusion  of  his  very  prayers : 

Nothing  of  good  can  come  from  such  a  source. 

Nor  would  we  aught  with  him,  nor  now,  nor  ever : 

We  leave  him  to  himself,  that  lowest  depth 

Of  human  baseness.    Pardon  is  for  men. 

And  not  for  reptiles— we  have  none  for  Steno, 

And  no  resentment :  things  like  him  must  sting, 

And  higher  beings  suffer  i  'tis  the  charter 

Of  life.    The  man  who  dies  by  the  adder's  fang 

May  have  the  crawler  crush'd,  but  feels  no  anger : 

'Twas  the  worm's  nature ;  and  some  men  are  worms 

Tn  soul,  more  than  the  living  thiztgs  of  tombs. 

Doffe,  (to  Ben.)  Signor !  complete  that  which  you 
deem  your  duty 

Ben.  Before  we  can  proceed  upon  that  duty, 
We  would  request  the  princess  to  withdraw ; 
'Twill  move  her  too  much  to  be  witness  to  it. 

Ang.  I  know  it  will,  and  yet  I  must  endure  it, 
For  'tis  a  part  of  mine— I  will  not  quit, 
fixqept  by  fwce,  my  husband's  side. — Proceed ! 
Nay,  fear  not  either  shriek,  or  sigh,  or  tear ; 
Though  my  heart  bursty  it  shall  be  silent.— fipeak ! 
X  have  that  within  which  shall  o'ermaster  all. 

Ben.  Marino  Faiiero»  Doge  of  Venioe, 
Count  of  Yal  di  Marino,  Senator, 
And  soBMAime  General  of  the  Fleet  and  Army, 
Noble  Venetian,  many  times  and  oft 
Intrusted  by  the  state  with  high  employmenta» 
Even  to  the  highest,  Uiten  to  the  sentence. 
Convict  bj  nany  witneeees  and  proofs. 
And  by  thine  own  confession,  of  the  guilt 
Of  treachery  and  tareason,  yet  unheard  of 
Until  this  trial^-^e  decree  is  death. 
Thy  goods  are  confiscate  umto  the  state. 
Thy  name  is  rased  from  out  her  records,  save 
Upon  a  pnbUo  day  of  thanksgiving 
For  this  our  most  miraculous  deliverance. 
When  thou  art  noted  in  our  calendars 
With  earthquakes,  pettilenoe,  and  foreign  foes, 
And  the-great  enemy  of  man,  as  subject 


Of  grateful  masses  for  Heaven's  grace  in  fnttfthfng 
Our  lives  and  country  from  thy  wickedness. 
The  place  wherein  as  Doge  thou  shouldst  be  painted, 
With  thine  illustrious  predecessors,  is 
To  be  left  vacant,  with  a  death-black  veil 
Flung  over  these  dim  words  engraved  beneath, 
"  This  place  is  of  Marino  Faliero, 
Decapitated  for  his  crimes." 

Doge.  "Hiscnmes!" 

But  let  it  be  so :— it  will  be  in  vain. 
The  veil  which  blackens  o'er  this  blighted  name, 
And  hides,  or  seems  to  hide,  these  lineaments. 
Shall  draw  more  gasers  than  the  thousand  portrait! 
Which  glitter  round  it  in  their  pictured  trappings- 
Four  delegated  slaves— 4he  people's  tyrants ! 
'^Decapitated  for  his  crimes !  " — What  crimes  ? 
Were  it  not  better  to  record  the  facts, 
So  that  the  contemplator  might  approve. 
Or  at  the  least  leam  whence  the  crimes  arose  ? 
When  the  beholder  knows  a  Doge  conspired, 
Let  him  be  told  the  cause— it  is  your  history. 

Ben.  Time  must  reply  to  that:  out  sons  will  judge 
Their  fathers'  judgment,  which  I  now  pronounce. 
As  Doge,  clad  in  the  ducal  robes  and  cap. 
Thou  Shalt  be  led  hence  to  the  Giant's  Staircase, 
Where  thou  and  all  our  princes  are  invested ; 
And  there,  the  ducal  crown  being  first  resumed 
Upon  the  spot  where  it  was  first  assimied. 
Thy  head  shall  be'struck  off ;  and  Heaven  have  mercy 
Upon  thy  soul ! 

Doge^  Is  this  the  Giunta's  sentence  ? 

Ben.  It  is. 

Doge.  I  can  endure  it— And  the  time  ? 

Ben.  Must  be  immediate.— Make  thy  peace  with 
God; 
Within  an  hour  thou  must  be  in  his  presence. 

Doge.  I  am  already  ;  and  my  blood  will  rise 
To  Heaven  before  the  souls  of  those  who  shed  it- 
Are  all  my  lands  confiscated  ? 

Ben.  They  are ; 

And  goods,  and  jewels,  and  all  kind  of  treasure, 
Except  two  thousand  ducats — ^these  dispose  of. 

Doge.  That's  harsh.— I  would  have  fain  reserrd 
the  lands 
Near  to  Treviso,which  I  hold  by  investment 
From  Laurence  the  Count-bishop  of  Ceneda, 
In  fief  perpetual  to  myself  and  heirs, 
To  portion  them  (leaving  my  city  spoil. 
My  palace  and  my  treasures,  to  your  forfeit) 
Between  my  consort  and  my  kinsmen. 

Ben.  These 

Lie  under  the  state's  ban ;  their  chief,  thy  nepbev 
In  peril  of  his  own  life ;  but  the  council 
Postpones  his  trial  for  the  present.    If 
Thou  will'st  a  state  unto  thy  widow'd  princess. 
Fear  not,  for  we  will  do  her  justice. 

Ang.  Signers, 

I  share  not  in  your  spoil !  From  henceforth,  kiM>^ 
I  am  devoted  unto  God  alone. 
And  take  my  refuge  in  the  cloister. 

Doge.  Come ! 

The  hour  may  be  a  hard  one,  but  *twill  end. 
Hare  I  aught  else  to  undergo  save  death  ? 

Ben,  You  have  nought  to  do,  except  eonfes  «4 
die. 
The  priest  is  robed,  the  scimetar  is  bare. 
And  b-  «A  await  without.— But,  above  all. 
Think  not  to  speak  unto  the  people ;  they 
Are  now  by  thousands  swarming  at  the  gates 
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The  Giimtm  and  the  chief  mm  of  th«  Forty, 
Aioae  wiB  be  beholden  of  thy  doom, 
And  tihey  ue  leedy  to  attend  the  Doge. 

D9^  The  Doge! 

Uml  Tei,  Doge,  thon  hast  lived  aadthra  thdtdie 
A  eofCRign ;  till  the  moment  which  piecedee 
The  eepegation  el  that  head  and  trunk. 
That  dacal  crown  and  head  ahall  be  united. 
Then  hast  forgot  thy  dignity  in  deigning 
To  plot  with  petty  traitors ;  not  so  we, 
Who  in  tiie  very  punishment  acknowledge 
The  prince.    Thy  vile  accomplices  have  died 
The  dog's  death,  and  the  wolfs ;  but  thon  shaltikll 
As  IhUs  the  lion  by  the  huntns,  girt 
By  those  who  feel  a  proud  compassion  for  thee, 
And  moum  even  the  inevitable  dea^ 
Provoked  by  thy  wild  wrath,  and  regal  fierceness. 
Now  we  remit  tiiee  to  thy  preparation : 
Let  it  be  brief,  and  we  ourselves  wQl  be 
Thy  giudes  unto  the  place  where  ilrst  we  were 
United  to  thee  as  thy  subjects,  and 
Thy  senate ;  and  must  now  be  parted  from  thee 
As  such  for  ever,  on  the  oelf-same  spot.— 
Guards  I  form  the  Doge's  escort  to  his  chamber. 

[Bx$mt. 

8CENSIL 

T4s  Dofft^s  AparimmU, 

Tie  Does  om  Priaomtr^  tmd  th»  Duchbss  mUmtdimg 


Voge,  Now,  that  the  priest  is  gone,  'twere  useless 

an 

To  linger  out  the  miserable  ndnntes ; 

But  one  pang  more,  the  pang  of  psrting  from  thee, 

And  I  win  leave  the  few  last  grains  of  sand. 

Which  yet  remain  of  the  accorded  hour, 

StiU  fidfing^— I  have  done  with  Time. 

Amg.  Alas! 

And  I  have  been  the  cause,  the  unconscious  cause  ; 
And  for  this  funeral  marriage,  this  black  union, 
Which  dkou,  compliant  with  my  father's  wish. 
Didst  promise  at  hii  death,  thou  hast  seal'd  thine 
own. 

1)099.  Not  so :  there  was  that  in  my  spirit  ever 
Which  shaped  out  for  itself  some  great  reverse : 
The  marvel  is,  it  came  not  until  now— 
And  yet  it  was  foretold  me. 

Ang.  How  foretold  you  ? 

Doge,  Long  years  ago— so  long,  they  are  a  doubt 
In  memory,  and  yet  they  live  in  annals : 
When  I  was  in  my  youth  and  serv'd  the  senate 
And  rignory  as  podesta  and  captain 
Of  the  town  of  Treviso,  on  a  day 
Of  festival,  the  sluggish  bishop  who 
Omvey'd  the  Host  aroused  my  rash  young  anger, 
By  strange  delay,  and  arrogant  reply 
Td  my  reproof!  I  raised  my  hand  and  smote  him 
Until  he  reel'd  beneath  his  holy  burden ; 
And  as  he  rose  from  earth  agam,  ho  raised 
His  tremulous  hands  m  pious  wrath  towards  heaven. 
Thenee  pointing  to  the  Host,  which  had  faUen  from 

him. 
He  tnm'd  to  me,  and  said,  **  The  hour  will  eome 
When  he  thon  hast  overthrown  shaU  o'erthrow  thee 
The  glovT  ahaH  depart  from  out  thy  house. 
The  wisdom  sludl  be  shaken  from  thy  soul, 


And  in  Iky  best  maturity  el  mi»d 
A  madness  of  the  heart  ahaU  seise  upon  thee ; 
Passion  shall  tear  thee  wlien  all  passions  cease 
In  other  men,  or  meUow  into  virtues ; 
And  m^esty,  which  decks  all  other  heads. 
Shall  crown  to  leave  thee  headless ;  honon  shaU 
But  prave  to  thee  the  heralds  of  destruction, 
A.nd  hoary  hairs  of  riiame,  and  both  of  death* 
But  not  such  death  as  fits  an  aged  man." 
Thus  saying  he  pass'd  on.— That  hour  is  some. 
ili^.  And  with  this  wsming  conldst  thou  not  Lm« 


To  avert  the  fotal  moment,  and  atone 

By  penitence  for  that  which  thou  hadst  done  } 

Doge,  I  own  the  words  went  to  my  heart,  so  n 
That  I  remember'd  them  amid  the  mass 
Of  Ufe,  as  if  they  fenn'd  a  spectral  voice. 
Which  shook  me  in  a  supernatural  dream ; 
And  I  repented ;  but  'twas  not  for  me 
To  puU  in  resolution :  what  must  be 
I  could  not  change,  and  would  nor  fear.— Nay  1 
Thou  canst  not  have  forgot,  what  all  ramembsr. 
That  on  my  day  of  landing  here  as  Doge, 
On  my  return  from  Rome,  a  mist  of  snch 
Unwonted  density  went  on  before 
The  bncentaur  like  the  columnal  elond 
Which  usher'd  Israel  out  of  Bgypt,  tlU 
The  pilot  was  misled,  and  disembarked  us 
Between  the  pillars  of  Saint  Mark's,  where  'tM 
The  custom  of  the  state  to  put  to  death 
Its  criminals,  instead  of  touching  at 
The  Biva  bella  Paglia,  as  the  wont  is,— 
So  that  aU  Venice  shudder'd  at  the  omen, 

Ang.  Ah!  little  boots  it  now  to  recollect 
Such  things. 

Doge,  And  yet  I  find  a  comfort  in 

The  thought  that  these  things  are  the  work  of  Fait ; 
For  I  would  rather  yield  to  gods  than  men. 
Or  ding  to  any  creed  of  destiny. 
Rather  than  deem  these  mortals,  most  of  whom 
I  know  to  be  as  worthless  as  the  dust. 
And  weak  as  worthless,  more  than  i 
Of  an  o'erruling  power ;  they  in  1 
Were  aU  incapable— they  could  not  be 
Vietors  of  him  who  oft  had  conquer'd  for  them ! 

Ang.  Employ  the  minutes  left  in  aspiratioMs 
Of  a  more  heaUng  nature,  and  in  peace 
Even  with  these  wretches  take  thy  flight  to  Heafvsn, 

Doge,  I  am  at  peace :  the  peace  of  certainty 
That  a  sure  hour  will  come,  when  their  sons'  sow. 
And  this  proud  city,  and  these  asure  watsrs. 
And  aU  which  makes  them  eminent  and  bright, 
ShaU  be  a  desolation,  and  a  enrae, 
A  hissing  and  a  scoifunto  the  nations, 
A  Carthage,  and  a  Tyre,  an  Ocean  Babel ! 

Ang,  Speak  not  thus  now ;  the  surge  of  ] 
stiU 
Sweeps  o'er  thee  to  the  last;  thon  dost  deoeftv* 
Thyself,  and  canst  not  injure  them— be  calmar. 

Doge.  I  stand  within  eternity,  and  see 
Into  eternity,  and  I  behold— 
Ay,  palpable  as  I  see  thy  sweet  ftiee 
For  the  last  time— the  days  which  I  dsnovnea 
Unto  all  time  against  these  wave-girt  walls, 
And  they  who  are  indwelleis. 

Ctweardj  (coming  fanoard.)  Doge  of  Veniot 
The  Ten  are  in  attendance  on  your  highness. 

Doge,  Then  farewell,  AngioUna !— one  < 
Forgive  the  old  man  iriio  hsth  been  to  thee 


tie 


vtman  wMza 


A  li^nd  bat  &tel  hvtbiadr-loTS  my  memoiy** 
I  would  not  ftsk  so  nmeh  finr  ma  still  liring, 
But  tlMm  canst  judgs  of  ms  mors  kindly  now. 
Seeing  my  evil  feelings  an  at  leat, 
Besides,  of  all  the  fruit  of  these  long  yean, 
Oloiyi  and  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame,  and  naaaa. 
Which  generally  leave  some  flowexa  to  Uoom 
Eren  o'er  the  grare,  I  haye  nothing  left,  not  ercn 
A  little  loTe,  or  friendship,  or  esteem, 
No  not  enough  to  extract  an  epitaph 
Tnm.  ostentations  kinsmen ;  in  one  hour 
I  have  uprooted  all  my  former  life, 
And  outliTed  eroy  thing,  ezoept  thy  heart, 
The  pure,  the  good,  the  gentle,  which  will  oft 
"With  nnimpair'd  but  not  a  clamorous  grief 
Still  keep— 4hou  tum'st  so  pale !— Alas !  she  faints, 
She  hath  no  breath,  no  pulse !— Qnards  lend  your 


I  cannot  leave  her  thus,  and  yet  'tis  better, 
Since  every  lifeless  moment  spares  a  pang. 
When  she  shakes  off  this  temporary  death, 
I  shall  be  with  the  Btsnial.-<7aU  her  womenr-- 
One  look  !-^ow  cold  her  hand !— as  cold  as  mini 
Shall  be  ere  she  recovers.— Oently  tend  her. 
And  take  my  last  thanks—- «I  am  ready  now. 

IThe  Attmdtmtg  of  AxazoLiHA  enier  mtd  smt- 
rmmd  tkmr  mitinuj  who  ha$  fatnUd.^^ 
Exttmi  the  Doob,  Gtwnif ,  ^.,  ^c. 

SCENE  UI. 

Th€  Court  of  the  Ihteal  Palace:  the  outer  gatee  are 
•hut  against  the  people.-^The  Doob  etUen  in  hie 
ducal  robee,  m  procession  with  the  Council  of  TVn 
and  other  Patricians,  attended  hy  the  Guards  till 
they  arrive  at  the  top  of  the  **  Gianfs  StosfvoM,' 
(where  the  Doges  took  the  oaths;)  the  Bxecutioner 
is  stationed  there  with  his  sword.— On  arriving,  a 
Chief  of  the  Ten  takes  of  the  ducal  cap  from  the 
Doge^shead, 

Doge.  So  now  the  Doge  is  nothing,  and  at  last 
I  am  again  Marino  Faliero : 
Tis  well  to  be  so,  though  but  for  a  moment. 
Here  was  I  erown'd,  and  here,  bear  witness,  Heaven ! 
With  how  mndh  more  contentment  I  resign 
That  shining  mockery,  the  ducal  bauble, 
Than  I  received  the  fatal  ornament. 

One  tf  the  Ten.  Thou  tremblest,  Faliero ! 

Doge.  'Tis  with  age,  then.* 

Ben.  FaUsro!  hast  thou  aught  farther  to  com- 


to  their 


Compatible  with  Justice,  to  the  senate  ? 

Doge.  I  would  commend  my  nephew 
mercy. 
My  consort  to  their  justioe ;  for  methinks 
My  death,  and  such  a  death,  might  settle  all 
Between  the  state  and  me. 

Bm^  Theyshall  be  eared  for; 

Even  notwithstanding  thine  unheardH>f  crime. 

Doge.  Unheard-of !  ay,  there's  not  a  history 
But  shows  a  thousand  orown'd  conspirators 
Agaimt  the  people }  but  to  set  them  free 
One  soverrign  only  died,  and  one  is  dying. 

Ben.  And  who  were  they  who  fell  in  such  a  cause  ? 

Doge.  The  King  of  Sparta,  and  the  Doge  of 
Yeniee— 
Agio  and  Falieral 

Ben.  Bactthoamon 


Touttarortodo? 

Doge.  Mi^Ispeakr 

Ben.  Thoumy'iti 

But  recollect  the  people  are  withcuti 
Beyond  the  compass  of  the  human  veies. 

Doge.  I  speak  to  Time  and  to  Etanity, 
Of  which  I  grow  a  portion,  not  to  man. 
Te  elements!  in  which  to  be  resolved^ 
I  hasten,  let  my  voice  be  as  a  spirit 
Upon  you!  Tebfaie  waves!  which  bore  my  bsiuMi 
Te  winds  !  which  fluttered  o'er  as  if  you  loved  it, 
And  fill'd  my  sweUing  sails  as  they  were  wafted 
To  many  a  triumph !  Thou,  my  native  earth. 
Which  I  have  bled  for,  and  thou  foi«ign  esrUi, 
Which  drank  this  willing  blood  from  msny  a  woundl 
Te  stones,  in  which  my  gore  will  not  sink,  but 
Beck  up  to  Heaven !  Te  skies,  which  will  receive  it  1 
Thou  sun !  which  shinest  on  these  things,  and  Thoal 
Who  kindlest  and  who  quencheet  suns !— Attest! 
I  am  not  ixmooent— but  are  these  gwltless  ? 
I  perish,  but  not  unavenged ;  fSuages 
Float  up  from  the  abyss  of  time  to  be, 
And  show  these  eyes,  before  they  close,  the  doon 
Of  this  proud  city,  and  I  leave  my  curse 
On  her  and  hers  for  ever !— Tes,  the  boon 
Are  silently  engendering  of  the  day, 
When  she.  who  built  'gainst  Attila  a  bolwaxk, 
Shall  yield,  and  bloodlesaly  and  basely  yield 
Unto  a  bastard  Attila,  without 
Shedding  so  much  blood  in  her  last  defence 
As  these  old  veins,  oft  drain'd  in  shielding  her, 
Shall  pour  in  sacrifice.— She  shall  be  bought 
And  sold,  and  be  an  appanage  to  those 
Who  shall  despise  her  !--She  shall  stoop  te  be 
A  province  for  an  empire,  petty  town 
In  lieu  of  capitol,  with  slaves  for  senates, 
Beggars  for  nobles,  panders  for  a  people !  ^ 
Then  when  the  Hebrew's  in  thy  pialaees,^^ 
The  Hun  in  thy  high  places,  and  the  Greek 
Walks  o'er  thy  mart,  and  smiles  on  it  for  his ! 
When  thy  patricians  beg  their  bitter  bread 
In  narrow  streets,  and  in  their  shameful  need 
Make  their  nobility  a  plea  for  pity ! 
Then,  when  the  few  who  etill  retain  a  wreck 
Of  their  great  fathers'  heritage  shall  fawn 
Round  a  barbarian  Vice  of  Kings'  Vicegerent, 
Even  in  the  palace  where  they  sway'd  as  soTen^ 
Even  in  the  palace  where  they  slew  their  sovereigB^ 
Proud  of  some  name  they  have  disgraced,  or  eproof 
From  an  adultress  boastful  of  her  guilt  > 
With  some  large  gondolier  or  foreign  soldieTi 
Shall  bear  about  their  bastardy  in  triumph 
To  the  third  spurious  generation ; — when 
Thy  sons  are  in  the  lowest  scale  of  being. 
Slaves  tum'd  o'er  to  the  vanquish'd  by  the  rietoc^ 
Despised  by  cowards  for  greater  cowardice, 
And  scom'd  even  by  the  vicious  for  such  rices 
As  in  the  monstrous  grasp  of  their  conceptioB 
Defy  all  codes  to  image  or  to  name  them ; 
Then,  when  of  Cyprus,  now  thy  subject  kiogdoo, 
All  thine  inheritance  shall  be  her  shame 
Entail'd  on  thy  less  virtuous  daughters,  grown 
A  wider  proverb  for  worse  prostitution ;— * 
When  all  the  ills  of  oonquer'd  states  shall clingtki^ 
Vice  without  splendor,  sin  without  relief 
Even  from  the  gloss  of  love  to  smooth  it  e'er, 
But  in  its  stead  coarse  lusts  of  habitude, 
Prurient  yet  passionless,  cold  studied  IswdasMi 
Depraving  natare's  ikailty  to  an  art ;— 


vaoM 
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tallai  wittovt  BkirCht  tad  pMtimei  without  pleMwe, 
To«tt  wiftiNit  konor,  agt  without  rMpect» 
Mmxaem  and  WMknoM,  uid  a  mum  of  wo 
*Oaiast  whi^  thott  wilt  not  ttritv,  and  dar'tt  not 

HswBuda  IbM  last  and  worst  of  paoplad  daaarta, 

Thn,  in  tha  last  gaip  of  thi»a  agony, 

Aaidat  tky  mmaj  nrardan,  think  of  mUmgt 

Than  den  of  dnmkaidB  with  the  Uood  of  prinoeal  ** 

Qahaana  of  ihe  waters !  thou  sea  Sodom ! 

Thna  I  derote  thee  to  the  infernal  gods  \ 

Thee  and  thj  serpent  aeed ! 

[JBbrv  tkt  Doos  tenw » muimdirmui  theEseeuHoneer, 

nave,  do  thine  oOoa! 
Strike  as  I  atrnek  the  foe!  StrUie  aa  I  would 
Have  atxnck  those  tyrants!  Strike  deep  as  my  cuse! 
Strike    aadhntonse! 

at  At  JSmnlieiw  rai§m  M$  tword,  ih$  aeiM 


SCENE  IT. 

7%0  Piaxta  emd  Piaxxeita  of  Saint  Mark*i,'^Tfu 
Peopie  m  arowda  gathered  tmmd  the  grated  gatee 
of  the  Dackl  Palace,  which  are  ahvi, 

FSrtt  Citixen,  I  have  gatn*d  the  gate,  and  can 

disoon  the  Teut 

Bobed  in  their  gowns  of  atate,  ranged  ronnd  the 

Doge. 

Setemd  OU.  I  eannot  reach  thee  with  mine  utmost 
eflorta 
How  is  it  ?  let  OS  hsar  at  least,  sines  sight 
Is  Ihoa  prohihiled  nnto  the  people, 
Sxcept  the  oeonpiers  of  those  hara. 

PintCiL  One  has  approached  the  Doge»  and  now 
Ihey  strip 
The  dacal  bonnet  from  his  head— and  now 


He  raises  hb  keen  eyes  to  bsuTen ;  I  see 
Them  gUttsr,  and  his  Ups  moT^Hnsh !  hnek  I--M, 
Twas  bttt  a  murmur— Curse  up6n  the  distanee ! 
Hia  words  are  inartioulate,  but  the  voice 
SweUs  up  like  mutter'd  tkuadcr ;  would  wn  could 
But  gather  a  sole  sentence ! 
Soemd^HL   Hush!  we  psrfiapa  may  oatsk  the 


Firet  CO,  Tis  vain, 

I  cannot  hear  him.— How  his  huary  hair 
Streams  on  the  wind  like  foam  upon  the  wave  I 

>w^-now    he  kneels    and  now  they  form  a  eirela 
Bound  Um,  and  all  is  hidden— but  I  see 

The  lifted  sword  in  air ^Ahl  Hark!  ItftUsl 

\The  people  mwrmm 
Third  at.   Then  they  hays  murder'd  him  wha 

would  have  freed  us. 
PomlhCit,  He  was  a  kind  man  to  the  oommoM 

•far. 
Fifth  at.  Wiedy  they  did  to  keep  «heirp«rtak 
harr*d. 
Would  we  had  known  the  work  they  were  preparing 
Era  we  were  snmmon'd  here,  we  wouldkave  brought 
Weapons  and  forced  them ! 
8iaih€Ht.  Are  you  sura  he's  dead  » 

Firtt  at.  I  saw  the  sword  iall^IiO !  what  have 
we  here? 

Enter  on  the  Baleong  of  the  Palace  which  ftw^ 
Saint  Mark's  Place,  a  Cbixv  of  thb  Tbn,>*  with 
a  bloody  eword.     He  waeee  it  thrice  before  the 
People,  and  wrfatfrw. 
**  Justice  hath  dealt  upon  the  mighty  Traitor !  *' 
[The  gatee  are  opened;  the  populace  rmh  m 
towarde  the  **  OianCe  Staircaee"  where  the 
execution  hoe  tahenplace.    Theforemoet  of 
ihem  CMlaime  tie  thoee  behind. 
The  gory  head  rolls  down  the  <<  Giants' Steps ! " 

[The  curtain  fattB, 


NOTES  TO  MARINO  FALIERO. 


1. 

lamate  the  imrdg  biehopat  Treeito, 

Tags  388,  line  laO. 
Am  Urtorieal  Ihct.    See  Marin  Sanuto's  lites  of 
tka  Doges. 

a. 

A  gondola  with  one  oar  only. 

Page  96,  Una  46. 

A  gaailiila  ia  not  like  a  oonunon  boat,  but  is  ss 
sasily  rowed  with  one  oar  aa  with  two,  (though  of 
Mnrae  not  so  swiftly,)  and  often  is  so  from  motiTes 
of  privaej;   and  (atnee  the  decay  of  Tenice)  of 


l%eg  think  tkemeekee 
en  eetret  to  the  Sionorv. 

Page  884.  linsa  7  and  8. 


An  historical  Ikct. 

4. 
Within  our  palaeeprecinete  at  San  Polo. 

Page  801,  Una  68. 

The  Doge's  private  frmily  palace. 

**aignor<^  the  Night.** 
^^^  Page  808,  Hna  17. 


««I8ignoridiNotte' 
in  the  old  Bepublic. 


held  an  important  charga 


Fettai  Thuredojf. 

Page  806,  line  86. 
>«Oiovedi  Qraeeo,**  ''fat  or  greasy  Thuxaday," 
whidi  I  eannot  literally  translate  in  the  teort,  wa» 
the  day. 


iU 


BYSONHI  WOaiU. 


OuardB  /  let  tksir  mouUu  begagg*d,  wen  in  thetufi, 
Page  306,  line  87. 

Historical  ftust.  See  Sanuto,  in  tbue  Appendix  to 
thifltngedy. 

8. 
Say,  eoneeript  fatherit  BhaU  she  be  admitted  t 
Page  806,  line  128. 

The  Venetian  senate  took  the  same  %tle  as  the 
Romany  of  **  Conscript  Fathers." 

9. 
'Tisteithage,  then. 

Page  310,  line  33. 

This  was  the  actual  reply  of  BaiUi,  maire  of 
Paris,  to  a  Frenchman  who  made  him  the  same  re- 
proach  on  his  way  to  execution,  in  the  earliest  part 
of  their  revolution.  I  find  in  reading  over,  (smce 
the  completion  of  this  tragedy,)  for  uie  first  time 
these  six  years,  "  Venice  Preserved,"  a  similar  re- 
ply on  a  different  occasion  by  Renault,  and  other- 
comcidences  arising  from  the  subject.  I  need 
hardly  remind  the  gentlest  reader,  that  such  coin- 
cidences must  be  accidental,  from  the  very  facility 
of  their  detection  by  reference  to  so  popular  a  plav 
on  the  stage  and  in  the  closet  as  Otway's  cnei- 
d'cBUVte. 

10. 
Beggartfor  nobleSf  pandertfor  a  people  ! 

Page  SloTune  86. 

Should  the  dramatic  picture  seem  harsh,  let  the 
reader  look  to  the  historical,  of  the  period  prophe- 
sied, or  rather  of  the  few  years  preceding  that  pe- 
riod. Voltaire  calculated  their  **  nostre  benemente 
Heretrici"  at  12,000  of  regulars,  without  includ- 
ing volunteers  and  local  militia,  on  what  authority 
I  know  not ;  but  it  is  perhaps  the  only  part  of  the 
population  not  decreased.  Venice  once  contained 
SOO.OOO  inhabitants,  there  ore  now  about  90,000,  and 


.   !  I  few  iadividnals  eaa  eoncsira,  and  hobs 

could  describe  the  actual  state  into  which  the  mon 
than  infernal  tyranny  of  Austria  hai  phingedUut 
unhappy  city.  ' 

11. 
Then  tohen  the  Hebrew* »  in  thy  paiaeei. 

Page  810,  line  87. 
The  chief  palices  on  the  Brenta  now  belong  to 
the  Jews ;  who  in  the  earlier  times  of  the  repAlio 
were  ovlj^  allowed  to  inhabit  Mestri,  and  not  to  en- 
ter the  city  of  Venice.  The  whole  commerce  is  in 
the  hands  of  the  Jews  and  Greeks,  and  the  Huni 
form  the  garrison. 

12. 
Thou  den  of  drunkarde  with  the  blood  ofprinm, 
Page3ll,lme9. 

Of  the  first  fifty  Doges, /«e  abdicated-^/Ctv  were 
banished  vrith  their  eyes  put  out-^w  were  xasia- 
CRBD— and  nine  deposed ;  so  that  nineteen  out  of 
fifty  lost  the  throne  by  violence,  besides  tvo  who 
fell  in  battle :  this  occurred  long  prerious  to  the 
reign  of  Marino  Faliero.  One  of  his  more  imme- 
diate predecessors,  Andrea  Dandolo,  died  of  vexa- 
tion. Marino  Faliero  himself  perished  as  related. 
Among  his  successors,  Foteari,  after  seeing  hii 
son  repeatedly  tortured  and  banished,  was  deposed, 
and  died  of  breaking  a  blood-vessel,  on  hearis^ 
the  bell  of  Saint  Mark's  toll  for  the  election  of  Ls 
successor.  Morosini  was  impeached  for  the  loss  of 
Candia ;  but  this  was  previous  to  his  dukedom,  dn^ 
ing  which  he  conquered  the  Morea,  and  was  sgrlei 
the  Peloponnesiaa.  Faliero  might  txvdy  say  '*  Thon 
den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of  pnnoes  I " 

IS. 

Chief  of  the  Ten. 

Page  811,  line  47. 


"  Un  Capo  de*  Dieci ' 
Chronide. 


are  the  words  of  Bannto'i 


APPENDIX  TO  MARINO  FALIERO. 


I. 

MCCCLIV. 

MARINO  FALIERO  DOGE  XLIX. 

'<  Fu  eletto  da  ^uarantuno  Elettori,  il  quale  era  Ca- 
Taliere  e  conte  di  Valdemarino  in  Trivigiana,  ed  era 
ricco,  e  si  trovava  ambasciadore  a  Roma.  E  a  dl  9, 
di  Settembre,  dopo  sepolto  il  suo  predecessore,  fu 
chiamato  il  gran  Consiglio,  e  fu  preso  di  fare  il  Doge 
giusta  il  sobto.  E  furono  fatti  i  cinque  Correttori, 
Ber  Bernardo  Giustiniani  Procuratore,  Ser  Paolo 
Loredano,  Ser  Filippo  Aurio,  Ser  Pietro  Trivisano, 
e  Ser  Tommaso  Viadro.  I  quali  a  dl  10,  misero 
•neste  correzioni  alia  promozione  del  Doge :  che  i 
Consiglieri  non  odano  gli  Oratori  e  Nunst  de'  Sig- 
nori,  scttsa  i  Capi  de'  qnaranta,  ne  poesano 
dere  ad  alcnno,  se  non  saranno  quattro  Co: 


>rispon- 
nsiglieri 


e  due  Capi  de'  Quaranta.  E  che  ossertino  la  forms 
del  suo  Capitolare.  E  che  Messer  lo  Doge  si  metu 
nella  miglior  parte,  quando  i  gindid  tra  loro  non 
fOBsero  d*  accordo.  B  ch'  egU  non  possa  far  ven- 
dere  i  snoi  impreetiti,  salvo  con  legiUima  caaas,  e 
col  voler  di  cinque  Consiglieri,  di  due  Capi  de'  Qs** 
ranta,  e  delle  due  parti  del  Consiglio  de'  Pregat. 
Item,  che  in  luogo  di  tre  mila  pelfi  di  ConigUi  che 
debbon  dare  i  Zaratini  per  regalia  al  Doge,  non  tro 
vandosi  tante  pelli,  gli  oiano  Ducati  ottanta  1'  anno* 
£  poi  a  dl  11,  detto,  misero  etiaen  altre  corrnBOBif 
che  se  il  Doge,  che  sari  eletto,  fosse  fbon  di  Vflne- 
zia,  i  sayj  possano  prowedere  del  mm  ritomo.   a 

3uando  fosse  il  Doge  ammalato,  ^  VioedMS jno 
e' Consiglieri,  da  essere  eletto  tra  loro.  B  che « 
detto  sia  nominate  Viceluogotenente  di  M»ser, " 
Doge,  qnando  i  gindiei  faranno  i  snoi  att^.  ^?^T 
pcrch^  fu  ftitto  Doge  nno,  ek'  era  aassnte,  che  m 
Vioedoge  Ser  Marino  Badocro  pid  veeehio  de  Gear 


AivExaa  TO  nABim  faubro. 


$iz 


^flgaramdil 

I  •  a*  Oapi  d«'  QwuvBte,  q«iado 

I  0  DoMto  ineM  sni  detto  1'  altro  Dom. 

S  ood  a  A 11  di  Settanbra  fe  creato  il  prafiito  Ma- 
iiBO  Fblitto  I>Dgau  B  fti  jmso,  eh«  il  goTsrao  del 
Jhmto  flia  rwmiwn  a*  Oouiglian  « i^'  Capi  de' 
QoanBta.  I W^  itiaBO  in  Palaaaa  di  eontiinio, 
Sao  die  nm4  u  Doge.  Sioeh^  di  ecmtiaiio  ttieao 
la  PabuBO  dne  Couifflieri  e  aa  Capo  de  Qaannta. 
S  galnto  ftnoBo  epedite  lettere  af  detto  Doae,  il 
quale  era  a  Soma  Qratore  el  I^eoato  di  Papa  inno- 
eeaao  YI.  di*  era  ia  Afianone.  Pa  preso  nd  gnn 
Consi^io  d*  eleggere  dodfci  ambaedaaori  iaeontro  a 
Maima  Faliero  Doge,  il  quale  TeniTa  da  Roma. 
S  ghute  a  Chiomia,  il  Podeeta  mandb  Taddeo 
Oiostmiaai  bqo  Igliaolo  inoontro,  con  qnindid 
GaasaraolL  S  poi  yennto  a  8.  Clemente  nd  Bnoin< 
taro,  Tenae  an  gran  ealigo,  adeo  ehe  il  Budntoro 
non  kijjcti  levaze.  Laoade  il  Doae  co'  gentilaomini 
aeOe  ptatto  Teaaero  di  laago  m  qneata  Teixa  a' 
tf  d'Onoliie  del  ISM.  B  doveado  smoatare  alia 
liva  della  Pa^^  per  lo  ealigo  aadaioao  ad 
tare  aUa  zira  dolla  Piaan  ia  meno  alle  dne  eeloaae 
dove  d  fk  la  Oiastiaia»  dM  Aina  maliadaio  auniio. 
B  a*  6»  lamattiaa  faane  alia  COiieaa  di  Saa  MaRO 
dla  landasoae  di  qaello.  Bia  in  qneeto  tempo 
Oaaoeflicr  Gnade  Moaeer  Beaiatende.  I  quaran- 
taao  Blettari  fonmb,  8er  Oioraaai  Ooatariai,  Ser* 
Aadvea  Giaetiniaai,  8er  Miekde  MoioeainL  8er 
*         "      ■ »,  8er  Mariao 


taato  pieccAa  il  Doge  ae  preee  gimade  sdegno,  parea- 
doffU  ehe  aon  foaae  atata  fatta  qaella  ettimasioae 
deUa  ooea»  ehe  lieereaTa  la  ana  dianitA  dd  Daeatoi. 
B  dicera,  eh'  eglino  doreaao  aveno  fktto  appicoaDft 
per  la jroUi  o  tmlftm  baadirio  ia  perpetao  da  Ven^ 
da.  E  pereh^  (qoaado  dee  aaoeedere  aa'  efietto  h 
neoeeaano  ehe  n  eoaootra  la  eaagioae  a  tee  tap 
effatto)  era  deetiaato,  ehe  a  Meaaer  Maiiao  Don 
foeae  tagUata  la  teeta,  perei6  oooone,  ehe  eatratala 
Qaaredma  fl  giomo  dopo  ehe  fti  eoadaanato  il  detto 
8er  Midiele  Steao,  aa  aeatilnomo  da  Ck  Barbaroi 
di  aatara  eoilerioo,  aadaaee  all'  Araeade,  domaa- 
daaee  earte  ooee  d  Padroai,  ed  era  alia  preaenaa  de^ 
Signori  rAmmiragUo  dell'  Araeade.  II  qade  ia 
teaa  la  doaiaada,  diaae,  ehe  noa  ai  poteva  tev 
Quel  gaatilaomo  Teaae  a  parole  ooU'  AnuniiagUo, 
e  diedeali  aa  vagao  an  aa'oechio.  B  perche  avea 
aaeuo  ia  mto,  eoU'  aaeUo  gll  mppe  la  pelle,  • 
feee  aaague.  B  rAamiragiio  eod  battato  e  inaaa- 
*  kto  aad6 dDoge a lameatarai, aedooeh^ il  Dom 
le  tee  gran  punidoae  eoatra  il  detto  da  C4 
Barbaro:  II  Doge  diaeet  CAe  wttoi  ehs  Hfitoeiaf 
(TtNirda  U  tyaomimoee  paroU  §eritte  ttt  mt,  e  il  mod9 
ek*i  atfote  jNMwto  fud  nboido  tU  MiekeU  Steno,  ek» 
1$  aerwM.  B  fmaie  sHima  kmmo  i  QuanuUa  faU» 
8er  Giovanai  Qairini,  8er  Loceaao  fioraaao,  8er  tUUm  penona  noatrat  Laoade  1*  Anmiiraglio  gU 
Maieo  Benbo,Sere  Steteio  Bdegao,  S«r  Praaoeaeo  diaae:  Ifeaaer  h  Do^,  m voi  voUU  farvi  Siffnorv,  « 
liOiedaMS  8er  Marino  Yeaiero,  8er  QiOTaaai  Mo-  fare  taaKare  iutti  mietH  haceki  fmUUmmim  ajfeai, 
—'—  Ser  Andrea  Barbaro,  Ser  Loreaao  Barbarigo,  mi  Aaato  Pammo,  dtuulomi  voiajtUOf  difanri  Stgnar* 

'    "'  "*       "^ "^  di  fmetta  Terra.    B  allora  voi potrete  eatH^are  hdH 

oodors.    lateeo  qaeato  il  Doge  diaee,  Cametiptio 
fare  una  eimUeeoeaf    B  eoai  entraroao  ia  nigioaa- 


fiimOBa  Dbbi 


tddo,  Ser 
^Mareo 


Platro  Laado,  Ser 


8er  Bettiao  da  MoUiao,  Ser*  Aadrea  Arimo  Pioea- 
raton,  Ser  Mareo  Celd,  Ser  Paolo  Donate,  Ser  Ber- 
taed  Grimaid.  Ser  Pietro  Steno,  Ser  Laea  Daodo, 
So'  Andrea  Pieaai,  Ser  Pranoeaco  Caravello.  Ser 
Jacopo  TziTiaano,  Sere  Sehiaro  Mareello,  Ser  MaHeo 
Aimo,  Ser  Mareo  Capello,  Ser  Panerado  Oioigio, 
Ser  Qiovaani  Poeoarmi,  Ser  Toauwo  Yiadro.  toe 
SdiiaTa  Polani,  Ser  Maxeo  Polo,  Ser  Marino  Sagre- 
do.  Sere  Steteio  Manaai,  Ser  Franeeaco  Sariano, 
SerOno  Paaqnaligo,  Ser*  Andrea  Qritti  Ser  Baono 

'•TVottofo  di  Mte$erManmFaiier6Dopej,iraUo 
da  tma  Cromoa  aiUioa,  Baaendo  renuto  il  OioTedl 
ddla  Caceaa,  fti  teta  giaata  il  aolito  la  Caeeia.  B 
a*  qoe'  tempi  dopo  iatto  la  Caoda  a'andaTa  in  Pa- 
laao  dd  Doge  in  una  di  qaalle  ade,  e  eon  donne 
teerad  ana  featiedaola,  ooTe  d  bdlaTa  flno  alia 
pdma  campaaa,  e  TeniTa  ana  coladone ;  la  qode 
^eaa  teera  Meaeer  le  Doae,  qnaado  t*  era  la  Dogar 
uiian.  B  poeda  tatti  aaaaTaao  a  caaa  aaa.  Sopra 
U  qad  fiwta,  pave,  ehe  Ser  Miehele  Steno,  molto 
gjonae  e  poTero  geatilaomo,  ma  ardito  e  astato,  il 
quale  oa  mnamorato  ia  carta  donxella  della  Doga- 
reaaa,  esieado  aal  Solajo  appresao  le  donne,  faoeaae 
oerf  atto  non  oonTeniente,  adeo  ehe  il  Doge  coman- 
d^  ch'  e*  teae  battato  giik  dd  Solajo.  B  cod  qoegli 
ecaiBen  dd  Doge  lo  apinaero  gio  di  qud  Solajo. 
Laoade  t  Ser  Michde  pazre,  ehe  foaaegli  state  &tte 
troppo  giaada  ignominia.  B  non  conaideiando  air 
tramoita  fl  tne,  ma  aonra  qoeUa  peadone  fomita  la 
feata,  eandati  tatti  Tia,  qadla  aotte  ^U  aad6,  e 
ealla  eadnga,  dore  aedoTa  il  Doge  aeUa  Sala  ddl' 
Udieaza  (pcreh^  allota  i  Dogi  aon  teaerano  ponno 
di  aeta  topa  la  eadzaga,  ma  sederano  in  aaa  eadze- 
ga  di  legao)  acriaae  dcuae  parole  dieoneato  dd 
Dm  e  delLa  DogareMa,  do^:  Marim  Jfaliero 
daUa heOamogUe:  AUrila yode, ed egli la wumtieme, 
E  la  matdna  forono  vedute  tali  parole  aoritto.  B 
parre  ana  faratta  ooaa.  B  per  la  oigaoiia  fa  eoms 
neasa  Ucoaa  af^  ATTOgadori  dd  Comane  eod 
grande  efflcada.  I  qoali  ATTOgadod  aabito  diedero 
tagUa  gzande  per  Tenire  in  ehiazo  della  veriti  di  ehi 
area  acritto  td  lettera.  E  tandem  d  lenpe,  die 
Hidide  Steno  ayeale  acritte.  E  in  per  U  Qaaranta 
peso  di  litenerio ;  eiitenato  confeeao,  ohe  in  qoeUa 
ftuioiia  d'  eaaere  ftato  ^into  gid  dal  Soli^  pra- 
40 


MBto  la  aaa  aiMBte,  egK  areale  eeiitte.  Oade  pel 
Ai  pladtato  ad  detto  Coaeiglio,  e  parre  d  CoaaigUo 
a)  per  riapedo  all'  eti^  come  per  la  ealdeisa  d'amore, 
di  eoadannarlo  a  complere  dne  med  in  prigione  aer> 
rato,  a  poi  ch'  e'  foeee  bendito  di  Yeneda  e  dal  die- 
*  anno.    Per  la  qnd  cond^naagioae 


n  Doge  maadft  a  ehiamere  Ser  Bertucdo  Fali«ro 
aao  nipote,  il  qade  atava  con  lui  in  Pdaaso,  e  ea« 
traroao  in  qneata  maechinadone.  Ne  ai  peitirono 
di  U,  ehe  mandarono  per  FiUppo  Calendaro,  uomo 
marittimo  e  di  gran  segaito,  e  per  Bertaedo  larad- 
lo,  ingegnere  e  nomo  aatatiaauno.  E  oonsigliatid 
inaieme  diode  ordine  di  chiamare  dcani  dtri.  B 
cod  per  alcani  gtomi  la  notto  ai  rldaoerano  indema 
in  Palasxo  in  eaaa  del  Dose.  B  ehiamarono  a  parte 
a  parte  dtri,  videlitet  Niecol6  Faginolo,  OioTaaat 
da  Corfi^,  Steteio  Fagiaao,  Nieool6  dalle  Beade. 
Nieeold  Bioado.  e  Steteio  TriTiaaao.  B  ordia6  di 
tee  sedici  o  diciasaetto  Capi  ia  dlTerd  laoghi  della 
Terra,  i  qudiayesaero  cadaua  di  loro  qaaraar  aomial 
proTTigioaati,  preparati,  aoa  diceado  a*  detti  saoi 
quaranta  queUo,  ehe  Tolesaero  tee.  Ma  ehe  il  giomo 
stabilito  n  mostraeae  di  te  qolatioae  tra  loro  ia  di- 
Tord  laoghi,  aedooch^  il  Doge  teeeae  aooare  a  Saa 
Marco  le  campane,  le  qaali  aoa  d  poeeoao  aaoaarOt 
s'  egU  aol  comaada.  B  d  saoao  delle  campane 
qoeati  ledid  o  didaaette  oo'  aad  aoauni  Toaiaaero  a 
dan  Marco  alle  atrade,  ehe  bnttano  fai  Piaisa.  B 
cod  i  noUli  e  primaij  dttadini,  ehe  Teniaeero  in  Pi* 
ua,  per  sapere  dd  roraore  d6  eh'era,  li  tagKamaro 
pead.  B  aegaito  qaeato,  ehe  foeae  chiamato  per 
Signore  Meaeer  Manno  Faliero  Doge.  B  fiermate 
le  eose  tra  loro,  atobilito  fa,  ehe  qaeato  doveea'  ea- 
aere a'  16  d'Aprile  dd  1866  in  oiomo  di  MereoledL 
La  qade  maechinadone  trattete  fta  tra  kno  taate 
aegi^tameate,  ohe  aud  n^  pore  ae  ne  aoapettl^  aon 
ehe  ae  ae  aapeaae  ooa'  dcoaa.  Ma  U  Sigaor*  Iddio, 
ehe  ha  aempre  ^atato  qaeeta  ^lorioeiaaima  dtti  a 
ehe  per  le  laatimonie  e  giaatiaie  aae  md  aea  I'ha 
abbaadoaata,  inapir6  a  an  Bdtramo  Bevgamaeeo  il 
qode  to.  meaao  Capo  di  qaarant'  aomini  per  one  da* 
detti  eonginrati  (il  t|aale  inteae  qaalehe  perola, 
doeh^  compteae  I'efieto,  ehe  doroTa  aaoeedere,  e  il 
qod  era  di  eaaa  di  Ser  Nioeol6  lioni  di  Santo  Sta- 
rano)  di  aa  dare  a  dl  ****  d'Aprile  a  eaaa  del  detto 
Ser  X>rioool6  Lioni.  B  ali  diaae  ogni  coaa  dell'  ordia 
dato.  B  qade  inteae  le  oose^  limaee  come  morto ; 
e  inteee  rndti  paHMolaritA*  il  detto  Behramo  il 
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Iaeg6  che  lo  tsnaiM  Mwreto,  e  glMQ  diiM,  mcIocm- 
ohc  U  detto  Ser  Niccolo  non  si  portiue  di  CMa  a  d) 
15,  acciocchc  egli  noa  fosM  morto.  "Ed  egli  Tolendo 
partini,  il  feoe  ritenere  a  guoi  di  casa,  e  serrarlo  in 
una  camera.  £d  esso  and6  a  c«aa  di  M.  (HoTanni 
Oradeniffo  Nasone,  il  quale  fu  poi  Doge,  c^e  itaTa 
aach'  egii  a  Santo  Stefano ;  e  dusegli  a  eota.  La 
quale  parendogU,  com'era,  d'usa  grandiesima  im- 
.  portanxa,  tutti  e  due  andarono  a  casa  di  Ser  Maxoo 
Coniaro,  ohe  stara  a  San  FeUee.  £  dettogli  il  tutto 
tutti  e  tre  deliberaroxut  di  Tenire  a  casa  del  detto 
8er  Niocolu  lioni,  ed  esamintre  il  detto  Beltramo. 
£  quello  esaminato*  intese  le  cose,  il  fecero  stare 
senate.  £  andarono  tutti  e  tre  a  San  Salvatoie  in 
saoxistia,  exnandorono  i  loro  famigli  a  chiamare  i 
Censiglieri,  gli  AYTogad<m,  i  Capi  de'  Dieci,  e  que' 
del  ConsigUo.  £  ridotti  insieme  dissero  loio  le  cose. 
1  auali  rimasero  morti.  £  deliberarono  di  maadare 
pM  detto  Beltramo,  e  fattolo  Tenire  cautamente,  ed 
esaminatolo,  e  vezMcate  le  eose,  ancon^e  ne  sen- 
tissero  gran  passione,  pure  pensarono  la  prOTmione. 
B  man&rono  pe'  Capi  de'  Quaranta,  pe^  Signori  di 
»otte,  p^  Capi  de'  Sestieri,  e  p^  Cinque  deUa  Pace. 
£  ordinate,  ch'  egUno  eo'  lovo  uomini  troTassero 
degU  altri  buoni  uomini,  e  mandasaero  a  casa  de' 
eapi  de'  oongiurati,  tU  wpra  mettessero  loro  lemani 
addosso.  £  tolsero  i  detti  le  Maestrexie  dell'  Arse- 
nalO)  acdoche  i  proTTlsionati  de'  congiurati  non 
potessero  offeudeni.  £  si  ridussero  in  Palaaso  yer* 
flo  la  sera.  Dove  ridotti  fecero  senrare  le  porte  della 
oorte  del  Palauo.  £  mandarcmo  a  ordinare  al  cam- 
panaro,  che  non  sonasse  le  campane.  £  cea  fu 
guito .  e  messe  le  mani  adosso  a  tutti  i  noainati  di 
Bopra,  furono  que'  condotti  al  Palaaso.  £  Tedendo 
ii  Consiglio  de  Dieci,  che  il  Doge  era  nella  oospira- 
stfone,  presero  di  eleggere  reati  de'  primaxi  della 
Tena,  di  giunta  al  detto  Consiglio  a  consigliare, 
non  p«ro  cne  potessero  mettere  pallotta. 

*<  X  Coasiglieri  furono  questi :  Ser  Giovanni  Moce* 
nigo  del  Sestiero  di  Saa  Marco ;  Ser  Almor6  Yeni- 
ero  da  Santa  Marina,  del  Sestiero  di  Castello ;  Ser 
Tommaso  Viadro,  del  Sestiero  di  Caneregio  \  Ser  Qio- 
vanni  Sanudo,  del  Sestiero  di  Santa  Crooe;  Ser 
Pietro  Trivisano,  del  Sestiero  di  San  Paolo;  Ser 
Pantalione  Barbo  il  Grande,  del  Sestiero  d'Ossoduro. 
GHi  AvTOgadori  del  Comune  furono  Ser  Zufredo  Mo- 
roaini,  e  oer  Orio  Pasqualigo,  e  questi  non  bsllotta- 
zoBO.  Que'  del  Consiglio  de'  Dieci ;  furono :  Ser  Gi- 
ovanni MaroeUo,  Ser  Tommaso  Sanudo,  e  Ser  Miche- 
eletto  DoUIno,  Capi  del  detto  Consiglio  de'  Dieci ; 
Ser  Lnoa  da  Legge,  e  Ser  Pietro  da  Mosto,  Inquisi- 
tori  del  detto  Consiglio :  Ser  Maroo  Polani,  Ser  Ma- 
rino Veniero,  Ser  Lando  Lombardo,  Ser  Nicoletto 
IMvJsano  da  Sent'  Angiolo.  Questi  eleesero  tra 
I«roQAa  Giunta,  nella  notte  ridotti  quasi  sul  romper 
del  g[iomo»  di  venti  nobili  di  Yenezia  de'  migliori, 
de*  piA  savj,  e  de'  piu  antichi,  per  consultare,  non 
perd  che  mettessero  pallottola.  £  non  vi  vollero 
aleuno  da  Ca  Faliero.  £  cacciarono  fnori  del  Con- 
sigUo Niccol6  Faliero,  e  un'  altro  Niceol&  Faliero, 
da  San  Tommaso,  per  essere  della  oosata  del  Doge. 
B  questa  provigione  di  chiamare  i  venti  della  Giunta 
fitmolto  commendata  per  tutta  la  Terra.  Questi 
lurono  i  venti  della  Giunta.  Ser  Marco  Giustiniani, 
Psoearmtoie,  Ser'  Andrea  Brisso,  Procnratore.  Ser 
Lionardo  Giustiniani,  Procuratore,  Ser'  Andrea  Con- 
taiini,  Ser  Simone  Dandolo,  Ser  Niccolo  Volpe  Ser 
Giovanni  Loredano  Ser  Maroo  Diedo,  Ser  Giovanni 
Gradenigo,  Ser'  Andrea  Comaro,  Cavaliers,  Ser 
Hareo  Soranso,  Ser  Rinieri  da  Mosto,  Ser  daaano 
Maroetto,  Ser  Marino  Morosino,  Sere  Stefano  Be* 
legtto,  Ser  Niccol6  lioni,  Ser  Filinpo  Orio,  Ser  Mar- 
co Trivisano,  Ser  Jacopo  Bragaaino,  Ser  Giovanni 
Foacarini.  £  chiamati  questi  venti  nel  ConsigUo 
de'  Dieeci,  fu  mandate  per  Messer  Msiino  Faliero 
Coge,  11  quale  andava  pel  Palazzo  con  gran  gente, 
gentiluominl,  e  altra  buona  gente,  che  non  sapean6 
■noora  come  il  fiitto  stava.  In  queeto  tempo  fti 
condotto,  preeo,  e  legato,  Bertuodo  Israello,  nno  de' 
Capi  del  trattato  per  que'  di  Santa  Crooe,  e  ancora 
ill  preso  Zanello  del  Biin,  Niooletto  di  Rosai  •  Ni- 


eokftto  ABMVto,  a€hMBdii«B,  «altfiw«bi  danm, 
e  d'  altre  eondkdoBL  I  qmdi  teono  essmintti,  i 
trovata  la  verity  del  tradtmento.  A  dl  16  d'Apiih 
fu  seatensiato  pel  detto  ConsigBo  de'  Disooi,  ebt 
Filippo  Calaadazioy  •  Bertued  Israello  fesssro  tppiO' 
cati  fule  colonnarossedelbaicoiiatedel  Pala8io,iidk 
quail  sta  a  vendere  11  Doge  la  festa  della  Caods.  2 
cod  furono  appiocati  con  spranghe  in  boooa.  £  ad 
giomo  seguente'  questi  rarono  eondaonati,  Ni» 
QoXh  Zuceuolo,  Nicoletto  Blondo,  Nicoletto  Doio, 
Marco  (Huda,  JacomeUo  Dagoliao,  Nicoletto  Fe^ 
dele  figliuolo  di  Filippo  Calendaro,  Msrai  ToreUo, 
detto  israello,  Stefano  Trivisano,  cambiatois  di 
Santa  Margherita,  Antonio  dalle  Bende.  Foiom 
tutti  presi  a  Chioggia,  che  fuggivano,  e  dipoi  ia  di> 
verd  giorni  a  due  a  due,  ed  a  uno  a  uno,  p«r  lea* 
tenza  fatta  nel  detto  Consislio  de'  Dieci,  foroao  as* 
piccati  per  la  gola  alle  oolonne,  eontiDuando  dult 
rosse  del  Palazzo,  se^endo  fin  verso  il  Canale.  B 
altri  presi  furoao  lasdati,  perche  seatireno  il  fattO) 
ma  non  vi  furono  tal  che  ni  dato  lovo  ad  intenden 


wr  questi  eapi,  che  veniasero  coll'  anne,  per  prea* 
iere  aleuni  malfattori  in  aervigio  della  Signori,  tk 
altro  sapeano.  FuenooraliberatoNiooktto  Alberto, 


den 

altro  sapeano.  Fu  enoora  liberato  Mlooletto  Alberto, 
il  Ghuuroiaga,  e  Bartolommeo  CiriuolSf  e  sue  figHusIe, 
e  molti  altri,  che  non  eraao  in  celpa. 

**  £  a  dl  16  d'Aprile,  giomo  di  Venerd),  fti  soi 
texkdato  nd  detto  Cons^lio  de*  Died,  di  taglimh 
testa  a  Messer  Marino  Faliero  Doge  sal  pato  delh 
scale  di  pietra,  dove  1  Dogi  ^urano  il  priaio  Mgn- 
mento,  quando  RMmtano  pnma  ia  Palaiao.  E  cos) 
senato  il  Palazzo,  la  mattiaa  seguente  a  on  di  ter- 
za,  fu  vagliata  la  testa  al  detto  Doge  a  dl  17  d'Aprile. 
£  prima  la  berretta  Ai  tolta  di  testa  al  detto  Doge, 
avanti  che  venisee  gid  dalla  scale.  £  eompinta  la 
fldustida,  pare  che  un  Capo  de*  Dieci  andasse  lOe 
Colonne  del  Palazzo  sopra  la  Piazza,  e  mostraasela 
spada  insan^inata  a  tutti,  dicendo :  B  ttatafittta  la 
prun  ffiuaUzza  del  TVaditore,  £  aperta  la  porta,  tutd 
entrarouo  dentro  con  gran  Aula  a vedere ilBoge, 
ch'  era  stato  giustiziato.  B'  da  sapere,  che  a  fare  li 
detta  gittttisianon  fu  Ser  Giovanm  Sanudo  U  Conn- 
gUere,  percfa^  era  andato  m  casa  per  difetto  delU 
persona,  sicch^  ftirono  quattordici  soli,  ebe  ba&ot- 
tanme,  do^  dnque  Consiglieri,  e  novo  del  Consign 
lio  de'  Dieci.  £  ta  preso,  che  tutti  i  bed  oh 
Doge  fossero  bonflsoati  nel  Comune,  e  cod  degfi  al- 
tri traditori.  £  fa  eonceduto  al  detto  Do«  pet 
detto  ConsigHo  de'  Died,  eh'  egli  potesse  <»diaan 
del  suo  per  ducati  due  mlla.  Ancora  tn  preso,  che 
tutti  i  Condglieri,  e  Awogadori  del  Comane,  qoe' 
dd  Consiglio  de'  Died,  e  della  Giunta,  ch'  eraso 
stati  a  fture  la  detta  sentenza  dd  Doge,  e  d'altri, 
avessero  licenza  di  portar'  arme  di  d)  e  di  BOtte  ia 
Venezia  o  da  Grade  flno  a  Gavaizcre,  ch'  ^  sotto  il 
Dogato,  con  due  fanti  in  vita  loro,  stando  i  ftnti 
con  essi  in  casa  al  suo  pane  e  al  suo  vino.  E  chl 
non  avesse  fanti4  potesse  dar  tal  licenia  a'  ntoi 
fi^liuoli  owero  fratelli,  due  per5  e  non  pin.  Eiian- 
dio  ftt  data  licenza  dell'  arme  a  quattro  Notai  delh 
Cancelleria,  cio6  della  Corte  Maggiore,  che  raroDO 
a  nrendere  le  deposizion!  e  inquisidoni,  in  peipetno 
a  loro  soli,  i  quali  furono  Araadio,  Nicoletto  £  Ixh 
reno,  Steffanello,  e  Pietro  de'  Compostdli,  SeriTUU 
de'  Signori  di  notte.  Ed  essendo  stati  imtriecatii 
traditori,  etagliata  la  testa  al  Doge,  rimase  k  Tora 
in  gran  riposo  e  quiete.  £  oome  In  una  cromalto 
trovato,  fu  portato  il  oorpo  del  Doge  in  una  buta 
con  otto  doppieri  a  seppelire  nella  sua  area  a  Sui 
Giovanni  e  Faolo,  la  quale  al  presente  ^  in  qo^ 
andito  per  mezzo  la  Chiesuola  di  SanU  Maria  deUA 
Pace,  fatta  fare  pel  Vescovo  GabricUo  di  BopfflO, 
e  un  oossone  di  pietra  con  queste  Icttere :  -"^y*" 
4%  Dominus  Mannw  Faletro  Dux  e  nd  gran  Con- 
siglio non  gli  *  stato  fatto  alcun  brieve,  »•  ^  ^"f^ 
vacuo  eon  lettere,  che  dicono  cosi :  uk  est  tocer 
Marini  Faletro,  decqpUatipro  criminibta.  E pw«i 
che  la  sua  casa  fosse  data  alia  Chiesa  di  Sant'^^^' 
tolo,  la  quel  eta  quelle  grande  sul  pontc.  ivme» 
vedo  il  oontrario  che  6  pure  di  Ca  Faliero,  o  che  I 
FaMeri  la  ricu  peraesero  eon  danari  dalla  Cum*- 
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>  nel  mo  bme,  doe:  Manmu  F»- 

wn  rrimimfbtm,  AltriTiMMroiui  diititiOMMddef- 
DO  al  rao  Huiito,  il  qnak  ^  qumto  tU  Btiiere  potto 
sa  la  MA  Mpoiteffm : 

B  ]av4l  kde,  yatikm  qd  pndn*  taftUM, 


"  Nob  to^o  restar  di  ■ciirere  oiieUo  cbe  ho  letto 
In  una  eroniea,  eio^,  che  Marino  Faliero  troyandosi 
Podesti  e  Capitano  a  Treriso,  e  doTendoai  fare  una 
DTocenioiie,  u  tcscoto  sette  troppo  a  far  venire  il 
Corpo  di  Ciisto.  II  detto  Faliero  era  di  tanta  au- 
perbia  e  airogmnza,  che  diede  nn  buffetto  al  prefato 
Vaenro,  po  modo  ch'  egli  qnaai  cadde  in  terra. 
Perd  fti  permesso,  che  il  Faliero  perdette  Tintelletto, 
e  feee  la  mala  marte,  come  ho  scritto  di  sopnu" 
•  ••••• 

Cromea  di  Stutti^o— Muratori  S.  S.  Rerom  Itali- 
eamm-^ToL  xxii.  828—639. 


U. 

MCCCLIV. 

MA&mO  FALIEEO,  DOOE  XLIX. 

Os  the  elerenth  d*y  of  September,  in  the  year  of 
oar  Lord  1354,  Manno  Faliero  was  elected  and 
chosen  to  be  the  Duke  of  the  Commonwealth  of 
Venice.  He  was  Count  of  Valdemarino,  in  the 
marches  of  Treriso,  and  a  Knight  and  a  wealthy 
man  to  boot.  As  soon  as  the  election  was  complete 
ed,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Great  Council,  that  a  dep- 
utation of  twelve  should  be  despatched  to  Marino 
Faliero,  the  Duke,  who  was  then  on  his  way  from 
Borne ;  for,  when  he  was  chosen,  he  was  ambassa- 
dor at  the  court  of  the  Holy  Father,  at  Bome,— 
tiie  Hdy  Father  himself  held  his  court,  at  Avign- 
Bon.  Wlien  Messer  Marino  Faliero,  the  Duke,  was 
about  to  land  in  this  city,  on  the  5th  day  of  Octo- 
ber, 1354,  a  thick  haze  came  on,  and  darkened  the 
air ;  and  we  was  enforced  to  Umd  on  the  plaoe  of 
Saint  Mark,  between  the  two  columns,  on  the  spot 
where  evil  doers  are  put  to  death;  and  all  thought 
this  was  the  worst  of  tokens.— Nor  must  I  forget  to 
write  that  which  I  have  read  in  a  chronicle. — When 
Messer  Marino  Faliero  was  podesta  and  captain  of 
Treviso,  the  bishop  delayed  coming  in  with  the  holy 
sacrament,  on  a  day  when  a  procession  was  to  take 
I^ace.  Now  the  said  Marino  Faliero  was  so  very 
proud  and  wrathful,  that  he  buffeted  the  bishop, 
and  almost  struck  him  to  the  ground.  And  there- 
fore. Heaven  allowed  Marino  Faliero  to  go  out  of 
his  rig^t  senses,  in  order  that  he  might  bring  him- 
uAf  to  an  evil  death. 

When  this  Duke  had  held  the  dukedom  during 
nine  months  and  six  days,  he  being  wicked  and  am- 
hitioas,  sought  to  make  himself  lord  of  Venice,  in 
the  manner  which  I  have  read  in  an  ancient  chron- 
icle. When  the  Thursday  arrived  upon  which  they 
were  went  to  hunt  the  bull,  the  bull-hunt  took  place 
as  usaal;  and,  according  to  the  usage  of  uiose 
times,  after  the  boll-hunt  had  ended,  they  all  pro- 
•eeded  unto  the  palace  of  the  Duke,  and  assembled 
tckgether  in  one  of  his  halls;  and  they^  dispovted 
themseUes  with  the  women.  And  until  the  first 
bell  tolled  they  danced,  and  then  a  banquet  was 
•crved  up.  My  lord  the  Duke  paid  the  expenses 
thereof;  provi^  he  had  a  Duchess,  and  after  thif 
banquet  they  all  returned  to  their  homes. 

Now  to  this  feast  there  came  a  certain  Ser  Miohele 
&teno,  a  gentleman  of  poor  estate  and  very  yo<ang, 
bat  crafty  and  dsring,  and  who  loved  one  of  the 
iamsek  of  the  Duehess.  6er  Michele  stood  among 
tile  women  npoa  the  soligo ;  and  he  behaved  indk* 


aitslhp,so  ^at  my  Lord  the  Dvk*  cfdefed  ^at  hi 
should  be  kicked  off  the  solaio ;  and  the  eequiret 
oi  the  Duke  fivng  him  down  from  thesoli^  aecord* 
in(^.  Ser  Michele  thought  that  looh  an  affiont 
was  beyond  all  bearing ;  and  when  the  feeat  was 
over  aad  all  other  persons  had  left  the  palace,  he. 
continuing  heated  with  anger,  went  to  the  hall  ol 
of  audience,  and  wrote  oertain  unseemly  words  re 
lating  to  the  Duke  and  the  Duehess,  upon  the 
ohahr  in  which  the  Duke  was  used  to  sit ;  for  is 
these  days  the  Duke  did  not  cover  his  diair  with 
cloth  of  sendal,  but  he  sat  in  a  chair  of  wood.  Set 
Michele  wrote  thereon :— "  Marin  Faiier,  the  km 
hamd  of  tkifair  wift;  oihera  kiu  hsr,  6m<  As  kMp$ 
her,**  In  the  morning  the  words  were  seen,  sm 
the  matter  was  considered  to  be  very  scandalous ; 
and  the  Senate  commanded  the  Avvogadori  of  the 
Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with  the  gieateet 
diligence.  A  largess  of  great  amount  was  imma- 
diately  pioflCMed  by  the  Avvogadori,  in  order  to  dis- 
cover who  had  written  these  words.  And  at  length 
it  was  known  that  Michele  Steno  had  written  than. 
It  was  resolved  in  the.  Council  of  Forty  that  ha 
should  be  arrested ;  and  he  then  confessed,  that  in 
a  fit  of  vexatien  and  spite,  occasioned  by  his  being 
il^o  in  the  presence  of  his  mistressi 


Therefore  the  Coundi 


thrust  off  the  soh^ 
he  had  written  the  words, 
debated  thereon.  And  the  Council  took  hia  youth 
into  oonsideration,  and  that  he  was  a  lover,  and 
thorefore  they  adjudged  that  he  should  be  kept  ia 
dose  confinement  daring  two  months,  and  that 
afterwards  he  should  be  bamshsA  from  Venice 
and  the  state  during  one  year.  In  consequence  ol 
this  merciful  sentence  the  Duke  became  exceedingly 
wroth,  it  appearing  to  him  that  the  Council  had  not 
acted  in  sneh  a  manner  as  was  required  by  the  re-> 
spect  due  to  his  ducal  dignity ;  and  he  said  that 
they  ought  to  have  oondemned  Ser  Michele  to  be 
hanged  by  the  neck,  or  at  least  to  be  banished  for 

Now  it  was  fated  that  my  Lord  Duke  Marino  wai 
to  have  his  head  cut  off.  And  as  it  is  neeessary, 
when  any  effect  it  to  be  brought  about,  that  tM 
cause  of  such  effect  must  happen,  it  therefore  cam« 
to  pass,  that  on  the  very  dav  after  sentence  had 
been  pronounced  on  Ser  Michele  Steno,  being  the 
first  day  of  Lent,  a  gentleman  of  the  house  of  Bar* 
baro,  a  choleric  genuemaa,  went  to  the  arsenal  and 
required  certain  things  of  the  masters  of  the  gal- 
leys. This  he  did  in  the  presence  of  the  admiral  ol 
the  arsenal,  and  hsu  hearing  the  reonest,  answered* 
^No,  it  cannot  be  done.— High  words  arose  between 
the  gentleman  and  the  admiral,  and  the  gentleman 
struck  him  with  his  fist  just  above  the  eye,  and  at 
he  happened  to  have  a  rins  on  his  finger,  the  rinc 
cut  the  admiral  and  drew  blood.  The  admiral,  all 
bruised  and  bloody,  ran  straight  to  the  Duke  to 
complain,  and  with  the  intent  of  praying  him  to 
inflict  some  heavy  punishment  upon  the  gentleman 
of  Ca  Barbaro.— "  What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do 
for  thee  ? "  answered  the  Duke ;— *'  think  upon  ^« 
shamelHil  gibe  which  hath  been  written  concerning 
me ;  and  tnink  on  the  manner  in  which  they  have 
punished  that  ribald  Michele  Steno,  who  wrote  it( 
and  see  how  the  Council  of  Forty  respect  our  per- 
son."— Upon  this  the  admiral  answered;— *< My 
Lord  Duke,  if  you  would  wish  to  make  yourself  a 
prince,  and  cut  all  thoee  cnckoldv  gentlemen  to 
piecee,  I  have  the  heart,  if  you  do  out  help  me,  to 
make  you  prinee  of  all  this  state ;  and  then  yon 
may  punish  them  alL— Hearing  this,  the  Duke  said ; 
— **  How  can  such  a  matter  be  broujght  about  ?  "— • 
and  so  they  discoursed  thereon. 

The  Duke  called  for  his  nephew,  Ser  Bertuceio 
Faliero,  who  lived  with  him  in  the  palace,  and  they 
communed  about  this  i^ot.  And,  without  leaving 
the  place,  they  sent  for  rhilip  Cslendaro,  a  seaman 
of  great  repute,  and  for  Bertuceio  Israello.  who  wai 
eoLceedingly  wily  and  cunning.  Then  taking  ooun- 
sel  among  themselves,  they  agreed  to  call  in  somt 
others;  uid so  for  several nigpMs successively*  thiiy 
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net  with  the  Duke  at  home  in  his  palace.  And  the 
foU(ywing  men  were  called  in  singly ;  to  wit :—  Nic- 
eolo  Pagraolo,  Giovanni  da  CorfUj  Stefano  Fagiano, 
Niccolo  dalle  Bende,  Niccolo  Biondo  and  Stefkno 
Trivisano.  It  was  concerted  that  sixteen  or  seven- 
teoi  leaden  should  be  stationed  in  ▼arious  parts  of 
the  city,  each  being  at  the  head  of  forty  men,  armed 
and  prepared ;  but  the  followers  were  not  to  know 
their  destination.  On  the  appointed  day  they  were 
to  make  affirays  amons  themseWes  here  and  there, 
in  order  that  the  Duke  might  haye  a  pretence  for 
tolling  the  bells  of  San  Marco:  these  bells  are 
nerer  rung  but  by  the  order  of  the  Duke.  And  at 
tiie  sound  of  the  bells,  these  sixteen  or  seTenteen, 
with  their  followsrs,  were  to  come  to  San  Marco, 
through  the  streets  which  open  upon  the  Piazza. 
And  when  the  noble  and  leading  citizens  should 
eome  into  the  Piassa,  to  know  the  cause  of  the  riot, 
then  the  conspirators  were  to  cut  them  in  pieces ; 
and  this  work  oeing  finished,  my  Lord  Marino  Fali- 
ero  the  Duke  was  to  be  proclaimed  the  Lord  of 
Venice.  Things  haying  been  thus  settled,  they 
aoreed  to  i^lnl  their  intent  on  Wednesday,  the 
fifteenth  day  of  April,  in  the  year  1355.  So  coyertlj 
did  they  plot,  that  no  one  ever  dreamt  of  then: 
machinations. 

But  the  Lord,  who  hath  always  helped  this  most 
glorious  city,  and  who,  loving  its  righteousness  and 
holiness,  hath  never  forsaken  it,  inspired  one  BeU 
tnuno  Bergamaseo  to  be  the  cause  of  bringine  the 
plot  to  light  in  the  foUo wing  manner.  This  Beltra- 
mo,  who  t>elonged  to  Ser  Micoolo  Lioni  of  Santo 
Steikno,  had  heard  a  word  or  two  of  what  was  to 
take  place ;  and  so,  in  the  before-mentioned  month 
of  April,  he  went  to  the  house  of  the  aforesaid  Ser 
Niooolo  Lioni,  and  told  him  all  the  particulars  of 
the  plot.  Ser  Niccolo,  when  he  heard  all  these 
things,  was  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with  affidght. 
He  heard  all  the  particulars,  and  Beltnuno  nrayed 
him  to  keep  it  all  secret ;  and  if  he  told  Ser  Nicco- 
lo, it  was  m  order  that  Ser  Niccolo  might  stop  at 
home  on  the  fifteenth  of  April,  and  thus  save  his 
life.  Beltrsmo  was  going,  but  Ser  Niccolo  ordered 
his  servants  to  lay  iiands  upon  him  and  lock  him 
up.  Ser  Niccolo  uien  went  to  the  house  of  Messer 
GHovaani  Gradenigo  Nasoni,  who  afterwards  became 
Duke,  and  who  also  lived  at  Santo  Stefano,  and  told 
him  idl.  The  matter  seemed  to  him  to  be  of  the 
very  greatest  importance,  as  indeed  it  was;  and 
they  two  went  to  the  house  of  Ser  Marco  Comaro, 
who  lived  at  San  Felice ;  and,  having  spoken  with 
him.  they  all  three  then  determined  to  go  back  to 
the  house  of  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  to  examine  the  said 
Beltramo ;  and  having  questioned  him,  and  heard 
all  that  he  had  to  say,  they  left  him  in  confinement. 
And  then  they  all  three  went  into  the  sacristy  of 
San  Salvatore,  and  sent  their  men  to  summon  the 
Councillors,  the  Avvogadori,  the  Capi  de*  Died,  and 
those  of  the  Great  Council. 

When  all  were  assembled,  the  whole  story  was 
told  to  them.  They  were  struck  dead,  as  it  were, 
with  afiight.  They  determined  to  send  for  Beltrar 
mo.  He  was  brought  in  before  them.  They  ex- 
amined him,  and  ascertained  that  the  matter  was 
true ;  and,  idthough  they  were  exceedingly  troubled, 
yet  they  determined  upon  their  measures.  And 
they  sent  for  tho  Capi  de'  Qnaranta,  the  Signori 
di  Notte,  the  Capi  de'  Sestieri,  and  the  Cinque 
della  Pace ;  and  tney  were  ordered  to  associate  to 
their  men  other  good  men  and  true,  who  were  to 
prooeed  to  the  houses  of  the  ringleaders  of  the  con- 
spiracy and  secure  them.  And  they  secured  the 
foreman  of  the  arsenal,  in  order  that  the  conspira- 
tors might  not  do  mischief.  Towards  nightfall  they 
assembled  in  the  palace.  When  they  were  assem- 
bled in  the  palace,  they  caused  the  gates  of  the 
qvadrangle  of  the  palace  to  be  shut.  And  they 
sent  to  the  keeper  of  the  bell  tower,  and  forbade  the 
tolling  of  the  bells.  All  this  was  carried  into  efibot. 
The  before-mentioned  conspbators  were  seeored, 
Md  they  were  brought  to  the  palace ;  and  as  the 


Council  of  Ten  saw  that  the  Duke  was  in  the  plot) 
they  resolved  that  twenty  of  the  leading  men  of  tht 
state  should  be  associated  to  them,  for  the  pvpoie 
of  consultation  and  deliberation,  but  tiist  thej 
should  not  be  allowed  to  ballot 

The  counsellors  were  the  following:  Ser  Oiovanoi 
Mocenigo,  of  the  Sestiero  of  San  Msrco ;  Ser  Al- 
moro  Veniero  da  Santa  Marina,  of  the  Sestiero  of 
Castello ;  Ser  Tommaso  Viadro,  of  the  Sestiero  of 
Caneregio ;  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo,  of  the  Sestiero  of 
Santa  Croce ;  Ser  Pietro  Trivisano,  of  the  Sestiero 
of  San  Paolo ;  Ser  Pantalione  Barbo  U  Grande,  of 
the  Sestiero  of  Ossoduro.  The  Avvo§[adoii  of  the 
Commonwealth  were  Zufredo  Morosini,  and  Ser 
Oric  Pasqualigo ;  and  these  did  not  ballot.  Those 
of  the  Council  of  Ten  were  Ser  Giovanni  Muoello, 
Ser  Tommaso  Sanudo,  and  Ser  Micheletto  Dolfiso, 
the  heads  of  the  aforesaid  Council  of  Ten.  Ser 
Lucca  da  Legge,  and  Ser  Pietro  da  Mosto,  inquisi- 
tors of  the  aforesaid  Council.  And  Ser  Marco  Fo* 
lani,  Ser  Marino  Veniero,  Ser  Lando  Lombardo,uid 
Ser  Nicoletto  Trivisano,  of  Sant'Angelo. 

Late  in^  the  night,  just  before  the  dawning,  thef 
chose  a  junta  of  twenty  noblemen  of  Venice  bm. 
among  the  wisest  and  the  worthiest  and  the  oldest 
They  were  to  give  counsel,  but  not  to  ballot  And 
they  would  not  admit  any  one  of  Ci  Faliero.  And 
Niccolo  Faliero,  and  anotner  Niccolo  Faliero,  of  Saa 
Tommaso,  were  expelled  f^m  the  Council,  bcctsie 
they  belonged  to  the  family  of  the  Doge.  And  this 
resolution  of  creating  the  junta  of  twenty  was  much 
praised  throughout  the  state.  The  followuiff  were 
the  members  of  the  junta  of  twenty :— Sex  Marco 
Giustiniani,  Procuratore,  Ser'  Andrea  Eritso,  Pro- 
curatore,  Ser  Lionardo  Giustiniani,  Procuratore, 
Ser'  Andrea  Contarini,  Ser  Simone  Dandolo,  Set 
Niccolo  Volpe,  Ser  Giovanni  Loredano,  Ser  Mareo 
Diedo,  Ser  Giovanni  Gradenigo,  Ser  Andrea  Conia- 
ro,  Cavaliere,  Ser  Marco  Soranso,  Ser  Rinieri  di 
Mosto,  Ser  Gazano  Marcello,  Ser  Marino  Morosini, 
Ser  Stefano  Belegno,  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  Ser  Filippo 
Orio,  Ser  Marco  Trivisano,  Ser  Jacopo  Bxagadmo, 
Ser  Giovanni  Foscarina. 

These  twenty  were  accordingly  called  into  the 
Council  of  Ten ;  and  they  sent  for  my  Lord  Maiiso 
Faliero  the  Duke :  and  my  Lord  Marino  wis  then 
consorting  in  the  palace  with  people  of  great  estate, 
gentlemen,  and  other  good  men,  none  of  whom 
knew  vet  how  the  fact  stood. 

At  the  same  time  Bertuecio  Israello,  who,  as  one 
of  the  ringleaders,  was  to  head  the  conspiratoiB  in 
Santa  Croce,  was  arrested  amd  bound,  and  brought 
before  the  CounciL  Zanello  del  Brin,  Nicoletto  di 
Rosa,  Nicoletto  Alberto,  and  the  Guardian,  wen 
also  taken  together,  with  several  seamen,  andpeooli 
of  various  ranks.  These  were  exsmined,  and  thi 
truth  of  the  plot  was  ascertained. 

On  the  sixteenth  of  ApriljjudgmentwasgiTenia 
the  Council  of  Ten,  that  Filippo  Calendaro  ud 
Bertuodo  Israello  should  be  hanged  upon  the  nd 
pillars  of  the  balcony  of  the  palace,  firam  whieh  the 
J>uke  is  wont  to  look  at  the  bull-hunt:  and  thef 
were  hanged  with  gags  in  their  mouths. 

The  next  day  the  foUowing  were  condemned:— 
Niccolo  Zuccuolo,  Nicoletto  Biondo,  Nicoletto  Do^ 
Marco  GKuda,  JacomeUo  Dagolino,  Nicoletto  F i- 
dele,  the  son  of  Philip  Calendaro,  Ubtco  Toiello, 
called  Israello,  Stefano  Trivisano,  the  noaej^ 
changer  of  Santa  Manherita,  and  Antonio  dtfJe 
Bende.  These  were  all  taken  at  Chlossa,  for  they 
were  endeavoring  to  escape.  Afterwards,  ly  riitw 
of  the  sentence  which  was  passed  upon  them  in  oe 
Council  of  Ten,  they  were  hangea  on  snccesoif 
davs,  some  singly  and  some  in  couples,  upon  tte 
columns  of  the  palace,  beginning  from  the  red  csi* 
umns,  and  so  going  onwnrds  towards  the  eaBtj* 
And  other  prisoners  were  discharged,  because,  al* 
thouffh  they  had  been  involved  in  the  toDMpnejt 
yet  tibey  had  not  assisted  in  it :  for  they  were  giTCft 
to  understand  by  some  of  the  heads  of  the  plot,  that 
th«y  were  to  oome  armed  and  pfepaied  for  the  8e^ 
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v^f«  of  th«  stele»  and  tn  orte  to  Meoro 
evimiiHb,  mA  iiar  knew  ootUng  dae.  Nieol«tCo 
Alberto,  the  Owudiagm,  end  Bertolomttoo  Cninoki 
mud  kb  eon,  amd  oerenl  othen,  who  were  not  guiltjrt 


On  FMkj,  ^e  aizteenth  dar  of  Afnil,         

WW  eloo  siv«n,  in  the  »fbreeua  Oouioil  of  Ten,  that 
Bj  Lovd  Manno  Faliflro,  the  Dnke,  should  have  hia 
head  ent  tiX,  and  that  the  ezeention  ahonld  be  done 
en  the  lan&CMdaoe  of  the  etone  ataireaae,  where 
the  Dnkee  take  their  oath  when  they  irst  enter  the 
peJaee.  On  the  foUowinff  dar*  the  aerenteenth  of 
Aftril,  the  deon  of  the  palace  being  ahut,  the  IXake 
had  hie  head  oat  off,  about  the  hour  of  noon.  And 
the  cap  of  eatate  was  taken  ftom  the  Dnke'a  head 
befoe  he  eane  down  ataira.  When  the  ezeontion 
was  over,  H  ia  aaid  that  one  of  the  Council  of  Ten 
went  to  the  eolouks  of  the  palaee  over  againat  the 
plaae  of  St.  Mark,  and  that  he  ahowed  &e  bkKMiy 
sword  unto  the  people,  errinff  out  with  a  loud  Toice 
— ^  The  tercible  doom  hath  fiOlen  upon  the  traitor  !'* 
—end  the  doers  were  opened,  and  the  people  all 
lushed  In,  to  eee  the  oorpae  of  the  Duke  ifho  had 


It  must  be  known,  that  Ser  (KoTanni  Sanudo,  the 
eouneilloc,  waa  not  preaent  when  the  aforeaaid  aen> 
tenee  was  pronounced ;  because  he  waa  unwell  and 
tesnained  at  home^  So  that  only  fourteen  balloted ; 
tihat  is  to  aaj,  flve  oooneiUors,  and  nine  of  the 
Gooneil  of  Ten.  And  it  waa  adjudged,  that  all  the 
landa  and  ehattda  of  the  Duke,  as  well  aa  of  the 
other  tmitora,  should  be  forfeited  to  the  atate.  And, 
aa  a  aiaoe  to  the  Duke,  it  was  reaolTod  in  the  Coun- 
ea  <a  Ten,  tM  he  ahould  be  allowed  to  dispose  of 
tuo  thousand  dueats  out  of  his  own  propertr.  And 
'Jt  aras  resoired,  that  all  the  oouneiliora  and  all  the 
Arrogadoxi  of  the  commonwealth,  those  of  the 
Oouaeil  of  Ten,  and  the  memben  of  the  junta  who 
had  assisted  in  passing  sentence  on  the  Ihike  and 
the  other  traitors,  ahould  have  the  priTilege  of  oar- 
rfing  anna  both  by  day  and  by  night  in  Venice,  and 
from  Giado  to  Oaraoeie.  And  they  were  alao  to  be 
allowed  two  footmen  canying  arms,  the  aforesaid 
footmen  living  ssd  bosrdiRg  iqth  them  in  their  own 
houses.  And  he  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen 
n^t  transfier  the  privilege  to  his  sons  or  his 
hrotfaen ;  bat  only  to  two.  T^ermisrion  of  eantring 
smm  was  siso  granted  to  the  four  Notsries  of  the 
Chanesny,  that  is  to  say,  of  the  Supreme  Court,  who 
took  the  depositions ;  and  they  wore  Amedio,  Nioo- 
letto  di  Lmino,  Steffimello,  and  Pietro  de  Compos- 
telli,  the  secretaries  of  the  Signori  di  Notts. 

After  the  traitors  had  been  hanged,  and  the  Duke 

hsA  his  head  cut  off,  the  state  remained  in  great 

tianqnfnity  and  peace.    And,  aa  I  have  read  in  a 

chronicle,  the  eoipae  of  the  Duke  was  removed  in  a 

barge,  nHtii  eight  torches,  to  his  tomb  in  the  church 

San  QiovansTe  Paolo,  where  It  waa  buried.    The 

tomb  la  now  in  that  aisle  in  the  middle  of  the  little 

church  of  Santa  Maria  della  Pace,  which  waa  buQt 

by  Biahep  Gabriel  of  Bexgamo.    It  ia  a  coffin  of 

stone,  with  thsee  words  engraved  diereon:  Heic 

jaeH  Domkum  Mmrkmt  Fkkiro  />««."— And  they 

^d  not  pdat  his  ptttndt  in  the  hall  of  ^e  Oieat 

Conncas— Bat  in  the  place  where  it  ought  to  have 

been,  you  tea  these  words:*"  Hie  eti  kmu  Marmi 

Fmietm,  4tmpUaHpr9erimimbutr*'''mnd  it  is  thought 

4mt  his  house  was  granted  to  the  church  of  Sent' 

Apostolo ;  it  was  that  great  one  near  the  bridge. 

Tet  this  could  not  be  um  ease,  or  else  the  family 

bourht  it  back  from  the  ehnrch  •,  for  it  still  bdongs 

to  C9k  Plalicro.    I  must  not  refrain  ftom  notinfl,  that 

oome  wished  to  write  the  following  words  m  the 

place  where  his  portrait  ought  to  have  been,  as 

^oreaaid :— ^*  AforMMit  Falttr9  Dux^  temsrUmi  me 

CfpttfOBnta hd, decapUahapro eriminibtu."  Others, 

^,  m£ted  a  couplet,  worthy  of  being  inscribed 

%pon  hia  tomh. 


■  )teM  hriB,  ptfrtuB  eri  pndm  leuuag, 


d 

Cdtan,M 

«o#iM«  ■qrwir(«bMfk«Air  amnj  ymn' 
gtvMtv  ny  "MM  w  punly  tad  to  UUAilly.) 


III. 


ferafOTlM  tel 


**Al  giovane  Doge  Andrea  Dandolo  aucoedetii 
un  vecchio,  il  quale  tardi  ai  poae  al  timone  della  re> 
pubbUca,  ma  aempre  prima  oi  quel,  che  faoea  d*uopo 
a  Itti,  ed  alia  patria:  egU  «*  Marino  Faliero  peraon- 
na^n^o  a  me  note  per  antics  dimestichezsa.  Falaa 
era  ropinione  intomo  a  lui,  giacch^  egli  ai  mostrb 
fomito  pie  di  ooraggio  che  di  aenno.  Non  page 
deUa  prima  dignita,  entr^  con  sinistro  piede  nel 
pubblico  Pslasso :  impsrciooche  questo  Doge  dei 
Yeneti,  magistrato  aacro  in  tutti  i  aecoli,  che  dagU 
antichi  fu  aempre  venerate  qusl  nume  in  quells  dtti 
r  altr*  jeri  fh  decoUato  nel  vestibolo  dell'  istesso 
Palazso.  Discorrerei  ftn  dal  principio  le  csnse  di 
un  tale  evento,  se  cod  vaiio,  ed  ambiguo  non  ne 
fosse  il  grido.  Nessuno  per^  lo  scusa,  tutti  affier- 
mano,  che  egli  abbia  voluto  can^iar  qualohe  oosa 
neir  oidine  aella  repubblica  a  Im  tramandato  dal 
maggiorL  Che  deaiderava  egli  di  piA?  lo  aon 
d'awiao,  che  egli  abbia  ottenuto  ci6,  eke  non  ai  eon- 
oedette  a  nesaun  altro :  mentre  adempiva  sU  uAij 
di  legato  preaso  il  pontsAce,  e  sulle  rive  del  Rodano 
travata  la  pace,  che  io  prima  di  lui  avevo  indame 
tentato  di  conchiudere,  gli  t^  conferito  1'  onore  del 
Ducato,  che  n^  chideva,  n^  a'  sspettava.  Tomato 
in  patria,  pens5  a  quello,  cui  nessuno  non  pose 
mente  giammai,  e  sotm  quello  die  a  niuno  accede 
mai  de  soflrire :  giacche  m  quel  Ino^  oelebenrimo, 
e  ehiarissimo,  e  belliaainko  mtn.  tntti  quelli,  che  ie 
vidi,  ove  i  suol  antenati  avevano  ricevuti  |irandi*- 
simi  onori  in  messo  alle  pompe  trionfall,  ivi  egli  ta 
trasc'nato  in  mode  servile,  e  spogliato  delle  inssgne 
dttcali,  perdette  la  teste,  e  maccW  ool  proprio  san- 
gue  le  aoglie  del  tempio,  1*  atrio  del  Palasso,  e  le 
scale  marmoree  rendute  spesse  volte  illustri  o  dalle 
solenni  festivity  o  dalle  ostili  spoglie.  Ho  noteto  il 
luogo,  ora  noto  il  tempo :  ^  r  anno  del  Natale  di 
Criato  1865,  fd  il  giomo  18  d'Aprile.  Si  alto  «  a 
grido  sparse,  che  se  alcuno  essmineri  la  discipline, 
e  le  costumanze  di  quells  dttA,  e  qusnto  mutamento 
di  cose  venga  minacciato  dalla  morte  di  un  sol  uomo 
(quantunque  molti  sltri,  some  nurano,  essendo 
complici,  o  subirono  V  istesso  supjplido,  o  lo  aspet> 
tano)  si  acooigera.  che  nuUa  di  piu  grande  avvenne 
ai  noetri  tempi  nell  Italia.  Tu.forse  qui  attend!  il 
mio  giudixio;  sssolvo  il  popolo,  se  credere  alls  fama, 
benchi  abbia  potuto  e  castigsre  niik  mitamente,  e 
laggior  ookessa  vendioare  il  0tto  dolors :  ma 
wsi  fadlmente,  ai  modora  un'  iia  ginsta  in- 
aieme,  e  grande  in  un  numeroso  popolo  prindpat- 
ments,  nel  quale  n  predpitoso,  ed  mstabile  volgo 
sgussa  gli  stunoU  delr  iraoondia  con  rapidi,  e  soon- 
s&Eati  clamori.  Comnatisco,  e  ndl*  istesso  tempo 
mi  sdiro  con  quell'  inleiioe  uomo,  il  quale  adomo  di 
un'  inaoUto  onore,  non  ao  che  coaa  d  volesse  ne|^ 
estrsmi  anni  della  sua  vite:  la  oalamiti  di  lui  divi- 
ene  sempre  pid  Rrave,  perohd  dalla  sentenza  contra 
di  esse  promulgate  aperiri,  che  egli  fu  non  solo 
miaero,  ma  inaano,  e  oemente,  e  che  con  vane  arti 
d  usttrp6  per  tanti  anni  una  falsa  fama  di  sapiensa. 
Ammonisco  i  Dogi,  i  quail  sli  suocederanno,  che 
questo  ^  un  ssempio  jfosto  mnann  ai  loro  ocohit 
quale  apecchio  nd  quale  veggano  di  essere  non  Sig^ 
nori,  ma  Duci,  and  aemmeno  Dud  ma  ooorati  aervi 
ddla  Repubblica.  Tu  ate  sano :  s  giaoch^  fluttuano 
le  publicohe  cose,  sforsiamod  di  govemar  modestis- 
simamsnte  i  privati  nostri  afiikri.^'— Lbvati  Vtoffs/t 
di  Pe^rarea,  vol,  tv.  ji.  328. 

The  above  Italian  translation  from  the  Latin  epia* 
tlss  of  Petesreh,  proves-* 
Istly,  That  Msrmo  Faliero  was  a  personal  tnmd 
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BTBON-S  WOBXB. 


i»f  Tetrnreh's:  ^'antlca  dfanettieb^nai'*  old  inti- 
macy, is  the  phrase  of  the  poet. 

2^y,  That  Petrarch  thought  that  he  had  more 
courage  than  condnct,  "piik  di  coroffgio  che  di 
senno." 

drdly.  That  there  was  some  iealonsy  on  the  part 
of  Petrarch ;  for  he  savs  that  Marino  Faliero  was 
treating  of  the  peace  which  he  himself  had  "  yainly 
attempted  to  conclude." 

4thly,  That  the  honor  of  the  dukedom  was  con- 
ferred upon  him,  which  he  neither  sought  nor 
ex];)ectedy  "che  n^  chiedeva  nes'  aspettava."  and 
which  had  nerer  heen  granted  to  any  other  m  like 
circumstances,  **  ci6  che  non  si  concedette  a  nessun 
altro; "  "proof  of  the  high  esteem  in  which  he 
must  have  heen  held." 

5thly,  That  he  luxd  a  reputation  for  wisdom,  only 
forfeited  by  the  last  enterimse  of  his  life,  '*  si  surpo 
•^r  tanti  anni  una  falsa  fama  di  sapienza."— "  He 
hau  ^-^rped  for  so  many  years  a faise  fame  of  wis- 
dom;" rather  a  difficult  task,  I  should  think. 
People  are  generally  fbund  out  before  eighty  years 
of  ago,  at  least  in  a  republic. 

From  these,  and  the  other  historical  notes  which 
I  have  collected,  it  ma^  be  inferred  that  Maxino  Fa- 
Kero  possessed  many  of  the  qualities,  but  not  the 
success  of  a  hero  *,  and  that  his  passions  were  too 
violent.  The  paltry  and  ignorant  account  of  Dr. 
Moore  falls  to  the  ground.  Petrarch  says,  "that  there 
had  been  no  greater  event  in  his  times,"  (pur  times 
literally,)  "  nostri  tempi,"  in  Italy.  He  also  differs 
trom  the  historian  in  saving  that  Faliero  was  "  on 
the  banks  of  the  Bhonst  instead  of  at  Rome,  when 
elected;  the  other  accounts  sajy,  that  the  deputation 
of  the  Venetian  senate  met  hmi  at  Ravenna.  How 
this  may  have  been,  it  is  not  for  me  to  decide,  and 
is  of  no  great  importance.  Had  the  man  succeeded, 
he  would  have  changed  the  faoe  of  Venice,  and 
perhaps  of  Italy.    As  it  is,  what  are  they  both  ? 


IV. 

ExtraU  de  Powrage.—Hisioire  de  la  lUpMiqut  de 
Veniae,  par  P.  jOaru.  de  FAcadAnis  Francaise, 
tom.  V.  liv.  xxzv.  p.  96,  ftc.  Edition  de  Paris, 
MDCCCXIX. 


"  A  CB8  attaqnes  si  fr^nentes  que  le  gouvwne- 
ment  dirigeait  centre  le  clerg^  k  ces  Inttes  Mblies 
entre  Ics  difft^ens  <^orps  constitn6et,  k  ees  entre- 
priscs  de  la  masse  de  la  noblesse  contra  lea  deposi- 
taries du  pouvoir,  k  toutes  ces  propositionfl  d'mno- 
▼ation  qui  se  terminsient  toujours  par  des  coups 
d'etat ;  il  faut  ajouter  une  autre  cause,  non  moins 
propre  k  propager  le  mfpris  des  andennes  doctrines, 
e'itait  Vexe^  de  la  corruption. 

**  Cette  Kberte  de  mceurs,  ou'on  avait  long-tempa 
vantee  comme  le  channe  prmdpfd  de  la  sod^  de 
Venise,  Halt  devenue  un  d^sordre  seandalem ;  le 
lien  du  mariaffe  ^tait  moins  saer^  dans  ce  pays  oa^ 
tholique  que  aans  ceuz  od  les  lois  dvilee  et  religi- 
euses  permettent  de  le  dissoudre.  Faute  de  ponvoir 
rompre  le  oontrat,  on  supposait  qu'il  n'avait  jamais 
exists,  et  les  moyens  de  nullity,  lul^gu^  avec  impu- 
denr  par  les  ^ipoux,  ^talent  adinis  aveo  ki  mine  far 
cilit^  par  des  magistrats  et  par  des  prfttras  4gale- 
ment  corrompus.  Ces  divorces  eolor^  d'nn  autre 
-nora  devinrent  si  frequents,  que  Pacta  le  phis  im- 
portant de  la  sod^  dvile  se  tronva  de  la  comp^ 
tenee  d*un  tribunal  d'exeeptioB,  et  que  oe  ftit  4  la 
police  de  r^rimer  le  soandale.  Le  eonsell  des  dix 
ordonna,  en  1782.  que  toute  femme  qui  intenterait 
nnc  deraande  en  oisssolutlon  de  maiiage  serait  obli- 
gee d'en  attendre  le  jugement  dans  un  convent  que 
e  tribunal  dteignerait.*    Bient^t  apr^  il  ^oqua 
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dtfvnnt  hi!  tontei  \m  eaniea  de  eeMe  Bataie.*  Cci 
Bet  eimpi^tement  sur  la  jurisdiottok  eeclHhitiqQe 
ayant  occasion^  des  r^lamations  de  la  part  de  la 
oour  de  Rome  le  conaeil  se  r^serva  le  droit  de  di^ben- 
ter  les  ^oux  de  leur  demande;  et  conse&titik 
renvover  devant  rofficiaHt^,  tontcs  les  fdes  qu'il  ne 
raarait  pas  rejet^.t 

"  n  y  ent  un  moment  od  sans  donte  k  lenvene- 
ment  des  fortunes,  la  pate  des  jeanes  gens,  let  dis- 
cordes  domestiques,  determinnrent  le  gouvernemeat 
&  s'ecarter  des  maximes  qu'il  a'ttait  faites  snr  b 
liberty  de  mceurs  qu'il  permettadt  4  ses  suiets :  on 
chassa  de  Venise  toutes  les  courtisanes.  Maia  lev 
absence  ne  suffisait  pas  pour  ramener  aax  bonaM 
moenrs  toute  une  population  ^lev^  dans  la  plai 
hontense  licence.  Le  desordre  p^^tia  dans  Tintc- 
rieus  dec  fomilles,  dans  les  eloraces ;  et  I'tm  ae  ent 
oblige  de  rapipeler,  d'indemniaer  mdmet  des  femmei 
qui  surprenatent  quelouefois  d'importants  aeoeti, 
et  qu'on  pouvait  employer  utilement  k  r^iner  dai 
hommes  que  leur  fortune  aurait  pu  rendredangeteu. 
Depuis,  la  licence  est  toi:go«rs  all^e  croissant,  at 
I'on  a  Vtt  non  seulement  des  m^res  trafiquer  de  It 
virginite  de  leurs  fiUes,  mais  la  vendre  par  ua  coa- 
trat,  dont  Tauthenticit^  etait  garantie  par  laaigna- 
tnre  d'un  officier  public,  et  Texecution  mise  aoai  la 
protection  des  lois.} 

"  Les  parloirs  d^  eouvents  ou  ^taint  renfeim^ 
les  filles  nobles,  les  maiaons  dea  courtisanes,  quoi* 
que  la  police  y  entretint  aoignousement  na  mad 
nombre  de  surveillans.  Haint  les  aeuls  points  ae  iv' 
union  de  la  sod<^  de  Venise,  et  dans  ces  deu 
endioits  si  divers  on  ^tait  ^element  Ubre.  La  nm- 
sique,  les  collations,  la  galanterie,  n'etaient  pu 
plus  interdites  dans  les  parloirs  que  dans  lea  casioa. 
II  y  avait  un  grand  nombre  de  caains  destia^  aax 
reunions  publiquea,  od  le  jeu  etait  la  prindpale  oc- 
cupation de  la  sod^.  G'etait  un  singnlier  specta- 
cle de  voir  autoir  d'una  table  des  personnea  dei 
deux  sexes  en  masque,  et  de  graves  perscmaagea  ca 
robe  de  magistzaturei  implorant  le  nasaid,  paaaant 
des  angoiases  du  d^sespoir  auz  illudons  de  I'esp^ 
ranee,  et  cela  sans  profereor  une  parole. 

"  Les  riches  avaient  dea  caains  particulierB ;  man 
lis  y  vivaient  avec  myst^e ;  lenrs  femmes  delaisaea 
trouvaient  un  d^ommagement  dana  laliberte  doat 
elles  Jouissaient ;  la  corruption  dea  mcanrs  les  avait 
priv^s  de  tout  leur  empire :  on  vient  de  parooam 
toute  rhistoire  de  Veniae,  et  on  ne  ks  a  paa  twi 
une  seule  fois  exeroer  la  moindre  inftwnca. ' 


V. 

&arw:tfrom  the  Hietorp  of  the  BepMie  of  Vmt^ 
. .,     ,     oftheFre^Acmiemf.vL 


hy  P,  Daru^  Member  c 
V.  b.  XXXV.  p.  96,  d^c. 


Paris  Sdit.] 


*  To  these  atUcka,  ao  frequently  pointed  hj  tk 
government  againat  the  olexgy,-*to  the  contmaal 
atragglas  between  the  difiereotconatitntedboditf, 
-^o  tneae  enterprises  carried  on  by  the  mass  of  tM 
noblea  against  the  depodtwies  of  power,— to  itt 
those  projects  of  innovatioA»  wbi^  always  eadd 
by  a  atroke  of  state  policy ;  we  must  add  a  canie 
not  leas  fitted  to  spread  contempt  for  ancieat  doc- 
trines; thie  woe  tMe  exoeee  ^  comyfioii. 

"  That  freedom  of  mannera  which  had  beeo  knf 
boasted  of  as  the  prindpal  ohaim  of  Venetian  aoa- 
etyi  had  degenerated  Into  acandalona  Ueentioosaess: 


•  UA.   IMpS^tedvAAoSl. 

f  IM.    P4pW»  <■  a  BujJlurtM,  MSB. 

I  U  dtaatcto  imppti  ki  dMgatli  aooB  to  omii  di  m«»« 
MtnHd.  Oa  leur  ydfu^  «d  fcndi  t  dw  temimmt  apf  bHiw  C^ 
d*ok  vieirt  lA  dteMriiMtkn  la^lriBa■  da  OtrawpMC. 

f  Majrer,  OMcrfpdM  dt  Fmim,  torn.  IL  «(  M.  dieiiil  Sii 
rJMb,lom.L«bip.«. 
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&«1fe«rwMna8r  WW  tost  saerad  is  that  Gatiiolie 
eovtttVT,  tkan  among  tkom  nsCioiis  wliere  tiM  lawt 
and  Manna  admit  of  Ha  bong  diaaol^ad.  Baeauaa 
they  eeSd  sot  Inreak  tbe  contract,  thej  feignad  that 
it  had  not  exiated ;  and  the  ground  of  nnllity,  im- 
modeatfy  alleged  br  the  manied  pair,  waa  admitted 
viA  eqnal  Ihcflity  bj  {nriests  and  magiatratea,  alike 
Theae   diroreea,   T«led  under  another 


name,  beeanw  ao  freqnent.  that  the  moat  important 
act  of  tMl  aocietj  waa  dteeoTered  te  be  amenable 
to  a  tribuial  of  ezeeptiona;  and  to  reatrain  the 
open  acandal  of  sn^proceedinga  became  the  oftee 
of  the  poliee.  In  1782  the  Council  of  Ten  decreed, 
tibjct  erery  woman  who  shoold  ane  for  a  diaaohition 
of  her  maniage  ahoold  be  eompeDed  to  await  the 
dedakm  of  Oie  jndgea  in  aome  oonrent,  to  be 
named  hf  tiie  eoorL*  Soon  afterwaida  the  aame 
coonctl  anmmoned  all  eanaea  of  that  natnre  before 
it8elf.t  Thia  infringement  on  eccleaiaatical  Jnriadic- 
tion  haTing  occasioned  aome  remonatranee  from 
Rome,  the  council  retained  only  the  right  of  reject- 
ing ^e  petition  of  the  married  penona,  and  eon- 
aented  to  refer  anch  eanaea  to  the  holy  office  aa  it 
ahould  not  prertonsly  haTO  rejected.^ 

**  There  waa  a  moment  in  wWeh,  donbtless,  the 
deatmction  of  priTate  fortunes,  the  ruin  of  youth, 
the  domeatie  mscord  occasioned  by  theae  aouaea, 
determined  the  goremment  to  depart  from  its 
estelilished  maxims  concerning  the  freedom  of  man- 
ners  allowed  the  aubject.  An  the  courteaana  were 
banished  from  Venice;  but  their  abaence  was  not 
enough  to  recl^n  and  bring  back  good  morala  to  a 
whole  people  brought  up  in  the  most  acandalons 
Ueentionsnesa.  Beprayity  reached  the  rery  boaoms 
of  priTUte  fiimiHes,  and  eren  into  the  cloister;  and 
they  found  themaelTea  obliged  to  recall,  and  even 
to  uidemnifV}  women  who  aometimea  gained  poa- 
sesskin  of  important  secrets,  and  who  might  be 
QsefoUy  employed  in  the  ruin  of  men  whose  fortunes 
might  bare  rendered  them  dangerous.  Since  that 
time  licentiousness  has  gone  on  increasing,  and  we 
have  seen  mothers,  not  only  selling  the  mnocenoe 
of  their  daughters,  but  selling  it  by  a  contract, 
authentieated  by  the  smnatuze  of  a  pnUie  oAeer, 
and  the  performance  of  which  waa  aecured  by  the 
frotection  of  the  law8.|| 

"  The  parlors  of  the  convents  of  noble  ladies,  and 
the  houses  of  the  courtesans,  though  the  poUce 
carefully  kept  up  a  number  of  spies  about  them, 
were  the  only  aasemblies  for  aoeiety  in  Venice ;  and 
In  these  two  places,  so  different  from  each  other, 
there  waa  equal  freedom,  liaaic,  colhtiona,  gal- 
Uotry,  were  not  more  forbidden  In  the  parlors  than 
at  the  casinos.  There  were  a  number  of  casinos  for 
the  purpose  of  public  assemblies,  where  gaming 
was  the  principal  pursuit  at  the  company.  It  vas 
a  strange  sight  to  see  j^raons  of  either  sex  masked, 
or  grave  personages  m  their  magisterial  robes, 
round  a  table,  invoking  chance,  and  giving  way  at 
one  inetant  to  the  agonies  of  despair,  at  the  next 
to  the  illusions  of  hope,  and  that  without  uttering 
asina^  word. 

"The  rich  had  private  casinos,  but  th^  lived 
incognito  in  them  ;  and  the  wives  whom  they 
abandm^  found  compensation  in  the  liberty  they 
enjoyed.  The  corruption  of  morals  had  deprived 
them  of  their  empire.  We  have  just  reviewed  the 
whole  history  of  Venice,  and  we  have  not  once 
seen  them  exercise  the  slightest  inflnenoe." 

From  the  present  decay  and  degeneracy  of  Venice 
under  the  barbarians,  tnere  are  some  honorable 
individual  exceptions.    There   is  Paaqualigo,  the 


taat,  and  aha  *  potthumom  wan  of  the  marriage  of 
the  Dogea  with  the  Adriatic,  who  fought  his  frigate 
wiA  far  greater  gallantry  than  any  of  hU  French 
coadjutors  in  the  memorable  action  off  Lissa.  I 
came  home  in  the  squadron  with  the  prizes  in  1811. 
and  recollect  to  have  heard  Sir  WUUam  Hoste,  and 
the  other  officers  engaged  in  that  glorious  conflict, 
speak  in  the  highest  terms  of  Pasqualigo's  behavior. 
There  is  the  Abbate  Morelti.  There  is  Alviae 
Qnerftni,  who,  after  a  long  and  honorable  diplomatic 
career,  ilnda  aome  conaolation  for  the  wronga  of  hii 
country,  in  the  pursuits  of  literature,  with  his 
nephew,  Vittar  Benson,  the  son  of  the  celebrated 
beauty,  the  heroine  of  "La  Biandina  in  Gondolct- 
ta."  There  are  the  patrician  poet  Morosini,  and 
the  poet  Lamberti,  the  author  of  the  '*  Biondina,*' 
&c.,  and  many  other  estimable  productions ;  and, 
not  laaat  in  an  Snglishman's  estimation,  Madame 
MichelU,  the  tranalator  of  Shakspeare.  There  are 
the  young  Dandolo,  and  the  impronsatore  Carrer, 
and  Giuseppe  Albrizri,  the  accomplished  son  ot 
an  accomplishod  mother.  There  is  A^lietti,  and, 
were  there  nothing  else,  there  is  the  immortality 
of  Canova.  Cicognara,  Mustoxithi,  Bocati,  &e., 
&c.,  I  do  not  reckon,  because  the  one  is  a  Greek, 
and  the  others  were  bom  at  least  a  hundred  miles 
off,  which,  throughout  Italy,  constitutes,  if  not 
a  foreigner  at  ItoH  a  ttranger,  (forettUre.) 


VI. 

ExtraiU  dt  Vounro^  JSUtoire  Ktterairt  d'ltalig, 
par  P.  L,  Ginoum^t  tom.  ix.  chap,  xxxvi.  p.  Ii4, 
^tion  de  Paris,  MBCCCX.IX. 

'*  II  y  une  prediction  fort  singuli^re  sur  Veniae : 
*  Si  tu  ne  changea  paa,'  dit  elle  k  cette  r^ublique 
altiere, '  ta  liberty,  qui  d^  a'enfuit,  ne  comptera 
paa  un  allele  apr^  la  milUeme  ann^.* 

"En  faiaant  remonter  Trpoque  de  la  liberty 
V^tienne  jusqu'i  Tctablissemcnt  du  gouveme- 
ment  sous  lequel  la  r^ublique  a  i^uri,  on  trouvera 

?ue  rdection  du  premier  Do^e  date  de  697»  at  al 
on  y  ajoute  un  siecle  apr^  miUe,  c'est-4-dire  onae 
cents  ans,  on  trouvera  encore  que  le  sens  de  la 
prediction  est  litteralement  celui-ci :  *  Ta  Ubert6  ne 
comptera  pas  jusqu'^  I'an  1797.  Rappelcs-vous 
maiDtenant  que  Venise  a  cesse  d'6tre  librc  en  Van 
ainq  de  U  R^publique  francaise,  on  en  1799 ;  vons 
verres  qnll  n*y  cut  jamais  de  prMiction  plus  precise 
et  plus  ponctuellement  suivie  de  I'effet  Vous  note- 
rex  done  comme  tr^v  remarquablcs  ces  trois  vers  da 
TAlaaumi,  adressos  k  Venise,  que  personne  pourtant 
n*a  vemarqu^ : 

'S«  nan  euigl  pmider,  I'ltn  hcoI  walo 
Non  ooBleri  anpn  'I  millMinm  uino 
Tim  libeitl,  dw  ra  fugftodo  a  Tab.' 

Bien  dea  prophotics  ont  passe  pour  telles,  et  biea 
dee  gena  ent  ct6  appeloa  prophHes  k  meilknr 
march^." 


«rMr.aeUklc,Pi«Mhch«i»d*BaUs».    DaiprtAof 
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VII. 

Bxtraet  from  the  Literary  History  of  Italy,  by  P, 
L,  Gmgu^y  vol.  ix.  p.  144.    Paris  Edit.  I«f9. 

Thkhe  is  one  very  singular  prophecy  concern- 
ing Venice :  '  If  thou  dost  not  cnange,^  it  says  to 
that  proud  republic,  *thy  liberty,  which  is  already 
on  the  wing,  will  not  reckon  a  century  more  than 
the  thonaandth  rear.' 

"If  we  carry  back  the  epocha  of  Venetian  free- 
dom to  the  establishment  of  the  government  under 
which  the  republic  flourishea,  we  shall  find  that  the 
date  of  the  election  of  the  first  Doge  is  697 ;  and  if 
«^we  add  one  century  to  a  thousand,  that  is,  eleven 
hundred  yean,  w  BhaQ  ftad  the  aeiiae  of  the  pre- 
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diction  to  be  IHeraUy  thi&:  <Thy  liberty  will  not 
last  tiU  1797.*  Htocouect  tbat  Venice  ceased  to  be 
ftee  in  the  year  1796,  the  fifth  Tear  of  the  French 
republic ;  and  you  will  peceiTe  tnat  there  neyer  was 
prediction  more  pointed,  or  more  exactly  followed 
oy  the  CTent.  You  will,  therefore,  Dote  as  very 
remarkable  the  three  lines  of  Alamanni,  addressea 
to  Venice,  which,  however,  no  one  has  pointed  out : 

*8enon  eangi  penrier,  INui  ■eeol  hIo 


Tm  libera,  cIh  n  fiigfiiido  a  voio.' 

Many  prophecies  have  passed  for  snch,  and  many 
men  nave  oeen  called  prophets  for  much  less." 

If  (be  Dofe'a  prophecf  kmb  fMnutaUe,  look  to  tbe  abore,  mad*  hf 
AUnumnl  two  bundnd  aDd  wranty  fean  a^o. 


The  author  of  "Sketches  Descriptive  of  Italy," 
&c.,  one  of  the  hundred  tours  lately  published,  is 
extremely  anxious  to  disclaim  a  possible  charge  of 
plagiarism  from  *<Childe  Harold"  and  "Bcppo." 
He  adds,  that  still  less  could  this  presumed  comci- 
dence  arise  from  "my  conversation,"  as  he  had 
repeatedly  declined  an  introduction  to  me  while  in 
Italy. 

Who  this  person  mar  be,  I  know  not;  but  he 
IBUSi  have  been  deceived  by  all  or  any  of  those  who 
*«  repeatedly  offered  to  introduce "  him,  as  I  have 
invariably  refused  to  receive  any  English  with  whom 
I  was  not  previously  acquainted,  even  when  they 
had  letters  from  England.  If  the  whole  assertion 
is  not  an  invention,  i  request  this  person  not  to  sit 
down  with  the  notion  that  he  covld  have  been 
introduced,  since  there  has  been  nothing  I  have  so 


G«i«ftiUy  aTmdsd  u  any  kind  of  iatowioime  vitl 
his  countrymen^— ezoepting  the  veiry  few  who  wen 
a  considerable  tune  resident  in  Venice,  or  had  been 
of  my  previous  aoquaintance.  Whoever  made  him 
any  snch  offer  was  possessed  of  impudence  equal  to 
that  of  making  such  an  assertion  without  haviog 
had  it.  The  fact  is,  that  I  hold  in  utter  abhorrenoe 
any  contact  with  the  travelling  English,  as  mj 
friend  the  Consul-General  Hoppner,  and  the  Coos- 
tess  Benzoni,  (in  whose  house  the  Conversaxioiie 
mostly  frequented  by  them  is  held,)  could  amply 
testify,  were  it  worth  while.  I  was  persecuted  bj 
these  tourists  even  to  my  riding-ground  at  I«ido, 
and  reduced  to  the  most  disagreeable  circuits  to 
avoid  them.  At  Madame  Beusoni*s  I  zepeatedlT 
refused,  to  be  introduced  to  them;— of  a  tnouMoa 
such  presentations  pressed  upon  me,  I  accepted 
two,  and  both  were  to  Irish  women. 

I  should  hardhr  have  descended  to  speak  of  such 
trifles  publicly,  if  the  impudence  of  this  *'  sketcher" 
had  not  forced  me  to  a  refutation  of  a  disingenuom 
and  gratuitously  impertinent  assertion ;— so  meant 
to  be,  for  what  could  it  import  to  the  reader  to  be 
told  that  the  author  "had  repeatedly  declined  aa 
introduction,"  even  had  it  been  true,  which,  for  the 
reasons  I  have  above  given,  is  scarcely  possible. 
Except  Lords  Lansdowne,  Jersey,  and  Laaoeidale; 
Messrs  Scott,  Hammond,  Sir  Humphrey  Davy,  the 
late  M.  Lewis,  W.  Bankes,  Mr.  Hoppner,  Thomas 
Moore,  Lord  Kinnalrd,  his  brother,  Mr.  Jo},  and 
Mr.  Hobhouse,  I  do  not  recollect  to  have  exchanged 
a  word  with  another  Englishman  since  I  left  their 
countrv ;  and  almost  all  these  I  had  known  before. 
The  others — and  God  knows  there  were  some  hon* 
dred»— who  bored  me  with  letters  or  visits,  I  refiised 
to  have  any  communication  with,  and  shau  be  prood 
and  happy  when  that  wish  becomes  mutual 
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AN    HISTORICAL    TRAGEDY. 


The  jMkiP  aoAwH  bat  (bi  fOMmor'f  itwlfd. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON-E. 

Jfen.— Fbakcis  F08CABI,  Doge  of  Venice, 
JA.COPO  FoscA&i,  Son  of  the  Doge, 
Jakes  Lobsoamo,  a  Patriei<m. 
Marco  Mekmo,  a  Chief  of  the  Forty, 
Ba&bakigo,  a  Senator. 
Other  Senators,  the  Council  of  Ten,  Ouarde,  At- 
tendante,  8^.,  ^. 

TToman.— Makini,  Wife  of  young  FosCAmx. 

Scene— the  Daeal  Falaoai  Youee. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 
A  HaU  in  the  Ducal  Palace. 

Enter  Lokbdako  and  Ba&baeioo,  me^- 

Lor.  Whb&b  is  the  prisoner  ? 

Bar.  Reposing  irm 

The  QauaUon. 

Lor,  The  hour's  past— Az'd  yestsrdsT 

For  the  resumption  of  his  trial.— Let  us 
Rejoin  our  colleagues  in  the  council,  and 


9m*  Ni7,lcthiaiiin«fttby 

A  Urn  brief  mamtM  fttr  his  tortimd  limbt ; 
He  ms  o'enmrof^t  by  the  Queetion  yesterday^ 
And  Bty  dis  vain  U  If  now  repeated. 

Xir.  VcU! 

Ar.  I  yield  aot  to  yon  ia  lore  of  joetfee, 

Qrbite  of  the  ambitiovs  Foeeeri, 
Fkther  and  eon,  end  all  their  noziove  nee ; 
But  the  poor  wieteh  has  rafEer'd  beyond  natore'e 
Most  gtodal  cndnraaee. 

lor.  Withont  owning 

Hbotee? 

Bar.        Pochape  wifhowt  eoBunitUng  any. 
Bat  he  arow'd  the  letter  to  the  Duke 
Of  M3an»  and  hie  aniliBringa  half  atone  for 
SachwaaknaM. 

Lor.  We  shall  see. 

Jbr.  Too,  Loradaao, 

pBima  henditary  hate  too  far. 

lor.  How  fcr  ? 

Bar.  To  axtinaination. 

Lor,  When  they  are 

Eztinett  yoa  any  say  thSs.— Let's  in  to  eoonciL 
ilar.  Tel  panae    the  ainnber  of  our  eoUeagnes  is 
not 
Complete  yet;  two  are  wanting  are  we  can 
Proceed. 
Ler,       And  «hs«hiaf  judge,  the  Boge? 
Bar.  No-4ie 

IVMh  man  than  Boman  IbrtitQde,  is  erer 
First  at  the  board  in  thia  unhappy  praeesa 
Against  his  last  and  only  son. 

Lor.  True    tme 

HUlaat. 
Jior.     Win  nothing  more  yon  ? 
Lor.  Feeit  As,  think  yon  ? 
Bar.  He  shows  it  not 

Lor,  I  hare  mark'd  fAol— the  wretch  ! 
Bar.  Bat  yeslesday,  I  hear,  on  his  retain 
To  the  dncal  chambais,  as  he  pase'd  the  threshold, 
The  old  man  ftintad. 

Lor,  It  begins  to  work,  then. 

Bar.  The  work  Is  half  your  own. 

Lor.  AndshooldbeaAmina^ 

Xy  ta&a  and  my  maols  are  no  mwe. 

Bar.  I  have  ind  their  epitaph,  which  saya  they 
died 
By  poiaoB. 

Lor.      When  the  Doge  declared  that  he 
Sboaliaew  dsem  UsMelf  a  sovernga  tai 
The  assth  of  Peter  Loradaao,  both 
The  brothm  aick«n*d  shortly ;— he  M  eovecaign. 

Bar.  A  methadone. 

Ler,  What  should  they  be  who  aiake 

Orpbsss? 

Bar.        Bat  4M  the  Doge  aiake  yon  so  ? 

Lor,  Yes. 

Bar.  What  solid  proofs  ? 

Ler.  When  princes  set  themsaNes 

To  work  in  ssdrat,  pvoofr  and  pre  seas  are 
Alike  made  diiBcnlt ;  bat  I  hare  snch 
Of  die  (fast,  as  shall  maka  the  seeoad  needless. 

Bar.  Bat  yon  wiU  moTC  by  law  ? 

Lor  By  aU  the  laws 

Which  he  would  leafo  ns. 

Bar.  They  are  snch  in  this 

Onr  stela  aa  randar  tateibatioa  eeoiar 
TLaa  Bsngstiegiaiarnatioas.    It  is  tna 


That  yan  hare  written  in  yoor  books  of  sognMNii 
(The  waalthy  piactioe  of  our  highest  noUas,) 
•*  Doge  Foscsri,  my  debtor  for  the  deaths 
Of  Ifaroo  and  Pietro  Loredaao, 
My  sire  and  nnde  }  " 

Lor,  It  is  written  thus. 

Bar.  And  win  yon  Isave  nnarased  ? 

Lor.  TiUbalaaeed. 

Bar.  And  how? 
[2Vo  SMotorv  jMwt  oaer  Ms  «to^,  oswi  Osv 
wop  to  ••thoHatt^t^oComtea  of  nm." 

Lor.  Ton  eee  the  number  is  eomplsl^ 

Fottow  me.  [Baii  Lobbdax^. 

Bar.  ($oku.)  FoUow  tkml  I  haTc  foUow'd  k^ 
Thy  path  of  desoUtion,  as  the  wave 
Sweeps  after  that  before  it,  alike  whelming 
The  wreck  that  creaks  to  the  wild  winds,  and  wrstsh 
Who  shrieks  within  its  liYen  ribs,  as  gosh 
The  waters  through  them ;  but  this  son  and  ifaa 
Might  more  the  elameata  to  pause,  and  yet 
Must  I  on  hardily  like  them— Oh  I  would 
I  could  as  blindly  and  remorMleealy  !— 
Lo,  wlMre  ha  comes!— Be stiU,  my  heart !  thay  saa 
Thy  foes,  must  be  thy  victims :  wHt  thou  beat 
For  thoee  who  almoet  broke  thee  ? 

Baiw  Ouardt,  with  young  Foscabx  as  primmer^  ^ 

(hiard.  Lethimrest. 

Signer,  take  time. 

Joe.  Foo,  I  thank  thee,  friend,  I'm  finblsi 

But  thou  may'st  stand  reprored. 

(hard.  I'U  stand  the  haamd. 

Jac.  Fo9,  That's  kind  >— I  meet  eome  pity,  but  •• 
meroy : 
This  is  the  first. 

Guard.  And  might  be  the  last,  did  thay 

Who  rule  behold  us. 

Bar.  (advancing  to  Ms  Ouard.)  There  is  oaa  wht 
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Tetfbarnot;  I  wiU  neither  be  thy  judge 
Nor  thy  aacuser ;  though  the  hour  ia  past. 
Wait  their  laat  summons— I  am  of  <<  the  Ten,*' 
And  waiting  Ibr  that  summons,  sanction  you 
Btcu  by  my  presanca:  when  the  last  caU  sounda* 
We*U  in  together.— Look  well  to  the  prisoner  f 

Jae.  Floo.  What  Toioe  is  that  ?— 'TIS  Paibsilga'j 
Ah! 
Our  house's  foe,  and  one  of  my  few  Judges. 

Bar.  To  balance  such  a  foe,  if  such  there  ba. 
Thy  Ihthsr  fits  among  thy  judges. 

Jae.  Fot.  True 

He  judges. 

Bar.        Then  deem  not  the  laws  too  hamb 
Which  yield  so  much  indulgence  to  a  sire 
As  to  aUow  his  voice  in  such  high  matter 
As  the  state's  salety 

Jae.Fo$,  And  his  son's.    I'mAdati 

Let  ma  approach,  I  pray  you,  for  a  breath 
Of  air,  yon  window  which  o'erlooks  the  watrrs. 

EnUr  an  Officer  toko  wkUpero  Bauiaaioo. 
Bar.  (to  Ms  Guard.)  Let  him  approaeh.    I  mail 
not  speak  with  him 
Further  than  thua ;  I  have  transgreos'd  my  duty 
In  this  brief  parley,  end  must  now  redeem  it 
Within  the  Council  Chamber.      [Exit  BABBAmz«« 

[Guard  oondudrng  Jaooto  FoacA&i  to  Ms  mmdom 
Guard.  There,  sfar,. 'Hi 
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vpvn^^Bvw  loot  jw  I 

Jae,  Fu,  Like  a  boj^— Oii  Venice ! 

Gwtrd.  And  your  Iknbs  ? 

Jae.  Fot.  Limbs !  how  often  have  they  borne  me 
fioanding  o*er  yon  blue  tide,  as  I  have  skimm'd 
The  gondola  along  in  childish  race, 
And,  masqued  as  a  young  gondolier,  amidst 
My  gay  competitors,  noble  as  I, 
Raced  for  onr  pleasure,  in  the  pride  of  strength ; 
While  the  fair  populace  of  crowding  beautiee, 
Plebeian  as  pa^cian,  cheer'd  us  on 
With  daazling  smiles,  and  wishes  audible. 
And  waidng  kerchiefs,  and  applauding  hands, 
Et<en  to  the  goal !— How  many  a  time  have  I 
Cloren  with  arm  still  lustier,  breast  more  daring, 
The  ware  all  roughen'd ;  with  a  swimmer's  stroke 
Flhiging  the  billows  back  from  my  drenched  hair, 
And  laughing  from  my  lip  the  audacious  brine, 
Whieh  kiss'd  it  like  a  wine-cup,  rising  o'er 
The  waves  as  they  arose,  and  prouder  stiU 
The  loftier  they  uplifted  me ;  and  oft. 
In  wantonness  of  spirit,  plunging  down 
Into  their  green  and  glassy  gulfs,  and  making 
My  way  to  shells  and  sea-weed,  all  unseen 
By  those  above,  till  they  wax'd  fearful ;  then 
Eetuming  with  my  grasp  full  of  such  tokens 
As  showM  that  I  had  searched  the  deep :  exulting. 
With  a  fiu'^Uwhing  stroke,  and  drawing  deep 
The  long-suspended  breath,  again  I  spum'd 
The  foam  which  broke  around  me,  and  pursued 
My  track  like  a  sea-bird.-— I  was  a  boy  then. 

€fuard.  Be  a  man  now :  there  never  was  more  need 
Of  auahood's  strength. 

Jae,  Foi.  (looking  from  the  iatHeeJ  My  beautiftj, 
my  own. 
My  mly  Teniee— ^Ai!*  is  breath  !  Thy  breeze, 
Thine  Adrian  sea-breeze,  how  it  fans  my  faoe ! 
TiM  v«ry  winds  fed  native  to  my  veins. 
And  cool  them  into  calmness  !    How  unlike 
The  hot  galea  of  the  horrid  Cyclades, 
Which  howl'd  about  my  Candiote  dungeon,  and 
Made  my  heart  sick. 

Quar4,  I  see  Ihe  color  oomes 

BaA  to  your  cheek :  Heaven  send  you  etrenglb  to 

beav 
WlAtuors  may  be  imposed !— I  dread  to  think  on't. 

Jae,  Fot,  They  will  not  banish  me  again  ? — ^No- 
no, 
Xi0t  tlMin  wring  on  \  i  am  strong  yet. 

Qward,  Confeaa, 

And  the  rack  wHI  be  spared  you. 

Jae,  Foe,  I  confess'd 

Oaui    Iwlce  before ;  both  times  they  exiled  me. 

Chtard.  And  the  third  t^e  will  slay  you. 

Jae,  Foe,  Let  them  do  tOf 

80 1  be  buried  in  my  birthplaee:  better 
B«  ttshoa  here  than  aught  that  lives  elsewheie. 

Ckiard.  And  can  you  so  much  love  the  aoll  whkk 
hates  yon? 

Jae,  Foe.  The  soil!— Oh  no,  it  is  the  seed  of  the 
soil 
WldHh  peneotttes  me ;  but  my  native  eartii 
Win  take  me  as  a  mother  to  her  arms. 
I  ade  no  more  than  a  Venetian  gtai«, 
A  dungeon,  wluit  ttiey  will,  so  It  be  hefe. 

BHteranQficer. 
€tfL  Briaglnllte prisoner! 


Ouard.  Signer,  you  h«Brthc  onfcc 

Jae,  Foe.  Ay,  I  am  used  to  such  a  summons:  *tii 
The  third  tiine  they  have  tortur'd  me  >-thea  lend  m 
Thine  arm.  [7b^  Guard, 

Offi.  Take  mine,  sir ;  'tis  my  duty  to 
Be  nearest  to  your  person. 

Jae,  Foe,  Ton !— 70U  are  he 

Who  yesterday  presided  o'er  my  pang»-« 
Away !— I'll  walk  alone. 

Offi,  As  you  please,  signer  I 

The  sentence  was  not  of  my  signhng,  but 
I  dared  not  disobey  the  Council  when 
They 

Jae.  Foe,  Bade  thee  stretch  me  on  their  hcirid 
engine. 
I  pray  thee  touch  me  not— tiiat  is,  just  now ; 
The  time  will  come  they  will  renew  that  order, 
But  keep  off  item  me  tiU 'tis  issued.    As 
I  look  upon  thy  hands  my  curdling  limbs 
Quiver  with  the  anticipated  wrenching, 
And  the  cold  drops  strain  through  my  brow,  as  ifr«— 
But  onward— I  have  home  iU*-!  oan  hear  it- 
How  looks  my  father  ? 

Offi.  With  hit  wonted  sspect. 

Jae.  Foe.  80  doee  tiie  earth,  and  sky,  the  blae  of 
ocean. 
The  brightness  of  our  city,  and  her  domes. 
The  mirth  of  her  Piazii,  even  now 
Its  merry  hum  of  nations  pisrees  here, 
Bven  here,  into  these  chambers  of  the  unknown 
Who  govern,  and  the  unknown  and  the  unnombsr'd 
Judged  and  destroy'd  in  sUence,--HtIl  things  weir 
The  self-same  aspect,  to  my  very  sirs ! 
Nothing  eaa  eympathiae  with  Foscari, 
Not  even  a  Foscazl.--Sir,  I  attend  you. 

[Bxmmi  Jaoopo  Fosoabi,  Ofioer,  ^ 

JSwter  Mbxho  and  another  Senator. 

Mem.  Rsft  gono    wo  are  too  faiite:— tidnk  yn 
"IheTen*' 
Win  sit  for  any  length  of  time  to-day  ? 

Sen.  They  say  tiie  prisoner  Is  most  obdoraiib 
Persisting  in  his  flnt  svowal ;  but 
More  I  know  not. 

Mem.  And  that  la  mnoh;  the  fteereti 
Of  yon  tsnifie  ohaabsr  are  as  hidden 
From  us,  the  premier  nobles  of  the  stats, 
As  from  the  people. 

Sen.  SaTs  ^«  wonted  romon, 

Which  (like  tins  tales  of  1 
Near  ruin'd  buildfags)  1 
Nor  wholly  diabelisved:  uMn  kn«iw  as  Utile 
Of  the  sUte's  real  acts  as  of  the  gmve^t 
Unfttiion'd  mysteries. 

But  with  lengtii  of  tine 
We  gain  a  step  in  knowledge,  and  I  look 
Forward  to  be  one  day  of  £e  deoemvfas. 

Sen.  Or  Doge? 

Jtfasi.  Why,  ao ;  not  if  I  esn  aveilfl 

Sen.  'TIS  tiieirst  station  of  the  slsts^  Sid  uqr 
Be  hiwfrilly  desfaed,  and  lawfUly 
Attain'd  by  noUe  aspitattts. 

Mem.  To  sash 

I  leave  it ;  though  bom  noble,  my  ambition 
Is  limited:  I'd  rather  be  an  nntt 
Of  an  united  and  inpsrial  «  Ten," 
Than  shine  a  lomdy,  though  a  gilded  eyplMr^ 
havawshm?  11wiK||i«#9Mrtt 
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Mr.  "Wlnfti  &o  one  ?— I  am  wrong,  there  ttfll  are 
two; 
Art  titfj^  >re  MBAtora. 
MmL  Hott  noble  hdy, 


He  it, 


Mar.         leommtmdf^AUM !  my  tifift 
Hm  been  oin«  long  entreaty,  vid  a  Tain  one. 
Mrm.  I  understand  thee,  hut  I  mutt  not  answer. 
Mar,  (^erufy.J  Trao-^none  dare  answer  here  taTe 
OB  the  rack. 
Or  QaeetsoD,  saTe  those   ■ 
Meoi,  fmtsmgsimff  her. J  High-born  dame!  be- 
ifamktiiee 
'When  thou  now  art. 

Mar,  Where  I  now  am !— It  was 

My  hnsbaad's  iMiher's  palace. 
Mam.  The  Dnke^s  palace. 

Mar.  And  his  son's  prison ; — ^tme,  I  hare  not  for- 
got It; 
And  if  Hiexe  were  no  other  nearer,  bitterer 
Bemembranees,  wonld  thank  the  illQstrious  Kemmo 
For  pointing  out  the  pleasures  of  the  place. 
Mao.  Becalm! 

Jfer.  (hokkig  ifp  ttnoarda  heaven.)   I  am;  bnt 
oh,  thou  eternal  Ood ! 
Canst  ihou  continue  so,  with  snch  a  world  ? 
Mem.  Thy  hnsband  yet  may  be  absolved. 
Mar. 
In  heaTen.    I  pray  you,  signor  senator. 
Speak  not  of  that ;  you  are  a  man  of  oif&ce» 
80  is  the  Doge;  he  has  a  son  at  stake 
Now,  at  this  moment,  and  I  have  a  husband. 
Or  had;  they  axe  there  within,  or  were  at  least 
An  hour  since,  &ee  to  fkoe,  as  judge  and  enlprit ; 
Win  he  eondemn  himt 
Mean,  I  trust  not 

Mar,  But  if 

He  does  not,  titere  are  those  will  sentence  both. 
Meau   They  can. 
Mar.         And  with  them  power  and  will  are  one 
In  wiekednees  :--my  husband's  lost ! 

Mao.  Kot  so ; 

Jsstiee  is  judge  in  Yenioe. 

Uer.  If  it  were  so. 

There  now  would  be  no  Tenice.    But  let  it 
Im  on,  ao  the  good  die  not,  till  the  hour 
Of  aatore's  summons ;  but  **  the  Ten's  "  is  quicker, 
And  ne  mwt  wait  on't    Ah  I  a  Yoice  of  wail  I 

[Afaiaterjfwithin, 
Sm,  HukI 

Mao,         Twas  a  cry  of— 
Mar.  I^,  no;  not  my  husband**— 

KotFowMi'i. 
^m.        Xh«  Toieewwi— 
Mar.  Not  hie:  no. 

He  shriaki  Ko;  that  should  be  his  father's  part, 
Kot  Ikia-fiot  hi»— hell  die  in  silence. 

lA/amt  groan  again  within, 
Mait.  Whatl 

Again? 

Mar.  Bie  voice!  It  aeem'dao:  I  will  not 
BeUcre  it    Should  he  shrink,  I  cannot  cease 
To  lore;  but-^ou)— no— 4Kh-4t  rauat  biSTe  been 
A  fearfol  pang,  which  wrung  a  groan  from  him. 
Sen.  And,  twMng  lor   thy  hniband's  wrongs, 
wo^UUtthou 
Earm  him  bear  more  than  mortal  pain^  ju  lilenoel 
Mar,  We  all  most  bear  our  tortures.    I  have  not 


Left  barren  tSie  great  house  of  Foseari, 

Though  they  sweep  both  the  Doge  and  son  ham 

Ufe; 
I  have  endured  as  much  in  giring  fife 
To  those  who  will  succeed  them,  as  they  earn 
In  leaving  it :  but  mine  were  Joyful  pangs ; 
And  yet  they  wrung  me  till  I  eouU  have  shifeli'd, 
But  did  not,  for  my  hope  was  to  bring  forth 
Heroes,  and  would  not  welcome  them  with  tear*. 

Mem.  All's  silent  now. 

Mar.  Perhaps  all's  over ;  bat 

I  will  not  deem  it :  he  hath  neired  himself, 
And  now  defies  them. 

Enter  an  Ofiatr  haetii^ 

Mem.  How  now,  friend,  what  seek  yon  f 

Ofi,  A  leech.    The  prisoner  has  fidnted. 

'[ExitOmeer 

Mem.  tadj, 

'Twere  better  to  retire. 

Sen.  (offering  to  aeeiet  her.)    I  pray  thee  do  so. 

Mar.  Off !/  will  tend  him. 

Mem.  You !  Remember,  lady  I 

Ingress  is  given  to  none  within  those  chamben, 
Szcept  **  the  Ten,"  and  their  familiars. 

Mar,  WeR, 

I  know  that  none  who  enter  there  return 
As  they  have  enter'd— many  never;  bnt 
They  shall  not  balk  my  entrance. 

Mem.  Alasttfds 

Is  but  to  expose  yourself  to  harsh  repulse. 
And  worse  suspense. 

Mar.  Who  shall  oppose  BM? 

Mem,  TiMf 

Whose  duty  'tis  to  do  so. 

Mar.  "^  their  ^tj 

To  trample  on  all  human  feelings,  all 
Ties  which  bind  man  to  man,  to  emulate 
The  fiends,  who  will  one  day  requite  them  ia 
Yariety  of  torturing !    Yet  111  pass. 

Mem,  It  is  impossible. 

Mar.  That  shall  be  tried 

Despair  defies  even  de6i>otism :  there  is 
That  in  my  heart  would  make  its  way  through  hottf 
With  lev^l'd  spears ;  and  think  you  a  few  jailera 
Shall  put  me  from  my  path  ?    Give  me,  then,  way, 
This  is  the  Doge's  pidaoe;  I  am  wife 
Of  the  Duke's  ion,  the  {ttnocen^  Duke's  son, 
And  they  shall  hear  this ! 

Mem.  It  wfll  only  serve 

More  to  exasperate  hie  Judges. 

Mar.  What 

Axejudgee  who  give  way  to  anger  ?  they 
Who  do  so  are  assassins.  *  Give  me  way. 

IExUMajuk^ 

Sen.  Poor  lady! 

Mem,  'TIS  mere  desperation ;  ste 

WHl  not  be  admitted  o'er  the  threshold. 

Sen.  And 

Even  if  she  be  so,  cannot  save  her  hnsbaad. 
But,  see,  the  officer  returns. 
[2^  Officer  paeeei  over  the  etage  with  anotherpereom^ 

Mem.  I  hardly 

Thought  that  "the  Ten"  had  even  this  touch  of  pl^ 
Or  would  permit  assistance  to  the  suiferor. 

Sen.  Pity !  Is't  pity  to  recall  to  feeling 
The  wretch  too  happy  to  escape  to  death 
By  the  eompassionate  trance,  poor  natore's  last 
Besouroe  against  the  tyranny  of  pain  ? 
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Jfimi.  I  marftl  tkcgr  oendenm  him  not  at  <mae. 

8em.  That't  not  their  policy ;  they'd  hare  him  live, 
Beeanae  he  fean  not  death ;  and  banish  him, 
Beeaue  aU  earth,  except  hia  native  land, 
To  Urn  is  one  wide  prison,  and  each  breath 
Of  foreign  air  he  draws  seems  a  slow  poison, 
Consuming  bnt  not  killing. 

Mem,  Circomstanoe 

Confirms  his  crimes,  but  he  avows  them  not. 

Sen.  None,  save  the  letter,  which  he  says  was 
writtm 
▲ddress'd  to  Milan's  duke,  in  the  Aill  knowledge 
That  it  would  fall  into  the  senate's  hands, 
And  thus  he  should  be  reconveyed  to  Venice. 

Mem.  But  as  a  eolprit. 

Sen.  Tes,  but  to  his  coantry ; 

And  that  was  aU  he  sought,  so  he  aTOuohes. 

Mem.  The^uscusation  of  the  bribes  was  proved. 

Sen,  Not  clearly,  and  the  charge  of  homidde 
Has  been  annull'd  by  the  death-bed  confession 
Of  Nicolas  Erisso,  who  slew  the  late 
Chief  of  « the  Ten.'' 

Mem,  Then  why  not  clear  him  ? 

Sen,  That 

They  ought  to  answer ;  for  it  is  well  known 
That  Afanoro  Donato,  as  I  said, 
Was  slain  by  Sriam  for  private  vengeance. 

Mem.  There  must  be  more  in  this  strange  process 
than 
The  appaivnt  crimes  of  the  accused  disclose- 
But  here  oome  two  of  *<  the  Ten ; "  let  us  retire. 

[Exeunt  Mbxxo  and  Senator. 

Enter  LonnDAiro  and  Bakbarioo. 

Bar.  (addreteing  LoB.)  That  were  too  much : 
beUeve  me,  'twas  not  meet 
The  trial  should  go  f^irther  at  this  moment. 

Lor,  And  so  the  Council  must  break  up,  and 
Justice 
Pause  in  her  fall  career,  because  a  woman 
Breaks  in  on  our  deliberations  ? 

Bar.  No, 

Thaf  s  not  the  cause ;  you  saw  the  prisoner's  state. 

Lor,  And  had  he  not  recover'd  ? 

Bar.  To  relapse 

Upon  the  least  renewaL 

Lor.  'Twas  not  tried. 

Bar.  Ti»  vain  to  murmur ;  the  minority 
In  council  were  against  you. 

Lor.  Thanks  to  you,  sir, 

And  the  old  ducal  dotard,  who  combined 
The  worthy  voices  which  o'erruled  my  own. 

Bar.  1  am  a  judge ;  but  must  confess  that  part 
Of  oar  stem  duty,  which  prescribes  the  Question, 
And  bids  us  sit  and  see  its  sharp  infliction, 
Makes  me  wish— 

Lor,  What? 

Bar.  That  you  would  eomeHmee  feel. 

As  I  do  always. 

Lor.  Go  to,  you're  a  child. 
Infirm  of  feeUng  as  of  purpose,  blown 
A.bout  by  every  breath,  shook  hj  a  sigh, 
And  melted  by  a  tear    a  precious  Judge 
Ji'or  Venice!  and  a  worthy  statesman  to 
Be  partner  in  my  policy ! 

Bar.  He  shed 

No  teats. 

Lor.       He  cried  out  twice. 

Jiar,  A  saint  had  done  so. 


Bven  with  the  crown  of  g^ory  In  his  eje. 

At  such  inhuman  artifice  of  pain 

As  was  forced  on  him ;  but  he  did  not  cry 

For  pity;  not  a  word  nor  groan  escaped  him. 

And  those  two  shrieks  were  not  In  supplication^ 

But  wrong  firom  pangs,  and  fcdlow'd  by  no  praycn 

Lor,  He  mutter'd  many  times  between  his  teeth. 
But  Inarticulately. 

Bar.  That  I  heard  not. 

You  stood  more  near  him. 

Lor.  Ididso. 

Bar.  Methought, 

To  my  surprise  too,  you  were  touch'd  with  mercy. 
And  were  the  first  to  call  out  for  assistanoe 
When  he  was  fUling. 

Imt,  I  believed  that  swoon 

His  last. 

Bar.    And  have  I  not  oft  heard  thee  name 
His  and  his  father's  death  your  nearest  wish  ? 

Lor.  If  he  dies  innocent,  that  is  to  say. 
With  his  guilt  unavow'd,  he'll  be  lamented. 

Bar.  What,  wouldst  tiiou  slay  his  memory  } 

Lor.  Wouldst  thou  have 

His  state  descend  to  his  children,  as  it  must, 
If  hedieunattainted? 

Bar.  War  with  t^em  too  ? 

Lor.  With  all  their  house,  till  theirs  or  mine  an 
nothing. 

B<Br.  And  the  deep  agony  of  his  pale  wife. 
And  the  repress'd  convulsion  of  the  high 
And  princely  brow  of  his  old  father,  which 
Broke  forth  in  a  slight  shuddering,  though  rarely, 
Or  in  some  clammy  drops,  soon  wiped  away 
In  stem  serenity ;  these  moved  you  not  ? 

ISxit  Lo&BDAiro. 
He's  silent  in  his  hate,  as  Foscari 
Was  in  his  sufforing ;  and  the  poor  wretch  moTedms 
More  by  his  silence  than  a  thousand  outcries 
Could  have  affected.    'Twas  a  dreadful  sight 
When  his  distracted  wife  broke  through  into 
The  hall  of  our  tribunal,  and  beheld 
What  we  could  scarcely  look  upon,  long  used 
To  such  sights.    I  must  think  no  more  of  this 
Lest  I  forget  in  this  oompassion  for 
Our  foes  their  former  ii^uries,  snd  lose 
The  hold  of  vengeance  Loredano  plsns 
For  him  and  me ;  but  mine  would  be  content 
With  lesser  retribution  than  he  thirsts  for, 
And  I  would  mitigate  his  deeper  hatred 
To  milder  thoughts ;  but  for  the  present,  Fo€carf 
Has  a  short  hourly  respite,  granted  at 
The  tnstanoe  of  the  elders  of  the  Coundl, 
Moved  doubtless  by  his  wife's  appearaaoe  in 
The  hall,  and  lus  own  sufferings.— Lo !  they  ooms; 
How  feeble  and  forlorn !  I  •cannot  bear 
To  look  on  them  again  in  this  extremity : 
I'U  henoe,  and  try  to  soften  Loredano, 

[Exit  Baxaasmo^ 


ACT  n. 

8CBNE  I. 
AHaUiniheiyooiirnPulaee. 
Ifke  Doom  and  a  Senator, 
Sen,  Is  it  your  pleasure  to  sign  die  nport 


Now,  or  postpone  it  till  to-moirow  ? 


Twc  fonuo. 


n» 


; 

1  tmlwil'a  it  ywlwday ;  H  wmmU 
)icnl7til0iiiBfttai«.    €»▼•■•  thtpctt-- 


£taL  finyb^  at  M«  jufwr J  Ton  k«t«  foisot ;  it  It 

BOC  U|I{A  cL 

Xky«^  Not  JignM  ?  Ak,  I  pamiwmy  •ym btgift 
To^raznionwMkirtliiafls.    lOidnottM 
Tlia*  I  Iwd  aipp'd  the  pen  nithevt  eftet. 

Stt^  fdi^ftH^ dWjMw  Mto ttd ink,  tHti pUuit^ihB 
papmr  htfrn  th^  Doob.)    Yo 
ihBkei*  my  lord:  eDour  me,  thvr— 

Ays.  lis  doiM,  I  thank  jOTu 

Ail  Thos  tlie  Mt  eoaixm'd 

Bf  jM  aad  \j  the  ''Ten,"  gives  peeoe  to  TeaiM. 

IkifiL  TieUmgiiBeesiiee^joy'dH:  may  it  be 
Ab  Vng  cfB  Bhe  lerame  bcr  enBa  1 

Stm,  Tbelmoet 

Tbiity-iiovr  yam  of  nearly  ceteeleia  waiCue 
"WiOi  ttw  Toik,  er  tke  pewete  of  Italy ; 
The  atate  kai  seed  of  aoaae  Topoae. 

JDBfv.  No  donkt : 

I  fimnd  her  qneen  of  ocean,  and  I  laaTe  her 
La4y  of  Lombardy ;  fit  ia  a  eomfart 
That  I  kave  added  to  kcr  diadem 
Ike  gema  of  Breccia  and  RaTenna ;  Crema 
And  Bcigamo  no  leaa  are  keiB ;  her  realm 
By  land  kaa  grown  by  thna  mnek  in  my  reign, 
IfhilB  ker  aea-ewmy  kaa  not  akmnk. 

Stm,  Tia  most  tme, 

Aad  BMifli  an  oar  coantiy'a  gntitade. 

JDO^e.  Perkapeso. 

Sen.  "Wkidi  akoudd  be  made  manitet. 

Dope.  I  ksre  not  eomplaln'd,  sir. 

&H.  My  good  lord,  forgfire  me. 

Dogt,  Forwkat? 

Am.  My  keart  bleeds  for  yon. 

D9f,  Fbrme,  aignor? 

amk.  Andlbryoor 

Doge.  Stop! 

Sen.  It  most  kaTS  way,  my  lord. 

I  ksre  too  many  dntiea  towards  you 
And  an  yonr  konse,  for  paat  and  present  Undneaa, 
Not  to  fod  deeply  for  yonr  son. 

Doge.  Was  this 

£b  yonr  commissSon  7 

Sm.  What,  my  lord  ? 

Doge.  This  prattle 

Of  tUngs  yon  know  not :  bnt  the  tooaty'a  signed ; 
Botam  widi  it  to  tkem  who  sent  yon. 

Sen.  I 

Obey.    I  kad  in  ckarge,  too,  from  tke  ComioQ 
That  yon  would  fix  an  konr  for  their  reunion. 

Doge.  Say,  wken  tkey  w01-4ow,  tnok  at  tkis 
BUMnent, 
Zf  it  so  please  them  :  I  am  the  state's  servant. 

Sem.  They  would  accord  some  time  for  your  repose. 

Doge.  I  have  no  repose,  that  is,  none  which  shall 


Tke  loss  of  an  hour's  time  onto  the  state. 
t«et  tkem  meet  when  they  will,  I  skaU  be  fovnd 
W%ere  I  skonld  be,  and  whcU  I  kare  been  erer. 

[BxU 
[The  DooB  fvmBtm  mi  Jtbnes. 

gmaroBJWwdiwif. 
AU.  Frinoe! 
J}ogo.  8170B. 


TkBilhMtriBBalB^rr< 


Doge.  BIdkevBBtsr.    Faor 

Marfaial  [JSMf. 

[Tie  Doom  fwuMw  SB  jslfnss  M  ftf^bm 

Enter 'bUxiTKk. 

Mar.  I  kavB  TSBtared,  fotker,  on 
Tonrpriracy. 

i>if«.  I  kaTe  none  fnm.  yon,  my  ckild. 

Command  my  time,  wken  not  commanded  by 
Tke  atate. 

Mat.       Iwlak'dtospeaktoyMof  Am. 

Doge.  TonrkBabaBd? 

Jfor.  Ai 

Doge.  Pkoeead,  my  danghter ! 

Mar.  Ikadobtidn*dpermieakmiWMnthB«<TeB'* 
To  attend  my  knsband  for  a  Uaiited  nnmbsr 
Of  honra. 

Doge.       ToB  had  so. 

Mar.  'Tis  rerokod. 

Doge.  Bywhem) 

Mar.  •*  The  Ten.'*— Wken  wa  kad  reaek'd  •*  tht 
Bridge  of  Sigks," 
Wkiek  I  prepared  to  pass  with  Foscari, 
Tke  gloomy  guardian  of  tkat  passage  trst 
Demnrr'd :  a  meaaenger  waa  sent  back  to 
«i  j^  x^ ; "  bnt  as  tke  conrt  no  kmgec  satB» 
And  no  pennission  kad  been  giTen  in  writingt 
I  waa  tkrast  back,  witk  the  assnranoe  that 
Unto  that  high  tribanal  had  reassemblsd. 
The  dungeon  walk  woold  still  divide  ns. 

Doge.  Traa, 

The  form  has  been  omitted  in  tke  kaste 
Witk  which  the  court  atyoum'd,  and  till  it  meelBj 
*Tis  dubious. 

Mar.  TiUH  meets  I  and  when  it  meets, 

TheyMl  torture  him  again ;  and  he  and  / 
Must  purehaae  by  renewal  of  tke  rack 
The  interview  of  husband  and  of  wifo. 
The  holiest  tie  beneath  the  heavena !— Oh  God ! 
Bost  thou  see  thk  ? 

Doge.  Ckild--«kild 

Mar.  (ebnapUg,)  CaU  me  not  «  okOd ! ' 

Ton  soon  will  hsTc  no  children-— you  deeerre  1 
Tou,  who  can  talk  thus  calmly  of  a  son 
In  drcutnstanees  which  would  call  forth  tears 
Of  blood  from  Spartans !  Though  these  did  not  1 
Their  boys  iHio  died  in  battle,  is  it  written 
That  they  beheld  them  perish  piecemeal,  nor 
Stretch*d  forth  a  hand  to  save  them  ? 

Doge.  ToubekoldBM: 

I  cannot  weep— I  would  I  could ;  but  if 
Back  wkite  kair  on  tikis  kead  woo  a  yonng  Ufo^ 
This  ducal  cap  tke  diadem  of  eartk. 
This  ducal  ring  with  which  I  wed  the  waTOS 
A  talisman  to  still  them— I'd  giTS  all 
For  him. 

Mar.       With  less  he  surely  might  be  saved. 

Doge.   That  answer  only  shows  you  know  bbI 
Venice. 
!  how  should  you  ?  she  knows  not  herself, 
In  all  her  mystery.    Hear  me— they  who  aim 
At  Foscari,  aim  no  leas  at  his  father ; 
The  sire's  destruction  would  not  save  the  son ; 
They  work  by  dxlTerent  means  to  the  same  end. 
And  that  is— bnt  they  have  not  conquer'd  y«L 

Mar.  But  they  have  crush'd. 

Doge,  Nor  orosh'd  as  yet— I  Uvb^ 
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Mmr,  And  your  «o&,-4iow  long  will  he  lire  ? 

Doge.  '  «  Itnnt, 

For  il  thtit  yet  is  past,  u  many  yean 
And  happier  than  his  father.    The  rash  boy 
Witiiiromaaish  impatienoe  to  retom, 
Hath  roin'd  all  by  that  detected  letter : 
A  high  crime  which  I  neither  can  deny 
Kor  palliate,  as  parent  or  as  Dnke : 
Had  he  but  borne  a  little,  Httle  longer 

His  Candiote  exile,  I  had  hopes he  has  qumeh'd 

them— 
He  most  return. 
,  Jfor.  To  exile? 

Doge,  I  hare  taid  it 

Mar,  And  can  I  not  g^  with  hun  ? 

Doge,  Yon  well  know, 

This  prayer  €^  yonrs  was  twice  denied  before 
By  the  assembled  <*  Ten,"  and  hardly  now 
Will  be  accorded  to  a  third  request. 
Since  aggravated  errors  on  the  part 
Of  your  lord  renders  them  still  more  austere. 

Mar,  Austere  ?  Atrocious !  The  old  human  fiends, 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave,  with  dim  eyes,  strange 
To  tears  save  drops  of  dotage,  with  long  white 
And  scanty  hairs,  and  shaking  hands,  and  heads 
As  palsied  as  their  hearts  are  hard,  they  eouncll, 
Cabal,  and  put  men's  lives  out,  as  if  life 
Were  no  more  than  the  feelings  long  extinguished 
In  their  accursed  bosoms. 

Doge,  You  know  not 

Mar,  I  do— I  do— and  so  should  you,  methinks— 
That  these  are  demons :  could  it  be  etee  that 
Men,  who  have  been  of  women  bom  and  suckled- 
Who  have  loved,  or  talk'd  at  least  of  love— h^ve 

given 
Their  hands  in  sacred  vows— have  danoed  their  babes 
Upon  their  knees,  perhaps  have  moum'd  above  them 
In  pain,  in  peril,  or  in  death— ^ho  are. 
Or  were  at  least  in  seeming  human,'eould 
Do  as  they  have  done  by  yours,  and  you  jourself, 
ToUf  who  abet  them  ? 

Doge,  I  forgive  this,  fbr 

You  know  not  what  you  say. 

Mar,  You  know  it  well, 

And  feel  it  nothing. 

Doge,  I  have  borne  so  much, 

That  words  have  ceased  to  shake  me. 

Mar,  Oh,  no  doubt 

You  have  seen  your  son's  blood  flow,  and  your  fiesh 

shook  not; 
And  after  that  what  are  a  woman's  wonb  ? 
Ko  more  thtfi  woman's  tears,  that  they  should  shake 
you. 

Dag0.  Woman,  this  olamoroas  grief  of  thine,  I  tell 
thee, 
Is  no  more  in  the  balance  weigh'd  with  that 
Which— but  I  pity  thee,  my  poor  Marina ! 

Mar,  Pity  my  husband,  or  I  cast  it  firom  me ; 
Pity  thy  son!  Tft<w  pity !— 'tis  a  word 
Annge  to  tiiy  heart— how  came  it  on  th|r  1ip0  ^ 

Doge,  I  must  bear  these  reproaches,  though  they 
wvong  me. 
Coia^dst  thou  but  readt— 

Mar,  'Tfs  not  «pon  thy  taow, 

Kor  in  thhie  eyes,  nor  in  thine  aets,-«'Where  tiien 
Shonld  I  behold  this  sympathy !  or  shall  ? 

D9ge^  (fofnUng  tknofwarde.)  There  1 

Mar.  Inlheeitth? 

D(^  Towhfdilamtending:  frtien 


It  lies  upon  His  heart,  hx  Ughtfisr,  tiumgh 
Loaded  with  marble,  thsn  tlw  tiMM^^  wilA  yMI 

it 
Now,  you  fill  know  me  beltar. 

Mar,  Are,  jmlS^m^ 

Indeed,  thus  to  be  pified  i 

Doge,  Pitied  1  None 

Shall  ever  use  that  base  Word,  with  whkh  uma 
Cloak  their  soul's  hoarded  triumph,  as  a  fit  one 
To  mingle  with  my  name :  that  name  AaU  be, 
As  far  as  I  have  borne  it»  what  it  was 
When  I  received  it. 

Mar,  Bttt  fur  the  poor  childrai 

Of  him  thou  canst  not,  or  tiiou  wiU  not  wtn. 
You  were  the  last  to  bear  it. 

Doge,  Would  it  w«e  so. 

Better  fbt  him  he  never  had  been  been, 
Better  for  me. — ^I  have  eeeni  onr  house  dishonorM. 

Mar,  Thafs  &lse !  a  truer,  nobler,  trustier  hHtt, 
More  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 
Within  a  human  breast.    I  wvuldnotdungs 
My  exiled,  perseented,  mengled  husbasid, 
Oppressed  but  not  disgraced,  crush'd,  overwhelm'^ 
Alive,  or  dead,  lor  prince  or  paladiB 
In  story  or  in  fable,  with  a  world 
To  back  his  suit.    Dishonoir'dl— AsdishmMv'dl 
I  tell  thee.  Doge,  'tis  Venioe  is  dishonor'd; 
His  name  shall  be  her  foulest,  worst  reproach, 
Fair  what  he  8u£Bbcs,  not  for  what  he  did. 
'Tis  ye  who  are  all  txaiton,  tyrant  1— ye  I 
Did  you  but  love  your  country  like  this  vietha 
Who  totters  bade  in  ohaiae  to  tertoras,  and 
Submits  to  all  things  rather  than  to  eiile, 
You'd  fling  yourselves  before  him,  and  implore 
His  grace  for  your  emnaaouB  guilt. 

Doge,  He  wss 

Indeed  all  you  have  said.    I  better  here 
The  deaths  of  the  two  sons  Heaven  took  torn  as 
Than  Jaoopo's  disgrace. 

Mar,  That  word  again; 

Doge,  Has  he  not  been  oondemn'd  ? 

Mar,  Isnonebtttguihso? 

Doge,  Time  may  lestnre  hia  memoiy— I  wooU 
hope  so. 
He  was  my  pride,  my^— fafut  'tis  useless  now— 
I  am  not  given  to  tears,  but  wept  for  joy 
When  he  was  bom :  those  drope  wwe  ominffos- 

Mar,  I  say  he's  innocent  I    And  were  he  not  lo, 
Is  our  own  blood  and  kin  to  shrink  from  us 
In  fttal  moments? 

Doge,  I  shrank  not  from  him : 

But  I  have  other  duties  than  a  father's ; 
The  state  would  not  dispense  me  from  thMa  dnliflftfi 
Twice  I  demanded  it,  but  waa  refriaed: 
They  mvst  then  be  frdfiU'd. 

Enter  an  Attmukmi, 


AM. 
"The  Tan." 

Dogt,  Who  bears  it  ? 

Att,  KoUe  lioredaao. 

D^.  He!— but  admit  hiaa.         IBxUAUmimi' 

Mm-.  MuatXtbenietixs? 

Doge,  Perhaps  it  is  not  requisite,  if  this 
GondemB  your  husband,  aaA  if  not— Well,  sigW 
Your  pleasure !  To  Lobedako  ealmiag* 

Lor,  Ibeacthdof  «<tiieTen" 

Doge.  Oiy 

Have  chosen  weU  their  envoy. 


nro  TCSQABL 


D09B.  It 

Xor.  «'TbeTMi"iik 

JDoyK.  Wbatl   Imcto  ttey  »«t  again,  nd  mat 


I«ir.  Thif  nU'd  «»  apata  ym  fcaUaga, 

!!•  kaa  tibaa  aga. 

Doft,         llmt^aeip   -wiian apaiaA <hay aWiaf ? 
I  tharft  Ibaa,  aotwiHiataiidmg. 

Xor  Ton  kftow  wall 

Tlut  tiwj  lyMPe  pofwar  to  aet  at  their  discietiBB, 
ViaL  or  wiOmrt  &a  pvaaanaa  of  «a  Dage. 

I>Bg0.  Tla  aoma  yeaxa  ainca  I  laaa'd  Oda,  kag 


I  linnaaio  Baga»  or  iliriaa'd  of 
Yoa«aadBatadMolmo,aigBQr:  laatain 
That  eanaal  vkflBi  yoiiifwa  a  y««iig  potrielaii. 
Xar.  Tm,  ia  »y  ftilhar'a  tiiM;  I  have  hoard 

Tho  adanai,  hia  hroCh«r,  aaj  aa  mmih. 
YoTtrjghiMaiaMiywfmaBibertheoi;  thayboth 
HiBdaaddaBlf. 

Dye.  And  if  they  did  ao,  bc«t« 

80  die  tiiaft  Itm  o«  ISagsi&gly  in  ^pain. 

Xor.  Nod(rabt;7a»oBaatBMB  Iflco  to  llva  tiwr 
dayaoot. 

XAoyo.  AAddidnotthoy? 

Xor.  The  gzmTO  knowa  beat :  they  died, 

Am  1  aaid,  awddoBly* 

Ayo.  la  that  ao  atraaga, 

That  yon  repeat  tiia  nwd  emphatioally  ? 

Xor.  8o  te  fraai  atraaga,  that  aorer  naa  there 


la  mj  nind  half  ao  natanl  aa  tiiein. 
TUahspMraotoo? 

A^e.  What  should  I  think  of  aKnrtab? 

Ltor.  Tint  they  ha:Te  mortal  Ibaa. 

JDoyt.  I  iiadentaad  yon ; 

Toor  afMaiPeramiae,  and  yon  are  heir  in  all  thinga. 

Lor.  Yonhcothnowif  lahottldbeao. 

De^  I  do. 

Tour  Mban ipnoiay  Ibaa,  and  I  hawa  heard 
Fonlmmoniraao abroad;  IhATealaoread 
Thdr  epitaiph,  attribnUag  their  doatha 
To  poiaon.    Tla  perhaps  as  tme  aa  moat 
Inaciiptioaa  apea  tanba,  and  yet  no  leas 
AMia. 

Xor.   Wio^aoaaaayao^ 

Dsyo.  II— nrtstme 

Tear  Ihthoio  nora  minoeBomiea, 


As  thairooa  o^er  can  be,  aad  I  no  lesa 
Waatlieifo;  batlwMopMly  theirfbe: 
I  aoii  werk'^lty  plot  in  eoonoQ,  nor 
Qabal  ia  oonmumirealth,  nor  secret  meaaa 
Of  pnotioe  againot  Klb  by  atoel  or  drag. 
The  proof  ia,  yoor  eustenee. 

Xor.  I  fear  aot. 

Dope.  Tea  hava  ao  eaaae,  being  what  I  asa;  hat 
-wwel 

That  yon  aaidi  hawa  aia  fiMvght,  yoa  long  eta  BOW 
Were  paot  the  oaaae  of  fear.    Hate  on ;  I  oaia  not. 

Xor.  I  aoffer  yet  haew  that  a  noble's  life 
la  Tcniee  had  to  dread  a  I>ogePa  feowa. 
That  ia,  by  af  aa  moons. 


Bat  I,  good  aigaor, 
Aai,  or  at  leaot  aaw,  mora  tlum  a  aura  doho, 
la  blood,  ia  mind,  ia  meaaa;  aad  that  Ihoy  kaoar 
Who  dnaded  to  eleot  me,  aad  hoTa  Biaeo 
fltrivea  all  they  dare  to  weigh  me  dowa :  be  aaia. 
Before  or  ainea  that  period,  had  I  held  you 
At  ao  maeh  prise  aa  to  ro^aira  year  abeenee, 
A  wmd  of  mine  had  aet  snch  spirits  to  work 
AawoaUaavemadeyoaaothiag.  Butinafl tilings 
I  hara  ebosnred  tho  atrieteat  rorereneo ; 
Not  for  the  laws  aioao,  fer  thoae  yoa  have  •Haia'd 
(I  do  aot  speak  of  yoa  bat  aa  a  sfaigle 
Voioe  of  the  maay)  aomoviiat  boyoad  what 


Ibr  my  aathority, 
Wereldiapoaedtahiawl:  bat,aBlaaid, 
I  have  obaervad  wi^  Twecatiaa,  like 
A  prieaf  s  for  the  high  altar,  area  aalo 
The  aaeriflee  of  my  owa  blood  aad  qniot. 
Safety,  and  all  save  honor,  the  dosreee. 
The  healdi,  tho prido,  aad  welfere of  thei 
And  now,  air,  to  yoar  baaiBosa. 

Xor.  Tiadoeioed, 

That,  without  tethar  lapetitioa  of 
The  Queotioa,  or  continaaaee  of  the  trial. 
Which  oaly  teada  to  ahow  how  atabbom  gnOt  i^ 
("  Tho  Ten,*'  dispensing  with  the  ateieter  law 
Whioh  still  praseribea  tho  Qneatioa  tiU  a  ihll 
Confeaaion,  and  the  pxisoner  partly  hvriag 
ATow'd  hia  eriaie  in  not  den jing  tiiat 
The  letter  to  tho  Dake  of  Ifilan'a  hia,) 
Jamoa  Feeeari  retara  to  banishment, 
And  sail  in  the  aame  galley  which  oonvey'd  hlik 

Ifisr.  Thank  Qod!    At  least  they  wiU  not  di^ 


himi 

Before  that  hoRiblo  tdbanal.    Wo^dho 
Bat  thiak  ao,  to  my  mind  the  happiest  doom* 
Not  he  aloae,  bat  all  who  dwell  here,  ooald 
I>esire,  were  to  escape  feom  aaeh  a  lead. 

Dop$.  That  is  not  a  Venetian  thonght»  my 
daaghtar. 

Jfor.  No,  'twaa  too  hamaa.    May  I  ahoia  hit 
exile? 

Lor.  Of  tide  "tho Ton**  aaid aothing. 

Ifar.  80 1  r 

That  ware  too  haman,  alao.    Bat  it  waa  not 
Inhibited? 

Lor,  Iti 

Mar.  (to  4ko  Dope,)  Then,  fether, 

Sniely  yoa  eaa  obtain  or  graat  mo  thna  nmch: 

[Tor 

And  yoa,  air,  not  eppoeo  my  prayer  to  be  ' 
Pennittad  to  aeeompany  my  hwabamd. 

Dope.  I  wiU  endeavor. 

Jfor.  Aadyoa,aignfirl 

Lor. 
'Tie  not  for  me  to  anticipate  &0] 
Of  the  trihoaaL 

Mar.  Pleaaarel  what  a  word 

To  aae  fer  the  dacreea  of 

i>iyo.  Danghter,  know  yoa 

In  what  a  praesaee  yoa  proaonnee  thooe  things  ? 

Mar.  Apdnoe's  and  hia  anbfeet'a. 

Lor.  SalgectI 

Jfor.  •  Oh « 

It  galle  yon  >«-woll,  yoa  are  his  equal,  mm 
Ton  think;  bat  that  you  are  aot,  aor  woald  be. 
Were  he  a  peaoaat :— ^ell,  thea,  yon'co  a  pxiaee, 
A  piBMely  noble ;  and  what  then  am  I  ? 

Lor.  The  off^|»xing  of  a  noUe  heaaa. 


MS 


BTBOirS  WQKXfl. 


Mar.  And  wedded 

To  one  as  noble.    What  or  whose,  then  is 
Xlie  presence  that  should  sUenee  my  free  thoughts  ? 

Lor,  The  presence  of  your  husband's  judges. 

i>0^.  And 

The  deference  due  eren  to  the  lightest  word 
That  falls  from  those  who  rule  in  Venice. 

Mar.  Keep 

Those  msadms  for  your  mass  of  scared  mechsnics, 
Tour  merchants,  your  Dalmatian  and  Gireek  slaves, 
Your  tributaries,  your  dumb  dtisens, 
And  masked  nobiUty,  your  sbirxi,  and 
Tour  spies,  your  galley  and  your  other  slaves. 
To  whom  your  midnight  oanyings  off  and  drownings, 
Your  dungeons  next  the  palace  roofs,  or  under 
The  water's  level;  your  mysterious  meetings. 
And  unknown  dooms,  and  sudden  executions. 
Your  "  Bridge  of  Sighs,"  your  strangling  ohamber, 

and 
Your  torturing  instruments,  have  made  ye  seem 
The  beings  of  another  and  worse  world  t 
Keep  such  for  them :  I  fear  ye  not.    I  know  ye ; 
Have  known 'and  proved  your  worst,  in  the  infernal 
Process  of  my  poor  husband  1    Treat  me  as 
Ye  treated  hiin : — you  did  so,  in  so  dealing 
Withhxm.    Then  what  have  I  to  fear /nm  you. 
Even  if  I  were  of  fearftU  nature,  which 
I  trust  I  am  not  ? 

Doffe.  You  hear,  she  speaks  wildly. 

Mar.  Not  wisely,  yet  not  wildly. 

Lor.  Lady !  words 

Utter'd  within  these  walls  I  bear  no  furtiier 
Than  to  the  threshold,  saving  such  as  pass 
Between  the  Duke  and  me  on  the  state's  service. 
Doge !  have  you  aught  in  answer  ? 

Doff§.  Something  from 

The  Doge ;  it  may  be  also  from  a  parent. 

Lor.  My  mission  here  is  to  the  Doge. 

Doge.  Then  say 

The  Doge  will  choose  his  own  ambassador, 
Ok  state  in  person  what  is  meet;  and  for 
The  father 

Lor.  I  remember  mtiM.— Fsrewell ! 

I  kiss  the  hands  of  the  illustrious  lady, 
And  bow  me  to  the  Duke.  \Bxii  Lobjidavo. 

Most.  Are  yon  content  ? 

J>oge.  I  am  what  you  behold. 

Mar.  And  that's  a  mystsry. 

J>oge.  All  things  are  so  to  mortals;  who  can 
read  them 
Save  he  who  made ;  or,  if  they  can,  the  fiew 
And  gifted  spirits,  who  have  studied  long 
That  loathsome  volume— man,  and  pored  upon 
Those  black  and  Uoody  leaves,  his  heart  aiid  bnSn, 
Bat  kam  a  magic  which  recoils  upon 
The  adept  who  pursues  it :  all  the  sins 
We  find  in  others,  nature  made  our  own; 
All  our  advantages  are  those  of  fortune ; 
Birth,  wealth,  health,  beauty,  axe  her  accidents, 
And  when  we  cry  out  against  Fate,  'twere  wdl 
We  should  rquember  Fortune  can  take  nought 
Save  what  she  ^avs-^the  rest  was  nakedness. 
And  lusts,  and  appetites,  and  vanities, 
The  universal  heritage,''to  battte 
With  as  we  may,  and  least  in  humblest  stationsi 
Where  hunger  swallows  all  in  one  low  want» 
And  the  original  ordinance,  that  man 
Must  sweat  for  his  poor  pittance,  keeps  all 
Aloof,  save  fear  of  famine !    All  is  low» 


And  fidse,  and  hoDoif^^elay  from  Ant  to  lut, 
The  prince's  um  no  less  than  potter's  vessel. 
Our  fame  is  in  men's  tareath,  our  Uves  upon 
Less  than  their  breath ;  our  duimee  upon  days, 
Our  days  on  seasons ;  our  whole  bemg  on 
Something  whish  is  not  tc»/--So,  we  are  slaves. 
The  greatest  as  the  meanest— noticing  rests 
Upon  our  will ;  the  will  itself  no  less 
Depends  upon  a  straw  than  on  a  storm; 
And  when  we  think  we  lead,  we  sre  most  led, 
And  still  towards  death,  a  thing  which  comes  as 

much 
Without  our  act  or  choiee  as  birth,  so  that 
Methinks  we  must  have  sinn'd  in  some  old  woiM, 
And  ihie  is  hell :  the  best  is,  that  it  is  not 
Eternal. 

Mar.    These  are  things  we  cannot  judge 
On  earth. 

I>oge.    And  how  then  shall  we  judge  eadi  otiMr, 
Who  are  all  earth,  and  I,  who  am  eall'd  upon 
To  judge  my  son  ?    X  have  administer'd 
My  country  faithfully— ^victoriously!'— 
I  dare  them  to  the  proof,  the  chart  of  what 
She  was  and  is :  my  reign  has  doubled  rsafans ; 
And,  in  reward,  the  gratitude  of  Venice 
Has  left,  or  is  about  to  leave,  me  single. 

Mar.  AndFo6cari^  I  do  not  think  of  such  thiagi, 
So  I  be  left  with  him. 

Iktge.  You  shall  be  so : 

Thus  much  they  csnnot  wall  deny. 

Mar.  And  if 

They  should,  I  will  fly  with  him. 

lioge.  That  can  ne'er  bs. 

And  whither  would  you  fly  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not,  reck  not- 

To  Syria,  Egypt,  to  the  Ottoman— 
Any  where,  where  we  might  respire  unfetter'd. 
And  live  nor  girt  by  spies,  nor  liable 
To  edicts  of  Uiquisiton  of  state. 

J>oge.  What,  wouldst  thon  have  a  rsnegade  te 
husband. 
And  turn  him  into  tndtoc  \ 

Mar.  He  is  none  I 

The  country  is  the  traitress,  which  thrasts  finth 
Her  best  and  bravest  fh>m  her.    Tyax^f 
Is  far  the  worst  of  treasons.    Dost  thou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjeots  ?    Tho  prince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  mote 
A  brigand  than  the  robber-ehiofl 

Doge.  I  cannot 

Charge  me  with  such  a  breach  of  £a&llk. 

Mar.  No ;  duw 

Observ'st,  obey'st,  such  laws  as  baIm  old  01800*8 
A  code  of  mercy  by  comparison. 

Doge.  I  found  the  law;  I  did  not  make  it.  Wcnl 
A  subject,  still  I  might  find  parts  and  poitions 
Fit  for  amendment ;  but  as  panae*  I  never 
Would  change,  for  the  eake  of  naj  houpe,  the  ebaittf 
Left  by  our  fatiMrs. 

Mar.  Didth^makaHfor 

The  ruin  of  their  children  ? 

Doge.  Under  such  laws,  Ysnies 

Has  risen  to  what  she  is— a  stale  to  rival 
In  deeds,  and  days,  and  sway,  snd,  let  ma  add, 
In  glory,  (for  we  have  had  BemasL  apteita 
Among  us,)  all  that  history  has  baq«eatlied 
Of  Bome  and  Csrthage  in  their  boat  times 
The  people  sway'd  by  seaatea. 

Mar.  Batliar  aay. 


TWOKWUBl. 


But  TvlnUMd «•  mrid- te M 
,b«k»delMilof 
t  — i»fitHil,ogtiie 


To  aam  gnat  cai,  sut  bt  ihililaiii  In  ilgor. 


If  iro  kaA  Mt  iv  auny  MBl 

HidtWtaiiiof  — I 

I  trarti  tew  still  twli,  y oSee  lim  BO 

Jttr.  AuiMui  U  <te  cily  n^w  lh» 
WooUstiiaMtara'tl 

lABkfB.  Had  I  u  viaay  • 

Aa  I  ]isv»  yaani,  I  irovld  Imcto  givan 
Nat  vilksvk  Mii«,  baft  I  would  hcva 
To  &a  alatira  awvlea»  to  Mtt  iMT 
0&  tibo  teod,  ia  «a  Md,  or.  If  ft  araot 
Aaift,alM!  bM ban,  to oaCnetaai, 
Szila,  or  ebaiaa,  ar  lAataoercr  woraa 


ci^» 


•11. 


AadttbiapatEiotiiB? 
Xo  oia  it  aaoH  «a  vast  bateity. 
I>tBaaBekoatnijbasba]id:  theiaga  «Taa," 
'^Titb  an  ha  jaaloaay,  will  baldly  war 
Bofgwitbawaak  wiaaia  asdanyma 

ikya.  ini 


Tbaiaaybe 


Aadwbatfhaillaay 
? 
Tlntbadbay 


ToFbaaadframb 

Tbalawa. 

Jttr.    Aad  aolUag  bmbo  ?  Wm  yoa  aot  saa  bim 
&akadapaft?    ItiMybattalaat 

i>ifo.  Tbalaatl-Hayboyt-'tfiabattiBalihan 


1^  last  of  I 


il    TeUl 


ilwin 


[BMtmi, 


ACT  m. 

SCSNB  L 
ns  Friiom  qf  Jaoofo  Foao&sx. 

^«ie.  Ai.  ("aafai.;  Ho  Ugbt,  i«?a  yoB  fOat  glaam, 
wUch  sbowa  VM  walk 
WUdk  aanr  adbo^d  bot  to  aonow'a  aaaada, 
Xbo  aigb  of  loag  liapiiaaaMaait,  mO  atap 
Of  ftat  oa  wUeb  tha  iioa  elank'd,  tha  grcMa 
Of  daalb,  tba  iavcooatloa  of  deapair  I 
And  yat  Ibr  tbis  I  b*Ta  ratora'd  to  Taaioa, 
Witb  aoBM  ftlat  bopa,  'tis  trao,  fbat  tima,  wblab 

Tba  aaaMo  dawa,  bad  wen  away  tiia  bata 

Of  BMtt'a  haavtib  bat  I  baaw  tbaaa  aot,  aad  boa 

Kast  I  iiiBBBBn  my  own,  wbleb  aatar  baat 

For  y anloe  bat  wMk  saab  a  yaatalag  as 

Tba  dove  baa  iv  b«  dlataat  aast,  n^aa  wbaaUag 

Hjgib  IB  Aa  air  aa  b«  rataia  to  groat 

Bar  aaHow  brood.    Wbat  lettoca  aio  tbeaa  wbiob 
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Aia  ssawfd  aloag  tbo  laaKMribli  waH  r 

l^nUthaglaaMlataMtraaatiiaBi?  Abt  AaaaMO 

Of  «y  lad  pradaasaaoia,  ia  tfrfa  plaoa, 

Tba  datM  of  tbafcr  daapabr.  tba  briaf  words  of 

A  giisf  too  graat  for  naay.    Tbis  otoaa  paga 

Hdlda  Hka  aa  apftapb  tikair  bktary. 

And  tba  paar  si^ta'a  tala  ia  groTHi  aa 

His  dtiagaoB  barrisr,  Hko  tba  lorer'a  rseoid 

UpoB  Iha  bark  of  somo  tdl  traa,  wbisb  baan 

His  owB  and  bis  balotod's  aSBia.    Alasl 

I  laoi^nlao  oeaMaaaMa  flmlUar  tOBM, 

Aadbligbtad  lika  to  nlaa,  iHii^  I  wiU  add, 

Fittast  for  saeb  a  ahtoakla  aa  m», 

Wbleh  only  aan  ba  raad,  aa  writ»  liy  wiatobaa. 

[Ha  wy  w  ki$  nam$ 

Eii4$tm  F0miMmrcf*'tk0  Iba." 

Fam.  I  briag  yaa  food. 

Jac  As.  I  pray  yoa  aat  It  down; 

I  am  past  baagtr :  bat  ny  1^  aia  paieb'd— 
Tbawattr! 

Flam,  TiMra. 

Jbo.  JVw.  ft^  dhMwyJ  I  ttaakyoa:  I  $m 


JP oat*  I  am  oonmaadad  to  inmrm  yon 
Tbat  your  ftixtbsr  teial  is  paa^nad. 

Job,  As.  Till  wban  } 

Fam,  I  know  not— It  is  also  in  my  oidsn 
Hist  yonr  fllastrioas  lady  ba  admitted. 

Joe.  As.  AbItbayrd«nt,tbaB— Ibadsaaaadta 
bopait: 
Twaatima. 

Mar.  KybaitbeloTad! 

Joe.  At.  (miihraemg  her.)       My  tree  wife. 
And  only  ftiaad  I    Wbat  bap^ess ! 

Mm-.  Wani  part 

If  o  mora. 

J0e.  At.  How !  wonldst  tboa  ibare  a  dongaon? 

Mat.  Ay, 

Tbe  rack,  tbe  grave,  aO— aaytbing  with  tbaa, 
But  tbe  tomb  last  of  all,  for  there  we  shall 
Ba  ignorant  of  each  other,  yet  I  wHI 
Share  that— all  thinga  exeept  new  eeparatloB ; 
It  is  too  mach  to  have  survived  the  first. 
How  dost  then  ?  Hew  sra  those  won  Umbs  ?  Alas  I 
Why  do  I  ask  ?  Thy  palnsss 

/oe.Ar.  Tiatiiajoy 

Of  seeing  thee  again  ao  soon,  nd  so 
Without  expectancy,  hai  snt  the  blood 
Back  to  my  heart,  and  left  my  cheeks  Uka  tfdaa^ 
For  tikoa  art  pala,  too,  my  Marina. 

Jfor.  Tia 

The  gloom  of  this  eternal  eell,  whieh  navar 
Knew  sunbeam,  and  the  sallow  sullen  glare 
Of  the  fiunlUar's  torch,  which  aeams  akin 
To  darkness  BMira  than  Ught,  by  Inding  to 
The  dungeon  vmpon  ita  UtoBdnous  smoke, 
Which  doud  wbiate'er  we  gase  on,  avn  thine  uyia  ■ 
No,  not  ttdna  ajas    they  sparkle— how  they  sparkle  I 

Joe.  As.  And  thine  I— b«t  I  sm  blinded  by  «• 

Jfor.  As  I  had  been  wtthont  It.    Oraldst  tho« 

sea  hare  f 
7(90.  As.  Notidng  at  first ;  but  use  and  tbne  had 
taaghtme 
Familiarity  with  what  was  darkness ; 
And  the  gray  twilight  of  nch  gUmmaiings  as 
Olids  tiuoB^  tiia  eravloss  made  by  the  uribds 


MO 

Was  kSnteto  ralfte  ^«i  tlum  tlio  ML  tna. 
When  gorgeoiuly  o'ergilding  aay  towen 
Save  those  of  Y enioe ;  but  a  mom«Qt  at 
Thou  earnest  hither  I  was  busy  ivritiiig. 

Mar.  What? 

Joe.  Foa,  My  naaie:  look,  't»  there— reoorded 
neii 
The  nasM  «f  him  who  here  preeed^d  me. 
If  doBfeon  dates  s»y  trae. 

Mar,  And  what  of  blm? 

Jae.  Fot.  These  walls  an  silent  flf  m«i's  ends ; 
they  only 
Seem  to  hint  shrewdly  of  them.    Sach  stem  walls 
Were  never  piled  on  high  save  o'er  the  dead. 
Or  those  who  soon  ravst  be  to—What  of  kim  T 
Thon  askest. — ^What  of  me  ?  may  soon  be  ask'd. 
With  the  like  answer— devbt  aad  drea4ftil  snimise — 
Unless  thou  tell'st  my  tale. 

Jfor.  1  tpeak  of  thee  I 

Jac,  Fot.  ikad  wherefore  aet?    AU  then  shall 
speak  of  me : 
The  tyranny  of  silence  is  not  lasting, 
And,  though  events  he  Uddes,  just  men's  groans 
Will  burst  all  cerement,  even  a  living  grave's ! 
I  do  not  doM  my  memory,  hut  my  life; 
And  neither  do  I  fear. 

Mar.  Thy  life  is  safe. 

Jac,  Fo9.  And  liberty  ? 

Mar.  The  mind  should  make  its 

Jao.  Ftm.  That  has  a  noble  eound ;  hut  'tis  a 
sound, 
A  music  most  impressive,  but  too  transient : 
The  mind  is  much,  but  is  not  all.    The  mind 
Hath  nerved  me  to  endxire  the  risk  of  death, 
And  torture  positiTe,  far  worse  than  death* 
(If  death  be  a  deep  sleep,)  without  a  groan. 
Or  nith  a  cry  which  x'ather  shamed  my  judges 
Than  me ;  but  'tis  not  all,  for  there  are  things 
Mere  woM,  such  as  this  small  dungeon,  whore 
I  nay  breathe  many  years. 

Mar.  Alas  t  and  tiiis 

Small  dungeon  is  all  that  belongs  to  thee 
Of  this  wide  realm,  of  which  thy  sire  is  pzinee. 

Jac.  Fm.  That  thought  would  seareeLy  aid  me  to 
endure  it. 
Mf  doom  is  ^onunon,  many  are  in  dungeons, 
fiut  none  like  mine,  so  near  their  father's  palace ; 
But  then  n^y  heart  is  sometimes  high,  and  hope 
Will  stream  along  those  moted  rays  of  light 
Peopled  with  dusty  «tems,  which  afford 
Our  onlgr  day ;  lor,  eave  the  jailer's  torch. 
And  a  strange  fire-fiyi  which  was  quickly  eaug^t 
Last  night  in  yon  enormous  spider's  net, 
I  ne'er  saw  aught  here  like  a  ray.    Alas ! 
I  know  if  mind  may  hear  us  up,  or  no. 
For  I  have  fliioh*  and  shown  it  before  nsn; 
It  sinks  in  soUtade :  my  aoul  is  social. 

Mar.  I  wiU  he  with  thee. 

Jae.Fo$.  Ah!  ifitTuweeo! 

But  that  they  never  granted— «Kir  will  grant. 
And  I  shall  be  akme :  no  men— «w  books— 
Those  lying  likenesses  of  lying  men. 
I  ask'd  /or  even  those  oudinee  of  their  kind, 
Which  they  term  annals,  history,  what  you  will, 
Whkh  men  be^uesiUi  as  f^itrait^  and  th^  were 
Befused  me,  so  these  walls  have  been  n^  Atady, 
Kore  faithful  pictures  ^  VenetiBA  staiy. 
With  all  their  hlaak,  (»  dismal  stains*  than  is 
Ihe  hall  not  far  from  hence,  which  .bean  «&  high 


Hudreds  of  do0H,  mA  Ihflli  dedte  i 

Mar.  leoBototelltheetheresidtof  thsir 
Last  oouaeil  »B  thy  ^boom. 

Jac.  Fob.  ltaMnril-4sok( 

[Ha  poiut$  10  ki»  timig^aMf^fmfm§mihBm 
turm  ^MdH  k$  had  —rfiiipoiis> 

Mar.  No— no— nomoraof  <hati«i«nthcyNltt 
From  that  atomd^. 

Jao^Fot.  Whatlfcea} 

Mar.  Thatjmi 

BetwcB  to  Oaadift. 

Jae.  Fot.  Then  my  iaiths|iers  gone. 

I  could  eaduate  my  duBgaen,  fbr  'twas  Tsmss; 
I  could  support  th«  tortors,  tiieBs  was  i 
In  my  native  air  thai  baoy'd  my  spinto  ap 
Like  a  ship  on  the  ocean  toss'd  by  storsMy 
But  proudly  stiU  bestriding  the  high  waves, 
And  holding  on  its  co«ne;  huiiilm^  tlu^ 
In  that  aoeursed  isle  of  slaves,  smI  eiq^ttreii 
And  unbeUovsn,  like  a.  strendied  wreck. 
My  very  soul  aeem'd  meolderiag  in  my  bowa, 
And  piecemeal  I  ehidl  pensh,  if  wnisnded, 

Mar.  Asidherof 

Jae.  Fot.  At  once— by  better  mmUf  m  hnte 
What!  wovddtiMjf  ev«b  deny  me  my  she's  sepattnt 
As  well  as  home  and  hesitagp  i 

Mar.  Myha^bMdt 

I  have  sued  to  «eeoinpMiy  ^hee  hsase. 
And  not  so  h(^lessly.    Thk  love  oi  tfaiae 
For  an  ungrateful  aad  ^jvaaaie  aoil 
Is  passion,  and  not  patriotism ;  for  me, 
So  I  could  see  thee  with  a  f  niat  aspect 
And  the  sweet  freedom  of  theasdhsadaii^ 
I  would  noteavil  about  elimes  or  regions. 
This  crowd  of  palaces  aadfiiflMaisait 
A  paradise  I  its  Arst  iiiliabitants 
Were  wretched  exiles. 

JacF^.  WeUIkiiMrAsavietabd! 

Mar.  And  yet  yea  see  Imw  from  their  hesfafcawi 
Before  the  Tartar  jato  ihoM  eak  asks. 
Their  antique  energy  of  mind,  all  that 
Remain'd  ai  Eenae  for  thek  Inhfrthaww 
Created  by  degrees  an  ocean-Borne ; 
And  shall  an  evil,  which  so  often  leads 
To  good,  depress  thee  tbna  f 

Jac.  Foa.  Had  I  gone  forth 

From  my  own  land,  like  the  old  patriarehs,  seekini 
Another  region,  with  their  flocks  and  herds; 
Had  I  been  cast  out  like  the  Jews  from  Zion, 
Or  like  our  fathers,  driven  by  Attila 
From  fertile  Italy,  to  barren  islets, 
I  would  have  given  some  tears  to  my  late  coostiy, 
And  many  thoaghis  i  bat  afttfnrards  addrsfi'd 
Myself,  with  those  aboatjm^  4o  «etle 
A  new  home  aad  frssah  stale :  pefhsys  I  esnU 
Have  borne  tiue^Hiiangh  X  kaew  aet. 

Mar.  mMrofrnavU 

It  was  the  lot  of  millioni^  snd  maithe 
The  fate  of  aqsciads  auHNk 

Jae.  Fot.  Ay^-taebatheat 

Of  the  survivors'  toil  in  their  new  landsi 
Their  numhem  aadisawoss  j  taatwhaeinJUaBka 
The  hattts  whieh  broke  iamieaee  at  ^ketpsi«ii«i 
Or  after  their  dspactmei  of  that  BMdady* 
Which  calls  up  gseea  aad  native  AeUb  «o  riev 
From  4h«  Mi«h  deep,  wMh  aiMh  ideatHgr 
To  the  poor  eziile'j  ihver'd.efe>  that  be 
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r  maofj  cf  «liA  and  dmiAi, 


JUadiM.    liMMUAk 

I  My  thi  p«nit  •£  all 

Ee  wko  lora  not  hit  wuntiji  oui  kvi 

Hmt.  OkqrhflT,  Umb:  tia  «lMlkAtp««i  Ike*  ibrtli. 

Jbe.^bt.  Ay.^cm  it k;  'tk  Utoamt^ig'a  oum 
Upon  ny  tool— th«  mark  k  lat  upon  ma. 
The  anka  jom  apeak  of  mot  for^  by  natkna, 
Tkair  haada  i^^eld  each  other  4iy  the  wsy. 
Their  tenia  wm  piteh'd  togeiWi    I'm  abna. 

Jftv.  Tm  ahaU  be  ao  no  meat    I  will  fa  vith 

/oc  Faa.  IfyhaalMaiiMl-MdovrdaUNB^ 
Mmr.  They, 

I  Ceax,  hy  the  prarentkn  or  the  ataia'a 
ilihwil  pelky*  <whkftt  holda  aU  tiee 
A8thzeada,«hkh  May  ho  haohen  «t  h»  pka— ■,) 
Wffl  not  ha  aiftt'd  to  proceed  with  na. 
•Xaa.  JhiL  Aad  omoI  thou  Imn  them  ^ 
Mkt.  Tea.    Withmaftyn 

Boa— 1 CMM  koTo  them,  ehildran  aa  they  aio» 
lb  tMah  yott  to  be  kaa  a  ehild.    FMmithk 
Leazn  you  to  onay  yonr  fcatjiiga,  whan 
SydvlkapNMMVit;  aad'fkowfizal 
On  eBrth  to  baas. 
Jte.fbi.  Bwnlnothaifta? 

Har.  Too 

Fzom  tjiaanaia  kjnatiae»  and  enoogh 
To  taaeh  yon  not  to  ahfink  now  from  n  kt, 
'Which,  aa  eompaied  with  what  yon  hnvo  niiid 
OCkto^kmany. 

/oe.Fet.  Ah!  yonaaffaryot 

W«a  te  away  from  Yeniee,  nerflr  mw 
ner  beantiftd  towan  in  the  iooedhi|^ 
Vhik  ewacy  tarrow  of  the  iwaael'a  track 
Seemed  ploughing  deep  into  year  hearty  yon  navar 
Saw  day  go  down  vpon  yonr  natire  ipirea 
80  eafanly  with  ita  gold  and  oimaOB  gkvy. 
And  aftv  diamia^  n  dk  tin  bed  Tiaion 
Of  dum  and  thatoB>  awiake  aad  fcnnd  Iham  not 

Jkr.  Iwffldrridatfdawkhyon.    LetnatUnk 
wi  Mf  dBpartno  from  thk  inneh«eOTed  eity, 
(Sinee  yen  mwt  koo  it  ea  H  aoema,)  and  thk 
Chamber  of  itate,  bar  graftilnde  allota  yon. 
Onr  ehiUnn  will  be  cared  kr  by  the  Dogo, 
And  by  my  ttoki :  wo  mnat  tail  ere  night. 
Jaa.A».  Thait'aondden.    BhaU  I  not  behold  my 

bther? 
Jkf .  tea  wffl. 

•Mvk  Here  or  In  the  dneat  ehnnita^** 

B^aaidaetiiMeh.    I  wonld  that  yon  eodd  bear 
Tonr  eaik  u  he  baara  ft 

I  aometiaMf  mnnnnr  Ibr  n 
Haoonldnatnowaotothafwkn    A 
Of  iceHng  or  Mmpaadon  on  hia  pvt 
W«nld  hare  birt  drawn  npon  hk  aged  head 
INapktonfrom  ••th«Ten»"  nndnponiafaM, 
AeeumnUted  ilk» 

Mor.  Aeenwriatodt 

Whni  pang!  are  tkeea  they  hnTO  ^afod  yon  ? 


L 


Ml 

iMe*  #ba»  vHii  Off  I 

Ymim  wMkMil  baMdIig  him  or  yon, 
Whkh  might  kn«n  bean  IMiddan  now, 
Upon  my  kffmar  oiikb 

Thatktrne, 
And  thna  frnr  I  am  ako  the  alate'a  debtar, 
bo  move  ao  ndmn  I  aot  na  boti^ 
Fkaiing  on  Ao  free  wwra   nwagr    nway 
Bo  it  ta  the  aarth'a  end,  from  thk  abhoir»d, 
Uijnat,  and 

/•a.  Aa.  Onmaknol.    Iflamaaem» 
Who  dam  aoenae  my  oonnlqr  ? 

Mmr.  MenandAi^ak 

The  blood  of  myriada  reeking  np  to  heaifn. 
The  gioana  of  akivoa  in  ehaiaa,  and  I 
Mothan,  and  wiree,  and  aona,  nai 


HeU  in  the  bondage  oTlan  bald^ioada ;  and 
Thoo^  kat,  not  leaat,  Oy  ft7«iaa.  Canldi^  Men  a^r 
An^t  in  ita  Cmw,  n^  wonld  paako  like  IAm  f 
Jme  JPW.  Let  na  addrem  na  then,  ainee  io  U  moat 
bo. 
To  onr  dapoitan.    Who  eomea  here  ? 


£11^  LoUDAKO,  aftmitd  Ay  FamOian, 
Lor.  (t9  Ma  FamiikinJ  Retiva, 

ttt  lento  the  teaoh.       jBtmrni  HU  <go  FtmiUmn, 
J«ie.Fo9.  Moatwaj 

I  did  not  deem  thk  poor  place  eooM  hnvo  ^ 
eaenee  hilhar. 
Xor.  TknotAoiiBtl 

I  haTO  Tiaited  ^aae  plaem. 

The  kat,  wmo  all  man'a  nMi 

Came  yon  hare  to  iaank  na,  or  i 

Aa  apy  npon  na,  or  aa  hoatage  kr  na  ? 

Lor.  KeithMT  an  of  my  oika,nohk  lady! 
I  am  aent  hither  to  yonr  hnabnnd»  Io 
M  ««thoTen'a'*decne. 

Haa  been  anticipated t  itkhnown. 

Lor.  Aahow? 

Mar.  X  have  infma'd  him,  not  ao  gatttly« 

Donbtkaa,  aa  yonr  nice  keUnga  wonld  proacriba^ 
The  indnlgenoo  of  yonr  oollaagnaa ;  bnthokaowit. 
If  yon  eemo  fer  onr  Ikanka,  take  tiiem,  end  kcmao . 
The  dnngnon  gloom  k  deep  enongh  without  yon. 
And  ftdl  of  foptHee,  not  lam  loalfaaoma,  Ihon^ 
Their  ating  k  iKmeater. 

/«c.  Fm*  I  pray  yon,  oalm  yon: 

What  aan  nvafl  anah  woida  ? 

JTor.  TolotUmhMV 

That  he  k  known. 

Lottfiftftird 
Har  aeoL'a  prMkgo. 

Ihntoodmo 
Will  one  day  timnk  yon  better. 

tar.  Ton  do  well 

To  nnrw  them  wiaaly.    Foaeaii— yon  knofr 

Joe.  Fo§.  Xnt«B  ta  Oaadk? 

Lor. 
For  life. 
Aa.  #ba.  ITot  kng. 
Lor.  laaM   ferlj^ 

/«a.JRM^  AadI 


Lor. 
InCkiM 


Its 


Bnmt*S  WSIBKB. 


The  whole  ide. 

Joe,  F(9t.  Boih  the  tame  t»  me :  thesfter 

Freedom  ee  is  the  ilzst  impfisoiuimt. 
Is't  tnie  my  wife  accompaniee  me  ? 

Lor,  Tea, 

If  she  to  willt  it. 

Jfar.  Who  obtain'd  that  jiutioe  ? 

Xor.  One  who  wan  not  with  women. 

Mar,  But  oppreatet 

Hen:  howtoerer  let  him  have  my  thanka 
For  the  only  boon  I  would  have  atked  or  taken 
From  him  or  tuch  at  he  it. 

Lor:  He  reodyet  them 

At  they  are  offer'd. 

Mar,  May  they  thilTe  with  him 

Bo  rnneh !— no  more. 

Jac,  Fo9,  Is  this,  sir,  your  whole  mission. 

Because  we  have  brief  time  for  preparation, 
And  you  perceiTe  your  pretence  .doth  ditquiet 
This  lady,  of  a  house  noble  as  yours. 

Mar,  Nobler  1 

Xor.  How  nobler  ? 

Mar.  At  more  generout ! 

We  tay  the  '*  generoui  iteed  "  to  exprett  the  purity 
Of  hit  high  blood.  Thus  much  I*ye  learnt,  although 
Venetian,  (who  see  few  steeds  saye  of  bronse,) 
From  those  Venetians  who  haye  skimmed  the  coasts 
Of  Egypt,  and  her  neighbor  Axaby : 
And  why  not  say  as  soon  the  "ff0nertnu  mant** 
If  race  be  aught,  it  is  in  qualities 
More  than  in  yeart ;  and  mine,  which  it  as  old 
As  yours,  is  better  in  its  product,  nay'— 
Look  not  so  stem—but  get  you  back,  and  port 
Upon  your  genealogio  trees  most  green 
Of  leaves  and  most  mature  of  fruits,  and  there 
Blush  to  find  ancestors,  who  would  have  bhish'd 
For  such  a  son-^'thou  cold  inveterate  hater  1 

Jae,  jPot.  Again,  Marina ! 

Mar.  Again !  Ml,  Marina. 

6ee  yon  not,  he  comes  here  to  glut  his  hate 
With  a  last  look  upon  our  misery  ? 
Let  him  partake  it! 

Jae.  Foa.  That  woe  dliEcult. 

Mar.  Nothing  more  easy.    He  partakes  it  now— 
Ay,  he  may  veil  beneath  a  marble  brow 
And  sneering  lip  the  ping,  but  he  partaket  it. 
A  few  brief  wordt  of  troth  thame  the  devil's  tervanta 
No  lett  than  master ;  I  have  probed  hit  soul 
A  moment,  at  the  eternal  fire,  ere  long, 
Will  reach  it  alwayt.    See  how  be  shrinks  ftom  me ! 
With  death,  and  diains,  and  exile  in  his  hand 
To  scatter  o'er  his  kind  as  he  thinks  fit : 
They  are  his  weapons,  not  his  armor,  for 
I  have  pieroed  him  to  the  core  of  hit  cold  heart. 
I  care  not  for  hit  frownt  1  We  can  but  die, 
And  he  but  live,  for  him  the  very  worst 
Of  destinies :  each  day  secures  him  more 
His  tempter's. 

Jac.  Fo$.       Thirls  mere  insanity. 

Mar.  It  may  be  so ;  and  who  hath  madew  wimdt 

Lor,  Let  her  go  on ;  it  irks  not  me. 

JAr.  That's  flOse! 

You  came  here  to  ei\joy  a  heartiest  triumph 
Of  cold  looki  upon  manifold  gtiefo !    Ton  camie 
To  be  tued  to  in  vain— to  mark  our  teart, 
And  hoard  our  gioant— to  gase  upon  the  wreck 
Which  you  have  made  a  prince't  tonr-my  hnaband  \ 
In  thort,  to  trample  on  the  faUeur-en  office 
The  hangman  shrinks  from,  at  aU  men  from  him  I 


How  have  you  sped?   Weave 
Tour  plota  eonld  make,  and 


JMr.» 
oeoldacsiit 


And  how/wl  youf 

Lor.  1 

Mar.  By  tinndar  blasted 

They  feel  not,  but  no  lets  are  tUver'd.    Oome, 
Fotcari ;  now  let  ut  go,  and  leave  tbit  fehm, 
The  tole  fit  habitant  of  such  a  cell, 
Which  he  has  peopled  often,  but  ne'er  fitly 
Till  he  himself  shall  brood  in  it  alone. 

IBfder  the  Boos. 

Jao.Fo9,  Myfoiher! 

DoffOt  (embracv^hm.)  Jacopo  1  my  son-Hay  mil 
Jac.  Fob.  My  fother  still !  How  long  it  is  naoe  I 
Have  heard  thee  name  my  name— our  name ! 

Dogt.  My  boji 

Couldst  thou  but  know- 
Joe.  Fob,  I  rarely,  sir,  have  munaarU 
Dof$*  I  feel  too  nmch  thou  hast  not. 
Mar,  Doge,  look  then! 
\ShopoinU  io  LoBBDiKk 
Dog^B.  I  see  the  man-^what  mean'st  thou } 
Mar,  Caatknl 
Zo^.  Bong 
The  virtue  which  this  noble  lady  most 
May  practise,  she  doth  well  to  reoomnwind  it 
Mar,  Wretch !  'tis  no  virtue,  but  the  polief 
Of  those  who  fein  must  deal  perforce  witiii  ties: 
As  such  I  recommend  it,  as  I  would 
To  one  whose  foot  was  on  an  adder's  path. 

Doge.  Baughter,  it  is  superfluous  $  I  have  long 
Known  Lovedsno. 
Lor.  Ton  may  know  him  betts 

Mar,  Yes;  tpone he oould not. 
Jae.  Foe.  Father,  let  aot  tbest 

Our  parting  hours  be  lost  in.  listening  to 
Reproaches,  which  boot  nothing.    Is  it-^  it, 
Indeed,  our  last  of  meetings  i 

Doge,  Yon  behold 

These  white  hairs  1 

Jae.  Foe.  And  I  feel,  besides,  that  mine 

Will  never  be  so  white.    Sasbraee  me,  £ither ! 
I  loved  you  evei^*-nsver  more  than  now. 
Look  to  my  ehildren^-to  your  last  child's  chiUni 
Let  them  be  all  to  you  which  he  was  onoe, 
And  never  be  to  you  what  I  am  now. 
May  I  not  see  tkim  also  } 
Mar.  No-^iet  Mere, 

Jae.  Foe.  They  might  behold  their  ptient  uf 

where. 
Mar.  I  would  that  they  beheld  their  &ther  in 
A  place  which  would  not  mingle  fear  with  Iotq, 
To  freese  their  young  blood  in  itt  natural  conmt 
They  have  fed  well,  slept  soft,  and  knew  not  tlist 
Their  sire  was  a  mere  hunted  outlaw.    Well, 
I  know  hit  fete  may  one  day  be  their  heiitsgei 
But  let  it  only  be  their  herioffet 
And  not  their  pretent  fee.    Their  tentei,  tiioogk 
Alive  to  love,  are  yet  awake  to  teoror ; 
And  thete T«)e  damps,  too,  and  yon  tiUekgreea^tM 
Which  floats  above  the  place  where  we  now  stu^ 
A  cell  to  far  below  the  water't  level. 
Sending  itt  pettilence  through  every  ersrioe, 
Might ttrike them:  iMs •» iio< <Aa«ri 
However  you—and  you— and,  most  of  allf 
As  worthiest— yoM,  sir,  aohle  Lovedano  1 


/«e.J^  I 

BrfiniHwl  vpam  tlilt,  Vat  MqniaMa. 
I  ihaU  J^Mt,  *hm,  withmit  iniHiig  tfcwi  ? 
2>q^  Not  M ;  ikij  ikaU  Awidt  yoa  m  mj 


tIkMr« 


Toa 

KM  MM? 


/«e.Afc  .And 

XiT.  Tbmf  an  Um  state's. 

Jfv.  lihovghtttajrhadbaan 

Lor.  Thqr>ra»  in  all  matarnal  things. 

JKht.  TlMttlB» 

Ik  an  things  painftiL    V  they're  siek,  thej  wiU 
Bekfttoiaetoteadthem;  shonld  thef  dis» 
ToBstDhvysBdlDaMiiini;  baitif 
Thsy  lit<8,  iSbmfU  nahe  you  soidtars,  senailan» 
SUtsb,  sadls»-^irfiat  yoM  will ;  or  if  tiiej  sxe 
Females  ihA  portions,  brides  and  hnba  for  nobles ! 
Bdiold  tike  state's  care  for  its  sons  and  mothers ! 

Lor.  Tks  hswr  appteaehss,  and  the  wind  is  fcir. 

Joe.  Fo§.  Hew  knew  yon  that  hsse,  where  the 
genidwind 
Ne^v  Uows  in  sfi  its  blMtering  freedem  ? 

Lor.  Twnsae 

irhenlceBMkBe.    The  galley  floats  within 
A  bow-shot  er  the  •«  Bhra  di  Sefaiarau." 

Jmt,  As.  Fkther !  I  peay  yen  to  pwesie  Ma,  sad 
Pwpaie  my  ihikhinte  behold  Aeirfother. 

Do^  Be  flnn«  my  eon  I 

Jmc  /be.  I  win  do  my  endsavsr. 

Mar.  Fseewell!  at  least  to  this  detested  dukgoon, 
Aad  him  to  whose  good  oSees  yon  owe 
la  pert  yos  |wst  imptisomnont. 

Lor.  Andpnseat 


Deye.       He  speaks  tmth. 

Jm.Fbo.  Kodoobt!  hnt'tb 

Sishange  e#  shoiiys  for  hesTicr  diaina  I  owo  him. 
Ue  knows  tide,  or  ho  had  not  eonght  to 

Bnt  I  nproaeh  not. 
Lsr.  The  time  nanowe,  signer. 

Jot.  Foi.  Ales !  I  little  thought  so  Ungsii^y 
TelMTe^bedeeUkotiDs:  bntwfaenlfeel 
Tbst  tvtiy  step  I  take,  eren  fkom  this  sell. 
If  one  away  from  Yenice,  I  look  beek 
Ina  sa  Asm  didl  duip  walls,  sad— 
Jhpi.  Boyt  no 

Hsr.  Let  them  flow  on :  he  wept  not  on  the  nOt 
To  ibioMUm,  and  they  eannot  shame  him  now. 
They  wffl  reliere  his  heart— 4wt  too  kind  he«t* 
Aa&  I  wa  led  an  hoar  to  wipe  away 
Those  tcea,  or  add  my  own.    I  eovkl  weep  sow, 
Bnt  wesUaet  gratify  yon  wretch  so  for : 
Lrtmpmeid.    Doge,  lead  the  way. 
Lor.  ftoAo  Familiar.)  The  toreh,  there ! 

Mor.  Tes,  light  na  on,  as  to  a  fonoal  pyre, 
With  LorediBio  mooming  like  an  heir. 
Aye.  ]fyacm,yonanibeble;  take  ttiis  hand. 
Joe.  JW. 
Mnstyondienpport  itsslf  on  age,  and  I 
Who  ought  to  bo  tlie  prop  of  years  ? 
Lor.  Take 

Jfor.  Teneh  it  not,  Foeeari;  *twiU  tting  yon. 
oigasK, 
Itaad  off!  be  sure,  that  if  a  grasp  of  yonis 
WonM  ndte  na  frem  the  gnlf  ^Hunfai  we  aio 


Ko  hand  of  on  WMld  elMlsh  iteeir  10  Mil  il. 
Ohm,  Foeoad»  take  the  hand  tiie  altar  gave  yon ; 
It  eenld  not  save,  bnt  will  anpfsrt  yon  erw. 

r 


ACT  IV. 

8CB1IB  I. 

A  HmU  M  iko  Daoai  Palaeo. 

BHtor  hoMMDAVO  amd  BA>nBA&ioo. 

Bar.  And  have  yon  eenfldeneo  in  snoh  a 

Lor.  I  ham. 

Bar.  TIs  hard  npon  his  yeers. 

Lor.  Say 

Kind  to  retteev  hfan  ftOM  the  estee  of  state. 

Bar.  TwiU  break  his  heert. 

Lor.  Age  has  no  heert  to  bnok 

He  has  seen  his  eon's  half  broksAt  and,  eieept 
A  etsrt  of  foeKng  in  his  dnngeon,  never 


f 


Elor.       Inhiseonnftsqanee,  Igrsntyon,  never; 
Bnt  I  have  eeen  him  eoseetfanee  in  a  eahn 
So  deeolate,  that  the  moot  eiaaMtons  grief 
Had  nought  to  envy  him  within.    Where  ie  he  ? 

Lor.  In  hie  own  portion  of  the  pelaee,  witii 
His  son,  snd  the  whole  raoe  e#  Foeeaxis. 

Bar.  Bidding  forowdL 

Lor.  Alaat    Aaeoeshoihrfl 

BidtohkdakidQM. 

Bar.  When  emharke  the  sob  ) 

Lor.  Porthwith-iHwn  this  long  leave  li  takes 
TIs 
lime  to  admonish  them  again. 

Bar. 


Lor,  Not  I,  now 

We  have  higher  business  for  onr  own.    This  day 
Shall  bo  the  last  of  the  old  Doge's  reign. 
As  the  first  of  his  son's  last  banishment. 
And  that  is  vengeance. 

Bar.  In  my  mind,  too  deep. 

Lor.  Tie  moderate— «ot  even  lifo  for  Ufo^  the  nle 

enooneed  of  reCiibntlan  from  all  time ; 
They  owe  me  still  my  father's  end  my  nnele's. 

Bar.  Did  not  tiie  Doge  deny  this  strongly  ? 

Lor.  Doabtlese. 

Bar.  And  did  not  this  shake  yoor  snapieion  ? 

l^.  Ho. 

Bar,  Bat  if  this  depoeition  should  take  place 
By  ovr  united  influence  in  the  Oouncil, 
It  must  be  dono  with  all  the  deference 
Due  to  Us  years,  his  station,  and  his  deeds. 

Lor.  Am  much  of  oeremony  es  you  wiB, 
So  that  the  thing  be  done.    You  may,  for  an^ 
I  care,  depute  the  Council  on  their  knees, 
(Like  Barbarossa  to  the  Pope,)  to  beg  him 
To  hnve  the  eoorteey  to  abdicate. 

Bar.  What,  if  he  will  not  ? 

Lor.  We'll  eloet  anoth«» 

And  make  him  null. 

Bar.  But  wfll  the  laws  uphold  ust 

Lor.  What  laws  ?»"  The  Ten  "  are  laws ;  and  If 
they  were  not, 
I  win  bo  iMislatoc  ia  this  huiinesii 


BYBXWS  WOSBXa 


Bar,  Ai your onm peril? 
Lor.  There  k  nose,  I  teQ  7<o«, 

Our  powers  kta  such. 

Bar,  But  he  has  twice  already 

Solicited  permission  to  retire, 
And  twice  it  was  refused. 

Lor,  The  better  reason    • 

To  grant  it  the  third  time. 
•  Bar,  Unask'd? 

Lor,  It  shorn 

The  impression  of  his  fbrmer  instances : 
If  they  were  from  his  heart,  he  may  be  thaakAil : 
If  not,  'twill  punish  his  hypoerisy. 
Come,  they  are  met  by  this  time ;  let  us  join  them, 
And  be  thou  iix*d  in  purpose  for  this  once. 
t  have  prepared  sueh  arguments  as  will  not 
Fail  to  move  them,  and  to  remove  him :  simoe 
Their  .thoughts,  their  olijects,  have  been  soudad, 

do  not 
You^  with  your  wonted  semples,  tea^  «i  pMMt 
And  all  will  prosper. 

Bar.  Could  I  bat  be  certain 

This  is  no  prelude  to  sueh  peneeotion 
Of  the  sire  as  has  iUlan  upon  the  aoa, 
I  would  support  you. 

Lor,  Ha  la  safe^  I  tsB  you ; 

His  fourscore  years  and  ftra  May  Unger  on 
As  long  as  he  can  drag  them:  'tis  his  tfaioae 
Alone  is  aim'd  at. 

Bar,  But  dueaided  pnncea 

Are  seldom  Icmg  of  life. 

Lor,  And  men  of  eighty 

Mere  s^ien  tftllL 

Bar,  And  why  not  wall  Hmm  ftw  yaafaY 

Lor,  Because  we  have  waited  long  enough,  and  he 
lived  longer  tfaaa  enough.  Hence !  In  to  oaunail ! 
IBxeuni  Lobbduc  o  and  Babbasioo. 


Be  thus  admitted,  IbMgii  as  novlcei, 
To  view  tiie  Mysteriea. 

8tn,  Letnaviewi 

No  doubt,  are  mmigk  it. 

•VsN».  Being  worth  our  Uves, 

If  we  divulge  them,  doubtless  they  are  worth 
Something,  at  least  to  you  or  me. 

*»•  Isoughtnot 

A  plaoe  within  the  sanctuary ;  but  being 
Chosen,  however  reluctantly  so  chosen, 
I  shall  ftilfll  my  efice. 

J£em.  Let  us  net 

Be  latest  in  obeying  "  The  Ten's  **  summons. 

Son,  All  are  not  met,  but  I  am  of  your  thouffa. 
So  ftuw^ef  a  in. 

Mem,  The  earliest  are  most  waleome 

In  earnest  eoundls'  wo  will  not  be  least  so. 

[EoeiHi 
Entor  ihe  DooE,  Jacopo  Foscabi,  and  Mabuci. 


JBMsr  Mxmco  ofuf  a  Smofor. 

Sen.  A  summons  te  ^'the  Ten  \  '*    Why  ao  f 

Jfsm.  "The  Ton 

Alone  can  answer  (  fliey  are  rarely  wont 
To  let  their  thoughts  anticipate  their  purpoao 
By  previous  proclamation.    We  are  summon'd^ 
That  is  enough. 

Sen,  For  them,  but  not  for  us ; 

I  would  know  why. 

Mem,  Ton  will  know  why 

If  you  obey;  and,  If  not,  you  no  less 
Will  know  why  you  should  have  obey'd. 

Sen,  Imeaanot 

To  oppose  them,  bid  ■ 

Jfem.  In  Venice  '<  &«< "  's  a  tndtor. 

But  me  no  "^ute,**  unless  yon  would  pass  o'er 
The  Bridge  which  ftw  repass. 

Son,  I  am  sOent. 

Mem.  Why 

Thus  hesitate  ?  <' The  Ten**  have  ealTd  in  aid 
Of  thefar  deliberation  Ave  and  twenty 
Patricians  of  the  senate— yon  are  one. 
And  I  another;  and  it  seems  to  me 
Both  honor'd  by  the  choice  <«  dianee  which  leads  us 
To  mingle  with  a  body  so  august 

All.  Most  true.    I  say  no  more. 

Jfsm.  As  wa  hope. 

And  an  may  honestly  (that  is,  all  those 
Of  nobie  Mood  may)  one  day  hope  te  be 
Decemvir,  it  is  surely  for  the  senate's 
Chosen  delegates,  a  school  of  wisdom,  ta 


Jmo.  Foi,  Ah,  &ther  I  though  I  must  sad  vfl 
depart. 
Yet— yet— I  pray  you  to  obtain  for  ma 
That  I  once  more  retain  nnta  mf  home, 
Howa'ar  remote  the  period.    Let  there  be 
A  point  of  time  as  beacon  to  my  heart. 
With  any  penalty  annex'd  they  please, 
Bm  let  ma  stiU  retam. 

Doffo.  Bon^aoopn, 

Oo  and  obey  our  country's  will  3  'tis  net 
For  us  to  look  beyond. 

Joe,  Fbt,  Bat  ttill  I  rnvt 

Look  back.    I  piny  ynn  ddnk  el  me. 

Doyo,  Alasl 

You  ever  wera  my  dearest  o£bpiing,  when 
They  were  more  numerona,  nor  can  be  less  so 
Now  you  are  last ;  but  did  tha  state  demand 
The  axileef  the  disinterred  ashes 
Of  yonr  three  goo^y  brodiers,  now  in  eaiti^ 
And  their  desponding  shapes  eaae  Mtling  vmA 
To  impede  the  act,  I  must  no  less  obey 
A  duty,  paramount  to  every  duty. 

Mar,  My  husband !  lat  ns  on:  this  but  proloB|i 
Our  sfloow. 

Jao,  Foo,  But  wa  are  not  aoBSBitt'd  ystt 
The  galley's  sails  sn  not  nnftud'd  >«who  knonil 
The  wind  may  dumge. 

Mar,  Andif  itdo,itwi&nBt 

Change  their  hearts,  or  your  lot:  the  galley's  SM 
Wm  4|ul(My  dear  the  harbor. 

Jao.Fot,  OyvalsmsnUi 

Whem  UN  ywr  emms  ^ 

Mar,  Inlinnanbnnta.  Atas 

Win  nothing  aala  you  ^ 

Jao,  Foe,  Navnr  yet  did  maiiMr 

I^it  up  to  patron  aaint  audi  pcayers  ibrprBsp«sii 

d  pleasant  bteeses,  as  I  oall  npon  yeu. 
Ye  tutdar  saints  of  my  tnnt  city !  irbkk 
Ye  love  not  wlti&  mora  holy  lorva  than  I, 
To  lash  up  from  the  deep  tka  Adrian  wsMS, 
And  waken  Auster,  sovereign  of  the  ttmpsit  I 
TUl  the  sea  dash  me  back  on  my  own  sfasrs 
A  broken  corse  upon  the  hasviBn  Lids, 
Whsfa  I  may  mingle  with  the  sands  which  dart 
The  land  I  love,  and  never  ahall  see  masel 

Mar,  And  wish  you  this  with  ms  haddsyov? 

Joe,  Foo.  »•- 

ll^-HMtfbrthae,  too  good,  ton  kind!  Moft^i^ 
live  long  to  be  a  mother  to  those  r  "' 


m  TVO  F08CA1U 


Of  ■adinppott!    But  far  mjvelf  aloatt, 

Mayafl  tiM  wnds  ni  hMT«n  ho^  down  tbc  Ghdf; 

And  tear  the  tmmI,  till  ttM  Btfincn» 

A|i|M&'d,  tun  tlieir  dMpaixing  eyes  on  m«, 

Am  tke  Fheniduis  did  on  loniih,  th«n 

Cast  me  out  fmm  among  them,  aa  an  oftrlng 

To  appease  the  waTea.  The  billow  which  deatrofi  me 

Wai  be  more  merdfnl  than  man,  and  bear  me. 

Dead,  bat  ttUl  Aeer  me  to  e  natiTe  graTe> 

From  fahfls'a  handa  upon  die  deaoUte  atrand. 

Which,  of  ita  thonaand  wieeka,  hath  ne'er  reoeired 

One  haciatcd  like  the  heart  which  then 

Wm  be But  wherefore  breaks  it  not  ?  why  lire  I  ? 

Mar,  To  man  thyseU;  I  trtist,  with  time,  to  maator 
Badi  aaalaaa  paasion.    Until  now  thon  wert 
A  Boimr,  hot  not  a  lend  one :  why 
What  la  this  to  the  thinga  tikou  hast  borae  In 


ImpnaoBBkent  and  actual  tortore  ? 

Joe.  Fm.  Doable, 

Triple,  and  tenfold  torture!    But  yon  are  right, 
It  mast  be  borae.    Father,  your  bleeaing. 

J)eg€,  Would 

It  eoidd  aiail  tiwe !  but  no  leaa  thou  hast  it. 

Jm€.f^  Fsfgrre— — 

Doft.  Whet? 

Ak.  As.  My  poor  mother,  for  my  bfath] 

And  me  for  having  lived,  and  yon  yourself 
(At  I  fatgire  you)  for  the  gift  of  life, 
Which  jou  beetow*d  upon  me  aa  my  sire. 

Jfer.  What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Jae.  Foa.  Nothing.    I  eanaot  dkaige 

Xy  Bemoiy  witii  much  asve  soiTow :  but 
I  have  been  so  beyond  the  common  lot 
Chastcn'd  and  visited*  I  needs  must  think 
That  I  was  widied.    If  it  be  so,  may 
What  I  have  undergone  here  keep  me  from 
Alikehflieafter! 

Ifor.  Fear  not :  tkafi  reserved 

For  your  opiiteaiOM. 

Jae.  Jbi.  let  me  hope  not. 

ifar.  Hope  not  ? 

/oc.  Fm.  1  cannot  widi  them  off  &ey  have  in- 


Hsr.  AUJ  the  eonsnmBiate  fiends !  A  thousand 
fold 
May  the  worm  which  ne'er  dietli,  feed  upon  ^em  I 

/«.  Ac  They  may  repent 

Mar.  And  if  they  do.  Heaven  will  not 

Aecapt  the  tasdy  penitence  of  demons. 

EattranCl/leartmdGuafda. 

OJL  fiignor !  the  boat  is  at  the  shora*Mh«  wind 
Is  risiiig^-^ire  are  ready  to  attend  you. 

•Am. /W.  And  I  to  be  attended.  Once  more,  fotiier, 
Tour  hsod! 

Dop€.  Take  It.    Alas !  how  thine  own  trembles ! 

Jac  F6t,  No— you   mirtake;   'tis   yours  that 
•hskes,  my  lather. 
Fareuell! 

J)99€.      Faiewell  1  Is  there  aught  dse  ? 

Jac  FIm  Ko— nothing. 

[7b  tht  Ogiotr. 
Lad  me  your  arm,  good  signor. 

0/L  Yon  turn  pal»— 

Ut  Be  support  your-paler-ho !  some  aid  tiieare ! 
lonewatsr! 

Ifar.         Ahtlsisdyiugl 


Jot.  /W.  New,  Vta  »aady  ■ 

My  eyes  swim  strangely^— where't  the  door  ? 

Mmr,  Awayl 

Let  me  support  him—^ny  best  love !  Oh,  Ood ! 
How  faintly  beats  this  hsart— «his  pulse  1 

Jac,  Fob.  The  light  I 

U  it  the  light  ?^  am  faint 

[Oficw prtunU  him  with  wnttr, 

OJL  He  will  be  better, 

Perhspe  1u  Ike  air. 

Jec.  Fm,  1  doubt  not    Fktiier-^wlfo— 

Tour  hands ! 

Mar.  There's  death  in  that  damp,  clammy  graspb 
Oh  Ood  !--My  Foecari,  how  fare  you  ? 

Jae.  Foa.  WeU ! 

[U0dim. 

OfL  He's  gone! 

Dopt,  He's  free. 

Mar.  No— no,  he  is  not  deed , 

Thsre  must  be  Ufe  yet  in  that  heart-^  aould  not 
Thus  leave  me. 

Doga.  Daughter  I 

Mar.  Hold  thy  peace,  old  man» 

I  am  no  daughter  now^-thou  hast  no  son. 
Oh,  Foseari! 

OJL  We  muat  lemove  the  body. 

Mar.  Touch  it  not,  dungeon  miscrsanta!  your  bass 
office 
Bnda  with  his  Ufa,  and  goes  not  beyond  murder, 
Even  by  your  nrarderous  laws.    Leave  his  remaint 
To  those  who  know  to  honor  them. 

OJL  I  must 

Inform  the  signory,  and  leem  their  pleasure. 

Doj^.  Inform  the  signory  from  me,  the  Doge, 
They  have  no  further  power  upon  those  aahea  s 
While  he  lived,  he  waa  theira,  as  fits  a  subjoot^ 
Now  he  is  miiM— my  broken-hearted  boy ! 

[ExUqjhtr 

Mar.  And  I  must  live ! 

Doffa.  Tour  children  live,  Marina. 

Mar.  My  children !  true— they  Hve,  and  I  must 
Hve 
To  bring  them  up  to  serve  the  state,  and  die 
As  died  their  father.    Oh !  what  best  of  blessings 
Were  barrenness  in  Tenice !    Would  my  mother 
Had  been  so! 

Doge.,  My  unhappy  children  I 

Mar.  What ! 

Fo«  feel  it  then  at  last    jfou  .<— Where  is  now 
The  stoic  of  the  state  ? 

Doge,  fthrowinff  khneeffdown  by  the  hcdy.)  Bare* 

Mar.  Ay,  weep  on  I 

I  thought  you  had  no  tears— you  hoarded  them 
Until  Siey  are  uaelesa ;  but  weep  on !  he  never 
Shall  weep  more— never,  never  mote. 

Enter  Lo&bdjlxo  amd  Babbajuoo. 
Lor,  What's  here  I 

Mar.  Ah!  the  devil  eome  to  insult  the  dead. 
Avaunt! 
Incarnate  Lucifer !  'tis  holy  ground. 
A  martyr's  ashes  now  lie  there,  which  make  it 
A  ahrine.    Get  thee  back  to  thy  place  of  toroent  I 

Bar.  Lady,  we  knew  not  of  this  sad  event. 
But  pan'd  here  merely  on  our  path  from  couneil 
Mar.  Pass  on. 

Lar,  We  sought  the  Doge. 

Mar.  {poamting  to  the  Doge,  who  it  tttU  on  tk$ 
.   ground  by  hit  ton*t  body.  J  He's  busy,  look* 
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About  the  busmess  fou  provided  for  bim. 
^         Are  ye  content  ? 

Bar.  We  will  not  interrapt 

A  parent's  sorrows. 

Mar.  No,  ye  only  maXe  them. 
Then  leaye  them. 

Doge,  (rising,)  Sirs,  I  am  ready. 

Bar,  No— not  now. 

Lor.  Yet  'twas  important. 

Doffe.  If  'twaa  so,  I  can 

Only  repeat— I  am  ready. 

Bar.  It  shall  not  be 

Just  now,  though  Yenice  totter'd  o'er  the  deep 
Like  a  frail  vessel.    I  respect  your  griefs. 

Doge.  I  thank  you.  If  the  tidings  which  you  bring 
Are  eril,  you  may  say  them ;  nothing  further 
Can  touch  me  more  than  him  thou  look'st  on  there. 
If  they  be  good,  say  on ;  you  need  not^ear 
That  they  can  contort  me. 

Bar,  I  would  they  could. 

Doge.  I  spoke  not  to  you,  but  to  Loredano. 
Ke  understands  me. 

Mar,  Ah !  I  thought  it  would  be  so. 

Doge.  What  mean  you? 

Mar  Lo  !  there  is  the  blood  beginning 

To  flow  through  the  dead  lips  of  Foscari— 
The  body  bleedj»  in  presence  of  the  assassin. 

\T0  LOBBDJLNO. 

Thou  cowardly  murderer  by  law,  behold 
How  death  itself  bears  witness  to  thy  deeds ! 

Doge.  Mj  child  I  this  is  a  phantasy  of  grief. 
Bear  hence  the  body.  [To  hit  AUendanis.]  Signers, 

if  it  please  you, 
Within  an  hour  I'll  hear  you. 

[Exeunt  Dooe,  Ma&ina,  and  AttendanU  with 
the  body. 

[Manent  Lokedano  and  Barbabioo. 

Bar.  He  must  not 

Be  troubled  now. 

Lor.  He  said  himself  that  nought 

Could  give  him  trouble  further. 

Bar.  These  are  words ; 

But  grief  is  lonely,  and  the  breaking  in 
Upon  it  barbarous. 

Lor.  Sorrow  preys  upon 

Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more  diverts  it 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  world 
Than  calling  it  at  moments  back  to  this. 
The  busy  have  no  time  for  tears. 

Bar,  And  therefore 

You  would  deprive  this  old  man  of  all  business  ? 

Lor,  The  thing's  decreed.    The  Oiunta  and  **  the 
Ten" 
Have  made  it  law— who  shall  oppose  that  law  ? 

Bar.  Humanity. 

Lor.  Because  his  son  is  dead  ? 

Bar.  And  yet  unbuxied. 

Lor,  Had  we  known  this  when 

The  act  was  passing,  it  might  have  suspended 
Its  passage,  but  impedes  it  not— once  past. 

Bar.  I'll  not  consent. 

Lor.  You  have  consented  to 

All  that's  essential — ^leave  the  rest  to  me. 

Bar.  Why  press  his  abdication  now  ? 

Lor.  The  feelings 

Of  private  passion  may  not  interrupt 
The  public  benefit ;  and  what  the  state 
Decides  to-day  must  not  give  way  before 
To-morrow  for  a  natural  accident. 


Bar.  You  hsT*  4  son. 

Lot,  lAotw— andAm^abtiw 

Bar.  Still  so  inexorable  ? 

Lor,  Still. 

Bar.  But  let  him 

Inter  his  son  before  we  press  upon  him 
This  edict. 

Jjor,       Let  him  call  up  into  life 
My  sire  and  uncle — ^I  consent.    Men  may. 
Even  aged  men,  be,  or  appear  to  be. 
Sires  of  a  hundred  sons,  but  cannot  kindle 
An  atom  of  their  ancestors  from  earth. 
The  victims  are  not  equal :  he  has  seen 
His  sons  expire  by  natural  deaths,  and  I 
My  sires  by  violent  and  mysterious  maladies. 
I  used  no  poison,  bribed  no  subtle  master 
Of  the  destructive  art  of  healing,  to 
Shorten  the  path  to  the  eternal  cure. 
His  sons,  and  he  had  four,  are  dead,  without 
My  dabbling  in  vilo  drugs. 

Bar,  And  art  thou  fare 

He  dealt  in  such  ? 

Lor,  Most  sure. 

Bar.  And  yet  he  saeini 

All  openness. 

Lor,  And  so  he  seem'd  not  long 

Ago  to  Carmagnuola. 

Bar,  The  attainted 

And  foreign  traitor  ? 

Lor.  Even  so :  when  he, 

After  the  very  night  in  which  **  the  Ten** 
(Join'd  with  the  Doge)  decided  his  destraction. 
Met  the  great  Duke  at  daybreak  with  a  jest. 
Demanding  whether  he  should  augur  him 

The  good  day  or  good  night  ? "  his  Doge-ihif 
snswer'd, 

That  he  in  truth  had  passed  a  night  of  vigil 
In  which  (he  added  with  a  gracious  smile) 
There  often  has  been  question  about  you."* 
Twas  untrue ;  the  question  was  the  death  resolted 
Of  Carmagnuola,  eight  months  ere  he  died ; 
And  the  old  Doge,  who  knew  him  doom'di  nAfli 

on  him 

With  deadly  oozenage,  eight  long  months  beiim- 

hand — 

Eight  months  of  such  hypocrisy  as  is 
Learnt  but  in  eighty  years.    Brave  Caimagnoola 
Is  dead ;  so  is  young  Foscarl  and  his  brethien— 
I  never  tmUed  on  them. 

Bar,  Was  Carmagnuola 

Your  friend  ? 

Lor.  He  was  the  safegnsrd  of  the  city. 

In  early  life  its  foe,  but,  in  his  manhood, 
Its  savior  first,  then  victim. 

Bar,                                 Ah !  that  seems 
The  penslty  of  saving  cities.    He 
Whom  we  now  act  against  not  only  saved 
Our  own,  but  added  others  to  her  sway.  

Lor.  The  Romans  (and  we  ape  them)  gave  a  aom 
To  him  who  took  a  city :  and  they  gave 
A  crown  to  him  who  saved  a  dtisen 
In  battle :  the  rewards  are  equaL    Now 
If  we  should  measure  forth  the  cities  taken 
By  the  Doge  Foscari,  with  citizens 
Deetroy'd  by  him,  or  thrtniffh  him,  the  aoconnt 
Were  fearftiUy  against  him,  although  nairow'd 
To  private  havoc,  such  as  between  Mm 


Tn  TWO  nmcjkMi. 


tSf 


AaAmyiiiiM>ii> 
Bar,  AnyMUMBOiMfts'd? 

Lor.  WI17,  lAit  ilwald  ehuige  mc  ? 
Av.  TlMtvUek 

But  jvn,  I  kaow,  ue  mazble  to  retain 
A  ted.    Bat  wkea  all  m  ■womplkh'd,  whm 
Hie  old  man  k  dopMed^  hk  bum  degraded, 
Hii  MBi  all  dead,  lua  lamily  depreaa'd. 
And  70a  and  jtmn  trivaapliaat,  iball  yoo  sleep  ? 
Lor,  Mora  aoaadlf  . 
Bar.  That's  an  error  and  youll  And  it, 

Era  70a  sle^  with  your  fiitliers. 

ler.  They  sleep  not 

In  tkar  aceeUrated  graresy  nor  irill 
imFoseaii  IDs  hie.    Each  night  I  see  them 
Btilk  frowning  renad  »y  eonch,  and,   pointing 

towiida 
Tka  daeal  palaee,  marshal  me  to  Tengeanee. 

Ber.  Fancy's  dJatemperatoze !  There  is  no  paaaion 
■ore  spsettsl  or  fimtaatieal  than  hate ; 
Not  eren  ill  oppoaita,  love,  ao  peoplea  air 
With  pbsntoms,  aa  this  madnesa  of  the  hMrt. 

Eni0ram  Ofieer. 

Lar,  When  go  yoa»  airtah  ? 

0/L  By  the  dval  order 

Tofbiwaid  the  pr«parmtory  ritea 
For  the  late  Foeeeri's  inteonent. 

Bar.  Their 

Yaolt  liselieen  open'd  of  late  yeara. 

Bar.  TwiUbe  ftill  aoon,  and  may  be  dosed  for  erer. 

0|E.MayIpaaaon? 

Lar.  Ton  may. 

Bar.  How  bears  the  doge 

TUslMteaUmity? 

OgL  With  deapemte  flrmneaa ; 

In  pnae&ee  af  aao^er  he  saya  little. 
Bat  I  peNsife  hk  Hpo  move  now  and  then ; 
And  onee  or  tvrke  I  heard  him,  from  the  adjoining 
Apartment,  mutter  forth  the  worda— «<  my  son  ( ** 
Scnee  andibly.    I  must  proeeed.  \Ex)il  Officer. 

Bar.  Thk  stroke 

Wm  mofve  an  y eniee  in  hk  favor. 

Lar.  Bight!- 

We  mnet  be  speedy;  let  na  oaU  together 
The  delegaiee  appointed  to  oonvey 
The  coondl's  resolntion. 

Bmr,  I  protest 

Against  it  at  thk  moment. 

Lor.  As  you  pkase— 

ru  take  iheir  vekes  on  it  ne'ertheless, 
And  seewbose  most  may  sway  them«  yonrs  or  mine. 
{Bxeymt  Bulbaaioo  amd  Imbmdmxq. 


ACT   V.  ^ 

SCENE  I. 
2%e  Do«B'8  Apttrtmmd. 

The  DooE  and  Attendants, 
'    -dif*  My  loid»  the  depntation  k  in  waiting ; 
But  add,  that  if  aw4her  hour  would  better 
A«»rdwi&  yoor  will,  they  will  asake  it  theirs. 
2^0^  To*  me  an  honn  are  like.     Let  them 
lExit  Attmd&ni 
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An  Offimr.  Prinee!  I  have  doae  yoor  1 

Da^.  WhateooMBaM? 

Q^.  A  melancholy  one— to  eall  the  attendance 
Of 

Doffe,  True    tm#— <roe:  I  orare  year  pardon.    1 
Begin  to  fail  in  ^^rehension,  and 
Wax  Tery  old— old  almost  aa  my  yeere. 
TiU  now  I  foaght  them  oiT,  but  they  begin 
To  OTertake  me. 


Enter  the  JkputeHae^  e^mietmg   0/  eia  ^  ik$ 
aipt0iy,mdtMeCki^^tJ^Tem. 

Koble  men,  yoar  pteaeure ! 

Cki^  of  the  Ten.  In  the  first  place  the  Conneil 
doth  eondole 
With  the  Doge  on  hk  late  and  private  grkf. 

Doffe,  No  more — ^no  more  of  that. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  WUl  not  the  Dake 

Aoeept  the  homage  of  respect  ? 

Dojfe.  I  do 

Accept  it  ae  'tk  given— proceed. 

Chief  of  t^e  Ten.  ''TheTen," 

With  a  eelccted  gianta  from  the  senate 
Of  twenty-Ave  of  the  beat  bom  patrieiana. 
Of  the  republic,  and  the  o'erwhebnaing  caias 
Which  at  thk  moment,  donbly  most  opprcee 
Tout  years,  so  long  devoted  to  yoor  ooantrj. 
Have  judged  it  fitting,  with  an  reverence. 
Now  to  solicit  from  yoar  wisdom,  (whieh 
Upon  reflection  must  aeoord  in  thk,) 
The  resignation  of  the  dacal  ring 
Which  you  have  worn  so  long  and  venerably ', 
And  to  prove  that  they  are  not  aagxmteAil  nor 
Cold  to  your  years  and  services,  they  add 
An  appanage  of  twenty  handred  golden 
Daeats,  to  make  retirement  not  losa  splendid 
Than  should  become  a  sovereign's  retreat. 

Doffe.  Did  I  hear  rightly  ? 

Chisf  itf  the  Ten,  Need  I  say  again  > 

Doge,  No. — ^Have  you  done  ? 

Chief  of  the  Ten.     I  have  spoken.    Twantj  km 
Hours  are  accorded  you  to  give  an  ansvrer. 

Doge.  I  shaU  not  need  ao  many  seconds. 

Chirf  qf  the  Ten.  We 

Will  now  retire. 

Doge.  Stay  !  Four  and  twenty  hoars 

Win  alter  nothing  whieh  I  have  to  say. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  Speak  1 

Doge.  When  I  twice  before  reitMSlil 

My  wkh  to  abdicate,  it  was  refused  me ; 
And  not  alone  reftised,  but  ye  exacted 
An  oath  from  me  that  I  would  never  more 
Renew  thk  inatance.    I  have  sworn  to  die 
In  faU  exertion  of  the  Amotions,  whkh 
My  country  eaU'd  me  here  to  eaurdae. 
According  to  my  honor  and  my  conaoianoe— 
I  cannot  break  my  oath. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.       Beduce  us  not 
To  the  alternative  of  a  decree, 
Instead  of  your  compliance. 

Doge,  Provldenoe 

Prolongs  my  days  to  prove  and  chasten  nse ; 
But  ye  have  no  right  to  reproach  my  length 
Of  daya,  siaoe  every  hoar  has  bean  the  ooantey** 
I  am  ready  to  Uy  diewn  my  life  for  her, 
As  I  have  laid  down  dearer  things  than  lile : 
But  for  my  dignity— 'I  hold  it  of 
The  isAofs  lepablic ;  when  the  ^snsm/ wQl 
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Ii  BkAilfest,  Iben  you  shall  all  be  aniwer'A. 

Okief  of  tks  Ten,  We  griere  for  such  an 
bot  it  oaxmot 
Avail  you  aught. 

Dope.  I  can  submit  to  all  things. 

But  nothing  will  advanee  ;  no,  not  a  moment. 
What  jou  decree—decree. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  With  this,  then^  must  we 

Return  to  those  who  sent  us  ? 

2}offe,  You  hare  heard  me. 

CM^o/tke  Ten.  With  all  due  reverence  we  retire. 
lEi;eu$U  the  D^ynUation,  ^c. 

Enterixn  Attendant 
AtL  H7  lord, 

The  noble  dame  Marina  craves  an  audienoe. 
Dope.  My  time  is  hers. 

Enter  Marina. 

Mar.  My  lord,  if  I  i&tmde— 

Perhaps  you  fain  would  be  alone  ? 

Doffe.  Alone ! 

Alone,  oome  all  the  world  around  me,  I 
Am  now  and  evermore.    But  we  will  bear  it. 

Mar.  We  will ;  and  for  the  sake  of  those  who  are. 
Endeavor       Oh  my  husband ! 

Dope.  Give  it  way ; 

I  cannot  comfort  thee. 

Mar.  He  might  have  lived. 

So  formed  for  gentle  privacy  of  life, 
80  loving,  so  beloved ;  the  native  of 
Another  land,  and  who  so  blest  and  blessing 
As  my  poor  Foscari  ?    Nothing  was  wanting 
Unto  his  happiness  and  mine,  save  not 
To  be  Venetian. 

Doffe.  Or  a  prince's  son. 

Mar,  Tes;  all  things  which  conduce  to  other 

Imperfect  happiness  or  high  ambition, 
By  someetrange  destiny,  to  him  proved  deadly* 
The  country  and  the  people  whom  he  loved, 
Vke  prinee  of  whom  he  was  the  elder  bom. 
And 

Dojfe.  Soon  may  be  a  prinoe  no  longer. 

Mar.  How? 

Do^  They  have  taken  my  son  from  me,  and  now 

At  my  too  long  worn  diadem  and  ring. 
Let  them  resume  the  gewgaws ! 

Mmr.  Oh,  thetynmts! 

In  audi  an  houx^  too ! 

Doge.  *Tis  the  fttteat  time: 

An  hour  ago  I  should  have  felt  itw 

Mar.  And 

Will  you  not  now  resent  it  ?— Oh  for  vengetaoe  I 
But  he  who,  had  he  been  enough  protected, 
Might  have  repaid  proteetion  in  this  moment* 
Cannot  assist  his  father. 

Doge.  Nor  should  do  so 

Against  his  country,  had  he  a  thousand  Hves 
Instead  of  that 

Mar.  They  tortured  from  him.    TUt 

May  be  pure  patriotism.    I  am  a  woman : 
To  me  my  husband  aad  my  ehildien  were 
Covatry  and  houM.  Iloved  Atff»— howIlov«dhia! 
I  have  seen  him  pass  through  s«eh  an  ordeal  as 
The  old  martyrs  wsnldhave  shrunk  ilrom :  he  Isgons^ 
And  I,  who  would  have  given  my  blood  for  him, 
HavanoaghttogivvbuttesisI  BnteowldlniMipssB 


The  retribution  of  his  wrongs  !-«>liiB,  wB} 
I  have  sons  who  shall  be  moo. 

Doffe.  YmDgriefdiiCnetsyoi. 

Ifor.  I  tfaeught  I  eonld  have  borne  it,  when  I  mH 
him 
Bow*d  down  by  such  oppression :  yes»  X  thought 
That  I  would  rather  look  upon  lus  cone 
Than  his  prolong'd  captivity  :-«-I  am  punished 
For  that  thought  now.   Would  I  wero  ta  Us  gravQl 

Doge,  I  must  look  on  him  onfie  mere. 

Mar.  Come  with  ns  I 

Doge.  Is  he 

Mar.  Our  bridal  bed  is  now  his  Ust. 

Doge.  And  he  is  in  his  shroud  I 

Mar.  Come,  oome,  old  nua. 

lExemUtheJ>9f»am4UiLBXS^ 

Enter  Babbaaioo  mod  Loredako. 

Bar.  (to  an  AUendatU.)  Where  is  the  Dogs  I 

Att.  This  instwt  retaxed  hsaai 

With  the  iUustrioas  lady  his  son's  widow. 

Lor.  Where? 

Att,  To  the  chamber  where  the  body  lies. 

Bar.  Let  us  return,  ^en. 

Lor,  Yo«  foigetp  yon  es&aot. 

We  have  the  implicit  order  of  the  Oiunta 
To  await  their  coming  h«Be»  and  Join,  then  i» 
Their  office:  they'll  be  here  aoon  after  us. 

Bar.  And  will  they  press  their  saswer  on  theDoge f 

Lor,  *Twa8  his  own  wish  that  att  shmldbedsM 
promptly. 
He  answer'd  quickly,  and  must  so  be  snswsr'd: 
His  dignity  is  look'd  to,  his  estate 
Cared  fov-i^what  would  he  more  ? 

Bar.  Dieinhisiebcs: 

He  could  not  have  lived  long ;  but  I  have  doss 
My  best  to  save  his  honors,  and  qpposed 
This  proposition  to  the  last,  thon^  vainly. 
Why  would  the  general  vot«  nomiJ  ma  hllhsi  ? 

Lor.  'Twas  fit  that  sosm  one  ttt  sn^  ditait 
thoughts 
From  onrs  should  be  a  witness,  lest  false  tosgnw 
Should  whisper  that  a  haish  BM^ority 
Dreaded  to  have  its  acts  beheld  by  others. 

Bar,  Andnotless,ImustneadsthiBk,fDrths«fei 
Of  humbling  me  for  my  vain  opposition. 
Tou  are  ingenious,  Loredano,  in 
Your  modes  of  vengesftoe,  naf ,  poeticsl, 
A  very  Ovid  in  the  srt  of  kmtim^; 
*Tis  thus  (although  a  saoondary  object. 
Yet  hate  has  misiossepie  eyes)  to  you  • 
I  owe,  by  way  of  foil  to  the  more  ■salons, 
This  undesixed  issoolstlop  tit 
Your  Giunta's  duties. 

Lor,  How!— MyGiutal 

Bar.  Tmn! 

They  speak  your  language,  vratch  your  ned,  spfm* 
Your  plans,  and  do  your  work.  Are  they  not  fMif 

Lor,  Y^u  talk  unwarfly.    Twere  bestdiflyb«r 
not 
This  i^m  you. 

Bar.  Oh!  th^UhMrasamohonedaf 

From  louder  tongues  than  mine ;  they  have  goss 

beyond 

Even  thsir  •EorUtanoe  at  poises :  aad  wha 
This  happens  in  ths  most  ooBtssna'd  sad  aiiiset 
Statss,  stnng  hniMUiity  will  rise  to  elMsk  H. 

Xsr.  Tou  taflL  bntid^y.  • 

Mmr.  ThtriainiiMCgtqflt 
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Hffe  OQMM  o«r  eoDMgiiM. 

Cki^tfABTtm,  la  tfa«  Duke  ainM 

JO.  HealMUteiBiDm'd. 

[JWr  Affmtimtt, 

Air.  Tli«  Dake  k  wiA  Us  MO. 

CftMf  •fffonn.  If  it  be  lo, 

Wo  vOl  M^  kte  tffl  th*  flilM  an  over. 
IM  m  letnni.    Tie  time  flooogh  to-aionov. 

Xor.  ^oaNfa  to  A«r  J  Now  the  rieh  maa't  heU-ire 
upon  jov  toB|fiiey 
UaiQncBch'd,  nnqnendiable !    IH  %kw  it  ton 
noA  Ito  Yfle  briillBg  roots,  tlD  you  ahaU  uttv 
Xothing  but  edbattnmgli  Mood,  for  Aie!    Sege 

■iSBon, 
iFnyyebenothaoty.  [JAnmI  to  lA*  ^ClWri. 

Bar.  Bwtbehnuou 

£«^.  aee,  Ae  Doko  emee ! 

BrUeriMe  Doom, 
JHyw.  I  lUKfv  obey'd  your 

Ckttfofiht  Ten.  We  oome  onoe  moM  to  vsge 

oor  peck  lO^Mst. 
Ai^  And  I  to  aiuwer. 
OU^eftkBTmL  Wk«t? 

Tomkmokevdit. 

CMef^flktTm.  Heuryoif  then  tke  iMt  doci 
IMaMfveadelMolMtt! 

Aoya.  To  the  pofe^^ 

To  the  point!  I  know  of  eld  ^e  fecme  of  oflee> 
And  gentle  pntedee  to  strong  act*— Go  on  I 

CUjf  ^lAel^M.  Ton  arenokmgerDogo;  yon 
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Tttna  yooT  tspedai  oath  aa  tOTeveign ; 
Toer  doeat  lobee  anat  ho  pat  off;  hut  ftw 
Tawasffeaa,  Hw  state  allota  the  appanage 
Akeadj  mention'd  in  onr  fbnner  eongraaa: 
Ihzee  daji  an  left  yon  to  remote  from  henoe, 
Undor  tbe  penalty  to  aeo  eonieoated 
An  pav  own  pdnto  toetane. 

Doft,  That  kit  elanae, 

I  aai  proud  to  aay,  would  not  enrich  the  treaaniy. 
OUif  ^  Aa  TVn.  Toer  anawer»  Dnke ! 
Lor,  Tonr  aoawar,  Ftaneie  Foaevi ! 

i>0^  If  I  eonld  haTo  foneeen  thai  n^  old  agi 
Waa  prejadiciid  to  the  atate,  the  chief 
Of  the  BepMie  Mfvar  wonki  have  ahown 
Histteir  fo  fv  vngraitaAd,  aa  to  plaee 
His  own  h%h  digaity  before  hia  eonnliy ; 
tet  tfda  2^  having  been  ao  asany  years 
J%f  nadsN  to  that  eonntrx,  I  would  Mn 
Haw  eoBMrnted  nqr  ket  monenti  to  her. 
But  the  daoee  being  xendw'd,  I  obey. 

Ckief^tks  TVn.  If  yon  wyold  have  Ike  Oxee 


We  willingly  will  lengthen  them  to  eight. 
Am  aign  of  enr  ealefln. 

i>0^.  Noteii^hovn, 

Nor  even  eight  mfcntos    There's  the  ducal  ring, 

[Takmg  ^  Ast  rmg  mad  e^ 
Andtkaethedneal£adflm.    Andao 
Bis  Adristie's  frse  to  wsd  aaothec. 
Cki^  ef  iMe  Tan.  Yet  go  not  forth  so  qnickly. 
Doffe.  Xainold,air» 

Aid  evMi  to  MOve  but  afewly  nmat  begin 

Matkanka  I  aae  aasong  jott 


A  koe  I  know  not— -Sena  vr  1  yocr  name, 

Tou,  by  your  gaib,  Cklef  <f  the  Forty! 

«^-  -- 

I  am  the  eon  of  Mareo  Memmo. 

D9ft.  Ah! 

Your  father  waa.my  friend— but  mm$  tmd fttkmmU* 
What,  ho !  my  aerranta  there ! 

Att,  Myprfnee! 

Doffe.  Woprinae  ■ 

There  are  the  princes  of  the  pxince  f  [Pcmtin§  to 

the  Ten*»  dijnito#i'eii.]    Tiepaje 
To  part  from  hence  upon  the  inatanl. 

Chirfef  the  Tern.  Why 

So  raahly  }  'twiU  give  acandal. 

Doffe,  Anawsr  that ; 

It  la  your  proTinee.-^]rB»  beatir  yoittselvea : 

There  ia  one  burden  which  I  beg  yon  bear 
With  carp,  although  tie  peat  all  fhrtftier  1 
But  I  will  kM>k  to  that  n^paeif. 

Bor.  Bememv 

The  body  of  hia  aon. 

Dojfe,  And  eafl  lEafaa, 

Jfydao^tar! 

AitorMA&nrA. 

Dojj^.  Get  thee  reedy ;  wemnataoain 
Elaewhere. 

Jfor.  And  every  where. 

Dojfe.  Thw;  but  In  i 

Withont  theee  joalooe  apiea  npon  the  gvaa*. 
Signora,  you  may  depart :  what  would  yon  mm 
We  are  going :  do  yon  tosar  that  wa  ahall  bear 
The  palace  with  na  ?    ItaoUwnUa  tentlMas 
Aj  oM  as  I  am,  and  I'm  very  old, 
Have  served  you,  ao  have  I,  and  I  and  they 
Could  tell  a  tale ;  but  I  invoke  them  not 
To  fall  upon  you  I  elae  they  would,  aa  erst 
The  piUus  of  atone  Dagon's  temple  on 
The  Isradlta  and  tiw  PhiHatine'a  Ibea. 
Such  power  I  do  believe  there  ml^t  esiat 
In  such  a  curse  as  mine,  provoked  by  anek 
Aa  you ;  but  I  curse  not.    Adieu,  good  aigaort ! 
May  the  next  duke  be  better  than  the  pieeent. 

Lor.  ThepreemU  duke  k  Paaekal  Kdipleio. 

Dcfs.  NottmipMatiiethreakoldoftiieasdoaiv 

Lor.  Saint  Ifork'a  great  bdlk  aeon  siboQt  to  tea 
Far  kk  immguration. 

Dofe.  Earth  and  keaven ! 

Ye  will  reverberate  thU  peal ;  and  I 
live  to  hear  tfua !— the  drat  doge  who  e'er  head 
Such  sound  for  hu  successor !  Happkr  ho. 
My  attainted  predecessor,  stem  Faliero- 
Thk  insult  at  the  least  waa  apased  him. 

Lor.  What! 

Do  you  regret  a  traitor  ? 

Do^  No—1 1 

Bnvy  tiiedead. 

ChufoftheTen.  My  lord,  if  yon  i 
Are  beat  upon  tide  raah  ahandonment 
Of  the  atate'a  pakce,  at  the  leaat  retiw 
By  the  private  ataircaae,  which  conducta  you  towttdl 
The  knding-pkee  of  the  eanaL 

Do^e.  No.    I 

Will  now  deecend  the  stairs  by  whkh  I  moiintad 
To  sovereignty— the  Qianta'  Stairs,  on  whoae 
Bfeoad  eminenee  I  was  xnveeted  duke. 
My  aervieea  have  ealkd  aae  i 
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The  malioe  of  my  foet  will  driTe  me  down  them. 

Thsrt  Ave  and  tbirtj  yean  ago  was  I 
Inatall'd,  and  traTerscd  these  same  halls,  from  which 
I  never  bought  to  be  divorced  except 
A  corse— a  eorse^  it  might  be,  fighting  for  thsm— 
But  not  pnah'd  henoe  by  fellow-citisens. 
Bnt  come ;  my  son  and  I  will  go  together^— 
He  to  his  grave,  and  I  to  pray  for  mine. 
CMi^  qf  the  Ten.  What !  thus  in  public  ? 
Doge.  I  was  publicly 

Elected,  and  ao  wfll  I  be  deposed. 
Marina!  art  thou  willing ? 
Mar.  Here's  my  arm  1 

Doge.  And  here  my  tiajt:  thus  propp'd  will  I  go 

forth. 
Chief  of  the  Ten,  It  must  not  be— the  people  will 
peroeiva  it. 

Doge.  The  people !— There's  no  people,  you  well 
know  it, 
Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them  or  me. 
There  is  a.pqputoee,  perhaps,  whose  looks 
May  shame  you ;  but  they  dare  not  groan  nor  curse 

you. 
Save  with  their  hearts  and  eyes. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  You  speak  in  passion, 

Else— 

Doge.  You  have  reason.    I  have  spoken  much 
More  than  my  wont :  it  is  a  foible  which 
Was  not  of  mine,  but  more  excuses  you, 
Inasmuch  as  it  shows  that  I  approach 
A  dotage  which  may  justify  this  deed 
Of  yours,  although  the  law  does  not,  nor  wilL 
Farewell,  sirs! 

Bor.  You  shall  not  depart  without 

An  escort  fitting  past  and  present  rank. 
We  will  accompany,  with  due  respect. 
The  Doge  unto  his  private  palace.    Say ! 
My  brethren,  will  we  not  ? 

Different  Voicee.  Ay !— Ay  I 

Doge.  Yon  shall  not 

Stir— in  my  train,  at  least.    I  enter'd  here 
As  sovereign— -I  go  out  as  citisen 
By  the  ssme  portals,  but  as  citisen. 
All  these  vain  ceremonies  are  base  insults, 
Which  only  ulcerate  the  heart  the  more, 
Applying  poisons  there  as  antidotes. 
Pomp  is  for  princes— I  am  none !— That*  s  fidse, 
I  omt  but  only  to  these  gates.— Ah  I 

Lor.  Hark! 

[The  great  beU  of  St.  }fark*e  toUe. 

Bar.  ThebeU! 

Chirf  of  the  Ten.  St.  Mark's  which  tolls  for  the 
election 
Of  MaHpieio. 

Doge.  Well  I  recognise 

The  sound !  I  heard  it  once,  but  once  before, 
And  that  is  five  and  thirty  years  ago. 
Even  then  I  woe  not  yotmg. 

Bar.  Sit  down,  my  lord  I 

You  tremble. 

Doge.  Tim  the  knell  of  my  poor  boy ! 

My  heart  aches  Utterly. 

Bar.  I  pray  yon  sit. 

Doge.  Xo ;  my  seat  here  has  been  a  throne  tOl 
now. 
Marina!  let  us  go. 

Mar.  Most  readily. 

Doge,  (wMe  a  few  stepe,  then  Hope.)    I  feel 
atWnt—'will  no  one  bring  me  hen 


A  cup  of  water  ? 

Bar,  I 

Mar,  And  I 

Lor.  And  I—. 

[The  DoGB  takee  a  goblet  from  the  hand  ^ 

LOBBDA>NO. 

Doge,  I  take  yourt,  Loredano,  from  the  hand 
Most  fit  for  such  an  hour  as  this. 

Lor.  Why  so  ? 

Doge.  'Tis  said  that  our  Venetian  crystal  hu 
Such  pure  antipathy  to  poisons  as 
To  burst,  if  aught  of  venom  touches  it 
You  bore  this  goblet,  and  it  is  not  broken. 

Lor.  WeU,  sir ! 

Doge.  Then  it  is  false,  or  you  are  tnis. 

For  my  own  part,  I  credit  neither ;  'tis 
An  idle  legend. 

IT.  You  talk  wildly,  and 

Had  better  now  be  seated,  nor  as  yet 
Depart.    Ah !  now  you  look  as  look'd  my  husband! 

Bar.  He  sinks  I— eupport  him !— ^uick— a  chaii^ 
support  him ! 

Doge.  The  beU  tolls  on !— lets  hence— ray  bisb'i 
on  fire! 

Bar.  I  do  beseech  you,  lean  upon  us ! 

Doge,  Ko. 

A  sovereign  should  die  standing.    My  poor  boy  I 
Off  with  your  arms !— 7^a<  bell/ 

[The  DooB  drape  down  anidim. 

Mar,  MyOodtMyOodl 

Bar,  (to  Lor,)  Behold !  your  work's  completed! 

Chief  qf  the  Ten,  IstiLsietliai 

No  aid  ?    Call  in  assistance ! 

Att.  'Tib  all  over. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  If  it  be  ao,  at  least  his  obaecpiM 
Shall  be  such  as  befits  his  name  and  nation, 
His  rank  and  his  devotion  to  the  dntiee 
Of  the  realm,  while  his  age  permitted  him 
To  do  himself  and  them  fiaUjufttiee.    Brettizen, 
Say,  shall  it  not  be  so  ^ 

Bar.  He  has  not  had 

The  misery  to  die  a  snbrjeet  where 
He  reign'd :  then  lot  his  ftmeral  rites  be  prinoely. 

Ckirf  of  the  Ten.  We  are  agreed,  then  ? 

All,  eaeept  Lor,,  aneteer.  Yes. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,     Henren^s  peace  be  irifk  liin ! 

Mar.  Signers,  your  pardon :  this  is  mockexy. 
Juggle  no  more  with  that  poor  remnant,  which, 
A  moment  since,  while  yot  it  had  a  soul, 
(A  soul  by  whom  you  hare  inereaaed  your  wnpn, 
And  made  your  power  as  proud  as  was  his  gloiyi) 
And  banish'd  from  his  j>alAoe,  and  tore  down 
From  his  high  place,  with  aueh  relentless  coLdaeMj 
And  now,  n^en  he  can  nather  know  these  hoii<ni 
Nor  would  acoept  them  if  he  could,  you,  sigBOiif 
Purpose,  with  an  idle  and  superfluous  pomp^ 
To  make  a  pageant  ^ver  what  yon  trampled. 
A  princely  funeral  will  be  yonr  reproach, 
And  not  his  honor. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Lady,  we  levohe  not 
Our  purposes  so  readily. 

Mar.  Iknowit, 

As  far  as  touches  torturing  the  living. 
I  thought  the  dead  had  been  beyond  even  yM* 
Though  (some,  no  deubt)  oonaign'd  to  power  wM 

may 
Besemble  that  you  exercise  on  earth. 
Leave  him  to  me ;  you  would  bnTO  done  to  lor 
Hii  dngs  of  lift,  which  yoa  hare  ktefly  diMtiBt. 
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hk  vf  bit  of  istfaf,  tad  may  |noT« 

A  dntt7  eomfbrt  in  my  dnolatioiu 
Giier  is  &stMti«al,  and  Iotm  fhe  doad, 
Aiidlteaiiparalof  tkegatTa. 

PMend  itffl  to  tUi  oflM  ? 

Jrar.  I  dOy  B^MW. 

Though  hii  pcwmriong  liaTt  been  aU  oonsnmed 
la  the  ttate's  senrioey  I  bftre  still  mj  domy. 
Which  shall  be  eon— aratad  to  his  rites, 
Aa&tiieaaof [8A«  sAyit  isleA  4^ifailion. 

Chuf^tkB  Tun,  Beat  retain  it  fm  your  children. 

Jfisr.  Ay,  they  axe  fittherless,  I  thank  ytra. 

Ciitf  9f  ik$  Tmi,  We 

Cumot  eomply  with  your  request.    His  relies 
OsS  be  exposed  with  wonted  pomp,  and  foUow'd 
TTnto  Obsir  home  by  the  new  Doge,  net  elad 
As  Do^e,  bet  amply  as  a  senator. 

Mar,  I  have  heard  of  murderers,  who  haTeinteR*d 
Their  netims ;  but  ne'er  heerd,  nntil  this  honr, 
Of  to  moeh  splendor  in  hypocrisy 
O'er  ^oee  they  slew.    Pve  heard  of  widow's 
Alas!  Ihareshedeome    always  thanks  to  yon ! 


r^hetidofMrtini 

To  the  deceased,  so  yon  wenld  set  the  pert 

Of  each.    Well,  sirst  your  will  be  done !  as  one  ds^ 

I  trust  HeaTon's  will  be  done  too ! 

Chuf  9f  Me  TVn.  Know  yon,  lady» 

To  whom  yon  speak,  and  pesos  e#  ensh  speech  } 

Mmr.  I  know  the  fbrmer  better  than  yonrsehest 
The  lattei^-4lke  yoorselTes ;  and  can  face  both. 
Wish  you  more  fiinerals  ? 

Heed  not  her  rash  wofdi ; 
Her  eireamstancee  must  exenae  her  bearing. 

CkUf  of  ike  Ten.  We  will  not  note^em  down. 

Bar.  (tumiuig  to  Lor,,  who  U  wrMrngf  tyen  Ms 
iahUU.)  What  art  thou  writing 
With  such  an  eaneat  brow,  upon  thy  tableta  ? 

Lor.  (pomtm0  to  tko  Dogt?9  botifj  That  As  hae 
peidmel* 

ChUf  of  tk$  Ten,  What  debt  did  he  owe  yon  ^ 

Lor.  A  long  and  just  one ;  Nature's  debt  and 

[CmitmfiMe^ 
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SxIratiieVEiatoire  de  la  JUpuHgue  de  Veniee  par 
P.  Dksra,  de  PAeadhnie  Franeaiee,  torn.  II. 

Bnruis  tieate  ana,  la  r^ublioue  n*ayait  pas 
d^poai  lei  armes.  Elle  arait  acquis  les  proTinces 
de  Bresda,  de  Bergame,  de  CrSme,  et  la  pnncipaut^ 
deKaveaae. 

ICaia  oes  guerrea  continueUes  fidsaient  beancoup 
da  mnttwueoz  et  de  m^eentents.  Le  doge  Fran- 
cois Fescsti,  4  qui  on  ne  pouTait  pardonner  d'en 
aToir  ^  le  promoteur,  manifesta  une  seconds  fois, 
en  1443,  et  probablement  aeec  plus  de  sincerity  que 
lapreni^,  Tintention  d*abdiquer  sa  dignity.  Le 
oonseil  i^  refuse  encore.  On  avait  oxim  de  lui  le 
serraeat  de  ue  plus  cniitter  le  dogat.  Il  diait  d^A 
ayanc^  dans  la  Tieulesse,  oonserrant  cependant 
beancoro  de  force  de  t£te  et  de  caracttee.  et  jouis- 
seat  de  la  g^oire  d*aToir  tu  la  ri'publique  ^tenure  au 
loin  lea  limites  de  see  domaines  pendant  son  admin- 
istratioB. 

Au  ndEen  de  ees  pi'ospfait^s,  de  grands  chagrins 
^inrent  mettre  i  T^preuTe  la  fermete  de  son  Ame. 

Sou  ills,  Jacques  Foscari,  fut  accuse,  en  1446, 
d'aToir  re^  des  presents  de  quelques  princes  ou 
saignears  etrangers,  notanunent,  disait-on,  du  duo 
deliaaB,FhiUppeViscontL  C'Hsit  non  senlement 
ane  bassesse,  maia  une  infraction  dee  loia  pocitiTea 
^lar^pubKque. 

Le  eonseQ  des  dix  traita  eette  afihire  eomme  sll 
le  ftit  agi  d*nn  A^lit  oomnds  par  un  partieulier 
'  Alt  amenA  oemnt  see  Juges, 


devant  le  doge,  qui  ne  crut  paa  pouToir  s'abstenir 
de  presider  le  tribunaL  lA,  il  fut  interrog^,  appliqu^ 
k  la  question,*  declare  couuable,  et  il  entenoit,  de 
la  bouche  de  son  p6re,  Tarret  qui  le  oondamnait  k 
un  bannissement  perpHuel,  et  lo  r^ltguait  k  Naples 
de  Bomanie,  pour  y  nnir  ses  jours. 

Embanmi  snr  une  galte  pour  se  rendre  au  Uen 
de  son  exu,  il  tomba  malade  a  Trieste.  Les  solicita- 
tions dtt  doge  obtinrent,  non  sans  dii&cult6,  qu'on 
lui  assiguat  une  autre  r{*sidence.  Enfin,  le  conseil 
des  dix  lui  permit  de  se  retirer  k  Tr^rise,  en  lui 
imposant  robligation  d'y  rester  sous  peine  de  mort» 
et  ae  ee  prc'sonter  tous  les  jours  devant  le  ffouverneur. 

II  y  ctait  depuis  cing  ans,  lorsqu'un  oes  chefs  dn 
conseil  des  dix  assasaind.  Lea  soup^ons  se  port^ 
rent  sur  lui ;  un  de  ses  domestiques  qu*on  avait  tu 
k  Yenise  fut  arrdt^  et  subit  la  torture.  Les  bour- 
reaux  ne  purent  lui  arracher  aucun  areu.  Ce 
terrible  tribunal  se  ilh  amener  le  maitre,  le  aoumit 
anx  miSmes  ^renvee;  ur^sista  a  tous  les  tounnents, 
ne  cessant  d^attester  son  innoeenoe ;  t  toaU  on  ne 


•  K  (ka^ll  k  eonlo  pot  wnm  da  lui  k  tsiU 
dkd  coOt  chubk,  Del  qaatt  A  bmot  to  doge, 
Suiiio^  VIM  da  D«My.  P.  PomiL) 

t  B  n  tonDenUtio  uk  nri  tmtmu  tarn  akiau»  pun  pure  •! 
dkd  dleoaSMilekvtaAlkCiMk    (OM.)    Yofal  k  teste  de 
ionen  peraMkoket 


M2 


BTROITS  WOftXS. 


Tit  dMU  eefto  ocmilaaM  que  d0  *«bttiiiatlni ;  de 
qu'il  Uisait  le  liit,  on  oonolut  <|ue  ce  fait  exittait; 
«a  attribua  sa  fermete  k  la  niagie,  et  on  le  relfmui  d 
la  Canee.  De  cette  terre  lointainei  le  banni,  aigno 
alors  de  quelque  piti^,  ne  cessait  d'^crire  k  son  pere, 
i  868  amu,  poor  obtenir  quel  que  adoncjssenient  k 
sa  deportation.  N'obteaant  rien,  et  lachant  ^e  U 
tBRenr  qn'inapirait  le  oonaeil  des  diz  ne  loi  per- 
mettait  pes  d'esperer  de  trouver  dans^Venise  une 
•eule  Toix  qui  s*eleT4t  en  sa  fayeur 


ponr  le  nouTeau  due  ce  Milan,  par  laquelle,  \ 
des  bons  offices  que  Sforce  avait  recus  du  chc 


il  fit  nne  lettre 
J  an  nom 
I  que  »rorce  avajit  re^us  du  chef  de  la 
T^nbliqne,  il  implorait  son  intervention  en  fkyenr 
d*nn  innocent,  du  fill  du  doge. 

Cette  lettre,  selon  quelques  historiens,  fut  confix 
k  un  marchand,  qui  avait  promis  de  la  fiure  panrenir 
an  due ;  mais  qui.  trop  avorti  de  ce  qu'il  avait  k 
crain^e  en  se  renoant  rinterm^are  d'une  pareOle 
eorrespondance,  se  b&ta,  en  d^barqnant  i  Veniae, 
de  la  remettre  au  chef  de  tribunal.  Une  autre 
Teraion,  qui  paraH  plus  sAre,  rapporte  que  la  letlxe 
int  surprise  par  un   espion,  attach^  au   pas   oe 

Ce  Alt  un  nouveau  d^lit  dont  on  cut  k  punir 
Jacques  Foseari.  Rtelamer  la  protection  d'un 
pwaee  teanger  ^tait  un  crime,  dans  un  si^et  de  la 
r^ublique.  Une  gal^  nartit  aur«l»«]iamp  pour 
Tamener  dana  lea  prisons  ae  Venise.  A  son  arny^ 
il  fut  sownis  k  restrapade.f  C'etait  une  singuli^re 
deetinte.  pour  le  dtoyer  d'une  r^ublique  et  pour 
le  fils  d'un  prinoe,  d'etre  trois  fois  oans  sa  yie 
appliqu^  4  la  question.  Cette  fois  la  torture  ^tait 
dWtaat  plus  odieuse,  qu'elle  n'ayait  point  d'objet, 
le  fait  qu*on  ayait  4  lui  reprocher,  ^tant  ipoontes- 
table. 

Quand  on  demanda  k  Taccua^,  dana  les  interyallea 
que  les  bourreaux  lui  accordaient,  pourquoi  il  ayait 
eorit  la  lettre  qu'on  lui  produisait,  il  repondit  que 
e'^tait  preds^ent  parce  qu'il  ne  doutait  pas  qu'elle 
ne  tombat  entre  lea  mains  du  tribunal,  que  toute 
autre  yoie  lui  ayait  Hk  fenn^  pour  fair  parvenir 
Tenir  ses  r^lamationa,  qu'il  s'attendait  bien  qu'on 
le  ferait  amener  a  Venise;  mais  qu'il  ayait  tout 
risqu^  pour  ayoir  la  eonaolatiom  de  voir  ea  fenune, 
•on  poe,  et  sa  m^,  encore  u^e  fois. 

Sur  eette  nalye  d^olaration,  on  conflrma  sa  sen- 
tence d'exil ;  mais  on  I'aggraya,  en  y  ajoutant  qu'il 
■erait  retenu  en  prison  pendant  un  an.  Cette 
xigueur,  dont  on  usait  enyers  un  malheureuz,  ^tait 
■ana  doute  odieuse ;  mais  cette  politique,  qui  d^ 
fendait  a  tous  les  citoyens  de  faire  intenrenir  les 
strangers  dans  les  aSaires  intMenres  de  U  r^ub- 
lique,  etait  sage.  Elle  ^tait  ches  eux  une  maxime 
de  gouyemement  et  une  mazime  inflexible.  L'his- 
torun  Paul  Horosini  %  a  conti  que  I'empereur 
TrMnric  III.  pendant  qu'il  ^tait  I'hdte  dea  V^itiens, 
demanda,  comme  une  fayeur  particuli^re,  I'adnussion 
d'nn  dtoyen  dans  le  grand  conseil,  et  la  ffrace 
d'un  anden  gouyemeur  de  Candle,  gendre  dn  doge, 
«t  banni  pour  aa  mauyaise  adniinistration,  sans 
ponyoir  obtenir  ni  Tune  ni  I'antre. 

Cependant,  on  ne  put  refdser  au  oondamn^  la 
permission  de  your  sa  femme,  ses  enfknts,  ses  pa- 
rents, qu'il  allait  quitter  pour  toi^ours.  Cette  der- 
ni^re  entreyne  m6me  ftit  aocompagn^  de  cruaut^, 
par  la  Bhrim  drconapeetion,  qui  retenait  les 
cpanchements  de  la  douleur  patemelle  et  conjugaie. 


iipnplw  Iwuiw  MOi  iMMiiletpromiiMbw 

run  oceopstur  in  bae  le, «  qui  inte^ 

I  Ml  unpilus  pragiodsrai  vadk  pan,  quod  dietut  lacotxit  Foaeuii 

ptmmym  Iwt— mt  4e  Ble,  mhuttur  io  aonfliiliim  la  dvlttle  OkBes,*' 

^loilee  nr  k  pncte  d*  iMqaes  FgMul,  dans  on  tdmat,  iMltal^  Ba»- 

tdinaDori»Mdete«aBaMdoie,per  fanmr  k  Sioria  ddl' Medknik- 

»CMrfiP0  4i  X  Mktaapitea  imrtiiiifcww iino »*  gfami  nawt, coo k 

■  ndk  vwk  •poehe  nooQHe.  (Aidttrw  de  VeidMO 

•  La  Botfoe  tkit  d  6anm,  fui  lappnta  laa  turn  de  eetM  procMon. 

t  Ebba  jfAm  per  lapwt  k  variU  tNok  i|jaMl  dl  conk.  (MukSanoto, 

TIkdt'DixU.F.Faaeari.) 


Ce  ne  fHit  p«lnt  d«M  Hal^Maw  de  lew  imiarti 
ment,  ce  f^t  dans  une  des  grandes  salles  dupili^ 


^u'une  femme,  accompagnee  de  ces  quatre  ills,  tial 
aire  les  demiers  adieux  a  son  man.  qu'on  p^  0^ 
tog^aire  et  le  donresae  accdMee  d'ininiMi, 
^  de  la  triste  oensdation  damtts 


iouirent  un  momemt  de  la  triate  oensdation  da  latter 
leurs  larmea  k  oellea  de  lew  enli.  B  se  jetai  knii 
genoux  en  leor  tendaat  dea  mains  dialoqueea  pv  la 
torture,  pour  lea  auppUer  desoUidter  quelqaeadou* 
ciasement  k  la  sentence  qui  yenait  d'etre  prononoia 
centre  lui.  Son  p^re  ent le  courage  de  lui  r^poadric 
"  Non,  mon  flla,  reepectes  yotr«i  acr^  et  obiiMs 
aana  murmure  i  la  aeigneurie."  *  A.  ees  mots  ttsi 
a^para,  de  rinfortuai,  qui  Ikt  wu^WiAaaa^  m- 
barou^  pour  Candie. 

L  antiquity  yit  ayec  autant  d'hooreur  yue  d'admi- 
ration  un  p^  condamnant  aes  file  eridemment 
coupables.  Elle  h^ita  Pour  qualifier  de  yerta  sab- 
lime  on  de  ftrodt^  eet  eflbrt  qui  peralt  aa-dara  As 
la  nature  humaine ;  f  mail  id,  on  la  prtmi^  fauts 
n'^tait  qu'une  faibleaae,  od  la  aecaaae  n'^tait  pai 
proy^,  od  la  troisi^e  n'ayait  rien  de  ciiminel, 
comment  ooncevoir  la  Constance  d'un  p^,  qui  Toit 
torturer  troii  fois  aona  fila  unique,  qui  Veatend  oon- 
damner  aana  preuyea,  et  qui  n'^late  pas  an  plaintaii 
qui  ae  I'aborae  que  ponr  lui  montrer  un  yiaun  plai 
austtoe  qn'attendii,  et  (^ui,  an  moment  de  s'ca 
Bearer  pour  jamaia,  lui  mterdit  lea  murmoret  et 
juaqu'i  I'eap^rance?  Comment  expliquer  une  n 
crdellJB  drconapeetion,  ai  ce  n'eat  en  ayoua&t,  i 
notre  honte,  que  la  tjrrannie  pent  obtenir  de  I'esp^ 
humaine  lea  m^ea  efforta  que  la  yertu  ?  La  leni- 
tude  aurait-elle  aon  h^rolame  comme  la  Uberti  ? 

Quelque  temps  apr^  ce  jugement,  on  d^uTrit 
le  y^table  auteur  de  I'asaasainat.  dont  Jaeqim 
Foseari,  portait  le  peine ;  maia  il  n'^tait  phs  tempi 
de  reparer  cette  atroce  ii^uatice,  le  malheozeoz 
etait  mort  dana  sa  prison. 

II  mo  reate  a  raconter  la  suite  des  malliean  da 
p^.  Lliiitoire  les  attribue  a  I'impatience  qn'an- 
lent  ses  enemis  etses  riyaux  deyoir  yaquersa  place. 
Elle  accuse  formeUement  Jacques  Loredan,  I'm 
des  chefh  dn  conseil  des  dix,  de  s'^tre  liyr^  contie 
ce  yieUard  aux  consdla  d'une  hjiive  h^r^taire,  et 
qui  depuis  long  temps  diyiaait  leurs  maisoni.  I 

Fran^ia  Foseari  ayait  aaaay^  de  le  fiire  cenei, 
en  offrant  aa  fille  a  I'iUuatre  amiral  Pierre  Loredia, 
pour  un  de  sea  flla.  L'alliance  ayait  m  r^^  et 
I'inimiti^  des  deux  families  s'en  ^ait  accrue.  Dans  I 
tous  les  conseils,  dans  toutea  les  affiures,  le  doge 
trourait  toi^ours  les  lioredans  P£^  a  eombattze 
ses  propoaitiona  ou  ses  int^r^.  11  lui  ^ehappto 
jour  de  dire  qu'il  ne  se  croirait  rteUment  prmee, 

2ue  lorsque  laerre  Loredan  aurait  cess^  deniie* 
let  amiral  mourut  quelque  tempa  apiea,  d'une  ia- 
commodite  aaaes  prompte  qu'on  ne  put  expliqw* 
II  n'en  fallut  paa  dayantage  aux  malyeillaiiti  po« 
inainuer  que  Francois  Foacari,  ayant  desirft  eetli 
mort,  pouyait  bien  Vayoir  h&t^. 

Ces  bruits  s'acerMlt^rent  encore  iMsqu'Mi  yit  saw 
p^r  subitement  Marc  Loredan,  fi:^  de  Pierre,  ^ 
cela  dans  le  moment  od.  en  sa  quality  d'ayogtdor,  jj 


•  Maifa  BfeaatiHdaM  «  ibnBlqm,  Jim  da*  Dvdri,  aa  aett  U  mtm 
«Trtr«fannMlfand'aM«spnMlaBaaaMdMaglqpn{  "Il  d^pmviMi 
k  IkanflM  aUaoaadaka  eoD  ow  nuMtta:  B qoaada ^ aadft pi^ 
molteconataiiiaiMii>adi»paimdiaiu>otiaaaaiiofiglMeto,lcetfci»»i|k* 
ualeo,  •  Jacopo  dim,  meaRr  padn^  t1  pngo  Ae  procoktB par  n*.  umim 
ktomlaaaMBria.  D  dofadhMt  laoopD,«meobbedW«?id«**^ 
k  iniK,  e  mm  eeecar  pM  oksa.*' 
t  Oria  fat  m  aela  4M  Ite  M  agMnA  ly  aaflMMHk  km;  ^i*" 
poeWek  ape  ■Tiwifcaw  da  wrtai. qoi  tmUiikdm^ 
■11  Tkkiiai  do  iprtw  m*  k  iiilidf  h— TiItl  ^'~*  -''^^* 
m*m.  dMM  p8iha,aiMl  ■■|wia  riiiftirtw  dVadMatfrn* 
oodakdtTiniKoadekbMkllid.  Mafc  ■  a*  pka  win  i  ■■■'*'»' 
k)ufameacdDikminaa  a'teeoide  1  aa  gkba,  qH  k  AUmn  da  ^f^ 
Ihaae  dM  erain  aa  vno.  iaBkp«vke»qaaBdllaaftttiaard,la«li"^ 
■or  k  pkea,  ooimm  tmmfdtmnm  «  da  te|««,f««"( 


(Ankhw^Yaoka^ 


APPBMBIZ  TO  THE  TWO  FO0CARL 


de  I'aminl  qu'il  vnit  H^  enleT^  k  U  patiis  pv  1« 
poison* 

DBVsfMt  anevM  puMT^aaeui  IndiM  eontn 
r^Miy—  PbmI,  tm/emm  nimm  BteM  do lo  tovp- 
fomor.  QBsndoftTMMiMffoa'MniCiiaidteMiiti 
ine  impatatioB  laMriodi— oo,!!  ■•▼•ik  •«•  mb  nac 
Be  hii  prouBMMnt  ni  limpmnit^  m  nAmm  liadf 
gcBoe.  Ia  niort  tragiqne  4tt  Tiia  de  ms  pfWwcoi- 
•em  Tea  BiMltoMit,  €t  il  a'cvait  qmo  trap  d'exoM- 
ttles  d(OlB«l^«M  dH  i^n  quo  le  oobmA  dw  diz 
praiut  d'tanater  lo  dMf  de  U  i«|mbliqiio. 

CependHit,  J«0fM  Lotodn,  ftls  de  Pi«n, 
mtjm  o«  fngfleit  de  crairo  evoir  4  mgm  \m 
mrtm  deee  fiuaiilo.*  DaM  oee  Kn«e  do  oooaptee 
(eariUnmalt  le  oonanMe,  oonmo  k  oette  ^poqvo 
Ifli  pettWeBs,)  il  unit  ineerit  do  oa 
le  dooo  OB  Bombn  de  oee  A^MtOTrty 
poor  lanMnrt,  t  «laak4lHllt,  de  biob  p^ro  et  do  Bien 
ondct  B*  l^vtiB  o6te  dB  regwCre,  il  Bvmit  Udioe 
ime  page  OB  hlaaOv  poor  7  fture  BwntioB  da  noovrre- 
Bient  de  oetto  dette,  ot  on  offrt,  l^MV>te  Ui  povto  dB 
doge,  a  ooMt  our  oob  r«giMn,  fl  »o  Va,  p*y^ 
rhopegBtB. 

Jaeqees  Laradaa  fct  4hi  mvilm  dn  coBsdl  doe 
diz,  en  deviat  vb  doo  troia  eheffi,  ot  so  pranit  Uen 
de  ptefiter  do  oetio  ooeMum  po«r  eoooaipUr  U  'vob- 
goBBoo  qB'fl  BiMitait. 

liO  doge  ea  eortBat  de  la  tanriUe  ^prooTo  qu*tl 
Teaaat  de  aoliir,  peadaat  loprootedo  aoa  ila,  i*Mit 
leCire  aa  fond  do  ooa  palaia,  fooaui^le  do  oo  liner 
nt  de  ohagnBO,  aeeable  de 
ee  MOBtralt  plua  ea  paUie,  mtaie 
b.  OeMerotraito,eiflMQe4ezpliqBer 
daas  aa  TieiBaid  oetogteaire  ai  bmAodnh 
avfn,  qwi  'vaalBrent  y  tedr  be 
rattdli. 


ae  da  tort  qae  tea  inflnaitis  da  doge»  ooa 
)  daa  eetaoeik,  apportaioat  k  I'ezpMittoa  doa 
aAiraa,  a  ftait  par  haaaidar  eC  r^aasit  i  iUve  agr^or 


pke  par  le  plaa  aacioa  da  ooaaeO.    loi,  eoia  no 
"    "  '  t  do  Foacari.    Poor  donaor 


^  do  aoleBBMe  k  U  d^Mratiea,  lo  eonaoQ  doa 
ax  demanda  bbo  adjonetion  deTint-einq  ateateoa; 
aaiia  oaaane  oa  a^  teencait  paa  I'olyfot,  otqao  le 
gtand  eonaoil  ^tait  loin  de  le  aoapooaaor,  il  aa 
tooBTB  qae  ICaie  Foaeari,  fttra  da  doge,  loar  Ait 
deaae  poor  Taa  dee  adjointa.  Aa  Ilea  do  radmettra 
e  la  doibetBtkm,  on  do  rfelamo  contre  ao  ehoiz,  on 
eafenna  ea  aeaatenr  dana  bbo  chamtoa  a^par^,  et 
oa  fad  ftt  Jnxer  de  ae  iamaia  parler  de  eotte  ezelaaion 
qa'il  ^prouTait,  en  lai  deeUraat  qa*il  r  allaxt  do  aa 
Tie;  ce  fai  n'oHipftclia  paa  qu*on  n'maeriTtt  ton 
bom  ai  bu  da  decret  oomme  s^il  y  odt  pria  part^ 

Qnaad  oa  en  viat  y  la  d^Mration,  Loredan  la 
vnivBqaa  ea  eea  tarmea-^  **9i  Tntillt*  pabliqne 
Mt  inpoter  aaoaee  k  toaa  lea  iater^ta  prf^,  lo  no 
deate  pes  one  nona  ao  pfenions  aajoard'hiu  vae 
aB^Biafaalapatito  rocUone  qae  noaa  lai  devana. 
liCe  «tati  BO  penToat  —  nudatniir  dana  aa  ordie  do 
efcoiaaaiananable;  toos  n'aTOi  qa'i  Toir  oonune  le 
n^Cre  att  ebaage,  et  eombien  il  la  aonit  d*aTaBtago 
•'il  a^  afBit  aae  aatorite  assoa  feme  poar  y  por^ 
iBBimB.  J*!u  koBto  do  Tou«  ^.lire  remaxqaer  la  coa- 
ftufoa  qai  rigae  dana  lea  ou  <efil9,  lo  Mordia  doa 


dHibentioaa,  r«nooaa>reeMB     lea' aftiraa>  et  U 
ItgcreM  ateo  laqaeOo  lea  plu«  importutte  aoat 


fclllMLMWaa 


t  BM,  m  HfcMiw  Yiwlriwin  d«  7\madkK 

I  t  wp|WWfc,^toiTiagt.«kiqa4Haay«o^« 
•  fc»aillM»Pl— ll— B'yttqf  pi, 

t'''"T^i     If  r^  1T     Mill  lifl  i  llIM 


gBBRB? 

dmteoj 


NMMa;  iB  Ua«Me  di  m«m  iwwi.  It  paa 
d'aaaidaiti  dea  maglatrate,  riatwiaetSoa  do  aeaW- 
atAadoBgaraaaea.  Qadeatrelietdooasd««erdi«al 
de  oeoqitearattie  aelie  ooaaidiiatioB.  QaoUe  aa 
oat  U  eaaee  ?  rabaaaec  d*nn  chol  c^iable  do  atotos 
loo  aae,  de  dirijgea  lea  aatrea»  de  doaacr  reaoaapW  k 
toaa»  et  do  aaainteair  la  foieo  doa  loia. 

'*  Od  eat  le  tempo  od  nee  dtoeta  otMont  anMitlt 
oxiealte  que  readaa  ?  Od  Fmn9aia  Canaie  ae 
tfaatBH  iaveati  daaa  Padoae,  avant  da  paavoir  ^tM 
lOBt  lafonad  qae  aoat  toatioao  lai  fkite  la 
?  Boaa  avoaa  tb  teat  lo  eoBtndra  daaoa  la 
re  gaawe  ooatro  le  dae  do  Milan.  Maftea* 
la  fopabliqao  qoi  oat  aaaa  ehef ! 
**  Jo  ao  Toua  rappello  pea  tons  oea  iaooaTcaloBti 
et  loara  aaitea  depletabiea,  poar  vona  aAigar,  pear 
Toaa  ofrmr,  man  poar  Toaa  fure  aoaTenir  qae 
Toaa  «taa  tea  aHfiHea*  lea  eoaaarrateeia  de  eet  «tat» 
Ibadi  par  voa  pcrea,  et  de  la  lib«t*  qae  aeaa  devoaa 
a  lonia  tra^aas,  k  loara  inatttatioaa.  lei,  le  nil 
iadique  lo  ranMe.  Noaa  a'arona  poiat  de  chdr,  11 
Boaa  oa  feat  aa.  Notre  ariaoo  oat  aotre  oaTiBga. 
noua  arona  done  lo  droit  oe  juger  aon  merite  qnaaa 
a  a'agit  de  Tciiie,  et  aoa  iaoapeoite  qaaad  dk  so 
BiiiiiTaate  J'^foatetai  qae  lo  peaplov  enaora  biaa 
ea'a  n'ait  paa  lo  droit  de  aroaoneer  aar  lea  aetioae 
de  ooa  aMltrcay  hppvendia  oo  ekaageaiaat  avee 
traBapert.  C*oat  la  providaaee,  jo  n'ea  doafta  peSi 
qai  lai  iaapko  eihi  ib^bh  eea  diapoaitioaa,  pouri 


a?ertir  qae  la  rtoabUqae  r^vlaeio  cotto  teaolatiQa» 
0  la  aart  de  Vetat  oat  oa  too  malaa." 
diaeoara  B'eprearB  qae  do  tiaidea  ooBtradie* 


ot 


rd 


ioaa ;  oepeadaat,  la  dolib^aatioa  dam  kait  joara. 

>*aaeanabl^  ae  aa  jageaiift  oea  aaaei  adre  de  Tai^ 
probation  uniT«aeUe  qae  raiateur  Toalait  lo  lid 
feira  eroflra,  deeirait  qae  le  doge  dnaait  laS-amae  ea 
^       '\  d^  prepoaeo  deex  foia,  et  oa 


dfeofeeiea.    Oi 

B'BTBit  pea  Toaln  raeoepter. 

Abobbo  loi  ae  pertak  qae  le  ptiaea  feit  ifToaable} 
il  Halt  aa  ooatndie  d  ^  et  fee  aaeaftplea  qa'oa 
peavnit  alter  de  plaaieaia  dogea  dtpoafe,  piaaeaieiit 
quo  da  tellea  revolationa  araiaat  to^JMue  ittk  k 
reenltat  d'an  moBTOBieat  popalanak 

M  ak  d'ailloura,  ai  lo  doge  poarait  ^tie  dtp  eat,  ee 
a'ctait  Baa  anaiiaient  par  aa  tttiiiaaBl 
d*nn  peat  aonkbro  do  mambrei,  iaMitaa  poar 
lea  cnBkaa»  etaiakoMat  iaveati  da  droit  da  m 


a  qae  k  eorpo  ioaTecain  de  PMait  aaait  feit. 

(kpoadaBt,  k  tribaaal  aardta  qae  lea  aiz  eeaaail> 
kra  da  U  aoignonrk,  et  lea  chefe  da  eoantl  doa  diK« 
ae  tranaporteraieat  aapr^  da  doge  pear  lai  aigaiger* 
qae  reaoolleBtiaauae  eoaacU  arait  jajje  ooaveBabk 
qa'il  abdiqaat  aao  dignity  doat  aoa  age  ae  lai  po^ 
mottait  plua  de  rempUr  ke  feaetioaa.  Oa  fad 
donaait  1600  daoafe  d'or  aow  eea  oateelkn  et 
▼togt-qaatrt  faearea  pour  ao  d^der.* 

Foooari  repoadit  aaMe-ohamp  avoo  beaaooapde 
groTitP,  qae  oeuz  16k  il  BTiit  voala  ee  dteattra  da 
aa  efaargo ;  qu*aa  liea  de  k  lai  penaettra,  ea  avail 
oKlge  do  fall  le  aennat  de  ae  plua  ffditeter  oetle 
domaado;  quo  k  prowkaea  BTait  proknge  aae 
jours  pour  Tqirouver  et  pour  rafflige,  que  oepeadaat 
oa  B*Hait  pee  ea  droit  do  feproBohar  aa  kmgae  vie 
k  aa  faoBuae  qai  avsit  anopkye  qaatro-^riagtHiuatro 
aervioe  de  k  repabliqao;  qu'U  etait  peH 
k  lui  aaeriflar  aa  vk;   aiak  que,  poar  aa 


digaite,  il  k  taaait  de  k  rcimbUqao  aateerot  aa'd 
ae  reserrait  de  r^eadia  ear  ea  a^jot,  qaaad  k 
▼elont6  gtecfak  ao  sanat  IcgakoMat  maaifeat^. 

Le  kadeiaaiB,  k  Tlieare  ladiqa^,  lea  ooaaeOkti 
ot  ka  obafe  doa  diz  ae  prkentcient.  II  no  twdat 
pea  lour  doaacr  d'aatra  r^poaae.  Le  eoaaeil  a'aa- 
aaanbk  aBr4e<champ»  fad  oBToya  demander  eaoore 
una  fok  ea  rteelution  akaee  teaaate*  et,  k  r^ponae 
ayant  ^t^  k  mhae»  on  praneafa  que  k  doge  etail 
rekve  de  son  sonnent  ot  dteoai  de  aa  dignity  oa 
lui  aaaigaait  uae  ponaioa  do  loOO  daeata  d'or,  ea  fad 
einoignant  de  sortir  du  palaU  daaa  kait  joura,  r 
peine  de  Toir  tous  sea  bkna  eoBlkqu^.t 


S44 


BTBONY  WOBXfl. 


Le  tandMiftia,  ce  iient  flit  part^  an  doge,  et  ee 
Alt  Jacques  Loradan  ^ui  eut  la  cmeUe  jok  de  le  lui 
pv^eenter.  II  r^ndit :  **  Si  j'ayais  pu  preroir  que 
ma  yieiUesse  ftit  prqiudioiable  i  T^tat,  le  chef  de  la 
republique  ne  ee  eerait  pas  montre  assei  ingrat» 
poor  pmerer  sa  dignite  a  la  patrie ;  mais  cette  Tie 
lui  ayant  H^  utile  pendant  tant  d'ann^,  je  ▼oulais 
Ini  en  con  saerer  jusqu'au  dexnior  moment.  Le 
d^cret  est  rendu,  je  m'y  oonformerai/'  Apr^s  aToir 
perl^  ainsii  il  'se  dq)onula  des  marques  de  sa  dignity, 
remit  Tanneau  ducal,  <^ui  fut  brise  en  sa  presence, 
et  d^  le  jour  suivant  il  quitta  ce  palaisi  qu'il  ayait 
kabiti  pendant  trentenanq  ans,  accompa|yi  de  son 
fr^re,  de  ses  parents,  et  de  ses  amis.  Un  secretaire, 
qui  se  trouTa  sur  le  pexron,  TiBTita  4  desoendre 
par  un  tecalier  d^b^,  afin  d'eriter  la  foule  du 

r tuple,  qui  s'^tait  rassemble  dans  les  cours,  mais 
s'y  refusa,  disant  quil  vonlait  desoendre  par  oft  il 
etait  monte;  et  quand  il  iut  an  bas  de  rescalier 
das  grants,  il  se  retouma,  appuy^  ear  la  b^quiUe^ 
Ten  le  pusis  en  proferant  ces  paroles :  '*  Mes 
serrices  m'y  sTaient  appeUe,  la  malioe  de  mes  enne- 
mis  m'en  fait  sortir." 

La  foule  qui  s'ouvrait  sur  son  passage,  et  qui  avait 
pent-§tre  desire  sa  mort,  ^tait  emue  de  r«apeot  et 
d'attendrissement.*  Bcntr^  dans  sa  maison,  il  re- 
eommanda  k  sa  iamille  d'oublier  les  ii^uries  de  ses 
SB&emis.  Personne  dans  ka  diTen  corps  de  T^tat 
ne  se  erut  en  droit  de  s'etonner,  qu'un  prince  ina- 
moTiIe  eftt  et^  depose  sans  qu'on  lui  rmnroehftt 
rien :  que  T^tat  e^  perdu  sod  cnef,  k  Tinsu  du  steat 
et  dn  corps  souTerain  lui-m6me.  Le  penple  seut 
laissa  6diapper  ^uelques  regrets :  una  proclamation 
dtt  oonseQ  des  dik  prescxivit  le  silence  le  plus  abaolu 
sur  oette  affaire,  sous  peine  de  mort. 

Afunt  de  donner  un  suceessemr  4  Francois  Fos- 
jari,  une  nouTolle  loi  fut  lendue,  qid  d^fandait  am 
doge  d'ouTrir  et  de  lire  autrsment  qu'en  presence  de 
ses  oonseillsn,  les  dep€ekies  des  ambassadeurs  de  la 
rtenUique,  et  les  lettres  des  princes  etrangex«.t 

JjOB  electews  cntr^rent  an  ecmcl&Te  et  nommen 
au  dogat  Fasekal  Malipier  le  80  Ootobro,  1467.  La 
cloche  de  Saint^M arc,  qui  annoncsit  k  Yenise  son 
nouTeau  prince.  Tint  frapper  roretUe  de  Francois 
Foscari;  oette  fois  sa  fennete  Tabandenna,  il  6prou- 
Ta  un  tel  ssisissement,  qu'il  mount  le  lendemsiu-t 

La  r^blique  airdta  qu*on  lui  rendndt  les  mtoiee 
honneurs  funebres  que  s'il  fut  mort  dans  rezerdce 
de  sa  dignity ;  mais  lonqu'on  se  presents  pour  enle- 
Tsr  ses  restes,  sa  TeuTO,  qui  de  son  nom  ^tait  Marine 
Nani,  d^dara  qu'eUe  ne  le  souffiirait  point ;  qu'on 
ne  derait  pas  tiaiter  en  prince  *pr^  sa  mort  celui 
qui  TiTant  on  aTait  d^ouiiU  de  la  oouronne,  et  que 
puisqu'il  sTait  consume  ses  bien  an  senrioe  de  T^tat, 
ellc  sanrait,  consacrer  sa  dot  4  lui  faire  rendres  les 
demiers  honneurs.$  On  ne  tint  aucun  compte  de 
oette  resistance,  et  malgr^les  protestatiqiis  de 
I'ancienne  dogaresse,  le  corps  fut  enlcTd,  rcT^tu 
des  omemens  ducauz,  expose  en  pubUe,  et  les 
obaeqnes  fiueat  eeiebrees  stoc  la  pompe  accou- 
tum^  Le  nouTcau  doge  assicta  au  oonToi  en  robe 
de  ateateur. 

La  pitie  qu'aTait  inspiree  le  malheur  de  ce  Tieil< 
lard,  ne  flit  pas  tout-i-fait  sterile.  Un  an  apr^s,  on 
osa  dire  que  le  eonseil  des  diz  aTait  outrepasse  ses 
pouToirs,  et  il  lui  flit  d^fendu  par  une  loi  du  grand 
eonseil  de  singerer  k  VaTenir  de  juger  le  prince,  4 
moins  que  ce  ne  flit  pour  cause  de  feionie.|| 

Un  acta  d'autorite  tel  que  la  deposition  d'un 
doge  inamoTible  de  sa  nature,  aurait  pu  exciter  un 
souieTement  general,  on  au  moins  oocasioner  une 
diTision  dans  une  republique  autrement  constitnee 
que  Venise.  Mais  depuis  trois  ans,  11  existait  dans 
celle-d  une  magistrature,  o«  plut6t  une  autorite, 
derant  laquelle  tout  dcTait  se  ikire. 
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Lb  T)ofst  de  Yenise,  qui  aTait  fMVwn  par  ce 
traite  una  gneire  noa  mcina  dannruse  que  oelle 
qu'U  arait  terminee  presque  en  meme  temps  par  li 
traite  de  Lodi,  etait  alots  parrenn  k  une  extreme 
Tieillesse.  Ftan^oia  Foacari  ooeupait  eette  pre- 
miere dilute  de  retat  des  le  16  AtiH,  1488.  Quoi- 
qu'il  fut  dej4  Ige  de  plus  decanquante-vn  am  i 
repoque  de  son  deotion,  ilctait  oependsnt  le  piss 
jeune  des  4|uarante-un  ekcteors.  u  aTsit  eu  beau- 
coup  de  peme  k  parvenir  au  lanff  qu'U  cooToitait, 
et  son  election  aTait  ete  ooaduile  aTee*be«aooiip 
d'addresse.  Pendant  pluaieurs  Joun  de  scnitin  tea 
amis  les  plus  seies  s  'etaient  abstenus  de  hd  domier 
leur  suffiage,  pour  que  les  autrsa  ne  le  jconndnrif 
sent  pas  comma  un  concurrent  redoubtable.*  La 
eonseil  des  diz  craignait  son  credit  parmi  la  nobleaae 
pauTre,  parce  qu'u  UTait  cherehe  k  se  la  rendre 
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eonseil  des  diz  craignait  son  credit  parmi  la  nobleaae 

,  .  tree  qu'u  UTait  cherehe  k  se 
faTOrable,  tandis  qu'il  etait  procurateu:  de  Saint* 
Maro,  en  faiaant  employer  plus  do  trente  miQe 
ducats  a  doter  des  jeanes  fiUes  de  bonne  maison,  oa 
k  etablir  de  jeunes  gentilshommes.  On  craiguait 
encore  sa  nombreuse  fiimille,  ear  alors  il  etait  pire 
de  quatre  enfuis,  et  marie  de  nouveau ;  enfin  oa 
redoutait  son  ambition  et  son  godt  pour  la  gueite. 
L*opinion  oue  ses  adTersaixes  s'etaient  fozmee  da 
lui  nit  Texiiiee  per  les  evenemens ;  pendant  trente- 
quatre  ana  que  Fosoari  (bt  4  la  t6te  die  la  repabUqne, 
elle  ne  cessa  point  de  oombattre.  Si  les  noetilitea 
etaient  suspendues  durant  qusdques  mois,  e'Hait 
pour  reoommencer  bientdt  utoc  phu  de  Tignesr. 
Ce  fut  repoque  o«  VeniBe  etendit  son  empire  mr 
Breseia,  Bergsme,  BaTenne,  et  Crime;  od  elk 
fbnda  sa  doxoination  de  Lombardie,  et  pamt  sans 
cesse  sur  le  point  d'asserTlr  toute  cette  provinoe. 
Profond,  oouragenz,  inebranlable,  Foacari  earn* 
muniqua  auz  conseils  son  propre  csracteie,  et  sei 
talents  lui  ilrent  obtenir  plus  d*inftuence  for  la 
republique  que  n'sTaient  ezerce  la  plupart  de  ses 
pKdecesseurs.  Mais  si  sob  ambition  aTsit  eu  pom 
but  Taggiandissement  de  sa  lamflle,  die  fut  arnelf 
lement  trompee;  troia  de  sea  fy*  moururent  dans 
les  huit  annees  qui  suirirent  son  deetion  ;^  le 
quatrieme,  Jacob,  par  lequel  la  maison  Foecsn  s'est 
perpetuee,  flit  Tietime  de  la  jalousie  du  eonseil  del 
diz,  et  empoisonna  par  see  malheun  les  jonxa  de 
sonpercf 

En  effet,  le  eonseil  des  diz,  redoublsnt  de  defiance 
enTers  le  chef  de  I'etat,  lorsqu'il  le  Toyait  pins  fort 
par  ses  talens  et  sa  popularite,  TeiUait  sans  cesse 
sur  Fescari,  pour  le  punir  de  son  credit,  et  de  sa 
fldoire.  Au  mois  de  FeTrier,  1446,  Midiel  BeTilwjqua, 
rlorentin,  exile  a  Tenise,  accusat  en  secret  Jacqnea 
FoBcari,  aupres  des  inquiaiteurB  d'etat,  d'sToir  recs 
du  due  Philippe  Yisconti,  des  preens  d'azgent  et 
de  joyanx,  par  les  mains  des  gens  de  sa  maison. 
Telle  etait  Todieuse  procedure  adoptee  a  Venise, 
que  sur  oette  accusation  secrete  le  nls  du  doge  da 
representant  de  la  majeste  de  la  republique,  fut  mil 
a  la  tdrture.  On  lui  arracha  par  restrapade  Tana, 
des  charges  portees  contre  lui ;  il  fut  relejpe  poox 
le  rests  de  ses  jours  a  Napoli  de  Bomsxue,  avee 
obligation  de  se  presenter  cheque  matin  an  cook^ 
mandant  de  la  pUce.t  Cependant,  le  Tsiaseaa  (pu 
le  portait  ayant  toucme  a  Trieate,  Jacob,  gri^^rs- 
ment  malade  des  suites  de  la  torture,  et  phis  encon 
de  I'humiliation  qu'il  aTait  efnouTee,  demands  en 
gr4ce  au  eonseil  des  dix  de  n'£tre  pas  euToye  ploi 
loin.  II  obtint  cette  fsTenr,  par  une  delib^tion  da 
28  Deoembre,  1446 ;  il  flit  rappeie  4  Treriae:  etU 
eut  k  Uberte  d'habiter  tout  le  Trerisan  indifierem- 
ment.  6 

II  vrvait  en  paiz  4  TreTise ;  etla  fille  deLeonaid 


•  MuliBwal^Tltodi' 

tlMd.^fiB. 
iMi.9.im 


DWU4IT«M*,^Mr* 


APPBNBIX  TO  THB  TWO  P06CARI. 


l»ri,«Bil  OTMli  teoMte  1*  10  Fhntar,  1441. 
^tiHvMM  k  kfadM  dtts  Mw  «sfl,  lonqtt«  la  6 
Notwite^  1400,  AlmoKO  Boaato,  cb«f  da  eoBMO 
dm  dfai»  ftrt  iMMiiB  fe.  Let  denu  aatnt  faMuidtMn 
d'etat,  Itiitew  Oiilti  it  Astoaio  Yrakri,  portteent 
Inr  ampfOM  sv  Jaeab  Fototfi,  Mrod*^n*im 
Ottfitr,  aTait  Hhra  e9 


4  M, 

M  a  VmUm,  at  sfait  dm  pnnfan  dofiik4 
UnoinailadeMtaaMMiiiat.  OUvter  ftit  mb  A  U 
tartaia>  mua  il  nia  juscm'a  la  fla,  arao  va  ooaraga 
m^hraalaWr,  le  crima  ooat  on  I'aceiuait,  quoiqna 
Ml  jana  eaaaant  la  bsfbaiia  da  lai  fcira  doaaflr 
mHia'a  fnate^-Tiagti  toma  d'aatrapade.  Oapan- 
daat,  eoauaa  JaMb  Toaaaii  wrait  da  paiaaaat  motifli 
d'iBBntii  aaafae  la  aaaaail  daa  diz,  qal  Tavait  eon- 
daaae^  at  qai  tmoigaait  da  la  haiaa  aa  doca  aoa 
phe,  aa  aaaaya  da  aiettra  4  aoa  taor  Jaeob  4  la 
tortua*  at  ran  praloagaa  aaatra  hii  om  alfraax 

Ifalgrtaa  Ate4|piKtioB»  la  ooaaeil  daa  dix  la  eoadamna 
i  raa  iiawapaflife  4  la  Caa4a,  at  aooarda  aaa  rtoom- 
paaw  4  aaa  dalataar.  Maia  laa  koniblaa  doalaort 
qaa  Jaeob  Foaeaii  avait  ^piomias  avaiaat  troabl^ 
la  xuaaoy  aaa  paa^eataoxa  toaohte  da  oa  dander 
maBMnr,  pennirent  qa*oa  la  ramea4t  4  Veaiaa  la  29 
Mai,  1461.  II  ambraaaa  aoa  p^,  Q  paiaa  dana  aaa 
oxluictatioBa  qaalque  ooorage  at  qaaloae  ealma, 
at  il  Alt  reooadait  inna^diatamaat  4  la  Caaea.* 
Bat  eea  eaAreliutea.  Nieolaa  Biiaao,  hoauaa  d^4 
note  poor  an  prea4dent  criaia,  aoafaeaa,  an  aiou- 
rant,  qaa  a'etatt  lai  qai  aToH  ta4  Almovo  Do- 
nato.t 

Le  malbrareax  doga,  Fiaaooia  Foaaari,  arait  dH4 
eberche  a  plnneaza  rcpiiaea,  4  abdiaaar  aaa  digmt4 
si  fenesta  a  Itti-m^ma  et  a  sa  ^-^y^^  H  lai  aaak- 
bUdt  qaa,  rcdeacenda  an  rang  da  aimpla  eitoyan, 
comma  il  a'imapizerait  pins  da  craiata  oa  dajalooaia, 
on  n'aceablerait  plaa  wa  fila  par  oea  amoyablaa 
pen^cutiona.  Abatta  par  la  mort  da  aaa  preBtian 
aJuiM,  il  aToit  Yoaln,  dte  le  26  Jaia,  1433,  dipoaar 
me  dignity,  ddrant  raxardoa  da  laqaaUa  la  patxia 
vnit  etk  tounaent^a  par  la  gaaira,  par  la  paata,  at 
par  des  malhenn  da  tout  genra.t  IlraaoaValaoatta 
nopoflitioa  apr^  las  jugamana  randas  coatra  aoa 
sis;  maia  la  ooneail  oea  dix  la  rataaait  ibro4Biaat 
ma  le  trdna.  comma  il  latanait  aoa  flla  daaa  laa 
fen. 

Ea  Tata  Jaeob  Foacaii,  obliff4  do  aa  pr^aaatar 
ehique  joaur  aa  goaTcrnear  da  la  Caa^  rtelankait 
eontre  I'iz^aatice  da  aa  derail  aaateaea,  aar 
laqadle  U  conCBaaioa  d'Erizao  aa  laaaait  plaa  da 
doates.  Kn  raia  il  demandait  gx&ea  an  (aroacha 
eoaaeU  d«a  dix;  il  na  poavait  obtenir  auoane 
icpoaae.  Jjb  dhh  de  reroir  aoa  p^  et  aa  m^ 
amv^  toan  deax  aa  dernier  terme  de  U  Tiailleaae, 
te  dMr  de  reToir  ane  patrie  dont  la  cruaat^  ne 
Biiiitait  pas  an  ai  tendre  amoar,  aa  changerent  en 
lai  ea  aae  Traie  arenr.  He  pouTant  retoamer  a 
Veniae  poor  y  Ti^re  Ubre,  il  Toulut  da  moina  y  alter 
ehareber  an  aapplice.  D  ^crivit  an  dac  de  liilan 
a  la  fin  de  Mai,  1456,  poar  implorer  aa  protection 
anpr^  da  aenat:  et  aachaat  qu*nne  tcUa  lettre 
a^nit  coaaidpree  comme  an  crime,  il  I'ezpoaa  lui- 
mhae  dana  an  liea  oa  il  ^tait  a4r  qa*ella  aerait 
aaiaie  par  lea  eapioaa  qai  Tentoanient  £n  effet, 
la  lettre  «tant  derer^  an  conaeil  daa  dix,  oa  TeaToya 
chercher  anaaitdt,  et  il  fat  recondnlt  a  Teniae  le  19 
JoiOet,  1456.$ 

Jaeob  Foacari  ne  aia  point  aa  lettre,  il  raconta  aa 
Bi^ma  tampa  dana  qael  bat  il  I'aTait  toite  at  com- 
BKnt  il  Tatait  ikit  tomber  eatre  lea  nuuna  de  son 
ddatear.  Malm  eea  aveax,  Foaeazi  Ait  remis  a  la 
tottare,  at  oa  lai  donna  trente  toara  d*eatrapade, 
poar  Toir  a*il  eoafirmerait  aaaalta  aea  d^soaittona. 
Qaaad  on  la  d^tadia  de  la  eorde,  on  U  troaya 
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eea  houfblaa  iaeoaaaaa.  Laa  Jagaa 
parmirant  alara  a  aon  p^^f-a  aa  m^,  a  aa  mime, 
at  a  aea  fib,  dialler  le  Toir  daaa  aa  priaon.  Le  Tieaz 
Foaeari,  apmiy4  aar  aaa  bfitoa,  aa  aa  tralaa  qa'aTao 
paiae,  diaaa  la  chambta  o4  aoa  file  aaiqae  ^tait  pana^ 
de  aaa  blaaanraa.  Ca  fila  damaadait  eaoore  la  grfiea 
da  moarir  daaa  aa  maiaoa.— *'  Retoarae  a  ton  exil, 
moa  fila,  paiaqaa  ta  patzia  Tordoane.'*  lai  dit  la 
doge,  *<at  aoamata-toi  a  aa  toloat^.^*  Maia  aa 
rentraat  daaa  aon  palaia,  ea  malhaaraax  lieillard 
a'^aaoalt,  «paia^  par  la  yioleaea  qa*il  a'etait 
fkite.  Jacob  davait  aaoora  paaaar  aaa  aan^  aa 
a  U  Can^,  avaat  qa'oa  lai  readlt  la 
mihDt  Uberti  limits  a  Uqaella  U  itait  r4dait 
aTaat  eat  ^teameat;  maia  a  peiaa  fat  il  d4- 
baroa4  aar  aetta  tena  d*exil,  qa'U  y  moarat  da 
doaUar.* 

])4a-lon,  at  paadant  qaiaaa  laola,  la  Tieax  doga, 
aeeabl4  d'aan^  at  da  ehaniaa,  aa  reooaTra  plan  la 
foree  da  aoa  eonaoaeelle  da  aoa  Aaia;  il  a'aaaiatait 
plaa  a  aaeaa  oea  eoaaaila,  at  il  ae  ^aTait  plaa 
rempUr  aaenaa  daa  fimetioaa  da  aa  digaitA.  II  6tait 
eatre  dana  ad  qaatrt»-Tiagt-aixi4Bie  aan^,  et  ai  la 
eoaaail  daa  dix  andt  4te  aaaeaptible  de  qaelqaa 
piti^,  il  aarait  attaada  an  ailaaca  la  fia,  aana  doata 
procbalne,  d'aaa  eaRi4re  maiqa4e  part  taat  de  gloira 
et  taat  de  malhaara.  Maia  la  eaaf  da  eoaaeil  dee  dix 
Halt  alon  Jaoqaaa  Loradaao,  fila  da  Marc,  et  neraa 
da  Piana,  la  grand  amiral,  qai  toatelear  rib  aTaieat 
4tt  laa  aaaaima  aafaarate  da  Tieax  doga.  Da  araieat 
traaaaiia  lear  halaa  a  leara  aaftaa,  at  oette  TleiUa 
raaeeaa  a'Hait  paa  aaeora  aatiafaita-f  A  riaati- 
satioa  de  Loredaao,  Jerome  Barbazigo,  iaqaiaitaar 
a'etat,  propoaa  aa  eoaaail  daa  dix,  au  moia  d'Oeto- 
bra,  1457,  da  aoaaiattra  Foaeari  a  aaa  aoavaOa 
hamitiatioa.  D^  qaa  ca  augiatrat  aa  poavait  plaa 
raaaplir  aea  foaetioaa,  Barbarigo  denumda  qa*oa 
aaaamfit  an  antra  doga.  Jia  eoaaeil,  qai  a'vaitraf^ia4 
par  deax  fola  Tabdioatioa  da  Foaeari,  Mree  qae  la 
ooaatitat&on  na  poavait  la  parmattae,  aMta  avaat 
da  aa  Biatti4  an  coatradictioB  areo  aaa  propraa 
d^crata.  Laa  diaoaaaiona  daaa  la  eonaafl  et  la  jaata 
aa  prolong4Nnt  paadaat  halt  joara,  jaaqae  fort 
avaat  daaa  le  aait.  Cependant,  oa  fit  eatrar  daaa 
raaaambl^a  Mareo  Foacari,  procarataar  da  8aiBt» 
Mare,  at  fr^re  da  doga,  poar  qa*il  lot  114  par  la 
radoabtable  aermeat  da  aaeret,  at  qa*il  aa  pit  arr^ 
ter  lea  m«a4aa  de  aea  eanamia.  Baila,  la  conaellaa 
rendit  aapr4a  da  doga,  at  lai  damaada  d'ahdiqaat 
▼oloatairament  aa  emploi  qa'il  aa  poarait  plaa 
roar.  <«J'ai  jar4/*  rendit  le  Heillard,  «da 
plir  jaaoa'a  ma  mort,  aelon  mon  hoanaar  at  ma 
caaacieace,  lea  fbnctiona  aaxqaaUaa  ma  patiia  m*a 
appel4.  Je  ae  puis  medelir  moi-m^me  de  aton 
aerment;  qn*aa  wdre  dea  eoaaaila  diapoae  d4  moL 
je  m*y  aoumettrai.  maia Ja  na  le  daranoarai  paa.'* 
Alora  une  noarelle  d^Uoerattoa  da  eoaaail  d41ia 
Franooia  Foaeazi  da  aoa  aenaent  daeal.  lai  aaaara 
e  peaaion  de  deax  atilla  daeata  pour  le  reata  da 
TM,  et  lai  ordoaaa  d*4faeaer  aa  tooia  joara  la 
palida,  at  da  d4peaar  laa  omanana  da  aa  digait*. 
Le  doge  ayant  zamazqa^  panai  lea  coaaailiara  qai 
lui  porteraat  cat  aidra,  aa  ehef  da  qaaraate  ou'il 
ae  eoaaoiaaait  paa  daniaada  aon  nom :  **  Je  auia  la 
fila  da  Marco  Mlammo,"  lai  dit  la  eoaaailler.^*' Ah  1 
ton  p^ie  4tait  mon  and,"  lai  dit  le  viaax  doga,  aa 
aonpirant.  II  doaaa  aaaaitdt  daa  ordrea  poar  qa'oa 
traaaport&t  aaa  afibta  dana  ana  aiaiaon  a  lai ;  at  la 
leadamain  28  Ootobra  on  la  Tit,  aa  aoataaat  a  paiaa, 
appay4  aar  aan  Tieax  IMra,  zadaaoandara  eea 
Biaa  eaaaliaia  aar  leaqaala,  tranta-qaatre  aaa 
aaparaTant,  on  Tavait  Ta  iaataU4  aTee  tant  da 
pompa,  et  trareraer  oea  m^ea  aallea  od  la  repab- 
Hqae  ayait  recu  rer  aarmeaa.  Le  paapla  aati« 
parat  indign4  de  tant  de  dareti  exeme  eontra  an 
Tieillard  qu'il  reapaetait  at  qa*il  aiaiait;  maia  la 
eoaaeil  dea  dix  fit  pablier  ana  defanaa  da  pariar  da 
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oette  revolution*  tout  peine  d'etre  tndnit  derent 
lea  inqnisitenn  d'^t.  Le  20  Octobre,  Paaqnal 
Malipieri,  procurateur  de  Saint-Maro,  tat  Hvl  pour 
lucoesseur  de  Fosceri ;  celni-d  n'eut  pat  nteauoins 
rhnmiliation  de  virre  si^et,  la  oa  il  avait  T^ga^. 
Bn  entendant  le  son  dee  docbes.  qui  sonnaie&t  en 
actiona  de  sr&cee  pour  cette  ^leetioni  il  mourut 
•ubitement  d'une  bemonrbagie  eausee  par  une  veiae 
qui  a'Mata  dana  aa  poitrine.* 


*'Lb  doge,  ble8s6  de  trouver  eouataxament  un 
oontradicteur  et  ua  oenseur  si  amer  daua  aon  fr^e, 
lui  dit  un  jour  en  plein  oonseil :  *'  Meseire  Augnatin, 
Vous  faite  tout  votre  possible  pour  b&ter  ma  mort ; 
Tous  Toua  flattei  de  me  succMer ;  mais,  ai  les  autres 
▼ous  oonnaisaent  auaai  Men  que  je  tous  oonnaia,  ils 
n'auvont  garde  de  voua  ^lire.''  La-dessus  il  se  le 
leya,  hon  del  ool^e,  rentra  dans  son  appartement, 
et  mourut  quelques  jours  apr^  Ce  trere,  contre 
le  lequel  il  s*^tait  emport^  nit  predsement  le  sue- 
eesseur  qu'on  lui  donna.  C'etait  un  mMte  dont 
on  aimut  a  tenir  compte ;  aurtout  a  un  parent,  de 
s'etre  mis  en  opposition  ayeo  le  ebef  de  la  r^ub- 
Bque.''^— Dorw,  Hittoin  de  VmUe,  toI.  ii.  aee.  xi. 
p.^»8. 


In  Ijady  Homn*a  featlese  and  excellent  work 
upon  **  Italy,"  I  perceiTe  tbe  expression  of  '*  Rome 
•t  the  Ocean  "  applied  to  Venice.  The  aame  pbraae 
oeours  in  tbe  *'  Two  Foscari."  My  publisher  can 
fottch  kn  nw  that  my  tragedy  was  written  and  sent 
to  England  aome  time  before  I  had  aeen  Lady  Mor^ 
2an's  work,  which  I  only  received  on  the  I6th  of 
August.  I  haaten,  however,  to  notice  the  ooind- 
deuce,  and  to  yield  the  originality  of  the  phrase  to 
her  who  flrat  placed  :t  before  the  public.  I  am  the 
more  anxious  to  do  this,  aa  I  am  informed  (for  I 
have  aeen  but  few  of  the  spedmeos,  and  those 
acddentaUy)  that  there  hare  lately  been  brought 
against  me  ehargea  of  plagiarism.  I  have  also  had 
aa  anonymous  sort  of  threatening  intimation  of 
the  same  kind,  apparently  with  the  mtent  of  extort- 
ing money.  To  such  charges  I  have  no  answer  to 
make.  One  of  them  is  ludicrous  enough.  I  am 
reptoached  for  having  formed  the  desenption  of  a 
ahtpwreck  in  verse  from  the  narrative  of  many 
metmU  shipwreeka  injareee,  selecting  such  materiab 
as  were  most  stiiking.  Gibbon  makes  it  a  merit 
In  Tasao  '*  to  have  copied  the  minutest  details  of 
the  Siege  of  Jerusalem  from  the  Chroniclee."  In 
me  it  may  be  a  demerit,  I  presume :  let  it  remain 
•o.  Whibt  I  have  been  occupied  in  defencting 
Pope's  character,  the  lower  orders  of  Grub  street 
appear  to  have  been  assailing  mine:  this  ia  aa  it 
should  be,  both  in  them  and  in  me.  One  of  the  accu- 
sations in  the  nameless  epistle  alluded  to  is  still 
more  laughable :  It  states  seriously  that  I  **  received 
five  hunored  pounds  for  writing  advertisementa  for 
Dav  and  Martin's  patent  blacking !  "  This  ia  the 
hignest  compliment  to  my  litnary  powers  whieh  I 


•  Mnfa  flftnato,  Vki  da*  DotiU  dl  Yenaris  ^  UM^-ChraricoB  B^ii- 
MMn^  T.  XXI.  ^  M.-Clui«dbio  d«  SoUo  IrtMti  BmdMife,  T.  XXLp. 

M^-^i>ngi««,  BMifo  ViMi^Mii.  XXI.  p.  lIMl    M.  A. ~ 

DL  U  VOL  L  901. 

t  The  YenndiM  uppemr  IB  haw  had  a  paAlaular  tam  fi 
fcaartaaf  Swk  P^fi  »»abw»a  te  aimSiar  Imnnm  af  iha  Mnd  In  ewDof* 
ManafiaibaKgoj  ha  iMa  aoeeaadad  by  Ui  famlw  AufuMlae  Baitoi^ 
atoacMafaaadHiaUirawiiiil lil. 


It  ttatei  nito  **lbA  a  penuk  hu 
been  trying  to  make  the  aequaintanos  e(  Mt. 
Townsend,  a  gentfeman  of  the  law,  whowaswilb 
me  on  buainees  in  Veniee  three  jma  ago,  Ik  thi 
purpoee  of  obtaining  aa^  defrmateiy  paticokn  of 
my  life  from  this  occasional  visitoE.'*^  Mr.  To«a- 
send  is  weloome  to  say  what  he  knewa.  I  meatiaii 
these  particulBre  merely  to  ahew  the  woild  i& 
general  what  the  Utmtury  lower  wetld  eontabs,  oad 
theirwayofeettingtowQtk.  Another 'duigsM^, 
I  am  told,  in  the  "litenuy  GMette"  is,  tiitt  I 
wrote  the  notes  to  «QnecnMab:*'awDikwhicliI 
never  eaw  till  some  time  after  its  poUieatioii,  tad 
which  I  xeooUeet  showing  toMr.Sotheby  as  t  fom. 
of  great  power  and  imagiaation.  I  aevenrnii  4 
line  of  the  notea,  nor  ever  saw  them  eseept  ia  tbdi 
published  form.  Ne  one  knows  bettor  than  tMr 
real  autiior,  that  hia  opinions  sad  mhie  dife 
materially  upon  the  metaphysioal  portion  of  that 
work ;  tnough  in  eommdn  witii  all  who  are 
not  blinded  by  baaenees  said  bimtiy,  I  bigUr 
admire  the  poetry  of  that  and  has  other  paw 
cations. 

Mr.  Sonthey,  too,  in  his  pious  preface  to  a  poem 
whose  blasphemy  is  as  hannless  as  the  sedition  d 
Wat  Tyler,  because  it  is  equally  absurd  with  that 
ainoere  production,  calls  upon  the  **  le^fislature  to 
look  to  It,"  as  the  tderation  of  such  writings  led  to 
the  French  Revolution :  not  such  writings  as  W&t 
Tyler,  but  as  those  of  the  "Satanic  School."  Tha 
is  not  true,  and  Mr.  Southey  knows  ft  to  be  not 
true.  Every  Frendi  writer  of  any  freedom  vu 
peraecuted ;  Voltaire  and  Rousseau  were  exilea, 
Marmontel  and  Diderot  were  sent  to  the  BastOe, 
and  a  perpetual  war  was  waged  with  the  whole  cUm 
bv  the  ezistinsr  despotism.  In  the  next  place  th« 
French  Revolution  was  not  occasioned  bj  anr 
writings  whatsoever,  but  must  have  Dccerred  haa 
no  such  writers  ever  existed.  It  Is  the  fashion  to 
attribute  eveiv  thing  to  liie  French  ReroIvtioD, 
and  the  Frencn  Revolution  to  everv  thing  bat  iti 
real  cause.  That  cause  is  obviou»-^e  government 
exacted  too  much,  and  the  people  could  neither  oieo 
nor  hoar  more.  Without  this,  the  SncycIope£sti 
might  have  written  their  Angers  off  without  ^c 
occurrence  of  a  single  alteration.  And  the  fs^m 
Revolution— (tiie  first,  I  mean)-^hat  was  it  occa- 
sioned by?  The  Pttntane  were  surely  as  piooa  and 
moral  as  Wesley  or  his  biographer  I  Acta— ecta  on 
the  part  of  government,  and  not  writings  against 
them,  have  caused  the  past  convulBdons,  and  an 
tending  to  the  future. 

I  look  upon  such  as  inevitabk,  though  no  revola- 
tionist;  I  wish  to  see  the  English  coastitotioa 
restored  and  not  destroyed.  Bom  an  aristooat, 
and  naturally  one  by  temper,  with  the  greater  not 
of  my  present  property  in  the  funds,  what  have  /  la 

fpain  by  a  revolution  ?  Pcrhapa,  I  have  more  to 
ose  in  every  way  than  Mr.  Southey,  with  all  hh 
places  and  presents  for  panegyrin  and  abase  into 
the  bargain.  But  that  a  revolution  as  ineritaUe,  I 
repeat.  The  government  may  exult  over  the  repn*' 
sion  of  petty  tumults ;  these  are  but  the  receding 
waves  repulsed  and  broken  for  a  moment  on  tha 
shore,  while  the  great  tide  is  still  rolling  on  and 
gaining  ground  with  every  breaker.  Mr.  Southey 
accuses  us  of  attacking  the  religion  of  the  coub{'7; 
and  is  he  abetting  it  by  writing  lives  of  '^ofT 
One  mode  of  worship  is  merely  destroyed  bj 
another.  There  never  was»  nor  ever  will  be,  a 
country  without  a  religion.  We  shall  be  told  of 
France  again  *,  but  it  waa  only  Paria  and  a  frantio 
party*  which  for  a  moment  i^^held  their  dogmatis 
nonsense  of  theophilanthropy .  The  ohurch  of  ABg* 
land,  if  overthrown,  will  be  swept  away  by  the 
sectarians,  and  not  \sy  the  skeptics.  People  «» 
too  wise*  toe  waU-infomed*  too  esctaia  of  tMr 
own  immenae  importance  in  the  reafans  of  qeoc« 
ever  to  submit  to  the  impiety  of  detobt  That 
may   be   a  few  such   diffident   specnlsSK<«  uki 


APfSMIXIX  TO  THB  TWO  WOBOAML 


b«t  te  ■•  ?H7  fcw;  ud  IMr  opfaioM»  wM^ 
«nt  MultMhnn  or  appeol  to  tho  pttotoao,  ooa 


Mr.  a  wiA.  A  ooviidhr  ftiooUy,  onlti  ot«  tko 
nticbotad  *'4M;&-bed  ivpmteaoo"  of  tho  oliioeto 
ofUsdiriikoj  and  indi^M  hinoclf  In  «  plooaoat 
<'TisioB  of  JudgMont,"  m  pcooo  m  wdl  m  tmoo, 
fan  of  impiB—  fiipttdomoo,  Wkat  Mr.  &'•  oontt- 
tUnw  or  oo*  mmj  do  in  tkie  awftil  moment  of  UaTing 
Hum  ftsto  of  omotoaoe  noitbor  ^  nor  wo  oon  pore- 
toad  toteUo.  In  oommon,  I  proouno,  idth  moot 
mm  of  aaj  roAoetion,  /  hoTO  not  waited  for  a 
"doath-M'*  to  lepont  of  mony  of  mr  oetiono, 
notintlwtmHng  tkio  "dJaboUool  prids**  whidi  this 
pitifal  nnegado  In  hie  ranooor  would  impnto  to 
thoM  wibo  ooora  Ami.  Whether  upon  the  whole 
^  coed  or  orrfl  of  mj  deeds  may  proponderate  ia 
not  fiv  ao  to  aeeertem ;  bnt,  ae  mj  moot  on' 
opportonitieo  haTO  boon  gioater,  I  ahall  limit  mT 
pment  defimee  to  an  aaeertion  (easilT  proved,  if 
BflceoniT),  that  I,  "  in  my  dtipree/^  hare  done 
mcne  nil  good  in  any  one  fpfva  year,  tinoe  I  was 
twentfi  thtt  Mr.  8o«tne]r  in  tne  whole  oonrse  of  his 
shifting  tnd  tom-ooat  existence.  There  are  soraral 
actions  to  vhieh  I  can  look  hack  with  an  honest 
vide,  not  to  be  damped  by  the  rahwiwies  of  a  hiro- 
Gnff.  Thttoaro  others  to  wUdi  I  recor  with  sorrow 
ana  nnentanoo ;  bat  the  only  m^  of  my  life  of 

eh  ilr.  Sonthoy  can  hare  any  »oal  knowledge, 


MHwaeoMwUeh  bra^t  mo  la 
BOor  oouMsion  of  his  own,  did  no  d 


I  am  not  ignorant  of  Mr.  8o«1hey's  I 
a  dUhreat  oeeoaion,  knowing  them  to  be  sach» 
whieh  ho  scattered  abroad  on  his  lotmn    ' 
Switavlandi 
him  no  I, 
right  ooo,  they  i 

**death-bed"  may  bo,  it  is  not  my  prorinoo  to 
predioato:  let  him  sottio  it  with  his  Maker,  aa  I 
must  do  with  mine.  There  Is  something  at  oneo 
Indieroos  and  bUsphemons  fai  this  arrogant  scribbler 
of  all  work  sittins  down  '  '  '  ' 
mhis 


rland  against  mo  and  othen :  they  have  done 
» good  &  this  world,  and,  if  his  oood  be  the 
no,  they  will  do  lom  in  the  next    WhatAif 


foUow-onataieo,  with  Wat 
Tyler,  the  Apotheosis  of  Oeotgo  the  Third,  and  the 
BUgvonMrndn  tibe  rogieido,  all  shnlBed  together 
In  Eu  wiUfaag-dask.  One  of  Us  consolations  ap- 
pears to  be  a  Latin  note  from  the  work  of  a  Mr. 
Landor,  the  anther  of  « GoUr,"  whoso  friendship 
for  Bobort  Souther  will,  it  seems,  <<  be  aa  honor  to 
him  whoa  the  epnemeval  disputes  and  ephomersl 
repotations  of  the  day  are  forgotten."  i  for  one 
nttther  mrr  him  "  the  friendship,"  nor  tibe  gjorr  in 
reyeralon  w&ioh  is  to  socrue  from  U,  like  Mr.  Thelos- 
son's  fortone  In  the  third  and  fourth  generatioa. 
This  friendship  will  probably  be  as  memorable  aa 
his  own  epics,  which  (as  I  qnotod  to  him  ten  « 
-  selfo  Tears  ago  la  «*  BadUsh  Bards  ")  Poison  said 
would  be  remembered  wmuk  Homer  and  Yirgil  are 
For  tibe  preeeat,  I 


foogottoa,  and  not  till 
loavohin. 


SARD  ANAP  ALUS ; 

A  TRAGEDY. 

TO 

THE    ILLUSTKIOUS     GOETHE 

▲  BTBXHQVa.  mBSrilBB  TO  OPFBR  THB  HOMA^OB 

OF  4  LITBRAKT  TAMAL  TO  BI8  LIBOB  LO&D,  THB  FIB8T  07  BXI8TIHO  WIUTBBt 

WBO  HAS  CKBATBO  THB  LITBBATUBB  OF  HX8  OWX  COVHTHT, 

AND  ILLU8TBATED  THAT  OP  BTTBOFB. 

THB  t7NW0BTHT  FRODUCTIOH  WHICH  THB  AUTHOB  TBNTUlUW  TO  XITBOBIBB  TO  BIM 
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PBEFACB. 

Ix  publishing  tho  tngediM  of  Sardamipaliu  and 
Ihe  Two  Foscaxi,  I  lutre  only  to  repeat  that  they  were 
not  compoeed  with  the  most  remote  yiew  to  the  stage. 

On  the  attempt  made  by  the  Managers  in  a  for- 
mer instance,  the  public  opinion  has  be^i  already 
expressed. 

With  regard  to  my  own  priyate  feelings,  as  it 
seems  that  they  are  to  stand  for  nothing,  I  shall 
say  nothing. 

For  the  historical  foundation  of  the  compositions 
in  question,  the  reader  is  referred  to  the  Notes. 

The  Attliior  has  in  one  instance  attempted  to 
presenre,  and  in  the  other  to  approach  the  **  uni- 
ties ; "  coneeiying  that  with  any  very  distant  depar- 
ture from  them,  there  may  be  poetry,  but  can  be  no 
drama.  He  is  aware  of  the  unpopularity  of  this 
notion  in  present  English  literature ;  but  it  is  not  a 
system  of  his  own,  being  merely  an  opinion,  which, 
not  Tery  long  ago,  was  the  law  of  literature  through- 
out the  world,  and  is  still  so  in  the  more  dyilised 
psrts  of  it.  But  **  Nous  avons  change  tout  cela," 
and  are  reaping  the  adrantages  of  the  change.  The 
writer  is  far  from  oonceiring  that  any  thing  he  can 
adduce  by  pecsonal  precept  or  example  can  at  all 
approach  his  regular,  or  even  irregular  predecessors ; 
he  is  merely  giving  a  reason  why  he  preferred  the 
more  regular  formation  of  a  structure  howerer 
feeble,  to  an  entire  abandonment  of  all  rules  what- 
■ooTsr.  "When  he  has  ftiled  the  fiulure  is  in  the 
mkltootrHttd  not  ia  tibo  art 


In  this  tragedy  it  has  been  my  intention  to  fo.to« 
the  account  of  Diodorus  Sioulus :  reducing  it,  how- 
erer, to  such  dramatic  regularity  as  I  best  conld, 
and  trying  to  approach  the  unities.  I  therefon 
suppose  the  rebellion  to  explode  and  succeed  in  ose 
day  by  a  sudden  conspiracy  instead  of  the  long  «v 
of  the  history. 


DRAMATIS  PEBSONJB. 
ilbt.— Sabdanafalus,  Kinff  of  Ninweht  aM 

Akbacbs,  the  Meddf  who  aapirtd  to  tht 

Thnne, 
BBLBS18,  a  Chaidean  amd  Sooihtoiifer. 
Salbmbmbs,  ih»  Kmp't  Brotker-in^iam* 
Altada,   an   Asojprian   Officer  of  tht 

Palaoo. 
Paxia. 
Zames. 
Sfbbo. 
Balba. 

TrofiM».-<-ZABiXA,  the  Queen, 

Mt&bha,  an  Ionian  femak  fiSsw,  W 
the  Faooriie  qf  SAuaAXAFALin. 
Women  eampoimg  the  Harem  of  Saboaxafiioi, 
Chtarde,  AttemUmte,  Chaldean  PrietHf  Mtdm, 

Scene— a  Hall  in  the  Boyal  Palaee  «f  NintfsL 


ACT  1. 


UMDMMJ^JdJOB. 
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Of]iuaniglitwt«m«4>thiM«:  ■••  aoiigkt  matiaf 


&r.  fijjwitfii/  to  MM  ^  hii  oUrndtmU.)  Led  wnember 

Be  i«l«d»d,  and  lit,«iiAltoi.V4  forth  *    SW-  Would  thorn  owldat » 


.% 


'•^Vfl'' 


UMMMABJOJOB. 


ACT  I. 


AHaUimtk^Pkihm, 


*4.  hk  qoMA, 


Sahmmm,  (•ohm,)  Hafaatk 
tetsliUhekberlord; 
Bekftth  iRODf'd  my  aMBtor,  ttiU  h«  if  nj 
He  bafh  wrong'd  his  people*  etiU  he  It  their  tor- 


And  I  nwt  be  bis  friMd  u  wen  as  enljeet : 

He  BQit  sot  perish  tbve.    IwHlKotaee 

Tbe  blood  of  Nunrod  a&d  Seminnnia 

Smk  in  the  ear^  and  tiiirteefli  bnmdmd  yeait 

Of  enplie  ending  like  a  shepherd'a  tale; 

He  flmst  be  rooeed.    In  bis  eflfeiainate  boait 

TbeK  k  a  eaielsee  eowrage  which  eonnption 

Has  not  all  qveaeb'd,  and  latent  eneigiea» 

Bepices'd  by  cireii]nBtanoe»  bnt  not  destioy'dr-* 

St^'d,  bet  not  diown'd,  in  deep  Tdnptncnaaeee. 

If  bom  a  peasant,  be  bad  been  a  man 

To hsfe  xoadi'd  an  eGenire;  to  an  empiie  ben, 

He  win  beqneatb  none;  nothing  but  a  naae* 

Which  his  scms  will  not  prise  in  heritage  ^— 

Tet,  not  an  lost,  even  yet  he  nuty  ledeen 

His  floth  and  aluone,  by  o^y  being  that 

Whieh  ha  should  be,  as  essay  aa  the  thing 

Hsshonldaotbeandk.    Were  it  lees  tofl 

To  iway  hk  nations  than  eonsume  hk  lilii  ? 

To  head  an  anny  dian  to  rale  a  harem  ? 

He  sweats  in  palling  pkaswes,  duUs  hk  seol. 

And  n^M  hk  goodly  stiength,  in  toik  whieh  yield 

not 
HeOdilike  ths  ehaae,  nor  gtosy  like  the  waz^ 
Be  mist  be  looeed.    Alaa  1  there  k  no  eonad 

\9ouHd  •/  mfi  mmtekeardfromwUkm, 
To  loose  him  ehort  of  thnnder.    Hark  1  the  hite. 
The  tysBv  the  tnakrd ;  the  laseirioas  tinklings 
Of  lulling  Inetramenti,  the  softening  ▼olees 
Of  women,  snd  of  beings  lees  than  women. 
Halt  ddBein  tP  the  echo  of  hk  rerel, 
Whik  the  great  kmg  of  all  w>e  know  of  eartii 
Lolto  etown'd  with  raees,  and  hk  diadem 
liei  negligently  by  to  be  eanght  np 
By  the  first  manly  hand  whieh  daiee  to  anatok  it. 
Lo,  where  they  eooae !  already  I  peroeive 
The  reeking  odors  of  the  perAimed  trains, 
And  eee  Ike  bright  eems  of  the  glittsring  girk. 
At  onee  hk  ehonisind  hk  oonacil>  ilsah 
Along  the  ganery,  and  amidst  the  damaek. 
As  feminkely  garb'd,  and  scares  less  female. 
The  gimdeen  of  Semizamk,  the  man-^neen. 
He  comei !  ShaU  I  await  him  ?  yes,  and  front  hka, 
And  tell  him  what  aU  good  men  tell  eneh  other, 
^Making  of  him  and  hk.    They  come,  the  tlaTeVi 
I«ed  by  the  numandi  anbjact  to  hk  ekves. 


6CEXEIL 
Jlemiy ,  mttmdfd  6y  a  trgin  9/ 


Sot,  ^spMAsM  Is  seme  e/  hi$  attandnuti.]  Iiet 
the  paribon  •ver  the  Snphrateo 
Be  gukftded,  ami  Ut,  sad  fnnush'd  forth 
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« 

For  an  eqiedd  ben^net ;  attihahov 
Of  midnight  we  win  snpthene:  sae  non^t  wanting 
And  bid  the  gaUcty  be  prepared.    Therek 
A  cooling  taieese  whkh  erisps  the  bread  olear  river 
We  win  embark  anon.    Pair  nymphs,  who  deign 
To  share  the  soft  boors  of  Saidanapalvs, 
Well  meet  sgain  in  that  the  sweeteet  honr. 
When  we  shall  gather  like  the  etars  above  ns. 
And  yon  wiU  form  a  hsaven  as  bright  as  tiiaia  • 
Till  then,  kt  each  be  mktrem  of  her  time, 
And  thou,  my  own  Ionian  Myrrha,i  ehooae, 
Wat  thorn  along  with  them  or  me  ? 

Afyr.  My  lord 

Star.  My  lord,  my  hi^l  why  anewereth  thon  ee 
coldly? 
It  k  the  enrse  of  kings  to  be  so  anawer'd. 
Eule  thy  own  heura,  Uiou  ruleat  mine— eay,  wooUkt 

then 

Aoeempany  onr  gneets,  or  charm  away 
The  moments  from  me  ? 

Jfyr.  The  king*e  choice  k  mlne^ 

8ar,  I  pray  thee  say  not  so :  my  ohiafost  joy 
Is  to  oontribnte  to  thine  every  wkh. 
I  do  not  dare  to  breathe  my  own  desire, 
Lest  it  should  ckah  with  thine ;  for  thou  art  stiQ 
Too  prompt  to  sacriice  thy  thonghts  for  others 

ilyr.  I  wonld  remain:  I  have  no  happiness 
Save  in  beholding  thine ;  yet 

Sar,  Yet!  whatnt) 

Thy  own  sweet  will  shall  be  the  only  bsrzier 
Which  ever  riees  betwixt  thee  and  me. 

Uyr,  1  think  the  praeent  k  the  wonted  hoar 
Of  council;  it  were  better  I  retire. 

Sal,  (cornea  /orward  and  aayi  J  '^^  Ionian  slaw 
says  weU ;  let  her  retire. 

Sar.  Who  answers  ?  How  now,  brother  ? 

SaL  The  iu§m'$  brother. 

And  your  most  faithM  vassal,  royal  lord. 

fikr.  (addre$tmghu  train,)  As  I  have  said,  let 
all  dispose  their  hours 
TiU  midnight,  when  again  we  pray  your  presence. 

[Tlu  90urt  r9tirm0* 
(Tf>  Mtbuu.,  10AO  w  going*)  Myrxha !  I  thought 
<Aoif  wouldst  remain. 

Uyr,  Great  king, 

Thou  didst  not  say  so. 

Bar,  But  Ooii  lookedst  it ; 

I  know  each  glance  of  those  Ionic  eyes, 
Which  said  thou  wouldst  not  leave  me. 

Afyr.  Sire!  your  brother 

Sal.  Hk  comtorV*  brother,  minion  of  lonk ! 
Hew  darest  <Ao«  name  me  and  not  blush*? 

Sar,  Not  blush  t 

Thou  hast  no  more  eyes  than  heart  to  make  her 

crimson 

like  to  the  dying  day  on  Caucasus, 
Where  sunset  tints  tiie  snow  with  rosy  shadows. 
And  then  reproach  her  with  thine  own  cold  blind* 

ness. 
Which  will  not  see  it.  What,  in  tears,  my  Myrrha? 

SaL  Let  them  flow  on ;  she  weeps  for  more  than 
one, 
And  k  herself  the  cause  of  bitterer  teara. 

Sar.  Cursed  be  he  who  eanaed  those  tears  to  flow! 

Sal,  Curse  net  thyself— millions  do  that  already. 

Sar,    Thou  dost   forget  thee:    make  me  not 


I  am  a  monarch. 
M.  Would  thou  oouldst  * 


MO 


BTBOirS 


Myr.  Mywomnign, 

I  fny  and  €koii^  too,  pvlnee,  pendt  my  tbaettoo. 

Ssr.  Since  it  miut  b«  ao,  and  tUa  okwl  has 
check'd 
TI17  gentile  itrixit,  go ;  bat  Tecollaet 
That  we  must  forthwith  meet :  I  had  nUier  loae 
An  empire  than  thy  preaence.  [Am(  Mtbbha. 

Sal»  It  may  be, 

Thou  wilt  lose  both,  and  botii  for  ever ! 

Sar»  Brotiier, 

1  can  at  least  eommand  myself,  who  listen 
To  language  such  as  this ;  yet  urge  no  not 
Beyond  my  easy  nature. 

Sal,  Tie  beyond 

That  easy,  far  too  easy,  idle  nature, 
Which  I  would  urge  thee.    0  that  I  oodd  ronse 

thee? 
Though  'twere  against  myself. 

Sar,  By  the  god  Baal  \ 

The  man  would  make  me  tyrant. 

8ai,  80  thou  art. 

Think'st  thou  tiiere  is  no  tyvansy  but  tiiat 
Of  blood  and  chains  ?  the  despotism  of 
The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury^— 
The  negligence— 4he  apathy— the  erils 
Of  sensual  sloth— produce  ten  thonsand  tyraatt. 
Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 
The  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 
However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 
The  false  and  fond  examples  of  thy  lusts 
Corrupt  no  less  than  they  oppress,  and  sap 
In  the  same  moment  all  thy  pageant  power 
And  those  who  should  sustain  it;  so  that  whether 
A  foreign  foe  invade,  or  eivil  broil 
Distract  within,  both  will  alike  prove  fatal : 
The  first  thy  subjects  have  no  heart  to  conquer ; 
The  last  they  ratitier  would  assist  than  vanquish. 

Sar,  Why  what  makes  tiiee  the  mottth^'pleoe  of 
the  people  ^ 

SaL  Forgiveness  of  the  queen,  my  Aster's  wrongs ; 
A  natural  love  unto  my  infant  nephews ; 
Faith  to  tile  king,  a  faith  he  ntay  need  shortly, 
In  more  than  w«rds ;  respect  for  Nimrod's  line  | 
Also,  another  thing  thon  knowest  not 

Sar,  What*  s  that  ? 

Sal.  To  thee  an  unknown  word. 

Sar.  Yet  speak  it ; 

1  love  to  learn. 

SaL  Tirtoe. 

Sar,  Not  know  the  word  t 

Never  was  word  yet  rung  so  ia  my  ears- 
Worse  that,  the  rabble's  shout,  or  spUttSng  trumpet ; 
I've  heard  thy  sister  talk  of  nothing  else. 

Sal»  To  change  tilie  irksome  theme,  Hien,  hear  of 
vice. 

Sar,  From  whom  ? 

Sal,  Bven  from  the  winds,  if  tiion  cooldst  Hstea 
Unto  the  echoes  of  tike  nation's  voioa. 

Sar,   Come,  I'm  indulgent,  as   thon  knowest, 
patient, 
its  thou  hast  often  proved'  ■speak  oat,  what  mores 
thee? 

Sal,  Thy  peril. 

Sar,  Say  on. 

SaL  Thus,  tiien :  all  the  nationa. 

For  they  axe  many,  whom  thy  fktiier  left 
tn  heritage,  are  loud  ip  wrath  against  tiiee. 

air.  'OainsteM/  What  weald  tiwalafBer 

SaL  AhfeMT. 


Anda^ 


Sar. 
Am  I  then? 

Sal.  In  their  eyas  aMtiiiag ;  bat 

In  mine  a  man  who  might  be  something  still. 

Sar.  The  raiUag  drunkards  I  why,  what  aovU 
they  have  ? 
Have  Hktsf  net  peaoe  and  pleaty  ? 

Sal,  Oftiietnt 

More  than  ia  gleiions ;  of  the  last^  fe  leer 
Than  the  kitog  leoks  of. 

Sar.  Whose  then  is  tiM  erime, 

But  the  folse  satraps,  who  provide  no  bettv  ? 

SaL  And  somewhat  in  the  monarch  whs  ae'9 
looks 
Beyond  his  palace  walls,  or  if  he  stfrs 
Beyond  them,  'tis  bat  to  some  mountaia  pslMS, 
Till  summer  heats  wear  down.   OgloneosBsall 
^Who  built  up  this  vast  empire,  and  wart  male 
'a  god,  or  at  the  least  shineat  like  a  god 
Through  the  kmg  eentaries  of  thy  renown. 
This,  thy  presumed  descendant,  ne'er  beheld 
Aa  king  the  kingdoms  thon  didst  leave  aa  heio. 
Won  with  thy  blood,  and  toil,  and  time,  sad  ptrO  I 
For  what  ?  to  fiDunish  imposts  for  a  revel, 
Or  multiplied  extortiona  finr  a  minion. 

Sar,  lundentand  thee— thou  wouUst  have  aw  gi 
Forth  as  a  conqueror.    By  all  the  stars 
Which  the  Chaldeans  read— the  restless  slaves 
Deserve  that  I  should  curse  them  with  their  wiiki% 
And  lead  tiiem  forth  to  glmry. 

Sal,  Whswfoianet? 

Semiramis— a  woman  only^ed 
These  our  Assyrians  to  the  solar  sheres 
Of  Ganges, 

San  'TIS  most  true.    And  Aow  rstunt'd? 

Sal,  Why,  like  a  fNim— a  hero ;  bailed,  bat 
Kotvanquiih'd.  With  but  twenty  guards,  she  nadi 
Good  her  retreat  to  Baetiia. 

Sar.  And  how  auny 

Left  she  behind  in  India  to  the  vultaies  ? 

Sal,  Our  annals  say  not. 

Sar.  ThenlvrfilaayfortheiH- 

That  she  had  better  woven  within  her  palaoe 
Some  twenty  gannents,  than  with  tweaty  gasids 
Have  fled  to  Bactiia,  leaving  to  the  ravens, 
And  wolves,  and  men— the  fiercer  ef  the  three, 
Her  myriads  of  fond  snbf  eeta.    Is  tMi  gloiy  ? 
Then  let  me  live  in  Ignominy  ever. 

Sal,  AH  warlike  spirits  have  not  the  same  iMa 
Semiramis,  the  glorious  parent  1>f 
A  hundred  ktegs.  althoagh  she  fefl'd  ia  UMt, 
Brought  Persia,  Media,  Baotria,  to  tiie  rsslm 
Which  she  once  sway'4-and-  thou  im^tl  rmj. 

ftir.  Ii 

She  bat  eubdaed  them. 

SaL  It  niay  be  eie  long 

That  they  will  need  her  sword  aiors  than  yiai 
sceptre. 

Sot.  There  was  a  certain  Bacchus,  was  there  net? 
I've  heard  my  Greek  girls  speak  of  such— they  uj 
He  was  a  god,  that  is,  a  Greeian  god. 
An  idol  ^reign  to  Assyria's  wonhip, 
Who  oonquer'd  this  same  golden  reetat  ef  lad 
Thott  piatf St  of,  where  Semiramis  iras  vaaqaish^ 

Sal.   I  have  heard  of  such  a  msn ;  and  tlM 
peroeiv'st 
That  he  is  deem*d  a  god  for  wlurt  he  dU. 

Sar.  AndinhJagedsMpIwinhenerhte- 
Notma^atMBk   What  ho!  myeafbsiwf! 


MBDAHAFAUra 


Ml 


T»«onliipfowi 


Smr.  (midrmtmg  M*  Cwfbmrm,)  Bring  Me  the 
gddn  goblet  thick  witk  gene, 
«Uekbeentii0aaiBeerNimiod*8eheUee.  HeMel 
nHMl,a»ibewitq«iekly.  [EatU  C^tfw. 

&/.  Uthie 

A.  fitting  cae  for  tke  new|iliop  of 
Thy  yet  UMlept-off  feveb  ? 


Sar*  (imkmf  tk»  mipfmm  him.)  NoUe  kJaiBiaa, 
If  tkMO  bvEtMnaa  Oteeks  of  the  to  thoiee 
And  skirte  of  theee  onr  raehne  lie  not,  this  Beednie 
CbMiwed  the  idMie  of  Indin,  did  he  not  ? 

SaL  Hedid,aBdtheneewafldeen'dedeit:r- 

Sor.  Not  lo^-of  ell  his  eonqoeete  a  Ibw  oohunne 
Wkiek  Mi7  be  h»»  and  might  be  irfiM,  if  I 
Theeight  tihon  vwth  pwehaae  and  eont<ejaneei  aie 
The  landBarke  of  the  aeas  of  goce  he  shod. 
The  realme  he  WMted,  and  the  heerti  he  breke^ 
But  hen,  hero  in  thk  goblet  k  the  title 
To  im^Mftality    the  ioiinortal  grape 
l<^rom  wfaieh  he  izet  eipreM'd  the  lonl,  and  gnrt 
To  gladden  that  of  nan,  as  some  atonement 
For  the  nctorions  mis^Mb  he  had  done. 
Had  it  not  been  far  Ais,  he  nenM  haite  ben 
A  mettal  still  la  nsme  as  in  his  grave ; 
And,  like  my  anewtoi  Sendramis, 
A  sort  of  wimi  giw  lews  knaan  monstar. 
Uexe's  that  whieh  deified  him-let  it  now 
Homndbe  thee ;  mj  early*  chiding  biotfier, 
Fledge  me  to  the  Greek  god  I 

SmL  For  all  thy  realms 

I  would  not  ao  blasphmM  onr  eeontiy's  meed. 

Star,  Thaitieteeagr,  Aovthinkesthimahero, 
TlkAt  he  shed  bleed  by  oossbs  ;  sad  no  god, 
Because  he  tott'd  a  fruit  te  an  csehantesnt, 
Whidi  ekssn  the  sad,  wriTes  the  old,  inspires 
The  ymmg,  makes  Weadness  feiget  his  toil, 
And  Fear  her  danger ;  opens  a  new  werid 
When  Hdi,  the  piesent,pellB.   Well,  then  /  pledge 

tiiee 
Aad  ism  M  a  trae  man,  who  did  hit  ntmeet 
In  good  or  evil  to  awpiise  nMmkind.  [Drimkk. 

SaL  vat  then  reeome  a  level  at  this  hoar? 

Smr.  Aadif  I  did,  'tweie  better  than  a  trophy, 
B«£ng  bemght  withent  a  tear.    But  that  is  not 
MypiMimtpnrpose;  sinee  then  wilt  not  pledge  me, 


(Ta  Urn  Oagkmirar,)  Bey,  retire. 

[  JLwT  CafkmrtTi 

JShrf.  Iwenidbnt  have  leeall'dtheefkom  thy  drssm: 
Better  by  me  awakenM  than  rebellion. 

Sar.  Who  shonld  rebel?  or  why?  whet  esnss? 
pretext? 
t  sna  the  lawful  king,  descended  from 
A  raee  of  kings  iriko  knew  no  pndeeessove. 
%Yhat  have  I  done  to  thee,  or  to  the  people, 
Fhat  As«  shenUst  rail,  or  thay  vise  np  agalMt  me  ? 

Sai.  Of  what  thon  hast  done  to  me^  I  speak  not. 

Sar.  Bnt 

Thonthb^'st  ttmtlhavewMng'd  thsfnsmi:  Wt 
not  so? 

SaL  nMk/ltenhastwTsng'dhsr! 

Sar  Fitienoe,  prince^  sad  heari 


She  hae  all  power  and  aplender  of  her  station, 

Bsepeat,  the  tutehM^  of  Assyrla*s  heirs, 

The  homage  and  the  appanage  of  sovereignty. 

I  married  her  at  monarchs  wed — for  state. 

And  loved  her  as  most  husbands  love  their  wives. 

If  she  or  thon  svpposedst  I  coold  link  me 

Like  a  Chaldean  peasant  to  his  mate. 

He  knew  nor  me,  nor  monarehs,  nor  mankind. 

Sal,  I  pray  thee,  change  the  theme:  my  blood 
disdains 
Complaint,  and  Salemenes'  sister  seeks  not 
Relttctsnt  love  e%*en  from  Assyria's  lord ! 
Nor  would  she  deign  to  accept  divided  passion 
With  foreigii  stnmipcts  and  Ionian  slaves. 
The  queen  is  silent. 

Sar,  And  why  not  her  brother  ? 

Sal.  I  only  echo  thee  the  voice  of  empiree, 
Which  he  who  long  neglects  not  long  will  govern. 

Sar.  The  ungrateftil  and  ungracious  slavss !  they 


Because  I  have  not  shed  their  blood,  nor  led  tiism 

To  dry  into  the  desert's  dust  by  myriads. 

Or  whiten  with  their  bones  the  banks  of  Ganges } 

Nor  decimated  them  with  savage  laws. 

Nor  sweated  them  to  build  up  pyramids. 

Or  Bsbylonian  walls. 

Sai.  Tet  these  are  trophies 

More  worthy  of  a  people  and  thehr  prince 
Than  songs,  snd  hitee,  and  Ibaets,  and  oonenbms% 
And  lavished  treasures,  and  eontensned  virtue. 

Sar,  Or  for  my  trophies  I  have  founded  cities : 
There's  Tarsus  and  Anchialua,  both  built 
In  one  dsy^— what  could  that  blood*loving  bsldsi— ^ 
My  martial  grandam,  chaste  Bemiramis, 
Do  more,  except  destroy  them  ? 

SaL  Tismosttrae; 

I  own  thy  merit  in  thoee  founded  cities, 
Built  far  a  whim,  recorded  with  a  verse  - 
Which  shames  both  them  and  thee  to  eoming  sges. 
Sar,  Shame  me  t  By  Baal,  the  cities,  though  well 
built. 
Are  not  more  goodly  than  the  verse !  Say  what 
Thou  wilt  'gainst  me,  my  mode  of  life  and  rule. 
But  nothing  'gainst  the  truth  of  that  brief  record. 
Why,  those  few  Hues  oontsin  the  history 
Of  all  things  human ;  hsar— *'  Sardanapalus, 
The  king,  and  son  of  Anaeyndsraxes, 
In  one  day  buHt  Anchislus  snd  Tarsus. 
Eat,  drink,  and  love ;  the  rest's  not  worth  a  fiUipb"  • 

SaL  A  worthy  moral,  snd  a  wise  inscription. 
For  a  king  to  put  up  before  his  subjects ! 
Sar.  Oh,  thou  wouldst  have  me  doubtlees  set  ip 

edicts- 
Obey  the  king— contribute  to  his  treasure- 
Recruit  his  phalanx— spill  your  blood  at  biddini^ 
FaU  down  and  worship,  or  get  up  and  toil." 
Or  thus—"  Sardanapalus  on  this  spot 
Slew  fifty  thoueand  of  his  enemies. 
Theee  are  their  sepulchres,  and  this  his  trophy." 
I  leave  such  things  to  conquerors ;  enough 
For  ooe,  if  I  can  make  my  subjects  feel 
The  weight  of  human  misery  less,  and  gKde 
Ungroaning  to  the  tomb ;  I  take  no  license 
Which  I  deny  to  them.    We  all  are  men. 
SaL  Thy  sires  have  been  revered  as  gods- 
Air.  IndMt 
And  dsath,  where  they  are  neither  gods  nor  menl 
TettL  not  of  sudi  to  ose !  the  wotms  are  gods ; 
At  least  they  banqueted  upon  your  gods« 
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And  died  for  lack  of  farthez  nttfanment. 

Those  gods  were  merely  men ;  look  to  their  isiu&— 

I  feel  a  thousand  mortal  things  about  me, 

But  nothing  godlike,  unless  it  may  he 

The  thing  which  you  condemn,  a  disposition 

To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon 

The  follies  of  my  species,  and  (that's  human) 

To  be  indulgent  to  my  own. 

Sal.  AUis! 

The  doom  of  Nineveh  is  seal'd.— Tf  o— Wo 
To  the  imri¥all*d  city  ! 

Sar.  What  dost  dread  ? 

Sal.  Thou  art  guarded  by  thy  foes ;  in  a  few  hours 
The  tempest  may  break  out  which  overwhelms  thee, 
And  thine  and  mine ;  and  in  another  day 
What  is  shall  be  the  past  of  Belus'  race. 

Sar.  What  must  we  dread  ? 

Sal.  Ambitious  treachery, 

"Wliich  has  environ'd  thee  with  snares ;  but  yet 
There  is  resource :  empower  me  with  thy  signet 
To  queU  the  machinations,  and  I  lay 
The  heads  ot  thy  chief  foes  before  thy  feet. 

Sar,  The  heads — ^howmany? 

Sal.  Must  I  stay  to  number, 

When  even  thine  own's  in  peril  ?  Let  me  go ; 
Oive  me  thy  signet— trust  me  with  the  rest. 

Sar.  I  will  trust  no  man  with  unlimited  lives. 
When  we  take  those  from  others,  we  nor  know 
What  we  have  taken,  nor  the  thing  we  give. 

Sal.  Wouldst  thou  not  take  their  lives  who  seek 
for  thine  ? 

Sar.  That's  a  hard  question-— but,  I  answer.  Yes. 
Cannot  the  thing  be  done  without  ?  Who  are  they 
Whom  thou  suspectest  ? — Let  them  be  arrested. 

Sal.  I  would  thou  wouldst  not  ask  me :  the  next 
moment 
Will  send  my  answer  through  thy  babbling  troop 
Of  paramours,  and  thence  fly  o'er  the  palace. 
Even  to  the  city,  and  so  bafSe  all. — 
Trust  mc. 

Sar.       Thou  knowest  I  have  done  so  ever : 
Take  thou  the  signet.  [Gives  the  tiffnet. 

Sal.  I  have  one  more  request. — 

Sar.  Name  it. 

SaL  That  thou  this  night  forbear  the  banquet 
In  the  paviUon  over  the  Euphrates. 

Sar.  Forbear  the  banquet !  Not  for  all  the  plotters 
That  ever  shook  a  kingdom !    Let  them  come. 
And  do  their  worst :  I  shall  not  blench  for  them ; 
Nor  rise  the  sooner ;  nor  forbear  the  goblet ; 
Nor  crown  me  with  a  single  rose  the  less ; 
Nor  lose  one  joyous  hour.—- I  fear  them  not. 

Sal.  But  tbou  wouldst  arm  thee,  wouldst  thou  not, 
if  needful  ? 

Sar.  Perhaps.    I  have  the  goodliest  armor,  and 
A  sword  of  such  a  temper ;  and  a  bow 
And  javelin,  which  might  furnish  Nimrod  forth : 
A  little  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 
And  now  I  think  on't,  'tis  long  since  I'veus^d  them, 
Even  in  the  chase.    Hast  ever  seen  them,  brother  ? 

Sal.  Is  this  a  time  for  such  fantastic  trifling  ?-~ 
If  need  be,  wilt  thou  wear  them  } 

Sar.  Will  I  not  ? 

Oh  !  if  it  must  be  so,  and  these  rash  slaves 
Will  not  be  ruled  with  less,  I'll  use  the  sword 
Till  they  shall  wish  it  tum'd  into  a  distaff. 

Sal.  They  say,  thy  sceptre's  tum'd  to  that  already  i 

Sar.  That's  ialse !  but  let  them  say  so ;  the  old 
Greeks, 


Of  whom  our  oaptiv«p  < 

The  same  of  their  c«u»i  nero,  Hercules, 

Because  he  loved  a  Lydiaa  queen :  thou  seett 

The  populace  of  all  the  nations  seise 

Each  calumny  they  can  to  sink  their  sovereigns. 

Sal  They  did  not  speak  thus  of  thy  fathers. 

Sar.  Noj 

Th^  dared  not.  They  were  kept  to  toil  and  combat, 
And  never  changed  their  chains  but  for  their  armor . 
Now  th^  have  peace  and  pastime,  and  the  license 
To  revel  and  to  rail ;  it  irks  me  not. 
I  would  not  give  the  smile  of  one  fair  girl 
For  all  the  popular  breath  that  e'er  divided 
A  name  from  nothing.    What  are  the  rank  tongssi 
Of  this  vUe  herd,  grown  insolent  with  fiMding, 
That  I  should  prise  th«ir  noisy  praise,  or  dread 
Their  noisome  clamor  ? 

Sal.  You  have  said  they  arenas ; 

As  such  their  hearts  are  something. 

Sar.  Somydogsais. 

And  better,  as  more  faithful :— 4)ut,  proceed ; 
Thou  hast  my  signet :— sinoe  they  are  tumultaow, 
Let  them  be  temper'd,  yet  not  roughly,  till 
Necessity  enforce  it.    I  hate  all  pain, 
Given  or  received ;  we  have  enough  within  us, 
The  meanest  vassal  as  the  loftiest  monazeh, 
Not  to  add  to  each  other's  natural  burden 
Of  mortal  misery,  but  rather  lessen. 
By  mild  reciprocal  alleviation. 
The  fatal  penalties  imposed  on  life : 
But  this  they  know  not,  or  they  wiU  not  knsw. 
I  have,  by  Baal !  done  all  I  could  to  soothe  thems 
I  made  no  wars,  I  added  no  new  imposts, 
I  interfered  not  with  their  oivic  lives, 
I  let  them  pass  their  days  as  best  might  suit  tha^. 
Passing  my  own  as  suited  me. 

Sal.  Thou  stopp'it  ibflrt 

Of  the  duties  of  a  king ;  and  tbezefore 
They  say  thou  art  unfit  to  be  a  monarch. 

Sar.  They  Ue.^Unhappily,  I  am  unfit 
To  be  aught  save  a  monarch ;  else  for  me 
The  meanest  Mode  might  be  the  king  instead. 

SaL  There  is  one  Mede,  at  least,  who  seeks  ti 
be  so. 

Sar.  What  meaa'st  thou  ^— 'tis  thy  secret  -,  diM 
desirest 
Few  questions,  and  I'm  not  of  curious  natore. 
Take  the  fit  stepe ;  and,  sinoe  necessity 
Requires,  I  sanction  and  support  thee.   Ne'er 
Was  man  who  more  desired  to  rule  in  peace 
The  peaceful  only ;  if  thej  rouse  me,  better 
They  had  conyured  up  stem  Nimrod  from  his  ashe% 
"  The  mighty  hunter."    I  will  turn  these  lealmi 
To  one  wide  desert  chase  of  brutes,  who  wr$t 
But  wmld  no  more,  by  their  own  choice,  be  humia* 
What  they  have  found  me,  they  belie ;  that  wM 
They  yet  may  find  me— shall  defy  their  wish 
To  speak  it  worse  -,  and  let  them  thank  thsnuelvei- 

SaL  Then  thou  at  last  canst  feel  ? 

Sar.  Feel!  who  feels  not 

Ingratitude  ? 

Sal.  I  will  not  pause  to  answer 

With  words,  but  deeds.     Keep  thou  awake  that 

energy 

Which  sleeps  at  times,  but  is  not  dead  within  thae^ 
Aad  thou  may'st  yet  be  glovkws  in  thy  rsagui 
As  powerful  in  thy  realm.    Farewell  I 

l&titBAJJBaxm. 

Sar.  (tohMj  FareweUl 
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Hes goBft ;  «]|d «m Ida  fiagv bean  1^7 a^et. 

Which  ia  to  him  a  sceptre.    He  is  stem 

Aa  I  am  h^adleas ;  and  the  slaves  deserve 

To  feel  a  loaatar.    What  may  be  the  danger, 

I  knov  not :  he  hath  found  it,  let  him  qnell  It. 

ICnat  I  eonanme  my  life — ^this  little  life — 

In  guarding  against  all  may  make  it  less  ? 

It  ia  not  worth  so  much !   It  were  to  die 

Before  my  honr,  to  Utc  in  dread  of  death, 

rracing  revolt ;  suspecting  all  about  me, 

Becanae  they  axe  near ;  and  all  who  are  remote, 

Beeanae  tiiey  are  afar.    But  if  it  should  be  ao^ 

If  they  AonaM.  aweep  me  off  from  earth  and  empire, 

Why,  what  ia  earth  or  empire  of  the  earth  } 

I  have  lored,  and  lived,  and  multiplied  my  image ; 

To  die  18  no  lesa  natural  than  those — 

Acta  of  this  cUty  t    Tia  true  I  have  not  shed 

Blood  aa  I  might  have  done,  in  oceans,  till 

My  name  became  the  aynonyme  of  deaths 

A  terror  and  a  trophy.    But  for  this 

I  fed  no  peutence ;  my  life  ia  love : 

If  I  must  shed  blood,  it  shall  be  by  force. 

TUl  now,  no  drop  from  an  Assyrian  vein 

Hath  flow'd  for  me,  nor  hath  the  smallest  coin 

Of  Nineveh's  vast  treaaurca  e'er  been  lavish'd 

On  obfecta  which  could  eost  her  sons  a  tear : 

If  then  they  hate  me,  'tis  because  I  hate  not: 

If  they  rebeli  'tis  because  I  oppress  not. 

Oh,  men !   ye  must  be  ruled  with  scythes,  not 

aceptzee. 
And  mow'd  down  like  grass,  else  all  we  reap 
Is  nnk  abundance,  and  a  rotten  harvest 
Of  dioontents  infecting  the  foir  soil, 
Making  a  desert  of  fertility. — 
m  thiiLk  no  more. Within  there,  ho ! 

BfUer  an  4^tUndant. 
&w.  Slave,  tell 

The  Ionian  Hyixha  we  would  craTe  her  preaence. 
Attani,  King,  ahe  la  here. 


1 

9<r.  dt^art  to  Attendant.)    Away  * 
{Adirmmff  Hts&ha.  j  Beautiful  being 

Thou  dost  almost  anticipate  my  heart ; 
It  throbb'd  for  thee,  and  here  thou  comest :  let  me 
Deem  that  some  unknown  influence,  some  sweet 

oiade, 
Commuiicates  between  us,  though  unseen. 
In  abaenee,  snd  attracts  us  to  each  other. 

Jfyr.  Tbeie  Mh. 

Sar.  I  know  there  doth,  but  not  its  name ; 

What  ia  it? 

Mfr.       In  my  native  land  a  god. 
And  in  wcj  heart  a  feeling  like  a  god's. 
Exalted:  jet  I  own  'tia  only  mortal ; 
For  what  I  feel  ia  humble,  and  yet  happp— 
rhat  is,  it  voold  be  happy ;  but^— 

[MTBBHAjNMfSM. 

Sar.  There  comae 

For  ever  aomething  between  us  and  what 
We  deem  our  happineaa :  let  me  remove 
^        the  banrier  which  that  hesitating  accent 

Prodanni  to  thine,  and  mine  ia  aeal'd. 
i  Myr.  My  lord!— 

1         filar.  My  lord— my  kiag^-^ire— aoverei^  ;  thus  it 

Far  ever  thna  addresa'd  idth  Aire.    I  ne'er 
45 


Can  ace  a  amlle,  mleaa  in  some  bfoad  baiiqwt1| 

Intoxicating  glare,  when  the  buifoona 

Have  goiged  themselves  up  to  equality 

Or  I  have  qQaff*d  me  down  to  their  abasement 

Myrrha,  I  can  hear  all  theae  things,  theae  namof, 

Lord— king— aire—monarch— nay,  timewaa  Iprhtd 

them, 
That  ia,  I  au^r'd  them  from— atarea  and  noblea ; 
But  when  they  fklter  from  the  lipa  I  lore. 
The  lipa  which  have  been  preaa'd  to  mine,  a  chin 
Cornea  o'er  my  heart,  a  cold  sense  of  the  fklsehood 
Of  thia  my  atation,  which  repreaaea  feeUng 
In  thoae  for  whom  I  hare  folt  most,  and  makes  ma 
Wish  that  I  could  lay  down  the  dull  tiara, 
And  share  a  cottage  on  the  Caucasus 
With  thee,  and  wear  no  crowns  but  those  of  flovret*. 

Afyr.  Wonld  that  we  could! 

Sar.  And  doateAotiftol  this?— Why  f 

iifyr.  Then  thou  wouldat  know  what  thou  canfl 
never  know. 

Sar,  And  that  la 

Myr.  The  tree  value  of  a  heart ; 

At  least,  a  woman's. 

Sar.  I  hare  proved  a  thousand— 

A  thousand,  and  a  thousand. 

Myr.  Hearts  ? 

Sar.  I  think  ao. 

Jfyr.  Not  one !  the  time  may  come  thou  may'at. 

Sar.  It  wm 

Hear,  Myrrha ;  Salemenes  has  declared— 
Or  why  or  how  he  hath  divined  it,  Belus, 
Who  founded  our  great  realm,  knows  more  than  I-* 
But  Salemenes  hath  declared  my  throne 
In  pern. 

Afyr.    He  did  well. 

Sar.  And  say'st  thou  ao  ? 

Thou  whom  he  spum'd  ao  harshly,  and  now  dared 
Drive  from  our  presenc^t  with  hia  aavage  Jeers, 
And  made  thee  weep  and  blush  ? 

Myr.  I  should  do  botik 

More  fre<niently,  and  he  did  weU  to  eall  me 
Back  to  my  duty.    But  thou  speak'st  of  peril- 
Peril  to  theo— 

Sar.  Ay,  from  dark  plots  and  snar^ 

From  Medea — ^and  discontented  troops  and  nationa. 
I  know  not  what— a'  labyrinth  of  thinga— 
A  mase  of  mutter'd  threata  and  mysterie/: 
Thou  know'st  the  man— it  is  his  usual  custom. 
But  he  is  honest.  Come,  well  think  no  more  on'*— 
But  of  the  midnight  festival. 

Mfyr.  'TIS  time 

To  think  of  aught  save  festivals.    Thou  hast  not 
Spum'd  his  sage  cautions  ? 

Sor.  What  ?— and  doat  thou  finr  t 

Myr.  Fear  ?— I'm  a  Greek,  and  how  ahould  I  feat 
death? 
A  slave,  and  wherefore  should  I  dread  my  freedom  ? 

Sar.  Then  wherefore  dost  thou  turn  so  pale  ? 

Myr.  1  lore. 

Sar.  And  do  not  I  ?    I  lore  thee  far— 4hr  more 
Than  eitiier  the  brief  life  or  the  wide  reafan. 
Which,  it  may  be,  are  menaced ; — yet  I  bfendi  not. 

Afyr.  That  means  thou  loveat  nor  tihyaelf  nor  me 
For  he  who  loves  another  loves  himself, 
Even  for  that  other's  sake.    This  is  too  rash : 
Kingdoma  and  Uvm  are  not  to  be  so  lost. 

Sar.  Lost !— why  who  is  the  aspfring  oMef  who 
dared 
Assume  to  win  them  ? 
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Jfyr.  "Wlio  u  he  should  dread 

To  try  10  much  ?    When  he  who  U  their  ruler 
Fotgett  himeelff  will  they  remember  him  ? 

fiisr.  Myrrha! 

ilyr.  Frown  not  upon  me :  you  have  smiled 

loo  often  on  me  not  to  make  those  frowns 
Bitterer  to  bear  than  any  punishment 
Which  they  may  augur. — Kiugi  I  am  your  subject ! 
Master,  I  am  your  slave !  Man,  I  have  loved  you  !— 
Loved  you,  I  know  not  by  what  fatal  weakness, 
Although  a  Greek,  and  bom  a  foe  to  monarchs— 
k  slavot  and  hating  fetters — an  Ionian, 
And,  therefore,  when  I  love  a  stranger,  more 
Degraded  by  that  passion  than  by  chains  ! 
Still  I  have  loved  you.    If  that  love  were  strong 
Enough  to  overcome  all  former  nature, 
Shsil  it  not  oUim  the  privilege  to  save  you  ? 

Sot.  Sav€  me,  my  beauty !    Thou  ait  very  fUr, 
And  what  I  seek  of  thee  is  love— not  safety. 

ilyr.  And  without  love  where  dwells  security  ? 

8ar.  I  speak  of  woman's  love. 

Jfyr.  The  very  first 

Of  human  life  must  spring  from  woman's  breast, 
Your  first  small  words  arc  taught  you  from  her  lips. 
Tour  first  tears  queneh'd  by  her,  and  your  last  sighs 
Too  often  breathed  out  in  a  woman's  hearing. 
When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  ignoble  care 
Of  watching  the  Last  hour  of  him  who  led  them. 

8ar,  Ky  eloquent  Ionian  I  thou  speak'st  music ; 
The  very  chorus  of  the  tragic  song 
I  have  heard  thee  talk  of  as  the  favorite  pastime 
Of  thy  fiur  father-land.   Nay,  weep  not— calm  thee. 

ilyr.  I  weep  not^But  I  pray  thee,  do  not  speak 
About  my  fathers  or  their  land. 

8ar.  Yet  oft 

Thtm  epeakest  of  them. 

ilyr.  True— ^true :  constant  thought 

WHl  overfiow  in  words  unconsciously ; 
But  wh&a,  another  speaks  of  Oreece,  it  wounds  me. 

Ssr.  Well,  then,  how  wouldst  thou  tave  me,  as 
thou  saidst  ? 

Myr,  By  teaching  thee  to  save  thyself,  and  not 
Thyself  alone,  but  these  vast  realms,  from  all 
The  rage  of  the  worst  wai^-^he  war  of  brethren. 

8ar,  Why,  child,  I  loathe  aH  war,  and  warriors— 
I  lire  in  peace  and  pleasure :  what  can  man 
Do  move? 

il|^.     Alas  I  my  lord,  with  common  men 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  peace ;  and  for  a  king, 
'TIS  sometimefl  better  to  be  fear'd  than  loved. 

Sar,  And  I  have  never  sought  but  for  the  last. 

Myr,  And  now  art  neither. 

jSor.  Dost  thou  say  so»  Hyrrha  ? 

Jhfyr.  I  speak  of  civic  popular  love,  «eJ^love, 
tnUoh  means  that  mon  are  kept  in  awe  and  law, 
Yet  AOt  oppress'd — at  least  they  must  not  think  so ; 
Or  if  they  think  so,  deem  it  necessary, 
To  «s>d  off  worse  oppression,  their  own  pasaions. 
A  king  ot  feasts,  and  fiowers,  and  wine,  and  revel, 
Aad  love,  and  mirth,  was  never  king  of  glory. 

Sar.  GOocyi  what's  that  ? 

ifyr.  Ask  of  the  gods  thy  fktheie. 

Ar.  Thef  eannot  answer ;  when  the  priests  speak 
for  them, 
Va  §w  some  small  addition  to  the  temple. 

J^.   Look  to   the  annals  of  thine  empire's 


km^  Thtj  are  so  blotted  o*er  with  blood,  I  etnnot, 


But  what  wouldst  have?  the  empire  ikMiemfimttl, 
I  eannot  go  on  multiplying  empires. 

ifyr.  Flreserve  thine  own. 

Sar,                                At  least  I  will  enjoy  it 
Come,  Myrrha,  let  us  on  to  the  Euphrates ; 
The  hour  invites,  the  galley  is  prepared. 
And  the  pavilion,  deck'd  for  our  return, 
In  fit  adornment  for  the  evening  banquet, 
Shall  blase  with  beauty  and  with  light,  until 
It  seems  unto  the  stars  which  are  above  us 
Itself  an  opposite  star ;  and  we  will  sit 
Crown'd  with  fresh  flowers  Hke 

Jfyr.  Victims. 

Sar,  Ko,  like  sovereigii, 

The  shepherd  kings  of  patriarchal  times, 
Who  knew  no  brighter  gems  than  summer  vrretthii 
And  none  but  tearless  triumphs.    Let  us  on 

JESMisr  Pajtia. 

Pom.  May  the  king  live  for  ever ! 

Sar,  Not  tn  host 

Longer  than  he  can  love.    How  my  soul  hates 
This  language,  which  makes  life  itself  a  lie, 
Flattering  dust  with  eternity.    Well,  Pania  1 
Be  brief. 

Pan,    I  am  charged  by  Salemenes  to 
Reiterate  his  prayer  unto  the  king, 
That  for  this  day,  at  least,  he  will  not  quit 
The  palace ;  when  the  general  returns, 
He  irill  adduce  such  reasons  aa  will  wsrraat 
His  daring,  and  perhaps  obtain  the  pardon 
Of  his  presumption. 

Sar.  What !  am  I  &en  coop'd? 

Already  captive  ?  can  I  not  even  breathe 
The  breath  of  heaven  ?    Tell  prince  Salsnenei, 
Were  all  Assyria  raging  round  the  walls 
In  mutinouk  myriads,  I  would  stiU  go  forth. 

Pan,  I  must  obey,  and  yet— 

Myr.  Oh,  monarch,  Usten^ 

How  many  a  day  and  moon  thou  hsst  reclined 
Within  these  palace  walls  in  silken  dallisnee, 
And  never  shown  thee  to  thy  people's  longing; 
Leaving  thy  sulgects'  eyes  ungratifted, 
The  satraps  unoontroll'd,  the  gods  unworAipp'd, 
And  all  things  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth, 
Till  all,  save  evil,  slumber'd  through  the  resfanl 
And  wilt  thou  not  now  tarry  for  a  day, 
A  day  which  may  redeem  thee  ?    Wilt  thou  not 
Yield  to  the  few  stiU  fruthiVa  a  few  hours. 
For  them,  for  thee,  for  thy  past  fother's  Fsoe, 
And  for  thy  son's  inheritance  ? 

Pan.  •Tistruel 

From  the  deep  urgetacy  with  which  the  prinee 
Despatch'd  me  to  your  sacred  presence,  I 
Must  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  to  tiiat 
Which  now  has  spoken. 

Sar,  Ko,  it  must  not  bo. 

Jlj^.  For  the  sake  of  thy  realm ! 

Sar.  Away! 

Pan,  FetlW 

Of  all  thy  fidthfttl  subjects,  who  will  rsUy 
Bound  thee  and  tiiine. 

Sar.  These  are  mew  pfciatMte; 

There  if  no  pegrll  >-'tis  a  sullen  scheme 
Of  Salonenes  to  approve  Us  teal. 
And  show  himself  more  necessary  to  us. 

Myr.  By  aH  that* s  good  and  gMow  tsks  lUl 
oounael. 

Sar.  BvsiiieM  to-monvir 
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J%r.  Ay,  or  dMth  to-niglit. 

8ar»  ynij  let  it  eome  then  unespeetedly 
Vdftjoj  Mid  g«Bti«iiM8,  aad  alrth  tad  lore ; 
Bo  let  1M  &11  like  the  plnek'd  loee !— ter  better 
Urn  than  tw  vitiier'd. 

9fyr,  Then  tiiov  trflt  not  yield, 

Bfen  fcr  the  Mke  of  ell  that  ever  etiiT'd 
tL  monertt  into  Moon,  to  ftnipo 
A  takflkft^  reveL 

8ar.  No. 

Mjfr.  Then  yield  for  nUn$; 

Vornynke! 

Sor.  TUne,  my  Myirha ! 

M^.  Tie  the  first 

Boon  vliieh  I  ever  eekM  Avyrla's  king. 

Sar,  That's  true,  and  wer't  my  kingdom  mvst  be 
granted. 
WeO^farthyaake^IyieldaA.    Paaia,henee! 
thonhev'etme. 

Plan.  And  obey.  [BxU  Pahia. 

Sbr.  I  marrel  at  thee. 

What  ii  thy  mettre  Myrrha,  thoa  to  urge  me  ? 

Jifyr.  Thy  mfety ;  and  the  eeitainty  that  nought 
Gonld  age  the  prinee  thy  kinaman  to  require 
T^am  nmeh  from  tiiee,  bat  some  fanpending  danger. 

Sar.  And  if  I  do  not  dread  it,  why  shonldit  thou  ? 

Ifyr,  Beeanse  thou  dott  not  fear,  I  fear  for  tAae. 

Bar,  To-moirow  tikon  wilt  tmile  at  these  Tain 


Jifyr,  If  the  wont  come,  I  ahall  be  where  none 


Aad  Aat  ia  bettv  than  the  power  to  imile. 
AadtiMM? 
Sar.         I  ahan  be  king,  aa  heretofbre. 
Jfyr.  'Where? 

Sar,  With  Baal,  IHmrod,  and  Semiramia, 

Bole  in  Aaayrfa,  or  with  ^em  elsewhere. 
Fats  made  me  what  I  amr-teay  make  me  nothing— 
Bttt  either  that  or  nothing  mnat  I  be ; 
I  win  not  Hve  degraded. 

Jfyr.  Hadst  thon  felt 

Thus  always,  none  would  erer  dare  degrade  thee. 
Sar.  And  who  will  do  so  now  ? 
J^.  Dost  thou  snspeet  none  ? 

Sar.  Suspect !— that's  a  spy's  office.    Oh !  we  lose 
Ten  Ihouand  precious  moments  in  rain  words, 
\        And  vainer  feara.    Within  there !— ye  slayes,  deck 
The  hall  of  Nnnrod  for  the  evening  revel : 
If  I  must  make  a  prison  of  our  palace, 
At  least  well  vrear  our  fetters  jocundly ; 
If  the  Euphrates  be  forbid  us,  and 
The  svinmer  dwelling  on  its  bsMteous  border. 
Hoe  we  are  still  unmenaced.    no !  within  there ! 
[Exii  Sakdaitatalus. 
^fr.  (aoim.)  Why  do  I  love  this  man?    My 
eomtry's  daughters 
l4>ve  Boae  but  heroes.    But  I  have  no  country ! 
The  slave  hath  lost  all  save  her  bonds.  I  love  him ; 
And  that* s  the  heaviest  link  of  the  long  chain- 
To  Wve  whom  we  esteem  not.    Be  it  so : 
The  hour  is  ooraing  when  he'll  need  all  lore, 
And  find  none.    To  fall  from  him  now  were  baser 
Tliiato  have  stabb'd  him  on  his  throne  when  high— t 
Woold  have  been  noble  in  my  country's  creed : 
Ins  not  made  for  either.    Could  I  save  him, 
I  ihoald  not  lore  Urn  better,  but  myself; 
And  I  have  need  of  the  last,  for  X  haye  fallen 
In  Bj  Dwh  thoughts,  by  loving  this  soft  stranger 
Aad  Jit  Bethinks  I  lo^  him  more,  perciving 


That  he  Is  hated  of  his  on 

The  natural  foes  of  all  the  blood  of  Greeee. 

Could  I  but  vrake  a  single  thought  like  those 

Whieh  even  the  PhrygiiuM  felt  when  battling  long 

Twixt  nion  and  the  sea,  within  his  heurt, 

He  vrould  tread  down  the  barberous  crowds,  and 

triumph. 
He  loves  me,  and  I  love  him ;  the  alavt  lores 
Her  master,  and  would  f^  him  from  lUs  vices. 
If  not,  I  have  a  means  of  freedom  still, 
And  if  I  eannot  teach  him  how  to  reign, 
Kay  show  him  how  alone  a  king  can  bare 
His  throne.    I  must  not  lose  hka  fivm  my  si|^ 


ACT  II. 

SCBNB  I. 

7%s  Portal  ^  Os  some  H<ar  ef  Me  J^steesL 

Bde$e$^  (tohu.)  The  sun  goes  dovrn:  methinki 
he  sets  more  slowly, 
Taking  his  last  look  of  Assyida's  emigre ; 
How  red  he  glares  amongst  those  deepening  doude 
like  the  blood  he  predicts.    If  not  in  vain. 
Thou  sun  that  sinkest,  and  ye  stare  which  rise, 
I  have  outvratch'd  ye,  reading  ray  by  ray 
The  edicta  of  your  orbs,  which  make  Time  tremble 
For  what  he  brings  the  nations,  'tis  the  frirthost 
Hour  of  Assyria's  years.    And  yet  how  calm ! 
An  earthquake  should  announoe  so  great  a  ffUr^ 
A  summer's  sun  discloses  it.    Yon  &k, 
To  the  star-read  Chaldean,  bears  upon 
Its  eTerlasting  page  the  end  of  what 
Seem'd  ererlasting ;  but  oh  1  thou  true  sun ! 
The  burning  oracle  of  all  that  Uto, 
As  fountain  of  all  life,  and  symbol  of 
Him  who  bestows  it,  wherefore  dost  thou  BnH 
Thy  lore  unto  calamity  ?    Why  not 
Unfold  the  rise  of  days  more  vrorthy  thine 
All  glorious  burst  from  ocean  ?  why  not  dart 
A  beam  of  hope  athwart  the  foture  years, 
As  of  wrath  to  its  days  ?  *  Hear  me !  oh !  hear  mm 
I  am  thy  worshipper,  thy  priest,  thy  servant^ 
I  have  gased  on  thee  at  thy  rise  and  fall, 
And  bow'd  my  head  beneath  thy  mid-day  beams. 
When  my  eye  dared  not  meet  thee.   I  have  watdi'd 
For  thee,  and  after  thee,  and  pray'd  to  thee. 
And  aaeriiiced  to  thee,  and  read,  and  fear'd  thee, 
And  ask'd  of  thee,  and  thou  hast  answer'd— but 
Only  to  thus  much :  while  I  speak,  he  8ink»— 
Is  gone— and  leaves  his  beauty,  not  his  knowladf^ 
To  the  delighted  west,  which  revels  in 
Its  hues  of  dying  glory.    Yet  what  is 
Death,  so  it  be  but  glorious  ?    'Tis  a  suasei ; 
And  mortals  may  be  happy  to  resemble 
The  gods  but  in  decay. 

EiU&r  AmnAOia,  hf  am  itm$r  Samr. 

Arb,  Beleses,  why 

So  rapt  in  thy  devotions  ?    Dost  thou  stand 
Gasing  to  trace  thy  disi^pearing  god 
Into  some  realm  of  undiscover*d  day  ? 
Our  business  is  irith  nigh^— 'tis  eome. 

BeL  BirtBil 

Gone 


M6 


BTBOXTB  WimSM. 


Afb.  Let  it  loU  on— w«  are  readj. 

Bel,  Tet. 

If oull  it  trwe  orer. 

Ar^.  Does  tho  prophet  doubt, 

To  whom  the  raj  etan  shine  yictoiy  ? 

j9«I.  I  do  not  doubt  of  TictoiT^-but  the  Tietor. 

Arb»  Well,  let  thy  science  settle  that.  Meantime 
I  luTO  prepared  as  many  glittering  spears 
As  will  outpsparkle  out  aULes— yovx  planets. 
There  is  no  more  to  thwart  ns.    The  she-king, 
That  less  than  woman,  is  even  now  upon 
The  waters  with  his  female  mates.    The  order 
Is  isioed  for  the  feast  in  the  pavilion. 
The  first  cup  which  he  drains  will  be  the  last 
QnafTd  by  tiie  line  of  Nimrod. 

B«L  'Twas  a  brave  one. 

Arb.  And  is  a  weak  one— 'tis  worn  out-^we*H 
mend  it. 

B^,  Art  sure  of  that  ? 

Arb.  Its  founder  was  a  hunter— 

I  am  a  soldiei^-^hat  Is  there  to  fear  ? 

Bel,  The  soldier. 

Arb,  And  the  priest,  it  may  be ;  but 

If  you  thought  thus,  or  think,  why  not  retain 
Your  king  of  concubines  ?  why  stir  me  up  ? 
Why  spur  me  to  tiiif  enterprise  ?  your  own 
No  less  than  mine  ? 

Bel.  Look  to  the  sky. 

Afb.  lh>ok. 

Bel,  What  seest  thou  ? 

Jfb*  A  fair  summer's  twilight,  and 

The  gathering  of  the  stars. 

BeL  And  midst  them,  mark 

Yon  earlifst,  and  the  brightest  which  so  quivers, 
As  it  would  quit  its  place  in  the  blue  ether. 

^f*.  WeU? 

Bel  'Tis  thy  natal  mlei^thy  birth  planet. 

Afb.  (Ufuehmg  hie  eodbbard,)  My  star  is  in  this 
scabbsi^ :  when  it  shines, 
It  shall  out-danle  comets.  Let  us  think 
Of  what  is  to  be  done  to  Justify 
Thy  planets  and  their  portents.  When  we  conquer, 
They  shall  have  temples— ay,  and  priesta— «Bd  thou 
Shalt  be  the  pontiff  of-^hat  gods  thou  wilt ; 
For  I  observe  that  they  are  ever  just, 
And  own  the  bravest  forthe  most  devout 

BeL  Ay,  and  the  most  devout  for  brave— thou 
hast  not 
8«ea  me  turn  back  from  battle. 

Arb.  No ;  I  own  thee 

As  firm  in  fight  as  Babylonia's  captain. 
As  skilful  in  Chaldea's  worship ;  now, 
Will  it  but  please  thee  to  forget  the  priest. 
And  be  the  warrior  ? 
BeL  Why  not  both  ? 

Arb.  The  better; 

And  yet  it  almost  shames  me,  we  shall  have 
So  little  to  effect.    This  woman's  wariare 
Degrades  the  very  conqueror.    To  have  pluck'd 
A  bold  and  bloody  despot  from  his  throne. 
And  grappled  witii  him,  clashing  steel  with  steel, 
That  wenhearoie  or  to  win  or  Csll ; 
But  to  upraise  my  sword  against  this  silkwoiin« 
And  hear  him  whine,  it  may  bo     ■ 

Bel,  Do  not  deem  it : 

He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  yon  strife  yet ; 
And  were  he  all  you  think,  his  guards  are  hardy, 
And  headed  by  the  cool,  stem  ^emenes. 
Arb.  TheyTl  not  resist. 


BeL  Why  not?  they  are  soldnn. 

Arb.  xims 

And  therefore  need  a  soldier  to  oommand  Aji 

iW.  That  Salcmenes  is. 

Arb.  But  not  thnr  king. 

Besides,  he  hates  the  eieminate  thhig  that  gov«a% 
For  the  queen's  sake,  his  sister.    Maik  yoa  not 
He  keeps  aloof  from  all  the  revels  i 

Bel.  But 

Not  from  the  council— there  he  is  ever  conitaat 

Arb.  And  ever  thwarted;  what  would  you  have 
more 
To  make  a  rebel  ont  of?    A  fool  reigmng, 
His  blood  dishonor'd,  and  hhnself  disdain'd; 
Why,  it  is  hie  revenge  we  work  for. 

Bel,  Could 

He  but  be  brought  to  think  so :  this,  I  doubt  ot 

Arb,  What,  if  we  aound  him  ? 

Bel,  Yes-tf  the  time  serrsi. 

Bnter  Baiajl, 

Bal.  Satraps!  The  king  commands yoar pwataw 
at 
The  feast  to-night 

Bff.  To  hear  is  to  ob^. 

In  the  pavilion  ? 

BuL  No ;  here  in  the  palaoe. 

Arb.  How !  in  the  paUce?  it  wis  notthas  oidv'd. 

Bal.  It  is  BO  order'd  now. 

Arb*  And  why  ? 

Bal.  Iknowaoi 

Maylratiio? 

Arb.  Stay. 

BeL  fto  Afb.  gakk,)  Hnahl  let  him  go  hii  vsj. 
(AUerwOdy  to  Bal,)  Yes,  Balea,  thank  the  von- 

arch,  kiss  the  hem 
Of  his  imperial  robe,  and  say,  his  slaves 
Wni  take  the  crumbs  he  deigns  to  scatter  from 
His  royal  table  at  the  houi^-was't  midnight? 

Bal.  It  was :  the  place  the  hall  of  Nimiod.  Ln^, 
I  humble  me  before  you,  and  depart   [SxU  BiXii. 

Arb,  I  like  not  this  same  sudden  disnge  of  place ; 
There  is  some  mystery :  wherefore  should  he  ehangi 
it? 

Bel.  Doth  he  not  change  a  thousand  timM  a  day  ? 
Sloth  is  of  all  things  the  most  fandftil— 
And  moves  more  parasangs  in  its  intents 
Than  generals  in  their  marches,  when  they  seek 
To  leave  their  foe  at  fitult.— Why  dost  thoa  miiie? 

Arb,  He  loved  that  gay  paviBon,— it  was  erv 
His  summer  dotage. 

Ba.  And  he  loved  his  ^ 

And  thrice  a  thouftind  harlotry  besides— 
And  he  has  loved  aU  things  by  turns,  exoept 
Wisdom  and  glory. 

Arb.                    StiU— IBkeitnot 
If  he  has  changed— ^hy,  so  must  we :  the  sttssk 
Were  easy  in  the  isolated  bower. 
Beset  wi&  drowsy  guards  and  drunken  conlteii 
But  in  the  hall  of  Nhnrod 

Bel.  Is  it  so? 

Methought  the  haughty  soldier  fear'd  to  notiit 
A  throne  too  easily— does  It  disappoint  thse 
To  find  there  is  a  slipperier  step  or  two 
Than  what  was  counted  on  ? 

Arb.  When  the  honr«»«i 

Thou  shalt  perceive  how  fu  I  fsar  or  no. 
Thou  hast  seen  my  lilb  nt  stake— end  gaily  phf' 
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B§L  I]i»rolbn(lQUalmi4--4ko«ifiK«iiilt: 

I  ipodi  tetv  ba<i4  n  wwh  to  MyMll 
Bat  be  the  ston  <*«^d— I  MBMt  quml 
'Witbtliem.BttrllMvitttapMtar.    Wko'ilMve! 


MLfck^! 

^rf.  MypriBM! 

ML  WcUflM*— Itoi^tyvboth, 

Bat  daewHin  Item  Om  Ha««. 

.iM.  WhOTtforew? 

art.  tItMltiiehow. 

ilrl.  ThAlMwr!— whoftluiw} 

ML  Of  widnii^t 

Be2.1iiMi^m7kKd! 

8W.  WlMt»anyoaBiHiiiTitoi) 

JM:  Oh!  7«»--«*lndfa8vltNU 

SbL  IsH 

Thus  to  forget  a  eoveNlgsli  invitotiMi  ? 

j§W9»  WM^^n  ivt  iMiw  feeeived  it» 

AM.  TlMBi  wky  bflie  ? 

J[r».  Oninty. 

SW:  OBtvlwtdaty? 

AdL  Ob  the  •tele'e. 

We  li«ve  the  privilege  to  eppmoli  the  pnenee, 
Bst  tomid  the  toenail  ebeest. 

SdL  Andltoo 

Avi  upon  dntj. 

iif*.  Utf  w  cniTe  its  purport  ? 

•A   To  aawt  tiro  teidtflts.    Owcdel    Wiihin 
therel 


SaL(i 


Sfttrape, 


BtL  fdMwirMf  Aml^  My  leri,  behold  ay  erii— hir. 

iMu  f dbMpliy  Am  MMni.>  Take  aiae. 

ONL  fedtoiiiiivJ  I  wiU. 

Ari*  Bvt  in  yew  heart  the  hhrie- 

The  bOt  qoiti  not  this  head. 

SaL (4hm4K^)  How!  doet  thoa  bmTe  me  ? 

Tb  wJI   Uds  saifes  a  tiid,  and  fUae  nuny. 
SoMmi^  bow  dom  thoMbell 

Jf«.  SoUmts!  Ay^ 

vMospiiidKe  not* 

SU.  jUoBs!  foolish  riavo* 

What  is  then  to  Ihoe  that  a  piinee  shoold  shriafc 


OfopeafosBe^    We drtod ^y twasen, »ot 

Thy  tinfigth:    tty  tooth  is  nought,  wilhoat  ite 

The  scffsiirs,  ttot  the  Upb's.    CathtoidovA. 
Ifafc  fkimpmi^.)  Artaeee I  AffeyeiiMadl  Have 
Inotreader^d 
WftmrnA}  Theft  tfwet  Uketoeeursovereigtt'k  jastiee. 
Aah,  No— I  will  sooner  trust  the  Stan  ttompraVst 
of 
And  tld»tl%ht  ana»  asd  die  a  khig  «t  least 
Of  my  owB  teewlh  and  bodf-so  Ihr  that 
None  else  shall  chain  iKopi»T 

M^dsOawfrif.)         Ton  hear  Mstai^dais. 
Tdili%lniiet«-4aL 

[2^  G^Mftb  ottsdl  Abbaom,  «Ao  dlt^bmli  M»- 

U  IsUwfsnaot  si  ~ 


fAPAUn. 

Idotoohai^Mft'teAea?  . 
How  ya«  ahonU  toll  a  tra^er, 
f 

Ailsr  Sabdam APAXOS  on^  Trxwii. 

Ssr.  Hold] 

Upoiiyo«]ivea,Isay.  Whst»  deaf  or  dnmken  i 
Hy  sword !  0  fool,  I  wesr  no  sweid:  here,  fellow, 
Give  me  thy  weapon.  [To  a  Omp^L 

[Saumlmapalus  MMtoftM  a  $to9rdfi9m  tm  ^f 
tAs  aolditnf  amd  WMkmh^twMn  tit  eombqtmHi 
•^^ke^  lyiwls. 

Ssr.  In  my  veiy  palace  1 

What  hinders  me  from  cleaTing  yon  to  twain, 
▲ndaeioos  brawlers  } 

IM.  Sire,  yoor  jnstioa. 

SaL  Oi- 

Tonr  weahneas. 

Bat.  (mumg  Mi§  twohLJ  Hofw  ? 

tbL  fittike!  so  the  blow's  xefents4 

Upon  yon  traitor    whem  yon  spars  a  moment, 
I  tnwt,  for  torturo— I'm  sontent. 

Ssr.  What    Mm  t 

Who  daree  aesail  Arbaoas  ? 

SaL  II 

Sar.  Indeedl 

Prinoe,  yon  forget  yoQiself.    Upon  what  wamnt) 

Sal.  (%k0m^th$m§mtL)  Thine. 

Afb.  (confimd.)  The  ktog's  I 

Sal.  Tee!  and  let  the  king  eonUnn it 

Sar,  I  parted  not  from  this  for  sneh  a  pmpose 

SaL  Ton  parted  with  it  for  yomrsafety^I 
Employ'd  it  for  the  best.    Pronounce  to  penan 
Here  I  am  bat  yoor  ato^w— a  moment  past 
I  was  your  isprsaentotifo. 

Sar,  Then  sheathe 

Tour  swords. 

[Annacna  nnd  Sauhuvm  rwtam  ihtir  swank 
toetoseaUnridf. 

SaL  Mtoe's  sheathed:   I  pray  yon  sheathe  nd 
yonia; 
Tie  the  sole  sceptre  left  thee  now  with  safoty. 

r.  A  heavy  one;  the  hilt,  too,  huxto  mj  hand. 
(To  a  Guard. J  Here,  fellow,  take  thy  weapon  back. 

Well,  sirs. 
What  doth  this  mean? 

BeL  The  prince  most  answer  that* 

8ai,  Tkvth  npon  my  part,  treason  upon  theira. 

Sar.  Treason— Arbaoes  !  treachery  and  BelssM  > 
That  were  an  anion  I  will  not  beliere. 

Md,  Whsvs  is  tks  proof? 

Sal.  I'll  answer  that,  if  once 
The  king  demands  yonr  fettow-traitor's  sword. 

Afif*.  (ia  SaL)  A  sword  which  hath  been  drawn  sc 
oil  as  tome 
Against  his  Isee. 

SaL  And  now  against  lus  brother. 

And  to  an  honr  or  so  against  himselt 

Sar.  That  ia  not  poeiia>le:  he  dared  not;  no— 
No— I'll  not  hear  of  sneh  thli^s.     These  Tida 

bsskmings 
Are  spawn'd  to  eonrto  by  baae  intrigues,  and  baser  • 
HirelingSy  who  Mve  by  lies  on  good  men's  Utss. 
Ton  mnst  have  been  deeeiTcd,  my  brother. 

Sal.  First 

Let  him  doliTsr  np  his  weapon,  and 
Proclaim  hinmelf  your  s«l;jeot  by  that  dnty, 
Andlwillanawwall. 

Star.  Whjt  if  I  ttomtkt  so 
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vnuHra  waau. 


B«tiio,H«amotba:  lh< llOe  Artiow 

The  truMtj,  rough,  true  ■oMiar— ih«  beet  eaptaia 

Of  ell  who  dkdpUne  on  netioii*— -No, 

I'll  not  msolt  him  tiius,  to  bid  him  render 

The  loimetar  to  me  he  nerer  yielded 

Unto  our  enemies.    Chief,  keep  yonr  weapon. 

8ai.  (ddnmng  hack  th$  tigtui.)  Honareh,  take 
back  your  signet, 

9at,  No,  retain  it; 

Bnt  vse  it  with  more  moderatioa. 

Sal.  Si»> 

I  need  it  for  your  honor,  and  restore  it 
Beeauae  I  cannot  keep  it  with  my  own. 
Bestow  it  on  Arbaees. 

Snr,  So  I  should: 

He  nerer  ask'd  it 

802.  Doubt  not,  he  will  hare  it, 

Without  that  hoUow  semblance  of  respect. 

BeL  I  know  not  what  hath  prejudiced  the  prince 
Ck>  strongly  'gainst  two  subjects,  than  whom  none 
Hare  been  more  lealous  for  Assyria's  weal. 

Sal,  Peace,  iactlous  piiest,  and  lUthlesa  soUisr  I 
thou 
Unit* St  in  thy  own  person  the  wotst  vioee 
Of  the  most  dangerous  orders  of  mankind. 
Keep  thy  smooth  words  and  juggling  homilies 
For  ttiose  who  know  thee  not.    Thy  fellow's  sin 
Is,  at  the  least,  a  bold  one,  and  not  temper'd 
By  the  tricks  taught  thee  in  Chaldea. 

Bs/.  Hear  him, 

My  Bege    the  son  of  Behu !  he  blasphemes 
The  worship  of  the  land,  which  bowa  the  knee 
Before  your  ikthers. 

Sat,  Oh  I  for  that  I  pray  you 

Let  him  haw  absolution.    I  dispense  with 
The  worship  of  dead  men ;  feeling  that  I 
Am  mortal,  and  believing  that  the  race 
FitMn  whence  I  sprung  are— what  I  see  themf— ashes. 

Bd,  King !  Bo  not  deem  so:  tiiey  are  with  the 


£br.  Ton  shall  join  them  there  ere  they  will  rise. 
If  you  preach  forthcr— Why,  ikk  b  rank  treason. 

flbi.  My  lord ! 

Sear.  To  school  me  in  the  warship  of 

Assyria's  idoU  I    Let  him  be  released* 
OItc  him  his  sword. 

SaL  My  lord,  and  king,  and  brother, 

I  pray  ye  ponse. 

Sar,  Tee  and  be  sermonised, 

And  dinn'd,  and  deafen'd  with  dead  men  and  Baal, 
And  all  Chaldea's  starry  mysteries. 

IW.  Monarch !  respect  them. 

Bar.  Oh !  for  thai^— I  loye  them ; 

I  ?oTe  to  watch  them  in  the  deep  blue  Tanlt, 
And  compare  them  with  my  Myrrha's  eyes ; 
I  loTC  to  see  their  rays  redoubled  in 
The  tremulous  silyer  of  Euphrates'  wate. 
As  the  light  breese  of  midnight  crisps  the  broad 
And  rolling  water,  nghing  through  the  sedges 
Which  fringe  his  banks :  but  whether  they  may  be 
Oods,  as  some  say,  or  the  abodes  of  gods. 
As  others  hold,  or  simply  lamps  of  idg^t, 
Worlds,  or  the  Ughta  of  worlda,  I  know  nor  cave  not. 
There's  something  sweet  in  my  uncertainty 
I  would  not  change  for  yonr  Chaldean  lore ; 
Besides  I  know  of  these  all  day  can  know 
Of  aught  aboTC  it,  or  below  i^-ootiiing. 
I  see  their  brilliSBcy  and  fed  their  beauty— 


When  they  sUne  on  07  gsife  I  shafl  hn 

BA  F«rnsM«r,8imiS8yMsr. 

Sar.  Iwittnait, 

If  it  so  plsaee  you,  pontiff,  for  that  knowledge. 
In  the  mean  time  receive  your  swotd,  and  know 
That  I  prefer  your  serrice  militant 
Unto  yonr  ministry— not  loving  either. 

Sal,  (anite,)  His  lusts  have  made  hun  mad.  TiMi 
must  I  save  him, 
Spite  of  himself. 

Sar,  Please  you  to  hear  tte»  sstepsl 

And  chiefly  thou,  my  priest,  because  I  doubt  tins 
More  than  the  soldier;  and  would  doubt  thee  sO, 
Wert  thou  not  half  a  warrior:  let  us  part 
In  peace    I'll  not  say  pardon-^whidh  must  be 
Bam'd  by  the  guilty ;  this  I'll  not  pnmounesyib 
Although  upon  this  breath  of  mine  dependi 
Tour  own ;  and,  deadlier  for  ye,  on  my  fears. 
But  fear  not— for  that  I  am' soft,  not  fosifolp- 
Andsoliveon.    Were  I  the  thing  some  tUnkM^ 
Tour  heads  would  now  be  dripping  the  Isst  dnpi 
Of  thdr  attainted  gore  from  the  high  gates 
Of  this  our  palace,  into  the  dry  dust. 
Their  only  portion  of  the  coveted  kingdom 
They  would  be  crown'd  to  reign  o'er-4et  that  pMi» 
As  I  have  said,  I  will  not  d&em  ye  guili^ 
Nor  <foom  ye  guiltless.    Albdt  bstter  men 
Than  ye  or  I  stand  ready  to  arraign  you ; 
And  should  I  letve  your  fote  to  stsner  judgsi. 
And  prooili  of  all  kinda,  I  might  saorifles 
Two  men,  who,  whatsoe'er  tiiey  now  are,  wen 
Once  honeet.    Te  are  fr«e,  sirs. 

Arb.  Siie»ihlscl«ionif— 

Bsf.  CilUmTtvimg  him.)  U  worthy  of  toumU ; 
and,  although  innooent, 
We  thank 

Sar,  Priest!  keep  yonr  thanksgivings  IbrBeiBii 
His  oibpring  needs  none. 

Be/.  But  being  bmoceifr— 

Aw.  Besflent-^OuUtisloud.    Ifyuarekial, 
Te  are  iigured  men,  and  ahonld  be  sad,  net  gfstiM. 

BeL  80  we  should  be,  were  justice  dways  dsM 
By  earthly  power  omnipotent ;  but  innncsacs 
Must  oft  reodve  her  right  as  a  mere  fever. 

Sar,  That* s  a  good  sesitence  for  ahoailyi 
Though  not  for  this  occaeion.    Prithee  kwfi^^ 
To  plead  thy  sovereign's  cauae  befess  his  peopla> 

B0L  I  trust  there  is  no  cause. 

Sar,  NocM 

But  many  cansers :— 4f  ye  meet  with  such 
In  the  exercise  of  your  inquidtive  tenetisn 
On  eerth,  or  should  you  read  of  it  in  heaim 
In  some  mysteckms  twinkle  of  the  stars. 
Which  are  your  ehronidea,  I  pray  you  net% 
That  there  are  worse  things  betwixt  earth  aad  hsMM 

Than  him  who  ruleth  many  and  slaya  nens ; 
And,  hating  not  himsdf;  yet  loves  his  feUM 
Bnouc^  to  spare  even  thoee^who  would  notspaftun 
Were  tii^  once  mastact-tet  thafs   dMMnk 

flatrapet 
Tour  swords  and  persons  are  at  liberly 
To  use  them  aa  ye  wiU-lMt  frOB  Ml  hov 
IhavenocaUfordther.    Salemeneal 
PoUow  me.  ^^ 

ISxmmf  aABPAHAPAi.un,  BMi;naBfU,mim 
Trmn,  ^.  Jsaetiy  Annaiwi  md  BUM* 
ilfi.  Beiesea! 

Bd.  Now  wbatAinkym} 

jM.  TkaAweamloat 


■ABOAKAFAUOa. 


Bat  I7  a  rii^  kak,  Md  that  ttm  wATving, 
To  be  Umn  down  by  kit  impcariou  bnfttk 
Which  spand  «i--«k7, 1  kaow  AOt. 

.B02.  BMhMtwhy; 

Bat  lei  ne  praflt  hj  the  mterreL 
The  hoar  U  etUl  ow  ownr—ou  power  the 
Thenlgkttlieiamewedeetined.   He  hath  rhei^d 
Notkiag  oxeept  owr  ignoiaaee  of  aU 
fi'aepidoa  inio  aoek  a  evtaiatj 
Ae  maei  Bake  laadiwm  of  delay. 

jM.  Aad  7el 

BeL  Wha«»do«hCiacetm? 

Aft,  He  ifaved  our  liTea,  aay,  aMie, 

8aTBd  tkeaa  from  fialaaeBee. 

BeL  Andhowloag 

Wnikeaoepan?  till  the  fiiai  dmnkea  miaale. 

jM.  OtaoUr,  laths.    Tei  he  did  H  aehl j ; 
G«foioya&j  vfaalne  had  ffnrfeited 


Arh.  BoMOiihatof  both, 

Bnt  it  kM  toaeh'd  Me^  and,  whatever  betide^ 

I  wai  no  fintkar  ott. 
BaL  And  hMotke  world  1 

Aft.  ham  any  tkiag  axeept  ny  own  eete« 
BaL  Iblnaktkatweahoaldoweoaf  liTeetoaMk 

Akiagof  diital&t 
Aft,  Bat  no  leaa  we  owe  tkem ; 

And  I  akonld  blnak  te  nMMre  to  take  tke  giaatv'a  1 
BdL  ThoaiMy'al  endue  whatever  thorn  wilt,  the 

Hare  written  othcrwiio. 

Art,  Thongh  they  eamedownt 

And  raanhaU'd  BO  the  way  in  aU  their  brishtaeea, 
I  wooU  not  follow. 

BaL  Tide  ia  weaVnaee    wowe 

Than  a  aeand  beUUan'a  dxeaniag  of  tke  dead. 
And  waUag  in  the  dark.— Cto  to^-90  to. 

Aft,  XetkoDgkt  ke  Uwk'd  like  Ninrod  ae  ke 


Bvn  aa  tke  pn«d  imperial  ataiae  atanda 
Leokii«  tke  BOMiek  of  tke  kinga  aronnd  it. 
And  iwaya,  wkile  they  but  emament,  the  teoaple. 

JM.  IteUyentiMit  yoahad  too  mneh  de^piaed 
him, 
Aad  Aat  theae  waa  aome  reyal^  within  hia^- 
What  then  ?  he  ia  te  nobler  foe. 

Aft.  Bat  we 

The  meaner  ;—WoaU  he  had  not  apaied  na  1 

BaL  80— 

Woaldat  Ikon  be  aaerifioed  tkaa  readily  ? 

Art.  No-«ba;tttkadbeenbatt«tokaTedied 
Tkan  Itvo  nagmiateU 

BaL  Ok,tkeaoalaof  afliMmMil 

Tkoa  woaldsi  digeat  wkat  aome  call  tiaaaon,  and 
Foola  tmaekary    aad,  bekold,  upon  tke  ^ 


Beeaaae  for  towMithfag  or  for  notkiag,  tkia 
Bad&  rereller  etepe,  oetaatatjoaaly, 
Twfixt  time  and  Salemenea,  tken  art  tan'd 
lato-^kat  akall  I  aay  ^— aardaaupalaa  I 
I  know  no  name  mere  ignonninioua. 

Aft,  Bnt 

An  koar  ago»  wko  dared  ta  laoi  me  aaek 
Had  held  kia  life  bat  Bfl^tljT-M  it  kb 
I  mant  ftiQglfa  yoa»  area  aa  ke  IbrgaTo  n»— 
I  kmaetf  woald  not  kafo  AMa  It 


BaL  Ka— Tke 


Kkad  no  akaiea  oC  te 


Not« 

Aft.  ^       I1 

Bil.  Andkambly} 

Aft,  Ko,  air,  pwmdly   betagi 

I  akaU  be  nearer  tkroaee  tkan  yea  to  keavaa; 
And  if  not  qolte  ao  kanghty,  yet  mora  lofl^. 
Tea  may  do  yoar  own  deeaifag--yoa  kaTO  eodai. 
And  myatmiea  aad  ecroQariea  of 
Biffbt  and  wvoag,  wkiek  I  laek  for  my  dixeetioa. 
And  must  purane  but  wkat  a  plain  keiut  taacikaa 
And  now  you  know  ma. 

BaL  Haveyoailniak'd? 

Aft.  \a^ 

WHkyoa. 

And  waald,  pmkapa^  befaay  aa  wall 
Aa  quit  ma? 

Aft,  Tkat'aaaaeardotaltkeagkU 

Andnotaaoldier'a. 

BaL  Be  H  wkat  yoa  will— 

Traee  witk  tkeae  wrangliaga,  and  bat  bear  na. 

Aft,  Hi 

Tkera  ia  more  peril  in  your  aabtle  spirit 
Than  in  a  phalans. 

If  it  mast  be  so— 
nioaaloaa. 

Aft.  Akmel 

BaL  Thronea  hold  bat  one. 

Aft.  BatthiaiaiU'd. 

BaL  With^ 

A  deapisad  monarch.    Look  toit,  Arbacea; 
I  ksTo  BtiU  aided,  ckeriafi'd,  toiad,  and  aiged  y«i : 
Waa  willing  even  to  serre  yoa,  in  tke  kope 
To  aenre  and  aaTo  Assyria.    HeaYcn  iia^ 
Sesm'd  to  oonsani,  and  all  aventa  were  ftieadly, 
Bvea  to  tke  last,  till  that  yoor  q4rit  ahzaak 
Into  a  akallow  aoftneaa ;  but  now,  rather 
Than  aee  my  country  '*"g"^**i  I  will  be 
Her  aarior  er  the  Tictim  of  her  tyrant. 
Or  one  or  both,  for  sometimes  both  are  00a; 
And,  if  I  win,  Arbaees  is  ngr  sanrant. 

Aft.  rmrserrant! 

BaL  Why  not?  better  than  be  alM» 

Thapardom'd  alaTo  of  aka  Sardinapalus 

BntarTjjsiA^ 

Pm.  Hy  lards,  I  bear  an  order  from  the  king. 

Aft,  It  ia  obey'd  ere  spoken. 

BaL  Notwitkstandii^ 

Lefskearit. 

Pan.  Fortkwltk,  on  tkis  very  nigkt, 

Bepair  to  your  leapaotiTa  satrapim 
Of  Bab^ea  and  Media. 

BaL  Witk  oar  trocpe? 

Pan,  Hy  order  is  ante  tke  satraps  nd 
Their  hoaashold  train. 

Aft,  Bu»— 

BaL  Itmnstbeobf]r*d; 

Say,  wo  depart. 

Pmn.  Hy  oidsr  is  to  see  yoa 

Depart,  aad  not  to  bear  your  answer. 

BaL  (aaUa,J  Ayl 

Well,  air,  we  will  accompany  yoa  henoe. 

Pan.  I  will  retire  to  marshal  forth  the  guard 
Of  hosMT  which  beflte  your  raak,  aad  wait 
Tour  lsi«B«,  so  that  it  the  hoar  SKceeds  not. 

BaL  J^etsthcnobar! 
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sYitdi^  y^otiM. 


AA.  Doutytless. 

BeL  Tes,  to  the  gates 

That  grate  the  palace,  which  la  how  onr  pibon. 
No  further. 

Arh,  Thoa  hast  harp'd  the  tnx&  fatdeed ! 

llie  reafan  Itself,  in  all  its  wide  extension, 
Tawns  dungeons  at  each  step  for  thee  and  me. 

BeL  Grares! 

Arh,  If  I  thought  so,  this  good  sword  should  dig 
One  more  than  mine. 

Bet,  It  shall  hare  work  enough. 

Let  me  hope  better  than  thou  augurest ; 
At  present  let  us  hence  as  best  we  may. 
Thou  dost  agree  with  me  in  understanding 
This  order  as  a  sentence  ? 

Arh,  Why,  what  other 

Interpr«^tioa  shotztd  it  bear  Fit  is 
The  Tery  policy  of  orient  monarch»— 
Pardon  and  poison— faTors  and  a  sword— 
A  distant  TOjage,  and  an  eternal  sleep. 
How  many  satraps  in  his  fkther's  tim^— 
For  he  I  own  is,  or  at  leaii  vcu,  bloodless^ 

BeL  But  wiU  not,  can  not  be  so  now. 

Afh,  I  doubt  it. 

How  many  satraps  hare  I  seen  set  out 
In  his  sire's  day  for  mighty  vice-royalties, 
Whose  tombs  are  on  their  path !  I  know  not  how. 
But  they  all  sicken'd  by  the  way,  it  was 
So  long  and  heaty. 

BeK  Let  us  but  regain 

The  free  air  of  the  city,  and  we'll  shorten 
The  journey. 

Afh»  'Twin  be  shorten'd  at  the  gates, 

It  may  be. 

BeL  No ;  they  hardly  will  risk  that, 

rhey  mean  us  to  die  prirately,  but  not 
Within  the  palace  or  the  city  walls. 
Where  we  Sre  known  and  may  have  partisans : 
If  they  had  meant  to  slay  us  here,  we  were 
No  longer  with  the  liTing.    Let  us  hence. 

Arh,  If  I  but  thought  he  did  not  mean  my  life 

Bel.  Fool  1  hence— —-what  else  should  dtespotism 
alaim'd 
Sl«n }    Let  us  but  rgoin  onr  troops,  and  march. 

Arb,  Towards  our  pronnces  F 

Bel,  No;  towards  your  kindom. 

There's  time,  there's  heart,  and  hope,  and  power, 

and  means, 
Which  their  half  measure  leares  us  in  ftill  scope. — 

Arb.  And  I  eren  yet  repenting  must 
Belapse  to  guilt  I 

BeL  Self  defence  is  a  Tirtue, 

Sole  bulwark  of  all  right.    Away,  I  say  I 
Let's  leave  diis  place,  the  air  grows  thick  ind 

choking, 
And  the  walls  hare  a  scent  of  nightshade— hence ! 
Let  us  not  leave  them  time  for  further  counoH. 
Our  quick  departure  proves  our  dvic  seal : 
Our  quick  departure  hinders  our  good  eeeeirt^ 
The  worthy  Pania,  ftum  cntieipating 
The  orders  of  some  parasangs  from  hence ; 
Nay,  there's  no  other  choice,  but       henee,  I  say. 
\BxU  ietift  ABBACnst,  who  fdSkwe  relueUBKl^. 

8ar,  Wbll,  aU  h  remedied,  and  witaiovt  bloodshed, 
That  worst  of  mockeries  of  a  remedy ; 
We  are  now  secure  by  these  men'fe  exfle. 


M,  Tes, 

Am  he  who  treads  on  flowers  is  ftoa  the  Mi^ 
Twined  round  their  roots. 

Sar.  Why,  what  wouldft  btte  me  lo! 

SaL  Undo  what  you  have  done. 

Sar,  Revoke  mj  pardon  2 

Sal.  Replace  the  crown  now  tottering  on  yoax      \ 
temples.  I 

Sar.  That  were  tyrannical.  ! 

Sal.  But  sue. 

Sar.  We  srs  nA. 

What  danger  can  they  work  upon  the  ihmtier? 

Sal,  They  are  not  there  yet   never  sliouU  tiiey 
be  so, 
Were  I  well  listened  to. 

Sar.  Nay,  I  have  listan'd 

Impartially  to  thee-^wfay  not  to  6iem  ? 

Sal,  Ton  may  know  that  hereafter ;  as  it  is, 
I  take  my  leave  to  order  forth  the  guard. 

Sar,  And  you  will  join  us  at  the  bsnquet  ? 

Sal.  Sit«, 

Dispense  with  me— I  am  no  wassailer : 
Command  me  in  all  service  save  the  BtechsBf  s. 

Bttt.  Nay,  but  'tis  flt  to  revel  now  snd  then. 

SaL  And  fit  that  some  aheutd  #ateh  fcr  thoM 
who  revel 
Too  oft.    Am  I  permitted  to  depart? 

Sar.  Yes— Stay  a  moment,  my  good  SslemeBM, 
My  brother,  my  best  sulijeet,  better  prince 
Than  I  am  king.     Ton  should  have  bea  tfai 

monarch, 
And  I— I  know  not  what,  and  eare  not;  bat  ^ 
Think  not  I  am  insensible  to  all 
Thine  honest  wisdom,  and  thy  rough  yel  khid, 
Though  oft  reproving,  suffertnee  of  my  MUsb. 
If  I  have  spared  these  men  against  thy  eounsel, 
That  is,  their  live»-4t  is  not  that  I  doubt 
The  advice  was  sound;  but,  let  t)wm  live:  wftvli 

not 
Cavil  about  their  lives— so  let  Hiem  inieBd  Asm. 
Their  banishment  will  leave  me  still  found  sltt^ 
Which  their  death  had  not  left  me. 

Sal.  Thntyoaran 

The  risk  to  sleep  Ibr  ever,  to  save  haltois 
A  moment's  pang  now  ehaxtged  for  ysait  ef  flins. 
Still  let  them  be  made  quiet. 

Sar.  Tempt  me  not: 

My  word  is  past. 

Sal.  Butitmaybereeall'd. 

Sar.  'Tis  royal. 

Sal,  And  should  therefore  be  dedrire 

This  hidf  indttlgsnce  of  tti  csfle  serves 
But  to  provoke— a  pardon  should  be  fcU, 
Or  it  is  none. 

Stir.  And  who  persuaded  me 

After  I  had  repeal'd  them,  or  at  leaat 
Only  ffismiss'd  them  firom  our  presence,  into 
Urged  me  to  send  them  to  tiieir  satrapies  ? 

SML  True;  th*t  I  had  fbrgoitin ;  thstii,M 
If  they  e'«r  teSKh  their  satfapies   why,  theo, 
Reprove  me  moro  ftir  my  atfvtee. 

Sar.  Andff 

They  do  not  teaeh  fhem— look  to  it  l-dn  aslNf i 
In  safety,  mark  me— snd  eeemity 
Look  to  thine  ewn. 

Sal.  Pehnit  we  to  depst  ( 

Their  «s/e^sh«U  be  esredlbr. 

Sar.  Q^ttmmt^vm 

And,  prithee^  ttfaA  ttoKs  gMtly  oT  «iy  bvsttflr. 


MASI>ANAPAI.TT8. 


tei 


9Ttt  wsif  sconv  WCf 

Sv.  fmkm.)  n«l«uali  of  ft  temper  loo  MTW6; 
Hftid tat  Mlofly  at  Ike  nek,  Md  freo 
Tnm  en  tiM  tamti  of  eeamoii  eertlH-^bile  I 
Aml  tontt  di^»  umnegpfttid  witn  flowwi  \ 
Bttt  10  oor  amid  fa*  mut  the  prodneo  bo. 
If  I  bftTO  sr'd  thb  timo,  lb  on  ^  lido 
Where  error  iHs  more  lightly  on  that  eenao^ 
I  Itnow  not  what  to  cell  it ;  hat  it  reekone 
With  mo  olttimea  for  pain,  and  lometiniea  pleaaoxot 
A.  epfaH  «hldi  ooem  plaoed  abovt  my  heart 
To  coQit  iCa  thiolie,  sot  quicken  them,  and  aak 
Qoeatioaa  tHubh  moetal  norer  dared  to  aak  me. 
Nor  Baal,  thoogh  an  oraeolar  deity— • 
Albeit  hia  maihle  fkoo  majeetieal 
FioiniB  as  Ao  ekadowB  of  the  erening  dim 
ffit  trowB  to  dumged  eTpreeeion,  till  at  timet 
I  think  tko  alatne  looka  in  aet  to  apeak. 
Amy  wUk  tkeae  tain  Ikoaghta,  I  willhejoyoaa 
And  hare  oomea  Joy's  traa  hendd. 


Upr  Kinglthaeky 

le  OTcnast;^  and  mastera  uraMeung  ttunder, 
In  doads  fbat  aeem  approaehing  Ikst,  and  show 
la  Inkad  iaahes  a  eonmumdiag  tempest 
Wni  yoa  dMD  qait  tka  palaeo  ? 

Bar.'  Ttapestysayattiioa! 

MijfT'  Ay,  m!y  gooa  loro* 

fiar.  For  my  own  part,  I  ahould  be 

Not  in  eontemt  to  vary  tho  amooth  aoane, 
And  wmteh  the  waning  eiemants ;  but  tUs 
WoaMlMli  aidt  Iks  tfken  gannenta  and 
BbhoomI  nwes  of  oar  raollia  friends*    oey,  Myrrha, 
Art  ttoa  of  thesa  who  dread  the  roar  of  clooda } 

JMyr.  In  my  own  country  wo  respect  their  Toioes 
As  aagariea  of  Jots. 

Ar.  JoTo— ay,  yoor  Baal— 

Oore  abo  has  a  ptopaty  in  thimder. 
And  ever  aad  anon  eome  fldlbig  boH 
novae  ma  oifmity,  ana  yac  aoBuefimas 
Strikes  kis«*naltan. 

JfyTm  Tksl  waM  a  dtaad  omen. 

Bar,  Ym   far  Ika  piiaata.    Wdl,  wo  will  not  go 


Beyond  tiio  palaea  wafls  to-ttfght,  bat  maka 
(mr  fhast  witiiln. 

Hl^.  Now,  Jora be  pralsedf  that  he 

flath  heart  Ike  ^ywtiioawooldst  not  hear.   The 

go* 
Are  bind*  as  flMo  Ikan  Ikon  to  ^yaalf, 
And  flaah  thia  stonn  betwaen  tkoe  and  thy  fbee, 
To  ehiddlkea  from  them. 

&r.  Child,  if  tfiera  be  peril, 

Xetikittks  it  is  the  same  ^iilkin  tkaso  walls 
As  oaikiiivw^a  brink. 

Jfyr,  Noteo;  tkesowaBs 

Are  kigk  sad  aMMg,  sad  gmttded.    Treason  has 
To  penetmte  throngh  many  a  Hindfaig  way, 
And  many  portal;  bat  la  tka  parilion 
TkamiBMbidwalrk. 

Mr.  Ho,  Mr  kk  te  pakMO, 

If  or  in  tim  ftstresa,  BOS  apon  tho  top 
Of  ek»ad-teaad  Cbmeasas,  wkcva  ttio  a^la  sHa 
Nested  in  patkksa  olefak  If  iMKkery  be; 
Btaaas  lit  Btioaraadi  Ike  aiiy  king, 
The  steel  will  reaoh  the  eaHkly.    Batbeeakn; 
Tha  Bata^aaiakoaMl  dr  ga&ty,  are 


BanlsVd,  and  flv  upon  their  way. 

Mfyr.  They  Uto,  th«i  ? 

sir.  So  aangainaiy  ?    7%ou,' 

Mfyr,  Iwouldnotahriak 

From  Jnst  infliction  of  doe  pnnishment 
On  thoee  who  aeok  your  lift :  wer't  otherwiao, 
I  ahonld  not  merit  mine.    Beaidea,  you  hoard 
The  princely  Salemanee. 

Ssr.  Thia  is  strange; 

The  gentlo  and  the  aastero  are  both  againat  mo. 
And  urge  me  to  roTonga. 

Mtifr,  T\»  a  Otaok  rirtoa. 

8ar.  Bat  not  a  kingly  one— 1*11  none  on't;  or 
If  ever  I  indulge  in%  it  ahaU  be 
With  kings   my  eqaala. 

Jfyr.  Theae  men  sought  to  be  aow 

flbr.  Hyirha,  tfiia  ia  too  feminine,  and  apringa 

pom  fBa^"""~ 

Jfyr.  For  you. 

fiar.  No  matter  attU,  'tia  Uu, 

I  have  obaarvad  your  aax,  once  roused  to  wraOif 
Are  timidly  Tindictire  to  a  pitch 
Of  pefaeveranee,  which  I  would  not  copy. 
I  tlmnght  you  were  exempt  from  thia,  aa  from 
The  chfldiah  helpleaeneee  of  Asian  woman. 

Jfyr.  My  lord,  I  am  no  boaater  of  my  love. 
Nor  of  my  attribntea :  I  hate  shared  your  aplendoiv 
And  vrm  partake  your  fbrtanea.    Tou  may  live 
To  And  one  alave  more  trae  than  subject  myriads ; 
But  tfiia  tiie  goda  atart !  I  am  content 
To  bo  bdovad  on  trust  for  what  I  fieel. 
Bather  than  prove  it  to  you  in  your  grie&. 
Which  might  not  yield  to  any  caree  of  mine. 

filar.  Griefs  cannot  come  where  perfect  love  ezitti 
Bxoept  to  heighten  it,  and  Taaiah  ihnn 
That  wlkich  it  could  not  aeare  away.    Let'a  ifr— 
The  hoar  approaehea,/and  we  must  prepare 
To  meet  the  invited  gueata,  who  grace  our  feast 

[BmuhL 


ACT  m. 

8CENB  I. 

The  Hall  of  <As  Palace  iUmUnated.'^AXDAXAr 
ixua  and  hia  Gtiatfi  at  Table^^A  Storm  wUhoat, 
and  Thunder  oceaeionallp  heard  dming  the 
Bangmet. 

Bar.  FHI  font  why  thia  ia  aa  it  should  be:  here 
ts  my  true  realm,  aaridat  bright  eyea  and  feeea 
Happy  aa  ftdr !  Here  aorrow  cannot  reach. 

Zam,  Nor  elsewhere--wheie  the  king  is,  pleasuia 
sparkles. 

Sar,   Is  not  this  better  now  than  Nimrod's 
huntings, 
Or  my  wild  grandam's  chase  in  search  of  kingdoms 
She  oould  not  keep  when  conquered  ? 

Akada.  Mighty  though 

They  were,  aa  all  the  royal  line  lutTc  been,  - 
'f  et  none  of  thoee  who  went  before  hsTo  reach'd 
Tho  aem^  of  Saxdanapalus,  who 
Baa  plaoed  hia  Joy  in  peace— the  sole  true  gloiy. 

Ssr.  And  pleasure,  good  Altada,  to  which  gloiy 
la  but  the  path.    What  ia  it  that  we  aeek  ? 
Bi^^yyment !    We  have  cut  the  way  abort  to  It 
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BTBON'8  WOBlU. 


And  not  gone  tnuDkiag  it  tliroii^  hmuui  aahMf 
leaking  ft  grftT«  with  ereiy  footstep. 

SSam,  No; 

Ail  liaarti  are  iuippy,  and  all  roioei  bless 
The  king  of  peace,  who  holds  a  world  in  jubilee. 

8mr,  Art  sure  of  that?  I  liaTe  heard  othsrwise* 
Some  say  that  there  be  traitors. 

Zam,  Traitors  they 

Who  dare  to  say  so !— 'Tis  impossible. 
What  cause  ? 

Sar,  What  cause  ?  true,— fill  the  goblet  up, 

We  will  not  think  of  them :  there  are  none  suoh| 
Or  if  there  be,  tiiey  are  gone. 

AM,  Guests,  to  my  pledge  I 

Down  c«n  your  knees,  and  drink  a  measure  to 
The  safety  of  the  king-^the  monarch,  say  1 1 
The  god  Sardanapalus ! 

Mightier  than 
His  futher  Baal,  the  god  Sardanapalus ! 

[li  tkunekn  at  ih«y  kne0l:  soom  tUuri  tgi  in 
eot^^ttion. 

Ztmu  Why  do  you  rise,  my  friends?  in  tlut 
strong  peal 
His  ikther  gods  consented. 

Myr,  Menaced,  xmthsr. 

King,  wilt  thou  bear  this  mad  impiety  \ 

Sar,  Impiety !— nay,  if  the  sires  who  reign'd 
Before  me  can  be  gods,  I'U  not  disgrace 
Their  lineage.    But  arise,  my  pious  friends; 
Hoard  your  derotioo  for  the  thunderer  there; 
I  seek  but  to  be  lored,  not  worshipp'd* 

AH.  Both— 

Both  you  must  erer  be  by  all  true  subjects. 

Sar.  Methinks  the  thunders  still  increase:  it  is 
An  awfril  night. 

Myr.  Oh  yes,  for  those  who  hsTo 

No  palace  to  protect  their  worshippers. 

Sar.  That's  true,  my  Myrrha;  and  could  I  couTert 
My  realm  to  one  wide  shelter  for  the  wretched, 
I'd  do  it. 

Myr.     Thou'rt  no  god,  then,  not  to  be 
Able  to  work  a  will  so  good  and  general. 
As  thy  wish  would  imply. 

Sar.  And  your  gods,  then, 

Who  catf,  and  do  not  ? 

Myr.  Do  not  speak  of  that, 

Jj&Bi  we  provoke  them. 

Sar.  True,  they  Iotc  not  censure 

Better   than  mortals.     Friends,   a  thought  has 

struck  me. 
Were  there  no  temples,  would  there,  think  ye,  be 
Air  worshippers  ?  that  is,  when  it  is  aagry. 
And  pelting  as  even  now. 

Myr,  The  Persian  prays 

Upon  his  mountain. 

Sar.  Tea,  when  the  sun  shines. 

Myr.  And  I  would  ask  if  this  your  palace  were 
Unroof *d  and  desolate,  how  many  flatterers 
Would  lick  the  dust  in  which  the  king  lay  low  ? 

AU.  The  fair  Ionian  is  too  sarcastic 
Upon  a  nation  whom  she  knows  not  well ; 
The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  their  king's ; 
And  homage  is  their  pride. 

Sar.  Nay,  pardon,  guests. 

The  foir  Greek's  readiness  of  speech. 

AU.  Paribmi  tin: 

We  honor  her  of  all  things  next  to  thee. 
Hark!  what  was  that? 


ZsM.  That!  aoOingbitlhelv 

Of  distant  portals  shaken  by  tiie  wind. 
AU.  It  sounded  like  the  dash  of-hirii  againi 
Zam.  The  big  rain  pattering  on  the  root 
Sar.  Nohnm 

Myrrha,  my  Ioto,  hast  thou  thy  shell  in  oidv  ? 

Sing  me  a  song  of  Sappho,  her,  thou  know'tt, 

Who  in  thy  country  threw 

Enter  Pakia,  vfith  hit  tword  and  garmentt  Vood^, 
and  ditordered.    The  OnetU  rite  m  eonfiuioH. 
Pan.  (to  the  Chtardt.)  Look  to  the  portals; 

And  with  your  best  speed  to  the  walls  witboat 
Tour  arms !  To  arms  I  the  king's  in  danger.  Moft- 

arch! 
Excuse  this  haste,— 'tis  faith. 
Sar.  Speak  on. 

Pan.  It  is 

As  Salemenes  fear'd ;  the  faithless  satraps 
Sar.  You  are  wounded— give  some  wine.   Take 

breath,  good  Pania. 
Pan.  'Tia  nothing^-a  mere  ileah  wound.   I  in 


More  with  my  speed  to  warn  my  i 
Than  hurt  in  his  defence. 

Myr.  WeU,sir,tiieiebds? 

Pan.  Soon  as  Arbaces  and  Beleses  reach'd 
Their  stations  in  the  city,  they  refused 
To  march ;  and  on  my  attempt  to  use  the  pownr 
Which  I  was  delegated  with,  they  call'd 
Upon  their  troope,  who  roee  in  fteroe  deAanoe. 

Myr.  All? 

Pan.        Too  many. 

Sar.  Spare  not  of  thy  free  wjeedtk 

To  spare  mine  ears  the  truth. 

Pan.  VlJ  own  slight  gaaid 

Were  frdthftil,  and  what's  left  of  it  is  still  so. 

Myr.  And  sre  these  all  the  fiiroe  still  foitfafol? 

Pan.  No- 

The  Bactrians,  now  led  on  by  Salemenes, 
Who  eren  then  was  oi|  his  way,  still  urged 
By  strong  suspicion  of  the  Median  chiefr. 
Are  numerous,  and  make  strong  head  against 
The  rebels,  fighting  inch  by  inch,  and  forming 
An  orb  around  the  palace,  where  tiiey  nean 
To  centre  all  their  force,  and  sare  the  king. 
{He  heeiiaiet.)  I  am  charged  ti^— 

Myr.  Tianotimefarhesitatigi. 

Pan.  Prince  Salemenes  doth  imploffe  the  kiag 
To  arm  himself,  although  but  for  a  moaeBt, 
And  ahow  himself  unto  the  eoldiers :  his 
Sole  presence  in  this  instant  nu|^  do  man 
Than  hosts  can  do  in  his  behalC 

Sar.  What,  hot 

My  armor  there* 

Myr.  And  wilt  than? 

Sar.  WiUlMt? 

Ho,  there !— but  seek  not  for  the  bnekler :  'tis 
Too  heavy :— a  light  cuirass  and  my  awoid. 
Where  are  the  rebels  ? 

Pan.  Searee  a  AirloBg'e  length 

From  the  outward  wall,  the  fierowt  eonflietragss. 

Sar.  Then  I  may.ehMgeoa  horeebaek.  Steo»hs 
Order  my  horse  out.    There  in  apaiee  enough 
Even  in  our  courts,  and  by  the  o«tar  gato» 
To  marshal  half  the  hossnen  of  Anhia. 

iBxkBwam»fer1kemmm 

Myr.  How  I  do  lore  thee  I 

Ssr.  IWerdoriiisdll. 


? 

Sor.  Thm  kMlm  to  hfc       T* 

TIm  path  •tin  opcB,  tad  Biiiiwimiwirion 
li«ft  *t«lst  Ike  piOM*  nd  te  phdMx  ? 

Mn.  Twat 

WImb  I  late  kfl  Ub,  and  I  hftTe  bo  Smt; 
Ov  tnMpt  van  atoady,  aad  tlia  phalanx  ftnm'd. 

Sar.  Tan  haa  to  apan  kk  panoa  for  tke 
Aad  tint  I  win  not  apan  Bij  oine-«iid  aajTi 

Pan.  Thara'a  lietmj  m  tiif  faiy  void. 

[BxWPakul, 

Smr.  Altoda    ZaaMa    fwrth,  and  am  y !  Tliara 
la  aU  im  nadlMaa  la  Um  anany. 
fiae  that  tlM  iraiMa  an  baatow'd  in  aaiiiCy 
IntbaiamotoapartiiMiita;  latagoaid^ 
Be  aet  bafan  llNBi,  vHh  atrial  Qbaiga  to  quit 
Tb«  poat  bat  wi«k  fhcir  Ihraa— ooaunaad  H, 
Altada*  >■»  jonaali;  aad  ntoa  iMia ; 
Tour  poat  ia  iiaar  onr  ponott* 

[AMaiT  ZsMm,  Altasa.,  «Mf  olT  jota  Mtbbka. 


thikadtndttopalli 

I  will  await  htn  yow  rahwu. 

TIm  plaoa 

If  apaatow,  a«d  te  int  to  be  aoagkt  oat, 
If  tiMy  pmaD ;  aad,  II  H  alMW&d  ba  ao, 
I 
Mfyr. 
amr. 
Myr. 
Ia~ 
A 
la 
flbr« 

J«r.  Idaiaan 

amiia  wImI  I  bava  Wvadt  to  ba 
I'a  booty:  tortb,  and  do  yov  bcaToat. 

B$md$t  iiwKMO  wM  lAa  wmiw. 


4^  Xiacl  yowfiaMT. 

Air.  fanawy  AwMa^rj  GiToaatba     ' 
■lybaUiio;  aow 
Myaword;  I  bad  forgot  the  helm— whorak  it? 
Tbafa  woU-^BO,  'tia  too  hoary:  yoa  miatabab  too, 
it  waa  aot  thia  I  aieaat,  bat  that  which  boaia 
A  diadflB  anrond  it         b 

9k  Siie,  I  deem'd 

Thiat  too  eonapioaoaa  tnm  the  pfoafama  atoaea 
To  riak  yoar  aaand  brow  baaeatb    tad,  traat  mmp 
Thia  ia  of  better  aietal,  tiioogh  leaa  rich. 

8mr.  Toadaaaa'dl  Are  yoa  too  tm'd  a  labal? 
FeUow 
Toar  part  ia  to  obey;  letatn,  aad— ao— 
1 1  ia  tao  Uto— I  will  go  Ibrth  withoat  H. 

i^e.  At  leaat  wear  thIa. 

Sar,  Wear  Caaeaaaa  1  why,  'tia 

A  Bunmtaia  oa  my  templea. 

41b.  8iio,themeaao 

Soldiar  goea  aot  Inrth  thaa  ezpoaod  to  battlo. 
All  laea  wiU  loeogniie  yoa— for  the  atone 
Haa  oeaoed,  aad  the  moon  toeaka  forth  ia  bar 
brightaeaa. 

Sar.  I  go  fivth  to  be  xeeogniaed,  aad  thaa 
Shall  be  ao  aooner,    Now— my  apear  1  I'm  aim'd. 

[Ing9img  atope  9hort^mmiiunuto  Smo. 
Sfaro    I  had  fncgottea,  bring  the  Blinor.* 

4fb.  The Buixor, aire? 

Sar.  Tap,  air,  of  poliah'd  braea, 

finaght  from  the  apoiU  of  Iadia--bat  be  apeody. 

[BxU&WMMO. 

8ar.  Myrrha,  retire  onto  a  place  of  aafety. 
Why  waat  yoa  not  teth  with  the  other  damaela  } 
Myr.  Boeaaae  aiy  plaoo  ia  heie. 
sir,  Aad  whoa  I  am  goae 

Jtfyr.  Ifollow. 

amr,  ran/ to  battle? 

Myr.  Ifltwmao^ 


fttlUi 
How? 

In  the  apot  where  an  mai 
I  if  therebOtaalbeUere, 
boyoad  the  8tyz :  aad  if  there  be  not, 

aomaeh? 


A  label' 


Sar.  (lookmy  td  Jkimuff,)  Thia  eoiraaa  ftto  at 
wall,  the  beldrio  better, 
AadtehekaaotatalL    Methinka  I  aeam 

well  in  theae  toyi ;  aad  aow  to  profo  tbwa 
!    Whare'aAltada? 
qra.  Waiting,  aire, 

Withoat:  he  haa  year  ahield  ia  readlnaaa. 

8ar.  Trae ;  I  liorgot  ho  ia  my  ahield-beaier 
By  right  of  blood,  deiired  from  age  to  age. 
Hyxrha,  ambraee  me;— ^et  onee  more    oace  bmm 
Loire  mo^  whato'er  betide.    Hy  ehiefeat  gloiy 
Shall  be  to  make  me  worthlav  of  yoar  Ioto. 
Jfyr.  Qo  forth,  and  eonqaar ! 

\ExtmU  8AJU>JLXiJPAi.ir8  mmi  ftf 
How,  I  am  r 
AH  are  gona  ftirth,  aad  of  that  all  how  few 
Perfaapa  retnra.    Let  him  bat  Tanqaiah,  and 
Me  pariah  I    If  hevanqaiahnot,  Iperiah; 
ForlwillnotoatliTehim.    Hehaawoaad 
Aboat  my  heart,  I  know  not  how  aor  why. 
Not  far  that  he  b  king;  far  now  hie  biagdom 
Rocka  aaderaeath  hia  throae,  aad  the  earth  yawM 
To  yield  him  ao  more  of  it  than  a  grave ; 
And  yet  I  lore  him  mote.    Oh,  m^ty  /ore  ( 
Forgive  thla  monatroaa  lore  for  a  berbariaa. 
Who  knowa  not  of  Olympaa !  yea,  I  love  hba 
Now,  now,  far  more  thaa— Uaxk-^to  the  war 

ahoatt 
Mothiaka  it  aeara  me.    If  it  ahonld  be  ao, 

[Skt  dramt  forth  a  •mdUvUL 
Thia  canning  Colchlan  polaon,  which  my  ftithar 
Leam'd  to  compoand  on  Bazhie  ahoraa,  and  tanght 

How  to  preaarre,  abaU  free  me !    It  had  freed  ■• 
Long  ere  thia  hoar,  but  that  I  lored,  aatfl 
I  half  forgot  I  waa  a  ajUve.'— ^here  aU 
Are  aUToa  aara  oae,  and  proad  of  aarritado. 
So  tiMf  are  aarred  in  tnm  by  aomething  lower 
In  the  degree  of  bondage,  we  forget 
That  ahaddea  worn  like  omamenta  ao  leaa 
Areehalaa.    Agaia  that  ahoat !  aad  aow  the 
Of 


JBbiforALYABA. 
AM,  Ho,  Sfaro,  ho} 

'   J^.  He  la  aot  hare;  what  woaUst  Ao« 

him?    How 
Goea  on  the  eoaiiet  ? 
AJL  DabioaalyaBdflanelT 

J^.  And  the  king? 


Mi 


BiT&oori  womi 


JOt.  Likeak&ig.    I iira«t lltfd Sfera, 

And  bring  him  a  new  fpew  and  his  oim  hdmet 
He  fights  tfll  now  bareheaded,  and  bj  far 
Too  mnch  exposed.    The  soliKers  knew  his  Ikce, 
And  the  foe  too ;  and  in  the  moon*s  broad  tight, 
His  silk  tiara  and  his  flowing  hair 
Hake  him  a  mark  too  ro^.    Bveiy  airow 
Is  pointed  at  the  fair  hair  and  fair  features, 
And  the  broad  fiUet  which  erows  both. 

Ifyr.  Ye  gods, 

Who  ftilminate  o'er  my  father's  land,  protect  him ! 
Were  you  sent  by  the  king  ? 

AU.  'Bf  Salemenes, 

Who  sent  Me  pxfvfly  upon  this  charge, 
Without  the  knowledge  of  the  careless  soterelgft. 
The  king !  the  king  fights  as  he  rerels !  ho ! 
What,  Sfero  1  I  will  seek  the  annory— 
He  must  be  there.  [Exit  Altada. 

Mjff,  'Tis  no  dishonor— no— 

'Tis  no  dishonor  to  hare  loved  this  man. 
I  almost  wish  now,  what  I  neter  wish'd 
Before,  that  he  were  Grecian.    If  Alcides 
Were  shamed  in  wearing  Lydian  Omphale's 
8he-garb,  and  wielding  her  Tile  distair,  surely 
He,  who  springs  up  a  Hercules  at  once. 
Nursed  in  effeminate  arts  from  youth  to  manhood. 
And  rushes  from  the  banquet  to  the  battle. 
As  though  it  were  a  bed  of  love,  deserres 
That  a  Greek  girl  should  be  his  paramour, 
And  a  Greek  bard  his  minstrel,  a  Greek  tomb 
His  monument.    How  goes  the  strife,  sir } 

Aidet  a$i  Officer, 

Offlcar,  Lost, 

Lost  almost  past  recovery.    Zames !    Whste 
IsZames? 

Myr.         Posted  with  the  guard  appointed 
To  watch  before  the  apartment  of  the  women. 

[EMtOJIoer. 

Jiyf.  fMha.J  He's  gone ;  and  told  no  more  than 
that  all's  lost  I 
What  need  have  I  to  know  more  ?  In  those  words. 
Those  Utile  words,  a  kingdom  and  a  king, 
A  line  of  thirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 
Of  thousands,  and  the  fortunes  of  all  left 
With  life,  are  merged ;  and  I,  too,  with  the  great, 
like  a  small  bubble  breaking  with  tiie  wave 
Which  bore  it,  shall  be  nothing.    At  the  least 
lly  fate  is  in  my  keeping :  no  proud  victor 
Bhall  count  me  with  his  spoils. 

Enter  Taxijl^ 

Pan.  Away  with  me, 

Hyrrha,  without  delay ;  we  must  not  lose 
A  moment— all  that'A  left  us  now. 

Myr.  The  king? 

Pan,  Sent  me  here  to  conduct  you  hence,  beyond 
Ihe  river,  by  a  secret  passage. 

J^.  Then 

He  lives 

Pan,         And  charged  me  to  secure  your  Ufe, 
And  beg  you  to  live  on  for  his  sake,  till 
He  can  rcjjoin  you. 

Myt.  Will  he  then  give  way  ? 

Pa».  lYot  till  the  last.  8tiU,  stSn  he  doei  whate'er 
Despair  ean  do ;  and  step  by  step  disputes 
The  very  palaee. 

Jfyr.  They  axe  here,  then  >-ay, 

UmIt  shouts  oome  zinging  through  the  ancient  lUdU, 


Kever  profkned  by  rebel  eehMs  till 
TUi  faftil  nS^i    Furvwett,  Asqnia'sHnel 
Farewell  to  all  of  Nimrod !    Eventhenitts 
Is  now  no  more. 
PlSfi.  Away  with  me— away  1 

Myr.IJo:  I'll  die  here !— Away, and  ti^ year ki^ 
I  loved  him  to  the  last 

Enter  SAHDAjrA^ALva  and  SALSMBVit,  wHk  «U^ 
iere.  Pkvu,  ^uUs  Uraxax,  and  ran^m  kmm^ 
toiththem, 

Sar,  eSneeitisthuft, 

Well  die  where  we  were  bom    in  our  own  halls. 
Berry  your  ranks— stand  firm.    I  hate  despatched 
A  trusty  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 
All  fresh  and  faithfril ;  theyH  be  here  anon. 
All  is  not  over.^Pania,  look  to  Myrrha. 

[Pakia  rehtrm  fommf  Mtbisa. 

SaL  We  have  bfeatMng  time;  yet  ones  mon 
charge,  my  friends- 
One  for  As^ria ! 

Sar,  Rather  say  foir  Baotria  t 

My  fkithfta  Bactiians,  I  wOI  henceforth  he 
King  of  your  nation,  and  we^  hold  togefier 
This  realm  as  province. 

fib/.  Haxkl  tiiey  come— fkey come. 

Enter  Bbibmh  and  A&BA€fBt  w&k  As  Mek 
Ar^.  Set  on,  we  have  them  in  the  toil.    Chaxge ! 

Charge! 
Bel,  On !  on !— Heaven  fights  fisr  us,  and  with  ut.— 
On! 
[They  charge  ihe  ESng  and  Saliskik£s  tocA 
their  Triopt,  iehe  defend  ikemeeieet  m  ike 
arrival  of  Zamett%nth  the  QuardUfmmat 
Honed,    The  Rebels  are  then  driven  of,  md 
pursued  by  Salbmbnes,  %e.    A$  the  King  ti 
going  to  jbm  the  pureuM,  BnuH»  eremm 
him, 
BeL  Ho !  tyrant— /will  end  tlds  war. 
Sar,  Sven  lo, 

My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 
Grateftil  and  trusty  subject :— yield,  I  poray  thee. 
I  would  reserve  thee  for  a  fitter  doom. 
Rather  than  dip  my  hands  in  holy  blood. 
BeL  Thine  hour  is  come. 
Sdr.  No,  thine.— I've  latel/  itad, 

Though  but  a  young  astrology,  tiie  stars ; 
And,  ranging  round  the  sodiae,  found  thy  ihte 
In  the  sign  of  the  Scorpion,  which  proclaims 
That  thou  wilt  now  be  cmsh'd. 
Bd,  Bnt  not  by  thee. 

[Theyjtght;  BntfiBS  te  wounded  and  dieamel 
Sar,   (raising  his  sword   to   despatch  him,  tf- 
0Za«NS>--Now  call  upon  thy  planets ;  will  they  ihoot 
From  the  sky  to  preserve  ^elr  sear  sad  oredit? 
[A  party  of  Rebels  enter,  and  reeoue  Bblmh* 
They  assaUiheking,  who,  «i  tarn,  isresead 
by  a  party  of  his  Soldiers,  who  drive  tit 
BebOsoff, 
The  vQIain  was  a  prophet  after  all. 
Upon  them— ho !  there— tiet«ry  lis  crars. 

{B^itinpanmL 
Myr,  (to  Pan,)  Pursue !    Why  stand'st  Aot 
here,  and  leavest  the  Ttaika 
Of  fellow-soldiers  conquering  vrithovt  thee  f 
Pan,  The  king's  eomttuid  wu  not  to  mdt  Due. 
Myr.  Me: 

Think  not  of  me— a  ringle  aolSIei^  am 
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AM 


Hwtaolbtwuitingwnr.    laskaogurd, 
I  nMd no  gvsrd:  id^t,  ivllSk «  world  st  itike, 
Koap  wwtA  upon  a  w<okm&  ?    Hence,  I  eny. 
Or  Aonartehaaedl    IVay,  then  Jwfllgofortli, 
A  «Mlib  fsnale,  'nddit  tkeir  deepente  itrife, 
And  bid  thee  gnaid  me  (A«re-^irhere  thon  thooldft 


Thy 


[ExUUrvau. 
T<ttete)r»denMel!    She's  gone. 
If  aaght  of  m  betide  her,  better  I 
Bad  loet  wuf  Itie.    Serdanepelui  holds  her 
Far  dearv  than  his  kingdom,  yet  he  fights 
For  thai  too ;  and  ean  I  do  less  than  he, 
Who  ntfw  flash'd  a  scfanetar  till  now  ? 
Xjnha.  vetnzn,  and  I  obey  yon,  thongh 
In  dieohedienee  to  the  monarch.  [Sxit  Pjuiiiu 

Bmitt  AxaaSA  mmd  Snso  Ay  an 

AU.  Mynhal 

What!  gsM)  yetaheifaalMie  when  the  fightn^sd, 
AndPtadnaleo.   Can  anght  have  befallen  them? 

^  IaBnrbethaalb,ii^enlaletheiebelaAed: 
They  psehahly  are  bnt  mtiied  to  aaake 
Their  wny  haek  to  the  hHom. 

AIL  If  thekiag 

Prove  Tfetor,  aa  it  eecma  even  anw  he  m«it» 
And  mise  Ue  cmm  Ionian,  we  am  doona'd 
Tn  wnae  than  eopttve  rebelf. 

^^  Let  ns  taee  them ; 

SheeannotbeHedte;  and,  fevnd,  ahe  mahea 
AiiehcrfriMtntf 
Than  his  reoeenr'd  kingdom. 

JUL  Baal 

Xe'er  fooght  more  fiercely  to  win  empin,  than 
Hia  ailken  eon  to  save  it ;  he  defies 
An  angm7  of  faea  ee  friends ;  and  like 
The  doee  end  enlliy  aommsr's  day,  whaeh  bodea 
A  twili^  f  mpsst,  bnrsto  fcgth  in  sneh  thwader 
As  sweepe  the  air,  and  delii^sa  the  earth. 
The  man's  inMratahle. 

^fk  KotmontfiBnotheia. 

All  are  the  sane  of  eireiimetanee :  away— 
Lefs  seek  the  elacre  ent,  or  prepare  to  be 
TertBf'4  for  Us  infcinaticm,  and 
Condemn'd  without  a  crime.  [ExmmL 

Enter  SAiimirBe  and  Soidien,  ^, 

ihl  Thetrivmphk 

nattering:   they  are  beaten  baekwnd  from  the 


And  we  haye  open'd  regnlar  aeeeee 
To  Hm  treope  stotkm*d  on  the  ettier  side 
Enphrales,  who  may  still  be  tme ;  nay,  mtnet  be. 
When  they  beer  of  our  Tietoiy.    Bnt  where 
Istheddef  Tietor?  Where's  tiie  king  2 

&tter  SAmuuPAX.li*,  cum  Jiisi,  ^.,  and  Mt&uu.. 

Sar,  Here,  brother. 

Sal,  TTnhnrt,  I  hope. 

fiec  Kot^nite;  batletitpasa. 

WeWe  elear'd  the  paUe»— — 

Sal.  And  I  treat  the  city. 

Oar  numbers  gather :  and  I>e  ordered  onward 
A  elond  of  Farthiaiw,  hitherto  reeenred, 
An  freah  and  fiery,  to  be  fonr*d  np«n  them 


In  tiieir  retmat,  which  soon  wffl  be  a  fiight 
Sar.  It  is  already,  or  at  leest  they  mareh'd 

Faster  than  I  could  follow  with  my  Baetrians, 

Who  spared  no  speed.    I  am  spent:  give  me  a  seat 
Sal  There  stands  the  throne,  aire. 
Sar.  TtB  no  place  to  rest  oa 

For  mind  nor  body :  let  me  haTe  a  couch, 

[They  phot  mnm, 
A  peaeant'a  atool,  I  care  not  what :  so— now 
I  breathe  more  fi^ly. 

Sal,  This  great  hour  has  proTed 

The  brightest  and  most  glorious  of  your  life. 

Sar.  And  the  most  tiresome.    Where's  my  evp* 
beeier? 
Bring  me  some  water. 

Sal.  (milimg.)  •Tie  the  first  time  he 

Btct  had  such  an  evder :  erenl, 
Yonr  meet  anatere  of  counsellors,  would  now 
Suggeat  a  porpler  bererage. 

Sar.  Blood,  doubtlees. 

But  there's  enough  of  that  shed ;  aa  for  wine, 
I  haTe  leam'd  to-night  the  price  of  the  pure  element 
Thiice  hare  I  drank  of  it,  and  thrice  renew'd, 
With  greater  strength  than  the  grape  erer  gam  ma 
Hy  charge  upon  the  rebels.    Where's  ^e  soldisr 
Who  gave  me  watsr  in  his  helmet  ? 

One  of  thit  Gaardt.  Slain,  sire  t 

An  arrow  pierced  hk  brain,  whUe,  scattering 
The  last  drops  l^om  his  helm,  he  stood  in  act 
To  plaee  it  on  his  brows. 

Sar.  Slain!  unrewarded! 

And  alain  to  senre  my  thirst:  that's  hard,  poor davni 
Had  he  but  lired,  I  would  hare  gorged  him  with 
QoM :  aU  the  gold  of  earth  could  ne'er  repay 
The  pleasure  of  that  draught ;  for  I  was  psnh'd 
Aa  I  am  now.  [^^  ^^m^  teaifsr    At  dHMn 

I  lire  again— from  heneelbrth 
The  goblet  I  reserve  for  hours  of  Ioto, 
But  war  on  water. 

Sal  And  that  bandage,  aire. 

Which  girds  your  arm  ? 

Sar.  A  serateh  from  brave  Balaeei. 

Myr.  Oh!  he  is  wounded! 

Sler.  xf  ot  too  much  or  that  s 

And  yet  it  itOa  a  little  stiif  and  painfti], 
Now  I  am  oooler. 

Jfyr.  Ton  have  bound  ft  wift 

Sar,  The  fiUet  of  my  diadem :  the  first  time 
That  ornament  was  erer  aught  to  me, 
Sare  an  enctmibrance. 

Jfyr.  (to  the  attendantt.J  Summon  speedUy 
A  leech  of  the  most  skilftd :  pray,  retire ; 
I  win  unbind  your  wound  and  tend  it. 

Sar.  Bo  so. 

For  now  it  throbs  sufidently ;  but  what 
Know'st  thou  of  wounds  ?  yet  wherefore  do  I  aik  t 
Know'st  thou,  my  brother,  where  I  lighted  on 
This  minion  ? 

Sal,  Herding  with  ^e  other  fomalaa, 

like  frighten'd  antelopes. 

Sar,  No:  like  the  dam 

Of  the  young  lion,  fomininely  raging, 
(And  femininely  meaneth  ftariously, 
Because  all  passions  in  excess  are  female,) 
Against  the  hunter  flying  with  her  cub. 
She  urged  on  with  her  voice  and  gesture,  and 
Her  floating  hair  and  fladiing  eyes,  ^e  soldkn, 
In  the  pursuit. 

Sal,  Indeed! 


S66 


fiTRON'8  WORKS. 


air.  T(ni  lee,  tbif  night 

Made  wairiors  of  man  than  me.    I  paiued 
To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek ; 
ller  large  black  eyee,  that  flash'd  through  her  long 

hair 
Am  it  8tream*d  o'er  her ;  her  bine  Teina  that  roae 
Along  her  moat  transparent  brow ;  her  nostril 
Dilated  from  ita  symmetry ;'  her  lips 
Apart ;  her  voice  that  clore  throngh  all  the  din» 
Aa  a  lute's  pieroeth  through  the  cymbal's  clash, 
Jarr'd  but  not  drown'd  by  the  loud  brattling ;  her 
Waved  anns,  more  dagaUng  with  their  own  bom 

whiteness 
Than  the  steel  her  hand  held,  which  she  caught  up 
From  a  dead  soldier's  graap ;  all  these  things  made 
Her  seem  unto  the  troops  a  prophetess 
Of  Victory,  or  Vietoiy  herself, 
Come  down  to  hail  us  her's. 

SaL  (atide,)  This  is  too  much ; 

Again  the  love-fit's  on  him,  and  all's  lost, 
Unless  we  turn  his  thoughts. 

(Aloud,)  But  pray  thee,  sire. 
Think  of  your  woundr-you  said  even  now  'twaa 
painfuL 
Sar,  That's  true,  too;  but  I  must  not  think 

of  it 
Sal  1  have  look'd  to  all  things  needfrd,  and  will 
now 
Beoeive  reports  of  progress  made  in  such 
Orders  aa  I  had  given,  and  then  return 
To  hear  your  further  pleasure. 
Sar,  Be  it  so. 

SaL  (in  rtHring.)  Mynha  t 
Jfyr.  Prince! 

Sal,  Ton  have  shown  a  soul  to-night, 

Which,  were  he  not  my  sister's  loanl^— But  now 
I  have  no  time :  thou  lovest  the  king  ? 

Myr,  I  lovu 

Sardanapalus. 
Sal.  But  wonldst  have  him  king  stUl  ? 

Mff,  I  would  not  have  him  leas  thui  what  he 

should  be. 
SaL  Well  then,  to  have  him  king,  and  yours,  and 
all 
He  should,  or  should  not  be ;  to  have  him  Km, 
Let  him  not  «ink  back  into  luxury. 
Tou  hava  more  power  upon  his  spirit  than 
Wisdom  within  thescwaUs,  or'fierce  rebellion 
Raging  without :  look  well  that  he  relapse  not. 

Myr*  There  needed  not  the  voice  of  Salemenes 
To  urge  me  on  to  thia :  I  will  not  fidl. 
All  that  a  woman's  weakness  can-^ 

SaL  Ispower 

Omnipotent  o'er  such  a  heart  as  his ; 
Bxert  it  wisely.  [BxU  SixxxsxBa. 

Sar,  Myrrha!  what,  at  whispers 

With  my  stem  farotiier  ?    I  shall  soon  be  Jealous. 
Myr,  (mmUn§,)  Tou  have  cause,  sire ;  for  on  the 
earth  thoe  breathes  not 
A  man  more  worthy  of  a  woman's  love— 
A  soldier's  trast^-a  subject's  reverence— 
A  king's  esteem—- the  whole  world's  admiration  I 

Sor.  Praise  him,  but  not  so  warmly.    I  must  not 
Hear  those  sweet  lips  grow  eloquent  in  aught 
That  throws  me  into  shade ;  yet  you  speak  troth. 

Miff,  And  nowretire,  to  have  your  wound  look'd  to. 
Pray,  lean  on  me. 
Sair,  Tea  love,  but  not  from  pdn. 


ACT  1\. 

8CENB  I. 

SiJtDJLirAPiXUS  ducovered  tiering  191011  a  Cm\ 
and  oeeatUmaUy  duiurbed  in  Att  Oumbm,  wAI 
Mtmuu.  wUehing, 

Myr.  (sola,  gating.)  I  have  stolen  upon  his  xmI, 
if  rest  it  be, 
Whieh  thus  convulses  slumber :  shall  I  wake  hto) 
No,  he  seems  calmer.    Oh,  thou  Ood  of  Qoiet ! 
Whose  reign  is  o'er  seal'd  eyelids  and  soft  dreamy 
Or  deep,  deep  sleep,  so  aa  to  be  unfathom'd, 
Look  like  thy  brother,  Death— eo  still— eo  8tkk»» 
For  then  we  are  happiest,  as  it  may  be,  we 
Are  happiest  of  all  within  the  realm 
Of  thy  aten,  ailsnt,  and  uaawakening  twin 
Again  he  moves— again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o'er  his  featurea,  as  the  sudden  gust 
CtiapB  the  reluctant  lake  that  lay  so  ealm 
Beneath  the  mountain  shadow ;  or  the  Uast 
Ruffles  the  autumn  leaves,  that  drooping  diog 
Faintly  and  motionksa  to  their  loved  bcM^ 
I  muat  awake  him— yet  not  yet :  who  knows 
From  what  I  rouse  him  ?    It  seems  pain ;  butif 
I  quicken  him  to  heavier  pain  ?    The  ibm 
Of  this  tumnltaou*  night,  the  grief  too  of 
His  wound,  though  sl^ht,  any  eanae  all  tliis,  lad 

ahake 
Me  more  to  see  thaii  him  to  rafier.    Kd : 
Let  nature  use  her  own  maternal  mcaas^— 
And  I  await  to  aecond  not  diatmb  her. 

Sar,  fmeaibnitfi^.^  Not  ao— although  ye  mohipnel 
thettui. 
And  gave  them  to  me  as  a  realm  to  share 
From  you  and  with  yon !  I  would  not  ao  pnrekise 
The  empire  of  eternity.    Hence    henee 
Oldhunterof  theearUeatbrateal  and  ye, 
Who  hunted  fellow-creatmrea  aa  if  bratss  I 
Onee  bloody  mortals— and  now  bloodier  idols, 
If  your  priestalie not!  And  thou,  ghaatly  beUbmel 
Dripping  with  dusky  gora,  and  trampling  on 
The  carcasaea  of  Inde— Away !  away  I 
WhereamI?  Where  the  ■peitres  ?  Where     'Ho- 

that 
Is  no  (Use  phantom :  I  should  know  it  *midst 
All  that  the  dead  dare  gloomily  raise  up 
From  their  black  gulf  to  daunt  the  livhig.  Mynbal 

Myr,  Alaa!  thou  art  pale,  and  on  thy  brow  tbe 
diope 
Gather  like  night  dew.    My  beloved,  hush— 
Calm  thee.    Thy  apoeeh  aeema  of  another  woiUI, 
And  thou  art  loved  of  thia.    Be  of  good  ebeer ; 
AUwUlgoweU. 

Air.  ThyJtgiMf  'eo    'tie  thy  hand; 

'Tie  flesh;  graap-^olasp— yet  doeer,  till  I  £»! 
Hysdf  that  which  I  was. 

Myr,  At  leaat  know  me 

For  what  I  am,  and  ever  most  he    <Wne. 

.  I  know  it  now.    I  know  this  life  again. 
Ah,  Kynha  I  have  been  where  we  ahaU  be. 

Myr,  MyUnd! 

Sar,  Pve  been  i'  the  grave— where  tiie  wenrn  mi 
lorda. 
And  kings  are— But  I  did  not  deem  H  so; 
I  thought  'twas  nothing. 

Myr.  80 it  is;  eoreq^' 

Unto  the  timid,  who  anlidpatie 
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That  vUfik  m»j  nevw  W. 

Sor.  Oh,  Mynrha!  if 

Sleep  ahow  soch    thingi,  what  maj  not  death 

JM^.  I  know  no  ctA  death  ean  show,  whioh  lUb 
Has  not  already  shown  to  those  who  live 
ttnhodied  longest    If  there  be  faideed 
A  shioff«i»  where  mfaid  sarrives,  twill  be  as  mlndi 
AH  nnmoQcponte :  or  if  there  flits 
A  ahadow  of  this  ounbrons  clog  of  elay. 
Which  atalkst  metiiinks,  between  onr  sonls  and 


And  fetters  ns  to  earth— at  least  the  phantom, 
Whate'er  it  haTe  to  fesx,  will  not  fear  death. 

Ssr.  Ifearitnot;  bat  I  hare  fel^-have  sMn— 
A  legion  nf  the  dead. 

Ifyr.  And  so  haTo  I. 

The  dust  we  tread  npon  was  ones  aliTo, 
And  wretched.  Bnt  prooeed :  what  hast  thon  seen  ? 
Speak  U,  'twill  lighten  thy  dimmed  mind. 

Sttr.  Hethooght— 

Myr.  Tet  pease,  thon  art  tired— in  pain-^ex« 
hansted;  aU 
Which  ean  impair  both  strength  and  spirit ;  seek 
Batiier  to  alcep  again. 

Ssr.  Not  now^-I  wonld  not 

Dream;  tiioagh  I  know  it  now  to  be  a  dream 
What  I  hare  dieamt>-and  canst   thou  bear  to 
hear  it? 

JTyr.  I  ean  bear  all  things,  dreams  of  life  or  death, 
Whidi  I  participate  with  yon,  in  semblance 
Or  ftin  reality. 

aar.  And  this  look'd  real, 

t  teU  yon :  after  that  these  eyes  were  open, 
I  saw  them  in  ^eir  flight— for  then  they  fled. 

Myr.  Say  on. 

Sv*.  I  saw,  that  is,  I  dream*d  myself 

Hue  ■hew  ■  eitn  iriiere  we  sre,  guests  as  we  wsre, 
Myself  a  hoot  that  deem'd  himself  bnt  guest. 
Willing  to  eqnal  all  in  sodal  fireedom ; 
But,  on  my  right  hand  and  my  left,  instead 
Of  Aee  and  Zames,  and  our  accnstom'd  meeting, 
Was  ranged  on  my  left  hand  a  haughty,  dark. 
And  deadly  Ikoe— I  could  not  recognise  it. 
Yet  I  had  aeen  it,  though  I  knew  not  where ; 
The  features  were  a  giant's,  and  the  eye 
Was  stai,  yet  lighted ;  his  long  locks  curl'd  down 
On  his  Test  bust  whence  a  huge  qulTcr  rose 
With  shaft-heads  feather'd  from  the  eagle's  wing. 
That  peep*d  up  bristling  through  his  serpent  hak. 
I  iuTited  him  to  AH  the  cup  which  stood 
Between  ns,  but  he  answer'd  not— I  fiU'd  it- 
He  took  it  not,  but  stared  upon  me,  till 
I  trembled  at  the  flz*d  glare  of  his  eye : 
I  frown'd  upon  him  ais  a  king  should  frowns- 
He  frowtt'd  net  in  his  torn,  but  look'd  upon  me 
With  the  same  aspect,  which  appall'd  me  more. 
Because  he  changed  not ;  and  I  tnm'd  for  reftige 
To  milder  gnests,  and  sought  them  on  the  right. 
Where  thoo  wcrt  wont  to  be.    Bnfr— 

[JxtfJHMMS. 

Jfyr.  What  instead  ? 

Sar.  In  thy  own  ehaii^-^y  own  plaoe  in  the 
banquet— 
1  sought  diy  sweet  feee  in  the  circle— 4mt 
Instead— a  gray-hair'd,  wither'd,  bloody-eyed. 
And  bloody-handed,  ghafetly,  ^ootly  thing, 
Female  in  gaib,  and  oown'd  upon  tiie  brow, 
Pufw'd  witik  yeeis,  yet  snesnng  with  mM 


Of  Tengeanoe,  leering  too  with  that  of  Inst, 
Sato  .*— «iy  Tetns  curdled. 

Myr,  Isthtsall? 

8ar.  Upon 

Her  light  hand— her  lank,  bird-like  right  hand^ 

stood 
A  goblet,  bubbling  o'er  with  blood;  and  on 
Her  left,  another,  fiU'd  with— what  I  saw  not, 
But  tum'd  from  it  and  her.    But  all  along 
The  toble  sate  a  range  of  crowned  wretches. 
Of  various  aspects,  but  of  one  expression. 

Jfyr.  And  felt  you  not  thii  a  mere  Tision  ? 

Sar.  No: 

It  was  so  palpable,  I  eould  hare  touch'd  them 
I  tum'd  from  one  face  to  another,  in 
The  hope  to  And  at  last  one  which  I  knew 
Ere  I  saw  theirs ;  but  no— all  tum'd  upon  me. 
And  stared,  bnt  neither  ate  nor  drank,  but  stared 
Till  I  grew  stone,  as  they  seem'd  half  to  be, 
Tet  breathing  stone,  for  I  felt  Hfe  in  them. 
And  life  in  me :  there  was  a  horrid  kind 
Of  sympathy  between  us,  as  if  they 
Had  lost  a  part  of  death  to  come  to  me. 
And  I  the  half  of  life  to  sit  by  them. 
We  were  in  an  existence  all  apart 
From  hearen  or  earth— ^«nd  rather  let  me  see 
Death  all  than  such  a  being ! 

Jfyr.  And  the  end? 

Sar,  At  last  I  sate  marble,  as  they,  when  rose 
The  hunter,  and  the  crew ;  and  smiling  on  m^* 
Yes,  the  enlarged  but  noble  aspect  of 
The  hunter  smiled  upon  me— I  should  say. 
His  Ups,  for  his  eyes  mored  not— and  the  womaa't 
Thin  Hpa  relax'd  to  something  like  a  smile. 
Both  rose,  and  the  erown'd  flgnres  on  each  hand 
Boee  also,  as  if  aping  their  chief  shades- 
Here  mimics  eren  in  death— but  I  sato  still : 
A  desperate  courage  crept  through  eyery  limb, 
And  at  the  last  I  fesr'd  them  not,  but  laugh'd 
PuH  in  their  phantom  feces.    But  then— then 
The  hunter  laid  his  hand  on  mine:  I  took  it, 
And  grasp'd  it— but  it  melted  from  my  own, 
While  he  too  ranlsh'd,  and  left  nothfaig  but 
The  memory  of  a  hero,  for  he  look'd  so. 

Ifyr.  And  was :  the  ancestor  of  heroes,  too. 
And  thine  no  less. 

Sar.  Ay,  Mynrha,  bnt  the  woman. 

The  female  who  remain'd,  she  flew  upon  me. 
And  bumt  my  lips  up  with  her  noisome  kisses. 
And  flinging  down  the  goblete  on  each  hand, 
Hethought  their  poisons  flow'd  around  ns,  till 
Bach  fnrm'd  a  hideous  rirer.    Still  she  chmg ; 
The  other  phantoms,  like  a  row  of  stetoes. 
Stood  dull  as  in  our  temples,  but  she  still 
Embraced  me,  while  I  shrank  from  her,  as  if. 
In  lieu  of  her  remote  decendant,  I 
Had  been  the  son  who  slew  her  for  her  Ineest. 
Then— then  a  chaos  of  all  loathsome  things 
Throng'd  thick  and  shapeless:  I  was  dead,  yil 

feelings 

Buried,  and  raised  again— consumed  by  worms. 
Purged  by  the  flames,  and  wither'd  in  the  air  t 
I  ean  iix  nothing  ftirther  of  my  thoughte, 
Save  that  I  long'd  for  thee,  and  sought  for  ttiee. 
In  all  these  agonies,  and  woke  and  found  thee. 

Jfyr.  So  shalt  thou  And  me  ever  at  thy  side, 
Here  and  hereafter,  if  the  last  may  be. 
Bnt  think  not  of  these  things— ^e  mere  sfeatfai 
Of  lato  erento,  acting  \pon  a  frame 


868 


BYRON'S  WOBKS. 


Unnsad  to  toil,  yet  CTeTwrought  by  toll 
Buck  M  might  try  the  sternest. 

Sar,  I  am  better. 

Now  that  I  see  tAee  onee  more,  what  wu  $een 
Seems  nothing. 

Enter  Salbmekbs. 

Sal,  Is  the  king  so  soon  awake  ? 

Sar,  Yes,  brother,  and  I  would  I  had  not  slept ; 
For  all  the  predecessors  of  our  line 
Rose  up,  methought,  to  drag  me  down  to  them. 
My  father  was  among  them,  too ;  but  he, 
I  know  not  why,  kept  from  me,  leaving  me 
Between  the  hunter-founder  of  onr  race, 
And  her,  the  homicide  and  husband-killer, 
Whom  you  call  glorious. 

Sal,  So  I  term  you  also, 

Now  you  have  shown  a  spirit  like  to  hers. 
By  daybreak  I  propose  that  we  set  forth, 
And  charge  once  more  the  rebel  crew,  who  still 
Keep  gathering  head,  repulsed,  but  not  quite  quell'd. 

Sar,  How  wears  the  night  ? 

SaL  There  yet  remain  some  hours 

Of  darkness :  use  them  for  your  further  rest. 

Sar.  No,  not  to-night,  if  'tis  not  gone :  methought 
I  pass'd  hours  in  that  vision. 

ifyr.  Scarcely  one ; 

I  watch'd  by  you :  it  was  a  heavy  hour, 
But  an  hour  only. 

Sar,  Let  us  then  hold  coundl ; 

To-moirow  we  set  forth. 

Sal,  But  ere  that  time, 

I  had  a  grace  to  seek. 

Sar.  *Tu  granted. 

Sal.  Hear  it 

Ere  yon  reply  too  readily ;  and  'tis 
For  your  ear  only. 

Myr.  Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

lEzii  Mt&kha. 

Sal,  TuAt  slave  deserves  her  floeedom. 

Sar.  Freedom  only ! 

That  slave  deserves  to  share  a  throne. 

Sal,  Tour  patience— 

'Tis  not  yet  vacant,  and  'tis  of  its  partner 
I  come  to  speak  with  you. 

Sar.  How  1  of  the  queen  ? 

Sal.  Even  so.    I  judged  it  fitting  for  their  safetgr» 
That,  ere  the  dawn,  she  sets  forth  with  her  children 
For  Paphligonia,  where  our  kinsman  Cotta 
Governs ;  and  there  at  all  events  secure 
My  nephews  and  your  sons  their  lives,  and  with  them 
Thehr  just  pretwsions  to  the  crown  in  case 

Sar.  I  perish— as  is  probable :  well  thodghtp- 
liCt  them  set  forth  with  a  sure  escort. 

Sal.  That 

Is  all  provided,  aad  the  galley  ready 
To  drop  down  the  Euphrates ;  but  ere  they 
Depart,  will  you  not  see 

Sar,  My  sons  ?    It  may 

iJnman  my  heart,  and  the  poor  boys  will  weep; 
And  what  can  I  reply  to  comfort  them^ 
Save  with  some  hollow  hopes,  and  ill-worn  smiles  ? 
You  know  I  cannot  £eign« 

Sal,  But  you  can  feel ; 

At  least,  I  trust  so :  in  a  word,  the  queen 
Requests  to  see  you  ere  you  part— for  ever. 

Sar  Unto  what  end  ?  what  puxi>ose?  I  will  giant 
Aught — all  that  she  can  ask— 4>ut  such  a  meeting. 

^.  You  know,  or  ought  to  know,  enough  of 
women. 


Since  yon  ham  studied  tiiem  so  steadily, 
That  what  they  ask  in  aught  that  touches  on 
The  heart,  is  dearer  to  their  feelings  or 
Their  fancy,  than  the  whole  entemal  world. 
I  think  as  you  do  of  my  sister's  wish ; 
But  'twas  her  wishr— she  is  my  sister— you 
Her  husband— will  you  grant  it  ? 

Sar.  'Twill  be  ussIsm 

But  let  her  come. 
8al.  1  go.  [Exit  SiLBMram 

Sar,  We  have  lived  asunder 

Too  long  to  meet  again— and  noto  to  meet ! 
Have  I  not  cares  enow,  and  pangs  enow 
To  bear  alone,  that  we  must  mingle  soixows, 
Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  love  ? 

JU-mUer  Salbhsnbb  and  Zx&nrA. 

Sal.  My  sister !  CoQiiiib 

Shame  not  our  blood  with  trembling,  but  remembo 
From  whence  we  sprung.    The  queen  in  present,  on. 

Zar.  I  pray  thee,  brother,  leave  me. 

Sal.  Since  you  ask  it 

[Exit  Salexeks 

Zar.  Alone  with  him!  How  many  a  year  has  pas^ 
Though  we  are  still  so  young,  since  we  have  met, 
Which  I  have  worn  in  widowhood  of  heart 
He  loved  me  not :  yet  he  seems  little  changed^ 
Changed  to  me  only^-would  the  change  were  wt 

tual! 
He  qpeaks  not— scarce  regaids  me— «ot  a  wocd^ 
Nor  look— yet  he  toot  soft  of  voice  and  aspect- 
Indifferent,  not  austere.    My  lord ! 

Sar.  Zarina ! 

Zar,  No,  not  Zarina— do  not  say  Zarina. 
That  tone— that  word— annihilate  long  jeau. 
And  things  which  make  them  longer. 

Sar.  'Tis  too  Iste 

To  think  of  these  past  dreams.     Let's  not  if* 

proach— 
That  is,  reproach  me  not — for  the  laat  time— 

Zar.  AjAfirtt.    I  ne'er  reproach'd  you. 

Sar.  'Tis  most  txQS) 

And  that  reproof  comes  heavier  on  my  heart 
Than— But  our  hearts  are  not  in  our  own  pover. 

Zar.  Nor  hands  \  but  I  gave  both. 

Sar.  Your  brother  nid 

It  was  your  will  to  see  me,  ere  you  went 
From  Nineveh  with — <J3e  huUatet.) 

Zar.  Our  children:  it  is  tnft 

I  wish'd  to  thank  you  that  you  had  not  dirided 
My  heart  flrom  all  that's  left  it  now  to  love— 
Those  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look  like  yoSf 
And  look  upon  me  as  you  look'd  upon  me 
Once— but  they  have  not  changed. 

Sar.  Norswrwll 

I  fain  would  have  them  dutif^ 

Sktr.  I  cherish 

Those  in&nts,  not  alone  from  the  blind  love 
Of  a  fond  mother,  but  as  a  fond  woman. 
They  are  now  the  only  tie  between  us. 

Sar.  Beemnot 

I  have  not  don^  you  jaatloe :  ratiier  make  tfa«ni 
Resemble  your  own  line  thaii  their  own  sir. 
I  trust  them  with  you— ^to  you :  fit  them  for 
A  throne,  or,  if  Chat  be  denied— You  have  1 
Of  this  night's  tumulu  \ 

Zar.  I  had  half  foigottso, 

Aud  could  have  welcomed  any  grief  save  yooo* 
Which  0iTe  we  to  behold  jour  free  again* 
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la  pail;  th«]F  F«M^  »aj  mtw  novnt  H: 
Bat  let  than  Ml  for  t))ii  1m«  liglit  of  it. 
I  wm  dan  all  tilings  to  bequaath  it  them ; 
Bvt  tf  I  fiul,  then  they  most  win  it  baek 
BaraTo^y    and,  woa,  wear  it  idsely,  not  aa  I 
Have  wasted  dawn  mj  ngralty. 

Jlar.  They  ne'er 

Shall  know  from  aa  ol  avfhi  h«t  what  auy  hoBM 
Their  fvlhcK's  memory. 

8ar.  Bather  let  them  hear 

The  truth  from  you  than  from  a  trampKng  world, 
n  thay  ha  in  admaity,  they'U  learn 
Too  aooB  Hm  seoia  of  erowda  £ov  orownleas  pfinoes, 
And  «id  Aat  all  their  Cither's  ams  aio  theirs. 
My  boys ! — I  ooold  have  borne  it  were  I  childless. 

Zar.  Oh !  do  not  say  sof— do  not  poison  all 
My  peacB  kft,  by  wiwiBhiag  that  thon  wert 
Afrtiher.    If  thon  eonqnerest,  they  shall  reigs. 
And  honor  him  who  ssTod  the  reabn  for  tham, 
Bo  littla  eand  faa  as  has  own ;  andiP— ^ 

Sar.  TIs  last,  aU  earth  will  ay  out  thank  yonr 
friherl 
And  tiiey  will-swel]  the  echo  with  a  ooraa. 

Zsr.  That  they  shall  never  do ;  but  rather  honor 
The  name  of  him,  who,  dying  Uke  a  kbg* 
In  hie  laat  hova  did  more  for  his  own  memory 
Than  many  monarpha  in  a  length  of  dayav 
Which  date  the  ii^t  of  time,  but  make  no  annals. 

Sar,  Our  annala  draw])erchance  unto  theii  elose; 
Sut  at  the  loMi,  whaile'cr  tiie  past,  their  end 
flhaU  be  like  their  beginning— memorable. 

Zar.  Tat,  bo  not  raah— be  eerelU  of  yonr  Uli^ 
lave  hot  fcr  those  who  love. 

Sar.  Aadwhowra  thay? 

A  dam,  who  loves  from  pasaionr-I'U  not  say 
Ambition— she  haa  eeen  threoea  shake,  and  loves ; 
A  few  fidenda,  i^m  have  rofeU'd  till  we  are 
As  one,  far  they  are  nothing  if  I  iidl ; 
A  bvolhar  I  have  iig«iad*^hildren  whom 
I  have  negleolsdf  and  a  sponse 

Jisr.  Who  loves* 

Sor.  And  paidona  ? 

Zsp.  I  have  never  thought  of  this, 

And  eannot  pardon  till  I  have  coadema'd. 

&ir.  Mywifel       <i 

Zar.  Kow  Miwriiti  an  Ifcee  lor  that  ward ! 

I  nprsa  thought  to  hear  it  moie^^fr  om  thee. 

&w.  Oh !  thon  wilt  hear  it  from  my  sMbjeots.  Yea— 
Theee  slaves  whom  I  have  nurtured*  pamper'd*  led, 
And  swoln  with  peaoOt  and  gorg'd  with  plenty,  till 
Xhey  taign  themselvee— all  monarchs  in  their  man- 


Kow  swarm  forth  in  rebellion,  and  damand 
Basdaalh,  who  made  their  l&vee  a  jubilee; 
While  the  few  upon  whom  I  have  no  claim 
Arefeithfel!  Xfaas  is  tnm»  yet  monstrous* 
Zar.  'Tis 

Turn  peJasBi  in  had  minds 

Sar.  And  good  onea  maker 

Ooodfltttof  «fiL   happier  than  ^Mbee> 
Which  hives  not  hut  ikam  wheleeome  floweie. 

Zar,  Then  reap 

Ihn  hsaep,  nee  infuire  whence  'tis  derived. 
Be  satisfied— you  aae  notaU  ahandou'd* 

4mw  My  life  iaanres  me  that.  How  long,  bethink 

yon. 
Were  not  I  pflt  a  Idaib  •kwM  I  be  ^MVtali 


Thtt  ii,whefenMrtafe  af«,  not  when  thqr«iifth»l 

Zar.  I  know  not.    But  yet  live  for  my— that  K 
Your  children's  sake ! 

Sar,  My  gentle,  wnmg'd  Zarinn ! 

I  am  the  vei7  slave  of  drcumstaace 
And  impulse— bone  away  with  every  breath ! 
Misplaoed  upon  the  throne— misplaoed  in  Ufa. 
I  know  not  what  I  could  have  been,  but  feel 
I  am  not  what  I  ahould  be-4et  it  end. 
But  take  this  with  thee:  if  I  was  not  formed 
To  prise  a  love  like  thine,  a  mind  Uke  thine, 
Nor  dote  even  on  thy  beauty   as  I've  doted 
On  lesser  charms,  for  no  cause  save  that  such 
Devotion  was  a  duty,  and  I  hated 
AU  that  look'd  Uke  a  chain  for  me  or  others, 
(This  ewen  rebelUon  mnst  avouch ;)  yet  hear 
These  words,  perhi^  among  my  last-^at  none 
E'er  valued  more  thy  virtues,  though  he  knew  not 
To  profit  by  them— es  the  miner  lights 
Upon  a  vein  of  virgin  ore,  discovering 
That  which  avails  him  nothing :  he  hath  found  it* 
But 'tis  not  hii^-but  some  superior's,  who 
Placed  him  to  dig,  but  not  divide  the  wealth 
Which  sparklee  at  his  feet:  nor  dare  he  Uft 
Nor  poise  it,  but  must  grovel  on,  i^tuming 
The  BuUen  earth. 

Zar.  Oh !  if  thou  hast  at  length 

Diicover'd  that  my  love  is  worth  eateeai, 
I  ask  no  moro'  but  let  us  hence  together, 
And  /—let  me  say  100 — shaU  yet  be  happy. 
Assyria  is  not  aU  the  earth— we'U  find 
A  world  out  of  our  own— and  be  more  blest 
Than  I  have  ever  been,  or  thou,  with  aU 
An  einpire  to  indulge  thee. 

BmUr  SALSMsm.     . 

Sal.  I  must  pert  ye— 

The  moments,  which  must  not  be  lost,  sre  psisfng. 

Zar.  Inhuman  brother  \  wilt  thou  thus  weigh  out 
Instanta  so  high  and  blest  ? 

Sal.  Blest! 

Zar.  He  hath  been 

So  gentle  with  me,  that  I  cannot  think 
Of  quitting. 

Sal.  80— this  feminine  fereweU 

Bnds  as  suoh  partings  end,  in  no  departure. 
I  thought  as  much,  and  yielded  against  aU 
My  better  bodingi.    But  it  must  not  be. 

Zar.  Not  be? 

SoL         llemain,  and  perish—- 

Zar.  With  my  husbmd  m  ■ 

BaL  And  children. 

Zar.  Alas! 

Sal,  Hear  me»  sister,  like 

My  sister :— aU's  prepared  to  make  your  safety 
Certain,  and  of  the  boya  too,  our  last  hopes ; 
'Tie  not  a  singls  question  of  mere  feeling. 
Though  that  were  much— hut  'tis  a  point  of  state : 
The  rebels  would  do  more  to  seize  upon 
The  offsprings  of  their  sovereign,  and  so  omshf*-^ 

Zar.  Ah !  do  not  name  it. 

SaL  Well,  then,  mark  me :  whfn 

They  axe  safe  beyond  the  Medisn's  grasp,  the  rebdt 
Have  missed  their  chief  aim-*the  extinction  of 
The  line  of  Nlmrod.    Thovgh  the  present  king 
FaU,  bis  sons  Uve  for  victor}'  and  vengeance. 

Zar.  But  could  I  not  zemsin,  alone  i 

S9I.  What  I  leave 

Your  children,  with  two  parents,  and  yet  orphan** 
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fa  a  ftnmge  Uadr-io  ymuig,  to  distant? 

Zar.  No— 

If  7  heart  will  break. 

Sal,  Now  you  know  all— dedde. 

Bar*  Zarxna,  he  hath  spoken  well,  and  we 
Mutt  yield  awhile  to  thit  necessity. 
Bemaining  here,  you  may  lose  all ;  departing, 
Tou  aaTe  the  better  part  of  what  is  left. 
To  both  of  as,  and  to  such  loyal  heartt 
At  yet  beat  in  these  kingdomt. 

Sal,  The  time  pretset. 

Bar,  Go,  then.    If  e'er  we  meet  again,  perhaps 
I  may  be  worthier  of  you— and,  if  not. 
Remember  that  my  faults,  though  not  atoned  for, 
▲re  muUd,    Tet,  I  dread  thy  nature  will 
Oriere  more  above  the  blighted  name  and  aahei 
Which  once  were  mightiest  in  Assyria— than— 
But  I  grow  womanish  again,  and  must  not ; 
I  mutt  learn  sternness  now.    My  sins  have  all 
Been  of  the  softer  order       hide  thy  tears^ 
I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them— -'twere 
Batier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  hear^- 
But  let  me  not  behold  them ;  they  unman  me 
Here  when  I  had  remann'd  myself.    My  brother, 
Lead  her  away.  « 

Ztr.  Oh,  Ood !  I  nerer  shall 

Behold  him  more ! 

Sak  (Btriffing  to  conduct  her,)  Nay,  titter,  I  mMti 
be  obey'd. 

Zar,  I  must  remain — away!  you  shall  not  hold 
me. 
What,  thall  he  die  alone  t  /  Uto  alone  ? 

8aL  He  shall  not  die  alone;  but  lonely  yott 
Have  lived  for  years. 

Zar,  That's  false !  I  knew  ho  UTod, 

And  lived  upon  his  image — let  me  go ! 

Sal,  (conducting  her  off  the  stage.)  Nay,  fbcn,  I 
must  use  some  fraternal  force, 
Whieh  you  will  pardon. 

Zar,  Never.    Help  me!  Oh! 

Bazdanapalus,  wilt  thou  thus  behold  me 
Tom  from  thee  ? 

Sal.  Nay— then  all  is  lost  again, 

If  that  thit  moment  is  not  gain'd. 

Zar,  My  brain  turns— 

My  eyet  ftdl— where  it  he  ?  [She  fainte. 

Sar,  (advancing.)  No— tet  her  down— 

8he't  dead— and  you  have  tlain  her. 

Sal,  'Tit  the  mere 

Faintnett  of  o'erwrought  pattion :  in  the  air 
She  will  reoover.    Pray,  keep  baek.— fifsuls.]    I 

must 
▲van  myself  of  this  sole  moment  to 
Bear  her  to  where  her  children  are  embark'd, 
r  the  royal  galley  on  the  river. 

[SALBmsTBt  bean  her  qf, 

Sar.  (edve.)  Thit,  too— 

▲nd  this  too  must  I  tuffei^-1,  who  never 
Inflicted  purposely  on  human  hearts 
▲  voluntary  pang !    But  that  it  fklte— 
She  loved  me,  and  I  loved  her.— Fatal  pattion . 
'  Whv  doat  thou  not  expire  at  once  in  heartt 
Which  thou  hatt  lighted  up  at  once  ?    Zaiina  I 
- 1  mutt  pay  dearly  for  the  detolation 
.  New  brought  upon  tkee.    Had  I  never  loved 
But  thee,  I  thould  have  been  an  unoppoted 
:  Montreh  of  honoring  nationt.    To  what  guUb 
.  ▲  tingle  deviation  from  the  track 


Of  human  tetfat  leadt  cvtB  Ifcote  who  ana 
The  homage  of  mankind  at  tiieir  ben  doe, 
▲nd  And  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themtelvcil 

Enter  ^YBMSLL, 

Sar.  Ton  here!    Who  eall'd you ? 

Mffr,  Noono-4mtlkiti4 

Far  off  a  voloe  of  wall  and  lamentation, 
▲nd  thought— 

Sar,  It  forma  no  portion  of  yoor  datist 

To  enter  here  tQl  tought  for. 

Myr,  Though  I  might. 

Perhaps,  recall  tome  tofter  worda  of  yours, 
(▲Ithough  they  too  were  chiding,)  idiieh  mpnni 

me 
Beeaute  I  ever  dreaded  to  intrude ; 
Resisting  my  own  with  and  your  ii^unetiim 
To  heed  no  time  nor  pretence,  but  approach  701 
Unoall'dfor:  I  retire. 

Sar,  Tet  ttay— being  here. 

I  pray  you  pardon  me:  eventthave  tour'dmt 
Till  I  wax  peevish— heed  it  not :  I  shall 
Soon  be  myaelf  again. 

Myr,  Iwaitwittpatitnoe, 

What  I  thall  tee  with  pleaamm. 

Sar.  Scarce  a  moBMit 

Before  ^ovr  entrance  In  thia  hall,  Zaiina, 
Queen  of  ▲ttyria,  departed  henee. 

Mfyr.  ▲hi 

filar.  Wherefore  do  you  start? 

Jfyr.  DidldoM? 

Sar,  'Twat  well  you  entered  by  another  portal, 
Else  you  had  met  That  pang  at  least  it  spaisd  to. 

Myr,  I  know  to  feel  for  her. 

Sar.  Thatittoowiefa, 

▲nd  beyond  nature— 'tia  nor  mutual 
Nor  poitible.  You  cannot  pity  her. 
Nor  the  aught  but— 

Myr.  DeapitetheikvoiittibTS? 

Not  more  than  I  have  eirer  aoofu'd  mytdfl 

tor.  Scom'd  I  what,  to  be  the  envy  of  your  Mi, 
▲nd  lord  it  o'er  the  heart  of  tho  woild't  Infd? 

Myr,  Were  you  the  lord  of  twice  ten  thoonid 


▲t  you  are  like  to  lote  the  one  you  tway'd— 
I  did  abate  mytelf  aa  mueh  in  being 
Your  paramour,  at  though  you  wwe  a  peasant- 
Nay,  more,  if  that  the  peaaant  were  a  Greek. 

Sar,  Yon  talk  it  weH 

Myr,  ▲nd  truly, 

fibr.  InththM 

Of  man't  advertlty  all  thingt  grow  dazing 
▲gaintt  the  foiling;  bntaalamaot 
Quite  fSall'n,  nor  now  ditpoted  to  bear  rspntshi^ 
Perhapt  becauae  I  merit  them  too  offean. 
Let  ut  then  part  while  peaoe  it  atfU  betweea  as. 

Mfyr.  Part!  _^ 

Sar.         Have  not  aUpaathmnibtiigipvM 
▲nd  mutt  not  all  the  preoent  one  dqr  part? 

M^,  Why?  ' 

Sar,  For  your  tafoty,  wUeh  I  «m  hmbok*dt>i 
With  a  ttrong  etoort  to  your  natho  Una; 
▲nd  aueh  gifte,  at,  if  you  had  not  been  all 
▲  quecsi,  shall  make  your  6amrf  worth  a  1 ' 

Myr,  I  pray  yon  talk  not  thna. 

Sar.  no^MAiirM 

Yon  need  not  ahame  to  follow.    IwonldfoD 
▲lono-I  aaak  M  nartam  1«t  in  1 
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l%r.  Aad  I  no  plMsuxe  bat  in  parting  not. 
Ton  ihall  not  force  me  from  yoo. 

amr.  Think  weU  of  it* 

It  loon  may  be  too  late. 

J^.  Soletitbe; 

For  tlicD  70a  oannot  separate  me  from  jon. 

Sar,  And  will  not;  but  I  thought  70a  wiih'd  it. 

ifyr,  II 

sir.  Yob  spoke  of  your  abasement. 

ifyr.  Andlfeelit 

l>eepl/   moie  deeply  than  all  things  bnt  lore. 

Sar.  Then  fly  from  it. 

Jfyr.  Twill  not  recall  the  past— 

Twill  not  restore  my  honor,  nor  my  heart. 
Ko— here  I  stand  or  falL    If  that  yon  conqner, 
I  Uto  to  joy  in  your  great  trinmph ;  should 
Tour  lot  be  diifoent,  111  not  weep,  but  shaxe  it. 
Ton  did  not  doubt  me  a  few  honrs  ago. 

Sar,  Tour  courage  ncTei^-nor  yonr  love  till  now ; 
And  none  could  make  me  doubt  it  sare  yonrsdf. 
Those  wcttds 

Jfyr.        Wore  words.    I  pray  you,  let  the  proofr 
Be  in  the  past  acts  yon  were  pleased  to  praise 
This  reiy  night,  and  in  my  ftirther  bearing, 
Bedde,  wherever  yon  are  borne  by  fitte. 

Sar,  1  am  content:  and,  trusting  in  my  eanae, 
Think  we  may  yet  be  fietot%and  return 
To  peace— "the  only  Tietory  I  coret. 
To  me  war  is  no  glory    conquest  no 
Renown.    To  be  forced  thus  to  uphold  my  right 
Sxts  heaTier  on  my  heart  than  all  the  wrongs 
These  men  would  bow  me  down  with.  Nerer, 
Can  I  toget  this  night,  eren  should  I  liye 
To  add  it  to  tiie  memory  of  others. 
I  thought  to  hare  made  ndne  inoffensive  rule 
An  exa  of  sweet  peace  'midst  bloody  annals, 
A  green  spot  amidst  desert  centuries. 
On  whicii  the  ftiture  would  torn  back  and  smiley 
And  cnltirate,  or  sigh  when  it  could  not 
Secall  Sardanapalus'  golden  reign. 
I  thought  to  haTe  made  my  realm  a  paradise, 
And  ereiy  moon  an  epoch  of  new  pleasi^^es. 
I  took  the  rabble's  shouts  for  loTe--^e  breath 
Of  friends  for  truth— the  lips  of  woman  for 
Ky  only  guerdon--so  they  are  my  Myrrha : 

[He  ku9e$  htr. 
Kiss  me.    Now  let  them  take  my  reataa  and  lifo ; 
They  ahaU  have  both  but  neref  tiiee  t 

Ifyr.  No,  never  t 

Kan  may  despoil  his  brother  man  of  all 
Tliat^a  great  or  glittering— kingdoms   fallr^iosts 

yield— 
Fnenda  ii&— slates  fly-and  aU  betray— and,  mose 
Than  all,  the  most  indebted— but  a  heert 
Tbat  lores  without    selMove !     'Tis 
lit. 


BnUr  8  jLumzim. 

SaL  I  sought yoQ— Howl  adhere  again? 

Sar,  Betom  mot 

lf<nD  to  repvof :  miythinks  your  aspect  speaks 
Of  higher  matter  than  a  woman's  preeenee. 

8aL  The  only  woman  whom  it  much  imports  me 
At  such  a  momant  now  is  safo  in  sbseno^-* 
Tbe  qissen's  embark'd. 

Sar,  And  well  ?  say  that  much. 

8aL  Tea. 

He*  tmnaient  weaknees  has  paas'd  o'flr;  at  least, 


It  settled  hito  tearless  saenoe:  her 

Pale  (ace  and  glittering  eye,  after  a  glance 

Upon  her  sleeping  children,  were  st^  ftz'd 

Upon  the  pal»oe  towers  as  the  swift  gaUey 

Stole  down  the  hurrying  stream  beneath  the  tto^ 

light; 
But  she  said  nothing. 

fisr.  Would  I  felt  no  mocn 

Than  she  has  siOd! 

SaL  'TIS  now  too  late  to  feel! 

Tour  feelings  cannot  cancel  a  sole  pang : 
To  change  them,  my  adTices  bring  suxe  tidings 
That  the  rebellious  Hedes  and  ChaUees,  »»• 

shaU'd 

By  their  two  leaden,  are  already  up 
In  arms  again  \  and,  senying  their  ranks, 
Prepare  to  attack :  they  have  apparently 
Been  join'd  by  other  satraps. 

Sar.  What!  morenbslf I 

Let  OS  be  iiist,  then. 

SaL  That  were  hardly  yrudsat 

Now,  though  it  was  our  first  intention.    If 
By  noon  to-moRow  we  are  join'd  by  tiuMO 
I*Te  sent  for  by  sore  messengers,  we  shall  be 
In  strength  enough  to  Tentnre  an  attack. 
Ay,  and  pursuit  too ;  but  till  then,  ay  ?«iee 
Is  to  await  the  onset. 

r.  I  detest 

That  waiting ;  though  it  seems  so  safe  to  fl^t 
Befaittd  high  walla,  and  hurl  down  foee  into 
Deep  fosses,  or  behold  them  sprawl  on  spikes 
Strew'd  to  receiTe  them,  still  I  like  It  not— 
Hy  soul  seems  lukewarm;  but  when  I  set  on  ttiii, 
Though  they  were  piled  on  mootntains,  I  would  havs 
A  iJuck  at  them,  or  perish  in  hot  blood!— 
Let  me  then  charge. 

Sal,  Tou  talk  like  a  young  soUte. 

Sar.  I  am  no  sddier,  but  a  man:  speak  not 
Of  soldiership,  I  loathe  the  word,  and  thoee 
Wh)  pride  themselires  upon  it ;  but  direct  me 
Where  I  may  pour  upon  them. 

Sal,  Ton  must  ayeie 

To  ezpoee  your  life  too  hastily;  'tis  not 
like  mine  or  any  other  subject's  breath : 
The  whole  war  turns  upon  it— with  it;  this 
Alone  creates  it,  kindles,  and  may  quench  ft^— 
Prolong  it-^end  it. 

Sair.  Then  let  us  end  both ! 

'Twere  better  thus,  perhape,  than  prolong  either  t 
I'm  sick  of  one,  perchance  of  both. 

X  A  iw^M^tf  ^^^M^^  M^J^^^. 

Std.  Hark! 

Sar.  Lot« 

Reply,  not  listen. 

SaL  And  your  wound! 

Sar.  'Tisbendp- 

'Tis  heal'd-I  had  forgotten  it.    Awayl 
A  leech's  lancet  would  haTe  scratch'd medeepsr ; 
The  slaTO  that  gave  it  might  be  woU  ashaoMd 
To  haTe  struck  so  weakly. 

SaL  Now,  may  aone  this  how 

Strike  with  a  better  aim ! 

Sar.  Ay,  if  we  eonquer} 

But  if  not,  they  wiU  only  leaTO  to  me 
A  taak  they  mi|^t  hare  spared  their  king.    Upoa 

SaL  lam  with  you. 

Sar.  Ho,  my  anaa  I  again,  my  aimsl 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE L 

The  9am6  Haa  in  the  Palace. 

M TBBSA  and  Balba. 

JCyr.  (at  a  window.)  The  day  at  lait  has  brokexL 
What  a  night 
Hath  luher'd  it !  How  beautiful  in  hearen ! 
Though  Taried  with  a  tranaitoiy  storm, 
More  hsantifiil  in  that  Tariety ! 
How  hideous  upon  earth !  where  peace  and  hope, 
And  love  and  rerel,  in  an  hour  were  trampled 
By  human  pasrions  to  a  human  ohaoa, 
Not  yet  resolved  to  separate  element»— 
Tis  warring  still !  And  can  the  sun  so  rise, 
So  bright,  so  rolling  back  the  clouds  into 
Vapors  more  lovely  than  the  unclouded  sky. 
With  golden  pinnacles,  and  snowy  mottntains. 
And  UUowB  purpler  than  the  ocean's,  making 
In  heaven  a  glorious  mockery  of  the  earth, 
So  like  we  almost  deem  it  permanent; 
So  fleeting,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aught 
Beyond  a  vision,  'tis  so  transiently 
ScatteKd  along  the  eteornal  vault :  and  yet 
It  dwells  upon  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul. 
And  blend^itself  into  the  soul,  until  » 
SunxSse  and  sunset  form  the  haunted  epoch 
Of  sorrow  and  of  love ;  which  they  who  mark  not, 
Know  Aot  the  realms  where  those  twin  genii 
(Who  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearts, 
io  tfkat  we  would  not  change  their  sweet  rebukes 
For  all  tiie  boistenKis  joys  that  ever  shook 
The  air  with  clamor)  build  the  palaces 
Where  their  fond  votaries  repose  and  breathe 
Brfaily  ;«-tet  in  that  brief  cool  calm  inhale 
Enough  of  heaven  to  enable  them  to  bear 
The  rest  of  common,  heavy,  human  hours, 
And  dream  them  through  in  placid  sufferance  i 
Though  seemingly  employed  like  all  the  rest 
Of  lo^teg  brsathers  in  allotted  tasks 
Of  pain  or  pleasure,  two  names  for  one  feeliag, 
Which  our  eternal,  restless  agony 
Would  vary  in  the  sound,  although  the  sense 
Escapes  our  highest  efforts  to  be  happy. 

Bal.  You  muse  right  calmly:  and  can  you  so 
wateh 
The  suKtise  which  may  be  our  last  ? 

Myr.  It  is 

TlMvefoie  that  I  so  wateh  it,  and  reproach 
Those  eyes,  which  never  may  behold  it  more 
fW  having  look'd  upon  it  oft,  too  oft. 
Without  the  reverence  and  the  rapture  dot 
To  that  which  keeps  all  earth  from  being  as  fragile 
As  I  an  In  this  form.    Come,  look  upon  it, 
•  The  Chaldee's  god,  whidi,  when  I  gase  upon, 
I  grow  almost  a  convert  to  your  Baal. 

BaL  As  now  he  reigns  in  heaven,  so  once  on  eaith 
He  Bway'd. 

Mfyr*         He  sways  it  now  far  more,  then ;  never 
Had  earthly  monarch  half  the  peace  and  fl^ory 
Which  eentves  in  a  single  ray  of  his. 

Bal.  Surely  he  is  a  ^  { 

Mfyr.  SoweOzeaksdesMto*; 

And  yet  I  sometimes  think  that  gorgeous  orb 
Must  rather  be  the  ptbodes  of  gods  than  one 
Of  the  Immortal  seveveigBs.    Now  he  breaks 
Vkrougk  all  the  clouds,  and  fills  my  eyes  with  light 


That  shuts  &e  world  out.    I  can  look  no  nusik 

Bal.  Hark!  heard  you  not  a  sound  ? 

MffT.  No,  'twas  mere  frsej 

They  battle  it  beyond  the  wall,  and  not 
As  in  late  midnight  conflict  in  the  very 
Chambers:  the  palace  has  become  a  fortress 
Since  that  insidious  hour ;  and  here  within 
The  very  centre,  girded  by  vast  courts 
And  regal  halls  of  pyramid  proportions. 
Which  must  be  carried  one  by  one  before 
They  penetrate  to  where  they  then  arrived, 
We  are  as  much  shut  in  even  from  the  soiuid 
Of  peril  as  from  glory. 

Bal.  But  they  reached 

Thus  far  before. 

Myr.  Yes,  by  surprise,  and  we«e 

Beat  back  by  valor ;  now  at  once  we  have 
Courage  and  vigilance  to  guard  us. 

Bal.  May  they 

Prosper! 

Myr.     That  is  the  prayer  of  many,  and 
The  dread  of  more :  it  is  an  anxious  hour; 
I  strive  to  keep  it  from  my  thou^ts.    Alss ! 
How  vainly ! 

BaL  Is  is  said  the  king's  dsmeanoz 

In  the  late  action  scarcely  more  appall'd 
The  rebels  than  astonish'd  his  true  subgeets. 

Myr.  'Tis  easy  to  astonish  or  appal 
The  vulgar  mass  which  moulds  a  hoide  of  slaves ; 
But  he  did  bravely. 

Bal.  Slew  he  not  Bdeses } 

I  heard  the  soldiers  say  he  struck  him  down. 

Myr.  the  wretch  was  overthrown«  butrescoeito 
Triumph,  perhaps,  o'er  one  who  vaaquish'd  him 
In  fight,  as  he  had  spared  him  in  his  peril; 
And  by  that  heedless  pity  xisk'd  i^  onnm. 

Bal  Hark! 

Myr.  You  are  right ;  some  stq[i8  approsch,  fast 
sloiHy. 

Enter  SokKere  bearing  in  8ax.bicskz8  womtiedf  mA 
a  broken  Javelin  in  Me  tide ;  ihev  uat  him  tgwi 
one  of  the  Cotschee  which  J^inwhthe  ApnimaU, 

Myr.  Oh,  Jove ! 

Bal.  Then  all  is  over. 

Sal.  ThatisfSibe. 

Hew  down  the  slate  who  says  sq»  if  a  soldkc 

Myr.  Sparehim— -he's  none:  amereeonrtbuttcrfri 
That  flutten  in  the  pageant  of  a  monarch. 

Sal.  Let  hhn  live  on,  tiisn. 

Myr.  8owiUthou.Itniit 

Sal.  I  fain  would  live  this  hour  out,  sad  the  ercot, 
Bntdoubtit.    Wherefore  did  ye  bear  me  hsw? 

Sol.  By  the  king's  Older.  When  the  javelin  sMik 
you. 
You  fell  and  fainted ;  'twas  his  strict  eompmid 
To  bear  you  to  this  halL 

Sal.  Twas  not  ill  done: 

For  seeming  slain  in  that  cold  dissy  trsnoe, 
The  sight  might  shake  oiir  seMisre    but^tii  niii 
IlBditd>bing! 

Myr.  Let  me  tee  Hie  wound; 

I  am  not  quite  skilless:  in  my  natiin  land 
'Tispartof  ourinstroetioii.    War  being  sflttrtw^ 
We  are  nerved  te  look  on  sneh  things. 

Sol.  Bsstsalnit 

The  javelin. 

Myr.  Hold !  no,  no,  it  i 

SaL  lam  aped,  tiM«{ 
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the  cKlnetei  ira^Mi,  I  ^  ftv  Ihy  Ufc. 
Sal  Aadln^^tBtOk.  Wliert wm th* klag vIma 

Coavejr'd  nt  ftom  til«  fpot  tvb«t  I  wm  ftiiok«i  ? 

HMk  voles  nd  gMtOTft  tlie  difpiriltd  troopt 
Who  had  seen  yov  fiOl,  ud  IUtv»d  bMk. 

SiiL  WhomheodTe 

Housed  Mfet «» the  MHBMad  ? 

aoL  IdMnethear. 

SaL  Fly,  Ihen,  uid  tall  him,  twae  my  lett  request 
Theft  teeee  leke  taT  poa  imtll  the  Jwietloii, 
80  hoped  ibr,  yet  ddny'd,  of  Ofretnes, 
fletnp  of  SoiM.    LeoTO  me  here :  o«r  troope 
Are  not  eommevooe  at  to  apere  yow  absenoe. 

aoL  Battprinee 

BaL  Heoee,  I  aey  1  here'a  m  cowtier  and 

A  woman*  the  best  ehambor  eompeay. 
As  yoa  weald  aot  penait  me  to  ezpbe 
Upon  «bB  ftfdd,  m  hare  BO  Idle  aoldien 
Ahcnat  mf  ikk  eooah.  Henee !  and  do  my  bidditag ! 
[S»mmHk$  8oidi§n, 

J^Ff*.  Galtetaadglerioui  spirit  I  most  the  earth 
Bo  BOOB  resiga  tfMe? 

StL  Gentle  Myirhs,  'tis 

The  end  I  woald  have  dieeen,  had  I  aaved 
The  menareh  or  the  monarchy  by  this ; 
As  tis  I  have  not  outlived  them. 

Ifyr.  Yon  wax  paler. 

Soi.  Year  hand;  tibis  broken  weapon  bnt  prolongs 
My  paaga,  without  anstaining  life  enough 
To  make  me  ttseAil :  I  would  draw  it  forth 
And  my  Hie  With  it»  ooald  I  b«t  hear  how 
The  i^  goes. 

Bmtmr  SAmDAXAPALUS  a$td  SokUen. 

aar.  My  best  brother  1 

SaL 
Iskwt? 

Sar.  (ifuijismWiij^J  Yon  see  me  Asrs. 

6aL  I*d  xather  see  yon  thtu. 

]Ha  dmaa  o«<  iha  weapoafroa^  tka  womad,  mad  dim. 

8at^  And  <Awi  I  will  be  soon ;  unless  the  sneoor, 
The  lasl  frail  reed  of  our  beleagner'd  hopes, 
Axrive  with  Of^ataaas. 

Mfyr.  Did  yon  not 

BeosHn  a  token  ftom  yoar  dying  brothsTf 
Apponting  2Umes  chkf  ? 

Sar.  Idid. 

M^  Whet«*sSames? 


Dying. 


And  the  battle 


Jfyr.  AndAltada? 

Sar. 

M^  Pania?Stao? 

aar,  Fniaye%Uvei{  bttt 8fBM's fled, Mr oapttye. 
Is^iloae. 

Jfyr,  AndisaUktt? 

Ar.  Our  walls, 

TbM«ktidnly  mann'd,  may  still  hold  out  against 
Tlmir  paeasjAt  fafeea,  or  sogM  mvo  treaehery : 
Bnti'thefldd 

Jfyr.  I  thoni^t  *twas  the  intent 

Of  Salemenes  not  to  risk  aealty 
T9I  yo  #irt  atttagtlMnM  by  the  czpested  sneoecs. 

Sar.  /  oMtatOlsd  hisa. 

Jfyr.  Well,  the  faah's  a  brave  one 

Sar.  Bat  hAtL    Oh,  my  brother !  I  would  give 
.ofwUehthonwvtthe 


Thesweidsnd8Usld.thei 

Toeallback       but  I  wm  not  woep  far  liae ; 

Thou  shalt  be  moum'd  for  as  thou  wouldst  be 


It  grieves  me  most  that  then  oouldst  quit  this  Ufa 
Braving  that  I  eould  survive  what  thou 
Hast  died  fei^«our  long  loyalty  of  raoe. 
If  I  redeem  it,  I  will  give  thee  blood 
Of  thousands,  tears  of  millions,  far  atonemeal» 
(The  tears  of  all  the  good  are  thine  already.) 
If  not,  we  meet  again  aoon,  if  the  apfarit 
Within  us  lives  b^fond :— thou  readest  mine. 
And  doet  me  justios  now.    Let  me  once  clasp 
That  yet  vrann  hand,  and  fold  that  throbleas  heart 
[Bmbraemth$hadf 
To  this  which  beau  so  bitterly.    Mow,  bear 

SaL  Where? 

Sar.  To  my  propsr  ehamber« 

Place  it  beneath  my  canopy,  as  though 
The  king  lay  there;  when  this  is  done,  we  will 
Spsak  farther  of  the  lights  dae  to  soeh  ashes. 

[BamaU  SoUimm  with  Me  bodf  af  SALSMBirat. 

Bnfar  Pavia. 

Sar.  Well,  Panial  have  you  placed  Ifae  guards  tad 
issued 
The  orden  llx'd  on  ? 

POn.  Sire,  I  have  obey*d. 

Ssr.  And  do  the  soldiers  keep  their  heaita  up? 

Pan.  8iie> 

Sar.  I'm  answer'd !  When  a  king  asks  twice,  and 
has 
A  question  as  an  answer  to  Ait  question, 
It  is  a  portent.    What !  they  are  dishearten'd  ? 

Pan.  The  death  of  Salemenes,  and  the  shouts 
Of  the  exulting  rebels  on  his  fall, 
Have  made  thenk— — 

Soar.  Raga    not  droop— it  should  have  boss. 

We'll  And  the  means  to  rouse  them. 

Pam,  Such  a  loss 

Might  sadden  even  a  viotory. 

Sbr.  AhM! 

Who  can  eo  fed  it  as  I  feel  ?  but  yet. 
Though  coop'd  within  these  walls,  tiiey  are  strong, 

and  we 
Have  thoee  without  will  break  their  way  throng 

hosts. 
To  make  their  sovereign's  dwelling  what  it  was-* 
A  palace ;  not  a  prison,  nor  a  fortress. 

BnUr  an  OJffear,  ha»til$. 

Sar.  Thy  face  seems  ominous.    Speak ! 

OJL  1  dare  not. 

Sar.  Dare  not? 

While  millions  dare  revolt  with  sword  in  hand ! 
Thafs  strange.   I  pray  thee  break  that  loyal  aUenes 
Which  loathee  to  shock  its  sovereign ;  we  can  hear 
Worse  than  thou  hast  to  telL 

Pan.  Proceed,  thou  hearest 

OJL  The  wall  which  skirted  near  the  river's  brink 
Is  tlujpwn  down  by  the  sudden  inundation 
Of  tfie  Bupfarates,  which  now  rolling,  swoln 
From  the  enoranoue  mountains  where  it  rises. 
By  the  late  rains  of  that  tempeetuous  region, 
O^erfloods  its  banks,  and  hath  destroyed  l£e  bulwark. 

PatL  That*  B  a  blaek  augury !  it  has  been  said 
For  ages,  **  that  the  city  ne'er  should  yield 
To  man.  nntil  the  river  grew  its  foe." 
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8ar.  I  caa  forgive  the  omen,  not  ih6  ravage. 
How  mneh  is  swept  down  of  the  will  ? 

OJL  About 

Some  twenty  etadii. 

Sot.  And  all  this  is  left 

Penriotts  to  the  assailants  ? 

QfL  For  the  present 

the  river's  foxy  must  impede  the  assault ; 
But  when  he  shrinks  into  his  wonted  channel, 
And  may  be  crossed  by  the  accustomed  barks, 
The  palace  is  their  own. 

8ar.  That  shall  be  never. 

Though  men,  and  gods,  and  elements,  and  omens. 
Have  risen  up  'gainst  one  who  ne'er  provoked  them, 
Hy  fathers'  house  shall  never  be  a  cave 
For  wolves  to  horde  and  howl  in. 

Pan.  With  your  sanctions 

I  will  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such  measures 
For  the  assurance  of  the  vacant  space 
Aa  time  and  means  permit. 

Sar.  About  it  straight, 

And  bring  me  back,  as  speedily  as  foil 
And  fkir  investigation  may  permit, 
Report  of  the  true  state  of  this  irruption 
Of  waters.  [Exeunt  Pania  and  ths  Officer, 

Myr,       Thus  the  very  waves  rise  up 
Against  you. 

Sar.  They  are  not  my  subjects,  girl. 

And  may  be  pardon'd,  since  they  can't  be  punish'd. 

Myr.  I  Joy  to  see  this  portent  shakes  you  not. 

sir,  I  am  past  the  fear  of  portents :  they  can  tell 
me 
Nothing  I  have  not  told  myself  since  midnight : 
Impair  anticipates  such  things. 

Myr.  Despair! 

Sar.  No ;  not  despair  precisely.    When  we  know 
All  that  can  come,  and  how  to  meet  it,  oxa 
JEtesolves,  if  firm,  may  merit  a  more  noble 
Word  than  this  is  to  give  it  utterance : 
But  what  are  words  to  us  ?  we  have  well  nigh  done 
With  them  and  all  things. 

Myr.  Save  one  d^M^the  last 

And  greatest  to  all  mortals ;  crowning  act 
Of  all  that  was — or  is— or  is  to  be— 
The  only  thing  common  to  all  mankind, 
So  different  in  their  births,  tongues,  sexes,  natures, 
Hues,  features,  climes,  times,  feelings,  intellects, 
Without  one  point  of  union  save  in  this, 
To  which  we  tend,  for  which  we're  bom,  and  thread 
The  labyrinth  of  mystery,  call'd  life. 

Sar.  Our  clew  behig  well  nigh  wound  out,  let's  be 
eheerfbl. 
They  who  have  nothing  more  to  fear  may  well 
Indulge  a  smUe  at  that  which  once  appall'd ; 
As  children  at  discover'd  bugbears. 

Be-enierVhxuL. 

Pan.  'TIS 

As  was  reported :  I  have  order'd  there 
A  double  guard,  withdrawing  from  the  wall 
Where  It  was  strongest  the  required  addition 
To  watch  the  breach  occasion'd  by  the  watecii 

Sar.  You  have  done  your  duty  faithftilly,  and  as 
My  worthy  Pania  I  ftirther  ties  between  us 
Draw  near  a  dose.    I  pray  you  take  this  key : 

[GVew  a  key. 
It  opens  to  a  secret  chamber,  placed 
Behind  the  couch  in  my  own  chamber.    (Now 
Pless'd  by  a  nobler  weight  than  e'er  it  bore— 


Though  a  long  Une  of  (WWwIgiiahwIaiiAQiia 
Along  its  golden  firame— as  bearing  Cor 
A  time  what  late  was  Salemenes.)    8«Kreh 
The  secret  covert  to  which  this  will  lead  yon  > 
'Tis  foil  of  treasure ;  take  it  for  yourself 
And  your  companions :  there's  enou^  to  load  ye, 
Though  ye  be  many.    Let  the  slaves  be  freed,  too; 
And  all  the  inmates  of  the  palace,  of 
Whatever  sex,  now  quit  it  in  an  hour. 
Thence  launch  the  regal  barks,  ones  foim'd  fm 

pleasure. 
And  now  to  serve  for  safety,  and  emtark. 
The  river's  broad  and  swoln,  and  uneomauAded 
(More  potent  than  a  king)  by  these  besiegen. 
Fly!  and  be  happy! 

Pan.  Under  your  protection  I 

So  you  aeompany  your  faithful  guard. 

Sar.  No,  Pania!  that  must  not  be;  get  thee  kawb 
And  leave  me  to  my  &te. 

Pan.  'Tis  the  first  time 

I  ever  disobey'd :  but  now 

iSbr.  So  all  men 

Dare  beard  me  now,  and  Insolence  within 
Apes  ^Treason  from  without.    Question  no  taatiSbm ; 
'Tis  my  command,  my  last  command.    Wilt  (Am 
Oppose  it?  thou  I 

Pan.  But  yet— not  yet 

Sar.  Well,  then, 

Swear  that  you  will  obey  when  I  shall  give 
The  signal. 

Pan.  With  a  heavy  but  tne  heart, 

I  promise. 

Sar.  'Tis  enough.    Now  order  hen 

Fagots,  pine-nuts,  and  wither'd  leaves,  snd  such 
Things  as  catch  fire  and  blase  with  one  sole  spnk; 
Bring  cedar,  too,  and  precious  drugs,  and  spioee, 
And  mighty  planks  to  nourish  a  tall  pile ; 
Bring  frankincense  and  myrrh,  too,  for  it  is 
For  a  great  sacrifice  I  bmld  the  pyre ; 
And  heap  them  round  yon  throne. 

Pan.  Mylovdl 

Sar.  Ihaveiaidit, 

And  you  have  tutonu 

Pan.  And  oould  keep  my  frith 

Without  a  vow.  [EoePAXU. 

Myr.  What  mean  you  } 

Sar.  You  Shan  know 

Anon— what  the  whole  earth  shall  ne'er  forget 

Pania.,  returning  with  a  HeraJd. 

Pan.  My  king,  in  going  forth  upon  my  dstft 
This  herald  has  been  brought  before  me,  erariag 
An  audience. 

Sar.  Let  him  speak. 

Ber.  ThefM^AriMMM^ 

Sar.  What,  orown'd  already  ?— But,  proeeed. 

Ber.  Beta* 

The  anointed  high-priee^-— 

Sar.  Of  what  god,  or  dcnsi) 

With  new  kings  rise  new  altan,  But,pR>esed; 
You  sre  sent  to  piate  your  naaster's  will,  and  not 
Reply  to  mine. 

Ber.  And  Satrap  Ofratanes 

Sar.  Why,  As  is  oiin. 

Her.(9hewingafing.)  Be  sun  thai  he  is  aW 
In  the  camp  of  the  oonqueran ;  behold 
His  tignet-ring. 

Sar.  'Tie his.    Awortbytriait 

Poor  Salemenes  I  thou  hast  died  in  tfane 
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Was  tk7  tnis  frind  cud  ny  viMt  trotted  raliijeot 


^«%    TImj  oftr  thM  thy  life,  and  freedom 
Of  choke  to  angle  oat  a  leeidonoe 
In  any  of  the  ftvAer  pnrineea, 
Gnaided  and  watch'd,  hot  not  eonflned  in  penoot 
Where  thou  ahalt  pa«  thy  days  in  peace ;  but  on 
Condition  that  the  three  yooag  pciaoea  are 
Qiren  up  aa  hootagee. 

Sat^  (inmieaUf.)       The  generona  vietoia ! 

Har.  I  wait  the  anevrar. 

Sar,  Anawer,  slaTe !  how  long 

HaTB  alavea  decided  on  the  doom  of  kings  ? 

Ar.  Sinee  they  ivere  free. 

Sar,  Monthpieoe  of  mutiny  1 

ThoQ  at  the  leest  ehalt  learn  the  penal^ 
Of  treaaeiiy  tho«i^  its pioxy  only.    Fanial 
Let  hia  head  be  thrown  from  onr  walls  within 
The  xcbela*  linee,  lue  caTeees  down  the  ziTer. 
Away  withhom! 

[Pavia  €md  tk$  OmatJB  istriiy  hum. 

Pan.  I  never  yet  obey'd 

Te«r  ordere  wiA  more  pleasare  than  the  peesent. 
Hemsewii&hiBvSoldiarst  do  not  soU  this  hall 
Of  royalty  with  treasonable  gore : 
Pat  him  to  net  without. 

Hsr.  A  single  weed: 

Myoaee.king,Sssaend. 

Ser.  And  whafs  mm$  f 

That  tium  shooldst  ooaoe  and  dare  to  aak  of  me 
Tolatf  Itdowii? 

Bmr,  I  but  obey'd  my  wdms. 

At  the  saiBie  peril  if  reftieed,  aa  now 
IncaiT'd  by  my  obedience. 

Sar.  80  there  are 

Hew  monarefaa  of  an  hour's  growth  as  despotic 
As  eorereigns  swathed  in  purple,  and  enthroned 
from  birth  to  manhood ! 

Btr.  My  liiSs  waiU  yoor  breath. 

Yonre  (I  speak  hvmhly)— bat  it  may  be    |ome 
Kay  also  be  In  danger  scarce  less  imminent : 
Woold  it  tiien  soit  the  last  hooxs  of  a  line 
Soeh  as  k  that  of  Nimrod,  to  destroy 
A  peaeefol  herald,  onazm'd,  in  his  oiBee; 
And  tkiUte  not  only  afl  that  man 
Holds  sacred  between  maa  and  man— bat  that 
More  holy  tie  whidi  links  ns  with  tiie  gods  ? 

Ssr.  He's  nght.— Let  him  go  free.— My  life's 
last  act 
Shall  not  be  one  of  wrath.    Here,  fellow,  take 

[OwmkimajfoidmevpJromaitkkm^lHr, 
Th3M  golden  goblet,  let  it  hold  your  wine, 
Andtirinkof  sw;  er  melt  H  into  ingots. 
And  think  of  nothing  bat  their  weight  and  Tahm. 

Her,  I  timnk  yoa  doaUy  for  yoor  liib,  and  this 
Moot  go^geoos  gift,  which  renders  it  mors  proeloos. 
But  most  I  bear  no  snswer  } 

8ar.  Yes,— I  sek 

An  hour's  troee  to  consider. 

Hmr.  Bat  sn  hoar's  ? 

amr.  Aahoor'e:  if  at  the  ocpiraitai  of 
That  time  yoor  masters  hsar  no  further  from  me, 
Tl&ey  ave  to  deem  that  I  nject  their  tenns, 
And  act  beflttingly. 

JEbr.  IshallnotfSyi 

To  be  n  fidthfrd  legate  of  yoor  pleasare. 

Sar.  And,  hark!  awerdmore. 

Bsr.  IshallMttogetit, 


Whale'erUbs. 

8ar,  Commend  BM  to  Beleees; 

And  tell  him,  eve  a  yesr  ei^ire,  I  sammon 
Him  hence  to  meet  me. 

JETer.  Where? 

Sar.  At  Babylon. 

At  leaat  from  thence  he  will  depart  to  meet  ms. 

J7sf*.  I  shall  obey  you  to  the  letter. 

[SMiMmmld. 

Sar.  Pania  !— 

Now,  my  good  Pania !— quick— with  what  I  ordor'd* 

Pten.  My  lord,— the  soldiers  are  already  eharged. 
And,  see !  they  enter. 

[Soldim*  mtUr,  and  form  a  piU  gb«^  Om 

Sar,  Higher,  my  good  1 

And  thicker  yet ;  and  see  that  the  foundation 
Be  such  as  will  not  speedily  exhanst 
Its  own  too  subtle  flame ;  nor  yet  be  quench'd 
With  anght  oAcioQS  aid  would  brikig  to  quell  it 
Let  the  throne  form  the  core  of  it ;  I  woold  not 
LeoTe  that,  save  fraught  with  fire  onqucnchablot 
To  the  new  comers.    Frame  the  whole  as  if 
'Twere  to  enkindle  the  strong  tower  of  our 
InTeterate  enemies.    Now  it  bears  an  aspeet  I 
How  aay  you,  Pania,  will  this  pile  soflos 
For  a  king's  obsequies  ? 

Pan,  Ay,  for  a  kingdom's. 

I  understand  yon,  now. 

Sar.  And  blame  me  ? 

Pten.  No- 

Let  me  but  lire  the  pile,  and  share  it  with  yoo. 

Myr,  That  duty's  mine. 

Pom.  a  woman's  1 

JTyr.  'Tisthesoldiai'g 

Part  to  die  for  his  soToreign,  and  why  not 
The  woman's  with  her  loTcr. 

Pan,  'TIs  most  strange  I 

Jfyr.  But  not  so  rare,  my  Pania,  as  thoa  think'stlt. 
In  the  meantime,  live  thou.— FareweUl  the  pile 
Is  ready. 

Psfi.       I  should  shame  to  leaye  my  sorcreigB 
With  but  a  single  female  to  partake 
His  death. 

Sar.  Too  many  Ua  haye  heralded 

Me  to  the  dust,  akeady.    Get  thee  hence; 
Enrich  thee. 

Pan,  And  live  wretched  1 

Sar,  Think  npoB 

Thy  TOW :— 'tis  sacred  and  irrerooable. 

Poll.  Since  it  is  so,  farewell. 

Sar.  Search  well  myr  rhimhi 

Feel  no  remorse  at  beezing  off  the  gold; 
Remember,  what  yea  leaye  yoa  leaye  the  slayes 
Who  slew  me :  and  when  you  haye  borne  away 
All  safe  off  to  your  boats,  blow  one  long  blast 
Upon  the  trumpet  as  yoa  quit  the  palace. 
The  river's  brink  is  too  remote,  its  stream 
Too  loud  at  Resent  to  permit  the  echo 
To  reach  distinctly  i^m  its  banks.    Then  fly,— 
And  aa  you  sail,  turn  back ;  but  stUl  keep  on 
Youx  way  along  the  Euphrates :  if  yoa  reach 
The  land  of  Paphlagonia,  where  the  queen 
Is  safe  with  my  three  sons  in  Cotta's  eeart» 
Say  what  yoa  sa«p  at  parting,  and  request 
That  she  remember  what  I  said  at  one 
Parting  more  flsoanfrLl  stilL 

Pan.  That  royal  hand  I 

Let  me  then  OBoe  mote  pnss  it  to  my  lips; 


vt 
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And  thMe  poor  Mldiers  who  throng  nrand  yon,  and 
Would  fidn  die  with  jon ! 

[J%0  thldten  and  Pania  ^r<mg  rtmnd  Mm, 
JtMng  Mi  hand  and  the  hem  of  hie  robe. 

8ar.  My  best !  my  last  friends  I 

Let's  not  «nman  each  other :  part  at  once : 
All  toCTfrells  shonld  be  sudden,  when  for  erer, 
Blse  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments, 
And  clog  the  last  sands  of  life  with  tears. 
Hence,  and  be  happy :  trust  me,  I  am  not 
Jfow  to  be  pitied ;  or  far  more  for  what 
Is  past  than  present  ;-^or  the  future,  'tis 
In  the  hands  of  the  deities,  if  such 
There  be :  I  shall  know  soon.    Farewell—- Farewell. 
[Exeunt  Pawia  and  SoUUen. 

M^.  These  men  were  honest :  it  is  comfort  still 
That  our  last  looks  should  be  on  loving  fuses. 

8ar,  And  lovely  ones,  my  beautiful  !*4)ut  hear  me ! 
If  at  this  momenIL  for  we  now  are  on 
The  brink,  thou  feerst  an  inward  shrinking  from 
This  leap  through  flame  into  the  future,  say  it : 
I  shall  not  lore  tiiee  less ;  nay,  perhaps  more. 
For  yielding  to  thy  nature :  and  there's  time 
Yet  for  thee  to  escape  hence. 

Myr,  Shall  I  Ught 

One  of  the  torohes  that  lie  heaped  beneath 
The  erer-buming  lamp  that  bums  without, 
Before  Baal's  shrine,  in  the  adjoining  hall  ? 

Sar.  IK)  so.    Is  that  thy  answer  ? 

Myr,  Thou  shalt  see, 

[Exit  Mtbbha. 

Bar,  f$chi»J  She's  firm.    My  fathers !  whom  I 
willr^oin, 
It  may  be,  purtBed  by  death  from  some 
Cf  ^e  gross  stains  of  too  material  being, 
I  would  not  leaye  your  ancient  first  abode 
To  the  defilement  of  usurpmg  bondmen : 
If  I  hare  not  kept  your  inheritance 
As  ye  bequeath'd  it,  this  bright  part  of  it, 
foitr  tteftsure,  your  abode,  your  sacred  relics 
Of  arms,  and  records,  monuments,  and  spoils. 
In  which  they  would  hare  revell'd,  I  bear  with  mt 
fo  you  in  that  absorbing  element, 
Which  most  personifies  the  soul  as  leaving 
Xhe  least  of  matter  unconsumed  before 
its  fiery  woridng:  ted  the  light  of  this 
Most  royal  of  ftmereal  P3rres  shall  be 
Not  a  mere  pillow  form'd  of  ckmd  and  fiame, 
A  becsoA  in  the  horizon  for  a  day, 
And  then  a  mount  of  ashes,  but  a  light 
To  lessen  ages,  rebel  nations,  and 
f'ohiptttoiis  princes.    Time  shall  quench  full  many 
A  people's  records,  and  a  hero's  acts ; 
Sweep  empire  after  empire,  like  this  first 
Of  empiras,  into  nothing ;  but  eteii  then 
Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine,  and  hold  it  «p 
A  problem  few  dare  imitate,  and  none 
Despise    but,  it  may  be,  avoid  the  Ufe 
Which  led  to  such  a  consummation* 
Mtehaa  retumt  teith  a  lighted  Tofeh  in  one  haml, 
and  a  Cup  in  the  other. 

Myr.  Lol 

I've  lit  the  lamp  whi^  Ughls  «§  te  the  staia* 

Sar,  And  the  eup  ? 

Jfyr.  'Tfs  my  eoantry's  cusMm  to 

Make  a  libation  to  tne  gods. 

Sar.  And  sdne 

to  vmkib  libations  smong  men.    I've  not 
Forgot  the  eustom;  and  atthmi^  a]Mie» 


Will  drain  one  draught  In  memory  of  mtaf 
A  joyo«s  banquet  past. 

[SABDANAPALrs  tohei  the  e«g»,  andafterdrtri^ 
ing  and  tinkling  the  reverted  agf,  at  a  drep 
fatttf  exda/im^-^ 

And  this  tibatioa 
Is  for  the  excellent  Beleses. 

Myr.  Why 

Dwells  thy  mind  ra^er  upon  that  man's  nsiM 
Than  on  his  mate's  in  villany  ? 

Sar.  The  one 

Is  a  mere  soldier,  a  mere  tool,  a  kind 
Of  human  sword  in  a  fiend's  hand ;  the  othsr 
Is  master-mover  of  his  warlike  puppet: 
But  I  dismiss  them  from  my  nind.— Yet  pause. 
My  Myrrha !  dost  thou  truly  follow  me, 
Freely  and  fearlessly  ? 

Myr.  And  dost  thMtiiink 

A  Greek  girl  dare  not  do  for  love,  that  whish 
An  Indian  widow  braves  for  eostom  \ 

Sar.  Then 

We  but  await  the  signal. 

Myr.  It  is  long 

In  sounding. 

Sar.  Now,  forewell  *,  one  last  elnbntcs* 

Myr.  Embrace,  but  not  the  last;  there  is  onsflMMi 

Sar.  True,  the  commingling  fire  will  mix  our  sihsSi 

Myr.  And  pure  as  is  my  love  to  thee,  shall  Ihsf, 
Purged  from  the  dross  of  eafth,  aftd  earthly  pssrinai 
Mix  pale  with  tUne.  A  single  thought  yet  irks  me. 

Sat.  Say  it. 

Myr.  It  is  that  no  kind  hand  wffl  gather 

The  dust  of  both  into  one  urn. 

Sar.  Thebettsr: 

Bather  let  them  be  borne  abroad  upon 
The  winds  of  heaven,  and  scatter'd  into  air. 
Than  be  polluted  miore  by  human  hands 
Of  slaves  and  traitors ;  in  this  biasing  palaeSf 
And  its  enormous  walls  of  ileeking  ruin. 
We  leave  a  nobler  monument  than  Egypt 
Hath  piled  in  her  brisk  mountains,  o'er  dead  Uagib 
Or  kine,  for  none  know  whether  thoae  pioad  pQsi 
Be  for  their  monarch,  or  their  ox-god  Apis : 
So  much  for  monuments  that  have  foxgotten 
Their  very  neord  1 

Myr.  Then  fiurewell,  thou  esiih  1 

And  loveliest  spot  of  esrth !  farewell,  Ionia  f 
Be  thou  still  free  and  beantifU,  and  for 
Aloof  from  desolatiDn !  My  last  pnyer 
Was  for  thee,  my  last  thoughts,  save  0N«i  was  d 
theel 

Aw.  Aadthat? 

Myr.  Is  yovrs. 

[Thetrm^ofFA.iiixeemdawilhmd. 

Aar.  Hark  I 

Myr.  Nmet 

Sar.  Adiea,AsBTrist 

I  loved  thee  well,  my  own,  nay  ftthers*  land. 
And  better  as  my  eountry  than  my  kingdom. 
I  satiated  thee  witii  peace  iuid  joys;  oadAii 
Is  my  rsrWBd  I  and  now  I  owe  thee  nothing, 
Not  even  a  grave.  \He  momMi  ihefik 

Now,  Myrrha ! 

Myr.  Attthmisair? 

Sar.  As  the  torch  in  thy  grasp. 

[HTXBHA/m^^ 

Myr.  'XSitAd!   loooM. 

[Am  Mtsbha  epriny  ftruatd  tfe  tkrem  htrm 


NOTES  TO  8ABDANAPALITS. 


Page  949,  liM  60. 

*'  Thm  Ionian  name  had  been  ItlQ  more  compre- 
hensive, kaTing  inclnded  the  Achaiana  and  the 
Bceotians,  who,  together  with  those  to  whom  it  waa 
aflerwaida  eonflnea,  would  make  neariy  the  whole 
of  th*  Qreek  natioii,  and  among  the  oiientala  it 
was  always  the  genenl  name  far  the  Greeks."-— 
MS^ant^  Grteee,  toL  1.  p.  190. 


Page  361,  lines  103-306. 

"For  this  ezaeditikm  he  took  not  onlr  a  small 
dioeea  body  of  the  phalanx,  but  all  hia  light  troops. 
In  the  first  day's  march  he  reached  Anchialns,  a 
tnm  said  to  bmve  been  fimnded  by  the  king  of 
Assyiin,  Saidanapalos.  The  Ibttiflcations,  in  fliefar 
magnitude  and  extent,  still  in  Anian*s  time,  bore 
tiie  character  of  greatness,  which  the  Assyrians 
appear  singnlarly  to  have  aieeted  in  works  of  the 
kmd.  A  monument  representing  Sardanapalns 
WIS  fcond  then,  wananted  br  an  inscription  in 
Assyrian  characters,  of  coarse  In  the  old  Assyrian 
bnirnage,  wUeh  tlie  Greeks,  whe&er  well  or  Ol, 
ittteipiited  thns :  *  Sardanapalus,  son  of  Anacyn- 
daraxes.  in  one  day  fonnded  Anehiilws  and  Tarsus. 
Eat,  dzmk,  play:  all  other  human  joys  axe  not 
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worth  a  flOip.'  Suppoeing  thisTenttm  nesihrMM^ 
(for  Airian  says  it  was  not  quite  so,)  whetiMr  tk» 
purpose  haa  not  been  to  invite  to  dvu  oider  a  pe^ 
pie  disMeed  to  turMnos,  rather  than  to  leeom- 
mend  immoderate  luxury,  may  perhaps  reasonably 
be  questioned.  What,  indeed,  could  be  the  object 
of  a  king  of  Assyria  in  founding  such  towns  in  a 
oountey  so  distant  from  his  cental,  and  so  divided 
from  it  by  an  immense  extent  of  sandy  deserts  and 
lofty  mountains,  and,  still  more,  how  the  inhab- 
itants oouM  be  at  once  in  circumstances  to  abandon 
themselves  to  the  intemperate  joys  which  their 
prince  haa  been  supposed  to  have  recommended,  is 
not  obvious ;  but  it  may  deserve  observation  that» 
in  that  line  of  coast,  tne  southern  of  Lesser  Asia» 
ruins  of  cities,  evidently  of  an  age  after  Alexander 
yet  barely  named  in  history,  at  (his  day  astonish 
the  adventurous  traveller  by  their  maffniflcenee  end 
elegance.  AmM  the  desolation  which,  under  ft 
siaguharly  barbarian  government,  has  for  so  msny 
oenturies  been  dailv  spreading  in  the  finest  eountaion 
of  the  globe,  whetner  more  from  soil  and  i^ii**«»**^ 
or  from  opportunities  for  commerce,  extraordinary 
means  must  have  been  found  for  communities  to 
nourish  there,  whence  it  may  seem  that  tiie  meas- 
ures of  Sardanapalus  were  directed  by  justsr  vieim 
than  have  been  commonly  ascribed  to  hikb:  but 
that  monarch  having  been  the  last  of  a  dynastyi 
ended  by  a  revolution,  obloquy  on  his  memory  wouia 
follow  of  course  from  the  policy  of  his  successors 
sad  their  partisans. 

**  The  inconsistenoy  of  Itaditfons  oonesniiBg  8W^ 
danapalus  is  striking  in  Diodoius's  aeoountof  htaa." 
-^U^fimTM  Grmc$,  vol  ix.  pp.  811, 812,  aad  81S. 


WERNER;   OR,  THE   INHERITANCE; 

A  TRAGEDY. 


TO 

THE    ILLUSTRIOUS     GOBTHB, 

BT  Om  or  EU  HVlCBLBflT  ADMIBUta, 
SKIS    TKAOBDT    IS    DBDICAIBI). 


PBBFACB. 

Tkb  following  Drama  la  taken  entirely  from  the 
"  Chrman*9  TdU^  KruUzneTf**  published  man/  years 
•go  ia  Xm'<  Canterbury  TttUt;  written  (I  believe) 
by  two  sisters,  of  whom  one  ftumished  only  this 
ttoty  and  another,  both  of  which  are  considered 
snperior  to  the  remainder  of  the  collection.  I  have 
adopted  the  characters,  plan,  and  even  the  language, 
of  many  parts  of  this  story.  Some  of  the  chazao- 
ten  are  modified  or  alteied,  a  few  of  the  names 
changed,  and  one  character  (Ida  of  Stralenheim) 
added  by  myself;  bnt  in  the  rest  the  original  is 
efaxefly  followed.  When  I  was  young,  (about  four- 
teen, I  think,)  I  first  read  this  tale,  which  made  a 
deep  impression  upon  me ;  and  may,  indeed,  be  said 
to  contain  the  germ  of  much  that  I  have  since  writ- 
ten. I  am  not  sure  that  it  ever  was  very  popular ; 
or,  at  any  rate,  its  popularity  has  since  been  edipsed 
by  that  of  other  great  writers  in  the  same  depart^ 
ment  But  I  have  generally  found  that  those  who 
had  read  it,  agreed  with  me  in  their  estimate  of  the 
singular  power  of  mind  a^d  conception  which  it  de- 
Telopes.  I  should  also  add  conctpHon^  rather  than 
ozectttion ;  for  the  stoiy  might,  perhaps,  have  been 
developed  with  greater  advantage.  Among  those 
whose  opinions  agreed  with  mine  upon  this  story,  I 
could  mention  some  very  high  names ;  but  it  is  not 
necessary,  nor  indeed  of  any  use,  for  every  one 
must  judge  according  to  his  own  fecQings.  I  merely 
refer  the  reader  to  the  original  story,  that  he  may 
see  to  what  extent  I  have  borrowed  from  it:  and 
am  not  unwilling  that  he  should  find  much  greatar 
plaasnre  in  perusing  it  than  the  drama  which  is 
founded  upon  its  contents. 

I  had  begun  a  drama  upon  this  tale  so  fat  back  as 


1815,  (the  first  I  ever  attempted,  except  aw  ^4y^ 
teen  years  old«  called  «  ITZtm;  and  J/cmo,"  wliieh  I 
had  sense  enough  to  bum,)  and  had  nearly  con* 
pleted  an  act,  when  I  was  interrupted  \tj  dzcmih 
stances.  This  is  somewhere  among  my  papen  la 
England ;  but  as  it  has  not  been  fouid,  I  have  re- 
written the  first,  and  added  the  subsequent  acts. 

The  whole  is  neither  intended,  nor  in  anyibip* 
adapted,  for  the  stage. 

February,  1822. 


DRAMATIS  PBBdONiB. 

ULBia 
Stbalbkhbzm. 

iDXMSTBXir. 

Gaboh. 
Fbtxs. 

HSNXIOX. 

Euo. 

Abkctzk. 

Mbxstbe. 

BODOLPH. 

LvDwia. 

ITcMcn.— JosBFKDm. 

Ida  STBALnrsux. 

Scene— Partly  on  the  Frontiar  of  SiMs,  sad  p0^ 
in  Skgendorf  Caatto,  near  Fngas. 

Time— The  Close  of  the  Thirty  TesB*  ▼«. 


ACT  I. 
0CB1IK  I. 


Ths^a^fm 


2W» 


0/ 


Jos.  Mt  1ot»»  bo  nlsMr. 
Wer,  laaoilM. 

Jm,  Tom^ 

Tes,  bat  not  to  thjMlf :  thy  pMO  b  huxiod. 
And  BO  oae  mlka  a  chamber  like  to  oois 
With  Btopo  like  thine  when  hie  hcert  is  at  leet 
Were  it  a  garden,  I  ihonld  deem  thee  hj^py. 
And  stepping  vitii  the  bee  from  flower  to  flower; 
ButAere/ 

Wer.       Tie  diill;  the  tapeetry  lete  thzongh 
The  wind  to  whiek  it  waTee:  my  blood  ie  froMn. 
Joe.  Ah,  no! 

irgr.(^Wi iTBe/JWhyl  wonldst  thou  hate  it  to  ? 
/ot.  Iwwld 

Have  it  a  healthftil  onxent. 

Wer.  Let  it  flow 

Until  'tb  tpflt  or  eheck'd— how  loon,  I  eaze  not. 
/of.  Andamlnothingin  thy  heart? 
Wer.  AOf-elL 

iet.  Then  eanet  thou  wish  fiir  that  lAieh  noet 

break  mine? 
Wer.  (ofpromekmg  hmr  $lowijf.J  But  for  tAm  I  had 
been— no  matter  what. 
But  nmch  of  good  and  erO ;  what  I  am, 
Thon  knoweet ;  what  I  might  or  shonld  hare  been, 
Thoa  knowest  not :  bat  etill  I  Ioto  thee,  nor 
Shall  anght  ditide  ae. 

[Wnnam  leattt  om  abryptlyy  and  thm  i 
proadm  JcenpBiHB. 

The  etorm  of  the  night, 
Peihape,  ailBcte  me ;  I'm  a  thing  of  feelinge. 
And  have  of  late  been  sickly,  as,  alas ! 
Thoaknow'tt  by  eaifaingB  more  than  mine,  my  loTe ! 
In  watching  me. 

Jm.  To  see  thee  well  ie  maeh— 

To  see  thee  happy 

War,  Where  hast  thon  seen  each? 

Let  me  be  wretched  wi^  the  xeet  I 

/ot.  But  think 

Howmsay  in  this  hoar  of  tempest  shiyer 
Beneath  the  bitfang  wind  and  heaty  raii^ 
Whose  ev«i7  drey  bows  them  down  nearer  earth. 
Which  hath  no  chamber  for  them  sare  beneath 
HertnzfMC. 

Wer.         And  thaf  s  not  the  worst:  who  earee 
For  chaabsn?  leet  is  alL    The  wretches  whom 
Thoa  BtBcst-Hty,  the  wind  howls  roond  them,  and 
The  dali  aad  dropping  rain  saps  in  their  bonce 
The  creeping  marrow.    I  haTC  been  a  eoldisry 
A  heatar,  and  a  tnT«IIsr,  and  am 
Al'cnvt  wdahoold  know  the  thing  thoa  talk'st  of. 
Jbi.  And  art  thoa  not  now  ahelter'd  iton  them  all  ? 
War.  Yee.    And  from  these  alone. 
Joe.  Aad  that  ie  eooMthing. 
Wer.  Tnie— to  a  peasant 
Joe,  Shoold  the  nobly  bom 

Be  tiiaaUsM  te  «hat  zefoge  which  their  haldia 
Of  es^  ddieaey  render  mare 
Needftil  than  to  the  peasant,  when  the  ebb 


Of  ftctane  learea  then  en  the  ahoals  oflifc  ? 

Wwr.  It  is  not  that,  thoa  know'st  it  is  not;  w» 
Hare  borne  all  this,  111  not  say  patiently, 
Bxeept  in  thee    bat  we  haye  home  it. 

/OS.  Wen? 

War.  Something  beyond  oar  outward  suiTeringi 
(though 
Theee  were  enough  to  gnaw  into  our  souls) 
Hath  stong  me  oft,  and,  more  than  oyer,  noip. 
When,  but  for  this  untoward  sickness,  which 
Soiled  BM  upon  this  deeolate  ih>ntier,  and 
Hath  waated,  not  alone  my  strength,  but  means. 
And  leayes  us— no !  this  is  beyond  me !— but 
For  this  I  had  been  happy— <Aow  been  happy^ 
The  spleador  of  my  rank  sustain'd— my  name. 
My  &ther*B  name--been  still  upheld ;  and,  more 
Thanthoee 

^M.  (ahr^pUif.J  My  son—K>ur  son— oor  TJlxie 
Been  dasp'd  again  in  theee  long^empty  arma 
And  all  a  mother's  hunger  satisfied. 
Twelve  yean !  he  waa  but  eight  then :— beeatifbl 
Me  was,  and  beautiftil  he  must  be  now. 
My  XTlric !  my  adored ! 

War.  I  haye  been  AiU  oft 

The  chaae  of  Fortune :  now  she  hath  o'ertaken 
My  spirit  where  it  cannot  turn  at  bay,— 
Sick,  poor,  and  lonely. 

Jo$.  Lonely!  my  deer  husband  t 

Wmr.  Or  worse— inyolying  all  I  loye,  in  this 
Far  woTM  than  solitude.    Alone,  I  had  died, 
And  all  been  oyer  in  a  namelasa  greye. 

Jc9.  And  I  had  not  outliyed  thee ;  but  prey  take 
Comfort !   We  haye  straggled  long ;  and  they  wht 

striye 
With  fortune  win  or  weary  her  at  last. 
So  that  they  find  the  goal  or  cease  to  feel 
Farther.    Take  comfort,— we  shall  find  our  boy 

Wer.  We  were  in  sight  of  him,  of  eyery  thing 
Which  eoold  bring  compensation  for  past  sorrow 
And  to  be  baffled  thus ! 

Joe.  We  are  not  baflled. 

Wer.  Are  we  not  pennylees  ? 

Joe.  We  ne'er  were  wealthy. 

Wer.  But  I  was  bom  to  wealth,  and  rank,  and 
power; 
Bi4oy*d  them,  loyed  them,  and,  alas !  abused  them. 
And  forfeited  them  by  my  father's  wrath, 
In  my  o'er-feryent  youth ;  but  for  the  abuse 
Long  sufferings  have  atoned.    My  father's  death 
Left  the  path  open,  yet  not  without  snares. 
This  cold  and  creeping  kinsman,  who  so  long 
Kept  his  eye  on  me,  as  the  snake  upon 
The  fluttering  bird,  hath  ere  this  time  outstept  ma. 
Become  the  master  of  my  rights,  and  lord 
Of  that  which  lifts  him  up  to  princes  in 
Dominion  and  domain. 

Jos.  Who  knows  ?  our  son 

May  haye  retom'd  back  to  his  grandsire,  and 
Byen  now  uphold  thy  rights  for  thee  ? 

Wer.  TIs  hopeleik 

Since  his  strange  disappearance  from  my  fiith«r*e, 
Bntailing,  as  it  were,  my  sins  upon 
HiBiself,  no  tidings  haye  reyeal'd  his  coarse. 
I  parted  with  him  to  his  grandrire,  on 
The  promise  that  Ida  anger  would  stop  short 
Of  the  third  genention ;  but  Heayen  seems 
To  elaun  her  stem  prerogatire,  and  yisit 
Upon  my  boy  his  fother's  faults  and  foIBet. 

Joe.  I  must  hope  better  still,— at  least  we  hatt|«l 
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ByB0N>8  WOfiXS. 


Bftffled  thd  long  pursuit  of  Stralenhdm. 

Witr.  We  should  hare  done,  but  for  this  fatal  siek- 
ness, 
Moie  &tal  than  a  mortal  malady, 
Because  it  takes  not  life,  but  life's  sole  solaoe ; 
Bren  now  I  feel  my  spirit  girt  about 
By  the  snares  of  this  ayaricious  fiend  ;>— 
How  do  I  know  he  hath  not  track'd  us  here  ? 

Job.  He  does  not  know  thy  person ;  and  his  spies, 
Who  so  long  wateh*d  thee,  have  been  left  at  Ham- 
burgh. 
Our  unexpected  journey,  and  this  change 
Of  name,  leave  all  diseoyery  far  behind : 
None  hold  us  here  for  aught  sate  what  we  seem. 

Wer.  Save  what  we  seem !  sate  what  we  one— sick 
beggars, 
Btou  to  our  yery  hopes.— Ha  t  ha ! 

Jot,  Alas! 

That  bitter  laugh! 

Wwr,  Who  would  read  in  tiiis  fond 

The  high  soul  of  the  son  of  a  long  line  ? 
Wh9,  in  this  gsrb,  the  heir  of  princely  lands  ? 
Who,  in  this  sunken,  sickly  eye,  the  pride 
Of  rank  and  ancestry  ?  in  this  worn  cheek 
And  famine-hollow'd  brow,  the  lord  of  halis 
Which  daily  feast  a  thousand  yassals  ? 

Jot,  Ton 

Ponder*d  not  thus  upon  these  worldly  things, 
My  Werner !  when  you  deign*d  to  choose  for  bride 
The  foreign  daughter  of  a  wandering  exile. 

Wtr,  An  exile's  daughter  with  an  outcast  son 
Were  a  fit  marriage ;  but  I  still  had  hopes 
To  lift  thee  to  the  state  we  both  were  bom  for. 
Your  father's  house  was  noble  though  decay'd ; 
And  worthy  by  its  birth  to  match  with  ours. 

Jot.  Your  father  did  not  think  so,  though  'twas 
noble ; 
But  had  my  birth  been  all  my  claim  to  match 
Vnih  thee,  I  should  haye  deem'd  it  what  it  is. 

Wer.  And  what  is  that  in  thine  eyes  ? 

Jot,  All  which  it 

Has  done  in  our  behali;— Clothing. 

Wet,  How,-^nothing  ? 

Jot,  Or  worse;  for  it  has  been  a  canker  in 
Thy  heart  from  the  beginning :  but  for  this, 
We  had  not  felt  our  poverty  but  as 
Millions  of  myriads  feel  it,  cheerftilly ; 
But  for  these  phantoms  of  thy  feudal  fathers, 
Thou  mightst  haye  eam'd  thy  bread,  as  thousands 

cam  it; 
Or»  if  that  seem'd  too  humble,  tried  by  commerce, 
Or  other  eiric  means,  to  amend  thy  fortunes, 

Wer.  f«romca%.j  And  been  an  Hanseatic  burgher? 
Excellent ! 

Jot.  Whate'erthou  mightst  haye  been,  totnethou 
art 
What  no  state  high  or  low  can  ever  change^ 
My  heart's  first  choice ;— which  chose  thee,  knowing 

neither 
Thy  birth,  thy  hopes,  thy  pride ;  nought,  sate  thy 


While  they  last,  let  me  comfbrt  or  divide  them ; 
When  they  end,  let  mine  end  with  them,  or  thee  I 
Wtr.  Mf  better  angel  1  snoh  I  have  ever  ibund 
thee; 
This  rashness,  or  this  weakneas  of  my  temper^ 
Ne'er  raised  a  thought  to  ii^ure  thee  or  thhie. 
•Thott  didst  not  mar  my  fortunes :  my  oWn  iuitttM 
'ta  youth  was  such  as  to  unmake  «li  «mpln» 


Had  such  been  my  inheritaM^j  bat  now, 
-Chasten'd,  subdued,  out-won,  end  taught  to  knew 
Myself ,— to  lose  this  for  Mtt  sea  and  thee ! 
Tniat  me,  when  in  ray  two^and-twenlieth  spriig^ 
My  fhther  banr'd  ns  from  my  fsdisit's  heess, 
The  laet  sole  setoa  of  a  thouaad  mnt^ 
(For,  I  was  then  the  last,)  it  hurt  me  Isss 
Than  to  behold  my  boy  and  my  boy's  mother 
Excluded  in  their  innoeenee  from  what 
My  faulto  deserved— exclusion ;  although  then 
My  passions  were  all  living  serpenta,  sad 
Twined  like  the  gorgon's  round  me. 

[A  hud  knocking  it  ktmi 
Jot.  Harkl 

Wer.  AknoekiBg 

•TiDt.  Who  can  it  be  at  this  lone  hour?   Wehsn 
Few  visiters. 

Wer.  And  poverty  hath  none. 

Save  those  who  oome  to  make  it  poorer  still. 
Well,  I  am  prepared. 

fWB&NBB  piitft  Am  hattd  ittkt  hit  tetOM,  «t  ^* 
tearchfor  tome  weapon. 
J6t,  Oh,  do  not  look  60^  I 

Win  to  the  door.  It  cannot  be  of  import 
In  this  lone  spot  of  wintry  desolation  ;— 
The  very  desert  saves  man  from  mankind. 

ShegoetioUitiim, 

Enter  Idekstbik. 

Ideh.  A  €>|r  good  evening  to  my  Cilrer  hostcM 
And  worthy— What's  your  name,  my  friend  ? 

Wer.  knyn 

Not  afraid  to  demand  it  ? 

Iden.  Not  afraid? 

Egad !  I  am  afraid.    You  look  as  if 
I  asked  for  something  better  than  your  name, 
By  the  &oe  you  put  on  it. 

Wer.  Better,  sfr! 

Iden.  Better  or  worse,  like  matrimony :  «hat 
Shall  I  say  more  ?  You  have  been  a  guest  thiimnitt 
Here  in  the  prince's  palace^to  be  sure. 
His  highness  had  reeign'd  it  to  the  ghosU 
And  rata  theee  twelve  years-  but'tUstillapslioe)- 
I  say  yon  have  been  our  lodger,  and  as  yet 
We  do  net  know  your  nain^. 

Wer.  My  MOie  is  Womi. 

tden.  A  goodly  name,  a  very  worthy  nsms 
As  e'er  was  gilt  upon  a  trader's  board : 
I  have  a  cousin  in  the  lazaretto 
Of  Hamburgh,  who  has  got  a  wilb  whe  belt 
The  same.    He  is  an  oAeer  of  tnet, 
Surgeon's  assistant,  (hoping  to  be  svgeonf) 
And  has  done  miracles  i'  the  way  of  bnslsisi 
Perhaps  you  are  related  to  my  relative  ? 

Wer.  Tb  youw  ? 

/OS.  Oh,  yee ;  we  an,  but  distal 

Oaimot  you  humor  the  Aall  gofliip  till 

[AMidtftlfnMA 

We  leam  his  puipose  ? 

Iden.  WeU,  I'm  glad  ef  tin*! 

I  thought  to  long,  sueh  nrntaftd  yearnings 
Flay'd  round  my  heart  :-*Mood  fia  notwslfftM*^ 
And  so  let's  lurre  some  wise,  and  drink  unto 
Our  better  aequaintaMe :  lulntlves  should  be 
Friends.  ^^ 

ITs^.  Tott  appear  to  bare  drank  enough  ibiMfi 
And  if  you  )i*d  not,  I'ti  HO  wfaM  te  oAiV 
Else  it  were  yours:  b«l  thAl  fom  laMW,tf  < 


V««  «•  I  Mi  pMr»  tad  tlek,  tad  HOI  iiol  ta» 
TluitI««ddbe«l«M;  tattojDvbMiMMl 
What  hringi  yon  hen  } 

Utm.  Why,  what  ihovld  bring  m»  Un  ? 

nV.  Ikaawaet.1lM^ItUBkllMtlM^d{ 
That  iHikh  vOl  Mttd  yoa  Ime*. 

Jot.  (mdf.J  PstianM,  4mi  Wi 

Idm,  To«  doftt  kMW  what  has  ha^iciMd,  than  ? 

i^.  Hinraho«lfd«a? 

Mm.  Ite  firw  ia  o'edfciv'd. 

Jo$,  Alaa !  «a  haTa 

That  ta  aar  aonrow  for  ihaae  ilTa  dayi ;  ainoa 
Itkeepawhara. 

Jtfai.  But  what  7<m  4oii*t  know  la. 

That  a  great  peiaoaMga,  who  fain  would  eroaa* 
Against  tha  itraam  and  thrae  poatOiona*  wiahM« 
b  drawn'd  hdow  tha  ford,  with  ilTa  poat^^naa* 
A  monkey,  and  a  maatiff,  and  a  valat. 

At.  PMroEaataraa!  aia  jon  anna ? 

Idm,  Yaa,  of  tha  mHihaf , 

And  tiievalet,  and  te  cattle  s  but  aa  yet 
We  know  not  if  hia  ezeeUeney*8  dead 
Or  no;  your  noUemen  aia  hard  to  drown, 
Ai  it  Is  fit  that  moi  in  oflaa  ahovdd  ba ; 
Bat  whatis  oertain  ia,  that  ha  has  awalloVd 
Enough  of  the  Oder  to  hava  horat  two  peaaaati ) 
Aad  now  a  8axoii»  and  Hnagaviaa  travdlaa» 
Who,  at  thair  pvopar  peril,  maieh'd  hia  from 
The  whirling  livar,  hava  aent  on  to  crara 
A  lodging,  or  a  grara,  aoaording  aa 
Itnay  tonont  with  tha  Hto  or  dead  body. 

/or.  And  where  win  you  xeaeiTe  hfan  ?  heee,  I  hope. 
If  lie  can  be  of  aerrice    say  the  woird. 

/dm.  Hara  ?  no ;  bat  in  the  prinee'a  owm  afarl- 
ment, 
Ai  fits  a  noUe  gneat>*-*tia  damp,  no  donbt, 
NothaTing  been  inhaited  thaae  twelve  yeaia; 
Bat  dien  he  oouea  from  a  mneh  damper  plaoa» 
80  searedy  will  entoh  cold  in%  if  he  be 
8tm  liable  to  coldr-^and  if  not,  why 
Hell  be  wane  lodged  te-monow:  ne*er^eleia» 
I  hare  ordered  lire  and  all  applianeea 
To  be  got  leady  for  the  worst— "that  ia, 
la  case  ha  ahflp^  anrrive. 

Jm,  Poor , 

I  hope  ha  win  with  all  my  heart. 

W§r. 
Have  yon  net  leaxn*d  his  name  ?    My  Joaephiae, 

Betire;  111 aift thia fool.  [£nk  JoaBraUTB. 

/dm.  Hia  name?  eh  Laid  1 

Who  knowi  if  he  hath  now  a  name  er  no  ? 
Tnthasanough  to  ask  it  when  he's  able 
Ta  gna  an  anawcr }  ar  if  not,  to  pat 
Hia  hesr*!  npon  hia  epitaph.    Xathoqght 
Just  new  yea  ohid  me  for  demanding  names  ? 

lP<r.  I^ne,  trae»  I  did  e»  i  yon  aay  well  and  wiaely. 

Oab.  If  I  mtmde,  I  eraye— 

/dm.  Oh,  no  intmaieA  ! 

Thisiitiiepalaee;  thia  a  atnagar  like 
Yourself;  Ipmy  yon  make  yourself  at  honae: 
Bat  whare^  hia  exoellency,  and  how  Cvas  he? 

Gab,  Wetly  and  wearily,  bat  out  of  peril : 
He  paaaed  to  ehange  his  garments  in  a  eottage, 
(Where  I  dofiTd  mine  (or  ^eae,  and  came  on  U^ev,) 
And  liaa  almost  reooYer'd  from  hia  drenching. 
He  will  be  hem  anon. 


What  ho,  there!  bnatle  ! 
mthont  there,  Herman,  WaObarg,  Peter,  Conrad 
f  GtoM  dirdetuma  fo  (^fmrmtt  tervanU  who  md$r 
A  nobleman  sleapo  here  to-night— aee  that 
AH  ia  In  order  in  the  damaak  chan^HNr— 
Keep  up  the  stove— I  wiU  myself  to  the  cellai^ 
Aad  Madame  Idenatain  (my  consort,  stranger) 
ShaU  Auniah  liMth  the  bed-epparel;  for, 
To  say  the  truth,  they  are  marreUoua  scant  of  thie 
Within  the  palace  precincts,  since  hia  highneaa 
Left  it  some  dosen  years  ago.    And  then 
Hia  exceUency  wiU  sop,  donbtlms  ? 

Gob.  Faith! 

I  cannot  teU:  bat  I  ahoold  think  the  piUow 
Weald  pleaae  him  better  than  the  table  after 
Hia  soaking  in  your  rirer :  bat  for  fbar 
Yoar  riands  should  be  thrown  away,  I  mean 
To  sap  myaelf,  and  have  a  friend  withoat 
Who  wiU  do  honor  to  your  good  cheer  with 
▲  traTeller's  ^tetite. 

Idm.  Bat  are  yoa  sure 

His  exoaUency— But  his  name :  what  is  it  ? 

606.  I  da  not  know. 

/(dm.  And  yet  yoa  sayed  hia  lifo. 

Goi.  I  he^*d  my  friend  to  do  10. 

/den.  WeU,thaf8a 

To  save  a  aua'a  lifo  whom  yoa  do  not  know. 

Ge5.  Not  so;  fbr  there  are  sonm  I  know  so  wall« 
I  aeerce  ahoold  give  myself  the  trooble. 

/(dm.  Pnty, 

Qood  friend,  and  who  may  yoa  be  ? 

Gch*  By  my  fomHy 

Hungarian. 

/dm.        WhichiacaU*d? 

(?e&.  It  mattma  tittb. 

Idm,  fosads.;  I  think  that  aU  the  world  are  grewa 
aaonymoas, 
Since  no  one  caroa  to  t«ll  what  he's  caU*d  I 
Pkay,  baa  his  excellency  a  large  aoito  ? 

GfA,  Sefldent 

/(dm.  How  many  ? 

(hA<,  I  did  not  count  them. 

We  came  ap  by  mere  accident,  and  jast 
In  time  to  drag  him  through  hia  caBtiage  window. 

/dm.  WeU,  what  would  I  gire  to  sayeagreat  man} 
No  doabt  you'U  haye  a  awinging  aum  aa  recompenae. 

QiA.  Ferhapa. 

/(den.  Now,  how  maoh  do  yoa  reckon  en  ? 

Go^.  I  haye  not  yet  put  ap  myaelf  to  sale : 
In  the  mean  time,  my  best  reward  would  be 
A  glam  of  year  Hockheimer-«  fnm  glam, 
Wreatk'd  with  rich  grapea  aad  Baeehanal  devioaa, 
0*erflowing  with  the  oldest  of  youz  yintaga ; 
For  which  I  promiae  you,  in  case  yoa  e*er 
Run  hasaid  of  being  drown'd,  (although  I  own 
It  seems,  of  all  deatha,  the  leaat  likely  for  you,) 
in  puU  you  out  for  nothing.    Quick,  my  friend, 
And  thiiik,  for  eyery  bumper  I  shall  quaff, 
A  waye  the  less  may  roU  sboye  your  head. 

iidm.  (amdej  I  don't  much  like  this  fellow— deee 
andd^ 
He  seems,  two  things  which  salt  me  not ;  howerm^ 
Wine  he  shall  haye;  if  that  onlocka  hnn  not, 
I  ahaH  not  sleep  to-night  fbr  enriodty. 

[BsUlDMatfnau 

Oab,  (to  Wbbxbb.)  This  maatar  of  the  ceremoniai 
is 

,  The  intendant  of  the  palace,  I  preanme : 
'Tie  a  fine  building,  but  deoay'd. 
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Wer,  The  apartniflnt 

Design'd  for  Um  you  rescued  will  be  found 
In  fitter  order  for  a  siekly  guest. 

Ottb,  I  wonder  then  you  oceupied  it  not, 
For  you  seem  delicate  in  health. 

Wer.(quiekly,)  Sir! 

Goft.  Pray 

Excuse  me :  haxe  I  said  aught  to  oilend  you  ? 

Wer.  Nothing :  but  we  are  strangers  to  each  other. 

Gab.  And  that's  the  reason  I  would  haye  us  less  so : 
I  thought  our  bustling  guest  without  had  said 
7ou  were  a  chance  and  passing  guest,  the  counter- 
part 
Of  me  and  my  companions. 

Wer,  Very  true. 

Gab.  Theuj  as  we  never  met  before,  and  never. 
It  may  be,  may  again  encounter,  why, 
I  thought  to  cheer  up  this  old  dungeon  here 
(At  least  to  me)  by  asking  you  to  share 
The  fare  of  my  companions  and  myself. 

Wer,  Pray,  pardon  me ;  my  health— - 

Gab.  Even  as  you  please, 

(  have  been  a  soldier,  and  perhaps  am  blunt 
In  bearing. 

Wer.  I  have  also  served,  and  can 

Requite  a  soldier's  greeting. 

Gab.  In  what  service  ? 

The  Imperial  ? 

Wer.  Cyuiekiy,  and  then  inierrtqftmff  h!m»eif.)  I 
command-^no— I  mean 
I  served ;  but  it  is  many  years  ago. 
When  first  Bohemia  raised  her  banner  'gainst 
The  Austrian. 

Gab,  Well,  that's  over  now,  and  peace 

Has  tum'd  some  thousand  gallant  hearts  adrift 
To  live  as  they  best  may ;  and,  to  say  truth, 
Some  take  the  shortest. 

Wer.  What  is  that? 

Gab.  Whale'er 

They  ky  iheir  hands  on.    AllSaesiaand 
Lusatia's  woods  are  tenanted  by  bands 
Of  the  late  troops,  who  levy  on  the  country 
Tneii  maintenance ;  the  Chatelains  must  keep 
Their  castle  walls^eyond  them  'tis  but  doubtftil 
Travel  for  your  rich  count  or  full-blown  baron. 
My  comfort  is  that,  wander  where  I  may, 
I've  little  left  to  lose  now. 

Wer.  And  I— nothing. 

Gab.  That's  harder  still.    Tou  say  you  were  a 
soldier. 

Wer,  1  was. 

Gab.  Tou  look  one  still.    AU  soldiers  are. 

Or  should  be  comrades,  even  though  enemies. 
Our  swords  when  drawn  must  cross,  our  engines  aim 
(While  levell'd)  at  each  other's  hearts ;  but  when 
A  truce,  a  peace,  or  what  you  will,  remita 
The  steel  into  its  scabbard,  and  lets  sleep 
The  spark  which  lights  the  matchlock,  we  are 

brethren. 
Tou  are  poor  and  sickly^I  am  not  rich  but  healtiiy  $ 
I  want  for  nothing  which  I  cannot  want ; 
Tou  seem  devoid  of  this— wilt  share  it  ? 

[OABOS|m/Zi  tmi  kttpttree. 

Wer.  Who 

Told  you  I  was  a  beggar  ? 

Gab.  Tou  yourself 

(n  saying  you  were  a  soldier  during  peace-time. 

Wer.  (k^kinff  at  him  with  euepidon.)  Tou  know 
me  not? 


Gab.  I  know  BO  man,  not  sfM 

Myself:  how  should  I  then  know  one  I  ne'er 
Beheld  till  half  an  hour  since  ? 

Wer.  8ir,Ithankyeii 

Tour  offer's  noble  were  it  to  a  friend, 
And  not  unkind  as  to  an  unknown  stranger, 
Though  scarcely  prudent ;  but  no  less  I  thank  Tea. 
I  am  a  beggar  in  all  save  his  trade ; 
And  when  I  beg  of  any  one  it  shall  be 
Of  him  who  was  tiie  first  to  offer  what 
Few  oan  obtain  by  asking.    Pardon  me. 

Gab.    (eolua.J  A  goodly  fellow  by  his  looki, 
^ough  worn. 
As  most  good  fellows  are,  by  pain  oif  pleasure 
Which  tear  life  out  of  us  before  our  time; 
I  scarce  know  which  most  quickly ;  but  he  aeemi 
To  have  seen  better  days,  as  who  has  not 
Who  has  seen  yesterday  ?— But  here  approachei 
Our  sage  intendant,  with  the  wine:  howrrer, 
For  the  cup's  sake  I'll  bear  the  cupbearer. 

Enter  Idbxstbin. 

Iden.  'Tis  here !  the  supernaculum !  twenty  ymt 
Of  age,  if  'tis  a  day. 

Gab.  Which  epoch  makei 

Toung  women  and  old  wine ;  and  'tis  great  pity, 
Of  two  such  excellent  things,  increase  of  jtm, 
Which  still  improves  the  one,  should  spoil  the  otiiff. 
Fill  Aill^Here's  to  our  hostess !— your  fairirifel 

[TaketthegkM. 

Iden.  Fair !— Well,  I  trust  your  taste  fanrtne  k 
equal 
To  that  you  show  for  beauty ;  but  1  pledge  70a 
Nevertheless. 

Gab.  Is  not  the  lovely  woman 

I  met  in  the  a^aeent  hall,  who,  with 
An  air,  and  port,  and  eye,  which  would  ha? e  betiv 
Beseem'd  this  palace  in  its  brightest  dayi, 
(Though  hi  a  garb  adapted  to  its  present 
Abandonment,)  retum'd  my  salutation—^ 
Is  not  the  same  your  spouse  ? 

Iden.  I  would  she  iveie , 

But  you're  mistaken :— that*  a  the  stranger'e  vife. 

Gab.  And  by  her  aspect  she  might  be  a  prinoe'i: 
Though  time  hath  touoh'd  her  too,  she  still  retaiat 
Much  beauty,  and  more  migesty. 

Iden.  And  that 

Is  more  than  I  can  say  for  Madame  Idenitein, 
At  least  in  beauty :  as  for  majesty, 
She  has  some  of  its  properties  which  might 
Be  spared— but  never  mind ! 

Gab,  I  don't    Betvte 

May  be  this  stranger  ?    He  too  hatii  a  beaiiBg 
Above  his  outward  fintunea. 

Iden.  There  I  diiite. 

He'a  poor  as  Job,  and  not  m>  patie&t;  bet 
Who  he  may  be,  or  what,  or  aught  of  him, 
Except  hie  name,  (and  that  I  only  leam'd 
To-night,)  I  know  not. 

Gab,  But  how  came  he  iMie^ 

Iden.  In  a  most  miserable  old  ealeche. 
About  a  month  shiee,  and  immediately 
Fell  siek,  almost  to  death.    He  should  hsfs  S^ 

Gab.  Tender  and  true  !—4wt  why  ? 

Iden.  Why,whatiiBli 

Without  a  living  ?    He  has  not  a  stiver. 

Gab,  In  that  case,  I  mucii  wonder  that  a  penoa 
Of  your  f^ypeient  prndokoe  ^ovU  ailBit 


WBBMBE. 
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I  n  fbrion  Into  thii  mhU 

Um.  TWb  true;  Imt  pity,  m  yoo  know,  dom 
nike 
QM^fliivteomndttiiesefonief;  andbeddM, 
They  had  tome  TilvablM  left  at  thAt  time, 
Whieh  ptid  their  way  ap  to  the  present  hour ; 
And  10 1  thought  they  might  ea  well  be  lodged 
Here  at  at  tiie  arnaU  taren,  and  I  gaTe  them 
The  ran  of  some  of  the  oldest  palaee  rooma. 
They  aorred  to  air  them,  at  the  least  as  long 
As  Hkgf  eoold  pay  for  flre-wood. 

Geft.  Poorsonls! 

J*».  Ayi 

Szessdng  poor. 

Oak  And  yet  vmnaed  to  poreity, 

If  I  mistake  not    Whither  were  ihey  going  ? 

litm.  Oh !  HeaTen  knowa  where,  nnleaa  to  hearen 
baelt 
Some  daya  ago  that  look*d  the  likelieat  Journey 
ForWeraor. 

Oa6.  Werner !  I  have  heard  the  name : 

INit  it  may  be  a  feign'd  one. 

Idm.  like  enough  t 

Bat  haik !  a  noiae  of  wheels  and  yoieea,  and 
A  blaae  of  torehea  from  without.    As  sure 
As  destuy,  his  eKeelleney*s  come. 
I  must  be  at  my  poet :  wfU  you  not  Join  me. 
To  help  him  i^rom  his  eaniage,  and  preaent 
Tour  hundUe  duty  at  the  door  ? 

Ge&.  I  dragged  him 

From  out  that  eairiage  when  he  would  have  giren 
His  barony  or  eaonty  to  repel 
The  nahing  river  from  hia  gurgling  throat 
He  has  valeta  now  enough :  they  stood  aloof  tiien, 
Shaking  their  dripping  ears  upon  the  shore, 
All  roaring,  "  Help ! "  but  offering  none ;  and  aa 
For  Arfy  (as  you  call  it)— I  did  mine  Mea, 
How  do  jfVMn.    Hence,  and  bow  and  cringe  him 
ken! 

Mm,  /  cringe  f— but  I  ahaHloae  the  opportunity^ 
FlBgaatakettl  henibeiUra,  andliioCMara/ 

[Exii  loBHSTBiir,  hadilif. 


Jls  rtifar  Wbewbe, 

Ww.  rfoAsma«$r.;iheardanelaeof  wheelsaad 
Toiooa     How 
AU  aoanda  now  jar  me. 
Pmebtmg  Oabor.]      Still  here !    la  he  not 
A  spy  of  my  pursuera  ?    Hia  frank  ofRn* 
So  saddenly,  and  to  a  atranger,  wore 
The  aspect  of  a  aecret  enemy ; 
Foe  frieada  are  alow  at  such* 

GeA.  Sir,  yoa  aeem  rapt 

And  yet  the  time  ia  not  akin  to  thought. 
These  old  wans  will  be  noisy  soon.    The  baron, 
Or  count,  (or  whatsoe'er  this  half-drown'd  noble 
May  be,)  for  wkom  thia  deaolate  Tillage  and 
Iti  lone  iahaUtants  ahow  more  reapeet 
Than  did  the  elements,  is  eome. 

Jte.  (wUkomL)  This  way— 

TUs  way,  yoor  exedleBey  >-liaTe  a  care. 
The  etafacaae  is  a  little  gloomy,  and 
SoBBewhat  decay'd;  bat  if  we  had  ezpeeted 
Be  high  a  gueet— Fray  take  my  arm,  my  lord. 


iate'  SmaiAMHBiif ,  lDmitTXDr»  amd 
pmilif  km  cwm,amd  partly  fwktkmtqftkfdemam 
•/  wkieh  IPMWCTPr  i$  Initndtmt. 
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Mm.  C^  ths  Mreaate.;  Ho  ?  a  chair  1 

Inatantly,  knaTea !  f8nux.BVinni  iitt  dbmi. 

Wer.  (tmde,)       Tie  he  I 

StnU.  I'm  better  now. 

Who  are  iheae  strangers  }  * 

Iden.  Please  you,  my  good  lord. 

One  says  he  is  no  stranger. 

War,  (akmd  and  kattify.J  Who  says  that  ? 

[They  look  at  him  with  $wpriH, 

Iden,  Why,  no  one  spoke  of  you,  or  to  yoa/— but 
Here's  one  his  excellency  may  be  pleased 
To  recognise.  [Pointing  to  Oabor. 

Gab,  I  seek  not  to  disturb 

His  noble  memory. 

StraL  I  apprehend 

This  is  one  of  the  strangers  to  whose  aid 
I  owe  my  reseue.    Is  not  that  the  other  ? 

[Poin^iN^  to  Wziamm, 
My  state  when  I  was  suecour'd  must  excuse 
My  uncertainty  to  whom  I  owe  so  much. 

Iden,  He !— no,  my  lord !  he  rather  wants  fbt 


Than  can  ailbrd  it    *TU  a  poor  sick  man. 
Travel-tired,  and  lately  risen  from  &  bed 
From  wkenoe  he  nerer  dream*d  to  rise. 

Strul.  Methougkt 

That  tkere  were  two. 

€hb.  There  were,  in  company ; 

But,  in  the  aerrice  render'd  to  your  lordship, 
I  needs  must  say  but  sue,  and  he  ia  absent. 
The  chief  part  of  whatcTer  aid  was  render'd 
Was  Ass ;  it  was  his  fortune  to  be  first. 
My  win  was  not  inferior,  but  his  strength 
And  youtii  outstripp'd  me;  therefore  do  not  waste 
Your  thanks  on  me.    I  was  but  a  glad  second 
Unto  a  nobler  prindpaL 

Sirat.  Where  is  he  ? 

AnAttem,  My  lord,  he  tarried  in  the  cottage  where 
Your  excellency  rested  for  an  hour, 
And  said  he  would  be  here  to-monrow. 

Stral,  Till 

That  hour  arrires,  I  ean  but  oiTer  thanks, 
And  then 

Chib.  I  seek  no  more,  and  scarce  deserre 

So  much.    My  oomrade  may  speak  for  himself. 

Stral  CJfxiny  hie  eyet  ^gxtn  Wksnbb:  then  aeide,J 
It  cannot  be !  and  yet  he  must  be  look*d  to. 
*Tis  twenty  years  since  I  beheld  him  with 
These  eyes :  and,  though  my  agents  still  hsTO  kept 
neirt  on  him,  policy  has  held  aloof 
My  own  from  his,  not  to  alarm  him  into 
Suspicion  of  my  plan.    Why  did  I  leare 
At  Hamburgh  thoae  who  would  have  made  assoiaaee 
If  this  be  he  or  no  ?    I  thought,  ere  now. 
To  hare  been  lord  of  Seigendorf,  and  parted 
In  haste,  though  eren  the  elements  appear 
To  fight  against  me,  and  this  sudden  flood 
May  keep  me  prisoner  here  tiU*— 

[Hojmmeett  and  looks  at  WsBNBn ;  then  fanonet. 

This  man  muat 
Be  wateh'd.    If  it  is  he,  he  is  so  changed, 
His  fother,  rising  from  his  graTO  again, 
Would  pass  him  by  unknown.    I  must  be  wary : 
An  error  would  spoil  all. 

Iden,     Your  lordship  seems 

piensire.    Wm  It  not  please  you  to  pass  on  ? 

StnU,  Tls  past  fotigue  which  givee  my  weigh'd- 
down  spirit 
Aa  outward  show  of  thought.    I  will  to  rest 


oov 
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Iden.  The  prince's  chamber  Im  prepared,  with  all 
The  Tery  Auniture  the  prince  used  when 
Last  here,  in  its  lull  splendor. 

(Ande,)  Somewhat  tatter'd 
And  de-rilish^damp,  but  fine  enough  hy  torchlight ; 
And  that's  enough  for  your  right  noble  blood 
Of  twenty  quartezings  upon  a  hatchment ; 
80  let  their  bearer  sleep  'neath  something  like  one 
Now,  as  he  one  day  will  for  CTer  lie. 

Stfxil  (rUing  and  turning  to  Oabok.)  Good  night, 
good  people !    Sir,  I  trust  to-morrow 
Will  find  me  apter  to  requite  your  service. 
In  the  meantime  I  crave  your  company 
A  moment  in  my  chamber. 

Gab.  I  attend  you. 

Stral.  (after  a  few  ttepe^  patuet  and  eaUs  Wsk^ 
MEA.)  Friend  t 

Wer.  Sir ! 

Iden,  Sir  I  Lord— oh  Lord !  Why  don't  you  say 
His  lordship,  or  his  excellency  ?    Ftay, 
My  lord,  excuse  this  poor  man's  want  of  breeding : 
He  hath  not  been  accustom'd  to  admission 
To  such  a  presence. 

Stral,  {to  Idbnstbzn.)  Peace,  intendant 

Iden.  Oh! 

I  am  dumb. 

StraL  {to  Wbbkbh.)  Have  yon  been  long  hare  ? 

Wer.  Long? 

Stral.  I  sought 

An  answer,  not  an  echo. 

Wer.  You  may  seek 

Both  from  the  walls.    I  am  not  used  to  anewer 
Those  whom  I  know  not. 

StraL  Indeedl  Ne'er  the  leia, 

You  might  reply  with  courtesy  to  what 
Is  ask'd  in  kindness. 

Wer.  When  I  know  it  such, 

I  will  requite— ^that  Is  f^y— in  unison. 

Strai.  The  intendant  said,  you  had  been  detaia'd 
by  sickness — 
If  I  could  aid  you— journeying  the  same  way  ? 

Wer.  (^[nickly.)  I  am  not  journeying  the  ssnie 
way. 

StraL  How  know  ye 

That,  ere  you  know  my  route  ? 

Wer.  Because  there  ia 

But  one  way  that  the  rich  and  poor  must  tread 
Together.    You  diverged  from  that  dread  path 
Some  hours  ago,  and  I  some  days :  henceforth 
Our  roads  must  lie  asunder,  though  they  tend 
AU  to  one  home. 

StraL  Your  language  is  aboTe 

Your  station. 

Wer.  (hiUerly.)  U  it  ? 

Stral  Or,  at  least,  b^on4 

Your  garb. 

Wer,       *Tis  well  that  it  is  not  beneath  it, 
As  sometimes  happens  to  the  better  dad. 
Bui,  in  a  word,  what  would  you  with  me  ? 

StraL  (ttartled.)  1  ? 

Wer.  Yes— you  I  Yon  know  me  not,  and  queitioB 
me. 
And  wonder  that  I  answer  notr— not  knowing 
My  inquisitor.    Explain  what  you  would  have* 
And  then  I'll  satisfy  yourself,  or  me. 

Sirai.  I  knew  not  that  you  had  reaaonp  for  reserve. 

Wer,  Many  have  such ;— Have  you  none  ? 

Stral,  None  which  caa 

Interest  a  mere  atrangw. 


Wer.  Thnteghii 

The  aame  unknown  and  humble  stranger,  if 

He  wishes  to  remsin  so  to  the  man 

Who  oaa  have  nought  in  common  with  hiio. 

StraL  Sir, 

I  will  not  balk  your  humor,  though  untoward: 
I  only  meant  you  service— but  good  night ! 
Intendant,  show  the  way  I  {to  Oabob.)  Sir,  you  viB 

with  me? 
[Exmmt  St&albkkedc  and  JttendatUt ;  Iinv- 
STBUf  and  Oabob. 
Wer.  (eohu,)  'Tis  he!  I  am  taken  in  the  toiU 

Before 
I  quitted  Hamburg,  Giulio,  his  late  steward, 
Inform'd  me  that  he  had  obtaia'd  an  order 
From  Brandenburgh's  elector,  for  the  arrest 
Of  Kruitzner  (such  the  name  I  then  boie)  wh«a 
I  came  upon  the  frt)ntier ;  the  free  dty 
Alone  preserved  my  freedom-^tiU  I  left 
lU  vralls— fool  that  I  was  to  quit  them !    Bat 
I  deem'd  this  humble  garb,  and  route  obscure, 
Had  bafiled  the  slow  hounds  in  their  pursniL 
What'a  to  be  done  ?    He  knows  me  not  by  peaon 
Nor  could  aught,  save  the  eye  of  i^preheQsiim, 
Have  recognised  Aim,  after  twenty  yean, 
We  met  so  rarely  and  so  coldly  in 
Our  youth.    But  those  about  him !    Now  I  aia 
Divine  the  frankness  of  the  Hungarian  who 
No  doubt  is  a  mere  tool  and  apy  of  Strslenheim'^ 
To  sound  and  to  secure  me.    Without  means! 
Sick,  poox^-4>egirt  too  with  the  fioodiag  riven, 
Impaasable  even  to  the  wealthy,  with 
All  the  appliances  which  porchase  modes 
Of  overpowering  peril  wiUi  men's  lives,^ 
How  can  I  hope  ?    An  hour  ago  methonght 
My  state  beyond  despair ;  and  now,  'tii  soefa. 
The  past  seems  paradise.    Another  day, 
And  I'm  detected,— on  the  very  eve 
Of  honors,  rights,  and  my  inheritance, 
When  a  few  d^ps  of  gold  might  save  me  still 
In  favoring  an  escape. 

Enter  iDBKaTBXW  amd  Fans,  wi  wwearwrfioii. 


FrUt. 

Iden.  J  tell  yon  'tis  imposeible. 

FriU,  Itx 

Be  tried,  however;  and  if  one  express 
Fail,  you  must  send  on  others,  tUl  the  aasvet 
Arrives  from  Frankfort,  from  the  commandaat 

Iden.  I  will  do  what  I  can. 

FritM,  And  recollect 

To  spare  no  trouble ;  you  will  be  repaid 
Tenfold. 

Iden.    The  baron  is  retired  to  rest? 

Frits.  He  hath  thrown  himself  into  an  es^  chair 
Beside  the  fire,  and  slumbers ;  and  has  erder'd 
He  may  not  be  disturb'd  until  eleven* 
When  he  will  take  himself  to  bed. 

Iden.  Before 

An  how  is  past  I'll  do  my  best  to  serve  him. 

FriU,  Remember !  [Sat  Fan* 

Iden.  The  devil  take  these  great  men!  th^ 

Think  all  things  made  for  them.    Now  here  nuutl 
Rouse  up  some  half  a  dosen  ahlTering  vsaaala 
From  their  scant  pallets,  and,  at  peril  of 
Their  lima,  deapatoh  them  o'er  the  rivsr  towsdi 
Frankfort.    Methinks  tiie  baron'a  own  experiaose 
Some  hours  ago  might  teaoh  him  lBUow4Bdiag: 
But  no,  "  a  muse,"  and  there's  «a  end.   Hov  sow  ? 


YMha^MI 
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Tmv  nobb  gBMt  ilsht  fvuUy. 

Urn,  T«»*^»*ft 

AalnMMtolikA 
Htfcaptetotfcf  the 
or  AnkliDtl,  at  an  nika  Mid  »U  CKpoMMS 
BotlBMlaotloMtiaM:  Good-njihtl 

[AaHDnunnr 

fTtf*.  "ToFnmUinrt!" 

Bo,  80,  it  tiddkano !    Ay,  <<  tlia  oomauaidant.*' 
Thja  tdHoa  waQ  witli  aU  tke  prior  alepa 
Of  thiioool,  oalcakting  fiaad,  who  walka 
BetwMBaa  and  my  lather'a  houe.    No 
He  mnlM  lor  a  dataduneat  to  ooiiToy  mo 

blOMi 


Q^'  lokoaoaoqUow? 

1^  Ho  waa  aot  OMO ;  tet  time  and  tnobloi  kMV 
Mado  him  what  yoa  bohokL 

<M'  I'maonylbrit. 

flaapiekn  ia  a  haavy  amor,  and 
Wita  ita  own  waight  impodoa  aukra  than  prolaota. 
Qood night!  I  ti«at  to  aaoot  irith  him  at  daybnak. 

J8o  wforlMPMraTBiKowrfjoaMiwatawto.  JoaBntm 


foma  tmbU  m  a  rmmi. 

Nov  I  am  maatar  of  myaalf  at  leaat 
Hwrkr-tooUtepa !  Hour  do  I  know  that  StnlMhaim 
Wm  mit  lor  oiaa  tho  ahow  of  that  authority 
Whieh  ia  to  ofinhadow  acvrpalioii  ? 
Thathaaaapoela  me't  ecartain.    Tm  alono ; 
He  with  a  aoMrooa  traia.    I  weak ;  ho  atnag 
la  gold,  ia  aambaia,  rank,  anthority. 
I  aameleio,  «r  inToMng  la  my  mama 
DotraelioB,  tiC  I  icaeh  my  own  domain ; 
Hefldl-ldowB  with  hie  titlea,  wUeh  impoaa 
Stfll  tether  on  thoao  oboeoro  petty  hmgheva 
Than  they  e«nld  do  daewhearo.  HaritI  naanvatilll 
in  to  the  eoeret  paaeago,  which  oommnaicataa 
W»tha       No!  aniaeilen^-*twaamytei0yt~ 
8tiU  aa  the  tanathloea  intemd  heliveen 
The  iaah  and  thnnder  ><-l  moat  hnah  my  aonl 
ibddetitipoaaa.    Yet  I  wiU  retin. 
To  eee  if  atiH  be  mMxploeod  the  _ 
I  wot  of :  it  will  aerro  me  aa  a  den 
Of  eacn^  tor  aoBM  hoifta  at  the  worst 

fWiamm  dhnpt  a  pmtti,  and  «mC,  thtm^  it 
i^tOrAean. 

Aator  Oama  and  JoaxPBzm. 

Oeft.  Wham  ia  your  hfieband? 

At.  IEire,ItiMnight:  Ilafthim 

NotkngikientohlBehamber.    But  theae  rooma 
Have  many  owtleta,  and  ho  may  be  gone 
To  aceeaipaay  Ao  totendant 

(Soft.  Beron  Strdenheim 

Patnumy  qneationa  to  the  intendant  on 
Tbeeobleet  of  yow  lord,  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  baie  my  doidito  if  ha  meana  weU. 

J^  Alas* 

What  OM  tiM«a  he  in  oommon  with  the  prond 
And  vtaKhy  bvon  aad  the  unknown  Werner  ? 

Gab,  That  yon  know  boat. 

Jc$.  Or,  if  it  were  eo,  how 

CoBie  yon  to  atir  yoBoelf  fa  hli  b^alf. 
Bather  than  that  of  him  whoee  life  yon  aoTed  » 

Go6.  Ihel|p'dto8aipehim,camp«ra;  bat 
I  tt  not  pledge  myaalf  to  aerre  him  in 
Opprearian.    I  know  well  thaee  noblea,  and 
Their  thMomnd  modOa  of  tnunpllag  on  the  poor. 
I  hoTo  proTod  them ;  and  my  apiiit  boila  up  iriMn 
I  ftad  them  praetiaing  againat  the  weak:-^ 
This  is  my  only  motxro. 

^.  Itwonldbo 

Vet  easy  to  perraade  my  eonsor*.  of 
Tear  good 
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Fir$i  Peatmd.  Bnt  if  I'm  diown'd  } 

Idem.  Why,  yon  will  be  weU  paid  (br% 
And  haye  risk'd  more  than  drowning  for  aa  mneh, 
I  doubt  not. 

StetmdPmutmL  Bnt  our  wiToa  and  Ikmiliea ? 

Idm,  Cannot  bo  worse  of  than  they  axe,  and  m^ 
Be  better. 

TkirdPrnumd.  IhoTo  neither,  and  will  Tentwe. 

Idm.  That's  right.    A  gallant  carle  and  lit  to  ha 
A  soldier.    I'll  promote  you  to  the  ranks 
In  the  prince's  body-guardp-if  you  suooeed ; 
And  yon  shall  hare  heaidea  fa  spacUing  oafa 
Twothalesa. 

Third Peasani.  No  more! 

Idm.  Out  upon  your  a?attaa  f 

Can  that  low  Tioe  alloy  ao  much  ambition  } 
I  tell  thee,  fellow,  that  two  thalers  fa 
Small  change  will  subdiride  fato  a  treasuia. 
Do  not  Hyo  hundred  thousand  heroea  daily 
Rirk  liTes  and  souls  for  the  tithe  of  one  thaler  ? 
When  had  you  half  the  sum? 

Hkmnd  PeoMuU,  NeTci^-but  ne'er 

The  lem  I  must  hare  three. 

Iden,  Have  you  forgot 

Whoae  ▼assal  you  were  bom,  knave  ? 

Third  Peamta,  No-^the  prinae'a« 

And  not  the  stranger's. 

'm.  Siirah!  fathepiinoe'a 

Abeence,  I  am  soyereign :  and  the  baron  ia 
My  fatinmto  eonnesion  :^"  Couafa  Uanatafa 
(Quoth  he)  you'll  order  out  a  dosen  fillaina." 
And  so,  you  villains  I  troop— march'— march,  I  aay : 
And  if  a  sfagle  dog's-ear  of  this  packet 
Be  sprinkled  by  the  Oder-look  to  it ! 
For  every  page  of  paper  shall  a  hide 
Of  yours  be  stretch'd  as  parchment  on  a  dnim« 
Like  2iska's  skin,  to  beat  alann  to  all 
Befraotory  vaaaals,  who  can  not  effect 
Impossibilitiea— away,  ye  earth-worma  I 

[Exit,  driwmg  them  otd. 

Jot.  (coming  foncard,)  I  iain  would  shun  theao 
soenes,  too  oft  repeated, 
Of  feudal  tyranny  o'er  petty  victims ; 
I  cannot  aid,  and  will  not  witness  such. 
Bven  here,  fa  this  remote,  unnamed,  dull  spot. 
The  dimmest  fa  the  district's  map,  exist 
The  insolence  of  wealth  fa  poverty 
O'er  something  poorer  still— the  pride  of  nmk 
In  servitude,  o'er  something  still  more  servile ; 
And  vice  fa  misery  aliMsting  etill 
A  Utter'd  splendor.    What  a  stoto  of  befag  I 
In  Tusoany  my  own  dear  sonny  landt 
Our  nobles  were  but  citisens  and  merchants, 
like  Cosmo.    We  had  evils,  hut  not  such 
As  theee ;  and  our  all-ripe  and  gushing  valleys 
Made  poverty  more  cheoftxl,  where  eadi  heih 
Waa  fa  Haelf  a  aseal,  and  every  vfae 
Bain'd,  as  it  were,  the  hoverage  which  makes  gM 
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The  httit  ot  man ;  and  tlie  ne'er  nnfelt  son 

(But  melj  clonded,  and  when  elonded,  leaving 

His  wannth  behind  in  memory  of  hu  beams) 

Makes  the  worn  mantle,  and  the  thin  robe,  less 

Oppressire  than  an  emperor's  jeweU*d  pnrple. 

But,  here  I  the  despots  of  the  north  appear 

To  imitate  the  ice-wind  of  their  clime, 

Seaiehing  the  shivering  vassal  through  his  rags, 

To  wring  his  soul— «s  the  bleak  elements 

His  form.    And  'tis  to  be  among  these  sovereigns 

My  husband  pants !  and  such  his  pride  of  birth— 

That  twenty  years  of  usage,  such  as  no 

Father  bom  in  a  humble  state  could  nerve 

His  soul  to  persecute  a  son  withal. 

Hath  changed  no  atom  of  his  early  nature ; 

But  I,  bom  nobly  also,  from  my  father's 

Kindness  was  taught  a  different  lesson.    Father  1 

May  thy  long-tried  and  now  rewarded  spirit 

Look  down  on  us  and  our  so  long  desired 

Ulrie !    I  love  my  son,  as  thou  didst  me ! 

What's  that  ?  Thou,  Werner !  can  it  be?  and  thus? 

Bnhr  Wb&vbb  haatilp,  with  the  knifi  in  hu  hand, 

hy  ike  $ecr€t  panel,  which  he  eloaee  hmri^diy 

after  him, 

Wer.  (not  at  fret  reoofftMng  her.)  Discover'd ! 
then  I'listab— —ffwo^nttM^  her.) 
Ah!  Josephine, 
Why  art  thou  not  at  rest  ? 

Joi.  What  rest?    MyGodt 

What  doth  this  mean  ? 

Wer.   (ehowing  a  routeau.)  Here's  ffold^-gM, 
Josephine, 
Will  rescue  us  from  this  detested  dungeon. 

Joe.  And  how  obtain'd  ?— that  knife ! 

Wer,  'Tis  bloodless— yse. 

Away^-we  must  to  our  chamber. 

Joe.  But  whence  comett  thou  ? 

Wer.  Ask  not!  but  let  us  think  where  we  shall 
go— 

This— 4fals  will  make  us  way— f tAototfi^  the  ffolt^J 
m  ilt  them  now. 

•Tof .  I  dare  not  think  thee  guilty  of  dishonor. 

Wer,  Dishonor  i 

Joe.  I  have  said  it 

Wer,  Let  us  henoe ; 

'TIS  the  last  night,  I  trust,  that  we  need  pass  here. 

Jot.  And  not  tiie  wont,  I  hope. 

Wer,  Hope!  Imakestnv. 

But  let  OS  to  our  chamber. 

Jot,  Yet  one  question— 

What  hast  thou  dbnsf 

Wer.  (fereeljf.J       Left  one  thing  undone,  which 
Had  made  all  well :  let  me  not  think  of  it ! 
A^wayl 

Jot,  Alas,  that  I  should  doubt  of  thee!  [SaBeuni, 


ACT  n, 

SOBNB  I. 

ABaUmtheeamePahee. 

BnUr  LoBKSTBiN  and  Othera, 


Pine  doings !  goodly  doings  I  honett 
pillaged  in  a  prince's  palaoe ! 


Where,  tiU  this  hour,  sueh  a  ^n^erwashasidof. 

fViHte.  It  hardly  could,  unless  the  rats  despoii'd 
The  mice  of  a  few  shreds  of  tapestry. 

Iden.  Oh !  that  I  e'er  should  live  to  aee  this  day  1 
The  honor  of  our  city's  gone  for  ever. 

JPViite.  Well,  but  now  to  discover  tbs  dsUnquent  t 
The  baron  Is  determined  net  to  lose 
This  sum  without  aseareh. 

Iden.  '  And  so  am  L 

JF)r%U,  But  whom  do  you  suspect  ? 

Iden.  SnspectI  allpeopli 

Without-^within—«bove—bdow— Heaven  help  mel 

Fritz.  Is  there  no  other  entrsaee  to  the  dismba? 

Iden,  None  whsftsoever. 

Fritt.  Are  you  sure  of  that? 

Iden.  Certain.  I  have  lived  and  senred  here  ihut 
my  birth, 
And  if  there  were  such,  must  have  heard  of  soehi 
Or  seen  it. 

Frite.       Then  it  must  be  some  one  who 
Had  access  to  the  antechamber. 

Iden,  DoubUess. 

Frite.  The  man  oall'd  Werner 's  poor  1 

Iden.  Poor  as  a  BUM, 

But  lodged  so  fiv  ofi;  in  the  other  wing. 
By  which  there's  no  communication  with 
The  baron's  chamber,  that  it  cant  be  he. 
Besides,  I  bade  him  "  good  night "  in  the  haU, 
Almost  a  mile  off,  and  which  only  leads 
To  his  own  apartment,  about  the  same  time 
When  this  burglarious,  larcenous  felony 
Appears  to  have  been  committed. 

FrUa.  TheM'sano^ 

The  stranger 

Iden,  TheHangaiiaa? 

FrUe.  Hewhohstp'4 

To  fish  the  baion  from  the  Oder. 

Iden,  Not 

Unlikely.    But,  hold— might  it  not  have  bean 
One  of  the  suite? 

FriU,  How?  irs,SiH 

Iden.  No-«otyM| 

But  some  of  the  inferior  knaves.    You  say 
The  baron  was  asleep  in  the  greet  elunr— 
The  velvet  ohair^-in  his  embroidar'd  nigktpgoii' 
His  toilet  spread  before  him,  and  upon  it  <• 
A  cabinet  with  letten,  papers,  and 
Several  rouleaux  of  gold:  of  which  one  only 
Has  disappear'd :— the  door  unbolted,  with 
No  difficult  aoeess  to  any. 

Frite.  Good  sir, 

Be  not  so  quick ;  the  honor  of  the  ectps 
Which  forms  the  bsron's  household's  nnimpeacht 
From  steward  to  soullion,  sttve  in  the  fiur  wqr 
Of  peeulation;  sueh  as  in  aooompts, 
Wdghts,  measuree,  larder,  oeUar,  bnt^, 
Where  all  men  take  their  prey;  as  also  in 
Postage  of  lettsn,  gmthering  of  nuts, 
Purveying  liaasts,  and  nndsntuiding  widi 
The  honest  trades  who  ftmisli  noUe  msstan: 
But  for  your  petty,  ploking,  dowaii^t  ttisMT* 
We  soom  it  as  we  do  boaid-<w«g«i.    Then 
Had  one  of  oar  fidks  dotto  it,  ho  woadd  net 
Ham  been  so  poor  asphit  ao  to  hansd 
His  neek  far  OM  roalean,  Imt  hnvo  cwoop'd  all; 
Also  the  eaUnet,  if  portable. 

Iden.  There  is  some  seaso  in  that 

FrOe.  }Sh,tk,httm 

'Twasnonoof  onroorpa;  bntMaMpsttftliMal 


WBKMSB. 


MY 


Th«  only  qnmtkm  b— Who  dae  eovld  htsf 
AccMib  M^  tlM  HvDguiaii  tad  joonelf  ? 

lim,  Toa  doB*t  meaa  me  ? 

FHU.  No,  rir ;  I  honor  more 

Um,  Aad  my  prinelplai,  I  hopo. 

JHCi.  or  eoaw.    B«t  to  tho  point:  What*!  to 
bodoM? 

Ifak  Notfainy—tmttiMm'oagoodaoiatobonia. 
WcfU  oSbt  a  reward ;  mora  hoaven  and  oartih, 
And  ti»  polieo,  (Uioagh  Aere^t  none  neam  than 
Pyanklbrt;)  poet  notioei  in  mannaeript, 
(For  neVe  no  printer;)  and  eet  hy  my  elcrtc 
To  read  Aeoa,  (fer  few  can,  mto  he  and  I.) 
WeHl  and  out  Yilllana  to  eCrip  heggara,  and, 
Seudi  empty  poeketa ;  alao,  to  anreat 
AH  gipdaa,  and  ffl-elothed  aad  aaUow  people. 
Priaoneta  well  hcve  at  least,  if  not  the  eolprit ; 
And  in  the  heron's  gold— if  'tis  not  Ikmnd, 
At  least  we  shaU  have  the  lUl  aatis&otion 
or  melting  twice  its  snbatanee  in  the  Taiaing> 
The  gheat  of  tkii  ronleaiL    Heie'a  akhjmy 
For  year  lord's  leases ! 

/Vifib  He  hath  irand  a  better. 

Idtm,  Whsra? 

/Wfa;  Itisamoethnmeaseinhcritanee. 

The  hto  Oont  fiicgsndorf,  his  distant  kinsman, 
Is  dead  neer  Pngoe,  fat  his  eaatle,  aad  my  lord 
Is  OB  hie  way  to  take  possession. 

Idmu  Was  Aere 

Kohfllr? 

JFVte.  Oh,  yea;  hot  he  has  disappear'd 
Long  from  the  world's  eye,  and  perhsps  the  world. 
Aptodigal  aon,  heaeaA  hia  Ihthei'a  baa 
For  tiw  last  twenty  yeers ;  ftr  whom  hia  aire 
Betased  to  kUl  the  Ihtted  oalf ;  aad,  thereftne, 
If  living,  he  must  chew  the  hnska  stilL    But 
The  banm  woaU  iad  means  to  ailenoe  him, 
Were  hs^to  rwappear ;  he's  politic, 
Aad  haa  nnboh  iaftaenee  with  a  oertaia  oomt. 

/dm.  He's  Ibrtoaato. 

Friit.  Tie  true,  ^ere  is  a  graadaon, 

Whom  the  late  eewit  ledaim'd  from  his  soa's  haade, 
And  sdoeatadaa hia  heir;  batthea 
Hie  birth  udoabtfeL 

/dm.  Hew  ao  ? 

IVvte.  His  sire  aaade 

A  Icft-haad,  lore,  impradeat  sort  of  maniage, 
Withaaltaliaa  ezile'a  dart-eyed  danghter : 
Kobte,  they  eay,  too ;  bat  no  mateh  for  saeh 
A  house  aa  Siegendorf's.    The  gmadsire  ill 
Could  brook  the  alliaaee ;  and  eonld  ne'er  be  brought 
To  seethe  peMBte,  though  he  took  the  son. 

Iden,  If  he's  a  lad  of  metde,  he  may  yet 
Oispnte  year  ehdm,  aad  weave  a  web  that  amy 
Pnsle  year  bacoa  to  vanvel. 

FHfa.  Why, 

Formetde,h0haefvitoeaoBgh:  they  eay, 
He  forme  a  happy  miztore  of  his  sire 
And  graadaiie'a  qaalitiea,^"4mpetaoar  aa 
The  fonner,  aad  deep  aatiie  latter;  bat 
The  atnagaet  fti,  that  he  too  disappear'd 


/dm.  Thedovahedidt 

/Vasi.  Why,  yes: 

Itmaet  h«ve  been  at  his  eagge8tion»  at 

Aa  hoar  ea  editieal  as  waa  the  eve 

Of  the  old aan*8  dsaih,  wheae  hesrt  was  biekmi  by  H. 


Idm,  Was  there  ao  esaee  assiga'd  ? 

FriiB.  Pleaty,  ao  deabt. 

And  none  perhaps  the  tnie  one.    Some  averr  d 
It  waa  to  seek  his  parents ;  some  bemase 
The  ol^  ama  held  his  spirit  in  so  strictly, 
(But  that  eonld  scaroe  be,  for  he  doted  on  him ;) 
A  third  beUered  he  wish'd  to  aerve  ia  war, 
Bat  peaee  being  oiade  aooa  after  his  departars, 
He  might  hare  since  retum'd  were  that  tlko  BMlHe , 
A  fonrth  set  charitoUy  haTo  snrmised. 
As  there  was  something  strange  aad  mystle  la  hha* 
That  ia  the  wild  exaberaace  of  his  aataie 
He  had  jofai'd  the  black  beads,  vriio  lay  waato  Lamtii^ 
The  mountains  of  Bohemia  aad  flBeala, 
Siace  the  Isat  yeare  of  war  had  dwindled  iato 
A  kind  of  general  condottiero  aystom 
Of  bandit  warfore;  each  troop  with  its  chki; 
Aad  all  against  mankind. 

Idea.  1%at  cannot  be. 

Ayoaag  heir,  bred  to  wealth  sad  hizary. 
To  risk  his  life  aad  honors  with  disbanded 
Soldiers  aad  desperadoes ! 

Fritz.  Hoayeabestkaasml 

But  there  are  hnama  natnres  so  allied 
Unto  the  sarage  love  of  enterprise, 
That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  plsaaaie. 
I'to  heerd  that  aothiag  esn  reclaim  year  ladiaat 
Or  team  the  tiger,  thongh  their  iafaacy 
Were  fod  oa  milk  and  honey.    After  all, 
Toor  Wallenstein,  yonr  Tilly  and  OnstaYns, 
Tear  Bsanier,  and  your  Toratenaoa  aad  WefBur» 
Were  bat  the  ssaie  thiag  apoa  a  gnmd  soak; 
And  now  that  they  are  gone,  and  peace  proelaim'd« 
They  who  wonld  follow  the  aame  pasttee  aiast 
Porsae  it  on  their  own  aesoant.    Hera  eomca 
The  heron,  aad  the  Saxoa  stranger,  who 
Was  hia  chief  aid  in  yestsrday's  ceeape, 
Bat  did  not  leoTo  the  cottage  by  tim  Oder 
Until  this  morafaig. 

BfUer  STa^iiBinniM  ofid  Ulbio. 

StrmL  Siaee  yoa  haye  refused 

All  compensation,  gentie  atranger,  aaro 
Inadeqnate  thanka,  yoa  almost  check  even  tlMm» 
Making  me  foel  the  worthlessness  of  words, 
And  Uash  at  my  own  bsrren  gratitade, 
They  aeem  so  aiggaidly  compared  with  what 
Yoor  coarteous  ooarage  did  ia  my  behatf— » 

Ukr,  1  pray  yoa  pram  the  theme  ao  Anther. 

airul.  Bat 

Caa  I  not  aerve  yoa  ?    Yoa  are  yooag,  aad  of 
That moald  which  throws  oat  horoee ;  frdr  la  Ihveir; 
Brave,  I  kaow,  by  my  living  now  to  say  ao ; 
And  donbtlemly,  with  sodi  a  fona  aad  hesrt» 
Woald  look  into  the  fiery  eyes  of  war, 
Aa  sidsBtly  for  glory  as  yon  darsd 
Aa  obocara  death  to  save  aa  aaknowa  strsager 
la  aa  aa  peiiloaa,  bat  oppodto  elemeat. 
Yoa  are  made  for  tho  service:  I  have  aeried ; 
Have  raak  by  Urth  aad  soldierahip,  aad  ftfoadi. 
Who  ahall  be  yoon.    'Tis  trae  tUs  paase  of  ] 
Favan  soeh  viewa  at  preeeat  seaati^  \ 
Bat  'twill  not  last,  ama's  spirits  are  too  atfarlBg; 
Aadt  after  thirty  yeaia  of  coaiJet,  peaoe 
Is  bat  a  petty  war,  aa  the  tiaiea  ahow  aa 
la  every  foreat,  or  a  mere  arm'd  tnioe. 
War  will  reclaim  hia  own ;  aad,  ia  the  meaatlma 
Yoa  might  obtain  apost,  which  woald  easare 
A  higher  sooa,  sad,  by  my  inflaence,  fbU  not 
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To  rife.  I  fpeak  of  BnmdMib«g,  iHuania 
I  fltead  well  with  the  elector ;  in  Bohemia, 
like  yea,  I  am  a  stnager,  and  we  aie  now 
Upon  its  frontier. 

Wr,  Ton  peroeire  mj  gaib 

Iff  Saxon,  and  of  course  my  serrice  due 
'  To  my  own  sovereign.    If  I  most  decline 
Tour  offer,  'tie  with  the  same  feeling  which 
Xndnoedit. 

8tT€U,        Why,  thisismerensoryl 
I  ewe  ay  life  to  yon,  and  yon  refnse 
The  acquittanoe  of  tiie  interest  of  the  debt, 
To  heap  more  obligations  on  me,  till 
I  bow  beneath  them. 

UUr*  Ton  shall  say  so  when 

I  claim  the  payment 

atroL  Well,  sir,  since  yon  will  nofr*- 

Yon  are  nobly  bom  ? 

Ubr,  I  have  heard  my  hinsmfni  say  so. 

Strdl,  Yovr  aotions  show  it.    Might  I  aA  your 

Ubr,  Ulric 

atrmL  Year  honse's  ? 

ZTZr.  When  Vm  woit^bj  of  it, 

111  answer  yon. 

Stral.  (makk,)  Host  probably  an  Anstrian, 
Whom  thsse  OBaettled  times  forbid  to  boast 
His  lineage  on  these  wild  and  dangerou  frontiers. 
Where  the  name  of  his  eonnfzy  is  abhorr'd.. 

[Aloud  to  Frits  and  Iinmnnr. 
80,  sirs !  how  have  ye  sped  in  yonr  researches  ? 

Ideit,  Indiffinrent  well,  your  excellency. 

Ami.  Then 

I  am  to  deem  the  phindaer  is  caught } 

Idm.  Humph !— not  exactly. 

Stral,  Oratleastsnspeotedl 

Idtn,  Ohl  far  that  matter,  very  mneh  suspected. 

StroL  Who  may  he  be? 

Iden.  Why,  don't  yon  know,  my  lord  ? 

atral  How  should  I  ?  I  was  fast  asleep. 

Idem,  And  so 

Was  I,  and  that's  the  cause  I  know  no  more 
Than  does  your  exoelleney. 

AM.  Dolt ! 

Idm.  Why,  if 

Your  lordship,  being  robb'd,  don't  reoogniae 
.  The  rogne ;  Iraw  should  I,  not  being  robb'd.  Identify 
The  thief  among  so  many  ?    In  the  crowd. 
Hay  It  please  yonr  exoelleney,  your  thief  looks 
Exactly  Uke  the  rest,  or  rather  better : 
'Tis  only  at  the  bar  and  in  the  dongeon 
That  wise  men  know  your  felon  by  his  Heatnres; 
But  I'll  sngage,  that  if  seen  there  but  onoe. 
Whether  he  be  found  criminal  or  no. 
His  face  shell  be  so. 

8trttl  (to  Fun.)  Prithee,  FHts,  infoim  me 
What  hath  be«s  dene  to  traee  the  fellow  ? 

Fritz,  Faith! 

Hy  lord,  not  mneh  as  yet,  except  ooi^jeeture. 

StimL  Besidee  the  hMs,  (whteh,  I  m«st  own, 


Just  now  materially,)  I  needs  would  find 
rhe  vilUn  out  of  puWe  motives ;  for 
80  dexterona  a  spoiler,  who  eould  creep 
Through  my  attendants,  and  so  mnny  peopled 
And  lighted  ehamben,  en  my  rest,  and  snatoh 
Tha  gold  before  my  searce«losed  eyes,  wonM  soon 
Leave  base  yomr  borough,  Sir  Intendant  1 
Idem.  Tni% 


If  thcMwsreani^toeaRyeil^iiiylesl 

mr.  What  is  all  this  ^ 

Siral,  Yon  join'd  us  but  th»  1 

And  have  not  heard  tiiat  I  was  rubbed  last  aight" 

I71K  Some  ramer  of  it  reach'd  me  as  I  pu^d 
The  outer  chambers  of  the  palace,  but 
I  know  no  frirther. 

atr^.  Itiaastrsngekaanem; 

The  intendant  can  inform  you  of  the  ibsts. 

Xdm.  Moetwa&igty.    Yen  see— 

Strul.  (img^atimily,)  Defvyovtdi. 

Till  certain  of  the  hearer's  patieooe. 

Idtn.  That 

Can  only  be  approved  by  proofr.    Yon  toe 

StrtU,  f^uum  snlsprifi^iM^  Amu,  tum  4iddntiki§ 
Vlbio.)  In  short,  I  was  asleep  upoa  a  dMdr, 
Hy  cabinet  before  me,  with  some  gold 
Upon  it^  (more  than  I  mneh  like  to  loss, 
Though  in  part  only :)  eome  ingsnious  persoa 
Contrived  to  glide  through  sU  my  own  attttdaati, 
Besides  those  of  the  palace,  end  bore  away 
A  hundred  golden  dueats,  which  to  find 
I  would  be  foin,  and  there's  an  end.    Paihapi 
You  (as  I  still  am  rather  ftdnt)  would  add 
To  yestflsday's  great  obHgation,  this, 
Though  slighter,  yet  not  slight,  to  aid  tbeismm 
(Who  seem  but  hikewaim)  in  recovering  it } 

mr.  Host  willingly,  and  wK^out  kiss  of  thB»- 
(7b  iDnmTBQT.)  Come  hither,  mynheer! 

Idtn.                              But  so  mneh  hsste  bote 
Bight  little  speed,  and 

XJhr.  Standing  motinBleH 

None;  so  lefs  march:  we'll  talk  as  ws  go  on. 

Iden.  Bu*— 

XJhr.       Sheei  the  spot,  and  Aenl'lIsBSirarTet 

FriU.  I  will,  sir,  with  his  exedlency's  lesfe. 

SiraL  Do  so,  and  take  yon  old  ass  with  yos. 

FrUt.  Vam 

Ukr.  Come  on,  old  orade,  expound  thy  ridfie! 
[£dsr  90iih  loBMsnzN  md  Fun. 

SfrwI.  (MiMi.)  A  stalwart,  aotive,  seUier-loskiag 
stripling. 
Handsome  as  Hercidee  ere  his  first  labor, 
And  with  a  brow  of  thought  beyond  his  yesn 
When  in  repose,  tOl  has  eye  kindles  np 
In  answering  yours.    I  wish  I  eould  engsge  hin. 
I  have  need  of  some  snoh  spirits  near  me  new, 
For  Hiia  inheritance  is  worth  a  struggle. 
And  though  I  am  not  the  man  to  jricld  without  osti 
Neither  are  tiny  who  now  rise  up  between  me 
And  my  deafae.    The  boy,  they  say,  's  a  bddoae; 
But  he  hath  play 'd  the  tmant  in  seme  heor 
Of  ikeakish  folly,  leaving  fortune  to 
Champfon  his  claims.    Thaf  s  well.    The  frthw. 


For  years  I've  tradL'd,  as  doee  the  UoodhooaiiiM 
In  sight,  but  constantly  In  scent,  had  put  ms 
Tofoult:  butAsr«IAaMh]m,andthafsbetlff. 
It  must  be  As/    Allcircuinataneeprodstesit; 
And  careless  voieee,  knowing  not  the  cease 
Of  my  inquhtlee,  still  eonfinn it^Yest 
The  man,  his  bearing,  and  the  mystery 
Of  his  aixival,  and  the  time;  the  aeeonut,  tee, 
The  intendant  gave  (for  I  have  not  behddhir) 
Of  hisiwife's  dignified  hnt  foreign  aspeet; 
Besides  the  antipathy  with  which  we  met. 
As  snakas  and  lieBa  shrink  baek  from  ea^  elh« 
By  secret  instinct  that  botli  must  be  fees 
Deadly,  without  being  natnnd  pssy  te  stthvt 


Well  p«jnl*9  ne'ertiielMa.    laftlMrlhMn, 
Tke  order  coaM  from  FhttiOiMrl,  If  th«M  iwi 
Sim  aot  tiM  Ughtt*  («Bd  tlM  nMthcr  IbTWt 
Tlieir  quek  sbttamoBt,)  aai  FB  h«f«  Um  mI 

HSsnalett&teandBame;  aadtiMve^^ao' 

Skoiildheprav»«lk«rtiynIdMB.    Thkrobbciy 

(SftTe  for  tiM  aetaat  Ion)  k  hi^y  alM : 

He's  poor,  mid  iS^^B  wtipwio—    ho't  vnteowB, 

Aad  ^sf ■  doteeelfln.— Trao^  ipo  h«fo  ao 

Of  goflt,  Vnt  ivkst  bttlii  lie  offanooaMo  ? 

weie  lie  e  inm  uajfiefoiit  to  ny  pioipeetei 

In  otter  beeringe,  I  ilMvld  ntt«  k^ 

The  iiiealpOEtion  ob  Che  HimgMrfaii,  ivko 

Hafli  eomertiing  wUdi  I  like  not ;  and 

Of  an  axtmndt  exeept  tlie  lfttendmt»  and 

Tbe  priaee^  lioaaeliold  and  my  own,  had  Ingtew 

Famatetotte 


FrieoMl,  how  tee  yov  ? 
Ool  Aa  Qioae  ulio  ilue  ivoQ  erwy  uliate,  vhen 
titer 
Have  aoppM  and  dwabci'dy  so  great  matMr  hom^ 
And  fan,  my  hud  ? 

atntl.  Better  in  reat 

Xine  inn  ia  Iflce  to  eoet  mo  dear. 

Qab.  I 

Oryovlalolaaa;  tat'tbatrideto 
One  of  ycNir  OKder. 
8lmL  Ton  would  hardly  think  ao. 


Gab.  I  nemr  had  ao  mneh 

(At  onee)  in  my  whole  Hfe,  and  tfaaieteo  am  not 
Kttodedde.    Bat  I  cMne  here  to  aeek  yon. 
Your  cumieiB  are  tntn'd  haok— I  hare  ontatiiyi 


Ton!— Why? 


Ininy  zetnm. 

StruL 

Gmb,  Iwentatdayteeak, 

To  watch  for  the  abatement  of  the  if  voTi 
As  bemg  ankiona  to  reaome  my  jonmey. 
Toor  nweawncBW  were  all  eheek'd  like  myedf ; 
Aad,  aeeing  -Oio  eaae  hopeleae,  I  awnlt 
The  ennent^a  plaaasre* 

atoL  WooMttedogaworainH! 

Vky  did  they  not,  at  leaet,  attempt  the  paaaafi  r 
lordei'dlkiantallilaka. 

000*  Conld  yon  order 

The  Oder  to  divide,  aa  Hoeea  did 
The  Bedttea,  (aeareely  redder  than  the  flood 
Of  the  awotai  atream,)  and  be  ebey'd,  peihi^ 
They  might  hare  Tentored. 

BbnL  Imnataeetoft: 

1heka«tea!  thedaTea!— Int  they  ahall 
thk.  [SmU 

(M.  (mhm,)  There  goea  my  noble,  Iwidil,  aelf- 
wmMhaiwal 
Bpnomeof  what  tnnnv  eliimlry 
The  preoz  dMfralieri  of  ttw  good  old  timea 
Have  left  na.    Tetterday  he  wenid  hate  glian 
Bit  hAds,  (if  he  hatii  any,)  and,  ellU  da««r. 
His  iizteen  qnarterings,  for  aa  nraeh  freah  air 
Aa  wonld  kaipo  HT d  a  bladder,  whiU  he  lay 
Gurgling  asid  foaming  half  wny  throngh  the  wtod»w 
Of  hie  o'eraet  and  waHer^ogg'd  eanveyanee: 
And  now  hfo  otorma  at  half  a  damn  wretehea 

rBvMtiot    Tet,he'erii^ 


Ifo 


■tiMnathtyah— ld,irtMenA  aahamayfttt 

To haaaid t hia pleaanmu    Oh!  the« world  1 
Hon  art  indeed  a  molaneholyjeatl     [fffririitnf 


SCBNBU. 
Tk»  ^mrtmmi  nf  Wnmimm,  iniito  ^laot. 

BfKim  Joaanmni  ofid  UxAia 

•Tea.  Stand  baek,  and  let  me  hwk  en  thee  afdfel 
My  Ulzie  )*my  beknred  !~<ean  it  bo* 
After  twdToyoara? 

VW.  MydaereatmoAwJ 

/m.  Tot! 

My  dream  la  reallaed— how  benttiAa  1-^ 
How  more  than  all  I  aigh'd  fort    Heaven  iiiifcta 
A  mother'a  thanka  (— «  motiber'e  toare  of  Joyi 
Thia  is  indeed  thy  work  i— At  aneh  an  how,  too» 
Ho  eomes  not  only  aa  a  son,  but  aavior. 

Vhr.  If  rachaJoyawaitaie,Umnatdonbla 
What  I  now  feel,  and  lighten  from  my  heart 
A  part  of  the  long  debt  of  dnty,  not 
Of  love  (for  that  was  ne'er  withheld)— forgive  mat 
Thii  long  deUy  vraa  not  my  fonlt 

^M.  Iks»wit» 

But  cannot  think  of  sorrow  now,  and  donbt 
If  I  e'er  felt  it,  'tis  so  daided  from 
My  memory,  ^  this  oblivions  tranapettl—  • 
My  eon! 

ISnforWxBiraB. 

Ww,  What  have  we  here,  more  atrangma  I 

/<M.  Hoi 

Look  upon  him !    What  do  yon  aae  ? 

BV.  A  stripilaik 

For  the  fist  time— 

Vlr,  (knatHmg.j  For  twelve  long  yean,  my 

Wtr.  Oh,  Oodl 

JSm.  He  feints ! 

Wer.  No— I  am  better 

Ulr,  My  fether,  Biegendorf  1 

BV.  (ttartm^,)  Hnahl 

The  walls  may  hear  that  name ! 

Uhr.  What  then  ? 

BV.  Why, 

But  we  will  talk  of  that  anon. 

mat  be  known  hero  bnt  aa  Wener. 
Come  to  my  eima  again  I    Why,  thon  look'it  all 
I  should  have  been,  and  was  not.    Jos^hine ! 
Sure  'tis  no  fether's  fondneee  daadea  me ; 
But  had  I  aeon  that  foim  amid  ten  thonaand 
Tenth  of  the  ehoioeet,  my  heart  would  have 
This  fer  my  son  1 

Uhr,  And  yet  yon  know  me  not  I 

BV.  Alaa!  I  have  had  that  upon  my  lonl 
Whidi  makes  me  look  on  all  man  with  an  eye 
That  only  known  tiie  evil  at  ifacat  i^ee. 

dr.  My  memory  aerved  me  fer  more  fondly;  I 
Have  not  forgotten  anght;  and  ofttfimee  in 
The  proud  and  princely  haUs  of— (I'll  ndt  name  them. 
As  you  say  that  'tis  perilous)— but  i'  the  pomp 
Of  your  sire's  feudal  manaaon»  I  look'd  back 
To  the  Bohemian  mountains  many  a  sunset. 
And  wept  to  eee  snother  daj  go  down 
O^  thee  and  me,  wi&  thoae  huge  Ula 
They  shall  not  part  us  more. 

BV.  IhMwn 

Aw  fM  awmo  my  fetiMT  ia  feo  mora  ^ 


MO 


BTBOirS  WO&X0. 


Utr.  Oh  hwrtau  I  I  laft  him  in  a  green  old  age, 
Aad  looking  like  the  oak,  worn  but  itill  steady 
AmidBt  the  elements,  whilst  yovnger  trees 
Fen  Cut  STOund  him.    'Twas  scaree  three  months 
since. 

Wer,  Why  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Joa,   {tmiracing  TJlbic.)    Can  you   ask   that 
qnestim? 
Is  he  not  Aarvf 

Wer,  True ;  he  hath  sought  his  parents, 

And  fonnd  tiiem ;  but,  oh !  Aote,  and  in  what  state 

Uhr.  All  shall  be  better*d.    What  we  have  to  do 
Is  to  pfoceed,  and  to  assert  our  rights, 
Or  rather  yours  $  for  I  waive  all,  unless 
Your  father  has  disposed  in  such  a  sort 
Of  his  broad  lands  as  to  make  mine  the  foremost, 
80  that  I  must  prefer  my  daim  for  form : 
But  I  trust  better,  and  that  all  is  yours. 

W$r,  Have  you  not  heard  of  Stealenheim  ? 

Uhr,  I  saved 

His  li£i  but  yesterday :  he's  here. 

Wet,  You  saved 

The  serpent  who  will  sting  us  all ! 

'  Ukr,  You  speak 

Biddies:  what  is  this  Sfra2flnA«uf»  to  us  ? 

Wer,  'Ewerj  thing.    One  who  claims  our  father's 
lands: 
Our  distant  kinsman,  and  our  nearest  foe. 

Ukr,  I  never  heard  his  name  till  now.    The  oount 
Indeed,  spoke  sometimes  of  a  kinsman,  who. 
If  his  own  line  should  foil,  might  be  remotely 
Involved  in  the  succession ;  but  his  titles 
Were  never  named  before  me— and  what  then  ? 
His  right  must  yield  to  ours. 

Wer,  Ay,  if  at  Prague : 

But  here  he  Is  all-powerful ;  and  has  spread 
Snares  for  thy  father,  which,  If  hitherto 
He  hath  escaped  them,  is  by  fortune,  not 
By  favor. 

Ulr,       Doth  he  personally  know  you  ? 

Wer,  Ko ;  but  he  guesses  shrewdly  at  my  person, 
As  he  betray*d  last  night ;  and  I,  perhaps, 
But  owe  my  temporary  liberty 
To  his  uncertainty. 

nr.  I  think  you  wrong  him, 

(BKense  me  for  the  phrase ;)  but  Stralenheim 
Is  not  what  you  prejudge  him,  or,  if  so, 
He  owes  me  something  both  for  past  and  present 
I  saved  Mi  life,  he  therefore  trusts  in  me. 
He  hath  been  plundered  too,  since  he  came  hither : 
Is  sick ;  a  stranger ;  and  as  such  not  now 
Able  to  trace  the  villain  who  hath  robVd  him : 
1  have  pledged  myself  to  do  so ;  and  the  business 
Which  brought  me  here  was  chiefly  that :  but  I 
Have  found,  in  searching  for  another's  dross. 
My  own  whole  treasure— you,  my  parents  1 

Wer,  {tigiUtaedfy,)  Who 

Taught  you  to  mouth  that  name  of  **  villain  ?  " 

Uir,  What 

More  noble  name  belongs  to  oommon  thieves  ? 

Wer,  Who  taught  you  thus  to  brand  an  unknown 
being 
With  an  inJinrnal  stigma? 

Ubr,  My  own  fwBngs 

Taught  me  to  name  a  mfflan  fnan.  his  deeds. 

Wer,  Who  taught  you,  long-sought  and  iU-fonnd 
boyl  that 
It  irauU  be  safe  for  my  own  son  to  insult  ma  ? 

Z;ir.  I  named  a  villain.  What  la  th«a  in  eonanm 


With  sush  a  befaig  and  my  fblhflc! 

Wer.  Evarythiag 

That  ruffian  is  thy  father  I 

Joi,  Oh,  my  son  I 

Believe  him  not— and  yet !— ^A«r  wioe  faUen,) 

Ubr,  (etartt,  looks  eameeUy  at  Wbutbb,  oad  Am 
days  slowly)  And  you  avow  it ) 

Wer,  Ulrie;  before  you  dsxe  despise  your  fithv, 
Leam  to  divine  and  judge  his  actions.    Totmgf 
Rash,  new  to  life,  and  rear'd  in  luxuzy*s  lap, 
Is  it  for  you  to  measure  passion's  force. 
Or  misery's  temptation }    Wait— (not  long, 
It  Cometh  like  the  night,  and  quickly)— Wait!— 
Wait  till,  like  me,  your  hopes  are  bli|^ted-^ 
Sorrow  and  shame  are  handmaids  of  your  caUn, 
Famine  and  poverty  your  guests  at  table ; 
Despair  your  bedfeUow-^then  rise,  but  not 
From  sleep,  and  judge !  should  that  day  e'er  aniv^* 
Should  you  see  then  the  serpent,  who  hath  coil'd 
Himself  around  all  that  is  dear  and  noble 
Of  you  and  yours,  lie  slumbering  in  your  path, 
With  but  kis  folds  between  your  steps  and  happmw, 
When  Ae,  who  lives  but  to  tear  fh>m  yon  name. 
Lands,  life  itself,  lies  at  your  mercy,  with 
Chance  your  oonductor ;  midnight  for  your  ountte} 
The  bare  knife  in  your  hand,  and  earth  asleep, 
Bven  to  your  deaiUiest  foe ;  and  he  as  'twere 
Inviting  death,  by  looking  like  it  while 
His  death  alone  can  save  you :— Thank  your  God! 
If  then,  like  me,  content  with  petty  plunder, 
You  turn  aside— I  did  so. 

Ulr.  But 

Wer.  (abngjtly,)  Hear  ma  1 

I  will  not  brook  a  human  voke— scarce  dare 
Listen  to  my  own  (if  that  be  human  stSl)— 
Hear  me !  you  do  not  know  this  man:— I  do. 
He's  mean,  deceitful,  avaricious.    You 
Deem  yourself  safe,  as  young  and  brave ;  but  km 
None  are  secure  from  desperation;  few 
From  subtilty.    My  worst  foe,  Stralenheim, 
Housed  in  a  prince's  palace,  eouch'd  within 
A  prince's  chamber,  lay  below  my  knife ! 
An  instant— a  mere  motion^-the  least  impulse- 
Had  swept  him  and  all  fears  of  mine  from  earth. 
He  was  within  my  power-^ny  knife  was  raised- 
Withdrawn— and  I'm  in  his : — are  you  not  so  ? 
Who  tells  you  that  he  knows  you  fioff   WhossTi 
He  hath  not  lured  you  here  to  end  you  ?  or 
To  plunge  you,  with  your  parents,  in  a  dongeon  ? 

[Hsfoma, 

Ulr,  Proceed— proceed ! 

Wer,  Ua  he  hath  ever  knows 

And  hunted  through  each  change  of  time— nme' 

fortune— 
And  why  not  youf    Are  you  more  versed  in  mea  ? 
He  wound  snares  round  mo ;  flung  akng  my  path 
Beptiles,  whom,  in  my  youtii  I  would  havespan'd 
Even  from  my  presence  i  hut*  in  tpuming  now. 
Fill  only  with  f^h  venom.    WiU  yon  be 
More  patient  ?    Ulric  I^XJliio  1-^thera  sre  cdBM 
Made  venial  by  the  oooaaioa,  and  temptations 
"Which  nature  cannot  nuwter  or  forbear. 

Ubr,  (looksJIntatMimh^ndtkmaiJotMBwna.) 
My  mother  1 

Wer,  Ay !  I  thought  so :  you  have  now 

Only  one  parent.    I  have  loat  alike 
Father  and  son,  and  staad  alone. 

Ukr,  Bntstey! 

[WMaraarwsAswoirf^rtssfcw*^ 


Jte.  («»U£Bi&)  Fallow  Irimaolutatlds 
of  pMtioa 
Abates.    Think'st  thoa,  that  wen  it  well  fov  bia, 
IhadaotfoUoWd? 

Vhr.  I  obey  yov,  notbar, 

AUhongh  rehietuit^.    Hj  fint  act  shall  not 
Be  one  of  diaobedience. 

Jm.  Ohlbeiagoodl 

Condemn  bim  not  from  bU  own  mouth,  but  trait 
To  me^  who  baTO borne  ao  much  with  him  andfov  bim. 
That  this  ia  bat  the  avfaee  of  hit  soul, 
And  that  the  depth  is  lioh  in  better  things. 

Ubr,  These  then  aie  but  my  father's  priaeiplss  ? 
M 7  mother  thinks  net  with  lUm  } 

Jot,  Nor  doth  be 

Think  as  he  speaks.    Aias  I  long  yeara  of  grief 
HsTO  made  him  aometimea  thua. 

Uir,  Explain  to  ma 

Mora  dearly,  then,  these  claims  of  Straknheum, 
That,  when  I  aee  the  aubjeot  in  ita  bearings, 
I  may  prepare  to  iaoe  him,  or  at  least 
To  extricate  you  from  your  present  perils. 
I  pledge  myself  to  aceompliah  this— ^t  would 
I  had  airiTed  a  iisw  hours  sooner  I 

Jo$.  Ay! 

Hadst  thou  but  done  so ! . 

JSiOer  Qabotl  and  Idbitstbin,  with  AUendanU. 

Gab.  (ia  Uuuc.)     I  have  aought  you,  comrade. 
So  this  ii  nay  reward ! 

Ubr,  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Gab,  'SdeathI  haTe  I  liTod  to  theae  years,  and 
forthia! 
(I\f  iDursTBiv.)  But  for  your  age  and  fbUy,  I 


Idm.  Help! 

Hands  off!    Toueh  an  intendant ! 

QtA,  Do  not  think 

m  honor  you  soouuch  aa  to  save  your  throat 
^m  the  RuTenstone  *  by  choking  you  myselt 

Iden,  I  thank  you  for  the  respite ;  but  there  are 
Thoee  who  have  greater  need  of  it  Uian  me. 

CZr.  XJnriddle  thia  Tile  wrangling,  or 

Gab,  At  once,  then, 

The  baron  has  been  robb'd,  and  upon  me 
This  worthy  personage  has  deign'd  to  fix 
His  kind  suspicions— me  I  whom  he  ne'er  saw 
Tin  yester  eTening. 

Idm,  Wouldst  have  me  aospect 

My  own  acquaintance  ?    Tou  haye  to  learn 
That  I  keep  better  company. 

Gab,  You  shall 

Keep  the  best  shortly,  and  the  last  for  all  men, 
The  wozma !  you  hound  of  malice ! 

[Gabo&  tmze$  on  kirn, 

Ubr.  (iidmfainf,)  Nay,  no  Tiolenoe : 

He's  fAH^  unarm*d— be  temperate,  Oabor  1 

God.  (UtUng  go  Idsxstum.)  Trae : 

I  am  a  fbol  to  lose  myself  because 
Fools  deem  me  knaYe :  it  is  their  homage. 

Uir,  (to  loBKBTXiv.)  How 

?areyou? 

Idm.       He^! 

XTIr,  I  have  help'd  you. 

Idm.  Knihimlthen 

111  say  so. 

Gab.        I  am  calm— 42Te  on ! 


•iMM«r<i 


Ml 

Mmu  ThaftBsn 

Than  you  shall  do,  if  theie  be  Judge  or  Judgmwl 
InGennany.    The  baron  shall  dsoidel 

Gab.  Dom  ha  abet  you  in  your  aeousatioa  ? 

Idam.  Doeebenot? 

Gab.  Then  next  time  let  him  f»ridl 

Bre  I  go  hang  lor  ■«*t«K^i»g  jiim  ^qq^  drowalng. 
But  hm  he  oomee  I 

Bnitr  Stbalbkhsik. 

Gfa6.  (gom^ptohim.)  Hy  noble  lord,  Tm  hve  I 

StroL  WaO^akl 

Gab.  HaTe  you  aogbt  with  ma  ? 

atraL  Whatahouldl 

HaTe  with  yon  ? 

Gab,  Tou  know  best.  If  yesteiday't 

Flood  baa  not  wash'd  away  your  memory  i 
But  that*  s  a  trifle.  I  stand  here  accused. 
In  phrases  not  equiTocal,  by  yon  « 

Intendant,  of  the  pillage  of  your  person 
Or  chamber  .^-ia  the  charge  your  own  or  his  ? 

BtrmL  I  aoeuae  no  man. 

Gab.  Then  you  acquit  me,  baroa  I 

atroL  I  know  not  whom  to  accuae,  or  to  acquit. 
Or  scaroely  to  suspect 

Gab,  But  you  at  least 

Should  know  whom  not  to  suspect.  I  am  jnsulted  ' 
Oppressed  here  by  these  menials,  and  I  look 
To  you  for  remedy— "teach  them  their  duty  I 
To  look  for  thioTes  at  home  were  part  of  it. 
If  duly  taught ;  but,  in  one  word,  if  I 
HaTe  an  accuaer,  let  it  be  a  man 
Worthy  to  be  ao  of  a  man  like  me. 
I  am  your  equal. 

atnL  Tou! 

Gab,  Ay,  sir;  and,  for 

▲ught  that  you  know,  superior ;  but  prooeejfc 
I  do  not  ask  for  binta,  and  surmises, 
And  ehcnmstance,  and  proofs ;  I  know  enough 
Of  what  I  haTe  done  for  you,  and  what  you  owe  me 
To  haTe  at  least  waited  your  payment  rather 
Than  paid  myself,  had  I  been  eager  of 
Tour  gold.    I  also  know  that  were  I  eren 
The  TiUain  I  am  deem'd,  the  senrice  render'd 
So  recently  would  not  permit  you  to 
Pursue  me  to  the  death,  except  through  shame. 
Such  aa  would  leaTo  your  scutcheon  but  a  blank. 
But  this  is  nothing ;  I  demand  of  you 
Justioe  upon  your  uivjust  serrants,  and 
From  your  own  Ups  a  disaTowal  of 
AH  sanction  of  their  insolence :  thus  much 
Tou  owe  to  the  unknown,  who  asks  no  more. 
And  neTer  thought  to  haTe  ask'd  so  much. 

Siral.  This  tone 

Hay  be  of  innocence. 

Gab,  'Sdeath !  who  dare  doubt  it, 

Bxoept  such  Tillains  aa  ne'er  had  it  ? 

Stral.  Tou 

Are  hot,  sir. 

Gab.  Must  I  turn  an  idde 

Before  the  breath  of  menials,  and  th(*ir  master  ? 

Sfiro/.  Ulric !  you  know  this  man ;  I  found  hhn  hi 
Tour  company. 

Gab  J  We  found  you  in  the  Oder 
Would  we  had  left  you  there ! 

StraL  I  giTe  you  thanks,  Hr. 

Chib.  I'tc  eam'd  them;  but  might  haTe  eam'd 
more  from  others, 
Ferohanoe,  if  I  had  left  you  to  your  fate. 


BTsoirs  iroBxs. 


Siral  TMc !  yeu  know  tUt  nkan  ? 

OM.  Ko  more  thaa  yon  do. 

If  he  aTOuehei  not  my  honor. 

tTk.  I 

Can  Touch  your  oonrage,  and,  ■•  fkr  aa  ny 
OiMi  teief  oonnesion  led  me,  honor. 

8kmL  Then 

I'm  satiafied. 

(M,  {iromeaUy,)  Bight  eaaUy,  methlnka. 
What  IB  the  ipell  in  hie  asseyeration 
Mere  than  in  mine  ? 

Stral,  I  merely  aaid  that  / 

Waa  latiilLed-- not  that  yon  were  abaoWed. 

Qub.  Again  I  Am  I  accused  or  no? 

Stral,  Go  to, 

You  wax  too  inaolent.    If  drcnmitanee 
And  general  suspicion  be  against  you. 
Is  the  fault  mine  ?    Is't  not  enough  that  I 
IXecline  all  question  of  your  guilt  or  innoeenee  ? 

Qah,  My  lord,  my  lord,  this  is  mere  oosenage, 
A  Tile  equiTOcation ;  you  well  know 
Tour  doubts  are  certainties  to  all  around  you^ 
Your  looks  a  voice— your  frowns  a  sentence ;  you 
Are  pnctising  your  power  on  me— because 
You  have  it ;  but  beware !  you  know  not  whom 
You  strive  to  tread  on. 

etna,  Threafst  thou  ? 

Oa6.  l^ot  eo  much 

As  you  aeOQse.    You  hint  the  basest  ii^ury, 
And  I  retort  it  with  an  open  warning. 

Stnd,  As  you  have  said,  'tis  true  I  owe  you  some- 
thing. 
For  which  you  seem  disposed  to  pay  yourself. 

OtA.  Not  with  your  gold. 

StroL  With  bootless  iasolenoe. 

[To  hU  Attendants  and  Idbmstbtn, 
You  need  not  further  to  molest  this  man, 
But  let  him  go  his  way.    Ulric,  good  morrow ! 

[Exii  Stralbnhbix,  Iobhstein,  and  AttendatUi. 

Oab,  (foUowinff.)  I'll  after  him  and— 

Ubr,  {itqppinff  him,)  Not  a  step. 

Oab.  Who  shall 

Oppose  me? 

Ulr,  Your  own  reason,  with  a  moment's 

Thought. 

Oab,     Must  I  bear  this  ? 

Ulr,  Fshaw !  we  all  must  bear 

The  arrogance  of  something  higher  than 
OurselTee    the  highest  cannot  temper  Satan, 
Nor  the  lowest  his  ricegerents  upon  earth. 
I've  seen  you  brave  the  elements,  and  bear 
Things  which  had  made  this  silkworm  cast  his  skin— 
And  shrink  you  from  a  few  sharp  sneers  and  words  ? 

Oab,  Must  I  bear  to  be  deem'd  a  thief?  If  'twere 
A  bandit  of  the  woods,  I  could  have  borne  it— 
There's  something  daring  in  it ;— but  to  steal 
The  moneys  of  a  slumbering  man ! — 

XHr,  It  seems,  then, 

You  are  noi  guilty  ? 

Omb.  Do  I  hear  aright? 

rotftoo! 

Ulr»     I  merely  ask'd  a  simple  question. 

Oab,   If  the  judge  ask'd  me,  I  would  answer 
"No"— 
To  yon.  I  answer  thui,  (He  dratoa,) 

Wr,  (drawing,)       With  all  my  heart ! 

JM.T^fhout  there!  Ho !  help !  help i— Oh, God ! 
here's  murder ! 

fJBmi  JosBPHnrs,  tbrUkk^, 


M    StBALBNBBIX,  JoSEPBINB,  iDBRSf  m,  &«. 


Joi,  Oh  1  glorious  heaven  1    He's  safe ! 

ShroL  («o  Josbphhtb.)  Wko*»  safii? 

Zee.  Hy^— . 

Ulr,  (inUtrupHnff  har  fpUhatternhok^aadimh 
utff  afientardt  to  Stbalbbhbdi.)     Both  1 
Here's  no  great  harm  done. 

Stral.  What  hatii  caused  all  tiui! 

Ubr.  ToUt  baron,  I  believe ;  but  as  the  effect 
Is  harmless,  let  it  not  distorb  yon.— Gabor! 
There  is  your  sword ;  and  when  you  bare  it  neit 
Let  it  not  be  against  joxtrfriendt. 

\Vj*nj€  pronouneet  the  kut  wordt  thwfy  and  m^ 
phaticaUy  in  a  low  voice  to  Qabob. 

G^.  I  thank  yon 

Less  for  my  lifs  than  fbr  your  connsel. 

Stral.  These 

Brawls  must  end  here. 

Oab,  {taking  hit  eword.)  They  ehaO,   Tea  ten 
wrong'd  me,  Ulric, 
More  widi  your  unkind   dioughts  tiun  swerd;  I 

would 

The  last  were  in  my  bosom  rather  than 
The  first  in  yours.    I  oonld  have  bone  yon  ndbli*! 
Absurd  insinuations— ignorance 
And  dull  suspicion  are  a  part  of  his 
Entail  will  last  him  longer  than  his  lan^.— 
But  I  may  fit  him  yet : — ^you  have  vanquiah'd  me. 
I  was  the  fool  of  passion  to  oonoehe 
That  I  could  cope  with  you,  whom  I  had  seoa 
Already  proved  by  greater  perils  than 
Best  in  this  arm.    We  may  meet  by  sad  by, 
Howevei'-but  m  firiendahip.  [Bnt  OlML 

Stral.  IwiUbrook 

No  more !    This  outrage  following  up  his  tasolts 
Perhaps  his  guilt,  has  caneell'd  alTthe  little 
I  owed  him  heretofore  for  the  so-vaunted 
Aid  wiiich  he  added  to  your  abler  succor. 
Ulric,  you  are  not  hurt  ?— 

Ulr.  Not  even  by  a  sott^ 

StraL    (to  Idbnstbin.)    Intendant  take  yo« 
measures  to  secure 
Yon  fellow:  I  revoke  my  Ibrmer  lenity. 
He  shall  be  sent  to  Frankfort  with  an  escort 
The  instant  that  the  waters  have  abated. 

Iden,  Secure  him !  he  hath  got  his  sword  agtia- 
And  seems  to  know  the  use  on't ;  *tis  his  trade, 
BeUke ;— I'm  a  dvOian. 

StreU.  Fool!  are  not 

Yon  score  of  vassals  dogging  at  your  heels 
Enough  to  seise  a  dosen  such  ?  Hence !  after  liiB  I 

Ubr.  Baron,  I  do  beseech  you ! 

serai.  I  must  be 

Obey'd.    No  words! 

Iden,  Well,  if  it  must  be  so- 

Maroh,  vassals !  I'm  your  leader,  and  wiU  Iving 
The  rear  up:  a  wise  general  never  ahould 
Expose  his  precious  life— on  which  all  rests. 
I  like  that  artiele  of  war. 

lExU  iDBNBTBix  mdAttrndttH 

Stral,  Come  hither, 

Ulric:  what  does  tiiat  woman  here?    Oh!  now 
I  recognise  her,  'tis  the  stranger's  wife 
Whom  they  name  "  Werner." 

COr.  TieUsBMM. 

SiraL  BiMf 


and.  M« 

Iftdn  vovld  poWj,  TThfo,  iftth 


VIr.l 
TMmliMlftlMl 

BBin«iWiHitiop«ttd««i»r>thirogdt 

[JEEM  JoarmnrB. 

AhiJL  XJfaie^IdilDkaAtlBsjtratlTra: 
1^  nmd  my  lilb-^Mid  Mto  like  thBM  beget 
XTnbouidad  ooafidMee. 

ITlr.  SajOB. 

StraL  MTBtiriow 

Andloag  igeafci'd  dxcvBttineM  (not 
To  be  lumMtj  entv'd  en)  bave  ttade 
Thfa»ttnhiMiriwn    pwbmpe  fctid  to —. 

Uftr.  Wbo?  Gebor,  the  Hvagaiiaa F 

ami  No*-tiik  ••  W«Mr  **- 

Witii  tiM  Alee  MMO  Olid  baUt 

I7>*.  How  eaa  thSe  bo  ? 

He  ii  tiie  poeveet  of  tto  poer-oad  yellow 
Wifboeee  ette  eoren'd  in  bie  boUow  ejo: 
Tbeamiabelplaoe. 

StnU.  Hole— ^tlillometter;— 

BBtif  fao  be  Ao  men  I  deem  (end  thmt 
He  if  eo,  en  moid  ne  beie    end  mveb 
That  le  not  Imifi    fwnllim  my  epprabenefton) 
He  meet  bo  mode  eoonro  eve  tweho  bove  ftirtbor. 

VIr.  AndwbetbeveltodowftblUe? 

aML  I  bo¥e  lent 

To  neanbc^  to  mo  gofemotf  my  nneody 
(I  have  tim  onHMrity  to  do  eo  by 
An  order  of  Hie  Hboee  of  Bnadenburg,) 
For  a  fit  eoeoe^-bnt  tiiie  eozoed  flood 
Bin  ell  eeeooe,  and  mey  do  for  eome  boon. 

Z;b-.  It  k  abating. 

8kwL  TkatiewelL 

Ut.  But  bow 

Amleoaeofii'd? 

SbruL  Aa  ana  wbo  did  eo  mneb 

For  me,  yon  oaanot  be  indUfarent  to 
Thet  ubidlia  of  neon  import  to  mo  tbaa 
Tbe  life  yon  veeeaad.— Keep  your  eye  on  AIm/ 
The  man  avoids  mo,  knowe  tbat  I  now  knowbim.— 
Wtteb  bim!— ee  yon  would  wateb  tbe  wild  boer 


He  ntekee  egelnet  yon  in  tbe  bnntor'e  gi^— 
lika  Urn  bo  mast  bo  epoer*d. 

Uk.  Wby  eo  ? 

SbnaL  Heeteade 

Between  me  and  a  bravo  inberitanoe! 
Oh,  oonldyonaeoiti    Batyoneball. 

Ulr.  I 

atroL  Itie^MiidMetof  tboxiebBobemia, 
Uiiaeetbod  by  eeorebing  wer.    ItUeeeoneer 
Hie  strongeet  city,  Pngue,  tbat  fire  and  eword 
Hsfeekiman'dHllgbtiy;  eo  ttat  now,  beeidee 
Its  own  eacnberenoe,  it  been  doable  vidno 
Conftoalod  inn  wnole 


Ulr. 


Toadeeefibo 


bnt. 


HfldtbAiDy. 
•00  it|  yon  wmdd  lay  i 
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Am  I  bave  eeid,  yon  ebeU, 

CQr.  I  eeoept  Hie  omen. 

Aral.  Tben  cleim  a  reoon^enee  from  it  end  ma. 
Snob  ee  both  may  make  wortby  yonr  aeeeptenee 
And  eervieee  to  me  end  mine  for  over. 

Ukr.  Andtbieeola,eick,  eadmfeereblewtoteb  ■ 
Tbie  way-i 


Tbie  Pendiee  ?-<Ab  Admn  did  between 
Tbo  deva  end  bie)— [ Jmde.] 

atrmL  Hedotb. 

Ulr.  Hatbbonorigbt 

fiKral.  Bl^tl  none.    A  dieinbeiited  prodigel, 
Wbo  for  tbeee  twenty  yeeie  diagraoed  hie  liaeege 
In  ell  bie  aete— Bat  chiefly  by  1^  maniege, 
And  Uving  emidet  oommeroo-fetebing  bn^bcn. 
And  dabbling  aurebante,  in  a  mart  of  Jbwe. 

Ulr,  He  bee  a  wife,  tben? 

atroL  Tou'dbeeonyto 

CeU  eneb  yoox  motber.    Ton  bave  eeon  tbo  woaMm 
He  Mlb  bie  wife. 

Ulr.  leebenateo? 

atraL  No  more 

Tben  be'e  yonr  fetber— -an  Itelian  girl, 
Tbe  daagbter  of  a  banieb'd  man,  wbo  livee 
On  lovo  end  poverty  witb  tbie  eeme  Werner. 

Uk.  Tbey  ere  cbildleie,  tben  ? 

airmL  Tbere  ie  or  wee  a  beetud^ 

Wbom  tbe  old  man--flie  grendnxe  (ee  old  ego 
Ie  ever  doting)  took  to  wenn  hie  boeom 
Ae  it  went  e^y  downwezd  to  tbe  gnve : 
Bat  tto  imp  etanda  not  in  my  patb— 4ie  bee  fled* 
No  one  knowe  wbitber ;  end  if  be  bed  not, 
Hie  oleime  ebme  were  too  contemptible 
To  etend.-^Wby  do  yon  emile  ? 

Ulr.  At  yonr  vein  feea  - 

A  poor  man  elmoet  in  bie  graep^-a  ebild 
Of  donbtftil  Urtb— oen  etertle  a  gxandee ! 

airaL  All'etobefear'd,wbereellietobeg^'d. 

Ulr.  Tjrae ;  end  aught  done  to  save  or  to  obtein  it. 

airmi.  Yon  bave  bup'd  tbe  very  atring  neat  to  my 


I  may  depend  upon  yon  ? 

Ulr.  'Twere  too  late 

Todoabtit 

airaL        Let  no  fboUeb  pity  sbeke 
Toor  boeom  (for  tbe  eppeerenoe  of  tbo  i 
Ie  pitifiil)— be  b  e  wretch,  ae  likely 
To  have  robb'd  me  ae  the  fellow  more  soipoctad, 
Bzoept  tbat  dicometeaoe  ie  leee  egeinet  bim ; 
He  being  fer  off,  end  in  a  chamber 
Withoat  approach  to  mine :  and,  to  eay  tratb» 
I  think  too  well  of  blood  allied  to  mine. 
To  deem  he  would  deecend  to  gach  en  aet : 
Becidee  he  wee  a  eoldier,  and  a  brave  one 
Onoo— 4iboogb  too  raeb. 

Uhr.  And  they,  my  lord,  we  know 

By  oor  experience  never  phmder  tOl 
Tbey  knock  tbe  braini  oat  flxet— which  makot  theaa 

heire, 
Not  tbievee.    The  deed,  who  ibel  nought,  eaa  loae 

nothing. 
Nor  e'er  be  lobb'd:  tbeftr  epoOa  are  a  boqnee^- 

airdL    (3oto!  yoaereawag.    Bnt  eay 
I  may  be  rare  you'll  keep  an  eya  on  thia  man, 
Andlet  me  know  hie  alighteet  movement  toinoda 
Ooneeefaaent  or  eecepe  ? 

Ukr.  Ton  may  be  aore 

Ton  yonnelf  ooold  not  wateb  bim  mora  tben  I 
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BtBOlTS  W0BX8. 


mUbehlifeatinel. 

StraL  By  this  joa  nuke  ma 

Tom,  and  for  OTor. 

Vk-,  Such  is  my  intention.    [JSxnmt. 


ACT  ni. 

SCENE  I. 

A  HaU  in  the  same  Palace^  from  whence  the  teeret 
Pau€ige  leads. 

Enter  WsmrsB  and  Oabob. 

Oab.  SJTi  I  haTe  told  my  tale :  if  it  so  please  yon 
To  gire  me  refdge  for  a  few  hours,  well— 
If  not,  I'll  tiy  my  fortune  elsewhere. 

Wer,  How 

Can  I,  80  wretched,  give  to  misery 
▲  shelter— wanting  such  myself  as  much 
As  e'er  the  hunted  deer  a  coyert— - 

Oab.  .         Or 

The  wounded  lion  his  cool  care.  Methinks 
Ton  rather  look  like  one  would  turn  at  bay, 
And  rip  the  hunter's  entrails. 

Wer,  Ah? 

Oab.  I  care  not 

If  it  be  so,  being  much  disposed  to  do 
The  same  myself.    But  will  you  shelter  me  ? 
I  am  oppress'd  like  you— end  poor  like  you— 
Disgraced— 

Wer.  fabngjilffj  Who  told  you  that  I  was  dis- 
graced! 

Oab.  No  one ;  nor  did  I  say  you  were  so :  with 
Tour  poverty  my  likeness  ended ;  but 
I  said  I  was  so — and  would  add,  with  truth. 
As  imdeserredly  as  you. 

Wer.  Again ! 

As  77 

Oab.  Or  any  other  honest  man. 
What  the  deril  would  you  hare  ?  You  don't  belieye 

me 
Guilty  of  this  base  theft  ? 

Wer.  No,  no — ^I  cannot. 

Oab.  Why  that's  my  heart  of  honor:  yon  young 
gallant^ 
Tour  miserly  intendant  and  dense  noble — 
All— «U  suspected  me ;  and  why  ?  because 
I  am  the  worst-dothed  and  least  named  among  them ; 
Although,  were  Momus'  lattice  in  our  breasts, 
Hy  soul  might  brook  to  open  it  more  widely 
Than  theirs :  but  thus  it  is— you  poor  and  helpless — 
Both  still  more  than  myself. 

Wer.  How  know  you  that  ? 

Oab.  You're  right :  I  ask  for  shelter  at  the  hand 
Which  I  call  helpless ;  if  you  now  deny  it, 
I  were  well  paid.  But  you,  who  seem  to  hare  proved 
The  wholesome  bitterness  of  life,  know  well. 
By  sympathy,  that  a/1  the  outspread  gold 
Of  the  New  World  the  Spaniard  boasts  about 
Could  nerer  tempt  the  man  who  knows  its  worth, 
Weigh'd  at  its  proper  value  in  the  balance, 
Save  in  such  guise  (and  there  I  grant  its  power, 
Because  I  feel  it)  as  may  leave  no  nightmare 
Upon  his  heart  o'  nights. 

Wer.  What  do  you  mean  ? 


Oab.  JuitiviMitXfays  Ilkoi^  ny ipesA hm 

'      plain: 
You  are  no  thiaf— aw  I— end,  as  true  men, 
Should  aid  each,  other. 

Wer.  It  is  a  damn'd  world,  sir. 

Gab.  So  is  the  nearest  of  the  two  next,  as 
The  priests  say,  (and  no  doubt  they  should  kum 

beat,) 

Therefore  I'l.  stick  by  thi»-«s  being  loth 
To  suffer  maxtyzdom,  at  least  with  such 
An  epitaph  as  larceny  upon  my  tomb. 
It  ia  but  a  night's  lodging  whidi  I  cmve ; 
To-moirow  I  will  try  the  waters,  as 
The  dove  did,  trusting  that  they  have  abated. 

Wer.  Abated  ?  is  there  hope  of  that } 

Oab.  Thsmmf 

At  noontide. 

Wer.  Then  we  may  be  sale. 

Oab.  Alt  you 

In  peril? 

Wer.    Poverty  is  ever  so. 

Oab.  That  I  know  by  long  practice.  Will  yoa  Ml 
Promise  to  make  mine  less  ? 

Wer.  Your  poverty  ? 

Oab.  No— you  don't  look  a  leech  for  that  diiocdcr; 
I  meant  my  psril  only :  you've  a  roof, 
And  I  have  none ;  I  merely  seek  a  ooveil 

Wer.  Rightly :  for  how  should  such  a  wretch  mI 
Have  gold  ? 

Oab.         Scarce  honestly,  to  say  the  troth  on't, 
Although  I  almost  wish  you  had  the  baron's. 

Wer.  Dare  you  insinuate? 

Oab.  What? 

Wer.  ^  Axeyouamn 

To  whom  you  speak  ? 

Oab.  No;  and  I  am  not  used 

Greatly  to  care.    {A  noise  is  heard  wHkoul.)  Bit 
hark !  they  oome  t 

Wer.  Who  eome  ? 

Oab.  The  intendant  and  his  man-hounds  afts  ns: 
I'd  face  them— but  it  were  in  vain  to  expect 
Justice  at  hands  like  theirs.    Where  shall  I  go  ? 
But  show  me  any  place.    I  do  assure  you. 
If  there  be  faith  in  man,  I  am  most  goiltleis: 
Think  if  it  were  your  own  case ! 

Wer.  C Aside.)  Oh,  just  Godl 

Thy  hell  is  not  hereafter  1    Am  I  duststill? 

Gab.  I  see  you*re  moved;  and  it  shorn  well  ii 
you: 
I  may  live  to  requite  it. 

Wer.  Are  yon  not 

A  spy  of  Stralenheim's  ? 

Gab.  Not  I!  and  if 

I  were  what,  is  there  to  espy  in  yon? 
Although  I  recollect  his  frequent  question 
About  you  and  your  spouse  might  lead  to  soim 
Suspicion ;  but  you  best  know— what— end  irfcy» 
I  am  his  deadliest  foe. 

Wer.  Tout 

Gab.  After  saoh 

A  treatment  for  the  service  whioh  in  part 
I  render'd  him,  I  am  his  enemy : 
If  you  are  not  his  friend,  you  will  assist  me. 

Wer.  IwilL 

Gab.  But  how  ? 

Wer.   (showing  the  panel.)   There  is  a  iscsi* 
spring: 
Bemember,  I  discover'd  it  by  chanoe. 
And  used  it  but  for  iafety. 


AadlviUiMUforllMMiiM.  ' 

Wtr,  I  firand  it» 

AfllhaTeidd:  it kikb tfara^ nivliiig vill(h 
(SoiUAtti  to  bewpatbi  within  their  ribt, 
Tet  lose  ao  jot  of  ttmiglli  or  ttatdinon,) 
And  hollow  ooUs,  tmd  obMim  niohM,  to 
I  know  not  whithMr;  yoa  mnot  aot  adnoiM: 
GnvBoyour  won. 

GA  It  is  vanoooMBij ; 

How  thotld  I  make  my  w«y  ia  dMrkneu  thnmgh 
A  OoUiifi  labyrinth  of  oakaown  windlag*  f 

Wtr.  Tw*  k»t  who  knows  to  wh«t  pUoo itaisy 

ktd? 

/know  not    (lasrk  yoa  !>--bat  who  kaows  it  might 

not 
LMdena  into  the  ehambon  of  your  €m  f 
80  stnagdy  were  oontriTod  thcso  gaUorioo 
By  our  Tsatoaio  fathers  in  old  days, 
When  man  hoilt  less  against  the  eleraeats 
Than  his  next  neighbor.    Yon  mast  not  sdTaaeo 
Beyond  tho  twoiint  windings ;  if  yoa  do, 
(Albeit  I  Bover  psss'd  them.)  I*U  not 
For  what  yoa  may  be  led  to. 

Geft.  Bat  I  wilL 

A  thoiBMBd  thanks  I 

Wer,  Ton'll  And  the  spring  mon  obrioos 

On  the otlfter  aide;  and,  when  yoa  wonld  ietani» 
It  yields  to  tho  least  tooeh. 

€Ub.  rUin-frnweUI 

[pABOKpoei  mbpiMa  ttcnipamL 

Wtr.  (aohuj  "WW  haraldone?  Alas  I  what  kad 


BrfDce  to  make  this  fearfhl?    L^itbe 
gtfl]  lome  atonement  that  I  ssto  the  man. 
Whose  sacrilieo  had  saved  perhiqps  my  own— 
They  come!  to  seek  elsewhere  what  fii  before  them  I 

Enter  iDSirsTBnr  and  Othen. 

Idm,  Is  he  not  here  ?  He  mast  hare  yanish'd  then 

Through  the  dim  gothie  glass  by  pioas  aid 

Of  pietared  eaints  npon  Uie  red  and  yellow 

CaMBwrnts,  throogh  which  the  sonset  stiesms  like 


Ob  long  pearlroolor'd  beards  aadeiimson  erosses, 
And  glided  onriseis,  and  cross'd  arms,  aad  ooiHe» 
'  And  hebuy  aad  twitted  armor,  aad  loag  swords^ 
AH  the  fimtmstic  fumitoie  of  windows 
Dim  with  brmTe  knights  and  holy  hermits,  whose 
Likaiew  aadi  &me  alike  rest  on  some  paaes 
Of  ayital,  wrhieh  each  rattling  wind  prodaima 
As  frail  as  ajay  other  life  or  glory. 
He's  gone,  bowever. 

Wer,  Whom  do  yoa  seek  ? 

IdoL  AyQlsia. 

Wtr,  Why  need  yon  oeme  so  te,  then  ? 

Idem.  Intheseareh 

Of  him  who  robb'd  tiie  baron. 

Wer,  Are  yoa  sore 

Ton  haTs  dhrined  the  man  ? 

/dm.  As  sore  as  yoa 

Stand  there :  bat  whevs's  he  gone  } 

Wer.  Who  ? 

Idm,  He  we  sooght. 

Wer,  Ton  see  he  is  aot  here. 

/dm.  And  yet  we  traoed  k 

UptothiabslL    Are  yoa  acoompUees  ? 
Or  deal  yoa  ia  the  hlaek  art  ? 

Wer.  I  deal  plainly. 


Toma^yMSAthehlMkeit 

Idm.  It  may  be 

I  have  a  <|aestion  or  two  for  yoorself 
Hereafter;  bat  we  most  contintte  now 
Onr  seareh  for  t'other. 

Wer.  Yoa  had  best  bogia 

Year  inqoisition  now:  I  may  not  be 
80  patient  always. 

/im.  I  shoold  like  to  know» 

In  good  sooth,  if  yoa  really  are  the  man 
That  Stralenheim's  in  quest  of. 

Wet,  Insolent  1 

Said  yoa  not  that  he  was  not  hers? 

/Am.  Yes,  m§; 

Bat  there's  another  whom  he  tracks  more  keenly^ 
Aad  soon»  it  may  be,  with  anthority 
Both  paramount  to  his  and  mine.    Bat,  come ! 
Bostle,  my  boys  1  we  are  at  fault. 

{BxU  loaxsTBDr  emd  AtitedmH 

Wet,  In  what 

A  maae  hath  my  dim  destiny  inToWed  me ! 
And  one  base  sin  hath  done  me  less  ill  than 
The  leering  undone  one  &r  greater.    Down, 
Thoa  busy  deril  xisiag,  ia  my  heart ! 
Thoa  art  too  late  t  TU  nought  to  do  with  Uood. 

j&tftr  TJLBia 

Ukr,  I  sought  you,  &ther. 

Wer,  Is't  aot  daagerooi  } 

Ulr,  No ;  Stralenkeim  ii  ignorant  of  all 
Or  any  of  the  ties  between  us :  more- 
He  soids  me  here  a  spy  upon  your  actions, 
Deeming  me  whoUy  his. 

Wer.  I  cannot  think  it: 

lis  but  a  snsre  he  winds  about  us  both. 
To  swoop  the  sire  and  son  at  once. 

Vhr,  I  cannot 

Paaae  at  each  petty  fear,  and  stumble  at 
The  doubts  that  rise  like  briars  in  our  path, 
But  must  break  through  them,  as  an  unarm'd  cade 
Would,  though  with  naked  limbe,  were  the  wolf 

rustling 

In  the  same  thicket  where  he  hew'd  for  bread. 
Nets  are  for  thrushes,  eagles  sre  not  caught  so: 
Well  orerfly  or  rend  them. 

Wer,  Show  me  kom  9 

Ukr,  Can  you  not  guess  ? 

Wer,  I  cannot. 

Uhr.  That  is  strange. 

Came  the  thought  ne'er  into  your  mind  Uut  night  f 

Wer.  I  undostand  you  not. 

Uhr,  Then  we  shall  new 

More  understand  each  other.    But  to  change 
Thetopio-^ 

Wer,  You  mean  to  jnmw  it,  as 

Tis  of  our  safety. 

XJtr,  Bight ;  I  stand  correeted. 

I  see  the  subject  now  more  clearly,  and 
Oar  general  sitaatlon  in  Its  bearings. 
The  waters  sre  abating ;  a  few  hours 
Will  bring  Us  summon'd  myrmidons  fromnaakfot^ 
When  you  wQl  be  a  prisoner,  perhaps  worse. 
And  I  aa  outcast,  bastardised  by  practice 
Of  this  same  baroa  to  make  way  for  him. 

Wer.  Aad  aowyour  remedy !  I  thought  to  i 
By  means  of  this  accursed  gold ;  but  now 
I  dare  not  use  it,  show  it,  scaroe  look  on  it 
Hethinks  It  wears  upon  its  fooe  my  ga&t 
For  motto,  not  the  mintage  of  the  state ; 
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And,  for  fhe  soreraign'i  head,  ny  ovtt  begirt 
With  bisdng  snakes,  -vfhleh  curl  aronnd  m/  temples, 
And  e>7  to  all  beholden,  Lot  a  villaui  t 

Ubr,  Ton  must  not  twe  it,  at  least  now ;  but  take 
This  zing.  [He  ffivet  Wbbnbs  ajemeL 

Wer.     ▲  gem!    It mw my fitther's I 
Ulr,  And 

Ab  such  is  now  your  own.    With  this  yon  must 
Bribe  the  intendant  for  his  old  caliche 
And  horses  to  pursue  your  route  at  sunrise, 
Together  with  my  mother. 

Wer,  And  leave  you, 

Bo  lately  found,  in  peril  too  ? 

Uk,  Fear  nothing ! 

The  only  fear  were  if  we  fled  together, 
For  that  would  make  our  ties  beyond  all  doubt. 
The  watets  only  lie  in  fiooda  between 
This  burgh  and  Frankfort ;  so  far*s  in  our  fkyor. 
Hie  route  on  to  Bohemia,  though  eneumber'd, 
Is  not  impassable ;  and  when  yon  gain 
A  Urn  hours'  start,  the  difficulties  will  be 
The  same  to  your  pursuen.    Once  beyond 
The  frontier,  and  you're  safe. 

War,  My  noble  boy! 

Utt.  Hush  t  hush !  no  transports :  we'll  indulge 
in  them 
In  Castle  Siegendorf  I    Display  no  gold : 
Show  Identtein  the  gem,  (I  know  the  man, 
And  have  look'd  through  him :)  it  wiU  answer  thus 
A  double  purpose.    Stralenheim  lost  gold-^ 
No  jewel :  therefore  it  could  itof  be  his ; 
And  then  the  man  who  was  possest  of  this 
Can  hardly  be  suspected  of  abstaracfing 
The  baron's  coin,  when  he  coidd  thus  convert 
This  ring  to  more  than  Stralenheim  has  lost 
By  his  last  night's  slumber.    Be  not  over  thnld 
In  your  address,  nor  yet  too  arrogant, 
And  Idenstein  will  serre  you. 

Wer,  I  will  follow 

Xn  all  things  your  direction. 

rZr.  I  would  have 

Spared  you  the  trouble ;  but  had  I  appear'd 
To  take  an  interest  in  you,  and  still  more 
By  dabbling  with  a  Jewel  in  your  favor. 
All  had  been  known  at  once. 

Wtr,  My  guardian  angel  1 

This  overpays  the  past.    But  how  wilt  diou 
Fare  in  our  absence  ? 

VTr,  Stralenheim  knows  nothing 

Of  me  as  aught  of  kindred  with  yourself. 
I  will  but  wait  a  day  or  two  with  him 
To  lull  all  doubts,  and  then  rejoin  my  fother. 

Wtr,  To  part  no  more  1 

VUr,  I  know  not  that ;  but  at 

The  least  well  meet  again  onoe  more. 

Wer.  Myboy! 

ICy  friend  I  my  only  child,  and  sole  preserver ! 
Oh,  do  not  hate  me  I 

Ubr.  Hate  my  father  I 

Wbt,  Ay, 

VlJ  father  hated  me.    Why  not  my  son  ? 

ITZr.  Your  father  knew  you  not  as  I  do. 

Wer,  Scorpions 

Are  in  thy  words  \    Thou  know  me  ?  in  this  guise. 
Thou  canst  not  know  me,  I  am  not  myself; 
Tet  (hate  me  not)  I  will  be  soon. 

Ult,  VnwUi! 

In  the  meantime  be  sure  that  all  a  son 
Om  do  for  ^arwnts  shall  be  done  for  m&ie. 


ir«r«  Iseeit,afedIfodH;yetIM 

Further— that  you  despise  me. 

XJIr,  WherafioreikMian 

Wtr,  Host  I  repeat  my  humiliation  ? 

Ubr.  Net 

I  have  fathom'd  it  and  you.  But  let  us  talk 
Of  this  no  more.  Or  if  it  must  be  ever, 
Not  now.  Your  error  has  redoiriileA  aH 
The  present  difficulties  of  our  house. 
At  secret  war  with  that  of  Stralenheim : 
AH  we  have  now  to  think  of  is  to  baffle 
Him.    I  hsve  shown  on$  msy. 

Wer.  The  only  ebSi 

And  I  embrace  it,  as  I  did  my  son, 
Who  show'd  JdrnMOf  and  fatikees  tfibf  in 
One  day. 

mr.     YousAoSbesafe;  lettliatSQfles. 
Would  Stralenheim's  appearance  in  BdMsaii 
Disturb  your  right,  or  mine,  if  once  we  wete 
Admitted  to  our  lands  ? 

Wer.  Assuredly, 

Situate  as  we  ere  now,  although  Ihe  flnt 
Possessor  might,  aa  usual,  j«ove  the  stoonges^ 
Especially  the  next  in  blood. 

UUr.  Bloodt  'tis 

A  word  of  many  meanings;  in  the  vefais 
And  out  of  them,  It  is  a  different  thing— 
And  so  It  should  be,  when  the  same  in  blood 
(As  it  is  call'd)  are  aliens  to  eaeh  other. 
Like  Theban  brethren :  when  a  part  is  bad, 
A  Ibw  spilt  ounces  purify  the  rest 

Wer.  I  do  not  apprehend  you. 

Ulr.  That  may  be— 

And  should,  perhaps--and  yet       but  get  ye  ita^} 
You  and  my  mother  must  away  to-night 
Here  comes  the  intendant :  sound  him  with  the  gen ; 
'TwiU  sink  into  his  vernal  soul  like  lead 
Into  the  deep,  and  bring  up  slime  and  mod, 
And  oose  too,  from  the  bottom,  as  the  lead  doth 
With  its  greased  understratum;  but  no  less 
Will  serve  to  warn  our  vessels  through  tiieseibosii. 
The  freight  is  rich,  so  heave  the  line  in  time  1 
FareweU !  I  scarce  have  time,  butyet  voor  Aee^ 
My  fother! ^ 

Wer.  Let  me  embraoe  thee  I 

Ulr.  Wemaybt 

Observed :  subdue  your  nature  to  the  hour! 
Keep  off  from  me  as  from  your  foe ! 

Wer.  AeeoKsed 

Be  he  who  is  the  stifling  eanea  which  smethm 
The  best  and  sweetest  fooling  of  our  heerti ; 
At  such  an  hour  too  1 

Ulr.  Yes,  curse— it  will  eass  fn; 

Here  is  the  intendant. 


BnttrlamttfrmtK. 

Master  IdsDsteiB, 
How  fore  you  in  your  purpo^?  Have  you  esai^t 
The  rogue  ? 

Iden.        No,fruth! 

Uk-.  Well,  then  are  ^ty  tami 

You  may  have  better  luck  anotiier  chase. 
Where  is  the  baron  ? 

Men.  Gone  back  to  his  chsmbtf : 

And  now  I  think  on't,  asking  after  you 
With  nobly-born  impatienoe. 

Ulr.  Tour  gNit  men 

Must  be  answer'd  on  the  ibaitnt,  M  tfce  bond 
Of  the  Rung  steed  vspUss  wato  Ae  svur : 


I  fev  that  mn  moftt  4mw  tWr  ebarioti,  M 
ntj  nj  Ungi  did  SeMM^m. 

Vhr,  An  old  Bohoaiaik-Hn  Imperial  gipiy. 

rortlMfpaMlijbotkBaBM.    AadwMliaQM? 

I71K  r^e  bflodso;  btttlBUtftteke  iMva.    la- 

taodaat. 

Your  MrrsBt}— 'Wmmt,  r«»  Waunm  «fi^A<V J  tf 

that  ba  your  aaiMy 
Toon.  [Snl  Uuaa 

/dbk  A  ««ll-apok«ii,  pratty-fiMed  yonag  naa ! 
And  prattflj  bciuiTed  1  lie  kaowa  hit  atatiaa* 
Ton  lee,  rir:  how  Im  gam  to  eack  hia  dna 
Froeadnee! 

Wer.  I  poraalved  H,  and  applaad 

Hit  jaat  dkfwrmMmt  and  joor  ova. 

/dM.  That*  •  watt— 

That's  Tcry  well.    Ton  alao  kaow  yeiw  plaaa,  too ; 
And  yet,  I  dea*t  kaow  tkat  I  know  your  plaea. 

Wmr,  (9kiowmftksrimf.J  Would  thii  aniet  year 
kaoiriedge? 

Urn.  How!— What  t-Sh! 

Ajewelf 

WiHT.    TliyiNirewBoaoaaaoadHiiea. 

Idm.  MkwI-NaMett! 

Wtr,  Tkat  kenaftsr  yea  pMnitBie 

AtthileeitetidwtoxedeeBiit:  'tia 
A  fkmily  ring. 

/dm.  Xhmikfl    yeare/— agwa! 

I*m  kreatklesi ! 

Wer.  Ton  aaat  alao  ftmiisk  me 

An  kear  en  daykieak  "^itk  all  maaaa  to  ^ah 
Tkisplaee. 

lAn,       Batititxeel?    Latnelookeait* 
Dioaiond;  ky  aU  thaTi  gkrioai ! 

ITar.  Coiae  111  traat  you : 

Tea  kave  gaeaa'd,  ao  doabt,  tkat  I  waa  bofa  above 
If y  paaaaatt  aeaadag. 

Mm.  I  eaa*t  aay  I  did, 

TkoaghtkHlookallkett:  tkia  ia  tke  to«a  bieeiiag 
or  gentle  blood! 

Wer.  I  kfe  iaiportaat  raaaoaa 

Vor  wiaking  to  eontinae  prhily 
My  joaney  keaee. 

Iden.  SotbeayeaaiatibaaHBa 
Whom  Strnlaakaim^  In  tjaaat  of? 

Wer.  lamaot; 

Bat  bakig  taken  for  kirn  aiigkt  eondaet 
To  mach  cmbaaaaaaMat  to  me  jaat  aow, 
And  to  tke  baran'a  aelf  kereaftei^'tia  « 

To  spose  botii  tkat  I  would  avoid  all  beetle. 

Iden.  Be  yen  tbeaiaa  or  ao,  'tia  not  my 
Bceidee,  I  aerer  akottld  obtain  tke  kalf 
From  this  pnmd,  niggardly  noble,  wko  would  ralae 
The  cean^  for  aome  miaaing  bits  of  coin, 
And  aerer  olbr  a  ptedae  leward  ■ 
Bat  OaaA-aaothflC  look ! 

Wer,  Oaae  oa  it  freely ; 

At  day-dawa  it  it  yews. 

litem.  Ok,  tkoa  iweet  aparkkr ! 

Tkoa  nata  tkm  atoae  of  tke  pkilooopker  1 
Tkoa  toaehatoae  of  Pkiloaopky  henalf ! 
Tbaabn^teyeoltkeMiadl  tkoa  kwdatar  of 
Theaonll  ^e  trae  aMgnetie  Pole  to  wkioh 
All  keajrta  poiat  duly  aortk,  like  trembling  needlaa ! 
TkoaftaniagSpkdtof  tkeSavtiil  wfaick,  aittiBg 
Higk  oatko  a  oaaieh'a  diadem,  attraeteat 
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More  wenkip  tkaa  the  a^fivty  wko  aweata 
Beaeatk  the  etowa  wkiek  makea  kia  kead  aehe,  like 
Mittioaa  of  keerta  i^iek  bleed  to  lead  it  hMtre ! 
Skalt  tkoa  be  mine?  I  am,  metkinka,  akeady 
A  UttU  klng»  a  kMky  aldiymiat  I— 
A  wiae  magjMaa,  wko  kaa  boaad  tke  devil 
Witkoat  tke  forfeit  of  kia  aoaL    Buteome, 
Waraer.oiwhatalae? 

Wer.  CallmeWaraeratiU; 

Toa  may  yet  kaow  me  by  a  loftiar  title. 

Idem,  I  do  baUera  in  tkeel  tkoa  art  tke  aphril 
Of  wkom  I  loag  kave  dream'd  in  a  low  gaxbi^- 
Bat  eome,  I'll  aerre  tkee ;  tkon  akalt  be  aa  ftee 
Aa  air,  deapite  tke  watara ;  let  aa  kenoe : 
111  akow  tkee  I  am  koaeet— (ok,  tkoa  jewel!) 
Tkoa  akalt  be  faiaiak'd,  Weiaer,  with  aaek  aieaaa 
Of  digfat,  tkat  if  tkoa  wert  a  aaail,  aot  blida 
Skoald  OTWtake  thee.— Let  nka  gaae  agala : 
I  have  a  foatar-brotkar  la  tke  aaart 
Of  Hamburg  akill'd  ia  preoioas  atonea.    How  mai^ 
Caxata  may  it  weigh  ^— Come,  Waraer  I  wiU  wiag 
thee.  [EmmL 

SCBMB  IL 

SnuLuanaac'a  Ckmmitr. 

ftra^LBKHXiif  oad  Fbztz. 

FntM.  AU'a  ready,  my  good  lord  1 

8tnU.  laaaetaleepf^ 

Aadyetlauuttebed;  Ifiua  would  aay 
To  reat,  bat  aometbiag  heavy  oa  my  spirit. 
Too  dull  for  wakeftdaeea,  too  qaiek  for  alumbar. 
Sits  on  me  aa  a  dead  akag  the  aky, 
Wkick  wiU  aot  let  tke  annbeama  thzougk,  aor  yel 
Daeoend  in  rain  and  eod,  bat  apreada  itaelf 
Twizt  earth  aad  heavea,  like  eavy  between  man 
And  man,  an  everlaating  miat  ;*-!  will 
Uato  my  pillow. 

FriU.  Hay  yoa  reat  there  well! 

Strat.  Ifeel,andfoer,lBhall. 

FniM,  And  wherefore  foar  I 

8inU.  I  know  not  why,  aad  tharefoie  do  foar  mere 
Beoaaae  aa  undeecrihable— bat  tia 
AH  folly.    Were  the  locka  (aa  I  deaired) 
Changed,  to-day,  of  thia  ehamber  ?  for  laat  night'a 
Adventure  makea  it  needAiL 

FriU,  Certainly, 

Aeeofdiag  to  year  order,  and  beneadi 
The  inspection  of  myself  and  the  yoang  Saxon 
Who  eaved  your  life.   Zlhiak  they  call  him  •'Ukrie.'* 

StnU.  Toa  think/  yon  aaperdlioaa  slave!  wkal 
rigkt 
Have  you  to  tax  your  msmarj,  wkick  akoold  be 
Quick,  proud,  aad  happy  to  retain  the  fMMne 
Of  him  who  aaved  your  raaater,  aa  a  Utaay 
Whoee  daily  repetition  marka  your  daty.— * 
Get  hence!  '*Tom  tAwO," indeed !  yoairiba  etead 

still 

Howliag  and  dripping  on  the  bank,  whilat  I 
Lay  dying,  aad  the  stranger  daah'd  aaide 
The  roaring  torrent,  and  restored  me  to 
Thank  himr-and  deapiae  you.    "  Tautkmkr*  aai 

acarce 

Can  recollect  hia  name !  I  will  not  waate 
More  words  oa  yoa.    Call  me  betimea. 

FVits.  Goodaigkll 

I  traat  to-morrow  will  reatore  your  1 
To  renovated  atreagth  and  temper. 


S»8 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


BOBNB  m. 


T%e 


Fire— six  houit  haye  I  counted,  like  the.  guard 

Of  outposts  on  the  never-meny  eloek : 

That  hollow  tongue  of  time,  which,  eren  when 

It  sounds  for  joy,  takes  something  from  enjoyment 

With  erery  dang.    'Tis  a  perpetual  knell, 

Though  fox  a  mazriage-feast  it  rings :  each  sroke 

Peals  for  a  hope  the  less ;  the  ftineral  note 

Of  Love  deep-buried  without  resurrection 

In  the  grave  of  Possession ;  while  the  knoU 

Of  long-lived  parents  finds  a  jovial  echo 

To  triple  Time  in  the  son's  ear. 

I'm  cold— 
I'm  dark ;— Fve  blown  my  Angers    number*d  o'er 
And  o'er  my  steps— and  knock'd  my  head  against 
Borne  fifty  buttresses^— and  roused  the  rats 
And  bats  in  general  insurrection,  till 
Their  cursed  pattering  feet  and  whirring  wings 
Leave  me  scarce  hearing  for  another  sound. 
Alightl  It  is  at  a  distance,  (if  I  can 
Measure  in  darkness  distance :)  but  it  blinks 
As  tiirough  a  crevice  or  a  keyhole,  in 
The  inhibited  direction :  I  must  on, 
Nevertheless  from  curiosity. 
A  distant  lamp-light  is  an  incident 
In  such  a  den  as  this.    Pray  Heaven  it  ^ead  me 
To  nothing  that  may  tempt  me  1  Else— Heaven  aid 

me 
To  obtain  or  to  escape  it !  Shining  still ! 
Were  it  the  star  of  Lucifer  himself. 
Or  he  himself  girt  with  its  beams,  I  could 
Contain  no  longer.    Softly!  mighty  well. 
That  eonter's  tum'd— 4o— «h  I  no  ;-Hright  I  it  draws 
Nearer.    Here  is  a  darksome  angle— so 
That's  weatfaer'd.-— Let  me  pause.— Suppose  it  leads 
Into  some  greater  danger  than  that  which 
I  have  escaped— no  matter,  'tis  a  new  one; 
And  novel  perils,  like  fresh  mistresses, 
Wear  more  magnetic  aspects .'— I  wiU  on. 
And  be  it  where  it  may^I  have  my  dagger. 
Which  may  protect  me  at  a  pinch.— Bum  still, 
Thou  little  light !  Thou  art  my  tgnUfatum! 
My  stationary  WiU-o'the-wisp  ;-^«o  1  so : 
He  hears  my  invocation,  and  fails  not. 


SCBNB  lY. 

A  Qardtn. 

AiterWmnE. 

Wtr,  I  could  not  sleep,  and  now  the  hour's  at 
hand; 
Mi's  ready.    Idenstein  has  kept  his  word : 
And  station'd  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 
Upon  the  forest* 8  edge,  ^e  vehicle 
Awaits  us.    Now  the  dwindling  stars  begin 
To  pale  in  heaven ;  and  for  the  last  time  I 
Look  on  these  horrible  walls.    Oh  1  never,  nevsr 
Shall  I  forget  them.    Here  I  came  most  poor, 
But  not  dishonor'd :  but  I  leave  them  with 
A  stain, — if  not  upon  my  name,  yet  in 
My  heart !— «  never-dying  canker-worm, 
Which  all  the  coming  splendor  of  the  lands, 
And  rights,  and  soverrignty  of  Siegendorf 
Can  scarcely  lull  a  moment.    I  must  find 


Some  means  of  restitution,  wUeh  wooU  ease 
My  soul  in  part ;  but  howwithout  discovery  ^- 
It  must  be  done,  however ;  and  I'll  pause 
Upon  the  method  the  first  hour  of  safety. 
The  madness  of  my  misery  led  to  this 
Base  infamy;  repentance  must  retrieve  it: 
I  will  have  nought  of  Stralenhnim's  upon 
My  spirit,  though  he  would  grasp  all  of  mine; 
Lands,  freedom,  life,— and  yet  he  sleeps !  as  soimdljk 
Perhaps,  as  infancy,  with  gorgeous  curtains 
Spread  for  his  canopy,  o'er  silken  pillows, 

Such  as  when Hark  !  what  noise  is  that  ?  Agiint 

The  branehes  shake ;  and  some  loose  stones  hats 

fallen 
From  yonder  terrace. 

[Ul&ic  leapt  down  from  th$  itnom 
Ulric!  ever  welcome! 
Thrice  welcome  now !  this  filial- 
Stop!  Befen 


Why  look  you  so  ? 


Dol 


What? 


Uk-. 
We  approach,  tell  i 

Wer, 

Uir. 
Behold  my  father,  < 

ITsr. 

Ulr. 

Wer,  Insane  or  insolent ! 

Ulr,  Reply*  n't  m 

You  prise  your  Ute,  or  mine ! 

Wer.  To  what  must  I 

Answer? 

Vlr.     Are  you  or  are  you  not  the  assassm 
Of  Strslenheim  ? 

Wer*  I  never  was  as  yet 

The  murderer  of  any  man.    What  mean  jm  ? 

Ulr,  Did  not  you  thia  night  (as  the  night  before) 
Retrace  the  secret  passage  ?    Did  you  not 
Again  revisit  Stralenheim's  chamber  ?  i 

[Ulwoj 

Wer,  Proooed. 

Ubr,  DM  he  not  hy  your  hand? 

Wer.  Great  God! 

Ukr.  Yon  are  innocent,  then !  my  fadici's  inns' 
cent! 
Embrace  me!    Yes,— tout  tone    your  look— y«ii 


Yet  say  so. 

Wer.       If  I  e'er,  in  heart  or  mind, 
Conceived  deliberatdyanoh  n  thooght. 
But  rather  strove  to  trample  back  to  heU 
Such  thoughte-^  e'er  they  glared  a  moneat  Afoi^ 
The  irritation  of  my  oppremed  «piri^<- 
May  luaven  be  shut  far  ever  firan  my  hopss 
As  f^m  mine  eyes  t 

Ulr.  But  StralflBhelm  la  desd 

Wer,  Tis  horrible  1  'tis  hideous,  as  tii  batsM^ 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  this? 

Ulr.  KoboU 

Is  forced,  no  videaoe  can  be  detected, 
Save  on  his  body.    Part  of  his  own  hoeiehe  d 
Have  been  aUunn'd ;  bat  aa  the  intendant  is 
Absent,  I  took  upon  myself  tiie  eaie 
Of  mustering  the  polioe.    His  chamber  has, 
Paat  doubt,  been  enter'd  seoretfy.    Ezeawn^ 
If  nature 

Wer,  Oh,  my  boy !  what  imkMWi  wmi 

Of  dark  ftttalfty,  Hke  clends,  ore  gathering 
Above  our  house! 

Ulr,  Myfkllier!  laequityBet 

But  wQl  the  world  do  to  ?  wlD  efw  Oefedlge^ 


WSBNSB. 


8M 


If      But  jm  most  away  lUt  initant 

Wmr.  No* 

IHfiiMil.    W^BkAlIdanmtiMetBw? 

rir.  Yet 

Yoa  had  no  gneats—no  Tiiitora    no  life 
Breatiuiig  aroond  ytm,  aava  my  motiier't  F 

ir«r.  Ah! 

The  HvBgaiiaii ! 

Ulr,  He  !a  gone !  he  dliappear'd 

Wtr.        No;  I  Md  him  in  that  tery 
Coneeefd  and  fetal  gallery. 

ZTIr.  2%«raril  find  him. 

[ULBicifpotii^. 

YF«r.  It  ia  too  Ute:  he  had  left  the  palace  ere 
I  qaitted  it.    I  found  the  aeeret  panel 
Open,  and  the  doon  which  lead  from  that  hall 
Which  maaka  it :  I  hot  thooght  he  had  snatch'd  the 

rilent 
And  fefotaUe  moment  to  eaeape 
The  mynnidooa  of  Idcaistein,  who  were 
Dogging  Um  yeater-eren. 

CTZr.  Tonreeloaed 

The  panel? 

Wtr,       Tm;  and  not  without  reproach 
(And  inner  trembling  for  the  aToided  peril) 
At  hia  dnll  heedleaaneaa,  in  leaving  thna 
Hia  thdtarer'a  aaylom  to  the  riak 
Of  a  diacorery. 

Vit,  Yoaareforeyoiieloaedit? 

Wtt,  Oertaia. 

Ulr.  Thafa  well ;  hnt  had  been  better,  if 

Yon  ne'er  had  tnm'd  it  to  a  den  foi^— 

Wtr.  Thiereal 

Thon  wonUat  aay :  I  nrast  bear  it  and  deaenre  it ; 

Uhr.  No,  fether,  do  not  speak  of  thia : 

This  is  no  honr  to  think  of  petty  crimes, 
Bat  to  prerent  tiie  oonaeqnenoe  of  great  ones. 
Why  would  you  shelter  this  man  ? 

Wer.  Could  I  shun  it  ? 

A  man  pursued  by  my  chief  foe ;  disgraced 
For  my  own  crime ;  a  rictim  to  my  aafety, 
Imploring  m  few  horns'  concealment  ih>m 
The  Tciy  wretch  who  was  the  cause  he  needed 
Sueh  lefoge.    Had  he  been  a  wolf,  I  could  not 
Hare  in  au<^  dxcumstanees  thrust  him  forth. 

Ulr,  And  like  the  wolf  he  hath  repaid  you.    But 
It  is  too  late  to  ponder  thus  ^— you  must 
Set  out  ere  dawn.    I  wiU  remain  here  to 
Tnce  the  mniderer,  if  tis  possible. 

Wer,  But  tiiis  my  sudden  flight  wiU  give  the 
Holoch 
Snspieian :  two  new  victims  in  the  lien 
Of  one,  if  I  remain.    The  fled  Hungarian, 
Who  seems  tiie  culprit,  and- 

UJr,  Who  taemtf  fflloelse 

Can  be  so? 

Wer,       Not  /,  though  just  now  you  doubted— 
You,  my  sdii  /— dirabtsi—  • 

Uir.  And  do  you  doubt  of  him 

The  ftigltive  ? 

Wer.  Boy!  since  I  fell  into 

The  abyw  of  crime,  (though  not  of  mek  crime,)  I, 
Having  aeen  the  innocent  oppieaa'd  for  me 
May  doubt  even  the  guilty's  guflt.    Your  heart 
b  free,  and  quick  with  vktuons  wrath  to 
Apptsnuiect ;  aad  views  %    '    '    ' 


In  Tnnooenoe'a  shadow,  it  may  be. 
Because  'tis  dusky 

Vlr,  And  if  I  do  so, 

"What  will  mankind,  who  know  you  not,  or  knew 
But  to  oppress  ?  You  must  not  stand  the  hasard. 
Away  I — rU  make  all  easy.    Idcnstein 
Will  for  his  own  sake  and  his  jewel's,  hold 
His  peace-^e  also  is  a  partner  in 
Your  flight-^noreovcr-^- 

Wer.  Fly !  and  leave  my  oama 

Link'd  with  the  Hungarian's,  or  preferred  as  poorect. 
To  bear  the  brand  of  bloodshed  ? 

Ulr.  Pshaw!  leave 

Except  our  father's  sovereignty  and  caatie. 
For  which  you  have  so  long  panted  and  in  vala 
What  name  f    You  have  no  name,  since  that  yc« 

bear 
Isi^ign'd. 

Wer.       Most  true ;  but  still  I  would  not  have  it 
Engraved  in  crimson  in  men's  memories. 
Though  in  this  most  obscure  abodes  of  men 
Besides,  the  seareh^— 

Ulr.  I  will  provide  against 

Aught  that  can  touch  you.  No  one  knows  jou  hen 
As  heir  of  Siegendorf :  If  Idenstein 
Suspects,  'tis  M  etupieum,  and  he  is 
A  fool :  his  folly  shall  have  such  enjoyment. 
Too,  that  the  unknown  Werner  shall  give  way 
To  nearer  thoughts  of  self.    The  laws  (if  e'er 
Laws  reach'd  thia  village)  are  all  in  abeyance 
With  the  late  general  war  of  thirty  years. 
Or  crush'd,  or  rising  slowly  from  the  dust. 
To  which  the  march  of  armiea  trampled  them. 
Stralenheim,  although  noble,  b  unheeded 
Here,  save  aa  euehf  without  lands,  influence, 
Save  what  hath  perish'd  with  him.    Few  prolong 
A  week  beyond  tiieir  funeral  rites  their  sway 
O'er  men,  unless  by  relatives,  whose  interest 
Is  roused :  such  is  not  here  the  case ;  he  died 
Alone,  unknown,— a  aoUtary  grave, 
Obscure  as  hia  deserts,  without  a  scuteheon. 
Is  aU  he'll  have,  or  wants.    If  /  discover 
The  assasain,  'twill  be  well— if  not,  believe  me 
None  else ;  though  all  the  full-fed  train  of  menials 
May  howl  above  his  ashes  (as  they  ditl 
Around  him  in  his  danger  on  the  Oder) 
Will  no  more  stir  a  finger  now  than  then. 
Hence  I  henoe !  I  must  not  hear  your  answer.— Look  t 
The  stars  are  almost  faded,  and  the  gray 
Begins  to  grissle  the  black  hair  of  night 
You  shall  not  answer-pardon  me  that  I 
Am  peremptory ;  'tis  your  son  that  speaka, 
Your  long-lost  late-found    aon.— Let's  call    my 

mother; 
Softly  and  swiftly  step,  and  leave  the  rest 
To  me :  I'll  answer  for  the  event  as  far 
As  regards  you,  and  that  is  Ae  chief  point, 
As  my  first  duty,  which  shall  be  observed. 
Well  meet  in  Castle  Siegendorf— once  more 
Our  bannera  shaU  be  glorious  1    Think  of  that 
Alone,  and  leave  all  other  thoughte  to  me, 
Whoee  youth  may  better  battle  with  them.— Henc^f 
And  may  your  age  be  happy !— I  will  kiss 
My  mother  onoe  more,  then  Heaven's  speed  he  with 
you! 

Wer,  This  counsel's  safe— but  is  it  honorable  ? 

Ulr,  To  save  a  father  is  a  child's  chief  honor. 

[ 


400 


BTBON'8  WOBU. 


ACT  IV. 

8CBNE  I. 

A  Gothic  HaU  in  ths  CasiU  qf  Sieffendorf,  near 
Prague, 

Enter  Ebic  and  Hbnrick,  retainere  of  the  Count. 

Brie,  So  better  times  are  come  at  last ;  to  them 
Old  walls  new  masters  and  high  wassail— both 
A  long  desideratum. 

Hm.  Tes,  for  nuuten, 

It  might  be  onto  those  who  long  for  noyelty. 
Though  made  by  a  new  grave :  but  as  for  wassaily 
Methinks  the  old  Count  Siegendorf  maintain*d 
His  feudal  hospitality  as  high 
As  e'er  another  prince  of  the  empire. 

Eric.  Why, 

For  the  mere  cup  and  trencher,  we  no  doubt 
Fared  passing  well ;  but  as  for  merriment 
And  sport,  without  which  salt  and  sauces 
The  cheer  but  scantily,  our  siidngs  were 
Even  of  the  narrowest. 

Ben.  The  old  count  loyed  not 

The  roar  of  revel ;  are  you  sure  that  this  does  ? 

Eric,   As  yet  he  hath  been  courteous  as  he's 
bounteous, 
And  we  all  love  him. 

Hen,  His  reign  is  as  yet 

Hardly  a  year  o'erpast  its  honey-moon, 
And  the  first  year  of  sovereigns  is  bridal : 
Anon,  we  shall  perceive  his  real  sway 
And  moods  of  mind. 

Eric,  Pray  heaven  he  keep  the  present 

Then  his  brave  son,  Count  Ulrio— here's  a  knight  I 
Pity  the  wars  are  o'er  I 

Hen,  Why  so  ? 

Erie,  Look  on  him  I 

And  answer  that  yourself. 

Hen,  He's  veiy  youthftil» 

And  strong  and  beautiftil  as  a  young  tiger. 

Eric,  That's  not  a  faithful  vassal's  likenees. 

Hen,  But 

Perhaps  a  true  one. 

Eric,  Pity,  as  I  said, 

The  wars  are  over :  in  the  hall,  who  like 
Count  Ulric  for  a  well-supported  pride. 
Which  awes,  but  yet  offends  not  ?  in  the  field, 
Who  like  him  widi  his  spear  in  hand,  when,  gnash' 

ing 
His  tusks,  and  ripping  up  from  right  to  left 
The  howling  hounds,  the  boar  makes  for  the  thicket  ? 
Who  backs  a  horse,  or  bears  a  hawk,  or  wears 
A  sword  like  him  ?   Whose  plume  nods  knightlier  ? 

Hen,  No  one's,  I  grant  yon.    Do  not  fbai,  if  war 
Be  long  in  coming  he  is  of  that  kind 
Will  make  it  for  himself,  if  he  hath  not 
Already  done  as  much. 

Eric,  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Hen,  You  can't  deny  his  train  of  followers 
(But  few  our  native  fellow  vassals  bom 
On  the  domain)  are  such  a  sort  of  knaves 
As (Pmieet,) 

Brie,  What  ? 

Hen,  The  war  (you  love  so  much)  Uftves  living. 
Like  other  parents,  she  spoils  her  worst  ohildxaik. 

Eric,  Nonsense !  they  are  all  brave  iron-visaged 
fellows, 
Such  as  old  Tilly  loved. 


Hen,  AadiriiAlvrsdiaiy} 

Ask  that  of  Magdeboorg— or  for  that  matter 
Wallenstein  either;  they  aie  gone  to     . 

Erie,  Best; 

But  what  beyond  'tis  not  oars  to  pronoonse. 

Hen,  I  wish  th^  had  left  us  something  of  thd 
rest; 
The  oountiy  (nominally  now  at  pease) 
Is  ovsRun  withr-Qod  knows  who :  they  fly 
By  night,  and  disappear  with  sunrise ;  but 
Leave  us  no  less  desolation,  nay,  even  more, 
Than  the  most  open  wazfue. 

Brie,  But  Count  Ulri^ 

What  has  aU  this  to  do  with  him  ? 

Hen,  With  Ami/ 

He       might  prevent  it.    As  yon  say  he's  foad 
Of  war,  why  makes  he  it  not  on  those  maiauden? 

Brio,  Tou'd  better  ask  himself  ? 

Hen,  Iwouldaiiooa 

Ask  of  the  Uon  why  he  laps  not  milk. 

Erie,  And  here  he  oomes ! 

Hen,  The  devil !  you'll  hold  your  tongu? 

Brio,  Why  do  you  turn  so  pale  ? 

Hen,  'TilnethlDHMf 

Be  silent 

Erie,       I  will  upon  what  you  have  said. 

Hen,  I  assure  you  I  meant  nothing,— anas  sport 
Of  words,  no  more ;  besides,  had  it  bean  othnwiie, 
He  is  to  espouse  the  gentle  baroness 
Ida  of  Stralenheim,  ^  late  baxon's  heiress, 
And  she  no  doubt  virill  soften  whatsoe'er 
Of  fieiceness  the  late  long  intestine  wan 
Have  given  all  natures,  and  most  unto  those 
Who  were  bom  in  them,  and  bred  up  upon 
The  kness  of  Homicide ;  sprinkled,  as  it  wsrs, 
With  blood  even  at  their  baptism.    Pritliee,p«tM 
On  all  that  I  have  said ! 

Enter  Vlbio  and  Bodolph. 


Good 

Uhr,  Good  morrow,  worthy  Henricfc.   Eric,  ii 
AU  ready  for  the  chase  ? 

Brie,  The  dogs  are  oidflr'd 

Down  to  the  forest,  sad  the  vassals  out 
To  beat  the  bushes,  and  the  day  looks  pcomising. 
Shall  I  oall  forth  your  ezoellettoy's  suite  ? 
What  courser  will  yon  please  to  mount  ? 

XJJr,  Thedsn, 

Walstein. 

Erie,  I  fear  he  scaroely  has  recover'd 
The  toils  of  Monday :  'twas  a  noble  chase ; 
Yon  spear'd  fimr  with  your  own  hand. 

UUr,  Tine,  good  Brie; 

I  had  forgotten— let  it  be  the  gray,  then. 
Old  Ziska:  he  has  not  been  out  this  fortnight 

Eric,  He  shall  be  straight  eapariaon'd.  HowntfT 
Of  your  immediate  retainers  shall 
Bscortyou? 

XJlr.  I  leave  that  to  Weflborgh,  onr 

Master  of  the  horse.  [Ai^VBia 

,  Bodolph! 

Bod,  Mylordl 

Ulr,  ThsBf" 

Is  awkward  from  the— (Bodolph  goiett  to  Hi«- 

RICK.) 

How  now,  Hsnriek?  w«| 
Loiter  you  here  ? 
Hen,  For  yonr  oosnmands,  my  lord. 

XJlr,  Go  to  my  fsthsf*  and  present  ny  da^, 


[Bed 

Koddt^  Mr  ««idi  haT«  had  •  okMk 
Upon  tk0  ftontun  of  Fnaoonia*  and 
TiB  roiMr'd  that  tlM  eohmm  sent  a^ainat  tKMH 
btabaifiaagtlMwU    ImvatJoiB  UMmaMn. 

AmL  Beat  wait  fioar  ftirther  and  mora  a«ra  adrieac 

Ulr.  Imaaail    aaJ  indead  it  owld  not  wall 
Haft  bflffi  ovt  at  a  time  more  oppoatla 
Tb  aU  m  J  plana. 

Bod,  ItviUbadiAealt 

To  aMsaa  your  abaanaa  to  tka  aouU  yovr  hAm* 

Ulr.  Tea,  but  tha  vnaattlad  atata  of  omr  donalB 
In  k%b  Wlaaia  will  permit  aod  ootw 
MjjemMf.    Ib  the  mean  time,  wlien  we  are 
Bom^  m  tlw  «1»M,  &»w  off  the  aightj  moA 
Whom  Wolfe  leada    kaaptheforaataonyeggiettta: 
Tom  know  it  well? 

Rod,  Am  well  aa  oa  that  night 

Wheawe 

Uhr.  We  will  not  apeak  of  thAtvatil 

We  caa  mpeal  ^  same  with  Uke  anceeaa : 
And  whea  you  have  joia'd,  site  Hoemboif  thia  latter. 

[Oivmaktimr, 
Add  ftirther,  &at  I  haire  eaat  thia  alight  additioa 
To  oar  Ihiea  mA.  joa  aad  Wolffe,  aa  herald  of 
Mj  eamiag,  thoi^  I  ooald  hot  ^afe  them  ill 
At  thia  tiaiey  aa  my  &ther  lorea  to  keep 
Fan  amaban  of  lataiaera  roaad  the  eaatle, 
Uata  thia  Muaamgf^  audita  ieaata  aad  fooMaa, 
An  nog  oiat  with  ita  peal  of  aaptial  aonaeaaa. 

aariL  I  thotmhtyoa  laved  tka lady  Ida? 

C*'.  Why, 

I  do  ao— bat  it  feOowa  aot  from  that 
I  vaald  Uad  ia  aij  yeath  aad  glorioaa  yeara, 
8a  brief  aad  baniag  with  a  lady'aaoae, 
Althoagh  'twwa  that  of  Venae ;— 4mt  I  lore  Imt, 
Ai  womaa  ahoald  be  loved,  ihirly  aad  aolaly. 

Bod.  And  eeaataatly  ? 

Uir,  I  think  ao;  for  I  lore 

Moaght  elae.— fiat  I  have  aot  the  tiaie  to  paaae 
Upon  thcaa  gewgawa  of  the  heart    Great  tfaiaga 
We  hava  ta  do  ere  loag.     Speed  I  apeedl  good 
1 


Bod,  OaBayMtiBa,how«f«r,l8haUiUid 
The  BaioneaB  Ida  loot  ia  Conateea  Siegeadaaf  ? 

Ukr,  Peafcape    my  father  wiahee  it  f  aadaooth 
'IlaaobadpoliBy:  thia  aaioa  with 
the  Uat  had  of  the  rival  bvaaeh  at  oaee 
Unitea  the  fatare  aad  deatroya  the  peat. 

AdLAdiea. 

Ubr,  Tethold-^ae  had  bettor  keep  togettaar 

Uata te chaaebegina;  thea draw  thoa off, 
Aaddaaalhafeaaid. 

Bod,  IwilL    Batta 

BeCaiB— *twaa  a  moat  kiad  aet  ia  the  eoant 
Tear  lather  to  aead  np  to  Konigaberg 
For  thio  fSur  orphan  of  the  baron,  and 
To  haa  boa  aa  hie  fca^tHT, 

Uk,  WoadioaaUad! 

SapeciaUy  aa  little  kindneaa  till 
Xhoa  grew  betvaaa  tiiem* 

Bod,  The  late  baroa  died 

Ofalaverdidheaot? 

ITZr.  How  ohoald  I  know  ? 

BmL  1  have  heeid  it  whiaper'd  there  waa  aeme- 
thiagatraage 
Aboat  hie  dealjh-«ad  even  the  plaee  of  it 
li  tearerly  kaewa. 

«1 


The  Sanm  or  Sfleaiaa  Ikoatier. 


village  «a 


He 
Haa  left  ao  teetament— ao  Ikrewell  worda  I 

Ukr,  1  am  neither  ooolottor  nor  notaiya 
8o  rannirt  aav. 

Rod.  Ah!  here*o  the  lady  Ida. 

SfUor  Ida  SraALiirBBix. 

XHr.  Tea  are  early,  my  aweet  oooain  I 

Idm,  NotfceeMlr. 

Dear  Ulrie,  if  I  do  aot  iatemipt  yoa. 
Why  do  yoa  oaU  me  "  oonMii  f  " 

Ukr„  (mrnht^,)  Are  we  not  ao  / 

Ida,  Tee,  but  I  do  not  like  the  name ;  methiahi 
It  aoanda  ao  oold,  aa  if  yoa  thooght  upon 
Oar  pedigree,  aad  only  weighed  our  blood. 

Ubr,  (oiarUng,)  Blood! 

Ida,  Why  daea  yonra  atart  from  your  cheeke  ? 

Wr,  Ayldot&itt 

Ida,  It  doth— but  no !  it  raahee  like  a  torrent 
Erea  to  your  brow  again. 

VTr,  (rooofooring  himuoifj  And  if  it  fled. 
It  only  waa  beoaaae  you(  preaence  aent  it 
Back  to  my  heart,  which  beata  for  you,  aweet  coaaia ! 

Ida,  "Conain"  again. 

Uir.  Nay,  thon  I'll  call  yoa  aiator. 

Ida,  I  like  that  name  still  worae.— Would  we  had 
ne'er 
Been  aught  of  kiadrod ! 

Uhr,  (gloomily,)  Would  we  never  had. 

Ida,  Ohheavena!  and  can  s^ni  ipmA  <Aa</ 

UW,  DeareatUa 

Did  I  not  echo  your  own  wiah  ? 

Ida.  Tee,  Tlliie, 

But  then  1  wiah'd  it  not  with  auch  a  gUnoe, 
And  aoaroe  knew  what  {  aaid ;  bat  let  me  be 
Siatar  or  eoaaia,  what  yoa  will,  ao  that 
I  still  to  yoa  am  aomeUiing. 

Uir,  Toa  ahall  be 


Ida*  Aad  you  to  aie  ors  ao  already ; 

Bat  I  eaa  wait 

Ulr,  Dear  Ida  I 

Ida,  Call  me  Ida, 

Tawr  Ida,  for  I  would  be  yours,  none  elae'e- 
Indeed  I  have  none  toe  left,  sinoe  my  poor  lather-^ 

[Shopmmo* 

Uir,  Toa  have  mmo   yoa  have  ma. 

Ida,  Dear  TJlzie,  how  I  wiah 

My  father  ooald  but  view  our  happinees. 
Which  waata  but  thia ! 

Uir.  Indeed! 

Ida.  Toa  would  have  loved  him* 

He  you;  for  the  brave  ever  love  each  other : 
Hia  mannera  were  a  little  cold,  hia  apirit 
Proud,  (aa  is  birth'a  prerogative ;)  but  under 
Thia  grave  exterior— Would  you  had  known  eaeh 

other! 
Had  each  as  you  been  near  him  on  hia  Journey 
He  had  not  died  without  a  friend  to  aooth 
Hia  laat  and  lonely  momenta. 

Uhr,  Who  aays  tMaif 

Ida.  What? 

Uhr,  That  he  died  ahno. 

Ida,  The  general  ra»ai 

And  disappearaaee  of  his  servants,  who 
Have  ne*er  returned :  that  faver  waa  moat  deadly 
Which  swept  them  all  away. 
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He  ooold  not  die  neglected  or  tlone. 

Ida.  AIm  I  what  is  a  menial  to  a  death-bed, 
When  the  dhn  eye  roUs  Tainly  ronnd  for  what 
It  lovea  f^They  say  he  died  of  a  ferer. 

Ukr.  Say! 

ItlMUSO. 

Ida.        I  sometimes  dream  otherwise. 

Ulr.  All  dreams  are  false. 

Ida.  And  yet  I  see  him  as 

t  see  yon. 

Uhr.         Whm^t 

Ida.  In  sl^p— I  see  him  Ue 

Pale,  bleeding,  and  a  man  with  a  raised  knife 
Beside  him. 

Wr.  But  yon  do  not  see  his  facet 

Ida.  (UfOking  at  Mm.)  No!  Oh,  my  God!  do 
yout 

XJfr.  "^^y  do  yon  ask  ? 

Ida.  Beeause  yon  look  as  if  yon  saw  a  mnrderer  I 

Ulr.  (agitatedly.)  Ida,  this  is  mere  ehildish&ess 
your  weakness 
Infects  me,  to  my  shame ;  but  as  all  feeKngs 
Of  yours  are  common  to  me,  it  affects  me. 
Prilbee,  sweet  child,  change— 

Ida.  Child,  indeed !  I  have 

Fall  fifteen  summers !  \A  bugle  eounde. 

Rod.  Hark,  my  lord,  the  bugle  I 

Ida.  (peetiehly  to  Rodolfh.)  Why  need  yon  tell 
him  that  ?  Can  he  not  hear  it 
WIAont  your  echo  ? 

Rod.  Pardon  me,  hit  baroness  1 

Ida.  I  will  not  pardon  you,  unless  you  earn  it 
By  aiding  me  in  my  dissuasion  of 
Count  Cmo  firom  the  chase  to-day. 

Bod.  You  wQl  not» 

Lady,  need  aid  of  uline. 

tAr.  I  must  not  now 

Forego  it. 

Ida.  But  you  shall! 

Uir.  SkaU! 

Ida.  Yes,  or  be 

No  true  knight.— Come,  dear  Ulric  I  yield  to  mA 
In  this,  for  this  one  day :  the  day  looks  heaTy, 
And  you  ate  tum'd  so  pale  and  01. 

Xnr.  You  Jest. 

Ida.  hJead  I  donot^-«k  of  Bodotph. 

Jtod.  Truly, 

My  lord,  within  tills  quarter  of  an  hour 
Tou  have  changed  more  than  e*er  I  saw  you  changi 
In  years. 

Uir.     Tis  nothing ;  but  if  'twere,  tiie  air 
Would  soon  restore  me.    I'm  Che  true  chameleon, 
Andlivebut  on  the  atmosphere:  your  feasts 
In  castle  haUs,  and  social  banquets,  nurse  not 
My  spirit-*rm  a  fbrester  and  a  breather 
Of  the  sweet  mountain-tops,  where  I  lore  all 
The  ea^e  loves. 

Ida.  Bzeept  his  prsy,  I  hope. 

171^.  B<#Mt  Ida,  wUi  me  a  fehr  dkaae^  and  I 
WBl  bring  you  six  boars'  heads  for  trophlee  koma^ 

Ida.  And  will  you  ttot  stay,  then  }  Yon  shall  aot 

Oone  1  I  wiU  sing  te  yioa. 

Wr.  Ida,  you  scarcely 

Wffl  ttake  a  soldier's  wife. 

Ida.  I  do  net  wM 

To  be  so ;  ibr  I  trust  these  wars  are  oyer, 
And  you  will  live  in  peaoi  on  your  domains. 


Aim*  Wtemtt  as  Coxnrr  flisoBinietf . 

Wr.  My  fether,  I  salute  you,  and  it  grieres  ns 
With  such  brief  greeting.— Tou  hare  heari  otu 

hugle; 
The  raisala  wait 

8ieg.  So  let  them.— You  fbrget 

To-morrow  is  the  appointed  festival 
In  Prague  for  peace  restored.  You  are  apttoftOnr 
The  chase  with  such  an  ardor  as  wfll  scarce 
Permit  you  to  return  to-day,  or  if 
Behtfn'd,  too  much  fatigued  to  Join  to-monev 
The  nobles  in  our  tnarshall'd  ranks. 

Uhr.  You,  cotfl, 

Will  vrell  supply  tiie  place  of  both-'-I  am  not 
A  lorer  of  these  pageantries. 

8%.  No,Ttlric* 

It  were  not  well  that  you  alone  of  all 
Our  young  nobility    ■ 

Ida.  Andferthenoltol 

In  aspeet  and  demeanor. 

Sieg.  ft9  Ida.)  T^e,  deer  child, 

Though  somewhat  fraaUy  said  fer  a  feft  dMMir* 
But,  Ulric,  recollect  too  our  position, 
So  lately  reinstated  in  our  honors : 
Believe  me,  'twould  be  miflrk'd  in  any  heuse, 
But  most  in  eunt,  that  om  should  be  feand  mat- 
ing 

At  such  a  time  and  place.    Betides,  tiie  Beaten 
Which  ga^e  us  back  oar  own,  in  the  sameaMmeBt 
It  spread  its  peace  o*er  aB,  halh  double  ^ates 
On  us  for  tiumksgiving :  first,  Ibr  our  conatry; 
And  next,  that  we  are  here  to  share  iti  b&eastagi. 

Ulr.   {aride.)  Berout,  too  I  well,  rir,  I  obefit 

once.  (T^ttiolkmiiemBinmL) 

liudwig,  dismiss  the  train  vrftlumtl  [JBsftLomni. 

Ida.  And  so 

You  yield  at  once  to  him  What  I  fer  hoofs 
Might  supplicate  in  vain. 

aieg.  (itmiing.)  Yon  are  not  JeakHii 

Of  me,  I  tnist,ny  pieieiy  rebel !  who 
Would  sanction  disobedienoe  against  all 
BxoepttiiyBelf?   But  four  not:  thou  shah  file  Ub 
Hereafter  with  a  fonder  svray  and  fitmer. 

Ida.  But  I  ahonUl  Bko  to  govcfn  iici9. 

Sieg.  TeaiksB, 

Year  kmp^  vHddi  by  tbe  way  Iwaitsyeu  witii 
The  countess  in  her  efanmber.    She  eompiaiirt 
That  you  are  a  sad  truant  to  your  musle : 
She  attends  you. 

Ida.  Then  good  morrow,  my  Uad  kinan: 

Xnrle,  you'll  eome  and  hemr  aae  ? 

Ukr.  Bymidby. 

/do.  Be  sure  ra  sound  it  better  than ysurbivki; 
Then  pray  you  be  as  pvnotoal  to  its  notes: 
I'll  play  you  King  Quaimmtm'  BUHrab* 

Ulr.  Andwhyaot 

OldTOly'a? 

Ida.  NottiiatmoMtaettlslNiUftiBk 

My  harp  triage  mug  with  groans,  and  not  vill 


Could  aught  of  hie  sound  on  it » 

Your  mother  wOl  bo  eager  to  reeaiTe  70U. 

{BmtJfL. 

aieg.  Uliic,IwlditD«p«ikwithyoualons. 

Ulr.  My  timb's  your  ▼nssaL-* 
CaeidetoRoDOhn.)  Bodo^h*  hetteal  sndds 
As  I  directed;  and  by  his  be«t  tpeed 
And  readiest  mesM  tec  r -^ 


lyM  Merita 

UfM  a  Jo«ii0y  fMllbt  frMtkr. 

ir^m?  oaiiAa^ftwitiflr? 

JML  TheaOMin,M 

II7  vigr-<MMlt  to  Vuuoy^WAin  thatt  I  lay  ? 

I7kr.  (mtUU  l»  S^MnMi.)  To  Hanbwgh. 

▼«fd  irfB  I  «lBk  p«t  a  lim  padlock  4m 
Hk  tetlMr  iiiqiBlatioii. 

Rpd,  Count,  to  Haadmrf  h. 

flSy.  f i|pAiiHiL>  HndMBj^ !  No,  I  havo  nmiglit 
to  do  thore,  nor 
Am  aagfct  BommHi  wHk  Ifcrt  dty.    Th«a 
QodipoadTosl 

JlodL  Fmo  yo  wll,  Owmt  ttagiadwf ! 

[JBmt  B«DOLPH. 

Suy.  UUe,fldam«B,ivkoluMJiiitdaiMrlod,ii 
Ono  of  ttoM  vtanmgo  oompanlMM  ivtea  I  Mn 
Would  It— on  iritii  jon  on. 

D»-.  MykHd^hoit 

Koblo  ky  Urth,  of  ana  of  Ibo  tmt  IfeOMH 
Influony. 

Si^.  ItAnotof  MiMr^ 

B«t  of  Ui  totting.    Mm  spMk  lightly  of  Urn. 

mK  80  tkcy  win  do  of  most  men.    Btbu  the 


TovrHOHolnklilMnrtl   Birtmi 
TlMwoond. 

Ulr.  To««n.    My  nmturo is  not  ghw 

ToontWBdfcndMwg;  how  ihoiild  It  bo  •#» 
After  twoho  ywn*  difot  cement  from  miy  p 

Suy.  And  did  not  /  too  pom  tbom  timlpt 


til 


lentftaeedftomMcchamiiorkin't 

The  nom  of  Urn  Imt  eovtim  irlMmi  ho  luM  made 

Qio«t«idni«mteM. 

Sitf.  If  I  moot  be  pkto, 

ThewmldipiidM  mofo  tlMm  lightly  of  ttieBodoph: 
Thoy  my  he  if  k^pmd  with  the  *«bleeh  bends" 


Inmnrcaeo 
Hmtoteko 


Inthic 


Ulr.  And  will  yon  beliofo 

Tim 

mr. 

IthoB^tyonhaowtt 

aieg.  Son! 

Inndetstmidyim:  yonwfcrto       bnt 
My  deethiy  h»  00  infohod  aboirt  me 
Her  apiOtt  web,  ttnt  I  can  only  ftrtter 
Like  the  poor  «y,  bnt  bnekHaet.    Takoheed, 
Uliic;  yon  hare  aeen  to  what  the  pmaiona  led  me 
Twenty  long  yam  of  miaety  and  ftonino 

h'd  them  not    twenty  thcnmnd  mom,  per* 


Hcaenftar  (or  even  hen  m 

Might  date  fcr  ynma,  did  Angniah  make  the  dial) 

May  not  dbillmato  or  espiam 

Tbe  mndnma  and  dkhenor  of  an  inetant. 

trifle,  bo  wnn'd  by  a  hithm  l-i*!  WM  not 

By  adne,  and  yon  behold  me  1 

V9t.  I 

The  pioepmmB  mii  brioved 
Lord  of  aprince'i  appanage,  and  hmim^d 
By  thoee  he  mlm  andlhom  he  lanka  with. 

»y.  

Why  irtR  thon  cnl  moptMpHona,  wMla  I  fnr 

For  thee  ?    Beloved,  when  thon  loreat  me  not ! 

Allheattabntonem«ybm<lfcabtninamibrm»- 

Bat  if  nay  tfoii'a  ii  oold  !— 
Wr.  Who^ftwoaaythatl 

8itj^»  xione  etan  bitt  i,  who  am  f^^^wm  i^"4caaBer 

lmyao» 


il 


InaMkoabamm?    But 'tb vnfai to Wfo 3 

Natoo  was  nerar  caU*d  baek  by  1 

Let*  a  change  the  theme.    It 

Ihal  thaae  yonng  violent  noblea  of  high  1 

Bnt  dark  deeda,  (ay,  the  darkeat,  if  aU  T 

Reporta  be  tnm,)  with  whom  thon  oonaortam. 

-imirndthm 

Utt.  rmyaf>m<».;nibelirfbynoman, 

fifty.  Ma 

Be  leader  of  aneh,  I  wonld  hope :  at  once 
To  wean  thee  from  tfm  pmfla  of  thy  yavlh 
And  haaghty  epMt,  I  ham  thonght  H  won 
That  thon  ahouldat  wed  the  lady  Ida-Hnma 
Aa  then  appeaa'at  ta  lore  hm . 

Ukr.  Ihaveaaid 

I  will  obey  yonr  oidcfi,  worn  they  to 
Unite  with  Heeate-^mn  a  aen  any  mem  I 

Sia^r.  He  mya  tee  nmeh  hi  myhig  thia.  ftlai 
The  nature  of  ^Ine  age,  nor  of  thy  blood. 
Km  of  thy  temperament,  to  talk  ao  eoeQy, 
Or  act  ao  eamlemly,  in  that  wUch  fa 
The  bloom  er  blight  of  all  men*a  I 
(FarOkny'a  plUow  k  bnt  readeaa,  tf ' 
Leva  lay  not  down  hia  cheek  than:)  ( 


fa  in  lliy  amifao  to 
Miainle  the  mortal  who  beUoma  1 
And  makm  hfa  amy  thon^t  aubanwiit  %  aim 
Thon'dat  eagr  at  oneo    '*  I  lorn  yonng  Ida,  and 
^nil  wed  her ; '*  or,  « Ilore  her  not,  and  aU 
The  powen  of  oarlh  ahall  nowr  make  me."— #» 
WonkL  I  ham  anawmf d. 

Vlt,  flk,  pan  mad  fat  lamb 

Sm^.  I  did,  and  It  haa  been  my  I   ~ 
In  many  miaavfm. 

Ulr,  Whfahi 

Had  wmr  been  but  fcr  thfa  1 

dKiy.  MU 

Agalnatyonragaoadnatnmf    Whaattwwiy 
B'ar  anawer'd  thna  titt  nowl 

Xnr,  Bid  yon  not  warn 

Againat  yonr  own  eumple  } 

~  I 


In  a  word,  do  yen  loro,  or  loee  not,  Ida? 

Vhr,  What  mamma  It,  If  I  am  ready  to 
Obey  yon  hi  uipiaahig  har  > 

Iff.  Aafar 

Aa  yon  fcel,  nothing,  bnt  aU  Ufa  fat  hm. 
8he'a  yonng— all  bmntlftJ   adi 
Bndow*d  wHh  qoalltim  to  gho 
Snch  M  lonnda  coaunen  Ufa  into  a 
Of  aomothingwhii 
And  (if  H  wem  not  wfadom  m  km  vfatne) 
Fm  which  Phfloeophy  might  bamm  wfadmn  I 
And  glyhig  m  amah  happlnam,  deinwm 
AKt^hiratom.    I  woald  net  ham  tea 

k  har  heart  fat  a  man  who  hm  nana  to  h 
Or  wither  en  hm  Btalk  Mko  amna  pale  mm 
Beemtad  by  the  bM  aha  thaaght  a 
Aeamdiag  to  the  Oifaat  tale.    Shaia-»« 

mr.  Thedanghl 
111  fpod  hm,  na*mtholam  i  thangh,  toaap 


BYBOrS  HOBXS. 


Just  BOW  I  Mft  Aot  vMenC^  Hutfported 
Ib  ikror  of  •Qoh  nnioiit. 

AMy.  Bmt  bIm  Iotm  jou. 

CTlr.  And  I  Vxrt  Imt,  ukd  tbflrefore  would  think 


Suy.  Ako!  LoTonoTtfittidio. 

Ulr.  Then  'tis  time 

Hoahonld  hogin,  and  tako  «he  hiudago  from 
Hi*  e^Mt  and  k>ok  before  he  leape:  till  now 
Ho  halh  ta*en  a  jump  i*  tho  dark. 

Sit^.  BvtyonoonflMit? 

I71r«  I  did  and  do. 

;9m|^.  Then  flx  the  day. 

27Zr.  'Tionaiialt 

And  cartes  coioteonB,  to  leaye  that  to  the  ladj. 

aieg,  I  will  engage  for  her. 

Ukr,  Sowillnoli 

For  any  wonan  -,  and  as  what  I  fix, 
I  &in  would  see  nnahafiSh,  whan  she  gives 
Her  anawsr.  111  giTo  mine. 

Suff.  But  'tis  your  oi&oe 

To  woo. 

Uk.  County  'tis  a  nuucriage  of  yo" 
So  he  it  of  your  wooing ;  but  to  please  you 
I  wiU  now  pay  my  duty  to  my  mother, 
With  whom,  you  know  the  lady  Ida  is.— 
What  would  you  huTo  ?  You  hare  forbid  my  atining 
For  manly  sports  beyond  the  castle  walls, 
And  I  abey ;  you  bid  me  tnm  a  chamberer, 
To  pick  up  gloTea,  and  fans,  and  knitting-needles, 
:  And  list  to  songs  and  tones,  and  watch  for  smiles, 
And  smile  at  pretty  prattle,  and  look  into 
The  eyea  of  fsmininoy  as  though  thay  were 
The  Stan  leeeding  early  to  our  wish 
Upott  the  dawn  of  a  world-winning  battle— 
What  can  m  son  or  man  do  more  ?        [Ssfii  UxBia 

Sieff.  (tokm,)  Too  much ! 

Too  mmh  of  duty  and  too  little  love  1 
He  pays  me  in  the  eoin  he  awes  mo  not: 
For  jneh  haa  bean  my  wayward  fate,  I  could  not 
Fulfil  a  parent's  duties  by  his  side 
TQl  now ;  but  loye  he  owes  me,  for  my  thoughts 
Ne'er  left  him,  nor  my  eyas  long'd  without  tears 
To  aee  my  child  again,  and  now  I  havo  found  him  1 
But  how  I— obedient,  but  with  coldness ;  duteous 
In  my  sight,  but  with  oaralesaness;  mysterious, 
Abatiactod-Hlistant-^nnch  given  to  long  absence, 
AftdudMra-Hume  know^— in  league  with  the  moat 

riotous 
Of  our  young  noblea ;  though,  to  do  him  justica, 
He  never  stoops  down  to  their  vulgar  pleasures 
Tet  there's  aona  tie  between  them  whioh  I  cannot 
Unravel.    They  look  up  to  him    consoU  him— 
Throng  round  him  as  a  leader :  but  with  me 
He  hath  no  eonfidence !  Ah !  can  I  hope  it 
After<^wlM4!  doth  my  father's  corse  desoend 
Even  to  my  child  ?    Or  is  the  Hungarian  near 
To  shed  moto  blood?  or-ohl  if  it  should  he! 
Spirit  of  Strafenheira«  doat  thou  walk  those  walls 
To  wither  him  and  hio-^who,  though  they  alow  not, 
Unlateh'd  tho  door  of  death  for  thee  ?  'Twas  not 
Our  fault,  nor  is  our  sin :  thou  wert  our  foa» 
And  yet  I  spaxad  thaowhan  my  own  destruotion 
Stept  With  thee,  to  awake  with  thine  awakening  1 
And  only  toek^Aosoiaed  gold  I  thou  lieat 
liko  poiaon  in  my  hands;  X  dare  not  use  thee, 
Nor  part  from  thee ;  thou  eameat  in  suoh  a  gniae» 
Mothinka  Hum  wouMat  contaminate  all  hands 
iHkoafaau    TetlhMadenoktoatonefbrtlMa, 


Thou  villaiMua  gold!  anddqrdssdmaslK^^MM 
Though  he  died  not  by  me  or  mine,  as  nadk 
As  if  he  were  my  brotiisr !  I  have  ta'en 
His  orphan  Id*--cherish'd  her  as  oae 
Who  will  be  mine. 

Ait.  Theabbot,if  itpkase 

Your  anoellenqr,  whom  you  sent  for,  waiti 
Upon  you.  [Bmt  AUmimt 

Enter  ike  Psion  Aibbrt. 

Prior,       Peace  be  with  these  walls,  and  aU 
Within  them  I 

Siesf.  Weloome,  welcome,  holy  &tber ! 

And  may  thy  prayer  be  heard !— all  men  have  ud 
Of  such,  and  I—* 

Prior.  Have  the  first  claim  to  all 

The  prayers  of  our  community.    Our  eonjeat, 
Ereetod  by  your  anoestors»  is  still 
Protected  by  their  children. 

Amk^.  .  Yes,  good  fathn; 

Continue  daily  orisona  fbr  ua 
In  theae  dim  days  of  heresies  and  blood. 
Though  the  schlsmatio  Swede,  Gustavos,  is 
Gk>ne  homo. 

Prior.       To  the  endless  home  of  oabdievBi, 
Where  there  is  everlasting  wail  and  wo, 
Gnashing  of  teeth,  and  tears  of  blood,  and  Sit 
Eternal,  and  the  worm  which  dieth  not ! 

Sieg.  True,  father ;  and  to  avert  those  psagi  &m 
mo. 
Who,  tiMugh  of  our  moat  faultless  holy  shmch, 
Yet  died  without  its  last  and  dearest  oftoes, 
Which  smooth  the  soul  through  puigatozial  puai, 
I  have  to  offer  humbly  this  donation 
In  masses  for  his  spirit. 

[SnoEKDOKF  qffere  the  gold  whieh  heiadttim 
from  Stralbnhjuic. 

Prior.  Count,  if  I 

Receive  it,  'tis  beoauao  I  know  too  well 
Refusal  would  offend  you.    Be  aaaured 
The  laigeas  shall  be  only  dealt  in  alms, 
And  eveiy  maaa  no  leaa  sung  for  the  dead. 
Our  house  needs  no  donations,  thanka  to  yooif . 
Which  has  of  old  endow'd  it ;  but  fvm  you 
And  yours  in  all  meet  thinga  'tis  fit  we  obey. 
For  whom  shall  maaa  bo  aald  ? 

Bieg.  CfiUteriMff.J  For-lbr-4he  dwi 

Prior •  His  name? 

Sieg.  'Tis  from  a  soul,  and  not  a  naWi 

I  would  avert  perdition. 

Prior.  I  meant  not 

To  pry  into  your  aecret.    Wo  will  pray 
For  one  unloiown,  tho  same  aa  for  the  proadeit 

Sieg.  Seeretl  Ihave  none;  bnt, fahar, he vWi 
gone 
Might  have  one ;  or,  in  ahort,  he  did  bequeath- 
No,  not  bequeath— Bat  X  boatow  this  nm 
For  pioua  puiposea. 

Prior.  A  proper  deed 

In  the  behalf  of  our  departed  frienda. 

f.  Buthowho'agmMvraa  not  my  fiiM^  ^ 
foo. 
The  deadliaat  and  the  staoneheat. 

or.  Batter  Btmi 

To  employ  our  moana  to  obtain  heaven  for  the  tew 
Of  our  dead  onemim  ia  worthy  thoaa 
Who  oan  foigiva  them  Uvias. 


FoKgire  tklf  man.    I 
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Umtotk*] 


Prttt.  BHtaftll!  ibrttliltpMNiigkm; 
To«  frlA  ipoold  vtMM  Mb  yM  bitti  f 


Tovtnmgoldtool 

Amk^.  Father,  *tit  not  nj  gold. 

iVior.  IFkMt tkn?  Yo« «id it wm no lagMj. 

ahy.  W»iah«whow    of  thk  be  ww,  ttat  li» 
Wlk>  owB'd  H  BCTcr  move  idll  need  it,  nre 
la  Hiat  vUflb  it  bsj  pvnliaee  from  jom  eltara : 
TbyooyOrtMn. 

Prior.  la  thote  no  blood  upon  it? 

Siy.  Ko:  bnt  tfaere'i  wone  then  bloodf-^tennl 


I 

n^or.  IMdkewboowtt'ditdieiabiikilf 

Sitf'  AlMt 

Heffid. 

Rrior,  Sent  ycmieli^eeiBtoxwense, 
If  yo«  regret  yov  eeemy'e  Moodkee  deeth. 

SiMy.  His  deettvMlk^omleacly  deep  in  blood. 

Prior.  Ton  aud  be  died  in  bis  bed,  not  battle. 

fiKsf.  He 

DSed,  I  searee  know    bnt    he  ^raa  stabb'd  i'  the 

dariL 
And  BO'ir  ymi  hare  it— periah'd  on  hia  pillow 
"By  a  ent-tinoat !— Ay !— yon  may  look  vpon  me  1 
/amfleCOeniaa.    Ill  meet  your  eye  on  that  point 
Aa  I  can  one  day  God'a. 

Prior.  Nordidhedie, 

By  meoM,  or  men,  or  xnatnunent  of  yovra  ? 

Sioff.  Ko  ?  by  the  Ood  who  seea  and  atrikea 

Pri9r»  Nor  know  yom 

Wboalewhim? 

Sioy.  I  eonld  only  gneaa  at  one. 

And  he  to  me  a  atianger,  vneonneeted, 
Aa  nncBsploy'd.    Szeept  by  one  d^y'a  knoiriedge 
I  never  eaw  tiie  man  who  waa  anapeeted. 

Prior.  Then  yon  are  free  from  gvilt. 

Sitp.  fmfftrisf.J  Oh!  MlN-aay! 

Prior.  Ten  haTO  aaid  ao,  and  know  beat. 

flSa^.  Father !  I  hare  apoken 

Hie  tradi,  nd  nonght  but  tmth,  if  not  the  wkoU: 
Yet  aay  I  am  no<  guilty  f  for  the  blood 
Of  tine  nan  weigha  on  me,  aa  if  I  shed  it, 
Thoogfa,  by  the  Power  who  abhoireth  hnmaa  blood 
I  £d  not !— nay  onee  apared  it,  when  I  might 
And  eo9dd    ay,  peihape,  aAouIrl  (if  oar  aelKaaftty 
Be  e*cr  exeoaable  in  anch  defisncea 
Against  the  attack  of  orer-potent  foea :) 
But  piay  for  hhn,  for  me,  and  all  my  honae ; 
For,  aa  I  aaid,  tiiongh  I  be  innoeent, 
I  know  not  why,  a  like  remorae  ia  on  me, 
Aa  if  he  had  frJlen  by  me  or  mine.    Pray  for  aaa, 
Fadier  I  I  hare  pray'd  myaelf  in  vain. 

Prior.  IwilL 

Be  oonftrted !  Ton  are  innocent,  and  ahonld 
Be  calm  aa  hmoeenoe. 

Sitff.  BotcabBneaaianol 

AHraja  the  attribute  of  innoeenee. 
I  feel  it  ia  not. 

Prior.  BntHwiUbeao, 

Wnen  the  mittd  gathcfa  by  ita  tratt  within  it* 
Bemeanber  the  great  featiTal  to-monow, 
la  which  yon  rank  amidst  oar  diiefeat  nohlee, 
Aa  wen  aa  yoar  bcsfe  aon ;  and  amooth  yoox 
Hot  in  the  genenl  orison  of  tlmka 


FarbloodaMaKvtp  letblMdye«ah(idMldM 
A  dood  opon  yo«r  tlMoghfti.    Thiawwatebe 
Too  amiaitlTe.    Take  oomfot^  and  iMgtt 
Soeh  thinga»  and  leava  ramocae  onto  the  gnilty 


ACT  V. 

8CBNE  I. 

AUtrgtamdmagf^yUoniOcikicHaUmthoCodU^ 
ai^gmdorf^  doooraiod  wtA  TVop^im,  Bamurt,  omd 
Armioftkut/mmO^. 

MtUor  Aumm  oMf  Xbutbe,  AttmdamUofQvvn 
SnoBirDomF. 
Am.  Be  quick!  the  ooontwiU  aoonretarn:  the 


Ahea^i^  are  at  the  portaL    HaTo  yon  sent 
The  messengers  in  search  of  him  he  seeks  for  ? 

Mm.  I  hsTe,  in  all  directions,  otct  Pragne, 
As  fin  aa  the  man'a  dress  and  figure  could 
By  yonr  description  track  him.    The  devil  take 
Theee  mvela  and  proceaaiona !    All  the  pleasure 
(If  such  there  be)  muat  foil  to  the  apectoton. 
I'm  aure  none  doth  to  na  who  make  the  show. 

Am,  Oo  to !  my  lady  countess  comes. 

Mm.  rdrath* 

Ride  a  day's  hunting  on  an  outworn  jade. 
Than  follow  in  the  train  of  a  great  men 
In  theae  dull  pageantriea. 

AU.  Begone!  and  rail 

'^nthin.  •      [ExeuM. 

BMitr  tk$  Couimaa  J^oairaiwn  Sibgrc dobf  tmd 
Ida  BrsALSHHiiit. 
Jbo.  Well,  Hearen  be  praised,  the  ahow  ia  over  I 
Ida.  How  can  you  aay  so !  never  hare  I  dreamt 
Of  aaght  ao  beantifuL    The  flowers,  the  bougha, 
The  banners,  and  the  noblea,  and  the  knights. 
The  gems,  the  robes,  the  plumea,  the  happy  faces. 
The  coursers,  and  the  incense,  and  the  sun 
Streaming  through  the  8tain*d  windows,  even  tha 


Wbich  look'd  so  calm,  and  the  celestial  hymns. 
Which  seem'd  aa  if  they  rather  came  frt>m  heaven 
Than  mounted  there.    The  bursting  organ's  ^.eal 
BoUing  on  high  like  harmonious  thunder ; 
The  white  robes  and  the  lifted  eyes ;  the  world 
Atpeaeel  and  all  at  peace  vrith  one  another  1 
Oh,  my  sweet  mother !        [Ewiroemg  Josuhijib. 

/as.  Hy  beloved  chOdl 

For  soch,  I  trust,  thou  shalt  be  shortly. 

Ida.  Oh! 

I  am  so  already.    Feel  how  my  heart  beats ! 

Joo.  It  does,  my  love ;  and  never  may  it  throb 
With  aught  nune  bitter. 

Ida.  Never  shall  it  do  so  t 

How  should  it  ?    What  should  make  ua  grieve?   X 

hate 

To  hear  of  aorrow:  how  can  we  be  aad, 
Who  love  eaeh  other  aoentiraly?    Ton, 
The  ooont,  and  Ulric,  and  your  daughter  Ida. 

Jm.  Poor  child  I 

Ida.  Do  you  pity  me  ? 

Joo.  Ko;  bat  I  aaiy 


4oe 


BTBOK'g  WOBKS. 


And  HMHt  itt  MROW,  not  fai  the  ivodi's  Miue 
Of  the  «]iiT«ml  tiee,  if  oa«  viM  b* 
Moro  general  then  enothtf. 

Ida.  iniaotheer^ 

A  werd  against  a  world  which  ttill  contains 
Ton  and  my  Ubio.  Did  70a  erer  see 
Aught  like  him  ?  How  he  tower*d  among  them  all ! 
How  all  eyes  followed  him  1  The  flowers  fell  &ster— 
Bain'd  from  each  lattice  at  his  feet,  methought, 
Than  before  all  the  rest :  and  where  he  trod 
I  dare  be  sworn  that  they  grow  stiU,  nor  e'er 
Will  wither. 

/of .  Ton  will  spoil  him,  little  flatterer, 

li  he  should  hear  you. 

Ida.  Bnt  he  nerer  win. 

I  daie  not  say  so  much  to  him«-I  fear  him 

Jos,  Why  so  ?  ha  Iotso  you  well. 

Ida,  Bnt  I  can  nerer 

Shape  my  thoughts  qf  him  into  words  to  him. 
Besides,  he  sometimes  frightens  me. 

Jbi.  How  60  ? 

/(4a.  A  dond  comes  o'er  his  blue  eyes  snddAnlyi 
Tet  he  says  nothing. 

Jm.  It  is  nothing :  all  men,. 

Bspedally  in  these  dark  troublous  times, 
Have  much  to  think  of. 

Ida,  But  I  cannot  think 

Of  aught  saTe  him. 

Jot.  Tet  there  are  other  men, 

In  the  world's  eye,  as  goodly.  There's,  for  instance, 
The  young  Coimt  Waldorf,  who  scarce  once  withdrew 
His  eyes  from  yours  to-day. 

Ida*  I  did  not  see  him. 

But  Ulrie.    Did  you  not  see  at  the  moment 
When  all  knelt,  and  I  wept :  and  yet  methought, 
Through  my  fiut  tears,  though  they  were  thi^  and 

warm, 
I  saw  him  smiling  on  me. 

Jot.  I  could  not 

See  aught  save  heayen,  to  which  my  eyes  were  raised 
Together  with  the  people's. 

Ida.  I  thought  too 

Of  hesTen,  although  I  look'd  on  XTIric. 

Jot.  Come, 

I^t  us  retire;  they  will  be  here  anon 
Bxpectant  of  the  banquet.    We  will  lay 
Aside  these  nodding  plumes  and  dragging  trains. 

Ida,  And,  abore  all,  these  stiff  and  heayy  jewels, 
Which  make  my  head  and  heart  ache,  as  both  throb 
Beneath  their  glitter  o'er  my  brow  and  sone. 
Dear  mother,  I  am  with  you.  [BatwU, 

Enter  CotricT  Szsobitdokf,  m  fitU  drett,  from  the 
tolmimUif,  and  UmwiQ, 

Sitff,  Is  he  not  found  ? 

Lmd.  Strict  search  is  making  erery  where ;  and  if 
The  man  be  in  Prague,  be  sure  he  will  be  found. 

Sieff.  Where's  Ulric  ? 

Lud.  He  rode  round  the  other  way 

mth  some  young  nobles ;  but  he  left  them  soon ; 
And,  if  I  err  not,  not  a  minute  since 
I  heard  Ms  excellency,  with  his  train, 
Qalbp  o'er  the  west  drawbridge. 

Bidtr  TTZ.B10,  tplondUa^dntud* 

Siog  'JoLxfJiina.)  See  liiey  eeaae  not 

Their  quest  of  him  I  have  described.  {SxULvDyno.) 

Oh,T71rlct' 
Hew  haye  I  long'd  for  thee ! 


Tour  wish  is  gnslil.. 


Uir. 
Behold  m! 

aUff,  IkaveeeentiMi 

XHr.  Whom?    Where? 

Sitff.        The  Hungarisii,  who  slew  I 

Ult.  Ten  dream. 

Sitff.  lUte!  andaellNe^lMwkin^ 

Heard  him!  he  dared  to  utter  eren  my  nana. 

Ubr,  What  name? 

awy.  WeinsrI  'iMsnisMk 

Uln  Umutbsw; 

No  more :  fosget  it. 

Sitff.  Never!  new!  all 

My  destinies  were  woven  in  that  name : 
It  will  not  be  engraved  upon  my  tomb, 
Bnt  it  may  lead  me  there. 

Ulr.  To  the  point— Ibe  Haagviaa } 

aieg.  Listen  !^The  chunk  was  thnng'd;  Hie 
hymn  was  raised; 

To  Dewn  "  peal'd  l^m  nations,  rather  than 
From  choirs,  in  one  great  ery  of  *'  Qodbe  pnisei" 
For  one  day's  peaee,  after  thriee  ten  drsadyssn 
Bach  bloodier  than  tiie  fomeB:  I  aross^ 
With  all  the  nobles,  and  as  I  look'd  down 
Along  the  lines  of  lifted  faces,— from 
Our  banner'd  and  esentehnon'd  gallery,  I 
Saw,  Uke  a  flash  of  lightning,  (for  I  saw 
A  moment  and  no  more,)  what  atmck  me  rin^te 
To  all  else-^he  Hungarian's  face !  I  graw 
Siok ;  and  when  I  reoorer'd  from  the  mist 
Which  curl'd  about  my  sensee^  and  again 
Look'd  down,  I  saw  hitm  not.    The  thankagrviag 
Was  over,  and  we  maroh'd  back  in  psoeasaoa. 

XJlr.  Continue. 

Siog.         When  we  reach'd  the  Kuldaa's  \ai^ 
The  joyous  crowd  above,  the  numberieM 
Barks  mann'd  with  rerellera  in  their  best  gsito 
Which  shot  along  the  glaneing  tide  hskw, 
The  decorated  street,  the  long  array. 
The  clashing  muaio,  and  the  thnndwing 
Of  far  artillery,  whidk  aeena'd  to  bid 
A  long  and  loud  farewell  to  its  great  doiagi. 
The  standards  o'er  me,  and  the  tramplings  rosa^ 
The  roar  of  rushing  diousands,— all— all  coold  wt 
Chase  this  man  from  my  ff»t«^,  alllioQgh  my  icoNi 
No  longer  held  him  palpable. 

Xllr.  Ton  saw  bin 

No  more,  tiien  ? 

Sieg.  I  look'd  aa  a  dying  soldier 

Looks  at  a  draught  of  water,  for  this  msn; 
But  still  I  saw  him  not ;  but  in  his  ateadr- 

172^.  What  fak  his  stead? 

Sieg.  MyayefcvevwfBU 

Upon  your  daneiiigorwt;  tiie  loftiest. 
As  on  the  loftiest  and  the  loveliest  head 
It  rose  the  higheet  of  the  atEoam  of  plnmss. 
Which  overflow'd  the  glittoring  atreets  of  PAgaa 

Vkr,  What's  this  to  the  Hungarian  ? 

meg.  Msdi;  tol 

Had  almost  then  forgot  him  in  mj  son; 
When  just  as  Ae  ar^my  eeaaod,  and  paused 
The  music,  and  the  orowd  embraoed  in  lira 
Of  ahouting,  I  heard  in  a  deep,  low  voiosb 
Distinct  and  keener  (ar  npom  mj  ear 
Than  €ha  late  eaanoa'a  Tolnms^  this  1 
»sr/" 

Xnt.  Uttacedby 

mtg.  HiMl  Itnm'd    endi 

ETIr.  Andwhsmfom?    Wave  you  seen? 


f^Wm* 


Of  tboM  amiad  BM  dn^d  SM  from  Um  q^ 
BtMf  ny  IMmteMi,  jgawmt  of  tlMowMi 
Too,  too»  vert  to«  roaote  ia  Um  pioMMion 

(Tht  old  iMtilM  b«Bg  divided  fton  tktfar  «hiUM) 
ToaidBM. 
tTlr.  Bst  I'U  ftid  70a  sow. 

Ukm  Jm  loorthiiig  for  this  nun,  or       When  he's 


What  than  «•  do  «fth  him  ? 


(? 


I  hnow  not  that. 


Suy.  BocMiM  I  cannot  rest 

TQl  he  ii  Iraad.    His  iate,  and  8tralenheim*a, 
Aad  onzi^  aoem  intcrtwiated  1  nor  can  he 
UmaTeU'd,  tiU 


AM.  ▲  itranger  to  wait  on 

Ton^  oKcaUie&cj. 
Siag.  Who? 

Jtt.  He  gave  no  nam*. 

ASiy.  Admit  him»  ne'ertheksi. 
12%0  Attmdami  uUrodmem  Qabob,  and  tffUr* 
«andr  cni. 

Ah! 
Ook  Tim,  then,  Werner  * 

Sitg,  (kamghtOy.)  The  same  701L  knew,  sir,  by 

that  name;  andyow/ 
Gs6.  (looking  round.)  I  recognise  you  botii : 
liather  and  son, 
It  seens.     Coont,  I  haje  heard  that  yon,  or  yours. 
Haw  lately  been  in  search  of  me ;  I  am  here, 
flluy.  I  have  sought  you,  and  haye  found  yon; 
you  are  charged 
(Tour  own  heart  may  inform  you  why)  with  such 
A  crime  a»-*  [Utpaiuim, 

Goib,  Oire  !t  utterance,  and  thai 

m  meet  Ae  consequences. 
aitg.  You  shall  do  so— 

Gab.  First,  who  accuses  me  ? 

SUff.  AU  things. 

If  not  all  imen :  the  unrrersal  rumor— 
Mj  own  presence  on  the  spot— the  place— the  time, 
And  erery  «peck  of  circumstance  unite 
To  fix  tiie  blot  on  you. 

Gab,  And  on  me  onhf; 

Paase  ere  yva.  answer :  is  no  other  name, 
SaTe  mine,  stain'd  in  this  business  ? 

Sm^.  TriffingTfllaln! 

Who  play*st  wi^  thine  own  guilt!    Of  all  that 

breathe 
tlum  best  dost  know  the  innocence  of  him 
"Gainst  whom  thy  breath  would  blow  thy  Moody 

slander. 
But  I  win  talk  no  fbrdier  witii  a  wretch. 
Further  than  justice  asks.    Answer  at  once, 
And  wiUunit  quibbling,  to  my  chaige. 

Oift.  -nsflOsel 

9ieg.  Wko  says  so  ? 

Ga&.  I. 

aiag,  Andhowdispiofeil? 

Oo^.  By 

The  pieeenee  «f  llw  murderer. 

tty;  Nsmehim? 

Ood.  Ha 

Uasf^mm  »eie  names  thaaoae.  TewiordaUphadso 


4M 

OaeeoaatfaM. 

aitg.  If  yon  mean  am,  I  dsia 

Tour  mtmoet. 

Oa6.  Tonmayda80»ndiniafotjs 

I  know  the  assassin. 
9itg.  Where  is  he? 

Gob.  Cfomik^  to  ULmia)  Beside yo«! 

[Ulbzo  ntMbot  Jonoard  to  aitnck  Oabob;  6i» 
OSM  oosF  ifUerpoem. 
Amk^.  Liar  and  flend !  but  yon  shall  not  be  ■lain; 
Theee  walls  are  mine,  and  yon  are  safe  within  theak 
IBotmmtoVhMxa, 
X7faio»  repd  this  calmnny,  as  I 
Will  do.    I  arow  it  as  a  growth  so  monstrous, 
I  oould  not  deem  it  earth-bom :  but  be  calm ; 
It  will  refote  itself  .    But  touch  him  not. 

[Ul&io  mdetnon  to  eon^pooo  ktautff, 
Omb,  Look  at  him,  count,  and  then  Aaor  mm. 

Ihearthea. 
If  y  God  1  yon  look 

172^.  How  ? 

Sieg,  As  on  that  dread  night 

When  we  met  in  the  garden. 

Ulr.  (comjtoom  himsel/J       It  is  nothing. 

Gab.  Count,  yon  are  bound  to  hear  me.    I  eamt 
hither 
Vot  eeeking  you,  but  sought    When  I  >nelt  down 
Amidst  the  people  in  the  church,  I  dream'd  not 
To  find  the  beggar'd  Werner  in  the  seat 
Of  senators  and  prinoee ;  but  you  haye  eall'd  ma^ 
And  we  have  met. 

Sky.  Go  on,  sir. 

Gab,  Sre  I  do  so. 

Allow  me  to  inquire  who  profited 
By  Stralenheim's  death?  Was'tl— 
And  poorer  by  suspicion  on  my  namel 
The  baron  lost  in  that  last  outrage  nei^er 
Jewels  nor  gold ;  his  lifo  slone  was  sought,— 
A  life  which  stood  between  the  claims  of  othcn 
To  honors  and  estatee  scarce  less  than  princely. 

Sitg,  Theee  hints,  as  yague  as  fain,  attach  no  Ism 
To  me  than  to  my  son. 

Gab.  I  can't  hMp  that. 

But  let  the  consequence  alight  on  him 
Who  foels  himself  the  gnUty  one  among  vs. 
I  speak  to  you.  Count  Biegendorf,  beeausa 
I  know  yon  innocent,  and  deem  you  just. 
But  are  I  can  proceed    <taf»  you  ptotect  me  ? 
Daro  yott  eommaad  me  ? 

[SnoBNDOBV  Jlnt  Mb  at  tbo  Htmgaritm,  mud 
then  at  Uluc,  who  ha$  vnbaeklod  hio  mbro 
and  ii  drawing  Knm  with  it  on  the  jkw    etUt 

Ulr,  (looke  at  hie  father  andeage^J  lAtHhie  mam 
gooni 

Gab,  laa  nnarm'd,  eoan«— bid  your  son  lay  down 
His  sabre. 

Uhr.  (ofkreittohimcomtemptuemig,)  Take  it. 

Gab,  No,  sir,  'tis  snemgh 

That  we  are  both  nnarm'd— I  would  not  choeaa 
To  wear  a  steel  which  may  be  stain'd  wiOi  mora 
Bloed  than  same  tiiere  in  battie. 

Ubr.  (eaete  theeabrofiom  him  in  oomtempL)  I^« 
or  some 
Such  other  weapon,  in  my  hands    spared  yowa 
Once  when  disarmed  and  at  my  mercy. 

Gab. 
IhaTonotfoigottenit:  you  spared  ma  for 
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Tow  owu  especial  puipoie-^  siutaia 
▲n  ignominy  not  my  own. 

Ulr.  Proceed. 

Tlie  tale  k  doubtless  worthy  the  relater. 
Bnt  is  it  of  my  father  to  hear  further  ? 

[To  SlBOENDOBV. 

Sitff.  (takes  hUwnhythe  hand.)  My  son !  I  know 
my  own  Innocence,  and  doubt  not 
Of  youn--but  I  hare  promised  this  man  patience ; 
Let  him  continue. 

Gab,  I  wiU  not  detain  you 

By  speahing  of  myself  much ;  I  began 
life  early — and  am  what  the  world  has  made  me. 
At  Frankfort  on  the  Oder,  where  I  pass*d 
A  winter  in  obscurity,  it  was 
My  chance  at  seyeral  places  of  resort 
(Which  I  frequented  sometimes,  but  not  often) 
To  hear  related  a  strange  circumstance 
In  February  last    A  martial  force, 
Sent  by  the  state,  had  after  strong  resistance 
Secured  a  band  of  desperate  men,  supposed 
Marauders  from  the  hostile  camp.    They  prored, 
However,  not  to  be  so — but  banditti. 
Whom  either  accident  or  enterprise 
Had  carried  from  their  usual  haunt — the  forests 
Which  skirt  Bohemia^-eTen  into  Lusatia. 
Many  among  them  were  reported  of 
High  rank — and  martial  law  slept  for  a  time. 
At  last  they  were  escorted  o*er  the  fix)ntiers, 
And  plaoed  beneath  the  civil  jurisdiction 
Of  the  free  town  of  Frankfort.    Of  their  fate 
I  know  no  more. 

Sug,  And  what  is  this  to  Uhric  ? 

Gob.  Among  them  there  was  said  to  be  one  man 
Of  wonderful  endowments : — birth  and  fortune, 
Touth,  strength,  and  beauty,  almost  superhuman, 
And  courage  as  unrivall'd,  were  proclaim'd 
His  by  the  pubKo  rumor ;  and  his  sway 
Not  only  OTer  his  associates,  but 
His  judges,  was  attributed  to  witchcraft, 
Sueh  was  his  influence :— I  have  no  great  faith 
In  any  magic  save  that  of  the  min&— 
I  therefore  deem'd  him  wealthy.— Bat  my  soul 
Was  roused  with  various  feelings  to  seek  out 
This  prodigy,  if  only  to  behold  him. 

Sieg»  And  did  you  so  ? 

Gab,  Tou'U  hear.    Chance  fkvor'd  me, 

A  popular  a&ay  in  the  public  square 
Drew  crowds  together-^t  was  one  of  those 
Oeeasions  where  men's  souls  look  out  of  them. 
And  show  them  as  they  are— even  in  their  faces : 
The  moment  my  eye  met  his,  I  exclaimed, 
<«  This  is  the  man ! "  though  he  was  then,  as  sinee, 
With  the  nobles  of  the  city.    I  felt  sure 
I  had  not  err*d,  and  watch'd  him  long  and  neaily : 
I  noted  down  his  form— his  gestmre— features, 
Stature,  and  bearing,  and  amidst  them  all. 
Midst  every  natural  and  acquired  distinction, 
I  eovld  discern,  methought,  the  assassin's  eye 
And  Radiator's  heart. 

XJhr,  (rnnUinff,)  The  tale  sounds  well. 

Gab.  And  may  sound  better. — ^He  appeared  to  me 
One  of  those  behtgs  to  whom  fortune  bends 
As  she  doth  to  the  daring — and  on  whom 
The  iktes  of  others  oft  depend ;  besides. 
An  indescribable  sensation  drew  me 
Near  to  this  man,  as  if  my  point  of  fortune 
Was  to  be  lix'd  by  him.— There  I  was  wrong.  \ 

Sitg,  And  may  not  be  right  now.  ' 


Oab.  IfBlWVdhia. 

Solicited  his  notiee-«ad  oVtained  H* 
Though  not  his  lUendship :— 4t  was  his  intsKtisn 
To  leave  the  city  privately-^we  left  it 
Togethei^-«nd  together  we  aitired 
In  the  poor  town  where  Werner  was  oonoesl'd. 
And  Stralenheim  was  sucoor'd^— Kow  we  sre  «• 
The  verge— dbrs  yon  hear  ftirther  ? 

Se^r.  Imnstdose- 

Or  I  have  heard  too  uueh. 

Gab.  I  saw  in  you 

A  man  above  his  station— and  if  not 
So  high,  as  now  I  find  you,  in  my  then 
Conceptions,  'twas  that  I  had  rarely  seen 
Men  such  as  you  appear'd  in  height  of  mhid 
In  the  most  high  of  worldly  rank ;  yon  wve 
Poor,  even  to  all  save  rags :  I  would  hare  shsied 
My  purse,  though  slender,  with  your-yon  refosed  it 

Sieg,  Doth  my  refosal  make  a  debt  to  you, 
That  thus  you  urge  it  ? 

Gab,  Still  you  owe  me  sometfaing, 

Though  not  for  that ;  and  I  owed  you  my  safety, 
At  least  my  seeming  safety,  when  the  sUves 
Of  Stralenheim  pursued  me  on  the  grounds 
That/hadrobb'dhim. 

Sieg.  I  oonceal'd  yon— I, 

Whom  and  whose  house  you  arraign,  revivkigviptr 

Gab.  I  accuse  no  man— «ave  in  my  dsfenoe. 
Ton,  count,  have  made  yourself  acenssr-judgs: 
Tour  hall's  my  court,  your  heart  is  my  txiboasL 
Be  just,  and  /'II  be  merdfkQ ! 

SUff.  You  merdftd ! 

Tou !    Base  calumniator ! 

Gab,  I.    "rwfllrest 

With  me  at  last  to  be  so.    Tou  conceal'd  me— 
In  secret  passages  known  to  yourself, 
Tou  said,  and  to  none  else.    At  dead  of  night, 
Weary  with  watching  in  the  dark,  and  dubiovs 
Of  tracing  back  my  way,  I  saw  a  glimmer. 
Through  distant  crannies,  of  a  twinkling  light: 
I  foUow'd  it,  and  reach'd  a  dooi^-a  secret 
Portal— which  open'd  to  the  chamber,  where. 
With  cautious  hand  and  slow,  having  ibst  nndoos 
As  much  as  made  a  crevice  of  the  Cutening, 
I  look'd  through  and  behold  a  purple  bed, 
4nd  on  it  Stralenheim  !— 

Sieg.  Asleep!    And  yet 

You  slew  him  1— Wretch ! 

Gab.  He  was  ahready  ikia, 

And  bleeding  like  a  saerifloe.    My  own 
Blood  beoamo  lee. 

Si^.  Bat  he  was  all  alone ! 

You  saw  none  else  ?    You  did  not  see  the-^ 

[Hepanuajrom  agUaHm. 

Gab.  Ko 

He,  whom  you  dare  not  name,  nor  even  I 
Scarce  dare  to  reooUect,  was  not  then  in 
The  chamber. 

Sieg.  (to  Ulbio.)  Then,  my  boy  I  thou  artgniltkM 
still— 
Thou  bad'st  me  say  I  was  so  onoe— Oh !  now 
Do  thou  as  much ! 

Gab,  Be  patient !  I  can  no< 

Recede  now,  though  it  shake  the  very  walls 
Which  frown  above  lu.    You  remember,— or 
If  not,  your  son  does,— that  the  locks  were  ehsagrf 
Beneath  hie  chief  inspection  on  the  mom 
Whieh  led  to  this  same  night:  how  he  hsd  sntar'd 
He  best  knows--bnt  within  aa  anteehambsr. 


TVs  *ar  «r  vkUi  «M  Mlf  4«>  I  «nr 
A  an  vbo  wndi'd  kb  bloddj  liMidB»  aad  «ft 
Witt  ■!■■  nd  •uirai  glaM  gnad  tftA  1^ 
Tke  UMttig  bodf— but  H  nof«d  »•  ■««. 

aiy.  Ok!  Ood«rfcAml 

Oa».  IbAddUi 

A«  I  Mt  7««t-tet  7«n  «Mf  iMn  Bot,  tiMnigh 
JUMMbttag  tiMne-bdiold  tlMM  iB  CovBl  Ulite't ! 
DMMt,  M I  tehM  tkam,  ttongli  ^e  ezprcMim 
Is  not  Mw  whftt  H  tim  «M  ^-Wl  it  WM  to 
WlMA  I  tet  chngBd  Umwith  tilt  erisM-M  Utdy. 

Ahiy.  Thitiiio 

6M.  fM^yiiintfiijFlfw)  Kftf-tatliMr  Mt  to  the 
Midi 
JTmv  yim  aMt  i*  M<— I  MOMivtd  nyMlf 
Bel»7*d  kj  yim  and  Mm  {lot  now  I  law 
TlMto  «M  MBO  tlo  botWMD  yo«)  into  tilte 
Pmtanded  dn  oC  ntafto,  to  booomo 
ThoiMtiBoryiMrgaat)  ud  wy  tnt  tlwoght 

bttt  thoogb  am'd  with  a  ibOTt 


(HairfaiCkltay  tirafdwMfcOQt)!  WM  bo  mmteb 
For  bim  Bt  aay  ttoo»  M  had  bom  ptOTod 
That  mwniag    dthin  hi  addiaaa  or  foioe. 
1  toni'd and  ifld—r  the  dark:  ohanee lathtt  than 
Skill  aada  so  gain  tiio  aoeiet  door  of  the  hall» 
AndttaBoetko^anberirtMMjMalopt;  If  I 
Had  faBBd  yOB  makSnf,  HoaTon  alone  can  tell 
What   'ffMitaBoa    aad    aaayiatoB    Bdgkt 


But  B^«r  alapt  goSt  m  ITtnm  slept  that  Bigkt 
fiKiy.  And  yot  I  kad  kanid  dnaaa !  aBd  fBok  biiir 


Iba  a*Ba  kad  net  goBo  dawa  when  I  awoka. 
WkydidattiMiapaioBM?  I  dreamt  of  my 
And  noway  dnaafaoBti 

Ga».  TknotmyfcBlt. 

If  IkaMTCBdit— WeOf  I  dcd  and  kid  bm- 
Ckaneo  led  BM  bare  afl«  eo  maaj  mooBa— 
And  diow'd  me  Wenar  in  Count  Siege&doif ! 
Wener,  whom  I  had  aooght  in  hats  in  Tain, 
Inhabited  tke  palaee  of  a  sorereign ! 
Yon  oonght  ma  and  have  fofond  me-HMiw  you  know 
My  aeent,  and  amy  wei^  its  worth. 

Sby.  (€fitfptmm.)  Indeed! 

Goftb  IsitreTeBgeorjnalieewkiekiBapireB 

Sieg,  Neither— I  waa  wd^iing 

The  TalBs  of  yoor  aaeret. 

OM.  YonehallkBOwit 

At  oaea  >-WkeB  yon  wen  poor,  and  I,  thongh  poor, 
Rich  eaoQg^  to  zalieTe  sndi  porsrty 
Aa  might  have  envied  ndne,  I  offv'd  yon 
Hy  paiee  yon  wonld  not  share  it  >— I'll  be  franker 
With  yoa :  yon  are  wealthy,  noble,  trusted  by 
The  imperU  powera— yoB  ondBntand  aia  ? 

Bieg.  Tea— 

Goft.  Hot  ffoSHbt.  Tea  tidnk  bm  Tsnal,  and  soeree 
tnm: 
Tie  no  lesa  trac,  howerer,  that  my  ftirtaaao 
Have  made  me  both  at  preaent.    Ton  shall  aid  me ; 
I  wonld  hafo  aMadyon    and  alao  haTo 
Boob  somewhat  damaged  in  my  aame  to  sare 
TOTua  and  yonr  son's.    Weigh  wall  lAat  I  hare 


JBsf  .  Saie  yon  await  tiie  o?ant  of  a  few  mlnntea* 

MOwialioB? 

Gab,  featU  ki$  ^y«f  on  Ulbio,  wAo  i§  hamug 

ayomsr  •  jwZfar.;  If  I  skoBld  do  aa  ? 
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flby.  I  pfedgo  lay  1Mb  far  yoois.    withdraw  inla 
This  tower.  [Qpsnto  finvldissr. 

OaA.  '  {hmttik^.)   This   is  the  second  s^ 
asyhnft 
Ton  kara  oftr'd  ma. 

SUff,  Aad  waa  not  tiie  fint  so  ? 

€hb,  I  know  not  that  eren  now— Bnt  will  approra 
Theseeond.    And  I  hsTo  still  a  ftirther  shield.— 
I  did  not  enter  Pragne  alone ;  and  should  I 
Be  pnt  to  reet  with  Stralenheim,  they  are 
Some  tongnee  without  will  wag  in  my  behalf; 
Be  brief  in  yonr  deelsion ! 

aitg,  I  win  be  so.— 

My  word  is  saored  and  izrerocable 
Within  Hum  walls,  but  it  ezteods  no  ftirther. 

Oab.  rn  take  it  for  so  mnch. 

Sieg,  (poinit  to  TTlbio's  so^rs  9UU  i^pofi  Ma 

Take  also  Oo^- 
I  law  yoveyo  It  eageriy,  and  kim 
Distmstftdly. 

Oa6.  rte;bM«9i<A«jaftfvJIidll;andsopffOTida 
To  sell  my  life— not  cheaply. 

f  Qabob  goea  into  Ms  ^Mrraf ,  isMel  SnoBBDOiy 


Sitg.  (athmem  to  ULBxa)  Now,  Coant  Ubic ! 
For  SOB  I  dare  not  call  theo— What  say'st  thon } 

rk*.  ]&  tale  is  tnie. 

S%.  Tme,  monster  ? 

Vk.  Most  tme,  fbthar  • 

And  yoB  did  well  to  listen  to  it:  what 
We  know,  we  can  proTide  against.    He  most 
Beslleneed. 

8itg*  Ay,  with  half  of  my  domains ; 

And  with  the  other  half,  ootild  he  and  thon 
Unsay  this  Tillainy. 

Ulr.  It  is  no  time 

For  trifling  or  dissembling.    I  hare  said 
His  story's  true ;  and  he  too  most  be  silenced. 

Sisg,  How  so  ? 

Ukr,  As  Stralenheim  Is.    Are  yon  s^  daU 

As  neter  to  hare  hit  on  this  before  ? 
When  we  met  in  the  garden,  what  except 
DisooTery  in  the  act  eonid  make  me  know 
His  death  ?    Or  had  the  prince's  household  been 
Then  summon*d,  would  the  cry  for  the  police 
Been  left  to  such  a  stranger  ?  Or  should  I 
Have  loiter'd  on  the  way  ?    Or  could  you,  fTsnisr, 
The  object  of  the  baron's  hate  and  fears. 
Hare  fled,  unlees  by  many  an  hour  before 
Suspicion  woke  ?    I  sought  and  fathom'd  yon. 
Doubting  if  you  were  false  or  feeble :  I 
PeredTed  you  were  the  latter ;  and  yet  so 
Confiding  hare  I  found  you.  tiiat  I  doubted 
At  times  yonr  weakness. 

'\«g.  Parricide !  no  less 

Than  common  stabber  I    What  deed  of  my  Ufii, 
Or  thought  of  mine,  oould  make  you  deem  ma  flt 
For  yonr  accomplice  ? 

Ulr.  Father,  do  not  raise 

Hie  daril  yon  cannot  lay  between  us.    TUs 
Is  time  for  union  and  frr  action,  not 
For  family  disputes.    WhUe  you  were  tortured, 
Oonldlbeeahn?    Think  you  tiiat  I  haye  heavl 
TUs  fellow's  tale  without  some  feeling  ?— yoa 
Have  tanght  me  fbeling  for  you  and  myself; 
For  whom  or  what  else  did  yon  erer  teach  it? 

8i^,^  Oh !  my  dead  other's  corse  I  'tis  working 
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HU  8y«r#  nin  luMT  ^ 


Lit  U  wotl;  oal 

doim! 
AihM  are  feeble  foes :  it  ii  man  e^^F 
To  baffle  aucb,  than  ooantermine  a  m<)lA> 
Whieh  winda  ita  blind  but  liTinf  path 

Tat  bear  mo  atiUl^if  you  condaiBii  lae,  i«l 
Bemenbcr  loAo  hatib  taogbt  me  once  too  oftan 
To  listen  to  bim  I    Who  proclaimed  to  ma 
Tbat  then  wen  an'ma*  made  Tenlal  hj  the  oeo»* 

aion? 
That  pasaion  waa  our  nature  ?  tbat  the  gooda 
Of  Heayen  waited  on  tbe  gooda  of  fortune  ? 
Who  abow'd  me  bia  bumanity  secured 
Bj  bia  fi0rMf  only  ?    Who  deprired  ma  of 
All  power  to  Tindicate  myself  and  race 
Ia  open  day  ?    By  bia  diagraee  wbicb  atamp'd 
(It  migbt  be)  baatardy  on  me,  and  on 
Himself— a  fihn*M  brand !    Tbe  man  who  is 
At  once  both  warm  and  weak  InYitea  by  deeda 
He  longa  to  do,  but  dare  not.    Is  it  straiiga 
T))at  I  should  act  what  you  oould  thmhf   We  havie 

done 
With  right    and  wrong;    and  now  muat  only 

ponder 
Upon  eflfopta,  not  oansaa.    Stralenheim, 
Whose  U&  I  saved  from  impulae,  aa,  tatkmnmt 
I  would  hare  sared  a  peaaant's  or  a  dog's*  I  slew 
Xfiowii  aa  our  (be— but  not  from  Tengeance.    Ha 
Waa  a  xock  in  our  way  wbicb  I  cut  through, 
Aa  doth  tbe  bolt,  because  it  stood  between  ua 
And  our  true  destination--but  not  idly. 
Aa  atranger  I  preaenred  him,  and  he  owed  m^ 
Hia  life :  whan  due»  I  but  reaumed  the  debt. 
He,  you,  and  I  stood  o'er  a  gulf  wberein 
I  hare  plunged  our  enemy.    Foil,  kindled  first 
The  torch— yo«  show'd  the  path ;   now  txaca  me 

that 
Of  aafety— or  let  me  1 
££07.  I  haye  done  with  life  1 

Uk.  Let  na  have  done  with  that  which  oankera 

life- 
Familiar  feuda  and  Tain  recriminationa 
Of  tbinga  which  cannot  be  undone.    We  haye 
Ko  mora  to  leain  or  hide :  I  know  no  fear, 
And  baTo  witbin  theae  Tery  waUa  nten  whom 
(Although  yon  know  them  not)  dare  Tentoia  all 

things. 
Ton  stand  high  with  the  atate :  what  paaaea  here 
Will  not  excite  her  too  great  curiosity : 
Keep  your  own  aeoret,  keep  a  ateady  eye, 
Btir  not,  and  speak  not ;— leaye  the  rest  to  me  i 
We  muat  have  no  third  babblers  tbruat  between  ua. 

aUg,  (eolut,)  Am  I  awake  ?  are  these  my  fethei'a 
halla? 

And  yot*--my  eon  ?  Jtfy  ago !  mim!  who  hwra  eyer 
Abhoir*d  bo&  mystery  and  blood,  and  yet 
Am  plunged  into  tbe  deepest  bell  oi  both  I 
I  muat  be  speedy,  or  more  will  be  sbed— 
Tbe  Hungarian's !— XJhio— he  hath  partiaanst 
It  aeema:   I  migbt  baye  gueaf*d  aa  much. 

fool! 

Wolvea  prowl  in  company.    ^«  hath  the  k^ 
(Aa  I  too)  of  the  opposite  door  whiah  laada* 
Into  the  turret.    Now  then !  or  pnoa  mora 
To  be  tbe  fether  of  fresh  crimes,  no  lasa 
ThMXOf  thecrisOnal!    ^ol  Oabort  Qaboal 

iSxU  into  the  turret,  cloeing  the  door  9fim  Ami. 


IX. 


Oh 


Gaboe  cmd  SisoEsmoBi. 
fiba^Wh4»oma? 

La«aiu>taman«itt 

Qoh.  Whatamlta^ 

With  theae  ? 

Swy.        WMo'aFyBuwiU;MfttkBi,flvWdi 
And  prosper ;  but  delay  not,  or  yon  uekit! 

Gab,  Ton  pledged  your  bqnfii&ii|B9«Mr I 

SMg.  kak 

Muat  thua  redeem  it.    Fly  I  I  Ma«ot«i«i, 
It  seems,  of  my  own  caatle— of  aiyam 
Betoiaaca— «ay,  eyea  of  tbeaa  ya^  nil, 
Qv  I  would  bid  them  fell  and  croah  ml  fly: 
Or  you  will  be  alain  by^^— 

Got.  laitavaasa? 

Farewell,  than!    RaooUaati kawevw, Mt. 
You  Bought  tbia  fatal  inteinew  \ 

M^  Xdid: 

Let  it  not  be  m^e  fatal  atiU  !-pBcgOBal 

Qob,  By  the  aama  p%th  I  eotsr'd} 

Bieg,  Yes  I  W^wkiSS^ 

But  h>it«r  not  in  PngiKas— yo«  do  nal  tatia 
Witb  wbom  you  bays  to  deaL 

GqJh  Ikwwtiavi)^ 

And  knew  it  eve  youiS0lf»  nahiippy  simI 
Farewell  I  [MOaW 

SMg,  (eoiui  mM  K^emwufJ  ga  balk  ehv'i  «! 
atairoaae.    Ah !  I  hear 
The  door  sound  loud  behind  bim  i   Ba  i«  whl 
Safe !— Oh,  my  father'a  spirit !— I  am  &mt — 
[HelotmdPwm  uponaeiomae0t,Mm^iKi 
ofthotowerjunadtroopiagpukfm, 

EnierVjxic,withothen  armed,  a^d^fidh^ttg^ 
drawn, 

Ukr.  Peapatah !— ha'a  Uiero  \ 
Ludwiff,  The  9n»\B  mjm\ 

Ulr,  (recogaming  Sibobwdobj.)  FsiibsRiiiii 
Sieg,  Yes :  if  yon  wai^t  nnothaf  netim.  itn^^ 
Uk,  (eeeing  him  etnpt  qf  Am  j«t9eJ^,;  Vbsniitki 
luiBai)  who  hath  plnndar'd  you  ? 

y aaaala,  despatch  in  search  of  ham  1    Yea  m* 

Twaa  aa  I  aaid^-iha  wretch  hatb  stript  my  &tk« 

Of  Jewels  wbieh  might  form  a  ponee'a  kaUsoal 

Away !  Ill  follow  you  forthwith, 

[Sammt  aU  but  8{jM»aiii¥AF  oad  UiM 
Wbafa  tidal 

Where  ia  the  yillain  ? 
Sieg,  Tbera are Iwo, air;  which 

Are  yon  in  quest  of? 
Uhr»  Let  na  bear  no  mve 

Of  tbia :  he  muat  be  found.    You  haye  mat  ktbim 

Bacape? 
Sieg.    Ha'a  goaa. 

Ulr,  With  your  eamaNaaaa } 

Sieg,  ^^ 

MyftUk*t,feaaataid. 
Uk, 


Sieg,  Btopl   I 
VUo\ 
Will  you  tbanlaaya 


Then  fere  you  weQi 

(UsMakg^ 
'Oh 


if 


-dn«g'd,itBM7be,iiielMiM;  mdtA 


Br  7«v  lalMMt  WMkMM,  ]uaf4iaM]iitj» 
8«lfA  nmone,  mtA  UmpoMng  phj, 
Tluit  MorifloM  your  whole  nee  to  nm 
AinvtchtopraAtbjovrainI    No,  ooont, 
BifBeofeftt  yoB  Ittv^noMB  I 

Sjuy.  Infnrliidofte; 

And  iraaU  7o«  ne'er  liftd  bono  tho  umIom  namo  I 
Wliera  will  7011  go?  I  would  not  toad  yos  ftvth 
WitluNtt  pioteotioii* 

Vir,  Lesfo  tliat  mito  mo. 

Itmnotakae;  nor  meraly  tbe  vein  heir 
Of  yowdonuiiu;  a  thooeead.  «y>  ten  thonuad 
Swosdh  hearts,  and  hando,  aro  nune. 

Sieff,  TbeHofoatersl 

With  whon  the  Hungarian   found  you   fret  at 
V^aaMtat? 

nZr.  Yea— men*-^irho  are  worthy  of  the  name  1  Go 
tdl 
Your  acaaatoia tiliat  they  look  wdl  to  Prague; 
Thdr  feaat  of  peaee  was  early  for  the  timet ; 
ThcTO  ate  aofe  spirits  abroad  than  haTO  been  lain 
With  WaOsBsleml 

Jourmnm  and  h^A^ 
What  tot  we  hear?   My 
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HHf%  X  MO  y««  aalb  I 

Safo! 

ML  Yee,daartoth« 

aitf.  No, no;  IhsTenoehildren:  never mflre 
Oall  me  by  thnt  worst  name  of  parent. 

Jot.  What 

Meeas  my  good  lord  ? 

Smj^.  That  you  have  glronbirA 

Tondamonl 
Ida,  (takk^  Uiriera  kamd.)  Who  ahall  dam  say 

thisof  inrio? 
8ieg.  Ida,  beware  I    thote's  blood  upon  Aal 

handl 
Ida,  r«ftN9wyteiUis«r.)rdkiaeitof;ftiraghit 

wefsndne! 
Sitff.  Ittoso! 

Uhr,  Awny !  it  to  your  ikther'sl        [SxU  UiAia 
Ida.  OhtfroatOodl 

And  I  have  loved  thb  mani 

[iDA^Wbl 


ait$»  The  wretch  h«&  tlaia 

Them  both !— My  Joeephine  I  we  are  now  alone  1 
Would  wo  had  ofw  been  so !— All  to  orsr 
For  me i— Now  open  wide,  my  sire,  thy  gmvni 
Thy  eursehnthdng  it  deeper  for  thy  sen 
Inniao !— The  nee  of  ttafHiiflrf  to  fMll 


HOUBS   OF    IDLENESS; 

k  SERIES  OF  POEMS,  ORIGINAL  AND  TRANSLATED. 


HOMEB,lLUD,s.aift. 
•«  Bt  vlMW  M  to  wnt  fcr  vul  of  ilMN^te.'* 

DBTDEN. 


TO 

THE  RIGHT  HONORABLE  FREDERICK,  EARL  OF   CARLISLE, 

XiriaBT  OP  THl  OABTBB,  BTO.,  BTO. 

THX    SBOOKB   EDITION    OP   THE8B   POEMS   18   IKSGBIBED, 

BT  fin  OBLIOBD  WABD  JLHD  ▲TTBCnONATI  XINBICAN, 

THB  AUTHOB. 


liOBD  Btbok  flnt  appeared  aa  an  author  in 
NoTember,  1806,  when  he  printed  a  collection  of 
poema  for  dietrilmtion  among  hia  frienda.  The  firat 
copy  of  thia  Tolame,  which  ii  a  thin  quarto,  waa 
preaented  to  Mr.  Beecher,  who  immediatelj  per- 
oeiTod,  on  looking  OTer  ita  pagea,  that  some  of  the 
oontenta  were  by  no  meana  of  a  deacriptlon  to  reflect 
erediton  tiieir  author;  and  at  hii  friendly  suggea- 
tlon  the  irtiole  impreeaion,  with  the  exception  of 
twOf  or,  at  the  most,  thne  copies,  waa  committed  to 
the  flamea.  After  the  destmction  of  thia  Tolome, 
Lord  Byron  directed  the  collection  to  be  reprinted, 
with  the  omiasion  of  tiie  objectionable  poema.  This 
edition,  which  waa  conilned  to  a  hundred  copies, 
and,  like  its  predecessor,  designed  for  priTate  dron- 
lation,  waa  proceeded  in  so  quickly,  that  at  the  end 
of  about  six  weeks,  January,  1807,  it  waa  ready  for 
deUyery.  The  Tolume  waa  entiled  **  Poems  on  Va- 
rious Occaaiona,"  and  waa  printed  at  Newark  by  8. 
and  J.  Bidge;  the  author's  name  was  not  glTsn. 
The  dedieation  waa,  <*To  those  friends  at  whose 
request  they  were  printed,  for  whose  amuaement  or 
approbation  they  were  solely  intended,  these  triflM 
are  reapeotftilly  dedicated  l^  the  author,'' 
diately  following  the  dedication  waa  thia  i^ei 
«<The  only  apology  necessary  to  be  adduced  in 
tanuation  of  any  ezxora  in  the  following  eoUeetion 


ia,  that  the  author  haa  not  yet  completed  Ua  ala^ 
teenth  year.  December  28,  1806.*'  The  approba- 
tion which  thia  Tolume  recelTed  fkouk  the  frkiidB  t» 
whom  it  waa  submitted  induced  Lord  Byron  to  eome 
more  immediately  before  the  public ;  and  in  die  la^ 
ter  end  of  May,  1807,  this  collection,  with  cenaiden- 
ble  alterations,  the  omission  of  some  posns,  and  tiie 
addition  of  others,  waa  reprinted  and  published,  un- 
der the  title  of  "Hours  of  Idleness,  a  Seriea  ef 
Poems,  original  and  tzanalated,  by  Genge  Oordsn, 
Lord  Byron,  a  Minor."  Thia  Tolume  mm  also 
printed  at  Newark.  In  the  four  editions  of  tUi 
work,  which  rapidly  aueceded  eaoh  other,  naay  var 
riationa  are  found :  sereral  correctiona  were  niade; 
several  pieoes  were  silently  withdrawn,  and  rsplaeed 
by  others;  and  after  the  flrat  edition  a  dediffetinw  ts 
Lord  Carliale  waa  preflxed.  In  the  present  pnblioar 
tion,  all  those  Poems  from  the  "Piirate  YobnM," 
and  the  early  editiona  of  <*  Honxa  of  Idlrnfs," 
whioh  were  suppressed  by  the  author,  oie  repdAted, 
and  all  the  Tuiationa  of  the  difioent  f 
are  noticed. 


PBBFACB.* 

Ih  submitting  to  tiie  public  eye  the  folMns  «i 
leetion,  I  haTC  not  only  to  combat  the  ^BemUJm 
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Imw  t^  dbaift  of  pmiimptio&  for  obtroding  myMlf 
on  the  worid,  wbm^  vithovt  doabt,  I  might  b#,  at 
my  agt,  mon  weftillj  employed.  Theee  piodhuv 
tioMi  an  tike  frnili  of  the  Ughtsr  hovn  of  a  yovng 
flian  who  hat  lately  completed  hit  naeteenth  year. 
Aa  ther  hear  the  faitenal  tHdenee  of  a  boyiah  mind, 
ttis  ■»  perhapa*  wukeoeaaaiy  mfeimation.  Some 
fevirare  wiittn  dviing  the  diaadrantagee  of  illnesa 
•ad  da|H>iUin  of  MfSntM;  «iid«r  the  ffoimer  iniu- 
eeee,  '*  CHZU»nH  KaooLLacTiova/*  in  particular, 
were  cempoeed  Thia  eonaUlacalloik,  Aoogh  it  can* 
aot  exdte  the  Tcdce  of  Praise,  may  at  least  arreet 
the  um  of  Cettaue.  A  eonaiderable  portion  of  theae 
poena  haa  been  privately  printed,  at  the  vequest 
and  for  the  penaal  of  my  (Henda.  I  am  Mnaibli 
that  the  pertial  and  freqimtly  i^jndioioos  admira- 
tianoraeeeialebelefa  net  the  eritaiioB  by  «hkh 
poetieal  gcnins  ia  to  be  eetimatid,  yet,  ««te  do 
gi«atly,'*wemwt«<dvegi«atiy;'*  endlhavehae* 
arded  my  Mfvtatien  and  fbelinge  in  pvbllihteg  ^ia 
vohime.  •*  I  have  pened  the  Bebiooa,"  and 
alandor&ttbytiie^'eeetofthedie."  IntheUttv 
event.  I  ahall  aiOMnit  without  a  mnimnr;  fbr, 
theeghnetwitiMtf  eeUeitade  ftarthe  &te  of  theae 
eftuions,  ay  espeetatiaiia  are  by  no  meana 
gaine.  It  la  probable  that  I  may  have  dared  much 
•ad done  litde ;  for,  in  the  worda  of  Cowper,  «Mtia 
one  diiag  to  write  what  may  please  our  friends,  who, 
bseenae  they  are  sneh,  are  apt  to  be  a  little  biased 
'  in  oat  ihvor,  and  another  to  write  what  may  please 
evny  body ;  beeanae  they  irtio  have  no  eonnectlon, 
X  even  knowledge  of  the  author,  will  be  sure  tojset 
ind  fiinlt  if  they  can.**  To  the  truth  of  this,  how- 
evss,  I  do  not  wholly  sabeeribe :  on  the  contrary,  I 
fod  oonrineed  that  theae  trifles  will  not  be  treated 
witii  i^paatioe.  Their  merit,  if  they  poesess  any, 
irin  be  liberdly  allowed ;  their  nnmcrona  faults,  on 
the  other  hand,  cannot  espeet  that  ikvor  which  haa 
been  denied  to  others  of  maturer  years,  de 
cbaractsr,  and  fcr  greater  ability.  I  have  not  aimed 
St  escfanlTe  originaiity,  still  lesa  have  I  stndis4  any 
psrtiedar  Model  Ibr  imitation}  some  tnmsUtiona 
srs  given  of  wUch  many  soe  peraphraatie.  In  the 
original  pdecee  thsre  laay  appear  a  eaansl  eoinei- 
denee  witfi  anthors  whose  works  I  have  been  aeeos- 
tMnedtovaad;  bailhav«net  beengnUty  of  loten- 
tipoal  jh^fiaiisai  To  pradnee  any  thing  entirely 
aeir,in  ssi  age  ae fertile  in  diyme, would  beaH«ca- 
Isntaek,  ne  every  aufcijeet  haa  already  been  toeated 
te  its  utnaost  extent.  Poetry,  however,  is  not  my 
prianry  mcsllon:  to  divert  the  dull  momenta  of 
M'TfiViHirn,  or  the  monotony  of  a  vacant  hour, 
arged  aw  "to  thia  sin  :'*  little  can  be  expected  from 
so  unpRsaising  a  muse.  My  wreath,  scanty  as  it 
mast  be,  is  an  I  ahall  derive  from  theae  produetiona ; 
%Bd  I  diall  never  attempt  to  replace  ita  fhding 
leaves,  or  pfaick  a  single  additional  sprig  from  groves 
eteie  I  aat^  at  best,  an  intruder.  Though  i 
toned,  SB  usyyovngsr  days,  to  rove  a  earsless  I 
tsineer  esitiie  Highlands  of  Scotland,  I  have  not,  of 
lite  yeaia,lMid  the  beneAt  of  such  pwe  air,  er  ao  ele* 
vmted  a  reaidence,  as  might  enable  me  to  enter  the 
bat  with  genuine  bards,  wlio  have  enjoyed  both 
theee  adTuntagee.  But  they  derive  considerable 
fune,  and  a  few  not  less  profit,  from  their  prodnc- 
tions ;  irhile  X  sheU  expiate  my  lashnesaaaan  inter- 
loper,  certainly  withont  the  latter,  and  in  all  proba« 
bifity  with  a  very  slight  share  of  the  fimner.  I  leave 


teolheia  «<yinunvetllaieperon.*'    Ileoktetha 

few  who  vrHl  hear  with  patience  «  duloe  catdea^ete 
in  looo."— To  the  former  worthiea  I  resign,  without 
repining,  the  hope  of  immortality,  and  content  my- 
self with  the  not  very  magnificent  proepeet  of  rank- 
ing **  aotong  the  mob  of  gentlemen  who  write  ;*'— 
my  readsrs  must  determine  whether  I  dare  say  *'  with 
~  or  tiie  honor  of  a  poathumooa  psge  in  **  The 
Catalogue  of  Royal  and  NoUe  Authors,"  a  work  to 
whkh  tiie  peerage  is  under  Infinite  obllgatlona,  In- 
aamueh  sa  many  names  of  conaidsrsble  lengtht 
sound,  and  antiquity,  are  tiiereby  rescued  from  the 
obscurity  which  unluckily  overshadows  several  toI- 
umlnoua  productions  of  their  Illustrious  bearsrs. 

With  sU^thepee  and  some  fesis,  I  publish  thk 
first  and  last  attempt.  To  the  dictatea  of  young 
smbitien  may  be  aacribed  aaany  actions  ntore  crim- 
inai  and  equally  abaurd.  To  a  iisw  of  my  own  s^ 
the  contents  may  afford  amusesMnt:  I  trust  they 
will,  at  least,  be  found  harmless.  It  Is  highly  im- 
ptobsble,  from  my  situation  and  pureuita  hereafter, 
that  I  should  ever  obtrude  myself  a  aeoond  tlsM  on 
the  public ;  nor  even  in  the  very  doubtfel  event  of 
present  indulgence,  shsll  I  be  tempted  to  eosDinit 
a  ftiture  trsspass  of  the  ssme  nature.  The  opinion 
of  Dr.  Johnson  on  the  Poems  of  a  noble  relation  of 
miM»*  ''Thatwhsnaaaanolrank  appeared  In  the 
character  of  an  author,  his  msHt  should  be  hand- 
somely aeknoiriedged,'*  con  have  Uttle  weight  wHk 
vsfbal,and  atiU  leea  with  periodical  cenaora;  but 
were  It  otherwise,  I  should  be  loth  to  avail  myself 
of  the  privilege,  and  would  rather  Incur  the  bittsr- 
lure  of  anonymoua  criticiam  than  triumph  in 
granted  solely  to  a  title. 


ON  LBATING  NBW8TBAD  ABBBT. 

Wkt  dost  thot;  build  tbm  hall,  aoH  ov  ma 
wiKosD  DA.T8  ?  Thou  lookbst  tuou  tht  towbe 

TO-DAT:  TBT  ▲  FEW  TBABS  AKD  THX  BLAST  OV 
THB  DS8BBT  OOKBS,  IT  HOWLS  IN  THT  BMYTT 
COUBT.— OsfMrn-t 

THBOtTOR  thy  battlements,  Kewstead,  the  hoBow 
vrinds  whistle; 
Thou,  the  hall  of  my  fhthers,  srt  gone  to  decay ; 
In  thy  enee  smiling  garden,  the  henslock  and  Alstle 
Have  choked  up  the  roee  whieh  lato  bhtoaed  In 
the  way. 


Of  the  maO-eover'd  Banms,  wtuD  provdly  to  battle 
Led  their  vaaaala  from  Europe  to  Psleetine's  plain« 

The  eectttcheon  and  shield,  which  with  every  blaat 
rattle. 
Are  the  only  sad  vestiges  now  that  remain. 

No  more   doth   old  Robert,  with  harp-strioging 
numbers. 
Raise  a  fiame  in  the  breast  for  the  wax-laureOM 
wreath; 
Near  Askalon's  towen,  John  of  Hoftstan^  slumbeit, 
"Crnncrved  is  the  hand  of  his  minstrel  ^  dealSi. 


•  Tb»BMtofOMSJ»,wfcB»wicdBihwi— gimiml^— taafy 


t  TIm  wm  «M  MldHl  b  *e  ii«  «Slka  «r  Bom  of  t 

t  IlMaiMCMdt,iBD>it7iUfe,HiaMlHMMitars«%i«iS 
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twl  uid  Hidiert,  too,  sleep  intiie  rtlley  of  Cveny 
For  die  safety  of  Edward  and  England  they  fell 

Hy  ftkthen  I  the  tean  of  your  country  tedreas  ye ; 
How  you  fought,  how  you  died,  still  her  annals 
ean  tell. 

On  Manton,*  with  Bupert,t  'gainst  traitors  con- 
tending, 
Four  bKOtfasn  enriched  with  their  Uood  the  bleak 
ileldi 
For  the  rights  of  a  monarch  their  country  defending, 
XiU  death  their  attachment  to  royalty  seal'd. 

Shades  of  heroes,  farewell!  your  deseendant,  de- 
parting 

From  ike  seat  of  his  ancestors,  Uds  you  adiea  I 
Abroad,  or  at  home,  yottr  remembrance  imparting 

New  courage,  he'll  think  upon  glory  and  you. 

Hiough  a  tear  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad  separation, 
'Tis  nature,  not  fear,  that  excites  his  regret; 

Far  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation* 
The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne'er  can  fbiget. 

That  fkme,  sikd  tiiat  memory,  sifll  wiU  he  dierish  \ 
He  tows  Hittt  he  ne'er  will  disgraee  your  renown ; 

Iitke  you  will  he  live,  or  Uke  you  will  he  perish ; 
When  deeay'd,  may  he  mingle  his  dust  with  ysvr 


180*. 


ON  A  DISTANT  VIEW  OF  THE  TILLAGE, 
AND  SCHOOL  OF  HARROW  ON  THE 
HTLUt 

Oh  I  mM  ihImSui  warn!  rf  Jaglm  wmoa. 

Tb  scenes  of  my  ohOdhood,  whose  loTed  recollection 
Embitters  the  present,  compared  with  the  past; 

Where  science  first  dawned  on  the  powers  of  reflec- 
tion, 
And  frisndships  wsre  form'd  too  romantio  to  last; 


WImm  fcsMf  yetJ«y»«>Mtnee  the 
01  cSsBondea  &n  MsttdsUp  and  misdiief  alUed ; 

How  weloome  to  me  year  ne'er  lading  rsmemhraBoe, 
Which  rests  in  the  bosom,  though  kepe  is  denied ! 

Agtdu  I  rerisK  tlie  hOls  wiMre  we  sported, 
The  streams  where  we  swam,  and  the  fields  wkere 
w^fbught; 
The  school  where,  loud  wam'd  by  the  bell,  we  re- 


To  pore  o'er  the  precepts  by  pedagogues  taught 

i^ain  I  behold  where  forhouxs  I  have  ponder'd. 
As  reclining,  at  ere,  on  yon  tombstone  I  lay ; 


>  TtobMflian 


t  SoaerilMBMtarPhhifiM,ttid  nhMtoCteilH  I.  B«  lAanvwdi 
eiMhUMM  fltt  iM  Ik  ttiM|n  trciMto  n. 

I  TMi  pMM  WM  irfMtf  Si  Sw  prf*M>  vmtaM,  MMl  ia  te  SM  «dHtai  ar 
iMRor  IdhoM^vamOM  MaBftmiVli|U«M«kiid.   KvMaA*. 


Or  round  the  8tMp  bfow  of  'ue  Attdijiii  i 
wander'd, 
To  catch  the  last  gleam  of  the  smi*s  seltiii|tiy. 

I  once  more  Tiew  the  room  wKh  ipsctitoii  lo^ 

rounded. 

Where,  as  Zanga,  I  trod  on  Akiue  o'srthnwft; 

While  to  swell  my  jroung  piide  such  apphaiM  ts* 

sounded, 

I  ntncied  that  Mossop*  himself  was  outriioiM*. 

Or,  as  Lear,  I  poured  forth  the  deep  imprecation, 
By  my  daughters  of  kingdom  and  reaaon  depiToi; 

Till,  fired  by  loud  plaudits  and  self-adulatios, 
I  r^arded  myselif  as  a  Oarrick  remed. 

Te  dseams  of  my  boyhood,  how  waeh  I  ic^st  jm! 

Unfaded  your  memoiy  dwellein  my  brasft.t 
Thouc^  sad  and  deserted,  I  ne'er  sen  Cosset  jwti 

Tour  pleseures  may  stUl  be  in  lui«y  fsneit 

To  Idat  Ml  oft  may  remembrance  vestoie  ne, 
While  ihte  shall  the  shades  of  the  Man  wmD! 

Since  darkness  o'er^adows  the  prsspeet  betas  w^ 
More  dear  is  the  beam  of  the  pcsttonqrspd. 

But  itf   through  the  course  of  the  yean  vhid 
await  me, 
Some  new  scene  of  pleasure  should  open  to  riev, 
I  will  say,  while  with  rapture  the  thought  ibB 
elate  me, 
«Ohl   such  were  the  days  which  my  l&M 
knew." 


TOD.{ 

Iir  thee  I  foafly  hoped  to  eksp 
A  friend^  whom  death  alone  oeild  ssiws 

Till  envy,  with  maUgnant  grasp, 
Detaeh'd  thee  firom  ay  brsast  far  em. 

True  she  has  foroed  thee  fremmy  biessi, 
Tetin  my  hean  thov  keep'st  thy  ssst; 

There,  there  thine  Ims^  still  uustre^ 
Until  that  heart  shall  ettme  to  best 

And,  when  the  grave  restores  her  dead, 
Wlien  life  again  to  dust  is  given, 

On  thy  dear  breast  111  lay  my  head- 
Without  thee,  where  would  be  my  beaten  ? 
fMmsry.W* 


I  « I  ttw<sM nfc >■»  iwsb,  tiHmi inm  u wiii— ■ 

OriMi^Mif  RMM,  fcr«tar«M<taliVi{ 
Bai  Urn  dtapuMdkuvm  torn  damn  Urn  Imam  dmdtm, 


Bm  wivaf  ftm  Smm  «y«nhi  IP  WMfhf  h«r  dM 

In  MHii  Sh  MM  or  iV  MMM  lASiM, 

Hw  hK  Mid  te  taiMIl  «Mr  *ril  dud." 


%  Pdatid  fc  aw  |<l>rti  tdam  mif. 


SPITAPH  OH  A  MttKD.*  TO  KBDISSTON  « 


J»tt^  if»  P^  «A^fef(  tm  lmH9i9  tft. 


Oh,  Kiead!  Ibr  ew  loted,  Ibr  «fw  dMr,t 
Wliat  frvMlMi  IMi  kavto  taitiifld  my  lmMW*a  lii«r  1 
What  Bghfl  re-«eho'd  to  tjqr  iNurting  bmth, 
Whilst  them  wMt  tmg^ti^  te  til*  ipMkgs  of  dMth  1 
Coold  tesn  zstud  tho  tjnnt  in  hib  «ran« ; 
Conld  lighi  sfut  hte  dttt^  nlntkii  Ibreo, 
Oovld  70«th  uid  vittM  tkHn  « ifaoit  dbUy, 
Or  heantj  eharm  the  ipeetn  fron  hit  |M^  ; 
Thou  ttm  hadst  ll?ed  to  lilaM  my  aehteg  tlglil, 
Thy  eonrade'i  honor,  and  thy  friend*i  delight. 
X  If  yet  thy  gentle  ipirit  hOTer  nigh 
The  spot  where  now  thy  mouldering  eahes  He 
Here  wQt  thou  feed,  recorded  on  my  heart, 
A  gitef  tee  deep  to  trvst  the  •eolptor'a  art. 
No  maihle  mafka  thy  eonch  of  lowly  sleep, 
But  lirittg  ataftiiea  there  are  aeen  to  weep ; 
Afflietkm'a  ■wmManee  he&da  not  o'«  thy  tomb, 
Afflietion'a  adf  dsploMt  thy  yonthfbl  doom. 
What  though  ikj  aire  lament  his  foiling  line, 
A  fiUher'a  asnowi  eannot  equal  mine ! 
ThoH^  BOM  like  thee  his  dying  hour  will  cheer. 
Yet  other  ofipring  soothe  his  anguish  here : 
Bnt  who  with  me  shall  hold  thy  former  place  ? 
Thine  image  what  new  friendship  can  emce  i 
Ah  none!— «  &ther*s  tears  will  cease  to  flow. 
Time  will  aaeoage  an  infant  brother's  woe ; 
To  aH,  saTO  one,  is  consolation  known, 
While  solitary  friendship  sighs  alone. 

1803. 


A  FitAGKSNT. 

Wxnr,  to  their  afry  hall,  my  MMti^  Toice 
Shan  eall  my  spirit,  joyfrd  in  their  choice; 
When,  poised  upon  the  gale,  my  ftom  shall  ride. 
Or,  dazlc  in  mist,  deecend  the  moiintat&*8  side ; 
Oh  may  nay  ehade  behold  no  sculptured  urns 
To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  retnni ! 
(  No  lengthened  scroll,  no  praise  encumbered  stone. 
My  epitaph  shall  b6  my  nime  alone : 
If  Ukat  with  honor  fail  to  crown  my  clay, 
Oh  mny  no  other  fame  my  deeds  tepay ! 
7W,  only  thai,  shall  single  out  the  spot; 
I  By  that  remember'd,  ot  with  that  forgot. 

im. 


Tb  ■•  fer  deow  «M  tAf  inMii  k 
Aim  i>  iH  )q»  WMMh,  ftH%  «a 
Ar  *n  akM  I  ■«««,  or  «I*V  IP  If*  I 
Oh  O^  I  V  taqtais  ikb  Mk  void  femlM  I 


HD>ihi>e>fcey—rifcilWlit 
>te*fcmi fmiHmmmwm, 

Ttat  bHMl  wiMM  0*  to  » IN*  hU  air  MhI, 


Tifrttor  la  OM  bid  of  MMk  ««1I  li  I 


I  «  N*  inC(h»M  «mB  tf  fMM  and  iwMB.** 

PHmm  »olM»t,  miMtt  i*i^y  I 


Lmt  PoUy  smile,  to  view  the  names 
Of  thee  and  me  in  friendship  twined ; 

Tet  Virtue  will  haTc  greater  claims 
To  lore,  than  rank  with  vice  combined. 

And  though  unequal  ii  thy  fiite, 
Smee  title  deck'd  my  higher  birth ! 

Tet  enry  not  thli  gaudy  stete ; 
Thine  ii  the  pride  of  modest  worth. 

Our  touts  at  least  congenial  meet. 
Nor  can  thy  lot  my  rank  disgrace; 

Our  intercottse  is  not  lest  tweet, 
Since  worth  of  rank  tupplies  the  pbee, 

November,  MIL 


RBPLT  TO  SOME  TERSBS  OF  ^.  K.  B. 
PIGOT,  BSQ.,  ON  THE  CBUBLTY  OP  HIS 
MISTBBSS.t 

Why,  Pigot,  cmnplain 

Of  this  damsel's  disdain, 
Why  thus  in  despair  do  yon  i^t  ? 

For  months  you  may  try, 

Yet,  beUere  me,  a  sigh 
WIB  neyer  obtain  a  coquette. 

Would  yo«  teach  her  to  love  ? 

For  a  thne  teem  to  roTc ; 
At  flrtt  the  may  frown  in  a  pet; 

But  leaye  her  awhile, 

She  thortly  will  smile, 
And  then  you  may  kitt  your  coquette. 

For  tuck  are  the  airt 

Of  these  ikndfril  ftJrs, 
They  think  all  our  homage  a  debt ; 

Tet  a  partial  neglect 

Soon  takes  an  effect. 
And  humbles  the  proudMt  coquette. 

Dissemble  your  pain. 

And  lengthen  your  chain* 
And  seem  her  hauteur  to  regret; 

If  again  you  shall  sigh. 

She  no  more  will  deny 
That  yours  it  the  rosy  coquette. 

If  still,  from  ftdse  pride, 

Tour  pangs  she  deride, 
This  whimtical  virgin  forget ; 

Some  other  admire, 

Who  win  melt  with  your  fire. 
And  laagh  at  the  little  coquette. 

For  me,  I  adore 

SoBM  twenty  or  more, 
And  fare  them  meet  dearly ;  but  >et. 

Though  my  heart  they  enthral, 

I'd  abandon  them  all, 
IHd  they  act  Uke  your  blooming  coquette. 


*o^v 


d  in  dw  privato  foluM. 


4lft                                                    BYEON'8  WORKS. 

No  longer  repine. 

Adopt  tUB  design, 

Every  woman  for  one, 

And  break  through  her  sKght-woren  net ; 

Whose  image  must  fill  my  whole  breast— 

Away  with  despair, 

Whom  I  must  prefer. 

No  longer  forbear 

And  sigh  bat  for  hsr- 

To  flj  from  the  captious  coquette. 

What  an  insult 'twould  be  to  the  nst  1 

Then  quit  her,  my  friend ! 

Now,  Strephon,  good-bye ; 

Your  bosom  defend, 

I  cannot  deny 

Ere  quite  with  her  snares  you're  beset : 

Lest  your  deep-wounded  heart, 

Such  love  as  jou  plead 

When  incensed  by  the  smart, 

Should  lead  you  to  curse  the  coquette. 

For  it  only  consists  in  the  word 

Ocftf&er  27a,  1806. 

TO  THB  SIGHING  STREPHON.» 

,     TouB  pardon,  my  friend, 
If  my  rhymes  did  offend. 

THE  TEAR. 

J^Ilx  1  b  faooqai  tammtm 

Tour  pa^on,  a  thousand  times  o'er ; 

PMok  tfe,  pb  Nyrapha,  tentLT—Orwif.* 

From  friendship  I  strove 

Your  pangs  to  remove, 

Whbk  Friendship  or  Love 

But  I  swear  I  will  do  so  no  more. 

Our  sympathies  move, 

When  truth  in  a  glance  should  appear. 

Since  your  beautiful  maid 

The  lips  may  beguile 

Your  flame  has  repaid. 

With  a  dimple  or  smile. 

No  more  I  your  folly  regret ; 

But  the  test  of  affection's  a  Tear. 

She's  now  most  divine, 

And  I  bow  at  the  shrine 

Too  oft  is  a  smile 

Of  this  quickly  reformed  coquette. 

But  the  hypocrite's  wile, 

To  mask  detestation  or  fear ; 

Yet  still,  I  must  own. 

Give  me  the  soft  sigh, 

I  should  never  have  known 

Whilst  the  soul-telling  ^e 

From  your  verses,  what  else  she  deserved ; 

Is  djmm'd  for  a  time  with  a  Tear. 

Your  pain  seem'd  so  great, 

I  pitied  your  fate, 

Mild  Changs  glow, 

As  your  fair  was  se  devilish  reserved. 

To  OS  mortals  below, 

Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  dear ; 

Since  the  balm  breathing  kiss 

Of  this  magical  miss 

Where  this  virtue  is  felt, 

Can  such  wonderfril  transports  produce ; 

And  its  dew  U  diffiised  in  a  Tear. 

Since  the  "  world  you  forget, 

When  your  lips  once  have  met," 

The  man  doom'd  to  sail' 

My  counsel  will  get  but  abuse. 

With  the  blast  of  the  gale, 

Through  billows  Atlantic  to  steer, 

You  say,  when  "  I  rove, 

As  he  bends  o'er  the  wave 

I  know  nothing  of  love ;" 

Which  may  soon  be  his  grave, 

•Tis  true,  I  am  given  to  range : 

The  green  sparkles  bright  with  a  Tear. 

If  I  rightly  remember. 

I've  loved  a  good  number, 

The  soldier  bnyes  deaUi     * 

Yet  there's  pleasure,  at  least,  in  a  change. 

For  a  fandftd  wreath, 

Im  Glory's  romaatie  career ; 

I  will  not  advance, 

Butfaenisesthefoe 

By  the  rules  of  romance, 

WhaiinbatUeUidlow, 

To  humor  a  whimsical  fair ; 

Though  a  smile  may  delight, 

Yet  a  frown  won't  affiight. 

If  with  a  high-bounding  pride 

Or  drive  mc  to  drcadfril  despair. 

He  return  to  his  bride. 

While  my  blood  is  thus  warm 

All  his  toils  are  repaid 

I  ne'er  shaU  reform. 

When,  embracing  the  maid, 

To  mix  in  the  Platonists*  school ; 

From  her  eyelid  he  kisses  the  Tear. 

Oftldsl  am  sure. 

Was  my  passion  so  pure. 

Sweet  scene  of  my  youth ! 

Thy  mistress  would  think  me  a  fool. 

Seat  of  Friendship  and  Truth,            _ 

•  TbcNitai»Mwmoi47|iritfHlinitei4«>l*i«lMiw 

•  Tliboia(towwiBMmdia««llMeiHio«raN««n*>» 

HOraB  OF  0>UIII88 
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Ijoflk  to  Utcft  thee*  I  moiiciMdt^ 
For  alatt  look  I  tiini*d, 
Bvtthy  ipno  WW  teane  wma  thioagk  &  Too*. 

Tltong^  my  towi  I  eoa  pour 

To  my  Mary  no  moro, 
My  Maiy  to  Lore  onoo  to  dear, 

In  tile  ahads  of  her  bower 

I  remember  the  hour 
She  rewaidedthoee  tdwi  with  a  Tear. 

By  another  poeaest, 

May  she  Ure  erer  blest ! 
H«r  name  still  my  heart  most  rerere : 

"With  a  sigh  I  resign 

What  I  onoe  thought  waa  minOy 
Jkad  forgive  her  deedt  with  a  Tew. 

Te  Uends  of  my  heart, 

Bre  from  yon  I  depart, 
Thda  hope  to  my  breaet  is  moat  near : 

If  again  we  shall  meet 

In  this  rural  retreat, 
May  WIS  meet,  aa  we  part,  with  a  Tear. 

When  my  sonl  wings  her  flight 

To  the  regions  of  night, 
•And  my  corse  shall  recline  on  its  Uer, 

Am  ye  peas  by  the  tomb 

Where  my  aahea  oonsnme, 
Oh!  moisten  their  dnst  with  a  Tear. 

May  no  marble  bestow 

The  splendor  of  wo 
Which  the  children  of  yanity  rear: 

No  Action  of  fame 

Shan  blason  my  name ; 
▲U I  aak— all  I  wish-%  a  Tear. 

Oetf06sr  16,1808. 


TO  MISS  PIGOT.f 

Kuia,  what  fools  are  the  Mqaaufanan  aeet. 
Who  to  women  deny  the  soul's  ftitnre  existence, 

Conld  they  see  thee,  Elisa,  they'd  own  their  defect. 
And  this  doetrine  would  meet  with  a  general  re- 


Ha4  tfaesr  paophet  poeaeaa*d  half  an  atom  of  sense. 
He  ne*er  would  have  women  from  peradise  driTsn, 

Inetead  of  his  hoozis,  a  flimay  pretence, 
With  wosMA  alone  he  had  peopled  his  heaven. 


T«t  atm  to  inereaae  your  calamities  more, 
Mot  content  with  depriving  your  bodies  of  spirit, 

He  allotB  one  poor  husband  to  share  amongst  four ! 
WiOi  souk  you'd  dispense;  but  this  last,  who 
eouldbearit? 

ffia  reiigion  to  pleaae  neither  party  ia  made ; 

On  hnebanda  'tis  hard,  to  the  wivee  most  uncivil ; 
Mil  I  eaa't  contzadiet,  irfaat  so  oft  hia  been  said, 

••  Though  wmaea  are  angels,  yet  wedlock'a  the 
devfl." 


UMM 


r  **  LBTTIM  or  AM  TtAMMM 
AM  ■H0U8K  mUniMMAM.     BT  J.  #. 

vovn>n>  ov  VAOfxa."  • 

**  AWAT,  anmy,  your  tattering  arte 
May  now  betray  aome  aimpler  hearts ; 
And  you  will  smile  at  their  believing. 
And  th^  shall  weep  at  your  deceiving.' 

Ajrawan   to   thb   vonaooDro,  add: 


Bias  simple  gixl,  those  iattering  arte, 
Ttom  vrhich  thou'dst  guard  frail  female 
Bziat  but  in  imagination— 
Mere  phantoma  of  thine  own  creation ; 
For  he  who  views  that  witching  grace, 
Tliat  perfiect  form,  that  lovely  face, 
With  eyes  admiring,  oh  I  befieve  me, 
He  never  wiahea  to  deeeivo  thee : 
Onee  in  thy  polished  mirror  glance, 
Thoult  there  deacry  that  elegance 
Which  from  our  aex  demands  such 
But  envy  in  the  other  raiaea : 
Then  he  who  tells  thee  of  thy  beenty. 
Believe  me,  only  does  his  duty : 
Ah  I  fly  not  firom  the  candid  youth ; 
It  ii  not  flattery,-^tis  truth. 


THE  CORNBUAN.f 

Mo  specious  splendor  of  this  stone 
Bndears  it  to  my  memoty  ew ; 

With  lustre  only  once  it  shone. 
And  blttsheo  modeet  aa  the  giver. 

Soaae,  who  can  sneer  at  friendship's  tiasb 
Have  for  my  weakness  oft  reproved  me  s 

YM  stm  the  simple  gift  I  priie,^ 
For  I  am  sure  the  giyer  loved  me. 

He  offisr'd  it  with  downcaat  look, 
Aa  ieaiAa  that  I  might  refiise  it ; 

I  told  him  when  the  gift  I  took. 
My  only  fear  should  be  to  loee  it 

This  pledge  attentirely  I  vievr'd, 
And  spnkling  aa  I  held  it  near, 

Methought  one  drop  the  stone  bedew'd. 
And  ever  since  I'to  loved  a  tear. 

Mil,  to  adorn  hla  humble  youth. 

Nor  wealth  nor  birth  their  treasures  yicM ; 
But  he  who  seeks  the  flowers  of  truth. 

Must  quit  the  garden  for  the  fldd. 

TiM  not  the  plant  uprear'd  in  aloth, 
Whidi  beauty  ahowe  and  aheds  patftune^ 

The  flowers  which  yield  the  most  of  both 
In  Nature's  wild  laxunanee  bloooL 


ilS 

Had  Fortime  aided  Katoie'i  e«n, 
For  once  forgetting  to  be  blind, 

His  would  haTe  been  an  ample  shMre, 
If  well-proportion'd  to  his  mind. 

Bvt  had  the  goddess  dearly  seen, 
His  form  had  flx'd  her  fickle  breast ; 

Har  oonntless  hoards  would  his  hare  been, 
And  none  remained  to  give  the  rest. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OP  A  YOUNG  LADY,« 
C0XJ8IN  TO  THE  AUTHOE.  AND  VBEY 
DEAR  TO  HIM.t 

Hvsb'd  are  the  winds,  and  still  the  evening  gloom, 
Not  e'en  a  zephyr,  wanders  through  the  groTO, 

Whilst  I  return  to  Tiew  my  Margaret's  tomb. 
And  scatter  flowers  on  the  dust  I  love. 

Within  this  narrow  cell  reclines  her  clay. 
That  day  where  once  such  animation  beam'd ; 

The  King  of  Terrors  seized  her  as  his  prey, 
Not  worth,  nor  beauty,  have  her  life  redeemed. 

Oh !  oould  that  King  of  Terrors  pity  feel. 

Or  Heaven  reverse  the  dread  decrees  of  fate ! 
Not  here  the  mourner  would  his  grief  reveal, 

Not  here  the  muse  her  virtues  would  relate. 

Bat  wherefore  weep  ?  her  matchless  spirit  soan 
Beyond  where  splendid  shines  the  orb  of  day ; 

And  weeping  angels  lead  her  to  those  bowers 
Where  endless  pleasures  virtue's  deeds  repay. 

p.nA  shall  presumptuous  mortals  heaven  arraign, 
AiMJ,  madly,  godlike  providence  accuse  ? 

Ah !  no,  far  fly  from  me  attempts  so  vain,* 
111  ne'er  submission  to  my  Gk>d  refuse. 

Yet  is  remembrance  of  those  virtues  dear. 
Yet  fresh  the  memory  of  that  beauteous  face ; 

StIU  they  call  forth  my  warm  affection's  tear. 
Still  in  my  heart  retain  thdr  wonted  plac«. 


TO  EMMA.t 

Siiroa  now  the  hour  is  come  at  last. 
When  you  must  quit  your  anxious  lover ; 

Since  now  our  dream  of  bliss  is  past. 
One  pang,  my  girl,  and  all  is  over. 

Alas  I  that  pang  will  be  severe, 
Which  bids  us  part  to  meet  no  more. 

Which  tears  me  far  from  one  so  dear. 
Departing  for  a  distant  shore. 


BYBON'S  WOBXS. 


tTaS 


'« TiM  ■attnr  ekfan  tht  lodnlfBiiM  of  dM  I 

aiipiwttt— ,pKh»yi,MiyoeiTtotliacoBw<fcm;  batuHvMi 
m  !■!■■  lUiiill  «■■  Hin  lit  pi^hf  innqiniiiTl  nt  flit  sf*  of  ftartaa^)  a 
m*^mmf,h»fnkmdmkmmagit  to  «■•  iMlalgwM  of  Wt  t^    ' 
».«•■  "  


WflU:  we  have  paas'd  some  happy  hsu^ 
And  joy  will  mingle  with  oar  tears ; 

When  thinking  on  these  ande&t  towvs, 
The  shdter  of  our  infant  years ; 

Where  from  the  gothic  easement's  height, 
We  view'd  the  lake,  the  park,  the  dde. 

And  still,  though  tears  obstruct  our  light, 
We  lingering  look  a  last  farewell 

O'er  Adds  through  which  we  used  to  nm. 
And  spend  the  hours  in  childish  play; 

O'er  shades  where  when  our  race  was  donsi 
Beposing  on  my  breast  you  lay ; 

Whilst  I,  admiring,  too  remiss. 

Forgot  to  scare  the  hov'ring  flies, 
Yet  envied  every  fly  the  kiss 

It  dared  to  give  your  slumbering  eyes- 
See  still  the  little  painted  bark, 

In  which  I  row'd  you  o'er  the  lake, 
See  there,  high  waving  o'er  the  park, 

The  ehn  I  damber'd  for  your  sake. 

These  times  are  past^-our  Joys  are  gone. 
You  leave  me,  leave  this  happy  vale; 

These  scenes  I  must  retrace  alone ; 
Without  thee  what  will  they  avail  ? 

Who  can  conoeiTe,  who  has  not  proved. 
The  anguish  of  a  last  embrace  ? 

When,  torn  from  all  you  fondly  loved. 
You  bid  a  long  adieu  to  peace. 

This  is  the  deepest  of  onr  woes, 
For  this  these  tears  our  cheeks  bedew ; 

This  is  of  love  the  final  dose, 
Oh  God,  the  fondest,  last  adieul 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PKOLOGXJK 

DBLZVBBBD  PSSYIOUS  TO  TRB  T'BXrO'BJUJSCi  OF 
"THB  WHBBL  OF  PORTUKB"  AT  A  PMTiti 
THBJlTIUB. 

SnrcB  the  refinement  of  this  polish'd  age 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  stage ; 
Since  taste  has  now  expunged  licentions  wit. 
Which  stamp'd  disgrace  on  all  an  authtnr  writ; 
Since  now  to  please  with  purer  scenes  we  seek, 
Nor  dare  to  eall  the  Unah  from  Beauty*!  ehed; 
Oh !  let  the  modest  Hnse  some  pity  ebdm, 
And  meet  indulgence,  thongh  she  find  not  fiaaa 
StUl,  not  for  her  alone  we  wish  respect. 
Others  appear  more  oonsdons  of  defect: 
To-night  no  reteran  Roscil  you  bdiold, 
In  all  the  arts  of  scenic  action  old ; 
No  CooKB,  no  KsiCBLB,  ean  salute  yon  hot, 
No  SiDDom  draw  the  sympathetie  tear; 
To-night  you  throng  to  witness  the  debat 
Of  embryo  actors,  to  the  Drama  new: 
Here,  then,  our  almost  unfledged  wings  wt  tqr; 
Clip  not  our  pinions  ere  the  birds  ean  fly: 
Failing  in  this  our  flxat  attempt  to  soar, 
'    :,  alas!  we  fall  to  rise  no  mora. 


H0UB8  or  IDUDIB88. 
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Rot  oa»  poor  tranbler  only  Hmt  betrayf, 
Who  hopM,  yet  afanott  dremdi,  tomMtjoatjnimi 
Bat  oH  oar  dnmatii  penoiu»  irait ' 
In  loBd  nupoiM  tiiis  eriik  of  ooz*  ikto. 
Ko  fooal  Tiewa  our  pioftioM  eta  roterd, 
Yoar  goMroas  pUadtts  azo  onr  sole  reward; 
For  theee,  eeeh  Hero  all  hia  power  diaplayt, 
Bodi  timid  Heroine  shrinka  before  your  gan. 
Barely  the  last  will  aooie  proteetion  ind; 
Hone  to  the  aofter  aez  can  prora  unkind : 
"Whibt  Yoaih  and  Beauty  form  the  female  shield. 
The  stoniest  Censorf  to  tiie  fUr  most  yield. 
Tett  shoald  our  feeble  efforts  nooght  sTsil, 
Shoold,  after  all,  our  best  endeaTon  foil, 
Still  let  some  mercy  in  yoor  bosoms  five. 
And,  if  yoa  canH  appland,  at  least  foffgite. 


cm  THB  DBATH  OF  MB.  FOX. 


TO  X.  8.  G.* 


jxnoum   Ai 

VBAXaO  XV  ▲  UVaXVKQ  FAYULt 

"  Oum  mtioB's  foes  lament  on  Fox's  death, 
But  blees  the  hoor  when  Prrr  redgn'd  his  breath : 
These  feelings  wide,  let  sense  and  truth  nndne. 
We  gire  the  palm  where  Justice  points  its  due." 

10  -WHZOK  THB  AITTHOB   OF   THMB   FIBOBi    SBBT 
THB  F0XJ.OirXXO  BBFLT.  f 

OH,feettoosTiperI  whose  en^rcnom'd  tooth 
Would  mangle  still  the  dead,  perrerting  truth. 
What  though  our  "nation's  foes"  laaMnt  the  fete, 
With  gensRoas  feelings,  of  the  good  and  greet, 
Shan  dastaid  tangoes  eesay  to  blast  the  namo 
Of  him  whose  meed  eziats  in  endleas  feme  ? 
When  Pitt  expired  in  plenitude  of  power, 
Though  iU  sucoees  obseurad  his  dying  hour, 
Pity  her  dewy  wings  befoo  him  spread. 
For  noble  spirits  «' war  not  with  the  dead: " 
Hb  friends,  in  tears,  a  last  sad  requiem  gsTO, 
As  all  his  eirofs  shunber'd  in  the  grsToj 
He  sunk,  sn  Atlas  bending  'neath  the  weight 
Of  eazes  o'erwhefaning  onr  oonflioting  state : 
When  lo !  a  Herenles  in  Fox  appear'd, 
Who  for  a  time  the  ruin'd  fabric  rear'd  : 
He,  too,  is  fell'n  who  Britain's  Ums  supplied, 
WHh  him  our  fest-roriring  hopes  haye  died; 
Not  one  great  people  only  raise  his  uxn, 
AH  Bmope's  fer  extended  regions  mourn. 
*' These  fedings  wide,  let  sense  and  truth  undue, 
To  gire  ^  pafan  where  Justice  points  ite  duo ;" 
Tot  let  not  canker'd  Calumny  assail, 
Or  nond  our  statesman  wind  her  gloomy  Toil. 
Foxl  o'«  whoee  corse  a  mourning  world  must  weep, 
Whoee  dssr  remains  in  honor'd  msrble  sleep: 
For  whom,  at  last,  e'en  hostile  nations  groan, 
While  Mends  and  foee  alike  his  talents  own; 
Pox  ihaU  in  Britain's  ftitore  snnals  shine, 
Nor  e'en  to  Pxtt  the  patiot's  pafan  resign ; 
Which  Xavy  wearing  Candor's  saoed  mask. 
For  Prt,  and  PxR  alone,  has  dared  to  ask. 


*  Qv.   laitepri«<i*B«alnM,IWr. 

I  Ufa  - 


L—  ♦    »»      I     ftp" 


I  km  liMhSN 


Whbhb'bb  I  Tiew  tiiose  Ups  of  thine. 
Their  hue  inrites  my  fcrrent  kiss ; 

Tot  I  forego  that  bliae  divine, 
AlasI  itwereunhalhmedWss. 

Whene'er  I  dream  of  that  pure  bieast, 
How  could  I  dwell  upon  its  snows  ? 

Tot  is  the  daring  wish  represt, 
For  that,— would  banish  ite  repoee. 

A  glance  from  thy  aoul-searching  eye 
Can  raise  with  hope,  depress  with  few; 

Yet  I  conceal  my  loire,  and  why  ? 
I  would  not  force  a  painftil  tear. 

I  ne'er  have  told  my  love,  yet  thoa 
Host  seen  my  ardent  flame  too  woB ; 

And  shall  I  plead  my  passion  now, 
To  make  thy  boeom's  heaTSa  a  hell } 

Ho!  for  thou  nerer  canst  be  mine. 
United  hj  the  priest's  decree; 

By  any  ties  but  those  diTine, 
Mine,  my  beloTcd,  thou  ne'er  dialt  bo. 

Then  let  the  secret  fire  consume, 
Let  it  consume,  thou  shalt  not  know ; 

"^th  joy  I  court  a  certain  doom. 
Bather  than  spread  ite  guilty  glow. 

I  will  not  eaao  my  tortured  heart, 
By  driring  doTO-oyed  peace  from  thiAO, 

Ba^st  thfnsuoh  a  sting  impart. 
Each  thought  presumptuous  I  resign. 

Yes  I  yidd  those  lips,  for  which  I'd  hnve 
More  then  I  here  shsU  dare  to  tdl ; 

Thy  innooenoe  and  mine  to  aave,— 
I  bid  thee  now  a  last  ferewelL 

Yes,  yield  that  breast  to  seek  despair. 
And  hope  no  more  thy  soft  embrace, 

Which  to  obtain  my  soul  would  dare. 
All,  all  reproach,  but  thy  disgrace. 

At  leeel  from  golU  shdt  then  be  free, 
Ko  saatroti  dull  thy  ahame  reprore. 

Though  eureleea  pangs  may  pray  on  mo. 
No  martyr  shdt  thou  be  to  lore. 


TO  CAEOLINB.t 

THnnc'ST  thou  I  saw  thy  beauteous  eyes, 
SuAised  in  tears  implore  to  stay ; 

And  heard  unmored  thy  plenteous  sighs. 
Which  said  feir  more  than  words  can  aay ) 

Though  keen  the  grief  thy  tears  exprest. 
When  lore  and  hope  lay  both  o'erthroim; 

Yet  still,  my  girl,  this  bleeding  breast 
Throbb'd  with  deep  sorrow  as  thine  own. 


•  Oa^friMidhewfrfMliiK 
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Bat  irlian  onr  eliaeks  witb  angiiislL  gloVd, 
'When  thy  sweet  lips  were  join'd  to  mine, 

Xhe  tesrs  tlutt  from  mj  eyeUds  flow'd 
Wcore  lost  in  tlLOse  which  fell  from  thine. 

Thou  oonld'st  not  feel  my  bnzning  cheek, 
Thy  gashing  tears  had  quenched  its  flame, 

And  aa  thy  tongue  essay'd  to  speak. 
In  sigha  alone  it  breathed  my  i 


Let  OS  put  ra«B4  Um  oo^  of  kve'a 
mmanre. 
And  qoaff  the  eontents  as  owr  SMtar 


And  yet,  my  girl,  we  weep  in  vain, 
In  Tain  onr  fate  in  sighs  deplore ; 

Bemembranoe  only  can  remain,^ 
Bat  that  will  make  iis  weep  the  more. 

Again,  thou  best  beloTed,  adiea  f 
Ah!  if  thou  canst  o'eroome  regret, 

Nor  let  thy  mind  past  joys  reriew,^ 
Oar  only  hope  is  to  forget ! 


TO  CABOLINB.« 

Whin  I  hear  you  express  an  affection  so  warm, 
Ne*er  think,  my  beloTod,  that  I  do  not  belief^ ; 

For  yooi  lip  would  the  soul  of  suspicion  disarm, 
And  your  eye  beams  a  ray  which  can  never  de-i 
ceiTe. 

Tet  still,  this  ibnd  bosom  regrets  while  adoring. 
That  lore,  Vike  the  leaf,  most  ML  into  the  aear, 

That  age  will  come  on,  when  remembrance,  de- 
ploring. 
Contemplates  the  scenes  of  her  youth  with  a  tear  i 

That  the  time  must  azrive,  when  no  longer  retaining- 
Their  auburn,  those  locks  muat  ware  tiiin  to  the 
breeie. 

When  a  few  silyer  hairs  of  those  tresses  remaining) 
Frore  natoxe  a  prey  to  decay  and  disease. 

Tia  this,  my  beloyed,  which  spreads  gloom  o'er  my 
featozoa, 

Though  I  ne'er  shall  presume  to  arraign  the  decree 
Which  Ood  haa  proclaimed  as  the  fttte  of  his  ttea< 


In  the  death  which  one  day  will  deprtre  yoa  of  me. 

Mistake  not,  sweet  skeptic,  the  oanse  of  emotion, 
No  doubt  can  the  mind  of  your  lorer  iuTade ; 

He  worships  each  look  with  such  fidthfril  devotion, 
A  smile  can  enchant,  or  a  tear  can  dissuade. 

But  as  death,  my  beloved,  soon  or  late  shall  o'er- 
take  us, 

And  our  breasts  which  alive  with  such  sympathy 
glow, 

Wm  sle^  in  the  grave  till  the  blast  shall  awake  ua. 
When  calling  the  dead,  in  earth's  bosom  laid  low 

Oh !  than  let  us  drain,  while  we  may,  drani^ts  of 

pleasure, 

Which  from  passion  like  ours  may  onoeafingly 


In  Ins. 

r. 


TO  CABOLINB.* 


Ok  1  idieB  riuU  the  grave  hide  forever  my  sooovf 
Oh,  when  shall  my  soul  wing  her  flight  from  tliia 
oUy? 

The  present  Is  heU,  and  the  coning  to-oorrow 
But  bringa,  with  new  tortoxe,  the  come  of  to-diqr* 

From  my  eye  flows  no  tear,  from  my  lips  frJl  no 
curses, 
I  blast  not  the  fiends  who  have  hurled  me  bom 
bliss; 
For  poor  is  the  soul  whidi  bewailing  seheaises 
Its  querulous  grief,  when  in  anguish  like  this. 

Was  my  eye  'stead  of  tears,  with  red  f^  flUcea 
bright'ning, 
Would  my  lips  breathe  a  flame  which  no  stream 
coidd  assuage, 
On  our  foes  should  my  glance  launch  in  vengeance 
its  lightning. 
With  transport  my  tongue  give  alcove  to  its  lage. 

B  at  now  tears  and  curses,  alike  unavailing. 
Would  add  to  the  aouls  of  oar  ^rn^tc  i^ 

Onild  they  view  as  our  tad  separation  hawifinflj 
Thdf  merciless  hMrts  would  rejoloe  ai  tii«  «igM 

Yet  fltBl,  though  we  bend  wltii  a  feign'd  veaignft- 
tion. 
Life  beams  not  for  us  with  one  ray  that caA  cheer; 
Love  and  hope  upon  earth  bring  no  more  coBSola- 
tion, 
In  the  grave  is  our  hope,  for  in  life  is  omr  fbar. 

Oh !  when,  my  adored,  in  the  tomb  will  ihey  place 
me, 

Since  in  life,  love  and  friendship  for  ever  are  fled? 
If  again  in  the  mansion  of  death  I  embrace  thee. 

Perhaps  they  wiU  leave  unmolested  the  dead. 


STANZAS  TO  A  LABI, 

WITH  THB  POSXS  OF  C^KOEIIB. 

This  votive  pledge  of  fond  esteem. 
Perhaps,  dear  girl  I  for  me  thoult 

It  sings  of  Love's  enchanting  dream, 
A  theme  we  never  can  deq^ise. 

Who  blames  it  bat  the  envioas  UdoI, 
The  old  and  disappointed  maid  ?  * 

Or  pupil  of  the  prudish  school. 
In  single  sorrow  doom'd  to  fride  ? 


Homi  Of 


V»  IfaM  Jft  ^Min  1 0I1&&  aot  flead 
In  pity  ftr  «•  pMt*s  wMt. 

H«  1VU  i&  aootii  a  genvlne  baid ; 

H«  WW  no  fid&t  Aotitioiif  flaiae 
like  his,  msj  lore  bt  thy  rewud. 

Bat  not  thy  hapleis  fkte  the  nms. 


THE  FIBST  KISS  OF  LOTB.« 


'M^ttrm  0utw»  ^X^i*** 


▲iTAT  nMi  yoar  Mfanu  of  ihiMy  rasMoiM 
t  Thow  tiWMS  ^  ftloehood  i^ioh  ftdly  hM  wo  ?• ; 

6iv«nie  tfaAiiilldbesm  ^  tte  soml-brHtthlng  ghmoe, 
Or  fhanptmewhkhAwdk  on  the  tot  kin  «f 

Ye  rhymert,  whote  hesoms  with  phanturf  glow 
Whooe  paetonl  pewiom  are  made  for  the  gnnre, 

Fnna  what  blest  inspirations  your  sonnets  would 
flow. 
Could  yon  erer  have  tasted  the  first  kiss  of  lofol 

If  ApoHo  should  e'er  his  assistanoe  zefese, 
(^  tb0  Mme  bedisposed  from  your  serrioe  to  xov% 

Invoke  then  no  more,  bid  adien  to  the  muse, 
And  ti^  the  cftet  of  the  tot  kiss  of  love. 

1  bate  3PMS  y«  eeldeompositiens  of  art, 
Onqglk  pndes  may  eondemn  me,  uid  bigots  re- 
prore» 

I  coBt  the  eAsions  that  spring  from  the  hesrt 
WMoh  ttrobs  with  delight  to  the  tot  kies  of  love. 

Tour  shepherds,  your  flocks,t  those  ibntastieal 


MB  to  afizm  that  men  sinoe  his  Urth,{ 
Adam  till  now,  has  with  wnlehedness 


Feihafemay  annise,  yet  they  never  ean  move: 
Arcadia  displays  bat  aregion  of  dreams ; 
What  an  visions  Kke  these  to  the  Bist  kiss  of 
love? 


Oht< 


Some  portion  of  paradise  still  is  on  esrth, 
AndBden  revives  in  the  fiiet  kiss  of  love. 

When  age  ehiUs  the  blood,  when  oor  pleasnxes  are 
past — 

Far  years  fleet  away  with  the  wings  of  the  deve  < 
The  dearest  remembrsnce  will  still  be  the  last, 

Out  sweetest  memorial  the  fitst  kles  of  love* 


TO  HAST. 


Os  t  did  tiMoe  eyes.  Instead  of  to, 
ynsih  bright  but  mild  aifection  sUm, 

Though  they  might  kindle  IssB  destn^ 
Love,  more  than  mectal,  wonld  be 


For  thorn  srt  fonn'd  so  heavenly  ftir, 
However  those  orbs  may  wildly  beaas, 

We  mnst  admire,  bat  etiU  despair ; 
That  ftital  glance  fortiids  esteem. 

When  natore  stamped  thy  beanteons  bfarth. 

So  mneh  perfection  in  thee  shone. 
She  Imr'd  tbattoo  divine  for  earth, 

T1)e  skies  soJght  claim  thee  for  their  own* 

Thenftse,  to  gnaid  her  dearest  work, 
Lsst  angels  mi^  dilate  the  prise 

She  bade  a  seeret  ligbtaiig  lark 
Within  thoee  onee  eelestial  eyes. 

Thsoe  might  the  boldeet  sylph  appal, 
When  gleaming  with  meridian  bhMe» 

Thy  beanty  most  enraptote  all, 
Bat  who  ean  dare  tUne  arient  gaae? 

lis  said  that  Berenice's  hair 
In  stars  adons  the  Taalt  of  heaven : 

Bat  they  would  ne'er  pennit  thee  there. 
Then  wonldst  so  frir  outshine  the  seven. 

For  did  those  eyes  as  planets  roll. 
Thy  sister*lights  would  scarce  annear: 

B'en  suns,  which  systems  now  eotfbol, 
Woold  twinkle  dimly  through  their  q^here^ 


TO  WOMAN. 

Woxur  1  experience  might  have  told  me 

That  all  must  love  thee  who  behold  thee» 

Surely  erperience  might  have  taught 

Thy  fbrmeet  promises  are  nought ; 

Bat  placed  in  all  thy  charms  before  me. 

All  I  forget  but  to  adore  thee. 

Oh,  Memory  thou  choicest  blessing 

Whan  Join'd  with  hope,  when  still  poseessingy 

But  how  much  cursed  by  every  lover 

When  hope  is  fled  snd  passion's  over. 

Woman,  that  fair  and  fond  deceiver. 

How  prompt  sre  striplings  to  believe  her  1 

How  thzobe  the  pulse  when  first  we  view 

The  eye  that  rolls  in  glossy  blue. 

Or  sparkles  black,  or  mildly  throws 

A  beam  from  under  hazel  brows  1 

How  quick  we  credit  every  oath. 

And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  troth 

Fondly  we  hope  'twill  last  for  aye 

When,  lo  1  she  changes  in  a  day. 

This  record  will  for  ever  etand, 

« Woman,  thy  vows  are  traced  in  sand.'** 


«>2 


BTBOITS  W0BX8. 


TO  M.  8.  G. 


Whsk  I  dream  that  you  lOTe  me,  7011II  surely  foi^ 

Extend  not  your  anger  to  sleep ; 
For  in  fisions  alone  your  affection  can  lire, — 
I  rise,  and  it  leayes  me  to  weep. 

Then,  Morpheus !  envelope  my  faculties  fast, 

Shed  o*er  me  your  languor  benign ; 
Should  the  dream  of  to-night  but  resemble  the  last, 

What  rapture  celestial  is  mine ! 

They  tell  us  that  slumber,  the  sister  of  death, 

Mortality's  emblem  is  given : 
To  fate  how  I  long  to  resign  my  frail  breath, 

If  tills  be  a  foretaste  of  heaven. 

Ah !  frown  not,  sweet  lady,  unbend  your  wpft  brow, 

Nor  deem  me  too  happy  in  this; 
If  I  sin  in  my  dream,  I  atone  for  it  now. 

Thus  doom'd  but  to  gaie  upon  bliss. 

Though  in  visions,  sweet  lady,  perhaps  you  may 
smile. 

Oh  1  think  not  my  penance  deficient  f 
When  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumber  beguile. 

To  awake  will  be  torture  sufficient 


TO  A  BBAUTIFUL  QUAKEB.« 


r  girl !  though  only  once  we  met, 
That  meeting  I  shall  ne'er  forget ; 
And  though  we  ne'er  may  meet  again, 
Bemembranoe  will  thy  form  retain. 
I  would  not  say,  « I  love,"  but  still 
My  senses  struggle  with  my  will : 
In  vain  to  drive  tiiee  from  my  breast. 
My  thoughts  are  more  and  more  represt; 
In  vain  I  check  the  rising  sighs. 
Another  to  the  last  replies : 
Perhaps  this  is  not  love,  but  yet 
Our  meeting  I  can  ne'er  forget. 

What  though  we  never  silence  broke. 

Our  eyes  a  sweeter  language  spoke ; 

The  tongue  in  flattering  falsehood  deals, 

And  tells  a  tale  it  never  feels  : 

Deceit  the  guilty  lips  impart. 

And  hush  the  mandates  of  the  heart ; 

But  soul's  interpreter,  the  eyes. 

Spurn  such  restraint,  and  scorn  disguise. 

As  thus  our  glances  oft  conversed. 

And  all  our  bosoms  felt  rehearsed. 

No  spirit,  from  within  reproved  us. 

Say  rather,  « 'twas  the  spirit  moved  us." 

Though  what  they  utter'd  I  repress, 

Yet  I  conceive  thou'lt  partly  guess ; 

For  as  on  thee  my  memory  ponders. 

Perchance  to  me  thine  also  wanders. 

This  for  myself,  at  least,  Pll  say. 

Thy  form  appears  through  night,  through  c 

»  Ttan  IBM  «««  pofaUMd  h  Am  primto  volona,  and  dw  flat 
irfmiiiiiwbbtiili  i|iiiiilU'«Bl>ndlyi»— ito.- 


Awake,  wia  it  my  ftuiey  1 
In  sleep,  it  smiles  in  fleeting  draaoui 
The  vision  dtarms  the  hours  away, 
And  bids  me  curse  Aurora's  ray 
For  bnaking  slumbers  of  delight 
Which  make  me  wish  for  endlees  night. 
Since,  oh  I  whate'er  my  future  &te, 
Shall  joy  or  wo  my  steps  await. 
Tempted  by  love,  by  storms  beset. 
Thine  image  I  can  ne'er  forget. 

Alas  I  again  no  more  we  meet, 
No  more  our  former  looks  repeat ; 
Then  let  me  breathe  this  parting  paifm 
The  dictate  of  my  bosom's  care : 
"  May  heaven  so  guard  my  lovely  QnakoTt 
That  anguish  never  can  o'ertake  her; 
That  peace  and  virtue  ne'r  forsake  her. 
But  bliss  be  aye  her  heart's  partaker ; 
Oh !  may  the  happy  mortal,  fitted 
To  be  by  dearest  ties,  related, 
For  her  each  hour  new  joys  ^seovar, 
And  lose  the  husband  in  the  lover  1 
May  that  fair  bosom  never  know 
What  'tis  to  feel  the  restless  wo 
Which  stings  the  soul  with  vain  regret. 
Of  him  who  never  can  forget  I" 


soNa.« 

Whut  I  roved  a  young  Highlander  o'er  tli«  dnk 
heath, 

And  dimb'd  thy  steep  summit,  oh  MorFOUy  oC 
snow  1 1 
To  gase  on  the  torrent  thatthunder'd  beneatiiy 

Or  the  mist  of  the  tempest  that  gathered  beloVa  % 
Untutor'd  by  science,  a  stranger  to  fear. 

And  rude  as  the  rocks  where  my  infrtncy  gveiWt 
No  feeling,  save  one,  to  my  bosom  was  dear ; 

Need  I  say,  my  sweet  Mary,  'twas  centred  bk  yo«  ? 

Yet  it  could  not  be  love,  for  I  knewnot  the  Bame,— 

What  passion  can  dwell  in  the  heart  of  a  ciiild? 
But  stall  I  perceive  an  emotion  the  same 

As  I  folt,  when  a  boy,  on  the  crag-oover*d  wiUL . 
One  image  alone  on  my  bosom  impress'd, 

I  loved  my  bleak  regions,  nor  panted  for  new; 
And  few  were  my  wants,  for  my  wishes  were  Uees^d; 

And  pure  were  my  thoughts,  for  my  soul  waa  witli 
you. 

I  arose  with  the  dawn;  with  my  dog  as  my  guide* 
From  mountain  to  mountain  I  bounded  along ; 

Ibreastedf  the  billow  of  Dee's|  rushing  tida^ 
And  heard  at  a  distance  the  Highlandtt's  aong: 


•  To  Kbijr  Daft    Pint 


t  MBm^  a  la^f  mwlda  la 
HmumIuii  freqoeaHy  to  U  fcond  to  Oiriin. 
I  TUs  will  MBt  appaw  estnoidinaij  lo  (boM  «1m 
to  Sw  meoBtdiM ;  k  b  by  M  mniB  UMBMDM  on  « 


Ho  dnoM  «nv  of  Maif  ««n  ipiMd  to  ay  vkw » 
Aad  mom  to  the  tldM  my  dtvotioiit  wom, 
Tttt  thr  fint  nf  mj  pirijnfi  ttm  ■  tiliMring  nw  jrni 


I  kft  ny  UmIe  lioBo»  aad  My  HrioBs  trt  gOBO ; 
Xhs  moimtalnt  an  Tuiiik'd,  ay  ymth  ii  no 


Am  tlw  last  of  By  x«ce»  I  mast  nither  aloso, 
And  ddight  Imt  in  dayt  I  Iiato  witnen'd  bofera : 

Ak!  splnidorliMnised,1mtflmbitter'd»myloti 
Move  dMor  iPBm  tbo  soaoM  which  my  infiuey  know ; 

nott^  my  hopes  may  haTe  ful'd,  yet  they  en  not 


Though  cold  is  my  heart,  still  it  lingers  with  yon. 

Wium  I  see  some  dark  hill  point  its  orsst  to  the 
•ky, 

I  thmk  of  the  loeks  that  o*enhadow  ColUean;  • 
WhenI  see  the  soft  bloe  of  a  love-speaVing  ejre^ 

I  think  on  those  eyes  that  endsar'd  the  nide  soene : 
When,  haply,  some  Ught-waring  locks  I  behold, 

Thatfidntly  nsemble  my  Mary's  in  hue, 
I  think  of  the  loog-flowing  ringlets  of  gold, 

The  locks  that  were  sacred  to  beanty  and  yo«. 

Yet  ttw  day  may  aniTe  when  the  monntains  mim 

Shall  rise  to  my  sight  in  their  mantles  of  snow 
But  while  these  soar  above  me  nftchanged  as  before, 

Win  Mary  be  there  to  receive  me  ?  ah,  not 
Affisn,  then,  ye  hills,  where  my  childhood  was  bred  1 

Thon  sweet  ikrning  Dee,  to  tiiy  waters  adieu ! 
Ho  hoBM  in  the  forest  shall  shelter  my  head. 

Ah  I  Mary,  what  home  eooM  bemine  but  with  yon  ? 


TO .t 

te!  yes,  I  wQ]  own  we  were  dear  to  each  other ; 

The  friendships  of  childhood,  though  fleeting,  aio 
true; 
The  lore  which  you  felt  was  the  Ioto  of  a  brother, 

Kor  lees  the  afieetion  I  cherish'd  for  you. 

Bvt  iUendship  can  Tary  her  gentle  dominion, 
The  attachment  of  years  in  a  moment  ex]^res ; 

Ijke  love,  too,  she  moTce  on  a  swift-waving  pinion. 
But  glows  not,  like  lore,  with  unquenchable  flres. 

Fun  oft  have  we  wander'd  Oirough  Ida  together, 
And  bkst  were  the  scenes  of  our  youth,  I  allow; 

In  the  spring  of  our  life,  how  serene  is  the  weather, 
But  winter's  rude  tempests  are  gathering  now. 

No  mors  with  affi^ction  shall  memory  blending 
The  wonted  delights  of  our  childhood  retrace: 

When  pride  steels  tiie  bosom,  the  heart  is  unbendiag, 
And  what  would  be  justice  appears  a  disgrace. 


Howenr,  desr  8 ^  fbr  i  still 

The  few  whom  I  love  I  can  never  upbraid— 
Tke  chance  which  has  lost  may  in  future  redeem  you, 

BqMBtanee  wHl  cancel  the  vow  you  have  made. 


I  win  not  eomplaln,  and  tiMi^  eUnM  Is  I 
inth  me  no  eonoding reeentment  shaniive: 

My  bosom  is  ealm'd  by  the  simple  refleotiony 
That  both  may  be  wrong,  and  that  both  shovli 
forgive 

You  kneirthat  my  soul,  that  my  heart,  my  ezistaBea^ 
If  danger  demanded,  where  whoUy  your  own ; 

You  knew  me  unaltsr'd  by  years  or  by  distanoe, 
Devoted  to  love  and  to  friendship  alone. 

You  knew       but  away  with  the  vain  retraepeette  t 
The  bond  of  aflbction  no  longer  endures ; 

Too  late  you  may  droop  o'er  the  fbud  reooneetioa« 
And  sigh  for  the  friend  who  was  foimeriy  yonm 

For  the  present,  we  part— I  wiU  hope  not  for  ew* 
For  time  and  regret  wiU  restore  you  at  last ; 

To  forget  our  dissension  we  both  ehould  i 
I  ask  no  atonement  but  days  like  the  past 


TO  MABY, 


;  FIOTVU 


This  fidnt  zesemblsnee  of  thy  charms, 
Though  Strang  as  mortal  art  eould  glfe» 

My  oonstsnt  heart  of  fesr  disarms, 
Bevives  my  hopes,  and  bids  me  live. 


Here  I  can  trace  the  looks  of  gold 
Which  round  thy  snowy  forshead  waife, 

Tlie  cheeks  which  sprung  tnm  Beauty's 
The  Ups  which  made  me  Beaxity's  ibim. 

Here  I  can  trace— eh,  no  t  that  eye 
Whoee  asure  floats  in  li({uid  Are, 

Must  aU  the  painter's  art  defy. 
And  bid  him  from  the  task  retfae. 


Here  I  behold  its  beauteous  hue. 

But  Where's  the  beam  so  sweetly  straying,* 
Which  gave  a  lustre  to  its  blue, 

like  Luna  o'er  the  ocean  playing  t 

Sweet  copy  I  far  more  dear  to  me. 

Lifeless,  unfeeling  as  thou  art. 
Than  all  ike  living  forms  could  be, 

Beve  her  who  placed  thee  next  my  heart 

She  placed  it,  sad,  with  needless  fear, 
Lest  time  might  shake  my  wavering  80al« 

Unconscious  that  her  image  there 
Held  every  sense  in  fast  control. 


Through  hours,  through  years,  through 
'twiU  cheer ; 
My  hope,  in  gloomy  moments,  raise  f 
In  life's  last  conflict  'twiU  appear, 
b  my  land  expiring  gaao. 


•  Bat«tan^ttolMm«rNAdMln 
WhM  !>«•  a  iHin  to  Hi  Itei 


TO  TjrefHWA  1* 

liBtaul  wmqa fiir from yw Vremtgfii, 
Oar  Boali  with  fpnd  tffeotiQii  ^ow  not ; 

You  My  'tis  I,  not  you,  have  duugedv 
I'd  tell  whyi-^but  yet  I  know  not. 

Yo«r  polisli'd  taov  no  cue*  ham  eroet  ? 

AndfLeebiaJ  iw  ace  aot  amdli  older. 
Since  trenhllng  itetmy  keert  I  loet, 

Or  told  my  lore  with  hope  grown  bolder. 

Sixteen  wm  then  onr  utmo^  age, 
TwQ  j9fm  have  lingering  paet  away,  love  I 

And  now  new  thonghte  onr  mjnda  engege 
At  least  I  feel  disposed  to  stray,  loTe  ! 

"fis  I  that  am  alone  to  blame, 
I,  that  am  guilty  of  love's  treason ; 

Since  yonr  sweet  breast  is  still  the  same. 
Caprice  most  be  my  only  reason. 

I  do  not,  lore !  faBpeet  your  trath, 
With  jealous  doubt  my  bosom  heavee  not ; 

Warm  was  the  passion  of  my  youth, 
One  trace  of  daxic  deeeit  it  leaves  not 

No,  no,  my  flame  was  not  pretended. 
For,  oh !  I  loved  you  most  sincerely ; 

And  t3M>ugh  onr  dreap  at  last  has  ended-^ 
My  bosom  still  esteems  you  dearly. 

No  more  w«  meet  In  yonder  bowers ; 

Absence  has  made  me  prone  to  roving ; 
But  older,  flimer  hesarts  than  ours 

Have  found  monotony  in  loving. 

Tomr  eheek'e  soft  bloom  is  unimpair'd, 
New  beauties  still  are  daily  bright'ning. 

Your  eye  for  conquest  beams  prepared. 
The  foige  of  love's  resistless  lightning. 

Axm'd  thms,  to  make  thehr  bosoms  bleed, 
Many  will  throng  to  sigh  like  me,  love  I 

If  ore  constant  they  may  prove  indeed ; 
Fonder,  alas  J  they  ne'er  can  be,  level 


UNBS  ADDBS8SBD  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY.f 


•Mar«boiB«itM0»1iif« 


Id  oral 

■  ■dlllMBllfl 


J>0UBTLB88,  swect  girl,  the  hissing  lead. 
Wafting  destruction  o'er  thy  charms, 

And  hurtling  t  o'er  thy  lovely  head, 
Has  filled  that  breast  with  fond  alarms. 

Surely  some  envious  demon's  force, 
Yex'd  to  behold  such  beauty  here, 

Impdl'd  the  bullets'  viewless  course. 
Diverted  from  its  first  career. 


t  iVMrtMHUiMOBlyfciiadln  ~ 
i  TUi  void  b  OMd  b]r  any,  in  h 


Ye8»  ha  tiia4«ii|y  fina  hMT 

The  ball  ohegr'd  eome  heU-bom  s«Mo; 
But  Heavea,  wiAhintsKpoeiiig  power. 

In  inty  tamed  the  death  Mido. 

Yet,  as  perchuiee  one  ttembttagtear 

Upon  that  thrilling  bosom  fsU ; 
Which  I,  th'  nnoonsdous  cause  of  ter 
Ezteaoted  i^om  its  glistaningoelL 

Say,  what  penance  can  atone 
For  such  an  outrage  done  to  thee? 

Airaign'd  before  ihy  beauty's  tibreno, 
What  punishment  wilt  thou  decree  ? 

Might  I  perform  the  Judge's  part, 
The  sentence  I  should  scarce  deploio; 

It  only  would  restore  a  heart 
Which  but  belong'd  to  thee  before 

The  least  atonement  I  can  make 

Is  to  become  no  longer  free ; 
Henceforth  I  breathe  but  for  thy  sake* 

Thou  Shalt  be  all  in  all  to  me. 

But  thou,  perhaps,  may'st  now  reject 

Such  expiation  of  my  guilt : 
Come  then,  some  other  mode  elect ; 

Let  it  be  dee^,  or  what  thou  wilt. 

Choose,  then,  relentless  1  and  I  sweex 
Nought  shall  thy  dread  decree  pramvii 

Yet  hold— one  little  word  forbear  i 
Let  it  be  anght  but  banishmewt 


LOVE'S  LAST  ADIBU.* 
•«A«i  f,  Ml  ^c  ^tvytt*^ 


Thi  roses  of  love  glad  the  garden  of  life. 
Though  nurtured  'mid  weeds  dropping  peetilsBt 
dew. 

Till  Time  cropa  the  leaves  with  unmereilul  knift^ 
Or  prunes  them  (br  ever  in  love's  last  adissi ! 

In  vain  with  endearments  we  soothe  the  sad  heart, 
In  vain  do  we  vow  for  an  age  to  be  true; 

The  chance  of  an  hour  may  command  us  to  past* 
Or  death  disunito  us  in  love's  last  adien  * 

Still  Hope,  breathing  peace  through  the  gxief-owoDca 

breast, 

Wm  whisper,  •*  Our  meeting  we  yet  may  renew  5  •• 
With  this  dream  of  deceit  half  our  soxrow's  represt, 

Nor  taste  we  the  poison  of  love's  last  adiea ! 

Oh  t  mark  you  yon  pair :  in  the  sunshine  of  youth. 
Love  twined  round  their  childhood  his  flowvn  ai 
they  grew ; 

They  flourish  awhile  in  the  season  of  truth, 
Till  chiU'd  by  the  winter  of  love's  last  adiea ! 


BwMllft^fi  inyttBifliA  ft^nvVMIIIi  vqr 
I>ow»  a  dMik  vUikoiitabvk  diy  boMs  in  liM  ? 


Olitiilitok] 


ita 


From  eittw  to  MMW  of  tht  ianrt  ks  inr : 
TImk,  iOTii«,  ho  bttvli  Ui  wmplMat  to  thAiAid ; 
Tlio  inititBO  m  ■*  walo  Iwro'o  iMt  odiott  I 


How  hate  nki  a  koMt '■Uih  fe  Wfo^  oiogr  ckoiiM 
aom  hla^iihiiMinti  know ; 
itkodarktidoofUivoiMt 
ronlovo'iloitofditnl 

How  ko  oBviM  tko  motflk  wMi «  wbI  wrapt  ki  otool  I 
Hii  iiUioini  MO  aeoney  yot  kit  tiovblM  on  Ibw, 
Vko  Un^  at  tko  pong  tkat  ko  aenr  can  ibolt 

~  I  not  tka  aagoiik  of  kyro'i  bat  adioa  I 


TonllL  ttaa,  lift  iMaya,  oftt  kopo  &i  oPafoaat ; 

Ho  sMva  wilklove'a  ioniMr  devotkm  wo  mtB : 
Ho  ipioadi  Ma  yoBBg  whig,  ko  ratirea  witk  tke  Maat  1 

Tko  dnoiid  of  aibeliDn  if  ]o¥o's  laat  adka  t 


In  tkk  lifc  of  pnkatiea  fbriaptno  difiiio, 
Artna*  dadazaa  tkat  aooM  panaiMO  it  Ana ; 

FroBi  klnwko  kaa  woiakipp'dat  lora'a  go&tla  ikttaio 
Tko  ataMBOBt  la  anplo  m  tofo'i  laat  adiau  1 


Wko  kaaali  to  tiia  god  on  kk  altw  of  Ugkt, 
Maat  aifrtla  and  aypNaa  altwoataty  olMw : 

Hia  i^rxlie,  am  aaridani  of  ponat  dal^t ; 
~  '     loflavo'aUatadlBa! 


DAM^TAS. 

1m  Isw  am  faifiKnt,t  aad  fai  yaaia  a  boy, 

Im  ndnd  a  tkure  to  ovary  Tiakraa  Joy ; 

¥nm  ovary  aamao  of  akaaao  and  tirtao  waam'd ; 

la  liea  an  adept,  in  deceit  a  flend; 

TeiBod  in  kypocriay  wkile  yet  a  child ; 

KeUe  aa  wind,  of  indinationa  wild ; 

Woman  kia dspo,  hia  koedlaaa  frknd  a  tool; 

Old  in  tko  worid,  tkongk  acareely  broke  flirom  aebool 

Danuataa  zan  tbioagk  all  the  maseof  ain, 

And  found  tho  goal  when  otkan  jnat  begin : 

Xren  atill  eonlUeting  paaakma  ikake  bia  aool, 

AndWdlBB  diain  tke  dMga  of  pleaavra'a  bowl; 

But,  paU'd  witk  Tioe,  ho  braaka  bia  f»nMV  ohain, 

And  what  waa  onee  bia  bUaa  appeaia  kia  bano. 


TOMABION. 

Maxxoh  I  wky  that  penaiTe  brow  ? 
Wkat  diaguat  to  lift  kaat  tkon  ? 
Ckango  that  diaoontented  air : 
t  not  ona  ao  Ub* 


lis  not  Wto  MMiAa  fty  Mat. 
LoTo'a  a  atrangar  to  thy  braaat ; 
Ha  in  dhnpHng  anilaa  appaan, 
Or  mooma  in.awaatfy  timid  taan» 
Or  bottda  tke  langaid  eyelid  down. 
But  aknna  tho  oold  fofbUdiii^  ftaam. 
ithylbrmardM, 
I  win  Wto,  amdatt  adarira; 
Wkila  Ikat  ioy  Mpaot  okOia  «■» 
Hoogkt  bat  eool  kidiflereneo  thzilla  m. 
WooUat  tboa  wandering  kaarta  bagnilab 
Smile  at  leaat,  or  aeam  to  i 
Byea  like  thine  wvo  norar  i 
To  hide  their  orba  ia  dark  rcatraint; 
Spite  of  all  thon  frin  wonldat  eay, 
Still  in  tmant  beama  they  pUy. 
Thy  lipo— ^t  here  my  modeat  Hue 
Her  impolae  ckaata  moat  needa  roAiae: 
Ske  bloakea,  enrf  aiea,  frowna,— in  ahorty  aka 
Draada  leat  the  anl^eet  ahoold  txantport  aa; 
And  flying  off  in  aeareh  of  xeaaon, 
Biinga  pmdenee  baok  in  proper  aaaaon. 
An  I  ahall  tharetao  aay  (wkate'ar 
I  tkfaik,ianaltkar  karo,  nor  tkere) 
la,  that  aoak  lipe,  of  looka  endaaiii^. 
Were  form'd  for  hotter  thinga  tkm  inmlig  i 
Of  aoothing  oompUmonta  divaatadt 
Advioa  at  learf  a  diaimaBaatad  s 
Such  ia  my  aitlaaa  aong  to  Aee, 
From  all  tho  flow  of  flitiktaiy  froa ; 
Couaal  like  mine  ia  aa  a  brotkar*a. 
My  heart  ia  given  to  aomo  oth«i  s 
That  ia  to  eay,  aaakill'd  to  eoaam» 
It  akaraa  itaeif  among  a  doaen. 
]Caiioa»  adieu  1  oh(  pr'ythce  alight  not 
Thia  warning,  though  it  may  deUght  not; 
And,  leat  my  precepta  be  diipleadbkg 
To  thoae  who  think  remooatiance 
At  onee  FU  tell  thee  our  opinion 
Conoorning  woman'a  soft  doBBinion: 
Howe'er  we  gaae  with  admiration 
On  eyea  of  bine  or  lipa  carnation* 
Howe'er  the  flowing  locka  attract  na, 
Howe'er  thoee  beautiea  may  diatract  1% 
Still  flckle,  we  are  prone  to  rove, 
Theae  cannot  flx  onr  aoola  to  love : 
It  ia  not  too  aevere  a  atricture 
To  aay  fhey  form  a  pretty  picture : 
Bnt  wofddat  thon  see  the  aecret  chain» 
Which  Unda  na  to  yonr  knmble  train, 
To  kafl  yon  queena  of  all  creation, 
Know,  in  a  word,  'tia  AirntATiOH. 


OSGAll  OF  ALTA.* 

How  awoetly  ikinea,  through  aaure  akiaa. 

The  lamp  of  heaven  on  Lon'a  akoro; 
Wkare  Alva'a  hoary  turreta  riao, 

And  hear  the  din  of  anna  no  mcie. 
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But  often  has  yonraUing moon 
On  AIte's  casques  of  silyer  play'd; 

And  Tiew'd  at  midnight's  silent  noon* 
Her  chiefs  in  gloaming  mail  aixay'd : 

And  on  the  crimson  rocks  heneath. 
Which  scroll  o'er  ocean's  sullen  floi?, 

Pale  fai  the  scatter'd  ranks  of  death, 
8ha  saw  the  gasping  waxrior  low; 

While  •  many  an  eye  which  ne'er  again 
Could  mark  f  the  rising  orb  of  day, 

Tnm'd  feebly  firom  the  gory  plain, 
Beheld  in  death  her  fading  ray. 

Once,  to  those  eyes  the  lamp  of  Loye, 
They  blest  her  dear  propitious  light ; 

But  now  she  glimmer'd  from  above, 
A  sad,  funo^  torch  of  night. 

Faded  is  Alva's  noble  race, 
And  gray  her  towers  are  seen  afar ; 

No  more  her  heroes  urge  the  chase, 
Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But  who  was  last  of  Alva's  clan  ? 

Why  grows  the  moss  on  Alva'»  stone  ? 
Her  towers  resound  no  steps  of  man, 

They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

And  when  that  gale  is  fierce  and  high, 
A  sound  is  heard  in  yonder  hall ; 

It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky, 
And  vibrates  o'er  the  mouldering  walL 

Yes,  when  the  eddying  tempest  sighs, 
It  shakes  the  shield  of  Oscar  brave ; 

But  there  no  more  his  banners  rise. 
No  more  his  plumes  of  sable  wave. 

Fair  shone  the  sun  on  Oscar's  birth, 
When  Angus  hail'd  his  eldest  bom ; 

The  vassals  round  their  chieftain's  hearth 
Crowd  to  applaud  the  happy  mom. 

They  feast  upon  the  mountain  deer, 
The  pibroch  raised  its  piercing  note, 

To  gladden  more  their  Highland  cheer, 
The  strains  in  martial  numbers  float : 

And  they  who  heard  the  war-notes  wild, 
Hoped  that  one  day  the  pibroch's  strain 

Should  play  before  the  hero's  child. 
While  he  should  lead  the  tartan  train. 

Another  year  is  quickly  past, 
And  Angus  hails  another  son ; 

His  natal  day  is  like  the  last, 
Nor  soon  the  jocund  feast  vras  done. 

Taught  by  their  sire  to  bend  the  bow. 
On  Alva's  dusky  hills  of  wind, 

The  boys  in  chQdhood  chased  the  roe. 
And  left  their  hounds  in  speed  behind. 


jMtrk.   Fliit«iWMi,i<m. 


But  era  thsfr  yens  of  yotttk  »e«^flr, 
They  mingle  in  tho  ranks  of  ww; 

They  lightl|»  wheel  tho  bright  olaymon, 
And  send  the  whistling  arrow  ftr. 

Bark  vras  tfaeflowof  Osoar'a lair^ 
Wildly  it  Btream'd  along  the  gide; 

But  Allan's  looks  were  bright  and  fiur* 
And  pensivo  seem'd  hia  cheek,  and  ludeu 


But  Osoar  own'd  a  hero's  oonl, 

His  dark  eye  shone  through  beams  of  tnith ; 
Allan  had  early  leam'd  control, 

And  smooth  his  words  had  been  from  yovHu 

Both,  both  were  bravo;  the  Saxon  spear 
Was  shiver'd  oft  beneath  thdr  steel ; 

And  Oscar's  bosom  soom'd  to  fear, 
But  Oscar's  bosom  know  to&sl; 

Whilo  Allan's  soul  belied  his  fonn. 
Unworthy  with  such  charms  to  dwell : 

Keen  as  the  lightning  of  the  storm. 
On  foes  his  deadly  vengeanoe  fell. 

From  high  Southannon's  distant  tower 
Arrived  a  young  and  noUe  damo ; 

"^th  Kenneth's  lands  to  fonn  her  dofwsr» 
Olenalvon's  bloo-oyed  daughter  caoM  ; 

And  Osoar  elaim'd  tho  beaateons  briida^ 

Aud  Angns4m  his  Oscar  smiled: 
It  soothed  tho  father's  fsudal  pride 

Thus  to  obtain  Glenalvon's  child. 

Hark  to  the  pibroch's  pleasing  note  I 
Hark  to  the  gelling  nuptial  wong  1 

In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float. 
And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

See  how  the  heroes'  blood-red  plumes 

Assembled  wave  in  Alva's  h^ 
Each  youth  his  varied  plaid  assumeoy 

Attending  on  their  chieftain's  calL 

It  is  not  war  their  aid  demands. 
The  pibroch  plays  the  song  of  peaoo; 

To  Oscar's  nuptials  throng  the  buda, 
Nor  yet  the  sounds  of  pleasure  c 


But  where  is  Oscar  ?  sure  'tis  late: 
Is  this  a  bridegroom's  ardent  flame  ? 

While  thronging  guests  and  ladies 
Nor  Oscar  nor  his  brother 


At  length  young  Allan  join'd  the  bride: 
"  Why  comes  not  Osoar  i  "  Angus  salds 

"  Is  not  he  here  ? "  the  youth  replied ; 
"  With  me  he  roved  not  o'er  the  gUa. 

"  Perchance,  forgetAil  of  the  day, 
'Tis  his  to  chase  the  bounding  ipe; 

Or  ocean's  waves  prolong  his  stay ; 
Tet  Oscar's  bark  ii  seldom  slow." 

"Oh,  no!"  the anguish'd sire r^oin'a, 
"  Nor  chase,  nor  wave,  my  boy  delay  5 

Would  he  to  Mora  seem  unkind  ? 
Would  aught  to  her  impede  hiawy? 
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I  ol  Omv  hoaamltf  rings* 
It  liMi  on  til*  mnnn'ring  gale, 
Tin  night  aapanda  Imt  do^  iringa ; 


It ImnksIlM alilfaiaaa of  tha nigkt, 
B«t  aeboae  tliraagh  bar  ahadea  in  Tain : 

It  aomda  thitMgh  moning^a  miaty  light, 
Bat  Oaaar  eomaa  not  o'er  the  plain. 

Tkrae  days,  thiee  alaapleaa  ntghta,  tfie  Chlaf 
For  Oaaar  aaareh'd  aaeh  monntidn  eave : 

Then  hope  ialoat;  in  boondleaa  grief 
Hia  lodn  in  giay-toin  ringleti  ware. 

•«  Oaear !  vy  aon  !-^tikoa  Ood  of  HeBf% 
Beaton  ^  prop  of  sinking  age  I 

Or  if  ttat  hope  no  moie  ia  given. 
Held  hk  aaaaaain  to  my  rage. 

''TeBv  on  eome  deeart  raeky  aheie 
Xy  Oaear'a  wfaiten'd  bonaa  must  lie ; 

Then  giant,  thon  God !  I  aak  no  mon, 
With  Urn  hk  frantio  sin  may  die ! 

•*  Yet  ha  Bwy  llver-away ,  daapair  t 

Be  ealm,  my  aonl  I  he  yet  may  live ; 
T  azaign  my  fkte,  my  Toioe  ftotear ! 

0  Ood!  my  Impiooa  prayer  forgira  I 

» What,  if  he  lire  for  me  no  mora, 

1  aink  foigottan  in  the  dnat, 
The  hope  of  Ahra'a  age  ia  o'er : 

Alaal  eanpaagaliketheaebejnat?*' 

fhna  did  tim  hapleaa  pannt  monxn, 
Hn  Time,  who  aoothaa  seTmaat  woe 

Had  hade  aeranity  return, 
And  made  the  teardrop  eeaae  to  flow. 

WfKt  stin  aome  latent  hope  aufived. 
That  Oacar  might  once  mon  appear; 

Hia  hope  now  droop'd  and  now  reriTod, 
Tin  Time  had  told  a  tediona  year. 

Daya  rdll*d  ahmg,  the  orb  of  light 
Again  had  mn  hia  destined  race ; 

No  Oaaar  Ueae*d  Ua  father's  aight, 
And  aooow  left  a  flunter  traee. 

Fm  yvadiftd  Allan  stiU  remain'd. 

And  now  hia  Cither's  only  joy : 
And  Mora's  heart  was  quickly  gain'd, 

For  heanty  erown'd  the  fkir-hair'd  hoy. 

Ae  thoaght  that  Oaoar  low  waa  laid. 
And  AUan'a  fkoe  waa  wondrous  frir; 

If  Oscar  lived,  some  other  maid 
Had  cbdm'd  hia  fidthlaaa  boaom'a  care. 

Aad  Angaa  aald,  if  one  year  mon 
In  fraitleaa  hif  was  paaa'd  away, 

Kb  fiadaat  aeraplea  ahovld  be  o'er. 
And  he  woald  name  their  nnptlal  daj. 


mow  nird  fha  aMSM,  hat  blast  at  lasl, 
Aiiirad  the  deeily  deatiaed  SMm ; 

The  year  of  anzlona  trambling  past. 
What  sarilos  tiie  tern's  ehaeka  adott« 


Haik  to  the  pOnoeh's  pleasiag  note  I 
Haik  to  the  aweOing  nvptial  aoag  I 

In  Joyoaa  atraina  te  Toiees  ioat, 
And  still  the  choial  peal  pcalane. 

Again  the  dan,  in  faatiTS  erowd, 
Thnng  through  the  gate  of  iUra'a  hall 

The  songs  of  mirth  rsCeho  lood. 
And  aU  their  fbsnsr  joy  rscaU. 

Bat  who  ia  he,  whoae  darkea'd  brow 
Qlooma  in.  the  midst  of  genersl  mirtii  I 

Befbnhis  eye's  fai  fleroer  glow 
The  U«e  ilamaa  onrdle  o'er  the  heat^ 


Dark  ia  the  robe  iriiich  wnpa  hia  fSocm, 
And  tall  hia  plame  of  goiy  red ; 

Bis  Toiee  is  like  the  rising  stotm. 
Bat  light  and  teaaklsss  is  his  trsad. 


lis  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  goes  i 
The  bridegroom's  health  ia  deeply  qaafl*dt 

With  ahoats  the  Tanlted  rooCi  reaoand, 
A^d  all  eomUne  to  hatt  the  draafl^t. 

Sadden  the  strsager^hief  aroae,. 

Aad  all  the  damoroos  crowd  an  hash'd 
And  Angas'  cheek  with  wonder  glows. 

And  Men's  tender  bosom  bludi'd. 

<«  Old  man  I "  he  cried,  <  <  this  pledge  b  doM  • 
Thoa  saw'st  'twaa  duly  drank  by  me ; 

It  hail'd  the  nuptials  of  thy  son : 
Vow  will  I  claim  a  pledge  from  thea. 

«  While  an  anund  ia  mirth  aad  joy, 

To  bleea  thy  Allan's  happy  lot, 
Say,  had'st  thou  ne'er  anotiier  boy? 

Say,  why  should  Ososr  be  Ibrgot  ?  ** 


i!"  the  hapless  sin  replied. 
The  big  tear  starting  aa  he  apoke, 
«  When  Oscar  left  my  haU,  or  died, 
Thia  aged  heart  waa  almoat  broke. 


''Thrice  has  the  earth  rerolTcd  her  t 
Since  Oaear's  form  has  bless'd  my  sight ; 

And  Allan  ia  my  last  resource, 
Since  msrtial  Oacar'a  death  or  flight." 

« 'Tia  weU,"  replied  the  stranger  atem. 
And  fiercely  flash'd  his  rolling  eye ; 

"  Thy  Oscar's  fate  I  fain  would  learn ; 
Ferhapa  the  hero  did  not  die. 

**  Perehance,  if  those  whom  he  most  loiafl, 
Would  csn,  thy  Ososr  might  rstam ; 

Perohsaee  the  chief  haa  only  rored ; 
Fte  hhn  thy  Beltane  «  yet  may  bam. 

M  Fin  high  the  bowl  the  table  roand« 
We  win  not  claim  the  pledge  by  stealth ; 


Birsoirs  voBXB. 


Wttk  ««]&•  Ulevtty  tMp  be  ewwa'd ; 
Pledge  me  deputed  Otctt't  keOth," 

«<  "WMh  ell  my  eoel,"  old  Angiu  eald, 
And  flll'd  hiB  goblet  to  the  brim ; 

''Here'itomybojl  elisor  deed, 
I  ne'w  skaU  fiad  i  sen  tike  him.*^ 

«  BniTely,  old  men,  thii  Ikeehh  bas  sped ; 

Bat  why  does  Allan  trembling  ttand  ? 
dome,  dzink  temembrenoe  of  the  dead, 

And  raise  thy  cnp  with  firmer  hand*" 

The  ciimsen  glow  tif  Allan's  hoe 
Was  tum'd  at  once  to  ghastly  hne ; 

The  drops  of  deeth  each  other  chase 
Adown  is  agonising  dew. 

Thrioedidhe  raise  the  goblet  high, 
And  thrice  his  lips  refused  to  taste ; 

For  thrice  he  eanght  the  stranger's  eye 
On  his  with  deadly  ftiry  plaeed. 

•*  And  is  it  thns  abrother  hails 
A  brother's  fond  remembrance  here  ? 

U  ttns  affeetieo's  strength  prevails, 
"Wliet  might  we  not  expect  from  f^  ?  " 

Boosed  by  the  sneer,  he  raised  the  bowi, 
*'  Would  Oscar  now  could  share  our  mirth ! " 

Internal  fear  appall'd  his  soul ; 
He  eaid,  and  dash'd  the  cap  to  earth. 

**  'Tis  he  t  I  hear  my  murderer's  Toice  1 " 
Loud  shrieks  a  darkly  gleaming  form ; 

•  A  murderer's  Toice ! "  the  roof  replies. 
And  deeply  sweDs  the  bursting  storm. 

The  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink. 
The  stranger's  gone,— amidst  the  crew 

A  form  was  seen  hi  tartan  green, 
And  tall  the  shade  tenifio  grew. 

Wm  waist  was  bound  with  a  broad  belt  round, 
His  plume  of  sable  stream'd  on  high ; 

Bvt  his  breast  was  bare,  with  the  red  wounds  there^ 
And  fix'd  was  the  glare  of  his  glassy  eye. 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  his  eye  so  wild, 

On  Angus  bending  low  the  knee ; 
And  tfiriee  he  frowned  on  a  chief  on  the  ground, 

Whom  ritirerlng  crowds  with  horror  see. 

The  bolts  loud  roll,  from  pole  to  ^le. 
The  thunders  through  tiie  welkin  ring, 

And  the  gleaming  form,  throngh  the  mist  of  the  storm 
Was  borne  on  high  by  the  whirlwind's  wing. 

Cold  was  the  foast,  the  rerel  ceased : 

Who  lies  upon  the  stony  floor  ? 
ObBfion  press'd  old  Angus'  breast,* 

At  length  his  life-pulse  throbs  once  more. 

"  Away,  away  \  let  the  leech  essay 
To  pour  the  light  on  Allan's  eyes ; " 

His  sand  is  done, — ^his  race  is  run ; 
Oh!  nerer  more  shall  Allan  rise  1 
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Bttt  Oscar's  bieest  is  sold  11  Aiy, 
His  loeks  are  lifted  by  the  gale ; 

And  Allan's  bssbed  anew  lay 
With  him  in  dark  OlsntHMrtnls. 

And  whsaee  Hie  dreadfolitnagwesiM, 
Or  wlio,  no  mortal  wight  can  till; 

But  no  one  doubts  the  form  of  fiaut, 
Bor  Alta's  sons  knew  Osoar  wsIL 

AmbitioB  nerred  young  A]kn*s  hsnd, 
Bxulting  demons  wing'd  his  dart; 

While  Envy  waved  her  burning  brasd, 
And  pour'd  her  venom  leund  his  hsart 

Swift  is  Ifae  shaft  of  Allan's  bow ! 

Whose  streaming  life-blood  stsiui  kiinds? 
Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low, 

The  dart  has  drunk  his  vital  tide. 

And  Mora's  eye  could  Allan  move, 
She  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebcA: 

Alas !  that  eyes  which  beamed  with  lore, 
Should  urge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  belli 

Lo !  seest  thou  not  a  lonely  tomb, 
Which  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead ) 

It  glimmers  through  the  twilight  gloom; 
Oh!  that  is  Allan's  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grave 
Which  held  his  clan's  great  ashes  stood; 

And  o'er  his  corse  no  banners  wave, 
For  tiiey  were  stain'd  with  kindred  Uooi 

What  minstrel  gray,  what  hoary  bard, 
Shall  Allan's  deeds  on  harp-stringi  tarn} 

The  song  is  glory's  chief  reward, 
But  who  can  strike  a  murderer's  pndse? 

Unstrung,  untouch'd,  the  harp  must  ituid, 
No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake; 

Guilt  would  benumb  his  palsied  hand, 
His  harp  in  shuddering  chords  would  Imk* 

No  lyre  of  fkme,  no  hallowed  verse. 
Shall  sound  his  glories  high  in  air ; 

A  dying  father's  bitter  curse, 
A  brother's  death  groan  edlkoes  theta 
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DoBsnl  wheseesilystepewiliittttebefeflMT^ 
BTploring  eveiy  path  of  Ida's  glade, 
Whom  stOl  aifootion  taught  me  to  dslMiii 
ine  lets  a tjMUoelliuui  ft  fidndj 
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ThM  on  wkoM  hMd  » Inr  ffaflrt  7Ma  «ai  iliawfr 
The  gifti  of  riohM  tad  tha  pride  of  poww ; 
S'n  BOW  a  aaiM  iUwtrioosii  tbino  own, 
BflD0«u*d  in  XMilL*  not  te  boiMth  tlM  thnna. 
Yet  Dorset,  l«tnot  ttna  eedufle  th^  iool 
Te  tknn  fiur  eeienoei  or  erede  eontrol ; 
Tleegh  puaiTe  tntQn»t  feaxAil  to  diapniae 
Tlie  titled  child,  whoee  future  breath  may  niae. 
View  dncal  flneia  withindulgakt  fyee. 
And  wink  atlralta  Hktj  tremble  to  chMtiae. 

Urben  yoati^il  peiaeitei»  who  bead  the  kaae 
To  wealth,  their  golden  idol,  not  to  thee,* 
And  even  in  aim^  boyhood'e  opening  dMm 
Some  iUth  axe  found  to  flatter  and  to  &im,— 
When  these  deolava,  **  that  pomp  alone  should  wilt 
On  one  by  bixth  predeedaed  to  be  great ; 
That  bodha  were  only  meant  for  drudging  fools, 
That  gallant spintiseonk  the  oonunonrales," 
BeHere  tiiem  not,— they  point  the  path  to  shame, 
And  seek  te  biait  <he  honors  of  thy  name. 
Tom  to  the  Ibw  in  Ida's  eaxly  throng. 
Whose  aenls  dadain  not  to  ooodemn  the  wrong ; 
Or  if,  amidrt  Ae  eomrodss  of  thy  yonth, 
None  dare  to  raise  the  stsRisr  Tdes  of  tmih, 
Askthrasowaheert;  'twiU  bid  thee,  boy,  foibesr; 
For  wdll  know  that  Tirtae  lingen  then. 

Tea !  I  have  mark'd  tiiee  many  a  passing  day, 
Bat  now  new  scenes  invite  me  fai  away ; 
Yes  I  hare  mazk'd  within  tiut  generous  mind 
A  soul,  if  well  matured,  to  bless  manldnd. 
Ah !  though  myself  by  nature  haughty,  wild, 
Whom  indeacretion  hail'd  her  fayortte  child ; 
Though  erery  error  stamps  me  for  her  own. 
And  dooms  my  Call,  I  fain  would  ftll  alone ; 
Though  my  proud  heert  no  preoept  now  c$n  tame, 
IloTe  thie  virtues  which  I  eaanot  claim. 

Tlsaot  enough,  with  other  sons  of  power. 

To  0cam  the  lambent  meteor  of  an  hour: 

To  swell  some  peerage  page  in  feeble  pride, 

^ith  long-drawn  namea  that  grace  no  page  beside ; 

Then  shase  iHth  titled  erowds  the  eommoii  lot— 

In  life  just  gazed  at,  m  the  grave  forgot; 

Whfle  nought  divides  tiiee  j^om  the  rulgar  dead, 

Except  the  dull,  cold  stone  that  hides  thy  head, 

The  mouldering  'scutcheon,  or  the  herald's  roll. 

That  weO-emblaaon'd  but  neglected  scroll, 

Where  lords,  unhonor'd,  in  the  tomb  may  llnd 

One  spot,  to  leave  a  worthless  name  behind : 

There  aleep,  unnoticed  as  the  gloomy  vaulta 

t  That  veil  their  dust,  their  follies,  and  their  fruits, 

A  raoe  with  old  arminial  lists  o'erspread. 

In  records  destined  nerer  to  be  read. 

Fain  would  I  view  thee,  with  prophetic  eyes, 

Exalted  more  among  the  good  and  wise, 

A  glorious  and  a  long  career  pursue, 

Aa  ilfst  ia  rank,  the  Erst  in  talent  too : 

8pum  every  vice,  each  little  meanness  shun ; 

Hot  Fortune's  minion,  but  her  noblest  son. 


Turn  ft!  ths  iwnals  nf  i  Jwrosi  ilsy. 

Bright  are  the  deeds  thine  earlier  sires  display. 

Oae,  though  a  eourtler,  lived  a  maa  of  wortt« 

And  eaU'd,  proud  boast!  the  British  drama  te^« 

Another  view,  not  less  rsaewn'd  fbr  wit; 

AUkolbr  oowts,  and  eamp^  or  aeaatos  fit; 

Bold  fai  the  field,  sad  fhvor'd  by  the  NIae ; 

la  evsry  splendid  part  ovdaia'd  to  ahine; 

Far,  far  distinguiah'd  from  the  glittiging  1 

The  pride  of  prinoea,  and  the  boast  of  soag.t 

Sueh  were  thy  fitthsrs ;  thus  prsserve  their  na— ; 

Not  heir  to  titles  only,  but  to  fiune. 

The  hoars  draw  nigh,  a  few  brief  days  wiU  doos^ 

To  me,  thii  Uttlescene  of  Joys  and  woes; 

Bach  knell  of  Time  now  warns  me  to  redga 

Shades  where  Hope,  Peaee  and  Fkiendship  aU  wu 


Hope,  that  could  vary  Uke  the  rainbow's  hue. 
And  gUd  their  pinions  as  the  moments  flew; 
Peace,  that  reflection  never  frown'd  away. 
By  dreams  of  ill  to  cloud  some  ftitnre  day; 
Friendship,  whose  truth  let  childhood  only  tsU; 
Alas!  th^  love  not  long  who  love  so  welL 
To  these  adieu !  nor  let  me  linger  o'er 
Scenes  hail'd  as  exiles  hail  their  native  shore, 
Beceding  slowly  throngh  the  dark-blue  deep. 
Beheld  by  eyee  that  mourn,  yet  cannot  weep. 

Donel,  larswdl !  I  will  not  ask  oas  psrt 

Of  sad  remembrance  in  so  young  a  hesit; 

The  coming  monow  flrom  thy  youthlhl  aiind 

Will  svreep  mj  name,  nor  leave  a  trace  behind. 

And  yet,  perhaps,  in  some  maturer  year. 

Since  chance  has  thrown  us  in  the  setf-eame  i 

Since  the  same  senate,  aay  the  same  debate 

May  one  day  daim  our  suffirage  for  the  state. 

We  hence  may  meet,  and  psss  each  other  by 

With  faint  regard,  or  cold  and  distant  eye. 

For  me,  la  fhture,  neither  friend  nor  foe, 

A  Btranger  to  thyself,  thy  weal  or  wo. 

With  thee  no  more  again  I  hope  to  traoe 

The  recollection  of  our  early  race : 

No  more,  as  onee,  in  social  houra  r^oice, 

Or  hear,  unless  in  crowds,  thy  well-known  Toioe. 

StiH,  If  the  vfishes  of  a  heaort  untaught 

To  veil  thoae  feelings  which  perchance  it  ought. 

If  theee— but  let  me  ceaae  the  lengthen'd  strain^ 

Oh!  if  these  wishes  are  not  breathed  in  vain. 

The  guardian  aeraph  who  directs  thy  fote. 

Will  leave  thee  glorious  as  he  found  thee  great 


ADBIAK'S  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  SOUL  WHm 
DYING. 


nllT  wtat  to  loo  oAm  dw  n 
%  Swte«B»awlRUa%«MMU. 


Aniicula  !  vagula,  bUndula, 
Hospea,  comeeque,  corporis, 
Que  ntmc  abibis  in  loca  ? 
PslUAula,  rigida,  nudula. 
Nee,  ut  soles,  dabu  jooos. 


■tud  fct^t  wmlHD  On  famjty 
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TBAHtLATtOir. 


BTBOITS  WQBX0. 

TBAIVSLATION  FBOK  CATHIXTO. 


Ah  I  gentle,  fleeting,  wtVzing  tprite, 
FHend  and  amociate  of  tbis  claj ! 

To  what  unknown  region  borne, 
WHt  thou  now  wing  thy  distant  flight  ? 
Ko  more  with  wonted  humor  gay, 

But  pallid,  cheerless,  and  forlorn. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATT7LLU6. 

AD  LHBIAlf. 

Equal  to  Joto  that  youth  muat  be* 
Greater  than  Joye  he  seems  to  me— 
Who,  free  from  jealousy's  alarms, 
Securely  views  thy  matchless  charms. 
That  cheek  which  ever  dimpling  glows, 
That  mouth  from  whence  such  music  fiowa, 
To  him,  alike,  are  always  known, 
Reserved  for  him,  and  him  alone. 
Ah !  Lesbia !  though  'tis  death  to  me, 
I  cannot  choose  but  look  on  thee ; 
But,  at  the  sight,  my  senses  fly : 
I  needs  must  gase,  but,  gazing,  die ; 
Whilst  trembling  with  a  thousand  fears, 
Parch'd  to  the  throat  my  tongue  adheres, 
Hy  pulse  beats  quick,  my  breath  heaves  short, 
My  limbs  deny  tiieir  slight  support, 
Cold  dews  my  palHd  face  o'enpread, 
"^th  deadly  languor  droops  my  head, 
My  ears  with  tingling  echoes  ring, 
And  life  itself  is  on  the  wing ; 
My  eyes  refbae  the  cheering  light. 
Their  orbs  are  veil*d  in  starless  night : 
Such  pangs  my  nature  sinks  beneath* 
And  feels  a  temporary  death. 


FBANSLATION  OF  THE  EPITAPH  ON  VIR- 
GIL AND  TIBULLUS. 

BT  DOKinUB  KABSUB. 

Hb  who  sublime  in  epic  numbers  roU'd, 
And  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love. 

By  Death's*  unequal  hand  alike  oontroU'd, 
Fit  comrades  in  Elysian  regions  move  1 


IMITATION  OP  TIBULLT7S.t 

Cbubl  Cerinthus !  does  the  fell  disease 
Which  racks  my  breast  your  flckle  bosom  plei 
Alas!  I wish'd  but  to  o'ereome  the  pain. 
That  I  might  Uve  for  love  and  you  again ; 
But  now  I  scarcely  shaU  bewail  my  fate : 
By  death  alone  I  can  avoid  your  hate. 


I? 


*Th0b>ad«rDwdi  b  Mid  to  ba  ao)a*«r«MfMl,MVfejgB«M«M- 


«LU0TU8  DB  MOBTB  PAiSBBZB  " 

Yb  Cupids,  droop  each  little  head, 
Nor  let  your  wings  with  joy  be  spread; 
My  LesMa's  fovorite  bird  is  dead, 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  loved 
For  he  was  gentle,  and  so  true. 
Obedient  to  her  call  he  flew. 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  Imew, 

But  lightly  o'er  her  bosom  moved: 

And  softly  fluttering  here  and  there^ 
He  never  sought  to  clear  the  air. 
But  ehirupp'd  oft,  and,  free  from  oare, 

Tuned  to  her  ear  his  grateftil  strain. 
Now  having  passed  the  gloomy  bourne 
From  whence  he  never  can  return, 
BU  death  and  Lesbia's  grief  I  mourn. 

Who  sighs,  alas  !  but  sighs  in  vain. 

Oh !  curst  be  thou,  devouring  grave  I 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave, 
Ftom  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save 

For  thou  hast  te'en  the  bird  away: 
From  thee  my  Lesbia's  eyes  o'erflow. 
Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow ; 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  wo. 

Receptacle  of  life's  decay. 


IMITATED  FROM  CATULLUa 

TO   BUJUr. 

Or  !  might  I  kiss  those  eyes  of  flie, 
A  million  scarce  would  quench  deafre: 
Still  would  I  steep  my  lips  in  bliss. 
And  dwell  an  age  on  eveiy  kiss ; 
Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be ; 
StiU  would  I  kiss  and  ding  to  thee: 
Naught  should  my  kiss  from  thine 
Still  would  we  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever; 
B'en  though  the  numbers  did  ezoeed 
The  yeUow  harvest's  countless  seed. 
To  part  would  be  a  vain  endeavor: 
Could  I  desist  ?— «h  I  nevet^-never. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  HORACB.« 

ODB  3,  LIB.  3 

Thb  man  of  Arm  and  noble  soul 
No  frMtious  clamors  can  control; 
No  threat'ning  tyrant's  darkling  brow 

Can  swerve  him  from  his  just  intent ; 
Gales  the  waning  waves  wlUich  plough, 

By  Auster  on  the  biUows  spent, 
To  curb  the  Adriatic  main. 
Weald  awe  his  fix'd  determined  mind  m 


•oaitrp 


HOX7B8  or  miSNBflS. 


Ul 


Htntifng  lut  lightnis^  from  abordf 
With  all  bis  tenon  then  onAnrrd, 

He  mold  umaoTcd,  unawed  behold  * 
The  flamea  of  an  expiring  world. 

Again  in  onahing  chaoa  roU'd, 
In  Test  prondaeaona  ndn  hvrlad. 
Might  light  hia  ^orioiu  ftmend  pOe : 
Bcill  danntleas,  nidat  the  wreck  of  ewthha'd 


T&ANSLATION  FBOM  ANACBBON.* 

TO  HU  LTSB. 

I  wan  to  tone  mj  quivering  lyre 
To  deeda  of  tuae  and  notea  of  lire; 
To  eeho,  from  ita  riaing  swell, 
How  hflvoea  fought  and  nationa  fell, 
When  Atiena'  sona  advanced  to  war, 
Or  l^fiian  Cadmna  roved  afrr ; 
Bvt  still,  to  martial  strains  nnknown, 
Xy  Ijxe  lerars  to  love  alone. 
Ffred  with  the  hope  of  ftitore  fome, 
I  aaek  aome  nobler  hero's  name: 
Ths  dying  chorda  are  strung  anew. 
To  war,  to  war,  my  harp  is  dne: 
With  glowing  strhigs,  the  epic  strain 
To  Jove^s  great  son  I  raise  again; 
Alddeo  and  his  glorious  deeds. 
Beneath  whose  arm  the  Hydra  bleeds, 
All,  all  in  vain;  my  wayward  lyre 
Wakes  silver  notes  of  soft  desire. 
Adien,  ye  eUefr  renown'd  in  sims  I 
Adieu  the  dang  of  war's  alarma  I 
To  other  deeds  my  soul  is  strung. 
And  sweeter  notes  shall  now  be  song ; 
Xy  harp  shall  all  iti  powera  reveal. 
To  tan  the  tale  my  heart  mnst  foal; 
Love,  love  alone,  my  lyie  shall  daim, 
la  aonga  of  bliss  and  dghs  of  flame. 


OBB  m.t 

TWAt  now  the  hour  when  Night  had  driven 

Her  car  half  round  yon  aable  heaven; 

Bootes,  only,  seem'd  to  roll 

His  srctic  charge  around  the  pole ; 

While  mortals,  lost  in  gentle  sleep, 

Foigot  to  smile,  or  ceased  to  weep: 

At  this  lone  hour,  the  Paphian  boy. 

Descending  from  the  realms  of  joy. 

Quick  to  my  gate  directi  his  course. 

And  knocks  with  sU  his  little  force. 

My  visions  fled,  alarm'd  I  rose,— 

**  Whet  stranger  breaka  my  bleat  repoee  ?  ** 

•<  Alaa!"  replies  the  vrOy  child, 

In  faltering  accents  sweetly  mild, 

"A  hapleei  infont  here  I  roam, 

Far  from  my  dear  maternal  home. 

Oh !  ahield  me  from  the  wintiy  blast! 

The  nightly  storm  is  i 


No  prowling  robber  lingers  hste, 

A  vrandering  baby  who  can  fear  ?  *' 

J  heard  his  seebing  artless  tale, 

I  heard  his  sighs  upon  the  gale : 

My  breast  was  never  pity's  foe, 

Bttt  felt  for  all  the  b^'s  wo. 

I  drew  the  bar,  and  by  the  light 

Young  Love,  tiie  infrnt,  met  my  eight  i 

His  bow  across  his  shoulders  flung, 

And  thence  his  fetal  quiver  hung, 

(Ah!  Uttle  did  I  think  the  dart 

Would  rankle  ioon  within  my  heart) 

With  care  I  tend  my  weaiy  guest. 

His  Uttle  lingers  chill  my  breaat ; 

His  glossy  curls,  his  asure  wing, 

Which  dioop  with  nightly  showers,  I  wring: 

His  shivering  Umbe  the  e|ibers  warm ; 

And  now  reviving  from  the  storm, 

Scarce  had  he  felt  his  wonted  glow, 

Thsn  swift  he  seised  his  slender  bow: 

*'  I  fain  would  know,  my  gentle  hoet," 

He  cried,  *Mf  thia  its  strragth  has  lost; 

I  fear,  relax'd  with  midnight  dewa. 

The  strings  their  former  aid  reAise." 

With  poison  tipt,  his  arrow  flies. 

Deep  in  my  tortured  heert  it  liee ; 

Then  loud  the  joyous  urchin  laugh'd  :^ 

**  My  bow  can  still  fanpel  the  shaft: 

"Tie  flrmly  fln'd,  thy  sighs  reveal  it; 

Say,  courteous  host,  oanat  thou  not  feel  it  ?  " 


FBAGMENTS  OF  SCHOOL  BXBBCI8B8. 

JPBOM  THX  PBOKBTHBITS  TIHCTirS  OF  JBtOBlMt. 

Gbs^t  Jove,  to  whose  shnighty  throne 
Both  gods  and  mortals  homage  pay. 
Ne'er  mf  y  my  aoul  thy  power  diaown, 

Thy  dread  beheet  ne'er  disobey. 
Oft  shsll  the  sacred  victim  fell 
In  aea-girt  ocean's  mossy  hall ; 
My  voice  shall  raise  no  impious  strain 
'Gainat  him  who  rules  the  sky  and  asure  main. 
eeeeeeeee 

How  different  now  thy  joyleaa  fete. 

Since  flrst  Hesione  thy  bride, 
When  placed  aloft  in  godlike  state, 
The  blushing  beauty  by  thy  side. 
Thou  sat'st,  while  reverend  Ocean  smiled, 
And  mirthful  strains  the  hours  beguiled. 
The  Nymphs  and  Tritons  danced  around. 
Nor  yet  thy  doom  waa  ilx'd,  nor  Jove  rulMitlsw 
frown'd. 

Harrow,  Dte.  1,  UKNL 


THB  EPISODE  OF  NISUS  AND  EUBYALinL 

▲  PAKAPBBA8B  mOX  THB  MSTEW,  LIB.  IS. 

NiBUt,  the  gusrdisn  of  the  portal,  stood, 
iger  to  gild  his  arms  with  hostile  blood ; 
WeD  skiird  in  fight  the  quivering  lance  to  wisM* 
Or  pour  his  arrows  through  th'  embattled  field- 
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BTB0N*8  W0BX8. 


*  From  Ida  torn,  he  left  liis  s^Itui  caTe, 

And  longht  a  foreign  home,  a  distant  gtvn. 

To  watch  the  movements  of  the  Daunian  hos1| 

With  him  Euryolus  sustains  the  post ; 

No  loTelier  mien  adom*d  the  ranks  of  Troy, 

And  beardless  bloom  jet  graced  tLe  gallant  boj; 

Though  few  the  seasons  of  his  jouthfnl  life, 

As  yet  a  noTice  in  the  martial  strife, 

'Twas  his,  with  beauty,  valor's  gifts  to  shar^— 

A  soul  heroic,  as  his  form  was  fair : 

These  bum  with  one  pure  flame  of  generous  lore; 

In  peace,  in  war,  untted  still  they  move ; 

Friendsbi|t  and  glory  form  their  joint  reward; 

And  now  combined  they  hold  their  nightly  guard. 

•<  What  god,"  ezclaim'd  the  first,  "  instils  this  flze ! 

Or,  in  itself  a  god,  what  great  desire  ? 

My  laboring  soul,  wjlh  anxious  thought  oppress'd, 

Abhors  this  station  of  inglorious  rest; 

The  loTe  of  fame  with  this  can  ill  acoord. 

Be  't  mine  to  seek  for  glory  with  my  sword. 

8eest  thou  yon  camp,  with  torches  twinkling  dim, 

Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  lasy  limb  ? 

Where  confidence  and  ease  the  watch  disdain. 

And  drowsy  Silence  holds  her  sable  reign  ? 

Then  hear  my  thought:— In  deep  and  sullen  grief 

Our  troops  and  leaders  mourn  their  absent  chtof : 

Now  could  the  gifts  and  promised  prise  be  thiae, 

(The  deed,  the  danger  and  the  fame  be  mine,) 

Were  this  decreed,  beneath  yon  rising  mound, 

Methinks,  an  easy  path  perchance  were  found ; 

Which  past,  I  speed  my  way  to  Pallas'  walls, 

And  lead  JSneas  from  Evander's  halls." 

With  equal  ardor  fired,  and  warlike  joy. 

His  glowing  friend  address'd  the  Dardan  boy:— 

"  These  deeds,  my  Nisus,  shalt  thou  dare  alone  ? 

Mvst  all  the  ttme,  the  p(^,  be  thine  own  ? 

Am  I  by  thee  despised,  and  left  afar. 

As  one  unfit  to  share  the  tinls  of  war? 

Not  thus  lus  son  the  great  Opheltes  taught; 

Not  thus  my  sire  in  Argive  combats  fought ; 

Not  thus,  when  Ilion  fell  by  heavenly  hate, 

I  track*d  JEneas  through  the  walks  of  fate : 

Thou  know*st  my  deeds,  my  breast  devoid  of  fear. 

And  hostile  Ufe-drope  dim  my  gory  spear. 

Here  is  a  soul  with  hope  immortal  bums. 

And  /{/»,  ignoble  life,  tat  glory  spurns. 

Fame,  fame  is  cheaply  eam*d  by  fleeting  breath : 

The  price  of  honor  is  the  sleep  of  death." 

Then  Nisus,^"  Calm  thy  bosom*s  fond  alarms : 

Thy  heart  beats  fiercely  to  the  din  of  aims. 

More  dear  thy  worth  and  valor  than  my  own, 

I  swear  by  him  who  fills  Olympus'  throne ! 

So  may  I  triumph,  as  I  speak  the  truth, 

And  dasp  again  the  comrade  of  my  youth ! 

But  should  I  fall,-^uid  he  who  dares  advance 

Through  hostile  regions,  must  abide  by  chance,^ 


*  EBbi  Ma  Nnt|  a  buBtsr  dow  do  mavB, 
Td  oobiImC  fcM  opOQ  a  fcvelfD  •ban. 
Mmt  Un,  dw  lofdleM  or  tto  Tn)u  bud, 
DU  Ur  BoTali^  hli  flooimde,  itaiid  > 
ftv  an  te  Mono  or  hk  TWihlU  lifc, 
Is  j«t  a  norlee  In  ite  BHUilia  itttfb  I 
^W  fodi  to  hliD  UBWOBlM  fpn  lui|iart| 
Afenah'k  beanv,  wkh  a  heio'i  heart. 


In  peaw,  In  war,  onbod  Mill  dwy  raovnj 
AiBodihip  and  ^oc7  fena  thdr  Joint  nwaxd, 
And  now  combined,  Um  taumf  gale  tliej  gnud. 
•ick  was  the  oilglnal  venloa  of  thb  paaeage,  aa  glren  In  (he  prirate 
•  i  «w,  when  ■aaaom  than  tfan  abovB  ftapaanc  was  primed. 


If  MwiA  ButoBaa  aan,  with  admne  bloir* 

Should  lay  the  friend  who  ever  lored  thee  low. 
Live  thou— such  beauties  I  would  fain  piesuiB 
Thy  budding  years  a  lengthen'd  term  dessrre 
When  humbled  in  the  dust,  let  some  one  be. 
Whose  gentle  eyes  will  shed  one  tear  finr  me; 
Whose  manly  arm  may  snatch  me  back  by  fovoet 
Or  wealth  redeem  from  foes  my  dative  oorae; 
Or,  if  my  destiny  these  last  deny. 
If  in  the  spoiler's  power  my  ashes  lie. 
Thy  pious  care  may  raise  a  simple  tomb. 
To  mark  thy  love,  and  signalize  my  doom. 
Why  should  thy  doting  wretched  mother  weep 
Her  only  boy,  reoUned  in  endlees  sleep  ? 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  the  tempest's  fray  dared, 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  war's  deadly  peril  shared; 
Who  braved  what  woman  never  braved  before. 
And  left  her  native  for  the  Latian  shore." 
<'  In  vain  you  damp  the  ardor  of  my  sottl," 
Replied  Euryalus ;  *' it  seoms  control  I 
Hence,  let  us  haste  I  '*— their  hrotiier  gnarda  wot% 
Boused  by  their  call,  nor  court  again  repose; 
The  pair,  buoy'd  up  on  Hope's  eznltiag  wteg^ 
Their  statioins  leave,  and  speed  to  seek  the  kiag. 

Now  o'er  the  earth  a  solemn  stiUness  ran. 
And  lull'd  alike  the  cares  of  brute  and  man ; 
Save  where  the  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hold 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  plans  unfold. 
On  one  great  point  the  coaneil  are  agreed. 
An  instant  message  to  their  prinoe  deereed ; 
Sacl\  lean'd  upon  the  lanoe  he  well  oonld  wieli. 
And  poised  with  easy  arm  his  ancient  shield ; 
When  Nisus  snd  his  iHsnd  their  leaTB  reqncit 
To  ofier  something  to  their  high  bequest 
With  anxious  tremors,  yet  unawed  by  fear. 
The  faithftil  pair  before  the  throne  ^>pear : 
lulus  greets  them;  at  his  kind  cnmmand. 
The  elder  first  addiess'd  the  hoary  band. 

«  With  patlenoe  "  (thus  Hyrtaeides  began) 

Attend,  nor  judge  ficom  youth  our  kimibla  pba. 
Where  yonder  beaeons  half  expiring  beinn, 
Our  slumbering  foes  of  friture  conquest  dream. 
Nor  heed  that  we  a  secret  path  have  traced. 
Between  the  ocean  and  the  portal  placed. 
Beneath  the  covert  of  the  blackening  smoke. 
Whose  shade  securely  our  design  will  doak ! 
If  you,  ye  chiefii,  anfl  fortune,  will  allow, 
We'll  bend  our  course  to  yonder  mountain's  broi^ 
Where  Pallas'  walls  at  distance  meet  th«  sight. 
Seen  o'er  the  glade,  when  not  obscured  by  nlgjht : 
Then  shall  iBneas  in  his  pride  return. 
While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  ofipring's  ma ; 
And  Latian  spoils  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead. 
Shall  mark  the  havoc  of  our  hero's  tread. 
Such  is  our  purpose,  not  unknown  the  way; 
Where  yonder  torrent's  devious  vraters  stray, 
Oft  have  we  seen,  when  hunting  by  the  i 
The  distant  spires  above  the  valleys  gleam." 


Mature  in  years,  for  sober  wisdom  ftmed. 
Moved  by  the  speech,  Alethes  here  ezclaim'd* 
**  Te  parent  gods !  who  rule  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy ; 
When  minds  like  these  in  striplings  thus  ye 
Tours  is  the  godlike  act,  be  yours  the  praise; 
In  gallant  youth,  my  fainting  hopes  revive. 
And  Dion's  wonted  glories  still  survive." 
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That  in  kit  wum  onbntce  the  boys  he  prMi'd, 
And,  quiToingf  stnin'd  them  to  bis  aged  braMt ; 
With  to$n  the  humiikg  Aeek  of  each  bedew'd, 
And,  sobbing,  thus  hb  first  discourse  renew'd : 
"  What  gift,  my  oountr/men,  what  martial  prise 
Can  we  bestow,  which  you  may  not  despise  ? 
Our  deities  the  first  best  boon  hare  given — 
Intenkal  nrtues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  bless  your  deeds  on  earth, 
Dojibtkas  await  such  young,  exalted  worth. 
jBneas  and  Aseanius  shall  combine 
To  yield  applause,  far,  Car  surpasaing  mine." 
lulus  then  >— **  By  all  the  powers  aboTe ! 
By  those  Penates*  who  my  country  love  I 
fif  hoery  Testa's  sacred  fane,  I  swear, 
Ify  hopes  are  all  in  you,  ye  generous  pair ! 
Bestore  my  fitther  to  my  grateful  sight. 
And  all  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight. 
Nisus!  two  silver  goblets  are  thine  own, 
SaTod  fltom  Aiisba's  stately  domes  o'erthxown ! 
My  size  secured  them  on  that  fatal  day, 
Nor  left  such  bowls  an  AxgiTe  robber's  prey : 
Two  massy  tripods,  also,  shall  be  thine; 
Two  talents  p^ished  firom  the  glittering  mine : 
An  aaeient  cup,  which  Tyrian  Dido  gave» 
While  yet  our  Teasels  press'd  the  Punic  wave ; 
But  when  the  hostile  chiefii  at  length  bow  down. 
When  great  jflSnees  wears  Hesperia's  crown, 
The  casque,  the  buckler,  and  the  fiery  steed 
Which  Tnmus  guides  with  more  than  mortal  speed. 
Are  thine ;  no  envious  lot  shall  then  be  cast, 
I  pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  past : 
Naj  more,  twelve  slaves,  and  twice  six   capliTe 

dames. 
To  soothe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous  flames, 
And  all  the  realms  which  now  the  Latins  sway. 
The  labors  of  to-night  shall  well  repay. 
But  thou,  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender  years 
And  near  my  own,  whose  worth  my  heart  reveres, 
Henceforth  affection,  sweetly  thus  begun. 
Shall  join  our  bosoms  and  our  souls  in  one ; 
Without  thy  aid,  no  glory  shall  be  mine ; 
Widioat  thy  dear  advice,  no  great  design ; 
Alike  through  life  esteem'd,  thou  godlike  boy, 
In  war  any  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy." 

To  him  Snryalus  :^^**  No  day  shall  shame 

The  rising  glories  which  firom  this  I  claim. 

Fortune  may  favor,  or  the  skies  may  frown, 

fiat  valov,  qiite  of  £ate,  obtains  renown. 

Tet,  ere  firom  hencs  our  eager  steps  depart, 

One  boom  I  beg,  the  nearest  to  my  heart ; 

My  motl&er,  sprung  from  Priam*s  royal  line, 

like  thine  ennobled,  hardly  less  divine, 

Kor  Tioy  nor  king  Acestes'  realms  restrain 

Her  fiMble  age  from  dangers  of  the  main ; 

t  Alone  she  came,  all  selfish  fears  above, 

A  bright  example  of  maternal  love, 

Unknown  the  secret  enterprise  I  brave. 

Lest  giief  should  bend  my  parent  to  the  grave ; 

From  this  alone  no  fond  adieus  I  seek. 

No  fatt^Sng  mother's  lips  have  press'd  my  cheek ; 

By  gloomy  n^ht  and  thy  right  hand  I  vow 

Her  parting  tears  would  shake  my  purpose  now ; 

Do  thou,  my  prince,  her  failing  age  sustain. 

In  thee  her  much-loved  child  may  live  again ; 


Her  dying  hours  wHh  pious  condnet  blsM, 

Assist  her  wants,  r^eve  her  fbnd  distrsM ; 

80  deer  a  hope  must  all  my  soul  infiame, 

To  rise  in  glory,  or  to  fall  in  fkme.*' 

Struck  with  a  filial  care  so  deeply  felt. 

In  tears  at  once  the  Trojan  warriors  melt : 

Faster  than  all,  lulus'  eyes  o'erflow ; 

Such  love  was  his,  and  such  had  been  his  wo, 

"All  thou  hast  ask*d,  receive,"  the  prince  replied  t 

**  Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a  gift  bMide. 

To  cheer  thy  mother's  years  shall  be  my  aim, 

Creusa's*  style  but  wanting  to  the  dame. 

Fortune  an  adverse  wayward  course  may  nm« 

But  bless'd  thy  mother  in  so  deer  a  son. 

Now,  by  my  life  !-^ny  sire's  most  sacred  oath— 

To  thee  I  pledge  my  fuU,  my  firmest  troth, 

All  the  rewards  which  once  to  thee  were  vow'd. 

If  thou  shouldst  frOl,  on  her  shall  be  bestow'd." 

Thus  spoke  the  weeping  prince,  then  forth  to  view 

A  gleaming  falchion  from  the  sheath  he  drew ; 

Lyoayon's  utmost  skill  had  graced  the  steel ; 

For  friends  to  envy  and  for  foes  to  feci ; 

A  tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil, 

Slain  *mid  the  forest,  in  the  hunter's  toil, 

Mnestheus  to  guard  the  elder  youth  bestows, 

And  old  Alethes'  casque  defends  his  brows. 

Arm'd  thence  they  go,  while  all  th'  assembled  tnla» 

To  aid  their  cause,  implore  the  gods  in  vain. 

More  than  a  boy  in  wisdom  and  in  grace, 

lulus  holds  amid  the  ohiefk  his  place : 

His  prayer  he  sends  ;  but  what  can  prayers  avail, 

X/Ost  in  the  marmnxs  of  the  sighing  gale  ! 

The  trench  is  pass*d,  and,  favor'd  by  the  night, 
Through  sleeping  foes  they  wheel  their  wary  flight. 
When  shall  the  sleep  of  many  a  foe  be  o'er  ? 
Alas !  some  slumber  who  shall  wake  no  more  I 
Chariots  and  bridles,  mix'd  with  arms,  are  seen ; 
And  flowing  flasks,  and  scatter'd  troops  between. 
Bacchus  and  Mars  to  rule  the  camp  combine ; 
A  mingled  chaos  this  of  war  and  wine. 
"  Now,"  ones  the  first  '<  for  deeds  of  blood  prepaid 
With  me  the  conquest  and  the  labor  share : 
Here  lies  our  path ;  lest  any  hand  arise. 
Watch  thou,  while  many  a  dreamy  chieftain  dies ; 
ril  carve  our  passage  through  the  heedless  foe. 
And  clear  thy  road  with  many  a  deadly  blow.'* 
His  whispering  accents  then  the  youth  repress'd, 
And  pierced  proud  Rhamnes  through  his  panting 

breast; 
Stretch'd  at  his  ease,  th'  incautious  king  repoeed; 
Debauch,  and  not  fatigue,  his  eyes  had  dosed: 
To  Tumus  dear,  a  prophet  and  a  prince. 
His  omens  more  than  augur's  skill  evince ; 
But  he,  who,  thus  foretold  the  fate  of  all. 
Could  not  avert  his  own  untimely  falL 
Next  Remus*  armor-bearer,  hapless  fell. 
And  three  unhappy  slaves  the  carnage  swelL 
The  charioteer  along  his  courser's  sides 
Expires,  the  steel  his  sever'd  neck  divides ; 
And,  last,  his  lord  is  numbered  with  the  dead ; 
Bounding  convulsive,  flies  the  gasping  head ; 
From  the  swoU'n  veins  the  blackening  torrents  pour, 
Stain'd  is  the  couch  and  earth  with  clotting  gore. 
Young  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  next  expire, 
And  gay  Serranus,  flU'd  with  youthful  fire : 
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Half  the  long  night  hi  chlldiili  gamef  wm  pBM*d : 
LaU'd  by  tiie  potent  grape,  he  slept  at  last: 
Ah !  happier  far  had  he  the  mom  sunrej'd. 
And  till  Aurora's  dawn  his  skill  displaj'd. 

In  slanghtar'd  folds,  the  keepers  lost  in  sleep, 
His  hungry  fangs  a  lion  tiius  may  steep ; 
'Mid  the  sad  flock,  at  dead  of  night,  he  prowls. 
With  murder  glutted,  and  in  carnage  rolls ; 
Insatiate  still,  through  teeming  herds  he  roams ; 
In  seas  of  gore  the  lordly  tyrant  foams. . 

Nor  less  the  other's  deadly  yengeance  came, 
But  falls  on  feeble  crowds  without  a  name : 
His  wound  unconscious  Fadus  scarce  can  feel. 
Yet  wakeful  Rhissus  sees  the  threatening  steel : 
His  oowaxd  fareast  behind  ajar  he  hides. 
And  vainly  in  the  weak  defence  confides ; 
Full  in  his  heart,  the  falchion  searched  his  Teins, 
The  reeking  weiqpon  bears  alternate  stains ; 
Through  wine  and  blood,  commingling  as  they  flow, 
One  feeble  spirit  seeks  the  shades  below. 
Now  where  Messapus  dwelt  they  bend  their  way, 
Whose  fires  emit  a  faint  and  trembling  ray ; 
There,  unconfined,  behold  each  graaing  steed, 
T7nwatch*d,  unheeded,  on  the  herbage  feed: 
Bnre  Nisus  here  arrests  his  comrade's  aim. 
Too  flush'd  with  carnage,  and  with  conquest  warm : 
"  Hence  let  us  haste,  the  dangerous  path  is  pass'd ; 
Full  foes  enough  to-night  have  breath'd  their  last: 
Soon  will  the  day  those  eastern  clouds  adorn ; 
Now  let  us  speed,  nor  tempt  the  rising  mom." 

What  silver  arms,  wiUi  various  art  emboss'd» 
What  bowls  and  mantles  in  confueitm  toss'd, 
They  leave  regardless !  yet  one  glittering  prize 
Attraets  the  youi^er  hero's  wandering  eyes ; 
The  gilded  harness  Bhamnes*  coursers  felt, 
The  gems  irhich  studd  the  monarch's  golden  belt ; 
This  finsn  the  pallid  corse  was  quickly  torn, 
Once  by  a  Sine  of  former  chieftains  worn. 
Th'  ezuliing  bof  the  studded  girdle  wears, 
Messapus'  helm  kas  head  in  triumph  bean ; 
Then  from  the  tesuts  their  cautious  steps  they  bend 
To  seek  the  rale  vftueae  safer  paths  extend. 

Just  at  this  hour  a  betad  of  Latian  horse 
To  Tumus'  camp  pursue  their  destined  course ; 
White  the  slow  foot  their  tardy  march  delay. 
The  knights,  impatient,  spur  along  the  way: 
Three  hundred  maii-olail  men,  by  VoUcens  led. 
To  Tumus  with  their  master's  promise  sped ; 
New  they  approaefa  the  trendh,  and  view  the  walls. 
When,  on  the  left,  *  light  reflection  falls ; 
The  plunder'd  helmet  through  the  waning  night. 
Sheds  forth  a  silver  radiance,  glaneing  bright. 
Volseens  with  questsen  loud  the  pair  alarms  >— 
'*StaeMl,Btngglera!  stand !  why  earlf  thus  in  arms  ? 
From  whence,  to  whom  ^"^^^He  meetasrith  no  reply : 
Trusting  ^e  oovert  of  tile  night,  they  fly ; 
The  thicket's  depth  wiA  fcuiried  paoe  Ahey  tread, 
Whle  rovnd  the  wood  the  hostile  squadron  q^ead. 

WMb  faraflcoa  entangled,  oearce  a  path  belMeen« 
Dseary  and  dark  appears  tive  sylvan  sceao : 
Bwyalus  his  heavy  spoils  impede, 
fho  boughs  and  winding  (turns  his  steps  i 
Bsrt  Nisus  scours  along  ihe  forest's  mase 
To  adieroLatinus'  steeds  a  safety  graae. 


Then  baekwaxd  o*er  the  plain  his  eyes  extend, 
On  every  side  they  seek  his  kbseut  friend. 
"  0  God !  my  boy,"  he  cries,  ''of  me  benft, 
In  what  impending  perils  art  thou  left  I" 
Listening  he  nm»— above  the  waving  trees, 
Tumultuous  voices  swell  the  passing  breess; 
The  war-cry  rises,  thundering  hoofii  axoond 
Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  trembling  ground. 
Again  he  tiuns,  of  footsteps  hear  the  noise*, 
The  sound  elates,  the  sight  his  hope  dsstroyi: 
The  hapless  boy  a  sifflan  train  surround, 
While  lengthening  shades  his  weary  way  ooDfoani; 
Him  with  loud  shouts  the  furious  knights  puniie, 
Straggling  in  vain,  a  captive  to  the  crew. 
What  can  his  friend  'gainst  thronging  numbeia  dire! 
Ah !  must  he  rush,  his  comrade's  fate  to  share  ? 
What  force,  what  aid,  what  stratagem  essay. 
Back  to  redeem  the  Latian  spoiler's  prey?" 
His  life  a  votive  ransom  nobly  give. 
Or  die  with  him  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  Uts  ? 
Poising  with  strength  his  lilted  lance  on  high, 
On  Luna's  orb  he  cast  his  frensied  eye : 
**  Goddess  serene,  transcending  every  star! 
Queen  of  the  sky,  whose  beams  are  seen  aiSu ! 
By  night  heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day  the  gtore, 
When,  as  chaste  Dian,  here  thou  deign'st  toiove; 
If  e'er  myself,  or  sire,  have  sought  to  grace 
Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  the  chase. 
Speed,  speed  my  dart  to  pierce  yon  vaunting  crowd, 
To  free  my  Mend  and  scatter  &r  tiie  psond." 
Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  heflmig; 
Through  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapons  nog; 
The  thirsty  point  in  Sulmo's  entrails  Uy, 
Transflxed  his  heart,  and  stretch'd  him  on  the  city: 
He  sobs,  he  dies,-^e  troop  in  wild  amase. 
Unconscious  whence  the  death,  with  hozror  pn. 
While  pale  they  stare,  through  Tagns'  templsofB^ 
A  second  shaft  with  equal  force  is  driven : 
Fierce  Yolscens  rolls  around  Ins  lowering  eyei; 
Yeil'd  by  the  night,  secure  the  Trojan  lies; 
Burning  with  wrath,  he  viewed  his  soldsen  UL 
**  Thou  youth  accurst,  thy  lifis  shall  pay  for  ill! " 
Quick  from  the  sheath  his  flaming  glaive  he  dcev. 
And,  raging,  on  the  boy  defenceless  flew. 
Nisus  no  more  the  blackening  shade  ooaossh. 
Forth,  forth  he  starts,  and  all  his  love  reveals , 
Aghast,  confrised,  hit  fears  to  madness  iks, 
And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  ihss; 
'<  Me,  me— your  vengeance  hurl  on  me  alone; 
Here  sheathe  the  steel,  my  blood  is  all  your  own. 
Ye  starry  spheres !  thou  conscious  Heaven !  attesCl 
He  could  not— durst  not— lo  I  the  guile  eonftst! 
All,  all  was  mine— his  early  fate  suspend 

He  only  loved  too  well  his  hapless  frissid : ^ 

Spare,  spare,  ye  chiefs !  from  him  your  xagerasj'* 
His  fault  was  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  lom" 
He  pray'd  in  vain ;  the  dark  assassin's  swocd 
Pierced  the  fair  side,  the  snowy  bosom  gored; 
Lowly  to  earth  inclines  his  plume-cUd  crest, 
And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  o'er  his  IseMt : 
As  some  young  rose,  whose  blossom  sosnti  flis«» 
Languid  in  death,  expires  beneath  the  shiss; 
Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  shows^ 
Declining  gently,  falls  a  fiading  flowff : 
Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  his  lovely  h«i*» 
And  Ungering  beauty  hovers  round  the  dssd. 

But  flery  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  tids» 
Bovenge  his  leader,  and  despair  his  goiiil 
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Tolsccns  lie  seeks  amid  the  gathering  liott, 
VoUcens  must  soon  appease  his  comrade's  ghost; 
Stedi  flashing,  pours  on  steel,  foe  crowds  on  foe ; 
Bage  tterree  Ms  arm,  fate  gleams  in  ererj  hlow ; 
In  Tain  beneath  nnnnmber'd  wounds  he  bleeds. 
Hot  woonds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nlsns  heeds ; 
In  Tiewleee  eirdes  wheel'd,  his  falchion  fUes, 
Nor  quits  the  hero's  grasp  till  Yobcens  dies ; 
Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found, 
The  tyraaft  sonl  ted  groaning  through  the  wound. 
Thus  Nisnt  all  his  fond  ailection  proted'  ■ 
Dying,  rerenged  the  fkte  of  him  he  lored ; 
Chen  OB  his  boeom  songht  his  wonted  pIaoe» 
4nd  dentil  WMVearenly  in  his  friend's  emlmM ! 


Odestial  pak !  if  aught  my  Terse  eaa  claim, 

Wafled  on  Ttee't  broad  pinion,  youn  is  ftoM ! 

Ages  on  ages  shall  your  Ihte  admire, 

No  ftitnre  day  diaU  see  yoor  names  expire, 

While  stands  tike  Gaptd,  immertal  done ! 

And  Tanqpish'd  millions  hail  their  empreas,  Borne  1 
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WRBir  fierce  eonflicting  passions  urge 

The  breast  where  lore  is  wont  to  ^w, 
WAat  mind  ean  stem  the  stormy  sorge, 

Whieh  rolls  the  tide  of  human  wo  ? 
The  hope  of  praise,  the  dread  of  shsnie» 

Can  revse  the  tortored  breast  no  move; 
The  wild  desire,  the  guilty  ilame, 

AbsoAs  eadi  wiA  it  felt  belbre. 

But  if  affection  gently  thrills 

The  soul  by  purer  (keams  possest, 
The  pleasing  bafan  of  mortal  Ills 

In  loTe  can  soothe  the  aching  breast : 
If  thus  thou  comest  in  d!sgui8e,t 

Fair  Venus !  firom  thy  natire  hearen. 
What  heart  unfiling  wonld  despise 

The  sweetest  boon  the  gods  haTe  gf^en  ? 

But  nerer  f^om  thy  golden  bow 

May  I  beneath  the  shaft  expire ! 
Whose  creeping  Tenom,  sure  and  slow, 

Awakes  an  all-oonsuming  fire : 
Ye  racking  doubts !  ye  jealous  fears ! 

With  others  wage  internal  war ; 
Bepentanoe,  source  of  future  tears, 

From  me  be  erer  distant  &r  1 


Xqr  no  distracting  thonghts  destroy 

The  holy  calm  of  saend  lore  I 
May  all  the  hours  be  winged  with  joy, 

Whieh  horer  luthful  hearts  abore! 
Fair  Venus !  on  thy  myrtle  shrine 

May  I  with  some  fond  loTor  sigh, 
Whose  heart  may  mingle  pure  with 

With  me  to  liTe,  with  me  to  die ! 


My  natlTe  soil !  belored  before, 

Now  dearer  as  my  peaceful  home, 
Ne'er  may  I  quit  thy  rocky  shore 

A  hapless  banish'd  wretch  to  roam  I 
This  TSiy  day,  this  rery  hour. 

May  I  resign  this  fleeting  breath  I 
Nor  ^ttit  my  silent  humble  bower ; 

A  doom  to  me  far  worse  than  death 

HaTS  I  not  hsaxd  the  exile's  sigh. 

And  seen  the  exile's  silent  tear, 
Through  distant  eHmes  condemn'd  to  if 

A  pensire  weaiy  wanderer  here } 
Ah!  hapless  dsme !*  no  sire  bewaiiSy 

No  friend  thy  wretched  fate  deplflNi^ 
No  kindred  Toioe  witii  rapture  hsOs 

Thy  stsps  wilMn  a  stranger'a  dosn> 

Ferhh  the  fiend  whose  iron  heart. 
To  fkir  affection's  troth  unknown, 

Bids  her  he  fondly  loved  depart, 
.     Unpitied,  helpless,  and  alone : 

Who  ne'er  unlocks  with  silyer  key  f 
The  milder  treasures  of  his  soul,-* 

May  such  a  friend  be  far  from  me. 
And  ocean's  storms  between  us  roll! 


THOUGHTS 

8UOOB8TSD  BT  ▲  COLLEOB  SXAXnrAfNV.J 

Hxas  in  the  midst,  surrounded  by  his  peers, 
Maqnus  his  ample  front  sublime  uproars : 
Placed  on  his  chair  of  state,  he  seems  a  god. 
While  Sophs  and  Freshmen  tremble  at  his  nod. 
As  all  around  sit  wrapt  in  speechless  gloom. 
His  Toice  in  thunder  shakes  the  sounding  dome  s 
Denouncing  dire  reproach  to  luckless  Cm^, 
Unskill*d*to  plod  in  mathematic  rules.  ^ 

Happy  the  youth  in  Bndid's  axioms  tried, 
Though  little Tersed  in  any  art  besidei 
Who,  scarcely  akill'd  in  Kngliah  line  to  pen. 
Scans  Attic  metree  with  a  oritio's  ken. 
What  though  he  knows  not  how  his  fsthsis  bleit 
When  civil  discord  piled  the  fields  with  dead. 
When  Edward  bade  his  ooaqueriDg  bands  advaBMi 
Or  Henry  trampled  on  the  esest  of  France; 
Though  marvelling  at  the  name  of  Magna  Chartftr 
Yet  well  he  reeoUecttf  the  laws  of  Sparta; 
Can  tell  what  edicts  sage  Lycurgus  made. 
While  Blaekstone's  on  the  shelf  neglected  laid; 


•  UM*m, ^»  MiwiyMiliiil  J-wifCMlih,  ■■■  ihiHiHy Miifcr $m 
dai«falcrcrCnaB,UnionbMdl7.  Tte  chona  frnn  whidi  tbli  k  iiJm 
ImrmUmm  Medea;  tfaottgli  a  eo«ldenbla  Ubanar  h  laKn  with  the oi%l> 
wd,  by  ttpmdfaf  U»  fctow,  —  *bp  In  ■ome  othw  jwafc  of  lh»  twihllnn 

t  Thi  «iflnl  fa  u  Km^p^  dyo£(ayr  1  mXHia  *piPW  i  » 1M# 
••  4hd<Mbg  die  hriflit  kaff  of  tiM  adnd.*' 

t  MoKdMiioBhkailaiBadMlacdnit  Sm  penea  wnAouad  mfer  ttS 
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Of  Gxedan  dnunas  yaunti  the  deathlmi  faow. 
Of  ATon*s  bacd  remembering  icarce  the  name. 

Sneh  is  the  youth  whose  scientific  pate 

dass-honoTS,  medals,  fellowships,  await ; 

Or  ereui  perhaps,  the  declamation  piiae, 

If  to  such  glorious  height  he  lifts  his  eyes. 

But,  lo !  no  common  orator  can  hope 

The  euTied  siWer  cup  within  his  scope. 

Not  that  our  heads  much  eloquence  require, 

Th'  Athbniak's  glowing  style,  or  Tully's  fire. 

A  manner  clear  or  warm  is  useless,  sinoe 

We  do  not  try  by  speaking  to  conyince. 

Be  other  orators  of  pleasing  proud: 

We  speak  to  please  ourselvee,  not  move  the  crowd 

Our  grayity  prefers  the  muttering  tone, 

A  proper  mixture  of  the  squeak  and  groan ; 

No  borrowed  grace  of  action  must  be  seen ; 

The  slightest  motion  would  displease  the  Dean ; 

Whilst  every  staring  graduate  would  prate 

Against  what  he  could  never  imitate. 

The  man  who  hopes  t'  obtain  the  promised  cup 
Mast  in  one  posture  stand,  and  ne*er  look  up , 
Nor  stop,  but  rattle  over  every  word— 
Not  matter  what,  so  it  can  not  be  heard. 
Thus  let  him  hurry  on,  nor  think  to  rest ; 
Who  speaks  the  fastest's  sure  to  speak  the  best ; 
Who  utters  most  within  the  shortest  space. 
May  safely  hope  to  win  the  wordy  race. 


The  sons  of  science  these,  who,  thus  repaid. 
Linger  in  ease  in  Granta's  sluggish  shade ; 
Where  on  Cam's  sedgy  bank  supine  they  lie 
Unknown— unhonor'd  live,  unwept-for  die : 
Dull  as  the  pictures  which  adorn  their  halls. 
They  think  all  learning  flx*d  within  their  walls : 
In  manners  rude  in  foolish  forms  precise. 
All  modem  arts  affecting  to  despise ; 
Yet  prising  Bbntley*8,*  Brunck'b,*  or  PoBSOir'st 

note, 
More  than  the  verse  on  which  the  critic  ^rrote : 
X  Vain  as  their  honors,  heavy  as  their  ale, 
8ad  as  their  wit,  and  tedious  as  their  tale ; 
To  friendship  dead,  though  not  untaught  to  feel, 
When  Self  and  Churoh  demand  a  bigot  seal, 
^^th  eager  haste  they  court  the  lord  of  power, 
Whether  'tis  Pitt  or  PBTxy  rules  the  hour ;  $ 
To  hfan  with  suppliant  smiles  they  bend  the  head, 
II  While  distant  mitres  to  their  eyes  are  spread. 
But  should  a  storm  o'erwheim  him  with  disgrace. 
They'd  fly  to  seek  the  next  who  fiU'd  his  place. 
Such  are  the  men  who  learning's  treasures  guard ; 
8ueh  is  their  praetiee,  such  is  their  reward  I 
This  much  at  least  we  may  presume  to  say — 
The  premium  ean't  exceed  the  priee  they  pay. 

laos. 
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"To 
r.Maail 


Ymimsb  of  my  youth !  when  young  we  tovo^ 
Like  striplings  mutually  beloved 

With  friendship's  purest  glow. 
The  bliss  which  wing'd  those  rosy  hours 
Was  such  as  pleasure  seldom  showers 

On  mortals  here  below. 

The  reooUeotion  seems  alone    ^ 
Dearer  than  all  the  joys  I've  known 

When  distant  tax  from  you : 
Though  pain,  'tis  still  a  pleasing  pain. 
To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again, 

And  sigh  again  adieu  i 

My  penflive  memory  lingers  o'er 
Those  seenes  to  be  e^joy'd  no  more. 

Those  seenes  jegretted  ever : 
The  measure  of  our  youth  is  fuU, 
Life's  evening  dream  is  dark  and  dull, 

And  we  may  meet— ah ! 


As  when  one  parent  spring  supplies 

Two  streams  which  from  one  fountain  rise. 

Together  join'd  in  vain ; 
How  soon,  diverging  from  their  source. 
Each,  murmuring,  seeks  another  couiae. 

Till  mingled  in  the  main ! 

Our  vital  streams  of  weal  or  wo, 
Though  near,  alas !  distinctly  flow. 

Nor  mingle  as  before : 
Now  swift  or  slow,  now  black  or  clear. 
Till  death's  unfathom'd  gulf  appear. 

And  both  shall  quit  the  shore. 

Our  souls,  my  friend !  which  once  suppliad 
One  wish,  nor  breathed  a  thought  beside. 

Now  flow  in  diiFerent  channels : 
Disdaining  humbler  rural  sports, 
'Tis  yours  to  mix  in  polish'd  courts. 

And  shine  in  fashion's  annals : 

'Tis  mine  to  waste  on  love  my  time. 
Or  vent  my  reveries  in  rhyme 

Without  the  aid  of  reason ; 
For  sense  and  reason  (critics  know  it) 
Have  quitted  every  amorous  poet. 

Nor  left  a  thought  to  seize  on. 

PoorLiTTLB!  sweet,  melodious  bard ! 
Of  late  esteem'd  it  monstrous  hard 

That  he  who  sang  before  all. 
He  who  the  lore  of  love  expanded, 
By  dire  reviewers  should  be  branded 

As  void  of  wit  and  moral-f 

And  yet,  while  Beauty's  praise  is  thine. 
Harmonious  favorite  of  the  Nine ! 


>  TVh 
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__  ne  not  at  thy  lot : 
Thy  Mothiog  rays  may  ttffl  be  read, 
When  Ferseeation*s  ann  is  dead, 

Aad  entiGi  aze  forgot 

Btffl  I  mnst  yield  those  iforthiea  merit 
Who  ehasten,  ivith  nnepering  spirit, 

Bad  rhymes,  sad  those  iHio  write  Aem; 
And  though  myself  may  be  the  next 
By  critie  ssreaam  to  be  Text, 

I  really  wiU  not  fight  them.* 

Pflihaps  thsy  would  do  quite  as  well 
To  break  the  radely  soonding  sbeU 

Of  sneh  a  young  beginner. 
He  who  offends  at  pert  nineteen, 
Sre  thirty  may  beoome,  I  ween, 

▲  Tery  harden'd  sinner. 

Scm, k  I  must  retom  to  yon ; 

And  sore,  apologies  are  doe : 

Aeeept,  then,  my  concession. 

In  truth,  dear ,  in  fancy's  flight, 

I  soar  along  tnm  left  to  right ; 

My  muse  admires  digression. 

I  tUnk  I  said  'twould  be  your  &te 
To  add  one  star  to  royal  stote,— 

May  regal  smiles  attend  yon  1 
And  should  a  noble  monarch  reign, 
Toa  will  not  seek  his  smUes  in  vain, 

If  worth  can  recommend  you. 

Tet,  nnce  in  danger  courts  abound, 
Where  specious  rivals  glitter  round, 

Fkom  snares  may  saints  preserve  you  I 
And  grant  your  Iotc  nor  friendship  ne'er 
Ftom  any  claim  a  kindred  care 

But  those  who  best  deserre  you. 

Not  Ibr  a  moment  may  you  stray 
Fiwn  truth's  seene  nMrring  way ! 

Hay  BO  deMghts  deeoy  1 
O'sr  roeeo  may  you  footsteps  more  i 
Your  smiles  be  erer  smiles  of  lorel 

Tour  tears  be  tears  of  joy  1 

Oh !  if  you  wish  that  happiness 
Your  eoming  days  and  years  may  bless, 

And  virtues  crown  your  brow. 
Be  stUl,  as  you  were  wont  to  be. 
Spotless  as  you'Te  been  known  to  me, — 

Be  still  as  you  are  now. 

And  though  some  trifling  share  of  praise. 
To  eheer  my  last  deoUning  days, 

TO  me  were  doubly  dear; 
WhOst  Messing  your  beloved  name, 
rd  flpoos  at  once  a^osfs  Ikme, 

topn^  mprvphei  here. 
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Oh  I  could  Lb  SAOs'sf  demon's  gift 

Be  realised  at  my  desire, 
This  night  my  trembling  form  he'd  lift 

To  place  it  on  St.  Mary's  spire. 

Then  would,  unroofd,  old  Granta's  halls 
Pedantic  inmates  full  display ; 

FeUows  who  dream  on  lawn  or  stalls, 
The  price  of  venal  votes  to  pay. 

Then  would  I  view  each  rival  wight. 
Petty  snd  Palmerston  survey ; 

Who  canvass  there  with  all  their  might, 
Againat  the  next  eleetive  day. 

Lo!  candidates  and  voters  lie  t 
AU  lull'd  in  sleep,  a  goodly  number  1 

A  race  renown'd  for  piety, 
Whose  conseienee  won't  disturb  tikrir  il 

Lord  H » indeed,  may  not  demur ; 

FeUows  are  sage  reflecting  men : 
They  know  preferment  can  occur 

But  very  seldom,  now  and  then. 

Jhey  know  the  chancellor  has  got 
Some  pretty  livings  in  disposal: 

Each  hopes  that  one  may  be  his  lot, 
And  therefore  smiles  on  his  proposaL 


Now  from  the  soporific  scene  } 

I'll  turn  mine  eye,  as  night  grows  later. 
To  view  unheeded  and  unseen 

The  studious  sons  of  Alma  Mater. 

There,  in  apartments  small  and  damp. 
The  candidate  for  college  prizes 

Sits  poring  by  the  midnight  lamp ; 
Goes  Utc  to  bed,  yet  early  rises. 

He  surely  well  deserves  to  gun  them. 
With  all  the  honors  of  his  college, 

Who,  striving  hardly  to  obtain  them. 
Thus  seeks  unprofitable  knowledge : 

Who  sacrifices  hours  of  rest 
To  scan  precisely  metres  Attic ; 

Or  agitotes  his  anxious  breast 
In  solving  problems  mathematic : 


•  ThBiDolto«Miiotch«ntaiihiplntt*ohBM. 
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Who  xeftda  fslae  quiuitxtns  in  Sde,* 
Or  puzzles  o'er  the  deep  triangle ; 

DepriTod  of  many  a  ^holeaome  meal, 
In  barbarous  Latin  f  doom*d  to  wrangle : 

Kenonncing  eyeiy  pleasing  page 

From  authors  of  historic  use ; 
Prefening  to  the  letter'd  sage 

The  square  of  the  hypothenuse.J 

8tiU>  harmless  are  these  occupations, 
That  hurt  none  but  the  hapless  student, 

Oompared  with  other  recreations, 
Which  bring  together  the  imprudent: 

Whose  daring  revels  shock  the  sight, 
When  vice  and  infamy  combine. 

When  drunkenness  and  dice  invite, 
As  every  sense  is  steep'd  in  wine. 

Not  so  the  methodistic  crew, 
Who  plans  of  reformation  lay ; 

In  humble  attitude  they  sue, 
And  for  the  sins  of  others  pray : 

Vtirgeiting  that  their  pride  of  spirit. 
Their  exultation  in  their  trial, 

Detracts  most  largely  from  the  merit 
Of  all  their  boasted  sdMeniaL 


'Tis  mom :  from  these  I  turn  my  sight : 
What  scene  is  this  which  meets  the  eye  ? 

A  numerous  crowd,  array*d  in  white,} 
Across  the  green  in  numbers  fly.  * 

Loud  ring!  in  air  the  chapel  bell ; 

'Tis  hush'd : — ^what  sounds  are  these  I  hear  ? 
The  organ's  soft,  celestial  swell 

Bolls  deeply  on  the  Ust'ning  ear. 

To  this  is  join'd  the  sacred  song. 
The  royal  minstrel's  hallow'd  strain ; 

Though  he  who  hears  the  music  long, 
WIU  never  wish  to  hear  again. 

Our  choir  would  scarcely  be  excused. 
Even  as  a  band  of  raw  beginners ; 

All  mercy  now  must  be  refused 
To  such  a  set  of  croaking  sinners. 

If  David,  when  his  toils  were  ended, 
Had  heard  these  blockheads  sing  before  him. 

To  us  his  psalms  had  ne'er  descended,^- 
In  ftirious  mood  he  would  have  tore  'em. 

The  luckless  Israelites,  when  taken, 

By  some  inhuman  tyrant's  order. 
Were  asked  to  sing,  by  joy  forsaken, 

On  Babylonian  river's  border. 


MitE*  lai^  M  aJlilS  tai  flavMlid  ta  ■»  (Sflinik  a  vaik,  b  not  noMikaUa  for 
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Oh!  had  they  sung  in  notet  like  thaM^ 
Inspired  by  stratagem  or  fear, 

They  might  have  set  their  hearts  at  ewib 
The  devil  a  soul  had  stay'd  to  hear. 

But  if  I  scribble  longer*  now. 
The  deaoe  a  soul  will  stay  to  reads 

My  pen  is  blunt,  my  ink  is  low ; 
'Tis  almost  time  to  stop  indeed. 

Therefore,  farewell,  old  O&iLKTA'S  splzwi  I 

No  more  like  Cleofas  I  fly ; 
No  more  thy  theme  my  muse  inspires : 

The  reader's  tired,  and  so  am  I. 
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Caxdoub  compels  me,  Bbchbb!  to  c 
The  verse  which  blends  the  censor  with  the  i 
Your  strong,  yet  just,  reproof  extorts  sppUnM 
From  me,  the  heedless  and  impradent  %  oaoae. 
For  this  wild  §  error  which  pervades  my  stniiit 
I  sue  for  pardon, — must  I  sue  in  vain  ? 
The  wise  sometimes  from  Wisdom's  ways  depvt ; 
Can  youth  then  hush  the  dictates  of  the  heart} 
Precepts  of  prudence  curb,  but  can't  contro]^ 
The  fierce  emotions  of  the  flowing  souL 
When  love's  delirium  haunts  the  glowing  i 
Limping  Decorum  lingers  far  behind : 
Vainly  the  dotard  mends  her  prudish  paoe* 
Outstript  and  vanquish'd  in  the  mental  <  ~ 
The  young,  the  old,  have  worn  the  chains  of  Ivte : 
Let  tiiose  tiiey  ne'er  oonftned  my  lay  ti^nw : 
Let  those  whose  souls  oontemn  the  pisiiiiiiig  pow 
Their  censures  on  the  haplesa  victim  sluniw. 
Oh  I  how  I  hate  the  nerveless,  frigid  mbk» 
The  oeaseless  echo  of  the  ihyming  thioag» 
Whose  labor'd  lines  in  chilling  numbeca  tow. 
To  paint  a  pang  the  author  ne'er  can  know  i 
The  artless  Helicon  I  boast  in  youth;— 
My  lyre,  the  heart ;  my  muse,  the  simple  Iralk. 
Far  be't  from  me  the  **  virgin's  mind  "  to  <<  taial: " 
Seduction's  dread  is  here  no  slight  rettraint. 
The  maid  whose  virgin  breast  is  void  of  gviltt 
Whose  wishes  dimple  in  a  modest  smile. 
Whose  downcast  eye  disdains  the  wanton  lestv 
Firm  in  her  virtue's  strength,  yet  notiBWM  ■ 
She  whom  a  oonscions  grace  shall  thna  xeliM^ 
Will  ne'er  be  **  tainted  "  by  attraia  of  mins. 
But  for  the  nymph  whoee  prematuw  c^ 
Torment  the  bosom  wHh  unholy  §xm» 


•  ^  laaWkhngtr,    In  the  prirate ^xilMBe,  y  /  w l>  wrt  > 
t  ThM  Boei  wen  primed  in  the  prfrrte  vdna,  and  h  Aft  ftl 
of  Boon  of  Idknm,  but  aftarwaidi  aakiad. 
Xlmpntimt,   to  Aie  priraM  wtan,  «Mi««f . 
I  WibE.    PilnttTelniiMikarii. 


HooM  w  Tbimnum. 


Ho  Mt  to  iMm  her  vQIfaiK  kost  b  tpteMl; 
Akie  would  hsTt  faUoi,  thoogh  sIm  ne'er  bad  read. 
For  me,  I  lea  woold  pleaee  the  eheeen  fi»ir, 
Whose  souls,  to  feeling  and  to  netoie  tree, 
TVIQ  spare  the  childish  Terse,  and  not  destroy 
The  light  effiMions  of  a  heedlees  boy. 
I  seek  not  gkry  from  the  senselese  eiowd ; 
Of  laneMd  laurels  I  shall  ne*er  be  pzoad ; 
Their  wanneat  plaudits  I  would  searcely  priae, 
ThA  sneers  or  censures  I  alike  despise. 

«  Novtmhtr  26, 1800. 


LACHIK  T.  GAIB.* 


fad|yiiiBiiliiUfa>h»N4)rttoa  aghhifa,  ae«r  lu^wuM.    Ow  cT 
•vtMdntaMkte  Madam  kMlheUclMl  aiounlidii,  pettepi,  b  OnM 


AwAT,  ye  gay  landscepes,  ye  gardens  of  roses ! 

In  yon  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rore ; 
Beetore  me  the  rocks  where  the  snow-flake  reposes, 

Though  st31  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  and  Ioto  : 
Yet,  Caledonia,  belored  are  thy  mountains, 

Boond  their  white  summits  though  elements  war ; 
Thoogh  eatajiacts  foam  'stead  of  smooth-flowing 
fountains, 

I  sigh  for  the  Tulley  of  dark  Loch  na  Oarr. 

Ah !  where  my  yonng  footsteps  in  infancy  wander'd; 

My  cap  was  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid ;  t 
On  cUeftains  long  perieh'd  my  memory  ponder'd, 

As  daily  I  strode  through  the  pine-eoTered  glade : 
I  sovght  not  my  heme  till  the  day's  dying  glory 

GnTe  place  to  the  rays  of  the  bright  polar  star ; 
For  faney  was  cheer'd  by  traditional  story, 

Biscleeed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loeh  na  Gair. 

*' Shades  of  Um  dead !  hare  I  not  heard  your  Toiees 

Bise  en  the  night-roUing  breath  of  the  gale  ? " 
Surely  the  saul  of  the  hero  rejoices. 

And  rides  on  the  wind  o'er  his  own  Highlaad  Tale. 
Bound  Loeb  na  Garr  whfle  the  stormy  ndst  gathers, 

Winter  *pff<ssidee  in  his  eold  icy  ear : 
GSkmda  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  fothsrs ; 

They  dwell  in  the  tempeets  of  dark  Loehna  Gair. 

•'IIl-etBR'd,t  though  braye,  did  no  visions  fete- 
beding. 

Ten  you  that  fate  had  forsaken  your  cause  ? " 
Ah !  were  you  destined  to  die  at  CnUoden,} 

Tietocy  crown'd  not  your  foil  with  applause : 


fTUtwmAht 


B^r  PR 


Ml  pladt  tha  pniNr  pR 


, f  to  ibe  aaHeh)  k  knevn  by  Hm  wthofnflqr. 

X  Idtateh—temyalBnialMiMlrwi  "tte  OmtoNt,"  waj«r«teiB 
b^M  ar  tto  aateamite  Pifawa  CteilBi,  better  knovn  br  ifa*  bmim  of  ite 
raemler.  TUe  bnach  «m  oeuly  alB*d  by  Uosd,  m  «dl  m  BOaduiMl, 
to  ihe  Staito.   Oonfe,  the  ■eeood  aul  of  HuDtby,  mufiied  th*  PlAieea 

iwliffln  Wtmn  iti  fftrtnr  rf  f ----^■-^-«     eTbvhakft 

tar  asm :  Sto  OM,  Bfe  WnhBi  OflRko,  I  Invt  tfaa  faoBOT  to  date  ■  OM  of 


Still  were  you  happy  in  death's  earthy  I 
Ton  rest  with  your  clan  in  the  eaves  of  1 

The  pibrochf  reeouads  to  the  piper's  loud  i 
Tour  deeds  on  the  eehoes  of  dark  Loeh  na  Oair. 

Years  have  roll'd  oa,  Loeh  na  Qair,  ainee  I  kftyov, 

Yeaxa  must  elapee  ere  I  tread  you  again ; 
Nature  of  verdure  and  flow'rs  has  bereft  you. 

Yet  still  are  you  dearer  than  Albion's  plaia. 
England  I  thy  beantiee  are  tame  and  doncsHe 

To  one  who  has  roved  on  themoantaine  afor. 
Oh,  for  the  erags  that  are  wild  and  mi^estiel 

The  stsep  ikowning  glosiee  of  dark  lAoh  na  Ovt 


TO  BOMANCB.: 

Pabbkt  of  golden  dreams,  Bomanee ! 

Auspidons  queen  of  childish  Joyi» 
Who  lead'st  along,  in  airy  danoe. 

Thy  votive  train  of  girls  and  boys ; 
At  lengtii,  in  spells  no  longer  bousd* 

I  break  the  fetters  of  my  youth ; 
Ko  more  I  tread  thy  mys^  round, 

But  leave  thy  realms  for  those  of  TMh. 

And  yet  'tis  hard  to  quit  the  dreams 

Which  haunt  the  unsuspicious  soul. 
Where  eveiy  nymph  a  goddees  seems. 

Whose  eyes  through  rays  immortal  roll 
While  Fancy  holds  her  boundlees  reign. 

And  all  assume  a  varied  hue ; 
When  virgins  seem  no  longer  vain. 

And  even  woman's  i 


? 


And  must  we  own  thee  but  a  name, 

And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  i 
Nor  And  a  sylph  in  every  dame, 

A  Fyladee}  in  every  Mend ? 
But  leave  at  once  thy  realms  of  six 

To  mingling  ba^ds  of  fairy  elves  ? 
Confess  that  woman's  AUse  as  fair, 

And  friends  have  feeling  for— themselfee  i 

With  shame  I  own  I've  felt  thy  sway ; 

Bepentant,  now  thy  reign  is  o'er: 
No  more  thy  precepts  I  obey, 

No  more  on  foneied  pinions  soar. 
Fond  fool !  to  love  a  sparkling  eye. 

And  think  that  eye  to  truth  was  dear } 
To  trust  a  passing  wanton's  sig^, 

And  melt  beneath  a  wanton's  tsar. 

Bomanee!  di^usted  with  deceit. 
Far  from  thy  motley  court  I  fly. 

Where  Afectation  holds  her  seat, 
And  sickly  Sensibility ; 


•  AtaMtflrdMEOgUandaMeaaed.   Than  k  alao  a  CMIa  cT  AaaMa 
t  The  bacpipe. 

I  Pint  pabariHd  fa  tlia  Bom  or  IdlenBia. 

I  n  k  haidty  MOBMuy  to  add,  tbat  Pyladea  vaa  Am  cenpurion  or  (haMk 
and  a  peitnor  fa  one  of  thoM  fxtandridpa  wbieh,  viih  Ihaaa  of  iCUBaa  afal 
PataMlM,  NfaoB  and  EaiydiBp  Damoa  and  PytUaa,  tew  ban  havM 

oratta«faiieii(8,lfbldihallpMI» 

Borfl«  poel,  «aNpaga«rM 


BTKOlfS  VOBKB 


WhoM  iilly  teus  can  never  flow 
For  any  pangs  excepting  thine ; 

Who  tarns  aside  frc^pi  real  wo, 
To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  shrine. 

Now  join  with  sable  Sympathy, 

With  cypress  crown'd,  array'd  in  weede, 
Who  heares  with  thee  her  simple  sigh, 

Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds ; 
And  call  thy  sylvan  female  choir, 

To  mourn  a  swain  for  ever  gone, 
Who  once  could  glow  with  equal  fire. 

But  bends  not  now  before  thy  throne. 

Ye  genial  nymphs,  whose  ready  tears 

On  all  occasions  swiftly  flow ; 
Whose  bosoms  heaTO  with  fancied  fears. 

With  fancied  flames  and  frenzy  glow ; 
Say,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  name. 

Apostate  from  your  gentle  train  ? 
An  infant  bard  at  least  may  claim 

From  you  a  sympathetic  strain. 

Adieu,  fond  race !  a  long  adieu! 

The  hour  of  fate  is  hoTering  nigh ; 
E'en  now  the  gulf  appears  in  view, 

Where  nnlamentod  you  must  lie : 
ObUvion's  blackening  lake  is  seen, 

Convulsed  by  gales  you  cannot  weather ; 
Where  yon,  and  eke  your  gentle  queen, 

Alai  1  most  perish  altogether. 


BLBaT  ON  NEWSTBAD  ABBEY.* 


•*lthllMvoinor7«UB  d»t  u«  fonel  they  roD  b«roi«  me  with  aJl  tMr 


NsW8TiiA.D !  fast-falling,  once  resplendent  dome  I 
Religion's  shrine !  repentant  Hexbt'b  %  pnde ! 

Of  warriors,  monks,  and  dames  the  cloister'd  tomb. 
Whose  pensive  shades  around  thy  ruins  glide. 

Hail  to  thy  pile  I  more  honor'd  in  thy  fall 
Than  modem  mansions  in  their  piUar'd  state ; 

Proudly  mi^estic  frowns  thy  vaulted  hall, 
Scowling  defiance  on  the  blasts  of  fate. 

No  mafl-olad  serfs,^  obedient  to  their  lord, 
In  grim  array  the  crimson  cross  ||  demand ; 

Or  gay  assemble  round  the  festive  board, 
Theai  chiers  retainers,  an  immortal  band : 

Blae  might  inspiring  Fancy's  magic  eye 
Betrace  their  progress  through  the  lapse  of  time ; 

Marking  each  ardent  youth,  ordain'd  to  die, 
A  votive  pilgrim  in  Judea's  clime. 


d^Ht  b  priBMd  In  the  bflflBiibi,  ilw  audMr  iMl, 
I  cTiaHdaff  the  Mlowliif  t  k  b  nov  addad  at  the 
ftofaoiMlHaodiL    Saa  pafs  418  of  thia  adMon. 
*  Tha  mooa  vaa  oat  glfan  In  itaa  pdfMa  Totaaw. 
)  Beiii7U.foiiwtedNe«MadioooaAertbaBMnlararTbonDaaABackeC 
I  Tbla  void  fa  oaed  faj  Waller  Baatt  lo  hh  paon, '•  Ite  Wild  HiataMB," 


I  llMiMl«Ma««*iMg»anfai« 


But  not  torn  thee,  daxk  pile !  Jep«rt»  tihe^Urf; 

Hie  feudal  realm  in  other  regions  lay : 
In  thee  the  wounded  conscience  oourts  rsliei; 

Betiring  firom  the  garish  blase  of  day. 

Yes,  in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profoond 
The  monk  abjured  a  world  he  ne'er  could  titw; 

Or  blood-stain'd  guilt  repenting  solace  found, 
Or  innocence  from  stem  oppression  flew. 

A  monarch  bade  thee  from  thatcHld  arise,   [pnml; 

Where  Sherwood's  outlaws  once  wwe  wont  to 
And  superstition's  crimes,  of  various  dyes, 

Sought  shelter  in  the  priest's  protecting  cowl 

Where  now  the  grass  exhales  a  murky  dew, 
The  humid  pall  of  life-extinguish'd  day. 

In  sainted  fame  the  sacred  fathers  grew. 
Nor  raised  their  pious  voices  but  to  piay. 

Where  now  the  bats  their  wavering  wings  estni, 

Soon  as  the  gloaming*  spreads  her  wamng  srads^ 
The  choir  did  oft  their  mingling  vespers  blaad« 
Or  matin  orisons  to  Mary  %  paid. 

Years  roU  on  years ;  to  ages,  ages  yield ; 

Abbots  to  abbots,  in  a  line,  succeed : 
Religion's  charter  their  protecting  shield. 

Till  royal  sacrilege  their  doom  decreed. 

One  holy  Hbnbt  §  reared  the  Gothic  walls, 
And  bade  the  pious  inmates  rest  in  peaos ; 

Another  Hen&t  the  kind  gift  recalls. 
And  bids  devotion's  hallow'd  echoes  ( 


Vain  is  each  threat  or  supplicating  prayer; 

He  drives  them  exiles  from  their  blest  abodib 
To  roam  a  dreary  world  in  deep  despair— 

No  friend,  no  home,  no  refuge,  but  their  Ood. 

Hark  how  the  hall,  resounding  to  the  strain, 
Shakes  with  the  martial  mueie's  novel  din  1 

The  heralds  of  a  warrior's  haughty  reign, 
High  erested  banners,  wave  thy  walls  withtai. 

Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hum, 
The  mirth  of  feasts,  the  olang  of  bumish'diii 

The  braying  trumpet  and  the  hoarser  dnun. 
Unite  in  concert  with  increased  i 


An  abbey  once,  a  regal  fortress  Q  now. 
Encircled  by  insulting  rebel  powers, 

War's  dread  machines  o'erhang  thy  threat* niaglMWi 
And  dart  destruction  in  sulphureous  showers. 

Ah  vain  defence !  the  hostile  traitor's  siege, 
Though  oft  repulsed  by  guile,  o*eroomes  the  bnfSi 

His  thronging  foes  oppress  the  faithfVil  liege, 
Rebellion's  reeking  standards  o'er  him  wave. 


la  "floaBifaif,"  the  SoottUh  word  far  cwfflfta,  fa  br  wn  pofdcd, 
and  liM  bean  leaammeiided  bj  many  eminent  Dtenuy  men,  paiSealutT  If 
Dr.  Moon  in  fab  Letten  l^Buraa,  I  hare  nmtored  to  hbb  k  an  aanwtfof  k 


I  Tba  pikM7  was  detlkaied  lo  the  Vlxsla. 

f  At  the  diasoluiion  of  tba  monaMKiaa,  Henxy  T1IL  bMlomd  ItaMMd 
AUmf  on  Sir  John  Bjnn, 

NawMcul  auMained  a  eonwkiaUa  a^se  fa.  SbawriiiMiw  Q^tU 


Ibt  «MVwgdl  ai«  nglng  b«ntt  yidii ; 

TlM  blood  of  mdton  tmotn  the  pw^  pidii : 
UsQonqmr'd  itfll,  his  fldehSon  then  be  wieMi, 

Ai^  dejt  of  gloiy  yet  fcf  bin  renudii* 

MDfat  tiiAt  hour  tiie  wenior  witVd  to  etrew 
Self-gatber'd  laurels  on  a  Ml^■ollght  gra^e ; 

Bat  CbazleB'  protecting  genina  bither  flew, 
Tbe  monaieb'e  friend,  the  monarcb'e  bope,  to  wte. 

nembHng,  sbe  inatcb*d  blm*  from  tb'  unequal 
In  otber  fields  tbe  torrent  to  repel ;  [strife, 

For  nobler  eombats,  bere,  reserTed  bis  life, 
To  lead  tbe  band  wbere  godlike  Falxlavd  f  felL 

fnm  thee,  poor  pile !  to  lawless  plunder  giTen, 
Wbile  dying  groans  tbeir  painfnl  requiem  sound, 

¥n  different  ineense  now  ascends  to  beaven, 
Sncb  Tictims  wallow  on  tbe  gory  ground. 

There  many  a  psle  and  rutbless  robber's  corse, 
Noisome  and gbast,  defiles  tby  saored  sod; 

O'er  mJnglJBg  man,  and  borse  commix'd  witb  borse, 
Cozmption's  beap,  tbe  saTage  spoiler's  trod. 

Onves,  long  witb  nmk  and  ligbing  weeds  o'enpieed» 
Bannck'd,  resign  perforce  tbeir  mortal  mould  * 

ftom.  mfiian  fiuigs  escape  not  e*en  tbe  dead, 
Baked  from  repoea  In  searcb  for  buried  gold. 

Hasb'd  is  the  baip,  unstrung  tbe  warlike  lyre, 
The  minstrel's  palsied  band  reolines  in  death ; 

No  more  he  strikes  the  quirering  chords  with  fire, 
Qi  lisgB  the  glories  of  the  msrtialt  wreath. 

At  leng^  tbe  sated  muzdarera,  gotged  with  prey, 

Retire;  the  clamor  of  tbe  fight  is  o'er; 
BQenee  sgain  reeumea  her  awAil  tway, 
'  And  saUe  Honor  {  guards  the  maasy  door. 

H«re  Desoiatieii,  holda  her  dreary  court ; 

What  satellites  dedaie  her  dismal  reign  I 
Shnekag  Umbt  dirge,  lU-omen'd  birds  reeert. 

To  fiit  Aeir  Tigila  fai  the  hoary  foae. 

8oen  a  new  mom's  restoring  beams  dispel 
The  elo«d(s  of  anarchy  firom  Britain's  skies ; 

Thefiefee  usvper  seeks  his  nati^  hell. 
And  Natnze  triumphs  as  tbe  tyrant  dies. 

Witb  stonns  sbe  welcomes  bis  expiring  groans; 

Whirlwinds,  responsiye,  greet  bis  laboring  breath ; 
Bsr^  shudders,  aa  her  cares  receire  bis  bones, 

Loathing  |  tiie  offering  of  so  dark  a  death. 
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The  rsgal  nder  *  now  returnee  the  helm. 
He  guides  through  gentle  sees  the  prow  of  state 

Hope  cheers,  with  wonted  smSlee,  the  peaoelbl  rea]a% 
And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wearied  bate. 

Tbe  gloomy  tenants,  Kewstead !  of  thy  cells. 
Howling,  resign  their  riolated  nest ; 

Again  tbe  master  on  bis  tenure  dwells, 
S]\|oy*d,  firom  absence,  witb  enraptur'd  sset. 

Tassali,  within  tby  bospltoble  pale, 
Loudly  carousing,  bless  tbeir  lord's  return ; 

Culture  again  adorns  tbe  gladdening  tale, 
And  matrons,  once  lamrating,  cease  to  mourn. 

A  thousand  songs  on  tunefol  echo  float. 
Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o'er  the  trees ; 

And  bark !  the  boms  proclaim  a  mellow  note. 
Tbe  hunters'  cxy  bangs  lengthening  on  tbe 


'Lmiiajim  and  fak  Inlhv :  Sir WIEhm haU  I 
Hyiimmfi  te  faiMr  «m  fmnMMhtar  fa  liclnd,  I 
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■M  M  a^id  Aft  ariiprt  «r  «rVMik 


Beneath  their  coursers*  hoofs  tbe  yalleys  shake; 

What  fears,  what  anxious  bopee,  attoid  the  ehM . 
Tbe  dying  stag  seeks  refrige  in  the  lake ; 

Bzi^ting  shouts  announce  the  flnish'draee. 

Ah  happy  days !  too  happy  to  endure  t 
Such  sports  our  plain  fors&theis  knew: 

No  splendid  vices  glitter'd  to  allure ; 
Tbeir  Joys  were  many,  as  their  cares  were  Um* 

From  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  suooeed ; 

Time  steals  along,  and  Death  uproars  his  dart; 
Another  chief  impels  tbe  foaming  steed, 

Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  haxL 

Newstead  I  what  saddening  change  of  scene  is  thiae  I 
Thy  yawning  arch  betokens  slow  deoay ; 

Tbe  last  and  youngest  of  a  noble  line 
Now  holds  tby  mouldering  turrets  in  Us  sway. 

Deserted  now,  be  scans  thy  gray  worn  trowers ; 

Thy  Tanlts,  wbere  dead  of  feudal  ages  sleep ; 
Tby  cloisters,  perrious  to  tbe  wintry  showers ; 

These,  these  be  views,  and  riews  them  but  t* 
weep. 

Yet  aro  bis  tears  no  emblem  of  regret ; 

Cherished  affection  only  bids  them  flow. 
Pride,  hope,  and  Iotc,  forbid  him  to  fotget. 

But  warm  lus  bosom  witb  impasslon'd  glow. 

Yet  be  prefers  thee  to  tbe  gilded  domee 
Or  gewgaw  grottos  of  the  Tsinly  great ; 

Yet  lingers'  mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  temlM, 
Nor  breathes  a  muzmur  'gainst  the  will  of  fete. 

Haply  thy  sun,  emerging,  yet  may  shine, 

Thee  to  irradiate  with  meridian  r«y ; 
t  Hours  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  tidne^ 

And  bless  tiiy  fiitun  aa  thy  fonaer  day. 


•ChMlMiL 
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Mhmn  ijli   M,  Aa^    ta  *■  p*iM  ««iH»  ai^  * 

I  -I  r — .  itii  *«■  Miiiii  "li  »■  lift ■*!  liw I 
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BnOR'S  WQtmB. 


ON  A  CHAN0E  OF  MASTERS  AT  A  O&SAT 
PUBLIC  SCHOOL.* 

ti^HSEE  are  those  honors,  Ida !  once  your  owu. 
When  Probosf  fiU'd  your  magisterial  throne  ? 
As  andent  Kome,  fast  falling  to  disgrace, 
Haird  a  barbarian  in  her  Csesar's  place. 
Bo  you,  degenerate,  share  as  hard  a  fate, 
And  seat  PomposusJ  where  your  Probus  sate. 
Of  narrow  brain,  yet  of  a  narrower  soul, 
Pomposus  holds  you  in  his  harsh  control ; 
Pomposus,  by  no  social  virtue  sway'd. 
With  florid  Jargon,  and  with  rain  parade ; 
With  noisy  nonsense,  and  new-fangled  rules, 
Such  as  were  ne*er  before  enforced  in  schools. 
Mistaking  pedantry  for  learning's  laws. 
He  governs,  sanction'dbutby  self-applause. 
With  him  the  same  dire  i^te  attending  Rome, 
Ill-fated  Ida !  soon  must  stamp  your  doom : 
like  her  o'erthrown,  forever  lost  to  fame, 
Ko  trace  of  science  left  you  but  the  name. 


CHILDISH  RECOLLECTIONS.} 


H  When  slow  Disease,  with  all  her  host  of  pains. 
Chills  the  warm  tide  which  flows  along  the  veins ; 


•  Thm Bm  wtorty pHnled  la  flu pitwtewhu— .  l«(d^fml■Hit 
■Manif  TCgfcaed  haviag  wikton  flih  ftntf  th*  wbwfucnl  aiuck  on  Dr. 
DHder,  eootoloed  b  the  poem  flidled  ChlidUi  R«eoIhc(ioiw.  A  nxondUatioo 
took  ]dM  iJMwaen  thsm  toftm  Lord  ByrtMi'k  im  deponun  Tot  uid 

Mr.  Moon  hbrmi  m  Chat,  "  not  content  vkh  thb  privoia  ttonement  to  Dr. 
Ai(ler»  k  WM  Lord  BrmoH  btentkm,  haul  ho  poUiihed  onother  odltbNi  oCtho 
Bom  of  IdkKioH,  totubMitnie  for  tho  oOnirivovaneiiigBiMl  thiU  gandenuui, 
•  ft*nk»vow«lortbB«iairtehadbo«cuUtgrof,lngirIngvoni  to  than." 
'^^r€^|f  Bfr9»,rol.Lp.VBB, 

t  Prabuo,  Dr.  Dtnay. 

f  Pofupoont,  Dr.  Butler. 

I  Thb  poem  wm  published  In  the  prirale  rolume ;  and,  with  many  addl- 
llomiand«onectkNM,iathoflmedldoaaol  HounoT  Idleneaa;  butwaaaAn^ 
vaida  aappNaed. 

I  ]Ath0|il«MeMhiaB<h0pooaiopBoodvkhil»failMrli«lbwai 

**BBMit  ttoB  irwyhigaoag of  Tariad  lorea, 
Wbkh  youth  flooimenda^  maiurer  ago  repiovea ; 
Whieh  vretj  ihjrmlng  bant  mparUB  bjr  rote, 
By  thoonndi  eehoM  to  tha  aplf-aaine  note  I 
Tlnd  of  the  duU,  ouoeaahtg,  copnua  rtiafai, 
My  aoid  b  pat^dng  to  be  fnie  a^o. 
Fuvwd!  I  ye  nyrapha  pnpitioiu  to  my  Teiie, 
Bone  other  OanoB  «iU  y«v  chama  nbeane ; 
Bone  «h«  pibi  Wa  fai«B,  lo  hope  of  Um. 
Or  dveO  in  laptiue  on  your  Dector'd  Iom. 
Thoee  beaodee,  gratefid  to  niy  oitbnt  ■igtat, 
No  mora  enlnuiee  n^  aaiiMe  bi  delight ;  > 
Thoee  boeoma,  fam'd  of  a 


Tbaee  to  Bene  happbt  hmr  1 

Thetwiqoftfcoiejoyaahmabmhie. 
PeVHire  m  more  ihall  brand  iqy  humble  namo, 
The  ddid  of  paarion  and  dM  faol  or  fcnio. 
Weaiy  of  bre,  of  Itfe,  derour'd  with  apiaea, 
I  reot  a  perfeet  Tbnon,  not  nfaieleen. 
Woildl  IimomiBeftmlaBmrbope^o^naali 
One  4sh  I  gh^  *w,  bM  that  eigh'e  the  bflb 
l<iHg«mM,  and  Jbaaba  now  alflto  adbo  I 
WoaM  I  eou)d  add,  remenifaranee  of  yoo  loo  I 
Tel,  though  (La  ftitun  daili  and  dieeriea  gfcaoi^ 
The  «Bna  of  meaMxji  bvr*ihig  hi  ^y  dreani^ 
DepfaiB  wkh  glowing  peoeJl  all  thoaa  yearn. 
Era  yet  my  cup,  empoiaon'd,  Bowa  with  loan ; 


The  peat  OMiRMMiMg  wlih  Ibi  pveawt  dv 
Alaa!  bivafa  1  check  the  maddening  thoqghl  t 
It  edU  reeoiB,  unlocked  for  and  umouj^ : 
Hr  mo;  to  IVikjV  *>>.*«••  *B>i  M  *i  IM 


When  He^lOi^  aflnghtBd.  i|im4B  h«  NBy  iw, 
And  fliBB  with  every  ehangiiig  gjsLe  ofspa^^t 
Not  to  the  aching  frame  alone  eoattied, 
Unyielding  pa^a  aaBiOl  thB  dreopiag  njad: 
What  grisly  forms,  the  spectre-train  of  wo, 
Bid  shnddwJBg  Kature  ahrink  beneath  the  bltWi 
With  Resignation  wage  relentless  strife, 
While  Hope  retires  i^iqikaU'd  sad  clings  to  hie, 
Tet  less  the  pang  when  through  the  tedioas  hov 
Remembrance  sheds  around  her  genial  power, 
Calls  back  the  vanished  di^s  to  rapture  given, 
When  love  was  bliss,  and  Beauty  formed  our  heami 
Or,  dear  to  youth,  portrays  each  childish  soen^ 
Those  iairy  bowers,  where  aU  in  turn  have  been. 
As  when  through  clouds  that  pour  tl»  sanuMi 

storm 
The  orb  of  day  unveils  his  distant  form. 
Gilds  with  faint  beams  the  crystal  dews  of  ratii, 
And  dimly  twinkles  o*er  the  watery  plain ; 
Thus,  while  the  future  dark  and  cheerless  gleams, 
The  sun  of  memory,  glowing  through  my  dreami, 
Though  sunk  the  radiance  of  his  former  blaze, 
To  scenes  far  distant  points  his  paler  rays ; 
Still  rules  my  senses  with  unbounded  sway, 
The  past  confounding  with  the  present  day. 

Oft  does  my  heart  indulge  the  rising  thought, 
Which  still  recurs,  unlook'd  for  and  uasooglit: 
My  soul  to  Faney*s  fond  saggestion  yields. 
And  roams  romantie  o'er  her  aixy  telds : 
Scenes  of  my  youth,  developed,  crowd  to  view. 
To  which  I  long  have  b«de  a  last  adieu ) 
Seats  of  delight,  insi^iing  yonthful  themes; 
FHeskda  kMt  to  me  for  aye,  except  in  dveaais; 

who  in  manble  prematmnely  sleep, 
Whose  forms  I  now  remember  but  to  weep; 
Some  who  yel  uifpe  the  BaoM  achohatio  ooBiii 
Of  early  sdenoe,  future  lune  the  souree; 
Who,  still  contending  ia  the  atudaoiiB  rtei^ 
In  quick  rotatioo  fiU  the  aenior  phhoe. 
These  with  a  thousand  visions  now  unite, 
To  dazzle,  though  they  pleaBe^  my  acitbig  wgkt* 

Ida  !  blesa'd  sp^  vriieM  BefteoM  holds  her  nip. 
How  joyous  once  I  joiA'd  thy  you^ul  tmhi ! 
Bright  in  idea  gleams  thy  lofly  spire, 
Again  I  mingle  with  thy  pUy^  ohoir; 
Our  tricks  of  miaohief,  every  ohildish  gans^ 
Unchanged  by  time  or  diBt«n«e«  seem  the  ssae; 
Through  winding  paths  along  the  |M^  I  <>**% 
The  social  smile  of  every  welcome  face ; 
My  wonted  haunts,  my  scenes  of  joy  and  vot 
Saeh  early  boyish  friend,  or  youthful  foe. 
Our  feuds  dissolved,  but  not  my  friendah^  pa«'d>« 
I  bless  the  former,  and  forgive  the  last 
Hours  of  my  youth !  when,  nurtured  in  my  breast, 
To  love  a  stranger,  friendship  made  me  bless'd>- 
Friendship,  the  dear  peculiar  bond  of  youth, 
Whsa  eveij  artless  bosom  throbs  with  truth; 
Untaught  by  worldly  wisdom  how  to  feign. 
And  cheek  each  impulse  with  prudential  rebi; 
When  all  we  leel,  our  honest  bouIb  dtsdos^* 
In  love  to  friends,  in  open  hate  to  foes ; 
No  vamish'd  tales  the  lips  of  youth  repeat,    - 
K*  dear-^Mght  knowledge  pnurchased  by  deesit , 


'  13bimBi4A^dteUMa,lo 


•  addadlalheflnl* 


OP 


lUtvmAkg^  i^»,  tk«  tvb  of  piaieiioe  i 

Wken  now  tko  boj  iyipea'd  into  maa, 

His  euefi^  atn  oImIki  forth  MWM  wavy  pUa ; 

Initniets  kis  mb  from  eandor't  p*th  to  aluiaka 

SahooOlp  to  spook,  ond  ooutiowlj  to  think; 

6t31  to  aasottty  and  nrvor  to  den^^ 

A.  patron'a  pcwiso  oon  w«U  reward  tho  lis: 

Aad  who,  wbsn  Fortnne's  warning  toioo  io  ksord* 

Wonid  hMO  hsi  op«iing  pfoapoota  for  a  woid  i 

Although  agaiiiit  that  word  his  hoart  rohoi, 

And  trvik  iw4ignant  aU  his  boaom  swaU. 


Away  with  themoolikathia:  not  Mino  tko  taak 
ftoat  iattKing  fiflods  to  tear  the  hatoftil  BUMk ; 
Ut  kstMr  hoida  dall«^t  in  8atixo*s  sting ; 
My  fuwy  aoota  not  on  Potraotion's  wing : 
Onsa,  and  hat  onoe,  she  aimod  a  dsndly  blow, 
To  hnrl  defianoo  on  n  aeeret  foo; 
But  whoa  thatibei  tnm  foeUng  or  fnm  ahanot 
Tho  canoe  unknown,  yet  atiU  to  no  tho  aamo, 
Wam'd  by  aone  friandly  hint,  perchanoo,  rotiiad, 
With  thia  sahmission  all  her  rago  oxpirad. 
From  dreaded  paaga  that  feeble  foe  to  saTO, 
She  hnah'd  hsr  yonng  resentment,  and  forgave ; 
*  Or,  if  my  nnaao  a  pedanfs  portrait  drew, 
PoHNOun'  Tirtoes  are  but  known  to  fow ; 
I  nercr  fonr'd  the  yonng  nsurpor's  nod, 
And  he  who  wields  mnst  aometinea  feel  Hkm  rod. 
If  since  on  Oranta'a  feilings,  known  to  all 
Who  share  ti&e  oonyerse  of  a  eoUege  hall. 
She  sometimes  trifled  in  a  lighter  strain, 
Tis  past,  and  thus  she  will  not  sin  again. 
Soon  mnnt  her  early  song  forsTer  oease. 
And  aU  may  rail  when  I  shall  reat  in  peaee. 

Here  flnt  remembered  be  the  joyous  band, 
Who  haifd  me  chief,  obedient  to  eommand; 
Who  join'd  with  me  in  erery  boyish  sport— 
Their  ilzat  adrlBer,  and  fheir  last  resort; 
fNor  shrunk  beneath  the  upstart  pedant's  frown, 
Or  aU  the  sable  glories  of  his  gown ; 
Who,  thua  transplanted  from  Mb  fother's  i 
Unfit  to  gorem,  ignorant  of  rule, 
Boeeeeded  him,  whom  all  unite  to  praiae. 
The  dear  preceptor  of  my  early  days ; 
Pbobus,^  the  pride  of  science,  and  tiie  boast. 
To  Ida  now,  alaa !  forever  lost. 


'  (k^m^tmm^ftJmCtftrtrwH^nm, 


Warn  wtt  her  wrangi,  ud  daemM  th»  BkBMM  ««, 


Itlknilalto  MdmiBMt  ameiiwl ftom Ui AwiiM to Iteeh, 
fl%a|W  toP^  liriM  ikbi9-»n  j«m  U  Bmov;  HUt  \mt  tMBCr 
Mi*i^iw :  M  ««n  ht  hM  wlih  aqod  hfODor  to  htaDnli;  ud  «h«ntafB 
ai««7«siiMN«  Mhoalotwvfakhhepnridad.    PaaegTikvoald  hmb* 
■  |iiB awwddb»iMelMi<p—ii— eHMWairfwuMi*^'— 


Wia  hln.  for  yMM,  we  iaai€h*d  the  fllaaaie  pagii 
And  feared  the  maatsr,  though  we  loved  the  Mgaa 
Betirad  at  laat,  hia  small  yet  peaoefol  seat 
From  leaming'a  labor  ia  tho  blest  retreat 
*  Pompoens  fills  his  magistsrial  ehair ; 
Pomposus  gOTeins,-4>ut,  my  muse,  forbear: 
Contempt,  in  aUenoe,  be  the  pedant'a  lot ; 
Hia  name  and  preoepU  be  alike  forgot  if 
No  more  hia  mention  ahall  my  verae  degrade^ 
To  him  my  tribute  is  already  paid-t 

{High,  through  thoae  ehna,  with  hovj  bmnshM 

crewn*d, 
Fair  Ida's  bower  adorns  the  landseape  round ; 
There  Sdenoe,  ikom  her  fevered  seal,  aurTeya 
The  vale  where  rural  Nature  olaima  hsr  pndse; 
To  her  awhile  reaigna  her  youthfol  train. 
Who  moTo  in  joy,  and  danoe  along  the  plain; 
In  oeattered  groups  each  ferored  haunt  pwanei 
Repeat  old  pastimee,  and  discov«  new; 
Flush'd  with  his  raya,  beneath  the  neesitMi  Mi. 
In  rival  bands  between  the  wickets  run, 
Diivu  o'er  tiie  sward  the  ball  with  aeUve  fone> 
Or  ohaae  with  nimble  feet  ita  rapid  eouBse. 
But  theoe  with  slower  atepa  direot  their  way 
Where  Brant'e  eool  waves  in  Umpid  eomnfa  idaif « 
While  yonder  few  seerch  out  some  gresn  pstoeat. 
And  arbon  ahade  them  firam  ^0  aummsr  heaA ; 
OthMBB  again,  a  pert  and  ttveiy  cnw* 
Someroufl^  and  thoughtleaa  stranger  plaead  inilwr. 
With  fruHe  quaint  their  antie  jesta  espoae, 
And  tease  the  grumbling  raatie  aa  he  goes ; 
Nor  reat  with  this,  but  many  a  passing  fray 
TmditioQ  treasuies  for  a  futnrs  day: 
"Twas  here  the  gathered  swufais   for  TSi««M9 

fought. 

And  here  we  eam'd  the  eonqueat  dearly  bou^ ; 
Here  have  we  fled  before  auperior  might. 
And  here  renewed  the  wild  tumultuous  flight.** 
While  thus  our  aouls  witii  early  paasfams  sweD, 
In  lingering  tones  resounds  the  distant  bell ; 
The  allotted  hour  of  daily  sport  is  oeer. 
And  Learning  beckons  from  her  templets  does; 
No  splendid  tablets  grace  her  aimple  hall. 
But  ruder  records  fill  the  dusky  wall ; 


•  M»«MfMirWflldr; 


Oh  I  oMjr  Ito  honon  OBVo  Ui  ft*B 

V  «*  Ui  «kui%  Mk  Ad  to  Ml  aM." 


I  TUi  dhMlw  l»  •  AmmM  ptMiSha* 
pnHl  of  MM  ftlM^  whkh.  vMi  Bugr  oClNr  piBOM,  k  « 

jii 1  vdmm.*    To  dam  tb»  aomtfon  of  tlH  paUiB  to  I 

vwikibi  danradl7 leprotoiad ;  aad  uMtbarnMOB, Omigh  art  cTifMl 
M|i»BB»,i— ylwsiwolallwaawrti^riWipK:- 
••  OMfa*  ar  MM,  «]M  I  tui  epaiw  ftal  r 


X  BTBOM'S  WOmSB. 
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Then,  deeply  cured,  behold !  eacli  tyn*B  name 
Beevres  its  owner*!  academic  fame ; 
Here»  mingling  -view  the  names  of  sire  and  son— 
The  one  long  grared,  the  other  jnst  begun; 
These  shall  surriye  alike  when  son  and  sire 
Beneath  one  common  stroke  of  Hate  expire : 
Perhaps  their  last  memorial  these  alone, 
Denied  in  death  a  monumental  stone, 
Whilst  to  the  gale  in  moumftil  cadence  ware 
The  sighing  weeds  that  hide  their  nameless  grave. 
And  here  my  name,  and  many  an  early  lUend's, 
Along  the  wall  in  lengthened  line  extends. 
Though  still  our  deeds  amuse  the  youthAil  race. 
Who  tread  our  steps,  and  fill  our  former  place, 
Who  young  obey'd  their  lords  in  silent  awe. 
Whose  nod  commanded,  and  whose  Toioe  was  law, 
And  now  in  turn  possess  the  reins  of  power, 
To  rule  tiie  little  tyrants  of  an  hour  ;— 
Though  sometimes  with  the  tales  of  andent  day 
They  pass  the  dreary  winter*s  ere  away— 
"  And  thus  our  former  rulers  stemm'd  the  tide, 
And  thus  they  dealt  the  combat  side  by  side ; 
Just  In  this  place  the  mouldering  walls  they  sealed, 
Nor  bolts  nor  ban  against  their  strength  avail'd ; 
Here  Probus  oame,  the  rising  fray  to  quell, 
And  here  he  ftdter'd  forth  his  last  frurewell ; 
And  here  one  night  abroad  they  dared  to  roam, 
While  bold  Pomposus  bravely  stayed  at  home ;  "— 
While  thus  they  speak,  the  hour  must  soon  aiziTe, 
When  names  of  these,  like  ours,  alone  surviToi 
Yet  a  few  years,  one  general  wreck  will  whelm 
The  faint  remembrance  of  our  fairy  realm. 

Dear  honest  raoS)  though  now  we  meet  no  nuore, 
One  last  long  look  on  what  we  were  befor^- 
Our  first  kind  greetings,  and  our  last  adieu — 
Drew  tears  from  eyes  unused  to  weep  with  you. 
Through  splendid  circles,  fashion's  gaudy  world, 
Where  ibUy's  glaring  standard  wares  unftirrd, 
I  plunged  to  drown  in  noise  my  fond  regret, 
And  all  I  sought  or  hoped  was  to  forget. 
Vain  wish !  if  chance  some  weU-remember*d  iace, 
Some  old  oompanion  of  my  early  race, 
Advanced  to  claim  his  friend,  with  honest  Joy, 
My  eyes,  my  heart  prodaim'd  me  still  a  boy ; 
The  glittering  scene,  the  fluttering  groups  around. 
Were  quite  forgotten  when  my  friend  was  found ; 
The  siniles  of  beauty — (for,  alas !  IVe  known 
What  'tis  to  bend  before  Lore's  mighty  throne)— 
The  smiles  of  beauty,  though  those  smiles  were  dear, 
Could  hardly  charm  me  when  that  friend  was  near : 
My  thoughts  bewilder'd  in  the  fond  surprise, 
The  woods  of  Ida  danced  before  my  eyes ; 
I  saw  the  sprightly  wanderers  pour  along, 
I  saw  and  join'd  again  the  joyous  throng ; 
Panting,  again  I  traced  her  lofty  grove. 
And  friendship's  feelings  triumph'd  over  love. 

Yet  why  should  I  alone  with  such  delight 
Retrace  the  circuit  of  my  former  flight  ? 
Is  there  no  cause  beyond  the  common  daam 
Endear'd  to  all  in  childhood's  very  name  ? 
Ah !  sure  some  stronger  impulse  vibrates  here, 
Which  whispers  friendship  will  be  doubly  dear 
To  one  who  thus  for  kindred  hearts  must  roam. 
And  seek  abroad  the  love  denied  at  Iunba. 
Those  hearts,  dear  Ida,  have  I  found  in  thee 
A  liome,  a  world,  a  paradise  to  me. 
fftem  death  forbade  my  orphan  youth  to  share 


The  tender  guidance  of  a  isilier's  ease! 
Can  rank,  or  e'en  a  guardian's  asme,  supply 
The  love  which  glistens  in  a  Other's  eye  ? 
For  this  can  wealth  or  title's  sound  atone, 
Made  by  a  parent* a  early  loss  my  own  } 
What  brother  springs  a  brother's  love  to  seek ) 
What  sister's  gentie  kiss  has  prest  my  ehssk } 
For  me  how  dull  the  vacant  moments  tise, 
To  no  fond  bosom  link'd  by  kindred  ties  1 
Oft  in  the  progress  of  some  fleeting  dream 
Fraternal  smiles  eoUected  round  me  seem; 
While  still  the  visions  to  my  heartare  pcast, 
The  voice  of  love  will  murmur  in  my  rest : 
I  hear— I  wake— and  in  the  sound  nqoiee; 
I  hear  again,— but,  ah  I  no  brother's  voiss. 
A  hermit,  'midst  of  crowds,  I  fain  must  steay 
Alone,  though  thousand  pilgrims  fill  the  way; 
While  these  a  thousand  kindred  wreaths  entiHMb 
I  cannot  call  one  single  Uoseom  mine : 
What  then  remains  f  in  solitude  to  groan, 
To  mix  in  friendship,  oz  to  sigh  alone  ? 
Thus  must  I  cling  to  some  endearing  hand, 
And  none  more  dear  than  Ida's  soeial  band. 

*  Alonio !  best  and  dearest  of  my  iriendS) 
Thy  name  ennobles  him  who  thus  oonunsnds: 
From  this  fond  tribute  thou  canst  gain  no  piuMb 
The  praise  is  his  who  now  that  tribute  payi. 
Oh  1  in  the  promise  of  thy  early  youth, 
If  hope  anticipate  the  words  of  truth. 
Some  loftier  bard  shall  sing  thy  glorious  name, 
To  build  his  own  upon  thy  deathless  fune-f 
Friend  of  my  heart,  and  foremost  of  the  Ust 
Of  those  with  whom  I  lived  supremely  Ueit, 
Oft  have  we  drain'd  the  font  of  ancient  lore ; 
Though  drinking  deeply,  thirsting  still  the  wan. 
Yet  when  confinement's  lingering  hour  was  itm, 
Our  sports,  our  studies,  and  our  souls  were  ons : 
Together  we  impell'd  the  flying  ball ; 
Together  waited  in  our  tutor's  hall ; 
Together  join'd  in  cricket's  manly  toil. 
Or  shared  the  produce  of  the  river's  spoil; 
Or  plunging  from  the  green  declining  shine, 
Our  pliant^  litfibs  the  buoyant  billows  bore; 
In  every  element,  unchanged,  the  same, 
All,  all  that  brothers  shoidd  be  but  the  i 


Nor  yet  are  you  forgot,  my  jocund  boy ! 
Dayus,  the  harbinger  of  cUldish  joy ; 
For  ever  foremost  in  the  ranks  of  frin, 
The  laughing  herald  of  the  harmless  pan: 
Yet  with  a  breast  of  such  materials  mad»- 
Anxious  to  please,  of  pleasing  half  afraid; 
Candid  and  liberal,  with  a  heart  of  steel 
In  danger's  path,  though  not  untaught  to  M. 
Still  I  remember  in  the  factions  strife 
The  rustic's  musket  aim'd  against  my  life: 
High  poised  in  air  the  massy  weapon  hung, 
A  cry  of  terror  burst  firom  every  tongue ; 
Whilst  I,  in  combat  with  another  foe. 
Fought  on,  unconscious  of  th'  impending  Usv, 


Piivate  TonBMi  iw%* 
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Tovr  snBf  bffcf#  ooff  UFMtod  bis  mvm^^ 
Fonrard  yon  ipnuig,  imensiUa  to  fear ; 
IMsann'd  and  bafDad  by  your  oonqnering  band, 
Tbe  gnnrdUBg  aaTag«  roU*d  upon  tba  land : 
*  An  act  like  tbia  oan  simple  tbanks  repay  ? 
Or  all  tbs  labors  of  a  gratoftil  lay  } 
Ob  BO !  wbene'er  my  breast  forgets  tbe  deed, 
Tbat  instsnt,  Datus,  it  deserree  to  bleed. 

Ltcitb!  on  me  tby  claims  are  Jnstly  great : 
Tby  milder  Tnrtoes  could  my  muse  xelato, 
To  tbee  alone,  nnriTall*d,  would  belong 
Tbe  feeble  effuts  of  my  lengtben'd  sottg.f 
Well  canst  tbon  boast  to  lead  in  senates  il^- 
A  Spartu  fbmnees  witb  Atbenian  wit : 
Tbongb  yet  in  embryo  these  perfbetions  shine, 
Ltcus  !  tby  other's  fame  will  soon  be  thine. 
Where  learning  nnrtores  tbe  superior  mind, 
What  may  we  hope  from  genius  thus  reAned ! 
When  time  at  length  matures  thy  growing  yean* 
How  wilt  tboa  tower  aboTe  thy  feUow  peers ! 
Prudenee  end  tense,  a  spirit  bold  and  free, 
With  honor's  soul,  united  beam  in  thee. 

Shall  £ur  Eustalvs  pass  by  unsung  ? 
From  ancient  lineage,  not  unworthy,  sprung : 
What  though  one  nd  dissension  bode  us  part. 
That  name  is  yet  embalmed  within  my  heart ; 
Tet  at  tbe  mention  does  that  heart  rebound. 
And  palpitate  reeponsiTe  to  the  sound. 
Bnvy  dissolved  our  ties,  and  not  our  will : 
We  once  w«e  lUends,-^I*ll  think  we  are  so  stfll. 
A  form  unmateh'd  in  natare'a  partial  mould, 
A  heart  vntainted,  we  in  thee  behold: 
Tet  not  tbe  senate's  thunder  thou  ihalt  wield, 
Nor  ssftk  for  glory  in  the  tented  field ; 
To  minds  of  rudor  texture  these  be  given 
Thy  soul  sbaU  nearer  soer  its  natire  hearen. 
H4>ly  lA  poUsh'd  courts  might  be  thy  seat, 
Bat  that  thy  tongue  could  never  forge  deoeit ; 
The  courtier's  snjyple  bow  and  sneering  smile, 
Tbe  ilow  of  eompliment,  the  slippery  wile, 
Woold  make  that  breast  with  indignation  bum, 
And  all  the  gUttering  snares  to  tempt  thee  spurn* 


Domsstie  bappiaess  will  stamp  tby  &te ; 
Sacred  to  love,  unclouded  e'er  by  hate ; 
The  world  admire  thee,  and  tby  iHends  adore ; 
*  Ambition's  slare  alone  would  toil  for  more. 

Now  last,  and  nearest  of  the  social  band. 
See  honest,  open,  generous  Clbok  sUnd ; 
With  scarce  one  speck  to  cloud  the  pleasing  sesn 
No  fioe  degrades  that  purest  soul  serene. 
On  tbe  same  day  our  studious  race  begun. 
On  the  same  day  our  studious  race  was  run ; 
Thus  side  by  side  we  pass'd  our  first  tereer, 
Thus  side  hy  side  we  stroTo  for  many  a  year ; 
At  last  concluded  our  scholastic  life, 
We  neither  conqner'd  in  the  classic  strife ; 
As  speakers  f  each  supporte  an  equal  name. 
And  crowds  allow  to  both  a  partial  feme : 
To  soothe  a  youtbftil  rival's  early  pride, 
Though  Cleon's  candor  would  the  palm  divide, 
Yet  candor's  self  compels  me  now  to  own 
Justioe  awards  it  to  my  friend  alone.^ 

Ob !  friends  r^retted,  scenes  for  ever  dear, 
Bemembrance  hails  you  with  her  wannest  tear . 
Drooping,  she  bends  o'er  pensive  Fancy's  urn 
To  trace  the  hours  which  never  can  return ; 
§  Yet  with  the  retrospection  loves  to  dwell, 
And  soothe  the  sorrows  of  her  last  farewell 
Yet  greete  the  triumph  of  my  boyish  mind. 
As  infant  laurels  round  my  head  were  twined ; 
When  Probus'  praise  repaid  my  lyric  song, 
Or  placed  me  higher  in  the  studious  throng, 
Or  vHien  my  first  harangue  received  applause, 
His  sage  instruction  the  primeval  cause, 
What  gratitude  to  him  my  soul  possest, 
While  hope  of  dawning  honors  flll'd  my  breast! 
B  For  all  my  humble  fame,  to  him  alone 


•  ABMinrnb^as.    trnm  pamt^vtmmtlimh^hmtamtieM 


i  ym  ««•  1^  Db  1  mmmU  ffri»- 


Oh  1  «taB  a^  bnMi  fvfito  Sh  feMNOi  dMd, 

^  k  dBMVM  to  MMd. 


iBif  Lyc»s  wi  A*  MBMlDderordM  pMMfc  RbUiif  toUa« 
«^|licaMdKi{pii««<if  afiteikl  mikM  Cknia,  of  wbom  bq  a 
■Mb  l»  te  iHl  faSHAad  aop7  cf  the  poom  :— 
«  Ftar  am  M  poMM  a  Meed  b  tiM, 
Wh  Hia  ontopid,  tiw^  Mt  UHOi^  bf  Mb 
Tl|r  ■oSsr  ■Mil  VM  fcim'd  far  lore  alone, 
'Tb  rader  paabni  and  to  hate  unknovn  { 

Wa  iMb,  bMt  aafli  to  Mm  ite  Mom  i 
That  bee,  an  index  of  oekatial  voith,' 
IViifhIin'd  a  heeat  abaiacted  tnm  Qw  mxtk. 
Oa,  «b»  dtpaBoM  ««i  Hd  bvebodlBC  g»»m 


rt%  aeaa  tltoee  qmitalhrdc  CTea  o'aiSenr 
Wm  Had  eMnpMrian  far  tl«y  0aniMb%  ve  { 

Wo  Obd  a  tboMaad  bod  rMoaada  eriKiMi, 
OS  tet  dHM  avon.  In  Memfafaip'b  MNNlifaff  toM, 
b  «M  able  nm«  ba  d^bo  own. 


*•  Tko  am  aa  bDMt  to  lead  in  Knatce  S»- 
A  ^pattan  flnnnan  vtch  Alhenlan  vh : 
TWmIt  jtt  in  omfaqpo  Uieae  pRfectkm  iUm, 
Cbnn1 1!^  biherS  bine  wifl  eoon  ba  tUao. 


Whh  jouihful  candor,  w«  tbe  palia  d 
Tet  candor^  atf  omipata  no  now  tt  own 
Jwitoa  nvMih  a  l»  aj  Mand  abno.** 
I  •  Tot faH««|MSon iMb aaia^ 

And  twab  In  the  bwiiy  of  fibC-^ft  iwrti  aolnwa. 
I  FMan  diia  pboa  to  die  end,  the  copjr  of  dia  poem,  aa 
bOH  of  Uhnev,  dttn  cndrdy  fmn  dial  fa  ffaa  privnb 
mbhM  ■nd  mm  Mm  tbin  i— 

M  When,  7M  a  novtaa  fa  dw  Bdnb  an, 
I  feignM  (ba  tranapom  of  a  venffeAil  hMot } 
Wben  aa  dM  Boyal  Sbro  t  eed  dH  atafln, 
Tb  «ant  fa  lanfi  nmn  dMn  moaul  laft ; 
Tba  pnbe  of  Probua  nado  mo  bal  mere  praw* 
Tten  an  dM  pbiMtta  ofiba  Iht'otaif  crowd. 

••  Ab  I  vafa  endoavor  In  Oili  dilldlsh  atndn 
T»  modie  tha  von  of  whkh  I  dim  wmfUkL 
ITbnt  oan  avail  tbe  fmiiloai  lo«  of  dme. 
To  iiiBawiB  aomw  fa  a  J^ngl&ng  ibyne  I 
No  aoaial  eolaee  from  a  friend  h  near. 
And  beaitleai  atonfpn  drop  no  feeling  taaf . 
I  aeah  not  J07  b  weman'a  ipatldbig  eyai 
Tbe  amiba  of  beautj  cannot  check  tbe  algh. 
Adiea  I  dwu  world  !  thy  ploaaare'a  aUU  a  dma«, 
Tlqr  Tfatoe  bat  a  Tfabnaiy  theme ; 
The  TOan  of  Tbe  on  Tcara  of  faOy  fell, 
TBI  fiiuoing  deadi  udgna  the  distant  foal, 
Whne  all  am  hajtening  to  the  <1read  abode, 
T»  meat  die  Judgment  of  a  rigfiteooB  God ; 
Mbi*d  fa  die  conoouiae  of  die  diougMem  Oao^ 
A  moQiner  midat  of  mbtb,  I  glide  along  t 
A  wreldwd,  botated ,  gloomy  ddng, 
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The  praise  is  due,  who  made  that  fame  my  own. 

Oh !  could  I  soar  above  these  feeble  lays, 

These  young  effusions  of  my  early  days, 

To  him  my  muse  her  noblest  strain  would  give : 

The  song  might  perish,  but  the  theme  must  live. 

Tet  why  for  him  the  needless  verse  essay  ? 

His  honor'd  name  requires  no  vain  display : 

By  every  son  of  grateful  Ida  blest. 

It  finds  an  echo  in  each  youthful  breast ; 

A  fame  beyond  the  glories  of  the  proud, 

Or  all  the  plaiyiits  of  the  venal  crowd. 

Ida,  not  yet  exhausted  is  the  theme, 

Nor  closed  the  progress  of  my  youthful  dream. 

How  many  a  fticnd  deserves  the  grateful  strain, 

What  scenes  of  childhood  still  unsung  remain, 

Tet  let  me  hush  this  echo  of  the  past. 

This  parting  song,  the  dearest  and  the  last ; 

And  brood  in  secret  o'er  those  hours  of  joy, 

To  me  a  silent  and  a  sweet  employ, 

While,  fature  hope  and  fear  alike  unknown, 

I  think  with  pleasure  on  the  past  alone ; 

Yes,  to  the  past  alone  my  heart  confine, 

And  chase  the  phantom  of  what  once  was  mine. 

Ida  !  still  6*et  thy  hills  in  joy  preside. 
And  proudly  steer  through  time's  eventful  tide ; 
Still  may  thy  blooming  sons  thy  name  revere. 
Smile  in  thy  bower,  but  quit  thee  with  a  tear  ;— 
That  tear  perhaps  the  fondest  which  will  flow 
O'er  their  last  scene  of  happiness  below. 
Tell  me,  ye  hoary  few  who  glide  along. 
The  feeble  veterans  of  some  former  throng, 
Whose  friends,  like  autumn  leaves   by   tempest 

whirl'd. 
Are  swept  for  ever  from  this  busy  world ; 
Revolve  the  fleeting  moments  of  your  youth, 
Wliile  Care  as  yet  withheld  her  venom'd  tooth, 
Say  if  remembrance  days  like  these  endears 
fieyond  the  rapture  of  succeeding  years  ? 
Say  can  ambition's  fever'd  dream  bestow 
So  sweet  a  balm  to  soothe  your  hours  of  wo  ? 
Can  treasures,  hoerded  for  some  thankless  son, 
Can  royal  smiles,  or  wreaths  by  slaughter  won. 
Can  stars  or  ermine,  man's  maturer  toys, 
(For  glittering  baubles  aare  not  left  to  boys,) 
Recall  one  scene  so  much  beibved  to  view 
As  those  where  Tenth  her  garland  twined  for  you. 


Ah,  no !  amid  the  gloomy  oalm  of  age 
Ton  turn  with  faltering  hand  ^hH  varied  page; 
Peruse  the  record  of  your  days  on  earth, 
Unsullied  only  where  it  marks  your  birth; 
Still  lingering  pause  above  each  checker'd  leaf. 
And  blot  with  tears  the  sable  lines  of  grief; 
Where  Passion  o'er  the  theme  her  mantle  threw; 
Or  weeping  Virtue  sigh'd  a  fkint  adieu; 
But  bless  the  scroll  which  fairer  words  adorn, 
Traced  by  the  rosy  finger  of  the  mom, 
When  Friendship  bow'd  before  the  shrine  of  truth, 
And  Love,*  without  his  pudon  smiled  on  youth 


ANSWER  TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  PO£M,t 

WBITTXN  BY  KOKTOOMB&T,  AUTHOB  OV  "m 
-WANDB&BB  HI  BWITIBBIiAlID,"  &&,  &C.,  Wh 
TITLBD  '*  THB  GOMJIOK  LOT." 

MoNTOOXB&T  1  true,  the  common  lot 
Of  mortals  lies  in  Lethe's  wave; 

Yet  some  shall  never  be  finxgo^— 
Some  shall  esist  beyond  the  grave. 

<(  Unknown  the  region  of  his  birth«" 
The  herot  rolls  the  tide  of  war; 

Yet  not  unknown  his  martial  wortky 
Which  glares  a  meteor  from  a&r. 

His  joy  or  grief,  his  weal  or  wo, 
Perchance  may  'scape  the  page  of  tea; 

Yet  nations  now  unborn  will  know 
The  record  of  his  deathless  i 


Bat  not  ttKt  manlri  ■*!«  vtridi « 

ThA  darit  vnmgn  oTimpviilAM  ib ; 

Tbi  denl  riMft  whkh  fiMdi  the  faB9  vMdi 


CanidaaM  tiM  «k«,  iMtataft  10  Mm  rapplw- 
Bb  niDd  Hi*  iMk  (hm  vhkk  he  m'M  au  riM. 
For  iM,  wbate'cr  mj  feliy  or  mj  fe«r. 
One  flbeeiTul  eomCMt  Mill  fa  cbeiUi'd  bant 
No  diwd  internal  hattnli  107  houti  of  rtit^ 
No  dreama  of  Injured  innooenee  faifeaC : 
Of  hope,  of  pcafle,  of  alnoat  aO  beceft, 
Oooadenea,  my  taet  bin  trdcooM  (oeat  b  laft. 
Skodar'a  lapoboa'd  bnath  may  blaat  nj  aaaM  t 
Edv7  deilgtiu  10  bOgbt  Oid  buda  of  fane  t 
Deedt  naj  ehOl  the  etuTcni  of  aj  blood, 

" d; 


E«a  hen  viQ  eooKlenee  be  my  boat  defenee. 
M7  baeon  feeb  no  '  vonn  which  ne'er  can  db  t* 
Not  cAnea  1  inuuiii}  bnl  haj^tinnB  jene  oy* 
Thne  orawnnf  on  whh  nany  a  repdto  vOe, 
Mj henn bbiuer,  though  mj  dbeek  may  «Aei 
No  moie  whh  BNriner  VOm  my  beait  ta  (fimi  | 
Bepa  yfelde  to  angvfah,  and  my  aeol  b  aod  1 
Fnm  ibwl  fcfiet  no  fotora  Joy  ean  acre ; 
BHoanhnuwe  alunbm  enfy  in  lbs  finve." 


The  patriot's  and  the  poet's  frame 
Must  share  the  oommon  tomb  of  aUj 

Their  glory  will  not  sleep  the  same ; 
IhsU  will  arise,  though  empires  itSL 

The  lustre  of  a  beauty's  eye 
AMomes  the  ghastly  stare  of  death; 

The  fair,  the  brave,  the  good  most  die, 
And  sink  the  yawning  grave  beneaflL 

Once  more  the  speaking  eye  revivei, 
StUl  beaming  tiirough  the  lover's  stoajif 

For  Petrarch's  Lapra  still  survives: 
She  died,  but  ne'er  will  die  again. 

The  rolling  seasons  pass  away. 
And  Time,  untiring,  waves  his  wing; 

Whilst  honor's  laurels  ne'er  deeay, 
But  bloom  in  fresh  unfading  sprisg. 

All,  aU  most  sleep  in  grim  repose* 
Collected  in  the  silent  tomb ; 

The  old  and  young,  with  friends  and  iocs, 
FetCodng  alike  in  shrouds,  i 


•  •'L*Ajnld4eetrAmoar 

t  On^  printed  In  the  priraloTaliuM. 


}Nbpaftfndar  hero  b  hen  aBiided  tow  The  e«>hSnf BfcyJ.  ^j^ 
BdwatdfheBhek  Prinee,  and,  in  mora  modea  liaMib  *•  **'^ 
benngh,  FMderitk  the  Gteat,  Ceoni  tase,  Cheibe  ef  S>adea.a^» 
IhiBflbr  to  oreiy  hbiorieal  leader,  bat  Ae  exect  pbee  of  e*  bri%  ■  ■^ 


i»  n  ««iy  email  popeittaB  ef  tJ 
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Tht  nuraldarinif  marble  lattv  ht  iiky, 
Tet  fidls  at  tongtii  an  UMlois  tee ; 

T»  roSit'fl  ftttliless  fiutgt  a  prey, 
Tlie  wieeks  of  jpiUar'd  pride  remain. 

Vkat  though  the  sealptiiio  be  deettvy'dt 
From  dark  oblivion  meant  to  guard  f 

A  bright  renown  shaH  be  ety  oy'd 
Bj  those  whoee  Tirtnes  dafan  reiwd. 

Then  do  not  say  the  common  kH 
Of  all  Hes  deep  in  Lethe's  wate ; 

Some  fbw  irho  ne'er  irill  be  forgot 
Rball  bmrst  tiie  bondage  of  the  graTe. 


I8M. 


TO  THB  RET.  J.  T.  BECHER.*' 

filAm  Beeher,  you  tell  me  to  mix  with  mankind : 
I  cannot  den/  such  a  precept  is  wtse ; 

Bnt  retirement  accords  with  the  tone  of  my  mind ; 
I  wHl  not  descend  to  a  world  I  despise. 

Did  the  senate  or  camp  my  exertions  require, 
Amltttion  might  prompt  me,  at  once,  to  go  forth ; 

When  infancy's  years  of  probation  expire. 
Perchance  I  may  strive  to  distinguish  my  bhrth. 

The  fire  in  the  caTem  of  Etna  conceal*d, 
Still  mantles  unseen  in  its  secret  recess ; 

At  lengdi  in  a  rolume  tenriflc  rereal'd, 
No  torrent  can  quench  it,  no  bounds  can  repress. 

Oh !  Hius,  the  desire  in  my  bosom  for  thme 
Bids  me  lire  but  to  hope  for  prosperity's  praise. 

CSonld  I  soar  with  the  phoenix  on  pinions  of  flame, 
With  hioL  I  would  wish  to  expire  in  the  blase. 

For  the  life  of  a  Fox,  of  a  Chatham  the  death. 
What  censTire,  what  danger ,  what  wo  would  I  brare  I 

Their  liyes   did  not  end  when  they  yielded  their 
breath, 
Their  glory  illumines  the  gloom  of  their  grare. 

Yet  why  shotild  I  mingle  in  Fashion's  ftill  herd  f 
Why  eroueh  to  her  leaders,  or  cringe  to  her  rules  ? 

Why  bend  to  the  proud,  or  applaud  the  absurd  ? 
Why  seaiok  for  delight  in  th»  friendship  of  fools  ? 

I  hare  tasted  the  sweets  and  the  bitters  of  lore; 

In  firiendship  I  early  was  taught  to  betiere; 
M J  passion  tlie  matrons  of  prudenee  reprove ; 

I  haTe  fo«nd  that  a  friend  may  profess,  yet  de* 
eelTe. 

To  me  what  is  wealth  ?  it  may  pass  in  an  how. 
If  tyrants  preraU,  or  if  Fortune  should  frown. 

To  me  wiMrt  is  tMe  ?— the  phantom  of  power ; 
To  me  what  k  fhshiMi  7^1  seek  bat  reaomk 

Deeext  is  a  stranger  as  yet  to  my  soul, 
I  stiU  am  impcactisea  to  Tsnkh  tbe  tnrth  ; 

Then  wby  sltould  I  lire  in  a  hateful  eentrol } 
Why  waste  upon  foUy  the  days  of  my  jtnUk  ? 


1  0^rta■diR«■f«MliV«kMb 


THE  DEATH  OF  CALMAE  AND  ORLA.» 

JkN  ntTTATlOX  OF  UACPHSRS0X*8  OSSI^X.f 

B&ui  are  the  days  of  youth !  Age  dwells  on 
their  remembrance  through  the  mist  of  time.  In 
the  twilight,  he  recalls  the  sunny  hours  of  monw 
He  lifts  his  spear  with  trembling  hand.  "  Not  thns 
fesbly  did  I  raise  the  steel  before. my  fathers!" 
Past  is  the  race  of  heroes  \  but  their  fame  rises  on 
the  harp ;  their  souls  ride  on  the  wings  of  the  wind; 
they  hear  the  sound  through  the  sighs  of  the  storm, 
snd  rcjoioe  in  their  hall  of  clouds !  Sueh  is  Calmer. 
The  gray  stone  marks  his  narrow  house.  He  looks 
down  from  eddying  tempests ;  he  rolls  his  form  in 
the  whirlwind,  and  hoTers  on  tlie  blast  of  the  mouap- 
tain. 

In  Horven  dwelt  the  chief;  a  beam  of  war  to  Fln- 
gaL  His  steps  in  the  field  were  marked  in  blood  I 
Loehlin's  sons  had  fled  before  his  angry  spoar ;  but 
mild  was  the  eys  of  Cafanar :  soft  was  the  flow  of 
his  yellow  locks:  they  streamed  like  the  meteor  of 
the  night.  No  maid  was  the  sigh  of  his  soul :  his 
thoughu  were  given  to  friendship ;  to  dark-haired 
Orla,  destroyer  of  heroes !  Equal  were  their  swords 
in  battle;  but  fierce  was  the  pride  of  Orla:  gentle 
alone  to  Calmar.  Together  they  dwelt  in  the  caTO 
ofOithona. 

From  Lochlin*  Swarsa  bounded  o*er  the  bine 

aves*  Erin's  sons  fell  beneath  his  might.  Fingal 
reused  his  chiefs  to  combat.  Their  ships  oover  the 
I  Their  hosts  throng  on  the  green  hills.  Thsf 
come  to  the  aid  of  Erin. 

Night  rose  in  clouds.  Dsarkneas  veils  the  amies* 
But  the  biasing  oaks  gleam  through  the  valley* 
The  sons  of  Lochlin  slept;  their  dreams  were  ti 
blood.  They  lift  the  spear  in  thought,  and  Fingal 
Not  «o  the  host  of  Morven.  To  watch  wis 
the  post  of  Orla.  Calmar  stood  by  his  side.  Their 
re  in  their  hands.  Fingal  called  his  ehieft ; 
they  stood  around.  The  king  was  in  the  midst. 
Gray  were  his  locks,  but  strong  was  the  arm  of  the 
king.  Age  withered  not  his  powers.  **Sons  of 
Morven,"  said  the  hero,  *'  to-morrow  we  meet  the 
foe :  bat  where  is  Cuthullin,  the  shield  of  Erin  ?  He 
rests  in  the  halls  of  Tura ;  he  knows  not  of  our 
Who  will  speed  through  Lochlin  to  the 
hero,  sad  call  the  chief  to  arms  ?  The  patii  is  by 
the  swerds  of  foes,  but  many  are  my  heroes.  They 
are  thunderbolts  of  war.  Speak,  y^  chiefs  I  Who 
wiU  arise?" 

•*8on  of  Tremaor!  mine  be  the  deed,"  said  dark- 
hailed  Orla,  *«  and  mine  alone.  What  is  death  to 
me  ?  1  lore  the  sleep  of  the  mighty,  but  little  is  the 
The  sons  of  Lochlin  dream.  I  will  seek 
•borne  Cuthullin.  If  I  fall,  raise  the  mng  of 
basds ;  and  lay  me  by  the  stream  of  Lubar." — **  And 
shalt  thou  fall  alone  ?"  said  fair-haired  Calmar. 
**  Wilt  thou  leave  thy  frieadafSu  ?  Chief  of  Oithona ! 
not  feeble  is  my  ana  in  fight.  Could  I  see  thee  die, 
and  not  lift  the  spear?  No,  Orla!  owe  has  been 
the  ohaae  of  the  roebuck,  aad  the  feeet  of  shells : 
ows  be  the  path  of  danger :  ours  has  been  the  caw 
of  Oithona;  ours  be  the  narrow  dwelling  on  th« 
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banks  of  Lubar."  « Calmar,"  said  the  dnsf  of 
Oithona;  '*vhy  should  thy  yellow  locks  be  dark- 
ened in  the  dust  of  Erin  ?  Let  me  fall  alone.  My 
Ikther  dwells  in  his  hall  of  air :  he  will  rejoice  in  his 
boy ;  but  the  blue-eyed  Mora  spreads  the  feast  for 
her  son  in  Monren.  She  listens  to  the  steps  of  the 
hunter  on  the  heath,  and  thinks  it  is  the  tread  of 
Calmar.  Let  him  not  say,  *  Cabnar  has  fallen  by 
the  steel  of  Lochlin :  he  died  with  gloomy  Orla,  the 
chief  of  the  dark  brow.'  Why  should  tears  dim  the 
Mzivte  eye  of  Mora  ?  Why  should  her  Toice  curse 
Orlav  the  destroyer  of  Calmsr?  Lire,  Calmar! 
live  to  raise  my  stone  of  moss ;  liye  to  revenge  me 
in  the  blood  of  Lochlin.  Join  the  song  of  bards 
aboTe  my  grave.  Sweet  will  be  the  song  of  death  to 
Orla  from  the  voice  of  Calmar.  My  ghost  shall 
smile  on  the  notes  of  praise."  "  Orla,'*  said  the  son 
of  Mora,  "  could  I  raise  the  song  of  death  to  my 
friend  ?  Could  I  give  his  fame  to  the  winds  ?  No, 
my  heart  would  speak  in  sighs.  Faint  and  broken 
are  the  sounds  of  sorrow.  Orla  I  our  souls  shall 
hear  the  song  together.  One  cloud  shall  be  ours  on 
high.  The  bards  will  mingle  the  names  of  Orla  and 
Calmar." 

They  quit  the  circle  of  the  chiefs.  Their  steps 
are  to  the  host  of  Lochlin.  The  dying  blaze  of  oak 
dim  twinkles  through  the  night.  The  northern  star 
points  the  path  to  Tura.  Swaran,  the  king,  rests 
on  his  lonely  hill.  Here  the  troops  are  mixed:  they 
ftrown  in  sleep ;  their  shields  beneath  their  heads. 
Their  swords  gleam  at  distance  in  heaps.  The  fires 
are  faint;  their  embers  fail  in  smoke.  All  is  hushed; 
but  the  gale  sighs  on  the  rocks  above.  Lightly  wheel 
the  heroes  through  the  slumbering  band.  Half  the 
journey  is  past,  when  Mathon,  resting  on  his  shield, 
meets  the  eye  of  Orla.  It  rolls  in  flame,  and  glist 
ens  through  the  shade.  His  spear  is  raised  on 
high.  "  Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  brow,  chief  of 
Oithona  ?  "  said  fair-haved  Calmar.  "  We  are  in  the 
midst  of  foes.  Is  this  a  time  for  delay  ?"  "  It  is  a 
time  for  vengeance,"  said  Orla  of  the  gloomy  brow. 
'* Mathon  of  Lochlin  sleeps:  seest  thou  his  spear? 
Its  point  is  dim  with  the  gore  of  my  father.  The 
blood  of  Mathon  shall  reek  on  mine ;  but  shall  I 
slay  him  sleeping,  son  of  Mora  ?  No !  he  shall  feel  his 
wound :  my  fame  shall  not  soar  on  the  blood  of 
•lumber.  Rise !  Mathon .'  rise !  the  son  of  Conna 
calls;  thy  life  is  his;  rise  to  combat."  Mathon 
starts  from  sleep ;  but  did  he  rise  alone  ?  No :  the 
gathering  chiefs  bound  on  the  plain.  "  Fly !  Cal' 
mar !  fly !  "  said  dark-haired  Orla.  *'  Mathon  is 
mine.  I  shall  die  in  joy.  But  Lochlin  crowds 
around.  Fly  through  the  shade  of  night."  Orla 
turns.  The  helm  of  Mathon  is  cleft ;  his  shield  falls 
from  his  arm  :  he  shudders  in  his  blood.  He  rolls 
by  the  side  of  the  blazing  oak.  Strumon  sees  him 
fall:  his  wrath  rises:  hi?  weapon  glitters  on  the 
head  of  Orla:  but  a  spear  pierced  his  eye.  His 
brain  gashes  through  the  wound,  and  foams  on  the 
spear  of  Calmar.  As  roll  the  waves  of  the  ocean  on 
two  mighty  barks  of  the  north,  so  pour  the  men  of 
Lochlin  on  the  chiefs.  As,  breaking  the  surge  In 
foam,  proudly  steer  the  barks  of  the  north,  so  rise 
the  chiefs  of  Morven  on  the  scattered  crests  of  Loeh- 
ttn.  The  din  of  arms  came  to  the  ear  of  Fingal.  He 
strikes  his  shield ;  his  sons  throng  around ;  the  peo- 
ple pour  along  the  heath.  Ryno  bounds  in  Joy. 
Ossian  stalks  in  his  arms.  Oscar  shakes  his  spear. 
The  eagle  wing  of  FiUon  floats  on  the  wind.  Bread- 


ftil  is  the  eUng  of  deaith !  many  are  the  widen  ef 
Lochlin.    Morven  prevails  ui  hU  strength. 

Mom  glinuners  on  the  hills ;  no  living  foe  iiteea; 
but  the  sleepers  are  many ;  grim  they  lie  oa  Sria. 
The  breeze  of  ocean  lifts  thdr  locks ;  yet  they  do  sot 
awake.    The  hawks  scream  above  their  prey. 

Whose  yellow  locks  wave  o'er  the  breast  of  t 
chief?  Bright  as  the  gold  of  the  stranger,  they 
mingle  with  the  dark  hair  of  his  friend.  "  'Tis  Cal- 
mar :  he  lies  on  the  bosom  of  Orla.  Theirs  is  ou 
stream  of  blood.  Fierce  is  the  look  of  the  gloomy 
Orla.  He  breathes  not ;  but  his  eye  is  still  a  flame. 
It  glares  in  death  unclosed.  His  hand  is  grasped  m 
Calmar's ;  but  Calmar  lives  1  he  lives,  though  low. 

Rise,"  said  the  king,  "rise,  son  of  Mora:  tii 
mine  to  heal  the  wounds  of  heroes.  Cahnarmayyet 
bound  on  the  hills  of  Morven." 

<*  Never  more  shall  Calmar  chase  the  deer  of  Moi^ 
ven  with  Orla,"  said  the  hero.  '*  What  woe  the 
chsM  to  me  alone  ?  Who  would  shave  the  spoilsof 
battle  with  Calmar?  Orla  is  at  rest!  Bough  vu 
thy  soul,  Orla  I  yet  soft  to  me  as  the  dew  of  wan. 
It  glared  on  others  in  lightning ;  to  me  a  lihcr 
beam  of  night  Bear  my  sword  to  blue-eyed  Hon; 
let  it  hang  in  my  empty  hall.  It  is  not  pore  bm 
blood :  but  it  could  not  save  Orla.  Lay  me  with  my 
friend.    Raise  the  song  when  I  am  dark  T* 

They  are  laid'by  the  stream  of  Lubar.  Four  gray 
stones  mark  the  dwelling  of  Orla  and  Calmar. 

When  Swaran  was  bound,  our  sails  rose  on  the 
blue  waves.  The  winds  gave  our  barks  to  Horren. 
The  bards  raised  the  song. 

"  "What  form  rises  on  the  roar  of  clouds  ?  Whoss 
dark  ghost  gleams  on  the  red  streams  of  tempests? 
His  voice  rolls  on  the  thunder.  Tie  Orla,  the  hrora 
chief  of  Oithona.  He  was  unmatched  in  to. 
Peace  to  thy  soul,  Orla !  thy  £une  will  not  peiish. 
Nor  thine,  Calmar  I  Lovely  wast  thou,  son  of  bliw- 
eyed  Mora;  but  not  harmless  was  thy  sword.  It 
hangs  in  thy  cave.  The  ghosto  of  Lochlin  shriek 
around  ite  steel.  Hear  thy  praise,  Cahnarl  It 
dwells  on  the  voice  of  the  mighty.  Thy  aaiM 
shakes  on  the  echoes  of  Morven.  Then  raise  thy 
fair  locks,  son  of  Mora.  Spread  them  on  the  sxch 
of  the  rainbow ;  and  smile  through  the  tears  of  thi 
stoim."* 
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DaA&  L ,  in  this  sequesteT'd  scene* 

While  all  around  in  slumber  lie» 
The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 
Come  rolling  freah  on  Fancy's  eye; 
Thus  if  amid  the  gathering  storm. 
While  clouds  the  darken*d  noon  defoin« 
Ton  heaven  aesumas  a  varied  glow, 
I  hail  the  sky's  celestial  bow, 
Which  spreads  the  sign  of  future  peace, 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempest  cease. 
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To  eKMk  sj  b«DB'«  todMt  tim«lit, 


I  omli  the  iiead  ^th  nulioe  fraught. 
And  ttOI  indiilge  my  wonted  tiieme. 

AMhovgh  we  Ae'er  tgeia  eaa  tnee, 
In  Onnta'ft  Tkle,  the  pedaat**  lore, 

Nor  through  ^e  groree  of  Ida  eheee 
Ov  n^tared  tieioni  aa  beAve, 

Thongh  Tooth  has  iown  on  rosy  pini<m. 

And  Manhood  elaime  his  ttem  dominiOB ; 

Age  win  not  ererj  hope  dtetroy, 

But  yield  eone  honn  of  eober  joy. 

Yea,  I  wfll  hope  that  Time*8  broad  wing 
Win  shed  around  aome  dews  of  Spring : 
But  If  hiB  acjthe  must  sweep  the  flowera 
Which  hloom  among  the  fairy  bowera, 
Where  anuUng  Youth  delights  to  dwell, 
And  heaxta  with  early  rapture  awell ; 
If  frowning  Age,  with  cold  control, 
OffBJhma  the  eunent  of  the  aoul, 
Coi^geala  the  tear  of  Pity's  eye, 
Or  eheeha  the  aympathetic  sigh. 
Or  hean  nnmoTed  Miafortune*a  groan, 
And  hida  me  feel  for  aelf  alone ; 
Oh !  may  my  bosom  nerer  learn 

To  aoothe  ita  wonted  beedleaa  flow ; 
8iai,  alia  daapiae  the  cMaor  atam, 

B«t  aa'er  fcnget  aaothet'a  wo* 
Tea,  aa  j««  kaiiw  nas  in  the  daya 
O'er  whioh  ramambranoe  yet  deUyt , 
Slill  may  I  lora,  untutor'd,  wild, 
And  «wa&  in  age  at  heart  a  child. 

Thwgh  mow  en  aky  Tiaiona  beina^ 

To  TOTi  my  aool  ia  atSll  the  aama : 
OA  tea  it  ban  my  fate  to  mourn, 

A»d  all  my  fortttr  joya  are  tame. 
BmU  haaaf>  I  ye  hom  of  aabto  hue ! 

Tear  frowna  aa*  fone,  my  aorrowa  o'er ; 
By  every  bliaa  my  4rfiUdhood  knew, 

VU  thiak  upon  your  ahade  no  more. 
Thmh  'When  the  whirlwind'a  rago  ia  paat. 

And  oaTea  their  sullen  roar  encloeo) 
We  hmA  no  more  the  wintry  blast, 

Whatt  hdl'd  by  aephyr  to  repoae. 
JMI  •ftea  haa  my  infant  Muae 

Attaaed  to  love  her  languid  lyre ; 
Bat  naw,  without  a  theme  to  cbooee, 

The  atrainain  stolen  aigba  esphe. 
My  yoathlnl  nympha,  alaa !  are  flowa ; 

B         ia  a  wife,  and  C*^»  a  aiothar* 
And  Caaoliaa  a%ha  alone, 

Aad  Mazy'a  giren  to  another ; 
Aad  Cota'a  eye,  which  reBed  on  me, 

Oitfa  BOW  no  more  my  lore  recall ; 
la  troth,  dear  Ir-*«-,  'twaa  time  to  flee; 

For  Cora*a  eye  will  ahine  on  all. 
Aad  though  the  aun,  with  genial  raya, 
His  beaua  alike  to  all  diaplaya, 
And  OTeay  lady'a  eye*a  a  am, 
Thaae  last  ehould  beeoafiaed  to  one. 
The  aoal*a  merfdiaxl  don*t  become  her 
Whoae  ann  displays  a  general  tumwtmr  f 
Thaa  fiMot  ia  arreiy  fonoer  flame, 
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Aadpaasioa'a  aelf  ia  aaw  a  innT. 
Aa»  whoa  the  ebbuig  flaaaea  are  low. 

The  aid  which  once  in^roved  their  UgM^ 
Aad  bade  them  bwa  with  flarear  glow. 

Now  quenehea  all  their  sparka  in  night ; 
Thaa  haa  it  been  widi  paaaiea'a  iaea, 

Aa  many  a  bey  and  ^  rememben. 
With  all  ihie  Ibiee  of  love  ezplrea, 

EzCiBgaiaVd  with  the  dying  embem. 
But  now,  dear  L— — ,  'tia  midnight'a  nooa» 
And  clouds  obacure  the  watery  moon, 
Whoae  beauties  I  shall  not  rehearae, 
Deaeribed  in  every  stripling's  rerse; 
For  why  should  I  the  path  go  o*er, 
Which  emy  bard  haa  tiod  befbre  ? 
Yet  «e  yea  ailver  lamp  of  night 

Haa  thrice  perform'd  her  atated  rouad, 
Haa  thrice  retraced  her  path  of  light. 

And  chased  away  the  gloom  profound, 
I  trust  that  we,  my  gentle  iMend, 
Shall  aee  her  rolling  oibit  wend 
Aboare  the  dear-lorod  peaeefrd  float 
Whioh  once  eontain'd  oar  youth'a  ratraat ; 
And  then  with  thoae  our  childhood  knew. 
Wall  mingle  with  the  festiTC  crew ; 
While  many  a  tale  of  former  day 
Shall  wing  the  laughing  honra  away; 
And  all  the  flow  of  aoula  shall  pour 
The  aaored  intellectual  ahower, 
Nor  ceaae  till  Luaa*a  waning  hom 
'  Scarce  glimmera  through  the  miat  of  i 


TO .• 

Ok!  hadmyfiatebeea  joia'dwithtUBO, 
As  ence  thia  pledge  appear'da  token* 

These  fbllies  hail  not  then  beea  nune, 
For  then  my  peace  had  not  been  baokaa. 

To  thae  theae  early  faulta  I  owe. 
To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  reproving : 

They  know  my  sina,  but  do  not  know 
*Twas  thine  to  break  the  bonda  of  lorlng* 

For  once  my  soul,  Hkc  thine,  was  pure. 
And  all  its  rising  fires  could  smother ; 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
Bestow'd  by  thee  upon  another. 

Perhaps  his  peace  I  could  destroy, 
And  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him ; 

Yet  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy, 
For  tibiy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hate  him. 

Ah !  sinoe  thy  angel  form  is  gone. 
My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any ; 

But  what  is  sought  in  thee  alone, 
Attempta,  alas !  to  find  in  many. 

Then  fare  thee  well,  deceitful  maid, 
'Twate  vain  aad  f ruitleaa  to  regret  thaa  v 

Nor  Hope,  nor  Memory,  yield  their  aid. 
But  Pride  may  teach  me  to  flDffget  thco. 
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Yet  all  tUs  giddy  waste  of  yean, 

This  tirBSome  round  of  paUing  pl< 
Tkeee  Taried  loree,  theae  matron's  feara,  [urea ; 
These  thoughtless  straina  to  Passion's 

If  thou  wsrt  mine,  had  all  heen  huah'd : 
This  eheek,  now  pale  tma  early  riot. 

With  Passion's  hectic  ne'er  had  flush'd^ 
But  hloom'd  in  calm  domestio  quiet* 

Yes,  once  this  rural  scene  was  sweet. 
For  nature  seem'd  to  smile  before  thee, 

And  once  my  breast  abhorr'd  deceit, 
For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  thee. 

But  now  I  seek  for  other  joys ; 

To  think  would  driTe  my  soul  to  madness ; 
In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noiM 

I  conquer  half  my  bosom's  sadness. 

Yet,  eren  in  these  a  thought  will  steal, 

In  spite  of  erery  Tain  endeavor ; 
And  fiends  taight  pity  what  I  feel. 

To  know  that  thou  art  loat  for  erer. 


STANZAS.* 

I  vouLD  I  were  a  careless  child, 

Still  dwelling  in  my  Highland  oaye, 
Or  roaming  through  the  dusky  wild, 

Or  bounding  o'er  the  dark-blue  ware ; 
The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Saxonf  pride 
,    Accords  not  with  the  freebom  soul, 
Which  loves  the  mountain's  craggy  side, 
And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  roll. 

Fortune !  take  back  these  cultured  lands. 

Take  back  this  name  of  splendid  sound, 
I  hate  the  touch  of  senrile  hands, 

I  hate  the  slaves  that  cringe  around. 
Place  me  along  the  rocks  I  love. 

Which  sound  to  Ocean's  wildest  roar ; 
I  ask  but  thi»— «gain  to  rove 

Through  scenes  my  youth  hath  known  before. 

Few  are  my  years,  and  yet  I  feel 

The  world  was  ne'er  design'd  forme : 
Ah !  why  do  dark'ning  shades  conceal 

The  hour  when  man  must  cease  to  be  ? 
Once  I  beheld  a  splendid  dream, 

A  visionary  scene  of  bliss : 
Truth !— wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  world  like  this  ? 

I  loved— but  those  I  loved  are  gone ; 

Had  friends— my  early  friends  are  fled : 
Bow  cheerless  feels  the  heart  alone, 

When  all  its  former  hopes  are  dead } 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ni ; 
Though  pleasure  stirs  the  maddening  soul. 

The  heart— the  heart  is  lonely  stilL 

H«w  dull  I  to  hear  the  voice  of  those 
Whom  rank  or  ehaaee,  whom  wealth  orpoww, 


Haw  made,  though  neilhar  frfenda  mor  i6M» 

Associates  of  the  festive  hour. 
Give  me  again  a  faithftil  few, 

In  years  and  feelinge  stfll  the  sane, 
And  I  will  fly  the  midnight  crew, 

Where  boist'rous  joy  is  but  a  nane. 

And  woman  1  lovely  woman,  thou, 

My  hope,  my  comforter,  my  all ! 
How  cold  must  be  my  boeom  now. 

When  e*en  thy  smiles  begin  to  palL 
Without  a  sigh  would  I  resign 

This  busy  scene  of  splendid  wo, 
To  make  that  calm  contentment  mine, 

Which  virtue  knows,  or  seems  to  know. 


Fain  would  I  fly  the  haunts  of  i 

I  seek  to  shun,  not  hate  mankind ; 
My  breast  requires  the  sullen  glen. 

Whose  gloom  may  suit  a  darken'd  mind. 
Oh !  that  to  me  the  wiugs  were  given 

Which  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest  I 
Then  would  I  cleave  the  vault  of  heaven, 

To  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest* 


LINESt 

WUTTBH  BBKS^TH  AK  SLX  IK  THB  CXVXCSrABS 
OP  HABBOir  OK  THB  EILL,  8BPTBMBEB  2,  1807. 

Spot  of  my  youth !  whose  hoary  branobes  aigh. 
Swept  by  the  breese  that  fans  thy  cloudless  sky ; 
Where  now  alone  I  muse,  who  oft  have  trod. 
With  those  I  loved,  thy  soft  and  verdant  sod ; 
With  those  who,  scatter'd  fiu,  perehance  d^kte. 
Like  me,  the  happy  scenes  they  knew  bcfoie : 
Oh !  as  I  trace  again  thy  winding  hill. 
Mine  eyes  admire,  my  heart  adores  thee  atOlt 
Thou  drooping  Elm'  bcneatii  whoee  boughs  I  laj« 
And  frequent  mused  the  twilight  hours  awaj ; 
Where,  as  they  once  were  wont,  my  limbs  Mdine, 
But,  ah !  without  the  thoughta  wMeh  then  wece  mina. 
How  do  thy  branches,  moaning  to  the  blast. 
Invite  the  bosom  to  recall  the  past. 
And  seem  to  whisper,  as  they  gendy  sweU* 
Take,  while  thou  canst,  a  lingering,  last  fiveweQ ! " 
When  fateshall  chill,  at  length,  this  fever'dbraaat* 
And  calm  its  cares  and  passions  into  rest. 
Oft  have  I  thought  'twould  soothe  my  dyfaig  hxmt. 
If  aught  may  soothe  when  life  resigBS  aer  power. 
To  know  some  humbler  grave,  some  nsziow  oeIl» 
Would  hide  my  bosOm  where  it  loved  to  dwdl : 
With  this  fond  dream  methinks  'twere  sweet  to  dio 
And  here  it  linger'd,  here  my  heart  mi^t  lie ; 
Here  might  I  sleep  where  all  my  hopes  arose, 
Scene  of  my  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repoae ; 
For  ever  stretch'd  beneath  this  mantling  shade, 
Press'd  by  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood  ptny'd ; 
Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  I  lowd, 
Miz'd  with  the  eartii  o'er  which  my  footstsps  moved ; 
Blest  by  the  tongues  that  eharm'd  my  youtfaftil  ear, 
Moum'd  by  the  few  my  soul  acknowlodged  httm ; 
Deplored  bj  those,  in  early  days  affied, 
And  unremember'd  by  the  world  besldo. 


dMVNldl^awij^uMlteHtmt.''   TV»  ^ 
•f  Ite  Mrt  bMtfRil  iBftMB  k  «ir  hi^nfft. 
t  FMptfytodtateMMdaSMwflrteBMBirB 


CRITIQUE, 


RXTBACTED  FROM  THE  EDINBX7RQH  REVIEW,  FOR  JANUARY,  1808. 


Bomm  of  Idimmt;  a  Smim  ofPotmi,  ortfinal  mnd 
IramftlaA    By  Chor^  Oordon^  Lord  Bynm,  a 
8T0.  pp.  aOO.— Atfwarifc,  1807. 


Thb  poetj  of  tidal  yoimg  lord  betongi  to  tho  cUm 
wUch  adUiar  godo  wot  men  are  ndd  to  pennit. 
Iiidaed,  wt  do  not  TecoUeet  to  hsro  leen  a  quantity 
of  Tono  vitk  oo  few  doTiationo  in  either  dinetiott 
from  that  OBMt  etaadaxd.  Hio  oliiuiona  an  epread 
oyer  a  dead  flat,  and  oan  no  mora  get  aboTe  or  below 
^  lenrel*  than  if  tiuy  won  ao  mneh  etagnant  water. 
JkM  an  oKtenaation  of  tfau  oiEence,  the  noble  anthor 
k  peooliarly  forward  in  pleading  minority.  We 
hsre  it  in  the  titlepage,  and  on  the  very  back  of  the 
Tolane;  it  foUowe  hia  name  like  a  &Torite  part  of 
hk  i^yle.  Koch  atreee  ia  laid  upon  it  in  the  pro- 
free  ;  and  the  poema  are  connected  with  thia  general 
■tatement  of  hia  oaae,  by  particular  dates,  iubitan- 
tiating  the  age  at  which  each  was  written.  Now, 
the  law  upon  the  point  of  minority  we  hold  to  be 
perfectly  clear.  It  io  a  plen  available  only  to  the 
defendant;  no  pUdntifr  can  offer  it  a«  a  supplement- 
ary gnrand  of  action.  Thus,  if  any  suit  could  be 
brought  against  Lord  Byron,  for  the  purpoee  of 
eompeOing  him  to  put  into  court  a  certain  quantity 
of  poetry,  and  if  judgment  were  giren  against  him, 
it  is  highly  probable  that  an  exception  would  be 
taken,  were  he  to  delrrer  tot  poetry  the  contents  of 
this  Tolume.  To  this  he  might  plead  mmoriif; 
but,  as  he  now  makes  Toluntary  tender  of  the 
artkle,  he  hath  no  right  to  sue,  on  that  ground,  for 
the  price  In  good  current  praise,  should  the  goods 
be  unmarketable.  Thia  is  our  view  of  the  law  on 
the  point,  and,  we  dare  to  say,  so  will  it  be  ruled. 
Perhaps,  howerer,  in  reality,  all  that  he  tells  us 
■bout  his  youth  is  rather  with  a  riew  to  increase  our 
wonder  tiun  to  soften  our  censures.  He  possibly 
aaans  to  aay,  **8ee  how  a  minor  can  write !  Thia 
poem  was  actnaUy  composed  by  a  young  man  of 
eighteen,  and  this  by  one  of  only  sixteen !  "—But, 
alas !  we  all  remember  the  poetry  of  Cowley  at  tea, 
and  Pope  at  twelre;  and  so  hx  from  hearing,  with 
ny  degree  of  sniprise,  that  Tory  poor  verses  were 
written  by  a  youth  from  his  leering  school  to  his 
learing  college,  inclasiTe,  we  really  believe  this  to 
be  the  most  eommon  of  all  occnrrencea;  that  it 
hi^pena  in  the  life  of  nine  men  in  ten  who  are 
edncated  in  England;  and  that  the  tenth  man 
writea  better  verm  than  Lord  Byron. 

His  other  plea  of  pririlege  our  author  rather 
Kings  tewaid  in  oidar  to  waive  it.    He  eertaialy. 


how«ver,  does  allude  frequentiy  to  his  frmfly  and 
ancmtors  sometimee  in  poetry,  sometimes  in  notes ; 
and  while  giring  up  his  claim  on  the  score  of  rank, 
he  takm  care  to  remember  us  of  Dr.  Johneon*s 
saying,  that  when  a  nobleman  appears  as  an  author, 
his  merit  should  be  handsomely  acknowledged.  In 
truth,  it  is  this  consideration  only  that  induom  us 
to  give  Lord  Byron's  poems  a  place  in  our  reriew, 
beside  our  desfre  to  counsel  him,  that  he  do  forth 
with  abandon  poetry,  and  turn  his  talents,  whioh 
are  eonsidermble,  and  hia  opportunitiea,  wldch  are 
great,  to  better  account. 

With  this  riew,  we  must  bog  leave  seriously  t* 
assure  him,  that  the  mere  rhyming  of  the  ilnal 
syllabic,  cTcn  when  accompanied  by  the  presence  of 
a  certain  number  of  feet, — nay,  although  (which 
does  not  always  happen)  those  feet  should  scan 
regularly,  and  haTO  been  all  cofbited  accurately 
upon  the  fingers,— is  not  the  whole  art  of  poetry. 
We  would  entreat  him  to  believe,  that  a  certain 
portion  of  liveliness,  somewhat  of  fancy,  is  neces* 
sary  to  constitute  a  poem,  and  that  a  pofm  in  the 
present  day,  to  be  read,  must  contain  as  least  one 
thought,  either  in  a  littie  degree  different  from  the 
ideas  of  former  writers,  or  differently  expressed. 
We  put  it  to  his  candor,  whether  there  is  any  thing 
so  deserving  the  name  of  poetry  in  verses  like  the 
following,  written  in  1806 ;  and  whether,  if  a  youth 
of  eighteen  could  my  any  thing  so  unintereiting  to 
his  ancestors,  a  youth  of  nineteen  should  publish  !t: 


fto  dhMl  In  fOM,  vkh  *•  MM  flOHlMiM ; 
Tlw  fcm  af  yi  kite'*  In  M'ar  eu  tafrt. 

••  Ttet  taw,  Md  tliM  iMnai7,  nyi  vll  In  chHWk 
Be  TMn  tlHC  ha  m*v  vQl  dhfnM  joor  ranovii ; 
Un7a««Wk»l««,orBtoyoawfl  topariihj 
Wkn  4M^rM,  ■■J  bB  "^h  UidMi  vsa  TMr  Mm.* 

Kow  WO  positively  do  assert,  that  there  Is  nothing 
better  than  these  stansas  in  the  whole  oompam  (d 
the  noble  minor's  volume. 

Lord  Byron  should  also  have  a  care  of  attempting 
what  the  greatest  poets  have  done  before  him.  Cor 
oomparisons  (as  he  must  have  had  occasion  to  soo 
at  his  writing-master's)  are  odious.— Oray's  Ode  om 
Bton  College  should  really  have  kept  out  the  ton 
hobbling  stansas  *<  On  a  distant  View  of  the  Yillago 
and  School  of  Hanow." 


453 
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"  VkBM  fea^  yiBt  Jap  to  vetnee  *•  II 
Oe  oobhmIh,  In  MHMUripaBd  ndi 


WUEh  iMU  b  tfai  boMSB,  amvh  hope  h  dnriad." 

In  Ukt  manneri  the  exquisite  lines  of  Mr.  Bogers, 
^Ona  Tttttf"  might  hsye  warned  the  noble  author 
off  those  premises,  and  spared  us  a  whole  dozen 
■nek  stansas  as  the  following : 

•<MIIdCiHutt7*iglov, 
Tboin 


Ami  k*  dnr  h  dWHed  In  a  TMr. 

**  na  rau  doam*d  to  tail 
WlihttwUHtortbegda, 


Ai  ha  banda  o'ar  Am  WKf, 
Wbkh  laajr  Kan  ba  Ua  fimve, 
Tha  gnen  apaiUea  brigtal  with  a  Tsar." 

And  so  of  instanoes  in  which  former  poets  had 
liUled.  Thus,  we  do  not  think  Lord  Byron  vaa 
made  for  translating,  during  his  nonage,  **  Adrian's 
Address  to  his  Soul,"  when  Pope  sucoeeded  so 
indifierently  in  the  attempt.  If  our  readers,  how- 
mer,  are  of  another  opinion,  they  may  look  at  it 

«  Ahl  fcntla, Seetfiif,  wavnlnf  ■priie. 
Ataid  and  aanalala  of  lUi  daj  1 

To  whal  uaknowa  i«|^  bamas 
WUt  dwa  now  wiag  ihj  dbtiuit  fligfatf 
Na  Boae  wiih  wsMad  bumor  §■/, 


Howerer,  be  this  as  it  may,  we  fear  his  transla- 
tions and  imitations  are  great  favorites  with  Lord 
Byron.  We  have  them  of  all  kinds,  from  Anaereon 
to  Oasian ;  and,  viewing  them  as  school  exercises, 
they  may  pass.  Only,  why  print  them  after  they 
nave  had  their  day  and  served  their  turn?  And 
why  call  the  thing  in  p.  79*  a  translation,  where 
two  words  (^cXo)  Uytiv)  of  the  original  are  expanded 
into  four  lines,  and  the  other  thing  in  p.  81, t  where 
fUffot^KTtais  «-o5'  bipaif  is  rendered  by  means  of  six 
hobblin^f  verses?  As  to  his  Ossianic  poesy,  we  are 
not  very  good  judges,  being,  in  truth,  so  moderately 
skilled  in  that  species  of  composition,  that  we 
should,  in  all  probability,  be  criticising  some  bit  of 
the  genuine  Macpherson  itself,  were  we  to  express 
our  opinion  of  Lord  Byron's  rhapsodies.  If,  then, 
the  f^lowing  beginning  of  a  *<  Song  of  Bards  "  is 
1^  his  his  lordship,  we  venture  to  object  to  it,  as  far 
as  we  can  comprehend  it«.  **  What  form  rises  on 
the  rosr  of  clouds,  whose  dark  ghost  gleams  on  the 
red  stream  of  tempests  ?  His  voice  rolls  on  the 
thunder;  'tis  Orla,  the  brown  chief  of  Oithona. 
He  was,"  &c.  After  detaining  this  '*  brown  chief 
some  time,  the  bards  conclude  by  giving  him  their 
advice  to  "raise his  fair  locks;"  then  to  "spread 
them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow; "  and  "  to  smile 
through  the  tears  of  the  storm."  Of  this  kind  of 
thing  there  are  no  less  than  nine  pages ;  and  we  can 
so  hr  venture  an  opinion  in  their  iSavor,  that  they 
look  very  like  Macpherson;  and  we  are  positive 
they  are  pretty  nearly  as  stupid  and  tiresome. 

It  is  a  sort  of  privilege  of  poets  to  be  egotists : 
but  they  should  "use  it  as  not  abusing  It;"  and 
particularly  one  who  piques  himself  (though  indeed 
at  the  ripe  age  of  nineteen)  of  being  **  an  infant 

•  Sea  j«fe  421.  t  f*t»  «1. 


bard,"— ("The  arUess  Helicon  I  boast  is  yoatiL'  I 
--ahould  either  not  know,  or  should  seem  not  t* 
know,  so  much  about  his  own  ancestry.  Besides  a 
poem  above  cited,  on- the  fiunily  seat  of  the  Byrons, 
we  have  another  of  eleven  pages,  on  the  seU-aamk 
subject,  introduced  with  an  apology,  "  he  certainly 
had  no  intention  of  inserting  it,"  but  really  "  the 
particular  request  of  some  friends,"  &c.  ftc.  It 
concludes  with  Ave  stansas  on  himself,  "the  last 
and  youngest  of  a  noble  line."  There  is  a  good 
deal  also  about  his  maternal  ancestors,  in  a  poem  oa 
Lachin  y  Gair,  a  mountain  where,  he  spent»  (act.  of 
his  youth,  and  might  have  learned  tiliat  pibroch  is 
not  a  bagpipe,  any  more  than  duet  means  a  fiddle. 

As  the  author  has  dedicated  so  large  a  part  of  his 
T^ume  to  immortalize  his  employments  at  school 
and  at  college,  we  cannot  possibly  dismiss  it  with- 
out presenting  the  reader  with  a  specimen  of  these 
ingenious  efiusions*  In  an  ode  with  a  Greek  motto, 
called  Granta,  we  have  the  following  mfl^puificent 
stansas: 

^IB]V|  In  Bpaitawnto  HnaO  and  uaniji, 

Tha  flandidala  Car  aoO^a  friM 
■Hi  parii«  IV  Iha  i^nlgte  )»np» 

Goes  lala  to  bad,  j«t  eaijj  riaoa. 

•«  Wte  laaih  aiaa  QMlitte  In  ariib 
Or  pmilea  o'er  the  deep  uhnfie^ 
Dapdrad  of  manj  a  wlK>leaania  mail, 

*•  HanouBcfciy  arwy  plaaabf  pfefa^ 
Ftan  nwhrw  aC  UMMa-nNi 
Ppifeuinf  la  dw  leoac'd  M(t 
Tbe  aquare  of  die  hypodKnoM. 


We  are  sorry  to  hear  so  bad  an  aooonnt  of  ilit 
college  psalmody  as  is  contained  in  the  followi^f 
Attic  stansas : 

••  Ot»  flhair  waoU  kMdIy  ba  aaaiMd 
fifan  «B  a  band  of  mw  faagtaMtPi 


To  anch  a  aat  of  cnaUnf  Amen. 
« If  Darid.  whan  Ui  tab  «««  ended, 


•  hndaa'araBMBdodi 


But  whatever  judgment  may  be  passed  on  tbe 
poems  of  this  noble  minor,  it  seems  we  must  take 
them  as  we  find  them,  and  be  content;  fbr  tbej  are 
the  last  we  shall  ever  have  from  him.  He  h,  at 
best,  he  says,  but  an  intruder  into  the  groves  of 
Parnassus ;  he  never  lived  in  a  garret,  like  thonmgii- 
bred  poets ;  and  "  diougfa  he  once  roved  a  caorelesi 
mountaineer  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,**  be 
has  not  of  late  enjoyed  this  advantage.  Moiwua, 
he  expects  no  profit  from  his  publication;  and, 
whether  it  succeeds  or  not,  "it  is  higUy  impvdbft- 
ble,  from  his  situation  and  pursuits  herei^ftar,'*  Hiaft 
he  should  again  condescend  to  become  an  author. 
Therefore,  let  us  take  what  we  get,  and  be  thaaklbL 
What  right  have  we  poor  devfls  to  be  nice  ?  We 
are  well  off  to  have  got  so  much  from  a  man  of  iSUa 
lord*8  station,  who  does  not  live  in  a  ganvCt  hut 
"  has  the  sway  **  of  Kewstead  Abbey.  Again,  w* 
say,  let  us  be  thankful ;  and,  vrith  honest  SaachOy 
bid  God  bless  the  giver,  nor  look  the  gift  hoiw  im 
the  month. 


ENGLISH   BARDS 


AKD 


SCOTCH   RE  VIE  WEES;* 

A  SATIRE. 


••  I  kiri  mtar  to  «  UttM,  Md  «y  Mv  I 


■  torti  «•  lav*  I  UMl  j«t  lb  tCMb 

pora. 


A  nm  edition  of  the  "Snglish  Bards  snd 
Seoteh  Henewen,**  fn  which  Lord  Byron  Intro- 
laeed  mrrenl  alto&tions  and  coirectionBi  waa  pre- 
pared b&  1812,  Irat  waa,  at  hit  deaire,  deatrojed  on 
the  ere  of  pablieatiom.  One  copy  of  thb  edition 
alone  escaped,  from  which  the  aatire  haa  heen  printed 
in  the  pfreaent  Tolume.  The  Author  re-perused  the 
poem  in  the  latter  part  of  the  summer  in  1816,  after 
hia  flnal  dc(partare  from  England.  He  at  that  time 
also  ooKTected  the  text  in  sereral  places,  and  added 
a  few  notes  and  observattona  in  the  margin,  which 
the  te^er  wffl  lind  inserted.  On  tiie  blank  leaf 
preeediag  the  title-page  of  the  copy  ih>m  which  he 
lead.  Lead  Byron  has  written— '<  The  binding  of 
this  Tofaime  is  considerably  toe  Taluable  for  the 
eeotents  ;  and  nothing  but  the  consideration  of  its 
being  tiie  property  of  another  preTenta  ne  from 
eonajgning  this  miserable  record  of  mispUeed  anger 
and  InAiserimlnate  acrimony  to  tike  flames." 


PREPACfi.t 

All  my  friends,  learned  and  unlearned,  ha^e  urged 
lae  not  to  publish  this  satire  with  my  name.  If  I 
were  to  be  "  tamed  from  the  career  of  my  humor 
by  quibbles  quick,  and  paper  bullets  of  the  brain,*' 
I  should  luiTe  complied  with  their  counsel.    But  I 
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am  not  to  be  tenifled  by  abuse,  or  b^Uied  by  wsii» 
ers,  with  or  without  arm*.  I  ean  safely  say  that  1 
haTe  attaeked  none  penonally  who  did  not  eon- 
mence  on  tiie  oibnsire.  An  anthoi%  works  aia 
public  property :  he  who  purohaaes  may  judge,  aftd 
publish  his  opinion  if  he  pleases ;  and  the  aiitkoM 
I  haye  endeavored  to  commemorate  nmy  do  fay  ne 
as  I  haTO  done  by  them:  I  dare  any  they  will 
auoeeed  better  in  eondomning  my  scribblngs  thaa 
in  mending  their  own.  But  my  objeet  is  aoi  to 
proTe  that  I  can  write  wdl,  but,  if  possible,  to  make 
others  write  better* 

As  the  poem  has  met  with  far  aosare  sweesss  thtft 
I  expected,  I  hsTO  endeaTored  in  this  edition  te 
make  some  additions  and  alterations,  to  rsndsr  It 
more  worthy  of  pabUc  peruaaL 

In  the  first  edition  of  this  satire,  published  aaonyw 
monaly,  Iburteen  Unea  on  the  snl^eot  of  Bowies'* 
Pope  were  written  by,  and  inserted  at  the  leqvast 
of,  an  iagenSowB  frisnd  of  mine,  who  has  now  in  dw 
press  a  ToUune  of  poetry.  In  the  present  editiM 
tiiey  are  eraaed,  and  aome  of  my  own  substituted  in 
their  stead;  mj  only  reason  for  this  being  that 
which  I  conceiTO  would  operate  with  ai^  othsr 
peraon  in  the  same  manner,  a  determination  not  to 
pubUah  with  my  name  any  production  which  waa 
not  entirely  and  exclusively  my  own  eosaposltion. 

With  *  regard  to  the  real  tidents  of  many  of  the 
poetical  persons  whose  performances  are  mentioned 
or  alluded  to  in  the  following  pages,  it  is  prssumed 
by  the  author  that  there  ean  be  Uttle  ^Ofcenoe  of  ' 
opinion  in  the  public  at  large ;  though,  Bke  oth«r 
sectaries,  each  has  his  separate  tabernacle  of  prose- 
lytes, by  whom  his  abilities  are  otemted,  his  ftMlti 
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•verlooked,  and  his  metncal  canons  reoeiTedivitliont 
■craple  and  without  consideration.  But  the  nnqnes- 
tionable  possession  of  considerable  genios  by  sereral 
of  the  writers  here  censored  renders  their  mental 
prostitution  more  to  be  regretted.  Imbecility  may  be 
pitied,  or,  at  worst,  laughed  at  and  forgotten ;  per- 
Tcrted  powers  demand  the  most  decided  reprehension. 
No  one  can  wish  more  than  the  author  that  some 
known  and  able  writer  had  undertaken  their  ezpos- 
ore ;  but  Mr.  Oiffordhas  deroted  himself  to  Massin- 
ger,  and,  in  the  absence  of  the  regular  physician,  a 
country  practitioner  may,  in  cases  of  absolute  neces- 
sity, be  allowed  to  prescribe  his  nostrum  to  prerent 
the  extension  of  so  deplorable  aa  epidemic,  provided 
there  be  no  quackery  in  his  treatment  of  the  mal- 
ady. A  caustic  is  here  offered,  as  it  is  to  be  feared 
nothing  short  of  actual  cautery  can  reooyer  the 
numerous  patients  afflicted  with  the  present  prera- 
lentLand  distressing  rabiet  for  rhyming.— As  to  the 
Edinburgh  Beriewcrs  it  would  indeed  require  an 
Hercules  to  crush  the  Hydra;  but  if  the  author 
succeeds  in  merely  "  bruising  one  of  the  heads  of 
the  serpent,"  though  Ids  own  hand  should  suffer  in 
the  encounter,  he  will  be  amply  satisfied. 


8TZLL*  must  I  hear  ?— shall  hoarse  Fitsgeraldf  bawlj 
His  creaking  couplets  in  a  tayem  hall, 
And  I  not  sing,  lest,  haply,  Scotch  reyiews 
Should  dub  me  scribbler,  and  denounce  my  muse  ? 
Prepave  fbr  rhyme— I  '11  publish,  right  or  wrong : 
Fools  are  my  theme,  let  satire  be  my  song. 

Ok  I  nature's  noblest  gift— my  gray  goose-quill  I 
BUye  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  will, 
Xom  from  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen. 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men ! 
The  pen  foradoom'd  to  aid  the  mental  throes 
Of  brains  that  labor,  big  with  yerse  or  prose, 
Though  nymphs  forsake,  and  critics  may  deride. 
The  lover's  solace,  and  tiie  author's  pride. 
What  wits !  what  poeU  dost  thou  daily  raise  1 
How  frequent  is  thy  use,  how  small  thy  praise ! 
Oondemn'd  at  length  to  be  forgotten  quite, 
With  all  the  pages  which  'twas  thine  to  write. 
But  thou,  at  lesst,  mine  own  especial  pen ! 
Once  laid  aside,  but  now  assumed  again. 
Our  task  complete,  like  Hamet'sj  shall  be  free ; 
Though  spum'd  by  others,  yet  buoyed  by  me : 
Then  let  us  soar  to-day ;  no  common  theme, 
Ko  eastern  vision,  no  distemper'd  dreamjl 
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Inspires    our  path,  though  ftiU  of  'lionis,  la  plafci 
Smooth  be  the  verse,  and  easy  be  the  strain. 

When  Vice  triumphant  holds  her  sov'relgn  swaje 
Obey'd  by  aU  who  nought  beside  obey ; 
When  Folly,  frequent  harbinger  of  crfaae. 
Bedecks  her  cap  with  bells  of  every  dime ; 
When  knaves  and  fools  combined  o'er  all  ] 
And  weigh  their  justice  in  a  golden  scale ; 
E'en  then  the  boldest  start  from  public  i 
Afraid  of  shame,  unknown  to  other  fearsy 
More  darkly  sin,  by  satire  kept  in  awe, 
And  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  from  law. 

Such  is  the  force  of  wit !  but  not  belong 

To  me  the  arrows  of  satiric  song ; 

The  royal  vices  of  our  age  demand 

A  keener  weapon,  and  a  mightier  hand. 

Still  there  are  follies,  e'en  for  me  to  chase, 

And  yield  at  least  amusement  in  the  race: 

Laugh  when  I  laugh,  I  seek  no  other  (amsb 

The  cry  is  up,  and  scribblers  are  my  game. 

Speed,  Pegasus  1 — ye  strains  of  great 

Ode,  epic,  elegy,  have  at  you  aU ! 

I  too  can  scrawl,  and  once  upon  a  time 

I  pour'd  along  the  town  a  flood  of  rhyme, 

A  sohoolboy  freak,  unworthy  praise  or  blama; 

I  printed— older  children  do  the  same. 

'TIS  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print; 

A  book's  a  book,  although  there's  nothing  in*t. 

Not  that  a  title's  sounding  charm  can  sava 

Or  scrawl  or  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave : 

This  Lambe  must  own,*  since  his  patzidan  nan 

Fail'd  to  preserve  the  spurious  farce  from  shaau 

No  matter,  George  continues  still  to  write^ 

Though  now  the  name  is  veil'd  from  public 

Moved  by  the  great  example,  I  pursue 

The  self-same  road,  but  make  my  own  review : 

Not  seek  great  Jeffirey's,  yet,  like  him,  will  ba 

Self-constituted  judge  of  poesy. 

A  man  must  serve  his  time  to  ev'ry  trade 
Save  censure — critics  all  are  ready  made. 
Take  hackney'd  jokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rota^ 
With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquota ; 
A  mind  well  skill'd  to  find  or  forge  a  fault; 
A  turn  for  punning,  call  it  Attic  salt ; 
To  Jeffirey  go,  be  silent  and  discreet. 
His  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  shaet : 
Fear  not  to  lie*  'twill  seem  a  sharper  hit; 
Shrink  not  from  blasphemy,  'twill  pass  fbr  wH; 
Care  not  for  feelings-pass  your  proper  jest. 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  cazess'd.  a 

And  shall  we  own  such  judgment  ?  no    aa  aooa 

Seek  roses  in  December— ice  in  June ; 

Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  oom  in  chaff; 

Believe  a  woman  or  an  epitaph, 

Or  any  other  thing  that's  false,  before 

Tou  trust  in  critics,  who  themselves  are  sore, 

Or  yield  one  single  thought  to  be  misled 

By  Jefiey's  hcj/irt  or  Lambe's  Bosotlan  head.{ 
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Oomhliied  uwikf  im  <m  the  throat  of  tast*; 
To  thaoo,  whm  mthon  bend  ia  k«mble  awe, 
AbA  hid  tiieir  Toioe  aa  trath,  their  woid  aa  law— 
While  theee  are  eeaaan, 'twooUl  be  ain  to  apere ; 
While aach  an  eritiee,  why  ahoald  I  forbear? 
Bat  yet,  ao  near  all  meden  worthiee  nm, 
TIa  doabtiBl  whom  to  aeek,  or  whoai  to  ahan ; 
Nor  know  we  when  to  apare,  or  where  to  atrike. 


Ottbakbaadi 


I  axe  ao  nnch  alike. 


^Then  ahoald  yon  aak  me,  why  I  Tentore  o'er 
The  path  which  Pope  and  Oifford  trod  before ; 
If  not  yet  sicken'd,  yon  can  stiU  proceed : 
Oo  on ;  my  rhyme  will  tell  yon  aa  you  read. 
Bnt  hold !  X  ezdainu  a  friend,-^iere'a  some  neglect ; 
Thia— that— and  't  other  line  seem  incorrect. 
What  then  ?  the  self-same  blunder  Pope  haa  got. 
And  carelesa  Dryden— ay^^ut  Pye  haa  not,— 
Indeed  I-^tia  granted,  faith  !-4mt  what  care  I  ? 
Better  to  err  with  Pope,  than  shine  with  Pye. 

TSme  was,  era  yet  in  these  degenerate  daya, 
Ignobie  themea  obtain'd  mistaken  praise. 
When  sense  and  wit  with  poesy  allied. 
No  ftUed  gracea»  ionrfah'd  side  by  aide ; 
From  the  same  fount  their  inapizatioa  drew. 
And,  rear'd  by  taste,  bloom'd  fairer  aa  they  grew. 
Then,  in  thia  happy  isle,  a  Pope's  pure  atrain 
Bought  the  rapt  aonl  to  charm,  nor  sought  in  vain; 
A  poliah'd  nation's  praise  aspired  to  claim, 
And  raised  tiie  people's,  aa  the  poet'a  fame, 
lake  him  great  Dryden  pour'd  Uie  tide  of  aong, 
In  atmaa  leaa  amooth,  indeed,  yet  doably  strong. 
Then  Congrere'a  aeenee  could  cheer,  or  Otway'a 

melt— 
For  natore  then  an  Engliah  audience  felt. 
But  why  theee  naaaea,  or  greater  still,  retrace, 
When  iJl  to  feebler  barda  reeign  their  place  ? 
Tet  to  auch  timea  oar  lingering  looks  are  cast, 
When  taato  and  reaaon  with  thoae  timea  are  paat. 
Now  look  around,  and  turn  each  trifling  page, 
Surrey  the  precious  works  that  please  the  age ; 
This  truth  at  leaat  let  satire's  self  allow, 
No  dearth  of  bards  can  be  complain'd  of  now : 
The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labor  groans. 
And  printera*  devila  ahake  their  weary  bonee ; 
While  Southey's  epics  cram  the  creaking  ahelvea, 
And  little's  lyrics  shine  in  hot-press'd  twelTes. 
fTkoa  aatth  the  preacher :  B  "  Nought  beneath  the 

aun; 
la  new,"  yet  still  from  change  to  change  we  run : 
What  Taried  wonders  tempt  ua  aa  they  pass  I 
The  cow-pox,  tractors,  galvaniam,  and  gas. 
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la  Ivai  appear,  to  make  the  Tolgar  attta. 
Till  the  awotai  bobble  burata— and  all  is  air  t 
Nor  leaa  saw  aehools  of  poetiy  arise. 
Where  dall  pretenders  grapple  for  the  priae: 
O'or  taato  awhile  theae  paeudo-barda  preraU ; 
Bach  eoantry  book-dub  bows  the  knee  to  Baal, 
And,  harling  lawfU  geniua  from  the  throne, 
Brecto  a  ahrine  and  idol  of  Ita  own ; 
Some  leaden  calf— tut  whom  it  mattera  not, 
FroBi  aoariag  Southey  down  to  groTeUing  Stott* 

Behold  I  in  rarioua  throngs  the  acribbling  eresr, 
For  Botioe  eager,  paaa  in  long  reriew : 
Bach  apura  hia  jaded  Pegaaua  apace, 
And  rhyme  and  blank  maintain  an  equal  laoa  • 
Sonnets  on  aonneto  crowd,  and  ode  on  ode : 
And  talea  of  terror  joatle  on  the  road : 
Immeaanrable  measures  more  along ; 
For  aimpering  folly  lovca  a  Taried  song, 
To  strange  mysterious  duUneea  still  the  friend. 
Admires  the  strain  she  cannot  comprehend. 
Thaa  Laya  of  Minstrelsf— may  they  be  the  last!-^ 
On  half-strung  harps  whine  moumfal  to  the  blast* 
While  mountain  spirits  prate  to  rirer  aprites. 
That  damea  may  liaten  to  the  aound  at  nighto ; 
And  goblin  brata,  of  Gilpin  Homer's  brood, 
peeoy  young  border-nobles  through  the  wood. 
And  skip  at  every  step,  Lord  knowa  how  high. 
And  frighten  foolish  babea,  the  Lord  knows  whjt 
While  high-bom  ladies  in  their  magic  cell, 
Foibidding  knights  to  read  who  cannot  spell, 
Despateh  a  courier  to  a  wisard'a  graye. 
And  flght  with  honeat  men  to  ahield  a  knaTO. 

Next  Tiew  in  atete,  proud  prancing  on  hiaraaa* 
The  golden-created  haughty  Mannion, 
Now  forging  aorolls,  now  foremost  in  the  fl^t, 
Not  quito  a  felon,  yet  but  half  a  knight, 
The  gibbet  or  the  field  prepared  to  grace, 
A  mighty  mixture  of  the  great  and  base. 
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Ajidthuik'tiUkoa^Soott!  V7v»incofii€eitp«Kohfl]iflfi» 
On  public  taste  to  foigt  thy  stale  romenoe, 
Though  Murray  with  his  Miller  may  oombine 
To  yield  thy  muse  just  half-a-crown  per  line  ? 
No !  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  ta  trade* 
Their  bays  are  sear,  their  former  laurels  fade. 
Let  such  forego  the  poet*s  sacred  name, 
"Who  rack  their  brains  for  lucre,  not  for  fame: 
Still  for  atesm  Mammon  may  they  toil  in  Tain, 
And  sadly  gace  on  gold  they  cannot  gain  I 
Such  be  their  meed,  such  still  the  just  reward 
Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard ! 
For  this  we  spurn  Apollo's  venal  son, 
And  bid  a  long  "good  night  to  Marmion/'^ 

These  are  the  themes  that  claim  our  plaudits  now; 
These  are  the  bards  to  whom  the  muse  must  bow ; 
While  .Milton,  Dryden,  Pope,  alike  forgot, 
Resign  their  hallowed  bays  to  Walter  Scott. 

The  time  has  been,  when  yet  the  muse  was  young, 
When  Homer  swept  the  lyre,  and  Maro  sung, 
An  epic  scarce  ten  centuries  could  claim, 
While  awe-struck  nations  hail*d  the  magic  name ! 
The  work  of  each  Immortal  bard  appears 
The  single  wonder  of  a  thousand  years.t 
Empires  hare  moulder*d  from  the  face  of  earth. 
Tongues  have  expired  with  those  who  gave  them 

birth, 
Wldiout  the  glory  such  a  strain  can  give, 
As  even  in  ruin  bids  the  language  live. 
Not  so  with  us,  though  minor  bards  content. 
On  one  great  work  a  life  of  labor  spent : 
With  eagl^inions  soaring  to  the  skies. 
Behold  the%aUifd-monger  Southey  rise  I 
To  him  let  Camoens,  Milton,  Tasso  yield, 
Whose  annual  strains,  like  armies,  take  tiie  field. 
First  in  the  ranks  see  Joan  of  Arc  advance. 
The  scourge  of  Bngland  and  the  boast  of  France  I 
Though  burnt  by  wicked  Bedford  for  a  witoh, 
Behold  her  statue  placed  in  glory's  niche ; 
Her  fetters  burst,  and  just  released  from  prison, 
A  Tiigia  phttaiz  from  her  ashes  risen. 
N«zt  see  tremendous  Thalaba  come  on,t 
Arabia's  mQustrous,  wild  and  wond'rous  son ; 
Domdaniel's  dread  destroyer,  who  o'erthrew 
More  mad  magicians  than  the  world  e'er  knew. 
Immortal  hero !  all  thy  foes  o'ercome, 
For  ever  reign — ^the  rival  of  Tom  Thumb ! 
Slnee  startled  metre  fled  before  thy  face. 
Well  wert  thou  doom'd  the  last  of  all  thy  race ! 
Well  might  triumphant  genii  bear  thee  hence, 
niustrious  conquerer  of  common  sense ! 
Now,  last  and  greatest  Madoc  spreads  his  sails, 
Oadque  in  Mexico  and  prince  in  Wales : 
Tells  us  strange  tdes,  as  other  travellers  do. 
More  old  than  MandevUle's  and  not  so  true. 


•rilMiy  BfaMM,  bqoin,  on  llw  dnth  of  hona«  Mumioo. 

t  Am^mOAymejhmnkmif  co«MOtMl  with  the  11017  of  ibe  Hhd,  tbqir 
WirabBMiteelaMedMoaegmaidtalHOikd  pooD.    U  aUudiac  to  Mitton 
e  LiMt,"  and  "  GieruMJamne  Ubmla,' 


><  Jmakleia  Conqnend  "  of  te 
■all  1,  TT  -^  -  »FMwanB«galiMd"  oTUm  EnflWi  iaid,  ofaialiMd  «  pn>- 
yarfioMttcekM^totlMlrfaiiMrpotiM.    Oneiy :  Which  of  Mr.  Southqrt 


I  Ttakbk,  Mr.  Boa^Bf'i  «ea«l  poom,  b  wHttn  bi  opan  daSuM  or  pm- 
ca*HlMd|ioalir.  llb.B.«MHdtopradnM«Mia0(liiDfnovel,Radmaeeeedad 
m  t  tlnntn  Joi«  of  Aic  «M  wnmttMio  enough,  but  Tbalaba  WW  oiM  of 
|MMV«w*'«hkh,"bi  the  wonbofPuna,  ••  wiU bs fMd whSD Ba 
Md  YbyO  M«  finfottM.  htt-iNiaii  Ami." 


Oh!  So«theyt  SmtfMgr ! •  mu0 tjqr ««M«a^rl 
A  bard  may  ohaat  too  often  and  toe  kngs 
As  thou  art  strong  in  verse/ in  mercy  ^^ara  I 
A  fourth,  alaa  1  were  m«re  than  we  covUl  bear. 
But  if,  in  spite  of  all  the  world  easi  aaf , 
Thou  still  wilt  veraeward  plod  thy  weary  way; 
If  still  in  Berkley  ballads  most  uncivil, 
Thou  wilt  devote  old  women  to  the  devil,t 
The  babe  unborn  thy  dread  intent  may  roe : 
*<  God  help  ihee,"  Southey,  and  thy  leadscs  too4 

§Next  comes  the  dull  disciple  of  thy  schoat 
That  mild  apostate  from  poetic  rule, 
The  simple  Wordsworth,  framer  of  a  lay 
As  soft  as  evening  in  his  favorite  May, 
Who  warns  his  friend  "  to  shake  off  toil  and  trouUs 
And  quit  his  books  for  fear  of  growing  double ;  "| 
Who,  both  by  precept  and  example,  shows 
That  prose  is  verse,  and  verse  is  merely  prose; 
Convincing  all,  by  demonstration  plain, 
Poetic  souls  delight  in  prose  msane ; 
And  Christmas  stories  tortured  into  rhyme 
Contain  the  essence  of  the  true  sublime. 
Thus,  when  he  tells  the  tale  of  Betty  Foy, 
The  idiot  mother  of  "  an  idiot  boy ;" 
A  moon-struck,  silly  lad,  who  lost  his  way, 
And,  like  his  bard,  confounded  night  with  dfeyi  Y 
So  close  on  each  pathetic  part  he  dwdls. 
And  each  adventure  so  sublimely  tells. 
That  all  who  view  the  **  idiot  in  his  glory, 
Oonoeive  the  bard  th«  hero  of  the  story. 

Shall  gentle  Coleridge  pass  unnotioed  hers» 
To  turgid  ode  and  tumid  atansa  dear  ? 
Though  themes  of  innocence  amuae  him  bask, 
Yet  still  obscurity's  a  welcome  guest 
If  Inspiration  should  her  aid  refuse 
To  him  who  takes  a  pixy  for  amuse,^* 
Tet  none  in  lofty  numben  oan  surpass 
The  bard  who  soars  to  elegixo  an  aaa. 
So  well  the  subject  suits  his  nobis  mind. 
He  bnya,  the  laureat  of  the  long-ear'd  kittd.Tt 


We  tof  Mr.  Soodiej'B  paidoo  i ,      .r^.^^ 

epfc."  See  hU  pfcfcee.  Whjr  hepfedcKtadod?  •*!  t^vtaM?  C«*hf 
thB  UleioiiiMittiarMMienCoiiKl«ufle«tP|«,Ogar7,Bii^tndgHft 
Mkbea  Cowky,  here  out  exahed  the  epJc  tmm;  but  ■•  Mrja^*^ 
poem  "dladalB*  Ih*  eppBtUtioit,**  iJlow  m  to  uk— hu  he  "^'^"^^^''^ 
(hlnf  beOwbMlMdr  arimrthabeoeniMiltoilwl8h-RUMdBi*Mah 
the  queaflljr  M  wdJ  M  (be  quaSty  of  hie  fcnef 

t  See  "Thi  OW  Wonwi  of  Berkley,"  «  UUad,  by  Mr.  Soolhur,  •!»««  •■ 
and  gentlevoman  ta  carried  away  bf  BeefariMib,  on  a  "bl|b-t««inr  h«» 

I  The  k«  Baa,  «  God  help  thM."  ia  ea  evidBot  pkckita*  tai  ••  A* 
>«ofahi  to  Mr.  Soulhc^,  on  hli  daetyliea : 

•<Godhglpthn,amyo     " 


aad  Coleridge,  hmi  »tm  h 


{  Agalmt  ±b  peMf*  oaWenlMeith 

I  I^ifaaiaaIlad^pw4.-"TheTaUeaTiinied."   WtumL 
M  Up,  ep,  my  friend,  ami  ehar  y«wlaaba| 
Why  eU  tUa  loQ  aad  tmd4e  r 
1>P>  «Pi  nr  McwW  •^  V*^  TMT  boob, 
Or  atirely  fou*D  gnm  doubk.** 
T  Mr.  W.  hi  hb  pwfaoo  hbon  bard  lo  pian  thai  jmm  aad  m»" 
m^h  tha  aime;  aad  eeitalaly  hia  pveeopu  and  pnste  ■•  «d4r  ■* 
miMbla. 

*•  And  thua  lo  Betty*i  queatbns  he 
Mule  anwer  Ilka  a  teavcUer  boU, 
The  cock  dU  mnt,  ta-whoOk  to-«hoe^ 
And  the  sua  dU  ahine  eo  eoU,**  4e.  as. 

Xp*"^  *«■*.  ^«- 
••  Colaiidpli  Paeia^  p>  11,  Soap  of  fee  Pbdee,  L  e.  Dii  mrti  W 
>. «,  we  taw  ••  liaea  to  a  Yoaag  Lady ,- "  and  ^  ««,  •' Lbei  «•  •  I** 

bUihaCierhknoftheaatfae.    In  aO  Ibnner  eJAkws  Ow  Itae  «M* 
"  A  feBbv-Mhis  whoa  as  woBdYaai  Uad." 


XHGUHH  E4BM  AMD  SCXnCB  BXTDKWEBB. 
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I  PoBMras  a  di««h-7nd ! 

on  andMt  taiote  tiiou  tdEMt  fhjttni, 
By  gfiik-l^  «pMtM  hdl'd  thy  UBdrad  tead; 
Or  tntwl  ehftsto  dMcnptioB  Oft  tbypago. 
To  pkMft  tibe  imilni  of  ow  snoAwt  age : 
AU  bail,  M.  P. !  •  ftwn  whooo  InteDftl  tedft 
Tlim  ihMlid  pbntmM  ^idK  a  giUj  imbi ; 
At  wlMMO  emumaiid   "giiB 


lad  kia«i  oflln,  of  wUmt,  nd  of  efeadi, 
With*«aBoUsi^Bea/'  •<  wild  7as«n»"  and  whd- 

aot. 
To  flMWB  villi  iMMMT  thM  and  Waltv  Soott ; 
Acaiaatthaa!  if talaaUkotUnomayplaaao, 
St  Luke  alono  cam  vaaqiiali  Hn  diaaaao ; 
BTea  Sataa'tMlf  with  thM  ai^t  dread  to  duallt 
Aad  ia  thy  sk^  difloan  a  doipv  iMlL 

wBo  ift  oofk  gaiiOy  ■orrauadod  by  a  ahoiv 

Of  Hxf^  aioltlag,  aot  to  Yoata's  llio. 

With  aparklii^  eyas  aad  ehoak  hy  paiaioa  flaah'd, 

Strikoi  kb  wild  lyro,  whilst  listoiing  daaioi  aia 

haah'd? 
lb  little  f  yoaag  OataUas  of  hia  day, 
Aa  fweeC,  bat  as  immond,  ia  his  lay ! 
Giiafod  to  eoodflBtti,  the  amsa  most  ftill  be  Josti 
Nor  spare  metodkwia  adrooatea  of  test. 
Pan  is  the  flame  whidi  o'er  bar  altor  baiaa ; 
fhtffsseer  inoeaee  with  djsgast  she  taias ; 
Tet  kmd  to  yoath,  this  ezpiatioa  o'er, 
SheUdstiiee  ''sMMlthy  Uae.faadsiaBOflMsa.*' 

For  1hee»  traadatar  of  the  tfaiael  aoag, 

To  whom  saeh  ^tteriag  oraameats  belong, 

HiboaiaaStnagfordl  withthiaeeyeaof  blae,t 

And  boasted  leeks  of  red  or  anbora  hae, 

Wbses  plaintive  etnda  eaeh  loreeick  i 

And  o'er  hamonloBS  ftatiaa)  half  expires, 

Lena,  if  tlMQ  eaast,  to  yield  thiae  aathor's 

Norvend  thy  soaaets  oa  a  £dse  preteaoe. 

Tbiak'st  tkoa  to  gaia  thy  iwse  a  highei 

By  ifreseiiig  Ouaoeae|iBasaitof  laeel 

Xend,  Stiaaglbrd!  aiead  thy  motels  aad  thy  tasto ; 

BewBimyhvtpare;  beamoreas,  batohasto: 

Cetse  todceelTo;  thy  piliv'd  harp  lestoie, 

Nor  taaek  tlM  lAsisa  bard  to  copy  Moore. 

IBeboldi— je  tarto I  oae  momeat ^are  the  tea^- 
Hayley'slaat  work,  aad  weeat   uatil  his  aeat ; 


ImK  a  Tto  BMSMM,  HflMid  to  te  wrina  bf  Mr.  MiL 
t  b  Ite  s^lBil  flMMH^  ••  Maad  ar  Mk^** 
I  n*  wmtm,  wte  aur  «Ui  tm  am  tm^KmMtm  «r  Ois  aar  witm  l» 


rifi  Hf,  MM  to  ri^  81,  ft  i»  *•  hit  ri^  if '^  "^  v^, 


waeCwr  he  spla  poor  ooopletB  Into  pl^s. 

Or  dama  the  dead  with  purgatorial  praise, 

His  style  ia  yoath  or  age  is  still  the  same. 

For  erer  feeble  ead  for  ever  tame. 

Triamphaat  tret  see  "Temper's  Txiamphs*'  shii»* 

At  least  Vm  sare  they  triamph'd  orer  adae. 

Of  <«lfasle*s  Triamphs,"  all  who  read  m^y  swear 

That  hickleee  anisic  aerer  triamph'd  there.* 

MorBvimw,fisel  bestow  seaee  meet  reward 
Oadallderotioft-^l  the  Sabbatii  bard, 
Sepakhral  Qrahaaee,  poam  his  Botes  saUime 
la  maagied  proee,  aor  e'ea  aspires  to  rhyme; 
Breaks  iato  bbak  the  Ooepel  of  St.  Lake,t 
Aad  boldly  pflfBra  ikom  the  Pentateaeh ; 
Aad,  aadistarb'd  by  ooaseieBtioas  qaalms, 
Perresta  the  Prophets,  aad  parloias  the  PsalBH.t 

Hail,  Sympathy!  thy  soft  idea  briags 
AthoasaadvisioBsof  athoasaadthtegs,     [yasaeJ 
Aad  ehows,  still  wlkiaBperiag  tluoagh  threeseore  el 
The  roandlin  priaoe  of  moaraftd  eoaaeteers. 
Aad  art  thoa  aot  thefar  priaoe,  harmoaJoaa  Bowleal 
Thoa  first,  greet  oraele  of  teader  eoola  ? 
I  Whether  thoa  aiag'et  witik  eqaal  eaee,  aad  grlei; 
The  fkll  of  empires,  or  a  yellow  leaf; 
Whether  thy  mase  most  laaieatably  tells 
What  aeerry  soaads  preoeed  from  Oxford  be]la.1l 
Or,  still  ia  bells  delightiag,  ilads  a  friead 
la  erery  ehime  titat  jiagled  from  Oetead; 
Ah !  how  maoh  juster  were  thy  mass's  hap, 
If  to  thy  bellB  thoa  wouldst  bat  add  a  cap  I 
Delightftd  Bowlee !  still  blessiag  and  still  bleet» 
All  loTO  thy  straia,  but  childrea  like  it  best : 
Tis  thiae,  with  gentle  Little's  moral  song, 
To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng ! 
With  thee  onr  nursery  damsels  shed  tiieir  tears, 
Bre  miss  as  jet  completes  her  infant  yesrs : 
But  in  her  teens  thy  whining  powers  are  vaia ; 
She  quits  poor  Bowles  for  Little's  purer  straia. 
Now  to  soft  themes  thou  scomest  to  confine 
The  lofty  numbers  of  a  hsrp  like  thiae , 
''  Awake  a  louder  and  a  loftier  strain,'*** 
Saeh  as  none  heard  before,  or  will  again  I 


Harlaj't  two  in 

Mi  M  TriumplN  of  Murie."   Be  ho  ako  vrittm  mudk  wwuHf 
In  riijim,  epirtlM,  Sc,  Sc    A«  ha  b  nater  aa  ekfuil  wriMr  af  ootoi  tmi 
blofnphy,  lei  m  racammeiid  Pope's  adrtoe  to  Wycheriej  to  Mt.  1L*»  M» 
dikndoii,Th."toaonvenMiIioety7intopra«,'*whka  BMjbt  mdfyiam 
uUaf  Kwv  ihe  flnd  qrlbfah  of  cMh  orapleC 
t  ••BnatolntoUaiikikaao^oraLLA*.'' 

lathoaMaSdo^ 


MhadUon.    Tha  ofifiMl  mdtof  via, 
~       MdtoSdMowi 
I  IWbair  a—  rfwf'at,  itt^rm  can 


mmtfUHBrm^    IMLl 


«*apnd^ 
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BYBQirS  WOBK0. 


Where  all  dieooTeiles  Jvmbled  from  the  flood* 
Since  flist  the  leaky  ark  reposed  in  mnd. 
By  more  or  lees,  are  sung  in  every  book, 
From  Captain  Noah  down  to  Captain  Cook. 
Nor  this  alone ;  bnt,  pausing  on  the  road, 
rhe  bard  sighs  forth  a  gentle  episode  ;* 
And  gravely  teUs— attend,  each  beanteouB  mlis  I— 
When  first  Madeira  trembled  to  a  kiss. 
Bowles !  in  thy  memory  let  this  precept  dwell, 
Stick  to  thy  sonnett,  man !  at  least  they  seU.t 
But  if  some  new-bom  whim,  or  larger  bribe, 
Prompt  thy  erode  brain,  and  claim  thee  for  a  scribe; 
If  chance  some  bard,  though  once  by  dunoee  feer'd. 
Now,  prone  in  dust,  can  only  be  revered ; 
If  Pope  whose  fune  and  genius  from  the  first 
Have  foil*d  the  best  of  critics,  needs  the  worst. 
Do  thou  essay ;  each  fkult,  each  failing  scan ; 
The  first  of  poets  was,  alas !  but  man. 
Eake  from  each  ancient  dunghill  ev'ry  pearl, 
C(Misnlt  Lord  Fanny,  and  confide  in  Curll ;  % 
Let  all  the  scandals  of  a  former  age 
Perch  on  thy  pen,  and  fiutter  o'er  thy  page ; 
AffBct  a  candor  which  thou  canst  not  feel, 
Cfothe  envy  in  the  garb  of  honest  seal ; 
Write,  as  if  St.  John's  soul  could  still  inspire. 
And  do  for  hate  what  Mallet^  did  for  hire. 
Oh !  had'st  thou  lived  in  that  congenial  time, 
To  lave  with  Dennis,  and  with  Ralph  to  rhyme ;  | 
Throng'd  with  the  rest  around  his  living  head. 
Not  raised  thy  hoof  against  the  lion  dead ; 
A  meet  reward  had  crown'dthy  glorious  gains, 
f  And  link'd  thee  to  tke  Dunciad  for  thy  pains.** 

ft  Another  epic !  Who  inflicts  again 

More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  of  men  ? 


•  Tto  tphoda  abim  dluded  to  b  ths  •1017  of  "  RobMt  a  MuMo  »*  and 

■•IMN  d'AHbt,"  »  P^  or  coMtoot  loven,  who  pexibniwd  tlw  Un  aboro 

BMrtloMd,  tiat  Mulled  dM  woods  of  Mnddn. 

t  <«aaBklod7MiuMlisiauil-HalBaitdw7H0i 

Or  tab  die  oolj  pMh  that  opan  Um 

For  modern  wonhiea  who  would  hope  to  rtw  1 

ns  OBMMM  woU-knovn  name,  and,  bit  bf  Ul, 

Pkn  off  ite  flHilti  of  hb  worth  and  wit ; 

Oneaahd 

It  Ma,  prefix  a  life; 


iflecnon 
lad  prfnt,  if  lueUljr  dcCwmed,  hb  ttepe : 
Tbm  thall  dM  worU,  qoile  undeodTed  at  laal, 
Cleaf*  10  dMb  pneeot  wto,  and  qiilt  thrir  pa«; 
Barda  onea  lovared  oo  mora  wlih  faror  vitw, 
Bi«  give  the  modem  eonoelMnifaeir  due : 
Thve  whh  dN  dead  majr  IMiw  mark  oope, 
Thm  Bowlai  majr  Izhimph  o'er  the  etaade  of  Fape.*' 


11 17  a  frieod  of  Lord  Bjrron,*  and  omitled  when  the  aadre 
«aa  publWrnl  with  die  author's  name.  The  Ulowlaf  flf^flTo  veraae,  ean> 
tokdof  the  conclwlftn  of  the  pomafe  on  Dowiea,  and  dw  notkea  of  Cottla  and 
Mauttoe,  wen  then  printed  for  die  Ana  droe. 

}  Cuiffl  b  Of*  of  Ihi  hcroee  of  dw  Dunciad,  and  waa  a  boofcaaller.  Lord 
fBiukj  b  ttapoetbal  name  of  Lord  Berrejr,  audwr  of  •<  Uoea  to  (ho  Imltowr 
•rHonee." 

I  Laid  Bolinctavto  hbad  Mallet  to  ixaduoePope  after  hb  deoeaw*,  beonuee 
Ss  poet  bad  retained  wroe  copies  of  a  work  by  Lord  Bolin(braln,  (die 
Piakt  Khif,)  whbh  daat  qptoodid,  but  roaUfnant  geniua,  had  ordend  to  be 

I  J»UJieiaaldB,  and  Ralph  dwihTmeator. 

M  SOenoe,  y  wohres  I  wMle  Ralph  to  Cjndda  howla, 
MaUnc  Btcbl  hUfloua  i  answer  bfan,  y*  owta  I " 

Dmtdad. 
<f  lfrfhiwMa««toA«DiMdad/or%jMiiM^Toeaav«gaall  tkb  on 
P(,wtah>^V&iiolityX«rdiB|fren.    18M. 

••  Sm  Bowles's  btoedUoo  of  Fbpe's  works,  far  whbh  bs  lesdrod  d«e 
toMdndpoundsi  dius  Mr.  B.  baa exparieaced  how  amdi eaafeK  it b  to  fvoSt 
1^  lbs  ivpotodoo  of  aMter  U«a  to  oievato  hb  own. 

tt  ilM«ir«pto/-Opvarito  this  piMffa  on  Joseph  and  AtaasCdttKUtd 
%Mihaawrflton,"Attrifbt." 


Bosotiaa  Cottb,  vfeli  Bniflvwi's  beast, 
Imports  old  storiee  from  the  Csubiian  eosst, 
And  sends  his  goods  to  market— ell  sllfsl 
Lines  forty  thousaBd,  cantos  twenty-Ave  I 
Fresh  fish  from  HeUoon  f  *  who'll  buy !  wbcll  boy  I 
The  preoioiis  bazgain's  cheap— in  ftith  not  I. 
t  Tour  turtle-feeder's  verse  must  needi  befis^ 
Though  Bristol  bloat  him  with  the  verdnt  frt; 
If  Commerce  fills  the  purse,  she  dogs  ths  teiia, 
And  Amos  Cottle  strikes  the  lyie  in  vain. 
In  him  an  author's  luckless  lot  behdd, 
Condemn'd  to  make  the  books  which  onoe  be  ioU 
Oh,  Amos  Cottle  !~Ph<BbU8 !  what  a  naas 
To  fill  the  speaking  tramp  of  fotnie  fsmel— 
Oh,  Amos  Cottle !  for  a  moment  think 
What  meagre  profits  spring  from  pen  and  Ink ! 
When  thus  devoted  to  poetic  dreams, 
Who  will  peruse  thy  prostituted  reams  ? 
Oh  pen  perverted  I  paper  misappUed ! 
Had  Cottle  t  atiU  adom'd  the  ooontsr's  siae, 
Bent  o'er  the  desk,  or,  bom  to  useful  toils, 
Been  taught  to  make  the  paper  which  he  iofli, 
Plough'd,  delved,  or  plied  the  oar  with  lastj  tiab, 
He  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  I  of  him.) 

As  Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep 

RoUs  the  huge  rook  whose  motions  ne'er  may  ik<p 

So  up  thy  hill,  ambrosial  Richmond,  becrei 

Dull  Maurice  ||  all  his  granite  weight  of  leeves : 

Smooth  solid  monuments  of  mental  pain ! 

The  petrifactions  of  a  plodding  brain,  [tgila. 

That,  ere  they  reach  the  top,  fiOl  lomberiig  bid 

With  broken  lyie,  and  eheek  setenely  pale, 
Lo !  sad  Alcaeus  wanders  down  the  vale ; 
Though  fair  they  rose,  and  might  hsve  UoonMrf 

last. 
His  hopes  have  perish'd  by  the  northern  Usst: 
Nipp'd  in  tho  bud  by  Caledonian  gales, 
His  blossoms  wither  as  the  blast  prevail  1 
O'er  his  lost  works  let  ekutie  Sheflield  weep ! 
May  no  rude  hand  disturb  their  early  sleep !  Y 

Yet  say !  why  should  the  baid  at  once  resigB 
His  claim  to  favor  from  the  sacred  nine? 
For  ever  startled  by  the  mingled  howl  ^ 

Of  northern  wolves,  that  still  in  darkness  proeli 
A  coward  brood,  which  mangle  as  they  prejr, 
••  By  hellish  instinct,  all  that  oxoas  their  way  ; 


pond,    k  ihMid  tavo  tarn  ♦'/Hp^iwwa.'^-JMfc  »^tfi^^F^ 


t  Yam-  tmrik  fmim*9  aeree,  *c^Thb  eooplsl  waa 


aMbaiife 


Mmtoot)  "Airif«i,"anddie"PdlafOaerttola.»  

Vkm  (loasah  CoSle)  to  m  oaiiiUHMto  pui whose  piii  "    i , 


f  Poor  Mootfomerj  I  damgh  prnleed  bj  •wiy  BbgfiA  ■ 
bhtoriy  ssfOod bf  dw Bdtabsvfh.    Allar  aB. the  bud  of  ShMI  *• 
ofeBMldenUe  labtaii  hb  ••WandBKr  orewtasHaBd,**  b  w«(haa» 

rriBalbbVib,*'aadatloe«fla3r«*<l*gi>ded«pios.*  

•  aaal«id%iwi'bbttortoMr.li«i7,l«ani****** 


SNOLI8H  BABM  AVB  MOTCH  BBTIBWXB8. 


Ho— ylhia    ttoMtarpiwm^rtbelrf, 

WKy  d»  th«  l^jimd  "***«*ttfriy  yield 

The  calm  poMWMkm  of  tkrir  BatiTO  flild  ? 

Wky  tioidy  tkw  beteo  their  fi»ge  letrest. 

Ker  himt  tiM  bloodhovade  bMk  to  Aztkw'e  Seal?* 

Beelth  to  inmovtal  Joffirey  I  onoe,  la  naiae, 
Bnglaad  eoald  boast  a  jadge  almoet  the  Mme ; 
In  MNil  to  like,  00  ineniliil»  yet  jaat» 
Seme  think  tiuit  Sataa  bee  nOgn^^  hit  traat, 
Aad  gives  tiie  epirit  to  the  world  again, 
To  santenee  Utters,  as  be  sentsBoed  man. 
With  hand  leM  mighty,  bat  with  heart  as 
With  Toioe  aa  villisg  to  deoree  the  lack  ; 
Bred  in  the  courts  betimes,  thoagh  all  that  law 
As  yet  hath  taaght  him  is  to  find  a  ilaw; 
ffinee  veil  inateoeted  in  the  patrioteehool 
To  nil  at  party,  thoagh  a  party  tooli 
Who  knowa,  if  cbaaee  his  patrons  should  restore 
Back  to  the  sway  they  forfeited  before, 
Hia  awibMing  tirils  soma  reoompanse  may  meet. 
And  raiae  thia  Daniel  to  the  judgment  seat?  f 
Let  JeibiM*  shade  indulge  the  pious  hope, 
And  greeting  thus,  present  him  with  a  rope: 
"Heir  to  my  virtaea !  man  of  equal  mind ! 
SkOl'd  to  eondemn  as  to  traduoe  mankind. 
This  cord  caeeiTe,  £ar  thee  reearred  with  care. 
To  wield  in  judgment,  and  at  length  to  wear." 

Health  to  great  Jefiey !  HesTen  pressrra  his  lilb. 

To  flonxish  on  the  fertile  shores  of  Fife, 

And  guard  it  sacred  in  its  ftituxe  wars. 

Since  autluna  sometimee  seek  the  field  of  Mais ! 

Can  none  nmember  that  erentful  day,^ 

That  ever  glorious,  almost  fatal  fray. 

When  Little's  leadless  pistol  met  his  eye. 

And  Bow-street  myrmidons  stood  laughing  by  ?  f 

Oh,  day  disastrous  I    On  her  firm-set  rock, 

Donedin's  castle  felt  a  secret  shock : 

Dark  xon*d  the  sympathetic  wstcs  of  Forth, 

Low  gioan'd  the  startled  whirlwinds  of  the  north ; 

Tweed  ruffled  half  his  wave  to  form  a  tear. 

The  other  half  pursued  its  calm  career;  1 

Arthur'a  steep  summit  nodded  to  its  base. 

The  toily  Tolbooth  scarcely  kept  her  plaee. 

The  Tolbooth  felt— for  marble  sometimes  can. 

On  nich  occasions,  feel  as  much  as  man— 

The  Tolbooth  felt  defrauded  of  his  charms. 

If  JeiFeiy  died,  except  within  her  arms :  \ 


k  Mt ;  te  Mi  wM*  ovHhMg*  UhMfh 

■"I  !■     ||.  MW.mtih9lmiB^mt,   ISML 

t  *^  -nri  riMiiihr.  >«  HH  ilih  k  liiil.  Imm  tm  iwhimI  Iflir  wS 
tftm^Bi^m.   ttM. 

ackdhflTltephMa 

ww*»  iB—ifc  BMjgWj  fa  Sib  <m3r 

IwWnediteiIfE.Moan  piJiflAiil  at  Ss  dM  •  dhmmtflfdM 
^*mamtm^mnnptpen,mtum  nguded  Mmrtf;  ud  la  >hSm  |» 
Mb  I  mmSm  Oh  cfaeanMuiee.  Aa  I  mtw  hMid  «r  k  batM,  I  auuMi 
Mt  at  piifci^ii,  ud  was  «d7  «mde  Mi|aifalad  ««h  te  hal  M^ 
hli^^-llM«ikar4,]8ll. 

llteTvvadtaatbaharadvahfnvardeaaraai;  kwMUkamlaaB 
¥mf  MIBaMailB  li  te  Ma^Ub  Mr  W  Sm  ibw  la  km*  ikmrnUm 

irtkmtfkf  af  9iBpi*7  «■  te  pm  or  Sm  •Mtarth  (»•  pltai^ 
l^aah  Hill  Hi  J,  irtMi  tw»  aaawi  la  law  I— 

tmf     I  jijji  iitiaiit  m  la  tta  SaM  H^  km*  iiiiiiiiiil  Urn 

■HwiiimaiM.  StebaaUtabaarttaaaawaai^baaa 
•Tftdhcaa  Ah  Sv  «»a«^  fciihte*  <hi^K  ■■  Ma 
■Mi*«a«l 


Nay  last,  mot  least,  on  that  portentous  1 

The  siztaenth  story,  where  himself  was  bnn. 

His  patrisMBkl  garret,  fell  to  ground. 

And  pala  Edina  shuddar'd  at  the  sound : 

Stnrw'd  wws  the  streets  around  with  miIk>wUli 


Flow'd  all  the  Canongato  with  inky  stresiM ; 

This  of  his  eandor  aeem*d  the  sable  dew. 

That  of  his  Talor  show*d  the  bloodless  hue ; 

And  aU  with  justice  deem'd  the  two  comUnad 

The  mingled  emblems  of  his  mighty  mind. 

But  Caledonia's  goddess  hoTer'd  o'er 

The  field,  and  saved  him  from  the  wrath  of  Moom; 

Vtom  either  pistol  snateh'd  the  Tengefdl  lead, 

And  straight  restored  it  to  her  favorite's  hesd : 

That  head,  with  greater  than  magnetic  pow'r. 

Caught  it,  as  DanaC  caught  the  golden  show'r. 

And,  though  the  thickening  dross  will  scarce  rdtai^ 

Augments  its  ore,  and  is  itself  a  mine. 

*'  My  son,"  she  cried,  «  ne'er  thirst  for  gore  agaia. 

Resign  the  pistol,  and  reeume  the  pen; 

O'er  politics  and  poesy  preside. 

Boast  of  thy  country,  and  Britannia's  guida  ? 

For  long  as  Albion's  heedless  sons  submit. 

Or  Scottish  taste  decides  on  English  wit, 

So  long  shall  last  thine  unmolested  reign, 

Nor  any  dare  to  take  thy  name  in  Tain. 

Behold,  a  choaen  band  shsll  aid  thy  plan. 

And  own  thee  chieftain  of  the  critic  clan. 

First  in  the  oat-fed  phalanx*  shaU  be  seen 

The  trsTell'd  Thane,  Athenian  Aberdeen.t 

Herbert  ahall  wield  Thor's  hammer,}  and  somatonM, 

In  gratitude,  thoult  praise  his  ru^^  rhymes. 

Smug  Sydney  f  too  thy  bitter  page  shall  seek* 

And  clsssic  Hallam,|  much  renown'd  for  Greek ; 

Scott  may  perchance  his  name  and  infiuence  Umd, 

And  paltry  PiUaas  f  shall  traduce  his  friend ; 

While  gay  Thalia's  luckless  TOtary,  Lambe,** 

Damn'd  like  tiie  deril,  doTU-Uke  will  damn.tt 

Known  be  thy  name,  unbounded  be  thy  sway ! 

Thy  Holland's  banquete  shall  each  toil  repay ; 


* OM-yW  jilalaiM.   Bo  aharad  ia  dM  MkadMon.   Tka  ai^«. 


t  Bh  kmkMf  laa  toaa  aaaah  atooad,  b  a  wiaitiii  tt  tha  l*idi^ 
Soda^,  and  laihiaai  of  •«OalI'k  Topognp^  of  Tnf.** 

t  Mr.BartaMhatMabiaaariaakadkaadaitar  paacv.    Oaaafte 
lafaSH  ptaaaa  la  a^'Saiv  aa  iha  tbtwmj  9t  Tlwf^  HaaBer}**  te 

BHiHiMi  b  a  itaaBAAaai  ia  aa  Tidfw  ta^aa^  aad  awbtti  Smbi 
"laalaadofaBayaadilaia.lwO, 

Tkaa  Odh'k  aoa  Ml  haaaaar  gaC* 

f  "na  Bar.  Slrdaay  Sakh,  (ba  leputBd  author  af  Pelar  Flrmkjr^  Labn^, 


I  Mr.  Ballun  revlaanad  PkjM  Ka<|lit^  <«TMa,"  and  waa  < 

van  ae  aama  Giaek  ranea  diada :  k  vaa  aot  dbeorend  thai  Ika  Raaa 

aaaa  PladM^  dU  dw  |»aM  laedeiad  k  lispoaaie  to  oanoel  Iha  aUqiN^«Uk 

n  aaadi  aa  arariaadaf  omranwDl  of  HaOuB*s  hfenokj.* 
TteHUHdkmbiaaaaaadbaeaaaa  In  b  ftMy  aaaoMd,  aaalof  tel  tt 

a«ar dkiadi  at Hdhad  Boon.    If  tfah ba  traa,  I  an  aaij    autfcfkwriwf 


BalhiB«ffliaOaMwhedUiavla«k,ltni«alaaiDariMdl  fad  a  iihaa 
iaihalatt;  paarMart,  an  nailiaiw,  tka  aaht  aaaia  ba  af  ww  crtJ^daK  aarfeal 
aad  wffl  aoM  tato  aa  vaoa  I  tn  Oaa,  HaUam  aaaa  alaad  te  waal 
aTabanv. 
f  FfDaoa  b  a  tDtor  at  Bataa. 

••  TkaHaa.  Q.  Laiabaiatfcwad'^iniaiiLrt  Mharf>a,"aadbiMaii« 
Aw  af  a  bna  aaaaiad  vkb  MMh  apykMN  at  aa  PMD17,  aiaawni  aa4 
maadwlih  gMataaqpadkbaaltebta  aaaae,Oa«ntaaadn.   Bwm 
ritttad,'*WlMafcrk.'* 
tt  Omm^i  Mkt  m»  imd,  dbdf  WN  wK  a— a,   Vk»  9m  aM<,lBa| 


*«  As  ka  MbbnT  «Ba  SaaaM  iha  bj  to  d 


■a't^l-^^.    l>»a^xtoaadadkwaiafltoaBd> 


«K) 


anuars  woi 


While  fWtclHl  Britain  yieids  the  .pni«  the  ovm 
To  Hoifamd'B  hirelings  and  to  leeraing*^  feet. 
Yet  mark  one  caation,  ere  thy  next  Review 
Spread  its  light  wings  of  saffron  raid  of  bhie, 
ilOTPaieleet  blundering  Brougham*  deetny  thoMle, 
Turn  beef  to  bannocks^  cauliflowers  to  kail." 
Thns  haying  said,  the  kilted  goddess  kist 
Her  son,  and  Tanished  in  a  Scottish  mist-f 

Then l>rMper,  Jeffrey!  t  pertest  of  the  tr^ 
Whom  Scotland  pampers  with  her  fiery  gain  1 
Whatever  blessing  waita  a  genins  Scot, 
Ib  double  portion  swells  thy  glorions  lot ; 
For  thee  Sdina  culls  her  evening  sweets, 
And  showers  their  odors  on  thy  candid  sheets, 
Whose  hue  and  flragrance  to  thy  woik  adhere— 
This  scents  its  pages,  and  that  gilds  its  rear.f 
Xio!  Uuslttug  Itoh,  ooy  nymph,  enamor'd  gtow&. 
Forsakes  the  rest,  and  cleaves  to  thee  alone; 
Aiii«  too  ui\just  to  other  Pictish  men, 
Eigoys  thy  person,  and  inspires  thy  pen ! 

lUustriMi  EottaBd!  |  hard  would  be  Us  lot, 
His  hirelings  aentionM,  and  himself  forgot  1 
Holland,  with  Henry  Petty  at  his  back, 
The  whipp«r4n  and  huntsman  of  the  paolc. 
Blest  be  the  baaquets  spread  at  Holland  House, 
Where  Scotchmen  Ised,  and  critics  may  earouse  I 
Long,  long  beneath  that  hospitable  roof 
Shall  Grub  street  dine,  while  duns  are  kept  aloof. 
See  honest  Hallam  lay  aside  his  fork, 
•eeume  his  pen,  review  his  Lordship's  work, 
f  And,  grateful  for  the  dainties  on  his  plate, 
Declare  his  lordship  can  at  least  translate  !** 
DUAedin!  view  thy  children  with  delight, 
They  write  for  foodr-«nd  feed  because  diey  write ; 
And  lest,  when  heated  with  the  unusual  grape, 
Some  glowing  thoughts  should  to  the  press  escape, 
And  tinge  with  red  the  female  reader's  che^, 
My  lady  skims  the  cream  of  eaeh  critique ; 


>  Mr.  Bkongtem,  fa  No.  XXV.  of  tiaa  Edbkbvfh  tUnkm,  dwngboia 
■nidi  uuuuuiuhif  Don  Kdn  de  OevnllM,  hM  dkplaytd 


IkM  poBoj ;  BMj  of  tlM  wonhjr  bmfe»i  «r  Btbngbaijgli  bdnf  ■> 
I  filBd|lM  k  vrlneei,  m  to  turn  wkhdnWB  «  ' 


UmumtmA  Mr.  BiouglMTn  b  not  a  m,m  I  loppaMd,  tMI  a 
tad  Ml  BUM  b  ptwwuneed  Bniom,  fnin  Tnat  w  Tuf  1—80  be  k. 

t  Ieaghtto«pologlntoth»«oi«h7(MilMf9r  tattwKMbvm  mv 
«Mbdbaitp0ttleoalitoCh«k  mtleai  but  du  I  wkK  «m  to  te  doM  f 
not  Hf  CaMonia'i  fsnltu,  It  bdnf  weO  InawB  ihefe  b  no  micb 

~    '  -  ■      •!  jr«(wMMBtnpem8tia«lag« 


wMM&qr  to  btmwtdi  Tba  muloiMl  "bBli)bi"ara  too 
di0  "bravnbi^" and  •'gude  odgtabon'*  (iplritoor  a  food 
AMd  to  axtibateUm.    A  foddea,  tterafore,  hat  been  ealbd  fbr  ttw 
AMd  fveat  oDflit  to  be  the  fnultude  ti  JoBraj,  nefaif  It  b  the  oofy 
«iba  ho  over  held,  or  b  likdy  to  bold,  widi  any  Uibif  lwa««4r. 
%  ThmftrmftrtMirtfl  frAr— Tbbpaiafnph  vaa  Introdnoad  la 


I  ■••  Sm  cobr  or  Aa  back  blDdl^  ol  die  Edbihofh  BOTlav. 
I  «>m fliliaid/  km4  womldktkblal, 

Bbd  imentk,  and  OB  BMaken  giMirfb  too^MS.  Mti  «y  Lord  J 


T  Jjd,fral0it/rfM 


kUiihortbB 


a  fcllMod  hi  tte  *at  «dMM,  M  ThoBMH  flf 
^  fenooafe  b  pnnouneMl  Bkoom  la  the  aottih,  bot  the  tnly  aoiMHniaad 
WMiMr|iiiiii«i*illiiBbBWm»— I,  h  aw^lahlto.*' 
Th>  iwfliMhB  of  the  aetovaB  utimml  far  the  abo««  hi  flto  aaeonl 


Breathes  o'er  tiw  pege  her  purity  «f  «oid| 
Reforms  each  error,  and  reines  tiie  whole.* 


Now  to  the  dittma  tani>— oh  f  modey  sight! 
What  precious  soeMes  the  wondering  eyei  fcivilel 
Puns,  and  a  prinee  within  a  barrd  pent,t 
And  Dibdin's  nonsense  yield  complete  content 
Though  now,  thank  Heaven!  the  Rosdomama'toVr 
And-Ml-grown  actors  sie  endured  onee  moie; 
Yet  what  avail  their  vain  attempts  to  please, 
While  British  critics  sufler  scenes  like  these  ? 
While  Reynolds  vents  his  «  dammees !  **  •'peohi!^ 

and<*sounds!"t 
And  common-place  and  common  sense  confonndi? 
While  Kenny's  "World"— ah!  where  is  Kennf^ 

wit?— 
Tires  the  sad  gaDexy,  lulls  the  listless  pit;  \ 
And  Beaumont's  pdfler'd  Caratach  aSbrds 
A  tragedy  complete  in  all  but  words  ?  | 
Who  but  must  mourn,  while  these  are  sD  ths  rage, 
The  degradation  of  our  vaunted  stage  1 
Heavens !  is  all  sense  of  shame  and  talent  gone) 
Have  we  no  living  bard  of  merit  ?— none! 
Awake,  George  Colman !  Cumberland,  awake! 
Ring  th'  alarum  bell !  let  folly  quake! 
Oh,  Sheridan !  if  aught  can  move  thy  pen. 
Let  Comedy  assume  her  throne  again; 
Abjure  the  mummery  of  German  schools; 
Leave  new  Pisanos  to  translating  Ibols ; 
Give,  as  thy  last  memorial  to  the  age, 
One  classic  drama,  and  reform  the  stage. 
Oods !  o'er  those  boards  shall  Folly  rear  her  held, 
Where  Oarriek  trod,  and  Siddons  lives  to  tiead^l 
On  those  shall  Farce  display  buffoon'ry's  nash, 
And  Hook  conceal  hia  heroes  in  a  cask? 
Shall  sapient  managers  new  scenes  prodnce 
From  Cherry,  Skeffington,  and  Mother  Oooee, 
While  Shakspeare,  Otway,  Massinger,  forgot. 
On  stalls  must  moulder,  or  in  closets  rot? 
Lo !  with  what  pomp  the  daily  prints  proclaim 
The  rival  can£dates  for  Attic  feme! 
In  grim  array  though  Lewis'  spectres  rise, 
Still  Skefflngton  and  Goose  divide  the  priie. 
And  sure  great  Skeffington  must  daim  ompv^ 
For  skirtless  coats  and  skeletons  of  plaja 
Renown'd  alike ;  whose  genius  ne'er  coniaei 
Her  flight  to  garnish  Greenwood's  gay  deiigni;'* 
Nor  sleeps  with  "Sleeping  Beauties,"  but  anon 
In  five  facetious  acts  comes  thundering  on,tt 


•  Certain  kh,  hee la»>U»biiiii|»Biiil  ef  hwtef  Jk^i^tmmtM 
«halteiaaB«Hi%ai 


.M«raMld 

I        "WbieKaoBy^«W«M,*'-Bh!  wtewbBMir^'^'- 
TbBi  dto  tod  faneiy,  hdb  tte  Ibdaai  idL** 
ThHaomctodhiiteflnhedidM.    Tb»BBea«efeei%ta4ffikM 
••  WUa  Kmaj**  "  Worid,'*  Joat  aoiBBed  to  jtrnd. 


SNOLI8H  BABOS  AJXD  aCOICH  RBYCBWBBS. 


Ml 


Wlkik  poor  Sohsk  Boll,  bf  iviUer'd  with  tlw  sctne, 
Staz«»*  wondering  what  the  doril  it  ean  moui  ( 
But  M  tome  hands  appland,  a  venal  few ! 
Bather  than  aleep,  why  John  applandi  it  too. 

Sadi  are  we  now^-^ !  wherefore  should  we  ton 
To  wha4  ovr  lathen  were»  unless  to  moun  ? 
Digen'mte  Britons!  azo  ye  dead  to  shaae* 
Or,  kind  to  dnlhiesi,  do  yon  fear  to  blane  ? 
Well  may  the  nobles  of  onr  preesnt  race 
Watch  each  distortion  of  a  Maldi's  &ee ; 
Wdl  Btaj  ttiey  smile  on  Italy's  boflbonsv 
And  wotahip  Catalina's  pantaloons,t 
Since  their  own  drama  yields  no  la^er  traee 
Of  wit  than  pons,  of  hnmor  than  grimace. 

Then  let  AMonia,  ddU'd  In  overy-  art 

To  soften  mannsra,  bnt  corrupt  the  heert, 

Poor  her  cnotie  fcUise  o'er  the  town, 

To  sanction  Tice,  snd  hunt  decorum  down : 

Let  wedded  strumpets  langniah  o'er  Deehayus, 

And  blees  tte  promise  which  his  form  displays ; 

While  Oayton  bounds  beAire  th'  enraptured  looks 

Of  hoary  marquises  and  stripling  dukes : 

Let  high-bom  lechcxs  eye  the  lirely  Preele 

Twirl  her  light  limbs,  that  spurn  the  needless  tcQ  ; 

Let  Angiolini  bare  her  breast  of  snow, 

Wave  the  white  arm,  and  point  the  pliant  toe ; 

Colfini  trill  her  lore-inspiring  song,  < 

Strain  her  ftdr  neck,  and  charm  the  listening  tfirong ! 

Whett  ^'O'^  7^"^  scythe,  suppressors  of  our  Tice ! 

Befonning  saints !  too  deUeately  nice ! 

By  whoee  decreee,  our  sinfbl  soids  to  sare. 

No  Sonda  J  tankards  foam,  no  barbers  shaTc ; 

And  beer  undrawn,  and  beards  unmown,  display 

Tov  holy  rcTcrence  fior  the  Sabbath-day. 

f  Or  hail  at  once  the  patron  and  the  pile 

Of  rice  and  foUy,  Grerille  and  Argyle  !j| 

Where  yon  proud  palace,  Fashion's  hallow'd  fkne, 

Spreads  wide  her  portals  for  the  motley  train. 

Behold  the  new  Petroniusf  of  the  day, 

Oar  arbiter  of  pleasure  and  of  play ! 

There  the  bired  eunnch,  the  Hesperian  chofr, 

The  meltins  lute,  the  soft  lascivious  lyre. 


t  KiU  a^  CMdiw  fsqdra  Buk  oetfe0-«r  Ow  vinfi  oTtte  ooe,  mm!  Sm 
■hoy  of  the  echar,  wtl  enaUe  m  long  to  reeoOeet  dMM  mimlog  TKgaboiKl*. 
ImUh,  «t  in  rtSfl  bUek  tod  Uae  from  (he  tqaeem  on  the  ftnt  alght  at  tte 

;  wid  Mlyow  MyA«.— Pnan  Lofd  B^ion'k  eometirjo  In  181S.  la  the 
fcoKT  •dhnn,  •*  BaiM  Dot  joor,  ■cjifae.'*  Afaintt  tte  aU  eoodiidkt(  Hues 
ef  ail  pnafaph  Ike  mttOun  hu  written— <' Good.** 

)  Or  huZ  at  once  a«^alnm  and  a«  pOe.— The  UBo*mi  m^vaty  llnee  to 
"■far  the  ■BsOer  frj,"  ftc,  van  fleet  ioeerted  ia  (be  eeeond  edkion. 

I  T«  fRvont  maj  btaader*  auah  ae  nietaldng  a  rtieet  for  a  naui,  I  bty 
b»n  to  auie,  thai  It  b  the  kietkutfan,  and  ont  the  ditke  of  that  Btme,  whkb 
a  hne  a&tided  to.  A  gentleraan,  with  whom  I  im  elipbdj  aeqoahited,  loet 
h  the  Arple  RooaBl  aeveral  Iboaeand  pounde  at  baekfanuiMNi.*  It  b  but 
liSie  to  Iha  anaa^ra  In  dib  InaUnce  to  ajr,  that  eome  d^grcc  oTcfleaiipfeba- 
ta  vae  naoMawd ;  fait  why  an  die  impiem^nii  of  gambf  attovad  la  a  phea 
denied  to  iha  aodaqr  of  both  aeiua  t  A  pteaaant  tUnf  br  the  wlree  or 
dw^imaf  ikeaa  tote  aie  Meat  orenned«Uieaeh«oBaeeiiBaa,iohoartha 
HkRUritoiaidtechieoanofD^aiidttodlBalaaMAert  Theithlib«h» 
«w  1  iVidtaa  «i«<y«  •■»  l>to  voMhT  aMMdier  ar  aa  iaotfeHieii  «M*  IB*. 
iBi4r  afleeto the  aieaab  or  the Ugher onlen,  wWla  «h»  bveriMV  aol o««a 
•M«  to  «h»  aatotoi  ar  •  lihv  aad  Sd«e  wShMi  •  ahatoN  or 


hwaaSBrir — ^«1iolo«aeiBoiwy.    lkaetoUn,i 
t  to  the  A^b  at  the  tbaa  or  (he  evaat.— MK  netotip  ^ortf  J^tmi. 


The  song  f^om  Italy,  the  step  from  France* 
The  midnight  orgy,  and  the  masy  dance. 
The  snile  of  beauty  and  the  flush  of  wine,     [bint ' 
For  fops,  fools,  gamesters,  knaves,  and  birds  eon 
Each  to  hii  humor— Comus  all  allows ; 
Champagne,  dice,  music,  or  your  neighbor's  spouM. 
Talk  not  to  us,  ye  starring  sons  of  trade ! 
Of  piteous  ruin,  which  yourselves  hsTO  made ; 
In  Plenty's  sunshine  Fortune*s  minions  bask. 
Nor  think  of  poverty,  except  **  en  masque,** 
When  lor  the  night  some  lately  titled  ass 
Appears  the  beggar  which  his  grandsire  was. 
The  curtain  dropp'd,  the  gay  burletta  o*er, 
The  audience  take  their  turn  upon  the  floor; 
Now  round  the  room  the  circling  dow*gers  sweep, 
Now  in  loose  waits  the  thin-clad  daughters  leap ; 
The  first  in  lengthen*d  line  majestic  swim, 
The  last  display  the  free  unfetter'd  limb ! 
Those  for  Hibemia's  lusty  sons  repair 
With  art  the  charms  which  nature  could  not  spaiu; 
These  after  husbands  wing  their  eager  flight, 
Nor  leave  much  mystery  for  the  nuptial  night 

Oh !  bleat  retreats  of  infamy  and  ease. 

Where,  all  forgotten  but  the  power  to  please. 

Bach  maid  may  give  a  loose  to  genial  thought, 

Ea0h  swain  may  teach  new  systems,  or  be  taught ; 

There  the  blithe  youngster,  just  retum'd  from  Bpain, 

Cuts  the  light  pack,  or  calls  the  rattling  main ; 

The  jovial  caster  *8  set,  snd  seven 's  the  nick. 

Or— -done ! — a  thousand  on  the  coming  trick ! 

If,  mad  with  loss,  existence  *gins  to  tire. 

And  an  your  hope  or  wish  is  to  expire. 

Here's  Powell's  pistol  ready  for  your  life. 

And,  kinder  still,  two  Pagete  for  your  wife  :• 

Fit  consummation  of  an  earthly  race 

Begun  in  folly,  ended  in  disgrace ; 

W^e  none  but  menials  o'er  the  bed  of  death. 

Wash  thy  red  wounds,  or  watch  thy  wavering  breath; 

Traduced  by  Hers,  and  forgot  by  all, 

The  mangl^  victim  of  a  drunken  brawl, 

To  live  Uke  aodius,t  and  like  Falklandt  fblL 

Truth !  rouse  some  genuine  bard,  and  guide  his  hand 
To  drive  this  pestilence  fh>m  out  the  land. 
Even  I—least  thinking  of  a  thoughtless  throng, 
Just  skiird  to  know  the  right  and  choose  the  wrong. 
Freed  at  that  age  when  reaaon's  shield  is  lost, 
To  fight  my  course  through  passion's  countless  hooti^ 
Whom  every  path  of  pleasure's  flow'ry  way 
Has  lured  in  turn,  and  all  have  led  astray— 
E'en  I  must  raise  my  voice,  e'en  I  must  feel 
Such  scenes,  such  men,  destroy  the  public  weal, 
Although  some  kind,  censorious  friend  will  say, 
What  art  thou  better,  meddling  fool,0  than  they  ?  ** 


7W  ftfatoybr  your  t^/k^Thua  alteiad  ki  Sm  Mk  aMa,   Ite 
eriglMl  nadinf  wea,  •<  a  Pefet  for  your  wlb.'* 
t  Mutalo  Bomeoe  de  to 

FMaitaaanaM. 
I  1  toev  tha  lato  Leid  FaBdand  walL    On  Sondaj  afghl  1  biMd  Mto 
aridkiff  ai  hta  own  taUe,  ia  ail  the  bmeai  pride  of  hoepitalitr ;  oa  WedMto 
dajr  monlnf,  at  thiee  o'clock,  I  aew  tomehod  befeia  ne  alUhat  w  rfiwil  to 

eooaiifa,  feelfaif ,  and  a  hoet  tf  pimAotm.    He  waa  a  fallaat  and  ■ itm^t 

oflter:  hta  botto  waia  tho  faulte  of  a  eailar— ae  enoh,  Bdloaa  wfll  fetgH* 
hfan.  BadM  like  a  brave  man  fai  a  better  eaun  i  for  had  ha  fallen  ke  Bto 
■e*o«  llwaMkar«kaMg«M  towhkhhewaa  Jael  afprinHd,hliM 
HMto  totodl  kaiva  beea  beU  op  bf  hta  iwnatiy—  aa  an  WMBfleW 


f  Th  JH^  toy  WWII  AnMga  pmttlm'*  nemSleM  aoei.»1Faai  ■ 
ml(Ma«haKSMjrMaM^-^M&flato«grL«W.ByrMk    ISM. 
I  Wim  mn  mm  iMbr,  mtiifinf  JiMf-^^ttrnm 
and  no  wtarr  riMa^-jr&  nob  Ay  £«n<  %r«i.    IMS. 
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kad  erery  brother  rake  will  smile  to  see 
That  miracle,  a  moralist  in  me. 
Ko  mattei^-when  some  bard  in  Yiitae  strong, 
Oifibrd  perchance,  shall  raise  the  chastening  song, 
Then  sleep  my  pen  for  eTer !  and  my  Toice 
Be  only  heard  to  hail  Kim,  and  rcgoice ; 
Rejoice,  and  yield  my  feeble  praise,  though  I 
May  feel  the  lash  that  Yirtne  must  apply. 

As  for  the  smaller  fry,  who  swarm  in  shoals 

From  silly  Hafls*  up  to  simple  Bowles, 

Why  should  we  call  them  from  their  dark  abode, 

In  broad  St.  Giles's  or  in  Tottenhamrroad  ? 

Or  (since  some  men  of  fashion  nobly  dare 

To  scrawl  in  Terse)  from  Bond-street  or  the  Square  ? 

If  things  of  ton  their  harmless  lays  indite, 

Most  wisely  doom'd  to  shun  the  public  sight. 

What  harm  ?    In  spite  of  every  critic  elf. 

Sir  T.  may  read  his  stanzas  to  himself; 

Miles  Andrews  still  his  strength  in  couplets  try, 

And  live  in  prologues,  though  his  dramas  die ; 

Lords  too  are  bards,  such  things  at  times  befall, 

And  'tis  some  praise  in  peers  to  write  at  aU. 

Yet,  did  or  taste  or  reason  sway  the  times, 

Ah !  who  would  take  their  titles  with  their  rhymes?t 

Roscommon  I  Sheffield !  with  your  spirits  lied,? 

No  ftiture  laurels  deck  a  noble  head ; 

JNo  muse  will  cheer,  with  renoTating  smile, 

The  parylytic  puling  of  Carlisle. 

The  pony  schoolboy  and  his  early  lay 

Men  pardon,  if  bis  folly's  pass  away , 

But  who  forgives  the  senior's  oeaseless  verse, 

Whose  hairs  grow  hoary  as  his  rhymes  grow  worse  ? 

What  heterogenous  honors  deck  the  peer ! 

Lord,  rhymester,  petit-maitre,  pamphleteer !{ 

So  dull  in  youth,  so  drivelling  in  his  age. 

His  scenes  alone  had  damn'd  our  sinking  stage, 

But  managers  for  once  cried,  <*  Hold,  enough !" 

Nor  drugg'd  their  audience  with  the  tragic  stuff. 

Yet  at  their  judgment  let  his  lordship  laugh, 

And  case  his  volumes  in  congenial  calf; 


•  WlHt  voold  te  the  nniiiiMoti  of  the  Perthn  AnMMon,  Bafic,  eooM  be 
tin  kom  Ua  apkndU  MpnUn*  at  BhMni,  whm  Iw  rBpeni  with  IWAmuI 
uidaMll,(h«oiteBMdBomerMidCMiilkia,aMlbelidd  MUMine  nMuned  hy 
MB  SioH  of  Dnxnofs,  iIm  mom.  ImpndMiC  aad  exeembia  of  Utaaij  poaehen 
ibrthadaUjpriala. 

t  HerafaHwwadinlhaoilclnlnuMalpC. 


On  one  alona  Apollo  (Wfna  ta  • 


"n*  fnm 


BinCaflUa. 

>  aDudad  to  ia  Lord  Bfnm**  note,  pafa  MB,  look  pla«e 
a  bi  pfaM.    Thoae  Itnea  wan  aiaiail  la  cotiaaqtwiioa,  and 

•n  Iboaa  doqrn  to,  '•  With  you,  7a  DraJda,"  ftc,  aubrtki«ed  h  their  plaee. 

IW  fcflowiiy  aiMMnnal  Uncawerp  written,  but  aupproaiadbcfcfBfuticiillom 

la  tbaM  oar  !lmH,  wkh  dally  wooden  Uf, 
A  lettered  poer  h  IB»  a  btnnd  pif : 


lafcn  that  peen  or  piga  ha««  ano^y  aeoea  f 
ami  Ina  that  aueh  diouki  woo  the  fneefttl  niaer 


I  No  muM  wig  g»nr,  mW  i  aiiuaoiiii/  tmllt, 

31b  foroV^  py/HV  ^  CkrWa. 

Tbb  aa«pla(  MMd  li  the  tnt  edMon, 

•■  More'ea  a  badtnqr'd  man  wRI  do^  eoamito 
Oa  irinor  ^yno,  or  oMun  OuiUe." 

OpperiM  (kne  Ihiai  •■  Laid  CMhk,  Loid  Byna  haa  wrtaan,  h  On 
I  ponoMl  hi  ISM,  -Vftaug  yaa-tta  pneaaatei  wae  mC 


Yes !  doff  that  covering,  irhere  moroeeo  shines, 
And  hang  a  calf-skin*  on  those  recreant  Ums. 

With  you,  ye  Druids !  rich  in  native  lead, 
Who  daily  scribble  for  your  daily  bread ; 
With  you  I  war  not :  Oifford's  heavy  hand 
Has  erush'd,  without  remorse,  yov  nmneroas  b«ii4 
On  *<  all  the  talents"  vent  your  venal  spleen ; 
Want  is  your  plea,  let  pity  be  your  screen. 
Let  monodies  on  Fox  regale  year  svew, 
And  Melville's  Mantlef  prove  a  blanket  too ! 
One  conmion  Lethe  waits  each  hapless  bard, 
And,  peace  be  with  you  f  'tis  your  best  nvsrL 
Such  damning  fame  as  Dunciads  only  give 
Could  bid  your  lines  beyond  a  moming  live ; 
But  now  at  once  your  fleeting  labors  close. 
With  names  of  greater  note  in  blest  repose. 
Far  be  't  firom  me  unkindly  to  upbraid 
The  lovely  Rosa's  prose  in  masquerade, 
Whose  strains,  the  faithful  echoes  of  her  mind, 
Leave  wondering  comprehension  far  behind.! 
Though  Crusca's  bards  no  more  our  journals  fill, 
Some  stragglers  skirmish  round  the  oolamoi  still; 
Last  of  the'howling  host  which  once  was  BeU'»,f 
Matilda  snivels  yet,  and  Hafis  yells; 
And  Merry's  metaphors  appear  anew, 
Chain'd  to  the  signature  of  O.  P.  Q.B 

f  When  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of  a  stall. 
Employs  a  pen  less  pointed  than  his  awl. 
Leaves  his  snug  shop,  forsakes  his  store  of  shoei, 
St.  Crispin  quiu,  and  cobbles  for  the  mass. 
Heavens !  how  the  vulgar  stare  1  how  crowds  ip> 

plaudl 

How  ladies  read,  ond  literati  laud ! 
If  chance  some  wicked  wag  should  pass  his  jeit, 
Tis  sheer  ill-nature— don't  the  world  know  best? 
Genius  must  guide  when  wits  admire  the  Ajwit 
And  Capel  Lofft**  declares  'tis  quite  sublime. 
Hear,  then,  ye  happy  sons  of  needless  trade!. 
Swains !  quit  the  plough,  resign  the  useless  spade! 
Lo !  Bums  and  Bloomfield,  nay,  a  greater  far, 
Gifford  was  bom  beneath  an  adverse  star, 
Forsook  the  labors  of  a  servile  state, 
Stemm'd  the  mdc  storm  and  triumph'd  over  fete: 


•  «<D<tftetlIeo1ihlda, 

Aod  banf  acalMdo  M  Ihoaa  racnaM  MoSa." 

Aa».Xi^rAle. 

Loid  OaiiyaV  woika,  moK   naploBdaBlly  booad,  Can  a  eooiy 
nisnHM  10  Mi  rawwinffiTBi : 

'The  net  b  OB  butlaaSMr  and  praidh.'* 


tte  atjla  oT  die  dm  edition  of  the  Monk. 

Tb  the  abofo,  I«rd  Byna  added,  la  ISItt  ««B 
Moniiv  Puat   an  exeaedtaf  good  nairb   end  b  i 

S  From  tbb  Ifae  the  pamage  fai  te  Ibrt  oMoa  Bind  ant 
Thomb  BeU  htt  loat  Ma  nicfedngam  and  wK 
Maiikia  ad^eb  «10,  and  BoSi  hvirtl, 
And  Cniaca'a  apfab,  cUdc  lion  ibB  dnd, 
Bevivn  In  Uun,  O^b,  and  X.  7.  Z. 
I  Tte«aoMthaiirnnne«f«aHB«wwednwboliW«e«P^* 
tpaitiiMiliofthanewapnpen.  ^^ 

f  IPSoa  aana  kiafc  fo^  »b.— ThaftlhwiiH  P»l"l^  —  ^*" 

TMnnaweetfct  pear  ■lAiM.irtnwaa  ^m  pm^^  ^^/^ 
a  Sad  I  did  BOI  haaw,  or  Ibb  woald  Bot  hate  lioaa  w*^  •  "^ '  "■ 
DOL-MKaeiity  Lard  jprm.    MIS. 
Capai  UAt  &<|.,  tb>  Mianai  rf 

be  d*rvod  of  ritrwt  ^  <fe  »« ItMV  Iw  •>  ^'^i  *"*- 
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]  hen  why  no  more  ?  if  Pha>bu8  smile  on  jon, 

Uoomfteld !  why  not  on  brother  Nathan  too  ?* 

Him  too  the  mania,  not  the  muse  has  seiied ; 

Hot  inspixmtion,  but  a  mind  diseased : 

And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  last  abode, 

Ho  eommon  be  enclosed,  without  an  ode. 

Oh !  sinee  increased  refinement  deigns  to  smile 

On  Britain's  sons,  and  bless  our  genial  isle, 

Lst  poesy  go  forth;^)errade  the  whole, 

iiike  the  nistic,  and  mechanie  soul ! 

Ye  tonafU  cobblers !  still  yenr  notes  prolong, 

Oomposo  at  once  a  slipper  and  a  song ; 

80  shsli  the  flur  yonr  handiwork  peruse ; 

Yoor  sonnets  snre  shsll  please— perhaps  your  shoes. 

May  Moodandf  weaTcn  boast  Pindaric  skill, 

And  tailors*  lays  be  longer  than  their  bill ! 

Wbile  punctual  beanx  reward  the  giatelU  notes. 

And  pay  for  poems— when  they  pay  for  coats. 

To  the  temed  throng  now  paid  the  tribute  due, 

Neglected  genius !  let  me  turn  to  you. 

Come  forth,  oh  Campbell !  t  give  thy  talents  soope ; 

Who  dares  aspire  if  thou  must  cease  to  hope  ? 

And  thou,  mdodious  Rogers !{  rise  at  last, 

Beeali  the  pleeeing  memoty  of  the  past ; 

Arise!  let  Uest  remembrance  still  inspire. 

And  strike  to  wonted  tones  thy  hallow'd  lyie  | 

Restore  ApoUo  to  his  Taeant  throne. 

Assert  tiiy  eonatry'B  honor  and  thine  own. 

What  I  mnet  deserted  Poesy  still  weep 

Where  her  last  hopes  with  pious  Cowper  sleep  ? 

Unless,  pwwfliMMie,  from  hie  eold  bier  she  turns, 

To  desk  the  t»f  that  wrape  her  minatrel,  Bums ! 

No :  thovigh  contempt  hath  mark'd  the  spurious 

The  rsce  who  ihyme  from  folly,  or  for  (bod,  [brood, 

Tet  still  aome  geantne  eons  'tis  hers  to  boast. 

Who  leart  affseting,  otiU  affect  the  most : 

Fed  ss  tfakoy  writo,  and  write  bat  as  thsy  fisel^ 

Bear  witness  GiUbid,  Sothsbj,  lCacn«iL| 

*'  Why  slumbers  Oifford  ?  "  onee  was  ask'd  in  Tain  ;f 

Why  slumbers  Oifford  ?  let  us  ask  again. 

Are  there  no  follies  for  his  pen  to  purge  ? 

Are  there  00  fools  whose  backs  demand  the  soonrge  ? 

Are  tiiere  mo  sins  for  satire's  bard  to  greet  ? 

Stalks  not  ^antic  Vice  in  erery  street  ? 


*  Sw  NatHaial  Bbomflrid's  oda,  dafy,  or  «lMi«f«r  Im  or  aqj  OM  •!■• 

Annioeak,  «n  th*  cadOHve  oT  "  Baulii(tPQ  Ctmb.** 

t  Tkto  ■  BBwJiirtfcM  of  a  WoTtr  la  tba  UaorimndM  tl  WmKotdMn,' 

I  h  wwAl  bi  mupnBmom  to  leetll  to  Oh  mind  of  iho  iwder  the  uahan  of 

'TIB  Plmwiiio  «f  Hmmj**  ud  "Tho  PtaMnra  of  Hops,*'  tlM  noot 

iMtfal  dUMli*  pooiw  in  oar  knciMfo,  U  ««  cmb|«  Fopo'k  **Em$f  ea 

M  mnnj  pMlmtim  kkve  otuted  mp,  that  evta  (fat  moms  of 


TUacoofBltaiOoftniS^ 
WhOe  Mr.  Mwnioa 
Led  %  float  mtmj  on. 


I  BoCMlSodte  pvMkt  of  UifcM 
ft  hM  «&l  ««rf  frotf  anifL— JIf &  noH  ty  Ltrd  Bfnm.    ISIS. 

"    -   ■  ■      1  ■kvM.dM  tnt  Mhwflfeia*^, 
rof  J«««aaL 
■ailaiBr  of  WWmA  OtaM  aad  fii^OMigta,  ad  mSmt 


Shall  peers  or  princes  tread  pollution's  path. 
And  *scape  alike  the  law's  and  muse's  wrath  ? 
Nor  blase  with  guilty  glare  through  Aituie  time, 
Eternal  beacons  of  consummate  crime  ? 
Arouse  thee,  Oifford !  be  thy  promise  daim'd, 
Make  bad  men  better,  or  at  least  ashamed. 

Unhappy  White  !•  while  life  was  in  its  spring, 
And  ihj  young  muse  Just  waved  her  joyous  winf, 
fThe  sx>oiler  swept  that  soaring  lyre  away. 
Which  else  had  sounded  an  immortal  lay. 
Oh !  what  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone. 
When  Science'  self  destroyed  her  faroriie  son ; 
Tee,  she  too  much  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit. 
She  sow'd  the  seeds,  but  death  has  reap'd  the  fruit 
'Twas  thine  own  genius  gave  the  final  blow, 
And  help'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  lowt 
So  the  struck  eagle,  stretch'd  upon  the  pbdn, 
No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 
View'd  his  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart. 
And  wing'd  the  shaft  that  quiyer'd  in  his  heart ; 
Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  far  to  feel. 
He  nursed  the  pinion  which  impell'd  the  steel ; 
While  the  same  plumage  that  had  warmed  his  nett 
Drank  the  last  life^op  of  his  bleeding  breast. 

There  be,  who  say,  in  these  enlighten'd  days. 
That  splendid  lies  are  all  the  poet's  praise ; 
That  Btrain'd  iuTention,  erer  on  the  wing, 
Alone  impels  the  modem  bard  to  sing : 
'Tis  true,  that  all  who  rhyme,  nay,  all  who  writo, 
Shrink  from  that  fatal  word  to  genius— trite ; 
Yet  Truth  sometimes  will  lend  her  noblest  flreii 
And  decorate  the  Terse  herself  inspires : 
This  fact  in  Virtue's  name  let  Crabbed  attest ; 
Though  nature's  sternest  painter,  yet  the  best. 
^And  here  let  SheeQ  and  genius  find  a  plaoe, 
Whose  pen  and  pencil  yield  an  equal  graee ; 
To  guide  whose  hand  the  sister  arts  combine. 
And  trace  the  poet* s  or  the  painter's  line ; 
Whose  magic  touch  can  bid  the  eanTas  glow. 
Or  pour  the  easy  rhyme's  harmonious  fiow: 
While  honors,  doubly  merited,  attend 
The  poet's  rival,  but  the  painter's  friend.  , 

Blest  is  the  man  who  dares  approach  the  bower 
Where  dwelt  the  muses  at  their  natal  hour : 
Whose  stops  have  press'd,  whose  eye  has  maik*fi 

afar, 
The  dime  that  nursed  the  sons  of  song  and  war, 
The  scenes  which  glory  still  must  hover  o'er. 
Her  place  of  birth,  her  own  Achaian  shore. 


•  HMiyiaihtWMloarfatCMahridfe,iaO<Btw.lSeS,la  iiii  ii|| 

of  loo  oMCh  OMnioa  la  Iho  puoull  of  MaUiw  wkMl  wohM  ha«o  aioii— I  m 
nbid  which  dlMM  aad  poveitjr  eould  agt  faapolr,  oad  whbfa  dooih  IhM 
dMVDfid  lather  ihoa  «Maod.  Hb  poem  abeaad  la  laeh  teaad*  aa  BMa 
ba|MH  the  loador  with  the  Uvdkot  icfi«i  thot  ao  ihon  ■  pnlod  wu  aloMMl 
to  tokttto  vhkh  would  havo  d^uUed  irca  the  Mkcnd  AaMdooo  ho  VM 


t  «•  -  -  .  . 

ITMA  oiM  had  iiimdi*  —  !■■  imi  i^ 

i»  oitond  bf  Lord  Bjmn  on  Rperuriof  ih*  Mifao  hi  IBMl   lii  I 

lMS*ilfal««Md, 

"ThoniuSiMto— ;—d  alley  pPMltofck 


t  CMIo^-t  oaariderOtaUieudCoMd|«ote»  flntorSMmwh 
pilMof  pewirwMlrniao.— M9.  iiolfay£«r4J%rMi.    ISM. 
I  JM  Urt  M  Sfim,  ftc— IV  otMoinf  tvontfHw*  Bneo  «cw  hmtttt  ti 


I  Mr.  ^hee,  awhar  of '« Vkfmm  on  Art,**  tad  "Tlaiwl  H  JUt" 
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BIAOITS  WOBXS. 


But  doubly  blest  U  be  wboie  beart  expands 
Witb  b&Uow'd  feelings  for  those  classic  lands ; 
Wbo  rends  the  veil  of  ages  long  gone  by, 
And  views  their  remnants  with  a  poet's  eye ! 
Wright  !*  *twas  thy  happy  lot  at  once  to  view 
Those  shores  of  glory,  and  to  sing  them  too  ; 
And  sure  no  common  muse  inspired  thy  pen 
To  hail  the  land  of  gods  and  godUke  i 


And  you,  associate  bards  If  who  snatch'd  to  light 
Those  gems  too  long  withheld  from  modem  sight ; 
Whose  mingling  tastes  combined  to  cull  the  wreath 
Where  Attic  flowers  Aonian  odors  breathe. 
And  all  their  renoTated  fragruioe  flung, 
To  grace  the  beauties  of  your  natiTe  tongue : 
Now  let  those  minds,  that  nobly  coi^d  transfuse 
Tho  glorious  spirit  of  the  Grecian  muse, 
Though  soft  the  echo,  scorn  a  borrow*d  tone: 
Besign  Achaia's  lyre,  and  strike  your  own. 

Let  these  or  such  as  these,  with  Just  applause, 
Restore  the  muse's  violated  laws : 
But  not  in  flimsy  Darwin's  pompous  chime. 
That  mighty  master  of  unmeaning  rhyme, 
Whose  gilded  cymbals,  more  adom'd  than  clear, 
The  eye  delighted,  but  fatigued  the  ear ; 
In  show  the  simple  lyre  could  once  surpass. 
But  now,  worn  down,  appear  in  native  brass ; 
While  all  bis  train  of  hovering  sylphs  around 
Evaporate  in  similes  and  sound: 
Him  let  them  shun,  with  him  let  tinsel  die : 
False  glare  attracts,  but  more  offnids  the  ey e.^ 

Yet  let  them  not  to  vulgar  Wordsworth  stoop, 
The  meanest  object  of  the  lowly  group, 
Whose  verse,  of  all  but  childish  prattle  void. 
Seems  blessed  harmony  to  Lambe  and  Lloyd  :$ 
Let  them— but  hold,  my  muse,  nor  dare  to  teach 
A  strain  far,  far  beyond  thy  humble  reach: 
The  native  genius  with  their  being  given 
Will  point  the  path,  and  peal  their  notes  to  heaven. 

And  thou,  too,  Scott  !(|  resign  a  minstrels  rude 

The  wilder  Slogan  of  a  border  feud : 

Let  others  spin  the  meagre  lines  for  hire ; 

Enough  for  genius  if  itself  inspire ! 

Let  Southey  sing,  although  his  teeming  muse, 

Prolifio  every  spring,  be  too  profuse ; 

IfLet  simple  Wordsworth  chime  his  childish  verse. 

And  brother  Coleridge  lull  the  babes  at  nurse ; 

Let  spectrc-mongering  Lewis  aim,  at  most. 

To  rouse  the  galleries,  or  to  raise  a  ghost :   [Moore, 

**Let  Moore  still  sigh ;  let  Strangford  steal  from 

And  swear  that  Camoons  sang  such  notes  of  yore ; 

Let  Hayley  hobble  on,  Montgomery  rave. 

And  godly  Qrahame  chant  a  stupid  stave ; 


*  Mr.  Wri^  fete  eonaatgrmnd  for  the  Sewn  bUnds,  b  autbor  of  a 
vei7  ly<a.iufiil  poem  )niM  paMulml:  h  b  entitkd  "lions  looiea," and  b 
danlplive  of  the  Mn  and  the  lulJMeot  coul  tit  Gmeoe. 

r  llN  tnuMluon  «r  tto  Aadielogj,  Bhuid  ukI  Merfnle,  have  dtoee 
publbhed  espanite  poemi,  wfikh  tvlnoe  foniiw  that  wily  raqulrH  opportunhjr 


X  The  oegWt  of  tlie  **  Botinle  Oirden  **  b  ■otne  proof  of  returning  tajts; 
'be  eonwry  b  iu  eolc  Rcomnieiidalkin. 

S  Me«n.Lan)beBiidUoyd,thenio«lsnebkfcllo««nar8oii(ha7aa<lCo. 

I  By  the  by,  I  bepe  that  ta  Mr.  Seott'e  next  poem  hb  hero  or  henliM  will 
h«  km  addicted  to  "  Gruiuuye,"  and  man  to  frajamar,  tiMM  tiie  Lady  of 
Ike  Iaj  and  her  bnvo,  WBIiam  of  Dvlunioe. 

f  i^MUWl  uib  punge  on  WordawDitlt,  and  the  bOowtnf  Uatt  on  Ci»l»> 
ridff^  Lord  Byfun  has  wrltleu,  **  unjint." 

••  l4fJMwr««liUdiilk.-.FUUi  edition.    Tte  ocigiiMa  iwdln(  va«, '<  Let 

•  h;Jcwd.'* 


Let  sonnetacriiig  Bowles  his  strains  refine 
And  whine  and  whimper  to  the  fourteenth  Une  ^ 
Let  Stott,  Carlisle,*  Matilda  and  the  rest 
Of  Grubb-street  and  of  Orosvenor-place  the  best, 
Scrawl  on,  'till  death  release  us  from  the  stnm, 
Or  Common  Sense  assert  her  rights  again. 
But  thou,  with  powers  that  mock  the  aid  of  piaiM^ 
Should  leave  to  humbler  bards  ignoble  lays ; 
Thy  eountry's  voice,  the  voice  of  all  the  nine, 
Denumd  a  hallow'd  harp— that  harp  is  thine. 
Say !  will  not  Caledonia's  annals  yield 
The  glorious  record  of  some  nobler  field. 
Than  the  vile  foray  of  a  plundezing  clan. 
Whose  proudest  deeds  disgrace  the  name  of  maa  \ 
Or  Marmion's  acts  of  darkness,  fitter  food 
fFor  Sherwood's  outlaw  tales  of  Bobin  Hood? 
Scotland !  still  proudly  claun  thy  native  bsid. 
And  be  thy  praise  his  first,  his  best  reward! 
Tet  not  with  thee  alone  his  name  should  live, 
But  own  the  vast  renovm  a  world  csn  give; 
Be  known,  perchance,  when  Albion  is  no  more, 
And  tell  the  tale  of  what  she  was  before  *, 
To  ftiture  times  her  fritore  fame  recall. 
And  save  her  glory,  though  his  country  fall. 

tTet  what  avails  the  sanguine  poet's  hope, 
To  conquer  ages  and  with  time  to  cope  ? 
New  eras  spread  their  wings,  new  nations  nie. 
And  other  victors^  fill  the  appUnding  skiss ; 
A  few  brief  generatioiu  fleet  along. 
Whose  sons  forget  the  poet  and  his  song; 
E'en  now,  what  onoe-loved  minstrds  sosroe  w^ 

claim 

The  transient  mention  of  a  dabtons  name! 
When  feme's  loud  trump  hath  blown  its  noblestlM 
Though  long  the  sound,  tha  echo  deeps  atlait; 
And  glory  like  the  phcaniz  midst  her  flres,| 
Exhales  Iter  odors,  biases,  and  ezplies. 

Shall  hoary  Oranta  call  her  sable  sons. 
Expert  in  science,  more  expert  at  puns  ? 


It  maj  be  Bdnd  vl^f  I  hav«  oMWiMd  die  fieri  of  (MMt,  iV  pi^^ 
and  teUihre,  to  wfacm  I  dedloaisd  a  voluaee  of  poerib  poem  a  fc«  J^ 
agof— Theguanliauahipvaenonrfnal,  atleaet  aa  far  ae  I  bm  bM  ike  !■ 
I  OBMOt  belp,  a«l  am  voy  eerqr  fa K;  MM ■ 
loRbMp  eeamed  lo  Ibiiet  it  e«  a  wry  eeeewllil  madm  »  ■8,1*** 
baiden  my  memoiy  with  the  lecolleeiioa.  I  do  net  Hb*  Si*  F*"* 
the  unjiiit  eoodenuiadon  oTa  trolbereBtfcfa;  **** 
BO  raaaon  why  they  ehould  act  na  a  piwentbe  when  (be  aeaer,  •*  * 
>pwble,haa,foraacriee  of  yean,  faegufled  a  "  dbeendaf  peWe*^  » 
adreitbemente  hare  h)  wUh  dWvn  reame  of  meet  ei*ote»  •■f"'* 
Doneenee.  Beeidee,  1  do  not  eiep  aaide  to  vltaperate  the  earf !  *^''**~\ 
come  faWy  In  rerietr  vhh  thoee  of  other  patikbn  DteralL  H  brfwl  ""P" 
from  my  leena,  I  eaid  any  thing  in  fiiror  of  hb  lerdAlp'k  paps  bei*,k«a 
In  the  way  of  dutiful  dedieatloo,  and  more  fWm  the  adrbe  of  lAmanW 
own  Judfmenl,  and  1  eeiae  the  Am  oppocttiuky  of|«nMuncfaf  ^7*^ 
neanudon.  1  haee  heard  thai  eoaw  eeieone  eaMei*«  ae  Iv  b  «v 
oUlpdonatoLontCailbb:  If  en,  1  ahafl^a  meet  pai4cideity  he|pr  »!>«* 
what  they  an,  and  when  conJerred,  that  theT  may  be  daiy  appwd<«  «" 
piAlkly  aebnowksdfed.  What  1  bar*  hamUy  adVanenl  ai  ea  ^»— ^* 
hb  prinind  thing*,  I  am  prepared  to  enppott.  If  neoewMT,  liy  qF*"* 
fitim  eleglne,  odee,  eul^glea,  ei^todea,  and  erilaia  faeetbia  aad  d^V  l^l^ 
dbe  bearing  hb  name  and  mark : 

•<  What  eaii  ennoble  knavaa,  er  yholir  er  eevanbf 
Ilea t  aac ftilihe blood  of  nU the Bewanb." 
So  eaje  AipOb    JtneB  I 

Much  toe  lavage,  whaterer  Iho  IwiMUlbm  uigbt  \»,-US.9m^Uii 

yrwi.    ISIfi. 

Thb  note  Biel  e|ipiiemil  In  the  eocoiid  <^hi^. 

t  In  the  flm  edliton,  «*  Ootbw'd  Shnvood  V 


>*  ToOeee  buma,  Hetaiquo  Tb«ai  tdbaie  pv  en." 


euMkthonf   MSL im* ty I«r< ^hprw.    tSML 


SNQUSH  BABB0  iJO)  MOTCW  BBYIXWIBS. 
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•Btw  Arom^lnoptiiig  on  of  SMtoA'a  frimi 
Thovgh  printen  eoninwd  tk*  pMM  to  aoU 
ITith  rhyiM  hf  Hotm,  nA  epk  Ua&k  bf  Ho^rf 
Not  Urn  vbOM  pi««,  if  sliU  vphdd  by  vlwt, 
Beqwx«s  BO  Morad  tktoM  to  bid  w  li«tt 
Ye.  nho in Onaato's kooan woalA tofpMa^ 
MofC  moviit  b«  P>gMM,  A  Ml-groim  am; 
A  foal  if«U  noi^y  of  bar  tMtent  d«B» 
Wbooe  Hdiean  ii  dvlkr  tbui  bar  Gma. 

!  Tliere  Clarko,  atQl  itriHDV  pitooaily  •^  to  fltoaoto** 
FotgottiBg  doggrd  leodi  not  to  doyeea, 
A  vooM-be  Mtiriit,  a  hind  bviiMm, 
A  montbly  acribbler  of  whim  low  Itfupaoa, 
Condemtt'd  to  dredge,  Ibo  maanaat  of  tbo  aaaiH 
And  fiirbiak  fUaebooda  for  m  wagaiino, 
Derotea  to  leandAl  bia  oon§anial  mind ; 
Hiaaeif  alhing  Kbci  on  mawbind  | 
Ob !  daik  aayhnn  of  a  Yandal  noo  1% 
At  once  Die  boaat  of  learning,  and  diagneo: 
«*So  loat  to  PbflBibna,  Awt  nor  Hodgu>a'att  Tarao 
Chn  make  tiiee  better,  or  poor  He«faoa*att  laone. 
But  when  fldr  Isia  rolla  bar  p«nr  waTa» 
The  partial  mae  ddighted  ioToa  to  Uto  ; 
On  her  gnn  bnnka  a  groenar  wnath  abe{)  wot^ 
To  erown  the  borda  that  kaoni  ker  elaaaic  grore  ; 
When  Biakaida  wakaa  a  genuine  poet'a  Area, 
I  glory  in  their  airea.l|l 


For  m%  frtio»  tkna  vnaak'd,*  ban  dand  to  tall 
My  ooontry»  what  her  aona  ahooM  know  too  w«S| 
tZeal  for  bar  honor  bade  me  ben  engage 
The  boat  of  idioto  that  infest  her  age; 
No  jnat  i^planae  bar  honored  name  abafl  kMO^ 
Aa  dnt  in  freedom,  dearest  to  the  mnn. 
Oh!  would  thy  baida  bat  emulate  thy  fune, 
And  iiM  mon  wonthy,  Albion,  of  thy  name ! 
What  Athana  was  in  science,  Eome  In  powsTt 
What  T jre  appoar'd  in  her  meridian  hour, 
"Ha  thine  at  once,  fair  Albion !  to  have  been 
Earth's  chief  dietatress,  ocean's  loTely  queen . 
But  Rome  decaj'd,  and  Athens  strew'd  the  plali^ 
And  Tjn's  proud  piers  lie  shatter'd  in  the  main  $ 
Like  tkeee,  thy  strength  may  sink,  in  rain  burl'd. 
And  Britain  fall,  the  bulwark  of  the  world. 
But  lot  me  eeaae,  and  dread  Cassandn*s  fato. 
With  warning  eTer  scoflTd  at,  till  too  late ; 
TZ  themea  leas  lofty  still  my  lay  oonflne, 
And  urge  thy  bards  to  gain  a  name  like  thiao.t 


t1tofatea4|M 


B^ls  vtaH  IhibM  pifB  IT  «ffl  apheld  b7  wMrt, 
-    iMMvadttaMtoUdaiBM. 


I  Tkt  ••  GhMi  of  Bagrto.'*  «(i  hMwa  to  the  vvtelM  of  wUrt,  ehMi,  ae. 

'  1  bgr  tlw  Tsfutn  of  hfa  poedml  mmmH  «ten 


fani  wteBUp^  b  wriicr  ff  «  poem  dnioiiifaMted  ilw  •«  Aft  of  ~ 
•»*hn»m  Ma  luomdu," ceatefaiiny  Hate 
iltoMtoaHHlli^iiipeodhryMideaUecifer  oT 
a  iii  anfawaMt  tuui^  muk  wouU  exdMBfe  tl»  amga^mm  fiv  Ste 
maAtmmAm,  and  aadeKror  to  tdte  «  deceia  degre*  in  hb  mdmntj,  ft  algkl 
^M«n|y  fn*«  wmt  wninaUe  tbaa  hh  pnniit  mhif. 

f  ••iMCwIhrUfwUn  ihe  Empmr  Pnbni  tnuwpartad  a 
taif  iT  Ym^Mk.*'-OatM*w  IXxIme  a»l  FaB,  p.  flS,  «ol.  fl.    Tham  b  m 
mmmi^4nixih»  trnik  oT Ihb  awitioD ;  the  bra«l  b MlR h fe<gli p«ft» 

TlMab^lhaiwaiaaufarftated  for  tha  IbUowtaf  h  te  ari^tud  mhi. 

T«C  halA   aa  «bea  by  HaaTca's  raprame  tetert, 
If  faoad,  toa  rigMemt  had  famrred  ibe  rai, 
la  BedomS  Artad  town,  Ibr  GmnU'i  noma 
UlBgdfna^fBBiiia  plaad,  and  h««  b»r  fhae. 

'•a^hmm  AaIm,  «K  aa^Tbb  eaapK  chaa  abmd  ia  Iha  Mb 
•Mi^  vai  ai%lBBl^  priaiad, 

••  aa  a^  la  drifam,  and  » lari  la  ahaina, 
il  Badcaaa  aeaiaa  ndMB  Ik 


Ihwaa^  mmm  nqolm  aa  pnba;  the  maa  vlw  la  bai 
aqaiaannblB  ftnlni  aaj  *«II  ba  erpeeied  to  asad  hi  eilf>- 
a,  «r  vMBh  k  b  to  be  bepad  «•  ■haO  aooa  aea  a  ^baiHil 


H-b^faawtetadaba. 

II  na  oAUriglaal  Britaaa,**  aa  asaeOent  poam,  I7  Bbhaida. 


•  Taa«rHrfbiaBlii«f*^M-/Mtofi.— Inliw8ntadhio0,  ••Thnabao 
■toHaiadaHt«lte«ni(harthbaMnioa,aaBlaiiaatochorihtauBa  b«Ml 
a  to  »•  bwd  thHa  at  lUa  dbf.'* 
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Then,  hapleaa  Britain!  be  thy  rnlen  Meet, 

The  aenate'a  oracles,  the  people's  Jeat ! 

Stin  hear  tiiy  motley  onton  diapenao 

The  dowan  of  rhetoric,  though  not  of  eeiiao, 

While  Canntog'a  eolleagnea  hate  him  for  hia  wft. 

And  old  dame  Portland^  dUa  tbeplaoe  of  Pi*a 

TetOMo  again  adion!  «n  thia  tbo  aail 
That  wafts  me  hence  ia  aUnring  in  the  gale; 
And  Afric'sli  coast  and  Calpe'af  adyerae  height. 
And  Btambeul'a**  minanto  muat  greet  my  eight : 
Thence  shall  I  stny  tbnugh  boamty*s  natlTO  eliAe,tt 
When  Kaff  tt  ^  cl*d  in  rocka,  and  enwn*d  with 

snows  sublime. 
But  should  I  back  return,  no  tempting  preaaf  { 
Shall  drag  my  Journal  from  the  deek's  noeea ; 
Let  coxcombs,  printing  as  they  eome  from  tUt 
Snateh  hia  own  wreath  of  ridicule  from  Caxr ; 
Let  Aberdeen  and  Elginjin  still  pursue 
The  shade  of  fame  through  regions  of  Tertd ; 
Wasto  uselMa  thonaands  on  their  Phidian  froak8» 
IGadxapcn  monumento  and  maim*d  antiques ; 


•  ObarfPtf ;  Ii  Iha  latf  adHoa  m^mtwm. 

t  SHl>br/brJtonar,aa^.|aihalnladidBa,«liai^(iMna, 


■aa  bada  BM  «pM>  tha  faUba  aflw  aga." 

I  ilialariaayhardato|aiaaMawahiaiMb^WUiChb«MW<biaMa 
aadal  In  (ha  original  adMaik 

$  AMendormlM  bdng  Mhsd  wbr  hb  gia«  aT  tatfaad  «M  ItaBad  la 
aaoUvDimaf  irplbd,  ••^  wippwid h  —  hiaaiwa hi  waa pa< hwiby.** 
Ub  gsaea  b  now  gatbend  to  bb  giaadauihaa^  vbeia  haabapa  a*  aooad  aa 
ever:  but  ev«n  In ■hxparathMMr than  bbaoaaagMa'WRhbv.    1811. 


AMe<kcaaa(.    B^  U,  Angm,  mt^^JiS.  mm  t^  Lm4  Bgrm.    taUL 
f  Qfctaliar.  Oawb,  ai^g^i^  IMS..  JM>.  aato  %  La*rf  ^paa.    IMS. 
•  •  aianboui.    Waa  then  tfaBwmmnr  of  1810.«Jrl&Mtllv Lard  iVw. 
181S. 


tt 

1}  MouDi  CaMaaui.    Saw  Iho  dblani  rfdga  oi;  1810.  VUX^-MS.  mtt  % 
UtdB^nm.    1818. 

AallAvf.ae. 
TfaHafiorBaaaararaaltoradiBtheflfthadhhm.    Thajr  of^gfaMDy  itoH 
«•  Bm  Aoold  1  bMk  rattim,  BO  bitorM  Mga 
aball  diag  mf  aoauaaifptoea  Unh  oa  tha  Mifai 
Ucvaia  Vabaeb  •  rival  lucbbai  Cair, 
lad  aqual  Mn  vboaa  woib  he  ao^bt  to  Bar.** 
II  LaMlDgbiw«iddbbip«aBada«alhatalllbaflra«a,«lihMd«MhHl 
Baaea,hiMitoOB»«hop>ai«lbawi)cfcorPhkUaai    •«  Cmtat  JwUaa  I  *• 


■adiim,  giapUoal.  topognphkol,  tjpagnpbkar)  depuaed,  oa  SbMa 
Cmn**  aahKfcy  aoh,  that  DMfaob'k  ailia  pRvaaied  Ua  paiabaa  of  1b» 

aaaffer  la  babad."— Ob,  fle.  my  bnl?  baa  7«ar  linibM|i  aa  ■■• 
bdfa«  tor  a  bOaa^toarfat  f  hot  ••  tiPa  of  a  liadi/' ibqr  avf  *<• 
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BTBON'8   ^TlttKS. 


And  make  theSx  gnuid  salooni  a  general  mart 

For  all  the  mutilated  blocks  of  art : 

Of  Dardan  tours  let  dilettanti  tell, 

I  leave  topography  to  rapid*  C^ellf 

And|  quite  content,  no  more  shall  interpose 

To  ston  the  public  ear— at  least  with  prose. 

Thus  tu  Tve  held  my  undisturb'd  career, 
Prepared  for  rancor,  steel'd  'gainst  selfish  fear : 
This  thing  of  rhyme  I  ne*er  disdahied  to  own— 
Though  not  obtrusiTe,  yet  not  quite  unknown : 
My  voice  was  heard  again,  though  not  so  loud, 
My  page,  though  nameless,  never  disavow'd ; 
And  now  at  once  I  tear  the  veil  away  :— 
Cheer  on  the  pack  !  the  quarry  stands  at  bay, 
Unscared  by  all  the  din  of  Mcdboume  house,* 
By  Lambe's  resentment,  or  by  Holland's  spouse. 


■  JiijiM.   TbH  atend  In  tte  flfth  ediikm.    la  til  pteviaoi  «flliM 


t  "BapU/'lodflfdi  B«io|»gntpUMlMidt7poffi«plitaBdKfafPilUD'k 
teBWonsiB*Md«|*l-l  caOailhlm  "duuc"  hefor*  I  wwUwTioad, 
tat  abet  Imv«  iMined  better  Unn  to  tack  hb  name  with  what  doo't  bekof  to 
k.-~IM$  to  t^A/ih  edUhm. 

MsuOell'aTopocVKplijflrThijr*  tad  MiMat  cunot  fail  to  omon  the 
■ppntelim  of  «r«f7  mu  jiiBlillii  orda«ical  t«at«,  aa  wcU  br  tho  iabram- 
lk»llr.OeO  ooowjrs  to  the  mlad  of  tho  leader,  as  for  ite  aUlllj  aad  RMaieb 
llM  napeelin  worin  dbphj.— MM  to  off  Ito  Mrly  odMone.. 

SbMHefafftepMDorTMgr.aiyaifalaMan  Mniewkal  ehnged  m  I0 
teabovenote.    Gdl'o Hirrqr  wai Imm^ and ■upexSdaU-MS'. noH ty L«4 


By  Jeffrey's  handaes  pistol,  KaOeai's  lagt 
Edina's  t^awny  sons  and  btioastone  page. 
Our  men  in  buekram  shall  have  blows  enough, 
And  fed  they  too  are  *<  penetrable  staff; " 
And  though  I  hope  not  hence  unscathed  to  go, 
Who  conquers  me  shall  find  a  stubborn  foe. 
The  time  hath  been,  when  no  harsh  sound  would  ftO 
From  lips  that  now  may  seem  imbued  with  gall, 
Nor  fools  nor  follies  tempt  me  to  despise 
The  meanest  thing  that  crawl'd  beneath  my  ejra; 
But  now  so  callous  grown,  so  changed  since  yont^ 
I've  leam'd  to  think,  and  stenily  speak  the  troth: 
Leam'd  to  deride  the  critic's  stsreh  decree. 
And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  ms; 
To  spurn  the  rod  a  scribbler  bids  me  kiss. 
Nor  eare  if  courts  and  crowd's  i^plaud  or  hiss ; 
Nay  more,  though  all  my  rival  rhymsteis  frova, 
I  too  can  hunt  a  poetaster  down ; 
And,  arm'd  in  proof,  the  gauntlet  cast  at  ones 
To  Scotch  marauder,  and  to  southern  dunoe. 
Thus  much  I've  dared ;  if  my  incondite  lay* 
Hath  wrong'd  these  righteous  times,  let  others  ny: 
This,  let  the  world,  which  knows  not  how  to  ipuib 
Yet  rarely  blames  uigustly,  now  decl8re.t 


I Dbi  qf  MAoMfM  ftoMae.— SliicdHr  iiMH{h,  mad  t 

Oodkaowb-jrAMeMlyltfPdA^rMi.    ISlt. 


Tkt  Mdhif  of  tto  Mh  eddatt  f  oriflnllf  prtMid, 

M  ThH  mcb  I've  daied  to  do  I  taBV  te  ar  ky.' 

t  llHgMalarpaitorthliaadM  1  waam.  rfamiBly 
oair  <■ 


of  Iha  Injwdoaor 
aooM  of  die  pmoBal  part  of  i^-tet  Uw  tfaot  aad  I 


•IVw.  VWiedbe«hlAlM0aiidI8ll.-JC9.i«iityX«<<J|f»wi.  ISMLUota|i|ac»w.   Srm,   MglA^UM, 
tJM«.   PMdflnifailSML-4l»MlityX«id£t)fM.   ISIS.  J    iNedil«»  Omm. 
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THE    FOLLOWING    AKGUMBNT    INTBNBED    POE    THE    aATIBB    WAS   IN  THE 
OBIOINAL    MANUSCEIPT,    BX7T    NOT    PUBUSHED. 


bHMW.I 


^  I  that  Maiter  BoadNr  iMb  iBflUad  AM*  p— i^*" 

•dMnrta0Oiktepal):fe-ln^lKbeihacakMCW».Waid«wioiih|  but  hadalh  Mr.  CoMdfe  aad  Mi  el^gy  on  a  yowif  — -h  dhpowd  to  <*>■ 
Mm.  Lewfe-aad  gnadj  nbakedi  TbooDaa  Lhda  fia  ki*),  aad  iha  Urd  BtmagfaKl-neoniioeadedi  Mr.  Halay  to  torn  Me  tamOm  l»r* 
n£  «ithoito«h  te  MenvtaM  to  gioiiQr  Mr. Qiehame   ^jwpaflihadi  vlih  *i  Bar Boertee  aod  deploMk  iha  waMncKnty  bmdM 

— »ffTrhrlh  oat  hrte  luveetire  afafay*  die  Edtabuish  Bavieven— eeSath 


FOSTSCBIPT/ 


I  mA>TB  btn  iiiiM9Md>  liiioe  the  pramet  edition 

mtkX  to  ynm,  fbet  my  tnuty  end  neU-beloTed 

t  the  Sdinhurgh  BeTierars,  ere  prepeiing  a 

theoMnt  eritique  on  my  poor,  gentle,  tM- 

rmuHmff  itue,  whom  they  have   elreedy  eo  be- 

derilled  mth  their  nngodly  ribaldzy : 


I  inppoee  I  mnet  ley  of  Jefiey  ae  Sir  Andrew  Agne- 
eheek  sailk,  "  en'  I  hed  known  he  wee  eo  conning 
of  fence,  I  had  eeen  him  damned  ere  I  had  i  jnght 
him.*'  What  a  pity  it  ia  that  I  shall  be  beyond  the 
Boephone  befoce  the  next  nomber  has  paeaed  the 
Tweed!    Bvt  I  yet  hope  to  light  my  pq>e  with  it  in 


My  norfliem  friende  haTe  aeoneed  me,  with  jnatioe, 
«f  pcnomaH^  towards  their  great  literary  anthro- 
pophegiis,  Jeffrey ;  bnt  what  else  waa  to  be  done  with 
Urn  and  his  dirty  peek,  who  feed  by  "lying  and 
slandannc,"  and  elake  their  thirst  by  "eril  speak- 
falg  ?  **  I  have  adduced  fects  already  well  known, 
end  of  Jeftey's  mind  I  haye  stated  my  fkee  opinion, 
nor  has  he  thence  sostained  any  iignry ;-— what 
seaTenger  was  erer  soiled  by  being  pelted  with 
nod  ?  It  may  be  said  tiiat  I  qnit  England  becanse 
I  hare  eensured  there  **  persons  of  honor  and  wit 
sboat  town,"  bat  I  am  coming  back  again,  and 
thdr  Tengeance  win  keep  hot  till  my  return.  Those 
who  know  me  can  testify  that  my  motiTes  for 
leading  Bngland  are  Tery  different  from  fea 
literary  or  personal:  thoee  who  do  not,  may  one 
day  be  oonTinced.  Since  the  publication  of  this 
tt^g,  my  name  has  not  been  eonoealed;  I  ha^e 
Men  mostly  in  London,  ready  to  snswer  for  my 
■ad  in  daily  expeetatiim  of  mndiy 

»  J«MtittiSMBit«hB. 


cartels;  but,  alas,  "the  age  of  chtTilry  ia  «i«i»" 
or,  hi  the  vnlgar  tongue,  there  is  no  spirit  now^ 
days. 

There  ia  a  youth  ydeped  Hewson  Clarke  (Sahantt 
esquire),  a  siaer  of  Emmanuel  College,  and,  I  beliefa^ 
a  deniaen  of  Berwick-upon-Tweed,  whom  I  have 
introduced  In  theee  pagee  to  much  better  company 
than  he  has  been  accustomed  to  meet;  he  is,  no^ 
withstanding,  a  veiy  sad  dog,  and  for  no  reason 
that  X  can  diaooTer,  except  a  psnsonal  quaixel  with 
a  bear,  kept  by  me  at  Cambridge  to  sit  for  a  fellow 
ship,  and  whom  the  jealousy  of  his  Trinity  oontem* 
poraries  prevented  from  success,  has  been  abusing 
me,  and  what  is  worse,  the  defenodees  innocent 
aboTe  mentioned,  in  "The  Satirist"  for  one  year 
and  eome  months.  I  am  utterly  unconscious  of 
hanng  giTen  him  any  proyocation ;  indeed,  I  am 
guiltless  of  haying  heerd  his  name  till  coupled  witl 
"The  Satirist"  He  has  therefore  no  reason  tc 
complain,  and  I  dare  say  that,  like  Sir  Fretfbl  Fla 
giary,  he  is  rather  pleated  than  otherwise.  I  haye 
now  mentioned  all  who  have  done  me  the  honor  to 
notice  me  and  mine,  that  is,  my  bear  and  my  book 
except  the  editor  of  "  The  Satirist,"  who,  it  seema 
is  a  gentleman— Ood  wot !  I  wish  he  oould  impart  a 
little  of  his  gentility  to  his  subordinate  seriMden. 
I  hear  that  Mr.  Jerningham  is  about  to  take  up  the 
cudgels  for  his  Mecenas,  Lord  Carlisle:  I  hop<t 
not:  he  was  one  of  the  few,  who,  in  the  yery  shor^ 
intercourse  I  had  with  him,  treated  me  with  kind 
)S8  when  a  boy,  and  whateyer  he  may  say  a  do 
pour  on,  I  wiU  endure."  I  haye  r.othing  fturthfe 
to  add,  saye  a  general  note  of  thuiksgifing  ta 
readers,  purchasers,  and  pubUaaer?,  anSt  ia  ^ 
words  of  Scott,  I  wish 


HINTS   FROM   HORACE: 


ALLVnOV  IN  BNOLISH  YBB8B  TO  TSB  BPI8TLS  *<AB  PUPNW»  DB  ABTB  POBTIOA,"  A«I8 
niTBMDBD  AB  ▲  SBUUBL  TO  *<BNOLIBH  BA&D9  AND  dOOTCH  BBTISWBBB." 


lAM«,OqpwMB  Ooawwl,  Mttah  II,  NU. 

Wbo  would  not  Unght  if  Lawrence,  hired  to  grace 
HiB  costly  canvaas  with  each  flatter'd  face, 
Abused  Ms  art,  till  Nature,  with  a  hluah, 
Saw  cits  grow  centaurs  underneath  his  brush  ? 
Or,  should  some  limner  join,  for  show  or  sale, 
A  maid  of  honor  to  a  mermaid's  tail  ? 
Or  low*  Dugost  (as  once  the  world  has  seen) 
Degrade  God's  creatures  in  his  graphic  spleen  ? 
Not  all  that  forced  politeness,  which  defenda 
Fools  in  their  faults,  could  gag  his  grinning  friends. 
BelieTe  B&e,  Koschus,  like  that  picture  seems 
The  book  which,  sillier  than  a  sick  man's  dreams, 
Displays  a  crowd  of  figures  incomplete, 
Foflt^c  nightmares,  without  head  or  feet. 

Poets  and  painters,  as  all  artists  know, 
Maj  shoot  a  little  with  a  lengthen'd  bow ; 
We  claim  this  mutual  meroj  for  our  task. 
And  grant  in  turn  the  pardon  which  we  ask  ; 
But  xnoke  not  monsters  spring  from  gentle  dam«— 
Birds  breed  not  vipers,  tigers  nurse  not  lambs. 

Humano  capiti  oerrioem  pictor  equinam 
Jungere  si  velit,  et  Torias  induoere  plumas, 
XJndique  coUatis  membris,  ut  turpiter  atram 
Desinat  in  piscem  mulier  formosa  supeme ; 
Spectatum  atoiMi  risum  teneatis*  amid  ? 
Credite,  Pisones,  iste  tabulee  fore  librum 
Persimilem,  enjus,  Telut  egri  somnia,  ybjus 
Fingentur  species,  ut  nee  pes,  ndc  caput  uni 
Beodator  formsB.    Pictoribns  atque  poetis 
Quidlibet  audendi  semper  Aiit  sequa  poteetas 
Bcimus,  et  hano  Teniam  petimusque  damusque 

vicissim: 
Sod  non  ut  placidis  cotent  immitia ;  non  ut 
Serpentes  avibus  geminentur,  tigiibus  agnL 


ilitevmjr  I 

I  oTttita  dkty  dauber^  c 
,  ac.    Tha  ■AIM  k  \ 


A  labor'd,  long  esofdioBi,  sometimes  tcadi 
(like  patriot  speeches)  but  to  paltry  ends ; 
And  nonsense  in  a  lofly  note  goes  dswa, 
As  pertness  passes  with  a  legal  gown:^ 
Thus  many  a  bard  describes  in  pompooB  strain 
The  clear  brook  babbling  through  the  goodly  iMi 
The  groves  of  Oranta,  and  her  gotide  hslls, 
King's  Coll.,  Cam's  stream,  stain'd  windows,  ml 

old  walls : 
Or  in  adyenfrous  numbers,  neatly  aims 
To  paint  a  rainbow  or  the  river  Thames.* 

You  sketch  a  tree,  and  so  perhaps  may  shine- 
But  daub  a  shipwreck  like  an  alehouse  sign; 
You  plan  a  swd— it  dwindles  to  9. pot; 
Then  glide  down  Grub-street— fasting  and  fozgst' 
Laugh'd  into  Lethe  by  some  quaint  review, 
Whose  wit  is  nevor  troublesome  till  true. 


In  fine,  to  whatsoever  you  aspire, 
Let  it  at  least  be  simple  and  entire. 

Incoeptis  mvibus  plerumque  et  magna  prsftst 
Purpurras,  late  qui  spl^ndeat,  mms  et  sltsr 
Assuitnr  pasnus ;  cum  lucus  et  ara  BsHUS* 
£t  BMfMnuatis  aoMfff  per  ftiy*"*"^^*  p]nftKitMa  sgioi, 
Aut  flumen  Rhenom,  aut  pluviui  describitur  areas. 
Sed  nunc  non  erat  his  locus :  et  fortasse  cupreason 
Scis  simularc :  quid  hoc.  si  fractis  enatat  exapea 
Navibus,  ere  dato  qui  pingitur  ?  amphora  empt 
Institui:  currente  rot&  cur  urceus  exit  r 
Denique  sit  quod  vis,  simplex  duntazat  et  nam 

Maxima  pars  vatnm,  pater,  etjuvenes  patisdigiu, 
Decipimur  specie  recti.    Bievis  esse  Isboro, 
Obscurus  fio :  sectantem  levia,  nerri  ^ 
Defldunt  animique :  professus  ffrandia,tui8et: 
Seroit  humi  tutus  Tiiiwrnm  timiausque  proceUtf 
Qui  variare  oupit  rem  prodigialitsr  unam, 
Delphinum  sylvis  appmgit,  fluetibns  apnon. 


pan  SntripSM  hrid  ihi  pItM  or  MN.' 


mtrm  tbom  bxolacb. 


•) 


Ilabortibsl 

Ontftri 

Anothor  Mtn,  ^Bi«t«A  vitti  bombist ; 

Too  low  4  lliiid  cniik  M,  aftiid  to  iy, 

He  qdm  hli  Mljoel  to  wtittj ; 

Absvdlf  Tazying,  he  »t  last  engnvet 

PUi  m  tiis  wo«di»  mA  boM  boMAli  tlM  imtw ! 

FnlwM  your  eare'i  €xaet,  yovr  judflinit  alM 
Tbe  ffii^t  from  foUy  iMds  but  mto  vim; 
Kone  an  conpleto,  all  vaati&g  in  Mmo  part, 
Like  oortaiA  taaocs,  limitod  IB  art 
ttr  gaOigaakina  filoiraheaza  ia  yoiir  aun, 
But  eoata  mvat  eUito  aaotbar  artlaaa.* 
Now  tiiia  to  IM»  I  o«b»  aeemaiBveb  the  aana 
Aa  Yiilean's  fieet  to  bear  ApoUo*a  frame ; 
Or»  with  a  fur  oomplexioii,  to  expoae 
Black  ejea,Uackikigleta,  bot-«  bottle  aoae  I 

I>ear  aathon  1  anit  jovr  topioa  to  yoor  atra^tb* 
And  pondflr  well  tout  subject,  and  its  length ; 
Kor  lift  TOOT  load,  before  yoa*re  qnito  aware 
What  weight  joar  shouldera  will*  or  will  not,  bear. 
Bnt  IncJd  Order,  and  Wit's  siren  Toice, 
Await  tide  poet  skUfnl  ia  bis  choice ; 
With  native  eloquence  he  soars  along, 
Giace  in  hia  thoiaghts»  and  music  in  hla  song. 

Let  jndgmont  toach  him  wisely  to  combine 
With  fvtore  parts  the  now  omitted  line; 
This  ahall  the  author  choose,  or  that  r^ect, 
Pkedae  In  atjle,  and  cautious  to  select. 
Kor  slight  applause  will  candid  pens  afford 
To  him  who  fumlshes  a  wanting  word. 
Then  fear  not  if  *tis  needftil  to  produce 
Bcmeterm  unknown,  or  obsolete  In  use, 
(Aa  Pittf  has  ftunish'd  us  a  word  or  two, 
Which  lesioographers  declined  to  do ;) 
So  jou  indeed,  with  care,— (but  be  content 
to  take  thia  Ucence  rarel7>---ma7  invent. 

In  Titiam  dneit  oulp*  ftiga,  si  caret  arte. 
;Rmi1imn  eirea  hidnm  faber  imua  et  aaanoa 
Annmet*  et  moUsa  imitobitur  are  ea^Uoa ; 
bMni  Opcfis  amnma,  quia  ponere  totum 
Neastot    Hunc  ego  me,  si  quid  componere  onrem, 
Kon  man  ease  veUm,  ^uam  pararo  Tivere  naao, 
9pectan2an  nigria  oeulis  nigroque  ca^o. 

fivmlto  materwm  testria,  qui  seribitis,  »quam 
V'iribaa :  et  venato  diu  quid  fane  reeoaent. 
Quid  TBleant  hHmeiL    Cui  lecto  potenter  srit  lea, 
Kee  feoundia  d^mstet  hunc,  neo  lucidua  oido. 

Orifaua  hmo  vntua  erit  et  venus,  aut  «^  Isltor, 
9t  jam  n«ne  dicat«  jam  nunc  debentia  duri 
FleitMiue  diffaaat,  t%  pneseoa  in  tempos  omittet; 
Hoe  amet,  hoe  spetnat  pzomisai  csrminis  anotor. 

In  Terbia  etiam  tenuis  caustusques  serendia; 
Diaieria  egiegie,  notom  si  callida  verbum 
Reddiderit  juaetora  novum.    Si  forte  necesse  est 
Indiciis  mooatiare  reoentibos  abdita  rerum, 
Fiagera  dnetntia  non  exaudito  Cethegia 
CoBtiqgot;  dabitnrque  lioeiitia  sumpto  nudenter, 
£t  nova  aotaque  nnper  habebunt  verba  ndem,  si 


•«.aM«oa|r« 


•M  UB«  ««i  tt»  MN  pMiMW  gaMl 

teir  low  gummm  U  dio  tmkmm  «r  iMr  body  ckttek   1  wptU  af  te 
ft^inahv  a(  ISOS  j  «tet  mferai  mj  have  maet  caJm jriM  I  mUm  knov 


Now  ««da  ind  eradttl  inlhMa  laMv  ^fa» 

If  Motly  grafted  on  a  Qallic  phiaaa. 

Whaft  Chaaesr,  Bpanesr  did,  wo  aeafoa  sofeat 

To  Bcxdmi'a  or  to  Papa's  matorsr  asttao. 

If  yon  eaa  odd  allttio,  aaf  why  not, 

Aa  won  aa  WHlinn  Flit  and  Walter  Seolt  ? 

100  Ikoy,  by  faioo  of  rhyme  and  farce  of  lmiga» 
Bnriek'd  ow  iafamd'a  iUnmltod  tongnaa ; 
nia  than— and  shall  bo    lairftd  to  orsaattl 
Bofam  in  wiMng,  aa  la  ] 


As  faoools  ahed  their  faUago  by  dagioaa, 
So  fade  espreaaioaa  whieh  in  aeaaon  plaaoa. 
And  wo  and  ours,  alaa !  are  due  to  fitter 
And  worka  and  worda  bnt  dwindle  to  a 
Though  aa  a  moaareh  nods,  and 
Impetaooa  livera  atagnate  In  oatoala ; 
Though  swompa  ai^ood,  and  asarahaa 


*4 


The  heavy  ploughshare  and  the  yellow  grata* 

And  liaiag  porto  aloaig  the  boay  ahoio 

Protoft  the  veasel  from  old  ocean's  roar. 

All,  ill  most  pariah ;  but,  aorviving  last. 

The  love  of  letters  half  preserves  the  past. 

Tkne,  aome  decay,  yet  not  a  few  revive;  * 

Though  those  shall  sink,  which  now  appear  to  thil«% 

As  custom  arbitrates,  whose  shifting  sway 

Our  life  and  language  must  alike  obey. 

The  immortal  wars  which  gods  and  angek  wagot 
Are  they  not  shown  in  Milton's  sacred  page  ? 
Hia  strain  will  teach  what  numbers  best  belong 
To  themes  celestial  told  in  epic  song. 

The  slow,  sad  stanza  will  correctly  paint 
The  lover's  anguish  or  the  friend's  complaint 
But  which  deserves  the  laurel,  rhyme  or  blank  f 
Which  holds  on  Helicon  the  higher  rank  ! 
Let  squabbling  critics  by  themselves  dispute 
This  point,  as  puzzling  as  a  Chancery  suit. 


Satiric  rhyme  first  sprang  from  selfish  spleen. 
You  doubtF-seoDryden,  Pope,  St.  Patrick's 


Grmeo  fonte  cadant.  narce  detorta.    Quid  antam 
Caicilio  Plautoque  oaoit  Bomanua,  adomptom 
VirgUio  VarkMjue  ?  ego  our,  aequirero  panoa 
Si  possum,  invideor,  cum  lingua  Catania  et  Baal 
Seimonem  patrium  ditoverit,  ei  nova  roram 
Nomina  protulerit  ?    licuit,  semperque  Ucebit, 
Signatum  pr»sente  note  producere  nomen. 

Ut  silve  foliia  pronos  mutantur  in  annua ; 
Prima  cadunt:  ita  v«rboram  vetus  interit  etaa, 
Et  juvenum  ritu  florent  mode  nata,  vigentque 
Debemnrmortinosnostraque:  sivereeeptus 
Terra  Neptonua  classes  aquilonibus  areet. 
Regis  opna ;  aterilisve  diu  palus,  aptaque  remla, 
Yicinaa  urbes  alit,  et  grave  sentit  aiatrum: 
Sen  eursum  mutovit  iniquum  frugibaa  amnia, 
DoctuB  iter  meliua ;  mortalia  facte  peribunt  { 
Nedum  acrmonum  stet  honos,  et  gratia  vivas. 
Multerenaaoentur,  qu»jameeoidere;  eadentquo 
QuK  nunc  sunt  in  hon<Hre  vocabula,  si  volet  uius, 
Quern  penea  arbitrium  eat  et  jus  et  norma  loquendL 

Res  geste  regumque  ducumque  et  triatia  bolla. 


OM  telkdi,  etl  ifcTt.  Md  eld  VMBcn'k 

taaer :  danka  lo  our  H«ben,  Weben,  and  SeMli  I 

t  Mm   FloelniM,   die  DubcImI,  and   all   SwA't 
WlUMii  iUbt  •ibmt  wwhi  may  h^,  tin— 


b ;  ari  OMMigh  Sm  aMIhr  of  tta«  ■ 


■  tlM  poMkal,  Ibeir  pofgnanqr  dctmeO  fnm  dM  ] 


«% 


BTBQIC'S  W0BS8. 


BlaniL  T«n«  k  b0W,  witih  one  ooBMnt,  ilUad 

To  Tngedy,  and  VKraly  quits  her  side* 

Though  mild  Ahnansor  rhymed  in  Dryden*s  days, 

No  sing-song  hero  rants  in  modem  plays ; 

While  modest  Comedy  her  Tene  foregoes 

For  jest  and  jwn*  in  very  middling  prose. 

Not  that  onr  Bens  or  Beanmonts  show  the  worse, 

Or  lose  one  point,  beoaiue  they  wrote  in  Terse, 

But  so  Thalia  pleases  to«appear. 

Poor  Tirgin  1  damn'd  aome  twenty  times  a  year ! 

Whatever  the  seene,  let  this  adTioe  hare  weight : 

Adapt  your  language  to  your  hero*s  state. 

At  times  Melpomene  forgets  to  groan, 

And  brisk  Thalia  takes  a  serious  tone ; 

Nor  nnvegarded  will  the  aet  pass  by 

Where  angry  Townly  lifts  his  Toioe  on  high. 

Again  our  Shakspeare  limits  Terse  to  kings, 

When  common  prose  will  serre  for  common  things  ; 

And  liTely  Hal  resigns  heroie  ire, 

To  <*  hollowing  Hotspur  "  f  and  the  seeptred  sire. 

'TIS  not  enough,  70  bards,  with  all  your  art, 
To  polish  poems ;  they  must  touch  the  heart : 
Where'er  the  scene  be  laid,  whatever  the  song, 
Still  let  it  bear  the  hearer's  soul  along ; 
Command  your  audience  or  to  smile  or  weep, 
Whiche'er  may  please  you— any  thing  but  sleep. 
The  poet  claims  our  tears ;  but,  by  his  leave, 
Before  I  shed  them,  let  me  see  him  griere. 

If  bamsh'd  Biimco  feign'd  nor  sigh  nor  tear, 
Lull'd  by  his  languor,  I  should  sleep  or  sneer. 
Sad  words,  no  doubt,  become  a  serious  face, 
And  men  look  angry  in  the  proper  place. 
At  double  meanings  folks  seem  wondrous  sly, 
And  sentiment  prescribes  a  pensive  eye ; 
For  nature  form'd  at  first  the  inward  man. 
And  actors  copy  nature— when  they  can. 

Qao  scribi  possent  numero  monstravit  Homerus. 

Yersibus  impariter  junctis  querimonia  primum ; 
Post  etiam  inclusa  est  Toti  sententia  compos. 
Quis  tamen  exiguos  elegos  emiserit  auctor, 
Orammatici  oertant,  et  adhuc  sub  judiee  lis  est. 

Arohilochum  proprio  rabies  armaTit  iambo ; 
Hunc  socci  cepere  pedem,  grandesque  cothurni, 
Altemis  aptum  sermonibus,  et  populares 
Yineentem  strepitus,  et  natom  reous  agendis. 

Musa  dedit  fioibus  divos,  puerosque  deorum, 
Et  pugilem  victorem,  et  equum  certamine  primum, 
Etiuvenum  curas,  et  libera  Tina  referre. 

Desoiiptas  senrare  vices  operumque  colores. 
Cur  ego,  si  noqueo  ignoroque,  poeta  salutor  ? 
Cur  nesoire,  pudens  prsTe,  quam  discere  male  ? 

Yersibus  ezponi  tragids  res  oomica  non  Tult, 
Indignator  item  piiTaas,  ac  prope  socoo 
Digms  csrminibus  narrari  oosna  Thyestse. 
Singula  qufleque  locum  teneant  sortita  decanter 
Interdum  tamen  et  Tocem  oomcsdia  toUit, 
Iratttsque  Chremes  tomido  delitigat  ore : 
Et  tragious  pleiumque  dolet  sermone  pedestri. 
Telephus  et  JPeleus,  cum  pauper  et  ezsnl,  uterque 
Projicit  ampullae  et  sesquipedalia  Terba, 
Si  cnrat  cor  spectantis  tetigisse  querela,    [sunto, 

Non  satis  est  pulchra  esse  poemata;  dulda 
Et,  quoeanque  Tdent,  animum  auditoris  agunto. 
Ut  ndentibtts  arrident,  ita  flentibus  adflent 


>  WiihantevfllcuB|i|iluMMMl« 


She  bids  the  beaUag  heart  with  1 
BaiNd  to  the  stars,  or  lereU'd  with  thegronA; 
And  Ibr  expression's  aid,  tis  aald,  or  sung* 
She  gaTe  our  mind's  interpseitep   the  tangae» 
Who,  worn  with  use*  of  late  would  fain  dispww 
(At  least  in  theatres)  with  eoranum  sense ; 
O'erwhelm  with  sound  the  boxes,  galleiy,  piit» 
And  raise  a  laugh  with  any  thing  but  wit. 

To  skilAil  writers  it  will  much  impwt, 

Whsnoe  spring  their  scenes,  from  common  lifb  «i 

court; 

Whether  they  seek  applause  by  smEe  or  tear. 
To  draw  a  **  Lying  Yalet,"  or  a  «  Leer," 
A  sage,  or  rakish  youngster  wild  frcfm  bcImmiI, 
A  wandering  **  Peregrine,"  or  plain  '*  John  Bull  ^ 
All  persons  pleaae,  when  natore's  voiee  pratails, 
Scottish  or  Irish,  bom  in  Wilts  or  Waiea. 

Or  follow  common  fame,  or  forge  a  plot: 
Who  cares  if  mimic  heroes  UTed  or  not  ? 
One  precept  serves  to  regulate  the  scene : 
Make  it  api>ear  as  if  it  mipM  have  been. 

If  some  Drawcansir  you  aspire  to  draw, 
Present  him  raving,  and  above  all  law : 
If  female  furies  in  your  scheme  are  plann'd, 
Macbeth's  fierce  dame  is  ready  to  your  hand ; 
For  tears  and  treachery,  for  good  or  evil, 
Constance,  King  Richard,  Hamlet,  and  the  Dsffit 
But  if  a  new  design  you  dare  essay. 
And  freely  wander  from  the  beaten  way, 
Trae  to  your  characters,  till  all  be  past, 
Preserve  consistency  from  first  to  last. 

'TIS  hard  to  venture  where  our  betters  frdl. 
Or  lend  fresh  interest  to  a  twice-told  tale ; 
And  yet,  perchance,  'tis  wiser  to  prefer 
A  haokney'd  plot,  than  choose  a  new,  and  ecr ; 

Humani  vultus :  si  vis  me  flere,  dolendum  est 
Primum  ipsi  tibi ;  tunc  tna  me  infortunia  Issde&l 
Telephe,  vel  Peleu,  male  si  mandate  loqueris, 
Aut  dormitabo,  aut  ridebo :  tristia  mocstum 
Yultnm  veiba  decent  *,  iratum,  plena  minanun, 
Ludentem,  lasdva ;  severom,  scria  dictu. 
Format  eidm  nature  pxius  nos  intns  ad  omnwn 
Fortunarom  habitum ;  juvat,  aut  impeUit  ad  irsm  | 
Aut  ad  humum  moeorore  ^vi  deduett,  et  aagit; 
Post  efiert  animi  motus  mterprete  lingua. 
Si  dicentls  erunt  fortunis  absona  dicta. 
Bomani  tollent  equites  peditesque  caeniimum. 

Intererit  multum,  Davusne  loquatur  an  heros ; 
Maturusne  senex,  ad  anhuo  florente  juventa 
Ferridus :  an  matrons  potens,  and  sedula  nutdx ; 
Mercatome  vagus,  eultome  virentis  ageOi ; 
Colchus  an  Assyrius ;  Thebis  nntritos,  an  Aigia 

Aut  famam  sequere,  aut  sibi  convenientlamiga 
Seriptor  honoratum  si  forte  renonis  Aehillem ; 
Impiger,  iracundus,  inexorabiuis,  aeer, 
Jura  neget  sibi  nata,  nihil  non  arroset  a 
Sit  Medea  ferox  invictaque,  flelilis  uo; 
Perfidus  Ixion ;  lo  vaga ;  tristis  Orestes ; 
Si  quid  inexpertum  scens  committis,  et  1 
Personam  formare  novam ;  serTotor  ad  in 
Quails  ab  incepto  processerit,  et  sibi  constat. 

Difficile  est  proprie  eommnnia  diosra;  taqwm 
Reetius  Iliaonm  eaimen  deduda  in  aetiis, 
Quam  si  proferres  i^ota  indietaque  prima. 
Publica  materies  prxvati  juris  erit,  si 
Nee  droa  vilem  patulumque  moraberis  oiInm: 
Neo  verbum  verbo  curabii  reddere  fidua 
Interpres,  neo  desilies  imitator  in  arotvna 


T«t  eapf  a»t  toe  dsM  j»  fei 

Not  tnbM  yov  |Kuto4jp9  tihMvgk  iMmw  wijSy 
But  obIj  ftiUmviAOTt  kft  Bffiti  pniM. 

FatjmiLtyvnaghmii  lAtmm laakletolbto  jwy  Itod 
To  ti— iMi  oa  Ik^iMd  of  all  iriio  iMd, 
En  jovr  int  Mnt*  of  Motos  tim*  «BioUa» 
BewMS    for  Ood's  sako,  dan't  begin  like  BowIm  f 
•'Awake  a  le«d«  tad  ak>Mer  stiaiB," 
▲ad  pmy*  what  foUowi  from  kia  boiling  bcain  ^— 
He  ainks  toSoathoT'a  lerel  in  a  trioe, 
Whoae  eple  ntrantaina  nerer  tail  in  sioe  I 
Not  ao  of  yore  awoke  yum  mighty  mn 
Tke  temfer'd  wnrblinga  of  hii  maater  lyre: 
8ofk  aa  ike  gentler  bnathing  of  tke  late, 
"  Of  man'a  flnt  diaobedienee  and  the  fruit " 
He  apcaka,  bat  aa  kia  aafc^eet  awella  along, 
Bartk,  kearen,  and  Hadea  eehowith  the  aong. 
Still  to  tke  msdat  of  tkinga  ha  kaatena  on« 
Aa  if  we  witoeia'd  all  already  done ; 
Leavea  on  kia  patk  wkatevei  aeema  too  mean 
To  raiae  tke  ailgeet,  ot  adoni  tke  aoene ; 
Oirea,  aa  caek  page  improres  upon  the  eight,  [light ; 
Not  amoke  fttim  brigktoeea,  bat  from  darkneaa 
And  trntk  and  fiction  with  aueh  art  eomponnda, 
We  know  not  wkore  to  iz  their  aerenl  boonda. 
If  yoa  wonld  pleaae  the  pnblic,  deign  to  hear 
Wkat  aootkee  tke  many-headed  monater's  eer ; 
If  yoar  heart  trinmpk  when  the  handa  of  all 
Applaad  in  thonder  at  the  eurtain's  fall, 
Beaenre  thoee  plaadita—atody  nature's  page, 
And  ekotak  tke  atriking  traito  of  every  age; 
WkHe  vmying  man  and  Tarying  yean  unf<4d 
lifb*!  litde  tale  eo  oft,  ao  vainly  Udd. 

Unde  pedem  |nroliBBe.pador  vetet,  aut  operia  lex. 

Nee  aie  incipiefl,  at  acriptor  Oyclicua  olim : 
"Fortunam  Inriami  cantabo,  et  nobile  bellum." 
Qoid  dignam  tanto  fent  hie  promisaor  hiata 
Partoriant  monies :  naseetur  ridiculus  moa, 
Qnaato  reetina  hie,  qui  nil  molitur  inepte ! 
**  Die  mihi,  Mnaa,  viram  capts  poet  tempova 

TroJK 
Qui  mores  hominom  mnltomm  vidit,  et  urbee." 
Non  funuun  ex  folgon,  sed  ex  Auno  dan  loeem 
Cogitot,  at  specioea  dehinc  miraeola  promat. 


^llr.Cvteriaad(b  a  nrlev  Aim  deeeMad)  as  tdng  mg^^  fa  aa 
qpfcpaentateealilbdMAnn^fwIdoa."  Tlw  pi—  Mad  ■yirinwin  p 
wA;  bat  1  hop*  adlhcT  to  flfltod  Mr.  TowimrmI  m  hb  frk«K  ^ 
■wimiiinMlinf  to  hta  Mceatloa  ih*  Bmi  of  Honee  to  which  then  ihjom 
aBoJc  If  Mr.  TovwoKl  aMMili  hi  hta  ondntokhif ,  M  than  h 
hppe.h0«MikwBihavoridbafaKMtadtoMr.CaiahariaiMl  Ibr  briaglair 
MBhefiOTtepaUbl  Boi  iBl  that  avvMM  dajr  anif«k  tt  1M17  ha  dauMad 
■JMihetthaiiUMHiiiii  ifcifcjof  htoptoa 
aia)  haa  Ml,  ty  »Um§  npaatodaa  toa  high,  ar  dbntoUdaf  aiBkriQrt  ^ 
4r««iapbvt^avnMM,nlhartocitmd  the  huaiU  of  btjttrtof  Mr.  T0«» 
and*a  teon  pnapaaia.  Mr.  CambeiUnd  (wbaar  toieau  I  ■hall  oac  dapn- 
cfaM  bf  dM  homble  trfeuto  of  m/  prabe)  and  Mr.  TovtiaHid  onat 
aappeaa  mt  aoUMted  bf  ninrafthr  noihn  In  thb  MgfB«loo.  I  vM  Ss 
aahor  all  dw  aMoea  ha  can  vtah  faiiMalf;  and  ahafl  ba  ttuly  karPT  *•  ■a 
epiepaatt7««%had  itp  firaoi  *i  balhaa  whan  It  Im  anhaa  vHb  BaodNTi 
Coale,Cawlq7(Mn.OTAhnhHi),OKHv7tW^  Fy,  tad  tO.  Iha«da0 
aTpmanlpnnAd^ya.''  Btcm  V  ht  b  M  a  AMm,  to  naj  ha  htdw 
fcia  OB^uunt  if  not  a»  JSbnar,  an  AmJmatlm*,    I  ■houU  dwn  B71  " 

pi  III  mil ■,  aa  a  Twnf  nan,  to  dteAag  advin,  wan  It  aac  addianwl 

aoe^Towaccr.    Mr. IWmmmI  haa dia (taatoM dWealdn  to  aaeaoBk 
tat  to  eeii«MriBf  tbam  he  wB  Ifaid  anptofiDenl;  to  having- eoaqnend  then, 
atonwud.    lknowtoow«0*'i' 


wha  aoaaead  md  ihon  wtaa  <to  net  bmm  baar  iMi  alto,  and  k  b  hani  to  a«j 
witoh  bava  noat  af  k    I  iwKlhntMr.Tiiaaa— t*b*awwa  taflamawif ; 
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we  Ui  atmpie  eh  IMnood'a  dawning  days. 
Hie  pranks,  his  pnto,  his  playmatee,  and  }dt  plafa 
im  tloM  at  lengtk  tke  manniab  tyro  weana, 
And  piarleBt  viee  eatstripe  kis  tardy  teena  I 


!  fereed  no  mon  to  i 
O'er  •Vfargtt's  devlliBk  vereee  and  Ma  own, 
Pnyan  an  too  tediooa,  leetores  too  abetniee, 
HetteeftomTaTeU*B  frown  to** Pordham'aMewa; ' 
(Unlaeky  Tavell  f  doom*d  to  daOy  eares 
By  pngillatic  pupQa  and  by  bean.t) 
Finea,  taten,  taaks,  eonventiona  threat  in  raia, 
Befon  hoonda,  honten,  and  Newmarket  plain. 
Roogk  witk  kla  olden,  with  kia  equals  raak. 
Civil  to  akarpers,  prodigal  of  eaak ; 
Cenatant  to  nought    eave  hasaid  and  a  whore. 
Yet  eorsing  both— for  both  have  made  him  eon ; 
Unread  (onlese,  ainee  booka  beguile  diseeae, 
Tke  p— K  beeomes  kis  peeeage  to  degiees) ; 
Pool'd,  pillaged,  dvnn'd,  he  waates  his  term  away 
And,  onexpell'd  peikape,  retiree  M.  A. ; 
Maater  of  arts !  aa  Mi$  and  ehibtX  proclaim, 
When  searee  a  bla^leg  bean  a  brighter  name  I 

Laonek'd  into  Ufe,  extinct  his  early  fln, 
He  apes  the  selfish  prudenee  of  Us  sin ; 
Maniee  for  money,  choosee  friends  for  rank. 
Buys  land,  and  shrewdly  trasts  not  to  the  Bank ; 
Sits  in  the  senate ;  gets  a  son  and  heir; 
Sends  him  to  Harrow,  for  himself  was  then. 
Mute,  though  he  votee,  unless  when  call'd  to  dieer, 
His  son's  so  sharp— he*U  see  the  dog  a  peer! 

Manhood  declines— age  palsies  every  limb , 
He  quits  the  scene— or  else  the  scene  quits  him , 

Antiphaten,  Scyllamque,  et  cum  Cyclope  Chairk* 
Nee  reditum  Diomedis  ab  interitu  Meleagri,  [w 
Nee  gemino  bellum  Trojannm  orditur  ab  ovo. 
Semi>er  ad  eventum  festinat ;  et  in  mediae  rea 
Non  secus  ac  notas,  auditorem  npit,  et  qa» 
Beeperat  tnctata  nitescen  posse,  nUnquit^ 
Atque  ita  mentitur,  sic  veris  falsa  remisoet. 
Prime  ne  medium,  medio  ne  discrepet  imuBL 

Tu,  quid  ego  et  populus  meeum  oeeident,  aaA. 
Si  plausoris  eges  aulasa  manentis,  et  uaquo 
SeMuri,  donee  cantor,  Yos  plaudite,  dicat 
JBtatis  ci^usque  notandi  sunt  tibi  mores, 
Mobilibttsque  decor  naturis  dandus  et  annis. 
R^den  qui  voces  jam  scit  puer,  et  pede  eerto 
Signat  homum;  gestit  paribus  eolluden,  et  iram 
Colliffit  ao  i|oait  temen.  et  mutatur  in  horaa. 

Imberbis  juvenis,  tandem  custode  remote, 
Oaudet  equis  canibus<^ue,  et  aprici  gramine  oampi ; 
Cereas  in  vitium  flecti,  monitoribus  asper, 
XTtilium  tardus  prorisor,  prodlgus  sria, 
Sublimis,  cupidus^ue,  et  amata  relinquen  pemix* 

Conversis  studiis,  setas  animusque  virilts 
Querit  opes  et  amicitias,  inservit  nonori ; 
jCommisisse  oavet  quod  mox  mutan  labont. 


tt  (ha  drMlatfM  ortbi  Waad,  and  to  •*§ 
awvVta|ttohba««Mraradadndan,aMln7,*«tha  bank  had  •  da*!.** 
Hear.auchaahacBCMraalamcopjtoff  would  pnbahljr  ttnf  k  awajr  hln^ 
bntntherwbhdiat  the  devBtoMdUw  book;  not fhrn  anj  dUika  to  tba  paa^ 

Aawan-ftmwtodhamrorhezanwien.    bideed  Iha  puMto  ■■hool  pnaaw  a> 

bnf  and  riion  *'  b  enonfh  to  ttegei  an  andpalhj  lo  poetrjr  (be  Iha  nrfdM 
of  a  raanli  Vlt,  and,  paifaapa,  n  far  maj  be  aa  advanCifa. 

t  •*IalhndaB,regiM,>diM  RDoran  dolonn.**  1  dan  aaj  Ifr.  T^tviB 
(lawknalanaanoaflnwOwillandaniandaM;  andkbnomaitorwbMkto 
uaj  ana  dn  don  or  no.— To  the  aborv  erentt,  "q«M|Be  Ipn  iiiinrima  ftf 
at  qnoram  pan  mafna  ftd,"  aO  dam  and  Irnna  bear  ie^dmoaf. 

X  ''Hefl,'*a  ganJng^honn  n  nfleJ,  wlyre  you  ridr  Iklle,  and  an  Ammt 
afDoddeal.    '•Ciab,"aplaanntpurfaMf7,  when  jrou  Ion  I 
MCanpaaadtob    '       '       ' 
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BentpM  irwlth,  oV  Moh  if&pmtktg  yna^  giifit 
And  ararioe  seiset  all  ambiticm  l««rM ; 
Counts  cent,  per  cent.,  and  unilea,  oi  yainlj  frets. 
O'er  hoards  diminish'd  by  young  Hopaful's  debts ; 
Weighs  well  and  wisely  what  to  sell  or  buy, 
Complete  in  all  life's  lessons— but  to  die ; 
Peevish  and  sptteftil,  doting,  hard  to  please. 
Commending  eveiy  time,  save  times  like  these; 
erased,  querulous,  forsaken,  half  forgot. 
Expires  unwept — ^is  buried-— let  him  rot  1 

But  from  the  drama  let  me  not  digress, 
Nor  spare  my  preoepts,  though  they  please  you  less. 
Though  women  weep,  and  hardest  hesrts  are  stirr'd. 
When  what  is  done  is  rather  seen  than  heard} 
Yet  many,  deeds  presenred  in  history's  page 
Are  better  told  than  acted  on  the  stage ; 
The  ear  sustains  what  shocks  the  timid  eye. 
And  horror  thus  subsides  to  sympathy. 
True  Briton  all  besides,  I  here  am  French- 
Bloodshed  'tis  surely  better  to  retrench ; 
The  gladiatorial  blood  we  teach  to  flow 
In  tngic  scene  disgusts,  though  but  in  show : 
We  hate  the  carnage  while  we  see  the  trick, 
And  find  small  sympathy  in  being  sick. 
Not  on  the  stage  the  regicide  Macbeth 
Appals  an  audience  with  a  monarch's  death ; 
Togase  when  sable  Hubert  threats  to  sear 
Young  Arthur's  eyes,  can  ourt,  or  matitr$  bear  ? 
A  *halter'd  heroine  Johnson  sought  to  slay— 
Wo  saved  Irene,  but  half  damn'd  the  play. 
And  (Heaven  be  pnuscd!)  our  tolerating  times 
Stint  metamorphoses  to  pantomines, 
And  Lewis'  self,  with  all  his  sprites,  would  quake 
To  change  Earl  Osmond's  nogro  to  a  snake ! 
Because,  in  scenes  exciting  joy  or  grief. 
We  loathe  the  action  which  exceeds  belief: 
And  yet,  Ood  knows  !  what  may  not  authors  do, 
Whose  postscripts  prate  of  dying  **  heroines  blue  ?"t 

Above  an  things,  Dan  Poet,  if  you  can, 
Eke  out  your  acts,  I  pray,  with  mortal  man ; 
Kor  call  a  ghost,  unless  some  cursed  scrape 
M«st  open  ten  trap-doors  for  your  escape. 
Of  atl  tike  monstrous  things  I'd  fain  forbid, 
I  loathe  an  opera  worse  than  Dennis  did ; 
Where  good  and  evil  persons,  right  or  wrong. 
Rage,  Ipve,  and  aught  but  moralise,  in  song. 
Hail*  last  memorial  of  our  foreign  friends. 
Which  Gaul  allows,  and  still  Hesperia  lends ! 

Multa  sen  em  conveniunt  incommoda ;  vel  quod 
Quaerit,  et  inventis  miser  abstinet,  ac  timet  uti ; 
Vel  quod  res  omnes  timide  gelidcque  mlnistrat. 
Dilator,  spe  longus,  iners,  avidusque  futuri ; 
Difl&cilijB,  queruius,  laudator  tem^oris  acti 
Se  nuero,  castigator  censorque  mmonim. 
Multa  fcrunt  anni  venientes  commoda  secum, 
Multa  recedentes  adimunt.    Ne  forte  seniles 
Mandentur  juveni  partes,  pueroque  viriles. 
Semper  in  sdjunctis,  evoque  morabimur  aptis. 

Aut  af^tur  res  in  scenis,  aut  acta  refertur. 
Segnius  irritant  animos  demissa  per  aurem 


*  *'Ifeiie  had  to  apeak  two  IbwBwkh  Um  bowMtlnf  round  ber  aeek;  b«l 
tm  McBeaee  cried  ool  *  Munkr  I '  wid  ehe  wm  oUifod  lo  be  canM  off  th> 
llife."— Bo*imU*«  Li/k  qf  Johnaon, 

t  In  (he  pcMtecript  to  the  "  Cu'le  Spectre"  Mr.  Lewte  lelU  w,  (hit  though 
Merki  wm  unknown  in  Engliind  M  the  period  of  hie  Mtion,  vet  he  haa  made 
Sm  aaachiwilwn  to  set  off  the  aeene :  and  if  he  could  bare  prodneed  the 
■0kt  *'  by  nmkfng  hi*  hanoM  t  w  "—I  quote  him—*'  Uua  be  would  have 
Mdehart'* 


Napoleon's  edkto  m  — fcaige  by 
On  wkarsi,  epies,  siBgan^  wisely  skipp'damy. 
Our  giant  capital,  whose  sqaues  smapsesd 
Where  rustics  esn'd,  and  now  may  beg,  tiufr  fcniii 
In  all,  iniquity  is  grown  so  nice, 
It  seome  amusements  which  sre  not  ef  fries. 
Hence  the  pert  shopkeeper,  whose  timbUag  e« 
Aches  with  orehestras  which  h«  pays  ts  heu, 
Whom  shame,  not  sympathy,  foxbids  to  snore. 
His  anguish  doubling  by  his  own  ''eaeore;" 
Squeesed  in  "  Fops  Alley,"  jostled  by  the  bcaai« 
Teased  with  his  hat,  snd  trembling  for  his  tees; 
Scarce  wrestles  through  the  night,  ner  testes  of  mm, 
Till  the  dropp'd  curtain  gives  a  glad  mleese: 
Why  this,  and  more,  he  suffers    can  ye  gvsss  f— 
Because  it  costs  him  dear,  andmakee  hua  dtssi  I 

So  prosper  eoauchs  from  Etruscan  M^hools; 
Give  us  but  flddlen,  and  they're  sore  of  fools ! 
Ere  scenes  were  play'd  by  many  a  revennd  dsik,* 
(What  harm,  if  David  danced  before  the  sriL }) 
In  Christmas  revels,  simple  conntry  folks 
Were  pleas'd  with  monioe«mumm'ry  sad  coim 

Jokes. 

Improving  years,  with  things  no  longer  knomi, 
Produced  blithe  Punch  and  merry  Madams  Jsen, 
Who  still  frisk  on  with  feats  so  lewdly  low, 
'Tis  strange  Benvolio  suffers  such  a  showrt" 
Suppressing  peer !  to  whom  eaeh  vice  gives  pises, 
Oaths,  boxing,  begging,  all,  save  rout  and  raes. 
Farce  follow'd  Comedy,  and  reach'd  her  prime. 
In  ever-laughing  Foote's  fantastic  time ; 
Mad  wag  I  who  pardon'd  none,  nor  epered  the  bsst. 
And  tum*d  some  very  serious  things  to  jest 
Xor  church  nor  state  escaped  his  public  natn, 
Arms  nor  the  gown,  priests,  lawyers,  volunteen: 
"  Alas,  poor  Yorick ! "  nowibr  ever  mute  I 
Whoever  loves  a  laugh  must  sigh  for  Foots. 


We  smile,  perforce,  when  histrionic  i 
Ape  the  swoln  dialogue  of  kings  and  queens, 
When  **  Chrononhotonthologos  must  die," 
And  Arthur  struts  in  mimio  majesty. 

Mosehus !  with  whom  once  more  I  hope  to  sit 
And  smile  at  folly,  if  we  can't  at  wit ; 
Yes,  friend !  for  thee  I'll  quit  my  cynic  cell, 
And  bear  Swift's  motto,  "  Vive  la  bagatelle ! " 
Which  charm'd  our  days  in  each  ^gean  clime, 
As  oft  at  home,  with  revelry  and  rhyme. 

Quam  qu»  sunt  oculis  subjecta  fidelibus,  et  qua 
Ipse  sibi  tradit  spectator.    Non  tamen  intos 
Digna  geri  promes  in  scenam;  multsque  tolks 
Ex  ociuis,  quoQ  mox  narret  facundia  prescns* 
Ne  pueros  coram  populo  Medea  trucidet ; 
Aut  humane  palam  coquat  exta  nefarius  Atreoi; 
Aut  in  avem  Progne  rertatur,  Cadmus  in  anffaea. 
Quodcunque  ostendis  mihi  sic,  incredulus  odi. 
Neve  mmor,  neu  sit  quinto  produotior  seta 
Pabnla,  qua  posd  vult  et  spectata  reponi. 
Nee  Deus  intersit,  nisi  dignuy  vindioe  nodus 
Inciderit.        ♦        e        •        «        ♦       • 


'  <«1lHfln(  theatrical  irpm 

ra  feaariJly  coaoted  at  Cfarii 
could  nadj  and  buieitr  I7  (be  clerg7  and  aURtanti  oflha  « 
diameSe  panonw  warn  uauallj  Adun,  Ptaier  ColeMh,  Pakh,  Vta,  •K 
ibt^ruk  Wmrton't  HUtary  qf  SngtUi  PM^y. 

t  BeoToUu  dace  not  bet  t  but  everjr  ntm  who  neafart 


■  ha 


prorootpr  of  all  tbs  coneamilant  evili  ofUie  (ml    AvaUbif  (•  tal  ■  a  I* 


laitanexeulpiiioa? 
pniMd  far  ahaatiur  becMiee  «*«  *«rM(^  did  not  o 


BvtfiiidmtUiM»lik«pi«Hi«  nito^btd, 


K(Mr  to  Ike  Dnnm  tet  w  W»d  ear  efM, 

Wham  tettv'd  by  ivk%  ^•lp<>l*  lo^  "l^*  Hto ; 

Oonwplioa  MFd  iMT,  Ibr  ihe  ftWd  iMT  gbttoe  $ 

Deoamm  left  her  for  aa  open  daaee  I 

Tet  -tChestsfleld,  wlioee  polkb'd  pen  fagrdglkf 

*(Huast  Uugliter,  fooght  for  freedom  to  our  pUy» ; 

Uncheek'd  bj  megrime  of  patriden  braine, 

And  damnSng  dullness  of  lord  chamberlains. 

Sepeal  tfuit  act !  again  let  Humor  roam 

"WDd  o'er  Hie  stage    we've  time  for  tears  at  home ; 

Let  "iLTdier"  plant  the  horns  on  **  Sullea's"  brows» 

And  ••Ssti&nia"  gnllher  <« Copper "t 'Poue ; 

The  moral's  scant— but  that  may  be  exensed, 

Men  go  not  to  be  lectured,  but  amused. 

He  tikom  oar  plays  dispose  to  good  or  ill 

Must  mw  a  head  in  want  of  Wniis'  skiU; 

Ay,  but  Ma^eath's  example— pshal— no  move  I 

It  fonn'd  no  thieres— the  thief  was  form'd  before^ 

And  spite  of  poiitans  and  Collier's  curse,} 

Flays  make  mankind  no  better,  and  no  worse. 

Them  ^Mre  our  stage,  ye  methodistio  men  I 

Nor  bum  damn'd  I>iuiy  if  it  lito  agelft. 

But  why  to  brain<«eoreh'd  bigots  thus  appeal  1 

Can  heavenly  merey  dwell  with  eerthly  aeal  i 

For  times  of  flbre  and  £^^  let  then  h^ : 

TloMe  deer  alike  to  puritan  or  pope^ 

As  pious  Cahin  saw  Serrutus  blaae, 

Bo  would  new  sects  on  newer  Tietime  gaM» 

E'en  now  the  songs  of  Solyma  begin ; 

Faith  canto,  perplex'd  apologist  of  sfai  I 

While  the  Lord's  serrant  chastens  when  he  lores. 

And  Simeon  kicks,  where  IBaxter  only  "  shores." 


I  guides,  so  writss,  that  efuiy  dnnee 
Enraptnied,  thinks  to  do  the  same  at  once ; 
But  altar  inky  tfamabe  and  bittan  nafls, 
And  twenty  seatter'd  quires,  the  oozcomb  Ibils. 

Let  pastoral  be  dumb;  for  who  can  hope 
To  match  the  youthful  eclogues  of  our  Pope  ? 
Yet  his  and  Phillips*  faults,  of  different  kind. 
For  art  too  rude,  for  nature  too  refined. 

Ex  noto  fictom  carmen  sequar,  ut  sibi  ouiris 
fi^eretidem:  sudet  multum  frustraque  laboret 
Attsusidon:  tantnm  series  juncturaque  pollet ; 
Tsntum  do  medio  sumtis  accedit  honoiis. 

^▼is  dsducti  cuTcant,  me  judioe,  Fauni, 
Ne,  Telut  innati  tiiriis  ae  pane  foranses, 
Aut  nimlum  teneris  juTenentur  Tersibus  unqnam, 
Aut  immunda  erepent,  ignominiosaque  dieta.  [res : 
Offenduntnr  enim,  quilms  est  equus,  et  pater,  et 
Noe,  si  quid  frieti  deeris  probat  et  nueis  emtor. 


•  Uate  nuD^  pBov  a  vvlwM  af  Ik*  Jtaw  if  Sovim  VMtaBd 
Sy  h»  dML— Tfcfc  Bm  aihari,  Dt  Puum^  or  DUgmm  U»  *n,  M  t 
tm.   DtPMwemlkk  a)c<boolL~Oirtbeitod,toMiObiiM,lwfc 
MHl,  At  Sw  ayiofi  of  «•  PUbBDi  Cjrrai.'* 

t  Bb  ipea*  OB  Ik*  iBRMbr  Mill  OM  or  hit  mart  ilaqaMi  dhito. 


r  mm  Vttytft  Ai.  «■  ft»  tallMl  if  Sw 

I  to  n^ifa*  tater  MBiMii, 

D  hmwy  A  CMNhH.*'  Tla  iwlliMi  SSt  ifa 
•Hk  MM  I*  food  Rpoto,  aad  Ihely  Mwvgh  to  bi  M  Hida^Mr.  ShMoa  b 
>*iif  kaSj  rf teSia^Md  iiiM^iiMi  rf "gwdwtdM."   m»  h  tUy  w^ 

tt  I  II  Iig  wMmy  te  M  H^^pai■,  "mkif  M  *«■  «» 


usiraet  hiOw  BiM  no  wwdhtm  ^Ss  to  kit 
Twixt  too  much  polish  and  too  ooaiM  a  wit 


Aff 


Avulgari 

In  this  niee  age,  iHien  all  aspirs  to  tasto ; 
The  dirty  lMgw«e,  and  the  noiaeme  Jtot, 
WhiA  pleassd  in  Swift  of  yera,  wo  neiw  dstoit) 
Proecribed  not  only  in  the  irasld  pettto. 
But  eroB  too  UMty  for  a  sity  kai^  I 

Peace  to  8wift*s  foultol  his  wtt  hath  aMb  IkM 
pass 

UMMtehed  by  all*  savu  mstohless  Hudibtan  I 
Whose  aathor  is  perhaps  the  first  we  meet. 
Who  from  our  couplet  lopp'd  two  final  foot ; 
Nor  less  in  merit  than  the  longer  line*       * . 
This  meaeure  moires  a  fsTorite  of  the  Nine. 
Though  at  first  riew  eight  feet  may  seem  in  Yain 
Form'd,  savo  in  ode,  to  bear  a  serious  strain, 
Tet  Soott  has  shown  our  wondering  isle  of  late, 
This  measure  shrinks  not  from  a  theme  of  weight 
And,  varied  skOlfolly,  surpasses  Ibr 
Heroie  riiyme,  but  most  in  lore  and  war. 
Whoso  fiuetuations,  tender  or  sublime, 
Are  eurb'd  too  mudi  by  long-reconing  rhyme 

But  many  a  skilAil  Judge  abhors  to  see. 
What  few  admire    irregularity. 
This  aome  Toudisafe  to  pardon ;  but  'tis  hard. 
When  sueh  a  word  eonteats  a  British  bard. 


And  must  the  hard  his  glowing  thoughts 
Lest  censure  hoTcr  o'er  some  fralty  line  ? 
BemoTe  i^ato'er  a  critic  may  suspieet, 
To  gain  the  paltry  suifrage  of  «  eomett* 
Or  prune  the  spirit  of  eaoh  daring  phrase, 
To  fiy  ih>m  eoor,  not  to  merit  praise } 


Te  who  seek  flnish'd  models,  ncTer  ( 
By  day  and  night,  to  read  the  works  of  Greeco. 
But  our  good  fathers  never  bent  their  brains 
To  heathen  Greek,  content  with  native  strains. 
The  few  who  read  a  page,  or  used  a  pen. 
Were  satisfied  with  Chaucer  and  old  Ben ; 
The  jokes  and  numbers  suited  to  their  taste 
Were  quaint  and  careless,  any  thing  but  chaste  , 
Tet  whether  right  or  wrong  the  ancient  rules, 
It  will  not  do  to  call  our  fothers  fools  I 

iBquis  accipiunt  anlmis,  donantre  corona. 

Syllaba  longa  brevi  subjecto  Tocatur  iambus. 
Pes  dtus :  undo  etiam  trm&etris  accrescere  Jusnt 
Nomen  iambeia,  oum  senos  redderet  ictus, 
Primus  ad  extremum  similis  ribi :  non  ito  priden 
Taidior  ut  paulo  gTaviorque  veniret  ad  aures, 
Spondees  stabiles  in  jura  patema  recepit 
Commodus  et  patiens ;  non  ut  de  sede  seeundA 
Cederet  aut  quarto  socialiter.    Hie  et  in  Aod 
Nobilibos  trimetris  apparet  rams,  et  Ennl. 
In  soenam  missos  ma^o  cum  pondere  versus, 
Aut  opera  oeleris  nimium  curaque  carentis, 
Aut  ignorats  premit  artis  crimme  turpi. 

Non  quivis  videt  immodulato  poemato  judex ; 
Bt  data  Bomanis  venia  est  indigna  poetis. 
Idcircone  vager,  scribamque  licenter,  ut  omnes 
Viauros  peeeata  putem  mea,  totus,  et  intra 
Spem  veiii»  cantos  ?  vitavi  denioue  ei^am, 
Non  laudem  meruL    Yos  exemplaria  Groca 
Noetuma  versate  menu,  versate  diuma. 
At  veatri  proavi  Plautinos  et  numeros  et 
Laudavere  sales ;  nimium  patienter  utrumque, 
Ne  dtoam  stalte,  mirati :  si  mode  ego  et  vos 
Seimns  tomrbamm  lepioo  seponere  dicto. 
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Thovgb  70«  aad  I,  who  aniditely  kaow 
lo  tepaiate  the  elegant  and  low> 
Can  also,  when  a  hobbling  line  appears, 
Detect  with  fingers  in  default  of  eais. 


In  sooth  I  do  not  know  or  greatly  care 

To  lean,  who  onr  flist  English  strollers  were ; 

Or  if>  till  roofs  recited  the  Tagrant  art, 

Our  muse,  like  that  of  Thespis,  kept  a  osrt. 

But  this  U  certain,  smce  our  Shakspeare's  days, 

There's  pomp  enough,  if  little  else,  in  plays; 

Nor  will  Melpomene  ascend  her  throne 

Without  high  heels,  white  plume,  and  Bristol  stone. 

Old  conydies  still  meet  with  much  applause, 
Though  too  licentious  for  dramatic  laws : 
At  least,  we  modems,  wisely,  'tis  confest, 
Curtail,  or  silence,  the  lasciTious  jest. 

Whate'er  their  follies,  and  their  faults  beside, 
Our  enterprising  bards  pass  nought  untried; 
Nor  do  they  merit  slight  applause  who  choose 
An  English  subject  for  an  English  muse, 
And  leave  to  minds  which  neter  dare  invent 
French  flippancy  and  German  sentiment. 
Where  is  that  liying  language  which  oould  olaSm 
Poetic  more,  as  philosophic,  fame, 
If  all  our  bards,  more  patient  of  delay, 
Would  stop,  like  Pope,  to  polish  by  the  way  ? 

Lords  of  the  quHl,  whose  eritioal  assaults 
O'erthrow  whole  quartos  with  thehr  quires  of  faults, 
Who  soon  detect,  and  mark  where'er  we  hSl, 
And  proTC  our  marble  with  too  nice  a  nail ! 
Democritus  himself  was  not  so  bad ; 
He  only  thought,  but  you  would  make  us  mad ! 

But,  truth  to  say,  most  rhymers  rarely  guard 
Against  that  ridicule  they  deem  so  hard; 
In  person  negligent,  they  wear,  from  sloth. 
Beards  of  a  week,  and  nails  of  annual  growth ; 
Beside  in  garrets,  fly  from  those  they  meet. 
And  walk  in  alleys,  rather  than  the  street. 

li^timumque  sonum  digitis  callemus  et  sure. 

Ignotum  tragics  genus  invenisse  Camenie 
Dicitur,  et  plaustris  vexisse  poemata  Thespis, 
Que  canerent  agerentoue  peruncti  faecibus  ora. 
Post  hunc  persons  palleque  repertor  honestn 
iBschyluB,  et  modiois  instraritpulpita  tignis, 
£t  docuit  magnum^ue  loqul,  mtique  cothumo. 

Successit  yetus  his  comoedia,  non  sine  multa 
Laude ;  sed  in  ritium  libertas  excidit,  et  vim 
Dignam  lese  rep[i ;  lex  est  accepta;  chonisque 
Turpitcr  ootictut,  sublato  jure  noecndi. 

Nil  intentatum  nostri  liquere  poetis ; 
Neo  minimum  meruere  decus,  vestigia  Oneca 
Ausi  deserere,  et  celebrare  domestica  facta, 
Vel  qui  pr»textas,  vel  qui  docuere  togatas. 
Nee  Tirtate  foret  clarisve  potentius  armis, 
Quam  lingua,  Latiam,  si  non  offenderet  uaum- 

Juemoue  poetamm  limae  labor  et  mora.    Yos,  A 
'ompuius  sanguis,  carmen  reprehendite,  quod  non 
Multa  dies  et  multa  litora  coercuit,  atque 
Pzesesectum  decies  non  castigavit  ad  unguem. 
^        Internum  misera  quia  fortunatins  arte 
Credit,  et  exdudit  sanos  Helioone  poetas 
Democritus ;  bona  pars  non  ungues  ponere  curat 
Non  barbam ;  secreta  petit  loca,  balnea  vitat. 
Nanciscetor  enim  pretium  nomenque  poetos, 
Bi  tribus  Anticyris  caput  insanabile  nunquan 
Tonsori  Licino  conmufierit.    0  ego  lame» 


BTBOSra  irOBXfl. 


With  UtOs  Yhytte,  Issa  mmm,  if  >c1l]llc«^ 
The  name  of  poet  may  be  got  with  case. 
So  that  not  tuns  of  heUeborie  juice 
Shall  erer  turn  your  head  to  any  use; 
Write  but  like  Wordsworth,  live  beside  a  laks^ 
And  keep  your  bushy  locks  a  year  from  Bisks;* 
Then  print  your  book,  onee  more  letnin  to  toim, 
And  boys  shall  hunt  your  berdehip  up  and  dovi. 

Am  I  not  wise,  if  such  some  poets'  plight. 
To  purge  )h  spring  (like  BayeeJ  before  I  urits) 
If  this  precaution  soften'd  not  my  bile, 
I  know  no  scribbler,  with  a  madder  style ; 
But  since  (perhaps  my  feelings  are  too  nics), 
I  cannot  purchase  fame  at  such  a  price, 
I'll  labor  gratis  as  a  grinder's  wheel, 
And,  blunt  myself,  give  edge  to  others'  steel, 
Nor  write  at  all,  unless  to  teach  the  art, 
To  those  rehearsing  for  the  poet's  part; 
From  Horace  show  the  pleasing  paths  of  long, 
And  fh>m  my  own  example,  what  is  mong. 

Though  modem  practice  sometimes  difTers  qaitt, 
'Tis  just  as  well  to  think  before  you  write; 
Let  every  book  that  suits  your  theme  be  read, 
So  shall  you  trace  it  to  the  fountain-head. 

He  who  has  learnt  the  duty  which  he  owes 
To  friend  and  country,  and  to  pardon  fbes ; 
Who  models  his  deportment  as  may  best 
Accord  with  brother,  sire,  or  stranger  guest; 
Who  takes  our  laws  and  worship  as  they  are, 
Nor  roars  reform  fbr  senate,  church,  and  bar; 
In  practice,  rather  than  loud  precept,  wise, 
Bids  not  his  tongue,  but  heart,  philosophise; 
Such  is  the  man  the  poet  should  rehesrse. 
As  joint  exemplar  of  his  life  and  verse. 

Sometimes  a  sprightly  wit  and  tale  well  tsM, 
Without  much  grace,  or  weight,  or  art,  wiU  biM 
A  longer  empire  o'er  the  publio  mind 
Than  sounding  trifles,  empty,  though  tsflned. 

Unhappy  Greece !  thy  sons  of  ancient  days. 
The  muse  may  celebrate  with  perfect  praise. 

Qui  purgor  bilem  sub  vemi  temporis  honm! 
Non  alius  faccret  meliora  poemata:  venim 
Nil  tanti  est :  ergo  Am«ur  vice  cotis,  saitnm 
Reddere  que  ferrum  valet,  exsors  ipsa  secsndi: 
Munus  et  ofilcium,  nil  seribens  ipse,  dooebo; 
Undo  parentur  odm  ;  quid  alat  foimetque  poetan 
Quid  oeceat,  quid  non ;  quo  virtus,  quo  ferat  erm 

Scribendi  recte  sapoe  est  et  prineipivm  et  fosft 
Rem  tibi  SocratScas  poterunt  ostendere  chsrte: 
Yerbaque  provisam  rem  non  invita  sequentu. 
Quid  didicit  patri«  quid  debeat,  et  quid  smkas; 
Quo  sit  amore  parens,  quo  frater  amaadoB,  et 

hoepes; 
Quod  sit  eonscripti,  quod  judieis  olfieiiitt ;  qaM 
Partes  in  bellum  missi  dueis ;  ille  piofeeto 
Reddere  pcrsonse  sdt  oonvenientia  cuiqne. 
Respicere  exemplsr  vite  morumque  jubebo 
Doctum  imitatorem,  et  vivas  hinc  ducere  voces. 

Interdum  spedosa  locis  morataque  recta 
Fabula,  nullius  veneris,  sine  ponders  etsrts, 
Valdius  oblectat  populum,  meliusqne  moratsr, 
Quam.  venue  inopes  rsrum,  nugaeque  csnors. 

Oralis  ingenium,  Oraifs  dedit  ore  rotundo 
Musa  loqui,  prster  Uudem  nullius  avaiis. 


liM  MtMTtfii 


\ 


r'dMlfMrki 
Witti  ooBunwot,  siTM  sImm  to  anM  ««i  aito. 
Onrboys  (mv»  thoM  v^qm  pabUa  MbiMb 
To  "long Mid  •bent"  bttfontlMT'vttaighttoqitll) 
Ftoa  frngal  Uihtn  aoon  imbibe  by  rote, 
"A  penny  mredf  mj  U4*t,  a  pennj  got." 
Bebeofft«ijbiitbl  froa  aopeMe  teke 
Two  thadi,  how  nuiok  will  the  naMdate  make? 
•*A  greet."— «Ah»bnTo!  X>iek  hath  done  the  ram 
Hell  ewellmy  fifty  thoueaad  to  a  fifaitt." 

They  whose  jouig  eoula  receive  this  nutbeti]Bee» 
Tie  deer,  are  fit  for  any  thing  bat  rhymes ; 
And  Lodie  will  tell  yon,  that  the  father's  right 
Whohidee  allTenee  from  his  ehildren's  sight; 
For  poeta  (says  this  sage,  and  many  more,)* 
Make  sad  meghenMie  with  thebr  lyrie  lore ; 
And  Delphi  now,  howerer  rich  of  old, 
Disoovers  tittle  silver  and  less  gold, 
Becasae  Famassns,  though  a  moantdiiine, 
b  poor  aa  Ina,t  ^  >&  Irish  mine^t 

Two  objeets  always  ahonld  the  poet  move. 
Or  one  or  both,—to  pleeee  or  to  improfet. 
Whate'er  yon  teaeh,  be  brief,  if  yon  deeiga 
For  our  remombraBee  yonr  didaetie  line ; 
Bedamdaiioeplaees  memory  on  theraok. 
For  braine  may  be  o*etloaded,  tike  the  baek. 

Fietion  does  best  when  taught  to  look  like  ton«h« 
And  fairy  fables  bnbUe  none  but  yonth : 
Szpeetae  eredit  lor  too  wondlrona  talee. 
Since  Jonaa  oaly  springs  aUve  frnn  nAalss  t 

Tonng  men  witii  aaght  bnt  eleganee  disprnMe^ 
Jfatoier  years  reqnire  a  little  eense. 
To  end  at  onee»— that  bard  fixr  all  is  lit 
Who  mingles  well  inetraetion  with  his  wit ; 
For  him  reriews  shall  smile,  Ibr  him  o'erflow 
The  patronage  of  Patemoeter-row  ; 
His  book,  with  Longman's  liberal  aid,  shall  pass, 
(Who  ne'er  dsepises  books  that  bring  him  brass ;) 


Bomani  pneri  longis  rationibas 

Disennt  in  partes  centum  didacere :  dicat 
FHias  Albini,  Si  de  qnincnnce  remote  est 
Unda,  quid  superat  ?  poterat  dizisse— Triene. 

£a! 
Bern  poteris  serrare  tnam.    Redit  unda :  quid  fit } 
Semis.    An  hsc  animos  erugo  et  cure  pecult 
Cum  semel  imbuerit,  speramus  carmina  flngi 
Posse  Unenda  cedro,  et  ley!  serranda  cupresso  ? 

Ant  prodease  Tolunt,  aut  delectare  poete ; 
Aut  sxmul  et  jucunda  et  idonea  dicere  Tit«. 
Ouidquid  pr»cipies,  esto  breTis:  ut  dto  dicta 
Percipient  animi  deciles,  teneantque  fiddes. 
Omne  supenracuum  pleno  de  pectore  manat. 

Ficta  Toluptatis  cauaa  sint  proxima  veris : 
Nee,  quodcunque  Tolet,  poecat  nbi  fabula  eredi : 
Keu  pnmse  Lamis  riTum  puerum  eztrshat  alTO. 

Geiitiutt  seniorum  agitant  expertia  frugis : 
Cdsi  prstereunt  austere  poemata  Rhamnee. 
Omne  tnlit  punctum,  qui  miscuit  utile  duld. 


*  I  ten  BM  Sw  «risiB^  fep  OM^  but  tte  I«JIm  tiiMh 
--*'  B  MA  mm  a  mt»  aadcM  aoto  «mrapuM^  ah 
jiii  iiMi  I,  cte  ■—  <gNBl><oim  » itiiifaliml  niiwlii  >ikBi^»*"  A  — h 
M:  "SlaavMs^MfoBiiFknuoliaWm  d'ttm  •d' 

t  •■  Ixi  THpiriart  **  Srii  h  Sw  MM  tailH  vte  bond  «ftb  U^fMS  te 
•  foMl  af  bU%  Sv,  «U*  te  bMM,  ml  teir  a  tern  iMlh 

1 11»feMis<iM  ■*«•' WMkw,  vMabylAb  |M  «•  M 


Thioq^tfcieekfinefcetim  teste  of  Ion*wils>i 
And  etoas  8t  Good's  Channel  and  the  Tweed. 

Bnt  evmy  thing  haeludtB,  nor  is't  unknown     . 
That  haqis  and  Addles  often  loee  their  tone, 
And  wayward  voiess,  at  their  ownsr^s  eall. 
With  all  hie  beet  endeavors,  «nly  sqnaU ; 
Dogs  blink  their  eofsr,  iinte  wM^ld  their  ^wn, 
(damn  them!) miss OeirmMk.^ 


WhsM  6eiwnt  beanttes  strike  the  leader'e 
We  mnetnot  toanel  ftir  a  biol  or  two ; 
But  pardon  equally  to  booka  or  men* 
The  slipe  ef  human  natare,  and  Ike  pen. 


Tet  if  en  author,  ^to  of  foe  or  friend, 

Dsepiees  all  adriee  too  much  to  mead, 

Bnt  ever  twangs  the  seas  disoordant  string* 

Qive  him  no  quarter,  howeoe'er  he  sing. 

Let  HaYard'sf  lite  overtake  him,  who  lor  enea 

Prodneed  aplay  too  daehing  for  adnnee : 

At  flialnone  deem'dit  his,  but  when  hie  nsnse 

Annenneed  the  iaet-^wfaat  then  ?--it  loet  ite  frn» 

Thooi^  all  deplore  when  Milton  deigns  to  doM^ 

In  a  long  work'tis  fair  to  stealrepoee. 

Aspictuiea,soshaUpoemabei  some  stand 
The  critie  eye,  and  please  when  neer  at  hand; 
Bnt  others  at  a  dietanee  etrike  the  sight ; 
This  eeeke  the  shade,  but  that  demands  the  U^ 
Nor  dreada  the  eonnoiseeur's  futidions  vieir, 
But,  ten  timee  eoratiniaed,  is  ten  timee  new. 

Pamaeeian  pilgiima  I  yewfaomehaaoeorehoiae 
Hath  led  to  listen  to  the  muse's  Toiee, 
Reodvethia  oonned,  end  betimdy  wise ; 
Few  reeeh  the  eummttiridch  belbre  yon  lies. 
Our  ehuioh  end  stete,  our  courte  and  campe,  MA 

cede 
Rewerd  to  Tory  moderate  heads  indeed ! 
In  theee  plain  ooaunon  sense  will  travd  ftff ; 
All  are  not  Srekinee  who  misleed  theber : 

Leetorem  delectando  pariterque  monendo. 
Hie  meret  era  liber  Sosiis ;  hie  et  mare  trandt, 
Et  longum  noto  scriptori  prorogat  srum. 

Sunt  deUcta  tamen,  qnious  ignovisse  Telimus ; 
Nam  neque  chorda  sonum  reddit  quern  Tult 

menus  et  mens, 
Poooentique  graTem  persspe  remittit  acutum; 
Nee  semper  feriet  ciuodcunque  minabitur  arena. 
Yerum  ubi  plura  nitent  in  carmine,  non  ego  paudi 
Offendar  maculis,  quae  aut  incuria  fudit, 
Aut  humane  parum  carit  nature.    Quid  ergo  eet  ? 
Ut  soriptor  si  peccat  idem  Ubrerius  usque, 
QuemTu  eet  monitus,  Tenia  ceret ;  et  dthanedae 
Ridetur,  diorda  qui  semper  oberrat  eadem : 
Sic  mihi,  qui  multom  oessat,  fit  Choerilus  ille. 
Quern  bia  terque  bonum  cum  risu  miror ;  et  idem 
Indignor,  quandoque  bonus  dormitat  Homerus. 
Yerum  open  longo  Iss  est  obrepere  somnum. 

Ut  pietara,  poeeie:  erit  que,  ei  pnvpius  etee, 
Te  eai»et  msgie ;  et  quedam,  d  longius  abetee: 
Heo  amat  obseurum ;  Tolet  hse  sub  luce  Tideri, 
Judids  argutnm  qu»  non  formidat  acumen : 


>  IsMr.nvtii 


hflM  of  M0ktel,  I  b«  Imt«  10  phMl 
t  FordN  es9  of  BQj  Baraid'ft 
*.**   lbalmftb<*Bag«hiB,"or* 

VMkMwn  lobt  Mi  Sw  ihHtiv 


•ChulMtteflnL"   TlMaMMia 
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Bttt  pOMTf  betWMSl  tll6  bMt  Slid  'IV  61  it 

No  imdittm  knoira ;  jMi  most  be  kMt  «r  JtbI  \ 

For  middting  poets'  miserable  Tolnmet, 

Axe  dttna'd  idike  by  gods,  aad  mtat,  «ad  colointtt. 

Again*  mj  Jefiej  !'^«i  thattoand  intpireB, 

How  wakes  my  boson  to  its  wonted  fires ! 

livsstsnoh  as  gentle  Caledonians  feel, 

Hfken  Sontkrons  wiithe  ii{M>n  their  critxe  wheel, 

Or  mild  Eclectics,*  when  some,  worse  than  Turks, 

Wenid  rob  ^oor  Faith  to  deeontte  **  good  works." 

Bach  are  the  genial  feelings  thon  canatekiiiB" 

My  falcon  flies  not  at  ignoble  game. 

Mightiest  of  all  Duaedin's  beasfi  of  chase  I 

For  thee  my  Pegaens  wonld  mend  his  pace. 

Arise,  my  Jeftey  I  or  my  inkless  pen 

Shall  never  blnnt  Its  edge  on  meaner  men  f 

Till  thee  or  thine  mine  evil  eye  disesms, 

Alas !  I  cannot  "strike  at  wretehed  kemes." 

InhnnsL  Baxon  f  wilt  tbon  then  neign 

A  mnse  and  heart  by  choice  so  wholly  thine  ? 

Dear,  d«-d  contemner  of  my  schoolboy  songs, 

BMt  thou  no  ▼engeanee  far  my  manhood's  wrongs  ? 

If  naptOTOked  thou  onoe  oonldst  bid  me  bleed, 

Hast  thou  no  weapon  for  my  daring  deed  ? 

What !  not  a  word — and  am  I  then  so  low  ? 

"Wilt  then  fevbear,  who  never  spared  a  fee  ^ 

Hast  llion  no  wrath,  or  wish  to  give  it  vent  ? 

No  wits  for  nobles,  donees  by  deeeent  i 

Nb  Jest  on  **  minors,"  qnibbles  on  a  name, 

Nor  one  feoetiovs  paragraph  of  blame  ? 

Is  it  for  this  OB  Ilion  I  have  stood, 

And  thought  of  Homer  less  than  Holyrood  ? 

On  ehors  of  Enxine  or  JBgean  sea, 

My  hate,  untravell'd,  fondly  tamed  to  thee. 

Ah !  let  me  cease !  in  vain  my  bosom  bums, 

From  Oorydoa  nnkind  Alexixt  tnms : 

Vhy  fhymes  are  vain ;  thy  Jeflrey  then  forego. 

Nor  woo  that  anger  which  he  will  not  show. 

Hec  plaenit  semd ;  h»c  deciee  repetita  plaoebit. 

O  major  juvennm,  qnamvis  et  voce  patema 
Fingerit  ad  rectum,  et  per  te  sapisi  hoc  tibi  dictum 
Telle  memor :  certis  medium  et  tolerabile  rebus  • 
Becte  concedi :  eonsultus  juris,  et  actor 
C&usarum  mediocrisi  abest  virtute  diserti 
Messals,  nee  scit  quantum  Coscellius  Aulus: 
fled  tamen  in  prctio  est :  mediocribua  esse  poetis 
Non  homines,  non  Dt,  non  concessere  columns. 


•  ToUwEelMOeorChitalka  llcrto««n  I  !»«•  to 
ftnor  of  (tau  dmxiQr  whkk  in  tSM  IndiMcd  them  to  expcca  a  hope,  ilwt  • 
Waf  tan  publbbed  fej  me  mifbt  leed  to  ceitaia  eofarquenoee,  whbk,  ' 
Ikm^  natoral  eoouglb,  mtxtfy  came  Uit  nehly  fitMn  TCverend  It|a.  I  nte 
llMB  to  Ikelr  evn  pafoe,  when  Ihej  eanfmiukiBd  themnlvoe  oa  Ike  pfo» 
paet  of  adkbefMea  Mr.  Mtnf  eiid  myOl,  flramvhldi  eome  frcat  goodwat 
l»aMrat,]iiOTktodone«ri)iNh««nkao6kHlMi(heiieMl,  Hwrkif anflvwl 
l«e7CueuHtahdftlMW*'Eleglee''whkktte7vae  Uod^jr  pNpofeiff  to 
■I'toB,  1  hev* no  peoiilhr  foeto  to  give  them  *<m  Jojrrul  e  Qeobto,'*  aao 
MMd,  •'tipaa  eompukkm,  Hdi**  bat  If,  u  Darid  lajra  In  Uw  "tOv^"  S 


B  to  "  bloody  tvonl  and  gun  flgbdng,*'  we  "  won't  nin,  wfii  w^ 
1  do  MX  know  what  I  hvl  done  to  tine  Edeede  ganfleineB  i 
mj  wem  nve  their  bwM  psn|uyto,  tobe  hewn  h  pkeee  Uto  Afar*  i'* 
ahooMeaMi  meet  onto  them;  butwhgrdiarritotildbetoMidiahuKy  tokll 
dTJMlranllMr,  lamignenuii.  '<  The  nee  baot  alwaje  t»  the  awift  nor  th» 
BaflletolheetoBngi*' 
ifeMk,**!  hold  ihrmupibe  otlvr{  and  in  ntivn  far  their  good  wUMe^  gin 
tarn  aaoppotCanitj  of  repeating  them.  Badany  odKreeiofmen  ezpneeed 
taeh  wwUmnnte,  1  ebould  hava  emiled,  and  kA  them  to  the  •'reeordlnf 
S^rlt"  b«  ftom  the  piMtlMe  of  ChrWankjr  deoeoej  idlght  be  «xpectod. 
•u  mmn  Ihea  bnihnn,  dMt,  paMean  lad  rianer  an  I  am,  I  wmM  Ml 
«a*i  tantad  «adM  enemy^  dog  thaw"  Te  Aov  them  tfan  ■nputeri^  ef 
•9bMlheriylMe,irt«erteIto*eraadlleMiLSIi  _       .       .     .. 

li  mpifitii  fa  ea*  a  conStot  an  iart  to  whfch  Oity  wqueetod  me  to  fal,  I  hopt 
eiy  may  aupewkh  being  •«  winged  **oafy,  and  Ihrt  BaovWde  may  be  •! 
tMd  to  asttact  te  ban. 
M  to«mlMalIum,dtohbaaadk,Akaah. 


What  then  ?-^Bdhiii  «tBrvei  some  kttMPti*, 
To  write  an  artiete  Ikon  canst  not  shnn: 
Qoim  less  ibstidio«B  SeetehmanshaUbe  fond, 
As  bold  in  BiHingsgato,  though  lem  raMWB'd. 

As  if  at  table  some  discordant  dish 
Should  shook  onr  optios,  snbh  as  frogs  finr  hk ; 
As  ofl  in  Um  of  hotter  men  deery. 
And  poppiee  please  not  in  a  modem  pie; 
If  all  such  mixtures  then  be  half  a  erime, 
We  must  have  excellence  to  relish  rhyme. 
Mere  voast  and  boil'd  no  epicure  invites ; 
Thus  poetry  disgvwts,  or  else  delights. 

Who  shoot  not  flying  rarely  tonoh  a  gm ; 
Will  he  i4io  swims  not  to  Uie  river  nm? 
And  men  nnpraotised  in  exchanging  knesks 
Must  go  to  Jackson  ere  tbey  daie  to  box. 
Whate*er  the  weapon,  cudgel,  flat,  or  fefl, 
None  reach  expertness  vrithoot  years  of  toil; 
But  fifty  dunces  oaa,  with  psrfeet  ease. 
Tag  twenty  thousand  couplets  when  they  plssat^ 
Why  not  ^—shall  I,  thus  qualified  to  sit 
For  rotten  boroughs,  never  show  my  vrft  ? 
Shall  I,  whose  fathers  with  the  ffuatsak  sste, 
And  lived  in  freedom  on  a  flUr  estate ; 
Who  left  me  heir,  with  stables,  kenneli,  peeks. 
To  ail  their  tnoMne,  and  to  tme$  itatac; 
Whose  foim  and  pedigree  have  scsroe  a  fuUt, 
Shall  I,  I  say,  suppress  my  attic  salt  ? 

Thus  think  '« the  mob  of  gentlemen ;"  bet  ysa, 
Besides  sU  this,  must  have  some  genius  too. 
Be  this  your  sober  judgment,  and  a  rule. 
And  print  not  piping  hot  firom  Sontkey's  sehosl, 
Who  (ere  another  Thalaba  appears), 
I  trust  will  spare  us  for  at  least  nine  yeeis. 
And  hark*ye,  Sonthey  !♦  pray-^but  dont  bs  vnt- 
Bum  all  your  last  tlurito  vvoriie»*and  half  the  neit 


XTt  gntas  inter  mensaa  symphoida  £soan, 
Bt  cassum  unguentum,  et  Sardo  cam  mew 

papaver 
Oifendunt,  poterat  duci  quia  ccsna  sine  istu: 
Sic  animis  natum  inventumque  poems  |ut»M«i 
Si  paulum  a  summo  dccessit,  vergit  ad  uniun.  ^ 

Ltudere  qui  nescit,  campestribus  abstinet  artuii 
Indoctusque  piltc,  discivc,  \rochlve,  quiesdt, 
Ne  spissae  risum  tollant  impune  coronc : 
Qui  nescit,  versus  tamen  audet  flngete !— Qtn*u' 
Liber  et  ingenuus  presertim  census  cquestien  , 
Summam  nummorum.  vitioque  remotes  ib  owl 
Tu  nihil  in  vita  dices  faciesve  Minerva: 
Id  tibi  judicium  est,  ea  mens ;  si  ^uid  tamen  sini 
Scripseris,  in  Metii  descendat  judicis  auieif 
Et  patris,  et  nostras,  nonumque  premstur  m 

'    annum 
Membranis  intus  posltis.    ]>elere  HceMt  ^, 
Quod  non  edideris ;  nescit  vox  missa  rcmti. 

Sylvestres  homines  sacer  interpresque  deomm 


Uitdlialhe"OiW' 


unmwmim  v/omhcn. 
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CwM  B9W  be  rwli'd    fcom  pMtiy  eooki ! 
Tlioogk  **ll«aiM,"  wtth  '<P«Mlk,"«  iMiMdor 

pimk. 
May  tiwral  Uek  to  Qidto— «n  *  trank !  t 

QrphMM,  If*  kam  from  Oiid  aad  I«cnpri«ra, 
Ii«l  aU  wild  iMMto  iMi  wmM  bj  tbaMT ; 
And  bad  ha  Addled  at  tha  pnMBt  bov» 
We'd  aeea  tba  UoM  vahaiag  in  tba  Toww : 
Aod  old  Aa^pbioB,  aaek  vase  miaatiela  tbaBt 
Had  bQih  St.  Paal'twithottt  the  aid  af  WraA. 
Vena  taowaa  jvatioe,  and  tba  baida  of  Oiaeoa 
]>id  move  ttaAoonetablee  to  keep  tba  peace; 
Abolkk'd  OMkoldom  intk  n«ak  appbwaa, 
CaU*d  eoanty  Mairtiwta,  aad  aaforad  tba  lawi« 
Cat  dawB  enrwm  iaftMnea  witii  lefonDing  acTtbaa, 
AmL  aarvad  tba  cbwob  witbout  deiaandiny  titbaa; 
And  btasea,  tbroq^bont  all  HaUM  and  tba  Beat, 
Baek  paat  «aa  a  piophat  and  a  priaat, 
Whoae  old  MtabBiVd  baavd  of  joint  eontiola 
Inehided  kjngdwna  in  tba  eeia  of  aonla. 


ITezt  roeetbaiaaitM  HoiMr»  apie'a  ] 
And  figMag'a  bean  In  Cariiion  enr  ainae; 
And  old  Tjitiana,  when  tba  Spartan'a  waa^d^ 
(A  limpfat  leader,  bat  a  lofty  bard,) 

Tbongk  watt'd  Bfconaabad  laaiated  kag* 
Keineed  tibe  iBftreH  by  tbe  teee  of  eang. 

When  omelea  preTul'd,  in  timea  of  old, 

In  flong  alone  Apollo's  will  was  told. 

Then  if  yonr  rerae  ia  what  all  Tene  sboold  be, 

And  godi  were  not  a  Asoned  on't,  why  abonld  we  ? 


-e«i  or  UM^**ar«M*«t 

■M  M  «aM  «Mriplin  J  k  «■  te  «M  19  ai  pwn  Mtt  MriBa, 
r,  UM,  Dkvkkh,  BUaid  Cwv  da  '  " 
■)%wih<l,  Cttnar,  Ml  of  CnMft,  9^  oTlan,  Dm  Bod. 
ndTMB  ■nnri»dwQraM.uvflitauMierifa>t««l«i)vaa.  Tht 
t  M  Ff%  ^tiwlmt.  Mwl  te  ftOnui  rf  at.  avpoUMV  Tl« 
■diuwtw,  pM  Mil  •00,  vffl  ba  emplofed  m  axe  oov  aafigsd  b  Bk  P« 
ia<b  nUnlHl  CUM  In  IM  flcoiBk  oeoit^  T)m  pMe  waJMi^jr  avail 
■*,MildiaM|iaUUienwiUte    ' 


.  %tolv.klia0Bod  dwl 
■ten  BoMftgy,  to  allow  te  bobbjr  BaOaai^M  10 
■oal  Rcfteer  (of  vMeh,  i7  (ke  bgr, 
•  ite  gfBMl  paadcal  tiiuaTime  of  tfaa  daj."  B«u,  oa  aaaoad  du^fali,  1 
«■  ba  M  flWl  dafiM  flf  prataa  10  be  the  iN»«7«d  laadeai  or  Iba  bBHl,  dMigk 
terau^wweUhaaptDthemaelvta  *'8eott1i  lUi^  thouiaaa aa|te aoU,** 
vl^k  Moai  aa4r  dlKon<(  poor  Bouiter'to  WMilwaMea.  Faar  Bauiksjr,  k 
A0ridHcnHtiihe<«Lepyai"ortMa|ieailaaltifamTlia*k  lamoatraai^ 
pkad  to  aaa  Urn  to  aoeh  gooil  eeii«a«7, 


•naoloaiawaBitatfMdiDtharixthiaepoatffcNi  of  Eodkli  «Baeaaaa.  b 
IM  ttiaa^  0BC,  ACB,  DB  !•  eqtui  to  AC,  and  BC,  oomma»  to  both;  tba 
«MrideaDB»BC,aiac4aaltolh«twoAC,C7l,«teh  toaach^andtba  anfla 
DBC  h  eqaal  to  tba  aagk  ACBi  tbefefoR,  ibe  baaa  DC  b  aqaal  to  Ite  baa 
AB,aiMiawalaagl0DBCCMr.8oatbc7)h  equal  to  iha  trfaagb  ACB,  ttaa 
Iw  to  lito  ftwar,  vblab  h  olMnl,"  4c->Tha  editor  or  ifai  Edlabuiih  Rof. 
tattrvil  lad  fhasartariteibeaaato  hwl  bgr  Ui  atofaDaff:  ba  teaoaljto 
towtterirar;  *tia the flm tanqAa  •l0ib«r rid«  «•  Fbaa  Adnomm.'" 

*  V<laiW^  "i^i*""  *» Po^eilbaaliwiaBhH aa  Mk  Baalbl/^ 
«r  Ave,"  aad  j«t  1  aai  aAald  ttaa  Preacbnaa  bM  both  nma  truth  and  paanjr  loa 
aaUaAb-ffcayiareljgPhnHlhar)  thaa  oar  patrfatiatobiatwl,  wiw  ftral 
aaar  WW  hi  VBBiaa  or  a  iaiBaHl  FMMh  ttampat,  vhan  lUa  or  wllah  woaM 
ba  canaa  wfik  the  «Mf»  af  *a  iiM  JMBiw 

t  lAeairn.Baigeto'hniiihiiJtibaiiBatiiiarwidcblwd 
aaatnak  cTl^riaiilSCoehqwrataMr.  If  thla  ba  doited.  1  1 
wiitaniimn  to  fwato  ftaaa. 


>  nbLaSnhMaara^poBdedthaODlmaltror  fidUborgti.  Bdlaaijaa 
dknaaMtha  «•  Bridge  oT  Benrbsk,**  bat  Soadwf  dataad  it  m  half  I 
h;  aeaa  awon  li  «M  th»  «*a%  •'StUlaff;'' ha  hMl  Jaai  paatod  CM 
li  a  doaaaPwshitoai  orar  h.  Ai  laat  k  waa  deaUad  I9 
t  k  Mait  aatM^  aoaa  an-  laaa  ttea  ••*•  waiHir  af  AmIv 


Tba  wa*%  Uka  mattal  ftaudes,  may  ba  woo^d; 
Intnmaaha'UaaeeiaPajpbianor  a  prude; 
Fleiee  as  a  bride  when  l^at  abe  liDeU  affiigbl, 
MiUL  an  tiki  aaiBA  upon  the  aaooBd  nifkt; 
Wild  aa  the  wife  of  aldaarman  or  peer, 
Now  far  bia  9moa»  and  new  a  gsanadiv  t 
Her  ayea  baaaeaa,  ber  heart  beUee,  bar  aoMb 
lee  in  a  arowd*  and  lava  whan  akina. 

If  Tafae  be  atndied  with  aome  show  of  art, 
Kind  natnaa  alwaya  will  pedorm  her  part. 
Though  witbont  geniua*  and  a  naftiTe  T«in 
Of  wit,  we  loathe  an  artificial  atrain ; 
Yet  art  and  natoza  join'd  will  win  thefciaay 
Unleea  they  aet  like  «a  and  eur  aUiea. 

The  youth  who  trains  to  ride  or  mn  a  race. 
Must  bear  priration  with  unruflled  faoe, 
Be  eall'dto  labor  when  he  t^inka  to  dina» 
And,  harder  atill,  leare  wenching  and  hia  aJaa* 
Ladies  who  sing,  at  leaat  who  aing  at  eight, 
Hava  feUow'd  mnaie  throi^kkar  iartheet  iight  | 
Bat  ikynan  tell  yon  neither  mere  nor  leea» 
*'  I've  got  a  pratty  poeak  for  the  preaa  ;'* 
And  tbat'a  enoogh;  then  write  and  print  ao  Uttjr* 
If  Satan  take  the  hindmoat,  who'd  ba  laat? 
They  etonn  the  typea,  they  publish;  one  and  aU. 
They  leap  the  eennter,  and  thqr  leave  the  atalL 
Provincial  nuddena,  men  of  high  oommaiid, 
Yea,  bafonet'e  have  inked  the  bloody  bandl 
Cash  cannot  qoell  them ;  Pelfio  play'd  thia  piaaka 
(Then  Phttbna  iliat  found  credit  in  a  bank  1) 
Not  an  the  living  only,  bat  the  dead, 
Fool  on,  aa  fluent  aa  an  Orpkmt  heed  ;• 

Cmdlboa  et  vista  ftosdo  detecniit  Orphana : 
Dietus  ob  boa  laaiie  tigieay'rabidoe^ne  Isonea; 
Dictus  et  Amphion,  Theban»  conditor  arda, 
Saxa  movere  sono  testudinist  et  preoe  blende 
Bucere  quo  vellet :  fuit  haec  sapientia  quondam, 
PubUca jprivatis  secemere :  sacra  profania ; 
Concubito  prohibere  vago ;  dare  jura  maritia ; 
Oppida  moliri ;  leges  inddere  limo. 
Bio  honor  et  nomen  divinis  vatibas  ataue 
Carminibus  venit.    Post  bos  insignia  Homaraa 
Tyrtskuaque  maxee  animoa  ia  Martia  bella 
Versibus  exacuit ;  diets  per  carmina  sortea, 
Bt  vitA  monstraU  via  est :  et  gratia  regum 
Pierxis  tentam  modia :  Indnsque  repertua, 
Et  longorum  operum  finis :  ne  forte  pudorl 
Sit  tibi  Musa  lyrs  aolers,  ct  cantor  Apollo. 

Nature  fieret  l&ndabile  carmen,  an  arte, 
Quseaitum  eat:  ego  nee  studium  sine  divite  ven^ 
Nee  rude  quid  prosit  video  ingenium ;  alterina  ab 
Altera  poscit  opem  res,  et  ooi^'urat  amice. 
Qui  studet  optatam  cursu  contin^ere  metam, 
Multa  tulit  recitque  puer ;  sudavit  et  alait ; 
Abstinuit  Venere  et  vino :  qui  Pythia  cantat 
Tibiocn,  didicit  prius,  extimuitque  magistrum* 
None  satia  eat  dixime;   Ego  mira  poematn 

pango; 
Occupet  extremum  scabies ;  mihi  turpe  relinqiU 
£t  quod  non  didici,  sane  nescire  fateri. 

eeeeeeee 
■  '      Si  cannina  condea, 
NuBqaam  te  fsUent  animi  sub  vnlpe  Is  tented. 
QuiniUio  si  quid  redtares,  Conrige,  sodes 
Hoc  (aiebat)  et  hoc :  melius  te  posse  negarea, 


•  HTtenq 

Onifftaeama 

Voiraaet  EwTdieea  vox  i|aa,  «(  frifUa  Uogua  j 

lb,  niaeram  ikaTdken  I  aaiaia  fogMole  Toeabat; 
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Daaiii'd  til  tbeir  days,  they  posthnmotuly  fhrir^- 
Dng  up  from  dust,  ^cragh  buried  when  aifve ! 
Reriewi  record  this  epidemic  crime, 
Those  **  Books  of  Martyrs*'  to  the  rage  for  ihyme. 
Alas !  wo  worth  the  scribbler !  often  seen 
In  Morning  Post  or  Monthly  Magazine. 
There  lurk  his  earlier  lays ;  but  soon,  hot-prest, 
Behold  a  quarto  !*~Tarts  must  teil  the  rest. 
Then  leaTe,  ye  wise,  the  lyre's  precarious  chords, 
To  muse-mad  baronets  or  madder  lords, 
Or  country  Crispins,  now  grown  somewhat  stale, 
Twin  Boric  minstrels,  drunk  with  Doric  ale ! 
Hark  to  those  notes,  narootically  soft ! 
The  cobbler  laureate  sing*  to  Capel  Lofitlf 
Till,  lo !  that  modem  Midas,  as  he  hears, 
Adds  an  ell  growth  to  his  egregious  ears  1 


There  lives  one  druid  who  prepares  in  time 
'Gainst  future  feuds  his  poor  rerenge  of  rhyme ; 
Backs  his  dull  memory,  and  his  duller  muse, 
To  publish  faults  which  friendship  should  excuse. 
If  friendship's  nothing,  self-regard  might  teach 
More  polish'd  usage  of  his  parts  of  speech. 
But  what  is  shame,  or  what  is  aught,  to  him  ? 
He  Tents  his  spleen  or  gratiftes  his  whim. 

Bis  terque  expertum  frnetra,  delere  Jubebat, 
Et  male  tomatos  ineudi  redaere  Tenras. 
81  defendere  delictum  qnam  rertere  malles, 
JTuUum  ultra  Terbnm,  aut  operam  insumebat 
inanem. 


O^il  LoA  to dakdH  ivotaAoo  Ib  bb pnCm  to  two pahr  of 
•fMBlMiWUBh  In  widMdilw  public  10  trjODj  batttedereorapntranleltt 
oM,  "f^  M  fkr  wKnA  ih$  •nsiiM  of  u 

OiMBiM**  mn  pMpto  of  mom  adueatte,  wd  no  piinftiritm  but  Ifaan  Ax- 
Mdluw(*«AiaKl«  anbo^-^MnpUni  both)  md  oat  tlKtr  Mtfro 


I  tlkj,  and  laave  iJI  ito  ahoH  oad  w—lkkmiei  b  te 
pnUi  aniepdrad,  to  potdb  op  Baghi  od  BodaMirao  and  P^noo  to  Oii» 
po(»dar.  Shtlafoa  a  ibopboaid,  they  doMilba  Soldi  orbaUhfWtanthBootr 
Hood  StoJ  «vor  »v  VM  abed  from  the  finger;  and  an  *'  Emoj  en  War"  It 
pndoeed  bj  Ito  dmh  pMt  of  a  ••  port." 

« lad  own  tliat  mw  atob  poou  nado  a  nto.** 

Did  Nalhui  ovar  nad  Itot  Im  of  POpe  I  aad  If  to  did,  vty  aot  Mi  It  ao 
mnumt 
t  Tbii  woll4DeaidBf  gBoOttmuk  too  ipoDod  mao  axedhot  riioonah 


f  tottopoatfeal  ladohy  of  maay  of  tto  ladiMtiiooo  poor. 

M  and  tab  fanttor  Bobbj  tove  Ht  aU  SonaoobUn  rf 
hf ;  nor  too  Ito  nwkdy  oonfiood  Hadf  to  om  oooatjr.     Piratt  loo,  (vto 
oMO  waa  wber J  too  flao|hi  Ito  eootafloo  of  palronafo,  and  deeoyad  a  poor 


•w«hildandtwevolanM»or'«Roankio'*  MttriydoMiluto.  TtoghUlfato 
doB'l  toto  a  poetkal  twtat,  wod  ooflM  bith  M  a  riMomaUng  Snpifao,  BMg 
vtll ;  but  Ito  »  tafedbo  »  an  ao  ibke^y  ai  If  (toy  had  bean  tto  dl^ibir  tf 
an>Culora8eotoniaBpibBpoeL  Tto  patnwa  of  ibb  poor  lad  am  oerti£i|y 
anonoruUe  fcr  hbcnd,  and  It  ooght  to  U  an  todbtabh  eStooe.  Bat  tUi  b 
te  hwt  «hay  tovo  done,  far,  by  a  idtaomeat  of  baibaiHy,  thay  tava  n 
Sw  (bto)  man  pimhiimomly  ridteuloua,  by  prinlla|^  vhat  to  whM  t 
hndaenaaanenghoeffw  to  print  Mtnalt  Ortea  ttoae  lahaia  of  *•  lliiah 
Mm  iiibf  Sm  etoMto  agahMt «« a— rwetfan  man."  What  doto  b  rffnlQr 
wtodMT  a  poor,  dear,  dead  dnnea  b  to  be  Moek  up  b  Siifgaoaa' arln  SlalhMMiB' 
BaSr  bllaobadtoaoaaMbhbboMBaabb  blandanf  b  tt  not  hMbr  to 
glitothb  body  on  a  hoath,auuibbaoul  ban  octavo  >  »Wobunr  vtatwe 
am, bm  we  fawwBot  what  wo  may  to ;  "  and  h  b  to  to hopad  a«  navar  riiaB 
know,  If  a  num  wto  haa  paamd  through  liftwidiaaaitofoebtbtoind 
'  I  on  Ito  other  ahto  of  S|yz,  and  made,  Bto  poor  Joa 
koTpofbeiy.  Ttopbaof|  II  J  ibbpra» 
d|  now.arfgbnoieonMof  ihb  MSator  aknCtofUMn^" 
ndaadaeantavodonaadeeenlafiilonwttoA  bTelgOnff  Ratt  taia 
ji  And  dKn  tab  faMcripdon  apilt  btoaomaaymodennMl-^Tb 
*»  DaetomoreoniMb,  ito  Rjta  Bon.  lb  and  So,  and  Mm.  nni  Mbi 
0aartbody,  itoea  Tdunaa  an,  *&,  *c."-why,  thb  b  dolbff  oM  ba  ••«« 
■rib  cT  dedkalba  **  b  gnbr-tfim  b  bm  a  quart,  and  to  dMdeo  ft  annv  a 
doBto.  Wly,PwM,hadatlhoano<apuffbaf  DoeHhoatMnfciblhndlbaaf 
ikdMdon  an  atom  thb  b  qobt  f— Then  b  a  chOd,  a  book,  and  a  didtaBibB  I 
aend  ba  gW  to  tor  gnee,  dw  toIuhh  to  itogioeer,  and  tte  deJbaibn  to  bn 


Some  landed  slight  has  roused  his  Ittrlteghsts, 
Some  folly  cross'd,  some  jest,  or  some  debate^ 
TTp  to  his  den  Sir  Scribbler  hies,  and  soon 
The  gather'd  gall  is  Toided  in  lampoon. 
Perhaps  at  some  pert  speech  you've  dared  to  ftoim. 
Perhaps  your  poem  may  have  pleased  the  town ; 
If  so,  alas,  'tis  nature  in  the  man» 
May  heaven  forgive  you,  Ibr  he  never  can! 
Then  be  it  so ;  and  may  his  witiiering  bayi 
Bloom  fresh  in  satire,  though  they  fade  in  pniasi 
While  his  lost  songs  no  more  shall  steep  and  stinki 
The  dullest,  fattest  weeds  on  Lethe'a  brink, 
But  springing  upwards  from  the  sluggish  movU, 
Be  (what  they  never  were  before)— be  sold ! 
Should  some  rich  bard,  (but  such  a  monster  now. 
In  modem  physics,  we  can  scarce  allow,) 
Should  some  pretending  scribbler  of  the  court, 
Some  riiyming  peer-^there's  plenty  of  tfts  sori-^ 
All  but  one  poor  dependent  priest  withdrawn, 
(Ah !  too  regardless  of  his  chaplain's  yawn !) 
Condemn  the  unluoky  earate  to  resite 
Their  last  dramatic  work  by  eandle^ht, 
How  would  the  preacher  turn  eacn  ruefrd  leaf, 
DuU  as  his  sermons,  but  not  half  so  biiaf  t 
Yet,  since  'tis  promised  at  the  rector's  dssO, 
He'll  risk  no  Uving  for  a  Uttle  breath. 


Quin  sine  rival!  teque  et  tna  solus  i  _ 

Vir  bonne  et  prnmns  veivns  fepMhsndstUMitai: 
Cttlpabit  duroB ;  incomptis  allinet  atmm 
Transverse  calamo  signum ;  ambitioaa  recidet 
Omamenta ;  panim  cUris  lucem  dare  eogct; 


:,tto  • 


uhim 


itotoanbb 
arum,"tto  bat  of  d»  "CbMritl' 


pnbund,'*  by  our  Lady  of  PoatabaMti  bn  b  b  ■ 
BPBiyw'b«M  days  of  *«wd  arid  aavbd  Ito  CbML"  IihomblbH' 
hadhaaBSwbBofpoav,bai,alMl  to  b  onjy  tto  penHWIwto 

A  FAMIUAB  EPISTLE  TO  "mS  EDrTOR  OP  TBB  HOmn 
CBBOMICUB. 

«  Wtot  foama  of  paper,  fiooib  of  bk,** 
Do  aomo  man  apofl,  wto  nenr  fldnk ! 
And  ao  peAipa  yoa'O  eay  of  me^ 
In  whfch  your  nadon  may  agna. 
BtDI  I  wito  00,  and  teB  you  why| 
No(hbg*e  ■>  bad,  yna  caa*t  deny, 
But  may  hiaimet  or  nobitab, 
Wkboot  dM  ibk  of  gbfag  pdn. 
And  dwuM  yon  doubt  what  1  nMrt, 
Tto  name  of  Oamden  llnoeit, 
Wto  novda  read,  and  aft  mabbbM 
Be  bare  and  there  eome  knowtodgo  gebUi 


llKNigfa  I  no  bmo  or  pnSl  geb^ 
Tot  ntoy  oMna  yanr  Ub  ntoni 
Ofwb 


Tbna  nmch  pnnbad,  I  next  pneaoi 
To  gin  yoa  what  I  bal  my  oread. 
And  b  what  bOom  to  dbplay 


OH  tOMB  MODEBK  QJJ AOLM  AMD  1 
In  bncbg  af  Ito  tammm  mbd 


Enm  FEOM  HOKACB. 


4T0 


I  wftmta  and  ftmns,  aad  eri««  at  enrf  line, 
(TkB  Lord  fiwsire him  !)  "Bkto  !  grand !  diTine  I" 
H«atae  with  those  praises,  (which,  by  flatfry  fed, 
DependcBee  bcurteis  fbr  her  bitter  bread,) 
Ke  strides  and  stamps  along  with  creaking  boott 
Tin  the  floor  echoes  his  emphatic  foot ; 
Then  sits  again,  then  rolls  his  pious  eye. 
As  when  the  dying Tiear will  not  die! 
Nor  feels,  Ibnooth,  emotion  at  his  heart;  — 
Ihit  an  diisembters  oreraet  their  pert 


Te  who  aspire  to  bnOd  the  lofty  rhyme. 
Believe  BOt  aU  who  land  your  false 
But  if  aQBa  Mend  shaU  hear  yoor  work,  and  say, 
"  Expunge  that  stanxa,  lop  that  line  away," 
And,  sffeer  fimitiess  eflfoits,  yon  retnm 
Withont  amendment,  and  he  answers  **  Bom !" 
That  instant  throw  yonr  papw  in  the  fire. 
Ask  not  his  thooghts,  or  foUow  his  desire ; 
Bnt  if  (tme  bard !)  yon  scorn  to  condescend. 
And  win  not  alter  what  yon  can*t  defend. 
If  yon  win  breed  this  bastard  of  yonr  brains,—* 
We'U  have  no  words-*>I*ve  only  lost  my  pains. 


Tet,  if  yon  only  priae  yoor  favorite  thought 
As  critics  kindty  do,  and  authors  onght ; 
If  yoor  cool  friend  annoy  yon  now  and  then. 
And  croea  whole  pages  with  his  plaguy  pen ; 
No  matter,  throw  yonr  ornaments  aside-^ 
Better  let  him  than  aU  the  world  deride. 
Give  Ught  to  passages  too  much  ia  shads, 
Nor  let  a  doubt  obeeore  one  verse  you've  made ; 
Tour  friend's  **  a  Johnson,"  not  to  leave  one  word. 
However  trilling,  which  may  seem  absurd ; 
Such  erring  trifles  lead  to  serious  His, 
And  ftixnish  food  for  crities,t  or  their  quiUs. 


Argvetambiffne  dictum:  mutandanotabit; 
Flet  Aristar<mus :  nee  dicet,  Cor  ego  amicum 
Oifindam  in  nngis  ?  h«  nug«  seria  ducent 
In  mala  derisum  semel  exceptumque  sinistra, 
nt  mala  quern  seabiea  ant  morbus  regius  wguot. 


W«  dhodd  not  M  flo*  ddj  qoMki 
(Ar  qaMihi  (hn*  an  b  af«i7  ut) 

ItMBpttaf.  bjr  ttdr  «•■«•  laMte, 
To  MlanlB  llM  nind  Mid  beut. 


IdbfB'b  tte  oidnr  or  dw  di9, 1  kw, 

To  vUeh  I  eartkQy  mmMf 
8M  tan  he  Oii  Mtaa  ■fpM, 


hmmoHk^/MtmH, 


As  the  Scotch  fiddle,  with  its  touching  1 

Or  the  sad  influence  of  the  angry  moon, 

AU  men  avoid  bad  writers'  ready  tongues, 

As  yawning  waiters  fly*  Fitzscribble's  lungs ; 

Tet  on  he  mouths-^ten  minutes— tedious  each 

As  prelate's  homily  or  placeman's  speech ; 

Long  as  the  last  years  of  a  lingering  lease. 

When  riot  pauses  until  rents  increase. 

While  such  a  minstrel,  muttering  fustian,  strays 

O'er  hedge  and  ditch,  through  unfrequented  ways. 

If  by  aeme  chance  he  walks  into  a  wdl, 

And  shouts  for  succor  with  stentorian  yell, 

"  A  lope!  help.  Christians,  as  ye  hope  fargraoe!*' 

Nor  woman,  man,  nor  child  will  star  a  pace; 

For  there  hii  carcass  he  might  freely  fling. 

From  frensy,  or  the  humor  of  the  thing. 

Though  this  has   happen'd  to  more   bards   thaa 

one, 
I'U  teU  you  BudgeU's  story  and  have  done. 


BudgeU  a  rogue  and  riiymester  for  no  good, 
(Unless  his  case  be  much  misunderstood,) 
When  teased  with  creditors'  continual  claims. 
To  die  like  Cato,"t  leapt  into  the  Thames  1 
And  theiefete  be  it  lawful  through  the  town 
For  any  bard  to  poison,  hang  cr  drown. 
Who  saves  the  intended  suicide  raoeives 
Small  thanks  from  him  who  loathes  the  Ufa 

leaves; 

And,  sooth  to  say,  mad  poets  must  not  lose 
The  glory  of  that  death  they  freely  choose. 


Nor  is  it  certain  that  some  sorts  of  ^ 
Prick  not  the  poets  oonseienoe  as  a  eursa ; 
tDosed  with  vile  drams  on  Sunday  he  was  fewid, 
Or  got  a  child  on  consecrated  ground ! 


Aut  frmaticus  error  et  hraennda  Diana, 
Yesanum  teti^isse  timent  ftigiuntque  sequontor. 
Hie  dum  subhmes  versos  ructatur,  et  errat. 
Si  veluti  merulis  intentus  decidit  auceps 
In  puteum,  foveamve;  licet,  Succurrite,  1 
Clamet,  lo  cives !  non  sit  qui  toUere  curat. 
Si  ^uis  curet  opem  ferre,  et  demittere  ftmem, 
Qu  scis  an  prudens  hue  se  dejicerit,  atque 
Servari  nolit  ?    Bicam :  Siculiquc  poets 
Narrabo  interitum.    I>eus  immortalis  haberi 
Dum  eupit  Empedocles,  ardentem  frigidus  .fitm 
InsUuit;  sit  jus,  beeatque  perira  poetis: 
Invltum  qui  servat,  idem  facit  occidenti. 
Nee  semel  hoc  fecit ;  nee,  si  retractus  erit.  Jam 
Fiet  homo,  et  ponet  famosas  mortis  amorem 
Neo  satis  apparet  cur  versus  factitet :  utmm 
Minxerit  in  patrios  cineres,  an  triste  bidental 
Movarit  inoestus :  eerU  fruit,  ae  vehit  unoa. 


•  lad*»**«aaBi**aNil»ailrfatuiii«ipMpliwlM«Mi  **§j'hm 
lha«;all  dw  i««,vh.,lfa  mi  m*mcAisatotim  " Utaraqr  Pond,**  bdhif 
niiipiBirt,  by  MWlw/,  to  A  ool  dw  leekadm,  wMmmC  •  hopaaTc    ' 


Bm  AddhM  <ld  Ml  •••pfinm}'*  ud  ITIl 
t»   iblMdbvlMdbbdamlHV* 


tO»ll»tokbi 
wwmimmMtit 
■d,k«wiMMi 


ttr»<la«d«Kb,***k,k«« 


I  M  hnr,  I  Am  tmn  to  Hfer  Is  *• 


—  M  mtwm  ^  W^  ^m^  m     ff^mmmm.m,,,.    mmmm  m        j    ||    ••  QOIHI  WHS,'      *•.,■■  IIMHIH    ^    mfW,  I  W^    fHOTW    W    MMT   W    mm 

———»——  j«righwlferwa«UBf  ain  1»««|  ud  If  ugrfeHkrwiU  bMAto  •'Mhs 

lW«.ia«>*yM»liwtoiftMr  lit  iw<>«ai*^h»liSi^w*iwiUafc|»"toda«Bi,"afc,t<»tdMMiiniipKl  Witt  i»^ 


MO 

And  h«nee  IB  baimted  witlk  a  rhjadng  I 
Pear'd  like  a  bear  just  bursting  from  His  cage. 
If  free,  all  fly  his  versifying  fit, 
Fatal  at  once  to  simpleton  or  wit : 

.Obiectos  cavece  valuit  si  frangere  clathros, 
Indoctum  doctumque  frigat  recitator  acerbos. 


BTB017'8  WOBXS. 


•«  Li0UaM  uipnprk  coMmada  Am."— Mds.  Dukt,  Mda.  d»  Btf|g^ 
BoDeaa,  and  ethen,  have  left  iMr  dbpate  on  the  meuilnf  of  thh  fHMft  In 
•  OMieomMenMylenfar  thui  Uw  paem  of  Honet.  h  b  prinlBd  at  lb* 
don  at  Mm  dcTCMh  vuhuM  of  Mathna  de  Savifii^^  LMtm,«dll*d  bf 
OfuuTcUe,  Puto,  1806.  PraMimbf  that  all  who  can  eonitnie  mj  ventnm  •■ 
apbiiDB  on  meh  •obji'cti,  paHieuIaHy  aa  ao  many  who  can  net  have  talMn  dw 
MOM  Mbac9. 1  riMwId  i»va  bdd  ny  «*fcitUaf  caodk  >*  aa  vmkwMj  aa 
another,  hnd  ilM  my  napett  lor  iha  whaof  Laufa  tha  FouilMalh'a  Aqgwlaa 
dtda  huiuoed  me  to  mbjoln  theae  Ulualrioua  anCheritka.  let,  BoAaaui  **  U 
•rt  diflkSe  da  tralter  doa  mijett  qiri  eont  k  la  ponte  da  tout  le  roonde  d'tiaa 
■■■Itoa  qui  «oiB  ka  rmda  Tnpaa»  ea  ^oi  a'hpaOa  ^affnpriar-vD  anjac  par  la 
iwrfu'cBydMUM."  UI7,  Baitois  t  •«  Mah  fl  «t  Me«  dlAdia  da  dooaar 
dH inlU  prapnaet  iadlrfcluela  aux  eliea  puremant  poaaifalea."  Sdlj,  Dader : 
•*  n  Mt  dlflkBa  da  tnker  eonTenahleiaaot  eea  caiactina  qoa  toot  la  mooda 

rcf 


But  htm,  udImiipj  1  nkom  lie  i 

He  flays  with  recitation  limb  by  limb ; 

Probes  to  the  quick  where'er  he  makes  his  Icesoh, 

And  gorges  like  a  lawyer  or  a  leech. 


Quern  vero  airipuit,  tenet,  occiditque .. 
Non  missura  cutem,  nisi  plena  craoris. 


aocuna  de  oaa  ditraiaea  btnpnutiona  aa  pank  Ida  h 
vaHabla.**  Boi,  17  way  oT  eemfat,  k  aaena,  ttif  jmn  aAerainh,  -U 
■Duaaaak  "  aiada  hb  appaaiaMa  la  eat  Banaa  oa  He  lap  if^ 
tooB  taa  Boagaa,  at  caodlkr  lay*  laa  dhKatbaem; "  lad,  aaa 
10  iMn  ImBfaMOB,  wfll  dooUkaiite*  op  ^ 
qrateiB  OB  tfab  wdgky  alUr,  ae  y  ha  «m  ta 
thM  Pttilawy  ar  iyaho»  ar  bbii—Ii  af  aa  aeaB  iwmw|miii  ihi 
oonMb  laBha|wiaar,«i|| 
loagoaardaladbaeitalioa''  oTM.  D.pieveMi  M.O.  fnauj^uf mm 
enthaaattv.  A  battar peal thaaBoaeaajaad a< bait aagaad antes M 
Ba*%«d,iMaaakl, 

**A  Ottla  banloff  b  a  daAfanaa  mog,*[ 
aadkfAlintapaiboiiareaaniMata  k  may  ba  psnebad  hw  a  |Mi  4» 
ban  ■         -         - 


THE   CURSE   OF   MINERVA. 


AibM^  Ckpuibu  CoBfvat,  Manb  17,  1111. 

^Slow  sinks,  more  lorely  ere  his  race  be  nm, 

Along  Morea's  hills  the  setting  sun ; 

Not,  as  in  northern  climes,  obscurely  blight, 

fiut  one  unclouded  blaze  of  living  light ; 

iym  the  hush'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  throws. 

Gilds  the  green  wave  that  trembles  as  it  glows ; 

On  old  ^gina's  rock  and  Hydra's  isle 

The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile ; 

O'er  his  o^-n  regions  lingering  loves  to  shine. 

Though  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 

Descending  fast,  the  monntain-shadows  kiac 

Thy  glorious  gulf,  unconqucr'd  Salamis ! 

Their  azure  arches  through  the  long  expanse. 

More  deeply  purpled,  meet  his  mellowing  glance, 

And  tenderest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 

Mark  his  gay  course,  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven ; 

Till,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep. 

Behind  his  Delphian  rock  he  sinks  to  sleep. 

On  such  an  eve  his  palest  beam  he  cast 
When,  Athene  I  here  thy  wisest  k>oked  his  last. 


*  TIk  Bnea  whh  whkh  ihb  mOn  opima,  to  *' Aa  thna,  \ 
i*aDaa'  fiuw,"  an  ivpeated,  wkh  ■omc  allenlfoiia,  at  tha  ai 
te  Mid  ania  of  the  Canalr. 


How  wateh'd  thy  better  eons  his  farewell  ray, 
That  eloaed  their  muxdar'd  sage's*  latest  d^fl 
Not  yet— not  yet— Sol  pauses  on  the  hill. 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still ; 
But  sad  his  light  to  agonising  eyes. 
And  dark  the  mountain's  once  delightfhl  dyes 
Gloom  o'er  the  lovely  land  he  seem'd  to  poor. 
The  land  where  Phoebus  never  frown'd  before; 
But  ere  he  sunk  below  Clthieron's  head. 
The  cup  of  wo  was  quafiTd— the  spirit  fled; 
The  soul  of  him  that  scorned  to  fesx  or  fly, 
Who  lived  and  died  aa  none  can  live  or  die. 

But,  lo !  from  high  Hymettus  to  the  plain 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign ;  t 
No  murky  vapor,  herald  of  the  etonn, 
Hides  her  fair  face,  or  girds  her  glowing  fonn. 
With  eomice  glimmering  aa  the  moonbesms  pis}, 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  gratefiil  rayi 


aukm,)  aotwWalaad'off  the  antreadaa  of  fab  dbdpha  la  wak  !«*•■•«* 


t  Tha  tvaght  la  Qreeaa  ta  i 
Kk9«to  ««iw«w  iMew,  b«  te  I 


THS  OOBn  OF  lONBETA. 


Ul 


Her 


The 
Tbe 


AB, 
And 


•mWfiB  ■pwklod  o'er  th«  minartt: 
t^omm  of  olire  Matter*d  <)«rk  aiid  wide» 
BMk  CepUfss  alMdt^Bto  sauity  tid»| 
eypfws  ■•jidiHuing  bj  the  sMrcd  mot^ttOi 
g^immeriiig  tamt  of  the  gay  kioek,* 
■ad  and  aombra  mid  the  holj  eahn, 
Theeew'  tmb^  jou  toUtiaj  pafan; 
tinged  nitk  vmried  hnea,  aneet  the  eye; 
dull  were  hia  that  paaa*d  them  heedleaa  by. 


Again  the  JBgean,  heard  no  more  afar, 
LoJIa  hia  ehaled  bieaet  from  elemental  war; 
Again  hia  waTea  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  expanse  of  aapphixe  and  of  gold, 
Mix'd  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle, 
That  frown»  where  gentler  ooean  daigna  to  simile. 

Aa  thus  within  the  waUs  of  Pallas'  fane, 
I  mark'd  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main. 
Alone*  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore, 
Whose  arts  and  snns  but  live  in  poets'  lore ; 
Oft  as  the  mstfhless  dome  I  tum'd  to  scan. 
Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man, 
The  past  retura'd,  the  j^resent  seem'd  to  cease. 
And  OI017  knew  no  dime  beyond  her  Greeoe ! 

Hove  roll'd  along,  and  Dian's  orb  on  high 
Had  gain'd  the  centre  of  her  softeat  sky ; 
And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footstepe  tro4 
O'er  the  Tain  shrine  of  many  a  Tanish'd  god :. 
But  chiefly,  Pallaa  1  thine;  when  Hecate's  glare, 
Check'd  by  thy  columns,  fell  more  sadly  fair 
O'er  tke  chill  marble,  where  the  startling  tread 
Thiilla  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from  the  dead. 
Long  had  I  mused,  and  treasured  every  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race. 
When,  lo !  a  giant  form  before  me  strode. 
And  Pallaa  hail'd  me  in  her  own  abode ! 

Tes,  'twaa  Minerra*s  self;  but,  ah !  how  changed 
Since  o*er  the  Dardan  field  in  arma  she  ranged ! 
Not  sach  aa  erst,  by  her  diyine  command, 
Her  form  appesred  from  Phidias'  plastio  hand ; 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awfiil  brow. 
Her  idle  aegis  bore  no  Gorgon  now ; 
Her  helm  was  dinted,  and  the  broken  lance 
Seem'd  weak  and  shaftless  e'en  to  mortal  glance ; 
The  oHve  branch,  which  still  she  deign'd  to  clasp. 
Shrunk  from  her  touch,  and  withered  in  her  grasp ; 
And,  all !  though  still  the  brightest  of  the  sky, 
Celestial  tears  bedimm'd  her  large  blue  eye ; 
Bound  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circled  slow. 
And  monm'd  his  miatress  with  a  shriek  of  wo ! 

*«  Mortal !  "—'twas  thus  she  spake—"  that  bluah  of 


Prodaima  thee  Briton,  onee  a  noble  name ; 
FSrat  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  the  free, 
Now  honor'd  2fitt  by  all,  and  leaat  by  me : 
Chief  of  thy  foea  shall  Pallas  still  be  found. 
Beek'st  thou  the  cause  of  loathing  ?— look  around. 
Lo !  here,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire, 
I  saw  anccessiTe  tyrannies  expire. 


•  ThtUuAhaTalUi 


'Se^ed  tnm  the  nrage  of  fhe  l^k  and  Go^ 
Thy  eountiy  aends  a  spoiler  worse  than  both. 
Surrey  this  Tacant,  tiolated  fane ; 
Recount  the  relica  torn  that  yet  remain ; 
Thtte  Cecrops  placed,  this  Pericles  adom'd,* 
Thai  Adrian  rear'd  when  drooping  Science  mouim'i 
What  more  I  owe  let  gratitude  attest— 
Know,  Alaric  and  Elgin  did  the  rest. 
That  all  may  Isam  from  whence  the  plunderer  eamt 
The  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hated  name : 
For  Elgin's  frane  thus  grateful  Pallaa  pleads. 
Below,  his  name— aboTC,  behold  his  deeds ; 
Be  ever  hail'd  with  equal  honor  here 
The  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictiah  peer : 
Arma  gave  the  first  his  right,  the  laat  had  none, 
But  basely  stole  what  less  bv barians  won. 
So  when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  repast. 
Next  prowls  the  wolf,  the  filthy  jackal  last : 
Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood  the  former  make  their  ow& 
The  last  poor  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 
Yet  still  the  gods  are  just,  and  crimes  are  crosa'd ; 
See  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  he  lost ! 
Another  name  with  his  pollutes  my  shrine : 
Behold  where  Dian's  beams  disdaiu'd  to  shine  ! 
Some  retribution  still  might  Pallas  claim, 
When  Yenus  half  aTcnged  Minerva's  shame.'*t 


She  ceased  awhile  and  thus  I  dared  reply. 
To  soothe  the  vengeance  kindling  in  her  eye : 
"  Daughter  of  Jove !  in  Britian's  injured  name, 
A  true-bom  Briton  may  the  deed  disclaim. 
Frown  not  on  England ;  England  owns  him  not ; 
Athena !  no !  thy  plunderer  was  a  Scot. 
Ask'st  thou  the  difference  ?     From  fair  Fhykt 

towers 
Survey  Bisotia ;  Caledonia's  ours. 
And  well  I  know  within  that  bastard  land^ 
Hath  Wisdom's  goddess  never  held  command : 
A  barren  soil,  where  Nature's  germs  confined 
To  stem  sterility,  can  stint  the  mind ; 
Whose  thistle  well  betrays  the  niggard  earth, 
Emblem  of  all  to  whom  the  land  gives  birth ; 
Each  genial  infiuence  nurtured  to  resist ; 
A  land  of  meanness,  sophistry,  and  mist 
Each  Iweese  from  foggy  mount  and  marshy  plain 
Dilutes  with  drivel  every  drizzly  brain, 
Till,  burst  at  length  each  wat'ry  head  o'erflowa, 
FoiU  aa  their  soil,  and  frigid  as  their  snows. 
Then  thousand  schemes  of  petulance  and  pride 
Despatch  her  scheming  children  far  and  wide ; 
Some  east,  some  west,  some  every  where  bnt  north 
In  quest  of  lawless  gain,  they  issue  forth. 
And  thus — accursed  be  the  day  and  year  !— 
She' sent  a  Pict  to  play  the  fdon  here. 
Yet  Caledonia  claims  some  native  worth, 
Aa  dull  Bceotia  gave  a  Pindar  birth ; 
So  may  her  few,  the  letter'd  and  the  brave. 
Bound  to  no  dime,  and  victors  of  the  grave. 
Shake  off  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a  land, 
And  shine  like  children  of  a  hq>pier  atrand ; 


Thb  b  spokm  of  tiM  thy  b  rnend,  aad  noC  of  Sw  iMpili  h  imH» 
:  cfcc  maftt  of  Jfli  Ofypi".  ^ 9m»  wwnl  Sw  ftrtiit  **> 
bgr  Ibdriw;iUiam  anluan  ut  Maadbf.oftbe  wM  liiii^Wl 


t  Hk  teitehip'i  Bune,  bdcI  OmU  of  one  who  no  kiiftr  bean  k,  m 
eonspicuoQaiy  en  the  Panhraon ;  ahore,  lu  a  pait  not  far  dlataai,  an 
jwanati  of  Um  baaao  Rferoa  deBtrayed  In  a  vain  attempt  to  ramovi 

t  "  liWi  taotaidB,"  accofdtoy  to  Sir  Callaghan  CBrallaiteii. 
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A*  once,  of  yore,  in  some  obnoxious  place, 

Tea  names  (if  found)  had  suTed  a  frretehed  race? 

"Mortal!"  the  blue-eyed  maid  resumed,  ««once 
Bear  back  my  mandate  to  thy  natire  shore,     [more 
iThough  fallen,  alas !  this  vengeance  yet  is  mine, 
To  turn  my  counsels  far  from  lands  like  thine. 
Hear  then  in  silence  Pallas'  stem  behest ; 
Hear  and  beliere,  for  time  will  tell  the  rest. 

**  First  on  the  head  of  him  who  did  this  deed 
My  corse  shall  light,  on  him  and  all  his  seed : 
Without  one  spark  of  intellectual  ilre, 
Be  all  the  sons  as  senseless  as  the  sire : 
If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace, 
Beliere  him  a  bastard  of  a  brighter  race : 
Still  with  his  hireling  artists  let  him  prate 
And  Folly's  praise  repay  for  Wisdom's  hate ; 
Long  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell, 
Wliose  noblest,  native  gusto  is— to  sell : 
To  sell,  and  make--may  Shame  record  the  day ! 
The  state  receiver  of  his  pilfer'd  prey. 
Meantime,  the  flattering,  feeble  dotard,  West, 
Europe's  worst  dauber,  and  poor  Britain's  best, 
With  palsied  hand  shall  turn  each  model  o'er, 
And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fourscore.* 
Be  all  the  bruisers  cull'd  from  all  St.  Giles', 
That  art  and  nature  may  compare  their  styles ; 
While  brawny  brutes  in  stupid  wonder  stare. 
And  marrel  at  his  lordship's  *  stone  shop '  f  there. 
Bound  the  throng'd  gate  shall  sauntering  coxcombs 

creep, 
To  lounge  and  lucubrate,  to  prate  and  peep ; 
WbUa  many  a  lang^d  maid,  with  longing  sigh, 
On  giant  statues  casts  the  curious  eye : 
The  room  with  transient  glance  appears  to  skim, 
Tet  marks  the  mighty  back  and  length  of  limb ; 
Mourns  o'er  the  difference  of  tiow  and  then : 
Exclaims,  <  These  Greeks  indeed  were  proper  men ! 
Draws  sly  comparisons  of  these  and  thoee, 
And  envies  LaTs  all  her  Attic  beaux. 
When  shall  a  modem  maid  have  swains  like  these ! 
Alas !  Sir  Harry  is  no  Hercules ! 
And  last  of  all,  amidst  the  gaping  crew. 
Some  calm  spectator,  as  he  takes  his  view. 
In  silent  indignation  mix'd  with  grief. 
Admires  the  plunder,  but  abhors  the  thief. 
Oh,  loathed  in  life,  nor  pardon'd  in  the  dust, 
May  hate  pursue  his  sacrilegious  lust ! 
Link'd  with  the  fool  that  ^leA  the  Ephesian  dome. 
Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  the  tomb. 
And  Eratostratus  and  Elgin  shine 
In  many  a  branding  page  and  burning  line ; 
AUke  reserved  for  aye  to  stand  accurst. 
Perchance  the  second  blacker  than  the  lint. 

'<  So  let  him  stand,  through  ages  yet  unborn, 
Fiz'd  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  Soom ; 
Thougb  not  for  him  alone  revenge  shall  wait, 
But  fits  thy  country  for  her  coming  fate : 
Hers  were  the  deeds  that  taught  her  lawless  son 
To  to  do  what  oft  Britannia's  self  had  dona. 
Look  to  the  Baltio—blasing  from  a&r, 
'  Tear  old  ally  yet  monrns  pedUttoos  ww. 


•  Mr.W«t,MMuif  OiB  "  a«lii  ConMdHS**  (I  ""PPW-v*  riHB  hnr 

t  Faor  CdbWH  Md^  y««id  vtM  «sybiled  M  E 1 

■kid  ir  It  VMM  "•■iwiiliii>«-a»WMi^t  kit«*o^ 


Not  to  tud)  deeds  did  IPaBas  lend  her  all, 
Or  break  the  compact  which  herself  halk mads; 
Far  from  such  counsels,  from  the  ftdthlsMflild, 
She  fled— 4>ut  leftbeMnd  her  Goigonihiali: 
A  fatal  gift,  that  tun'd  your  friends  tD  stone, 
And  left  lost  Albion  hated  and  alone. 

"  Look  to  the  Bast,  where  Oaages*  smitty  tas 
Shall  shake  your  tyrant  empire  to  its  bass ; 
Lo  1  there  Bi^ellion  rears  her  ghastly  head, 
And  glares  the  Nemesis  of  native  dnd ; 
Till  Indus  rolls  a  deep  purpureal  flood. 
And  claims  his  long  arrear  of  northern  blood. 
So  may  ye  perish !— PaHas,  when  she  gave 
Tour  free-bom  rights,  forbade  ye  to  enstare. 

'*  Look  on  your  Spain  l*-4ihe  dasps  the  hsad  du 

hates. 
But  boldly  clasps,  and  thrusts  you  from  her  gttsi 
Bear  witness,  Ittight  Bsrossa !  thouesMtteU 
Whose  were  the  sons  that  bravely  fought  end  fsD. 
But  Lusitania,  kind  and  dear  ally, 
Can  spare  a  few  to  flght,  and  somethnes  fly. 
Oh  glorious  field !  by  Famine  fiercely  won. 
The  Oaul  retires  for  once,  and  all  is  done ! 
But  when  did  PaUas  teaeh  that  oneretreat 
Retrieved  three  long  olympiads  of  defeat? 

**  Look  last  at  home— ^e  love  not  to  look  fh«e 
On  the  grim  smile  of  comfortless  despair: 
Your  city  saddens :  loud  though  Bevel howli, 
Here  Famine  faints,  and  yonder  Bapine  prowis. 
See  all  alike  of  more  oit  less  bereft ; 
No  misers  tremble  when  there's  nothSng  left. 
*  Blest  paper  credit,'*  who  shall  dare  to  cbg? 
It  dogs  Hke  lead  Corruption's  weary  wing. 
Tet  Pallas  pluck'd  each  premier  by  the  esr, 
Who  gods  and  men  alike  disdain'd  to  hesr; 
But  one,  repentant  o'er  a  bankrupt  state, 
On  Pallas  calls,  but  calls,  alas !  too  late : 
Then  raves  for  •• ;  to  that  Mentor  bends. 
Though  he  and  Pallas  never  yet  were  friaids. 
Him  senates  hear,  whom  never  yet  they  hesid, 
Contemptuous  once,  and  now  no  less  absurd. 
So  once  of  yore,  each  reasonable  frog 
Swore  faith  and  fealty  to  his  sovereign  'log.' 
Thus  hail'd  your  ralers  their  patridan  dod, 
As  Egypt  chose  an  onion  for  a  god. 

"  Now  fare  ye  well !  enjoy  your  little  hour; 
Oo,  grasp  the  shadow  of  your  vsnish'd  powv; 
Gloss  o'er  the  failure  of  each  fondest  seheme; 
Tour  strength  a  name,  your  bloated  wesHh  a  *•» 
Gone  is  that  gold,  the  marvel  of  mankind, 
And  'pirates  barter  all  that's  left  behindf 
No  more  the  hirelings,  purchased  near  and  ftr* 
Crowd  to  the  ranks  of  mercenary  war. 
The  idle  merchant  on  the  useless  quay. 
Droops  o'er  the  bales  no  bark  may  bear  twiy? 
Or,  back  returning,  sees  rejected  stores, 
Rot  piecemeal  on  his  own  encumber'dsharMJ 
The  starved  mechanic  breaks  his  rusting  loon, 
And  desperate  mans  him  'gainst  the  common  »•■ 
Then  in  the  senate  of  your  sinking  state. 
Show  me  the  man  whose  oounaels  may  have«iip» 


ThM  hoii  OwnfSon  IgfeKT  vliifi  It  4r  I  "^-x^^ 
t  TlMDadMMlDw«rtiiflGtailaip«lfc 


wjdun. 


4» 


MiA; 


B'an  IbetioM  MM«  to  dwm  a  iMiiawtad} 

Tet  joMBg  •Mtteoawtoe  a  i&itv  iate, 

^^  pjgi^»  «rf^in  -nfrtWimlnc  hi  nil  thi  wmtiwl  pptt 


<*  TSi  dona,  'tit  pMt»  •!»«•  PmllM  ww  ia  ttia, 

Tke  teiw  MtM  iMT  abdieiilad  ni«A : 

"Wid*  o'ar  tha  realm  fhey  wsva  their  kindling  brands, 

.Aad  iiiii«  her  vitnii  wilk  tMr  fl«7  hvide. 

But  one  eo«v«lnv»  etniggle  ttill  renuunt. 

And  Gvol  ibnU  ivMp  ere  MUon  ween  her  dielaa. 

The  banaer'd  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering  iUee» 

O'er  whoee  gay  tapping!  stem  BeUona  emileo ; 

The  hman  tnmpi  tiie  epizit-etimng  dram, 

That  bid  the  foe  deAanee  ere  they  come ; 

The  hero  hovadhig  at  hie  eonatcy'B  eaU, 

Th^glocioafl  death  that  deooratee  hie  laU, 

Swell  the  ywmg  heart  with  idekmary 

▲ad  hMi  itt  a»ted«te  the  Joya  of  anna. 


B«t  lokow  a  lefMB  yo«  aagr  fii  he  iMiM 
With  death  alone  axe  lioiela  dieeply  bon^: 
Not  in  the  oonflict  Havoc  eeeks  deUght» 
His  day  of  merey  ie  the  day  of  ight. 
But  when  the  field  ie  fought,  the  battle  von. 
Though  diencVd  with  gore,  hia  woeearebnt  bogw 
Hie  deeper  deed*  ae  yet  ye  know  by  naaee ; 
The  elaughter'd  peoeant  and  the  raviah'd  dame^ 
The  rifled  manaion  and  the  foe-ieap'd  field, 
111  auit  with  soula  at  home,  ontaoght  to  yield. 
Say  with  wtkt  eye  along  the  dietant  down 
Would  flying  burghere  mark  the  blazing  town? 
How  Tiew  the  column  of  aaoending  flamee 
Shake  hia  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thamee  ? 
Nay,  frown  not*  Albion !  for  the  toroh  was  thine 
That  lit  euoh  pyree  from  Tagua  to  the  Rhine. 
Now  should  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast. 
Go,  aak  thy  boeom  who  deserres  them  moat. 
The  law  of  heaTen  and  earth  is  life  for  life. 
And  she  who  xaiaM,  in  vain  regrete  the  atrilk** 


THE   WALTZ: 

AN   APOSTROPHIC   HYMN. 


"  Oali  iB  Inafeii^  >«  per  Jve*  C»«ai, 
BaMU  DhM  dHM**  TUKIIL. 


i  to  thi  dnst  dw  gn«M  godSaM  kadi 
The  ^obv  of  njto^im,  tad  orwioy  ihak  hwdb" 


TO  THB  PUBLI8HSR. 
Bib, 

I  AM  a  eonntiy  gentleman  of  a  midland  eonnty. 
I  might  have  been  a  parliament-man  for  a  certain 
boroQgbv  hsriag  had  ikt  offer  of  as  many  votee  aa 
QeneralT.  at  the  general  election  in  laia.*  But  I 
waa  all  for  domeetic  happineea ;  as,  fifteen  years 
ago,  on  aviait  to  London,  I  married  a  middle-agod 
inaid  of  honor.  We  lived  happily  at  Homem  Hall 
till  laat  aeeaon^  when  my  wife  and  I  were  intited  by 
theCoonteea  of  Waltiavay  (a  diatant  relation  of  my 
sponae)  to  paaa  the  winter  in  town.  Thinking  no 
harm,  and  onrgirla  being  oome  to  a  maniageahle 
(or  aa  ^My  call  it,  marktiabUJ  age,  and  having  be- 
aedea  a  Ghaneeiry  anit  invetemtely  entailed  npoa  the 
fiunily  eatate,  we  came  up  in  our  old  chariot,  of  which 
by  the  by^my  wife  grew  so  much  ashamed  in  less  than 
a  week,  that  I  waa  obliged  to  buy  a  seoond-hand 
barouche,  of  which  I  might  moimt  the  box,  Hra.  H. 
aaya,  if  I  could  drive,  bat  never  see  the  inside-^iat 
l^aee  being  reserved  for  the  HonorahleAagaatiia 
ISptoe^herpntaer-gencnlandoperarknight.  Heed- 


ing great  praises  of  Mrs.  H.*b  dancing,  (she  waa  foe 
mous  for  birthnight  minuets  in  the  latter  end  of  the 
laat  century,)  I  unbooted  and  went  to  a  ball  at  the 
countess's,  expecting  to  see  a  country  dance,  or  at 
most,  cotillions,  reels,  and  all  the  old  paces  to  the 
newest  tunea.  But,  judge  of  my  surprise,  on  arriving, 
to  see  poor  dear  Mrs.  Hornem  with  her  arma  half 
round  the  loins  of  a  huge  hussar-looking  gentleman 
I  never  set  eyee  on  before ;  and  his,  to  say  truth, 
rather  more  than  half  round  her  waist,  turning 
round,  and  round,  and  round,  to  a  d  d  see-saw 
up-and-down  sort  of  tune,  that  reminded  me  of  the 
»  Blaek  joke,"  only  more  *'  ^t/tMoao;*  tiU  it  made 
me  quite  giddy  with  wondenng  they  were  not  so. 
By  and  by  they  stopp'd  a  bit,  and  I  thought  thoy 
would  sit  or  foil  down :— but,  no ;  with  Mrs.  H.  i 
hand  on^^  shoulder,  «*$tfa»t  fstmUiaTiier"^  (aa 
Temnoe  aaid,  when  I  was  at  school,)  they  walked 


I  gndgad  te  noa^  to  a  F«hl,  farii« 


a*  d>mai  flf  «•  V^IMmmw  M 
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•bout  a  ttiittte,  tad  thai  at  it  again,  lika  two  eoek- 
ehafen  apitted  on  the  saoM  bodUn.  I  aaked  irhMt 
all  this  meant,  when»  with  a  loud  laogh,  a  child  no 
older  than  our'Wilhelmina,  (aname  I  nerer  heazdhat 
in  the  Tiear  of  Wakefield,  though  her  mother 
^raold  eali  her  after  the  Princees  of  Swappenbach,) 
aaid,  **  Lord !  Mr.  Homem,  can't  70a  see  they  are 
Taltsing ! "  or  waltsing,  (I  forget  which ;)  end  then 
up  she  got,  and  her  motiier  and  eiater,  and  away  they 
went,  and  round-abonted  it  till  enpper-time.  Now 
that  I  know  what  it  is,  I  like  it  of  all  things,  and 
io  does  Mrs.  H.  (though  I  have  broken  my  shins, 
and  four  times  OTertnmed  Mrs.  Homem*s  maid,  in 
practising  the  preliminary  steps  in  a  morning.)  In< 
deed,  so  much  do  I  like  it,  that  hairing  a  turn  for 
rhyme,  tastily  displayed  in  some  election  ballads,  and 
aongs  in  honor  of  idl  the  victories,  (but  till  lately  I 
have  had  little  practice  in  that  way,)  I  sat  down,  and 
with  the  aid  of  W.  F.  Esq.  and  a  few  hints  flrom  Dr. 
B.  (whose  recitations  I  attend,  and  am  monstrous 
fond  of  Master  B.'s  manner  of  delivering  his  father's 
late  snccessAil  *<  D.  L.  Address,")  I  composed  the 
following  hymn,  wherewithal  to  make  my  sentiments 
known  to  the  public,  whom,  nerertheless,  I  heartily 
despise  as  w^U  as  the  critics. 

I  am.  Sir,  yours,  ftc.  &c. 

HORACE  HOBNEM. 


MvsB  of  the  many-twinkling  feet  !*  whose  charms 
Are  now  extended  up  from  legs  to  arms ; 
Terpsichore  !^too  long  misdeem'd  a  maid — 
Reproachful  term— bestowed  but  to  upbraid- 
Henceforth  in  all  the  bronse  of  brightness  shine, 
The  least  a  vestal  of  the  virgin  Nine. 
Far  be  from  thee  and  thine  the  name  of  prade ; 
Mock'd,  yet  triumphant ;  sneer'd  at,  unsubdued ; 
Thy  legs  must  move  to  conquer  as  they  fly. 
If  but  thy  coats  are  reasonably  high ; 
Thy  breast^if  bare  enough— requires  no  shield; 
Dance  forth-*ean«  armour  thou  shalt  take  the  fiisld. 
And  own— impregnable  to  moit  assaults 
Thy  not  too  lawftilly  begotten  "  Waits." 


1  1^itnlLaRiW.S«rbbBB|te«%MtteindirfleMai>-4hB«M 
#iMdaFMUw«MB,whoak«dnR««d,tgracbdiif  far;«od  ito  otter 
iMbMB  flglillQf  In  tte  IVidamb  awv alMff  day,  «  faj  Shinnbaiy  dock,'' 
vShoM  fidninff  M7  tM«r  In  AM  0MIDII7  bat  tlM  dtl*  of  » iho  Onat  Lonl," 
■ri  *'te  Loid,'*  wUob  amaof  fnbnntlon.  hnvlnff  IMB  MllMio  nivlbd 
•Mr  to  tet  Beinr  to  vhom  •« n X2i»hnu"  far  euM«n  m  tbo  nnkaK 
luphemf.— It  b  pmonod  Ifae  gnnenJ  vfll  on*  day  ntom  to  Ui  SafaiM 

"  To  torn*  Ow  fanlua  of  the  aUibbon  plain, 
iUMOtt  w  gidcMy  as  ha  eoaqoer'd  Spata  i " 

TVs  l4»d  FeWterangh  eoBquand  eosdMola  in  a  MinmMr ;  «n  do  maw 
•re  contrive  bach  to  cunqiier  and  loaoUwni  In  a  AorteraenKm.    irdia*'fnat 
Lnrt'f  qnriwwrlnwpwtieaatoafihnlinre  be  no  apeedkr  tban  (te  pnopor. 
•  of  tline  In  Pbpe'b  oonplM,  1  vfll,afloanilBf  to  AtbnMT^ 


Bj  tfaebr- 


I  or  tbii  lUortriom  pmon'i  mm  Mm  k  fiwtiiHuii    llh, 


tf  thia  be  Ibe  a^peiadan  anmgnd  Ir  dw  lah»Utonto  of  the 
naaMofa  amn  who  hae  not  yet  eaTod  dtom— qoeiy— am  thej  mnh  aavlnff, 
•teatnihiiworidf  fer,  neeoidlnc  to  Ite  nBde«  nedUealloBi  of  any  Ctab> 
tkn  ened,  thoee  ibaw  imdi  ntotn  to  odda  »Mh  agahtot  Ihea  In  dto  Matt...- 
•«  Savkmr  or  th*  woeU,**  qoetha  1-k  vera  to  he  vWtod  that  he,  or  a^j  one 
ebe,  could  eave  a  oonNr  of  k-^Je  coontiy.  Tet  thie  rtopld 
MbB^kahomflwaear  flonnesion  between  ■npenlkien  nnd 
fcrhMhento.SMna|niwethw»«anb»1ktletodwnd  ftwntoe* 
(InqnWtorii)  Cadioike  ton) 
«MIML  iMpvoeenextjrearhewflbeeMhhd  the«<Vli|faiMai7t>*irK>, 
•iORl  Oeorfe  Gorton  MnwirvMld  hnwe  notUnf  to  ohfeet  to  MMh  IbMnl 
kMnuda  ti  oar  Ladjr  oT  Babylon. 


Hall,  afanhle  nynpk !  to  whom  the  ymnif  ha«ar, 
The  whisker'd  votery  of  waits  and  war, 
His  night  devotee,  despite  of  spur  and  boeti ; 
A  9ight  munateh'd  sinoe  Orpheos  and  his  bratas: 
HaQ,  spirit-stirring  Walta !— beneath  whose  banaan 
A  modem  hero  fought  for  modish  mannen ; 
On  Hounslow's  heath  to  rival  Wellesley's*  flnne, 
Cock'd— fired  and  miss'd  his  mtt--bat  gaia'd  Ui 

aim; 
Han  moving  muse  f  towhomtiieiairoDs^lKsait 
Gives  all  it  can,  and  bids  us  take  the  test 
Oh !  for  the  flow  of  Bnaby,  or  of  Fits. 
The  letter's  loyalty,  the  former's  wits. 
To  "  energise  the  object  I  pursne," 
And  give  both  Belial  and  his  dance  their  dat ! 

Imperial  Walts  I  imported  from  the  Blune, 
(Famed  for  the  growth  of  pedigrees  and  irias,) 
Long  be  thine  import  firom  all  duty  free. 
And  hock  itself  be  less  esteem'd  than  thee; 
In  some  few  qualities  alike— for  hoek 
Improves  our  cellai^-<Aoti  our  living  stock. 
The  head  to  hock  belongs— thy  subtler  sit 
Intozieatee  alone  the  heedless  hesrt; 
Through  the  ftill  veins  thy  gentler  poison  sviai, 
And  wakes  to  wantonneas  the  willing  limbs. 

Oh  Qennany !  how  much  to  thee  we  owe. 
As  heaven-bom  Pitt  can  teetify  below, 
Ere  cursed  confederation  made  thee  Frmce'i, 
And  only  left  us  thy  d— d  debts  and  danoei! 
Of  subsidies  and  Hanover  bereft, 
We  bless  thee  still— for  Oeoige  the  Thiid  is  left! 
Of  kings  the  best— and  last,  not  least  in  worth, 
For  graciously  begetting  0«K>rge  the  Foaith. 
To  Germany,  and  highnesses  serene. 
Who  owe  us  millions— don't  we  owe  the  qaeea  ? 
To  Germany,  what  owe  we  not  besides  ? 
So  oft  bestowing  Brunsvrickccs  and  brides; 
Who  paid  for  vulgar,  with  her  royal  blood, 
Drawn  from  the  stem  of  each  Teutonie  stod: 
Who  sent  us— so  be  pardon'd  all  her  faults* 
A  doaen  dnkee    some  kinga— «  queenr-ssd  Wtlta 

But  peace  to  her— her  emperor  and  diet. 
Though  now  transferr'd  to  Buonaparte's  "  iiat! " 
Back  to  my  theme— O  Muse  of  inotion !  ssy. 
How  first  to  Albion  found  thy  Walts  her  waj  ? 

Borne  on  the  breath  of  Hypeiborean  galas, 
From  Hamburg's  port,  (while  Hanbuig  y«t  had 

mailstj 

Ere  yet  unlucky  Fame— eompell'd  to  creep 
To  snowy  Gottenbnrgh— ^was  chfll'd  to  sleep; 
Or  starting  from  her  alnmbers,  deign'd  siiae, 
Heligoland  1  to  atock  thy  mart  with  lies ; 
While  unbumt  Mosoow*  yet  had  news  to  send, 
Nor  owed  her  flery  exit  to  a  friend. 


Boddi  tfbwtothnpond)  to  the  wSef  of  th«  enrtiief  e^tt**  j^ 
iwiiHy  wffl  eeoniay—k  tferttaie,  niri npiepef  aUMrtinte  So yeeer 


WALTS. 


4M 


Of  trie  desptttekM,  uid  m  tmt  gaMtiM; 

Then  AuMd  of  Amtesliti  tte  bl«l  da^palth, 

Wkkk  MoaitMr  »Qr  Honing  Pott  Ma  Byitoli 

ABA-<otaM»t  mok'd  boaovth  tho  f^ooMU 

Tea  plajty  and  fbrty  teles  of  KoteebnVs ; 

One  eaToy't  letters,  six  eomposen*  sin, 

And  kads  from  Fnnklbit  sad  from  Leslie  fclrs ; 

Xemer's  lb>iir  Tolumes  upon  womsnkind, 

lAm  Taflsnd  nitokss  to  cnsnie  s  wind; 

Bninck's  hcnTiest  tome  for  bsUsst,  snd,  to  bsck  it. 

Of  Heyno,  sneli  ss  should  not  nnk  tike  pscket. 

Frsaskt  with  this  cargo— snd  her  Isirsst  freight, 

DeligthAil  Wslts,  on  tiptoe  for  a  mate. 

The  weleoms  tssssI  resch'd  the  genisl  strand, 

And  round  her  floek'd  the  daughters  of  the  Isnd. 

Not  deesDt  David,  nAen,  before  the  srk. 

His  grand  pas-seal  exeited  some  remsrk ; 

Not  lore-lam  Qvizote,  when  his  Ssnoho  thought , 

The  hnigbt*s  fitadango,  friskier  thsn  it  ooght ; 

Not  soft  Hoodiss,  when  with  winning  tresd 

Her  nimUe  foot  danced  of  another's  head ; 

Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galley's  deck, 

Displaj'd  so  mnch  of  Isff^  or  more  of  nedl. 

Than  thoa,  smbrosial  Walts,  when  first  the  moon 

Beheld  thee  twirling  to  a  Saxon  tone ! 

To  foo,  jB  haabaads  of  ten  years  1  whose  brows 

Ache  with  the  anaaal  tribatee  of  a  spouse ; 

To  yoa  of  nine  years  less,  who  only  bear 

The  badding  sprouts  of  those  that  you  akatt  wear. 

With  added  ornaments  around  them  roll*d 

Of  nntire  brass,  or  law>awarded  gold ; 

To  yoa,  ye  matrons,  ever  on  the  watch 

To  mar  a  son's,  or  make  a  daughter's  match : 

To  you,  ye  children  of— whom  chance  accords- 

Akia^  the  ladies,  snd  9ometiMe9  their  lords ; 

To  yoa»  ye  single  gentlemen,  tlho  seek 

Tinmente  tot  life,  or  pleasures  for  a  week ; 

As  Lore  or  Hymen  your  endeayors  guide. 

To  gain  your  own,  or  snatdi  another's  bride ;~ 

To  one  and  all  the  loTcly  stranger  came. 

And  erery  ball-room  echoes  with  her  name. 

Endearing  Walts ! — to  thy  more  melting  tune 
Bow  Irish  jig  and  ancient  rigadoon. 
Scotch  reels,  STannt!  and  country-dance,  forego 
Tear  fritare  claims  to  each  fantastic  toe ! 
Walts— Walts  alone — both  legs  and  arms  demands, 
libersl  of  feet,  and  larish  of  her  hands ; 
Hands  which  may  freely  range  in  public  sight 
Where  ne'er  before— but— pray  "put  out  the  light" 
Methinks  the  glare  of  yonder  chandelier 
Shines  much  too  far— or  I  am  much  too  near : 
And   true,  though  strange— Walts  whispers  this 

remark, 
*'  My  slippery  steps  are  safest  in  the  dark  1 " 
Bat  here  the  muse  with  due  decorum  halts, 
Aad  lends  her  longest  petticoat  to  Walts. 

Obeerrant  trsTdlers  of  eveiy  time ! 
Te  quartos  pablish'd  upon  erery  dime  I 
O  say,  shall  dull  Bomaika's  heavy  round, 
Fandaago's  wriggle,  or  Bolero's  bound; 
Caa  Egypt's  AJmas*— tantalising  groap— 
Columbia's  eaperers  to  the  wsrlike  whoop— 


iMS^ffpwHrfJM^flcii^ydhiiyrf.  ttbHld,bM. 
■BiMd  Oknim  hw  irtiwBiiil  iMy  aiiMiiil  Imwm  tf 
iigilg— iS 


>  DMtaci»*-^«tedoaKkin«hitW«hidMhp«Sk 


Csa  aaght  from  cold  Kaasscatka  to  Cape  Hen 
With  Walts  oompare.  or  after  waits  be  boiae  } 
Ah  BO !  from  Hoxisr's  pages  down  to  Gait's, 
Each  loarist  pens  a  jjiaragraph  for  "  Walts." 

Shadee  of  thoee  belles  whose  reign  began  of -yore. 
With  George  the  Third's— and  ended  kmg  before  !-• 
Though  in  your  daughters'  daughters  yet  you  thiirei 
Burst  from  your  lead,  and  be  yoursehres  Uivel 
Back  to  the  ball-room  speed  your  speotred  host : 
Fool's  Psradise  is  doll  to  thst  you  lost. 
No  trescherous  powder  bids  coi^ecture  ipiake ; 
No  stiff-stsrch'd  stays  make  meddling  fingers  aeke  ,* 
(Transfen'd  to  those  ambiguous  thii^  that  ape 
Ooats  in  their  risage,*  women  in  their  shape ;) 
No  damsel  frints  iriken  rather  eloeely  prsss'd. 
But  more  caressing  seems  when  most  csress'd ; 
Superfluous  hartshorn,  and  reriTing  salts, 
Both  banish'd  by  the  soTcreign  coidial  *<  Walts." 

SeductiTC  Waltz  ! — though  on  thy  native  shore 
Etcu  Werter's  self  proclaim'd  thee  half  a  whore  t 
Werter— to  decent  vice  though  much  inclined. 
Yet  warm,  not  wanton ;  dazsled,  but  not  blin^- 
Though  gentle  Genlis,  in  her  strife  with  Stael, 
Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a  Paris  ball ; 
The  fashion  hails— from  countesses  to  queens. 
And  maids  and  valets  waltz  behind  the  scenes  ; 
Wide  and  more  wide  thy  witching  circle  spreads. 
And  turns — ^if  nothing  dse— at  least  our  headi; 
With  thee  even  clumsy  cits  attempt  to  bounce. 
And  cockneys  practice  what  they  can't  pronounce. 
Oods !  how  the  glorious  theme  my  strain  exalts. 
And  rhyme  finds  partner  rhyme  in  praise  of  *  *  Walts  !** 
Blest  was  the  time  Waltz  chose  for  her  debut; 
The  oourt,  the  Eegent,  like  herself  were  new  ;t 
New  frLce  for  friends,  for  foes  some  new  rewards ; 
New  ornaments  for  black  and  royal  guards ; 
New  laws  to  hang  the  rogues  that  roar'd  for  bread; 
New  coins  (most  new^)  to  follow  those  that  fled ; 
New  victories — ^nor  can  we  prize  them  less. 
Though  Jenky  wonders  at  his  own  success ; 
New  wars,  because  the  old  succeed  so  well, 
That  most  survivors  envy  those  who  fell ; 


ItauiMt  be  eompUiMd  new,  m  In  Hm  ImOj  Bwarfaw^  €mm, « 
Mr  ae  k  Cnix,"  Umi  then  b*  •'  do  wUiben ;  "  boi  Iipw  te  ten 
fadtalkne  oT  vslor  In  the  field,  or  ebewfaere,  nay  aSU  be  qmeSae 
Maeh  mar  be  and  halh  been  aTooehed  oo  both  ridaa.  In  the  aldan 
pUkeophen  had  vhkhen,  and  eokUen  noa»-adpio  bimaelf  vm  ilmi 
HanufaaJ  thoaght  hfa  one  eye  handama  enougb  whheaia  banid 
thn  etninar,  wore  a  beard  (iMTinf  warU  on  hb  cMn,  wUeh  aekber 
BBpRB  Sabina  nor  even  the  couitlRS  amid  abkb>— TWrane  had 
Madbaroofb  none— Btwoapaiia  b  nawUricered,  tht  Refeirt  wl*S»H 
*'  mtgal "  (Tcatnne  of  mind  and  vMakm  may  or  hmj  not  (c  '.Ageflier: 
certafatiy  the  dlRcrent  oecurreneea,  ilnce  tlie  frovth  of  the  laat  weaClooil, 
ABiher  hi  behalf  of  wbiaken  than  Ite  anaihem  oT  Annba  dk!  mgumm  k 
iMikhiibaralfnorifaniyL 

FoiBwrlj  r«d  waa  a  favorite  color,  8m  Lodowick  Bfemjii  wnadT  of  V 
A0e7,  ISSl.  Act  1.  Seen*  I. 

"  TV^tt.  Nov.  far  A  vagMu-Wbal  Mlond  hMid  MOHi  aul  1^ 


•*  Jrfrinno   A  bkdi  maa'a^  1  *»»«■* 

•«7VMs-lttifaikiN(ao;  1  (hU  a  r«i,  far  thai  b  moat  in  flnMon.** 

Than  ta  •«noiMnf  novimder  ihn  aan;**  bat  ra^thao  >>— liSyhM 
■aw  adbridad  hMo  a  yimorto**  oolor. 

t  Aa  anaahrwibni  Walto  and  Ifaa  battit  of  AvfariHi  an  fadbn  nU  to 
l»n  opened  tha  bafl  tofether :  the  baid  oteana,  (V  be  naaaa  anj  tb^f  J 
Walk  wna  net  ao  HMMh  hi  vofua  dll  the  Regent  Bttabwd  the  acntf  of  tab  pe|^ 
nbilv.  Walk,  the  eonet,«fabhaBa,aMl  the  naergef«nuaaM,*aielHaad 
haaTan  «nd  eeith.  In  all  tbeb  gkiy,  nmeh  aheut  the  anoie  tfanei  of  than  te 
hae  dtaappeand;  the  other  Ihne  eenSnn 


weitb  a yooBd,  b  paper,  at *r  fetaeet  iiliiiliSw. 
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K«w  miitrenei— no,  old— and  yet  *tis  true, 
Though  they  be  old,  the  thing  ki  something  new; 
Each  new,  quite  new— (except  some  ancient  trida,*) 
New  white-sticks,   gold-sticks,   broom-stieks,  all 

new  sticks ! 
With  Ttsti  or  riband*-4eck'd  alike  in  hne, 
New  troopers  strut,  new  tuznooats  blush  in  blue: 
So  saith  the  muse— my       ,t  what  say  you  ? 
Buoh  was  the  time  when  Widts  might  iMst  Tnaintain 
Her  new  prefermenta  in  this  novel  reign ; 
Such  was  the  time,  nor  ever  yet  was  such ; 
Hoops  are  no  morOf  and  petticoats  not  much ; 
Morals  and  minuets,  Tirtue  and  her  stays, 
And  tell-tale  powder— all  haTe  had  their  days. 
The  ball  begins— 4he  honors  of  the  house 
First  duly  done  by  daughter  or  by  spouse. 
Some  potentate— or  royal  or  serene—  [mien, 

With  Kent's  gay  graoe,  or  sapient  Gloucester's 
Leads  IbrCh  the  ready  dame,  whose  rising  flush 
Might  once  have  been  mistaken  for  a  blush. 
From  where  the  gaib  Just  leaves  the  bosom  free, 
That  spot  where  hearts^  were  once  supposed  to  be; 
Bound  all  the  confines  of  the  yielded  waist. 
The  strangest  hand  may  wander  imdisplaeed ; 
The  lady's  in  return  may  grasp  as  much 
As  princely  paunches  offer  to  her  touch. 
Pleased  round  the  chalky  floor  how  well  they  trip. 
One  hand  reposing  on  the  royal  hip : 
The  other  to  the  shoulder  no  less  royal 
Asoending  with  affection  truly  loyal  I 
Thus  i^ont  to  front  the  partners  move  or  stand, 
The  foot  may  rest,  but  none  withdraw  the  hand : 
And  all  in  turn  may  follow  in  their  rank, 
The  Earl  o^-Asterisk— and  Lady— Blank ; 
0k  Sach-arone-^with  those  of  fashion's  host, 
For  whose  blest  surnames— vide  "  Morning  Post; " 
(Or  if  for  that  impartial  print  too  late,  [date,) 

Search  Doctors'  Commons  six  months  from  mj 
Thus  all  and  each,  in  movement  soft  or  slow. 
The  genial  contact  gently  undergo ; 


•  <«Ohtetr<fftlalieaMtbuievaeomeiii<rMf**  Who  do«  not  nnam. 

«r  Sw  "drikoa  iavndffMloo '*  in  tlM  ••  Meny  WIvw  of  WiadMrf " 

-fbrd.    Pnj  jrw,  ooflM  amti  ifl  mmpKi  wUioat  «wne,  wty  IhM 

I  foU  tt  na;  tkiD  let  ow  Iw  joor  Jmi;  I  daKrrvlt.    Hov  ucmt 

rTvatMir 

"M«.Ard.   Wtant  have  yw  10  d0  wytbOT  ttof  bwr  It i-ym  «m 


t  Tia  gwMlo,  or  ferodoua  nador,  may  ffl]  up  Ihe  bhnk  M  be  plaiw 
hiM  an  Mwnd  MmfMin  muhm  at  kit  aerrlee,  (bebf  already  In  flw  R»> 
flMt'si)  a WBoU  not ba  fairio baek  uiy  paeuHar  biltU agabat tiM  alphabaC, 
d  10  Ihe  Ibt  now  entered  for  tha  nreepslahBi:— a  dl»- 
ft  la  aaid  to  be  iho  fiiToiiie,  nwch  afabut  tbe  vUmb  of 

t  "  Wo  ~ha«B  cfaaagad  all  that,"  aaya  Ihe  Mock  Doetor— 'lb  el!  fww 
laadooaakDOwavheie.   AOerall,  Uisof  nogreatiropoitatiMbowwoiiMii% 
•oaiti  an  ifiaiioaed  of;  thoy  have  oatuM*!  pifvllefa  to  dhulbula  them  aa  ah* 
•■dir  aa  poodhiaw   Botiheaa  i 
had,  M  IB  Mriad  w  of  thoat  p 
vthaoMaoraolhla 
m       i*lw<toiht< 


Tffl  aome  inif ht  aiirterirfth  the  msdsitT^ 
If  " noOiing  MlowB  aU  this pahning week ?"• 
IVue,  honest  MSna  I— jou  may  trust  ny  ihyas 
Something  does  follow  at  a  fitter  time ; 
The  breast  tikus  publicly  leaign'd  ts  ma^ 
In  private  mAy  vMiat  him— if  itetti; 

O  ye  who  loved  our  grandmothen  of  joie, 

Fitzpatrick,  Sheridan,  and  many  more ! 

And  thou,  my  prince !  whose  sovereign  t«te  Mt 

wOl 
It  is  to  love  the  lovely  beldames  still ! 
Thou  ghost  of  Queensbury !  whose  judgbg  spits 
Satan  may  spare  to  peep  a  single  night. 
Pronounce— if  ever  in  your  days  of  bUss 
Asmodeus  struck  so  bright  a  stroke  as  thii ; 
To  teaoh  the  young  ideas  how  to  rise, 
Flush  in  the  cheek  and  languish  in  the  e^es, 
Eush  to  the  heart  and  lighten  through  the  frsat, 
With  half-told  wish  and  illo^issembled  flame ; 
For  prurient  nature  still  will  storm  the  bieii^ 
Who,  tempted  thus,  can  answer  for  the  rest? 

But  ye— who  never  felt  a  single  thought 
For  what  our  morals  are  to  be  or  ought ; 
Who  wisely  wish  the  charma  you  view  to  itKp, 
Say-^wottld  you  make  those  beauties  quite  so  dwipf 
Hot  from  the  hands  promisouously  applied, 
Round  the  slight  waist,  or  down  the  gknring  lide, 
When  were  the  rapture  then  to  clasp  the  fona 
From  this  lewd  grasp  and  lawleas  contest  warn  ? 
At  once  love's  most  endearing  thought  resiga, 
To  press  the  hand  so  prees'd  by  none  but  thias; 
To  gase  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
Another's  ardent  look  without  regret ; 
Approa^  the  Up  which  all,  without  restraint, 
Come  near  enoughr-if  not  to  touch— to  taint; 
If  such  thou  lovest— lore  her  then  no  macs, 
Or  give-rlike  her— careaaes  to  a  score; 
Her  mind  with  these  is  gone,  and  with  it  go 
The  little  left  behind  it  to  bestow. 

Voluptuous  Waits !  and  dare  I  thus  blasphene? 

Thy  bard  forgot  thy  praises  were  his  theme. 

Terpsichore,  forgive !— at  every  ball 

My  wife  notp  waltses— and  my  daughters  thall; 

My  son— (or  stop — ^'tis  needless  to  inquire— 

These  little  accidents  should  ne'er  transpire; 

Some  ages  hence  our  genealogic  tree 

Will  wear  as  green  a  bough  for  him  as  me)— 

Waltzing  shall  rear,  to  make  our  name  amendi, 

Grandsons  for  me— in  heirs  to  all  his  friends. 


la  Twhay  a  pertMot,  tan  an  I 
dijr  pal,  M  ia  tba  laA,  Igr  a  r 
-fWiJfcrfar'olVwrta. 
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THE   AGE   OF   BRONZE;  ^ 

CAEMBN   SBCULARE   ET  ANNUS   HAUD   MIRABI1I8. 


TxB  ««8Md  old 


L 


whM  old  no 


Aregono;  tiio  ptoowt  might  bo  if  thoj  wovld ; 

Great  tkiiigt  hove  bees,  oad  wo,  and  gioot«  oliU 

Want  Uttlo  of  OMto  mortoU  bat  thofar  iriU ; 

A  wider  opoeo,  *  groener  field,  it  giTon 

To  thooo  who  play  thon  "  tzicko  before  high  hoovoa.' 

I  know  not  if  the  oagelo  weep,  but  men 

Hovo  -m^  Mdwigh    for  what  ?— to  weep  ^ain. 

II. 
An  io  exploded— be  it  good  or  bed. 
Eeeder !  remember  when  thou  wert  a  lad# 
Then  Pitt  was  all ;  or,  if  not  all,  so  mnoh, 
Hii  Tery  xiTal  almost  deem*d  him  such. 
We,  we  hsTe  seen  the  intellectaal  raee 
Of  giants  stand,  like  Titans,  fkee  to  Dm^-* 
Athoo  and  Ida,  with  a  dashing  see 
Of  eloquence  between,  which  flow'd  aU  free. 
As  the  deep  billows  of  the  iBgean  roar 
Betwixt  thoHellenie  and  the  Phrygian  shore; 
But  where  are  they— 4he  xirals  ?— a  few  feet 
Of  sullen  esrfh  divide  each  winding  sheet. 
How  peaeeAil  and  how  powerful  is  the  graro 
Which  hushes  all  I  a  calm,  unstormy  wave 
Which  OTersweeps  the  world.    The  theme  is  old 
Of  •«  Dust  to  dust  ;**  but  half  its  tale  untold : 
Time  tempers  not  its  terrors— still  the  worm 
Winds  its  eold  folds,  the  tomb  preserres  its  form. 
Varied  abore,  but  still  alike  below; 
The  urn  may  shine,  the  ashes  will  not  glow. 
Though  deopatra's  mummy  eroM  the  see 
O'er  which  from  empire  she  lured  Antony ; 
Though  Alexander's  urn  a  show  be  grown, 
On  chores  he  wept  to  oonqner,  tiiough  unknowor- 
How  Tain,  how  worse  than  rain,  at  length  appear 
The  madinan's  wish,  the  Macedonian's  tear ! 
He  wept  for  worlds  to  oonquei^half  the  earth 
Xaofws  not  his  name,  or  but  his  death,  and  birth, 


AnddewdatlM;  while  Mi  boIIm  < 

Hath  aU  of  desolation  safo  its  peaoe. 

He  *<  wept  for  worlds  to  oenqner  I "  he  who  wifm 

ConeeiTed  the  ^be,  he  pouted  not  to  speiu  1 

With  erea  the  busy  Nortiien  Isle  uhkaown, 

Whieh  holds  his  urn,  and  BOfer  kaeer  his  thnoi^ 

ra. 

But  where  is  he,  the  modem,  mightier  for, 
Who,  bom  no  Ung,  made  mouarohs  draw  hit  ear  ; 
The  new  Sssostris,  idiose  uahainess'd  kings* 
Fteed  from  the  bii  beUere  themselTos  with  wingi» 
And  spurn  the  dust  o'er  which  Xhaj  erawl'd  of  UU» 
Chaia'd  to  tiie  chariot  of  the  chieftain's  state  } 
Tee  1  where  is  he,  the  champion  and  the  child 
Of  all  that's  great  or  ttttle,  wise  or  wild  ? 
Whoee  game  was  empires,  and  whose  stakes  war* 

thrones? 

Whose  table.earth-^whose  dioe  ware  human  htmm  } 
Behold  the  grand  result  in  yon  lone  isle. 
And,  as  thy  nature  urges,  weep  or  smile. 
Sigh  to  behold  the  eagle's  lofty  rage 
Redneed  to  nibble  at  his  narrow  cage; 
Bmile  to  surrey  the  queller  of  the  nations 
Now  daily  squabbling  o'er  disputed  rations ; 
Weep  to  perceive  him  moumtag,  as  he  dinee, 
O'er  eurtail'd  dishes  and  o'er  stinted  wines; 
O'er  petty  quarrels  upon  petty  things. 
Is  this  the  man  who  eeourged  or  feasted  kings  I 
Behold  thesoales  in  which  his  fortune  hangs, 
A  surgeon's  statement,  and  an  earl's  haranguss 
A  bust  delay'd,  a  book  refosed,  can  shake 
The  sleep  of  him  who  kept  the  world  awake. 
Is  this  indeed  the  tamer  of  the  great, 
Now  slate  of  aH  oould  tease  or  faiitat^- 
The  palty  Jailer  and  the  prying  spy, 
The  starfaig  stfanger  witii  his  note4iookB%kf 
Phmged  in  a  dungeon,  he  had  elfll  been  giee*t 
How  low.  how  little  was  this  middle  stalo. 
Between  a  prison  and  a  pakoe,  when 
How  few  could  fool  for  what  he  had  to  bear  t 
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Tain  his  eompkint,— my  lord  presents  his  bUlt 
His  food  and  wine  were  doled  out  duly  still : 
Tsin  was  his  sickness,  noTer  was  a  clime 
80  free  from  homicide-^to  doubt's  a  crime ; 
And  the  stiff  surgeon,  who  maintained  his  cause, 
Hath  lost  his  place,  and  gained  the  world's  applause. 
But  smile — ^though  all  the  pangs  of  brain  and  heart 
DisdahL,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  art  : 
Though,  save  the  few  fond  friends,  and  imaged  face 
Of  that  fair  boy  his  sire  shall  ne'er  embrace, 
None  stand  by  his  low  bed — though  even  the  mind 
Be  waTering,  which  long  awed  and  awes  mankind ; 
Smile — ^for  the  fetter'd  eagle  breaks  his  chain. 
And  higher  worlds  than  this  are  his  again. 

1 

IV. 
How,  if  that  soaring  spirit  still  retain 
A  oonsdous  twilight  of  his  biasing  reign. 
How  must  he  smile,  on  looking  down,  to  see 
The  little  that  he  was  and  sought  to  be ! 
What  though  his  name  a  wider  empire  found 
Than  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a  bound ; 
Though  first  in  glory,  deepest  in  reyerse. 
He  tasted  empire's  blessings  and  its  curse ; 
Though  kings,  rejoicing  in  their  late  escape 
From  ehains,  would  gladly  be  their  tyrant's  ape : 
How  must  he  smile,  and  turn  to  yon  lone  graye, 
The  proudest  sea-mark  that  o'ertops  the  waye ! 
What  though  his  jailer,  duteous  to  the  last, 
Searce  deem'd  the  coffin's  lead  could  keep  him  fkst, 
Reftuing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid, 
To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid ; 
That  name  shall  hallow  the  ignoble  shore, 
A  taHsman  to  all  save  him  who  bore ; 
The  fleets  that  sweep  before  the  eastern  blast 
Shall  hear  their  sea-boys  hail  it  from  the  mast ; 
When  Victory's  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise, 
Like  Pompey's  pillar,  in  a  desert's  skies, 
The  rocky  isle  that  holds  or  held  his  dust 
Shan  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero's  bust. 
And  mighty  nature  o'er  his  obsequies 
I>o  more  than  niggard  envy  still  denies. 
But  what  are  these  to  him  ^    Can  glory's  lust 
Touch  the  freed  spirit  or  the  fetter'd  dust  ? 
Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists ; 
Nought  if  he  sleeps—nor  more  if  he  exists : 
Alike  the  better-seeing  Shade  will  smile 
On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  rocky  isle, 
As  if  his  ashes  found  their  latest  home 
In  Rome's  Pantheon  or  Gaul's  mimic  dome. 
He  wants  not  this ;  but  France  shall  feel  the  want 
Of  this  last  consolation,  though  so  scant ; 
Her  honor,  fame,  and  faith  demand  his  bones, 
To  rear  above  a  pyramid  of  thrones ; 
Or  carried  onward  in  the  battle's  van, 
To  form,  like  Ghiesclin's  *  dust,  her  talisman. 
But  be  it  as  it  is — the  time  may  come 
His  name  shall  beat  the  alarm,  like  Ziska's  drum. 


Oh  heaven !  of  which  he  was  in  power  a  feature ; 
Oh  earth  I  of  which  he  was  a  noble  creature ; 
Thou  isle!  to  be  remember'd  long  and  well, 
That  saw'st  the  onfiedg'd  eaglet  chip  his  shell ! 


Te  Alps,  which  Tiew*d  him  in  his  dawning  fii^ 
Hover,  the  victor  of  a  hundred  fights  1 
Thou  Rome,  who  saw'st  thy  CsBsar's  deeds  ontdons 
Alasl  why  past  he  too  the  Rubicon— 
The  Rubicon  of  man's  awaken'd  rights, 
To  herd  with  vulgar  kings  and  parasites  i 
Egypt!  from  whose  all  dateless  tombs  sross 
Forgotten  Pharaohs  from  their  long  itpose, 
And  shook  within  their  pyramids  to  hear 
A  new  Cambyses  thundering  in  theii;  ear; 
While  the  dark  shades  of  forty  ages  stood 
like  startled  giants  by  Nile's  famous  flood ; 
Or  from  the  pyramid's  tall  pinnacle 
Behold  the  desert  peopled,  as  from  hell, 
With  clashing  hosts,  who  strew'd  the  bezren  sand 
To  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land ! 
Spain  1  which,  a  moment  mindless  of  the  Cid, 
Behold  his  banner  flouting  thy  Madrid! 
Austria  I  which  saw  thy  twice-ta'en  capitsl 
Twice  spared,  to  be  the  traitress  of  his  fall ! 
Ye  race  of  Frederic !  Frederio  but  in  name 
And  falsehood — ^heirs  to  all  except  his  fame; 
Who,  crush'd  at  Jena,  crouch'd  at  Berlin,  fell 
First,  and  but  rose  to  follow  1    Te  who  dweU 
Where  Kosciusko  dwelt,  remembering  yet 
The  unpaid  amount  of  Catherine's  bloody  debt! 
Poland !  o'er  which  the  avenging  angel  put. 
But  left  thee  as  he  found  thee,  still  a  waste. 
Forgetting  all  thy  still  enduring  claim, 
Thy  lotted  people  and  extinguish'd  name, 
Thy  sigh  for  freedom,  thy  long-flowing  tear. 
That  sound  that  crashes  in  the  tyrant's  ear— 
Kosciusko !  On-*«n— on— Khe  thirst  of  war 
Gasps  for  the  gore  of  serfe,  and  of  their  cnr. 
The  half  barbaric  Moscow's  minarets 
Gleam  in  the  sun,  but  'tis  a  sun  that  1 
Moscow  I  thou  limit  of  his  long  oareer. 
For  which  rude  Charles  had  wept  his  i 
To  see  in  vain— ^  saw  thee— how  ?  with  spire 
And  palace  fuel  to  one  common  flre. 
To  tlds  the  soldier  lent  his  kindling  match. 
To  this  the  peasant  gave  his  cottage  thatch, 
To  this  the  merchant  flung  his  hoarded  store, 
The  prince  his  hall— and  Moscow  was  no  moie ! 
Sublimest  of  volcanos !  Btna's  flame 
Pales  before  thine,  and  quenchless  Hecla's  tame ; 
Vesuvius  shows  his  blaze,  an  usual  sight 
For  gaping  tourists,  from  his  hackney'd  height: 
Thou  stand'st  alone  unrivall'd,  till  the  flre 
To  come,  in  which  all  empires  shall  expire ' 
Thou  other  element !  as  strong  and  stem, 
To  teach  a  lesson  conquerors  will  not  learn ! 
Whose  icy  wing  flapp'd  o'er  th(x  faltering  foe. 
Till  fell  a  hero  with  each  flake  of  snow ; 
How  did  thy  numbing  beak  and  silent  fang 
Pieroe,  till  hosts  perish'd  with  a  single  pang; 
In  vain  shall  Seine  look  up  along  his  banks 
For  the  gay  thousands  of  his  dashing  ranks ! 
In  vain  shall  France  recall  beneath  her  vines 
Her  youth  — their   blood   flows   faster  than  ha 

wines; 

Or  stagnant  in  their  human  ice  remains 
In  frosen  mummies  on  the  Polar  plains. 
In  vain  will  Italy's  broad  sun  awaken 
Her  offspring  chill'd;  its  beams  are  now  fonaken. 
Of  all  the  trophies  gather'd  from  the  war, 
What  shall  return  ?— the  conqueror's  broken  osr: 
The  oonqueror's  yet  unbroken  heart !    Again 
The  horn  of  Roland  sounds,  and  not  in  vain. 
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t  ivlMn  Ml  1k«  flwrfa  «f  ttetaff , 
BeholdaUmoMqMr,bat,alM!  aotdk} 
]>EMdai  nnraja  tkrae  di^poti  fly  cmim  man 

Bat  than  «xhKiutod  FortaM  qniti  the  Md, 

And  Ldpde'B  treMon  bidi  the  VBfmialah'd  yMd ; 

TheSaxon  Jtflkid  iMfM  the  Uon'tiide 

To  tma  the  bett'e,  and  wolTt,  and  foz't,  guide ; 

And  beckvttd  to  the  dA  of  hie  deeiMir 

The  foceet  monev^  ■farinke,  bat  finds  noUr ! 

Ok  ye  I  end  eeeh,  and  «U  t  Oh  Fnnoet  who  Ibond 

Thy  long  Ibir  flelde,  ploogVd  up  ee  hostile  groond, 

Bi^poted  iMtby  foot,  tSQ  tresson,  stUl 

His  only  victor,  ftmn  MontBertre's  hffl 

Look*d  dom  o'er  tnmbled  Paris !  and  thoa  Isle, 

Which  sesst  Straxis  from  thy  nonperts  snile, 

Thoa  nM>meataxy  shelter  of  his  pride, 

TQl  woo'd  by  danger,  his  yet  weeping  hiide  t 

Oh  France  1  retaken  by  a  single  mai^, 

Whoee  path  was  throagh  one  long  triumphal  aieh  t 

Oh  bloody  and  most  bootless  Waterloo ! 

Which  pioves  how  fools  may  have  their  fertone  too, 

Won  half  by  bfender,  half  by  treachery : 

Oh  doUSaiat  Helen!  idth  thy  jaUer  nigh— 

Hear  t  hear  Promethens*  from  his  rock  appeal 

To  eerth,  air,  ocean,  all  that  felt  or  fed 

His  power  and  ghny,  all  who  yet  shall  hear 

A  name  eternal  as  the  rolling  year; 

He  teachea  tiiem  the  lesson  taoght  so  long, 

So  oft,  BO  Tainly-4esm  to  do  no  wrong  t 

A  sin^  step  into  the  right  had  made 

This  man  the  Washington  of  worlds  betiay'd: 

A  single  step  into  the  wrong  has  given 

His  name  a  doubt  to  all  the  winds  of  heaven ; 

The  reed  of  Fortune,  and  of  thrones  the  rod, 

Of  fame  the  Moloch  or  the  demigod ; 

His  country's  Casar,  Europe's  Hannibal, 

Without  their  decent  dignity  of  fall. 

Tet  Vanity  hesself  had  better  taught 

A  surer  path  eren  to  the  feme  he  sought. 

By  pointing  out  on  history's  fruitless  page 

Ten  thousand  conqueKors  for  a  single  sage. 

WhUe  Franklin's  quiet  memory  climbs  to  hearen, 

Calming  the  lightidng  which  he  thence  hath  riven. 

Or  drmvHagfrom  the  no  less  kindled  earth 

Fnedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  his  birth ; 

While  Washington's  a  watehword  such  as  ne'er 

Shall  sink  while  there's  an  echo  left  to  air : 

While  even  the  Spaniard's  thirat  of  gold  and  war 

Focgeto  FiSDio  to  shout  Bolivar  I 

Alasl  why  must  the  same  Atlantic  wave 

Which  wafted  freedom  gird  a  tyrant's  giave 

The  king  of  kings,  and  yet  of  slaves  the  slave, 

Who  burato  the  chains  of  millions  to  renew 

The  very  fetters  which  his  arm  broke  throagh. 

And  crwsh'd  the  rights  of  Europe  and  his  own, 

To  flit  between  a  dungeon  and  a  throne  ? 

VI. 
But  'twill  not  be-^the  spark's  awoken'd— lo  1 
The  swarthy  Spaniard  feels  his  foimerglow; 
The  same  high  spirit  which  beat  back  ^e  Moor 
Through  eight  long  ages  of  alternate  gore 
BciiMes    snd  where  ?  in  that  avenging  clime 
Where  Spain  was  once  synonymous  with  crime. 
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Whore  Oortes'  and  Plsairo's  banner  flew, 

The  infent  world  redeema  her  name  of  **  Iftm," 

Tis  the  eW  aspiration  brea&ed  afresh, 

To  kindle  souls  within  degraded  flesh, 

Such  as  repulsed  the  Ferrian  from  the  shore 

Where  Qieeee  was    No !  she  still  is  Greece  no  more. 

One  eommon  eause  makes  myriads  of  one  breast, 

SlsEves  of  the  east,  or  helots  of  the  west; 

On  Andss'  and  on  Athos*  peaks  unfrirrd. 

The  self-same  standard  streams  o'er  either  world ; 

The  Athenian  wears  again  Harmodius'  sword ; 

The  Chili  chief  abjures  his  foreign  lord ; 

The  Spsrtan  knows  himself  once  more  a  Greek, 

Young  Freedom  plumes  the  crest  of  each  cacique; 

Debating  despots,  hemm'd  on  either  shore, 

Shrink  vainly  (h>m  the  roused  Atlantic's  roar; 

Throagh  Calpe'a  strait  the  rolling  tides  sdvanoe. 

Sweep  lightly  by  the  half-tamed  land  of  France, 

Dash  o'er  the  old  Spaniard's  cradle,  and  would  feia 

Unite  Ausonia  to  the  mighty  main : 

But  driven  tmm  thence  awUle,  yet  not  for  aye. 

Break  o'er  th'  iBgean,  mindfel  of  the  day 

Of  Salamis !— 4here,  there  the  waves  arise. 

Not  to  be  luU'd  by  tyrant  victories. 

Lone,  lost,  abandon'd  in  their  utmost  need 

By  Christians,  unto  whom  they  gave  their  creed» 

The  desolated  lands,  the  ravaged  iale, 

The  fester'd  feud  encouraged  to  beguile, 

The  aid  evaded,  and  the  cold  delay, 

Prolong'd  but  in  the  hope  to  make  a  prey  ;— 

These,  these  shall  tell  the  tale,  and  Greece  eaft 

show 

The  felse  friend  worse  than  the  infuriate  foe. 
But  this  is  well :  Greeks  only  should  tnt  Greece 
Not  the  Bsrbarian,  with  his  mask  of  peace. 
How  should  the  autocrat  of  bondage  be 
The  king  of  serfs,  and  set  the  nations  free  ? 
Better  still  serve  the  haughty  Mussulman, 
Than  swell  the  Cossack's  prowling  caravan ; 
Better  stiU  toil  for  master's,  than  await. 
The  slave  of  slaves,  before  a  Russian  gate«— 
Number'd  by  hordes,  a  human  capital, 
A  live  estote,  existing  but  for  thrall, 
Lotted  by  thousands,  as  a  meet  reward 
For  the  first  courtiei^in  the  csar's  regard; 
While  their  immediate  owner  never  tastes 
His  sleep,  sons  dreaming  of  Siberia's  wastes ; 
Better  succumb  even  to  their  own  despair. 
And  drive  the  camel  than  purvey  the  bear. 

VII. 
But  not  alone  within  the  hoariest  dime 
Where  Freedom  dates  her  birth  with  that  of  ThM^ 
And  not  alone,  where,  plunged  in  night,  a  crowd 
Of  Incas  darken  to  a  dubious  cloudy 
The  dawn  revives :  renown'd,  romantic  Spain 
Holds  back  the  invader  (h>m  her  soil  agahi. 
Not  now  the  Boman  tribe  nor  Punic  horde 
Demand  her  fields  as  listo  to  prove  the  swoid; 
Not  now  the  Vandal  or  the  Visigoth 
Pdluto  the  plains,  alike  abhonring  bodi ; 
Nor  old  Pelayo  on  his  moantain  rears. 
The  warlike  fetheis  of  a  thousand  years. 
That  seed  is  sown  snd  reap'd,  as  eft  the  Hoev 
Sighs  to  remember  on  his  dasky  shore. 
Long  in  tlie  peassnt's  song  or  poet's  psge 
Has  dwelt  the  memory  of  Abeneeoage; 
The  Zegri,  and  the  captive  victors,  fluug     fsproMg 
Back  to  the  barbarous  realm  from  whence  they 
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But  these  an  gcm»-^tkeir  ikiih*  tiieir  nroidi^.tlu^ 

fw«y, 
Tet  left  moie  antichristiAn  foes  than  they ; 
The  bigot  monaioh  and  the  butcher  priest. 
The  inquiflitioii,  with  her  bumiiig  feast. 
The  faith's  red  "  auto/'  fed  with  human  ftiel. 
While  saAe  the  Catholic  Moloch,  calmly  cruel*. 
Ei^oying,  with  inexorable  eye, 
That  fiery  feetiTal  of  agony ! 
The  stem  or  feeble  sovereign,  one  or  both 
By  turns ;  the  haughtiness  whose  pride  wa*  sloth ; 
The  long  degenerate- noble;  the  debased 
Hidalgo,  and  the  peasant  less  disgraced, 
But  more  degraded ;  the  unpeopled  reaim ; 
The  once  proud  nary  which  forgot  the  helm; 
The  onoe  imperrious  phalanx  disairay'd ; 
The  idle  forge  that  foxm'd  Toledo's  blade; 
The  foreign  wealth  tiiat  flowed  on  ev'ry  sbon, 
Sato  hers  who  earned  it  with  the  natires'  gore ; 
The  Tery  language  which  might  ^e  with  Home's, 
And  once  was  known  to  nations  like  their  home's, 
Neglected  or  forgotten:— such  was  Spain; 
But  such  she  is  not,  nor  shall  be  again. 
These  worst,  these  home  iuTaders,  felt  and  fieel 
The  new  Numantine  soul  of  old  Castile, 
tip !  up  again  1  undaunted  Tauridor ! 
The  bull  of  Phakris  renews  his  roar ; 
Mount,  chlTslrous  Hidalgo  1  not  in  Tain 
BeviTe  the  cry — **  lago !  and  dose  Spain  I "  * 
Tes,  close  her  with  your  armed  boeoms  rousod. 
And  form  the  barrier  which  Napoleon  found,r* 
The  exterminating  war,  the  desert  plain, 
The  streets  without  a  tenant,  ssts  the  slain; 
The  wild  sierra,  with  its  wilder  troop 
Of  vulture-plumed  guerrillas,  on  the  stoop 
For  their  incessant  prey ;  the  desperate  wall 
Of  Saragossa,  mightiest  in  her  fall ; 
The  man  nerved  to  a  spirit,  and  the  maid 
Waving  her  more  than  Amazonian  blade, 
The  knife  of  Arragon,t  Toledo's  steel ; 
The  famous  lance  of  cldvalrous  Castile; 
The  unerring  rifle  of  the  Catalan ; 
The  Andalusian  courser  in  the  van  ; 
The  torch  to  make  a  Moscow  of  Madrid ; 
And  in  each  heart  the  spirit  of  ^e  Cid : — 
Such  have  been,  such  shall  be,  such  are.    Advanoe, 
And  win— not  Spain,  but  thine  own  freedom,  Fraaee ! 


VIII. 
But  lo  I  a  Congress  1    What !  that  hallow'd  name 
Which  freed  the  Atlantic  ?    May  we  hope  the  same 
For  outworn  Bvrope  }    With  the  sound  arise, 
Like  Samuel's  shade  to  Saul's  monarchic  eyes, 
The  prophets  of  young  Freedom,  summon'd  te 
From  climes  of  Washington  and  Bolivar; 
Henry,  the  fereet-bora  Demosthenes, 
Whose  thunder  shook  the  Philip  of  the  seas; 
And  stoic  Franklin'a  enwgetie  shade, 
Robed  bk  tb«  lightnings  which  his  hsad  allay'd} 
And  Washington,  the  tyraa4>-tBmer,  wake. 
To  bid  us  blush  for  these  M  duiin%  os  bresik* 
But  who  compose  this  senate  of  the  few 
That  should  redeem  tlM  many?    Wk9 
This  conseSteted  name,  tiU  now  assign'd 
To  conndls  held  to  benaftl  mankind ! 
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Who  now  asMMUa  at  tk»li»ly  oslU 
The  blest  AUIaaee,  wkioh  ssys  thiee  are  sV 

An  eartUy  tnnily  1  which  wears  the  shaps 
Of  heaven'Sy  as  mas  is  mimiok'-d  bjF  the«|Mi 
A  pious  unity !  ii>  purpose  one'  ■ 
To  melt  three  fook  to  a  Napoleon. 
Why,  Egypt's  9»ds  wer»iatieBsl  to  tibese; 
Their  dogs  and  oxen  knew  their  owfrdsgHes|. 
And,  quiet  in  their  kennel  or  their  ^ed» 
Cared  little^  so  that  tbey  weee  dsly  fed; 
But  tkese,  mere  hungry,  must  hare  sonethaig  bum 
The- power  to  bark  and  bite,  to  teas  and  gei& 
Ah!  how  mueh  happier  were  good  iBsop's  fregi 
Than  we  I  for  oorsaiia  animated  logs. 
With  pnndeeons  maUee  swaying  to  and  fre^ 
And  crushing  nations  with  a  stupid  blow; 
All  duly  anxious  to  leave  little  wwk 
Unto  the  reivolutioiiaiy  atork. 

IX. 
Thrice  blest  Verona!  sinAO  the  holy  thise 
With  tiieir  imperial  presence  shine  on  thee; 
Honor'd  by  them,  thy  treaeherons  site  fo^geli 
The  vaunted  tomb  (rf  **aU  the  CapaleU;" 
Thy  aoaligera-4br  what  waa  "  Dog  the  Giast," 
"  Can  Grande,"  (which  X  venture  to  traadalib) 
To  these  sabliiner  pugs  ?    Thy  poet  too, 
Catullus,  whose  old  laurels  yield  to  new; 
Thine  amphitheatre,  where  Homsnssate; 
And  Dante's  eaile  skeltw'd  l^  thy  gate; 
Thy  good  old  man,*  whoaa  worid  was  all  witUa 
Thy  wall,  nes  knsrw  the  oountry  held  him  in: 
Would  that  the  royal  guests  it  girds  sbout 
Were  so  for  like,  as  never  to  get  out  1 
Ay,  shomtl  iacribe!  rear  monuments  of  shsins, 
To  tell  Oppression  that  the  world  is  tamsl 
Crowd  to  the  theatre  with  loyal  rage, 
The  comedy  is  not  upon  the  stage ; 
The  show  is  rich  in  libandry  snd  stars, 
Then  gase  upon  it  through  thy  dungeon  bsis; 
Clap  thy  pennitted  palms,  kind  Italy, 
For  thus  mueh  still  thy  fettered  hands  snfrssi 


Resplendent  sight !  Behold  the  ooseomb  oaac^ 

The  autoerat  of  waltses  and  of  war  I 

As  eager  for  a  plaudit  as  a  realm, 

And  just  as  fit  for  flirting  aa  the  hehn; 

A  Cahnuok  beauty  with  a  Coesaek  wit. 

And  generous  spirit,  when  *tia  not  foost-bM;. 

Now  half  dissolving  to  a  lihersl  tiissr, 

But  hardsn'd  back  ^Hiene'er  the  mendng'sraii; 

With  no  objection  to  true  liberty, 

Except  that  it  would  make  the  nations  free. 

How  well  the  imperial  dandy  pmtee  of  peaee» 

How  foin,  if  Qreeha  would  be  his  slavey  tm 

Greece  1 

How  nobly  gave  he  back  the  Poles  their  Diet, 
Then  told  pugnacious  Poland  to  be  quiet! 
How  kindly  would  he  send  the  B^ld  XJkxaiB% 
With  sll  hsr  plsasantpu&a,  to  leetttieSpsial 
How  reyaUy  show  off  in  pioud  Madrid 
His  goodly  usasoa,  foam  the  South  long  hid! 
A  blessxnf  cheaply  purchased,  the  world  know^ 
By  having  Masaevitos  fer  frisnds  or  foes. 
Prooeed,  thou  namesake  of  great  Philip's  son! 
La  Harpe,  thine  Aristotle,  theckons  on ; 


OF 


Find  «l A  thy  StjikinM  oa  Ib«ri»'»  then. 

TeHiririciiymttlwuiWMwhafgedy— ttit 

Thy  pred«e6M<v  OB  th«  boltt  ofmiidk  i 

Them  bwt  t»  aWI  ^66,  ihoold  hb  lot  b9  ttiii»» 

Many  an  old  iroaaa,  Imt  ao  OatiMriao.^ 

Spain  too  iMifh  Tocln,  and  iif«n,  and  ~ 

like  boar  may  nish  into  tho  Uoa'a  toOa. 

Fatal  to  OoHkt  are  Xerea*  aunny  floUa ; 

Tlkink'at  tlMm  to  tiioe  Napoloon'fe  Tietor  ylcUa? 

Batin  reclaiiB  tiiy  doaartai  tun  toy  aviwua 

To   plongfaahares,   ahoTO  and  waah  thy  BoiUdr 

iMMtoai 
BedooDi  thy  roidma  from  slarory  and  tho  hnont, 
Than  follow  hoadlong  in  tho  ihtal  routo. 
To  infoat  tho  cHmo  whoao  akioa  and  lawa  are  pore 
THth  thy  foul  leglona.    Spain  wanta  no  manure ; 
Her  aoil  ia  iivtile,  but  aho  feoda  no  foe ; 
Her  imltona,  too,  iwo  gofgod  not  long  ago ; 
And  wonUat  thon  l^unish  them  with  freaher  pray  ? 
Alaa  1  thoa  wit  not  conquer,  but  purrey. 
I  am  IXogenea,  though  Rusa  and  Hun     - 
Stand  between  mine  and  many  a  myriad'a  aun ; 
But  were  I  not  ZMogenea,  I'd  wander 
Bather  a  worm  than  mch  an  Alexander ! 
Be  alaToe  who  will,  the  cynic  ahall  bo  free; 
Hie  tab  hath  tougher  waUa  than  Sinopi : 
Still  will  he  hold  hia  lantern  up  to  acan 
The  iheo  of  monareha  for  an  **  honeat  man." 

XI. 
And  what  doth  Gaul,  the  all-proliflc  land 
Of  nepha  tcAra  ultraa  and  their  band 
Of  mercenaziea  ?  and  her  noivf  ehamben 
And  trBmne,  which  each  orator  ilrat  clambers 
Before  he  finds  a  roice,  and  when  'tis  founds 
Heazs  '*  the  lie  "  echo  for  his  answer  round ! 
Our  Britiab  commons  aometimea  deign  to  **  hear  I " 
A  Gftdlio  aenate  hath  more  tongue  than  ear ; 
ETen  Constant,  their  sole  master  of  debate, 
Uust  fight  next  day  his  speech  to  Tindioato. 
But  this  costs  little  to  true  Franka,  who  had  ra;diar 
Combot  than  listen,  were  it  to  their  father. 
What  is  tho  simple  standing  of  a  shot. 
To  listening  long,  and  interrupting  not? 
Though  this  was  not  the  method  of  old  Bono, 
When  Tully  fulmined  o*er  each  Tocal  dome, 
Demostiienes  haa  aanction'd  the  tranaaction. 
In  aaying  eloquence  meant  *<  Action,  action  1  *' 

XII. 
But  whore's  the  n^narch  }  hath  he  dined  ?  or  yet 
Qroans  beneath  indigestion's  hesTy  debt  ? 
HaTO  revolutionary  patte  riaen. 
And  tnm'd  the  reyal  entrails  to  a  prison  ? 
His  disoontentod  moTements  stirr*d  the  troops ; 
Or  haTO  no  moTsments  follow'd  traitorous  aoups? 
HsTO  Oarbonaro  oooka  not  carbonadoed 
Bach  oonrao  enough  ?  or  dooton  dire  dissuaded 
Beplotion?    Ah  1  in  thy  dqected  looks 
I  road  sH  Ftaskce'e  treason  in  her  oooks ! 
Good  dauio  Louis !  it  it,  oanat  thou  aay^ 
BenraUo  to  bo  the  "  Beair^  ?  " 
Why  wouldat  thoa  leaTO  calm  Hartwell's  green 

abode, 
Apioian  table,  and  Horataa»  ode, 


To  ndo  a  pooplt  who  HOI  aot  bo  1 

lovo  HMh  iuHmv  to  bo  soooigod  ttaaoalMol'dr 
Ahl  thtoowMnotthotiaqiif  orthotaoio 
Fortbfoais;  tho taMo boos tlieobolt«plaoodt 
A  saild  BpieursoB,  fam'd,  at  boot. 
To  bo  a  kind  hoot  and  as  good  a  gOMt, 
To  talk  of  lettsts,  and  to  know  by  hoait 
One  Aoiftho  poof s,  oir  tho  goannand'a  Mt. ' 
A  scholar  ahrays,  now  and  than  a  wit, 
And  gantlo  iHisn  digestioa  nsy  p«sit|«» 
But  not  to  gorem  limds  onslared  or  frooi 
Tho  goat  was  martyidom  snough  tot  thoo 

xm. 

Shall  noble  Albion  paaa  without  a  phrase 

From  a  bold  Briton  in  her  wonted  praiio  ? 

**Aito    arms— and   Ooorgo-Hmd  glory— and   thd 

iales- 
And  happy  Britain— wealth— and  freedom'a  ■nijlai 
White  cUfi,  that  held  invaaion  far  aloof^ 
Contented  subjects,  all  alike  tax-proof— 
Proud  Wellington,  with  Eagle  beak  ao  eurl'd. 
That  nose,  the  hook  where  he  8uq;>enda  the  world  I 

And  Waterloo— and  trade — and (hnah  1  not  yol 

A  syllable  of  imposts  or  of  debt) 
And  ne'er  (enough)  lamented  Caatlereagh, 
Whoeo  penknife  alit  a  goose-quill  t'other  day^ 
And  *  pUotB  who  hare  weather'd  every  atonn '— > 
(But,  no,  not  even  for  rhyme'a  aake,  name  reform.") 
Those  are  the  themea  thus  sung  so  oft  before, 
Methinks  we  need  not  sing  them  any  more ; 
Found  in  ao  many  Tolumea  far  and  near. 
There's  no  occaaion  you  should  find  them  here. 
Yet  something  may  remain  perchance  to  chimn 
With  reaaon,  and,  what'a  atianger  still,  with  rhjoik 
Even  thia  thy  genius,  Canning !  may  permit, 
Who,  bred  a  statesman,  still  waa  bom  a  wit. 
And  never,  even  in  that  dull  house  oould'st  tsat 
To  unleaven'd  prose  thine  own  poetic  iUmo ; 
Our  last,  our  best,  our  only  oretor. 
Even  I  can  praiao  thee    toriea  do  no  more ; 
Nay,  not  so  much ;— they  hate  thee,  man,  booausa 
Thy  spirit  less  upholds  them  than  it  awes. 
The  bounds  will  gather  to  the  huntsman's  hoUo, 
And  where  he  leads  the  duteous  pack  will  follow; 
But  not  for  love  miitake  their  yelling  cry ; 
Their  yelp  for  game  it  not  an  eulogy ; 
Leaa  faithful  far  than  the  fourfooted  pack, 
A  dubious  scent  would  lure  the  bipeds  back. 
Thy  saddle-girths  are  not  yet  quite  secure. 
Nor  royal  staUion'a  feet  extremely  sure ; 
The  unwieldy  old  white  horse  is  apt  at  last 
To  atumble,  kick,  and  now  and  then  stick  Ihot 
'Vnth  his  great  self  and  rider  in  the  mud; 
But  what  of  that  ?  the  animal  ahows  blood. 

XIV. 

Alas,  tho  country  t  how  shall  tongoo  or  p«i 
Bewail  bar  now  tmoountry  gentlomett  ? 
Tho  last  to  bid  tho  ery  of  warfluro  eesio^ 
The  iirst  toiMko  a  malady  of  peace. 
For  wha*  were  all  tiMio  eoontiy  patdoti  boift  ? 
To  hant,  and  vote,  and  raisO  tho  ptleo  of  ooimf 
Bat  ooMy  liko  every  mortal  tfiing,  muit  fldl. 
Kings,  oonqueron,  and  marketa  moat  at  tXL. 
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And  must  ye  ML  with  ereiy  ear  of  gnin  i 

Why  would  jou  trouble  Bonaparte's  rdgn  ^ 

He  was  your  great  Triptolemus ;  his  Tiees  [prieeB ; 

Dettroy'd  but  realms,  and  still  maintained  your 

He  amplifled  to  every  lord's  content 

fhe  grand  agrarian  alohymyi  bight  rm^. 

Why  did  the  tyrant  stnmble  on  the  Tartars, 

And  lower  wheat  to  such  desponding  quarters  ? 

Why  did  you  chain  him' on  yon  isle  so  lone } 

The  man  was  worth  much  more  upon  his  throne. 

True,  blood  and  treasure  botmdlessly  were  spilt ; 

But  what  of  that  ?  the  Oaul  may  bear  the  guilt ; 

But  bread  was  high,  the  farmer  paid  his  way, 

And  acres  told  upon  the  appointed  day. 

But  where  is  now  the  goodly  audit  ale  ? 

The  purseproud  tenant,  ncTcr  known  to  fail  ? 

The  farm  which  neyer  yet  was  left  on  hand  ? 

The  marsh  reclaim'd  to  most  improying  land  ? 

The  impatient  hope  of  the  expiring  lease  ? 

The  doubling  rental  ?  What  an  eyil's  peace ! 

In  vain  the  prize  excites  the  ploughman's  skin, 

In  vain  the  Commons  pass  their  patriot  bill ; 

The  landed  interest — (you  may  understand 

The  phrase  much  better  leaving  out  the  land) — 

The  land  self-interest  groans  from  shore  to  shore, 

For  fear  that  plenty  should  attain  the  poor. 

Up,  up  again,  ye  rents  !  exalt  your  notes, 

Or  else  the  ministry  will  lose  their  votes, 

And  patriotism,  so  delicately  nice. 

Her  loaves  will  lower  to  the  market  price; 

For  ah!  *<  the  loaves  and  fishes,"  once  so  high, 

Are  gone— their  oven  closed,  their  ocean  dry. 

And  nought  remains  of  all  the  millions  spent, 

Excepting  to  grow  moderate  and  content. 

Ihey  who  are  not  so,  had  their  turn — ond  turn 

About  still  flows  from  Fortune's  equal  urn ; 

Now  let  their  virtue  be  its  own  reward. 

And  share  the  blessing  which  themselves  prepared. 

Bee  these  inglorious  Cincinnati  swarm, 

Farmers  of  war,  dictators  of  the  farm ; 

Their  ploughshare  was  the  sword  in  hireling  hands, 

Their  fields  manured  by  gore  of  other  lands; 

Safe  in  their  bams,  these  Sabine  tillers  sent 

Their  brethren  out  to  battle— why  ?  for  rent  I 

Year  after  year  they  voted  cent,  per  cent.. 

Blood,  sweat,  and  tear-wrung  millions^-^why  ?  for 

rent! 
They  roar'd,  they  dined,  they  drank,  they  swore 

they  meant 
To  die  for  England— why  then  live  ?  for  rent ! 
The  peace  has  made  one  general  malecontent 
Of  these  high-market  patriots ;  war  was  rent ! 
Their  love  of  country,  millions  all  misspent, 
How  reconcile  ?  by  reconciling  rent ! 
And  will  they  not  repay  the  treasures  lent  ? 
No :  down  with  every  ^ing,  and  up  with  rent  1 
Their  good,  ill,  health,  wealth,  joy,  or  disoontent, 
Being,  end,  aim,  religion— rent,  rent,  rent ! 
Thou  sold'st  thy  birthright,  Esau  I  for  a  men ; 
Thou  should'st  have  gotten  more,  or  eaten  less ; 
Now  thou  hast  swill'd  thy  pottage,  thy  demands 
Are  idle ;  Israel  says  the  bargain  stands. 
Such,  landlords  I  was  your  appetite  for  war, 
And,  gorged  with  blood,  you  grumble  at  a  soar  I 
What!  would  they  spmd  their  earthquake  even 

o'er  cash  ? 
And  when  land  crumbles,  bid  firm  paper  crash  ? 
So  rent  may  rise,  bid  bank  and  nation  fall, 
And  foviid  on  'Change  a  FundUmg  Ho^tal  ? 


Lo,  Mother  Chnreh,  while  all  religion  inithH, 
Like  Niobe,  weeps  o'er  her  ofiprlag,  Tithes; 
The  prelates  go  to-^«here  the  saints  have  gone, 
And  proud  pluralities  subside  to  one ; 
Church,  state,  and  faction  mrestle  in  the  dsifc, 
Toss'd  by  the  deluge  in  thdr  eommon  ark. 
Shorn  of  her  bishops,  banks,  and  dividends, 
Another  Babel  soars— but  Britain  ends. 
And  why }  to  pamper  the  self-seeking  wants, 
And  prop  the  hill  of  these  agrarian  ants. 
**  Go  to  these  ants,  thou  sluggard,  and  be  wise;  * 
Admire  their  patience  through  eadi  sacrifice. 
Till  taught  to  feel  the  lesson  ot  their  pride, 
The  prioe  of  taxes  and  of  homicide ; 
Adipire  their  justiee,  which  would  fain  deny 
The  debt  of  nations ;— pray  who  made  it  hiffh  * 

XV. 

Or  turn  to  sail  between  those  shifting  rocks, 
The  new  Symplegades-^he  crushing  Stocks, 
Where  Midas  might  again  his  wish  behold 
In  real  paper  or  imagined  gold. 
That  magic  palace  of  Aldna  shows 
More  wealth  than  Britain  ever  had  to  lose. 
Were  all  her  atoms  of  unleaven'd  ore, 
And  all  her  pebbles  from  Pactolus'  shore. 
There  Fortune  plays,  while  Rumor  holds  the  stske^ 
And  the  world  trembles  to  bid  brokers  break. 
How  rich  is  Britain  I  not  indeed  in  mines, 
Or  peace  or  plenty,  com  or  oil,  or  wines ; 
No  land  of  Canaan,  full  of  milk  and  honey, 
Nor  (save  in  paper  shekels)  ready  money : 
But  let  us  not  to  own  the  tmth  refuse, 
Was  ever  Christian  land  so  rich  in  Jews  ? 
Those  parted  with  their  teeth  to  good  King  John, 
And  now,  ye  kings  1  they  kindly  draw  your  own; 
All  states,  all  things,  all  sovereigns  they  eontioli 
And  waft  a  loan  "  from  Indus  to  the  pole." 
The  banker— brokei^-baron— brethren,  speed 
To  aid  these  bankrupt  tyrants  in  their  need. 
Nor  these  alone :  Columbia  feels  no  less 
Fresh  speculations  follow  each  success ; 
And  philanthropic  Israel  deigns  to  drain 
Her  mild  percentage  from  exhausted  Spain. 
Not  without  Abraham's  seed  can  Russia  mireh ; 
'Tis  gold,  not  steel,  that  rears  the  conqueror's  arek 
Two  Jews,  a  chosen  people,  can  command 
In  every  realm  their  scripture-promised  land:— 
Two  Jews  keep  down  the  Romans,  and  uphold 
The  accursed  Hun,  more  brutal  than  of  old  * 
Two  Jews— but  not  Samaritan's— direct 
The  world,  with  all  the  spirit  of  Iheir  sect. 
What  is  the  happiness  of  earth  to  them  ? 
A  congress  forms  their  **  New  Jerasalem," 
Where  baronies  and  orders  both  invite— 
Oh,  holy  Abraham !  dost  thou  see  the  sight? 
Thy  followers  mingling  with  these  royal  swhte, 
Who  spit  not  "  on  their  Jewish  gaberdine," 
But  honor  them  as  portion  of  the  shovi^- 
(Where  now,  oh  pope !  is  thy  forsaken  toe  ? 
Could  it  not  favor  Judah  with  some  kicks } 
Or  has  it  ceased  to  «kiok  against  the  pricks?" 
On  Shylock's  shore  behold  them  stand  aflnsh, 
To  cut  from  nations'  hearts  their  <*  pound  of  fledu' 

XVI. 

Strange  sight  this  Congress !  destined  to  unite 
All  that's  incongmous,  all  that's  opposfts. 


THB  AOS  W  BBOMSB. 


A  eommon  coin  as  eTer  mmt  oovld  steDw : 

B«t  thoM  who  sway  the  puppets,  piiU  th«  strlagSt 

Have  more  of  motley  than  their  heaTf  kings. 

Jews,  aathors,  genenls,  eharialms,  eoHibUie, 

Whfle  Europe  wonders  at  the  Test  design : 

There  Mettemich,  power's  foremost  parasite, 

Cigoles;  tKere  Wellington  forgets  to  fight ; 

There  Chateaubriand  forms  new  books  of  mar^s  ;• 

And  subtle  Greeks  intrigue  for  stupid  Tartaia ; 

There  Montmorenei,  the  sworn  foe  to  ehartsn. 

Turns  a  diplomatist  of  great  eclat. 

To  fomish  articles  for  "  the  Debats ; " 

Of  war  so  oertain^et  not  quite  so  s«re 

As  his  dismissal  in  the  "  Monitenr.** 

AUs!  how  could  his  oabtnei  thus  SR  ? 

Can  peace  be  worth  an  ultra-minister  ? 

He  falls  indeed,  perhaps  to  rise  again 

'*  Almost  as  quickly  as  he  eonquered  Speln.** 

XVII. 
Enough  of  this— a  sight  more  moumM  wooe 
The  arortsd  eye  of  the  reluctant  muse. 
The  imperial  daughter,  the  imperial  bride. 
The  imperial  rictim— eaeriflce  to  pride; 
The  mother  of  the  hero's  hope,  the  boy, 
The  young  Astyanax  of  modem  Troy ; 
The  still  pale  shadow  of  the  loftiest  queen 
That  earth  has  yet  to  see,  or  e'er  hath  seen; 
She  flits  amid  the  phantoms  of  the  hour, 
The  theme  of  pity,  and  the  wreck  of  power. 
Oh,  cruel  mockery !    Could  not  Austria  spare 
A  daughter  ?    What  did  France's  widow  tnere  ? 
Her  fitter  place  was  by  St.  Helen's  ware, 
Her  only  throne  is  in  Napoleon's  graTC. 
But,  no,— she  still  must  hold  a  petty  reign, 
Flank'd  by  her  formidable  chamberlain ; 
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The  martial  Aifus,  lAose  ttot  hnadved  tyus 

Must  watsli  her  through  these  paltoy  1 

What  though  she  share  no  more,  and  shared  in  TaiSt 

A  sway  surpassing  that  of  Charlemagne, 

Which  swept  from  Moeoow  to  the  southen  seas  i 

Yet  still  she  rulee  the  pastoral  realm  of  cheessj 

Where  Parma  riews  the  trareller  reeort 

To  note  the  trappings  of  her  mimic  court. 

But  she  appears !    Verona  sees  her  shorn 

Of  all  her  beams    while  nations  gaae  and  mowBF* 

Ere  yet  her  husband's  ashes  have  had  time 

To  chill  in  their  inhoepitable  clime ; 

(If  e'er  those  awfol  ashes  can  grow  cold ; 

But  nOf—their  embers  soon  will  burst  the  mould  ;j 

She  comes  !--the  Andromache  (but  not  Badne's, 

Nor  Homer's)— liO  I  on  Fyrrhus'  arm  she  leans  t 

Yes !  the  right  arm,  yet  red  from  Waterloo, 

Which  cut  her  lord's  half-ehatter'd  sceptre  throvi^ 

Is  oficr'd  and  aeeepted !    Could  a  slsTe 

Do  more  ?  or  lees  ^-«nd  JU  in  his  new  grave ! 

Her  eye,  her  cheek,  betray  no  inward  strife, 

And  he  ev-empress  grows  as  er  a  wife ! 

So  much  for  human  ties  in  royal  breasts ! 

Why  spare  men's  feelings,  when  their  own  are  Jeeli  ? 

XVUI. 

But,  tired  of  foreign  follies,  I  turn  home, 
And  sketch  the  group-^he  picture's  yet  to  eome 
My  muse  'gan  weep,  but  ere  a  tear  vras  spUt, 
She  caught  Sir  William  Curtis  m  a  kiltl 
While  throttg'd  the  ehieiii  of  eT^ry  highland  clan 
To  haa  their  brother,  Vich  Ian  Aldennan  f 
GuildhaU  grows  Oael,  and  echoes  with  Erse  roer, 
While  all  the  Common  Council  cry  "  Claymore !  ** 
To  see  proud  Albyn's  tartan's  as  a  belt 
Ohrd  the  groes  sirloin  of  a  dty  Celt, 
She  burst  into  a  laughter  so  extreme, 
That  I  awoke— and  lo !  'twaa  no  dream  I 


Here,  reader,  will  we  pause ;— if  there's  no 
This  ftnst— Toull  huTO,  perhaps,  a  seeond 


THE   VISION   OF  JUDGMENT. 

BY   aUEVEDO   REDIVIVUS. 

MVQQmnMD  BT  THB  OOVPOSmOK  SO  SHTITLaD  BT  TKB  AVTBOA  07  "WAT  TTUB." 


"A 
I  teak  6mb,hm,^ 


It Mtii  b«en  tvitely  said,  that  «Oft«  fool  auikM 
Piany; "  «ad  H  hath  bem  poetioaUy  obMrred, 

"That  fedi  nab  la  wlNn  M^g«li  fttf  «o  tmd.**— JVp«. 

If  Mr.  Soatiiey  bad  not  xuilied  in  vriMto  ho  had 
BO  bosinoBB,  and  where  he  never  was  before,  and 
nerer  will  be  again,  the  following  poem  would  not 
hare  been  written.  It  is  not  impossible  that  it  may 
be  as  good  as  his  own,  seeing  that  it  cannot,  by  sny 
apedes  of  stapidity,  natural  or  acquired,  be  weiM. 
The  gross  flattery,  the  dnll  impndence,  the  renegade 
intolerance,  and  impious  cant  of  the  poem  by  the 
author  of  Wat  Tyler,  are  something  so  stupendous 
as  to  form  the  sublime  of  himself---contaixiing  the 
quintessence  of  his  own  attributes. 

80  much  for  his  poem  a  word  on  his  prelhce.  In 
this  prelkce  it  has  pleased  the  magnanimous  laureate 
to  draw  the  picture  of  a  supposed  "  Satanic  School," 
the  which  he  doth  recommend  to  the  notice  of  the 
legislature ;  thereby  adding  to  his  other  laurels  the 
ambition  of  those  of  an  informer.  If  there  exists  any 
where,  excepting  in  his  imagination,  such  a  school, 
is  he  not  sufficiently  armed  against  it  by  his  own 
intense  Tsnity  ?  The  truth  is,  that  there  are  certain 
writers  whom  Bfr.  8.  imagines,  like  Scrub,  to  have 
'*  talked  of  him  ;  for  they  laughed  eonsumedly.'* 

I  think  I  know  enough  of  most  of  the  writers  to 
whom  he  is  supposed  to  allude,  to  assert,  that  they, 
In  their  indlTidual  capacities,  hsTO  done  more  good 
ip  the  charities  of  life  to  their  fellow-creatures  in 
any  one  year,  than  Mr.  Southey  has  done  harm  to 
himself  by  his  absurdities  in  his  whole  life;  and 
this  is  5a]^g  a  great  deal.  But  I  haye  a  few  ques- 
tions to  ask. 

Istly.  Is  Mr.  Southey  the  author  of  Wat  Tyler  ? 

2d]y.  Was  he  not  refused  a  remedy  at  law  by  the 
highest  Judge  of  his  beloved  Bngland,  boeanse  it 
WM  a  blasphemovs  and  seditioos  publication  ? 


8dly.  Was  he  not  entitled  by  WSiSam  Smitii.  is 
ftiU  parliament,  "  a  rancorous  renegade  ? " 

4thly.  Is  he  not  poet  laureate,  with  his  own  IfaM 
on  Martin  the  regicide  staring  him  in  the  face  ? 

And  5thly.  Putting  the  four  preceding  itemi  to- 
gether, with  what  conscience  dare  A0  call  the  atten 
tion  of  the  laws  to  the  publication  of  othen,  be 
they  what  they  may  ? 

I  say  nothing  of  the  cowardice  of  inch  a  proceed* 
ing ;  its  meanness  speaks  for  itself;  but  I  wish  to 
touch  upon  the  motftee,  which  is  neither  men  bk 
less  than  that  Bfr.  S.  has  been  laughed  at  a  Uttle  in 
some  recent  publications,  as  he  was  of  yore  in  the 
«  Anti-jacobin  *'  by  his  present  patrons.  Hence  ill 
this  **  skimble-scamble  stuff"  about  "  Satanic,"  and 
so  forth.    However,  it  is  worthy  of  hinh-"  (Mi* 

If  there  is  any  thing  obnoxious  to  the  politicil 
opinions  of  a  portion  of  the  public  in  the  foUoinng 
poem,  they  may  thank  Mr.  Southey.  He  might 
haTe  written  hexameters,  as  he  has  written  ererj 
thing  else,  for  aught  that  the  writer  cared-hid 
they  been  upon  another  subject  But  to  attempt  ts 
canonise  a  monarch,  who,  whaterer  were  his  hons^ 
hold  Tbrtues,  was  neither  a  successftd  nor  a  patnot 
king— inasmuch  as  several  years  of  hit  reign  puaed 
in  war  with  America  and  Ireland,  to  say  nothing  erf 
the  aggressions  upon  Prance,— like  all  other  exig 
geration,  necessarily  begets  opposition.  In  vhtt- 
ever  msnner  he  may  be  spoken  of  in  this  new 

Vision,"  his  ptAUc  career  will  not  be  more  f»w- 
ably  transmitted  by  hiatory.  Of  his  priTste  nrtnei 
(although  a  Uttle  expensiTe  to  the  nation)  there  can 
be  no  doubt. 

With  regard  to  the  supernatural  pereonagei 
treated  of,  I  can  only  say,  that  I  know  as  mttch 
about  them,  and  (as  an  honest  man)  have  a  better 
right  to  talk  of  them  than  Robert  Southey.  lb*** 
also  treated  them  more  tolerantly.  The  way  ta  which 
that  poor  insane  creature,  the  laureate,  deals  aboil 
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dt  Judgment  in  the  neit  world,  is  Uke  hk  own 
Judgment  in  €biA.  If  it  was  not  eonpletelj  Wk- 
erofiis,  it  woidd  be  somedking  worse  I  don't  tikink 
that  there  is  much  more  to  say  at  present. 

QUBYBDO  BBDIVlTtrS. 

P.  S.»Itis  poeiible  tiiat  some  leaders  may  objeet, 
in  these  objeetionable  times,  to  the  l^eedom  with 
which  saints,  angels,  and  spiritnal  persons  diseonrse 
in  this  **  Vision."  B«t  for  precedents  npon  sash 
points  I  mast  retar  him  to  FialdiBg'e  MJonmsy 
from  this  World  to  the  Next,"  and  to  the  Yisioas 
of  mjaalf,  the  said  Qneivedo,  in  Spanish  or  trtns- 
latad.  The  vsadar  is  also  xe^vested  to  ebecrre, 
tiiat  no  dostrinal  tenets  are  iasisted  upon  or  dis- 
eased; that  the  person  of  the  Deitj  it  canAilly 
withheld  from  light,  which  is  mere  than  cso  boaaid 
fat  tiM  lavreate,  who  hath  tbovght  proper  to  make 
him  talk,  not  <«l]ke  a  school  diyine,"  bat  like  the 
vttscholarlike  Mr.  Southej.  The  whole  action 
passes  on  the  outside  of  hesTcn ;  and  Chaucei^s 
Wife  of  Bath,  Puld's  Morgante  Maggiore,  Swiftfs 
Tale  of  a  Tub,  sad  the  other  works  aboTC  referred 
to,  are  esses  in  point  of  the  freedom  with  whioh 
saints,  ftc,  may  be  permitted  to  conTcrse  in  works 
not  intended  to  be  serious.  Q.  &. 

%*  Hr.  Southey,  being,  as  he  says,  a  good 
Christian  end  TindietiTe,  threatens,  I  understand, 
a  reply  to  this  our  siiswrf.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
haa  fisieaary  fwulties  will  in  the  meantime  hare 
acyiirgd  a  little  more  judgment,  properly  so  called : 
etherwiae  he  will  get  hiaBodf  into  new  dflammai. 
These  apostate  Jacobins  ftnraish  lish  r^ioinderB. 
Let  him  take  a  specimen.  Mr.  Southey  laudeth 
giiBfousiy  **  one  Mr.  Landor,"  who  euMuatea  much 
^Yate  rsnown  in  the  shape  of  Latm  'venes ;  and 
not  lo8«  ago,  the  poet  Isnraale  dedicated  to  Urn,  it 
appeareth,  one  of  his  fhgitiYe  lyrics,  npon  the 
strength  of  a  poem  called  Gs&tr.  Who  could  «up- 
poee  that  in  this  same  Gebir  the  aforesaid  SaTSge 
Landor  (for  such  is  his  grim  cognomen)  putteth  into 
tiie  infernal  regions  no  less  a  person  than  the. hero 
of  his  friend  Bfr.  Southey's  hesTen, — yea,  even 
GeoKge  the  Third !  See  also  how  personal  SsTage 
becomeih,  when  he  hath  a  mind.  The  following  is 
his  portrait  of  our  late  gracious  sovereign : 

fpiiim  (hb^  Awfcy  *iiirfiif  km  <U  luawwl  netwii,0W 


I  omit  noticing  some  edifying  Ithyphallios  ef 
Saragins,  wishing  to  keep  the  proper  tcU  over 
them,  if  his  grsTC  but  somewhat  indis<7eet  worship- 
per win  suffer  it ;  but  certainly  these  teachera  of 
"great  moral  lessons"  are  apt  to  be  found  in 
etraage  company. 


SAnrr  Pbtbb  sat  by  the  celestial  gate ; 

His  keys  were  rusty,  and  the  lock  was  dull, 
So  tittle  trouble  had  been  given  of  late ; 

Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  frill. 
But  ofaiee  the  Osllic  era  *•  eighty-eight " 

The  derils  had  ta'en  a  longer,  stronger  pull. 
And  '<  a  pull  altogether,"  as  they  say 
At  sea    which  drew  most  souls  another  way. 

n. 

The  angels  all  were  singing  out  of  tune, 
And  hoarse  with  having  little  else  to  do. 

Excepting  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon. 
Or  curb  a  runaway  young  star  or  two, 

Or  wild  e^t  of  a  comet,  which  too  soon 
Broke  out  of  bounds  o'er  the  ethereal  blue, 

Splitling  some  planet  with  its  playftal  tail, 

As  boats  are  sometimes  by  a  wanton  whale. 

in. 

The  guarfian  seraphs  had  retired  on  hign. 
Finding  their  charges  past  all  care  below ; 

Terrestrial  business  ftU'd  nought  in  the  sky 
Save  the  recording  angePs  black  bureau  | 

Who  fe^d,  indeed,  the  facts  to  muhi^y 
With  such  rapidity  of  vice  and  wo, 

That  he  had  stiipp'd  off  both  his  wings  in  f«ilb| 

And  yet  was  in  arrear  of  human  fUs. 

IV. 
His  business  so  augmented  of  late  years, 

That  he  was  fbrced,  sgainst  his  will,  no  doubt, 
(Just  like  those  cherubs,  earthly  ministers,) 

For  some  resource  to  turn  himself  about^ 
And  daim  the  help  of  his  celestial  peers, 

To  aid  him  ere  he  should  be  quite  worn  out 
By  the  increased  demand  for  his  remarks : 
Six  angels  and  twelve  saints  were  named  his  clerks 

V. 
This  was  a  handsome  board— at  least  for  heaTSSt 

And  yet  they  had  even  then  enough  to  do, 
So  many  conquerors'  ears  were  daily  driven, 

So  many  kingdoms  fitted  up  anew ; 
Each  day  too  slew  its  thousands  six  or  seven* 

Till  at  the  crowning  carnage,  Waterloo, 
They  threw  their  pens  down  in  divine  disgust* 
The  page  was  so  besmear'd  with  blood  and  dust. 

VI. 
This  by  the  way;  *tis  not  mine  to  reoord 

What  angels  shrink  f^m :  even  the  very  devil 
On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorr'd, 

So  surfeited  with  the  infernal  revel ; 
Though  he  himself  had  sharpen'd  every  sword* 

It  almost  quench'd  his  innate  thirst  of  eviL 
(Here  Satan's  sole  good  work  deserves  insertion— 
*TiM,  that  he  hath  both  generals  in  reversion.) 

VII. 
Let's  skip  a  few  short  years  of  hollow  peace, 

Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  as  wont, 
And  heaven  none— they  form'd  the  tyrant's  lease, 

With  nothing  but  new  names  subsorib'd  upon't ; 
'Twin  one  day  finish :  meantime  they  increase, 

<*^R^th  seven  heads  and  ten  horns,"  and  aU  in 
front. 
Like  Saint  John's  foretold  beast ;  but  ours  are  bon 
Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 


496 


BYBON'B  WORKS. 


vm. 

In  the  first  year  of  freedom's  second  dawn 
Died  George  the  Third ;  alt^^ough  no  tyrant,  one 

Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  withdrawn 
Left  him  nor  mental  nor  external  sun : 

A  better  farmer  ne'er  brush'd  dew  from  lawn, 
A  worse  king  never  left  a  realm  undone ! 

He  died— but  left  his  subjects  still  behind, 

One  half  as  mad — and  t'other  no  less  blind. 

IX. 

He  died !— his  death  made  no  great  stir  on  earth, 
His  burial  made  some  pomp ;  there  was  profusion 

Of  TeWet,  gilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 
Of  aught  but  tears — save  those  shed  by  collusion, 

For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their  true  worth ; 
Of  eleg7  there  was  the  due  infusion^ 

Bought  also ;  and  the  torches,  cloaks,  and  banners, 

Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  Gothic  manners. 


Form'd  a  sepulchral  melodnune.    Of  all 
The  fools  who  fiock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show. 

Who  oared  about  the  corpse  ?    The  funeral 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  wo. 

There  throbb'd  not  there  a  thought  which  pierced 
thepaU; 
And,  when  the  gorgeous  coffin  was  laid  low, 

It  seem'd  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 

The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 

XI. 

So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust !    It  might 
Return  to  what  it  mtut  far  sooner,  were 

The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 
Its  way  back  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air ; 

But  the  unnatural  balsams  merely  blight 
What  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 

As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied  clay— 

Tet  aU  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

XII. 
He's  dead«— and  upper  earth  with  him  has  done : 

He's  buried ;  saye  the  undertaker's  bill, 
Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 

For  him,  unless  he  left  a  German  will ; 
But  Where's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  son  ? 

In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still. 
Except  that  household  virtue,  most  uncommon. 
Of  constancy  to  a  bad,  ugly  woman. 

xin. 

'*  God  save  the  king ! "    It  is  a  large  economy 
In  God  to  save  the  like ;  but  if  he  will 

Be  saving,  all  the  better ;  for  not  one  am  I 
Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still : 

I  hardly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 
In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 

By  dreumscribittg,  with  some  slight  restriction. 

The  eternity  of  hell's  hot  jurisdiction. 

XIV. 

I  know  this  is  unpopular ;  I  know 

'Tis  blasphemous ;  I  know  one  may  be  dama'd 
For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e'er  be  so ; 

I  know  my  catechism ;  I  know  we  are  cramm'd 
With  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o'erflow; 

I  know  that  all  save   England's  church  have 
shamm'd. 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred  churohetf 
And  synagogues  have  made  a  damn*d  bad  purchaje. 


XV. 

God  help  us  alll    God  help  me  too !   I  am, 
God  knows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wish* 

And  not  a  wbit  more  difficult  to  damn 
Than  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late-hook'd  fish, 

Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb ; 
Not  that  I'm  fit  for  such  a  noble  dish 

Aa  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  fry 

Of  almost  every  body  bom  to  die. 

XVL 

Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestul  gate. 
And  nodded  o'er  his  keys ;  when  lo !  thne  cams 

A  wond'rous  noise  he  had  not  heard  of  late» 
A  rushing  sound  of  wind,  and  stream,  and  ilama; 

In  short,  a  roar  of  things  extremely  great,  [daia; 
Which  would  have  inade  aught  save  a  saint  ex* 

But  he,  with  first  a  start  and  then  a  wink, 

Said,  «  There's  another  star  gone  out,  I  think! " 

xvn. 

But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 
A  cherub  flapp'd  his  right  wing  o'er  his  eyes— 

At  which  Saint  Peter  yawn'd,  and  rubb'd  bis  note; 
"  Saint  porter,"  said  the  angel,  "prithee rise!" 

Waving  a  goodly  wing,  which  glow'd,  as  glom 
An  earthly  peacock's  tail,  with  heayenly  djes : 

To  which  the  saint  replied,  "  Well,  what's  the 
matter? 

Is  Lucifer  oome  back  with  all  this  clatter  ? " 

XVIIL 
*<No,"  quoth  the  cherub;  "  George  the  Thiid ii 
dead."  [apocde: 

«  And  who  w  George  the  Third?"  replied  the 
'*Whai  Owrgef  what  Third?**    "The  kia«  of 
England,"  said 
The  angel.    "Weill  he  won't  find  kings  to  josde 
Him  on  his  way;  but  does  he  wear  his  head? 
Because  the  last  we  saw  here  had  a  tostle, 
And  ne'er  would  have   got  into  heaven's  good 
Had  he  not  flung  his  head  in  all  our  fiioei.  [graeei 

XIX. 
"  He  was,  if  I  remember,  king  of  France ; 

That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a  crovn 
On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  face  to  advance 

A  claim  to  those  of  martyrs— like  my  c?m: 
If  I  had  had  my  sword,  as  I  had  once 

When  I  cut  ears  off,  I  had  cut  him  down; 
But  having  but  my  keyi,  and  not  my  brand, 
I  only  knock'd  his  head  fVom  out  his  hand. 

XX. 

*'  And  then  he  set  up  such  a  headless  howl, 
That  all  the  saints  came  out  and  took  him  in; 

And  there  he  sits  by  St.  Paul,  dieek  by  jowl; 
That  fellow  Paul-^the  parvend !    The  skin 

Of  Saint  Bartholomew,  which  makes  his  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  redeem'd  bis  sin, 

So  as  to  make  a  martyr,  never  sped 

Better  than  did  this  weak  and  wooden  head. 

XXL 
<*  But  had  it  come  up  here  upon  its  shouUsn, 

There  would  have  been  a  different  tale  to  tell: 
The  fellow-feeling  in  the  saints'  beholders 

Seems  to  have  acted  on  them  like  a  spell; 
And  so  this  very  foolish  head  heaven  solden 

Back  on  its  trunk :  it  may  be  veiy  well. 
And  seems  the  custom  here  to  overthrow 
Whatever  has  been  wisely  done  below." 
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xxa 

A*  Mignl  MMw'dt  " Pet«r !  do  m»I  y^st: 
Tto  kng  who  eomei  has  hmd  aad  att  «itk«» 

And  sever  kMw  mofih  what  it  was  aboufr— 
He  did  aa  doth  the  poppet— by  its  wixe. 

And  will  be  judged  like  all  the  rest,  bo  donht. 
My  bnrinees  mad  your  own  is  mot  to  iaquke 

late  Mwh  matteia,  hat  to  mind  ovr  eii*~ 

Which  is  to  aet  aa  we  aie  bid  to  do." 

xxin. 

Whae  thns  they  apak%  the  ai«elie  ewavaa* 
AiriviBg  like  a  rash  of  Biishty  wwd, 

Cleaiiiiy  the  fteUs  of  ^aee,  as  doth  the  swan 
Bamm  dim  sfieain,  (say  Gaagea»  Nile,  or  Inde, 

Or  Thawse,  or  Tweed,)  and  "Bid  theai,  an  oldaMn 
^ith  an  old  oenl,  and  both  ttitieinely  blind* 

Hahed  bofcte  the  «ate,  and  in  hie  shroud 

Seated  their  Mlow-toveUer  en  a  olottd. 

XXIV. 
But  bringing  «|»  tte  rear  of  this  Might  beet 

A  flpdiit  of  a  difibrMt  aspect  waved 
12%  wings,  like  thonder-eloiids  above  some  eoast 

Whose  banen  beach  with  freqnent  wreoks  is  paved; 
His  brow  was  Kke  the  deep  when  tempeeb^tost; 

Fierce  and  nnfakfaomahle  thonghts  Ohgraved 
Sternal  wnA  on  hie  inunortal  laee, 
And  mkmv  he  gaaed  a  glee 


XXV. 
As  he  drew  near,  he  gaaed  upon  the  gate 

Ne'er  to  be  entw'd  more  by  him  or  sin, 
With  each  n  glance  of  sopeoiateral  hate, 

As  made  Saint  Peter  wiah  himself  within ; 
He  pstter'd  witii  bk  keys  at  a  great  rate. 

And  uwMted  tivengh  hie  apoetolk  skin« 
Of  eomwe  hie  perspiialion  wae  bnt  idior. 
Or  eeme  sneh  other  spiritBal  Uqaoc. 

XXVI. 
The  wry  sbendM  huddled  altogether, 

like  birda  when  aears  the  Moon;  andtfa^iiBlt 
A  tingling  to  the  tip  of  every  feather, 

And  form'd  a  drele  like  Orion's  belt        [whitiier 
Around  their  pooe  old  charge ;  who  ecarce  knew 

HiepHutde  had  led  him»  though  they  gentiy  dealt 
With  royal  manes,  (for  by  many  stories. 
And  true,  we  learn  the  angels  all  aro  tones.) 

xxvn. 

As  things  wem  &a  this  poeture,  the  gate  flew 
▲mmder,  and  the  flashing  of  its  hinges 

nung  over  space  an  nnivereal  hue 
Of  mMfr-colsr'd  flanm,  unta  ita  trngea 

Reuflhrd  enn  mm  epeek  of  eerth,  and  made  a  new 
Anmmbesealbspseedita6ingeB  [bonnd, 

0*er  the  North  Pole;  the  mme  seen,  when  ioe- 

By  Captain  Paoy's  erewe,  in  **  HelviUe's  Soimd.' 

xxvm. 


XXDL. 

Twaa  the  anhangel  Michael ;  all  man  knmr 
The  make  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 

There's  scarce  a  scribbler  has  not  one  to  show. 
From  the  fiends'  leader  to  the  angels'  princa. 

There  also  are  some  altar-pieces,  though 
I  really  oan't  say  that  they  much  evince 

One's  inner  notions  of  immortal  spirits ; 

But  let  the  connoisseurs  explain  M«ir  merits. 

XXX. 

Michael  flew  forth  in  glory  and  in  good; 

A  goodly  woriL  of  him  from  whom  all  glory 
And  good  arise;  the  portal  peat— he  stood; 

Before  him  the  young  cherubs  and  saint  hoaiy, 
(I  say  yowi^,  begging  to  be  understood 

By  looks,  not  years ;  and  ahould  be  very  eooy 
To  state  they  were  not  older  than  Saint  Peter, 
Bnt  merely  that  they  seem'd  a  little  sweeter.) 


AndftomtiiegB 

A  beantifld  and  mighty  Thing  of  Light, 
Mediant  with  glcsy,  like  a  banner  streaming 

Vtetesinns  torn  seme  werld^'ertbrowing  flght ; 
My  poor  enmpaiiinas  mne*  needs  be  teeming 

With  eartiily  Ukeneeees,  for  her  the  night 
Of  day  ubeemue  our  best  conceptions,  saving 
Johanna  flenthoete,  or  Bob  Southey  raving. 
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XXXI. 

The  cherubs  and  the  esinto  bowed  down  betoe 

That  archangelic  hieraroh,  the  first 
Of  essences  angelical,  who  wore 

The  aspect  of  a  god ;  but  this  ne'er  nurst 
Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom,  in  whose  core 

No  thought,  save  for  his  Maker's  service. 
Intrude,  however  glorified  and  high ; 
He  knew  him  but  the  viceroy  of  the  sky. 

xxxn. 

He  and  the  sombre  silent  SpfarH  met— 

They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  HI ; 
Such  was  tiieir  power,  that  neither  could  forget 

His  formsr  friend  and  friture  foe ;  but  still 
There  was  a  h%h,  immortal,  proud  regret 

In  cither's  eye,  as  if  'twere  less  their  will 
Than  destiny  to  make  the  eternal  yesrs 
Their  date  of  war,  and  their  **champ  doe"  tta 
spheres* 

XXXIII. 
But  aere  they  were  in  neutral  spaee :  we  knew 

From  Job,  that  Satan  hath  the  power  to  pay 
A  heavenly  visit  thrioe  a  yeer  or  so; 

And  that  **  the  sons  of  God,'*  Uke  tiioee  of  dayi 
Must  keep  him  company ;  and  we  might  shew. 

From  the  same  book,  in  how  poHto  a  way 
The  dialogue  is  held  between  the  Powers 
Of  Good  and  Svil— but  'twould  take  np  ho». 

XXXIV. 
And  this  is  not  a  theologic  tract, 

To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  wiUi  Arabic 
If  Job  be  allegory  or  a  fact, 

Bnt  a  true  narrative ;  and  thus  I  pick 
From  out  the  whole  bnt  such  and  such  an  act 

As  sets  aside  the  slightest  thought  of  trick, 
lis  every  tittle  true,  beyond  suspicion, 
And  accurate  as  any  other  vision. 

xxXv. 

The  ^irite  wein  in  neutral  space,  before 
The  gate  of  heaven ;  like  eastern  thresholds  Is 

The  place  whero  Death's  grand  eanee  is  signed  o'«f  ^ 
And  souls  deepatch'd  to  that  world  or  to  this  ] 

And  thereforo  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A  civil  aspect :  though  they  did  not  kiss. 

Yet  still  between  his  Dsrkness  and  his  J^ktne« 

There  pass'd  a  mutual  glance  of  great  politeneee 


in 
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XXXVI. 

The  Afebangel  bow*d,  not  like  a  modem  bean. 

But  with  a  graceful  Oriental  bend, 
Prening  one  radiant  arm  just  where  below 

The  heart  in  good  men  is  supposed  to  tend. 
He  tnm'd  as  to  an  equal,  not  too  low, 
But  kindly ;  Satan  met  his  ancient  friend 
With  more  hauteur,  as  might  an  old  Castllian 
Poor  noble  meet  a  mushroom  rich  drilian. 

XXXVII. 
He  merely  bent  hi«  diabolic  brow 

▲n  instant ;  and  then  raising  it,  he  stood 
In  act  to  assert  his  right  or  wrong,  and  show 

Cause  why  King  George  by  no  means  could  or 
Make  out  a  case  to  be  exempt  from  wo         [should 

Eternal,  more  than  other  kings,  endued  [tions. 
With  better  sense  aiyi  hearts,  whom  history  men- 
Who  long  haTe  *' pared  hell  with  their  good  inten- 


xxxvin. 

Michael  began :  *<What  wouldst  thou  with  this  man, 
Kow  dead,  and  brought  before  the  Lord  ?  What  ill 

Bath  he  wrought  since  his  mortal  race  began, 
That  thou  can'st  claim  him  ?   Speak !  and  do  thy 

II  it  be  Just :  if  in  this  earthly  span  f^ll, 

He  hath  been  greatly  foiling  to  Ailfll 

His  duties  as  a  king  and  mortal,  say, 

And  he  is  thine ;  if  not,  let  him  haye  way.*' 

XXXIX. 

<*  Michael ! "  replied  the  Prince  of  Air,  «  eren  h«n, 
Before  the  gate  of  him  thou  senrest,  must 

I  claim  my  subject ;  and  will  make  appear 
That  as  he  was  my  worshipper  in  dust, 

So  shall  he  be  in  spirit,  although  dear 
To  thee  and  thine,  because  nor  wine  nor  lust 

Were  of  his  weaknesses ;  yet  on  the  throne 

He  reign'd  o'er  millions  to  serve  me  alone. 

XL. 
<*  Look  to  our  earth,  or  rather  mine;  it  was, 

Onee,  morg  thy  master's :  but  I  triumph  not 
In  this  poor  plcnet's  conquest ;  nor,  alas ! 

Need  he  thou  senrest  envy  me  my  lot: 
Wiih  all  the  myriads  of  bright  worlds  which  pass 

In  worship  round  him,  he  may  hftve  forgot 
Ton  weak  creation  of  such  paltiy  things : 
I  think  few  worth  damnation  save  their  kings,— 

XLI. 
*<  And  these  but  as  a  kind  of  quitrent,  to 

Assert  my  right  as  lord ;  and  even  had 
I  such  an  inclination,  'twere  (as  you 

Well  know)  superfluous ;  they  are  grown  so  bad, 
That  hell  has  nothing  left  to  do  [mad 

Thau  leave  them  to  themselves :  so  much  more 
And  evil  by  their  own  internal  curse, 
Heaven  eannot  make  them  better,  nor  I  worse. 

XLII. 
*<  Look  to  the  earth,  I  said,  and  say  again : 
When  this  old,  blind,  mad,  helpless,  weak,  poor 


Began  in  youth's  first  bloom  and  flush  to  reign, 
The  world  and  he  both  wore  a  different  form. 

And  much  of  earth  and  all  the  watery  plain 
Of  ooean  call'd  him  king :  through  many  a  storm 

Bis  bles  had  floated  on  the  abyss  of  time ; 

For  the  rough  virtues  chose  them  for  their  eUme. 


XLin. 
**  He  came  to  his  sceptre  young ;  he  leaves  it  oMi 

Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  his  realm. 
And  left  it;  and  his  annals  too  behold, 

How  to  a  minion  first  he  gave  the  helm : 
How  grew  upon  his  heart  a  thirst  for  gold. 

The  beggar's  vice,  which  can  but  overwhelm 
The  meanest  hearts ;  and  for  the  rest,  but  glance 
Thine  eye  along  America  and  Fnmoe. 

XLIV. 
**  'TIS  true,  he  was  a  tool  from  flivt  to  lavt, 

(I  have  the  workmen  safe ;)  bat  as  %  tool 
So  let  him  be  consumed.    For  ont  the  past 

Of  ages,  since  mankind  have  known  the  rvle 
Of  monarehs— firom  the  bloody  rolls  amass'd 

Of  sin  and  slanghtei^-from  the  Cesars*  adiool. 
Take  the  worst  pupil ;  and  produce  a  rriga 
More  dreneh'd  with  gore,  more  eumbrt'd  with  t8« 
slain. 

XLV. 
"  He  ever  warr'd  with  freedom  and  the  free : 

Nations  as  men,  home  subjects,  foreign  foes. 
So  that  th^  utter'd  the  word  *  Liberty  f '      [Who« 

Found  George  the  Third  their  first  opponent 
History  was  ever  stain'd  as  his  will  be 

With  national  and  individual  woes  ? 
I  grant  his  household  abstlnenoe ;  I  graat 
His  neutral  virtues,  which  most  monsrehs  want ; 

XLVL 
**  I  know  he  was  a  constant  consort;  own 

He  was  a  decent  sire,  and  middling  lord. 
All  this  is  much,  and  most  upon  a  throne ; 

As  tempennce,  if  at  Apidus'  board, 
Is  more  than  at  an  anchorite's  svpper  shown. 

I  grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  accord; 
And  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  tiieoo 
Millions  who  found  him  what  opprassiim  eiuMCu 

XLVn. 
"The  New  World  shook   him  off;  the   Old  fit 

Beneath  what  he  and  his  prepared,  if  not 
Completed :  he  leaves  his  heirs  on  many  thrones 

To  sU  his  vices,  without  what  begot 
Compassion  for  him— his  tame  virtnes ;  drones 

Who  sleep,  or  despots  who  have  now  foigot 
A  lesson  which  shall  be  re-taught  tiiem,  wue 
Upon  the  thrones  of  earth ;  but  let  then  quake  * 

XLVIU. 
"  Five  millions  of  the  primitive,  who  hold 

The  faith  which  makes  ye  great  on  earth,  implotei 
Apart  of  that  vast  aU  they  held  of  oidy— 

Freedom  to  worship— not  alone  yonr  Lotd« 
Michael,  but  you,  and  you.  Saint  Peter !  Cold 

Must  be  3rour  souls,  if  you  have  not  aUiotr'd 
The  ibe  to  CathoUc  paitidpetion 
In  all  the  license  of  a  Christian  natkm. 

XLIX. 
<'True!  he  allow'd  them  to  pray  Qod;  hut  tm 

A  consequence  of  prayer,  reftised  the  law 
Vhich  would  have  placed  them  upon  the  same  haw 

Widi  those  who  did  not  hold  the  saints  in  awe.** 
But  here  Saint  Peter  started  fkom  nia  plaee. 

And  cried,  **  You  may  the  prieoaflr  wUiidEaw: 
Ere  heaven  shall  ope  her  portels  to  this  Qnslpli, 
While  I  am  guard,  may  I  be  damn'd  nqreslf  I 
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«8»»Mr  ivfll  I  with  Cerbernt  exchange 

Hy  oAm  (axkd  Ait  is  no  Binecure) 
Than  fee  thb  royml  Bedlam  bigot  range 

The  amre  fields  of  heaven,  of  that  be  rare  1 " 
*  Saint !  *'  replied  Satan,  <<  you  do  well  to  aToage 

The  wrongs  he  made  jour  satellites  endure ; 
And  if  to  this  exchange  70U  should  be  giTon, 
rU  try  te  eoax  our  Cerberus  up  to  heaTen.'* 

LI. 
Hera  Hichael  interposed :  **  Good  saint !  and  deril ! 

Pray,  not  so  fast;  you  both  outrun  discretion. 
Baint  Peter  I  you  were  wont  to  be  more  civil : 

Satan  1  excuse  this  warmth  of  his  expression. 
And  condescension  to  the  rulgar's  lerel :         [aion. 

Syen  saints  sometimes  forget  themselves  in  ses- 
Have  you  got  more  to  say  ? "— "  No."— "  If  you 
ni  trouble  you  to  call  your  witnesses.'*        [please, 

LIL 
Then  Batsn  tum'd  and  waved  his  swarthy  hand. 

Which  stizr'd  with  iU  electric  qualities 
Clouds  farther  off  than  we  can  understand. 

Although  we  find  him  sometimes  in  our  skies ; 
Infernal  Sunder  shook  both  sea  and  land 

In  all  the  planets,  and  hell's  batteries 
Let  off  the  artillery,  which  Milton  mentions 
As  one  of  Satan's  most  sublime  inventions. 

LHL 
This  was  a  signal  unto  such  damn*d  souls 

As  have  the  privilege  of  their  damnation 
Extended  £ur  beyond  the  mere  controls 

Of  world's  past,  present,  or  to  come ;  no  station 
Is  theirs  partieululy  in  the  rolls 

Of  hell  assign'd ;  but  where  their  inclination 
Or  business  carries  them  in  search  of  game. 
They  may  range  freely— being  damn'd  the  same. 

LIV. 
rhey  are  proud  of  this — as  very  well  they  may. 

It  being  a  sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 
Stuck  in  their  loins ;  or  like  to  an  "  entr^  " 

Up  the  back  stairs,  or  such  free-masonry. 
I  borrow  my  comparisons  from  clay. 

Being  clay  myself.    Let  not  those  spirits  be 
Offended  with  su^h  base  low  likenesses ; 
We  know  their  posts  are  nobler  far  than  these. 

LV. 
When  the  great  signal  ran  ftt>m  heaven  to  hel^ 

About  ten  million  times  the  distance  reckon'd 
Worn  our  sun  to  its  earth,  as  we  can  tell 

How  much  time  it  takes  up,  even  to  a  second. 
For  errery  ray  that  travels  to  dispel  [oon'd. 

The  fogs  of  London,  through  which,  dimly  bea- 
The  weathercocks  are  gilt  some  thrice  a  year, 
If  that  the  tummer  is  not  too  severe :-» 


LVI. 
I  say  that  I  can  tell— 'twas  half  a  minute : 

I  know  the  soUr  beams  take  up  more  time 
Bre»  pack'd  up  for  their  journey,  they  begin  it 

But  then  their  telegraph  is  less  sublime, 
And  if  they  ran  a  race,  tiiey  would  not  win  it 

'Gainst  Satan's  couriers  bound  for  their  own 
The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
To  reach  its  goat-^e  devil  not  half  a  day. 


Lvn. 

Upon  the  verge  of  space,  about  die  si^ 
Of  half-a-crown,  a  little  speck  appear'd, 

(I've  seen  a  something  like  it  in  the  skies 
In  the  JEgean,  ere  a  squall ;)  it  near'd. 

And,  growing  bigger,  took  another  guise ; 
Like  an  atrial  ship  it  tack'd,  and  steer'd, 

Or  tocu  steer'd,  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 

Of  the  last  phrase,  which  makes  the  stansa 


LVIIL 
But  take  your  choice ;)  and  then  it  grew  a  olond, 

And  so  it  was    a  cloud  of  witnesses. 
But  such  a  cloud !    No  land  e'er  saw  a  crowd 

Of  locusts  numerous  as  the  heavens  saw  these ; 
They  shadow'd  with  their  myriads  space ;  their  loud 

And  varied  cries  were  like  those  of  wild  geese, 
(If  Rations  may  be  liken'd  to  a  goose,) 
And  realised  the  phrase  of  "  hell  broke  loose." 

LIX.  9 

Here  orash'd  a  sturdy  oath  of  stout  John  Bull, 

Who  damn'd  away  his  eyes  as  heretofore :    [wull  )** 
There  Paddy  brogued  **  By  Jasus !"— "What's  yow 

The  temperate  Scot  exclaim 'd :  the  Fkenoh  ghod 
In  oertain  terms  I  shan't  translate  in  fUl,      [swort 

As  the  first  coachman  will ;  and  'mid  the  war, 
The  voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  express, 
"  Owr  President  is  going  to  war,  I  guess." 

LX. 
Besides,  there  were  the  Spaniard,  Dutch,  and  Ihmmi 

In  short,  an  universal  shoal  of  shades, 
From  Otaheite's  isle  to  Salisbury  Plain, 

Of  all  climes  and  professions,  years,  and  tradett 
Ready  to  swear  against  the  good  king's  reign. 

Bitter  as  clubs  in  cards  are  against  spades : 
All  summon'd  by  this  grand  <*  subpoena,"  to 
Try  if  kings  mayn't  be  damn'd  like  me  or  you. 

LXL 

When  Hichael  saw  this  host,  he  first  grew  pale. 
As  angels  can  *,  next,  like  Italian  t^light. 

He  tum'd  all  colors— as  a  peacock's  tail. 
Or  sunset  streaming  through  a  gothio  skylight 

In  some  old  abbey,  or  a  trout  not  stale. 
Or  distant  lightning  on  the  horison  fty  night. 

Or  a  fresh  rainbow,  or  a  grand  review 

Of  thirty  regiments  in  red,  green,  and  blue. 

Lxn. 

Then  he  address'd  himself  to  Satan :  **  Why— 
My  good  old  friend,  for  such  I  deem  you,  though 

Our  different  parties  makes  us  fight  so  shy, 
I  ne'er  mistake  you  for  tkpenoiuU  foe : 

Our  difference  is  poUHeal,  and  I 
Trust  that,  whatever  may  occur  below. 

You  know  my  great  respect  for  you ;  and  this 

Makes  me  regret  whate'er  you  do  aais^— 

LXIIL 
•*  Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  would  you  abuaa 

My  call  for  witnesses  ?    Ididnot 
That  you  should  half  of  earth  and  hell 

Tis  even  superfluous,  since  two  honest, 
True  testimonials  are  enough ;  we  lose 

Our  time,  nay,  our  eternity,  between 
The  aoeusation  and  defenoe :  If  we 
Hear  both,  'twill  stretch  our  Immortali^r ' 
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IiXIV. 
Bttaa  replied,  **  To  me  the  matter  is 

Indifferent,  in  a  personal  point  of  view : 
I  oan  hare  fifty  better  sonle  than  thii 

"With  tan  less  trouble  than  we  have  gone  through 
Already ;  and  I  merely  argued  his 

Late  majesty  of  Britain's  case  with  you 
Upon  a  point  of  form :  you  may  dispose 
Of  him ;  I're  kings  enough  below,  Gbd  knows ! " 

LXV. 
Thus  spoke  the  Demon,  (late  called  "multifaced" 

By  multo-Bcribbling  Southey.)  **  Then  we'll  call 
One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 

Around  our  congress,  and  dispense  with  all 
the  rest,"  quoth  Michael :  "  Who  may  be  so  graced 

As  to  speak  first  ?  there's  choice  enough— who  shall 
It  be  ?  •*  Then  Satan  answer'd,  "  There  are  many ; 
But  you  may  choose  Jack  Wilkes  as  well  as  any." 

LXVI. 
^A  merry,  cock-eyed,  curious-looking  sprite,. 
Upon  the  instant  started  from  the  throng, 
Drest  in  a  fashion  now  forgotten  quite ; 

For  all  the  fashions  of  the  flesh  stick  long 
By  people  in  the  next  world ;  where  unite 

All  the  costumes  since  Adam's,  right  or  wrong. 
From  Eye's  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat, 
Almost  as  scanty,  of  days  less  remote. 

LXVII. 

The  spirit  look'd  around  upon  the  crowds 
Assembled,  and  exclaim'd,  *<  My  friends  of  all 

The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  cold  among  these  clouds ; 
So  let's  to  business :  why  this  general  call } 

If  those  are  freeholders  I  see  in  shrouds, 
And  'tis  for  an  election  that  they  bawl, 

Behold  a  candidate  with  untum'd  coat ! 

Saint  Peter,  may  I  count  upon  your  YOte  ?" 

Lxvni. 

"Sir,"  replied  Michael,  '<  you  mistake:  these  things 

Are  of  a  former  life,  and  what  we  do 
Aboye  is  more  august ;  to  judge  of  kings 

Is  the  tribunal  met :  so  now  you  know." 
**  Then  I  presume  those  gentlemen  with  wings," 

Said  Wilkes,  "are  cherubs ;  and  that  soul  below 
Looks  much  like  George  the  Third,  but  to  my  mind 
A  good  deal  older—- Bless  me  I  is  he  blind  ?  " 

LXIX. 
**  He  is  what  you  behold  him,  ind  his  doom 

Depends  upon  his  deeds,"  the  Angel  said. 
**  If  you  haye  aught  to  arraign  in  him,  the  tomb 

Giyes  licence  to  the  humblest  beggar's  head 
To  "lift  itself  against  the  loftiest."—"  Some," 

Said  Wilkes,  "  don't  wait  to  see  them  laid  in  lead. 
For  such  a  liberty— and  I,  for  one, 
Haye  tcld  them  what  I  thought  beneath  the  sun." 

LXX. 
"  Aboie  the  sun  repeat,  then,  what  thou  hast 

To  urge  againsthim,"  said  the  ArchangeL  "Why," 
Replied  the  spirit,  "  since  old  scores  are  past, 

Must  I  turn  eridence  ?  In  faith,  not  I. 
Besides,  I  beat  him  hollow  at  the  last, 

With  all  his  Lords  and  Commons :  In  the  sky 
I  don't  like  ripping  up  old  stories,  since 
His  conduct  was  but  natural  In  a  prince. 


LXXL 
"  Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  wickedt  to  oppreia 

A  poor,  unlucky  deyil,  without  a  shiUiag ; 
But  then  I  blame  the  man  himself  mnoh  lets 

Than  Bute  and  Grafton,  and  shall  be  uawiUisg 
To  see  him  punish'd  here  for  their  excess, 

Since  they  were  both  damn'd  long  ago,  and  gtill  i« 
Their  place  below:  for  me,  I  haye  fbrgiyen, 
And  yote  his  *  habeas  corpus'  into  heavea," 

Lxxn. 

"  Wilkes,"  said  the  Deyil,  "  I  understand  aB  thh; 

Ton  tum'd  to  half  a  courtier  ere  you  died. 
And  seem  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 

To  grow  a  whole  one  on  the  other  side 
Of  Charon's  ferry ;  you  forget  that  Am 

Reign  is  concluded ;  whatsoe'er  betide. 
He  won't  be  soyereign  more ;  you'ye  lost  yourUbflr 
For  at  the  best  he  will  but  be  yo'ir  neighbor. 

LXXIII. 

Howeyer,  I  knew  what  to  tUnk  of  it, 

When  I  beheld  you  in  your  jesting  way 
Flitting  and  whispering  round  about  the  spit 

Where  Belial,  upon  duty  for  the  day. 
With  Fox's  lard  was  basting  William  Pitt, 

His  pupil ;  I  knew  what  to  think,  I  say : 
That  fellow  eyen  in  hell  breeds  farther  ills ; 
I'll  haye  him  ffaffg*d^-*tfna  one  of  his  own  bilhi. 

LXXIV. 

*  Can  Junius ! "  From  the  crowd  a  shadow  8talk'4 
And  at  the  name  there  was  a  general  sqneeie. 

So  that  the  yery  ghosts  no  longer  walk'd 
In  comfort,  at  their  own  aerial  ease. 

But  were  all  ramm'd,  and  jamm'd,  (but  to  be  balk'^ 
As  we  shall  see,)  and  jostled  hands  and  knees, 

Like  wind  compress'd  and  pent  within  a  bladder, 

Or  like  a  human  colic,  which  is  sadder. 

LXXV. 

The  shadow  came-— a  tall,  thin,  gray-hair'd  flgve^ 
That  look'd  as  it  had  been  a  shade  on  earth ; 

Quick  in  its  motions,  with  an  air  of  yigor, 
But  nought  to  mark  its  breeding  or  its  birth ; 

Now  it  wax'd  Httle,  then  again  grew  bigger. 
With  now  an  air  of  gloom,  or  sayage  mirth. 

But  as  you  gazed  upon  its  features,  they 

Changed  eyery  instant— to  what.  Hone  could  say 

LXXVI. 
The  more  intently  the  ghosts  gaaed,  the  less 

Could  they  distinguish  whose  the  features  wexe ; 
The  Deyil  himself  seem'd  puzzled  eyen  to  guess ; 

They  yaried  like  a  dream— now  here,  now  there ; 
And  seyeral  people  swore  from  out  the  press. 

They  knew  him  perfectly ;  and  one  could  swear 
He  was  his  father :  upon  which  another 
Was  sure  he-was  his  mother's  cousin's  brother: 

LXXVIL 
Another,  that  he  was  a  duke  or  knight. 

An  orator,  a  lawyer,  or  a  priest, 
A  nabob,  a  man-midwife ;  but  the  wight, 

Mysterious  changed  his  countenanee  at  lewt 
As  oft  as  they  their  minds :  though  in  fdSL  sight 

He  stood,  the  puzzle  only  was  increas'd; 
The  man  was  a  phantasmagoria  in  ^ 
Himself— he  was  so  yolatile  and  thin. 


THX  TinoK  or  Jxn>QHEirr. 


Ml 


Lzxym. 

XIm  nonnkt  tliat  jo<a  had  prononiioedliim  oim, 
Trmto !  Mg  ftiee  changed,  and  h«  iraa  aaothsr ; 

And  when  that  change  was  hardlj  well  pat  on. 
It  Taried,  tiU  I  don't  think  hia  own  mother 

(If  that  he  had  a  mother)  would  her  aon 
Bk9%  known,  he  diifted  so  from  one  to  t'other: 

Tin  gnening  from  a  pleasnre  grew  a  taak. 

At  this  epistohry  *'  Iron  Mask." 

LXXIX. 
For  miMUfaiiw  he  Mho  Ceiberaa  would  eeem^ 

"  Three  gentteoMn  at  once,"  (as  sagelj  aayi 
Good  Mrs.  Makprop;)  then  you  might  deem 

That  he  was  not  oTen  <me;  now  many  rays 
We^  flaahing  round  him ;  and  now  a  thick  steam 

Hid  hin  from  sight— like  fogs  on  London  days ; 
Now  Burke,  now  Tooke,  he  grew  to  people's  frneies, 
And  certse  often  like  Sir  Philip  FJraneis. 


LXXX. 
I*TO  en  hypelheeis    ^tis  qnite  my  own } 

I  never  lot  it  ont  till  now,  tor  ibar 
Of  doing  pMple  harm  abont  the  thronoi 

And  ii^nring  some  minister  or  peer, 
On  whom  the  stigma  might  perhaps  be  blown* 

It  is  my  gentle  public,  lend  thine  ear ! 
Tlsy  tiiai  what  Jnnins  we  are  wimt  to  call 
Was  fw%>  tnUif,  nobody  at  alL 

LXXXL 
I  dent  nee  wherefore  letters  should  not  be 

Wxittni  without  hands,  since  we  daily  Tiew 
Them  written  without  heads ;  and  books,  we  see* 

Are  illl'd  as  well  without  the  latter  too : 
And  really  till  we  fix  on  somebody 

For  oettain  sure  to  daim  them  as  his  due. 
Their  author,  like  the  Niger's  mouth,  will  bother 
The  world  to  say  if  then  be  mouth  or  author. 

LXXXII. 
**  And  who  and  what  art  thou  ?  "  the  Archangel  said. 

"  For  <Aa<  you  may  consult  my  title  page," 
Beplied  this  mighty  shadow  of  a  shade : 

"  If  I  haTO  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
I  scarce  ahall  tell  it  now."—"  Canst  thou  upbraid," 

Continued  Michael,  *<  George  Rex,  or  allege 
Aaght  farther  ?  "  Junius  answer'd,  *'  You  had  better 
First  ask  him  for  hit  answer  to  my  letter : 

Lxxxin. 

^  My  charges  upon  record  will  outlast 
The  brass  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb." 

*'  JELspeat'st  thou  not,"  said  Michael,  **  of  some  past 
Bxaggeration  ?  something  which  may  doom 

Thyself  if  false,  as  him  if  true  ?    Thou  wast 
Too  bitter-is  it  not  so  ?— 4n  thy  gloom 

Of  passion  ?  "—*' Passion ! "  cried  the  phantom  dim, 

*  I  loved  my  country,  and  I  hated  him. 

Lxxxnr. 

"  What  I  haTO  written*  I  haye  written :  let 
The  rest  be  on  his  head  or  mine !  "    So  spoke 

Old  "  Nominis  Umbra ; "  and  while  speaking  yet. 
Away  he  melted  in  celestial  smoke. 

Then  Bataa  said  to  Michael,  "  Don't  forget  [Tooke, 
To   can  George  Washington,  and  John  Home 

And  F^ranklin ;  "—but  at  this  time  there  was  heard 

A  cry  for  room,  though  not  a  phantom  stinr'd. 


LXXXV. 

At  leag^  with  jeetling,  elbowing,  airil  tbs  aid 

Of  ehenbim  appointed  to  that  post» 
The  deril  Asmodeus  to  the  cif  cle  made 

His  way,  and  look'd  as  if  his  Journey  oast 
Some  trouble.    When  his  burden  down  he  laid, 

<<  What's  this?  "cried  Michael;  «  why, 'tis  not  a 
<*  I  know  it,"  quoth  the  incubus ;  but  he  [ghost  T 
Shall  be  one,  if  you  leave  the  a&ir  to  me. 

LXXXVI. 

Confound  the  renegado !    I  have  sprain'd 

My  left  wing,  he's  so  heavy ;  one  would  think 
Some  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were  chain'd. 

But  to  the  point :  while  hovering  o'er  the  Brink 
Of  Skiddaw,  (where  as  usual  it  still  rain'd,) 

I  saw  a  taper,  far  below  me,  wink. 
And  stooping,  caught  this  fellow  at  a  libel-* 
No  less  on  history  than  the  Holy  Bible. 

LXXXYII. 

"  The  Ibrmer  is  the  devil's  scripture,  and 
The  latter  yours,  good  Michael;  so  the  uAdr 

Belongs  to  all  of  us,  you  understand. 
I  snatch'd  him  up  just  as  you  see  him  tharo, 

And  brought  him  off  for  sentence  ont  of  hand: 
I've  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air^— 

At  least  a  quarter  it  can  hardly  be : 

I  dare  say  that  hia  wife  is  still  at  tea  " 

LXXXVIII. 
Here  Satan  said,  **  I  know  this  man  of  old. 

And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  here; 
A  silUer  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold. 

Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere : 
But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  fold 

Such  trash  below  your  wing,  Asmodeus  dear : 
We  had  the  poor  wretch  safe  (without  being  bored 
With  earriage)  coming  of  his  own  accord. 

LXXXIX. 

<'  But  since  he's  here,  let's  see  what  he  has  done." 
*  Done !  "  cried  Asmodeus,  "  he  antidpatefl 

The  very  business  you  are  now  upon, 
And  scribbles  as  if  head  clerk  to  the  Fates. 

Who  knows  to  what  his  ribaldry  may  run. 
When  such  an  ass  as  this,  like  Balaam's,  prates  ?*' 
Let's  hear,"  quoth  Michael,  '*  what  he  has  to  say* 

You  know  we're  bound  to  that  in  every  way." 

XC. 
Now  the  bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  whioh 

By  no  means  often  was  his  case  below, 
Began  to  cough,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and  pitsb 

His  voice  into  that  awftil  note  of  wo 
To  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 

Of  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhyme's  in  flow. 
But  stuck  fast  with  his  first  hexsmeter. 
Not  one  of  all  whose  gouty  feet  would  stfr. 

XCL 

But  ere  the  spavin'd  dactyls  could  be  spnrr'd 

Into  recitative,  in  great  dismay 
Both  cherubim  and  seraphim  were  heard 

To  murmur  loudly  through  their  long  amy ; 
And  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a  word 

Of  all  his  /ounder'd  verses  under  way,  [best 

And  eried,  "  For  God's  sake  stop,  my  friend  *  twtn 
Non  Di,  non  Aohmims— you  know  the  rest." 


BirBON'8  W0BK6. 


XCII. 

A  gmenl  bostle  spread  throughout  the  throng,    \ 
Which  aeem'd  to  hq}d  all  Terse  in  detestation ; 

The  angels  had  of  course  enough  of  song 
When  upon  service ;  and  the  generation 

Of  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  life,  not  long 
Before,  to  profit  by  a  new  occasion :  [what ! 

The  monarch,  mute  till  then,  ezclaim*d,  "  What 

Pjfe  come  again  ?    No  more-^^no  more  of  that !  *' 

XCIII. 
The  tumult  grew ;  an  universal  cough 

Convulsed  the  skies,  as  during  a  debate, 
When  Castlereagh  has  been  up  long  enough, 

(Before  he  was  first  minister  of  state,  [off! " 

I  mean—- the  slaves  hear  now ;)  some  cried,  **  Off! 

As  at  a  farce ;  till  grown  quite  desperate, 
The  bard  Saint  Peter  pray'd  to  interpose 
(Himself  an  author)  only  for  his  prose. 

XCIV. 
The  TMrlet  was  not  an  fll-faYor'd  knave ; 

A  good  deal  like  a  vulture  in  the  face, 
Vfiih.  a  hook  nose  and  a  hawk's  eye,  which  gave 

A  smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  aspect,  which,  though  rather  grave, 

Was  by  no  means  so  ugly  as  his  case ; 
But  that  indeed  was  hopeless  as  can  be. 
Quite  a  poetic  felony  "  de  se" 

XCV. 
Then  Michael  blew  his  trump,  and  still'd  the  noise 

With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 
On  earth  beddes ;  exc^t  some  grumbling  voice, 

Which  now  and  then  will  make  a  slight  inroad 
Upon  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 

Lift  up  their  lungs  when  fairly  over-crow'd ; 
And  now  the  bard  could  plead  his  own  bad  cause. 
With  all  the  attitudes  of  self-applause. 

XCVI. 

He  said— (I  only  give  the  heads) — ^he  said, 

He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbling :  'twas  his  way 
Upon  all  topics ;  'twas,  besides  his  bread. 

Of  which  he  butter'd  both  sides ;  *tw(ftild  delay 
Too  long  the  assembly,  (he  was  pleased  to  dread,) 

And  take  up  rather  more  time  than  a  day, 
To  name  his  works— he  would  but  cite  a  few- 
Wat  Tylei^Rhymes  on  Blenheim— Waterloo. 

XCVII. 

Ht  had  written  praises  of  a  regicide ; 

He  had  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever ; 
He  had  written  for  republics  far  and  wide, 

And  then  against  them  bitterer  than  ever ; 
For  pantisoeraey  he  once  had  cried 

Alond,  a  scheme  less  moral  than  't?ras  clever  * 
Then  grew  a  hearty  antijacobin— 
Had  tam'd  his  coat— and  would  have  turn  d  his  skin. 

XCVIII. 

He  had  song  against  all  battles,  and  again 
In  their  high  pnuse  and  glory ;  he  had  eall'd 

Reviewing*  **  the  ungentle  craft,"  and  then 
Become  as  base  a  critic  as  e'er  crawl'd— 

•  ■M^UfiarB.KbhiWUlk'* 


Fed,  paid,  and  pamper'd  by  the  very  nso 

By  whom  his  muse  and  morals  had  been  ausl'd 
He  had  written  much  blank  verse,  and  blanker  pros 
And  more  of  both  than  any  body  knows. 

XCIX, 

He  had  written  Wesley's  life  -.—here,  taming  ron4 
To  Satan,  **  Sir,  I'm  ready  to  write  yours, 

In  two  octavo  volumes,  so  nicely  bound* 
With  notes  and  preface,  all  that  most  slluzei 

The  pious  purchaser ;  and  there's  no  ground 
For  fear,  for  I  can  choose  my  own  rsviswen: 

So  let  me  have  the  proper  documents, 

That  I  may  add  you  to  my  other  t 


Satan  bow'd,  and  was  silent.    "  Well,  if  yon, 

With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
My  oflfer,  what  says  Midutel  ?    There  are  few 

Whose  memoirs  could  be  render'd  mors  dirias. 
Mine  is  a  pen  of  all  work ;  not  so  new 

As  it  was  once,  but  I  would  make  you  shins 
like  your  own  trumpet.  By  the  way,  my  oim 
Has  more  of  brass  in  it,  and  is  as  wcdl  blown. 

CI. 
"  But  talking  about  trumpets,  hero's  my  Yhnm 

Now  you  shall  judge,  aU  people ;  yes,  yon  ibi 
Judge  with  my  judgment,  and  by  my  dedsioi 

Be  guided  who  shall  enter  heaven  or  M. 
I  settie  aU  these  things  by  intuition. 

Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  bell,  saiaB 
Like  King  Alfonso.*    When  I  thus  see  doable, 
I  save  the  Deity  some  worlds  of  trouble." 

CII. 

He  ceased,  and  drew  forth  an  MS. ;  and  do 
Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  saints. 

Or  angels,  now  could  stop  the  torrent;  so 
He  read  the  first  three  lines  of  the  contsnti ; 

But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  ahow 
Had  vamsh'd,  with  variety  of  scents. 

Ambrosial  and  sulphureous,  as  they  sprang, 

Like  lightning,  off  f^m  his  **  melodious  twisg.*^ 

cm. 

Those  grand  heroics  acted  as  a  speU : 
The  angels  stopp'd  their  ears  and  plied  their  pioifl^ 

The  devils  ran  howling,  deafen'd,  down  tohdl; 
The  ghosts  fled* gibbering,  for  their  owndomiBioni 

(For  'tis  not  yet  decided  where  ihey  dwell, 
And  I  leave  every  man  to  his  own  opinion ;) 

Michael  took  refiige  in  his  trump— but  lo  t 

His  teeth  were  set  on  edge,  he  oould  not  Uovl 

CIV. 
Saint  Peter,  who  has  hitherto  been  known 

For  an  impetuous  saint,  upraised  his  ke^ 
And  at  the  fifth  line  knock'd  the  poet  down ; 

Who  fell  like  Phaeton,  but  more  at  esse. 
Into  his  lake,  for  there  he  did  not  drown, 

A  differont  web  being  by  the  Destinies 
Woven  for  the  laureate's  final  wreath,  whens'sr 
Reform  shall  happen  either  here  or  there. ^ 


'  iai^AlfcMO,>pe«Mnc  of  the  PtelBiMMiytiw,  ■*!,*■»  "^jf 
B  floonlted  at  the  enukm  of  tin  wmU,  Iw  vedd  temifUMl  *t  IfelV 


MOMAlin  MAIMffOBS. 


or. 


B«t  MOB  MM  to  tito  MrikM— lik«  hiBMlf ; 
For  aU  eooiqrtod  ^ingt  m  bMjr'd,  ]ik«  Mriu,* 

BythdrowiifottaniMn^UgktMuidA    • 
OrvMhOuatrntoo'vamonn:  Ulvrks, 

Jt  macy  be,  alfll,  lik«  daU  books  on  a  iImU; 
In  his  om dan,  to MAvloomo  "  lilb," or  •«  VUoa/ 
AaWtlboim  M7»-^««ho  dovfl  ton'd  pneWaa." 


■  nOM  i  11  thM  iMI^  «  BMI  pw 


CVI. 
As  fcr  tito  rwt,  to  eoBo  to  tho  eonehirioa 

Of  this  trao  drooa,  tho  tdMoopo  is  gono 
WUoh  kept  my  optioo  ftee  from  lU  delosioB, 

And  akow'd  me  whet  I  In  my  tan  ksTO  sbovn  | 
All  I  sew  tether,  in  ^  Isst  eonAiokm,      .     [om| 

Was,  that  Kiay  George  sUpp'd  iMo  heavM  te 
And  when  the  tomolt  dwindled  to  a  eafan, 
I  left  him  praetislnr  the  hnndfofh  psalm. 


MORGA]!n:E   MAGGIOBE, 

DI  ME8SER  lUIGI  PFLCI. 


ADYS&TISEMENT. 

Tbb  Morganto  Maggkne,  of  the  flist  canto  of 
erhieh  this  translation  is  offered,  dirides  with  the 
Qrlsndo  Innamcmto  the  honor  of  haying  formed 
and  suggested  the  style  and  story  of  Arioeto.  The 
great  defects  of  Boiardo,  were  his  treating  too  seri- 
ously the  nsnatiTes  of  cfaiTalry,  and  his  harsh  style. 
Azioeto,  in  his  continuation,  by  a  judicious  mixture 
of  the  gayety  of  Pnld,  has  sToided  the  one ;  and 
Bemi,  in  his  reformation  of  Boiardo*8  poem,  has 
corrected  the  other.  Pulci  may  considered  as  the 
precursor  and  model  of  Bemi  idtogether,  as  he  has 
partly  been  to  Ariosto,  howerer  inferior  to  both  his 
copyists.  He  is  no  less  the  founder  of  a  new  style 
of  poetry  Tery  lately  sprung  up  in  England, 
allude  to  that  of  the  ingenious  WhvitiecrafL  The 
serious  poems  on  RoncesvaUes  in  the  same  lan- 
guage, and  move  particularly  th#  exoellent  one 
of  Mr.  Merirale,  are   to  be  traced  to  the  same 


It  has  never  yet  been  decided  entirely  whether 
Pnlei's  intention  was  or  was  not  to  deride  the 
religion  which  is  one  of  his  fsTorite  topics.  It 
appears  to  me,  that  such  an  intention  would  hsTe 
been  no  less  hasardons  to  the  poet  than  to  the 
priest,  pertienlary  in  that  age  and  country; 
and  iJie  pennission  to  pnblbh  the  poem,  and  its 
leception  among  the  classes  of  Italy,  prove  that  it 
neither  was  nor  is  so  interpreted.  Tliat  he  intended 
to  ridicule  the  monastic  life,  and  suffered  his  imagi- 
nation  to  play  with  the  simple  dulnees  of  his 
eonrerted  giant,  seems  evident  enough ;  but  surely 
it  were  as  uiyust  to  accuse  him  of  irreligion 
on  this  account,  as  to  denounce  Fielding  for  his 
Parson  Adams,  Barnabas,  Thwackum,  Supple,  and 


the  Ordinaiy  in  Jonathan  Wild--or  Scott,  for  tM 
exqniaito  use  of  his  Covenanters  in  the  "  Tales  of 
my  Landlord." 

In  the  following  translation  I  have  used  the 
liberty  of  the  original  with  the  proper  names  | 
as  Pulci  uses  Oan,  Ganellon,  or  Oanellone ;  Carlo» 
Carlomagno,  or  Carlomano;  Rondel,  or  Bondello, 
fte.,  as  it  suits  his  eonvenience ;  so  has  the  trans- 
lator. In  other  respects  the  version  is  faithftilto 
the  best  of  the  translator's  ability  in  combining  his 
interpretation  of  the  one  language  with  the  not 
very  easy  task  of  reducing  it  to  the  same  versifica- 
tion in  the  other.  The  reader,  on  comparing  it 
with  the  original,  is  requested  to  remember  that 
the  antiquated  language  of  Pulci,  however  pure, 
is  not  easy  to  the  generality  of  Italians  themselves^ 
from  its  great  mixture  of  Tuscan  proverbs;  and 
he  may  therefore  be  more  indulgent  to  the  present 
attempt.  How  hx  the  translator  has  suooeeded, 
and  whether  or  no  he  shall  continue  the  work,  are 
questions  which  the  public  will  decide.  He  was 
induced  to  make  the  experiment  partly  by  his  love 
for,  and  partial  intercourse  with,  the  Italian  lan- 
guage, of  which  it  is  so  easy  to  acquire  a  slight 
knowledge,  and  with  which  it  is  so  nearly  impoe* 
sible  for  a  foreigner  to  become  accurately  conversant. 
The  Italian  language  is  like  a  capricious  beauty, 
who  accords  her  smiles  to  aU,  her  favors  to  few,* 
and  sometimes  least  to  those  who  have  courted  her 
longest.  The  translator  wished  also  to  present  in 
an  English  dress  a  part  at  least  of  a  poem  never  yet 
rendered  into  a  northern  language;  at  the  same 
time  that  it  has  been  the  original  of  some  of  the 
meet  eelebrated  productions  on  this  side  of  the 
Alps,  as  well  of  those  recent  experiments  in  poetry 
in  England  which  have  been  already  mentioned. 


CANTO  I. 

I. 

tm  the  begiiuDking  wu  the  Word  next  Gtod ; 

God  was  the  word,  the  word  no  less  was  he : 
This  was  in  the  beginning,  to  mj  mode 

Of  thinking,  and  without  him  nought  could  be ; 
Therefore,  just  Lord !  from  out  thy  high  abode, 

Benign  and  pious,  bid  an  angel  flee, 
One  only,  to  be  my  companion,  who 
Shall  help  my  famous,  worthy,  old  song  through, 

II. 
And  thou,  oh  Virgin !  daughter,  mother,  bride, 

Of  the  same  Lord,  who  gave  te  you  each  key^ 
Of  heaven,  and  hell,  a&d  every  thing  beside, 

The  day  thy  Gabriel  said  "  All  hail !"  to  thee, 
Since  to  thy  serrants  pity's  ne'er  denied, 

^^th  flowing  rhymes,  a  pleasant  style  and  freoi 
Be  to  my  yerses  then  benignly  kind. 
And  to  the  end  illuminate  my  mind. 

III. 
Twas  in  the  season  when  sad  Philomel 

Weeps  with  her  sister,  who  remembers  and 
Deplores  the  ancient  woes  which  both  befel. 

And  makes  the  nymphs  enamor'd,  to  the  hand 
Of  Phaeton  by  Phoebus  loved  so  well 

His  car  (but  temper'd  by  his  sire's  command) 
Was  given,  and  on  the  horizon's  verge  just  now 
Appear'd,  so  that  Tithonus  scratch'd  his  brow; 

IV. 

When  I  prepared  my  bark  flrst  to  obey. 
As  it  should  still  obey,  the  helm,  my  mind, 

And  carry  prose  or  rhyme,  and  this  my  lay 
Of  Charles  the  Emperor,  whom  you  will  And 

By  several  pens  already  praised ;  but  they 
Who  to  diffuse  his  glory  were  inclined, 

For  all  that  I  can  see  in  prose  or  verse, 

Have  understood  Charles  badly — and  wrote  worse. 


Iieonardo  Aretino  said  already, 

That  if,  like  Pepin,  Charles  had  had  a  writer 
Of  genius  quick,  and  diligently  steady, 

No  hero  would  in  history  look  brighter. 
He  in  the  cabinet  being  always  ready. 

And  in  the  field  a  most  victorious  fighter, 
Who  for  the  church  and  Christian  faith  had  wrought 
Certes  far  more  than  yet  is  said  or  thought. 

VI. 
you  stSl  may  see  at  Saint  Liberatore 

The  abbey,  no  great  way  ftom  Manopell, 
Erected  in  the  Abruzxi  to  his  glory, 

Because  of  the  great  battle  in  which  fell 
A  pagan  king,  according  to  the  story, 

And  felon  people  whom  Charles  sent  to  heU ; 
And  there  are  bones  so  many,  and  so  many, 
Near  them  Giusaffa's  would  seem  few,  if  any. 


But  the  woild,  bh&d  lad  igttorMt,  dM^t  pite 
HisvfrtnefasIwfahtDseelliea:  tiMm, 

Flofenee,  bj  his  great  bofimty  don't  asiM 
Anf  hast,  and  may  have,  if  tiLMi  wiH  alloir. 

All  proper  eostoms  and  trse  comrtadm : 
Whate'er  then  haet  acquired  from  then  tiU  ftov* 

With  knightly  oowagc,  treaawe,  or  t^  lanoe, 

Is  spimng  frma  out  the  noble  Uood  of  Fhmoe. 

VHL 

Twelve  paladins  had  Charles  in  oonrt,  of  whom 
The  wisest  and  most  famous  was  Orlando ; 

Him  traitor  Gan  conducted  to  the  tomb 
In  Boncesvalles,  as  the  villain  plann'd  too, 

While  the  horn  rang  so  loud,  and  kneU'd  the  6oom 
Of  their  sad  rout,  though  he  did  all  knight  ean  do. 

And  Dante  in  his  comedy  has  given 

To  him  a  happy  seat  with  Charles  in  heaven. 

IX. 
'Twas  Christmas-day ;  in  Paris  all  his  oonrt 

Qhartea  heU ;  the  ^Mei,  I  eay,  Orlando  was, 
The  Dane  {  Astolfo  there  too  did  resort. 

Also  Ansuigi,  the  gay  time  to  pass 
In  festival  and  in  triumphal  sport, 

The  mnoh-renown'd  St.  Dennis  being  the  esttM; 
Anglolin  of  Bayonne,  and  Oliver, 
And  gentle  Belinghieri  too  came  there : 

X. 

Avolio,  and  Anno,  and  Othone 

Of  Normandy,  and  Richard  Paladin, 
Wise  Hamo,  and  the  ancient  Salamone, 

Walter  of  Lion's  Mount,  and  Baldovin, 
Who  was  the  son  of  the  sad  Ganellone, 

Were  there,  exciting  too  much  gladness  la 
The  son  of  Pepin  :--^hen  his  knights  came  hithsr. 
He  groan'd  with  joy  to  see  them  altogether. 

XI. 

But  watchful  Fortune,  lurking,  takes  goodheed 
Ever  some  bar  'gainst  our  intents  to  bring. 

While  Charles  reposed  him  thus,  in  word  and  deed* 
Orlando  ruled  court,  Charles,  and  every  thin^ ; 

Curst  Gan,  with  envy  bursting  had  such  need 
To  vent  his  spite,  that  thus  with  Charles  Hie  king 

One  day  he  openly  began  to  say, 

<'  Orlando  must  we  always  then  obey  ? 

xn. 

*'  A  thousand  ti£es  I've  been  about  to  saj, 
Orlando  too  presumptuously  goes  on ; 

Here  are  we,  counts,  kings,  dukes,  to  own  thy  swij 
Hamo,  and  Otho,  Ogier,  Solomon, 

Bach  have  to  honor  thee  and  to  obey ; 
But  he  has  too  much  credit  near  ^e  tiirone. 

Which  we  won't  suffer,  but  are  quite  deddad* 

By  such  a  boy  to  be  no  longer  guided. 

XIIL 

'*  And  even  at  Aspnunont  Ihon  didst  begin 
To  let  him  know  he  was  a  gallant  knight* 

And  by  the  fount  did  much  the  day  to  irin ; 
But  I  know  who  that  day  had  won  the  figk^ 

If  it  had  not  fbr  good  Gherardo  been ; 
The  victory  was  Almonte's  else;  his  sight 

He  kept  upon  the  standard,  and  the  laurels 

In  fiurt  and  fairness  are  his  eamiag,  Chailet. 


l.-^»« 


TlMCkiittidb«M 
Had  Ml  hb  TAlor  ddvMi  ^ 


kbtAagilB. 


Bett  tpMk  iSbm  tnA  wkm  th»e'a  a  fiion  wkf  z 

KnowtiMi,ohaipml  tiiat  all  Mmplaint : 
Ai  te  Mfwir,  I  ilMil  npaaa  tka  nouita 
(Ter  tihMfcI«ow'di>ithtwoaadd«ty— mil. 

XV. 

•"TIs  tt  Ihf  gnnAMor  dunild  dkptMa  nIK 

So  that  aaah  h&n  nay  kcva  Ida  proper  pait, 
For  Aa  wiiola  ao«rt  la  mora  or  leoa  in  grief: 

Perhi^  thofa  daem'at  thia  lad  a  Mara  ia  haart  ?  " 
Okkaio  ona  day  ]MM#Chia  apaoeh  in  farlaf , 

Aa  bf  Umaalf  H  eliaiMad  ka  aatia  apart : 
Dbplaaaed  ha  WW  wKh  Qaa  baoaaM  ka  aaU  H, 
BatBiadkaon  atiU  that  Gh«laa  okavld  gh«  Um 
craQn. 

XVI. 
And  ivfUi  tha  a«wd  ha  woald  h  wa  mvdar'd  Gaa, 

Bat  Olirar  timnt  in  hatwaoi  tha  pair, 
And  fkmn  hio  hand  eztiaotad  I>iiriindan, 

And  thna  at  kngtii  thay  aaparatad  wan. 
Oilando,  angiy  too  with  CarloaMa, 

Wanted  hat  Uttla  to  ha^a  alaln  Um  there; 
Then  tetii  alone  from  Paria  went  the  chie^ 
And  buat  and  aaddeB*d  with  diadain  and  giiar. 

xvn. 

FVoaa  BimaWtwa,  eonaort  of  the  Dana, 
Ha  took  Cortana,  and  then  took  Bondell, 

And  on  towarda  Biara  prick'd  him  o'er  the  plain ; 
And  when  die  raw  him  eoming,  AldabeUe 

Streteh'd  Ibrtii  ha  anna  to  elaap  her  lord  again. 
Otlando,  in  whoae  hnin  all  waa  not  well, 

Aa  *'  Weleome,  my  Oilando,  home,"  she  said, 

llaiiwd  vp  his  sward  to  smite  her  on  the  head. 

xvnL 

lika  Urn  a  farj  oonnsels ;  his  rerenga 
On  Gaain  that  rash  act  he  seem'd  to  take, 

WUdi  Aldabdle  thought  extremelj  strange ; 
Bat  soon  Orlando  found  himself  awake ; 

And  hia  apousa  took  his  bridle  on  tUs  change, 
And  he  dismounted  from  hii  horse,  and  spake 

Of  arery  thing  which  pasa'd  without  demur, 

And  then  reposed  himself  some  dajs  with  her. 

XIX. 
Then  ftiB  af  wrath  departed  from  the  p]aee» 

As  frr  as  pagan  aonntries  raam'd  aatray; 
And  while  ha  rode,  yet  stiU  at  every  pace 

The  traitor  Qan  remember'd  by  tiie  way^ 
And  wandering  on  in  error  a  long  spaoa» 

An  abbey  wUch  in  a  lone  deaert  lay, 
*lfid  glena  obaeon,  and  distant  landa  ha  found* 
Which  form'd  the  Christiaa's  and  the  pagan's 


XX. 

rhe  abbot  wnaeaU'd  Oleimont,  and  by  Uoad 
Daseendad  frmn  Angjantai  vndareaivar 

Of  a  great  aMantain'a  brow  tha  ^bay  etood. 
But  asrtaia  aataga  giants  looked  him  ov«v; 

Ona  Psaaamnnt  waa  lataBwat  af  Ota  brood. 
And  Alabaater  and  Moqtanta  hovar 

floeond  and  third,  inA  certain  aBnga, 

In  daily  jeopardy  tha  pin 
64 


XXI. 

■a  the  oontant  gate  no  1 
Nor  leave  their  eella  for  water  or  ftn*  wood; 

Orlando  knoek'd,  but  none  would  ope,  before 
Unto  tha  prior  it  at  length  aaem'd  good; 

Hnter^d,  ha  aaid  that  ha  was  taught  to  adore 
Him  who  was  botn  of  Mary's  holiest  blood, 

And  was  baptiaed  a  Christian ;  and  then  showed 

How  to  tha  abbey  ha  had  Ibund  hia  road. 

XXII. 
Bald  tha  dbbat,"  Ton  are  wuIoobm;  whatiamlM 

We  giva  you  freely,  sinea  that  you  beUava 
With  us  in  Mary  Mother's  Son  dirine ; 

And  that  you  may  not,  eaTaller,  eonosiTe 
Tha  canaa  of  oar  dday  to  let  you  in 

To  be  matieity,  you  ahall  reoeiTa 
Tha  reason  why  our  gate  was  barr'd  to  yon : 
Thus  thoaa  who  In  aospieion  Uto  must  do. 

XXUI. 
«<  When  hither  to  hihaUt  drat  we  came 

Thaea  mountains,  albeit  that  they  are  obeeuva^ 
As  you  peroeite,  yet  without  fear  or  blame 

Thiej  aeem'd  to  pronise  an  aaylum  sure : 
From  saTage  biutea  alone,  too  fierce  to  tame, 

'Twaa  fit  our  quiet  dweUing  to  secure; 
But  now,  if  here  we'd  stay,  we  needs  must  guard 
Againat  domeatie  beasts  with  watoh  and  ward. 

XXIV. 
" Theae  make  us  stand,  in  &ct,  upon  tha  watoh; 

For  lata  there  haye  appear'd  three  giants  rough ; 
What  nation  or  what  kingdom  bore  the  batch 

I  know  not,  but  they  are  all  of  saTage  stuff; 
When  force  and  malice  with  some  genius  match, 

Tou  know,  they  can  do  all— tM  are  not  enough; 
And  these  so  much  our  orisons  derange, 
I  know  not  what  to  do,  till  matters  change. 

XXV. 

**  Our  andent  fathers  liring  the  desert  in. 
For  Just  and  holy  works  were  duly  fed; 

Think  not  they  lired  on  locusts  sole,  'tis  certain 
That  manna  was  raln'd  down  from  heayan  instead ; 

But  here  'tis  fit  we  keep  on  the  alert  in         [breads 
Our  bounds,  or  taste  the  stones  shower'd  down  for 

From  off  yon  mountain  daily  raining  faster, 

And  flung  by  Passamont  and  Alabaster. 

XXVI. 
•*The  tiurd,  Morgante,  's  savagaat  by  fiv;  ho 

Plucks  up  pines,  beeches,  poplar-trsea,  and  oahi^ 
And  flings  them,  our  community  to  bury ; 

And  all  that  I  oan  do  but  mora  proTokaa." 
While  thus  they  parley  in  the  eematary, 

A  stone  firom  one  of  their  gigaatio  strokea, 
Whieh  nearly  erush'd  Bondall,  came  tumbling  ovif  » 
So  that  ha  took  a  long  leap  under  oorer. 

xxvn. 

••For  Ood  sake,  caTalier,  come  in  with  spaed ; 

The  maana'a  frUIng  now,"  tha  abbot  cried. 
••This  fdlow  doea  not  wish  my  horse  should  Ibad* 

Bear  abbot,"  Boland  unto  hhn  replied. 
'*0f  raaUfaneaa  he'd  cure  him  had  he  need ; 

That  stone  seems  with  goodwill  and  aim  appUad.* 
The  holy  frtthar  aaid,  «I  don't  daeehre: 
ThayH  oaa  day  fling  tha  momuhk,  1  beliarft  ** 


Mfi 
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xxvni 

Orlando  bftde  tbani  take  oare  of  Boo4el2a» 
And  alBo  made  a  breakfast  of  his  own ; 

'<  Abbot,"  he  said,  **  I  want  to  find  that  fellow 
Who  flung  at  my  good  horse  70&  oomer-stoao. 

Said  the  abbot,  **  Let  not  my  advice  seem  shallow ; 
As  to  a  brother  dear  I  speak  alone ; 

I  would  dissuade  you,  baron,  from  this  strife. 

As  knowing  sure  that  you  will  lose  your  life. 

XXJX. 

*  That  Passamont  has  in  his  hand  three  darts- 
Such  slings,  dubs,  ballast-stones,  that  yield  you 
must; 
Tou  know  that  giants  have  much  stouter  hearts 

Than  us,  with  reason,  in  proportion  just ; 
If  go  you  will,  guard  well  against  their  arts, 
For  these  are  Tory  barbarous  and  robust." 
Orlando  answer'd,  "  This  I'll  see,  be  sure. 
And  walk  the  wild  on  foot  to  be  secure." 

XXX. 

The  abbot  sign'd  the  great  cross  on  his  front, 
"  Then  go  you  with  Qod*s  benison  and  mine : " 

Orlando,  after  he  had  scaled  the  mount. 
As  the  abbot  had  directed,  kept  the  line 

Bight  to  the  usual  haunt  of  Passamont ; 
Who,  seeing  him  alone  in  this  design, 

8uryey*d  him  fore  and  aft  with  eyes  observant. 

Then  ask'd  him,  •*  If  he  wish'd  to  stay  as  servant  ? ' 

XXXI. 

And  promised  him  an  office  of  great  ease. 

But,  said  Orlando,  **  Saracen  insane ! 
I  oome  to  kill  you,  if  it  shall  so  please 

God,  not  to  serve  as  footboy  in  your  train ; 
You  with  his  monks  so  oft  have  broke  the  peaoe^ 

Tile  dog !  'tis  past  his  patience  to  sustain." 
The  giant  ran  to  fetch  his  arms,  quite  furious. 
When  he  received  an  answer  so  injurious. 

XXXII. 
And  being  returned  to  where  Orlando  stood,      [ing 

Who  had  not  mov'd  him  from  the  spot,  and  swing- 
The  cord,  he  hurl'd  a  stone  with  strength  so  rude. 

As  show'd  a  sample  of  his  skill  in  slinging; 
It  roll'd  on  Count  Orlando's  helmet  good 

And  head,  and  set  both  head  and  helmet  ringing, 
80  that  he  swoon'd  with  pain  as  if  he  died, 
But  more  than  dead,  he  seemed  so  stupified. 

XXXIII. 

Then  Passamont,  who  thought  him  slain  outright. 
Said,  <*  I  will  go,  and  while  he  lies  along. 

Disarm  me :  why  such  craven  did  I  fight } " 
But  Christ  his  servants  ne'er  abandons  long, 

Bspedally  Orlando,  such  a  knight, 
As  to  desert  would  almost  be  a  wrong. 

While  tiie  giant  goes  to  put  off  his  defences, 

Orlando  has  reeall'd  his  force  and  senses: 

XXXIV. 

And  loud  he  shoQted,  «  (Hani,  where  dost  go  } 
Thou  thought'st  me  doubtless  for  the  bier  outlaid ; 

To  the  right  about-^without  wings  thou'rt  too  slow 
To  fly  my  ▼eageanco'— eunrish  renegade ! 

'Twas  but  by  treachery  thou  laid'st  me  k>w." 
The  giant  his  astonishment  betray'd. 

And  tum'd  about,  and  stopp'd  his  journey  on. 

And  then  he  stoop'd  to  pick  up  a  great  stone.  ' 


ZXXT. 

Orlando  had  Godtta  bare  la  hand. 

To  split  the  head  in  twain  was  what  ha  edntimJ>» 
Cortana  idave  the  skull  like  a  true  bnad. 

And  pagan  Passamont  died  nmredeem'd. 
Tet  haish  and  haughty,  as  he  lay  he  bsna'd. 

And  most  devoutly  Maeoa  still  blasphemed ; 
Yet  while  his  crude,  rude  blasphemies  he  heard, 
Orlando  thank'd  the  Fatiier  and  the  Word,* 

XXXVI. 
Saying,  « What graee tome thou'ttgiTeB* 

And  I  to  thee,  oh  Lordl  am  ever  bound. 
I  know  my  life  was  saved  by  thee  from  hesnren 

Stttoe  by  thy  giant  I  was  fairly  down'd. 
All  things  by  thee  are  messiftd  just  and  even ; 

Our  power  without  thine  aid  would  nought  be 
I  pray  thee  take  heed  of  me,  tiU  I  can  [fosmd. 

At  least  return  onee  more  to  Csrlomaa." 

XXXVII. 
And  having  said  thns  much,  he  want  hie  way ; 

And  Alabaster  he  found  out  below. 
Doing  the  very  best  that  in  him  lay 

To  root  firom  out  a  bank  a  rook  or  two. 
Orlando,  when  he  reach'd  him,  loud  'gaa  say, 

<'How  think'st  thou,  glutton,  sueh  a  atoae  to 
throw?" 
When  Alabaster  heard  his  deep  voiee  ring. 
He  suddenly  betook  him  to  his  sling, 

XXXVIII. 
And  hurl'd  a  fragment  of  a  size  so  large. 

That  if  it  had  in  fact  fulfiU'd  its  mission. 
And  Roland  not  avail'd  him  of  his  targe, 

There  would  have  been  no  need  of  a  phyaioian. 
Orlando  set  himself  in  turn  to  chaige. 

And  in  his  bulky  bosom  made  incision 
With  all  his  sword.    The  lout  fell,  but,  o'erthrown,  he 
However  by  no  means  forgot  Macone. 

XXXIX. 

Morgante  had  a  palace  in  his  mode, 

Composed  of  branches,  logs  of  wood,  and  earth. 
And  stretch'd  himself  at  ease  on  this  abode. 

And  shut  himself  at  night  within  his  berth. 
Orlando  knock 'd,  and  knock'd  again,  to  goad 

The  giant  from  his  sleep ;  and  he  came  forth. 
The  door  to  open,  like  a  crazy  thing, 
For  a  rough  dream  had  shook  him  slumbering. 

XL. 

He  thought  that  a  fierce  serpent  had  attack'd  him. 
And  Mahomet  he  callM ;  but  Mahomet 

Is  nothing  worth,  and  not  an  instant  backed  him; 
But  praying  blessed  Jesu,  he  was  set 

At  liberty  from  all  the  fears  which  rack'd  him ; 
And  to  the  gate  he  came  with  great  regret—  pM. 

**  Who  knocks  here  ?  "  grumbling  all  the  while,  said 

"That,"  said  Orlando,  *<you  will  quickly  aee. 

XLI. 
^I  oometopreaehtoyou,  as  o  your  brothen, 

Sent  by  the  miserable  monks    rspentanee; 
For  Providenoe  divine,  in  you  and  others. 

Condemns  the  evil  done  by  new  aequaintasoe. 
'TIS  writ  on  high-^oor  wrong  must  pay  another's 

From  heaven  itscdf  is  Issued  out  this  seati 
Know  then,  that  colder  now  than  a  pfiastar 
I  left  your  Passamont  ai 
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Nov  hf  ikj  God  lay  mm  no  vilUiiyi 
Vha  tefor  of  yov  namo  I  fiUn  wovld  bov , 

And  if  a  ChmtiaB,  tpedL  for  eovtoiy." 
ftepliod  Oriando,  "  So  much  to  yo«r  oor 

I  by  my  liitii  diiotoM  oontontodly ; 
Shriot  I  adore,  i^  is  tlM  gemiiBO  Lord* 
And,  if  yoa  plaaao,  by  yo«  may  bo  adomd.*' 

TT.Tir 

fka  Sanoen  nsjoin'd  in  bomUo  tOM» 
** I  bare  bad  an  oxtraoTdiaary  Tiaion; 

k  8a;vmge  aerpont  fell  on  mo  alono» 
And  Maeon  wooUl  not  pity  my  eondMon ; 

tf  OBOo  to  iby  Godt  wbo  for  ye  did  atone 
Upon  tbe  oioaa,  piofenr'd  I  my  petition ; 

His  timely  sneoor  set  me  safe  and  free» 

And  I  a  Cbxistian  am  disposed  to  be." 

XLIV. 
Uriando  ■nsww'd,  *' Baron  Jnst  and  plons. 

If  tbis  good  wisb  your  beart  can  really  moto 
To  tbe  tme  God,  wbo  irill  not  tben  deny  ns 

Sternal  bonor,  you  will  go  aboTe, 
And,  if  you  please,  as  friends  we  will  ally  us, 

And  I  will  loTe  you  witb  a  perfect  lore. 
Your  idols  are  rain  liurs,  full  of  fraud ; 
Tbe  only  truejGod  b  tbe  Cbiistian's  God. 

XLV. 
"Tbe  Lord  desoended  to  tbe  Tirgin  breast 

Of  Maiy  Motber,  sinless  and  diTine ; 
If  you  acknowledge  tbe  Redeemer  blest, 

Witbout  whcm  neitber  son  nor  star  can  sbins^ 
Abjure  bad  Macon's  false  and  felon  test. 

Tour  xensgado  god,  and  worsbip  mine,^- 
Baptise  yourself  witb  seal,  since  you  repent.** 
To  wbieb  Morgante  answer'd,  *'  Tm  content.*' 

XLVI. 
And  tben  Orlando  to  embrace  bim  flew, 

And  made  mueb  of  bis  eouTert,  as  be  eried» 
••  To  tbe  abbey  I  will  gladly  marsbal  yon." 

To  wbom  Moigante,  <*  Let  us  go,"  repUod  | 
<*  I  to  tbe  fiiais  bare  for  peace  to  sue.*' 

Wbieb  tUng  Orlando  beard  witb  inward  pilds, 
8oyiBg>  "  My  brotber,  so  dsTout  and  good, 
Ask  tbe  Abbot  pazdon,  as  I  wisb  you  would : 

XLVIL 

-  Sinee  God  bas  granted  your  ilhunination. 

Accepting  you  in  mercy  for  bis  own, 
Humility  sbould  be  your  first  oblstion."    [known^ 

Morgante  said,    "For   goodness'   sake,   make 
Since  that  your  God  is  to  be  mine— your  statioui 

And  let  your  name  in  rerity  be  sbown ; 
Tben  will  I  erery  tbing  at  your  command  do.'* 
On  wkich  tbe  otber  said,  be  was  Orlando. 

XLvm. 

««Tben,"  quotb  tbe  giant,  "blessed  be  Jean 
A  tiioQssnd  times  witb  gratitade  and  praiso ! 

Oft,  perfeet  bareni  bare  I  besrd  of  yoa 
Tluoagh  an  tiie  diiferent  periods  of  my  daya : 

And,  as  I  said,  to  bo  your  Taasal  too 
I  wisb,  for  yoor  great  gallantry  always." 

Tbus  reasoning,  tbey  eontinnod  mucb  to  say, 

And  onwards  to  tbe  abbey  wont  tbeir  way. 


XLIX« 

And  by  tb«  way  aboot  tbe  giants  dead 
Oriaado  witb  Moigante  reason'd:  "Bo, 

For  thefar  doeoaao,  I  pray  you,  comlMrtod; 
And,  iineo  it  is  God's  pleasure,  pardon  mo. 

A  tbo^sand  wrongs  unto  tbe  monks  tbey  bead 
And  onr  true  Secipturo  soundetb  oponly» 

Good  is  rewarded,  and  ehastised  tbe  ill, 

Wbieb  tbe  Load  nerer  lailetb  to  Ailfil ; 


bis  loifo  of  Justiee  unto  an 
Is  sncb,  bo  wills  bis  judgment  sbould  dsvov 

All  wbo  bare  sin,  bowerer  great  or  small ; 
But  good  be  weQ  remembers  to  restore. 

Nor  witbout  jnstiee  boly  oould  we  eaU 
Him,  wbom  I  now  require  you  to  adore. 

AU  men  must  make  bis  will  tbeir  wisbeo  sway* 

And  quickly  and  spontaneously  obey. 

LL 

And  bora  our  deetors  are  of  oneaeeord 

Coming  on  tbia  point  to  tbe  same  oonclnaion^— 
Tbat  in  tbeir  tbougbts  wbo  praise  in  besTen  tbe  Loii 

If  pity  e'er  was  guilty  of  intrusion 
For  tbeir  unfortunate  Stations  stored 

In  bell  below,  and  damn*d  in  great  eonibsion,  -  - 
Tbeir  bappiness  would  be  reduced  to  nougbt. 
And  tbns  ui^nst  tbe  Almlgbty's  self  bo  tbougbt. 

LIL 

But  tbey  in  Cbrist  bave  firmest  bepo,  and  all 

Wbieb  seems  to  bim,  to  tbem  too  must  i^peat 
Well  done ;  nor  oould  it  otberwise  befiiU : 

He  nerer  can  in  any  purpoao  enr. 
If  sire  or  motber  suffer  endless  tbrall, 

Tboy  don't  diaturb  tbemselTes  for  bim  or  bars 
Wbat  pleases  God  to  tbem  must  joy  inspire  ;— 
Sucb  is  tba  oboerranoe  of  tbe  etenud  oboir." 

LUL 
"  A  wotd  unto  Hbm  wise,"  Morganta  said. 

"  Is  wont  to  be  enougb,  and  you  sball  see 
How  mneb  I  griere  about  my  bretbren  dead ; 

And  if  tbe  wiU  of  God  seem  good  to  me, 
Just,  as  you  tell  mo,  'tis  in  bosTon  obey'd— 

Asbes  to  asbes    men/  let  us  bo  I 
I  will  out  off  tbe  bands  from  botb  tbeir  trunks. 
And  carry  tbem  unto  tbe  boly  monks. 

LIV. 
"  So  tbat  all  persons  may  be  snro  end  esrtala 

Tbat  tbey  ere  dead,  and  baTo  no  fdrtber  fiar 
To  wander  aolitary  tbis  desert  in. 

And  tbat  they  may  perceiTe  my  spirit  dear 
By  tbe  Lord's  grace,  wbo  batb  witbdrawn  tbe  ovtidi 

Of  darkneas,  making  bis  biigbt  reslm  appear.** 
He  cut  his  bretbren's  bands  off  at  these  words. 
And  loft  tbem  to  the  savage  beasts  and  birds. 

LV. 
Tben  to  tbe  abbey  tboy  want  on  togrtbar, 

Wbsro  waited  tbem  tbe  sbbot  in  great  doubt 
Tbe  monks  wbo  know  not  yet  tbe  Ibet,  ran  tbiA« 

To  tbeir  superior,  aU  in  breatbloss  rout, 
Saying mA  tremor,  "Please  to teU us  wbetbw 

Ton  wish  to  baTO  tbis  person  bi  or  out? " 
Tbe  abbot,  looking  through  upon  the  giant, 
Too  greatly  faar'd,  at  first,  to  bo  eompUant 


IM 
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Oruuido,  seeiBg  liim  th«8  agitftCed, 

Said  quickly,  **  Abbot,  be  thou  of  good  eboer; 
He  Chxist  belieyee,  as  Christian  mBst  be  rated, 

And  hdAlk  renovinced  bis  Macon  false ;  **  wbidb  here 
Morgante  with  the  hands  conobozmted, 

A  proof  of  both  the  giants'  fate  quite  clear 
Thence,  with  due  thanks,  the  abbot  God  ad<ned, 
Baying,  «  Thoa  hast  contented  me,  oh  Lord ! " 

LVII. 
He  gazed ;  Moigante's  height  he  calculated, 

Ajsd  move  than  once  contemplated  his  aiae ; 
And  then  he  said,  *'  Oh  giant  celebrated ! 

Know  that  no  more  my  wonder  will  arise, 
How  could  you  tear  and  iiing  the  trees  you  late  ^df 

When  I  behold  your  form  with  my  own  eyes, 
Tou  now  a  true  and  perfect  friend  will  show 
Yourself  to  Christ,  as  once  you  were  a  foo. 

Lvni. 

<«  And  one  of  our  apostles,  Saul  once  named, 
Long  persecuted  sore  the  faith  of  Christ,  * 

im  one  day,  by  the  Spirit  being  inflamed, 
<  Why  dost  thou  persecute  me  thus ! '  said  Christ ; 

And  then  from  his  oiFence  he  was  reckim'd, 
And  went  for  ever  after  preaching  Christ, 

And  of  the  fkith  became  a  trump,  whose  sounding 

O'er  the  whole  eartli  is  echoing  and  rebounding. 

UX. 

"  So,  my  Morgante,  you  may  do  likewise; 

He  who  repents— thus  writes  the  Evangelist, 
Occasions  more  rejoicing  in  the  skies 

Than  ninety-nine  of  the  oelestial  list. 
Tou  may  be  sure,  should  each  desire  arise 

With  Just  seal  for  the  Lord,  that  you'll  exist 
Among  the  happy  saints  for  eyermore ; 
But  you  were  lost  and  damn'd  to  hell  before  1  ** 

LX. 

And  thus  gnat  honor  to  Morgants  paid 
The  ^bot :  many  days  they  did  repose. 

One  day,  as  with  Orlando  they  both  stray'd, 
And  satanter'd  here  and  there,  where'er  they  chose, 

The  abbot  show'd  a  chamber,  where  array'd 
Much  armor  was,  and  hung  up  certain  bows ; 

And  one  of  these  Morgante  for  a  whim 

Girt  on,  though  useless,  he  beliered  to  him. 

LXI. 
There  being  a  want  of  water  in  the  plaoe, 

Orlando,  like  a  worthy  brother,  said, 
**  Morgante,  I  could  wish  you  in  this  case 

To  go  for  water."    «  Tou  shall  be  obey'd, 
la  aH  commands,"  was  the  reply,  "  straightwaye*** 

Upon  his  shoulder  a  great  tub  he  laid, 
And  went  out  on  his  way  unto  a  fountain, 
Where  he  was  wont  to  diink  below  the  meuntaln* 

Lxn. 

ArriTod  there,  a  prod^lous  noise  he  heart, 
Which  suddenly  along  the  fofest  spreedf 

Whereat  from  out  his  quiver  he  piepaiee 
An  arrow  for  his  bow,  and  lifts  hie  heed ; 

And  lo  I  a  monstrous  herd  of  swiae  appean, 
And  onward  rushes  with  tempeetuoos  tned* 

And  to  ^e  fountain's  brink  precisely  pouts  |    > 

fio  that  tile  giant's  Join'd  by  all  the  boar*. 


0X0. 

Morgante  at  a  Tsntoxe  shot  an  anow. 
Which  pierced  a  pig  precisely  in  the  ear, 

And  pass'd  unto  the  other  side  quite  thoroagk  i 
So  that  the  boar,  defonct,  lay  tripp'd  up  near. 

Another,  to  rerenge  his  fellow  farrow, 
Against  the  giant  rush'd  in  fierce  career. 

And  reach'd  the  passage  with  so  swift  a  foot, 

Morgante  was  not  now  in  time  to  shoot. 

LXTV. 

Perceiving  that  the  pig  was  on  him  close. 
He  gave  him  such  a  punch  upon  the  head* 

As  floor'd  him  so  that  he  no  more  arose, 
Smashing  the  very  bone ;  and  he  fell  dead 

Next  to  the  other.    Having  seen  such  blows. 
The  other  pigs  along  the  valley  fled ; 

Morgante  on  his  neck  the  bucket  took 

Full  from  the  spring,  which  neither  swerved  i 
shook. 

LXV. 


The  ton  was  on  one  shoulder,  and  there 
The  hogs  on  t'other,  and  he  brush'd  apaoe 

On  to  the  abbey,  though  by  no  means  near. 
Nor  spilt  one  drop  of  water  in  his  race. 

Orlando,  seeing  him  so  soon  appear 
With  the  deaid  boars,  and  with  that  brimful 

Marvell'd  to  see  Ids  strength  so  very  great; 

So  did  the  abbot,  and  set  wide  the  gate. 

LXVL 

The  monks,  who  saw  the  water  fresh  and  good. 
Rejoiced,  but  much  more  to  perceive  the  pork ;-« 

All  animals  axe  glad  at  sight  of  food : 
They  lay  their  breviaries  to  sleep,  and  work 

With  greedy  pleasure,  and  in  such  a  mood. 
That  the  flesh  needs  no  salt  beneath  their  fiork. 

Of  rankness  and  of  rot  there  b  no  fear. 

For  all  the  fasts  are  now  left  in  arrear. 

LXVIL 

As  though  they  wlsh'd  to  burst  at  ones,  tliey  ale; 

And  gorged  so  that,  as  if  the  bones  had  beesi 
In  water,  sorely  grieved  the  dog  and  cat. 

Perceiving  that  they  all  were  pick'd  too  dean. 
The  abbot,  who  to  all  did  honor  great, 

A  few  days  after  this  convivial  scene, 
Gave  to  Morgante  a  fine  horse,  well  train'd. 
Which  he  long  time  had  for  hbnself  maintaim'd. 

LXVin. 

The  horse  Morgante  to  a  meadow  led. 
To  gallop,  and  to  put  him  to  the  proo^ 

Thinking  that  he  a  back  of  iron  had. 
Or  to  skim  eggs  unbroke  was  light  enoogk ; 

But  the  horse,  sinking  with  the  pain,  fell  dead, 
And  burst,  while  cold  oa  e«tfa  lay  head  and  ksi^ 

Morgante  said,  '*  (Hit  up,  thou  sulky  cur !  " 

And  still  continued  pricking  with  the  spur. 
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UUX. 

But  fbuSlj  he  thought  fit  to  dimnovnt. 
And  Mid,  **  I  un  M  light  as  any  feather, 

And  he  has  bitnt ;— to  this  what  say  yoa,  eount  ?  *' 
Odando  answer'd,  "  Like  a  ship's  mast  rather 

Tea  seem  to  me,  and  vith  the  track  for  front:— 
Let  him  go ;  Fortune  wills  that  we  together 

Ihonld  march,  bat  joa  on  foot  Morgante  stiU.*' 

To  whieh  the  giant  answer'd,  "  So  I  wilL 

LXX. 
**  When  there  shall  he  occasion,  jon  will  see 

How  I  approve  my  courage  in  the  fight." 
Orlando  said,  **  I  really  think  you'll  be, 

If  it  should  prove  God's  will,  a  goodly  knight ; 
Nor  will  you  napping  there  discoTcr  me. 

But  neTer  mind  your  hone,  though  out  of  sight 
Twere  best  to  carrj^him  into  some  wood, 
If  bat  the  means  or  way  I  understood." 


LXXI. 
Ihe  gisat  said,  "Then  carry  him  I  will, 

Since  that  to  eany  me  he  was  so  slacks 
lo  render,  as  the  gods  do,  good  for  ill ; 

But  lend  a  hand  to  place  him  on  my  baek." 
Orlando  answer'd,  '*  If  my  oouiisel  stiU 

May  weigh,  Morgante,  do  not  undertake 
To  lift  or  eairy  this  dead  courser,  who, 
As  you  hare  done  to  him,  will  do  to  yon. 

LXXU. 
**  Tike  care  he  don't  revenge  himself,  though  dead. 

As  Nessus  did  of  old  beyond  all  cure. 
I  don't  know  if  the  (bet  you're  heard  er  read } 

But  he  will  make  yon  burst,  you  may  be  ewB^" 
**  But  help  him  on  my  baek,"  Morgante  said, 

"  And  you  shall  see  what  weight  I  can  endure. 
In  place,  my  gentle  Roland,  of  this  palfrey. 
With  all  the  beUs,  I'd  carry  yonder  belfry." 

Lxxra. 

The  abbot  said,  **  The  steeple  may  do  well, 
But,  for  the  bells  you'TC  broken  them,  I  wot." 

Morgante  answer'd,  **  Let  them  pay  in  hell 
The  penalty  who  lie  dead  in  yon  grot ; " 

And  hoisting  up  the  horse  from  where  he  fell, 
He  said,  *'  Now  look  if  I  the  gout  hsTC  got, 

Orlando,  in  the  lege — or  if  I  have  force ; " — 

And  then  he  made  two  gambols  with  the  horse. 

LXXIT 

Morgante  was  like  any  mountain  framed ; 

So  if  he  did  this,  'tis  no  prodigy ; 
But  secretly  himself  Orlando  blamed, 

Because  he  was  one  of  his  flimHy ; 
And  fearing  that  he  might  be  hurt  or  maim'd. 

Once  more  he  bade  him  lay  his  burden  by : 
••  Put  down,  nor  bear  him  ftirther  the  desert  in." 
Morgante  said,  *'  I'll  carry  him  for  certain." 

LXXV. 

He  did ;  and  stow'd  him  !n  some  nook  away, 
And  to  the  abbey  then  retum'd  with  speed. 

Orlando  said,  •«  Why  longer  do  we  stay  ? 
Morgante,  here  is  nought  to  do  indeed." 

The  abbot  by  the  hand  he  took  one  day, 
And  said,  with  great  respect,  he  had  agreed 

To  leave  his  reverence ;  but  for  this  deoision 

He  wish'd  to  have  his  pardon  and  pennission. 


LXXTL 

The  honon  tfa^  continued  to  reoetre 
Perhapa  exocwded  what  hii  merits  elaia'd 

He  said,  **  I  mean,  and  quickly,  to  rttriev* 
The  loet  days  of  time  paat,  which  may  be  blamad 

Some  days  ago  I  should  have  ask'd  your  leave* 
Kind  &ther,  but  I  really  was  M^iiiyl^ 

And  know  not  how  to  sh'ow  my  sentiment, 

So  mneh  I  see  you  with  our  stay  content. 

LXXVU. 
*<  But  in  my  hesrt  I  bear  through  every  dime 

The  abbot,  abbey,  and  this  solitude^ 
So  much  I  love  you  in  so  short  a  time ; 

For  me,  from  heaven  reward  you  with  all  good 
The  Qod  so  true,  the  eternal  Lord  sublime ! 
•  Whose  kingdom  at  the  last  hath  open  stood. 
Meantime  we  stand  expectant  of  your  blessing. 
And  recommend  us  to  your  prayers  with  pressing." 

LXXVIII. 

Now  when  the  abbot  Count  Orlando  heard. 
His  heart  grew  soft  with  inner  tendemeee 

Such  favor  in  his  bosom  bred  each  word ; 
And  ''CavaHer,"  he  said,  "  if  I  have  le« 

Courteous  and  kind  to  your  great  worth  appeer'd« 
Than  fits  me  for  such  gentle  blood  to  expresc 

I  know  I've  done  too  little  in  this  case ; 

But  blame  our  ignorance,  and  this  poor  plaee. 

LXXIX. 

"  We  can  indeed  but  honor  you  with  masses. 
And  sermons,  thanksgivings,  and  pater-nosteit, 

Hot  snppers,  dmners,  (fitting  other  places 
In  mntf  mush  rather  than  the  cloisters ;) 

But  sneh  a  love  for  yon  my  heart  embraces, 
For  thousand  virtues  which  your  bosom  fostm, 

That  wheresoe'er  you  go  I  too  shall  be, 

And,  on  the  other  part,  you  rest  with  me. 

LXXX. 
**  This  may  involve  a  seeming  contradiction ; 

But  you  I  know  are  sage,  and  feel,  and  taste. 
And  understand  my  speech  with  fdQ  conviction. 

For  your  just  pious  deeds  may  you  be  graced 
With  the  Lord's  great  reward  and  benediction. 

By  whom  you  were  directed  to  this  waste : 
To  his  high  mercy  is  our  freedom  due, 
For  which  we  render  thanks  to  him  and  yon. 

LXXXI. 

'*  You  saved  at  once  our  Hfe  and  soul :  such  fear 
The  giants  caused  us,  that  the  way  was  lost 

By  which  we  could  pursue  a  fit  career 
In  search  of  Jesus  and  the  saintly  host; 

And  your  departure  breeds  such  sorrow  here. 
That  comfortless  we  all  are  to  our  cost : 

But  months  and  years  you  could  not  stay  in  sloths 

Nor  are  you  form'd  to  wear  ear  sober  cloth : 


Lxxxn. 

**  But  to  bear  arms,  and  wield  the  lance ;  indeed. 

With  these  as  much  is  done  as  with  this  cowl : 
In  proof  of  which  the  Scripture  you  may  read. 

This  giant  up  to  heaven  may  bear  his  soul 
By  yovr  compassion :  now  in  peace  proceed. 

Tour  state  and  name  I  seek  not  to  unroll ; 
But,  if  I'm  ask'd,  this  answer  shall  be  given, 
That  here  an  angd  was  sent  down  fnrn  heaven. 


SIO 


BYAOITS  WOBXS. 


Lxxxm. 

"  If  yoa  moit  armor  or  aught  ebe,  go  in, 
Look  o'er  tho  wardrobe,  and  take  what  70a  chooM 

And  cover  with  it  o'er  this  giant's  skin." 
Orlando  answer'd,  **  If  there  should  lie  loose 

Some  armor,  ere  onr  journey  we  begin, 
Which  might  be  tum'd  to  my  companion's  nse. 

The  gift  would  be  acceptable  to  me." 

The  abbot  said  to  him,  **  Come  in  and  see.'* 

LXXXIV. 

And  in  a  certain  closet,  where  the  wall 
Was  coTered  with  old  armor  like  a  crust, 

The  abbot  said  to  them,  '*  I  give  you  all." 
Morgante  rummaged  piecemeal  from  the  d'lst 

The  whole,  which,  save  one  cuirass,  was  too  small, 
And  that  too  had  the  mail  inlaid  with  ru^t. 

They  wonder'd  how  it  fitted  him  exactly. 

Which  ne'er  had  suited  others  so  compactly. 


LXXXV. 
*Twas  an  immeasurable  giant* s,  who 

By  the  great  Milo  of  Agrante  fell« 
Before  the  abbey  many  years  ago. 

The  story  on  the  wall  was  figured  well; 
Zn  the  last  moment  of  the  abbey's  foe, 

Who  long  had  waged  a  war  implacable : 
Precisely  as  the  war  occurr'd  they  drew  hinit 
And  there  was  Milo  as  he  overthrew  him. 

LXXXVL 

Seeing  this  histoiy,  Count  Orlando  said 
In  his  own  heart,  '*  Oh  God,  who  in  the  sky 

Know'st  all  things !  how  was  Milo  hither  led? 
Who  caused  the  giant  in  this  place  to  die  2  ** 

And  certain  letters,  weeping,  then  he  read, 
80  that  he  could  not  keep  his  visage  dry,— 

As  I  will  tell  in  the  ensuing  story. 

From  evil  keep  you  the  high  King  of  gloiy  1 
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DBBIOATIQK. 

Lij>T  I  if  for  the  cold  and  dondy  clime 
Where  was  I  bom,  but  where  I  would  not  die, 
Of  the  great  Poet-Sire  of  Italy 
I  dare  to  build  the  imitative  rhyme. 
Harsh  Runic  copy  of  the  South's  sublime, 
Thou  art  the  cause ;  and  howsoever  I 
Fall  short  of  his  immortal  harmony. 
Thy  gentle  heart  will  pardon  me  the  crime. 
Thou,  in  the  pride  of  Beauty  and  of  Youth, 
Bpak'st ;  and  for  thee  to  speak  and  be  obey'd 
Are  one ;  but  only  in  the  sunny  South 
Such  sounds  are  utter'd,  and  such  charms  display'd, 
So  sweet  a  language  from  so  fair  a  mouth— 
Ah !  to  what  efibrt  would  it  not  persuade  ? 
./IMS  21, 1819. 


PBBFACB. 

Iv  the  course  of  a  visit  to  the  city  of  Baveuna  in 
tihe  summer  of  1819,  it  was  suggested  to  the  aathor 
that  having  eomposed  somethklg  on  the  subject  of 
Taseo's  eonflnement,  he  shodd  do  the  same  on 
>aate's  exile— the  tomb  of  the  poet  forming  one  of 
JU  principal  objects  of  interest  in  that  eity,  both  t9 
the  native  tad,  to  the  strange*. 


«  On  this  hint  I  spake,"  and  the  result  has  be« 
the  following  four  cantos,  in  terxa  lima,  now  offend 
to  the  reader.  If  they  are  understood  and  approved, 
it  is  my  purpose  to  continue  the  poem  in  various 
other  cantos  to  its  natural  conclusion  in  the  present 
age.  The  reader  is  requested  to  suppose  that  Dants 
addresses  him  in  the  interval  between  the  oonduaion 
of  his  Divina  Commedia  and  his  death,  and  shortly 
before  the  latter  event,  foretelling  the  fortunes  of 
Italy  in  general  in  the  ensuing  centuries.  In  adopting 
this  plan  I  have  had  In  my  mind  the  CasMmdra  of 
Lyoophron,  and  the  Prophecy  of  Nerens  by  Horaoi^ 
as  well  as  the  Prophecies  of  Holy  Writ.  The  mea^ 
sure  adopted  is  the  tersa  rima  of  Dante,  which.  I  am 
not  awsre  to  have  seen  hitherto  tried  in  our  language, 
exoept  it  may  be  by  Mr.  Hayley,  of  whose  transla- 
tion I  never  saw  but  one  extract,  quoted  in  the  notes 
to  Caliph  Yathek;  so  that— if  I  do  not  cn^-this 
poem  may  be  considered  as  a  metrical  experiment 
The  cantos  are  short,  and  about  the  same  length  of 
those  of  the  poet  whose  name  I  have  borrowed,  and 
most  probably  tsken  in  vain. 

Among  the  inconveniences  of  authon  in  the 
present  day,  it  is  dii&cult  for  any  who  have  a  naase^ 
good  or  bed,  to  escape  translation.  I  have  had  the 
fortune  to  see  the  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold 
translated  into  Italian  versi  sciolti  that  is*  a  poem 
written  in  l^temermn  sttaua  into  blank  eerse,  witl^ 
out  regard  to  the  natnrsl  divisions  of  the  staasav « 
of  the  sense.    If  the  present  poem,   being  om  ft 
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Mtfoaal  topic  tliouM  eluuiotf  to  undergo  the  lame 
iite,  1  would  request  the  Italian  reader  to  remember 
that  when  I  hare  fodled  in  the  imitation  of  his  great 
•'Padre  AUghier,**  I  hare  failed  in  imitating  that 
which  all  study  and  few  understand,  since  to  this 
Tery  day  it  is  not  jet  settled  what  was  the  meaning 
of  the  allegory  in  the  first  canto  of  the  Inferno, 
unless  Count  Marehetti's  ingenious  and  probable 
eoigectore  may  be  considered  as  haTing  decided 
the  question. 

He  may  also  pardon  my  fidlure  the  morOi  as  I  am 
not  quite  sure  that  he  would  be  pleased  with  my 
Bueeeas,  since  the  Italians,  with  a  pardonable 
nationsJity,  are  particularly  jealous  of  all  that  is 
left  tiiem  as  a  nation — ^their  literature ;  and  in  the 
present  bitterness  of  the  classic  and  romantic  war, 
sre  but  ill  disposed  to  permit  a  foreigner  even  to 
approTo  or  imitate  them  without  finding  fault  with 
his  ultramontane  presumption.  I  can  easily  enter 
into  an  this,  knowing  what  would  be  thought  in 
England  of  an  Italian  imitator  of  Milton,  or  if  a 
translation  of  Monti,  or  Pindemonte,  or  Aridy 
should  be  held  up  to  the  rising  generation  as  a 
model  for  their  future  poetical  essays.  But  I  per* 
eeiTo  that  I  am  deriating  into  an  address  to  the 
Italian  reader,  when  my  business  is  with  the  English 
one,  and  be  they  few  or  many,  I  must  take  my  leare 
of  botiL 


CANTO  I. 

ChrcB  more  in  man's  frail  world !  which  I  had  left 
So  long  that  'twas  forgotten ;  and  I  feel 
The  weight  of  clay  again,*-too  soon  bereft 

Of  the  immortal  'vision  which  could  heal 
My  earthly  sorrows,  and  to  (Tod's  own  skies 
Lift  me  ih>m  that  deep  gulf  without  repeal, 

Where  late  my  ears  rung  with  the  damned  cries 
Of  souls  in  hopeless  bale ;  and  from  that  place 
Of  lesser  torment,  whence  men  may  arise 

Pure  from  the  fire  to  join  the  angelic  race ; 
Midst  whom  my  own  bright  Beatrice  bless'd  * 
My  spirit  with  her  light ;  and  to  the  base 

Of  the  eternal  Triad !  first,  Ust,  best, 
Mysterious,  three,  sole,  infinite,  great  God ! 
Soul  uniTersal !  led  the  mortal  guest, 

tTnblastod  by  the  glory,  though  he  trod 
From  star  to  star  to  reach  the  almighty  throne. 
Oh  Beatrice  !  whose  sweet  limbs  the  sod 

So  long  hath  prest,  and  the  cold  marble  stone. 
Thou  sole  pure  seraph  of  my  earliest  love, 
Lore  so  ineffable,  and  so  alone, 

That  nought  on  earth  could  more  my  bosom 
And  meeting  thee  in  heayen  was  but  to  meet 
That  without  which  my  soul,  like  thearkless  doTe, 

Had  wander'd  still  in  search  of,  nor  her  feet 
Heliered  her  wing  till  found ;  without  thy  light 
My  paradise  had  still  been  incomplete.' 

fiinee  my  tenth  sun  gave  summer  to  my  sight 
Thou  wert  my  life,  the  essence  of  my  thought, 
Lored  ere  I  knew  the  name  of  Ioto,  and  bright 

Btin  in  these  dim  old  eyes,  now  overwrought 
With  the  world's  war,  and  years,  and  banishment, 
And  tears  for  thee,  by  other  woes  untaught ; 

For  mine  is  not  •  nature  to  be  bent 


By  tyrannous  faction,  and  the  brawling  crowd ; 
And  though  the  long,  long  conflict  hath  been  spent 

In  Tain,  and  never  more,  save  when  the  cloud 
Which  overhangs  the  Apenninc,  my  mind's  eye 
Pierces  to  fancy  Florence,  once  so  proud 

Of  me,  can  I  return,  though  but  to  die, 
Unto  my  native  soil,  they  have  not  yet 
Qttcnch'd  the  old  exile's  spirit,  stem  and  high 

But  the  sun,  though  not  overcast,  must  set, 
And  the  night  cometh ;  I  am  old  in  days. 
And  deeds,  and  contemplation,  and  have  m<)t 

Destruction  face  to  face  in  all  his  ways. 
The  world  hath  left  me,  what  it  found  me,  pnre, 
And  if  I  have  not  gather'd  yet  its  praise, 

I  sought  it  not  by  any  baser  lore ; 
Man  wrongs,  and  Time  avenges,  and  my  nam* 
May  form  a  monument  not  all  obscure. 

Though  such  was  not  my  ambition's  end  or  aim. 
To  add  to  the  vain-glorious  list  of  tliose 
Who  dabble  in  the  pettiness  of  fame, 

And  make  men's  fickle  breath  the  wind  that  blows 
Their  sail,  and  deem  it  glory  to  be  class'd 
With  conquerors,  and  virtue's  other  foes, 

In  bloody  chronicles  of  ages  past. 
I  would  have  had  my  Florence  great  and  free ;  * 
Oh  Florence !  Florence !  unto  me  thou  wast 

Like  that  Jerusalem  which  the  Almighty  He 
Wept  over,  **  but  thou  would'st  not ; "  as  the  bii4 
Gathers  its  young,  I  would  have  gather'd  thee 

Beneath  a  parent  pinion,  hadst  thou  heard  * 
My  voice ;  but  as  the  adder,  deaf  and  fierce. 
Against  the  breast  that  cherished  thee  was  stin^ 

Thy  venom,  and  my  state  thou  didst  amerce, 
And  doom  this  body  forfeit  to  the  fire. 
Alas !  how  bitter  is  his  country's  curse 

To  him  who/or  that  country  would  expire. 
But  did  not  merit  to  expire  fty  her, 
And  loves  her,  loves  her  even  in  her  ire. 

The  day  may  come  when  she  will  cease  to  err, 
The  day  may  come  she  would  be  proud  to  haf« 
The  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter,  and  transfer^ 

Of  him  whom  she  denied  a  home,  the  grave. 
But  this  shall  not  be  granted ;  let  my  dust 
Lie  where  it  falls  ;  nor  shall  the  soil  which  gav« 

Me  breath,  but  in  her  sudden  fury  thrust 
Me  forth  to  breathe  elsewhere,  so  reassume 
My  indignant  bones,  because  her  angry  gust 

Forsooth  is  over,  and  repeal'd  her  doom ; 
No, — she  denied  me  what  was  min^— my  roof, 
And  shall  not  have,  what  is  not  hers    my  tomb. 

Too  long  her  armed  wrath  hath  kept  aloof 
The  breast  which  would  have  bled  for  her,  the  heart 
That  beat,  the  mind  that  was  temptation  procf, 

The  man  who  fought,  toil'd,  travelled,  and  each  part 
Of  a  true  citizen  fulfill'd,  and  saw 
For  his  reward  the  Guclfs  ascendant  art 

Pass  his  destruction  even  into  a  law. 
These  things  are  not  made  for  forgetfulness 
Florence  shall  be  forgotten  first ;  too  raw 

The  wound,  too  deep  the  wrong,  and  the  distress 
Of  such  endurance  too  prolong'd  to  make 
My  pardon  greater,  her  injustice  less, 

Though  late  repented;  yet— yet  for  her  sake 
I  fed  some  fonder  yearnings,  and  for  thine 
My  own  Beatrioe,  I  would  hardly  take 

Vengeance  upon  the  land  which  once  was  mine, 
And  still  is  hallow'd  by  thy  dust's  return, 
Which  would  protect  ^e  murderess  like  as 

And  save  ten  thousand  foes  by  thy  sole  urn* 
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Thoiigli»  like  old  Marias  from  lQntiinis*t  nanli 

And  Carthage  rains,  my  lone  breast  may  bom 

At  times  with  evil  feelings  hot  and  harsh, 
And  sometimes  the  last  pangs  of  a  vile  foe 
Writhe  in  a  dream  before  me,  and  o'erarch 

My  brow  with  hopes  of  triumph, — ^let  them  go ! 
Such  are  the  last  infirmities  of  those 
Who  long  have  suffered  more  than  mortal  wo. 

And  yet  being  mortal  still,  hare  no  repose, 
But  on  the  pillow  of  Revenge — ^Revenge, 
Who  sleeps  to  dream  of  blood,  and  waking  glows 

With  the  oft-baffled,  slakeless  thirst  of  change, 
When  we  shall  mount  again,  and  they  that  trod 
Be  trampled  on,  while  Death  and  At^  range 

0*er  humbled  heads  and  sever'd  necks  Great  God ! 
Take  these  thoughts  from  me— to  thy  hands  I  yield 
My  many  wrongs,  and  thine  almighty  rod 

Will  fall  on  those  who  smote  me, — ^be  my  shield  1 
As  thou  bast  been  in  peril,  and  in  pain, 
In  turbulent  cities,  and  the  tented  flel^ 

In  toil,  and  many  troubles  borne  In  Tain 
For  Florence,— I  appeal  ftrom  her  to  Thee ! 
Thee,  whom  I  late  saw  in  thy  loftiest  reign, 

Even  in  that  glorious  ylsion,  which  to  see 
And  Uto  was  never  granted  until  now. 
And  yet  thou  hast  permitted  this  to  me. 

Alas  !  with  what  a  weight  upon  my  brow 
The  sense  of  earth  and  earthly  things  come  back. 
Corrosive  passions,  feelings  dull  and  low. 

The  heart's  quick  throb  upon  the  mental  rack, 
Long  day,  and  dreary  night ;  the  retrospect 
Of  half  a  century  bloody  and  black, 

And  the  frail  few  years  I  may  yet  expect 
Hoary  and  hopeless,  but  less  hard  to  bear, 
For  I  have  been  too  long  and  deeply  wxeck'd 

On  the  lone  rock  of  desolate  Despair 
To  lift  my  eyes  more  to  the  passing  sail 
Which  shuns  that  reef  so  horrible  and  bare. 

Nor  raise  my  voice — for  who  would  heed  my  wail  ? 
I  am  not  of  this  people,  nor  this  age, 
And  yet  my  harpings  will  unfold  a  tale 

Which  shall  preserve  these  times  when  not  a  page 
Of  their  perturbed  annals  could  attract 
An  eye  to  gaze  upon  their  civil  rage. 

Did  not  my  verse  embalm  full  many  an  act 
Worthless  as  they  who  wrought  it :  'tis  the  doom 
Of  spirits  of  my  order  to  be  rack'd 

in  life,  to  wear  their  hearts  out,  and  consume 
Their  days  in  endless  strife,  and  die  alone ; 
Then  fhture  thousands  crowd  around  their  tomb. 

And  pilgrims  come  ftrom  climes  where  they  have 
known 
The  name  of  him— who  now  is  but  a  name. 
And  wasting  homage  o'er  the  sullen  stone, 

Spread  his — by  him  unheard,  unheeded — fame ; 
And  mine  at  least  hath  cost  me  dear :  to  die 
Is  nothing,  but  to  wither  thus — to  tame 

My  mind  down  from  its  own  infinity— 
To  live  in  narrow  ways  with  little  men, 
A  common  sight  to  every  common  eye, 

A  wanderer,  while  even  wolves  can  find  a  den, 
Ripp'd  from  all  kindred,  from  all  home,  all  things 
That  make  communion  sweet,  and  softer  pain^- 

To  feel  me  in  the  solitude  of  kings 
Without  the  power  that  makes  them  bear  a  crown—* 
To  envy  every  dove  his  nest  and  wings 

Which  waft  him  where  the  Apennlne  looks  down 
On  Amo,  tUl  he  perches,  it  may  be, 
Within  my  -all  inexorable  town, 


WImn  yet  mj  boyi.we,  and  tiut  Ihtal  dka»* 

Their  mother,  tiie  cold  partner  who  hath  hrong^ 

Dettmotion  for  a  dowry— this  to  see 
And  feel,  and  know  without  repair,  hath  taught 

A  bitter  lesson ;  but  it  leaves  me  free : 

I  have  not  vilely  found,  nor  basely  soughty 
They  made  an  exile— not  a  slave  of  me. 


CANTO  II. 

Thb  Spirit  of  the  feirent  days  of  Old, 
When  words  were  things  that  came  to  ] 

thought 
Flash'd  o'er  the  future,  bidding  men  behold 

Their  children's  children's  doom  already  brought 
Forth  from  the  abyss  of  time  which  la  to  bay 
The  chaos  of  events,  where  lie  half-wrought 

Shapes  that  must  undergo  mortality ; 
What  the  great  Seers  of  Israel  wore  within^ 
That  spirit  was  on  them,  and  is  on  ma, 

And  if  Cassandra-like,  amidst  the  din 
Of  oonflict  none  vrill  hear,  or  hearing  heed 
This  voice  from  out  the  Wilderness,  the  sin 

Be  theirs,  and  my  own  feelings  be  my  meed» 
The  only  guerdon  I  have  ever  known. 
Hast  thou  not  bled  ?  and  hast  thou  still  to  bloei 

Italia  ?  Ah  I  to  me  such  things,  foreshown 
With  dim  sepulchral  light,  bid  me  forget 
In  thine  irreparable  wrongs  my  own ; 

We  can  have  but  one  conntcy,  and  even  yet 
Thou'rt  mine— my  bones  shall  be  within  itj 

breast, 
My  soul  within  thy  language,  which  onoa  aet 

With  our  old  Roman  sway  in  the  wide  West ; 
But  I  will  make  another  tongue  arise 
As  lofty  and  more  sweet,  in  which  expirest 

The  hero's  ardor,  or  the  lover's  sighs. 
Shall  find  alike  such  sounds  for  every  theme 
That  every  word,  as  brilliant  as  thy  akiea, 

Shall  realize  a  poet's  proudest  dream. 
And  make  thee  Europe's  nightingale  of  song ; 
So  that  all  present  speech  to  thine  shall  seem 

The  note  of  meaner  birds,  and  every  tongue 
Confess  its  barbarism,  when  compared  with  thin* 
This  shalt  thou  owe  to  him  thou  didst  so  i 

Thy  Tuscan  Bard,  the  banish'd  Ghibelline. 
Wo !  wo !  the  veil  of  coming  centuries 
Is  rent,— a  thousand  years  which  yet  supine 

Lie  like  the  ocean  waves  ere  winds  arise. 
Heaving  in  dark  and  sullen  undulation. 
Float  from  eternity  into  these  eyes ; 

The  storms  yet  sleep,  tli0  clouds  still  keep  thssr 
station. 
The  unborn  earthquake  yet  is  in  the  womb, 
The  bloody  chaos  yet  expectr  creation. 

But  all  things  are  disposing  for  thy  doom ; 
The  elements  await  but  for  the  vrord, 
"  Let  there  be  darkness !"  and  thou  grow'st  a 
tomb! 

Tea !  thou  so  beautiful,  shall  feel  the  sword. 
Thou,  Italy !  so  fair  that  Paradise, 
Revived  in  thee,  blooms  forth  to  man  restowd ; 

Ah !  must  the  sons  of  Adam  lose  it  twice  ? 
Thou,  Italy !  whose  ever  golden  fields, 
Plough'd  by  the  sunbeams  solely,  would  snfioa 
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gflds 
With  biightor  vtan,  •mdrobw  with  deepor Uw; 
Tho«,  im  whote  pleuaat  plaMt  SvmiiMr  Ulildt 

■or  pilMib  hi  whoM  cndle  Smpire  gr^ir, 
And  fam'd  th«  Etsnud  City's  oinaacnti 
From  spoils  of  kings  whom  freooMii  ovevthnw; 

IKfthplses  of  heioosy  sanetosiy  of  asiats, 
WhsTO  ssrthly  finti  then  hsarenly  glory  msds 
Mm  hoBs;  thou,  all  which  fondost  Cuicy  P*iBti> 

And  flnds  her  prior  vision  but  portrsy'd 
In  fesbls  oolois,  when  the  eye— from  the  Alp 
Of  honid  snow,  and  rock,  end  shsggy  shads 

Of  desert-loTing  pine,  whose  emerald  sealp 
Nods  to  the  stonn— dilates  and  dotes  o'er  thee^ 
And  wastfoUy  unplores,  as  'twere,  for  help 

To  see  thy  snnny  fields,  my  Italy, 
Neamr  and  nearer  yet,  and  dearer  still 
Thn  moie  ^iproaoh'd,  and  dearest  were  they  i^, 

Thonr-Thisn  most  wither  to  each  tyrant's  will ; 
The  Ooth  hath  heen,-^the  German*  Frank  and 

Hnn 
Ave  yet  to  oome,— «id  on  the  imperial  hill 

Bain,  already  proud  of  the  deeds  done 
By  the  old  harberians,  there  awaits  the  new. 
Throned  on  the  Palatine,  while  lost  and  won 

Borne  a(t  her  iMt  lies  bleeding ;  and  the  hue 
Of  hnmaa  saerifioe  and  Bonian  slaughter. 
Troubles  the  elotted  air,  of  late  so  blue» 

And  deepens  into  red  the  safion  water 
Of  Tiber,  thsek  with  dead;  the  helpless  priest, 
And  still  more  helpless  nor  less  holy  daughter, 

Veer'd  to  their  God,  have  shrieking  fled,  snd  oeased 
Their  Bunistiyi  the  nations  take  their  prey, 
Ibarienf  Alnuin,  Lombard,  and  the  beast 

And  bird,  wolf,  Tulture,  more  humane  than  they 
Ars ;  these  but  gorge  the  tesh  and  lap  the  goae 
Of  tiie  departed,  and  then  go  their  way  i 

But  those,  the  human  ssTages,  explore 
AH  paths  of  torture,  and  insatiate  yet, 
With  Ugolino  hunger  prowl  for  more. 

Nine  moons  shall  rise  o'er  scenes  like  this  and  set;* 
The  chisrffaies  army  of  the  dead,  which  late 
Beneath  the  traitor  Prince's  banner  met» 

Hath  left  its  leader's  ashes  at  the  gate ; 
Had  but  the  royal  Bebel  UTed,  perchance 
Thou  hadst  been  spared,  but  his  iuToIved  thy  (hte. 

Oh !  Bome,  the  spoiler  or  the  spoil  of  France, 
From  Brennus  to  the  Bourbon,  neyer,  never 
Shall  foreign  standard  to  thy  walls  advance 

But  Tiber  shall  become  a  mournful  river. 
Oh !  when  the  strangers  pass  the  Alps  and  Po, 
Crush  them,  ye  rocks !  floods  whelm  them«  and 
for  ever ! 

Why  sleeps  the  idle  avalanches  so, 
To  topple  on  the  lonely  pilgrim's  head  ? 
Why  doth  Eridanus  but  overflow 

The  peasant's  harvest  from  his  turbid  bed  ? 
Were  not  each  barbarous  horde  a  nobler  prey  } 
Over  Cambyses'  host  the  desert  spread 

Her  sandy  ocean,  and  the  sea  waves'  sway 
BoU'd  over  Pharaoh  and  his  thousands,— ^hy 
Mountains  and  waters,  do  ye  not  as  they  ? 

And  you,  ye  men  1  Romans,  who  dare  not  die. 
Sons  of  the  conquerors  who  overthrew 
Those  who  overthrew  proud  Xerxes,  where  yet  lie 

The  dead  whose  tomb  Oblivion  never  knew, 
Are  the  Alps  weaker  than  Thermopyls  ? 
Their  passes  more  alluring  to  the  view 
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Of  an  invadsr  ?  is  It  flMy,  or  lit, 
That  to  aaeh  host  the  mountain-gate  nnbar. 
And  leave  the  march  in  peace,  the  passage  frss  ) 

Why,  Nature's  self  detains  the  victor's  car, 
And  makes  your  land  impregnable,  If  earth 
Could  be  §o ;  but  alone  she  will  not  war. 

Yet  aids  the  warrior  worthy  of  his  birth 
In  a  soil  where  the  mothers  bring  forth  men : 
Not  so  with  these  rhose  souls  are  little  worth ; 

For  them  no  fortress  can  avsil,— the  den 
Of  the  poor  reptile  which  preserves  its  sting 
Is  more  secure  than  walls  of  adamant,  when 

The  hearts  of  those  within  are  quivering. 
Are  ye  not  brave  ?    Tes,  yet  the  Ausonian  soil 
Hath  hearts,  and  hands,  and  arms,  and  hosts  t% 
bring 

Against  Oppression ;  but  how  vain  the  toQ, 
While  still  Division  sows  the  seeds  of  wo 
And  weakness,  till  the  stranger  reaps  the  spoil 

Oh  I  my  own  beauteous  land !  so  long  laid  low, 
So  long  the  grave  of  thy  own  children's  hopes. 
When  there  is  but  require^  a  single  blow 

To  break  the  chain,  yet— yet  the  Avenger  stops. 
And  Doubt  and  Discord  step  'twixt  thine  and  thee. 
And  join  their  strength  to  that  which  with  thee 
copes; 

What  is  there  wanting  then  to  set  thee  free, 
And  show  thy  beauty  in  its  Mlest  light  ? 
To  make  the  Alps  impassable ;  and  we. 

Her  sons,  may  do  this  with  on4  deed— TTaitt. 


CANTO  ni. 

FnoM  out  the  mass  of  never-dying  HI, 
The  Plague,  the  Prince,  the  Stranger,  sad  tk9 

Sword, 
Yials  of  wrath  but  emptied  to  refill 

And  flow  again,  I  cannot  all  record 
That  crowds  «n  my  prophetic  eye :  the  earth 
And  ocean  written  o'er  would  not  afford 

Space  for  the  annal,  yet  it  shall  go  forth ; 
Yes,  sll,  though  not  by  human  pen,  is  graven, 
There  where  the  farthest  suns  and  stars  have  bixthi 

Spread  like  a  banner  at  the  gate  of  heaven, 
The  bloody  scroll  of  our  millennial  wrongs 
Waves,  and  the  echo  of  our  groans  is  driven 

Athwart  the  sounds  of  archangelic  songs, 
And  Italy,  the  martyr'd  nation's  gore, 
Will  not  in  vain  arise  to  where  belongs 

Omnipotence  and  mercy  evermore : 
Like  to  a  harpstring  stricken  by  the  wind, 
The  sound  of  her  lament  shall,  rising  o'er 

The  seraph  voices,  touch  the  Almighty  Mind. 
Meantime  I,  humblest  of  thy  sons,  and  of 
Berth's  dust  by  immortality  refined 

To  sense  and  suffering,  though  the  vain  may  scof^ 
And  tyrants  threat,  and  meeker  victims  bow 
Before  the  storm  because  its  breath  is  rough. 

To  thee,  my  country !  whom  before,  as  now, 
I  loved  and  love,  devote  the  mournful  lyre 
And  melancholy  gift  high  powers  allow 

To  read  the  future ;  and  if  now  my  fire 
Is  not  as  once  it  shone  o'er  thee,  forgive !  ^ 

I  but  foretell  thy  fortunes — then  expire ; 

Think  not  that  I  would  look  on  them  and  Vif. 
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A  spirit  forces  me  to  see  and  speak, 

firkA  for  my  guerdon  grants  not  to  snnriye ; 

My  heart  shall  be  pour'd  oTer  tbee  and  break ! 
Tet  for  a  moment,  ere  I  must  resume 
Thy  sable  web  of  sorrow,  let  me  take 

Orer  the  gleams  that  flash  athtrart  thy  gloonk 
A  softer  glimpse ;  some  stars  shine  through  thy 

night, 
And  many  meteors,  and  above  thy  tomb 

Leans  sculptured  Beauty,  wl^ich  Death   cannot 
bHght; 
And  from  thine  ashes  boundless  spirits  rise 
To  give  thee  honor,  and  the  earth  delight ; 

Thy  soil  shall  still  be  pregnant  with  the  wise, 
The  £^y,  the  leam*d,  the  generous,  and  the  brave, 
Native  to  thee  as  summer  to  thy  skies. 

Conquerors  on  foreign  shores,  and  the  for  wave,^ 
Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  which  take  their  name  ;> 
For  thM  alone  they  have  no  arm  to  save, 

And  all  thy  recompense  is  in  their  fame, 
A  noble  one  to  them,  but  not  to  theo — 
Shall  they  be  glorious,  and  thou  still  the  same  ? 

Oh  I  more  than  these  illustrious  far  shall  be 
The  being"— and  even  yet  ho  may  be  bom — 
The  mortal  saviour  who  shall  set  thee  free, 

And  see  thy  diadem  so  changed  and  worn 
By  fresh  barbarians,  on  thy  brow  replaced ; 
And  the  sweet  sun  replenishing  thy  morn. 

Thy  moral  mom,  too  long  with  clouds  defaced 
And  noxious  vapors  from  Avemus  risen. 
Such  as  all  they  must  breathe  who  are  debased 

By  servitude,  and  have  the  mind  in  prison. 
Yet  through  this  centuried  ecUpse  of  wo 
Some  voices  shall  be  heard,  and  earth  shaU  Usten ; 

Poets  shall  follow  in  the  path  I  show. 
And  make  it  broader ;  the  same  brilliant  sky 
Which  cheers  the  birds  to  song  shall  bid  them 
glow, 

And  raise  their  notes  as  natural  and  high ; 
Tuneftil  shall  be  their  numbers ;  they  shall  sing 
Many  of  love,  and  some  of  liberty. 

But  few  shall  soar  upon  that  eagle's  wing, 
And  look  in  the  sun's  face  with  eagle's  gase, 
All  free  and  fearless  as  the  feather'd  king. 

But  fly  more  near  the  earth ;  how  many  a  phrase 
Sublime  shall  lavish*d  be  on  some  small  prince 
In  all  the  prodigality  of  praise ! 

And  language,  eloquently  false,  evince 
The  harlotry  of  genius,  which,  like  beauty, 
Too  oft  forgets  its  own  self-reverence, 

And  looks  on  prostitution  as  a  duty. 
*He  who  once  enters  in  a  tyrant's  hall 
As  guest  is  slave,  his  thoughts  become  a  booty, 

And  the  first  day  which  sees  the  chain  enthral 
A  captive,  sees  his  half  of  manhood  gone — ^^ 
The  soul's  emasculation  saddens  all 

His  spirit ;  thus  the  Bard  too  near  the  throne 
Quails  from  his  inspuratipn,  bound  toptscuef--^ 
How  servile  is  the  task  to  please  alone ! 

To  smooth  the  verse  to  suit  his  sovereign's  ease 
And  royal  leisure,  nor  too  much  prolong 
Aught  save  his  eulogy,  and  And,  andnMise, 

Or  force,  or  forge  fit  argument  of  song  ? 
Thus  trammell'd,  thus  condemn'd  to  Flatteiy's 

trebles, 
He  toOs  through  sll,  still  trembling  to  be  wrong : 

Por  fear  some  noble  thoughts,  like  heavenly  zebelB> 
Should  rise  up  in  high  treason  to  his  brain, 
Ha  tingt,  m  the  Athenian  spoke,  with  pebbles 


In's  mouth,  lest  tnUh  shoidd 
strain, 
But  out  of  the  long  file  of  sonneteera 
There  shall  be  some  who  will  not  sing  in  T«iii» 

And  he,  their  prince  shall  rank  among  mj  p6er«,n 
And  love  shall  be  his  torment ;  but  his  grief 
Shall  make  an  immortality  of  teen. 

And  Italy  shall  haU  him  as  the  Chief 
Of  poet-lovers,  and  his  higher  song 
Of  Freedom  wreathe  him  with  as  green  a  1m£ 

But  in' a  farther  age  shall  rise  along 
The  banks  of  Po  two  greater  still  than  h« ; 
Th6  world  which  smiled  on  him  shall  do 
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Till  they  are  ashes,  and  repose  with  me. 
The  first  will  make  an  epoch  with  his  lyre 
And  fill  the  earth  with  feats  of  chivalry ; 

His  fancy  like  a  rainbow,  and  Ids  fire, 
Like  that  of  Heaven,  immortal,  and  hss  thoag&l 
Borne  onward  with  a  wing  that  eannot  tin: 

Pleasure  shall,  like  a  butterfly  new  eanght* 
Flutter  her  lovely  pinions  o'er  his  theme. 
And  Art  itself  seem  into  Nature  wrought 

By  the  transparency  of  his  bright  dream.— 
The  second,  of  a  tenderer,  sadder  mood, 
ShaU  pour  his  soul  out  o'er  Jerosalem ; 

He,  too,  shall  sing  of  arms,  and  Christiaa  blood 
Shed  where  Christ  bled  for  man ;  and  his  high  haif 
Shall,  by  the  willow  over  Jordan's  flood. 

Revive  a  song  of  Sion,  and  the  sharp 
Conflict,  and  final  triumph  of  the  brave 
And  pious,  and  the  strife  of  hell  to  warp 

Their  hearts  from  their  great  purpose,  untSi  were 
The  red-cross  banners  where  the  first  red  Cross 
Was  crimson'd  firom  his  veins  who  died  to  i 

Shall  be  his  sacred  argument ;  the  loss 
Of  years,  of  favor,  fireedom,  even  of  f 
Contested  for  a  time,  while  the  smooth  g^oso 

Of  courts  would  slide  o'er  his  forgotten  namo^ 
And  call  captivity  a  kindness,  meant 
To  shield  him  fh>m  insanity  or  shame, 

Such  shall  be  his  meet  guerdon !  who  was  sent 
To  be  Christ's  Laureat— they  reward  him  well! 
Florence  dooms  me  but  dealJi  or  banishment 

Ferrara  him  a  pittance  and  a  cell. 
Harder  to  bear  and  less  deserved,  foir  1 
Had  stung  the  factions  which  I  strove  to  qndl ; 

But  this  meek  man,  who  with  a  lover's  eye 
Will  look  on  earth  and  heaven,  and  who  will  dsif 
To  embalm  with  his  celestial  fiatteiy. 

As  poor  a  thing  as  e'er  was  spawn'd  to  reSgn, 
What  will  he  do  to  merit  such  a  doom  f 
Perhaps  hell  fooe,— and  is  not  love  in  vain. 

Torture  enough  without  a  living  tomb  ? 
Yet  it  will  be  so— he  and  his  compeer. 
The  Bard  of  Chivalry,  will  both  oonsumo 

In  penury  and  pain  too  many  a  year. 
And,  dying  in  despondency,  bequeath 
To  the  kind  world,  which  scarce  will  yield  a  tsvi 

A  heritage  enriching  all  who  breathe 
^^th  the  wealth  of  a  genuine  poet's  soul. 
And  to  their  country  a  redoubled  wreath, 

Unmatch'd  by  time ;  not  Hellas  can  unroU 
Through  her  olympiads  such  names,  fhough  «■• 
Of  hers  be  mighty ;— and  is  tMs  the  whole 

Of  such  men's  destuiy  beneath  the  sun  ? 
Must  all  the  finer  thoughts,  the  thiilluig  i 
The  electric  blood  with  which  their  i 

Their  body's  self-tunad  soul  with  thfs  intsBso 


TBI  ntOPHBOT  OF  DAKTB. 


§u 


^  of  lluit  ulilflh  if,  and  fuktj  of 
That  i^eh  ihoold  be,  to  racli  a  reeompenae 

Oondnet  ?  akall  their  bright  plumage  on  the  rougli 
Btotrn  be  atfll  scattered  ?    Tee,  and  it  nrast  be ; 
For,  fimnM  of  ihr  too  penetrable  etoif, 

These  bfada  of  Paradiae  bat  long  to  flee 
Bacik  to  their  natiTe  mansion,  soon  they  ftnd 
Earth's  mist  with  tiieir  pore  pinions  not  agree, 

And  die  or  are  degraded,  for  the  mind 
Saocmabe  to  long  infection,  and  despair, 
Aad  Tvltiire  passions  iljing  oloee  behind,* 

Await  the  moment  to  assail  and  tear; 
And  when  at  length  the  winged  wanderers  stoop, 
Then  is  the  prej-»iird*s  triumph,  then  they  share 

The  ^ofl,  o^erpowet'd  at  length  by  one  fell  swoop. 
Tet  some  hsTe  been  nntonch'd  who  leam'd  to  bear, 
SoBBO  whom  no  power  conld  erer  force  to  droop. 

Who  eoold  resist  themselTes  eren,  hardest  care ! 
And  task  most  hopelees ;  bnt  some  sndi  hate  been, 
And  if  jay  name  among  the  nnmber  were. 

That  destiny  anstere,  and  yet  serene. 
Were  pnvder  tlisa  more  dassling  fame  nnbtest ; 
The  Aip*s  snow  snmmit  nearer  beaten  is  seen. 

Than  the  Tokano's  fierce  emptiTe  crest, 
'Whose  splendor  horn  the  black  abyss  is  flung, 
While  the  sooreh'd  mountsin,  from  whose  burning 

A  Isaiporaiy  Iwlulag  flame  is  wrung,  [breast 

Shines  tot  a  night  of  tenor,  then  repels 
Its  Are  baek  to  the  hell  from  whence  it  sprung. 

The  ball  which  in  its  entrails  erer  dwella. 


CANTO  IV. 

Mjurr  am  poets  who  hare  netcr  penn'd 
Their  inspiration,  and  perehance  the  best : 
They  ftlt»  sad  kradt  and  died,  but  would  not  land 

Thdr  thonghta  to  meaner  beings ;  tfiey  oompress'd 
The  god  within  them,  and  rc»)oin'd  the  stars 
TTnlmraU'd  upon  esrth,  but  far  more  blest 

than  thoea  who  are  degarded  by  the  jars 
Of  pasdon,  and  their  frailtiee  link'd  to  ftme. 
Conquerors  of  high  renown,  but  frill  of  scats. 

Many  are  poets,  but  without  tke  nama» 
For  what  is  poesy  but  to  create 
FroaaoteilbdiaggoodoriU;  and  aim 

At  an  sKtenial  lilb  beyond  our  Date, 
And  be  the  new  Promethena  of  new  men* 
Bestowh^  Are  from  heayen,  and  then,  too  buls, 

Tlttding  the  pleasure  giten  repaid  with  pain. 
And  Tulturea  to  the  heart  of  the  beetower. 
Who  hating  latish'd  his  high  gift  in  tain, 

lies  ehaia'd  to  his  lone  rock  by  the  sea-shsBS  ? 
80  be  it:  wa  eaa  bear.— But  thus  all  they 
Whoee  inteUeot  is  an  o'ermastering  power 

Whieh  still  raeoils  from  its  ineambeiing  day, 
Or  HghtsQS  it  to  spirit,  whatsoe'er 
The  form  whieh  their  ereations  may  essay. 

Are  bards;  the  kindled  marble's  bust  may  wear 
Xoie  poesy  upon  its  speaking  brow, 
Thaa  aught  less  than  the  HouMcio  pega  mi^  bear ; 

Qna  nobla  ateoko  with  a  whole  life  may  glow 
Or  daUy  Om  eaBtuss  tm  it  shine 
ynUx  beauty  so  sutpassing  all  befew. 

That  they  who  kneel  to  idols  so  ditine 
Break  no  commandment,  for  high  heatsn  is  there 
TkaaaftuMd*  tansflgaated:  aad  the  Una 


Of  poesy,  which  peoples  out  the  air 
With  thought  and  beings  of  our  thought  fdtoettii 
Can  do  no  more:  then  let  tiie  artist  share 

The  palm,  he  sharee  the  peril,  and  dc^jeetedy 
Faints  o*er  tiie  labor  unapproted    Alas  t 
Decpair  and  Genius  are  too  oft  eoanected. 

Within  the  ages  which  before  me  pass, 
Art  shall  resume  and  equal  eten  the  sway, 
Which  with  Apelles  and  old  Phidias, 

She  held  hi  Hellas'  unforgotten  day. 
Ye  shall  be  taught  by  Ruin  to  retite 
The  Grecian  forms  at  least  from  their  decay. 

And  Roman  souls  at  last  again  shall  lite 
In  Roman  works  wrought  by  Italian  hands, 
And  temples,  loftier  than  the  old  templee,  gita 

New  wonders  to  the  world ;  and  while  stiU  1 
The  austere  Pantheon,  into  hearen  ahall  1 
A  dome,!*  ita  image,  while  the  beae  ezp 

Into  a  fame  surpassLig  aD  before, 
Suck  as  an  flesh  shall  flock  to  kneel  in;  na^ 
Such  sight  hath  been  unfolded  by  a  door 

As  this,  to  which  all  nations  shall  repair. 
And  lay  their  sins  at  this  gate  of  heaten. 
And  the  bold  Architect  unto  whoee  care 

The  daring  charge  to  raise  it  shall  be  gitan. 
Whom  all  arte  shall  acknowledge  as  their  IsH, 
Whether  into  the  marble  chaoo  drlten 

His  ehieel  bid  the  Hebrew,)'  at  whoee  word 
Israel  left  Egypt,  stop  Uie  wates  In  stone, 
Or  huee  of  Hell  be  by  his  pencil  pour'd 

Oter  the  damn'd  before  the  Judgment  throna,M 
Such  as  I  saw  them,  such  as  all  shall  see, 
Or  fuias  be  built  of  grandeur  yet  unknown, 

The  stream  of  his  great  thoughts  shall  spiing  frsi 


The  Ghibelline,  who  tratersed  the  three  1 
Whieh  form  the  empire  of  eternity. 

Amidst  the  clash  of  swords,  and  clang  of  hefans. 
The  age  whieh  I  antie^Mte,  no  leee 
Shall  be  the  Age  of  Beauty,  and  while  whskM 

Calamity  the  nations  with  distrsss, 
The  genius  of  my  eountry  shall  arise, 
A  Cedar  towering  o'er  the  ^Ulldsmees, 

Lotely  in  all  its  branchee  to  aD  eyes, 
Frsgrant  as  feir,  and  recognised  alhr. 
Wafting  its  natite  incense  through  the  skies. 

Sotereigns  shall  pause  amidst  their  sport  of  war, 
Wean'd  for  an  hour  firom  blood,  to  torn  and  gaae 
On  cantas  or  on  stone ;  and  they  who  mar 

An  beauty  upon  earth,  compen*d  to  praise, 
ShaU  feel  the  power  of  that  which  they  desteasTi 
And  Art's  mistaken  giatitade  shan  t^im 

To  tyrants,  who  bat  take  her  for  a  toy. 
Emblems  aad  monuments,  and  proetitala 
Her  ehanaa  to  poatiib  proud,i*  who  but « 

The  man  of  geains  as  the  meanest  brata 
To  bear  a  burden,  and  to  serte  a  need, 
To  sen  hii  labors  and  his  soul  to  boot 

Who  toQs  for  nations  may  be  poor  indeed, 
But  free  i  who  sweats  for  monardi  is  no  more 
Than  the  gOt  chamhm-lain,  who,  clothed  aad 

Staada  sleek  and  slatish,  bowing  at  his  door. 
Oh,  Power  that  ralasl  aad  iaq^teitl  how 
la  it  that  they  on  earth,  whose  eerthly  poww 

Is  Ukest  tiiine  hi  heatan  in  outwaipd  shew, 
Least  like  to  thee  in  attributes  ditina» 
Tread  on  the  unltersal  necks  that  bow, 

Aad  then  aasoze  us' that  their  light  aia  Ihiaa  I 


And  how  ia  it  tlut  tiMgr»  the  aoim  of  fSuno, 
Wkoto  inspiiation  soemf  to  thorn  to  shine 

From  high,  thej  whom  the  natloni  oftaii  name» 
Must  HM  their  daje  in  penwrj  or  poin. 
Or  step  to  grandeur  through  the  pathe  of  shame, 

And  wear  a  deeper  hrand  and  gandUr  chain  ? 
Or  if  their  deatiny  be  bom  aloof 
From  lowlinesa,  or  tempted  thence  in  tain, 

In  their  own  souls  sustain  a  harder  pioof, 
The  inner  war  of  paasions  deep  and  fleroc? 
Florence!  when  thy  harsh  sentenoe  raxed  my  roof, 

I  lo?od  thee ;  but  the  vengeanoe  of  my  Terse, 
The  hate  of  ix^uries  which  every  year 
Makes  greater,  and  accumulates  my  curse. 

Shall  Uto,  outihring  all  thou  boldest  dear. 
Thy  pride,  thy  wealth,  thy  freedom,  and  oTon  thai. 
The  most  infernal  of  all  evils  here. 

The  fwaij  of  petty  tyrants  in  a  state ; 
For  such  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings, 
And  demagogiies  yield  to  them  but  in  date, 

As  s#ept  oif  sooner;  in  all  deadly  things  [other, 
Which  make  men  hate  themselTee,  and  one  an- 
In  diaoord,  cowardice,  cruelty,  all  that  spxings 

From  Death  the  flin-bom*s  inoest  with  his  mo^er. 
In  rsnk  oppression  tn  its  rudest  shape. 
The  fiustion  Chief  is  but  the  Sultan's  brother. 

And  the  wiEst  deipofs  ikr  less  human  ape: 


BYBOirS  VOBXS. 


Flocenee!  whea  this  lone  splsil*  tAlok  sa  toi^ 
Yeazn'd,  as  the  captiTe  toiUng  at  eso^. 

To  fty  back  to  thee  in  despite  of  wions# 
An  exile,  saddest  of  all  prisoners, 
Who  has  the  whole  world  for  a  dungeon  stroi^, 

Seas,  mountains,  and  the  horizon's  verge  for  ban. 
Which  shut  him  from  the  s<^  small  spot  of  eaxtk 
Where-^whatsoe'er  his  fate    he  still  were  hers, 

His  country's,  and  might  die  where  he  had  birthr^ 
Florence  I  when  this  lone  spirit  shall  letozn 
To  kindred  spirits,  thou  wilt  feel  my  worthy 

And  seek  to  honor  with  an  empty  urn 
The  ashes  thou  shalt  ne*er  obtaait— Alas  I 
'*  What  have  I  done  to  thee,  my  people  ?  "^f  B^n 

Are  all  thy  dealinga,  bnt  in  this  ihej  pass 
The  limits  of  man's  ooomion  maUoe»  fix 
All  that  a  citisen  oould  be  I  was ; 

Raised  by  thy  will,  all  thine  in  peace  or  war. 
And  for  this  thou  hast  warr'd  with  me.— Tie  done : 
I  may  not  overleap  the  eternal  bar 

Built  up  between  us,  and  will  die  alone. 
Beholding  with  the  dark  eye  of  a  aeer 
The  evil  days  to  gifted  souls  foreshown. 

Foretelling  them  to  those  who  will  not  hear* 
As  in  the  old  time,  till  the  hour  be  some   (a  tear. 
When  truth  shall  strike  their  eyes  thioug^  wmmf 

And  make  them  own  the  Prophet  in  his  tomb. 


NOTES  TO  THE  PROPHECY  OF  DANTE. 


JftdM  isAom  mff  oisii  noid  Bmiriee  Uett'd, 
Page  511,  line  89. 
Thb  nadsr  is  requested  to  adopt  the  Italian  pro* 
mmoiation  of  Beaoice,  sounding  all  the  syllables. 


MyparadiMhadtliUhemii 


Page  611,  line  M. 


"  Che  sol  per  le  belle  opre 

Che  linno  hi  Oielo  il  sole  e  1*  sitre  stelle 

Dentro  di  lui*  m  ermh  U  Paratk§Of 

Cos!  so  gnardi  ilso 

Pensar  ben  dd  ch'  ogni  terren'  piacere. 
Canaone,  in  whieh  Dante  desoribes  the  peraoft  of 
Beatdoe,  Strophe  third. 

I  wtmU  have  had  my  Florenee  angt  tmd  Jree. 

Page  611,  Una  87. 

'*I/BslUo  ohe  m'  A  date  onor  mi  tegno. 
«       «       e       e       «       e       • 

Cadei  tra'  bMni  «  pur  di  h>de  dsfno." 

SotmeC  ^  Danie, 
In  whieh  he  represents  Right,  Oeneronty,  and 
Temperance  as  banished  ftt>m  among  men,  and 
f  refuge  from  Low,  who  InhaUts  his  boeom. 


T%B  dmt  ih9  doom$  to  i 

Page  611,  Bae  101 

«  Ut  si  quls  predlctorum  uHo  tempore  in  ftntiam 
dieti:  communis  pervennit,  taOig  ym'vmtitm  igm 
oaawtimtMtf  ne  fuoo  wtonaiurt 

fieeond  scsitciiioe  of  Florenee  agaliwt  Dante, 
and  the  fourteen  aocused  with  him.— I^  Latfe 
is  worthy  of  the  sentence. 

6. 
Whetf  y0i  my  boy  ate,  and  thai  fatal  ehe. 

Pageiu,Unea9. 

This  lady,  whose  name  was  Oemfoa,  sprang  from 
one  of  the  most  powerfrQ  Oiidf  ibmffiee,  naaaed 
DonatL  Corso  Donatl  was  the  nrinc^Ml  astvenaiy 
of  the  ahibellines.    She  is  described  aa  beiu 'Mi^ 


,uide  Xtmiippe  SoeraUe  ^Maeopki 
etn^Uffe  eeriptum  eeee  leotmue^**  according  to  Oian- 
nosso  Manetti.     Bnt  Lionaido  Aretino  is  se 
dalhMd  witii  Boeeaee,  in  his  life  of  Oasle, 


figUuoli  e  TidOUd  deUa  Repubbliea  ne&a  sua  CHtft, ;  e 
Aristotdie  che,  ^c,  Ac,  ebbe  due  mofrU  in  van 
tempi,  edebbefigliMU,ei'" ^ 


XOnS  TO  THE  PBOPHBCT  07  lUMTB. 


M 


Bmum  abbero 
'*e..  fte.  It  b  odd  that  boaMt  Uooavdo's 
»  with  tka  «xo«»tio]i  of  8«iiom»  and  fiv 
■AT  fliiDf  I  know  of  Amtotloy  an  aot  ^  aoat 
fcHeitow.  Tnlly't  ToentU,  and  Socrataa'  Xaa- 
tippau  b7  BO  means  oontributcd  to  their  hnihanda' 
hajppmeaa,  whaterer  they  mlsht  do  to  their  philot* 
•pliT  Cate  nwt  away  hia  wife— of  Vaxro's  wa  know 
Boning--eaia  of  Saneea's,  only  that  aha  waa  dis- 
pooad  to  die  with  him,  bat  racorcrad,  and  Urad 
aeveral  yaara  aftanraida.  But  aaya  lionaido. 
*'  L'  vooio  h  mrimnld  eMU,  seeondo  piaoa  a  tntti  i 
fhMQA.**  And  thenoa  oonolndea  that  the  graateat 
vcoof  of  the  tmimar$  eivi$m  is  '<  la  prima  oongivn- 
'       ,  daUa  quia  anhiplSeata  naaea^  ClttiL'^ 


Nm§  flMMM  sMInM  aV  wDghm  WtB  tMt  oiuf  Mf. 
Page  613,  Una  40. 

8aa  ««8aaao  di  Bona,"  ganenUy  attributed  to 
GnieeiardinL    There  is  another  written  by  a  Jaeopo 
GentUnomo  flammfainteae  che  vi  ai 


11 


Page  615,  Una  9L 
The  atatoa    of   Moaea  on   the  mommanl  •! 
JnUns  n. 

SONBTTO 
Di  Qwmumi  BaiHtta  ZapfL 
Chi  ^  eoatoi,  che  in  dura  pietra  aedlta, 


Siededgante;  e  le  pid  illnstre,  e  eonia 

a  deU*  arte  aTransa.  e  ha  Tiva* 
Le  labbia  si,  che  le  parole  ascolto  ? 


Prore c 


7. 

Page  614,  line  16w 
Alarandwr  of  Parma,  Spinola,  Pescara,  Bngena 
of  SavoTj  Xooteoneco. 

**  Pago 614, UnewT" 
OohBBbna,  Amcriciu  Teaposins,  Sebastian  Cabot. 


PoflOBMy 

boatmi 


JEb  «Ao  ones  mdtn  in  a  ifrmf9  hatt^  As. 

Page  614,  Ime  49. 
a  from  the  Greek  traffedians,  with  which 
took  laaTa  of  Corneha  on  entering  the 
whkhhawaaalatn. 

10. 
AmdtM§  Jim  dav  which  $M9tk4  chain  mOraitke. 
P^«e614,Une62r 
The  tana  nd  aentfanent  ate  taken  from  HeaMr. 


U. 
Patranh. 


w^SguU^iSw, 


12. 

Page  616,  Una  81. 
Tha  eapoU  of  St  Feten. 


Qoeat'  «  Mos^ ;  ben  me  'I  diceva  a  ibito 
Onor  del  mento ;  e  '1  doppio  ragvio  in 


QMat'  4  Moe^  anaado  sceadea 

B  gran  parte  dei  Kume  avea  nel  Tolto. 

Tal  era  allor,  che  le  sonanti,  e  Taste 
Aeqne  ei  soepese  a  se  d'  intomo,  e  tale 
Qnando  11  mar  chiuse,  e  ne  f^  tomba  altrvi 

B  Toi  sne  torbe  un  rio  vitello  abate  ? 
Alsata  areste  imago  a  qneata  eguale ! 
Ch'  era  men  fallo  I*  adorar  ooetui 

14. 
Oasr  tts  domed  Ufin  th$  Jtufamtmi  Owe, 
Page  616,  Una  04. 
The  Laat  Judgment,  in  the  Sistine  ohi^ 

16. 
T%9  tirmmqfhii  great  tAoti^hU»hailtpnnfJh>mwt§ 

I  have  read  somewhere  (if  I  do  not  err,  for  I  can* 
not  reeoUect  where)  that  Banta  was  ao  great  a 
ikTorite  of  Michael  Angelo's,  that  he  had  designed 
the  whole  of  the  Divina  Commedia  t  but  that  the 
Tolnme  oontaining  these  studies  was  lost  by  sea. 

10. 
flsr  Manns  i9  pontif*$  proud,  who  MMiplpy.  A0. 
Page  6lo,  Une  IlT* 
See  the  treatment  of  Michael  Angelo  by  JuUua 
II.,  and  his  n^lect  by  Leo  X. 

17. 
**  What  have  X  dene  to  ihM^  mif  paopUf^ 

Page  Oie;  line  41. 
**  B  scrisse  pid  volte  non  solamente  a  p4rtieolan 
dttydini  del  reggimento,  ma  aneoia  al  popolo.  a 
intra  Taltre  una  Epistola  aasai  lunga  che  cominda: 
jOomi.fmiafidHHr'' 
Ua  d$  DmH^mriUada  litmfda  Artkm. 


HEBREW   MELODIES. 


ADVBBTISBMENT. 

Tn  ntbtequent  po«mi  were  written  at  the  request 
of  my  friend,  the  Hon.  D.  Kinnaird,  for  a  lelection  of 
Helneir  Melodiee,  and  hare  been  pnbliehed,  with  the 
BUislo,  arranged  by  Mr.  Braham  and  Mr.  Xathan. 


8HB  WALKS  IN  BEAUTY. 

Ski  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  clondleas  climes  and  starry  skies ; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Mett  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes : 

Thns  meUoVd  to  that  tender  light 
Which  hearen  to  gaudy  day  denies. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less. 
Had  half  impair'd  the  nameless  grace 

Which  wares  in  erery  raren  tress, 
Or  softly  lightens  o'er  her  Cue ; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express 
How  pure,  how  dear  Uielr  dwelling-plaoe. 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o'er  that  browi 

80  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent, 
The  smiles  that  win,  the  tints  that  glow, 

But  toll  of  days  in  goodness  spent, 
A  mind  at  peace  with  all  below, 

A  heart  whose  lore  is  innocent ! 


THB  HARP  THE  MONARCH  MINSTREL 
SWEPT. 

Tri  http  the  monarch  minstrel  swept. 
The  ]BUng  of  men,  the  loTed  of  Hearen, 

Which  music  hallow'd  while  she  wept 
O'er  tones  her  heart  of  hearts  had  giren. 
Redoubled  be  her  tesrs,  its  chords  are  riren  1 

It  soften'd  men  of  iron  mould, 
It  gate  them  rirtues  not  their  own ; 

No  ear  so  dull,  no  soul  so  cold, 
That  felt  not,  ilied  not  to  the  tone, 
Tm  Daiid's  lyre  grew  mightier  than  his  throne  I 


It  told  the  triumphs  of  oar  King, 
It  wafted  glory  to  our  Ood; 

It  made  our  gladden'd  Talleys  ring, 
The  cedars  bow,  the  moontaini  nod; 
Ito  sound  aspired  to  Hearen  and  thm  ibofcl 

Since  then,  though  heard  on  earth  no  aon, 
Derotion,  and  her  daughter,  l/xn, 

Still  bid  the  bursting  spirit  soar 
To  sounds  that  seem  as  from  tbore, 
In  dreams  that  day's  bioad  light  emMti 


IF  THAT  HIGH  WOBU). 

If  that  high  world,  which  liesbegfud 

Our  own,  surriring  Lore  eodstn; 
If  there  the  oheiish'd  heart  be  ftai 

The  eye  the  same,  except  fai  tern- 
How  welcome  those  untrodden  iphoM  I 

How  sweet  this  r«y  hour  to  die ! 
To  soar  from  earth  and  find  all  fsui 

Lost  in  thy  lighfr-Etenity ! 

It  must  be  so:  'tis  not  ft»r  sstf 

That  we  so  tremble  on  the  brink; 
And  striring  to  o'erleap  the  gelf, 

Yet  cling  to  Being's  sereiiiig  link. 
OhI  inthatftitoreletustUttk 

To  hold  each  heart  the  heart  tiist  ih«i. 
With  them  the  immortal  watSB  drink, 

And  soul  in  soul  grow  deatUesi  thrin! 


THB  WILD  OAZBLLB. 

Ths  wad  gaselle  on  Jndah's  bins 
Exulting  yet  may  bound. 

And  drink  from  aU  the  Uring  riDi 
That  gush  on  holy  groond ; 

Its  airy  step  and  glorioos  9f9 

May  glance  in  tameless  transport  by^ 

A  step  as  fleet,  an  eye  more  bri^ 
Hath  Judah  wHness'd  there ; 


I&habituiti  1 
TUoada 

Hon  biMt  «Mh  pdm  tiMt  sltadM  thoM 
Than  Inail't  Matteed  mm ; 

Fte,  taking  root,  H  tiMM  naniM 
laaoiitBrjrgnoo: 

It  flaanot  qtdt  Ha  plaeo  of  Ur^ 

It  win  MOC  Irra  im  otiMT  oaz^ 


But  we  moat  mmdar  irititeringlx, 

In  other  lands  to  die ; 
And  irhen  our  iktlwra*  aahoa  be, 

Oor  own  maj  nofer  lie: 
Our  temple  hath  not  left  a  stone, 
And  Mockery  aita  on  Salem's  throne. 


OHI  WBBP  FOB  THOSE. 

Os!  weep  fcr  those  tiiat  wept  hjr  Babel's  stream. 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream ; 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Jndah's  broken  shell ; 
Monni'  ^here  their  God  hath  dwelt  the  Oodlesa 
dwellt 

And  when  riiall  Israel  lare  her  bleeding  feet? 
And  irtien  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seem  sweet  ? 
And  Jndah's  melody  onoe  more  rejoioe 
The  hearts  that  leap'd  hefiDre  its  hearenlj  Toice  ? 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  wearj  breast. 
How  shall  je  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild  dore  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  eare. 
Mankind  their  eonntry— Israd  bat  the  grare ! 


ON  JORDAN'S  BANKS. 


HBLOIKIBS. 

And  tbs  TsJM  rf  ■j  MnwBtiig  Ii  aw. 
And  tiha  BMHrntalns  behold  me  M  mm: 
If  ^kMdttatlkmlayaalMr^ 
Than  eaanot  ba  poi»  in  tiha  blow  I 

Andof  l3iia,oh,aiyykttarl  bas«i»- 
Thait  tha  blood  af  ^  ehIM  is  M  p«« 
As  tha  blessing  I  bsf  si«  it  iow, 
And  tiha  last  thooght  that  sovtbsa  mm 

Thoogh  the  viigins  of  Salem  lamant. 
Be  the  Jndga  and  the  hero  vnbant  1 
I  have  won  the  great  battle  Ibr  thee. 
And  my  Father  and  Coontiy  are  Ikee! 


When  this  blood  of  thy  giving  hath  gash'dt 
When  the  Toiee  that  thon  lovest  is  hnahM, 
Lst  my  aMMsy  still  be  thy  pride. 
And  Ibrget  not  I  smtlad  as  I  died  1 


•u 


Oir  Jordan's  banks  the  Arab's  osneb  stray. 
On  Skm's  hill  the  FsIm  One's  Totaries  yray. 
The  Baal  adnwr  bows  on  Sinai's  stee|K« 
Tetthere-«T«nthere-^hQodl  thythnadnaalsep 

There    where  tiiy  flager  seorehed  the  tablet  stanel 
There    where  thy  shadow  to  thy  people  dione ! 
Thy  glory  ehronded  in  its  garb  of  ihre: 
Thyself  none  llring see nd not expirel 

Oh!  in  the  lightning  let  Ihyglanee  appear! 
Sweep  tnm  his  shiTer'd  hand  the  oppressor's  spear : 
How  long  by  tyrants  shall  thy  land  be  trod  I 
How  long  thy  temple  wotshiidess,  Oh  Qod  1 


JBPHTHA'S  DAUQHTS&. 

SmoB  oor  Coontcy,  enr  Godr— Oh»  m^  fitael 
Demand  that  thy  Danghter  expire ; 
Siaoe  thy  trinmph  was  bonght  by  thy  voi^— 
Strike  the  bosom  that's  bared  for  thee  now| 


OH!  SNATCH'D  AWAT  IN  BBATmrS 
BLOOM. 

Oh  !  snateh'd  away  in  beanty's  bloom, 
On  thee  shall  press  no  ponderoos  tomb ; 
Bat  on  thy  tnrf  shall  roses  rear 
Their  leares,  tiie  earlleet  of  the  year; 
And  the  wild  cypress  wsto  in  tender  gloom: 


And  oft  by  yon  bloe  gashing  stresm. 
Shall  SoxTOW  lean  her  dsooping  head. 

And  feed  deep  thooght  with  many  a  dieam. 
And  lingexing  panse  and  lightiy  tread ; 
Fond  wretohl  as  if  her  step  distnrb'd  the 

Away  I  we  know  that  tears  are  Tain, 
That  death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  dialiaMS 

Win  this  nnteach  «s  to  oomplain  ? 
Or  make  one  meomsr  weep  the  less  ? 

And  thou— who  teU'st  me  to  forget, 

Thy  looks  ars  wan,  thine  eyea  are  wat. 


MY  SOUL  IS  DARK. 

Mt  seal  is  dark-jOh  I  qoickly  stnng 

The  haip  I  yet  ean  brook  to  hear ; 
And  let  thy  gende  Angers  fling 

Its  melting  mormors  o'er  mine  ear. 
If  in  this  heart  a  hope  be  dear, 

That  sound  shsU  oharm  it  ilorth  again : 
If  in  theee  eyes  there  lark  a  tear. 

Twill  flow,  and  cease  to  bom  my  brain 

Bat  Ud  the  stndn  be  wild  and  deepi 

Nor  let  ^  notes  of  Joy  be  fltst . 
I  taU  thee,  minstoel,  I  mnst  weep. 

Or  else  this  heaTy  heart  will  burst; 
For  it  hath  been  by  aonow  naist. 

And  ached  in  slsepless  silMice  long ; 
And  now  'tis  doom'd  to  know  the  wont. 

And  break  at  onoe-Hnr  yield  to  song 


BtBOn  W0BUL 


I  SAW  TiEBB  WBBP. 


I  SAW  thMtrscfp-^liebiglariglit  IMT 

Came  o'er  thai  aye  of  bbM; 
And  then  methought  it  did  appear 

A  Mhst  dseppiA^  dew : 
I  law  tikM  iBiile-*^e  aapphire's  blase 

Beeide  thee  eeteed  te  ahine ; 
It  eooUl  noi  natch  the  tiding  nye 

That  fiU'd  that  glance  of  thine. 

As  douda  from  yonder  van  leeeive 

A  deep  and  mellow  dye, 
Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  eve 

Can  banish  from  the  sky, 
TiMMe  smiles  apom  the  moodiest  mind 

Their  own  pvre |oy  impart; 
Their  sunshine  leaves  a  glow  behxiid 

That  lightens  o*er  the  heazt. 


THY  DATS  AEE  DONE. 

Tht  days  are  done,  thy  fame  begun ; 

Thy  country's  strains  record 
The  triumphs  of  her  chosen  Son, 

The  slaughters  of  his  sword  I 
The  deeds  he  did,  the  fields  he  won, 

The  freedom  he  restored  t 

Though  fhou  art  CfUl'n,  while  we  are  free 
Thou  ahalt  not^taste  of  death ! 

The  generous  blood  that  flow'd  from  thee 
Disdain'd  to  sink  beneath : 

Within  our  veins  its  currents  be, 
Thy  spirit  on  our  breath ! 

Thy  naase,  ear  dunrgiBg  hoets  along. 

Shall  be  the  battie«woidl 
Thy  fall,  the  theme  of  ehonl  seng 

From  siigin  voieee  poer'd  1 
To  weep  woald  do  thy  glory  wrong ; 

Thou  shalt  not  be  deplored. 


SONG  OF  SAUL  BEFORE  HIS  LAST 
BATTLE. 

Wabbiobs  and  Chiefs  I  should  the  shaft  or  the 


Pierce  me  in  leading  the  host  of  the  Lo«d» 

Heed  not  the  corse,  though  a  king's,  in  your  path : 

Bury  your  steel  in  the  bosoms  of  Oath  1 

Thou  who  art  bearing  my  buckler  and  bow, 
Should  the  wddiers  of  Saul  look  awny  frern  t^  foe, 
Stretch  me  that  aoment  in  Ueed  at  thy  feet  t 
Mine  be  the  AeoM  whieh  they  dased  Mt  to  meet 

Farewell  to  odiers,  bat  never  we  part. 

Hear  to  toy  toyalty,  eon  of  my  heart! 

Blight  Is  the  diadem,  boundless  the  sway. 

Or  kingly  the  deetii,  which  awaits  vsto-daiyl  i 


BAf^h, 


Thou  whose  epeli  csb  nise  tl 
Bid  the  piephet*e  fban  appear. 

«  Samuel,  raise  thy  buried  heed  1 
King,  behold  the  phantom  eeer  1 " 
Earth  yawn'd ;  he  ^eod  the  centre  of  a  dead: 
Light  changed  its  hue,  retiving  from  his  shnMid. 
D^th  stood  all  glassy  in  hie  fixed  eye; 
His  hand  was  witiier'd,  and  his  veins  were  dry ; 
His  foot,  in  bony  whitenees,  gjUtter'd  thevs^ 
Shrunken  and  sinewless,  and  ghastly  bare ; 
From  lips  that  moved  not,  and  unbieathing  frail, 
Like  cavem'd  winds,  the  hoUow  aooents  came. 
Saul  saw,  and  fell  to  earth,  as  falls  the  oak» 
At  once,  and  blasted  by  the  thunder-stroke. 

"  Why  is  my  sleep  disquieted  ? 
Who  is  he  that  calls  the  dead  ? 
Is  it  thou,  O  king  ?    Behold, 
Bloodless  are  tiiese  Umbs,  and  cold : 
Such  are  mine;  and  such  shall  be 
Thine  to*morrow,  when  with  mei 
Ere  the  coming  day  is  done. 
Such  shah  thou  be,  such  thy  son. 
Fare  thee  well,  but  for  a  day ; 
Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  day. 
Thou,  thy  raoe,  lie  pale  and  low. 
Pierced  by  shafts  of  many  a  bow  ; 
And  the  falchion  by  thy  side 
To  thy  heart  thy  hand  shall  guide: 
Crownleas,  breathless,  headless  iaB, 
Son  and  sire,  the  house  of  Saul !  '* 


"ALL  IS  VANITY,  SAITH  THE 
PBEACHEE." 


Faicb,  wisdom,  lore,  and  po^ 
And  health  and  youth  possess'd  m 

My  goblets  blush'd  from  every  vine, 
And  lovely  fimns  earees'd  me ; 

I  sumn'd  my  heert  in  beauty's  eyas» 
Ajid  felt  my  eoul  grow  tender ; 

All  earth  can  give,  or  mortal  priaa, 
Wee  mine  of  regal  spleader. 

I  etrite  to  number  e'er  what  dayv 
BMneasbcenee  oaa  disoovsr, 

Which  all  of  life  er  es 
Would  lure  me  to  live  i 


There  rose  no  d^r»  theee  sell'd  bo  hov 

Of  pleasure  unembitter'di 
And  not  a  trapping  dedi'd  my  poiiiw 

That  gaU'd  not  while  it  glitter'd. 

The  serpent  of  the  field,  by  art 
And  spells,  is  won  from  hanning; 

But  that  which  coils  around  the  heart. 
Oh!  who  hath  pofferefehamlag^ 

It  irtn  net  list  to  wiedom'a  lore, 
Nor  music's  'vetee  can  hse  it  $ 

But  there  it  stmge  fer  evenuoie 
The  eoiil  tfiat  mvet  endiite  U. 


iM 


WHEN  OOiMnaS  WBAPft  TOi  mVBE* 
mo  OLAT. 


II  MttMt  4te,  it  6ttuu»t  atef » 
But  kares  its  dttrkcn'd  dwt  behind. 

TbsB,  WMnbodiad,  dpCh  tt  tNM 
B7  itapt  mck  pliuMf  s  hMmly  way  F 

Or  m  «l  MiM  Hm  nalBM  «f  ipMi, 
A  thing  of  eyw^  ttfti  all  rarrey  ) 

Btanal,  bMBdlMs,  nndMa^it 
A  bought  nnaaen,  hat  tedng  all, 

AD,  aU  in  earth,  or  ikiei  diapUy'd, 
Shan  it  anrrey,  ahaU  it  reoall: 


80  darkly  of  departed  yeara. 

In  one  hxoad  ^anee  the  Boal  haholda, 

And  ally  that  waa,  at  onee  ^>peait« 


I  Creation  peopled  earth, 

Ita  qre  ahaU  roll  through  ehaoa  back ; 
And  where  the  ftirtheat  heaven  had  birth, 

The  apirit  traee  ita  riahug  tmek. 
And  where  the  fatnre  maia  or  makee, 

Ita  glance  dilate  o'er  all  to  be. 
While  aim  ia  qnendk'd  orayrten  famakn, 

FIz'd  in  ita  own  etemity. 

Abore  or  Loto,  Hope,  Hate,  or  Year, 

It  Irvea  all  paadonleea  and  pore : 
A»  age  ahali  fleet  like  earthly  year ; 

Its  yeara  aa  momenta  shall  endue. 
Away,  away,  without  a  wing, 

O'er  all,  throogh  all,  its  tkiovghts  AaUfly  t 
A  namelffsa  and  eternal  thing, 

Forgetting  what  it  was  to  die. 


YlffiLON  OF  BBLSHAZEAB. 


Tsa  king  ww  m  1 

The  flataapa  thronged  the  haB ; 
A  thonsand  bright  lampe  shone 

O'er  that  high  featiral. 
A  Ihovaand  ovpe  of  goU, 

In  Jadah  deemM  divin^^ 
Jehorah's  vessels  hold 

The  godlees  Heatiien'a  wine . 


In  that  same  hew  and  halU 

The  fingers  of  a  hand 
Came  forth  against  the  wall. 

And  wrote  as  if  on  sand: 
The  fingers  (^  a  man  ;— 

A  solitary  hand 
AkmgtheletlmsaA, 

AndtraeedthsMlikea 


Xhenenanh  saw,  and  aheok. 

And  bade  no  more  r^oice ; 
AH  bkMdless  wan'd  his  took. 

And  treiMilona  hia  veiee. 
^Lat  the  men  of  toco  appear,     \ 

The  wisest  of  Hw  earth, 
A^  espovnd  the  werda  ef  ftar, 

Whidi  mat  ew  lor^  ntrO.'* 

m 


ChaUaite  iesw  «•  good, 

Bvt  hen  tfiey  have  no  eUll; 
AaAthe  m^aown  letlsia  etMd 

Untold  and  awMatOl. 
AndBabel'am«of  age 

Am  wise  said  deep  in  lore 
Bat  wtm  tfiey  wwe  not  sage, 

TheyaaoF   bntknewnoi 


liathetond, 

A  stranger  and  a  yonth. 
He  heard  the  king-a  eon 

He  saw  that  wdMng's  trattu 
The  lamps  aroond  were  bright. 

The  propheey  in  view; 
He  xeed  it  on  that  night,-- 

The  menww  pvofed  it  tme. 

*«Belshasmr*s  grate  is  made. 

His  kingdom  paae'd  away, 
He,  fai  tihe  belanee  weigh'd. 

Is  lis^t  and  worOOesa  elaf . 
The  shroad,  his  robe  of  state. 

His  csnopy  the  stone ; 
The  Hede  Is  at  his  gate! 

The  Persian  on  his  threne  " 


SUN  OF  THB  SLBBPLBSSt 

Bw  of  the  sleepless !  melancholy  start , 
Whoee  tearfhl  beam  glows  tiemalously  fiv, 
That  show'st  the  darkness  thou  canst  not  dispel. 
How  like  art  thoa  to  Joy  remember'd  weU  I 
So  gleams  the  past,  the  light  of  otlier  days, 
Whieh  shines,  but  warms  not  with  its  powerless  royei 
A  nifl^beem  Sonow  watdieth  to  behold, 
Distinct,  bat  distant— clear— bat,  oh  how  oold ! 


WSBX  MT  BOeOM   AS  FAL8B  AS  THOtT 
DBBM'ST  rr  TO  BB. 

Whu  my  bosom  as  ftlse  as  tiioa  deem'st  it  to  be, 

I  need  not  hare  wander'd  tm»iu  Oal&ee ; 

It  was  bat  abjaring  my  creed  to  eflBkoe 

The  earse  whfeh,  thoasay'st,  is  the  crime  of  my  raee. 

If  the  bad  never  trhmiph,  tiien  God  is  with  Oee  T 
If  the  slave  only  sin,  then  art  spotless  and  fires  * 
If  the  Bzile  on  earth  is  an  Oateast  on  high, 
Live  OB  in  thy  lidth,  bat  in  mine  I  will  die. 

I  have  lost  for  that  felth  more  than  thoa  canst  oetow. 
As  tho  God  who  permits  thee  to  prosper  doth  know; 
In  his  hand  is  my  heert  and  my  hope  and  in  thlas 
The  land  and  the  lilb  which  for  him  I  resign. 


HBBO01I  LAXBNT  FOE  MABIAMHH. 


Ok,  Xsriamnel  now  for  thee 
The  heart  for  which  thoa  Ued'st  is 

Bevenge  is  tost  in  agony, 
And  wild  rssastss  to  sage  sneseedti 


«S3 

Oh,  MttlamM  1  wlMM  art  flMm  ? 

Thou  ouitt  not  hmr  mj  bitter  pteadiag ; 
'  Aht  eonldit  tbou^^thoa  wonldit  pftidon  now» 
Though  HeaTta  were  to  mj  pnyer  nnhoediiig. 

And  is  ihe  dead  ?— and  did  they  dave 

Obey  mj  freniy*!  jeelou*  raViiig  ? 
My  wnth  bat  doom'd  my  own  deqieir; 

The  sword  that  smote  her  's  o'er  me  waTing.— 
Bnt  thou  art  cold,  my  muxder'd  love  I 

And  this  dark  heart  is  Tainly  orafing 
For  her  i^o  soars  alone  abore, 

And  leares  my  soul  unworthy  saTlng. 

She*s  gone,  who  shared  my  diadem; 

She  sonk»  with  her  my  joys  entombing ; 
I  swept  that  flower  from  Judah's  stem 

Whose  leares  for  me  alone  were  blooming. 
And  mine's  the  guilt  and  mine  the  heU, 

This  bosom's  desolation  dooming ; 
And  I  hare  eam'd  thooe  tortores  well, 

Whieh  nnoonsamed  are  still  oonsoming  1 


ON  THE  DAT  OF  THB  DBSTKtJCTION  OF 
JERUSALEM  BT  TITUS. 

Fbok  the  last  hill  that  looks  on  thy  onee  holy  dome, 
I  beheld  thee,  Oh  Sion !  when  render'd  to  Biome : 
Twas  the  last  sun  went  down,  and  the  flames  of 

thyfaU 
Flash'd  baek  on  the  last  glance  I  gare  to  thy  wall. 

I  look'd  for  thy  temple,  I  look'd  for  my  home. 
And  forgot  for  a  moment  my  bondage  to  come; 
I  beheld  bat  the  death-flre  that  fed  on  thy  fane. 
And  the  fast-fetter'd  hands  that  made  Tengeanoe  in 
vain. 

On  many  an  ere,  the  high  spot  whenoe  I  gased 
Had  refleeted  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it  biased; 
MRiile  I  stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld  the  deeliae, 
Of  the  rays  from  the  moontain  that  shone  on  thy 
shrine. 

And  now  on  that  moiintain  I  stood  on  that  day, 
Bat  I  mark'd  not  the  twilight  beam  melting  away ; 
Oh  {  would  that  the  lightning  had  glared  in  its 

stead, 
And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  oonqoeror's  head ! 

But  the  Qods  of  the  Pagan  shall  never  proAme 
The  shrine  where  Jehovah  disdain'd  not  to  reign : 
And  soatter'd  and  seom'd  as  thy  people  may  be, 
Our  worship,  oh  Father !  is  only  for  thee. 


'While  tndly  we  giaed  on  the  nvw 
Which  roll'd  on  in  freedom  below. 

They  demsnded  the  song ;  but,  oh  new 
That  triumph  the  stranger  shsU  knew  I 

May  this  right  hand  be  irither'd  fbr  ever, 
Bm  it  string  our  high  harp  for  tiM  Am  1 

On  the  willow  that  harp  is  suspended. 
Oh  Salem  I  its  sound  should  be  free; 

And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were  ended 
But  left  me  that  token  of  thee: 

And  ne'er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  blended 
With  the  voice  of  the  spoiler  by  mel 


THX.  DBSTBUCTION  OF  SENNACHEBia 

THBAssyziAa  came  down  like  the  w^  on  tiie  fold. 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stsrs  on  the  sea. 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Oalflee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  foreet  when  Summer  b  green. 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  seen : 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Autumn  hath 

blown» 
That  host  on  tiie  morrow  lay  wither'd  and  strown. 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on  the  blael. 
And  breathed  in  the  foce  of  the  foe  as  he  pasa'd; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax'd  deadly  and  chin. 
And  their  hearts  but  onee  heaved,  and  forever  grew 
still  1 

And  thttrs  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril  all  vride. 
But  through  it  there  roll'd  not  the  breath  of  hk 

pride: 

And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  tiia  tuil^ 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rook-beating  eurf. 

And  there  Uy  the  rider  distorted  snd  pale. 
With  the  dew  on  his  broWi  and  the  rust  on  his  nndl; 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone, 
The  lanoee  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows  of  Ashur  are  loud  in  their  wail. 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
And  the  might  of  the  GentUe,  uasmote  by  Urn 

sword, 
Hath  melted  like  snow  In  the  glance  of  the  Loidi 


FEOM  JOB. 


BT  THE  EIYEBS  OF  BABYLOU  WE  SAT 
DOWN  AND  WEPT. 

Wa  sat  down  and  wept  by  the  imteis 
Of  Babel,  and  thought  of  the  day 

When  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  his  shmghtect, 
Made  Salem's  high  places  his  pr^; 

And  ye,  oh  her  desolate  daughters  1 
Were  scatter'd  all  weeping  away. 


A  spimiT  pass'd  before  me:  I L 

The  ISmo  of  Inmiortality  unveQ'd— 
Deep  sleep  came  down  on  every  ^ye  savn  ndae- 
And  there  it  stood,— eU  formless— bnt  dMnn : 
Akmg  my  bones  the  creeping  flesh  did  quake; 
And  as  my  damp  hair  stiffon'd,  thus  H  spake: 

**  Is  man  more  Just  than  God  ?    Is  man  mure  i 
Than  he  who  deems  even  Seraphs  inseoore  ? 
Crsatares  of  eUy-^vain  dwellers  in  the  duet  I 
The  moth  survives  you,  and  are  ye  mote  Just? 
Things  of  a  day  1  yon  wither  ete  the  nS^ 
Heedlees  and  blind  to  Wisdom's  wasted ll^t  I* 


THE  LAMENT   OF  TASSO. 


ADTBBTISBHBNT. 

At  Fcnaxa,  in  the  libnry,  mn  pietetved  the 
wigiaal  H8S.  of  Tmso'i  CHeratilmnina  and  of 
Oottrini't  Paitor  FIdo,  with  letters  of  Taiao,  one 
fron  initian  to  Ariosto ;  and  the  inketand  and  chair, 
the  tontb  and  the  honee  of  the  Utter.  But  •§  mle- 
ibrtane  Ikas  •  greater  interest  for  posterity,  and  Ut- 
tie  or  none  far  the  eontemporarj,  the  oell  where 
TiuBO  wit  eonftned  in  the  hospital  of  fit  Anna 
attiacts  a  more  fixed  attention  than  the  residenee  or 
tiie  monunent  of  Ariosto— at  least  it  had  this  eibet 
on  me.  There  sre  two  inscriptions,  one  on  the  outer 
gate,  the  second  otst  the  cell  itself,  inriting,  nnne- 
esssarilj,  the  wonder  and  the  indignation  of  the 
spectator.  Ferrara  is  much  decayed,  and  depop- 
cdated;  the  eastle  stiU  exists  entire ;  and  I  saw  the 
eoort  where  Parisina  and  Hugo  were  heheaded, 
leenffdfag  to  the  annil  of  Gibbon. 


Lov»  yean  !-4t  triss  Hm  tbrffilng  frame  to  %•» 
And  eei^e-epirH  of  a  Child  of  Song— 
I«ong  yean  of  outrage,  calumny,  and  wrong  j 
Impvlcd  madness,  prison'd  solitude, 
Aad  the  adndf  s  canker  In  its  sarage  mood. 
When  tiM  impatiettt  tiiint  of  light  and  air 
Paaehes  the  heart ;  and  the  abhorred  grate, 
lUning  the  sunbeams  with  its  hideous  shade. 
Works  through  the  throbbing  eyebell  to  thebnin 
WM  aket  eense  of  heatineee  and  pains 
And  bsBU,  at  onee,  Captitlty  display'd 
Staade  soeAng  thorough  the  nerw^pen'd  gaie, 
WUeh  nothing  tiirongh  its  ban  admits,  eave  day 
And  taifiliis  food,  whieh  I  hare  eat  alone 
rm  its  misoffial  bitterness  is  gone; 
And  I  can  banquet  like  a  beast  of  prey, 
0uUeB  and  Isaely ,  oouebing  in  tiie  eate 
Whieih  ismy  kir,  sod— It  may  be— my  gfsfu. 

babenie.    Istoopaottodatpair; 

with  mine  agony, 

wmgs  wheiewllh  to  ovsrfiy 

of  uiy  dungeon  wsU, 
Hely  flepulshn  Item  thnll ; 


And  rereU'd  among  men  and  thing!  diYiast 

And  pour*d  my  spirit  oyer  Palestine^ 

In  honor  of  the  seared  war  far  hhn. 

The  God  who  was  on  earth  and  is  in  heaTsn, 

For  he  halh  strangthen'd  me  in  heart  and  limb. 

That  through  this  sufleranoe  I  might  be  faKgiTM* 

I  have  employ'd  my  penance  to  record 

How  Salem's  shrine  was  won,  and  how  adored. 

n. 

But  this'is  o'er— my  pleassnt  task  is  done  ;— 

My  hmg  eustalning  friend  of  many  yean ! 

If  I  do  blot  thy  final  page  with  teen, 

Know,  that  my  sorrows  hare  wrung  tnim  me  none 

But  thou,  my  young  creation  t  my  soul's  child  1 

Which  erer  playing  round  me  came  and  smiled. 

And  woo'd  me  Ihmi  myself  with  thy  sweet  si^t» 

Thou  too  art  gone— and  so  is  my  delight : 

And  thersfara  do  I  weep  and  iUy  bleed 

With  this  last  bruise  upon  a  broken  reed« 

Thou  too  art  ended— what  is  left  me  now  ? 

For  I  have  augniah  yet  to  bear-«nd  how  ? 

I  know  not  that— but  in  the  Innate  force 

Of  my  own  spirit  shall  be  found  resource. 

I  hare  not  sunk,  far  I  had  no  remorse, 

Koff  canee  ibr  such :  they  call'd  me  mad    and  «iy 

OhLeonoral  wilt  not  Clou  reply  ? 

I  was  indeed  deUrious  in  my  heart 

To  Uft  my  lo?e  so  lofly  as  thou  art ; 

Bat  sifll  my  ftuniy  was  not  of  tiw  mind; 

I  knew  my  ftmlt,  and  foal  my  ] 

If ot  less  beeaase  I  eoAr  n  unbent. 

That  thou  wmt  beeatiftil,  aad  I  aot  bliad, 

HaA  besB  the  Bia  wUeh  skate  me  fipsm  1 

Bat  let  them  go,  or  tortare  as  th^  will. 

My  heart  eaa  BnMply  tUae  Image  stilli 

Saeeeeefol  love  may  sate  itestf  away. 

The  wretched  en  tiwfaMdU;  tiethelrfoto 

To  have  all  fssHng  ean  tfm  oaa  decay. 

And  every  pearf) 

As  rapid  rivsn  I 

Batounisf 

HL 
Above  me,  knki  thehmgaad] 
Of  ndade  and  bedke  la  captivity. 
AadhmkI  the  leak  and  the  iacceeafa^  hoai 
Aad  the  half-^amrtioalate  blasphemy  1 
Then  be  eema  hsM  with  worse  than  ikeai^  iMlb 
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)  who  do  still  goad  on  the  o'er-lahor'd  mind, 
\nd  dim  the  litUe  light  that's  left  behind 
With  needless  torture,  as  their  tyrants  will 
U  wound  up  to  the  lust  of  doing  ill : 
With  titese  and  with  their  Tiotims  am  I  class'd, 
Ifid  sounds  and  sights  like  these  long  years  have 

pass'd; 
'Mid  tights  and  sounds  like  these  my  life  may  dose : 
80  let  it  be-«for  then  I  shall  repose. 

IV. 
I  have  been  patient,  let  me  be  so  yet ; 
I  had  forgotten  half  I  would  foiget, 
BntitreyiTes— oh!  w««id  ft  were  my  lot 
To  be  forgetful  as  I  am  forgot  !— 
Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  bade  me  dwell 
In  this  Tast  laaar-house  of  many  woes } 
Where  laughter  ii  not  mirth,  nor  thought  the  mind, 
Nor  words  a  language,  nor  er'n  men  mankind  ;^ 
Where  cries  reply  to  curses,  shrieks  to  blows, 
And  eaeh  is  tortured  in  his  seperate  hell— 
For  we  are  crowded  in  our  soUtudes-^ 
Many,  but  each  dirided  by  the  wall, 
Which  echoes  Madness  in  her  babbling  moodfe ;— • 
While  all  can  hear,  none  heed  his  neighbor's  call— 
Nene !  saTe  that  One,  the  Teriest  wretoh  of  all, 
Who  was  not  made  to  be  tiie  mate  of  these. 
Nor  bound  between  Distraction  and  Disease. 
Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  placed  me  here  ? 
Who  hare  debased  me  in  the  minds  of  men, 
Debarring  me  the  usage  of  my  own, 
Blighting  my  life  in  best  of  its  career, 
Branding  my  thoughts  as  things  to  shun  and  fear  ? 
Would  I  not  pay  them  back  these  pangs  again, 
And  teach  them  inward  sorrow's  stifled  groan  ? 
The  struggle  to  be  cafan,  and  cold  distress, 
Whidi  undermines  our  Stoical  success  ? 
No  1— still  too  proud  to  be  ▼indictire'— I 
Hare  pardon'd  princes'  insults,  and  would  die. 
Tea,  SiBtet  of  my  SoTerdgn !  for  thy  sake 
I  weed  all  bitterness  from  out  my  breast. 
It  hath  no  business  where  thou  art  a  guest ; 
Thy  brother  hates— but  I  can  not  detest ; 
Thon  pitiest  not^— but  I  can  not  forsake. 

V. 
Look  on  a  Iotc  which  knows  mot  to  despair, 
But  all  unqnench'd  is  stall  my  better  part. 
Dwelling  deep  in  my  shmt  and  silsai  heoit, 
As  dwells  the  flathsr'd  light^Bg  in  its  dmid, 
Bncompoat'd  wUh  its  dark  and  rolling  shrQfuid» 
Tm  strack,^ortli  iise  the  aU.«thsBeal  dwrtl 
And  thua  at  the  eolHdon  of  tiiy  MBM 
Tha  yMA  thm^ht  still  ia^es  thnmgh  mir 
And  for  a  mMumt  ftll  thiiE«B  as  th^  wwt 
Flit  by  map   they  an  gone— I  am  tbeaMsa* 
And  yet  my  loipe  witWnt  ambitie>  gnm  i 
I  knew  tlhy  atate^  my  statfstt,  and  X  kamr 
A  princess  was  Bo  love-aste  fer  a  baid ; 
I  told  it  not,  Ibrsrt^ad  it  net,it  waa 
8«floient  to  itself,  its  «WB  rewwdi 
And  if  mr  •yM  wfiari'd  it,  they,  alas  1 
Were  pu^'d  by  the  silentness  of  thine. 
And  yet  I  did  not  Tentoie  to  repine. 
Thonwegttaasaacsyittlgliiedahriai, 
WoraUpp'd  at  holy  distsnca,  and  aioMid 
HaUo4l^  ind  meekly  kiM'd  tiModiMly  gm^t 
Not  for  thou  wwt  a  prtnesas,  hat  thst  Love 
Hani  Mbed  l^ea  with  a  glery,  sad  am^'d 
Thy  lineaments  in  beauty  that  dismay'd— 


Oh !  not  dismay'd— 4mt  awed,  like  Ona  ab  .rfe » 
And  in  that  sweet  sererity  there  was 
A  something  which  all  softness  did  surpass 
I  know  not  how^-thy  genius  maater'd  mine 
My  star  stood  still  before  thee :— if  it  were 
Presumptuous  thus  to  lore  without  dssigB, 
That  sad  fatality  hath  cost  me  dear ; 
But  thou  art  dearest  still,  and  I  should  be ' 
P'it  for  this  cell,  which  wrongs  me,  but  fbr  thm 
The  Tery  love  which  lock'd  me  to  my  chain 
Hath  lighten'd  half  its  weight ;  and  for  the  rest, 
Though  hea-vy,  lent  me  vigor  to  sustain, 
And  Vi>ek  to  thee  with  undivided  breast. 
And  A>il  tho  ingenuity  of  Paixb 

VI. 

It  ia  nn  marvel— from  my  very  birth 

My  soul  was  drunk  with  love,  which  did  pervade 

And  mingle  with  whate'er  I  saw  on  earth : 

Of  objects  all  inanimate  I  mads 

Idols,  and  out  of  wild  and  lonely  flowers. 

And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a  paradise, 

Where  I  did  lay  me  down  within  tiie  shade 

Of  waving  trees,  and  dream'd  uncounted  hours. 

Though  I  was  chid  for  wandering;  and  the  wise 

Shook  their  white  aged  heads  o'er  me,  and  said 

Of  such  materials  wretched  men  were  made. 

And  such  a  truant  boy  would  end  in  wo, 

And  that  the  only  lesson  was  a  blow ; 

And  then  they  smote  me,  and  I  did  not  weep. 

But  cursed  them  in  my  heart,  and  to  my  haunt 

Retum'd  and  wept  alone,  and  dream'd  again 

The  visions  which  arise  without  a  sleep. 

And  with  my  years  my  soul  began  to  pant 

With  feelings  of  strange  tumult  and  soft  pain ; 

And  the  whole  heart  exhaled  into  One  Want, 

But  undefined  and  wandering,  tiU  the  day 

I  found  the  thing  I  sought,  and  that  was  thee ; 

And  then  I  lost  my  being  aU  to  be 

Absoib'd  in  thine---the  world  was  pass'd  awiy 

Tkou  didst  snnihilate  thaaarth  to  me ! 

vn. 

I  loved  all  solitude— but  Ittie  thought 
To  spend  I  know  not  wiMt  of  lilii^  nnete 
From  all  communion  with  eodstenoe,  save 
The  maniac  and  his  ^rnat;  had  I  been 
Thefr  fellow,  many  years  ere  this  had  awn 
My  mind  like  theiies  coirupted  to  its  grave. 
But  who  hath  seen  me  writhe,  or  hea^  na  awt  f 
Perchance  in  sooh  a  cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wveek'd  sailor  on  his  dassst  shw^ 
Th»  wyld ia all  befase Mm    infwsisi^are, 
Scarce  twice  the  space  they  must  accord  nj  Ms; 
What  though  h4  perish,  he  may  lift  his  eye^ 
And  with  a  dying  glance  upbraid  the  T 
I  wiU  not  raise  my  own  in  s«ch  reproof 
Although  'tis  douded  by  my  duni^oii  naf 

VIII. 
Yet  do  I  fed  at  thnea  n^  nM  desliMi 
But  wkh  a  sense  ef  its  deoay :— I SM 
UaMWfted  U^ts  deng  ay  nisam  ahina. 
And  a  sttange  demMi^  irtM  ia  vering  tarn 
With  pilfering  pmnha  and  y^Mf  pi 
The  feeling  of  the  hedthAd  and  tha  flne  f 
But  much  to  Onet  who  loi^  hath  ■nisr'd  4% 
Sickness  of  heart,  and  iuin««MM«f  ife«% 
And  sU  that  may  be  borne,  or  can  debase 
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I  Humi^i  aliw  inndei  kad  ban  b«t  I 
BqI  af^  »«7  b«  kagoed  viai  tlwa—dl  Earth 
Abandona— HeaTen  faitala  ma ;— ia  tha  daarth 
Of  aaehdataoa  tha  Paiwaof  KtiI  aai!. 
It  fOMj  be,  teaapt  ne  ftirtb«c«  aad  fnmA 
Againat  tiha  oatwm  waatua  thajr  aaaafl. 
Why  in  thia  fiimaoa  ia  »y  apirit  prarad 
lika  ataal  ia  tempadni  ftia  i  beoaoaa  I  loTad  } 
Baeaaaa  I  lorad  what  sat  ta  Wre,  and  aaa, 
Waa  mora  or  laaa  than  nnrtal,  and  than  smw 

IX. 
I  onoe  waa  qtUk  in  faaliag^-that  ia  o'er  :— 
My  aaaaa  are  oalhma,  or  I  ahoald  hava  daah'd 
My  braU  againat  thaaa  ban  aa  the  aan  taah'd 
U  aaaekary  thnmgh  thean  ;*-if  I  bear  and  bora 
The  mnch  I  have  recounted,  and  tha  aaora 
Which  hath  no  words,  'tia  that  I  wo\dd  not  die 
And  aanetim  with  aalMaaghter  tha  dnUlta 
Which  anand  ma  here,  and  with  a  brand  of 
Stamp  madngaa  deep  into  my  memoiyi 
And  woo  compaaMon  to  a  blighted  name, 
Beilina  ^^  aentenea  which  my  foot  proclana. 
No-it  ahall  be  immortal  I-*«nd  I  mahe 
A  ftitiixa  teuBplo  of  my  piaaent  call, 
Which  natiana  yat  ahall  niit  lor  aigp  arto. 


WhOatkoa^BBnn!  whan  no  laagat  diml 
Tha  dveal  chialii  within  thaa,  ahalt  USk  4mm, 
And  emmbliag  pieoamaal  view  thy  hairfkm  hall, 
▲  poat'a  wreath  ahall  ba  thiaa  on^  ofowa, 
A  poat'a  dungaan  thy  moat  lar  renown, 
Whila  atrangar'a  wonder  o'er  thy  mpooplad  walbt 
And  thoa,  Leonora !  thou-^who  wert  ashamed 
That  aaeh  as  I  ooald  lora-^ho  Unsh'd  to  hear 
To  leea  than  menareha  that  than  conld'a^  ba  dear* 
Oo !  tell  thy  brother  that  my  heart»  witaag»d 
By  grief,  yaaia,  weariniiss    amd  it  may  ba 
A  taint  of  that  he  woald  impute  ta  mo— 
From  long  infaotioa  of  a  dan  like  thia, 
Where  the  mind  rots  oongenial  with  ^  aiif«a» 
Adorea  thee  still ;— «nd  add-^that  whan  tha  lawvi 
And  battlamenta,  which  gfoard  hia  Joyoua  houra 
Of  banqoBt*  danaa,  and  reralt  are  foi9»t« 
Or  left  nntended  ia  a  dnll  lapoae, 
Thia— thia  ahall  ba  a  consecrated  ^Mti 
Bat  Thou— when  all  that  Birth  and  Beauty  throwi 
Of  magia  looad  thae  ia  aztinai-shaU  haTO 
One  half  the  laaial  which  o'eashadea  nj  giava. 
No  power  in  death  can  tear  our  namaa  apar^ 
As  none  ia  lifis  eould  rsadthae  from  my  heart. 
Tea,  Leonora!  it  shall  be  oar  lata 
To  ba  «Bt«inad  f or  ofcr-bat  tao  lata  I 
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Whsh  the  last  sunshine  of  expiring  day 
In  summer's  twilight  weeps  itself  away, 
Who  hath  not  Mt  the  aoftnesa  of  the  hour 
Sink  on  the  heart,  as  dew  along  the  flower  ? 
With  a  pore  feeling  which  abaorba  and  awea, 
While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  pause, 
Ucr  breathing  moment  on  the  bridge  where  Time 
Of  light  and  darkness  foima  an  arch  sublime, 
Who  hath  not  shared  that  calm  ao  atill  and  deep, 
Tlie  Toiceleaa  thought  which  would  not  apeak  but 


▲  holy  concord— and  a  bright  regret, 
A  glorioua  sympathy  with  suns  that  set  ? 
Tia  not  harsh  sorrow-  but  a  tender  wo, 
Nameless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearta  below, 
Pelt  without  bittemesa— but  fell  and  clear, 
A  aweet  dejection— a  transparent  tear, 
Unmix'd  with  worldly  grief  or  selfish  stain. 
Shed  without  shame— and  secret  without  pain. 


L  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  instils, 
When  Snmmer's  day  dedinea  along  the  hilla. 


So  feela  the  fblness  of  our  heart  and  eyea, 
Whelk  all  of  Oeniua  which  can  periah  diaa. 
A  mighty  Spirit  is  eclipsed— a  Power 
Hath   paaa'd  fifom  day   to    darknaaa    to 

hour 
Of  light  no  Ukaneaa  is  bequeath'd-«o  aama, 
Foeua  at  oaoe  of  all  the  raya  of  Fame ! 
The  flash  of  Wit— the  bright  InteUigenoe, 
The  beam  of  Song-^the  blase  of  Eloquence, 
Set  with  their  Sun— but  still  hare  left  behind 
The  enduring  produce  of  immortal  Mind ; 
Fruits  of  a  genial  mom,  and  glorious  noon, 
A  deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  soon. 
But  soull  that  portion  of  the  wondroua  whole, 
These  sparkling  segments  of  that  drding  aoal. 
Which  all  embraced— and  Ughten'd  orer  all. 
To  chaex^-4o  pierce— to  please— or  to  appal. 
From  the  eharm'd  council  to  the  featiTe  board. 
Of  human  feelings  the  unbounded  lord ; 
In  whose  acclaim  the  loftiest  Toices  vied. 
The  praised— the  proud— who  made  his  praiae  thair 

pride. 
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Wlien  ih«  load  erf  of  trampled  Hindoitaxi* 
Atom  to  heaTen  ia,  her  appeal  from  man, 
His  was  the  thnnder— his  the  aTenghig  rod, 
The  inrath— the  delegated  Toice  of  Ood !  [biased 
Which  ihook  the  nations  through  his  lips— and 
Tm  Tanqnish'd  senates  trembled  as  they  praised. 

And  here,  oh  I  here,  where  yet  all  young  and  warm, 
The  gay  creations  of  his  spirit  charm, 
The  matchless  dialogae— the  deathless  wit, 
Which  knew  not  what  it  was  to  intermit ; 
The  glowing  portraits,  fresh  from  life,  that  bring 
Home  to  our  hearts  the  truth  from  which  they  sprfaig ; 
These  wondrous  beings  of  Us  Fancy,  wrought 
To  fnhess  by  the  ilat  of  his  thought. 
Here  in  th^  first  abode  you  still  may  meet. 
Bright  with  the  hues  of  his  Promethean  heat, 
▲  halo  of  the  light  of  other  days. 
Which  still  the  splendor  of  its  orb  betrays. 

But  should  theie  be  to  whom  the  fktal  bHght, 
Of  iiiflittg  Wisdom  yields  a  base  delight. 
Men  who  exult  when  minds  of  hearenly  tone 
Jar  in  the  music  which  was  bom  thefr  own, 
Still  let  them  pause— Ah !  little  do  they  know 
That  what  to  them  seem'd  Yioe  might  be  but  Wo. 
Hard  is  his  ikte  on  whom  the  public  gase 
Is  fiz'd  forerer  to  detract  or  praise ; 
Bepose  denies  her  requiem  to  his  namOt 
And  Folly  lores  the  martyrdom  of  Fame. 
The  secret  enemy  whose  sleepless  eye 
Stands  sentinel— aecusei^udge— and  spy, 
The  foe— the  fool— ihe  jealous-^md  the  rain. 
The  enyious  who  but  breathe  in  others'  pain, 
Behold  the  host  I  delighting  to  deprave, 
Who  track  the  steps  of  Olory  to  the  grave, 
Watch  erery  foult  that  daring  Gtenius  owes 
Half  to  the  ardor  which  his  birth  bestows, 
Distort  the  truth,  accumulate  the  lie, 
And  pile  the  pyramid  of  Calumny ! 
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These  are  his  portion— hut  If  join'd  to  these 
Oaunt  PoTerty  should  league  with  deep  Disease, 
If  the  high  Spirit  must  forget  to  soar, 
And  stoop  to  strire  with  Ifisery  at  the  door. 
To  soothe  Indignity^-^and  &oe  to  fiioe 
Meet  sordid  Rage— and  wrestle  witii  Disgraae, 
To  find  in  Hope  but  the  renew'd  csress, 
The  serpent-fold  of  Airther  Faithlessness,— 
If  such  may  be  the  ills  which  men  assail. 
What  marvel  if  at  last  the  mightiest  fiiil  ? 
Breasts  to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feeling  given 
Bear  hearts  electric— charged  with  fire  from  Heaven* 
Black  witii  the  rude  oolliidon,  inly  torn. 
By  clouds  surrounded,  and  on  whirlwindB  borne. 
Driven  o'er  the  lowering  atmosphere  that  anrrt 
Thoughts  which  have  tom'd  to  i 
and  burst. 


But  far  from  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 
Such  things  should  be— if  such  have  m 
Ours  be  the  gentler  wish,  the  kinder  task. 
To  give  the  tribute  Olory  need  not  ask, 
To  mourn  the  vanquished  beam— and  add  our  mlfea 
Of  praise  in  payment  of  a  long  delight. 
Te  Orators  I  whom  yet  our  councils  yield. 
Mourn  for  the  veteran  Hero  of  oar  field  I 
The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondrous  Tkne  !  * 
Whose  words  were  sparks  of  Immortality ! 
Ye  Bards !  to  whom  the  Drama's  Muse  is  dear. 
He  was  your  Master    emulate  him  hen  I 
Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquence  t 
He  was  your  brother  bear  his  ashes  hence ! 
While  Powers  of  mind,  almost  of  boundless  i 
Complete  in  kind— as  various  in  their  change. 
While  eloquence— Wit— Poesj^-and  Mirth, 
That  humble  Harmonist  of  care  on  Earth, 
Survive  within  our  souls— while  lives  our  sense 
Of  pride  in  Merit's  proud  preeminence. 
Long  shall  we  seek  his  likeness— long  in  vain. 
And  turn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain. 
Sighing  that  Nature  form'd  but  one  such  i 
And  broke  the  die— in  moulding  Sheridan  I 
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Tn  dona— 4mt  yMterday  a  King  I 

And  arm'd  with  Kings  to  9tni9   ' 
And  now  thou  art  a  wamelaw  thing : 

SoabsMt^-TotaliTo! 
If  this  tho  man  of  thooaand  thronea. 
Who  •Irew'd  onr  oarth  with  hoatOa  bonea. 

And  ean  he  thna  anrrfro  ? 
ffinee  he,  niaoall'd  tho  Homing  8tMr, 
Nornui  nor  fiend  hath  Ulen  ao  ftur. 

m-odnded  man !  whj  aeonrge  th j  kind* 

Who how'd  ao  low  the  knee? 
Bj  gadng  on  thyaelf  grown  blind, 

Than  tnnghf  at  the  raat  to  aee. 
Witii  Bkight  nnqneation'd,— power  to  eavo 
Thino  oi^  gift  hath  hoan  the  ^wvo, 

To  thoee  fh&t  worahipp'd  thee; 
Kor  tiU  thy  fidl  oonld  mortab  i 
Ambitkm'a  leea  than  Utdenees! 


Thanka  ibr  that  le8eoB-4t  will  teadi 

To  after-wanriora  more 
Than  high  PhUoaophy  ean  preaoh. 

And  Tainly  preaeh'd  before. 
That  apell  upon  the  minds  of  men 
Bftaks  never  to  unite  again, 

That  led  them  to  adore 
Those  Pagod  thinga  of  aabie  sway. 
With  fronts  of  braaa,  and  feet  of  day. 

The  txiompk,  and  the  Tanity, 

The  nytore  of  the  stri£»— * 
The  earthquake  Toioe  of  '^etory, 

To  thee  the  breath  of  life ; 
The  sword,  the  soeptre,  and  that  sway, 
Which  man  sesa'd  mads  bat  to  dbey , 

Whsrewith  renown  was  iili»~ 
AUqnell'd!— Dark  spirit  I  whatarastbo 
Ths  madness  of  ttqr  msmssy  I 


The  Desolator  desolate  I 

The  Victor  overthrown  I 
The  Arbiter  of  others'  fate, 

A  SuppUant  lor  his  own  I 
Is  it  some  yet  imperial  hope. 
That  with  such  change  ean  calmly  osfa 

Or  dread  of  death  alone  ? 
To  die  a  prince— or  Ihre  a  sIato^ 
Thy  cfaoioe  Is  most  ignobly  taratol 

He*  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak, 

Dream'd  not  of  the  rebound ; 
Chain'd  by  the  trunk  he  rainly  broka— 

Alone— how  look*d  he  round  ? 
Thou  in  the  sternness  of  thy  strength* 
An  equal  deed  has  done  at  length. 

And  darker  fitte  baa  found ; 
He  fell,  the  foreat-prowlers'  prey, 
But  thou  must  eat  thy  heart  away ! 

The  Roman,*  when  his  burning  heart 

Was  slaked  with  blood  of  Rome, 
Threw  down  the  daggei^-dared  depart. 

In  aavage  grandeur,  home.^ 
He  dared  depart  in  utter  acorn 
Of  men  that  such  a  jroke  had  borne. 

Tot  left  him  such  a  doom ! 
SQs  only  glory  was  that  hour. 
Of  self-upheld  abandon'd  power. 

The  Spaniard,^  when  the  lust  of  swaf 
Had  lost  its  quickening  spell. 

Cast  crowns  for  rosaries  away, 
An  empire  for  a  cell ; 

A  strict  accountant  of  his  beads, 

A  subtle  disputant  on  creeds. 
His  dotage  trifled  well: 

Tot  better  had  he  neither  known 

A  bigot's  shrine,  nor  despot's  throna. 
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But  thou— firom  fhy  reluctant  hand, 

The  thunderbolt  ia  wrun^— 

Thy  still  imperial  bride ; 

Too  late  thou  leav'st  the  high  command. 

How  bears  her  breast  the  torturing  hov  t 

To  which  thy  weakness  clung ; 

Still  clings  she  to  thy  side? 

All  £tU  Spirit  as  thou  art, 

Must  she  too  bend,  must  she  too  ahan 

It  is  enough  to  grieve  the  heart, 

Thy  late  repentance,  long  despair, 

To  see  thy  own  unstrung ; 

Thou  throneless  Homicide  ? 

To  think  that  God's  fair  world  hath  bMn 

If  still  she  loves  thee,  hoard  that  gem. 

The  footstool  of  a  thing  so  mean  I 

Tis  worth  thy  vanish'd  diadem ! 

And  Earth  hath  spUt  her  blood  for  him, 

Then  haste  thee  to  thy  sullen  Isle, 

"Who  thus  can  hoard  his  own ! 

And  gase  upon  the  sea ; 

And  Monarohs  bow'd  the  trembling  limb, 

That  element  may  meet  thy  smUe, 

It  ne'er  was  ruled  by  thee! 

Fair  Freedom !  we  may  hold  thee  dear,* 

Or  trace  with  thine  all  idle  hand, 

When  thus  thy  mightiest  foes  their  fear 

In  humblest  guise  have  shown. 

That  earth  is  now  as  free ! 

Oh  1  ne'er  may  tyrant  leave  behind 

That  Corinth's  pedagogue  hath  now 

Transfeir'd  his  by-word  to  thy  brow. 

ThiM  evil  deeds  are  writ  In  gf»o, 

Thou  Timour !  in  his  captive's  cage,* 

Nor  written  thus  in  vain— 

What  thoughts  will  there  be  thino, 

Thy  triumphs  tell  of  fame  no  more. 

While  brooding  in  thy  prison'd  rage  ? 

Or  deepen  every  strain— 

But  one— «« The  world  woe  mine ! " 

If  thou  hadst  died  as  honor  dies, 

Unless,  like  he  of  Babylon, 

Some  new  Napoleon  might  arise. 

To  shame  the  world  again— 

Life  will  not  long  confine 

But  who  would  soar  the  solar  height, 

That  spHt  pour'd  so  widely  Ibrtfe^ 

To  set  in  such  a  starless  night  ? 

So  long  obey'd-40  Uttle  worth! 

Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  hero  dnil 

Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heavm,* 

Is  vile  as  vulgar  day; 

Thy  scales,  MortaUtyl  arejuat 

And  share  with  him,  the  unforghpen^ 

To  all  that  pass  away; 

His  vulture  and  his  rock ! 

But  yet  methought  the  Uving  giwt, 

Foredoom'd  by  God— «  man  aeoonl. 

And  that  last  act,  though  not  tiiy  wml^ 

To  daasle  and  dismay ; 

The  very  Fiend's  arch  mock ; ' 

Nor  deem'd  Contempt  could  thus  make  mirth 

He  in  his  fall  preserved  his  pride. 

Of  these,  the  Conquerors  of  the  earth. 

And,  if  ft  mortal,  had  as  proudly  died ! 
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ODE  ON  VENICE. 


I. 
OiYMiOTl  T««Im!  whan thjmtfble walls 

An  Iflvd  with  tha  w«ten,  th«ra  bImU  be 
A  erf  of  BAtkmf  o'er  thy  tanken  haUf, 

A  lood  baent  along  th«  sweeping  sea ! 
If  I,  a  Bovthsni  wanderer,  weep  for  thee, 
What  slMwld  thj  sons  do  N-^anj  thing  bat  wstp: 
And  jet  they  oi^j  mnrmor  in  their  sleep. 
In  eontrast  with  their  fathers*  as  the  slhne, 
The  dall  grson  ooie  of  the  receding  deep, 
Is  with  the  dashing  of  the  springtide  foam 
That  drires  the  sailor  shipless  to  his  home. 
Are  they  to  thoee  that  were ;  and  thus  they  ereep, 
Cnmehing  and  erab-Uke,  through  their  sapping 


Oh!  agony— 4hat centuries  should  reap 

Vo  mellower  harrest !    Thirteen  hundred  years 

Of  wealth  and  glory  tum*d  to  dust  and  tears ; 

And  every  monument  the  stranger  meets. 

Church,  palace,  pillar,  as  a  mourner  greets ; 

And  even  the  lion  all  subdued  appeaa. 

And  the  harsh  sound  of  the  bsibarian  drum, 

With  dun  and  daily  dissonance,  repeats 

The  eeho  of  thj  tTnaf  s  Toice  along 

The  soft  waves,  onoe  sll  musical  to  song. 

That  heaved  beneath  the  moonlight  with  the  flifobg 

Of  gondolaa-Hmd  to  the  busy  hum 

Of  cheerftd  creaturss,  whose  most  linftil  deeds 

Were  but  the  eveibeating  of  the  heart, 

And  flow  of  too  much  happiness,  which  needs 

The  aid  ef  age  to  turn  its  coame  apart 

From  the  hmuiiant  and  voluptuous  flood 

Of  sweet  sensations,  battling  with  the  blood. 

But  these -are  better  than  the  gloomy  errors. 

The  weeds  of  nations  in  their  last  decay. 

When  Vise  widke  forth  with  her  unsoften'd  teners, 

And  Miitiiii  mediwsi,  and  but  seailes  to  slay ; 

And  Hope  ii  nething  but  a  fiOse  delay, 

The  eiek  man's  lightning  half  kn  hour  ere  death. 

When  Fslntaees,  the  last  mortal  Mrth  of  Pain, 

And  apathy  of  Ihnb,  the  dull  beginning 

Of  the  cold  staggering  race  which  Death  is  winning. 

Steals  vein  by  vein  and  pulse  by  pulse  away, 

Tet  BO  reUevang  the  o'er-tortored  clay. 

To  him  ippeeis  renewal  of  his  breath. 

And  fireedem  the  mere  numbness  of  his  chain  ;— 

And  then  he  talks  of  Hfe,  and  how  again 

He  feels  has  spirit  soaring— albeit  weak. 

And  of  the  fresher  air,  which  he  would  seek  - 


And  as  he  iriuspeis  1 
That  his  thin  flagsr  fmis  1 
And  so  the  fllm  oomms  o*si 
Chamber  ewiiBs  xveadand : 
At  which  he  vainly  eatehee, 
Tni  the  kst  TstOe  ehokee 
And  all  is  iee  end 
That  which  it  was  tiie 

XI. 

TlMie  is  no  hope  fl»r  natlene  l« 

Of maiytheueandyeare    Ihedaliyi 
The  flerwand  ^bb  of  eaeh  reeerciag  age, 
The  everlasting  to  be  which  hath  bm^ 
Hath  taught  us  nought  or  little :  stQl  we  lean 
On  things  that  rot  beneath  our  weight,  and  wear 
Our  strength  away  in  wrestling  witi^  ^e  air; 
For  'tis  our  nature  strikes  us  down :  the  beasts 
SUughter'd  in  hourty  hecatombe  for  feasts 
Are  of  ss  high  an  ordei^-they  must  go 
Even  where  their  driver  goads  them,  thoi^  tt 

slaughter. 

Ye  men,  who  pour  your  blood  ibr  hinge  as  watsr« 
What  have  ^if  given  your  children  in  return? 
A  heritage  of  servitude  and  woes, 
A  blindfold  bondage,  where  your  hire  ii  blows. 
What !  do  not  yet  the  red-hot  ploughshares  lram« 
O'er  which  yon  stumble  in  a  frise  ordeal. 
And  deem  this  proof  of  loyalty  the  fee/; 
Kissing  the  hand  that  guides  you  to  your  sesit. 
And  glorying  as  you  tiead  tiie  glowing  bars  ? 
AH  that  your  sires  have  left  you,  all  that  Time 
Bequeaths  of  free,  and  History  of  sublime. 
Spring  from  a  dilTerent  theme  I — ^Te  see  and  read, 
Admire  and  sigh,  and  then  succumb  and  bleed  t 
Sare  the  few  spirits,  who,  despite  of  all, 
And  worse  than  all,  the  sudden  crimes  engendered 
By  the  down-thundering  of  the  prison-waB, 
And  thirst  to  swallow  the  sweet  waters  tender*d. 
Gushing  from  Freedom's  fount^s — when  the  crowdt 
Madden'd  with  centuries  of  drought,  are  loud. 
And  trample  on  each  other  to  obtain, 
The  cup  which  brings  oblirion  of  a  chain 
Heavy  and  sore,— in  which  long  yoked  they  plough*!!  , 
The  sand,— or  if  there  sprung  the  yellow  grain, 
'Twas  not  for  them,  their  necks  were  too  much  bew^A 
And  their  dead  palates  ehew'd  the  cud  of  pain  ^-• 
Yes !  the  few  spirits    who,  despite  of  deeds« 


Whieh  thej  abhor,  Mnfonnd  not  irith  the  ( 
Those  momentary  starts  from  Nature's  laws, 
Which,  like  the  pestilenoe  and  earthquake,  smite 
But  for  a  term,  then  pass,  and  leave  the  earth, 
With  an  her  seasons  to  repair  the  blight 
With  a  few  sunmers,  and  again  put  forth 
Cities  and  generations— fair,  when  free — 
For,  Tyranny,  there  blooms  no  bud  for  thee ! 

III. 
Olory  and  Empire  I  once  upon  these  towers, 

With  Freedom— godlike  Triad !  how  ye  sate  1 
The  league  of  mightiest  nations,  in  those  hours 

When  Venice  was  an  envy,  might  abate. 

But  did  not  quench,  her  spirit— in  her  fate 
All  were  enwrapped:  the  feasted  monarehs  knew 

And  loved  their  hostess,  nor  could  learn  to  hate, 
Although  they  humbled— ^th  the  kingly  few 
The  many  felt,  for  from  all  days  and  climes 
Bhe  was  the  Toyager*s  worship ;— even  her  crimes 
Were  of  the  softer  order— bom  of  Love, 
She  drank  no  blood,  nor  fattened  on  the  dead, 
But  gladden'd  where  her  harmless  eonqueste  spread ; 
'For  these  restored  tite  Cross,  that  from  above 
Hallow'd  her  sheltering  banners,  which  inoeasant 
Flew  between  earth  and  the  unholy  Creseent, 
Which,  if  it  waned  and  dwindled,  Berth  may  thank 
The  ci^  it  has  clothed  in  ohains,  which  clank 
Now,  creaking  in  the  ears  of  those  who  owe 
The  name  of  Freedom  te  her  glorious  struggles ; 
Yet  she  but  shares  with  them  a  common  wo, 
And  eaU'd  the  <*  kingdom"  of  a  oonquering foe,— 
But  knows  what  all— «nd,  most  of  all,  10s  knos^- 
With  what  set  gilded  terms  a  tyrant  juggles  I 

IV. 
The  name  of  Commonwealth  is  past  and  gone. 
O'er  the  three  fractions  of  the  groaning  globe ; 
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Venice  is  crush'd,  and  Holland  deigns  to  aim 

A  sceptre,  and  endures  the  purple  robe ; 
If  the  free  Switzer  yet  bestrides  alone^ 
His  chainless  mountains,  'tis  but  for  a  time, 
For  tyranny  of  late  is  cunning  grown, 
And  in  its  own  good  season  tramples  down 
The  sparkles  of  our  ashes.    One  great  clime, 
Whose  vigorous  offspring  by  dividing  ocean. 
Are  kept  apart  and  nursed  in  the  devotion 
Of  Freedom,  which  their  fathers  fought  for,  an 
Bequeath'd— a  heritage  of  heart  and  hand. 
And  proud  distinction  from  each  other  land. 
Whose  sons  must  bow  them  at  a  monarch's  1 
As  if  his  senseless  seeptro  wero  a  wand, 
Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science- 
Still  one  great  clime,  in  ftill  and  free  defiance^ 
Yet  roars  her  crest,  unconquer'd  and  sublime. 
Above  the  far  Atlantic !— She  has  teught 
Her  Esau-brothren  that  the  haughty  flag. 
The  floating  fence  of  Albion's  feebler  crag. 
May  strike  to  those  whose  rod  right  hands  havt 

bought 
Righta  cheaply  ean^'d  with  blood.— Still,  stED,  Ibr 

ever 
Better,  though  each  man's  life  blood  were  a  liver, 
That  it  should  flow,  and  overflow,  than  creep 
Through  thousand  lasy  channels  in  our  veins, 
Damm'd  like  the  dull  canal  with  locks  and  chains, 
And  moving,  as  a  sick  man  in  his  sleep. 
Three  paces,  and  then  faltering :— better  be 
Where  tiie  extinguish'd  Spartans  still  are  free. 
In  their  proud  chamel  of  Thennopylae, 
Than  stagnate  in  our  manh,— or  o'er  the  dMp 
Fly,  and  one  current  to  the  ocean  add, 
One  spirit  to  the  souls  our  fiithen  had« 
One  freeman  more,  America,  to  thee  1 


THE  DREAM. 


I. 
Ova  life  is  twofold ;  Sleep  hath  ite  own  world* 
A  boundary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and  existence :  Sleep  hath  ite  own  world, 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality, 
And  dreams  in  their  development  have  breath. 
And  tean  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  joy ; 
They  leave  a  weight  upon  our  waking  thoughte. 
They  take  a  weight  f^m  off  our  waking  toils* 
Jliey  do  divide  our  being ;  they  become 
'A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time, 
AmA  look  like  heralds  of  eternity ; 
They  pass  like  spirite  of  the  past, — they  speak 
.Like  sibyls  of  the  future ;  they  have  powez^* 
^Tbetyrumy  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 
Xhey  make  us  what  we  were  not-^hat  they  will, 
Add  Aake  us  with  the  vision  that's  gone  by, 
Tlie'ttread  of  vanish'd  shadows— Are  they  so  } 
Xa.Miike  past  all  shadow  ?  What  are  they  } 


Creations  of  ^e  mind  ?— The  mind  cm  mak 
Substance,  and  people  planeto  of  ite  own 
With  beings  brighter  than  have  becn«  aad  gff 
A  breath  to  fbrms  which  can  outiiv*  all  fledL 
I  would  recall  a  vision  which  I  dreem'd 
Perehanoe  in  sleep— for  in  itself  a  UMm^rt» 
A  slumbering  thought,  is  eapaUe  of  i 
And  curdles  a  long  Hfo  into  one  hovr. 

n. 

I  saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
Standing  upon  a  hill,  a  gentle  hUI, 
Oreen  and  of  mild  declivity,  the  last 
As  'twere  the  cape  of  a  long  ridge  of  amh. 
Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  ite  base, 
But  a  most  living  landscape,  and  the  wav» 
Of  woods  and  comflelds,  and  the  abodet  of  ■ 
Scatter'd  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  mokt 
Arising  from  such  rustic  roofli ;— 4he  Un 
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Ml 


Wm  oroiro'd  irHk  a  peeolfatf  fiadem 

or  tUM,  In  drealar  urayi  to  flz'd, 

Not  bj  ^e  iport  of  nttnn,  bat  of  mm : 

Tbase  two»  a  maiden  and  a  ytrath,  ivwa  iken 

Oaaing— ^faa  one  on  all  tliat  was  benealh 

Fair  as  herself— but  the  boy  gased  on  hm ; 

And  both  were  yonng,  and  one  was  beauttfbl : 

And  both  were  yonng— yet  not  alike  in  jonth. 

As  the  sweet  moon  on  tiie  horison*s  Terge 

The  maid  was  on  the  ere  of  womanhood ; 

The  boj  had  fewer  sommen,  bnt  his  heart 

Had  fitf  outgrown  his  years,  and  to  his  eye 

There  was  but  one  belored  fitce  on  earth, 

And  thnt  was  shining  on  him ;  he  had  look'd 

Upon  it  tin  it  could  not  pass  awayt 

He  had  no  breath,  nor  being,  bat  in  heit ; 

She  was  his  voice ;  he  did  not  speak  to  her, 

Bat  trembled  on  her  words ;  she  was  his  sight, 

For  his  eye  foUoVd  hers,  and  saw  with  hers, 

Which  color'd  all  his  objects :— he  had  ceased 

To  lire  within  himself ;  she  was  his  life. 

The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts. 

Which  terminated  all :  npon  #tone, 

A  toneh  of  hers,  his  blood  woold  ebb  and  flow 

And  his  eheek  change  tempestnously— his  heart 

Unknowing  of  its  caoae  of  agony. 

Bat  she  in  these  fond  feelings  had  no  share : 

Her  sighs  were  not  for  him ;  to  her  he  was 

Bren  as  a  bsothei^-bat  no  more ;  'twas  much. 

For  bfothedsM  she  was,  sare  in  the  name 

Her  faiftmt  friendship  had  bestow'd  on  him ; 

Herself  the  solitary  scion  left 

Of  a  time>honor'd  race.— It  was  a  name 

Whieh  pleased  him,  and  yet  pleased  him  not— and 

why? 
Time  tanght  him  a  deep  answer— when  she  lored 
Another;  eren  now  she  lored  another, 
And  on  the  snmmit  of  that  hill  she  stood 
Looking  afisr  if  yet  her  loTer'ft  steed 
Kept  paee  with  her  ezpeetancy,  and  flew. 

ra. 

A  change  eame  o*er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

Then  was  an  ancient  mansion,  and  before 

Iti  walls  there  was  a  steed  oaparison'd: 

Within  an  antique  Oratory  stood 

The  Boy  of  whom  I  spake;  he  was  alone, 

And  pale,  and  padng  to  and  fro :  anon 

He  sate  him  down,  and  seised  a  pen,  and  traeed 

Words  which  I  could  not  guess  of ;  then  he  lean'd 

His  bow'd  head  on  his  hands,  and  shook  ss  'twere 

With  a  oonTulsion — then  aroee  again. 

And  with  his  teeth  and  quirering  hands  did  tear 

What  he  had  written,  lAit  he  shed  no  tears. 

And  he  did  cafan  himself,  and  ilz  his  brow 

Into  a  kind  of  quiet ;  as  he  paused, 

The  Lady  of  his  love  reentered  there ; 

She  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  and  yet 

She  knew  she  was  by  him  beloved,— she  knew^ 

For  quickly  comes  such  knowledge,  that  his  heart 

Was  darken*d  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw 

That  he  was  wretehed,  but  she  saw  not  aU. 

He  roee,  and  with  a  eold  and  gentle  grasp 

He  took  her  hand ;  a  moment  o'er  his  foee 

A  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts. 

Was  traced,  and  then  it  faded,  as  it  came; 

He  dropp'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  with  slow  steps 

Betired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu. 

For  they  did  part  with  mutual  smiles  ;•  he  poss'd 


From  out  the  massy  gate  of  Aat  oM  Hill, 
And  mounting  on  hie  steed  he  went  his  way ; 
And  ne'er  repass'd  that  hoaxy  threshold  mme. 

IV. 

A  change  eame  o*er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Boy  was  sprung  to  manhood :  In  the  wilds 
Of  flery  climes  he  made  himself  a  home, 
And  his  Soul  drank  their  sunbeams :  he  was  girt 
With  strange  and  dusky  aspecto  i  he  was  not 
Himself  like  what  he  had  been ;  on  the  sea 
And  on  the  shore  be  was  a  wanderer ; 
There  was  a  mass  of  many  images 
Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was 
A  part  of  all:  and  in  the  last  he  lay 
B^KMing  from  the  noontide  sultriness, 
Coneh'd  among  fallen  columns,  in  the  shads 
Of  ruin'd  walls  that  had  survived  the  names 
Of  those  who  rear'd  them ;  by  his  •looping  side 
Stood  camels  grasing,  and  some  goodly  steeds 
Were  iiuten'dnear  a  fountain ;  and  a  man 
Clad  in  a  flowing  garb  did  watch  the  while, 
While  many  of  his  tribe  slumber'd  sround: 
And  they  were  canopied  by  the  blue  sky, 
So  doudlees,  dear,  and  purely  beantifrd. 
That  God  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  Heaven. 


A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  iny  dreass. 
The  Lady  of  his  love  was  wed  with  One 
Who  did  not  love  her  better :  in  her  hoase, 
A  thousand  leagues  from  his,— 'her  native  1 
She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  Inflttcy, 
Daughters  and  sons  of  Beauty,— but  bdiold ! 
Upon  her  fooe  there  was  the  tint  of  grief. 
The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife, 
And  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  eye 
As  if  its  Uds  were  charged  with  unshed  tears. 
What  could  her  grief  be  ?— she  had  all  she  loved. 
And  he  who  had  so  loved  her  was  not  there 
To  trouble  with  bad  hopes,  or  evil  wish. 
Or  Ql-repressed  ailietion,  her  pure  thoughts. 
What  could  her  grief  be  ?— she  had  loved  him  boI 
Nor  given  him  cause  to  deem  himself  beloved. 
Nor  eonld  he  be  a  part  of  that  which  prey'd 
Upon  her  mind— a  spectre  of  the  past. 

VI. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  splrit4»f  my  dream. 
The  Wanderer  was  retum'd ;  I  saw  him  stand 
Before  an  Altar— with  a  gentle  bride ; 
Her  fkoe  was  fair,  but  was  not  that  which  mail 
The  Starlight  of  his  Boyhood ;— as  he  stood 
Bven  at  the  altar,  o'er  his  brow  then  eame 
The  self-eame  aspect,  and  the  quivering  shMk 
That  in  the  antique  Oratory  shook 
His  bosom  in  ito  solitude;  and  then^ 
As  in  ttiat  houx^-a  moment  o'er  his  foee, 
'The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced,— and  then  it  foded  as  it  same, 
And  he  stood  calm  and  qukt,  and  he  spoke 
The  fitting  vows,  but  heard  not  his  own  words. 
And  all  t]Ungs  reel'd  around  him ;  he  aonld  see 
Not  that  whieh  was,  nor  that  whieh  should 


But  the  old  mansion,  and  the  accustom'd  haB* 
And  the  remember'd  chambers,  and  the  place, 
The  day,  the  hour,  the  sunshine,  and  the  shada, 
All  things  pertaining  to  that  place  and  hour 


M9 

Aa4  her  who  WM  bk  distti  J, 

Aad  ibanmt  themB«lTei  between  hhn  and  the  light: 

What  hnefaiefle  had  tii^  there  at  iooh  a  time  ? 

VIL 
A  ehange  eame  o'er  the  spizit  of  my  dream. 
The  lady  of  his  lore ;— Oh!  she  wae  changed 
As  by  the  sickness  of  the  sonl;  her  mind 
Had  wandered  from  its  dwellixig,  and  her  eyes 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  bat  the  look 
Wh&oh  is  not  of  the  earth ;  she  was  become 
The  qveen  of  a  fitntastio  realm ;  her  thoughts 
Were  combinations  of  disjointed  things; 
And'forms  impalpable  and  miperceired 
Of  other's  sight  fkmiliar  were  to  hers. 
And  this  the  world  calls  firensy ;  bat  tiie  wise 
Hare  a  t/a  deeper  madness,  and  the  gl&nce 
Of  melancholy  is  a  fearftil  gift ; 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth  ? 
Which  stripe  the  distance  of  its  phantasies, 
And  brings  life  near  in  utter  nakedness, 
Making  the  coldreaUty  too  real! 

VIII. 
A  dumge  came  o'er  the  sjMt  of  my  dream. 
Hie  Wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore, 


BlBOirS  WOSKS. 


The  beiags  wUdi  sanNNiDded  nim  were  I 

Or  were  at  war  with  him;  he  was  a  marie 

For  blight  aad  desolation,  eompass'd  rooad 

With  Hatred  and  Contention;  Pain  was  oiix'd 

In  all  whieh  was  senred  op  to  him,  until, 

like  to  tiie  Pontic  monarch  of  old  di^,** 

He  fed  on  poisons,  and  they  had  no  power, 

But  were  a  kind  of  nutriment ;  he  lived 

Through  that  which  had  been  doath  to  many  meOi 

And  nude  him  friends  of  mountains:  with  the  stan^ 

And  the  quick  Spirit  of  the  Unirerse 

He  hdd  his  dialognes ;  and  they  did  teach 

To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries ; 

To  him  the  book  of  Night  was  open'd  wide. 

And  voices  froi^  the  deep  abyss  reveal'd 

A  nuurrel  aad  a  secret— be  it  so. 

IX. 

My  dream  was  past ;  it  had  no  Airiher  change. 

It  was  of  a  strange  order,  that  the  doom 

Of  these  two  creatures  should  be  thus  traoed  out 

Afanoet  Uke  a  reality— the  one 

To  end  in  madness-tjwth  in  misery. 


THE   BLUES: 

A  LITERARY  ECLOGUE. 


▼IMIL. 


Oh  trwt  WW  7«  bModM  « 


'   BCLOGUB  FIBST. 

Xemlon    B^fbr$  <Ae  Door  of  a  Loeture  Boom, 

Enter  T&iLOT,  modmff  Jjkxml, 
Ink.  Tov'xa  too  late. 
TV*.  Is  it  over? 

Ink,  XorwiU  be  this  hour. 

But  tiie  beaches  are  cramm'd,  like  a  garden  in 

flower, 
With  the  pride  of  our  belles,  who  hate  made  it  the 

fSMhion;  • 
80  iastead  of  "beaux  arts,"  we  may  say  «]a  beOo 


For  learaiag,  which  lately  has  taken  the  lead  in 
Ths  world,  and  set  all  the  fine  gentlemen  reeding. 
3Vo.  I  know  it  too  well,  and  have  worn'  out  my 


With  studying  to  study  your  new  pubUcatioas. 
thare's  Vamp,  Scamp,  aad  Mouthy,  and  WordB* 
words  aad  Co 


Whh  their  damnable— 

Ink,  Hold,  my  good  friend*  da  you  know 

Whom  you  speak  to  ? 

TVw.     Bight  well,  boy,  aad  so  does  "the  Bow:" 
You're  aa  author— a  poet— 

Ink,  And  think  you  that  I 

Can  stand  tamely  in  silence,  to  hear  you  deoy 
The  Muses  ? 

2>w.  Excuse  me ;  I  meant  no  oiftnce 

To  the  Niae ;  though  the  aumber  who  make  some 

pretence 

To  their  fkTOcs  is  such but  the  subject  to  drop» 

I  am  Just  piping  hot  from  a  publiaher'B  shop, 
(Next  door  to  the  pastry-cook's ;  so  that  when  I 
Cannot  find  the  new  volume  I  wanted  to  buy 
On  the  bibliopole's  shelves,  it  is  only  two  paces. 
As  one  finds  every  author  in  one  of  those  places,) 
Where  I  just  had  been  skimming  a  ffhsrmiag 

critique, 
So    studded  with  wit,  aad    so    sprinkled  with 

Qieeki 


JvlfQl 


IML  Yetytrae; 'tittotoft 

Aad  to  oooUag^-ihtj  use  it » little  too  oft ; 
And  tlM  pqpott  Ittvo  tot  it  at  lM*-tet  BO  MAtlar. 
80  tii^To  cot  vp  our  fkiond  tfam  ? 

I»«L  KotkftUBAtMtn^ 

Not  a  lag  of  hia  pnoa«t  or  paat  notation* 
Wfaioh  ^«j  can  a  diagiaot  to  tko  ago  and  the  aatioa. 

Ink.  Vm  may  te  k^ar  ttik;  Ibr  frimdabip, 70a 


IVi.  ]lo(  I  left  a  viMUid 


Ov  9e0r  fltod  V-teft  I  thMfl^t  it  wodd  tmoJaate 

•o. 
Omr  Mmdihlp  ii  aMk>I11nad  notliiiig  to  shook  it 
Ten  do'^i  happoA  to  Imvo  the  lUnew  la  your 


of  attthon  and 


(Tai7  Mnr*  no  doebt,  riaea  the  caoae  la  ateother'a) 
AH  icranibling  and  joatliag,  1^  to  naaj  impa, 
And  on  tea  wiih  trnpatjaaca  to  get  the  neat  glimpae. 

Ink.  UtvaJoitttheBft. 

Ai.        What,  vom't  70a  ntnin  to  the  leetnre  ? 

IhL  Why,  the  plaoe  k  lo  oramm'd  thera'i  not 

Baadai^  oni  filand  Seamp  it  to-day  to  abanrd— 

3V«.  flboweaB  yon  tell  that  tai  yea haaz  him? 

Ink.  I  heard 

^oitoeMHghi  and  to  tan  yon  the  troth,  my letreat 
Vaa  from  hia  tile  nonaenae,  no  leaa  than  the  heat. 

7Wk  I  have  had  no  gnat  loot  then  1 

Ink.  Loaa  I— eoeh  a  palawr  I 

rdineankteaoonaf  my  wife  with  the  aUvs 
Of  a  dog  whan  gone  r^bid,  than  lieten  two  hows 
To  the  tonont  of  tiaah  which  aioond  him  he  ponm, 
Pvnp'd  IP  with  rach  eff»rt»  diegoqsed  with  such 


^hat       aome    do  not  make  me  ^eak  ill  of  xrn^B 
iMighbor. 

Dm.  /make yon! 

Ink.  Yee,yoat  Itaidnoftlngnnta 

Ton  oempeVd  me,  by  speaking  the  troth 

Tru.  T^aptakiUf 

U  that  yonr  dedaetion  ? 

Ink^  When  peaking  of  Bonq^ill, 

I  oertainly  ^bttMPt  noC  «s<  an  esamplel 
Xk0  liQiai'a  n  fi»ol»  aa  impostoR,  a  mny. 

2Vo.  And  the  erowd  of  to-day  shows  that  one 
fsol  makaa  ma«y. 
Bvt  we  two  will  be  wiae. 

Mt.  PKay,then»letnsntire. 

J\m.  Iw>ld,bnV-^ 

Imk,  There  most  be  attpMstion  maoh  hi^ier 

Tbsa  >|rMit,ogthe  Jews'harphenick^amethislyTe, 
To  oal)  ywi  to  thk  hot*bad. 

Tra.  I  own  i^—'tis  troe— 

AbkMr- 

Ink.  AmkMm} 

Tru.  MissUlao! 

i^ft.  TheBlael 

The  bwiress  ? 

TVa^  Vhgiggel! 

i^  TUdsvill  wkr»mttil 

Pray  get  oat  of  this  hobble  aa  fkst  as  yon  eaa. 
r«st«ad^thMisaLikiel 'twmldbe  yonrpcriMoni 
She's  a  poet,  a  ehymist,  a  mathsmatisian 


3Vw.  I  say  she's  an  amsL 

<M.  Say  rather  an  m^ 

If  yon  and  she  manry,  yonll  esrtainly  wxangK 
I  as^  ahe's  a  Bhas,  man,  aa  bine  aa  the  ether. 

Dm.  And  ia  that  any  eauae  for  net  eomii^ 


Ink.  Knmph!   I  ean*t  say  I  know  any  hi^pf 
Whieh  has  lately  sprang  up  firom  a  wedleek  witii 


She's  ao  learned  in  aU  things,  and  fondof  coooMipf 
Henelf  in  all  matters  connected  with  leaning, 
That^^ 

Dm.     What? 

Ink.  I  perhaps  may  as  wtU  hold  my  toQgfne, 

But  there*B  fire  hundred  people  can  tell  you  you're 
wrong. 

The.  To»foiget  Lady  Lilac's  as  rich  as  a  Jew. 

Ink.  It  it  mitt  or  the  cash  of  mamma  you  pnran^? 

IVw.  Why,  Jack,  I'll  be  frank  with  yon— eo^ae- 
thinkof  both. 
The  girl's  a  fine  girl. 

Ink.  And  yon  fsel  nothing  loth 

To  her  good  lady-mothsr's  reTenion ;  an^  yoi 
Her  life  is  as  good  as  your  own,  I  will  bet. 

IVw.  Let  her  Hto,  and  as  long  at  the  like^;  1 


Nothing  more  than  the  heart  of  her  daughter  fad 


iia^  Why,  that  heart's  in  the  inkstand    thft 
hand  on  the  pen. 

Dm.  Apropoe— Will  you  write  me  a  song  90W 
and  then? 

Ink.  To  what  purpose  ? 

Tra.        Tou  know,  my  dear  friend,  that  in  prose 
Hy  talent  ie  deoent,  a»  fur  aa  it  goea ; 
But  in  rhyme 

Ink.  You're  a  terrible  stick,  to  be  ew^ 

2Vw»  I  own  it;  and  yet,  in  these  times,  thenfls 
no  lure 
For  the  heart  of  a  fiur  like  a  stanat  or  two ; 
And  ao,  as  I  can't,  will  you  ftunish  a  few  ? 

Ink,  In  your  name? 

7V«.  In  my  name.    I  will  oopy  them  out, 

Te  al%i  into  her  hand  at  the  very  next  rout  ^ 

Ink.  Are  you  so  far  adranced  aa  to  haiard  this  ? 

2Vti.  Why, 

Do  you  think  me  subdued  by  a  Blue-ttocking'a  fye, 
80  fer  as  to  tremble  to  teU  her  in  rhyme 
What  I'tc  told  her  in  prose,  at  the  least  as  tubUme  ? 

Ink.  As  9ubUm9l  If  it  be  so,  no  need  of  my  Mnsf 

TVa.  But  consider,  dear  Inkel,  she's  090  of  the 
*«  Blues." 

Ink.  As  sublime  i-^Mr.  Tncy-rl>f  iMithliMP  to 
say. 
Stick  to  prose    as  sublime ! !— but  I  wish  yong^Cj^ 
dey. 

Dm.  May,  stay,  my  dear  feUow-Hsowsidei^l^ 
wrongs 
I  own  it ;  but,  prithee,  oompose  me  the  swi^ 

Ink.  ^sablimell 

Dm.  I  but  used  the  expression  in  hsets. 

ZbA.  Thatmaybe,lir.  Traqf,  tet  shovrs  daniM 
bedtasteu 

Dm.  I  own  it— I  know  it—acknowledge  itr^fhat 
Can  I  aay  to  you  more  ? 

Ink.  X  see  whet  yon*d  be  at : 

Yon  disparage  my  parts  with  insiduous  abuse,  \jm» 
Till  you  think  yon  can  torn  them  best  to  tout  own 


ftS4 


BTVOlM^  1VQBK& 


IVw.  And  it  not  tiutt  a  lign  I  respect  thom  ? 

JM.  Whrthat 

To  bo  fwre  makeo  a  diffisreneo. 

3Va.  I  know  wlkat  ia  ivhat : 

And  yon,  ivlio*ye  a  man  of  the  gay  world,  no  lees 
Than  a  poet  of  t'  other,  may  easily  gneea 
That  I  nerer  eonld  mean,  hy  a  word,  to  offend 
▲  cenina  like  you,  and  moreoyer  my  ftiend. 

Mk,  No  doubt;  you  by  this  time  should  know 
what  is  due 
To  a  man  of       but  come— let  us  shake  hsnds. 

Dm.  Tou  knew, 

And  you  know,  my  dear  fellow,  how  heartily  I, 
"Whaterer  you  publish,  am  ready  to  buy. 

Ink,  That's  my  bookseller's  business ;  I  care  not 
for  sale; 
Indeed  the  best  poems  at  first  rather  fail. 
There  were  Renegade's  epios,  and  Bot1ftrby*s  plays, 
And  my  own  grand  romance— 

2>«.  Had  its  full  share  of  pndie. 

I  myself  saw  it  puff'd  in  the  "  Old  Oirl's  Berlew." 

Ink,  WhatBeriew? 

TVo.      Tis  the  English  "  Journal  de  Treroux ; " 
A  slaileal  work  of  out  Jesuits  at  home. 
Hare  yon  never  yet  seen  it  ? 
.    Ifnk,  That  pleasure's  to  come. 

Ihi,  Hake  haste  then. 

Ink,  Why  so  ? 

JVn,  I  hare  heard  people  say 

That  it  tioeatened  to  give  up  the  ffhott  t'  other  day. 

Ink.  Well,  that  is  a  sign  of  some  tpirit. 

Trm,  No  doubt. 

Shall  you  be  at  the  Countess  of  Fiddlecome's  rout  ? 

Ink,  I've  a  card,  and  shall  go ;  but  at  inresent,  as 


As  friend  Scamp  shall  be  pleased  to  step  down  from 

the  moon, 
(Whete  he  seems  to  be  soaring  in  senrch  of  his  wits,) 
And  an  interval  grants  from  his  lecturing  fits, 
I'm  engaged  to  the  Lady  Bluebottle's  collation. 
To  partake  of  a  luncheon  and  leam'd  conrersation : 
"Tia  a  sort  of  reunion  for  Scamp,  on  the  days 
Of  his  lecture,  to  treat  him  with  cold  tonguo  and 

praise, 
And  I  own,  for  my  own  part,  that  'tis  not  unpleasant. 
Win  you  go  ?  There's  Miss  lilac  will  also  be  present. 
7hi.  That  "metal's  attractiTC." 
Ink.  No  doubt— ^o  the  pocket. 

2Vo.  You  should  rather  encourage  my  passion 
than  shock  it. 
Bttt  let  us  proceed }  for  I  think,  by  the  hum— - 
Ink.  Very  true ;  let  us  go,  then,  before  thoy  can 
oome. 
Or  aiae  we'll  be  kept  here  an  hour  at  their  levy, 
On  the  rack  of  cross  questions,  by  all  the  blue  bery. 
Hack !  Zounds,  they'll  be  on  us ;  I  know  by  the 

drone 
Of  oH  Botheiby's  spouting,  ex-cathedra  tone. 
Ay  I  lliere  he  is  at  it.    Poor  Scamp !  better  Join 
Tour  Mends,  or  he'U  pay  you  back  in  your  own  coin. 
3V».  AU  fair  i  'tis  but  lecture  for  lecture. 
Ink  That's  dear. 

B«t  tor  Ood's  sake  lef  s  go,  or  the  bote  will  be  here. 
Ovme,  Mme:  nay,  I'm  o£  [BxU  Inkbl. 

Tra.  Tou  are  right,  and  I'll  follow ; 

Tto  high  time  toitn**8ieme  MmmvU  ApoUo.*' 
And  yvt  we  shall  have  the  whole  crew  on  our  kibes, 
BhMS,  dandies,  and  dowagers,  and  second-hand 
■crlbos. 


Att 

With  a  glass  of  Hadeim  at  Lady  Bfassbottle's. 

[BnU- 


BCLOGUB  0BCOND. 

An  AptHrtm0nt  m  tke  Hou»e  of  Ladt  BLUBBomn 
A  Tabiepr^^and. 

Sib  Richard  BLVsnoTTLit  ooka 
Wajb  there  erer  a  man  who  was  maiiied  so  soaaEy  ? 
like  a  fool,  I  must  needs  do  die  thing  in  a  hnry.    ' 
My  life  is  rcTcrsed,  and  my  quiet  destroy^i ; 
My  days,  which  once  pass'd  in  so  gontlo  a  Toid, 
Must  now,  eyery  hour  of  the  twelvO)  be  employ'd : 
The  twelre  do  I  say  ?— of  the  whole  tweaty-fonr, 
Is  there  one  whioh  I  dare  caH  my  own  any  moM? 
What  with  driving  and  visiting,  dancing  and  dining 
What  with  learning,  and  teaching,  and  scribbling, 

and  shining. 
In  scasnoe  and  art,  I'll  be  curst  if  I  know 
Myself  from  my  wife ;  for  although  we  avo  two. 
Yet  she  somehow  conlviTes  that  all  things  shall  bo 

done 
In  a  style  that  proclaims  us  etsmally  one. 
But  the  thing  of  all  things  which  disttesoes  mo  nunt 
Tlian  the  bills  of  the  week  (diough  tiiey  tMrabie  ms 

sore) 
Is  the  numerous,  humorous,  backMtittg  avow 
Of  scribUers,  wits,  lecturers,  wliite»  black,  and  bba, 
Who  are  brought  to  my  house  as  an  inn»  to  my  eost 
—For  the  Inll  here,  it  seems,  is  defray'd  1^  the  hoot— 
No  pleasure !  no  leisure !  no  thought  for  nay  poinsi 
But  to  hear  a  vile  jargon  whioh  addlea  my  tandiiS ; 
A  smatter  and  chatter,  ^ean'd  out  of  reyiews* 
By  the  rag,  tag,  and  bobtail,  of  those  Ikef  eaB 

"Blues;" 
A  xa'bble  who  know  not— But  soft,  here  tiMy  oobo  I 
Would  to  God  I  were  deaf!  aa  I'm  not,  111  l#o  dmnb 

Bnitr  Iulot  BLiTBBOTTLn,  Mna  Liz.ac,  L4DT 
BLUBMouirT,  Mb.  Botbx&bt«  Ikxbii,  Tsaot, 
Mnw  Mazabinb,  and  othen,  vitk  Scaup,  tk§ 
Lecturer,  ^. 

Lndv  BMb.  Ah  t  Sir  Richard,  good  moh«ing ;  Fts 
brought  yon  some  friends. 

Sir  Rich,  (bow,  amdaJUrwarda «8Mfe>If  friendib 
they're  the  first. 

Lady  Blutb.  But  the  Innchocn  attwds. 

I  pray  ye  be  seated,  "  huu  cermnmae." 
Mr.  Seamp,  you're  frttlguod ;  take  your  ehahr  then, 
next  me.  f  2V|f  mU  mL 

SRrJUfi^  fosMlsOIf  he  does,  his  fiitiguo  into  eeme. 

UdyBimk.  Xblkasf- 

Lady  Bluemount— Misa  LOao— bo  pleaaad*  pny,  ts 

place  ye; 
And  yon,  Mr.  Botherby«> 

Botk.  C^,  my  dear  Lady, 

I  obey. 

iMdy  Bkteb.  Mr.  Inkd,  I  ought  to  npbnidyo: 
You  were  not  at  the  lecture. 

Ink.  BxeMoao,Im; 

But  the  heal  ibrcod  me  outin  the  boat  part— sIm! 
And  when— 

Lad^  BMb,  To  bo  sure  it  was  UnQiBg;  hoi  Iha 
You  have  lost  onoh  a  loctnro  \ 


TVs.  HowMoiyoAkMnrtlMt?  tfMn«f»tPOi 


I  deiy  Mm  to  bMt  this  day's  wandnmt  afpUiu 

IML  '  Oli»tfthatb«tiwt«t, 

1  allow  oar  friend  Scamp  haa  thk  dajdmio  hia  bott. 
JfiM  lilao,  p«nit  «M  to  Mp  yo*  ;«^-«  wing  ? 

Mfu  L4L  No  more,  air,  I  thaak  yoo.    Who  loe- 
tvea  MKt  spiliig  f 

hA.  That  is,  if  he  Ufw. 

MtmLO.  AadnhyiMtr 

JUL  Wo  HMtn  whalntw^  wtfo  that  ht^a  a  fot> 
La^BteeoMmat!  a glaM  of  llad«ia ? 
L9d^3kmm.  ymh 

Mk  Mmr  deaa  jwm  frimd  Wottewwda,  that 


b*iia8i. 


? 
Dooi  he  adek  to  hii  Ukea,  like  tho 


ki^a? 
iM^Mmk  Hohttijvilgotaplaoe. 
Ink.  iUalbotmaB? 

Kor  pratea  wHh  fav  aMKi  so  pootie  a  MUBM. 
Jwh  Na7,Iaa«it  him  bo  avil,  b«t  pitted  hU 


Voatiwpaalof 

lowaaranawlifvy;  tiw  men,  aa 'tis  Mt 

IhafttsttiBahahastoni'd  both  hiseraedaad  hU 


X«dy  MiMi.  ForihaaMi  I  repeat.  Uffir  OMSga 

eoiddbiitheai^^ 
£M%r  AIM*.  Havw  Bfeid  a«  friend  Iidiiel  ( we  aU 

haafw»arfdsw> 
TiahiawBj. 
flIrAMA.    Batthiaplaee 
ML  IspsfhapaUkefriandSeamp^s, 

L&S^  Bhu6.  Szense  me-*'tii  ona  in  the  '«the 


How? 


5" 
laooUaaloff. 

2Va.  CoDeotor! 

mtJUeh. 

WmlAL  What? 

.fiii.  I  ahan  think  of  him  oft  whan  I  buy  a  new  hat : 
There  hia  works  will  appeal^—— 

LaOff  Bkmm.         Sir,  they  reaeh  to  tiie  Oangea. 

htk,   I  shant  go  so  fti^I  oan  have  th«n  at 
Graaga's.^ 

LadgBkmb.  Ohfle! 

MiuUL  Andforshamef 

LaO^  Btrnm.  Yon'M  too  bad. 

Both.  Very  good! 

ladif  Bhfum,  "Bern  good  ? 

Lad^Bhub,     He  meaaa  nonght— 'tis  his  phiaae. 

LadifBimem,  Hegrowsmda. 

Ladff  Bhu6.  He  mesas  nothing ;  nay,  aak  him. 

lad^Bkmm.  Pkay,  afar!  did  yon  mean 

What  yon  say? 

Ink,  Hafwmindif  hedid:  twiUbeseen 

That  whatsfor  ha  meaaa  won't  alloy  what  ha  s^fs. 

Baik.  ttrl 

Ink.  Tnf  be  content  with  yoar  portloa  of  praiee; 
Twaa  in  yonr  delnea. 

Batk.  If  yon  please,  with 

I  can  make  ont  my  own. 


JM.  ItwrnOdbayovi 

Whila  yon  llva,  sqr  dear  BolhflrtT,  aewr  d 
Touaalf  or  yonr  works,  bnt  leave  both  to  a  frtend 
Apsopaa    is  yanr  pisy  then  scseptsd  at  laat  ? 

BM.  Atkst? 

ML  Why  I  thon^bA-^afS  ta  ssy    thaw  hg 


'a  ia  raptuaaadsaPsths 


tiia 


ML  Ay    yoma  aia  tiw  playa  Ibr 
"pity 
•r,"  aa  the  Qiaek  e^F*:  fcs ' 
mind," 

I  doubt  if  yon'U  leave  ns  sa  aqwl  behiad. 
B9tk.  IhavewiittBa  tha  prologna,  and SMaai Sa 
hafepray'd 
Far  a  spice  of  your  wit  in  sa  e^rflogue's  aid. 
ML  Wall,  time  enon^yet,  whan  tha  playli  la 
be  pUy'd. 
Is  it  cast  yet? 

BotA.  The  aetora  are  fluting  fcr  psrISt 

As  is  nsnal  in  that  moat  Utigkraa  of  srtk 
X.ad|y  Bhttk  Well  all  make  a  party  and  go  tiw 

/nf  night. 
TSra.  And  you  prooused  the  epnogue,  InkeL 
Ink.  Not 

Howerer,  to  saTc  my  friend  Botherby  trooUa, 
ril  do  what  lesa,  thoagh  my  paias  meat  be 
IVa.  Why  ao  ? 
Ink.  To  do  justice  to  wliat  goes  bsAwa. 

Baik.  Sir,  I  am  happy  to  say,  I've  ao  ftssa  aa 
that  SCOTS. 
Yoor  psrts,  ICr.  Inkal,  sre— 

ML  Vafsr  aiiad  MHia; 

Stick  to  those  of  your  play,  which  ia  qnite  yoor  owa 
liae. 
X.ad^  J?AiM».  Yon've  afbgitita  writer  I  tiAd^  shPi 

of  rikymes? 
Ink.  Yes,  ma'am  t  aad  a  fligitiva  reader  somafimai. 
Oa  Wordswords,  for  instance,  I  seldom  alight. 
Or  oa  Houthey,  his  friend,  without  taking  to  iight. 
Ladj^  Bhiem.  Sir,  your  taste  is  too  oommoa ;  bat 

Tune  and  posterity 

Win  right  these  great  men,  and  this  age's  saiarity 
Become  its  reproach. 

Ink.  I'tc  no  sort  of  objectiont 

So  I'm  not  of  the  party  to  take  the  infection. 
X.ad|y  Bkub.  Perhaps  you  have  doubts  timt  thsy 

ererwillteAaf 
Ink.  Not  at  all ;  on  the  contrary,  thoaeof  Ihelaka 
Hare  taken  already,  aad  still  wiU  continue 
To  take— what  they  can,  from  a  groat  to  a  guinei^ 
Of  pension  or  place ;— 4mt  the  subject's  a  boia ! 
Ladjf  Bkimn.  Well,  sir,  the  time's  coming. 
Ink.  Scsmp!  don't  you  fad  sosa  ? 

What  say  you  to  tldi  ? 

p.  They  have  merit,  I  own ; 

Though  their  system's  absurdity  keeps  it  unkaowa. 
Ink.  Than  why  not  unearth  it  in  one  of  your 

lectures? 
Sbsaif^  It  is  only  time  past  which  c 

my  strictures. 
X.ad|y  Bhu6.  Coma,  a  truce  with  all 
the  joy  of  Boy  heart 
Is  to  see  Nature's  triumph  o'er  all  that  ii  art 
Wild  Natural— Grand  Shakqpeara! 


BTBOai«  wosu. 


JMi^  And  down  Aristotle! 

ZtfMr  »mm  Sir  Owsf*  thiaam  csMlly  ^t^ 
Lidy  Bluebottle; 
And  m]i  LMd  8«f fn^f«iir»  ivko  pio(eot»  oar 

Bard» 
AttivikAgftve  Um  Us  plftee,  hM  tie  gfMltBt  BBgaid 
For  the  poet,  who,  tinging  of  pedlsis  sMd 
Bss-ft«nd  ont  the  waj  to  dispense  widi 
Dra.  And  yon,  Scamp,— 
Ssampk      I  needs  must  oonlsss  I'm 
/•I.  Don't  cell  iqpeo  Sesmp,  who's  sltes^f  •<> 
hsrrass'd 
WkksidseilooAi,  and  newMiAsoJIh  vtA  m  tekmit, 
and  all  MiAoo/lt. 
Dtt.  WeH,  OM  tibug  is  oestalB,  that  Mms.  wart 
befooli. 
I  should  Uko  to  haoat  whs. 

iMk  AadlshoQldiwibossKry 

To  know  who  sre  noi>At  woald  ntam  us  lome 


iMtKBlM*.  A  tnio»witkremsrk»  and  kt  noth- 
ing control 
This  *<  feast  of  our  zeason,  and  flow  of  the  smd.** 
Oh,  va^  dear  Mr.  Botherby  1  sympaihise  !»I 
Mow  feel  suoh  a  nptnse,  I'm  ready  to  fly, 
X  fcel  so  elastio^' M  *«oyaa#— M  Ivoyofit  /  "  « 
Ink,  Tracy  1  open  the  window. 
TVd.  I  wish  hei  muidh  joy  on't. 

MM^  For  Ood*i  sake,  my  Lady  Bluebottle,  check 
not 
Tlis^ntle  esaotion,  so  seldom  our  lot 
Upon  earth.    Give  it  way ;  'tis  an  impiilie  which 

lifts 
Oar  spiaits  from  earth;  the  snbUmeot  of  gifts } 
For  which  poor  Prometheui  was  chain'd  to  his 

mountain. 
Tia  tbft  souree  of  all  sentiment-4SBeling's  tsue 


TSs  the  Vision  of  Hearen  upon  Earth :  'tis  the  gas 
Oi  tfaaaoiai:  'tit  tiM  uUimg  of  shade»M  thsf  pass, 


*  J^lmmmtumumn 


;I 


tis 
dMMt-*« 
Mk  ShaU  I  help  you,  my  friend,  to  atittls 

wine? 

Both.  1  thank  you;  not  snyaoiSb  ifeb  tiM  I  diMi 
Ink,  Apiopoo-  do  yen  Jttae  with  Sir  Humphiey 

to-day  ? 
Tn,  I  should  tiimh  wHb  Data  Hwnphwr  w 

mozoia;^urw«iy. 
Ink.  It  might  be  of  yore;  b«lwssnthsni  now  look 
To  the  knight,  as  a  landlord,  mtuk  tout  thsft  tfit 

Duke. 

ThftlMlh  %h  esch  writer  now  quite  at  his  essoiib 
And  ^O0p«  wiHh  his  pnUisbes)  diMS  when  he 

pleases* 

Bat 'tis  newi  nearly  fire,  and  I  must  t»  tluf  PsidL 
2Va^  And  ru  take  a  turn  with  ye«  tksn^  tOk  lis 
dark.  ' 

For  my  lecture  next  week. 

Ink,  He  must  mind  whsa  he  fuotss 

Out  of  «  Blsgaai  Extracts.*' 

Lodi^Mimb,  Well,  nowEwahra^qp; 

But  rsmsmber  Kiss  Biddls  laviJas  ns  to  sap. 
Mu  Then  at  two  houn  pssit  midu%bft  an  ftU 
meet  again, 

For  tkasslsnseB,  iandwishas,  hoflfc»aad  sbsaipsgag  t 
Tra,  And  the  sweet  lobstorssladt 
Baik.  X  honor  «kat«eid; 

For  'tis  then  that  our  feelings  most  genniasly— feeL 
JUh  Tiua;  feeling  is  tnwst  1ktn»  hm  to^and 
question ; 

I  wiah  to  tho  gods  twas  tiM  Mas  witk  d^ssHoa  I 
Lad^  Blutb,  Pshaw  1— new  mkU  that|  for  ons 
moment  of  feeling 
Is  worth— Ood  knows  «hM« 

Ink.  'Tis  9M  loast  worth  i 

For  itself,  or  what  follows— But  here  ( 
oaniage* 
flUr  JUcA.  (oiids.)  I  wish  aU  tiMfls  ; 

with  my  maitfaifo.  £J 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


WJUn'JfiN  IK  AN  AI«BT7M. 

Am  o'er  tka  9M  winilclural  ttmw, 
Soma  name  aireets  tke  pewerby ; 

Tkos,  when  thou  Tiew*!!  thie  page  elonei 
Mey  Blae  attnet  thy  penihre  eje ! 

And  iv^en  by  fhee  that  name  la  read, 
Pevehanoe  in  aome  anocaeding  yeazy 

Bafleet  on  me  aa  oa  the  daadt 
JUd  fldnk  my  heazt  ia  honed  here. 


TO  **^ 


9mU9ji  wheft  I  left  the  above, 
The  diatant  ahore,  wUoh  gave  me  blrth« 

I  hardfy  thought  to  grlera  onoe  move, 
To  ^t  another  apot  on  earth : 

Tet  hefo,  amidat  thia  beixon  iale, 
When  panting  Matvie  droofa  tiw  heedi 

Where  only  thorn  art  aeen  to  avile* 
I  view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 

Though  hi  from  Albin**  eraggy  above, 
DiTrided  by  tiw  dark-bine  meba, 

di  leif ,  DCiei»  rolling  eeeaena  o^er, 
Penhanee  I  tiew  h«r  eUfii  again : 

Bnt  whereeoe'er  I  now  may  roam, 
Throogh  aoorehing  clime,  and  Tailed  aea. 

Though  Time  reatore  me  to  my  home, 
I  m*ef  di«U  bend  Biai  flire«  «n  theft: 


On  tiiee,  in  whom  at  onee  ooaapfaw 
AH  ehatma  wUeh  heedleea  hearta  eai 

Whom  bnt  te  aee  la  te  admire, 
And,ohl  ibrfitethewmd    tolore. 

yoigiTe  tiio  word,  In  one  who  ne'er 
With  each  a  word  eaa  more  efibnii 

And  ainee  thy  heeart  I  eennet  ahaio, 
BeHeva  me,  whid  X  in,  ^  Mend. 
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And  who  eo  eold  aa  look  on  thee^ 
Thon  lorely  w«nd*rar,  and  be  leea  f 

Nor  ba,  what  man  ahonld  ever  be, 
The  friend  of  Beauty  fai  diatreea? 

Ah!  who  would  think  that  fban had  pant 
Throogh  Dangai'a  moat  deatenotiTa 

Hath  brared  the  Death-winc'd  tampeet'a 
And  'acaped  a  tyrant'a  flooei  wrath  i 


UAf\  whenlahallTiawtiiawaUa 
Where  free  Byaentium  once  aroeei 

And  Stamboul'a  Oriental  halla, 
The  Turkiah  tyianta  now  enoloae ; 

Thou  mightieat  in  the  liata  of  fame. 
That  glorioos  city  atHl  shall  be ; 

On  ma  'twill  hold  a  dearer  claim, 
As  apota  of  thy  natitity : 

And  thoi^  I  bid  thea  now  faxaweU, 
When  I  behold  that  woad'roue  saeaa» 

Sinea  wheia  thou  art  I  may  not  dwell. 
Twill  aooth  to  be  where  thon  heel  baca. 


STANZAS, 


T^iiavttB  eloudleea  akiea,  in  aOvmy  ihiWV 
Tidl  beama  <ha  moan  an  Aelinm'^  aatit, 

And  an  theee  wirea,  for  Bgypf  a  qnaa«» 
The  andent  world  waa  won  andloel. 


aaaanallaak, 
gmva  of  many  a  BonMi} 


nnaneel  whom  I  will  lore  aa  well 

Aa  arer  yet  waa  said  or  sung, 
(SInee  Qrphaoa  aang  his  apouae  lh>m  he^,) 

Whilat  thon  art  fUr  and  I  am  young ; 
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BTBORII  W0BX8. 


Sweet  Fl<iraioe!  those  wve  pleeaaat  times, 
When  worlds  were  stsked  for  ladies'  eyes : 

Had  bar4s  as  many  realms  as  rhymes. 
Thy  charms  might  raise  new  Anthmiies. 

Though  Fate  forbids  such  things  to  be, 
Tet,  by  thine  eyes  and  ringlets  eurrd ! 

I  cannot  lose  a  world  for  thee. 
Bat  would  not  lose  thee  for  a  wodd. 

November  I4ih,  1809. 


STANZAS, 

OOMVOSBD  BV&INO  THB  NIGHT,  IN  A  THUMDB&- 
•TOBM,  WHBN  TBB  0VIOB8  HAD  LOST  TKB  BOAD 
TO  ZITSA,  NBAIl  THB  ILANOB  OF  MOUNTAIIIB  9QBr 
XBBLT  OALLBD  FINDVS,  IN  ALBANIA. 

Chill  and  mirk  is  the  nightly  blast, 

Where  Pindiis*  mountains  rise, 
And  angry  clouds  are  pouring  £ast. 

The  vengeance  of  the  skies. 

Our  guides  axe  gone,  our  hope  is  lost. 

And  lightnings,  as  they  play. 
But  show  where  rocks  our  i>atii  hare  eroet, 

Or  gild  the  tgrrenf  s  spray. 

Is  yon  a  cot  I  saw,  though  low  ? 

When  lightning  broke  the  gloom- 
How  welcome  were  its  shade !— «h,  no ! 

'TIS  but  a  Turkish  tomb. 

Through  sounds  of  foaming  waterfalls, 

I  hear  a  Toioe  exclaim^- 
My  way-worn  countryman,  who  calls 

On  distant  England's  i 


A  shot  is  fired— by  foe  or  friend  ? 

Another— 'tis  to  tell 
The  mountain*peasants  to  descend. 

And  lead  us  where  they  dweU. 

Oh !  who  in  sueh  a  night  will  dare 

Te  tempt  tiie  wilderness  ? 
And  who  'mid  thunder  peals  can  hear 

Our  signal  of  distress  ? 

And  who  that  heard  our  shouts  would  rise 

To  try  the  dubious  road  ? 
Nor  ratiier  deem  from  nightly  cries 

That  outlaws  were  abroad. 
I' 
Oloadi  burst,  skies  flash,  oh,  dreadfol  hoiy ! 

If  ore  fiercely  pours  the  storm ! 
Yet  hers  one  tiiought  has  stiU  the  power 

To  keep  my  bosom  warm. 

While  wand*ring  through  each  bssken  path» 

O'er  brake  and  craggy  brow ; 
While  elements  exhauet  their  wrath, 

Sweet  Florence,  where  art  thou  ) 

Not  on  the  sea,  not  on  the  sea. 
Thy  bark  hath  long  been  gone : 

Qhf  may  the  storm  that  pours  on  me, 
Bow  down  my  head  alone ! 


Full  fwimy  btew  the  ewift  Siroe, 
When  last  I  press'd  thy  lip ; 

And  long  ere  now,  with  fbaming 
Impell'd  itkj  gallant  ship. 


Now  thou  art  safe ;  nay,  long  ere  ttOWy 

Hast  trod  the  shore  of  Spain ; 
*Twere  hard  if  aught  so  &ir  as  lh«m 

Should  linger  on  the  main. 

And  since  I  now  remember  thee. 

In  darkness  and  in  dread. 
As  in  those  hours  of  rerelry 

Which  mirth  and  music  sped ; 

Do  thou  amidst  the  fair  white  walls. 

If  Cadis  yet  be  free, 
At  times  firom  out  her  latticed  halls. 

Look  o'er  the  dark-blue  sea ; 

Then  think  upon  Calypso's  isles, 

Endear'd  by  days  gone  by ; 
To  others  giro  a  thousand  snilesv 

To  me  a  single  sigh. 

And  when  the  ^^TntrinQ  ^irole  mark 

The  paleness  of  thy  tact, 
A  half-form'd  tear,  a  transient  spark 

Of  melancholy  grace. 

Again  thou'lt  smile,  and  blushing  shwa 

Some  coxcomb's  raillery ; 
Nor  own  for  once  thou  thoughtfst  of  osia^ 

Who  ever  thinks  on  thee. 

Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  are  Tain, 
When  serer'd  hearts  repine,  * 

My  spirit  flies  o*er  mount  and  maiOy 
And  mourns  in  search  of  thine. 

OeMer  lithium, 


WRITTEN  AT  ATHENS. 

Tn  epell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown ! 

Thus  is  it  with  life's  fltfhl  ferer : 
We  madly  smile  when  we  shoidd  groaa ; 

Delirium  is  our  best  deceiTer. 
Each  lucid  interral  of  thou^t. 

Recalls  the  woes  of  NatuM's  duotw, 
And  he  that  aets  as  wise  men  ought. 

But  Utos,  as  saiBts  haTo  died,  a  mar^. 


WRITTBN  AFTBB    SWIMMINQ  FSOM 
8BST0S  TO  ABTDOS.^ 

If,  ia  the  month  of  dark  Deosmbsr, 

Leander,  who  was  nightly  wont 
(What  maid  will  not  the  talo  lumember  ?) 

To  cross  thy  stream,  broad  HeUespontl 


0>  ite  8iidarMiv>l«».«tBetefl>faMli  (Cteytab  ] 
tP«ii«  hi  te  DMtaalM,  UMiBaut  BnhMd  flf  ttai  ft^M^  aBil  te  wfSn 
■ftewityiwi,!— i  ftw  te  ftiiiifiii  tewftelteli  l|  tela 


He  ipti  to  Hero,  aotbias  l««h. 


Fte  AM,  dflgamnite  I 

Thoag^  iB  tlM  senul  mmth  «l  lCi^» 
Hy  di^piac  liabs  I  fUatlj  ftretok. 

And  thixjL  Tve  doM  »  fMt  to^daj. 

Bttt  fiiiM  li«  en)M*d  fhe  r^id  tide, 
Aecoifdiwg  to  the  doobtfiil  itovy, 
Te  woo,— end— Lord  knows  what  beelde, 
i  for  Lore,  u  I  ftar  Olatj ; 


Tweie  herd  to  9Kf  who  fined  the  bael; 

SediMrtali!  thus  the  (Ms  still  pli^;iie  yon  I 
He  loot  his  labor,  I  my  jest ; 

For  he  WM  drawA'd,  aad  I've  tibe  ague. 


SONO. 
7U^  jwt  Hf  dy«vik* 

Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part, 
Gife,  oh,  gi?e  me  beck  my  heart ! 
Or,  siiiee  that  has  left  my  breast, 
Keep  H  now  sad  take  the  rsst  I 
Heer  my  tow  before  I  go. 


By  those  trssses  nnoontned, 
Woo'd  by  seeh  JSgeen  wind ; 
By  these  lids  whose  >tty  ftinge 
Kiss  Ihy  soft  eheeks' blooaaing  tiage ; 
By  those  wild  eyes  like  the  lee. 

By  that  Up  I  long  to  taste; 
By  that  sone-encircled  wairt ; 
By  aU  the  token-flowersf  that  toll 
What  words  can  nerer  speak  so  well; 
By  Lore's  alternate  Joy  and  wo, 
Z^  |t»f  «Sf  myawii. 


te  laigCh  «« ipm  ancM  lir  ite  MRMC  WW  MMpaiid  tr  Ah*  M 
a*a%Mi  tf  ipwudi^fiNirenglUiiiiIlM;  tkngfe  Qm  metmiUmMkh 

«M*  4hiu«  Wh  >«">"PliikMi  I9  «•  of  Ibi  pute  hi  HI  kow  ^1  §»•, 
Mdkf  lhtitt«  hi  •■  tear  Mdtn,  aikwla.  TIawMarvM  MkHM|r 
«UtaatewMas«rteMHtolft«Mik  It— *■■  ■iititiaii,ti 
April,** lNdaMi»w«MMvls  kaikBvii«ifcUM«B**m#baaiteTiw« 
te  MBH  Bonfaf ,  and  llw  wmtor  beiaf  oTui  lB|r  cMOom,  «•  famid  k 
'      ~  te  ft%M  iMteMilhrii     ' 


Mdirld0M^l■«griainfl«h•lM■l•.   fWtev«rMir 
tepHCerteh;Mr.ltelldoM.begsl4f  yudnartlwkuMd.  M 
« Iff  Mb,  1  hm  TM  t*  «ydh MhSi  «Mr  pnMtf  to  aB  IntMeeib  a^ h M 
Mtk  IB  fcMMlBOMMMeii^a%jOTMali*a%te«MSM^ 
•«•  HM^  te  BwMB  Mk^  wkoN  auita  oy^rioBS  «■<•  al  Bali 
t  biteBM|,(«teRlMBMai«aMlaa«lMtovifM,lMtte|fteMM 
Ml  aa^HliMg  Smmi,  teAa^  pMtab  te^  «gMr  *•  aMMMMB  af  te 

fSia  ly  S^  Mil  wail  difjratf  lliiwj    »  aM  1  1 Atettaraqn 

« 1  ban  te  tea }  **  a  bweh  of  lowan  Sad  vHh  Iwk,  •'Tkha  aH  nd  1^  t 
fcHmfimiSiltoiii    ■■tiiaaefcfateaMU 


MMerAAsMtls 
ThlBkof  me,sweett  whenskae. 
Though  I  ty  to  Istaaabol,* 
Athens  h^ds  »y  heart  sad  eonl : 
OaalesasetoloTethee?    Nol 


TBAmLATtON  OF  THB  FAMOUS  OBBBK 
WAR  SONO, 

Attn  wmtin  ri3»  'CJ^^rMr, 

wairmr  bt  uoa,  who  pntisnD  nr  thb  jli^ 

TBXPT  TO  BBTOLVTZOMBB  OBBBCB.  THB  BOIr 
LOimrtt  nULNSLATION  If  Al  UnOUL  AM  th 
AVraOX  OOVU)  MAXB  IT  IH  TBBSB;  IT  B  OVTSB 
•AMB  MBASVBB  Al  TKAT  OT  THB  OBIOZHAL 

80HS  of  the  Greeks,  arise! 

The  glorious  hour's  gone  fortt, 
And,  worthy  of  such  ties. 

Display  who  gays  us  birth. 

CKOBVB. 

Seas  of  Oieeks !  letnsge 
In  srms  againrt  the  foe. 
Till  their  hated  hkMd  Shan  flow 
In  a  riTer  past  our  IboL 

Then  manftilly  despising 

The  Turkish  tyrant's  yoke. 
Let  your  country  see  yon  rising. 

And  all  her  chains  are  broke. 
BraTo  shsdee  of  ehielb  end  ssgss. 

Behold  the  eonaing  strifo  1 
Helltees  of  psrt  sgso, 

Oh  stsrt  again  to  Hit  I 
At  tiie  sonnd  of  my  Uumpet,  fanddag 

Tour  slsep,  oh,  join  with  me ! 
And  the  seven-hiU'd  city  eeeking,t 

Fight,  oonqusr,  till  we're  free. 

Sonsof  Oiesks,A«i 

Sports,  Sparta,  why  in  slumbers 

Lethargic  dost  thou  lie  ? 
Awake,  and  Join  thy  numbers 

With  Athens,  old  aUy! 
LeonUUs  recaUiug, 

That  chief  of  ancient  song, 
Who  sared  ye  once  from  iklUng, 

The  terrible  1  the  strong  1 
Who  made  that  bold  diTersion 

In  old  Thermopyle, 
And  waning  with  the  Persisa 

To  keep  his  country  ttee ; 
With  his  three  hundred  waging 

The  battle,  long  he  stood. 
And  like  a  Uon  raging, 

Bzpired  in  aeas  of  blood. 

Sons  of  OrsskSylto. 


«aBWU«#flf^ 


TSiANSLATiaK  W  TWH  B0XAB9  BONO, 
"  M«arM  pit  *T^  Hpiffiju. 

IBBMHtt  VBOM  WHICH  9Hli  ■  «4mV  li  A  OS&LT 
Sft^Sm  WITH  THB  TOUHO  OIBLS  OF  ATHBMi, 
OW  ALL  GLASSSS.     TKBI&   MANNB&  OP  ilHOIHO 

n  n  BT  TSBftss  n  botation,  ths  wholb 

VinCBBB  PBBSBNT  ^OIXWO  IH  THB  CHOHIPB.     I 
HATB   HBA3U>  IT  FBBQUBVTLT  AT  OUB  **xV*<" 

19  Txm.  wx¥^DK>  ^  18KK-1L    thb  4IB»  if  BM^- 

TITB  AHD  7BBTTT* 

I  BBTBH  thy  garden,  (tf  rotMj, 

Bel«T«d  and  lair  Haidte, 
9l^h  a)P9cnl]»  wli«t9  ^r%  rapo^ni, 

]^or  mely  I  aeo  h«r  in  Uluw. 
Q]^  IiQTel^ !  thua  loiv  I  i^pk^  tbea,, 

i^e^T«i  th^  fond  truth  from  mjr  ton^i^, 
Whieh  oMflcf  ita  aong  to  adora  thea,. 

Tat  tremblaa  for  what  it  haa  anng ; 
As  the  branch,  at  the  bidding  of  Xati^t 

Adda  fragr^i^  and  fruit  to  the  tree,. 
Through  her  ejea,  through  hfis  erery  featwnv 

Shinea  the  aoul  of  the  young  Haidi^ 

But  the  lorelieat  garden  grpwa  hateful, 

When  LoTO  haa  abandon'd  the  bowera ; 
Bring  me  hemlock— einee  mine  la  uagisliiid^ 

Tlmt  herb  is  more  fragrant  than  flowen. 
The  poiaon,  when  pour'd  from  the  ohaHoe, 

WiU  deeply  embittar  the  bowl; 
But  when  drunk  to  eacape  from  thy  malice, 

Tfib  draught  ahall  be  aweet  to  mjf  aoul.  ' 
Too  eruel  I  in  Tain  I  implore  thee 

Hy  heart  f^rom  theae  hoiroca  to  aare: 
WQl  nought  to  my  bosom  restore  thee  ? 

Then  open  the  gates  of  the  graye. 

Aa  the  chief  who  to  combat  advaneeat 

Seeure  of  his  eonqueal  before, 
Thus  tlwBr  nMh  thai*  eyea  foe  thy  laaoea, 

Haat  pierced  throng  my  heart  to  ita  oqm. 
Ah,  tell  me»  my  aenl )  must  I  paridi 

By  pangs  whieh  n  smik  would  dispel? 
WoiM  Urn  hope,  whieh  thou  once  bad'at  me  eherish. 

For  torture  repay  me  too  well  ? 
Kow  sad  is  the  ga^en  of  roeesj^ 

Bdored  but  folse  Haldol 
There  Flora  all  wlther'd  reposes^ 

And  mouma  o'er  thine  ^b^ence  with  m*. 


WBITTEN  BBNBATH  A  ^KmHUB. 

Dbae  ol^eet  of  defeated  care  I 
Though  not  of  lo^«  ^nd  thee  ber^f^ 

To  reconcile  me  with  despair 
Thine  image  and  i^y  tears  ^  lel^ 

'TIS  •!#  with  Adwow  Tipne  oan  oope ; 

But  this  I  foel  oan  ne'er  be  tne: 
For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  Hop* 

My  Memory  Immmttk  gNW 


OHFAMOMk 


Tkb  Use,  4ms  maid  t.  tk^  li^ 

Bhall  nevsB  part  frvm  mine. 
Till  happier  houra  restore  the  gift 

Untainted  back  to  ^Ine. 

Thy  parting  glance,  which  fbnd^  bfsme. 

An  equal  lore  may  see : 
The  tear  that  from  thine  eyelid  atreama 

Can  wcQp  n,o  change  in  me. 

I  ask  no  pledge  to  make  i*e  blesj^ 

In  gasing  when  alone ; 
Nor  one  memopal  for  a  breaat, 

Who^e;  thou^ts  ai;e  all  thiqe.  9^9^ 

Not  need  X  m«D-to  tril  the.  tate. 

Hy  pen  were  doubly  weak : 
Oh !  what  can  idle  vocda  aTail, 

Unless  the  heart  could  speak  ? 

By  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  wo, 

That  heart  no  longer  ftwe, 
Must  bear  the  love  it  cannot  show 

And  silent  ache  for  thee. 


TO  THYBaA. 

WiTHOUV  n  atone  to  mark  the  spot, 
And  aay,  what  truth  might  wen  ham  aali 

By  all,  saye  one,  perchanee  foiyot. 
Ah,  wherefore  art  thou  lowly  laid  ? 

By  many  a  shore  and  many  a  sea 

Ditided,  yet  belored  in  Tain ; 
Thf  past,  the  future  fled  to  thee 

To  bid  ua  meet— no— ne'er  againi 

Coald  thia  have  been  a  word,  nlook 
Thateef%saad  «< We psrt in peaoe»*' 

Had  taught  my  bosom  how  to  brook, 
With  fointer  sigfaa,  thy  soul's  releaa*. 

And  didat  thou  not,  since  Death  for  tMo 
Prepared  a  light  and  panglesa  daxt. 

Once  long  for  Um  thou  ne'er  shall  aee. 
Who  heldt  and  holds  thee  in  his  heaxt) 

Oh!  who  like  him  had  watch'd  theo  henf 
Or  sadly  mask'd  thy  glaaing  eya> 

in  that  dread  hour  eve  death  appear, 
Whe^  silent  aorrow  feara  to  idgh. 

Tni  aU  was  past  I  But  when  no  mor* 
Twaa  thine  te  reek  of  human  no, 

Aifo^tion^  heart-dtope,  guahing  o'ev, 
9ad  flow'd  aa  faatp-i|s  now  they  flow. 

8haQ  thegr  not  flow,  when  many  a  dayr 
In  these»  te  me^  deescted  toWMS, 

lire  ealPd  but  for  a  time  away, 
Aifeetion'S  mingling  to^  mn  «B97 


Ml 


Ttevkkpar'dtbo^iiiof  I 


Tte  kfat,  to  gviMeM  and  fein^d 

TliitLovtfMk 
ThoM  «jw  prodMta'd  to  fvt  a  niB 
tMaak*dtoplMidfcr 


Tte  tone  that  tatx^t  me  to  r^^^M, 
"Whiok  prone,  unlike  thee  to  repfaie ; 

Tbe  iong,  eeleetlml  from  tlty  Toloe, 
But  evreet  to  me  from  none  but  tUlie, 

TIm  pledge  we  irore— I  weer  it  itOI, 
Bvt  when  is  thine  ?— ah,  where  art  fhoa  ? 

Oft  have  I  bone  tiie  weight  of  ill, 
Bnt  never  bent  beneath  till  now ! 

Wen  haat  thon  left  in  life's  beet  bloom 

The  cnp  of  wo  for  me  to  drain, 
If  leet  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 

I  would  not  wiah  thee  here  again; 

B«t  if  ia  wecidi  mote  bleat  than  this 
Thy  TirtQee  aeek  a  Mm  ephwa* 

fwf  ml  ■!■«■  petlktt  of  thy  bUm, 
To  wean  me  f 


Teaeh  me— too  eariy  tanght  by  thee? 

To  bear,  ftyrgiTing  and  forgiifVB  : 
Ob  earth  thy  love  waa  raeh  to  me ; 

It  nin  wonid  ftnrm  my  hope  In  iMaven  t 


STANZAS. 


AwAT,  away  ye  notea  of  wo  t 

Be  aOentt  tho«  onee  aoothing  strain. 
Or  I WMI  4ee  froM  henee^  for  oh  I 

I  dare  not  tmst  thoee  aonnde  again. 
To  me  tiiey  speak  of  farii^ter  days— 

But  hall  the  ehords,  ibr  now,  ilaa ! 
I  mnat  not  think,  I  may  not  gase 

On  what  I  am— on  what  I  waa. 


The  Toiee  that  made  tiioee 

Is  hnsh'd,  and  idl  their  eharms  an  left 
And  now  iSisir  softest  notss  repestt 

A  dicge»  an  anthem  o'er  the  daad! 
Tee,  Thym  1  yes,  they  breathe  of  thee, 

BdoToddnstl  rfnee  dust  thou  art;  . 
And  all  that  onoa  was  harmoqy 

Is  worse  tiiaa  djaeevd  to  my  heart  1 

Tie  alent  an  l*4Mt  on  my  eer 

The  weU-rsttcmberM  eehoes  ttafOl  f 
I  heer  a  Toioe  I  w«nM  m»t  hear, 

A  Toioe  ^mt  now  might  w«U  be  etm : 
Tet  oft  my  do«i»tiBg  aonl  *lwinshsike; 

Bren  shimber  owns  its  gentle  tone, 
Tin  eonsciwsnsss  wfll  ^airfy  wake 

To  listen,  thon^  the  4nam  be  f 


Mini 


Then  art  bnt  now  n  lovely  dream; 
A  star  that  tvsBibled  o'OT  the  deep, 

Thsa  tmm'd  ttom  sarth  its  tsndsr  bsaaa; 
Bnt,  he,  whs  throngh  lile*s  drssry  wny 

Mnst  faai^  when  heaven  is  veil'd  in 
Wm  long  hunent  the  vanish'd  ray 

That  ssattved  glsdness  o'ot  his  pa^ 


TO  THYBZA. 

Oiri  stnggle  more,  snd  I  am  free 

Fkom  pangs  tiiat  rend  my  heart  In  twite; 
One  laat  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 

Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 
It  snits  me  weU  to  mingle  now 

With  tilings  that  nevor  pleased  beftn ; 
ThoBgh  every  joy  h  fled  betow. 

What  ftitnre  grief  can  touch  me  more? 

Then  taring  me  wine,  the  banquet  bring, 

Man  was  not  form'd  to  live  alone :. 
ini  be  that  light  unmeaning  thing 

That  smilee  with  aU,  and  weepe  with  nan*. 
It  waa  not  thus  in  days  mors  dear. 

It  never  would  have  been,  but  thou 
Haat  fled,  and  left  me  lonely  here; 

Thoutt  nothing,  aU  are  nothing  now. 


In  vain'my  lyre  would  lightly  brsnthe  1 

The  sank  titat  eonow  fUn  would  w« 
But  mocks  the  wu  that  hnrks  beaeath» 

like  mees  o'er  a  sepukhre. 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ffi; 
Th0b^  pfeaaure  Area  the  maddeni] 

The  hevt-Hhe  heart  is  lonely  sliil ! 

Ob  many  a  lone  and  lovely  night 

It  tooth'd  to  gaae  upon  the  sky ; 
For  then  I  deem'd  the  heavenly  Hght 

Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye : 
And  oft  I  thought  at  CjniMk'B  noon. 

When  sailing  o'er  the  .figean  wave, 
"  Now  Thym  gases  on  that  moon  "— 

Alas,  it  gleam'd  upon  her  grave ! 


When  stretch'd  on  fever's  sleeplees  bed. 

And  sicknees  shrunk  my  throbbing  veins, 
"  Tis  comfort  itiU,"  I  fainUy  said, 

<*  That  Thyrsa  cannot  know  my  pains : " 
Like  freedom  to  the  time-worn  slave, 

A  boon  'tis  idle  then  to  give, 
Relenting  Nature  vainly  gave. 

My  life,  when  Thyrsa  ceased  to  live  t 

My  Thyrsa's  pledge  in  better  days. 

When  love  and  life  alihe  iMia  aawl 
How  diiftnnt  aesr  then  meet* s*  my  gaae  1 

How  tmg'd  by  time  with  sorrow's  hue  1 
The  heart  that  gaea  itself  with  ths»» 

Is  silent— ah,  were  mine  aa  stin! 
Thongh  sold  ss  e'en  the  dead  ean  be. 

It  fiwla,  it  skkos  nith  tha  ohiU. 


#42 


BTSGOra  WOSMMB, 


Tlum  bitter  pledge !  HMm  nummftd  token ! 

Though  painfid,  weloome  to  my  breMt  I 
8tiU,  itOl,  piweire  tiiat  lore  unbroken. 

Or  break  the  heart  to  which  thon'rt  proit  1 
Time  temx>er8  love,  but  not  remoree, 

Here  haliowM  when  its  hope  i«  fled: 
Oh !  what  are  thousand  liTing  loree, 

To  that  which  cannot  quit  the  dead  ? 


EUTHANASIA. 

Whsu  Time,  or  lOon  or  late,  shall  bring 
The  dreamlesa  sleep  that  luUa  the  dead* 

Oblivion !  maj  thy  languid  wing 
Ware  gently  o'er  my  dying  bed ! 

Ko  band  of  friends  or  heirs  be  there. 
To  weep,  or  wish,  the  coming  blow : 

No  maiden,  with  disherell'd  hair, 
To  feel,  or  feign,  decorous  wo. 

But  silent  let  me  shik  to  Earth, 
With  no  oi&cious  monmers  near: 

I  would  not  mar  one  hour  of  mirth, 
Noor  startle  friendship  with  a  fear. 

Yet  LoTe,  if  Loto  in  such  an  hour 
Could  nobly  check  its  useless  sighs, 

Hight  then  exert  its  latest  power, 
In  her  who  lires  and  him  who  dies. 

Twese  sweet,  my  Psyche !  to  the  last 
Thy  features  still  serene  to  see : 

ForgetAil  of  its  stru^les  past, 
E'en  Pain  itself  shoi:«ld  smile  on  thee. 

Bat  Tain  the  wish— for  Besnty  stOl 
WUl  shrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebbing  bmath. 

And  woman's  tears,  prodnoed  at  wiU, 
Deceive  in  life,  unman  in  death. 

Then  lonely  be  my  latest  hour, 
Without  regret,  without  a  groan  I 

For  thousands  Death  hath  eeaeed  to  lower, 
And  pain  been  transient  or  unknown. 

"  Ay,  bat  to  die,  and  go,"  alas  i 
Where  all  hare  gone,  and  all  must  go  I 

To  be  the  nothing  that  I  was. 
Ere  bom  to  life  or  living  wo ! 

Count  o'er  the  joys  thine  hours  have  Been* 
Count  o'er  thy  days  from  anguish  free, 

And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  been, 
'TIS  something  better  not  to  be. 


STANZAS. 
HBv  QVJkXTo  rnmrs  vnr  ovm  Bsuaim 


AvB  Hion  art  dead,  as  yoong  and  fldr 

As  aught  of  mortal  Urth; 
And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  eo  rare, 

Too  toon  zetu&'d  to  Bartiil 


Though  Bar  01  leeelved  tneoi  n  her  Dedf 
And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread. 

In  carelessnees  or  mirth. 
There  10  an  eye  i^iob  eoidd  not  taioek 
A  moment  on  that  grave  to  look. 

I  will  not  aak  where  thoa  Uest  low,. 

Nor  gave  upon  the  spot ; 
There  flowers  or  weeds  at  will  mi^  i^ew. 

So  I  behold  them  not : 
It  is  enough  for  me  to  prove, 
That  what  I  loved  and  long  must  lova 

like  common  earth  can  rot ; 
To  me  there  needs  no  stone  to  teQ, 
'Tis  Nothing  that  I  loved  so  welL 

Yet  did  I  love  thee  to  the  last 

As  fervently  as  thou, 
Who  didst  not  change  through  all  the  pasl» 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 
The  love  where  Death  has  set  his  seal, 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal. 

Nor  fals^UMd  disavow : 
And,  what  were  worse,  thou  const  not  set 
Or  wrong,  or  change,  or  firalt  in  me. 

The  better  days  of  Ufo  were  oars ; 

The  wecst  oaa  be  but  mine: 
The  sun  that  cheers,  the  stona  that  lo««n» 

Shall  never  more  be  thine. 
The  silence  of  that  dreamless  sleqp 
I  envy  now  too  mneh  to  weep, 

Nor  need  I  to  repine. 
That  all  those  diazms  have  pass'd  awny  | 
I  might  have  watch'd  through  kmg  decay- 

The  flower  in  ripen'd  bloom  unmateh'd» 

Hust  fall  the  earUeet  prey; 
Tliough  by  no  hand  untimely  a&ateh'd« 

The  leaves  must  drop  away : 
And  yet  it  were  a  greater  grief. 
To  watch  it  withering,  leaf  by  leaf, 

Than  see  it  pluck'd  to-day ; 
Since  earthly  eye  but  ill  oaa  bear 
To  trace  the  change  to  fool  fron  folk 

I  know  not  if  I  could  have  borne 

To  see  thy  beautiee  fride; 
The  night  that  foUoVd  such  a  mom 

Had  worn  a  deeper  shade : 
Thy  day  without  a  cloud  hath  past. 
And  thon  wert  lovdy  to  the  lest; 

Bxtlngnish'd,  not  decay'd ; 
As  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky 
Shine  bri^tsst  as  they  &U  from  hl|^ 

As  once  I  wept.  If  I  ooold  wwp, 

My  tears  ndght  well  be  shed, 
To  think  I  was  not  near  to  keep 

One  vigfl  o'er  thy  bed; 
To  gase,  how  fond^  I  on  thy  flseei 
To  fold  thee  in  a  foint  embraeoi 

Uphold  thy  dioopiag  head; 
And  show  that  love,  howofer  vah^ 
Nor  thon  nor  I  can  feel  agahu 

Yet  howmadi  less  it  were  te  gate 
Theogh  thoa  hast  left  ass  foMi 


0»  toreUett  things  ttmi  itfll  i 

Tkia  thu  nmember  thee  I 
The  ell  of  thine  HiAt  eennot  die 
ThfOQ^k  defK  end  dieed  Bleiiill^ 

Betnsne  egein  to  me. 
And  nuffe  thy  Imried  lote  ondeen 
Then  enght,  exoept  ite  living  jeen. 


STANZAS. 


Iv  eometiBiei  in  the  hannte  of  men. 

Thine  imege  l^rom  my  bieeet  may  iiide, 
The  lonely  how  preeents  again, 

The  lemblanee  of  thy  gentle  shade* 
And  now  that  aad  and  silent  how, 

Thns  much  of  thee  cen  still  leetore, 
And  SQROW  vnobsenred  may  pow 

The  plaint  she  daie  not  sp«sk  befixtSb 

O^  pardon  that  in  crowds  awhile, 

I  waste'  one  thought  I  owe  to  thee. 
And,  sclf-eondemn*d,  appear  to  smile, 

Un&ithftil  to  thy  Memory  I 
Nor  deem  that  memory  lees  deer. 

That  then  I  seem  not  to  repine ; 
I  wonld  not  fools  should  overheer. 

One  sigh  thai  dumld  be  wheUy  CUmi 

If  not  the  goblet  pees  nn^naff  *d, 

It  is  not  drain'd  to  banish  eere; 
The  enp  met  hold  a  deadlier  draoght, 

That  brings  a  Lethe  tat  despair. 
And  ooold  ObliTion  set  my  soul 

Vnm.  all  her  troubled  Tisions  i^, 
rd  dash  to  earth  the  sweeteet  bowl 

That  drown'd  a  single  thonght  of  theti 

Per  wcrt  tlion  yanisli'd  from  my  mind, 

Where  eonld  my  Tacani  boeom  torn  ? 
And  who  would  then  remain  behind. 

To  honer  thine  abendon'd  Urn  } 
Ko,  no— it  is  my  sorrow's  pride 

That  laet  deer  duty  to  f^iUl ; 
Though  all  the  world  forget  beride, 

Tie  meet  that  I  remember  stilL 


For  well  I  know,  that  sneh  had  been 

Thy  gentle  eare  for  him,  who  now 
Uamoun'd  shall  quit  this  mortal  scene. 

Where  none  regarded  him,  but  thou; 
And,okI  lieelinaa^wasgiTen,    ' 

A  bliesing  never  meant  for  me ; 
Thou  wert  too  like  a  dream  of  HeaTen, 

For  earthly  lore  to  asrit  thee. 

March  lHh,  1819. 


UN  A  COBKBLIAir  HXABT  WKIOH  WAS 
BBOKSN. 

Iix-TATID  Hesrt :  and  sen  U  be^ 
That  thou  shottldst  thus  be  rsnt  In  twain  ? 

Have  yean  of  eare  for  thine  aad  thee 
AKko  been  oB  enplej^  In  vute  } 


FOBHA. 

z  et  pradous  seems  eaen  sbattsrd  psi^ 
And  every  fragment  dearsf  grown, 

CHnee  he  who  wears  thee,  feels  thou  srt 
A  fitter  emblem  of  Aig  own. 


TO  A  YOUTHFUL  FBIBMD. 

F>w  yean  have  pass'd  sinee  thou  end  I 
Were  firmest  friends,  at  Isast,  in  name. 

And  childhood's  gay  sinesrity 
Pleeerved  ow  foelinga  long  tibe  same. 

But  now,  Uke  me,  too  well  thou  know  st 
What  triflee  oft  the  heart  recall ; 

And  thoee  who  once  have  lov'd  the  meet. 
Too  soon  fovget  they  loved  at  aU. 

And  such  the  change  the  heert  displays, 
80  frail  is  eerly  friendship's  reign, 

A  month's  brief  lapee,  perhaps  a  day's, 
Wm  view  thy  mind  eetranged  egain. 


If  so,  it  never  shall  be  mine 
To  mourn  the  loes  of  such  a  heart ; 

The  foult  was  Nature's  foult,  not  thine. 
Which  made  thee  fickle  as  then  art. 


As  rolls  the  ocean's  changing  tide, 
80  human  feelings  ebb  and  fiow ; 

And  who  would  in  a  breest  confide 
Where  stormy  passions  ever  glow  ? 

It  boots  not,  that  together  bred, 
Ow  ehUdiah  days  vmne  days  of  Joy: 

My  spring  of  life  has  quickly  fied ; 
Thou,  too,  hast  eeeeed  to  be  a  boy. 

And  when  we  Ud  adieu  te  youth, 
Slavee  to  the  epesloua  wurid's  esfttrel. 

We  si|^  a  kmg  fiMwsU  le  truth ; 
That  werid  eooupta  the  noblesi  smO. 

Ah,Joy«usssasen!  whentiwmted 
Dene  aU  thhigs  boldly  but  te  Me; 

When  thought  sn  spoke  is  1 
And  sporkke  hi  the  plMid  eye* 


Not  so  in  man's  matursr  yearu. 
When  man  himself  Is  but  a  tool. 

When  interest  sways  ow  hopee  end  foan. 
And  all  must  love  and  hate  by  nleu 


With  fools  in  kindred  vice  the  I 
We  leain  at  length  ow frralts  to  Usnd; 

And  thow,  end  those  alone,  may  olaia 
The  proetituted  name  of  friend. 

9ueh  ii  the  comnott  fat  of  men : 
Can  we  then 'scape  firoa  folly  free  ? 

Can  we  reverse  the  general  plan, 
Ncr  be  what  aU  in  turn  must  be) 

No,  for  myself,  so  dsifc  my  Arts 
Through  every  torn  of  Ufe  hath  been, 

Man  and  the  wmrld  I  so  much  hete, 
I  can  not  lAsn  I  quit  the  sesM^ 


#14 


B«i  tiKm,  with  spirit  frail  and  lights 
Wilt  thina  awhile  and  paaa  away ; 

As  glowwonns  sparkle  throagh  tbie  night, 
idid  dare  not  stand  the  test  af  daj. 

Alas !  whenerer  folly  calls 
Where  parasites  and  princes  meet, 

(For  eherish'd  first  in  royal  halls, 
The  welcome  vioes  kindly  greet,) 

BT'n  now  thoa'rt  nightly  seeA  to  add 
One  insect  to  the  flnttering  crowd ; 

And  still  tiky  trifling  heart  is  glad 
To  join  the  vain,  and  oonrt  the  prond. 

There  dost  thmi  glide  from  Udr  to  fidr, 
Still  simpering  on  with  eager  haste. 

As  flies  along  the  gay  parteno, 
That  taint  the  flowers  th^  eeeroely  taste. 

But  say,  what  nymph  will  prise  the -flame 
Which  seems,  as  marshy  tapors  moTe, 

To  ilit  along  from  dame  to  dame. 
An  ignis-fiitans  gleam  of  Ioto  ? 

What  friend  for  thee,  howe'er  ineUa'O, 
Will  deign  to  own  a  kindred  cam } 

Who  will  dshase  his  manly  mind. 
For  friandship  every  iool  may  dmre  ? 

In  time  forbear ;  amidst  the  timmg, 
No  more  so  hose  a  thing  be  seen; 

No  more  so  idly  pass  slong ; 
Be  something,  anything,  bnt-«eaa 


TO  ♦  •  ♦  ♦  •  ♦ 

WsLL !  then  an  happy,  and  I  feel 
That  I  shmild  thns  be  happy  too; 

For  still  my  heart  regards  thy  weal 
Waimly,  as  it  was  wont  to  da. 


Thy  hariMmd's  blest-aad  'twill  impatt 
Some  pangs  to  view  hk  happier  lol: 

BntlBtthempBSs--Ohl  howmyheaft 
Would  hate  him,  if  he  knred  thee  not ! 

When  late  I  saw  thy  IhTorite  child, 
I  thooght  my  jealous  heart  would  break. 

But  whan  th'  unconsdous  intent  sodled, 
I  kks'd  it  ibr  its  mothers  sake. 

1  kias'd  it,  and  repressed  my  sighs. 

Its  HHker  in  its  fkce  to  see; 
But  then  it  had  its  mother's  eyes. 

And  they  were  all  to  lore  and  me. 

Hary,  adieu !  I  must  away : 
While  thou  art  blest  I'll  not  repine, 

But  near  thee  I  can  nercr  stay ; 
My  heart  would  soon  again  be  Hikle. 

I  deem'd  that  time,  I  deem'd  that  pridt 
Had  quench*d  at  length  my  boyish  flame, 

Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side. 
My  heart  in  all,  save  hope,  the  same. 


Tetwaalealm:  I^oiew  the  time 
My  brsaat  would  thrill  before  thy 

But  now  to  tremble  were  a  mmfl 
We  mat,  and  not  a  nerre  was  shook. 

I  saw  thee  gase  upon  my  Imo, 
Yet  meet  with  no  oonfrision  there. 

One  only  feeling  could'st  thou  trace. 
The  sullen  caLnnees  of  despair. 

Away  I  away  t  my  early  dream, 
Bonembrance  nerer  must  awake, 

Oh!  where  is  Lethe's  fiibled  stream ? 
My  foolish  hesrt  be  stm,  or  break. 


FBOM  THE  POBTXTOXTBSIB. 

Ix  moments  to  delight  deroted, 

"  My  life  I "  with  tend'reet  tone,  yon  cty. 
Dear  words!  on  which  my  heart  had  doted. 

If  youth  could  neither  fiide  nmr  die. 
To  death  eren  hours  like  tfaeee  must  roll. 

Ah  1  then  repeat  those  accents  nerv. 
Or  change  «my  life ! "  into  "my  soul! " 

Which,  like  my  lore,  exists  for  erer. 


IMPBOMTU,  IN  BSPLT  TO  A  FRfiBNP 

WttBH  ft^nn  the  heart  where  Scnvw  sttfe. 
Her  dusky  shadow  mounts  too  high. 

And  o'er  the  changing  aspect  flits, 
And  clouds  the  brow,  or  flOs  the  €y% 

Heed  not  that  gloom,  whidh  soon  ^hdl  sink : 
My  thoughts  their  dungeon  know  too  well ; 

Back  to  my  breast  the  wanderers  shzink. 
And  droop  within  their  silent  cell. 


ABDRE8S, 

SPOXBN  AT  TRS  OPHTZNO  OV  D&UBT-LAirB  THSJk 
TEB,  SATVBDAT,  OOTOBSB  10,  1818. 

Iir  one  dread  night  our  city  saw,  and  slgh'd, 
Bow'd  to  the  dust,  the  Drama's  tower  of  pride: 
In  one  skort  hour  behdd  the  biasing  fluie, 
Apollo  sink,  and  Shi^speare  cease  to  reign. 

Ye  who  beheld,  (oh  I  alght  admired  and  uoum'd. 
Whose  radiance  mock'd  the  juin  it  adom'd  1) 
Through  clouds  of  flre  the  massy  fragmenta  rim, 
like  Israel's  piUar,  chase  the  night  from  heaven; 
Saw  the  long  column  of  rerolving  flames 
Shake  its  xed  ahadaw  o'er  tiie  startted  Thaaaea, 
While  thoussnds,  throog'd  around  the  bomxngdom^ 
Shrank  back  appall'd,  and  transbled  for  their  1 
As  glared  the  Tohuned  blase,  and  ghaatly  shfone 
The  sUbs,  with  lightnings  awfol  as  their  own, 
Till  blackening  a^iee  and  the  lonely  wall 
Usurp'd  the  Muse's  lasha,  and  mar^d  her  fiOl ; 


mjamuuMaom  pokhs. 


SMT^i  ^Uten  €M9  VOM  tlM  HlliMUrt  fat  OW  l>W, 

Knmr  the  mne  Akw  wUoh  the  finMr  kaitw, 
A  thiBw  far  flhAitwii^-wuiUiy  him  and  ymf 

Yw-4t  ihallbe— 4h«  magic  of  that  auna 
DdUa  tfaa  acythe of  tima,  tha  torah  of  flama; 
Om  tfaa  aama  apot  atiU  contaentaa  tha  aoana, 
And  bida  tha  Dnmukia  whcra  aha  hath  b$em. 
Thia  fiOnk'a  Uzth  attaat  tha  potant  apall— 
ladalga  mat  honaat  pnda»  and  aay.  How  wMl 

JU  aoaia  thia  flme  to  emulata  tiM  laat, 
Oh !  might  wa  draw  our  omana  from  tiia  paat, 
SoaM  hour  propitiomi  to  our  pnyan  may  boait 
Namaa  raeh  aa  hallow  itill  tha  doma  we  loat. 
On  Brury  iint  your  Siddona*  thrilling  art 
0*«nrhalm*d  tha  gentlaat,  atorm'd  the  atamait  heart. 
On  Dniry,  Oaxrick'a  lateat  laurela  grew; 
Han  your  laat  taara  retiring  Boadna  drew, 
Bigh'd  hia  laat  thanks,  and  wept  hia  laat  adieu : 
Bet  atill  for  living  wit  the  wreaths  may  bloom 
That  only  waate  their  odora  o'er  the  tomb. 
Saeh  Drary  cUim'd  and  claims-^or  yon  raftite 
One  tribute  to  rerire  hia  slumbering  mnae ; 
With  garlands  deck  yoor  own  M enander'a  head ! 
Ker  hoard  your  honon  idly  for  the  dead ! 

Dear  are  tfaa  daya  which  made  our  annala  bright, 
Bra  Gairick  fled,  or  Brinaley  oeaaed  to  write. 
Haka  to  liMir  lahon,  like  aU  high.bosn  heiu. 
Vain  oi  om"  anaastry,  aa  they  of  lAasrt; 
While  thna  Bamambranea  borrows  Banquo's  glasa 
Te  elsim  tfaa  aeeptred  ahadowa  aa  th^  paaa. 
And  w«  the  mirror  hold,  where  imagwl  ahina 
Inunortal  namaa,  emblaaonad  on  oar  Una, 
Panaa    era  their  feebler  offspring  yon  aondamn, 
Baflaat  how  hard  tha  taak  to  rixal  themi 

Kriendt  of  the  stage !  to  whom  both  Players  andPlaya 

Mnat  ana  alike  for  pardon,  or  for  praise, 

Whoae  jodsing  roice  and  eye  alone  direct 

Tha  boond^ss  power  to  cherish  or  reject ; 

If  e*er  friyolity  has  led  to  fame, 

AJid  made  ns  blush  that  you  forbore  to  blame ; 

If  e'er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend 

To  Boo&e  the  sickly  taste  it  dare  not  mend, 

AB  paat  reproach  may  present  scenes  refute. 

And  censure,  wisely  loud,  be  justly  mute ! 

Oh  1  slnee  your  fiat  stamps  the  Drama's  laws, 

Forbear  to  mock  us  with  misplaced  applause ; 

So  paide  shall  doubly  nerre  the  actor's  powers. 

And  reaaon's  Toice  be  echo*d  baek  by  oura  1 

Thia  greeting  e'ar,  tfaa  anciant  rule  obay'd, 
The  Drama'a  twmaga  by  her  herald  paid, 
BeeelTe  ewr  welcome  too,  whoae  ersay  tone 
Bpringa  from  omr  haarta,  aad  fern  wooM  win  yaaor  own. 
The  LUJlalniiaen    msj  avr  atage  wnftdd 
Beenaa  MftmMmrtfay  Dttary's  (bya  of  old! 
Britooa  onr  Jndgaa,  NatoM  far  omr  gnlda^ 
8dH  may  loaplaaae— long,  long  may  you  preaide! 


TO  TDIB. 


Tims!  on  whoae  arUtraiy  wing 
The  varying  boon  mnat  flag  or  flj, 

Whoae  tardy  winter,  fleeting  spring, 
Bnt  drag  or  drive  aa  on  to  dia^ 

Haathoa!  who «n my  mkth baatow'd 
Thoaa  boona  to  all  that  know  ahsa  knuvAi 

Tat  bettar  I  anatain  thy  load, 
ForMwXbaarti 


I  wmOd  not  mm  fond  haaart  should  i 
The  bitlsrmamanta  then  haatgivaa; 

And  pardon  thee,  aince  thou  eould'at  spare 
Al  that  I  kfvedt  ta  peaae  ar  hacvm. 

To  tham  be  Joy  or  reat,  on  me 
Thy  foture  iUa  ahaU  pveaa  In  vrfa; 

I  nothing  owe  but  years  to  thee, 
A  debt  already  paid  in  pain. 

Tat  even  that  pain  waa  aome  relief; 

It  felt,  but  atOl  forgot  thy  power : 
The  active  agony  of  grief 

Betards,  but  never  counts  the  hour. 

In  Joy  I've  sigh'd  to  think  thy  flight 
Would  soon  subside  from  swift  to  slow : 

Thy  doud  could  overcaat  the  light, 
But  could  not  add  a  night  to  wo. 

For  then,  however  drear  and  dark, 
Hy  soul  waa  suited  to  thy  sky ; 

One  star  alone  ahot  forth  a  spark 
To  prove  thee— not  Btemity. 

That  beam  hath  aunk,  and  now  thou  art 
A  blank;  a  thing  to  count  and  curaa 

Throng  each  doUt  tadioosy  triflinf  pait, 
Which  aUiagM^  yet  aUi  ' 


One  acene  even  than  aaaai  not  defana; 

The  limit  of  thy  aloth  or  speed. 
When  foture  wandaaasa  bear  the  atorm 

Which  we  shall  alaep  too  sound  to  heed. 

And  I  can  smile  to  think  how  weak 
Thine  eflbrta  shortly  shall  be  ahown. 

When  all  1^  vengeance  thou  eonaC  wraA 
Must  foil  upon— «  nameleaa  alone. 


TRANSLATION  OF  A  BOMAIC  LOVB  SOKO. 

I 
Ak!  Iiove  waa  never  yet 'vHthout 
The  pang,  the  agony,  the  doubt, 
Which  rends  my  heart  with  ceaseless  sigh, 
While  day  and  night  roll  darkling  by. 

Without  one  friend  to  hear  my  wo, 
I  faint,  I  die  beneath  the  blow. 
That  liove  had  arrows,  well  I  knew; 
Alas!  I  find  them poison'd  too. 
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BYBOirS  WOBKB. 


Bixdt,  yet  in  freedom,  nhnn  the  net 
Which  Lore  around  your  haunts  hath  set ; 
Or  eireled  bj  his  fotal  ftre, 
Your  hearts  shall  bum,  your  hopes  expire. 

A  Urd  of  free  and  careless  wing 
Was  I,  through  many  a  smiling  spring ; 
But  caught  within  the  subtle  snare, 
I  bum,  and  feebly  flutter  there. 

Who  ne'er  hare  loved,  and  lored  in  vain. 
Can  neither  feel  nor  pity  pain. 
The  cold  repulse,  the  look  askance, 
The  li^ttning  of  Lotc's  angry  glance. 

In  flattering  dreams  I  deem'd  thee  mine ; 
Now  hope,  and  he  who  hoped,  decline; 
Like  mdthig  wax,  or  withering  flower, 
I  feel  my  passion,  and  thy  power. 

My  light  of  life!  ah,  teU  me  why 

That  pouting  lip,  and  alter'd  eye  ? 

My  bird  of  lore !  my  beauteous  mate ! 

And  art  thou  changed,  and  canst  thou  hate  ? 

Mine  eyes  like  wintry  streams  o'erflow : 
What  wretch  with  me  would  barter  wo  ? 
My  bird !  relent :  one  note  could  give 
A.  charm,  to  bid  thy  loTer  live. 

My  curdling  blood,  my  madd'ning  brain. 
In  silent  anguish  I  sustain ; 
And  ptill  thy  heart,  without  partaking 
One  pang,  exults— while  mine  is  breaking. 

Pour  me  the  poison ;  fear  not  thou! 
Thou  canst  not  murder  more  than  now; 
I'tc  lived  to  curse  my  natal  day. 
And  lore,  that  thus  can  lingering  slay. 

My  wounded  soul,  my  bleeding  breast. 
Can  patience  preach  thee  into  rest  ? 
Alas  I  too  late,  I  dearly  know. 
That  Joy  is  harbinger  of  wo. 


A  SONG. 

Thov  art  not  fdse,  but  thou  art  fickle. 
To  those  thyself  so  fondly  sought; 

The  tears  that  thou  hast  forced  to  trickle 
Are  doubly  bitter  from  that  thought: 

Tis  this  which  breaks  the  heart  thou  grierest. 

Too  well  thou  loT*it-^oo  soon  thou  leavest. 

The  wholly  false  the  heart  despises, 
And  spurns  deeeiTv  and  doMit ; 

But  she  who  not  a  thought  disguises. 
Whose  lore  is  as  sincere  as  sweet,— 

When  she  can  ehanga  who  loved  so  truly, 

It  fbels  what  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 

To  dream  of  Joy  and  wake  to  sorrow. 

Is  doom'd  to  all  who  love  or  live ; 
And  if,  when  conscious  pn  the  morrow, 
-     We  scarce  our  fimcy  can  forgive. 
That  cheated  us  in  slumber  only. 
To  leave  the  waking  soul  more  lonely, 


What  must  they  fed  whMU  no 

But  truest,  tenderest  passimis  warm'd  ? 
Sincere,  but  swift  in  sad  transition, 

As  if  a  dream  alone  had  charm'd  ? 
Ah !  sure  such  grief  is  fency's  scheming. 
And  all  thy  change  can  be  but  dreaming  I 


ON  BEING  ASKED  WHAT  WAS  THB 
«« ORIGIN  OF  LOVE." 

The  "  Origin  of  Love !  "—Ah,  why 

That  cruel  question  ask  of  me, 
When  thou  may'st  read  in  many  an  eye 

He  starts  to  Ufe  on  seeing  thee  ? 
And  should'st  thou  seek  his  end  to  know; 

My  heart  forebodes,  my  fears  foreeee. 
He'll  linger  long  in  silent  wo  | 

But  live— until  I  cease  to  be. 


KEMEMBEB  HIM,  fto. 

RXXBXBBB  him,  whom  passion's  power 
Severely,  deeply,  vainly  proved : 

Bemember  thou  that  dangerous  hour 
When  neither  fell,  though  both  were  loved. 

That  yielding  breast,  that  melting  eye. 

Too  much  invited  to  be  blest: 
That  gentle  prayer,  that  pleading  aigh. 

The  wilder  wish  reproved,  represt. 

Ohl  let  me  feel  that  an  I  lost 

But  saved  thee  all  that  eonsoience  feart. 
And  blush  for  every  pang  it  cost 

To  spars  the  vain  remorae  of  years. 


Tet  think  of  this  when  many  a  tonguA, 
Whose  busy  accents  whisper  blame. 

Would  do  the  heart  that  lovsd  thee  wrong. 
And  brand  a  nearly  blighted  i 


Think  that,  whate'er  to  others,  thou 
Hast  seen  each  selfish  thought  subdued: 

I  bless  thy  purer  soul  even  now. 
Even  now,  in  midnight  solitude. 

Oh,  Godl  that  we  had  met  In  time. 
Our  hearts  as  fond,  thy  hand  more  fr«e. 

When  thou  hadst  loved  without  a  crime. 
And  I  been  less  unworthy  thee  I 

Far  may  thy  days,  as  heretofore, 
From  this  our  gaudy  worid  be  paat ! 

And,  that  too  bitter  moment  o'er. 
Oh  I  may  such  trial  be  thy  last ! 

This  heart,  alas !  perverted  kog. 
Itself  destroy'd  might  there  deetniy ; 

To  meet  thee  in  the  gttttering  thieng, 
Would  wake  Preanmption'a  hope  of  Jcf  • 

Then  to  the  things  whose  bUsi  or  wo» 
like  mine  is  wild  and  wortialees  all. 

That  world  resign— such  scenes  forego. 
Where  those  who  fed  must  sorely  frlL 


' 


mBCBLLAWBOPB  POBMS. 


M9 


Tkj  7011th,  Illy  thMonaa,  thy  tendcniMiy 
Thy  MMil  from  long  leciofion  pan ; 

Tnm  what  e?«ii  h«re  hath  jMit,  may  _ 
What  there  thy  bosom  most  endue. 

Ofcl  ptidonlkatimpkniBgteaf, 
Since  not  hy  VirtM  ehed  in  vain, 

My  freniy  draw  from  eyae  eo  dear; 
For  me  they  ahall  not  weep  agidn. 


I  loaf  and  movnfril  most  it  be» 
The  thought  that  we  no  mofe  may  meet; 
Tet  I  deiei'fe  the  etem  decree, 

\  the  eentenee  iweei. 


MO,  h^  I  lored  thee  less,  my  heert 
Had  then  kee  saerifleed  to  thine; 

It  Mt  not  half  eo  mtneh  to  part, 
As  if  its  guilt  had  made  thee  odne. 


LINES 
umaaoMD  vrwK  ▲  cvp  vobxbd  tmom  a  ntvix. 

ScAxrnot— nor  deem  my  spMt  ied : 

In  me  behold  the  only  alnill, 
f^ram  whieh,  nnlike  a  living  head. 

Whatever  flows  is  never  dnU. 

I  Uved,  I  loved,  I  iiaar d,  like  thee ; 

Idled;  let  earth  my  bonee  resign: 
m  vp--tiio«  eanst  not  b^vn  me; 

The  worm  hsth  fimlsr  1^  than  thine. 

Betlsr  to  hold  tiie  sparkling  grape, 
Than  nnrse  the  eardi-worm's  sUmy  brood ; 

And  eirele  in  the  gobletf  s  shape 
The  drink  of  gods,  than  reptile's  food. 

Where  onee  my  wit,  perchanee,  hath  shone, 

la  aid  of  others'  let  me  shine ; 
And  vrhen,  aiss  t  oar  brains  sre  gone. 

What  nobler  sabstitate  than  wine  f 

QobM  while  then  canst— another  race. 
When  thou  and  thine  like  me  are  sped* 

Hay  rescue  thee  fttnn  earth's  embrace, 
And  rhyme  and  revel  with  the  dead. 

Why  not  ?  since  through  life's  little  day 
Oar  heads  sach  sad  effects  produce ; 

Bodeem'd  from  worms  and  wasting  clay, 
This  ehanoe  is  theirs,  to  be  of  use. 


OK  THB  DBAIH  OF  SIR  PBTEB  PABXBB, 
BAET. 

Tbeu  is  a  tesr  for  all  that^iie, 
A  moaner  o'er  the  homblcet  grave ; 

Bat  nationi  swell  the  frmeral  eiy. 
And  Tiiomph  weeps  above  the  br«va. 


For  ihsni  Is  Borrow^  purest  s||^ 
O'sr  Oeean'e  heaving  boeom  se«t: 

In  vain  their  bones  anbaried  He, 
All  eerth  beeoiaee  their  moaamsAt  I 


A  toaib  is  theirs  on  every  page, 
An  epitaph  on  every  tongue: 

The  present  hoars,  the  ftitare  age. 
For  ^em  bewail,  to  ^em  beloag. 


I  the  voice  of  fwtal  mirft 
Grows  hash'd,  iktir  wmm  tiie  only  eoond; 
While  deep  BeBsembiaaee  poare  to  WerA 
The  goblsf  s  tributsry  roand. 

A  theme  to  crowds  that  knew  them  not, 

Lamented  by  admiring  foee. 
Who  would  not  share  their  glorious  lot  i 

Who  would  not  die  the  de«A  they  ehoit) 

And,  gallant  Parker !  thus  enshrined 
Thy  life,  thy  frU,  thy  fiune  shall  be ; 

And  early  valor,  glowing,  And 
A  model  in  thy  memory. 

But  there  are  breasts  that  bleed  with  the* 

In  wo,  that  glory  cannot  quell. 
And  shuddering  hear  of  victory, 

Where  one  so  dear,  so  dauntless,  ML 

Where  shall  they  turn  to  mourn  thee  less  t 
When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherish'd  name  f 

Time  cannot  teach  forge  tAilness, 
While  Griefs  fell  heart  is  fed  by  Ihaie. 

Alasl  for  them,  thoogk  not  for  thee, 
They  cannot  ehoose  but  weep  the  more 

Deep  for  the  dead  the  grief  must  be. 
Who  ne'er  gave  cause  to  moain  before. 


TO  A  LABT  WSEPIKO. 

Wbbp,  daughter  of  a  royal  Une, 
A  Sire's  disgrace,  a  realm's  decay: 

Ak,  happy  t  if  each  tear  of  thine 
Could  wash  a  fother's  foolt  away! 


Weep— for  thy  tears  sre  Yirtoe's  \ 
Auspidotts  to  these  suffbring  islee ; 

And  be  eadi  drop  in  fetore  years 
Repaid  thee  by  thy  people's  smiles  I 


FROM  THB  TX7RKISH. 

Tkb  chain  I  gave  was  foir  to  view. 
The  lute  I  added  sweet  in  sound; 

The  heert  that  offer'd  both  was  true. 
And  ill  deserved  the  fate  it  found. 

These  gifts  were  chszm'd  by  secret  spell, 

Thy  troth  in  absence  to  divine; 
And  they  hsTO  done  their  duty  well, 
Alasl  they  eoold  not  teach  thee  thine 


MB 


BTBON'a  WQBMM. 


ThAt  oham  i*w  Ann  ia  eroy  l&ak, 
Bat  not  to  bear  a  stMnger**  toaohi 

Thftt  hite  WM  sirMt— tiU  thoa  eomld'st  think, 
la  atiiMr  hands  its  notes  woe  s««h. 

Let  him,  who  from  thy  neek  imboiind 
The  ehaia  whieh  ■hivtr'd  ia  his  gm^. 

Who  saw  that  hite  refliaa  to  soond, 
Rostriag  Ae  chords,  renew  the  elaap. 

Whea  thoa  wort  ehaaged,  thej  altsr'd  tee, 
The  ehaia  is  broke,  the  maaie  mote. 

•n*  past-^to  Ibem  aad  thee  adiea^ 
False  heart,  fraU  ohata,  and  sOant  late. 


SONNET. 

TO  OBNBTBA. 

Tanni  eyes*  bine  tenderness,  thy  long  fair  hair. 
And  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  featorea— caught 
From  contemplation— where  serenely  wrought,  ' 

Seems  Sorrow's  softness  eharm'd  from  its  despak^^7 
Have  thrown  such  speaking  sadness  in  thine  air, 
That— but  I  know  thy  blessed  bosom  fraught 
"^th  Bunes  of  unalloy'd  and  stainless  though^- 
I  should  haye  deemM  thee  doom'd  to  earthly  care, 
"^th  sash  an  aspect,  by  his  colors  blent. 

When  from  his  beauty-breathing  pencil  bom, 
(Bxcept  that  thou  hast  nothing  to  repent,) 
The  liagdalen  of  Guide  saw  the  mom- 
Such  seem'st  thou— 4ut  how  much  more  excellent  1 
With  nought  Remorse  can  daim— nor  Yirtae 


SONNBT. 


TO  OBKSTBA. 


Trt  cheek  is  pale  with  thooght,  bat  net  from  wo. 
And  yet  so  lovely,  that  if  Mirth  could  flush 
Ita  rose  of  whiteness  with  the  brightest  binsh. 

My  heart  would  wish  away  that  rader  glow : 

And  daxsle  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes— but  oh ! 
While  gasing  on  them  stemer  eyes  will  gush, 
And  into  mine  my  mother's  weakness  rush. 

Soft  aa  the  last  drops  round  hearen's  aby  bow. 

For,  through  thy  hmg  dark  lashea  low  depending, 
The  soul  of  melaaeholy  Gentleaeas 

Oleame  like  a  seraph  from  the  sky  descending, 
AkBTs  all  pain,  yet  pitying  aU  distress ; 

At  ?ace  such  migeety  with  sweetness  bloiding, 
I  worship  more,  but  cannot  love  thee  less. 


INSCEIPTION 

THB  VOmnCSKT  OF  ▲  HBWFOtmBLANtt  IKM. 


ataiftjMia 

BOaTSWAlM,mB^ 

Who  VM  bom  at  NtwfoaMllMKl.  MVt  UOS. 
Aad  dM  at  K«niMd  Attef,  Mor.  V^  MB." 


Wksit  some  pacood  soa  of  maa  ratanis  to  i 

Unknown  to  gleiy,  bat  upheld  by  birth. 

The  seolptor's  art  eahanata  the  pomp  ef  ilo, 

And  storied  uras  leoord  who  rests  below ; 

When  all  is  done,  upon  the  tomb  is  seen. 

Not  what  he  was,  but  what  he  shooUl  have  hMb ; 

But  the  poev  dog,  ia  life  the  ihmest  friHMli 

The  first  to  welcome,  fbreanst  to  dcfsadt 

Whose  honest  heart  is  atitt  his  maator'b  <latt» 

Who  labors,  fights,  Uves,  breathes  for  him  aloae, 

Unhonor'd  fiJla,  unnoticed  all  his  worths 

Denied  in  heaTon  the  soul  he  held  on  earth: 

While  man,  vaia  insect  I  hopes  to  be  I 

And  claims  himself  a  aole  exclusive  beav 

Oh  man  1  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour, 

Debased  by  slavery,  or  corrupt  by  power. 

Who  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with  di^gast, 

Degraded  mass  of  animated  duf  t ! 

Thy  love  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat, 

smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  words  deceit ! 
By  aatere  vile^  ennobled  bat  by  nww, 
Bach  kindred  brote  might  bid  thee  blush  for  shame 
Te!  who  perohaaeeb^oldtfaie  simple  uBk 
Pass  on— 4t  honote oene  yeu  wish  to  aunaa) 
To  mark  a  firfend's  remains  these  stoaee  arise  s 
I  never  knew  but  one,  and  here  he  Ues. 

NMMtmd  Abbey,  Od,  80, 1808. 


FAB8WBLL. 

Fabbwbll  I  if  ever  fioadest  prayer 

For  others'  weal  avail'd  on  high. 
Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  ia  air. 

Bat  waft  thy  naaw  beyoad  the  aky. 
'Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh ; 

Oh  I  more  than  tears  of  Uood  can  tell» 
When  wrong  from  guilt's  expiring  eye. 

Are  in  that  word— Farewell!— Fampsllt 

These  lips  are  mute,  theee  eyea  are  dry ; 

But  in  my  breast,  and  in  my  brain. 
Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by. 

The  thought  that  ne'er  shall  aleep  agai^ 
My  soul  nor  deigns  nor  dares  complain* 

Though  grief  and  passion  there  rebel; 
I  only  know  we  loved  in  vain— 

I  only  feel— Farewell !— Farewell ! 


BRIGHT  BB  THB  PLACB  OF  THT  BOVU 

BaiosT  be  the  place  of  thy  soul ! 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
B*iir  borst  from  its  noftal  oontMl* 

In  the  orbs  of  the  bleaMd  to  shine. 

On  earth  tiioa  wert  all  but  diriae, 
As  thy  seal  shaU  imsMnrtally  be ; 

Aad  oar  ssnow  an^  eeaee  to  repine^ 
WhM  IPS  know  that  thy  God  Is  triOilMsb 


May  Hi  t«dtan  Ifk*  MMMlit  to : 
TlMN  iko«Uiiot  be  iSk%  riiadow  of  t^MBi, 
h  «»giul11iafl  nniads  «•  ol  tkM. 

simiiij^  flowvif  ft&d  ftB  ovngfMii  tvM 
May  f|irl2ig  from  tiie  tpot  of  tkj  reft : 

Bmt  nor  ejpnfi  nor  yew  let  nt  see ; 
For  why  ihoQld  we  mourn  Avr  the  blett  ? 


WHEN  WE  TWO  PJ^TBB. 

Whbh  we  two  parted 

In  lilence  and  tean> 
Half  broken-hearted 
*      To  serer  for  yean. 
Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  eoU, 

Colder  tiiy  kin; 
IMy  that  hour  foretold 

8oRowto  this. 

The  dew  of  the 

8nnk  ehlll  on  my 
It  felt  like  the  waning 

Of  what  I  feel  now. 
Thy  Towa  an  all  biokcn« 

And  light  ia  thy  fione; 
I  hear  thy  naaie  ^oken. 
lite 


neynameth 

A  knell  to  nhM  ears 
A  ahndder  eomea  o'er  «i»— 

Why  weH  tton  io  dear  ^ 
They  knew  not  I  kn«w  thee» 

Who  knew  thee  too  wen  >- 
lionff,  long  ehatt  I  me  tiMO, 

ToodeciMytotelL 

In  aecret  we  met— 

In  aflenee  I  gftere, 
That  thy  heart  could  forget, 

Thy  apirit  deoeire. 
If  I  ahould  meet  thee 

After  long  yeara, 
How  ahould  I  greet  thee  K* 

With  alienee  and  teaza. 


ajXSZAB  FOB  MUSIC* 


»OUdKTmt\mbm,tm 


armg»9 


n*M  not  a  joy  the  world  can  giTo  like  that  It 
takea  away, 

When  the  glow  of  eariy  thought  dedinea  in  feel- 
ing'a  dull  decay ; 


Tb  not  on  y8«ik*a  i 

which  fedeaaoftat, 
Bat  the  tender  Uoom  of  heart  la  gone,  era  yonth 

itaelf  be  paat. 


Then  the  few  wboae  apirila  float  abof*  tiia  wredi  of 

happineea 
Are  driven  o*ar  the  ahoala  of  guilft  or  oeaan  of 

exeeae: 
The  magnet  of  their  oonrae  ia  gone,  er  only  points 

in  vain 
The  ahore  to  which  their  afatrer'd  aafl  ahall  i 

stretch  again  I 


Then  the  mortal  coldneas  of  the  aovl  Uke  death 

itaelf  comea  down ; 
It  cannot  feel  for  otheza*  weee,  it  dare  not  dvaam 

itaown; 
Thai  heaTy  chill  has  froaen  o'er  the  fountain  of  oar 


And  though  the  eye  may  aparkle  atill,  'tis  whers 
the  ice  appears. 


Though  wit  may  flaah  from  fluent  lipa,  and  mirtik 

distract  the  breast, 
Throngh  midnight  houra  tiiat  yield  no  more  their 

former  hope  of  rest ; 
Tla  bat  as  ivy  learea  around  the  ruin'd  turret 

wreath, 
AH  green  and  wildly  fresh  witiiout,  but  worn  and 

gray  beneath. 


Oh  could  I  feel  as  I  haTc  feIt,-Hir  b^  what  I  have 


Or  weep  as  I  could  once  haye  wept,  o'er  many  a 

▼aniih'd  scene: 
As  springs  in  deeerts  found  aeem  aweet,  allbra^iah 

though  they  be. 
So  midst  the  wither'd  waste  of  life,  those  tasM 

would  flow  to  ma. 


STANZAS  FOB  MUSIC 

TxBBB  be  none  of  Beauty's  daughters 

With  a  magic  like  thee; 
And  like  mualc  on  the  waters 

Is  thy  sweet  iraiee  to  me : 
Wh«a«  as  if  its  sound  ware  oanaiag 
The  eharmed  oeean'a  pausing, 
The  wsTos  lie  atill  and  gleaming, 
And  the  luU'd  winda  aeem  dreastii^^ 
And  the  sudaight  moon  ia  wes^rinf 

Her  bright  chain  o'er  the  deep; 
Whose  breast  ia  gently  heaving, 

As  an  infent'a  aaleep : 
So  the  apirit  bowa  before  thee, 
To  Usten  and  adore  thee ; 
With  a  frill  but  aoft  emotion, 
Uke  the  swell  of  Summer's  oosoa 


BYBOUrS  W0BX8. 


FABB  THEB  WELL. 

AIM  t  thv  ted  bM  fltaiA  to  ywlh ; 


iD^f  Ifw  b  iMlna  abowi  s 

A^lfcblhsnui  ■odjoiMhbvBbii 

▲ad  to  ba  wntfh  wUi  MM  w0  lore, 

IMbwMk 

•       • 

UtooMlMaiBdMhniiii 

A  dnuy  MB  now  Bows  bMwwo. 

Bat  Mkher  heal,  nor  &«(,  nor  Unadar, 

■tel  wboQj  do  >w*  J,  I  wwo, 

Tk»  mki  <tf  thai  wyeh  OQoe  bmh  toon." 

CbltHdit'a  CkrUtiM, 

Fab>  thee  well !  and  if  for  ereri 

Still  Ibr  erer,  fare  thee  well  : 
Sren  though  vnfors^ying,  never 

'Ghdnst  &ee  ihall  my  heart  rebel. 

Would  that  breast  were  bared  before  thee 
Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  lain, 

While  that  placid  sleep  oame  o'er  thee 
Which  thou  ne'er  canst  know  again : 

Would  that  breast,  by  thee  glanced  over, 
Erery  inmost  thought  could  show ! 

Then  thou  would'st  at  last  discover 
Twas  not  well  to  spurn  it  so. 

Though  the  world  for  this  commend  thee^- 
Though  it  smile  upon  the  blow, 

Even  its  praises  must  offend  thee, 
Founded  on  another's  wo — 

Thou^  my  many  faults  defaced  me, 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found, 
Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  me. 

To  inflict  a  cureless  wound  ? 

Tat,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not ; 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay. 
But  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not 

Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away : 

Stm  thine  own  Its  life  retaineth— 
StQl  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  beat; 

And  the  undying  thought  which  paineth 
It— "that  we  no  more  may  meet. 

The8«  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 
Than  the  wail  above  the  dead ; 

Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 
Wake  us  ttom  a  widow'd  bed. 

And  when  thou  would'st  solaoe  gathsr, 
When  our  ohUd's  first  aoeents  flow, 

WBt  thou  teach  her  to  say  "  Father  1  '* 
Though  his  care  she  must  fiorego  ? 


When  her  little  hands  shall  press  thee, 
When  her  lip  to  thine  is  prest, 

Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  bless 
Think  of  him  thy  love  had  bless'd  I 

Should  her  lineaments  resemble 
Those  thou  never  more  may'st  see 

Then  thy  heart  will  softly  tremble 
WUh  a  pulse  yet  true  to  me. 


All  my  fantti  penliaaoe  tiioa 
All  my  madneae  none  caa  know; 

All  my  hopes,  where'er  thou  goe«l, 
Wltksr,  yet  with  tAee  tbey  go* 

Every  feeling  hath  been  shaken; 

Pride,  which  not  a  world  could  boWp 
Bows  to  thee— by  thee  forsaken, 

Even  my  soul  forsakes  me  now. 

But  'tis  done— aU  words  are  idle— 
Words  f^m  me  are  vainer  still ; 

But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  bridle 
Force  their  way  without  the  will.-— 

Fare  thee  well ! — ^thus  disunited, 

Tom  from  every  nearer  tie, 
Sear'd  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  blighted, 

More  than  this  I  scarce  can  die. 

March  17.  ISiai 


A  SKETCH.* 


irdMiihMib«'at»dBffl,I« 


Bo&N  in  the  garret,  in  the  kitchen  bred, 
Promoted  thenoe  to  deck  her  mistrees'  head; 
Xezt— for  some  gracious  service  unexprest. 
And  from  its  wages  only  to  be  guess'd-* 
Raised  from  the  t<^et  to  the  table,*^rhere 
Her  wondering  betters  wait  behind  her  chair. 
With  eye  unmoved,  and  forehead  unabash'd. 
She  dines  trom  off  the  plate  she  lately  wash'd. 
Quick  with  the  tale,  and  ready  with  the  lie— 
The  genial  oonfidaate,  and  genaral  ^y*- 
Who  could,  ye  gods !  her  next  employment  ( 
An  only  infrlnt's  earliest  governess  1 
She  taught  the  child  to  read,  and  taught  so  wdl. 
That  she  herself,  by  teaching,  leazn'd  to  spelL 
An  adept  next  in  penmanship  she  grows. 
As  many  a  nameless  slander  deftly  shows : 
What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of , her  art. 
None  know— but  that  high  Soul  secured  the  heart, 
And  panted  for  the  truth  it  could  not  hear. 
With  longing  breast  and  undeluded  ear. 
Foil'd  was  perversion  by  that  youthftil  mind. 
Which  Flattery  fool'd  not— Baseness  could  not  Uind, 
Deceit  infect  not-^near  Contagion  soil- 
Indulgence  weaken— nor  Example  spoilf— 
Nor  master'd  Science  tempt  her  to  look  down 
On  humbler  talents  with  a  pitying  i 
Nor  Genius  swell— nor  Beauty  render  i 
Nor  Envy  ruffle  to  retaliate  pain— 
Nor  Fortune  change— Pride  raise    nor  Patiion  bow 
Nor  Virtue  teach  austerity— tUl  now. 
Serenely  purest  of  her  sex  that  live. 
But  wanting  one  aweet  weaknese— to  ftttghre. 
Too  shook'd  at  faults  her  soul  eaa  never  know. 
She  deems  that  all  could  be  like  her  below : 
Foe  to  all  vloe,  yet  hardly  Virtue's  fHend, 
For  Virtue  pardons  those  she  would  amend. 

But  to  the  theme  .*— now  laid  aside  too  long. 
The  baleftd  burden  of  this  honest  song— 


8lM  nks  tha  «kQto  lAikk  lU  Mmd  bite^ 

If  — ihwri    ao—  know  why— tefonlMr  q^Mikt; 

H  aAQghteit  tead  hir  foe  dM  BMtkMi' mIm; 

If  Mrly  babit»-tlioM  fOM  Itnkit  wkkh  bi^ 

At  tUDM  th*  lolllwt  to  tlM  BMMSi  miad— 

Hsre  gim  her  pofirar  too  deaply  to  iutU 

The  aagry  wmboo  of  h«r  deadlj  wiU ; 

If  like  a  nake  ikt  steal  within  yow  walK 

TSU  the  hkck  tliBie  betray  her  ae  ihe  erawls; 

If  Uke  a  Tiper  to  Ike  hewt  the  «ia4» 

And  leare  the  TflBOtt  there  the  did  not  And; 

What  marrei  that  thie  hag  of  hateed  wotke. 

Btemal  eril  Utent  ae  ehe  lurke. 

To  make  a  Pandemonium  where  ehe  dwellBt 

And  reign  the  Hecate  of  domeetie  heUa  ? 

BkiU*d  by  a  touoh  to  deepen  ecandal'a  tints 

With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints, 

While  mmgifag  trnth  with  fakehood— oieen  with 


A  thread  of  eandor  with  a  web  of  wilea; 

A  plain  bfamt  show  of  briefly«epoken  seeming. 

To  hide  her  bloodlesa  heart's  sonl  harden'd  scheming; 

A  lip  of  Jiee-Hi  Csee  fem'd  to  conceal; 

And,  without  feeling,  mook  at  all  who  feel : 

With  a  Tile  mask  the  Oorgon  woold  disown ; 

A  eheek  of  parehmsnt— end  an  eye  of  stone. 

ICark,  how  the  channels  of  her  yellow  blood 

OoM  through  her  skin,  and  stagnate  there  to  mud, 

Cased  like  the  centipede  in  safion  mail. 

Or  darker  greenness  of  the  scorpion's  scale— 

(For  drawn  from  reptiles  only  may  we  trace 

Congenial  colors  in  that  sonl  or  £sce>— 

Look  on  her  featoies !  and  behold  her  mind 

As  in  a  mirror  of  itself  delined: 

Look  on  the  picture !  deem  it  not  o*ercharged— 

There  is  no  trait  which  might  not  be  enUrged : 

Tet  true  to  *•  Nature's  journeymen,"  who  made 

This  monster  when  their  mistress  left  off  trade— 

This  female  dog-star  of  her  little  sky. 

Where  all  beneath  her  influence  droop  or  die. 

Oh !  wretch  without  a  tear— without  a  thottght» 

SaTe  joy  abore  the  ruin  thou  hast  wrought— 

The  time  shall  come,  nor  long  remote,  when  then 

Shalt  feel  far  more  than  thou  inflictest  now ; 

Feel  for  thy  Tile  seU-loTtng  self  in  Tain, 

And  turn  thee  howling  in  unpitied  pain. 

May  the  strong  curse  of  crush'd  affections  light 

Back  on  thy  bosom  with  reiected  blightl 

And  make  thee  in  thy  leprosy  of  mind 

As  loathsome  to  thyself  as  to  mankind! 

TiU  aU  thy  self-thonghts  curdle  into  hate. 

Black— as  thy  will  for  others  would  create : 

TSn  thy  hard  heart  be  ealdned  into  dust, 

And  thy  soul  welter  in  its  hUeous  crust 

Oh,  may  thy  graTs  be  sleeplese  as  the  bed,— 

The  widowed  oouoh  of  flie,  that  thou  hast  spread  I 

Thtt,  when  thou  «un  wouldst  weery  HeaTsn  with 


Look  on  thfaM  earthly  TJotime    end  despair  I 
Down  to  the  dut  1— end,  as  thou  rotf  st  aTray, 
B^«n  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  peisonous  day. 
But  for  the  loTo  I  bore,  and  stUl  must  beer. 
To  her  thy  mslice  from  all  ties  would  teer— 
Thy  name— 4y  human  name— to  erery  eye 
The  climax  of  aU  scorn  should  hang  on  highj 
y«ait«d  o'er  thy  less  abhonr'd  oompeere— 
And  feetering  in  the  infiony  of  yeeis. 


Wmor  aU  around  grew  dreer  nad  dark* 
And  Tsason  half  withheld  her  iay«— 

And  hofo  but  shsd  a  dying  spark 
Whieh  more  nialedmy  lonely  way; 

In  that  deep  midnight  of  the  mind. 
And  that  intsmal  strife  of  heart. 

When  dreading  to  be  deem'd  too  kind. 
The  weak  despair-*the  cold  depert; 

When  fortune  changed-Hmd  lore  fled  tUp 
And'hatred's  shafts  flew  thick  and  fost. 

Thou  wert  the  solitary  star 
Which  rose  and  set  not  to  the  last. 

Ok\  blest  be  thine  unbroken  light ! 

That  wateh'd  me  as  a  seraph's  eye. 
And  stood  between  me  and  the  ni^t, 

For  erer  shining  sweetly  nigh. 

And  when  the  eloud  upon  us  came. 
Which  atrore  to  blacken  o'er  thy  raj^*- 

Thea  purer  spread  its  gentle  flame, 
And  dash'd  the  darkness  all  away. 

Stitt  may  thy  s|rfrit  dwell  on  mine. 
And  teach  it  what  to  braTe  or  brook-^ 

There's  more  in  one  soft  word  of  thine 
Than  in  the  world's  defied  rebuke. 

Thou  stood'st,  as  stands  a  lovely  tree. 
That  still  unbroke,  though  gently  beat. 

Still  wuTce  with  fond  fidelity 
Its  boughs  aboTc  a  monument. 

The  winds  might  rend-^the  skies  might  poai, 
But  there  thou  wert    and  still  would'st  be 

Deroted  in  the  stormiest  hour 
To  shed  thy  weeping  leeree  o'er  me. 

But  thou  and  thine  shaD  know  no  blight, 

WhatcTer  fate  on  me  may  foil ; 
For  heaTen  in  sunshine  will  requite 

The  kindr-and  thee  the  meet  of  aO. 

Then  let  the  ties  of  baffled  Ioto 
Be  broken— thine  will  nerer  break; 

Thy  heart  can  fed— but  will  not  moTo; 
Thy  soul,  though  soft,  will  noTcr  shake. 

And  these,  when  all  was  lost  beside. 
Were  found  and  still  are  fiz'd  in  thee— 

And  bearing  still  abreast  so  tried. 
Berth  is  no  desert— er'n  to  me. 


ODE. 

[ntox  TKB  nnroK.] 

L 
Wb  do  not  curse  thee,  Waterloo ! 
Though  Freedom's  blood  thy  plafai 
There  'twas  shed,  but  is  not  sunk— 
Blafaig  from  each  gory  trunk, 


like  the  wmter  tp— I  froan  oeeaa, 

With  a  strong  and  growing  motionr- 

It  Men,  tmA  mlnglee  In  theedr» 

With  thst  of  loel  Labbdotim 

With  that  of  Um  whole  honor'4  gfvfe 

ContaiM  the  <«  bntveet  of  Hm  bi»fO.*' 

A  crimson  cloud  it  spreads  and  glows, 

But  shail  return  to  whence  it  rose; 

When  'tis  foil  twlU  burst  asunder— 

Nerer  jet  was  hesrd  such  thunder 

As  then  shall  shake  the  world  with  wonder^— 

Neyer  yet  was  seen  such  lightning 

As  o*er  heaven  shall  then  be  brightening  I 

Like  the  Wormwood  Star  foretold 

By  the  sainted  Seer  of  old, 

Show'iing  down  a  fiery  flood. 

Turning  ziTen  into  blood.* 

IL 

The  Chief  has  fallen,  but  not  by  you, 

Vanquishers  of  Waterloo ! 

When  the  soldier  citizen 

Swayed  not  o'er  his  fellow  men— 

Save  in  deeds  that  led  them  on 

Where  glory  smiled  on  Freedom's  son— 

Who,  of  aU  the  despot's  banded. 

With  that  youthM  chief  competed  ? 

Who  eould  boast  o'er  France  defeated* 
Till  lone  Tyranny  commanded  ? 
Till,  goaded  by  ambition's  sting, 
The  Hero  sunk  into  the  King  ? 
Then  he  fell  .^—80  perish  all, 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthral  i 

ra. 

Aad  lliott  too  of  the  snow-white  plmne ! 
Whoee  realm  rofiiBed  thee  er'n  a  tomb  ;t 
Better  hadst  thou  still  been  leading 
France  o'er  hosts  of  hirelings  bleeding, 
Thisi  sold  Htyeelf  to  death  and  shame 
For  a  meanly  royal  name ; 
Such  as  ho  of  Naplee  wears* 
Who  thy  UoodOraiight  title  bean. 
Uttle  didst  thou  deem,  when  dashing 
On  thy  wsr-horse  tiiroogh  the  lanksy 
Like  a  stream  whieh  buret  its  banks. 
While  hehnets  deft,  and  sabree  clashing, 
Ikotte  and  sMter'd  fast  around  thee^ 
9f  the  fate  at  last  which  found  thee : 
Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  low 
By  a  slaved  dishonest  blow  f 
Once    as  tte  moon  swiya  o'er  Ae  tide, 
It  loU'd  in  sir,  the  warrior's  guide ; 
Through  the  smoke-created  night 
Of  the  black  and  sulplHsrous  fight. 
The  soldier  raised  his  seeidng  eye 
To  catch  that  crest's  ascendimcy, — 


rKh  Uood.*' tc 

gri  noadad,  and  H  k  ««•  •  giwli 


fqpealki  ttbd  piltflTlki 


i-«i>.**AMlte 


IMi^M,  tanl^f  M  k  van  a  luap ;  and  k  fcU 
*M,  aai  apiB  dM  taMte  flf  vaMa." 

T«BB  U.  "A^teMwiarihiMfbaiMl 
|M«ariha«alHi  Iiiombi  ■■— uuif,- 


and  mmjwm  dbdorihiwattBi 


Aadtaalt 

80  Bovud  hia  heart  npon  ow  fiMt, 
These,  where  death's  brief  peag  was 
And  the  battU'e  wieA  Uy  tUokest, 
Stssir'd  beneath  the  adTanel^  bannst 

Of  tiM  eaglets  buning  swat 
(There  with  Ihmider-elouds  to  fim  her, 

IFAo  could  then  hsr  wing  airset      - 

Victory  heeming  from  her  teeast?) 
While  the  broken  line  enharging 

Fell,  er  fled  along  the  plaht ; 
Then  be  eve  was  Mubat  eheiglngt 

ThsBS  he  ne'er  shall  ehaige  again! 

IV. 
O'er  glories  gone  the  inradete  mareh, 
Weeps  Triumph  o'er  each  lerdl'd  1 
But  let  Freedom  rejoice, 
With  her  heart  in  her  Toiee ; 
But,  her  hand  on  her  sword. 
Doubly  shall  she  be  adored ; 
France  has  twice  too  well  been  taught 
The  "  morel  lesson  "  deeily  bought— 
Her  safety  sits  not  on  a  timme. 
With  Cafst  or  NAPOLnow  1 
But  in  equal  rights  and  laws. 
Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  eanse 
Freedom,  such  as  God  hath  giren 
TJnto  all  beneath  his  heaimi. 
With  their  breath,  and  from  their  birth. 
Though  Guilt  would  sweep  it  from  the  oaHk; 
With  a  fleree  and  larish  hand 
Scattering  nations'  wealth  like  eand ; 
Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water. 
In  imperial  seas  of  elanghtsrl 


But  the  heert  and  the  mind. 
And  the  Toice  of  mankind. 
Shall  arise  in  communion--- 
And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  nnion  f 
The  time  is  past  when  swords  subdued- 
Man  may  die-^he  soul's  renew'd : 
BTen  in  this  low  world  of  care 
Freedom  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir; 
Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  for  erer  bounding  spiri^^ 
When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble^ 
Tyrants  shall  beliere  and  1 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat  ? 
Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet 


FROM  THB  FBBKOH. 


AXXt  wan,  BUT  PABinOULABX.T  lATAXT,  Ajn>  ▲ 

ran  EARXS  BT  BONAFASn. 

KB  wtmmTomjM 

hanam.  vo  lm» 

SBini,  BMTBBATnro  rwammn 

EOBMADOnKPASV 

HDii  nr  na  most  xbnial 

GAYAesrr*  WMioa 

OOULD  MOr  BB  ASBORBD." 

MvBT  then  go,  aj  gloriona  Ckdti, 
Setflv'd  from  tli7  foithfol  few) 

Who  can  tell  thy  warrior'a  grief. 
Maddening  o'er  that  long  edtal 


wmmUikHaam  fobxs. 


6M 


D«r  M  betii  hM  ban  tD  H»- 
WlMt  sra  tifctf  to  •&  I  fcd, 
Witk  ft  nUMT**  ftitth  iBT  thMr 

Uolof^eioUiar^Miill 

Pint  in  fi^litt  bwt  vdgilrtiMt  ftow  • 
Xasy  eovld  ft  wold  eontral; 

TliM  alone  no  doom  eaa  bow. 
Bj  thj  aide  Ibr  yaan  I  dand 

Death;  and  envied  thoao  who  fBll» 
When  thiair  dying  ahont  waa  heaid» 

Bleaaing  him  Uiej  aafved  ao  welL^ 

Wbnld  that  I  weie  eold  with  thoae, 

Sineo  thia  hoar  I  live  to  aee; 
Ifhen  the  donbti  of  eowasd  Ibee, 

Scarce  daie  tniat  a  man  with  thee, 
Dreading  each  ahould  aet  thee  free  \ 

Oh!  although  in  dungeona  pent, 
AH  their  chaina  wete  light  to  me, 

Gasing  on  th  j  aonl  unbent. 

Would  the  ayoophanta  of  him, 

Now  ao  deaf  to  duty'a  pnyer, 
If  ere  hia  boxrow*d  glories  dim. 

In  hia  nfttive  darkneaa  ahare  ? 
Were  that  world  thia  hour  hia  own, 

AH  tium  cftlmlj  doat  reeign, 
Ooidd  heimrehaae  with  thst  ^lone 

Hearta  like  thoee  whIA  etill  are  lliinef 


Xy  eUef,  my  king,  my  friend. 

Never  did  I  droop  befbte; 
New  to  my  aovenign  auoi 

Aa  hia  foea  I  BOW  imptote: 
AllIaakiatodiTide 

Svmy  peril  he  mnat  bwvft : 
Sharing  by  the  here*a  aide 

Hia  fidl,  hia  eiilft,  and  hie  gnm. 


ON  THE  STAB  OF  "  THS  LEGION  OF 
HONOR." 

[FBOM  TKB  nturcn.] 

Stas  of  the  brave !— ^hoae  beem  hath  shed 
Such  glory  o*er  tfie  quick  and  dead 
Thou  radiant  and  adored  deceit  { 
Which  miUiona  ruah'd  in  anna  to  | 
Wild  meteor  of  iauBortal  birth  I 
Why  riae  in  Heaven  to  aet  on  S«rth? 

Senla  of  alain  heroee  fonn'd  thy  raya ; 
Eternity  iaah'd  through  thy  bkee; 
The  muaic  of  thy  martial  aphere 
Waa  fione  on  high  and  honor  hare, 
And  thy  light  broke  on  hnnftn  eyes, 
like  ft  Vokano  of  the  akifta. 


like  Uvft  rolTd  6I7  etrean  of  Mood, 
And  swept  down  empirea  with  its  flood; 
Berth  rock'd  beneath  thee  to  her  base, 
Aa  thou  didst  Ugliten  through  aU  space ; 
And  the  ehem  Sun  grew  dim  in  afar, 
And  eel  while  ^ou  wert  dwelling  there. 

^Before  thee  roee,  and  witik  thee  grew, 
^A  rainbow  of  the  lovelieet  hue, 
Of  three  bright  ookre,*  each  divine. 
And  fit  ibr  that  eeleatial  aign  j 
For  Freedom's  hand  had  blended  them, 
like  tinta  in  an  immortal  gem. 

One  tint  waa  of  the  annbeam'a  dyea ; 
One,  the  Une  depth  of  Saraph'a  eyea ; 
One,  the  pure  Spirit'a  veil  of  white 
Had  robed  in  radiance  of  ita  light: 
The  three  ao  mingled  did  beaeem 
The  texture  of  a  heaven^  dream* 

Star  of  the  breve  1  tiiy  rey  ia  pale. 
And  darkueaa  muat  again  prevail ! 
But,  oh  thou  Rainbow  of  the  free. 
Our  tears  and  blood  muat  flow  for  thftftt 
When  thy  bright  promiae  fadea  ftway* 
Our  li&  is  but  a  load  of  day. 

And  Freedom  hallowa  with  her  tread 
The  ailent  citiea  of  the  dead ; 
For  bedtttiful  in  death  are  they 
Who  proudly  fall  in  her  array ; 
And  aoon,  oh  Ooddeaa !  may  we  be 
For  eteimore  with  them  or  thee  I 


NAPOLEON'S  FARBWBJil. 

[ntOM  THB  VBMKfmJ] 

FAurwBLL  to  the  Land,  where  the  gleofta 

Olory 

Arose  and  o'ershadow'd  the  earth  with  her  m 
She  abandons  me  now— but  the  pege  of  hnr  i 
The  brightest  or  blackeat,  ia  illl'd  with  my 
I  have  warr'd  with  a  word  whkh  vanquiahed 
When  the  meteor  of  oonqueet  alluved  mo  tc 
I  have  coped  with  the  nationa  which  dread 

lonely, 
The  laat  aingle  Captive  to  milUona  in  war. 


rf"» 


mftWftly 
kftiart 


Farewell  to  thee,  France!  when  thy  diadem  erewn  t 

me, 
I  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth,— 
But  thy  weekaeaa  da  cress  I  ahould  leave  ea  I  f 


Deeey'd  in  thy  glory,  and  annk  In  thy  vrat^ 
Oh!  for  the  veteran  hearta  that  ware  waated 
In  atriis  with  ttM  etoin^  when  their  battk*  were 

won— 
Than  Ika  Bagle^  whoee  ga»  in  that  mmmmt  %fta 

Uaated, 
Had  atitt  aoar'd  with  ^ea  itz'd  on  victory'a  ann  I 


§54 


BTBOm  W0BK8. 


Fufw«a  to  fliM,  Racet  I— 4mt  when  LibartyniUiei 
Onoa  mofe  in  thy  regions,  remember  me  then^- 
The  Tiolet  still  growi  in  the  depth  of  thy  TttUeyi ; 
Though  wither'di  thy  tean  wiU  unfold  it  again— 
Tet,  yet,  I  may  baflSe  the  hoati  that  auround  us, 
And  yet  may  thy  heart  leap  awake  to  my  Toioe— 
Th«re  are  links  which  must  break  in  the  chain  that 

haa  bound  us,  ^ 

Tkm  turn  thee  and  call  on  the  Chief  of  thjt  ehoioe. 


WlUriEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAF  OF  ''THE 
FLEASU&SS  OF  MBMOBT." 

Absbht  or  present,  still  to  thee, 

My  friend,  what  magic  spells  belong ! 
As  all  can  tell,  who  share,  like  me, 

In  turn  thy  oonTerse,  and  thy  song. 
But  when  the  dreaded  hour  shall  come 

By  Friendship  eyer  deem'd  too  nigh. 
And  *<  Mbmoxt  '*  o*er  her  Druid's  tomb 

Shall  weep  that  aught  of  thee  can  die. 
How  fondly  will  she  then  repay 

Thy  homage  offered  at  her  shrine. 
And  blend,  while  ages  roll  away, 

JJernama  immortally  with  thine  ! 


SONNET. 

BovMXAV— Voltoire— our  Gibbon— and  de  Stael— 
^Leman !  these  names  are  worthy  of  thy  shore, 
Thy  shore  of  names  like  these  I  wert  thou  no  more, 

Their  memory  thy  remembrance  would  recall ; 

To  them  thy  banks  were  lovely  as  to'all, 
But  they  haye  made  them  lovelier,  for  the  lore 
Of  mighty  minds  doth  hallow  in  the  core 

Of  human  hearts  the  ruin  of  a  wall 
Where  dwelt  the  wise  and  wond'rous ;  but  by  ihte 

How  Hueh  more,  Lake  of  Beauty !  do  we  feel, 
In  sweetly  gliding  o'er  thy  crystal  sea. 

The  wild  glow  of  that  not  ungentle  seal, 
Whidh  of  the  heirs  of  immortality 

b  praod,  and  makes  the  breath  of  glory  real  1 


STANZAS  TO  .f 

Tbovoh  the  day  of  my  destiny's  over, 

And  the  star  of  my  fate  hath  declined, 
Thy  soft  heart  ref^ued  to  discover 

The  faults  which  so  many  could  ilnd ; 
Though  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  acquainted, 

It  shrunk  not  to  share  it  with  me. 
And  tha  love  which  my  spirit  hath  painted, 

It  never  hath  found  but  in  thea. 


Then  irtiai  natare  arovnd  me  if  smiling, 

The  last  smile  which  answers  to  mine, 
I  do  not  believe  it  beguiling, 

Becaasa  it  reminds  me  of  thine ; 
And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the  ooeaait 

As  the  breasts  I  believed  in  with  me^ 
If  theb  biUowB  ezeite  an  emotion. 

It  is  that  they  bear  me  from  tkm. 

Though  the  rook  of  my  last  hope  is  shivered. 

And  its  l^ragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave, 
Though  I  feel  that  my  soul  is  deliver'd 

To  pain— it  shall  not  be  its  slave. 
There  ii  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me: 

They  may  crush,  but  they  shall  not  c 
They  may  torture,  but  shdl  not  subdue  i 

'Tis  of  thee  that  I  think— not  of  T 


Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceive  me, 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forsake. 
Though  loved,  thou  forborest  to  grieve  me. 

Though  slander'd,  tbqu  never  couldst  shake^-* 
Though  trusted,  thgu  didst  not  diselahn  me^ 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly, 
Though  watchful,  it  was  not  to  defione  me, 

Nor  mute,  that  the  world  might  beUe. 

Tet  I  blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  it. 

Nor  the  war  of  the  many  with  on^* 
If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  prise  it, 

'Twas  folly  not  sooner  to  shun: 
And  if  dearly  that  error  hath  cost  me. 

And  more  than  I  once  could  foreeee, 
I  have  found  that,  whatever  it  lost  ma» 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  thee. 

From  the  wreck  of  the  past,  which  hath  perish*^ 

Thus  much  I  at  least  may  recall. 
It  hath  tanght  me  that  what  I  most  eherish'd 

Deserved  to  be deareat  of  all: 
In  the  desert  a  fountain  is  springing. 

In  the  wide  waste  there  still  is  a  trot. 
And  a  bird  in  the  solitude  singing. 

Which  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  thee. 


DABKNE8S. 

I  HAD  a  dream,  which  was  not  all  a  dream. 
The  bright  sun  was  extinguish'd,  and  the  stais 
Did  wander  darkling  in  the  eternal  space, 
Rayless,  and  pathless,  and  the  icy  earth 
Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moonless  air ; 
Mom  eame,  and  went--end  came,  and  hroog^t  a 

day. 

And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 
Of  this  their  desolation ;  and  all  hearts 
Were  chill'd  into  a  selfish  prayer  for  light : 
And  they  did  live  by  watch-fires— end  the  t 
The  palaces  of  crowned  kings— the  hvts, 
The  haUtatious  of  all  things  which  dwell. 
Were  burnt  for  beacons ;  cities  were  Ofmsomad, 
And  men  were  gather'd  round  their  li|^»ag  hoM 


MiflouLAinmn  fobms. 


Hi 


!•  look  MM  mon  iBlO  Mtth  oOMt*!  ftM ! 

Hamnran  thoio  1^  difoU  wifhiB  Hm  tyo 

Of  the  volottMO,  n4  thoir  mooBtidii-liMh ; 

A  terfbl  kopo  WM  aU  the  worid  ooataiA'd ; 

Foffwti  wan  aei  on  ftro— ^nt  how  by  hoar 

They  Ml  and  ftidad    and  the  cwwkllag  tnmha 

Bxtincviah'd  with  ft  ora8l»-«iid  all  vaa  blaek. 

The  browa  of  men  bj  the  deapairing  light 

Worn  aa  nnaarthly  aepect,  aa  by  ilta 

The  flaahea  fell  upon  them ;  aonie  lay  down 

And  hid  thdr  eyei  and  wept;  and  aome  did  raat 

Their  ehina  npon  their  clenched  handa,  and  arnHed, 

And  otiien  hniried  to  and  fro,  and  fed 

Their  feneral  pilea  with  fuel,  and  look*d  up 

With  mad  diaqnietade  on  the  dull  aky. 

The  pall  of  a  paat  world ;  and  then  again 

With  ewaea  eaat  them  down  upon  the  dnat| 

And  gnaah'd  tiieir  teeth  and  howled:  the  wild  biida 

ahriek'd, 
Andy  tenifled,  did  flutler  on  the  ground, 
And  flap  their  naeleee  winga ;  the  wildeat  bnitea 
Came  tame  and  tremnloua ;  and  Tipera  erawrd 
And  twined  themaelTea  among  the  multitoda, 
Hiaaing,  bat  atingleae-^hey  were  alain  for  food : 
And  War,  whioh  for  a  moment  waa  no  more, 
Did  glat  himaelf  again ;— «  meal  waa  bought 
With  blood,  «nd  each  aate  aullenly  apart 
Goiging  himaelf  in  gloom :  no  love  waa  left; 
All  earth  waa  bat  one  thought— and  that  waa  death, 
Immediate  and  inglorious ;  and  the  pang 
Of  fomine  fed  upon  all  entraila— nnen 
Died,  and  their  bonea  were  tombleaa  aa  their  fleeh ; 
The  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  derour'd, 
Btco  doga  asaail'd  their  masters,  all  saye  one. 
And  he  waa  foithfiil  to  a  corse,  and  k^t 
The  birda  and  beaats  and  fomlah'd  men  at  bay. 
Tin  hvngw  dung  them,  or  the  |prooping  dead 
Loied  tlMir  lank  jaws;  himaelf  sought  out  no  ibod. 
But  with**  piteoua  and  peipetnal  moan. 
And  ft  q[uiek  deeolate  ery,  Ucking  the  hand 
Which  anawer'd  not  witii  a  eareaa    he  died. 
The  erowd  waa  fomish'd  by  degrees ;  but  two 
Of  an  enonMma  eity  did  snnrive, 
Audrey  were aneadeai  ^eymetbeaide 
The  dying  ambfirt  of  aa  altar-plaee 
Where  had  been  heap'd  a  maaa  of  holy 
Foraamiholyuaage;  they  raked  up. 
And  ahiTcring  acraped  with  their  cold  skeleton  haada 
The  foeble  adies,  and  their  feeble  breath 
Blew  for  a  little  life,  and  made  a  flame 
Which  waa  a  moekeiy ;  then  they  lifted  up 
Their  eyea  aa  it  grew  lighter,  and  beheld 
Bach  other's  aspects    saw,  and  shriek'd,  and  died— 
BTca  of  their  nmtual  hideonaneee  ^ey  died, 
Unknowing  who  he  waa  upon  whoae  bnw 
Famine  had  written  Fiend.    The  world  wae  void, 
The  populoua  aad  the  powerftil  waa  a  Imnp, 
Seaaonless,  herUesa,  treeleee,  manleee,  lifeleoa— 
A  Inmp  of  death--*  ohaoe  of  hard  day. 
The  rirers,  lakea,  and  ocean  all  atood  stOL 
And  nothing  atixr'd  within  their  silent  depths ; 
8h^  eailorless  lay  rotting  on  the  sea. 
And  their  meats  fell  down  piecemeal ;  aa  they  drepp'd 
They  dept  on  tiie  abyss  without  a  surge— 
The  wftTOS  were  dead ;  the  tides  were  ill  fhdr  graiTe^ 
The  moon,  their  mistress,  had  expired  before ; 
The  winda  were  wither'd  in  the  stagnant  air, 
Aad  the  douda  perish'd ;  Darkneee  had  no  need 
Of  aid  fhm  them— She  waa  the  uniTerae. 


ohubohujiV  qratb. 


A  TAfft  uxuLALLT  aain>BBaD. 


I  ROOD  beelde  the  grave  of  hi^i  who  biased 

The  eoMMt  of  e  aeaaon,  and  I  saw 

The  hambleet  of  all  aspulohree,  aad  gaaed 

With  aot  the  less  of  sorrow  and  of  awe 

Oa  that  aegleeted  turf  aad  quiet  atone. 

With  name  ao  deerer  than  the  namea  unknowaf 

Whidi  lay  unread  around  it ;  and  I  ask*d 

The  Gardener  of  thftt  ground,  why  it  n^ht  be 

That  for  this  plant  strangers  his  memory  task'd 

Through  the  thick  deaths  of  half  a  century; 

Aad  thus  he  anawer'd—"  Well,  I  do  ao»  know 

Why  frequent  tmTdlers  torn  to  pilgrims  so ; 

He  died  before  my  day  of  8eztonshq», 

And  I  had  aot  the  digging  of  this  grave  * 

Aad  la  tlda  all  ?  I  thought,— and  do  we  tip 

The  veil  of  Immortality  ?  and  crave 

I  know  aot  what  of  honor  and  of  light 

Through  unborn  ages,  to  endure  this  blight  f 

So  soon  and  ao  successless  ?    As  I  said, 

The  Arddteet  of  all  on  which  we  tread, 

For  Berth  Im  but  a  tombatone,  did  easay 

To  eztiieate  remembrance  teem  the  day, 

Whoee  miaglinga  might  oonfriae  a  Newton'e  ^^'M^g't^ 

Were  it  not  that  all  life  must  end  in  one. 

Of  whidi  we  are  but  dreamers ;— es  he  eaa^t 

As  'twere  the  twilight  of  a  former  Sun, 

Thus  spoke  he,— <*  I  believe  the  man  of  whom 

Tou  wot,  who  lies  in  this  sdeeted  tomb. 

Was  a  most  fomous  writer  in  his  day. 

And  therefore  travellers  step  from  out  tiieir  wmy 

To  pay  him  honor,— and  mysdf  whate'er 

Tour  hftnor  pleases,"— then  most  pleased  I  shook 

From  out  my  pocket's  avaricious  nook 

Some  certain  coins  of  silver,  which  as  'twere 

Perforce  I  gave  ibUM  man,  though  I  could  span 

80  mudi  but  inconveniently ;— Te  smile, 

I  see  ye,  ye  profone  ones  I  all  the  while. 

Because  my  homdy  phrase  the  truth  would  tdL 

You  are  the  fools,  not  I— for  I  did  dvrdl 

With  ft  deep  thought,  and  with  a  soften'd  ey% 

Oa  tiiat  Old  Sexton's  naturd  homily. 

In  whidi  tiiere  was  Obscurity  and  Fame, 

The  Okay  aad  the  Nothing  of  a  Name. 


PBOMBTHBXTS. 


TiTZAirl  to  whoee  famaortd  eyes 

The  eoffenags  of  mortality, 

Sem  la  their  sad  leaHty, 
Wsra  not  ae  Alags  tiiat  gods  daspiae  i 
What  was  thy  pity's  recompenae  ? 
A  ailent  suAnriag,  aad  iatense ; 
The  fock,  tile  vulture,  aad  the  chain* 
AH  that  the  proud  caa  fed  of  pala. 
The  agony  they  do  aot  ahov, 
The  suffocating  sense  of  wo, 

Which  speaks  bat  in  Its  londiaew, 
Aad  thea  la  Jealous  leat  the  tky 
Should  have  a  Uatmer,  aor  wfll  sigk 

Uata  ite  voice  la  eeholess. 


9«6 


BlUOiro  WOMMB. 


TL 


Titian  1  to  tiiee  the  atzlfe  wai  given 

Betwen  the  ■offering  and  the  will, 
•  Which  torture  where  they  cannot  kin ; 
And  the  inexorable  Hearen, 
And  the  deaf  tyranny  of  Fate, 
The  ruling  principle  of  Hate, 
Whieh  for  its  pleasure  doth  create 
The  things  it  may  annihilate} 
Beftiaed  thee  even  the  boon  to  die : 
The  wretched  gift  eternity 
Was  thine— and  thou  hast  borne  it  well. 
All  tiiat  the  Thunderer  wrung  firom  thee, 
Was  but  the  menace  which  flung  back 
On  him  the  torments  of  thy  rack ; 
The  fate  thou  didst  so  well  foresee, 
But  would  not  to  appease  him  tell; 
And  in  thy  Silence  was  his  Sentenee, 
And  in  his  Soul  a  Tain  repentance. 
And  evU  dread  so  ill  dissembled 
That  in  his  hand  the  lightnings  trembled. 

in. 

Thy  Godlike  crime  was  to  be  kind, 

To  render  with  thy  precepts  less 

Tha  mm  of  human  wretchedness. 
And  stwngthen  man  with  his  own  mind ; 
But  baffled  as  thou  wert  from  high* 
Still  in  thy  patient  energy. 
In  the  enduranoe,  and  repulse 

Of  thine  impenetrable  Spirit, 
Which  Earth  and  HeaTen  could  not  convulse, 
A  mighty  lesson  we  inherit : 
Thou  art  a  symbol  and  a  sign 

To  mortals  of  their  fate  and  force ; 
Like  thee,  Man  is  in  part  divine^ 

A  trcNibled  stream  from  a  pure  souroe; 
And  Han  in  portions  ean  foresee 
His  own  funereal  destiny ;  . 
His  wmtehedneas,  and  his  resistance, 
Aad  his  sad  unallied  OKiatenoe : 
To  which  his  Spirit  may  oppose 
Itsetf— an  equal  to  aU  woes. 

And  a  iirm  will,  and  a  deep  sense, 
Which  even  in  torture  ean  descry 

Its  own  oonoenter'd  reeompense. 
Triumphant  where  it  dares  defy. 
And  making  Death  a  Victory. 


THE  PBAYEB  OF  NATUBB. 

Fathsb  «f  Ligii*!  gTMct  Oo4  of  H««T«& ! 

Hear*8t  Hum  tiie  aoeeuts  of  dsspeli  ? 
Can  guilt  Uke  nan's  be  e'er  ftnrgiwi  f 

Can  viee  alone  for  ciimM  by  pMyar  t 


Father  of  li^ut,  en  theel  eaU! 

ThM  see'st  my  amU  isdaik  wtthtmi 
Thou  wiko  canst  mark  the  spsoerow's  N), 

Avert  from  me  tke  daatk  of  mm. 

No  ibrine  I  seek  to  sects  nnknirw*; 

Oh  point  to  me  the  path  of  tnilk  1 
Thy  dnaA  omnipoteaee  I  nwn^ 

Spare,  yet  aannd,  the  fonlH  of  yoitth. 


Let  bigots  remr  a  gloomy  foM, 
L«t  superstition  haa  the  pan, 

Let  ptieelB,  to  sproid  tiieir  sable  ssisn, 
With  tales  ef  mystie  rites  I 


Shall  man  confine  his  Maker's  swaj 
To  Gothic  domes  of  monHering  stone  f 

Thy  temple  is  the  fhee  of  day ; 
Barth,  ocean,  heaven,  ttxy  boundless  thima 

Shall  man  condemn  his  race  to  hell 
Unless  they  bend  in  pompous  fonn ; 

Tell  us  that  aU,  for  one  who  fell, 
Must  perish  in  the  mingling  stoim  } 

Shall  each  pretend  to  reach  the  ski«a» 

Tet  doom  his  brother  to  eaLpire, 
Whose  soul  a  different  hope  supfdles* 

Or  doctrines  less  severe  inspire  ? 

Shan  tiiese,  by  creeds  they  can't  expouad. 

Prepare  a  fancind  bliss  or  wo  ? 
flball  rqptiles,  grovelling  on  the  grosmdly 

Their  great  Creator'a  purpose  know  ? 

Shall  those,  who  live  tat  self  alone, 
Whose  years  float  on  in  daily  crim^- 

ShaU  tiiey  by  Faith  for  guilt  atone. 
And  live  beyond  the  bounds  of  Time  ? 

Father  \  no  prophet's  laws  I  seek,— 
Thy  laws  in  Natore*8  works  appear  ;— 

I  own  myself  corrupt  and  weak, 
Yet  wUl  I  pray,  for  thou  wilt  hear ! 

Thoi,  who  oaAst  guide  the  wandering  stiv 
Through  trackless  realms  of  ethar's 

Who  oalm'st  the  elemental  wnr» 
Whose  hand  from  pole  to  pole  X  Imee 


Thou,  who  in  wisdom  plaeed  mn  ken, 
Who,  when  ^o«  wilt,  ean  tefcoiae 

Ah!  whilst  I  trosd  this  oBrthly 
Bntend  to  me  thy  wide 

To  Thee,  my  Qod,  to  Thee  I  call ! 

Whatever  weal  or  wo  betide. 
By  thy  command  I  rise  or  foil. 

In  ihj  protection  I  confide. 

If ,  when  this  dust  to  dns«  MStored, 
My  soai  shall  iimU  on  airy  wang, 

How  shaU  thy  glorious  namn  adoised 
Inspire  h«r  foeUe  voioe  to  singl 

But,  if  ^s  fieeting  spfarit  shm 
With  day  the  grave's  eternal  bed. 

While  lifo  yet  throbs  I  raise  my  pn^ur. 
Though  doom'd  no  more  to  quit  the  d 

To  Thee  I  breathe  my  humble  stndn« 
Grateful  for  all  thy  mercies  ps«t» 

And  hope,  my  God,  to  thee  again 
This  erring  life  may  fl^  at  last 


BOiiAMB  mnr  OOLOBOflO 


•mo  Y  t0lt4  Da  ALK^MA. 


PAMBATASa  d  B«7  MtM 

For  la  flhidid  de  OnuuidA, 
Daaie  la*  pverlat  de  Elnia 
Hasta  las  da  BiTaiambU. 

AjdaBd,Al^ilM! 

Caflaa  le  AicroB  toktdaa 

Qaa  A]i|a»fcf  fg^  ganada. 
Lm  aattaa  adi^  aa  el  fuego, 
T  al  menaagero  matara. 

Aydani^AIbaiBa! 

Doaeavalga  de  vaa  nralat 
T  eft  «i  oataUo  oavalga. 
For  el  Kaeatiii  aniba 
8«bido  se  a^ia  al  Alhambra. 
A/demi,  Alhama! 

Coma  en  el  Alliambra  eatuTOi 
Al  mismo  panto  mandaTa 
Qae  ae  to^en  laa  tRnnpetas 
Con  aiaiUei  de  plata. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhaina ! 

T  ^e  stattboTM  de  gtierra 
Apiieasa  toquen  alama ; 
For  que  lo  oygaa  ioa  Moroe, 
Loe  de  la  Yega  j  Qranada. 
Ay  de  mi,  ABwma ! 

&•■  Mone  f«a  el  aafe  sfHatt, 
Qm  al  MMptoBlo  Matte  llama, 
Uno  a  QUO,  y  doe  a  dee» 
Un  gvan  eeqvadion  fonnavan. 
Ay  de  mi,  ADiama ! 

AlUlMM&aalCeroHqo; 
Deal*  maneia  hal)laTa  :— 
Fma  que  noa  Uaaue,  Bey  ? 
Paia  que  ea  eate  Uamada  ? 
Ay  de  ml,  Alhama ! 

Aveya  de  laber,  amigoe, 
Una  nuera  desdichada : 
Que  Chrbtianoa,  oon  bravefa, 
Ta  noa  kan  tomado  Alhama. 
Ay  de  ml,  Alhama? 

AUi  hahl6  nn  yit^o  AUhqni, 
ije  oaf ba  cteclda  y  eana  s*^ 
Bten  ae  te  emplea,  bnen  Rey, 
Dven  Bey  j  bleft  ae  te  eupleanm. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  ! 

MatMte  loe  Benoetfagao, 
Qae  aia  la  tor  de  Oraaftda ; 
Cegiate  loe  toniadiaoe 
De  Cordova  la  nombimda. 

Ay  de  ml,  Alhama ! 


F0B1C8. 

A  TBBT  MOUBHFUL  BAUAD 


Ml 


I  AHD  OOBQVatT  OV  AXXAVA, 


l««M*tt«k»Ma«l*UniobtM«^*i  I 


^•f*4 


Tkb  MooHah  King  lidea  up  and  dowA 
Thnragh  Otanada'a  royal  ttmm ; 
From  BMin'a  galea  to  theee 
Of  BiTaiambU  on  he  goea. 

Woiama»Alhamal 


Letten  to  the  moaanh  tell 
HowAlhana'edtyftU; 
In  the  flie  tbe  aeroU  he  thiew, 
And  the  meeeenger  he  elew. 

Wo  ia  me,  Alhama  I 


He  qniti  his  mnde,  and  mosnts  his  1 
And  through  the  street  direets  hie  ooara» 
Throngh  the  street  of  Zacatin 
To  the  Alhambra  spurring  in. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 


When  the  Alhambra  waUs  he  gaia'd. 
On  the  moment  he  ordain*d 
That  the  trumpet  straight  should 
With  the  silyer  clarion  round. 

Wo  ia  me,  Alhama  1 


And  when  the  helUm  i 
Beat  the  lo«d  alwin  afar. 
That  the  Moora  of  t»im  and  pbda 
Might  aaawer  to  the  martial  stnla. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama! 


Then  the  MoMa  by  this  aii*M« 
That  bloo^  Mara  reoall'd 
One  by  one,  aad  two  by  two» 
To  a  mighty  squadron  grew. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama! 


Out  then  spake  an  aged  Moor 
In  these  words  the  king  before, 
**  Wherefore  call  on  us,  oh  Kuog  ? 
What  nwy  mean  this  gathering  ?  ** 
Wo  IB  me,  Alhama! 

*'  Friends !  ye  haine,  alas!  to  know 
Of  a  most  disastrous  blow, 
That  the  Christians,  stem  and  boU, 
HaTo  obtain'd  Alhama's  hold.** 
Wo,  is  me,  Alhama  1 

Out  then  spAa  old  AMlqiii, 
With  Us  beard  ao  white  tb  see, 
"GoodlU^I  tkouartjaitfyaMied, 
OoodKiagl  thktha 
Woitn 


(*  By  thee  were  slain,  in  erfl  hoos» 
The  Abenoerrage,  Granada's  flower ; 
And  strangers  were  receiTed  by  thee 
Of  Cordova  the  Chivahy. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhama! 


IM 


BTBOH'8  VOBX8. 


For  emo  mereoes,  Rej, 
Una  pene  bien  doblada ; 
Que  te  pierdas  ta  7  el  reyno, 
T  que  M  pierda  Granada. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhamal 

Si  no  le  teapetan  leyes, 
Be  ley  que  todo  se  pierda ; 
T  que  ie  pierda  Gteaaadii 

Y  qa»  te  pierdaa  en  ella. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  I 

Fuego  por  loe  ojoi  vierte, 
£1  Bey  que  esto  oyera. 
T  como  el  otro  de  leyea 
De  leyee  tambien  habUnu 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  I 

Babe  un  Bey  que  no  ay  leyei 
De  darle  a  Reyes  disguito.— > 
Bmo  dice  el  Bey  Moro 
Belinchando  de  oolera. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albama ! 

Moro  Alfaqui,  Koro  Alfiiqui, 
EldeUvelidabarba, 
El  Bey  te  manda  prender, 
For  la  perdida  de  Alhama. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Y  cortarte  la  eabesa, 

Y  ponerla  en  el  Alhambray 
For  que  a  U  castigo  fea^ 

Y  otrot  tiemblen  en  miralla. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhima ! 

Cavelleroe,  homfarea  bvenoa, 
Deaid  de  mi  parte  al  Bey, 
Al  Bey  Moro  de  Granada, 
Como  no  le  dero  nada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  1 

De  ayerae  Alhama  perdido 
A  mi  me  pesa  en  el  alma. 
Que  li  el  Bey  perdi6  lu  tierxa, 
Otro  muoho  mas  perdiera. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhsma  I 

Ferdieran  byos  padres» 

Y  ffliiidiTff  las  fttftdfts : 
Las  oosas  que  mas  amsra 
Ferdi6 1'  un  y  el  otro  fiuna. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

Ferdi  una  hQft  doueOa 
Que  era  la  flor  d'  esta  tisim* 
CSsn  doUaa  dava  por  ella. 
No  me  las  estiaM  an  nada. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

Disiendo  assi  al  hacen  Alfibqoi, 
lie  eotaron  la  cabe^a, 

Y  la  ele?an  al  Alhambra, 
Assi  some  el  Bey  lo  manda. 

Ay  de  ">^,  Alb'^r^ft  I 


"And  ibr  this,  oh  Kfaig,  Is  seal 
On  thee  a  double  chastisement: 
Thee  and  thine,  thy  erown  and  realm* 
One  laat  wreck  shall  oyerwhehn. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama  I 


**  He  who  holds  no  laws  in  awe. 
He  must  perish  by  the  law ; 
And  Granada  must  be  won. 
And  thyself  with  her  undone." 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama  i 

Fire  flashed  from  out  the  old  Moor's  eyes. 
The  Monarch's  wrath  began  to  rise. 
Because  he  answer'd,  and  because 
He  spake  exceeding  well  of  laws. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhamal 

**  There  is  no  law  to  say  such  things 
As  may  disgust  the  ear  of  kings : "— * 
Thus,  snorting  with  his  cholsr,  said 
The  Moorish  King,  and  doom'd  him  dead. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama . 

Moor  Alfaqui!  Moor  Alfaqui! 
Though  thy  beard  so  hoary  be. 
The  King  hath  sent  to  hare  tiiee  seiaed« 
For  Alhama's  loss  displeased. 

Wo  is  me,  Alhamal 

And  to  fix  thy  head  upon 
High  Alhambra's  loftiest  stone ; 
That  this  for  thee  should  be  the  law, 
And  others  tremble  when  they  saw. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhamal 


'*  Cayalier,  and  msn  of  worth  1 
Let  these  words  of  mine  go  fiirtii ; 
Let  tho  Moorish  Monarch  know. 
That  to  him  I  nothing  owe ; 

Wo  is  me,  Alhamal 


**  But  on  my  soul  Alhama  wnghs. 
And  on  my  inmost  spirit  prays ; 
And  if  the  King  his  land  hath  lost. 
Yet  others  may  haTs  lost  tiie  moat 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama  I 

"  Sires  have  lost  thdr  children,  wires 
Their  lords,  and  yaliant  men  their  lircs; 
One  what  best  his  love  might  claim 
Hath  lost,  another  wealth,  or  ftme. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

"  I  lost  a  damsel  in  that  hour, 
Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  ilower. 
Doubloons  a  hundred  I  would  pay, 
And  think  her  ransom  cheap  that  day.** 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

And  as  these  things  tike  old  Moor  said. 

They  serer'd  from  the  trunk  his  head; 
And  to  the  Alhambra's  wall  with  speed 
'Twas  carried,  as  the  King  decreed 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama! 


maoBUJUxaoDs  paBm. 


Llonn  tea  gnadt  perdida. 
UnftTui  todas  1m  damM 
Qnaatat  •&  Granada  avia. 
Aydaaki^AUuHBal 


For  laa  eaUaa  7 1 
Maoho  Into  pareoia; 
Hon  el  Bey  oomo  famhra, 
Qn'  61  mneho  lo  qna  petdla. 
Ay  da  nia  Alhamal 


80NETT0  DI  yiTTOBSLLL 


PB&  XOMAOA. 


01  daa  ragka  donaello,  onaata,  aeoorta 

liati  Biaari  padri  U  eial  na  fao» 

n  del,  clie  degne  di  piA  noliil  loita 

L'  ana  e  1*  altra  yeggendo,  ambo  chiadao. 
La  mia  fii  tolta  da  Tidoce  morte 

A  le  ftimanti  tede  d*  imeneo ; 

La  toa,  Francesco,  in  ragellata  porte 

Etema  pxigioniera  or  ai  lendeo. 
Ma  ta  almeno  potrai  do  la  geloia 

Inemaabil  loglia,  ore  8*  aaconda» 

La  ioa  tenera  udir  roce  pietosa. 
le  Taiso  nn  flume  d'  amariMJin'  onda, 

CoExo  a  quel  marmo,  In  cui  la  ilgUa  or  poaa, 

Batto,  e  ribatto,  ma  netsun  riaponde. 


And  man  and  infimta  thataia  waap 
Tbeir  lots,  so  heaTy  and  K  ieep  * 
Granada's  ladies,  all  she  reus 
Within  her  walls,  burst  into  teaza. 
Wo  is  me,  Albama  f 

And  from  the  windows  o'er  the  walla 
The  aable  web  of  mourning  falla ; 
The  king  weeps  as  a  woman  o'er 
Hia  loaa,  for  it  is  much  and  sore. 
Wo  is  me,  Alhama ! 


TRANSLATION  FROM  YITTORBLLL 


toMiM«raftlherwlMMtdnglMer  ted  MemdydM 
■iAi«»l  and  iililiiMiil  »•  Ihi  aUNT  sT  hM  vtM  kid 

L 

Or  two  fidr  Tirgiaa,  modaat,  though  admired, 
Hearen  made  us  happy ;  and  now,  wretched  sires, 
HeaTen  for  a  nobler  doom  their  worth  daaires. 
And  gasing  upon  tither,  both  required. 

Mine,  while  the  torch  of  Hymen  newly  fired 
Baoomaa  aztinguiah'd,  soon— too  soon— expiras : 
But  thine,  witbin  the  closing  grate  retired, 
Btaraal  captiTe,  to  her  God  aapires. 

But  tkou  at  least  from  out  the  jealous  door, 
Which  shuts  between  your  nerer-meeting  eyes, 
ICay'at  hear  her  sweet  and  pioua  Toice  onoa  mora  1 

I  to  the  marble  where  my  daugkUr  Hes, 
Buahi-^thaawolniloodofbittamaaalpoar,  [pliaa. 
And  knock,  and  knock,  and  knock— but  ncaia  r^* 


TO  MY  DBAB  MABT  ANNE. 

;m  FOLLOWING  LOnsa  UtB  THB  BAXLIB8T  ITXXV- 
YMK  Vt  LOBD  BTBON.     THBT  WESB  ▲DDBB88SD 

fo  una  CHAWonTH,  attsbmaxm  mbb.  Kvanaa, 

JK  1804,  ABOUT  A  TBAB  BBVOBB  HBB  XABBIAOB.] 

Adzbv  to  aweet  Mary  for  arer  I 
Fkom  her  I  muat  quickly  depart ; 

Though  the  fatea  us  from  each  other  aarer^ 
Still  her  image  wiD  dwell  in  my  heart 

rha  flame  tha^  within  my  heart  buma 
If  unlike  what  in  lovera' hearts  glowa; 

Tkb  lore  which  for  Mary  I  foal 
la  for  purer  then  Cupid  beatowa. 

I  wiah  not  your  paaaa  to  diatuib, 

I  wish  not  your  joya  to  moleat ; 
IGataka  not  my  passion  for  loTOf 

Tia  your  frieodahip  alone  I  raqoatt 

Not  tan  thouaand  lotan  aoald  foal 
The  friendship  my  boaom  eentaina; 

It  wQl  erer  within  my  heart  dwell, 
WhUe  the  warm  btood  iana  ttMiigh  ngrtdiia. 


May  the  Bnler  of  HeaTen  look  down, 
And  my  Mary  from  evil  defend  1 

May  she  ne'er  know  adversity's  frown, 
May  her  happineaa  ne'er  hare  an  end  I 

Once  more,  my  sweet  Mary,  adieu ! 

Farawalll  I  with  anguiah repeat. 
For  erer  111  think  upon  yon 

While  this  heart  In  my  boaom  shall  beat. 


TO  MISS  CHAWOBTH. 

Ok  Memory,  torture  me  no  more, 
The  preaent's  all  o'ereast ; 

My  hopea  of  ftxtnre  bliss  are  o'er. 
In  msroy  veil  the  paat 

What  bring  thoae  imagea  to  Tiaar 
I  henoefcrth  must  resign  r 

Ah  I  why  thoae  happy  hours  renew, 
That  nerer  can  be  mine  ? 


Faat  pleaanre  doubles  present  paist 

To  sorrow  adda  regret, 
Bagret  and  hope  are  both  in  tain, 

I  aak  but  to-foiget.  1901 


leo 


FKAOXENT. 


BTBOK'8  WOBXS. 

L'AmnS  EST  L'AMOITE  SAMS 


Hjuj  of  Annetlej,  bleak  and  baixan. 
Where  my  thoughtlew  childhood  itny'd. 

How  the  UOTthem  tempests,  warring, 
Howl  above  thy  tufted  shade ! 

Now  no  more,  the  hours  beguilingy 

Fonner  isTorite  haunts  I  see ; 
Now  no  more  my  Mary  smiling 

Makes  ye  seem  a  heayen  to  me.  1806. 


FKAGMBNT. 

(WlHBLaidBjrvnftntvaattolltwMnd  oa  Miairivd  fkoa AbwdMs, 
InpluiidayBHffoaklBMMputorttefnMndhaad  bMi  aa  Um  OmI 
M  U  floucUMd,  ao  ■hoaU  kt.  Some  dx  at  wTea  jmu  abter,  mi  ntUOag 
Ihi  epot,  he  foand  Ue  enk  ehoked  up  tgr  weedi,  end  •hoatt  deeBojad.  The 
MkMrtnf  opeolaf  flaee  en  a  ipedmen  ef  the  poem  In  wnta  ob  the  oecMlen.) 

TouKa  Oak,  when  I  planted  thee  deep  in  the 
ground, 
I  hoped  that  tiiy  days  would  be  longer  than  mine 
That  thy   dark*waTing   branches   would   flourish 
around, 
And  iTy  thy  trunk  with  its  mantle  entwine. 

Such,  such  was  my  hope,  when,  in  infancy's  years, 
On  the  land  of  my  fhthers  I  rear'd  thee  with 
pride; 

Tliey  are  past,  and  I  water  the  stem  with  my 
tears,— 

Thy  decay  not  the  weeds  that  surround  thee  can 
hide. 

I  left  thee,  my  Oak,  and,  since  that  fatal  hour, 
A  stranger  has  dwelt  in  the  hall  of  my  siMy  Aob 


ON  RBYISITINO  HARBOW. 


ISenejreamage,  whn  at  Ramv,  a  MbhI  ef  Ihi  aod 

'     MMe«rbolh,«ilhafcvaddilloaalwaRli,aB« 

m  laeeMBf  aame  laal  or  tmaftoed  h^aiy,  (he  anifaor 
■aadbaf«ehaMHan«v.    Od  nvMlliff  the  pten  b 
,>a  wiate  andeg  k  ihe  Ml— li^  nmwu  } 

HsiiB  once  engaged  the  stranger's  yiew 
Toung  Friendship's  record  simply  traced; 

Few  were  her  words,— but  yet  though  few, 
BesentmeBt* s  hand  the  line  defMed. 

Deeply  she  cut—but,  not  erased, 
The  characters  were  still  so  plain» 

That  Friendship  once  xetum'd,  and  gawd,—' 
Till  Memory  hail'd  the  words  again. 

Bepentaftoe  placed  Uiem  as  before ; 

Forgiveness  join'd  her  gentle  name ; 
So  fair  the  inscription  seem'd  once  more, 

That  Fiiendship  thought  it  stUl  the  same. 

Thus  might  the  Beoord  now  have  been ; 

But,  ah,  in  spite  of  Hope's  endeavor, 
Or  Friendship's  tears,  Pride  rush'd  betneen,. 

And  blotted  out  the  line  for  erev  I 


Wet  should  mj  i 

Because  my  youHi  is  fled  ? 
Days  of  delight  may  still  be  mine ; 

Affection  is  not  dead. 
In  tracing  back  the  yean  of  yonlh, 
One  firm  record,  one  lasting  truth 

Celestial  oonsolation  bringa ; 
Bear  it,  ye  breeaes,  to  the  seat. 
Where  first  my  heart  reponaiTe  beat,— 

"  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wings !  ** 

Through  few,  but  deeply  ehecker'd  years» 

What  moments  have  been  mine  I 
Now,  half  obscured  by  clouds  of  tears» 

Now,  bright  in  raya  divine ; 
Eowe'er  my  future  doom  be  cast, 
My  soul,  enraptured  with  the  past* 

To  one  idea  fondly  dings ; 
Friendship !  that  thought  is  aU  thine  own. 
Worth  worlds  of  bUss,  that  ^ou^t  aksw, 

<*  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wing* !  ** 

Where  yonder  yew-trees  Bghtly  wave 

Their  branches  on  the  gale. 
Unheeded  heaves  a  simple  grave. 

Which  tells  the  common  tale ; 
Bound  this  unconscious  schoolboys  stnj. 
Till  the  duU  knell  of  childish  play 

From  yonder  studious  mansion  rings ; 
But  here  whene'er  my  footsteps  move, 
My  silent  tears  too  plainly  prove, 

**  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wings  4 " 

Oh  Love!  before  thy  glowing  shxine 

My  early  vows  were  paid ; 
My  hopes,  my  dreams,  my  heart  was  thfahs^ 

But  these  are  now  decay'd ; 
For  thine  are  pinions  like  the  wind. 
No  trace  of  thee  remains  beUnd, 

Bxcept,  alas !  thy  jealous  stings. 
Away,  away !  delusive  power, 
Thou  shalt  not  haunt  my  coming  hour ; 

"  Unless,  indeed,  without  thy  wings !  ** 

Seat  of  my  youth !  thy  distant  sp^re 

Becalls  each  scene  of  joy ; 
My  bosom  glows  with  former  fire* — 

In  mind  again  a  boy. 
Thy  grove  of  elms,  thy  verdant  hill. 
Thy  every  path  delights  me  still, 

Bach  flower  a  double  firagranoe  flings; 
Again,  as  once,  In  converse  gay. 
Bach  dear  sssociate  seems  to  say 

«  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wingat" 

My  Lyous  I  wherefore  doet  thou  weep  ? 

Thy  falling  tears  restrain ; 
Affeotion  for  a  tfane  may  sleep. 

But  oh,  'twill  wake  again. 
Think,  Hkfaik,  my  fHend,  when  next  m 
Our  long-wiah'd  interview,  how  sweet ! 

From  this  my  hope  of  rapture  spiiaga ; 
While  youthful  hearU  thus  fondly  swcdl* 
Absence,  my  friend,  can  only  tell, 

"  Fiindship  ia  Love  without  his  wiKC«  f 


ummLUJXMOJm  pobms. 


Ml 


fii  OM,  ud  «M  ftlflM  dMrfvtd, 

Did  I  ny  enor  mouxn  ? 
Ho— from  oppTMsiTs  bonds  reUtred, 

I  left  tihe  wretch  to  looxn. 
I  tva'd  to  thoM  my  ohildhood  knew. 
With  feelings  warm,  with  bosoms  true, 

Twined  with  my  heart's  aoeording  strings; 
And  till  tiiose  vital  chords  shell  break, 
rornene  bat  these  my  breast  shall  wake, 

•'Fkindship,  the  power  depriied  of  wings! " 

fe  fcwl  my  sonl.  my  Ufc  is  yonrs, 

Xy  msmory  and  my  hope ; 
Tonr  worth  a  beting  love  ensures, 

TJnfetter'd  in  its  soope; 
Fram  ssaooth  deceit  and  terror  sprang, 
WKh  aspeet  fehr  and  honey'd  tongue. 

Let  Adolation  wait  on  kings, 
ma  joy  eUte,  by  snares  beset, 
We,  we,  my  friends,  can  ne'er  forget 

«<  nie^ship  is  Loro  without  his  wings !  ** 

Fictions  and  dreams  inspire  the  baxd 

Who  roUs  the  epie  song ; 
Friondship  and  Trath  be  my  reward, 

Tisme  no  beys  belong ; 
If  lawell'd  fkme  but  dwells  with  lies. 
Me  Ite  onehaatrees  erer  fliee, 

WhoM  heart  and  not  iriioee  fency  sings ; 
Simple  and  young,  I  dare  not  iUgn, 
Ifiae  be  the  r«de  yet  heartfelt  stnin 

I  is  loire  without  his  wings ! " 

DsamOer,  1806. 


TO  ICY  SON.* 

Thoo  flaxen  locks,  those  eyes  of  btne, 
Bright  as  Ihy  mother's  in  their  hue ; 
Those  rosy  lips,  whose  dimples  play 
And  smile  to  steal  the  heart  away, 
Beeall  a  scene  of  former  Joy, 
And  touch  thy  father's  heart,  my  Boy ! 


And  thon  canst  Usp  a  father's  i 
Ah,  WlUiam,  were  thine  own  the  same,— • 
No  self-reproach— but,  let  me  cease— 
My  care  for  thee  shail  purchase  peace ; 
Thy  mother's  shade  shall  smile  in  joy. 
And  pardon  aH  the  past,  my  Boy  1 


Hsr  lowly  gtuTe  the  turf.hns  piess'd. 
And  thou  hast  known  a  stranger's  breast. 
Derision  sneers  upon  thy  birth. 
And  yieUs  thee  scarce  a  name  on  earth; 
Yet  shall  not  these  one  hope  deetroy,— 
A  ftither's  heart  is  thine,  my  Boy  t 


Why,  let  the  world  i 
Must  I  fond  Nature's  claim  disown  ? 
Ah,  nox-though  moralists  reprote, 
I  hall  thee,  dearest  child  of  love. 
Fair  cherub,  pledge  of  youtii  and  joy^ 
A  fother  gnavds  ^  hnrth,  my  Boy  1 

Oh, 'twiU  be  swiesft  in  thee  to  tsaee 
Ere  age  hae  wrinkled  o'er  my  &»•» 
Ere  half  my  glass  of  life  is  run, 
A4  ones  a  brother  and  a  eon ; 
And  aH  my  wane  of  yean  emfdoy 
In  justice  done  to  thee,  my  Boy '. 

Although  so  young  thy  heedless  sire. 
Youth  will  not  damp  parental  ire ; 
And,  wort  tfiou  etfll  less  dear  to  me. 
While  Helen's  form  revtres  in  thee. 
The  breast,  which  beat  to  former  joy« 
"inil  ne'er  deeert  its  pledge,  my  Boy! 


BPFTAPH  ON  JOHN  ADAMS,  OF 
SOUTHWELL, 

A.  f*»ttrgit^  iTHO  BZBD  OF  D&WXSXiriM 

JoHH  Abaxs  lies  here,  of  tiie  perish  of  ttm^fwen 
A  Cmrier  who  carried  his  can  to  his  mouth  well ; 
He  earried  so  much,  and  he  carried  so  fast, 
He  eould  carry  no  more— «o  was  carried  at  last ; 
For,  the  liquor  he  drank,  being  too  much  for  one, 
He  could  not  carry  off,— eo  he's  now  corK^m. 


•  MTtecoiydMamrihuMBTkBOWidMbeuiawBannKtelyoateMASatt 

tad  hMy  •  rwl  *rf  rf  «•*"*•«•  """^  "^  ■ '*"* 
ke  kMr  to  iKft  bMB  »  fcrodtt  «r  Ui  iMa  MmmI,  Can»^ 

IhhV  dtor  Ml  evfbte  •  atoto  of  pnfMto  loradi  MiiBmrt 


^^  to  iMnd.    BiLVS^,  tow^wer,  tto  iofiuil  died  atoort 
|7,  Mid  «M  On  apuod  te  tebif  a  lax  M  te  good  MM*  «r  uv 


FBAQMENT. 


FoBOKr  this  world,  my  restless  sprite. 

Turn,  turn  thy  thoughts  to  heaven : 
There  must  thou  soon  direct  thy  flight, 

If  errors  are  forgiyen. 
To  bigots  and  to  sects  unknown, 
Bow  down  beneath  th'  Almighty  ThroM,— 

To  him  address  thy  trembUng  prayer, 
He,  who  is  merciful  and  Just, 
Will  not  reject  a  child  of  dust. 

Although  his  meanest  care. 

Father  of  light !  to  thee  I  call. 

My  soul  is  dark  within  ; 
Thou,  who  canst  mark  the  sparrow  fall. 

Avert  the  death  of  sin. 
Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  siHr 
Who  calm'st  the  ^emental  war. 
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Whose  mantle  is  yon  boimdleM  sky, 
My  thoughts,  my  words,  my  crimes  forgire; 
And,  since  I  soon  most  cease  to  live, 

Instruct  me  how  to  die.  1807- 


•  TO  MRS.  •  •  ♦, 

M  BBnrO  A8KED  MT  BBAfiOX  FOB  QUITTINO  BKO* 
LAND  IN  THB  SPBINO. 

Whbh  man,  expeU'd  from  Eden*s  bowerSj 
A  moment  linger'd  near  the  gate, 

Bach  toene  reeaH'd  the  vanish'd  hours. 
And  hade  him  curse  his  future  fate. 

But,  wandering  on  through  distant  oUmes, 
He  learnt  to  hear  his  load  of  giief ; 

Just  gave  a  sigh  to  other  times, 
And  found  in  busier  scenes  relief. 

Thus,  Mary,  wiU  it  be  with  m», 
And  I  must  Tiew  thy  charms  no  more ; 

For,  while  I  linger  near  to  thee» 
I  sigh  fer  aU  I  knew  before. 

In  flight  I  shall  be  surely  wise. 
Escaping  fr^m  temptation's  snare ; 

I  cannot  ^ew  my  paradise 
"^thout  the  wish  of  dwelling  there.t 

Dm.  2, 1808. 


A  LOVE-BONO. 


»©•••••••. 

Bbkind  me  not,  remind  me  not, 
Of  those  beloTed,  those  Tanish'd  hours 
When  all  my  soul  was  giren  to  thee ; 
Houn  that  may  never  be  forgot, 
Till  time  unnerves  our  vital  powers, 
And  thou  and  I  shall  oease  to  be. 

Can  I  fbrget— canst  thou  forget, 
When  playing  with  thy  golden  hair, 
How  quick  thy  fluttering  heart  did  move  ? 
Oh,  by  my  soul,  I  see  thee  yet, 
With  eyes  so  languid,  breast  so  fair. 
And  lips,  though  sUent,  breathing  love. 

When  thus  reclining  on  my  breast, 
Those  eyes  threw  back  a  glance  so  sweet. 
As  half  reproach'd  yet  raised  desire. 
And  still  we  near  and  nearer  prest. 
And  stiU  our  glowing  lips  would  meet. 
As  if  in  kisses  to  expire. 

And  then  those  pensive  eyes  would  olose» 
And  bid  their  lids  each  other  seek. 
Veiling  the  azure  orbs  below ; 
While  their  long  lashes'  darkening  gloss 
Seem'd  stealing  o'er  thy  brilliant  cheek. 
Like  raven's  plumage  smooth'd  on  snow. 


t  hi  te  MighMl  Mi  IM  rtmk,  «  Wlh««  a  wfak  10 
Mrfk«  gbw  abBvv  b  fnm  1  MS.  oonwiM  ly  LMd  ~ 


I  dreamt  last  night  our  hnne  retnni'd, 
And,  sooth  to  say,  that  very  d/efeA 
Was  sweeter  in  its  phantasy 
Than  if  for  other  hearts  t  ham'd, 
For  eyes  that  ne'er  like  thine  eoidd 
In  rapture's  wild  reality. 


Then  tell  me  not,  remind  me  not, 
Of  hours  which,  though  for  evet  gAMS, 
Can  still  a  pleasing  dream  restore, 
Till  thou  and  I  shall  be  forgot. 
And  senseless  as  the  mouUeving  stsa» 
Which  tells  that  we  shall  he  nd  buch 


STANZAS 

to  ••••••  ♦, 

Thbbx  was  a  time,  I  need  not  name. 
Since  it  will  ne'er  forgotten  be, 

When  all  our  feettngt  were  the  snaa 
As  still  my  soul  hath  been  to  thee* 

And  firom  that  hour  iHien  first  tiiy  toag«t 
Confess'd  a  love  whloh  equaU'd  mine^ 

Though  many  a  grief  my  heart  hath  wnai 
Unknown  and  thus  unf^  by  tfahwi 

None,  none  hath  sunk  so  deep  as  tiii**- 
To  think  how  all  that  Unre  balk  fioim; 

IVansient  ■•  every  fkit£less  kiss. 
But  transient  in  thy  breast  alone. 

And  yet  my  heart  some  solace  know, 
When  late  I  heard  thy  lips  declare. 

In  accents  once  imagined  true, 
Remembnmee  of  the  days  that 


Tes !  my  adored,  yet  most  unkind  1 
Though  thou  wilt  never  love  again. 

To  me  'tis  doubly  sweet  to  find 
Remembrance  of  that  love  remain. 

Test  'tis  a  glorious  thought  to  me. 
Nor  longer  shall  my  soul  repine, 

Whate'er  thou  art  or  e'er  slialt  be. 
Thou  hast  been  dearly,  soldy  mine  I 


TO  THB  BAMB. 

And  wilt  thou  weep  when  I  am  low  ? 

Sweet  ladyl  ^pedi  thoee  words i^pil&: 
Tet  if  they  grieve  thee,  say  nvt  «h»  ' 

I  would  not  give  that  bosom  paili. 


My  heart  is  sad,  my  hopee  are  gene. 
My  blood  runs  coldly  throuf^  my  ~ 

And  when  I  peris^,  thou  alone 
Wilt  sigh  above  my  plaoe  of 


And  yet,  mediinks,  a  gleam  of  peae« 
Doth  through  my  chmd  of  nngnlsh 

And  for  awhile  my  sorrows  cease. 
To  know  thy  heart  hath  hit  for 


Mi0OBXXAmaini  romcs. 


dia 


OkUAjl  bteiSAibetlittl 
It  laUs  for  one  that  eaimot  weep : 

8«eh  predoiis  drops  are  doubly  dear 
To  tbow  whose  eyes  no  tear  may  steep. 

Sweet  lady!  onee  my  lieart  was  wann 
With  erery  feeling  soft  aa  thine; 

But  beauty's  self  hath  ceased  to  cham 
A  wreteh  created  to  repine. 

Yet  wilt  thou  weep  when  I  am  low? 

Sweet  lady!  speak  tiiose  words  again  ; 
Tet  ff  ttey  griere  thee,  say  not  so—    i 

I  would  not  giTe  that  bosom  pain. 


SOUS. 

TtLL  th«  goblet  agaiUt  for  I  never  before 

PeH  tiw  glow  whic&  now  ^taddsM  my  heart  toils 

eofe; 
Let  us  drittkl—^ho  would  not?— slnee,  through 

life's  Taxied  round, 
In  Am  goblet  alone  no  deeeption  ia  fond. 

I  h«fe  tried  fai  its  turn  aU  that  ttfe  ean  supply; 
I  httf  baak'd  in  the  beams  of  a  dark  rollhig  eye; 
I  hare  lored  !-^ho  has  not  ?^-but  what  heart  can  ^ 

daelars 
That  pleasure  existed  while  passion  was  there? 

In  the  days  of  my  youth,  when  the  heart's  in  its 

And  dreams  that  ailbdtlon  can  norer  take  wing, 
I  had  friends  !-^who  has  not  ?— but  what  tongue  will 

UTOW, 

That  friends,  rosy  wine!  sie  so  fkithfol  as  thou ? 

The  hosrt  of  a  mistress  some  boy  may  estrtnge, 
Friendship  shifts  with  the  sunbeanH-thou  nerrer 

canst  ehaage: 
Thou  grow'st  old— who  does  not?— but  on  earth 

what  appears, 
Whose  Thrtnes,  like  thine,  still  increase  with  its 

years? 

Yet  if  blest  to  the  utmost  that  Ioto  can  bestow. 

Should  a  riral  bow  down  to  our  idol  below, 

We  Br«  Jealous t--^ho's  net?— thou  hast  no  sut^ 

alloy 
For  the  more  that  enjoy  thee,  the  more  we  enjoy. 

Then  the  season  of  youth  and  its  Tanities  past, 
For  roftige  we  fly  to  the  goblet  at  las  t : 
Then  we  ftnd— do  we  not  ?— in  the  flow  of  the  soul. 
That  truth*  as  of  yore,  is  confined  to  the  bowt 

When  the  box  of  Pandora  was  open'd  on  earth. 
And  Misery's  triumph  commenoed  over  Mirth, 
Hoye  wMi  l«f^  was  shA  not  T'-but  the  goblet  we  kiss, 
And  care  not  for  h<q^  who  axe  certain  of  bliss. 

Long  life  to  the  grape  I  for  when  summer  is  flown. 
The  age  of  our  nectar  shall  gfladden  our  own ; 
We  must  £e— who  shall  not  ?— May  our  sinsbefot^ 

giten. 
And  Hebe  shall  never  be  Mle  in  heaven. 


8TAMAB. 


TO  *  *  ^  ox  tBATdia  SNObAVn. 

'TIS  done    and  shivering  in  the  gala 
The  bark  unfurls  her  snowy  sail ; 
And,  whistling  o'er  the  bending  mast. 
Loud  tings  on  high  the  fresh'ning  hUal: 
And  I  must  from  this  land  be  gone. 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

But  eould  I  be  what  I  havu  been. 
And  could  I  see  what  I  have  seen-* 
Could  I  repose  upon  the  breast 
Which  once  my  wurmest  wishes  blest* 
I  should  not  seek  another  sone 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

'Tis  long  since  I  beheld  that  eye 
Which  gave  me  bliss  or  misery ; 
And  I  have  striven,  but  in  vain, 
Never  to  think  of  it  again ; 
For  though  I  fly  from  Albion, 
I  still  can  only  love  but  one. 


As  some  lone  bird,  without  a  i 
My  weary  heart  is  desolate ; 
I  look  around,  and  cannot  trace 
One  friendly  smile  or  welcome  U«% 
And  even  in  crowds  am  still  i  ~ 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 


And  I  wfll  oross  the  i 

And  I  will  seek  afereign  home; 

Till  I  forget  a  false  fair  frtoe, 

I  ne'er  shall  And  a  neting^laou; 

My  own  dark  tiiouglMs  I  eannot  sh«n. 

But  evur  love,  and  love  but  one. 

The  poorest  veriest  wretch  on  earth 
Still  finds  some  hospitable  hearth, 
Where  friendship's  or  love's  softer  glow 
May  smile  in  Joy  or  sooth  in  wo ; 
But  friend  or  leman  I  have  none, 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

I  go— but  wheresoe'er  I  flee. 
There's  not  an  eye  will  weep  for  me ; 
There's  not  a  kind  congenial  heart. 
Where  I  oan  claim  the  meanest  part; 
Nor  thou,  who  hast  my  hopes  undone. 
Wilt  sigh,  although  I  love  but  one. 

To  think  of  every  early  soene, 

Of  what  we  axe,  and  what  wo^ve  been, 

Would  whelm  some  eofter  heats  with  w 

But  mine,  ilai!  has  stood  the  blow; 

Yet  stOl  beats  on  as  It  begun. 

And  never  truly  lovus  but  otie. 

And  who  that  dear  loved  one  may  be 
Is  not  ftnr  vulgar  eyes  to  see, 
And  vrhy  ^at  esr^  love  was  etest. 
Thou  know'st  the  best,  I  fed  the  most ; 
But  few  that  dweU  beneath  the  sun 
Have  loved  so  long,  and  loved  but  om. 
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I't»  titod  •Aofher's  fetten  too, 
With  ehazms  perchanoe  as  fair  to  tiew; 
And  I  would  fain  haTO  loyed  as  well, 
Bnt  some  uneonquerable  spell 
Foibade  my  bleeding  breast  to  own 
A  kindred  oare  for  aught  but  one. 
• 

Twould  soothe  to  take  one  lingering  Tiew, 
And  bless  thee  in  my  last  adieu ; 
Yet  wish  I  not  those  eyes  to  weep 
For  him  that  wanders  o'er  the  deep ; 
His  home,  his  hope,  his  youth  are  gone, 
Tet  still  he  loyes,  and  lores  but  one.* 


LINES  TO  MR.  HODGSON. 

HvszA !  Hodgson,  we  are  going, 

Our  embargo's  off  at  last ; 
Favorable  breeses  blowing 

Bend  the  canras  o'er  the  mast. 
From  aloft  the  signal's  streaming, 
Hark  I  the  forewell  gun  is  fired ; 
Women  screeching,  tars  blaspheming, 
Tell  us  that  our  time's  expired. 
Here's  a  rascal 
Come  to  task  all, 
P^ng  flrom  the  custom-house ; 
Trunks  unpacking. 
Cases  cracking. 
Not  a  oomer  for  a  mouse 
'Scapes  unseareh'd  amid  the  raoket. 
Ere  we  sail  on  board  the  Packet. 

Now  our  boatmen  quit  their  mooring, 

And  all  hands  must  ply  the  oar ; 
Baggage  from  the  quay  is  lowering. 

We're  impatient— imsh  from  shore. 
**  HsTe  a  care !  that  case  holds  liquox^- 
Stop  the  boat— I'm  sick— oh  Lord ! " 
"  Sick,  ma'am,  damme,  youll  be  sicker 
Ere  you'ye  been  an  hour  on  board." 
Thus  are  screaming 
Men  and  women, 
Gemmen,  ladies,  servants.  Jacks ; 
Here  entangling. 
All  are  wrangling. 
Stuck  together  close  as  wax.— • 
Such  the  general  noise  and  racket. 
Ere  we  rMch  the  Lisbon  Packet. 

Now  we're  reach'd  her,  lo !  the  captain, 

Gallant  Kid,  commands  the  crew ; 
Passengers  their  births  sre  clapt  in. 

Some  to  grumble,  some  to  spew. 
■<  Hey  day !  call  you  that  a  cabin  ? 

Why,  'tis  hardly  three  feet  square ; 
Not  enough  to  stow  Queen  Mab  tur— 

Who  the  deuce  ean  harbor  there  ? " 
"  Who,  sir  ?  plenty— 
Noblos  twenty 


dh^hhnHiriiiacQKjanhil 

MMi0«l»-. 

**  TkiMgk  vtaMWo*^  ny  bMk  iMf  m, 


Did  at  onee  my  ressel  fllL''^ 

"Did they?  Jesus, 

How  you  squeese  us  1 

Would  to  God  they  did  so  still: 

Then  I'd  'scape  the  heat  and  racket 

Of  the  good  ship,  Lisbon  Paoket" 


Fletcher!  Kuzrayl  Bob!  whereareyotti 

Stnteh'd  along  the  deck  like  log»— 
Bear  a  hand,  you  Jolly  tar,  you ! 

Here's  a  rope's  end  for  the  dogs. 
Hobhouse,  muttering  fearftil  curses. 

As  the  hatchway  down  he  rolls, 
Now  his  breakfkst,  now  his  Torses, 
Vomits  forth— and  damns  our  souls 
"  Here's  a  stansa 
OnBraganxa— 
Help  I "— «  a  couplet  ? "— "  No,  a  eop 
Of  warm  watei^-" 
<*  What's  the  matter?" 
<*  Zounds !  my  liver's  coming  up : 
I  shall  not  sunrive  the  racket 
Of  this  brutal  Lisbon  Packet." 


Now  at  length  we're  off  for  Turkey, 

Lord  knows  when  we  shaU  come  htutk  I 
Breeses  foul  and  tempests  murky 

May  unship  us  in  a  crack. 
But,  since  life  at  most  a  jest  is. 

As  philosopheis  allow, 
StiU  to  laugh  by  far  the  best  is. 
Then  laugh  on— as  I  do  now. 
Laugh  at  all  things,     . 
Great  and  small  things. 
Sick  or  well,  at  sea  or  shore; 
While  we're  quaffing. 
Let's  hare  laughingp— 
Who  the  devil  cares  for  more  ?— 
Some  good  wine!  and  who  would  laok  it. 
Even  on  board  the  Lbbon  Packet  ? 

Falmouth  Roadi,  Jme  300, 1809. 


UNBS  IN  THE  TRAVBLLEBS' 
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nr  THIS  BOOK  ▲  TBl.Tn.LBE  HAP  ffBii'l'M  >- 

*<  Faib  Albion,  smiling,  sees  her  son  depart 

To  trace  the  birth  and  nurseiy  of  art : 
Noble  his  object,  glorious  is  his  aim : 
He  comes  to  Athens,  and  he  writes  his 


BBMBJLTK  WHICH  LOBD  BTBOH  llftBBTBD  TKI 

roLLownro  bbplt  >— 

Thb  modest  bard,  like  many  a  bard  unknown, 
Bhymes  on  our  names,  but  wi^ly  hides  his  owa; 
But  yet  whoe'er  he  be,  to  say  no  worse. 
His  name  would  bring  more  credit  than  his  tsm. 


uiBCSLuanoxm  fosms. 
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OR  M0OBB*8  LA8T  OFB&ATIO  FABCB. 

A  rABCXCAL  XnOBAX 

Oooo  playi  tt«  tearee, 

80  Moore  wiitct  fiffoe : 
TIm  poet't  fioM  growi  Inittlo— 

Wo  knew  before 

TUtZittl^f  Moore, 
B«t  now 'tis  Jfoofv  that's  XdOi. 

S9<.  U,  ISll. 


BPI8TLB  TO  MB.  HOBOSOM, 
r  AXtim  TO  som  ukm  Bxviwrnro  nx  10  la 

CHXBBrUL,  AND  TO  "BANISH  OAXB." 

*<  Oh  !  benish  eaie  ''—ouch  erer  be 
The  MOtlo  of  My  revelry  I 
PcRhanoe  of  ei^ne,  when  wassail  nights 
BsMW  Aose  liotovs  ddSghts, 
Wherewith  the  dhildien  of  Dospair 
Lnlltiw  lone  heart,  and  «•  banish  eaie.*' 
Bat  not  in  moni's  refleeting  hour, 
When  present,  past,  and  fotme  lower. 
When  an  I  lored  is  Ranged  or  gone, 
Moek  with  soeh  taunts  the  woes  of  one, 
Whoee  every  thooght— bat  let  them  psss 
Then  know'st  I  am  not  what  I  was. 
Bat,  above  all,  if  thoa  wonldst  hold 
Plaoe  in  a  heart  that  ne'er  was  cold. 
By  aU  the  powers  that  men  revere, 
By  all  onto  thy  bosom  dear, 
Thy  joys  below,  thy  hopes  above. 
Speak— speak  of  any  thing  bat  love. 

TwsKO  long  to  tell,  and  vain  to  hear. 

The  tale  of  one  who  scorns  a  tear ; 

And  then  is  Uttle  in  that  tale 

Which  better  bosoms  woold  bewaiL 

Bat  mine  has  saffer'd  more  than  well 

TwDold  suit  philosophy  to  tell. 

I've  seen  my  bride  another's  biide,— 

Have  seen  her  seated  by  his  side,» 

Have  seen  the  infknt,  which  she  bore, 

Wear  the  sweet  smile  the  mother  wore. 

When  she  and  I  in  yoath  have  smiled  ^ 

As  ibnd  and  fuiltless  as  her  child ;» 

Have  seen  her  eyes,  in  cold  disdain, 

Ask  if  I  felt  no  secret  pain, 

And  /have  acted  well  my  part. 

And  made  my  cheek  belie  my  heart, 

Betom'd  the  freesing  glance  she  gave, 

Tet  felt  the  while  that  vroman's  slave  ;— 

Have  kiss'd,  as  if  without  design. 

The  babe  which  ooght  to  haTc  been  mine. 

And  show'd,  alasl  in  each  caress 

Time  had  not  made  me  love  the  less. 

Bat  let  this  pss»— 111  whine  no  more. 
Nor  seek  again  an  eastern  shore ; 
The  iforld  befits  a  bosy  brain,— 
1*11  hie  me  to  its  haonts  again. 
Bat  ii;  in  some  saeceeding  year, 
When  Britain's  "  May  is  in  the  sere," 
Thou  hear'st  of  one,  whose  deepening  crimes 
Suit  with  the  sahlest  of  tiie  times. 


Of  one,  whom  love  not  pity  sways. 
Nor  hope  of  ihme,  nor  good  men's  praise. 
One,  who  in  sten  ambition's  ptMe, 
Perchance  not  blood  shall  torn  aside. 
One  rank'd  in  some  recording  page 
With  the  worst  snarehs  of  the  age, 
Him  wilt  thou  ibioto— and  knotoimff  paose. 
Nor  with  the  effect  forget  the  cause. 

Newttead  Abbey,  Oct.  llth,  1811 


ON  LORD  THURL0W8  P0BM8. 

DBDICATBD  TO  XH.  HOOnW. 

Whsh  Thurlow  this  darnn'd  nonsense  ssnt» 

(I  hope  I  am  not  violent,) 

Nor  men  nor  gods  knew  what  he  meant. 


And  since  not  ev'n  oar  Bogers* 

To  common  sense  his  thoughts  could 

Why  wouid  they  let  him  print  his  lays  f 


To  me,  divine  Apollo,  grant— 0 1 
Hermilda't  flist  and  second  canto, 
I'm  fitting  up  a  new  portmanteau; 

And  thus  to  ftxmish  decent  lining. 
My  own  and  others'  bays  I'm  twining— 
80,  gentle  Thurlow,  throw  me  thine  in. 

Jfay,  ISia. 


TO  LOAD  THUBLOW. 

«•  I  kj  nj  bnuMh  of  hunl  dmn, 
Thmmmttttm  l|iiiBi'ii—»i», 
Ulf««r  Mtat  M«  Hi  •m.'* 

LmdJ%mHm*9lhm»$Jitr.M^mw, 

**  I  <sy  my  bran^  of  lamnl  iloini." 
T%ou  <«lay  thy  branch  of  fanrvf  down! " 

Why,  what  tfaou'st  stole  ii  not  enow ; 
And,  were  it  lawfully  thine  own. 

Does  Rogers  want  it  most,  or  thou  ? 
Keep  to  thyself  thy  wither'd  bough. 

Or  send  it  back  to  Doctor  Donne^ 
Were  justice  done  to  both,  I  trow, 

He'd  have  but  little,  and  thou— none. 

*'  Then  tkut  to  firm  ApolU>*9  crown.** 
A  crown !  why,  twist  it  how  you  will. 
Thy  chaplet  must  be  foolscap  still. 
When  next  you  visit  Delphi's  town, 

Inquire  among  your  fellow-lodgers, 
They'll  tell  you  Phoebus  gave  his  crown. 

Some  years  before  your  birth,  to  Rogers. 

"  Let  every  other  bring  his  own.** 
When  coals  to  Newcastle  are  carried. 

And  owls  sent  to  Athens  as  wonders, 
Fkom  his  spouse  when  the  Regent's  unmanisJ^ 

Or  Liverpool  weeps  o'er  his  blunders ; 
When  Tories  and  Whigs  cease  to  quarrel, 

When  Castlsreagh's  vrife  has  an  heir, 
Then  Rogers  shall  ask  us  ibr  laurel* 

And  thou  shalt  have  plenty  to  spare 


«66 


BTBcnrs  irouKM. 


TO  THOMAS  MOOBB. 


mJtmiM  THS  BTBirXKO  BBVOVa  KI»  TI8IT,  IN  OOM- 
TAKY  WOB  IiOBD  BTSOK*  TO  lUU  LEIGH  KUNT 
2H  HOaBBMOHOBBrLAFB  JAIL,  MAT  19,  1813. 

Oh  you,  who  in  all  names  can  tickle  the  town, 
Ajuuveon,  Tom  Little,  Tom  Moore,  or  Tom  Brown,— 
For  hang  me  if  I  know  of  which  you  may  most  brag, 
four  Quarto  two-pounds,  or  your  Two-penny  Post 
Bag; 
•  «•»••« 

But  now  to  my  letter— to  yottn  'tis  an  answer- 
To-morrow  be  with  me,  as  soon  as  you  can,  sir. 
All  ready  and  dresa'd  for  proceeding  to  spunge  on 
(Aeoording  to  compact)  the  wit  in  the  dungeon— 
Fny  PhoBfafiia  at  length  our  political  malice 
May  not  get  us  lodging*  within  the  same  palace ! 
I  suppose  that  to-night  you're  engaged  with  some 

oodgers. 
And  for  Sdieby'a  Blues  have  deserted  Sam  Rogers 
And  I,  tlioiigh  with  cold  I  have  nearly  my  death  got. 
Must  put  on  my  breeches,  and  wait  on  the  Heathcote,, 
But  to-morrow,  at  four,  we  will  both  play  the  Seurra, 
And  you'll  be  Catullus,  the  Regent  Mamurra. 


FRAGMENT  OF  AN  EPISTLE  TO 
THOBiAS  MOORE. 

'  What  say  If  " — not  a  syllable  further  in  prose ; 
I*a  jour  man  **  of  all  measures,"  dear  Tom,— «( 

here  goes! 
Here  goes,  ftnr  a  swim  on  the  stream  of  old  Time, 
On  those  buoyant  supporters,  the  bladders  of  rhyme. 
•  If  our  weight  breaks  them  down,  and  we  sink  in 

the  flood. 
We  are  smother'd,  at  least,  in  respectable  mud. 
Where  the  Dirers  of  Bathos  lie  drown'd  in  a  heap. 
And  Southey's  last  Pean  has  pillow'd  his  sleep  ;— 
That  *«Felo  de  se»"  who,  half  drunk  with  his 


Walk'd  ant  of  his  depth  and  was  lost  in  a  calm  sea. 
Singing  **  Glory  to  God"  in  a  spick  and  span  stansa, 
The  like  (since  Tom  Stemhold  was  choked)  never 


Hie  papers  have  told  you,  no  doubt,  of  the  fusses. 
The  fetes,  and  the  gapings  to  get  at  these  Busses,— 
Of  his  Majesty's  suite,  up  from  coachman  to  Het- 

man,— 
And  what  dignity  decks  the  flat  face  of  the  great 


X  saw  him,  last  week,  at  two  balls  and  a  party,— 
For  a  prince,  his  demeanor  was  rather  too  hearty. 
Ton  know,  tos  are  used  to  quite  different  graces, 

Tha  Osar's  look,  I  own,  was  much  brighter  and 

brisker. 
But  then  he  is  sadly  deficient  in  whisker ; 
And  wore  but  a  starless  blue  coat,  and  in  kersey- 
HDera  breeches  whisk'd  round,  in  a  waits  wkh  the 

Jersey, 
Who,  lorely  as  erer,  seem'd  Just  as  delighted 
With  mijesty*s  presence  as  those  she  ioTited. 

JWm,I8U. 


THB  DBYIL^S  ]>RI¥B. 

[Of  lUi  NcufB,  vOd  pmn,  wUA  ntmb  to  aboui  tvo  bndn 
Hiiei,  ilM  atij  copf  thkt  Lord  Byron,  I  belltf«,  ever  wieto,  faa  p 
LonJ  HoOud.  Thmigb  wkh  •  food  da«l  of  vlfor  and  I 
fiw  tbo  moot  put,  ntlMr  dimdj  «Mul«d,  «uidB(  th*  inhl  aad  « 
Hllon  of  UioH  okrer  v«nw  or  Mr.  Coleridge  vhkb  l4»l  Qfin^  MlofS^ 
•  BOCfcm  long  prerdont,  hu  uizRiDtad  to  IVnfcMor  PooMi.  Hmm  wm 
hovevvr.  ■onie  of  Sw  Husm  of  "Tto  DotWi  Drim"«iB««A  y» 


.aa 


Tbb  Devil  retom'd  to  hell  by  two, 

And  he  staid  at  home  till  five ; 
When  he  dined  on  some  homicides  done  in  ragotdf 

And  a  rebel  or  so  in  an  Iriah  stew. 
And  sausages  made  of  a  self-slain  Jew, 
And  bethought  himself  what  next  to  do, 
*  And,"  quoth  he,  "  I'll  take  a  drive, 
I  walk'd  in  the  morning,  I'll  ride  to-night  i 
In  darkness  my  children  take  most  delight. 

And  I'll  see  how  my  favorites  thrive. 

<  *  And  what  shall  I  ride  in  ? "  quoth  Lneiier  tk«n— 

« If  I  foUow*d  my  taste,  indeed, 
I  should  mount  in  a  wagon  of  wounded  aae&y 

And  smile  to  see  them  bleed. 
But  these  will  be  fumish'd  again  and  again, 

And  at  present  my  purpose  is  speed; 
To  see  my  manor  as  much  as  I  may, 
And  watdi  that  no  souls  shafi  be  poach'd 


I  have  a  state-coach  at  Carlton  House, 

A  chariot  in  Seymour  Place ; 
But  they're  lent  to  two  friends,  who  maka viaaBi 

By  driving  my  favorite  pace : 
And  they  handle  their  reins  with  such  a  graces 
I  have  something  for  both  at  the  end  of 


"  So  now  for  the  earth  to  take  my  chance.** 

Then  up  to  the  earth  sprung  he ; 
Afid  making  a  jump  from  Moscow  to  France, 

He  stepp'd  across  the  sea. 
And  rested  his  hoof  on  a  turnpike  road. 
No  very  great  way  from  a  bishop's  abode. 

But  first  as  he  flew,  I  forgot  to  say. 
That  he  hover'd  a  moment  upon  his  way 

To  look  upon  Leipsio  pUun ; 
And  so  sweet  to  his  eye  was  its  sulphury  glaz% 
And  so  soft  to  his  ear  was  the  cry  of  despair. 

That  he  perch'd  on  a  mountaiu  of  slain ; 
And  he  gased  with  delight  from  its  growing  haag^t. 
Nor  often  on  earth  had  he  seen  such  a  sights 

Nor  his  work  done  half  as  well : 
For  the  field  ran  so  red  with  the  blood  of  the  < 

That  it  blushed  like  the  waves  of  hell ! 
Then  loudly,  and  wildly,  and  long  laugh'd  he  ; 
«  Methinks  they  have  here  little  need  of  hm  /  " 

•         •         a         a         •         • 

But  the  softest  note  that  soothed  his  eay 

Was  the  sound  of  a  widow  sighing : 
And  the  sweetest  sight  waa  the  icy  tear, 
Which  horror  froae  in  the  blue  eye  clear 

Of  a  maid  by  her  lover  lying — 
As  round  her  fell  her  long  fair  hair ; 
And  shq  look'd  to  heaven  with  that  fronted  wM 
Which  seem'd  to  ask  if  a  God  were  there ! 
And,  atreteh'd  by  the  wall  of  a  ruin'd  hut. 
With  his  hollow  cheek,  and  eyes  half  shut. 


MUCHUiAllMUS  P0SX8. 


Ml 


And  Ok*  •■••«»  I 
And  the  ikU  of  fhs  Tidnly  llTing  I 

•  ••••« 

BM  «ke  D«?il  iMf  raMh'd  ow  eHA  lo  iHrfte» 

And  what  did  1m  tlmw,  I  pnty  ? 
If  U*  e7«t  «eM  good,  h*  Imt  M«  Vy  nlghl 

Wkat  w  we  every  day ; 
Bat  1m  vide  a  tow,  and  kept  a  Joimal 
Of  an  the  wondrooe  eights  noetonal, 
And  he  BoM  it  fai  eharea  to  the  Jte  ^  Of  Bow, 
Who  hid  piotty  wen— b«t  they  dUirtMl  Unit  ttMm^ 

The  Beril  flret  taw,  ai  he  thought,  the  JAm7, 

Iti  coachman  and  hie  ooat ; 
80  instead  of  a  pistol  he  eock'd  his  tall, 

And  seised  him  by  the  throat : 
«« Aha,*'  quoth  he,  **  what  have  we  here  ? 
Tb  a  new  barouche,  and  an  andent  peer !  ** 

Bo  he  sat  him  on  his  box  again. 

And  bade  him  have  no  fear, 
But  he  true  to  his  dob,  and  stanch  to  his  rein, 

His  brothel,  and  hit  beer; 
''Hest  to  seeing  a  lord  at  the  coonoil  board* 

I  would  rather  see  him  here." 


The  Devil  gat  next  to  Westminster, 

And  he  tnin'd  *<  to  the  room  *'  of  the  Commons; 
But  he  heard,  as  he  p«urpoeed  to  enter  in  there. 

That  **  the  Iierde  "  hadreeeived  a  summons ; 
And  he  thought  as  a  "  quondam  aristocrat," 
Ho  might  peep  at  the  peers,  though  to  htar  them 

weM  flats 

And  he  walh'd  up  the  house  so  like  one  of  oar  own. 
That  they  say  that  ho  stood  pretty  near  the  throne. 

Ho  saw  the  Lord  Liverpool  seemingly  wise. 
The  Lord  Westmorslsnd  certainly  silly. 

And  Johnny  of  Verfolk— a  men  of  eome  sli^* 
And  ChaAam,  so  like  his  friend  BiUy ; 

And  he  saw  the  tears  in  Lord  Bldon's  eyes, 
Beeauae  the  Catholics  would  noi  rise. 
In  spite  of  his  prayers  and  his  prophecies ; 

And  he  heard— which  set  Satsn  himself  a  staring— 

A  eertain  chief  justice  say  something  Bke  sieennwy. 

And  the  Deva  was  shoek'd— and  quoth  he,  <*I 
must  go, 

For  I  ind  we  have  much  better  manners  below. 

If  thue  he  harangues  when  he  pesees  my  herds*, 

I  ihaU  hint  to  friend  Moloeh  to  eaU  hfan  to  order. 

r»ina. 


WIMBSOE  POETICS. 

tJMi  mil  nil  •§■«*» flribBQiKlBlghmBlhififaMnMie 
Mv  MM  MMdhif  tetwMO  «•  •oOm  of  B«U7  Tin.  «Mi  Chutol  h 
teMfri«MaalWMn. 

Fahbb  far  eontemptuoue  breaeh  of  saered  tiee. 
By  headlees  Charles  see  heartlees  Henry  lies; 
Between  them  stands  another  seeptered  thin^"" 
It  movee,  it  fslgns    In  all  hut  name,  a  king : 


Charles  to  his  people,  HoMy  to  nto  wifa. 
—In  him  the  double  tyrant  starts  to  li£i: 
Jnstiee  and  death  have  mijL'd  their  duet  in  vaim 
Baeh  royal  vampite  wakee  to  lift  again. 
Ah,  what  can  tombe  avaU !— einoe  theee  disgotgo 
The  blood  and  dnet  of  both   to—nldaO-f. 


ADBITIONAL  STANZAS,  TO  THB  OBB  TO 
HAPOLSON  BOXAFABTB. 

Tnntn  was  a  day-4here  was  an  hour, 
While  ea^  was  Oaul's— Gaul  thine 

When  that  immeasnraUe  power 
TJnsated  to  resign 

Had  been  an  act  of  purer  fame 

Than  gathers  round  Marengo's  name 
And  gUded  thy  decline, 

Throui^  the  long  twilight  of  all  time. 

Despite  some  pessing  clouds  of  crime. 


But  thou  forsooth  must  be  a  king 

And  don  the  purple  vest, 
As  if  that  foolish  robe  could  wring 

Remembrance  from  thy  breast. 
Where  is  that  fated  garment  ?  where 

The  gewgaws  thou  wert  fond  to  weary 

The  stai^-^e  string— the  crott  ? 
Tain  froward  child  of  empire !  say, 
Are  all  thy  playthings  snatch'd  away  ? 

Where  may  the  wearied  eye  repose 

When  gasing  on  the  great ; 
Where  neither  guilty  glory  glows. 

Nor  despieable  state  ? 
Yes— ono— the  first— the  last— the  bes^ 
The  Cinoinnatas  of  the  West, 

Whom  envy  dazed  not  hate. 
Bequeathed  the  name  of  Washington 

Tft  make  man  blash  theia  wis  bat  omh 


TO  LADY  CAROLINE  LAMB. 

Aht>  say'st  thou  that  I  have  not  folt. 

Whilst  thou  wert  thus  estranged  from  me  ? 
Nor  know'st  how  dearly  I  have  dwelt 

On  one  unbroken  dream  of  thee  ? 
But  love  Uke  ours  must  never  be, 

And  I  will  learn  to  prise  thee  less ; 
As  thou  hast  fled,  so  let  me  flee. 

And  change  tike  heart  thou  mayest  not  bil« 

TheyHl  teU  Aee,  Clara !  I  have  eeem'd, 

Of  late,  another's  charms  to  woo, 
Nor  oigh'd,  nor  flrown'd,  as  If  I  desm'd 

That  thou  wert  baaiah'd  from  my  vlitir. 
Olaia  I  this  struggle"-^  undo 

What  thou  hast  done  too  well,  for  no 
This  mask  hefose  the  babbling  erew^ 

This  treachery^^was  truth  to  thee. 

I  have  not  wept  whUo  thou  wert  gone, 
Noff  worn  one  look  of  sullen  wo ; 

But  soaght,  m  many,  all  that  one 
(Ah !  nied  I  name  her  ?)  could  bestow. 


BTK0IF8  WOBU. 


It  if  a  duty  which  I  owe 

To  thine— to  thee— to  man— <to  God, 
To  crnih,  tc  quench  this  gnflty  glow, 

Bra  jet  the  path  of  erime  be  tiod. 


But  efaiee  my  hraast  is  not  so  pure, 

Sinoe  still  the  Tultuie  teais  my  heart, 
Let  me  this  agony  endure, 

Not  thee— oh!  dearest  as  thou  art  I 
In  mercy,  Clara !  let  us  part, 

And  I  wiU  seek,  yet  know  not  how. 
To  shun,  in  time,  the  ttureatening  dart 

Ouilt  must  not  aim  at  such  as  thou. 

But  thou  must  aid  me  in  the  task. 

And  nobly  thus  exert  thy  power : 
Then  spurn  me  hence— *tis  idl  I  ask— 

Era  time  matura  a  guiltier  hour ; 
Era  wrath's  impending  rials  shower 

Bemorse  redoubled  on  my  head ; 
Era  fires  unquenchably  derour 

A  heart,  whose  hope  has  long  been  dead. 

DeottTO  no  mora  thyself  and  me, 

DeoeiTe  not  better  hearts  than  mine ; 
Ah  I  shouldst  thou,  whither  wouldst  thou  flee. 

From  wo  like  ours,  from  shame  like  thine  ? 
And,  if  thera  be  a  wrath  diyine, 

A  pang  beyond  this  fleeting  breath, 
E*en  now  all  future  hope  resign, 

Bneh  thoughts  are  guiltH-euch  guilt  is  death. 


STANZAS  FOB  HUSIO. 

I BTMAX,  not,  I  traee  not,  I  breathe  not  thy  name, 
Thera  if  grief  in  the  sound,  thera  Is  guilt  in  the 


Bnt  the  tear  which  now  boms  on  my  eheek  may 


The  deep  thoughts  that  dwell  in  that  lOettce  of 
heart 

Too  brief  for  our  passion,  too  long  for  our  peaoe, 
Wera  thoee  henw    oan  their  Joy  or  their  bittesnees 


We  repent— we  alqura    we  will  break  from  oax 

ehain,*~ 
We  win  p^H,— we  wfll  fly  to—unite  it  again ! 


Oht  thine  be  the  gladness,  and  mine  be  the  guilt! 
Foiflte  me,  ador^  one !— forsake,  if  thou  wilt  ;— 
Bat  the  heart  which  is  thine  shall  expire  undebased, 
» shall  not  bnak  it-^haterer  thou  may'et. 


And  itsrn  to  the  haughty,  but  humble  to  thee. 
This  soul,  In  ito  bitterest  blaekness,  shall  be ; 
And  our  days  seem  as  swift,  and  our  moments  mora 


With  thee  by  my  ride,  than  with  worlds  at  oar  foet 

One  iigh  of  thy  sorrow,  one  look  of  thy  Ioto, 
Shall  tun  me  or  fix,  shall  reward  or  reprore ; 
And  the  heartless  may  wonder  at  all  I  raslgfr— 
Thy  lip  shall  reply,  not  to  them,  but  to  mine, 

JAy,  1814. 


ADDBB86  INTBNBEB  TO  BB  JUMtlBD  AT 
THE  CALEDONIAN  liBBTINO. 

Who  hath  not  glow'd  aboTe  the  page  whera  frn# 
Hath  flx*d  high  Caledon's  uaofmquer'd  name ; 
The  mountain-land  which  spom'd  the  Bonaa  «ludi^ 
And  baffled  back  the  fiery-orested  Dane, 
Whose  bright  elaymora  and  hardihood  of  hand 
No  foe  could  tame— no  tyrant  could  flommand  ? 
That  race  ia  gene    bnt  still  their  ehil^ea  bteaidM, 
And  glory  crawna  them  with  redoubled  wraolh : 
O'er  Gael  and  Saxon  mingling  bennen  shlne» 
And  England  I  add  their  stubborn  sliength  to  thiae. 
The  blood  which  flow*d  with  Wallace  flows  as  fleee. 
But  now  'tis  only  shed  for  fome  and  theel 
Oh !  pass  not  by  the  northern  Teteran's  claim, 
But  giye  supporfr-thc  world  hath  giyen  him  fame ! 

The  humbler  ranks,  the  lowly  brare,  who  bled 
While  oheerly  following  where  the  mighty  led. 
Who  sleep  beneath  the  undistinguish'd  sod 
Whera  happier  comrades  in  their  triumph  trod. 
To  us  bequeath  —'tis  all  thefar  ftite  allows^ 
The  sireless  oilspring  and  the  lonely  spooae: 
She  on  high  Albyn's  dusky  hills  may  raise 
The  tearfol  eye  m  melancholy  gase. 
Or  riew,  whUe  shadowy  auguries  diseloee 
The  Highland  seer's  anticipated  woea, 
The  bleedfaig  phantom  of  each  martial  fom 
Dim  in  the  cloud,  or  darkling  in  the  fltofm ; 
While  sad,  she  ohanto  the  solitary  song. 
The  soft  lament  for  him  who  tarries  I0119— 
For  him,  whose  distant  relics  rainly  erate 
The  Coronach's  wild  requiem  to  tiie  brare. 

Tis  Heaven— not  man— must  charm  away  A*  wo 
Which  bursto  when  Natara's  feelings  newly  flow; 
Yet  tenderness  and  time  may  rob  tiie  tear 
Of  half  ito  bitterness  tot  one  so  dear; 
A  nation's  gratitade  pcrahance  may  spread 
A  thomleea  piUow  for  the  widow'd  head ; 
May  lighten  well  her  heert'a  maternal  care. 
And  wean  from  penury  the  soldicr't  heir. 

JlsVtlSli. 


ON  THE  F&INCE  EEGENT'S  EETUENINQ 
THE  PICTUEE  OF  SAEAH,  COUNTESS  OF 
JEBSEY,  TO  MBS.  MEE. 

Whsx  the  Tsin  triumph  of  the  imperial  lord. 
Whom  serrile  Borne  obey'd*  and  yet  ahhon'd. 
Dare  to  the  vulgar  gase  each  glorious  bust. 
That  left  a  likeness  of  the  brare  or  Just ; 
What  most  admired  each  soratinising  eye 
Of  all  that  deck'd  that  passing  pageantry  ? 
What  spread  from  face  to  fiiee  the  wondering  air  ? 
The  thought  of  Brutus— for  his  was  not  there ! 
That  absence  proved  his  worth— that  abeenoe  llz'd 
His  memory  on  the  longing  mind,  unmlx'd ; 
And  mora  decreed  his  ^ory  to  endun^ 
Than  aU  a  gold  Colossus  could  1 


If  thus,  foir  Jersey,  our  desiring  gaae 
Search  for  thy  form,  in  vain  and  amto  amaae. 
Amid  thoee  pietorsd  charms,  whose  lovelineee. 
Bright  Aongh  thsy  he»  thine  own  had  nate'd  Ism; 


msaauuMmom  fouo. 


M» 


if  tey  wftt  irnft  oM  tttHy  wlkott  tivw  Mniti 
Hdr  of  Mi  MImt's  Ikmie  And  shfttter'd  iriti, 
If  Ut  oQRwptad  ayw  and  whlMT'd  hewt 
Codd  wl A  ^7  g«B«le  ima««  baur  dspurt, 
Thai  ttftalMa  ihaBM  be  Ait,  and  wn  fhe  gri«f, 
To  gaw  OB  Baawty's  band  wHlioat  iti  eUef: 
Tet  oomfRt  atUl  ono  wHtoh  thouglit  imparta* 
Wa  loaa  tiia  potteah,  b«t  praacnre  oar  haarta. 

What  aan  Ida  vanlted  gallatj  now  diaeloao  ? 
A  gardon  ivith  all  flowara— azcapt  tha  foaa ; 
A  kmnt  that  only  waata  ita  living  atnaa ; 
And  niglit  ivith  crraiy  star,  aava  Dian'a  baanu 
Loat  to  oar  ayaa  the  praaant  fonns  ahall  ba» 
That  torn  from  traaing  them  to  dream  of  tnaa ; 
And  more  on  that  racall'd  reaemblanca  paoaai 
Than  all  he  tkatt  not  force  on  our  applanaa. 

Long  maj  thy  yet  meridian  lustra  ahina» 
Wiiih  all  that  Virtue  aaka  of  Homage  thine : 
Tha  aymmetry  of  youth— the  grace  of  maan^ 
The  eye  that  gladdena— -and  the  brow  aarena ; 
Tha  gloaey  darkness  of  that  clustering  hairt 
Which  shades,  yet  shows  that  forehead  mora  than 

&ir, 
Bach  glance  that  wins  us,  and  the  life  that  thiow» 
A  spell  whidi  will  not  let  our  look#  vapoaa» 
But  t«m  to  gaaa  again,  and  And  at^iw 
Soma  chaim  that  well  rewards  anotbsr  Tiaw. 
These  are  not  leasan'd,  thaaa  are  still  as  bnght» 
Albeit  too  dasUng  for  a  dotard's  sight ; 
And  these  must  wait  till  arary  charm  is  gone 
To  plaaae  the  paltry  heart  that  pleases  none* 
That  dull,  cold  sensualiat,  whose  sickly  eye 
III  anvloua  diauieas  paaa*d  thy  portrait  by ; 
Who  raak'd  Ua  UtOa  apirit  to  oombiaa 
Ita  hate  of  Frmdom*9  lovalinaaa,  and  tkim. 


TO  BSLBHAZZAB. 

BbumababI  from  the  banquet  turn. 

Nor  In  thy  asMMl  frilnaaa  frOl : 
BahoUl  whila  yet  bafcra  thee  bum 

Tha  gwvan  wotda,  tha  glowing  walL 
Hany  a  daapol  man  miaeaU 

Giown'd  and  anointed  from  m  Ugh; 
B«t  thoa,  the  weakest,  worst  of  aU* 

Is  it  not  written,  thou  must  die  ? 

Oo !  daah  the  roses  from  thy  brow^— 
Gray  hairs  but  poorly  wreathe  with  them : 

Touth*a  garlands  ndsbeeoma  thee  now, 
More  than  thy  very  diadem, 

Where  Aon  haat  tanuah'd  errevy  gem  >» 
Then  tiuow  the  wortUeea  banble  by, 

Whiehy  worn  by  thee,  •r'n  slaves  contamn: 
"      I  Uke  better  man  to  die. 


Ohl  aarijiBtiiebalanoeweigh'd, 

And  errer  light  of  word  and  worth, 
Whoee  soul  expired  ere  youth  decay'd* 

And  left  thee  but  a  maas  of  earth. 
To  see  thee  mores  the  soomer's  mirth: 

But  tears  in  Hope's  sTerted  eye 
Lament  that  eran  thou  hadat  births 

Unfit  to  mnrut  ttro.  or  die. 


HBBBBW  MBL0DIS8. 


Iir  the  TaBey  of  waters  we  wept  o'er  the  day 
When  the  host  of  tike  stranger  made  Salem  hie  pnj; 
And  our  heads  on  our  bosoms  all  droopingly  lay. 
And  our  hearts  were  so  ftill  of  the  land  far  away. 


Tha  aong  thsiy  domanded  in  vain— It  lay  stiU 

In  our  aonla  as  the  wind  that  hath  died  on  tha  hlll{ 

They  called  far  the  harp,  but  our  blood  they  shall 

■pill. 

Ere  our  right  hands  ahall  teach  thom  one  tone  of 
akUL 


All  stringleesly  hung  on  the  willow's  sad  tree. 
As  dead  as  her  dead  leaf  those  mute  harps  must  be^ 
Our  hands  may  be  fettered,  our  tears  still  are  free. 
For  our  Ood  snd  our  glory,  and  Sion !  for  thee. 

October,  1814. 


Trbt  say  that  Hope  is  happlneas, 
But  genuine  Lore  must  priie  the  past ; 

And  Memory  wakes  the  thou^ts  that  blew 
They  rose  the  first,  they  set  the  last 

And  all  that  Memory  lores  the  most 

Was  once  our  only  hope  to  be ; 
And  all  that  hope  adored  and  lost 

Hath  melted  into  memory. 

Alaaf  it  ia  delusion  aU, 

The  fiiture  cheats  us  from  aiat, 
Nor  can  we  be  what  we  reeaU, 

Nor  dare  wo  think  on  what  we  are. 

Oetobmr.ldH, 


LINES  INTENDED  FOR  THE  OPENING  Of 
"THE  SIEGE  OF  CORINTH." 


(h  the  year  sinoe  Jesus  died  for  i 

Eighteen  hundred  years  and  ten. 

We  were  a  gallant  company, 

Riding  o'er  land,  and  aailing  o'er  sea. 

Oh!  but  we  went  merrily ! 

We  forded  the  rirer  and  clomb  the  high  hillt 

Nerer  our  steeds  for  a  day  stood  still ; 

Whether  we  lay  in  the  cave  or  the  shed» 

Our  sleep  fell  soft  on  the  hardest  bed ; 

Whether  we  couch'd  in  our  rough  capote* 

On  the  rougher  plank  of  our  gliding  boat» 

Or  atretch'd  on  the  beach,  or  our  saddles  spread 

As  a  pillow  beneath  the  resting  head. 

Fresh  we  woke  upon  the  morrow : 

All  our  thoughts  and  our  words  had  soopa» 

We  had  health,  and  we  had  hope. 
Toil  and  trayel,  but  no  sorrow. 
We  were  of  all  tongues  and  creeds  ;— 
Some  were  those  who  counted  beads, 
Some  of  mosque,  and  some  of  church, 

And  some,  or  I  mis-say,  of  neither; 
Tet  through  the  wide  world  might  ye  isrroK 

Nor  find  a  motUer  crew  nor  blither. 
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JIYBJOH*a  WOBX0. 


But  torn*  m  4nd,  and  iobm  amgone^ 
And  lome  are  scattered  and  alone. 
And  aome  are  rebels  on  the  hills* 

That  look  along  Epirua*  Talleys, 

Where  freedom  still  at  momenta  ralUea, 
And  pays  in  blood  oppression's  ills : 

And  some  are  in  a  far  countree, 
And  some  all  restlessly  at  home : 

But  nerer  more,  oh  I  nerer  we 
Shall  meet  to  revel  and  to  roam. 

Bnt  those  hardj  days  flew  cheerily, 

And  when  they  now  IhU  drearily, 

My  thonghts,  like  swallows,  skim  tkm  main, 

And  bear  my  spirit  back  again 

'Oyer  the  earth  and  through  the  air, 

A  wild  bird,  and  a  wanderer. 

'Tie  thia  that  ever  wakes  my  strain. 

And  oft,  too  oft,  implores  again 

The  few  who  may  endure  my  lay. 

To  follow  me  so  far  away. 

Stranger— wilt  thou  follow  now. 

And  sit  with  me  on  Acn>-Corinth*s  brow  ? 

December^  1815. 


BXTBACT  FBOH  AN  UNPUBLISHED 
POEM. 

Could  I  remount  the  river  of  my  years. 
To  the  first  fountain  of  our  femilea  and  tears, 
I  would  not  trace  again  the  stream  of  hours. 
Between  their  outworn  banks  of  withered  flowers. 
But  bid  it  flow  aa  now^-untQ  it  glides 
Into  the  number  of  the  nameless  tides. 


What  is  this  death  ^-«  quiet  of  the  heart  ? 
The  whole  of  that  which  we  are  a  part  ? 
For  life  is  but  a  vision— what  I  see 
Of  all  which  lives  alone  is  life  to  me, 
And  being  so— the  absent  are  the  dead, 
Who  hannt  us  from  tranquility,  and  s|aea4 
A  dreaay  shroud  around  us,  and  invest 
linth  sad  remembrancers  our  hours  of  rest 

The  absent  are  the  dead— for  they  are  cold, 
And  ne'er  ean  be  what  once  we  did  behold ; 
And  they  are  changed,  and  cheerless,— or  if  yet 
The  unforgotten  do  not  all  forget. 
Since  thus  divided— equal  must  it  be 
If  the  deep  barrier  be  of  earth,  or  sea ; 
It  nmy  be  both— but  one  day  end  it  must 
In  the  dark  union  of  insensate  dust 

The  under^artii  Inhabitants— are  they 

But  mingled  millions  decomposed  to  clay  ? 

Hie  ashes  of  a  thousand  ages  spread 

Wherever  man  has  trodden  or  shall  tread  ? 

Or  do  they  in  their  silent  cities  dwell 

3«ch  In  his  Incommunicative  cell  ? 

Or  have  they  their  own  language  ?  and  a  sense 

Of  breathless  being  ?— darkened  and  intense 

As  midnight  in  her  solitude  ?— Oh  Earth ! 

Where  are  the  past  ?— and  wherefore  had  they  birth  ? 


The  dead  an  tky  I 
But  bubbles  on  thy  nirfkoe;  and  the  k^ 
Of  thy  proftindity  is  in  the  gravBy 
The  ebon  portal  of  thy  peopled  cave. 
Where  I  would  walk  in  spirit,  aad  behold 
Our  elements  reeolved  to  things  ualoUL 
And  fathom  hidden  wondeva,  and  esploie 
The  essence  of  great  bosoma  now  no  mine. 
•  ••••• 


M1U7  hmd  of  Darrlik  (OM  oflhi 
felloved  m^  MM  Mm  10  to  to  nwok  apm  tto 
wme  of  die  bud*  oHaMM  to  itoiMMMiT  to  teM  of 


TO  AUGUSTA. 

I. 

Mt  aister !  my  sweet  sister !  if  a  name 
Dearer  and  purer  were,  it  should  be  thine. 
Mountaina  and  seas  divide  us,  but  I  daim 
No  tears,  but  tenderness  to  answer  mine : 

00  where  I  will,  to  me  thou  art  the  aame— 
A  loved  regret  which  I  would  not  resign. 
There  yet  are  two  things  in  my  destiny,— 

A  world  to  roam  through,  and  a  home  with  thee. 

U. 
The  first  were  nothing— had  I  still  the  laat» 
It  were  the  haven  of  my  happJnees ; 
But  other  claims  and  other  tiee  thou  haet, 
And  mine  is  not  the  wish  to  make  tiiem  leae. 
A  strange  doom  is  thy  father's  son's,  and  past 
Beealling,  as  it  Ues  beyond  redrees ; 
Reversed  for  him  our  grandsire's*  fote  oC  jeie^ 
He  had  no  rest  at  sea,  nor  I  on  shore 

UL 
If  my  inheritanee  of  storms  hath  been 
In  other  elements,  and  on  tiia  roeks 
Of  perils,  overlook'd  or  unforeseen, 

1  knee  saatain'd  my  share  of  worldly  shooka, 
The  friult  was  mine ;  nor  dtf  I  seek  to  sereea 
My  errors  with  defensive  paradox ; 

I  have  been  cunning  in  mine  overtiirow, 
The  carefol  pilot  of  my  proper  wo. 

IV. 
Mine  wer^  my  fMilts,  and  miM  be  their  Msivd. 
My  whole  Ufo  wee  a  oenteet,  einee  tte  day 
That  gave  me  being,  gave  m»that  iridoh  mau*d 
The  gift,— a  fate,  or  will,  that  walk'd  aatnj; 
And  at  times  have  found  the  straggle  hasdt 
And  thought  of  shaking  off  my  bonds  of  day 
But  now  I  fain  would  for  a  time  sarriney 
If  but  to  see  what  next  can  well  arrive. 

V. 
Kingdoms  snd  empires  in  my  Httle  day 
I  have  outlived,  and  yet  I  am  not  old  \ 
And  when  I  look  on  this  the  petty  spmy 
Of  my  own  yean  of  troubl*,  wkiek  hwvtt  vell'd 
like  »  wild  bay  of  taveakeiSt  melts  away ; 
Something— I  know  not  whait— does  s^  nfhold 
A  spirit  of  light  patience ;— not  in  vain, 
Bven  for  its  own  sake*  do  we  pnra^aae  pais. 


,  Hiiwi>apwBtotto»n— hyltofteBUiiiia 

"BotttoMi^iii 
Btfll  Wi  bufc  eodd  ■«  to  M." 


md  aiAfylmnKlMWVMkorte  Wafer,  (to 

■Hy  iawiMii%iiirl  ibaiwdi  mmf  ymmi 


1—%  »ujfib»«i 


K  te  norkli^i  of  di«MM  ilit 
mtkiii  BM,— «v  p«biips  A  Mid  I 
Bnragbt  OA  titeii  lUi  htltei 
Poki^  a  kindflv  clime,  or  purer  ab, 
(Fv  «if«»  to  tUi  may  «hu^e  of  aoiil  lafiBr, 
iad  with  Ugikt  mwir  wo  ayty  IflMn  to  bMXv) 
Sam  taoghft  ao  a  ttrai^  qv^  wUoh  vao  aol 
Xko  ehiof  ooaipaiiioii  of  a  falaoar  lot. 

vn. 

I  liDol  almost  at  times  as  I  have  felt 
In  happy  childhood :  trees,  and  flowers,  and  btook«» 
Which  do  lomember  me  of  where  I  dwelt 
Srs  my  yoong  mind  was  sacrificed  to  books. 
Come  as  of  yore  upon  me^  and  can  melt 
Mj  heart  with  recognition  of  their  looks ; 
And  erren  at  moments  I  could  think  I  see 
Mam»  liTing  thing  to  love— but  none  like  thee. 

vni. 

Here  are  the  Alpine  landscapes  which  create 
A  ftmd  for  contemplation ;— to  admire 
Is  a  brief  feeling  of  a  triyial  date ; 
But  sometimes  worthier  do  such  scenes  insplra : 
Here  to  be  lonely  is  not  desolate, 
For  much  I  view  which  I  could  most  desire, 
And,  above  aU,  a  lake  I  can  behold 
Iiordier,  not  dearer,  than  our  own  of  old. 

IX. 
Oh  that  tfaoa  weit  but  with  me  I— bat  I  grow 
The  fool  of  my  own  wishes,  and  foiget 
The  solitude  which  I  haye  Taunted  so 
Has  lost  its  prsise  in  this  but  one  regret ; 
There  may  be  others  which  I  less  may  show; 
I  am  not  of  the  plalntiTe  mood,  and  yet 
I  feel  an  ebb  in  my  phflosopfay, 
And  the  tldo  rising  in  my  alter'd  eye. 


I  did  remind  thee  of  our  own  dear  lake,* 
By  the  old  hsU  whiok  may  bo  miao  no  men. 
LesMiirololriv}  hot  tUnk  not  I  forsake 
The  sweot  iwiiimlnssiiiii  of  a  dearer  shore: 
The  haroo  TimoiMMl  wMh  my  memoiy  make, 
Bse  <te«  or  Moil  ean  fodo  tiieeo  oyw  befcso; 
Though,  like  aU  things  wUdi  I  hare  Wredv  they  a 
Bemga^  for  over,  or  dhrided  for. 

XI. 
The  world  is  all  before  me ;  I  but  ask 
Of  Nature  that  with  which  she  will  comply— 
It  is  bat  in  her  summer's  sun  to  bask, 
To  mingle  with  the  quiet  of  her  sky, 
To  see  her  gentle  fooo  without  a  mask. 
And  nerer  gaae  on  it  wMi  apathy. 
She  was  my  early  friend,  and  now  shall  be 
K y  sister-*4ai  I  look  again  on  thoo. 

xn. 

1  oiB  Todueo  aU  fodingi  hut  ttds  OM : 
And  thai  I  would  net }— for  at  lengtii  I  see 
Sneh  soenee  as  those  wherein  my  life  begun 
The  eoiUsit    Sfon  t^  only  patho  for  mo— 
Had  I  bvt  sooner  leontl  the  crowd  to  shun, 
I  had  bom  better  than  I  now  ean  be } 
The  poMlou  which  hs(fo  torn  ao  would  luno  alBpty 
I  hod  not  •ufc'd,  and  AoM  hadft  not  wopi. 


xm. 

With  folso  ambition  what  had  I  to  do  ? 
IitttowithkTo,aadliOBtof  aUwithfoat; 
And  yet  they  eaao  on^ooiM  tad  with  me  groW| 
And  made  me  all  which  tiioy  eaamskn    a  naaOi 
Yet  this  was  not  the  end  I  did  pumio ; 
Surely  I  onee  behold  a  nobler  afan. 
But  idl  ia  OTer--I  am  ono  the  more 
To  baflled  milUona  which  haio  gone  before. 

XIV. 
And  for  the  ftituro,  this  world's  fotuo  may 
From  me  dwmsnd  bat  little  of  my  care; 
I  haTo  outlived  myself  by  many  a  day ; 
Having  survived  so  many  things  that  were. 
My  years  have  been  no  slumber,  bat  the  proy* 
Of  ceaseless  vigils;  for  I  had  the  share 
Of  life  which  ndght  have  fill'd  a  csntozy, 
Before  its  fourth  in  time  had  pass'd  mo  by. 

XV. 
And  for  the  renmant  which  may  be  to  eono 
I  am  oontent ;  and  for  the  past  I  feel  * 
Kot  thankless,— for  within  the  crowded  sum 
Of  struggles,  happiness  at  times  would  stealf 
And  for  the  present  I  would  not  benumb 
Hy  feelings  forther.— Nor  shall  I  conceal 
That  with  all  this  I  still  can  look  around. 
And  worship  Nature  with  a  thought  profound. 

XVI. 
For  thee,  my  own  sweet  sister,  in  thy  heart 
I  knew  myself  secure,  as  thou  in  mine ; 
We  were  and  are— I  am,  even  as  thou  act^ 
Beings  who  ne'er  each  other  can  resign ; 
It  is  the  same,  together  or  apart. 
From  Hfo's  commencement  to  its  slow  decline 
We  are  entwined— let  death  come  slow  or  fost, 
The  tie  which  bound  the  first  endures  the  last ! 


ON  TBH   BUST  OF  HBLBN,  BT  CANOVA. 

Ill  this  beloved  marble  view, 

Above  the  works  snd  thoughts  of  man, 
What  Nature  could,  bat  w<mid  notf  do, 

And  beauty  and  Canova  oon  / 

Beyond  imagination's  power, 
Beyond  the  bard's  defeated  srt. 

With  immortality  her  doww, 
Behold  tho  HUM  of  the  iUar<  / 

JfooMite*,  ISld. 


nUOKBNT  OF  A  POEM  ON  HBAHXNO 
THAT  I.ABT  BTBON  WAS  UX.^1816«. 

AxB  tfum  wert  sad-7«t  waa  I  not  wtth  thoo; 

And  thoB  wort  siek«-4ad  yet  I  fm  not  nMir* 
Methooght  that  joy  and  health  aloM  oeedd  bo 

Where  I  waa  Aotf,  and  pain  and  seaow  hM^ 
And  is  it  thua  2— It  is  as  I  foretold. 

And  shaU  be  more  so :— &c.«  &e. 
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BTEON'8  WOBXB. 


TO  THOMAS  KOORS. 

IfT  boat  is  on  the  tliofe* 

And  my  bark  is  on  the  sea ; 
Bat,  before  I  go,  Tom  Moore, 

Here's  a  doable  health  to  thee ! 

Here's  a  sigh  to  those  who  loye  me, 
And  a  smile  to  those  who  hate; 

And,  whaterer  skj's  aboye  me, 
Here*s  a  heart  for  every  fate. 

Though  the  ocean  roar  aroond  me, 

Yet  it  still  shall  bear  me  on ; 
Though  a  desert  should  surround  me, 

It  hath  springs  that  may  be  won. 

Were*t  the  last  drop  in  the  weU, 

As  I  gasp*d  upon  the  brink, 
Ere  my  fainting  spirit  fell, 

Tis  to  thee  that  I  would  dxink. 

With  that  water  as  this  wine, 

The  Ubation  I  would  pour 
Should  be— peace  with  thine  and  mine. 

And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore. 

July,  1817. 


STANZAS  TO  THE  RIVER  PO. 

RiTSE,  that  rollest  by  the  ancient  walls, 
Where  dwells  the  lady  of  my  love,  when  she 

Walks  by  thy  brink,  and  there  perchance  recalls 
A  faint  and  fleeting  memory  of  me ; 

What  if  thy  deep  and  ample  stream  should  be 
A  mirror  of  my  heart,  where  she  may  read 

The  thousand  thoughts  I  now  betray  to  thee, 
Wild  as  thy  waye,  and  headlong  as  thy  speed ! 

What  do  I  say— a  mirror  of  my  heart  ? 

Are  not  thy  waters  sweeping,  dark,  and  strong  ? 
Such  as  my  feelings  were  and  are,  thou  art  *, 

And  such  as  thou  art  were  my  passions  long. 

Time  may  have  somewhat  tamed  them,— not  for  ever. 
Thou  overflow'st  thy  banks,  and  not  for  aye 

Thy  bosom  overboils,  congenial  river ! 
Thy  floods  subside,  and  mine  have  sank  away, 

But  left  long  wrecks  behind,  and  now  again 
Borne  in  our  old  unchanged  caresr,  we  move ; 

Thou  tendest  wildly  onwards  to  the  main. 
And  I-^o  loving  (me  I  should  not  love. 

The  current  I  behold  will  sweep  beneath 
*Her  native  walls,  and  murmur  at  her  feet ; 

Her  eyes  will  look  on  thee,  when  she  shall  braathe 
The  twilight  air,  unharm'd  by  summer's  heat. 

She  will  look  on  thee,— I  have  look'd  oo  thee, 
Foil  of  that  thought ;  and,  from  that  moment,  ne'er 

Xbcy  waters  eoald  I  dream  of;  name,  or  see, 
WHhoat  the  inseparable  sigh  far  her ; 


Her  blight  eyes  wQl  be  Imaged  in  I3iy  stream,— > 
Yes!  they  will  meet  the  wave  I  gaae  om  now : 

Mine  cannot  witness,  even  in  a  dream. 
That  happy  wave  repass  me  in  its  flow! 

The  wave  that  bears  my  tears  retons  no  more; 

Will  she  retom  by  whom  that  wave  shall  aweep  ? 
Both  tread  thy  banks,  both  wander  on  thy  shore, 

I  by  thy  source,  she  by  the  dark-blae  deep. 

But  that  which  keepeth  us  apart  is  not 
Distance,  nor  depth  of  wave,  nor  space  of  earHi, 

But  the  distraction  of  a  various  tot, 
As  various  as  the  climates  of  our  bhrth. 

A  stranger  loves  the  lady  of  the  land. 
Bom  far  beyond  the  mountains,  but  his  blood 

Is  all  meridian,  as  if  never  fimn'd 
By  the  bleak  wind  that  chills  the  polar  flood. 

My  blood  is  all  meridian ;  were  it  not, 
I  had  not  left  my  dime,  nor  should  I  be, 

In  spite  of  tortures  ne'er  to  be  forgot, 
A  slave  again  of  love,— at  least  of  thee. 

'Tis  vain  to  struggle— let  me  perish  young- 
Live  as  I  lived,  and  love  as  I  have  loved ; 

To  dust  if  I  return,  from  dust  I  sprung. 
And  then,  at  least,  my  heart  can  ne'er  be  movei 

Jtme,  I81d. 


SONNET  TO  GEORGE  THE  FOURTH, 

OH  TBB  BXPBAL  07  LORD  BDWABD  nXSOBBALD*! 
FOBPBITU&B. 

To  be  the  father  of  the  fatherless, 

To  stretch  the  hand  from  the  throne's  height,  aid 
raise 

Ha  oibpring,  who  expired  in  other  daja 
To  make  thy  sire's  sway  by  a  kiitgdmrn  Iom,— 
J%U  is  to  be  a  monarch,  and  express 

Envy  into  onotterable  praise. 

Dismiss  thy  gusrd,  and  tmst  thee  to  siieh  tnili, 
For  who  would  lift  a  hand,  except  to  bless  ? 

Were  it  not  easy,  sire  ?  and  is't  not  sweet 

To  make  thyself  beloved  ?  and  to  be 
Omnipotent  by  mercy's  means  ?  for  thus 

Thy  sovereignty  would  grow  but  more  eon^lete; 
A  despot  thou,  and  yet  thy  people  free. 

And  by  the  heart,  not  hand,  enslaving  us. 

AuguHy  18U. 


FRANCESCA  OF  RIMINL 

TBAITBLATBD  IBOM  THB  nnVBlTO  OF  IIAjn& 

OAXTo  ram. 

<<Tkb  land  where  I  was  bom  site  bi*  the  seas. 
Upon  that  shore  to  which  the  Po  i 
With  all  his  followers,  in  search  of  \ 

Love,  which  the  gentle  heart  soon  apprehendsy 
Seised  him  for  the  fair  person  whieh  was  ta'ea 
From  me,  and  me  even  yet  the  mode  offeada. 

Love,  who  to  none  beicfed  to  lot*  again 


losaBiiLAjnDom  pobms. 


ft7« 


I  idtii  —  wtth  wlsk  to  plMM,  to  ttMaft 
Thai,  as  thcfn  seett,  yet,  yet  it  doth  ramain. 

Lovtt  to  ona  death  eondaetod  na  along, 
B«t  Caiaa  waita  for  him  our  life  who  ended: 
Thoae  weM  the  aeeents  utter'd  hj  her  tongue. 

flinoo  iiat  I  Uatoa*d  to  theae  aonl'a  oflbndad, 
I  how*d  my  Tiaage  and  ao  kept  it  tiU-* 


« Whattiiink'atthoa  i"  aaidthehard;  ^  Whi 


=! 


L:  "Alaa!  onto auoh ill 

How  many  tweet  thoughta,  what  strong  eoataslea, 

Led  theae  their  erU  fortune  to  foliU! " 
And  then  I  tvm'd  onto  their  aide  my  eyea. 

And  aaid,  **  Franoeaea,  thy  aad  deatiniea 

HaTa  made  me  sorrow  till  the  teats  ariae. 
But  toll  ■>«»  in  the  eeaaes  of  awoet  aigha» 

By  what  and  how  thy  lore  to  paaaion  rose, 

80  as  his  dim  desires  to  reeognlse  ?  " 
Thsn  she  to  me:  "The  greatest  of  all  woes 

Ta  *n    i  'VMtf  to  mtn^  I 

"  ^    (  remind  ua  of )  onr  happy  days 
{iMt  } 

In  misery,  snd  ( that  \  thy  teacher  knows. 
Bat  if  to  learn  onr  passion's  flr>t  root  preys 

Upon  thy  spirit  with  such  sympathy, 
5     fsfate     > 

I  will  (  do*  eren  >  as  he  who  weeps  andsays— 
We  read  one  day  for  pastime,  seated  nigh, 

Of  Laneilot,  how  Ioto  enehain'd  him  too. 

We  were  alone,  quite  nnsnspicionsly. 
But  oft  onr  eyes  met,  sad  our  cheeks  In  hna 

AU  o*er  diseolor'd  hy  that  reading  were ; 

(     ov9rtkr§w     ) 

But  one  point  only  wholly  }  us  overthrew ;  J 


5        detirdd       ^ 
When  wo  read  the }  long4ighed  for  {amileof  her, 
iafirvetiH 
To  ho  thna  kiaa'd  hy  aooh}  devoted  {kyrer, 
He  who  from  me  can  be  dlTided  ne'er 
Xto'd  my  msfnth,  tumbling  iB  the  set  all  of«r. 
Aoenrsod  was  the  book  snd  he  who  wrote ! 
That  day  no  ftirther  leaf  we  did  tmcorer.^— 
While  Urns  one  spirit  told  ns  of  their  lot, 
The  other  wept,  so  that  with  pity's  thralls 
I  swoon'd  as  tf  by  death  I  had  been  smoto, 
And  foU  down  even  ss  a  dead  body  foils." 

March,  1890. 


THS  IBI8H  ATATAB.t 

Baa  the  dsnghter  of  Bmnswiok  is  cold  in  her  graye, 
And  her  ashes  still  float  to  their  home  o'er  the  tide, 

Lo!  George  Ae  triumphant  speeds  OTor  the  wsTe, 
To  the  long-cherish'd  isle  which  he  lored  like 
Us-brido. 

Trae,  the  great  of  her  bright  and  brief  era  are  gone, 
The  ralnbow-liko  epoch  where  Freedona  could 


T^rne,  the  ehaina  of  the  CathaBa  sbak  o'er  his  n^ 
The  saatla  atill  standa,  and  the  aenato's  no  mors. 

And  the  fomine  whichdwelt  on  her  frsodomlssi  orsfi 
Is  sKtendiag  ite  steps  to  hsr  deeolato  ahore. 

To  hsr  dssolato  ahste    where  the  emigrsnt  stsads 

For  a  moment  to  gass  ere  he  fliea  from  hla  hearth, 
Teara  foU  on  hia  chain,  though  it  drops  from  his 


For  the  dungeon  he  quite  Is  the  place  of  hia  birth 


But  he  cornea !  the  Messiah  of  royalty  oomea  1 
like  a  goodly  Lemthan  roll'd  from  the  wavea  I 

Then  reoeiTc  him  as  best  such  an  adTent  beoomss. 
With  a  legion  of  oooka  and  an  army  of  alaTSf  * 

He  comes  in  the  promise  snd  bloom  of  threeseors, 
To  perform  in  the  psgesnt  the  sorereign's  psr^* 

But  long  live  the  shamrock  which  ahadows  him  o'st ! 
Could  ths  green  in  his  hai  be  trsnsferr'd  to  hia 
hmrtl 

Could  that  long-wither'd  spot  but  be  Tsrdaat  again* 
And  a  new  spring  of  noble  aifoctioaa  azise^ 

Then  might  freedom  forgive  thee  this  dsnoe  In  thy 
chain. 
And  this  shout  of  thy  slavery  which  saddens  te 


Is  it  msdness  or  meanness  which  clings  to  thos  now  ? 

Were  he  Qod— «s  he  Is  but  the  oommonsst  etoy. 
With  scarce  ftwer  wrinklea  than  afam  on  his  hnnr— 

Such  servile  devotion  might  shsms  him  away. 

Ay,  roar  in  his  train  I  let  thine  orators  lash 
'Their  foncifol  spirite  to  pamper  his  prid»— 

Not  thus  did  thy  Orattan  Indignantly  flaah 
His  soul  o'er  the  freedom  implored  aad  ~ 

Bverglorlona  Orattan  I  the  best  of  the  good  I 
80  simple  in  heart,  so  sublime  in  the  rest  f 

With  all  which  Demoethenea  wanted  endued. 
And  hit  rivsl  or  victor  in  all  he  possessed. 

Ere  TuUy  arose  in  the  senith  of  Rome, 
Though  uneqnaU*d,  preceded,  the  tssk  V 

But  Orattan  sprung  up  like  a  God  from  ^e  tomb 
Of  ages,  the  first,  laat,  the  aavior,  ^e  one/ 

With  the  skill  of  an  Orpheus  to  soften  the  brute ; 

With  the  firs  of  Prometheus  to  kindle  mankind ; 
Even  Tyranny  Uatenlng  aato  Bselted«>r  muto. 

And  Corruption  shrunk  seorch'd  from  the  glaase 
of  hisi 


For  the  few  little  yesrs,  out  of  oenturles  won, 
Which  betny'd  not,  or  crush'd  not,  or  wept  not 
her  cause. 


•  lBaMW«rte«dlllamltta,*'<ln.»feo<k«i,**bn>i"' 
HfcmiM  beiw««  ««njlns**  aad  "ddnf,"  wUch  I  taww  iwt  hov  to  d»- 
ai».    Arit  PiMob.    Tted— d»fldoai<MPBO»aii± 

4  (>HilwKlii«V-«4ll»MMS,l»aa. 


But  baek  toour  theme !  Back  to  despots  snd  slaves  1 
Feaste  frurnish'd  by  Famine  I  r^oicings  by  Pain  I 

True  Freedom  but  vfeleomea,  while  slavery  still  rssss, 
When  a  week's  saturnalia  hath  loosen'd  hsr  chain. 

Let  tho  poor  aqoalid  splendor  thy  wreck  can  aAnrd 
(As  the  bankrupt's  profusion  his  ruin  would  hide) 

Gild  over  the  palaoe.    Lo !  Erin,  thy  lord  I 
Kiss  his  foot  with  thy  blessing  for  blessings  denied. 

Or  tf  freedom  past  hope  be  extorted  at  last, 
If  the  idol  of  brass  find  his  feet  are  of  clay, 

Muat  what  terror  or  policy  wring  forth  be  class'd 
With  what  monarch's  ne'er  give,  but  aa  woHet 
yield  their  yr^? 
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BYE0K*8  WOBKS. 


fiacli  brate  hatt  tts  naturei  a  king's  Is  to  retgHf*^ 
To  reiffn  !  m  that  \rord  see,  ye  ages,  comprised 

The  cause  of  the  curses  the  all  aanals  contain, 
From  Cesar  the  dreaded  to  George  the  despised. 

Wear,  Flngal,  thy  trappings !  O'Connell  proclaim 
His  accomplishments  I  Hitttt  and  thy  eountxy 
convince 
Half  an  age's  contempt  was  an  error  of  feme, 
And  that "  Hal  is  the  rascaliest,  sweetest  yofu^ 
prince!" 

Win  thy  yard  of  blue  riband,  poor  Fingil,  recall 
The  fetters  from  millions  of  Catholic  limbs  > 

Or,  has  it  not  bound  thee  the  fastest  of  all 
The  slaves,   who  now  hail  their  betrayer  with 
hymns? 

Ay !"  bund  him  a  dwelling  !'*  let  each  give  his  mite ! 

Tm,  like  Babel,  the  new  royal  dome  hath  arisen ! 
Let  thy  beggars  and  helots  their  pittance  unit^— 

And  a  palace  bestow  for  a  poorhouse  and  pxiM>n  1 

Spread— spread,  for  VitelliuA  the  royal  repast, 
Till  the  gluttonous  despot  be  stuff'd  to  the  gorge  I 

And  the  roar  of  his  drunkards  proclaims  him  at  last 

The  Fourth  of  the  fools  and  oppressors,  call'd 

"George!" 

Lit  tii6  taUea  be  loaded  with  feaats  till  they  groan  I 
Till  they  prMw  like  thy  people,  through  ages  of  wo ! 

Let  the  wine  flow  anmnd  the  old  Bacchanal's  throne. 

Like  their  blood  which  has  flow'd,  and  which  yet 

haa  toflow. 

But  let  not  JUt  name  be  thine  idol  alone— 
On  kit  right  hand  behold  a  Sejaaus  appesra  1 

Thine  own  Castlereagh !  let  him  still  be  thine  own  1 
A  wzvtoh  never  named  but  with  oursea  and  Jesn  I 

Till  now,  when  the  isle  which  should  blush  foe  his 
birth, 

Deep,  deep  as  the  gore  which  he  shed  on  her 
soil, 

Beams  proud  of  the  reptile  which  crawVd  from  hex 
earth, 

And  for  murder  repays  him  with  alumta  and  a 
smile. 

Without  one  sing^  ray  of  her  genius,  without 
The  ftmoy)  tbe  manhood,  the  Are  of  her 

Tin  miscreant  who  well  might  plunge  Erin  in  doubt 
If  sAe  ever  gave  birth  to  a  belag  so  base. 

If  she  did— let  her  long-boasted  proverb  be  hudi'd. 

Which  proclaims  that  flrom  Brin  no  reptile  can 

spring* 

Bee  the  oold-blooded  serpent,  with  ve&on  frill 

flush'd, 

Stni  warming  its  folds  in  the  breast  of  a  king  I 

Shout,  drink,  feast,  and  flatter !  Oh !  Erin,  how  low 
Wert  thou  sunk  by  misfortune  and  tyranny,  till 

Thy  welcome  of  tyrants  hath  plunged  thee  below 
The  depth  of  thy  deep  in  a  deeper  gulf  stilL 

Bfy  voice,  though  but  humble,  was  raised  for  thy 
right. 
My  vote  as  a  freeman's,  stDl  voted  thee  i^ 


This  hand,  though  but  iecMe,  mM  am  ha  thy 
flght. 
And  this  heart,  though  outworn,  had  a  tiweb  BtO 
fbtthmt 

Yes,  I  loved  thee  and  thine,  though  thou  art  mat       | 
my  land, 
I  have  known  noble  hearts  and  great  souls  in  thy 

sons,  I 

And  I  wept  with  the  world  o'er  tke  patriot  band 
Who  are  gone,  but  I  weep  them  no  toagsr  as 
once. 

For  happy  are  they  now  reposing  afar,— 
Thy  Grattan,  thy  Curran,  thy  Sheridan,  all 

Who,  for  years,  were  the  chiefs  in  the  eloquent  war. 
And  redeem'd,  if  they  have  not  retarded,  thyfUL 

i 
Tea,  happy  are  they  in  their  cold  English  gravM ! 

Their  shades  cannot  start  to  thy  shouts  of  to-da^^ 
Nor  the  steps  of  enslavers  and  chain-kissing  slaves 

Be  stamp'd  in  the  turf  o'er  their  iistterless  clay. 

Till  now  I  had  envied  thy  sons  and  their  shore. 
Though  their  virtues  were  hunted,  their  liberties 
fled; 

There  was  something  so  warm  and  sublime  in  the  core 
Of  an  Irishman's  heart,  that  I  envy — ^thy  dead. 

Or,  if  aught  in  my  bosom  can  quench  for  an  hour 

My  contempt  for  a  nation  so  servile,  though  sore. 
Which  though  trod  like  the  worm  will  not  tun 
upon  power, 
Tis  the  glory  of  Grattan,  and  genius  of  Mooie! 
StptemUr,  182L 


STANZAS 

TO  HB&  WHO  OAW  BBflt  VKSB 

Bb  it  SO  1  we  part  for  ever ! 

Let  the  past  aa  nothing  be  ;— 
Had  I  only  loved  thoe,  never 

Hadst  thou  been  thna  dear  to  me. 

Had  I  loved,  and  thus  been  slighted. 
That  I  better  could  have  borne  ;— 

Love  is  quell'd,  when  unrequited, 
By  the  rising  pulse  of  scorn. 

Pride  may  cool  what  passion  heated. 
Time  will  tame  the  wayward  will ; 

But  the  heart  in  friendship  cheated 
Throbs  with  wo's  most  maddening  tMU. 

Had  I  loved,  I  now  might  hate  tiieey 

In  that  hatred  solaoe  seek, 
Might  exult  to  execrate  thee. 

And,  in  words,  my  vengeance  wreak. 

Bttt  there  is  a  silent  soizow. 
Which  can  And  no  vent  in  sponoh, 

Which  disdains  relief  to  bonrow 
From  the  heights  that  song  can  reaeh. 

Like  a  danUess  chain  enthralling,— 
Like  the  sleepless  dreams  that  moek^-* 

like  the  frigid  ice-drops  falling 
From  the  surf-anirounded  rook. 
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Back  the  eold  ttd  ■kkening  fetbag 
Thou  liMt  eansed  this  heart  to  lokcn 

Stabbed  the  deeper  by  eonoealing 
From  the  world  its  bitter  wo. 

Onee  it  fondly,  |>rofidly,  deeiMd  thee 
All  thftt  ftaicy's  self  ooald  paint. 

Once  it  honored  and  esteemed  thee 
As  its  idol  and  its  saint ! 

Mofe  than  woman  thou  wast  to  me ; 

Not  as  man  I  looked  on  thee  ;— 
Why  like  woman  then  undo  me  ? 

Why  '*  heap  man's  wostt  euse  on  tt«  ?  ** 

Wast  then  bnt  a  flend,  assuming 
Friendship's  smile,  and  woman's  art, 

And,  in  bonrow'd  beauty  Uoendng, 
Tailing  with  a  tmsted  heart  ? 

By  that  eye  iifhieh  onee  oovld  Ustaft 

With  oppoeing  glanee  to  me ; 
^y  tiutt  ear  which  onee  eoold  Ustan 

To  cash  tale  Z  told  to  thee;->- 

By  that  lip,  its  smile  bestowing, 
Which  conld  soften  sorrow's  gush  ;— 

By  that  cheek,  once  brightly  glowing 
With  pure  frfendship's  weU-feigned  blnsh ; 

By  all  those  fklse  charms  nnited,— 
Thou  hast  wrought  thy  wanton  will. 

And,  without  compunction,  blighted 
What "  thou  would'st  not  kindly  kilL" 

Tet  I  evse  thee  not  in  sadness, 
Stin,  I  feel  how  dear  thon  wert ; 

Oh  I  I  could  not— e'en  in  madness 
Doom  tikee  to  thy  Jnst  desert  1 

LiTel  and  when  my  life  is  over, 
Should  thine  own  be  lengthened  long, 

Thon  may'st  then,  too  late,  discover. 
By  thy  feelings,  all  my  wrong. 

When  iky  beanties  all  are  feied. 
When  thy  flatterers  fawn  no  more,— 

Bre  the  solemn  shroud  ha^  shaded 
Some  regardless  reptile's  store,^ 

Bre  that  hour,  felse  syren,  hear  me  f 
Thou  may'st  feel  what  I  do  now. 

While  my  spirit,  horering  near  thee, 
wnispers  iHendship's  broken  tow. 

But  'tis  useless  to  upbraid  tiiee 

With  thy  past  or  present  state; 
What  thou  wast,  my  fanoy  made  thee. 

What  thon  art,  I  know  too  late. 


STANZAS 


Oir  TRB  BOAB 

AH1>  PBA. 


BRWUUr  MOUWOB 


Ok,  talk  not  to  me  of  a  name  great  in  stoty ; 
The  days  of  our  youth  are  the  days  of  our  glory; 
And  the  myrtle  and  i?y  of  sweet  two-and-twenty 
Are  worth  all  your  laurels,  though  enr  so  plen^. 


What  are  garlands  and  crowns  to  the  brow  that  is 

wrinkled?  * 
lis  bnt  as  a  dead  flower  with  May-dew  besprinkled. 
Then  away  with  all  such  from  the  head  that  is  hoary 
What  care  I  for  the  wreaths  that  can  on^  give  glory  i 

Oh  Fame  I  if  I  e'er  took  delight  in  thy  praises, 
'Twas  less  for  the  sake  of  thy  high-sounding  phrases, 
Than  to  see  the  bright  eyes  of  the  dear  one  discoTer 
She  thought  that  I  was  not  unworthy  to  Iotc  her. 

TlUn  chiefly  I  sought  thee,  CAsrv  only  I  found  thee ; 
Herglance  was  the  best  of  the  rays  thatsunoundthee ; 
When  it  sparkled  o'er  aught  that  was  bright  in  m} 

story, 
I  knew  it  was  lore,  and  I  felt  it  was  glory. 

DiotmbtTf  1(121. 
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OK  LADY  BLBSSniOTOir   BXPBBSSnrO 
TlOir  or  TAXXHO  THB  TILUl 
DI80,"  ITBAS  OBXOA. 
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BBKB4TH  Blessington's  eyes 

The  reclaim'd  Fandise 
Should  be  ftree  as  the  former  from  OTil; 

But  if  the  new  Ere 

For  an  apple  should  grieve. 
What  mortal  would  not  play  the  Beril  ?* 
April,  im 


TO  THE  C0X7NTBSS  OF  BLB88INGT0N. 

Tou  hare  ask'd  for  a  Terse  ^-ihe  request 
In  a  rhymer  'twere  strange  to  deny ; 

Bnt  my  Hippocrene  was  but  my  breast. 
And  my  feelings  (ita  fountain)  are  dry. 

Were  1  now  as  I  was,  I  had  snng 
What  Lawrence  had  painted  so  well  ,* 

Bnt  the  strain  would  expire  on  my  tongue. 
And  the  theme  is  too  soft  for  my  sh^. 

1  am  ashes  where  once  I  was  iire. 
And  the  bard  in  my  bosom  is  dead; 

What  1  loTcd  I  noto  merely  admire. 
And  my  heart  is  as  gray  as  my  head. 

My  life  is  not  dated  by  years— 

There  are  momentt  which  act  as  a  plough. 
And  there  is  not  a  furrow  appears 

Bnt  is  deep  in  my  soul  as  my  brow. 

Let  the  young  and  the  brilliant  aspire 
To  sing  what  I  gase  on  in  Tain ; 

for  sorrow  has  torn  from  my  lyre 
The  string  which  was  worthy  the  stildn. 

*  4pn2,18». 
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ON  THIS  DAT  I  COMPLETE  MY  THIRTY- 

Oh!  IwfflwottttiiattinyhMfft, 

SIXTH  YRAR. 

Twill  bind  my  soul  in  bonds  to  thee ; 

From  me  again  'twill  ne'er  depart, 

'Ti8  time  this  heart  shoold  be  anmoTed» 

But  mingle  in  the  graTe  with  me. 

Since  others  it  hath  ceased  to  moTe ! 

Yet,  though  I  cannot  be  beloved, 

The  dew  I  gather  from  thy  Up 

StiUletmelove! 

Is  not  so  dear  to  me  at  this; 

J%at  1  but  for  a  moment  sip. 

My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

And  banquet  on  a  transioit  bliss : 

The  flowers  and  fruits  of  lore  are  gone; 

The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  grief 

Are  mine  alone ! 

E'en  when  our  lives  are  on  the  wane; 

The  leaves  of  Love  will  still  be  gieen 

When  Memory  bids  them  bud  again. 

Is  lone  as  some  Tolcsnio  isle : 

No  torch  U  kindled  at  ito  blaze— 

Oh!  Uttle  look  of  golden  hue. 

A  funeral  pile 

In  gently  waving  ringlet  curl'd. 

By  the  dear  head  on  which  you  grew. 

The  hope,  the  fear,  the  jealous  care, 

I  would  not  lose  yon  for  a  world. 

The  exalted  portion  of  the  pain 

And  power  of  lore,  I  cannot  share, 

Not  though  a  thousand  more  adorn 

But  wear  the  chain. 

The  polish'd  brow  where  onoe  you  sbona» 

like  rays  which  gild  a  cloudless  mora. 

Beneath  Columbia's  fervid  Mne. 

Such  thoughts  would  shake  my  soul,  nor  now, 

1806 

"Where  glory  decks  the  hero's  bier. 

Or  binds  his  brow. 

The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  Held, 

Olory  and  Greece  around  me  see  1 
The  Spartan,  borne  upon  his  shield. 
Was  not  more  free. 

Awake!  (not  Greece— she  it  awake !) 

Awake,  my  spirit !    Think  through  wkom 
Thy  life-blood  tracks  its  parent  lake, 
And  then  strike  home !, 

Treed  those  reviving  passions  down, 
Unworthy  manhood !— unto  thee 
Indifferent  should  the  smile  or  frown 
Of  beauty  be. 

If  thou  regret'st  thy  youth,  loAy  Uv$  t 

The  land  of  honorable  dMth 
Is  here :— up  to  the  field,  and  give 
Away  thy  breath ! 

Seek  out— less  often  sought  than  found— 
A  soldier's  grave,  for  thee  the  best ; 

Then  look  around,  and  choose  thy  ground. 
And  take  thy  rest. 

MiuoUmgM*  Jan.  22, 1824. 


TO  A  LADY  WHO  PRESENTED  THE 
AUTHOR  WITH  THE  VELVET  BAND 
WHICH   BOUND   HER  TRESSES.* 

This  Band,  which  bound  thy  yellow  hair. 
Is  mine,  sweet  girl !  thy  pledge  of  love; 

It  claims  my  wannest,  dearest  care,  « 
Like  relics  left  of  saints  above. 


•  Thk  UMl  titm  Mowing  pom»  ftom  maiiiaeripii  ooOwlsd  aAer  the  dMii 
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REMEMBRANCE. 

'Tib  done !— I  saw  it  in  my  dreams ; 

No  more  with  Hope  the  ftiture  beame , 
My  days  of  happiness  are  few: 

Chill'd  by  misfortune's  wintry  blast, 

My  dawn  of  life  is  overcast ; 
Love,  Hope,  and  Joy,  alike  adieu  :— 
Would  I  could  add  Remembranoe  too. 

1808. 


THE  ADIEU. 

WAl'ITBII  trNDBR  TES  IKPBBBBIOK  THAT  TH1I 
▲TITHOK  WOULD  BOOH  DIB. 

Adxxu,  thou  HUl !  *  where  early  joy 

Spread  roses  o'er  my  brow 
Where  Sdenoe  seeks  each  loitering  boy 

With  knowledge  to  endow. 
Adieu  my  youthful  friends  or  foes. 
Partners  of  former  bliss  or  woes ; 

No  more  through  Ida's  paths  we  stray ; 
Soon  must  I  share  the  gloomy  cell, 
Whoee  ever  slumbering  inmates  dwell, 

Unoonsoiotts  of  the  day. 

Adieu,  ye  hoary  Regal  Fanes, 

Ye  spires  of  Granta's  vale. 
Where  Learning  robed  in  sable  reignsy 

And  Melancholy  pale. 
Ye  comrades  of  the  jovial  hear. 
Ye  tenants  of  the  classic  bower. 

On  Cama'e  vcvdant  margin  plaeed. 
Adieu!  whOe  memory  etiU  is  mine, 
For,  offerings  on  Oblivion's  shrine. 

These  scenes  must  be  eflaeeo. 


MUOBULAXBOTO  FORMS. 
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ABkn,  ye  mnmtaini  of  tiie  elime 
Where  grew  my  yoiif)iiyil  yetn ; 

Where  Loch  na  Oarr  in  eno^fs  sabUine 
His  giant  snmmit  reaze. 

Why  did  my  childhood  wander  forth 

Ttom  yon,  ye  regions  of  the  North, 

•  T^th  aons  of  pride  to  roam  ? 
SlThy  did  I  quit  my  Highland  caTe, 

Hair's  dnsky  heath,  and  Dee's  clear  WftTOi 
To  seek  a  Sotheron  home  i 

Han  of  my  Sires !  *  a  long^fkrerrell— 

Yet  why  to  thee  adieu  ? 
Thy  vaults  will  echo  back  my  knell, 

Thy  towers  my  tomb  will  yiew : 
The  faltering  tongue  which  sung  thy  &11, 
And  former  glories  of  thy  Hall, 

Forgets  its  wonted  simple  note— 
Bnt  yet  the  Lyre  retains  the  strings. 
And  sometimes  on  JEolian  wings 

In  dying  strains  may  float. 

Fields,  which  surround  yon  rustic  cot. 

While  yet  I  linger  here, 
Adieu !  you  are  not  now  forgot, 

To  retrospection  dear. 
Streamlet !  f  along  whose  rippling  surge, 
My  youthful  limbs  were  wont  to  urge, 

At  noontide  heat  their  pliant  course ; 
Pfamging  with  ardor  firom  the  shore, 
Thy  springs  will  lave  these  limbs  no  more, 

Deprived  of  active  force. 

And  shall  I  here  forget  the  scene. 

Still  nearest  to  my  breast  ? 
Bocks  rise,  and  rivers  roU  between 

The  spot  which  passion  blest ; 
Yet,  Mary,t  all  thy  beauties  seem 
Fresh  as  in  Love's  bewitching  dream, 

To  me  in  smiles  display'd ; 
Till  slow  disease  resigns  his  prey 
To  Death,  the  parent  of  decay, 

Thine  image  cannot  fade. 

And  thou !  my  Friend !  {  whose  gentle  love 

Yet  thrills  my  bosom's  chords, 
How  much  thy  friendship  was  above 

Description's  power  of  words  I 
Still  near  my  breast  thy  gift  I  wear, 
Which  sparkled  once  with  Feeling's  tear 

Of  Love  the  pure,  the  sacred  gem; 
Our  souls  were  equal,  and  our  lot 
In  that  dear  moment  quite  forgot ; 

Let  pride  alone  condemn  1 

All,  all,  is  dark  and  cheerless  now  ? 

No  smile  of  Loto's  deceit. 
Can  warm  my  veins  with  wonted  glow. 

Can  bid  Life's  poises  beat: 
Not  e'en  the  hope  of  ftitore  fame 
Can  wake  my  ftdnt,  exhausted  frame, 

Or  crown  with  fiincied  wreaths  my  head. 
Mine  is  a  short  inglorious  raee,— 
To  humble  in  the  dust  my  face, 

And  minfl^le  with  the  dead. 
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Oh  FauM  1  thon  goddese  of  my  heart; 

On  him  who  gains  thy  praise, 
Pointlesa  must  £U1  the  Speotre'e  dart, 

Consumed  in  Gkxy's  blan, 
Bnt  me  she  beckons  from  the  earth. 
My  name  obscore,  nnmark'd  my  Urth, 

My  Ufe  a  short  and  vulgar  dream: 
Lost  in  the  dnU,  ignoble  erowd, 
My  hopes  reoUne  within  a  shroud. 

My  fate  is  Lethe's  stream. 

When  I  repose  beneath  the  sod, 

Unheeded  in  the  clay, 
Whire  once  my  playM  footsteps  trod. 

Where  now  my  head  must  lay ; 
The  meed  of  pity  will  be  shed 
In  dew-dropa  o'er  my  narrow  bed, 

By  nightly  skies  and  storms  alone ; 
No  mortel  eye  will  deign  to  steep 
With  tears  the  dark  sepulchral  deep. 

Which  hides  a  name  unknown. 

Forget  this  vrorld,  my  restless  sprite, 

Turn,  turn  thy  thoughts  to  Heaven : 
There  must  thou  soon  direct  thy  flight, 

If  errors  are  forgiven. 
To  bigots  and  to  sects  unknown, 
Bow  down  beneath  the  Almighty's  Throne ; 

To  Him  address  thy  trembling  prayer : 
He,  who  is  merciful  and  jnat, 
•Will  not  reject  a  child  of  dust, 

Although  his  meanest  oare. 

Father  of  Light !  to  Thee  I  call,* 

My  soul  is  dark  within : 
Thou,  who  canst  mark  the  sparrow's  fall, 

Avert  the  death  of  sin. 
Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  star. 
Who  calm'st  the  elemental  war, 

Whose  mantle  is  yon  boundless  sky,  • 
My  thoughts,  my  words,  my  crimes  forgiTe, 
And  since  I  soon  must  cease  to  live. 

Instruct  me  how  to  die. 

IW 


TO  A  VAIN  LADY. 

Ah,  heedless  girl,  why  thus  disclose 
What  ne'er  was  meant  for  other  ears  ? 

Why  thus  destroy  thine  own  repose. 
And  dig  the  source  of  future  tears  ? 

Oh,  thou  wit  weep,  imprudent  maid, 
While  lurking  envious  foes  will  smile» 

For  all  the  follies  thou  hast  said 
Of  those  who  spoke  but  to  beguile. 

Tain  girl !  thy  ling'ring  woes  are  nigh» 
If  thou  believ'st  what  striplings  say : 

Oh,  firom  the  deep  temptation  fly, 
Nor  fall  the  specious  spoiler's  prey. 

Dost  thou  repeat,  in  childish  boast, 
lie  words  man  utters  to  deceive  } 

Thy  peace,  thy  hope,  thy  all  is  lost 
If  thou  canst  venture  to  believe. 


*  Sm  Pnyxr  «r  KMora,  pas*  m. 
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While  now  amongst  thy  female  peers, 
Thou  teU'st  again  the  soothing  tale, 

Canst  thott  not  mark  the  rising  sneers 
Dnpliclty  in  Tain  would  Teil  i 

These  tales  in  secret  silence  hush, 
Nor  make  thyself  the  public  gaze : 

What  modest  maid  without  a  blush 
Recounts  a  flattering  coxcomb's  praise  ? 

Will  not  the  laughing  boy  despise 
Her  who  relates  each  fond  conceit — 

Who,  thinking  Heaven  is  in  her  eyes, 
Yet  cannot  see  the  slight  deceit  i     * 

For  she  who  takes  a  soft  delight, 
Those  amorous  nothings  in  revealing. 

Must  credit  all  we  say  or  write, 
While  vanity  prevents  concealing. 

Cease,  if  you  prize  your  beauty's  reign  I 

No  jealousy  bids  me  reprove : 
One,  who  is  thus  from  nature  vain, 

I  pity,  but  I  cannot  love. 

January  15, 1807. 


TO  ANNE. 

Oh,  Anne !  your  offences  to  me  have  been  grievous ; 

I  thought  from  my  wrath  no  atonement  could 
save  you ; 
But  woman  is  made  to  command  and  deceive  us— 

I  look'd  in  your  face,  and  I  almost  forgave  you. 

I  vowed  I  could  ne'er  for  a  moment  respect  you. 
Yet  thought  that  a  day's  separation  was  long : 

When  we  met,  I  determined  again  to  suspect  you— 
Your  smile  soon  convinced  me  suspicion  was 
wrong. 

I  swore,  in  a  transport  of  young  indignation, 
With  fervent  contempt  evermore* to  disdain  you  : 

I  saw  you — ^my  anger  became  admiration ; 
And  now,  all  my  wish,  all  my  hope,  's  to  regain  you. 

With  beauty  like  yours,  oh,  how  vain  the  contention! 

Thus  lowly  I  sue  for  forgiveness  before  you  ;— 
At  once  to  conclude  such  a  fruitless  dissension. 

Be  false,  my  sweet  Anne,  when  I  cease  to  adore 
you  I  Januaiy  16, 1807t 


TO  THE  SAME. 

Ox  say  not,  sweet  Anne,  that  the  Fates  have  decreed 
The  heart  which  adores  you  should  wish  to  dis- 
sever; 

Such  Fates  were  to  me  most  unkind  ones  indeed, — 
To  bear  me  from  love  and  from  duty  for  ever. 

Tom  frowns,  lovely  girl,  are  the  Fates  which  alone 
Ootid  bid  me  from  fond  admiration  refrain ; 

By  these»«very  hope,  every  wish  were  o'crthrown,  i 
Till  finilef  shtfnld  restore  me  to  rapture  again.      ' 


As  the  ivy  and  oak,  in  the  forest  entwined. 
The  rage  of  the  tempest  united  must  weather 

My  love  and  my  life  were  by  nature  design'd 
To  flourish  alike,  or  to  perish  together. 

Then  say  not,  sweet  Anne,  that  the  Fates  have  d» 
creed,  ^ 

Your  lover  should  bid  you  a  lasting  adieu ;    * 
Till  Fate  can  ordain  that  this  bosom  shall  bleed. 
His  soul,  his  existence,  are  centred  in  you. 

1807. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  A  SONNET  BEGIN- 
NING 

"  *  SAD  IS  MY  VEE8B,*  YOU  SA.Y,  *  AND  YET  NO  TBAB.*  " 

Thy  verse  is  "  sad  "  enough,  no  doubt ; 

A  devilish  deal  more  sad  than  witty ! 
Why  we  should  weep,  I  can't  find  out. 

Unless  for  thee  we  weep  in  pity. 

Yet  there  is  one  I  pity  more ; 

And  much,  alas !  I  think  he  needs  it ; 
For  he,  I'm  sure  will  suffer  sore, 

Who,  to  his  own  misfortune,  reads  it. 

The  rhymes,  without  the  aid  of  magic. 
May  ottce  be  read— but  never  after ; 

Yet  their  effect's  by  no  means  tragie. 
Although  by  far  too  dull  for  laughter. 

But  would  you  make  our  bosoms  bleed, 
And  of  no  common  pang  complain — 

If  you  would  make  us  weep  indeed. 
Tell  us,  you'll  read  them  o'er  again. 

March  8, 1807 


ON  FINDING  A  FAN. 

In  one  who  felt  as  once  he  felt, 

This  might,  perhaps,  have  fann'd  the  flame» 
But  now  no  more  his  heart  will  melt. 

Because  that  heart  is  not  the  same. 

As  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low, 
The  aid  which  once  improved  the  light. 

And  bade  them  bum  with  fiercer  glow. 
Now  quenches  all  their  blaze  in  night. 


Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  i 
As  many  a  boy  and  girl  remembers^ 

While  every  hope  of  love  expires, 
Extinguish'd  with  the  dying  embers. 

The  Jine,  though  not  a  spark  survive, 
Some  careful  hand  may  teach  to  bum ; 

The  last,  alas !  can  ne'er  survive ; 
No  touch  can  bid  its  warmth  return. 

Or,  if  it  chance  to  wake  again, 

Not  always  doomed  its  heat'to  smothei» 
It  sheds  (so  wayward  fates  ordain) 

Its  former  warmth  aroimd  ano'ther. 

1807 


MISCELLANEOUS  FOBMS. 
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FAREWELL  TO  THE  MUSE. 

Thou  Power !  wlio  liast  ruled  me  through  infiuicy's 
days, 
Young  efispiing  of  Fancy,  'tis  time  we  should 
part; 
Then  rise  on  the  gale  this  the  last  of  197  lays. 
The  coldest  effusion  which  springs  firom  my  heart. 

This  bosom,  responsiTS  to  rapture  no  more, 
Shall  hush  thy  wild  notes,  nor  implore  thee  to  sing ; 

Tlie  feelings  of  childhood,  which  taught  thee  to  soar. 
Are  wafted  far  distant  on  Apathy's  wing. 

Though  simple  the  themes  of  my  rude  flowing  Lyre, 
Yet  even  those  themes  ore  departed  for  ever ; 

No  more  beam  tie  eyes  which  my  dream  could  in- 
spire,. 
My  risions  are  flown,  to  return,— alas,  never ! 

When  drain'd  is  the  nectar  which  gladdens  the  bowl, 
Row  yain  is  the- effort  delight  to  prolong  ! 

When  cold  is  the  beauty  which  dwelt  in  my  soul. 
What  magic  of  Fancy  can  lengthen  my  song  ? 

Can  the  lips  sing  of  Love  in  the  desert  alone, 
Of  kisses  and  smiles  which  they  now  must  resign  i 

Or  dwell  with  delight  on  the  hours  that  are  flown  ? 
Ah,  no  I  for  those  hours  can  no  longer  be  mine. 

Can  they  speak  of  the  firicnds  that  I  lived  but  to 
love? 

Ah,  surely  affection  ennobles  the  strain ! 
.  But  how  can  my  numbers  in  sympathy  move, 

When  I  scarcely  can  hope  to  behold  them  again  ? 

Can  I  sing  of  the  deeds  which  my  Fathers  have  done, 
And  raise  my  loud  harp  to  the  fame  of  my  Sires  ? 

For  glories  like  theirs,  oh,  how  faint  is  my  tone ! 
For  Heroes'  exploits  how  unequal  my  fires ! 

Untouch'd  then,  my  Lyre  shall  reply  to  the  blast— 
*Tis  hush'd ;  and  my  feeble  endeavors  are  o'er : 

And  those  who  have  heard  it  will  pardon  the  past. 
When  they  know  that  its  murmurs  shall  vibrate 
no  more. 

And  soon  shall  its  wild  erring  notes  be  forgot. 
Since  early  affection  and  love  is  o'orcast ; 

Oh !  blest  had  my  fate  been,  and  happy  my  lot. 
Had  the  first  strain  of  love  been  the  dearest,  the 
last. 

Farewell,  my  young  Muse !  since  wo  now  can  ne'er 
meet ; 
If  our  songs  have  been  languid,  they  surely  are 
few: 
Let  us  hope  that  the  present  at  least  will  be 
The  present--^which  seals  our  eternal  adieu. 

1807. 


TO  AN  OAK  AT  NEWSTEAD.* 

Yoima  Oak !  when  I  planted  thee  deep  in  the  ground, 
I  hoped  that  thy  days  would  be  longer  than  mine ; 

That   thy   dark-waving   branches   would  flourish 
around, 
And  ivy  thy  trunk  with  its  mantle  entwine. 

*  8m  EVagmaiit,  ]Wfa  MO. 


Such,  iueh  wM«iy  liope,  whea,  in  Inluiey't  fan, 
On  the  land  of  my  ftithera  I  reared  thee  witii 
pride; 
They  are  past,  and  I  water  thy  stem  with  my  tears,— 
Thy  decay  not  the  weeds  that  surround  thee  can 
^hide. 

I  left  thee,  my  Oak,  and  since  that  fatal  hour, 
A  stranger  has  dwelt  in  the  hall  of  my  sire ; 

Till  manhood  shall  crown  me,  not  mine  is  the  pover. 
But  his  whose  neglect  may  have  made  tnet  expire* 

Oh !  hardy  thou  wort— even  now  little  care 
Might  revive  thy  young  head,  and  thy  wonndi 
gently  heal ; 

But  thou  wert  not  fated  affection  to  share-- 
For  who  could  suppose  that  a  stranger  would  feel  ? 

Ah,  droop  not,  my  Oak  !  lift  thy  head  for  awhile ; 

Ere  twice  round  yon  Glory  this  planeteshall  run. 
The  hand  of  thy  Master  will  teach  thee  to  smile, 

'When  Infancy's  years  of  probation  are  done. 

Oh,  live  then,  my  Oak !  tow'r  aloft  from  the  weeds, 
That  clog  thy  young  growth,  and  assist  thy  decay. 

For  still  in  thy  bosom  are  life's  early  seeds, 
And  still  may  thy  branches  their  beauty  display. 

Oh!  yet,  if  maturity's  years  may  be  .thine. 
Though  /  shall  lie  low  in  the  cavern  of  death. 

On  thy  leaves  yet  the  day-beam  of  ages  may  shine 
Uninjured  by  time,  or  the  rude  winter's  to^th. 

For  centuries  still  may  thy  boughs  lightly  wave 
O'er  the  corse  of  thy  lord  in  thy  canopy  laid ; 

While  the  branches  thus  gratefully  shelter  his  grave. 
The  chief  who  survives  may  recline  in  thy  shade. 

And  as  he  with  his  boys  shall  revisit  this  spot. 
He  will  tell  them  in  whispers  more  softly  to  tread. 

Oh !  surely,  by  these  I  shidl  ne'er  be  forgot: 
Remembrance  still  hallows  the  dust  of  the  dead. 

And  here,  will  they  say,  when  in  life's  glowing  prime. 
Perhaps  he  has  poured  forth  his  young  simple  lay. 

And  here  he  must  sleep,  tUl  the  moments  of  time 
Arc  lost  in  the  hours  of  Eternity's  day. 

1807. 


LINES. 


ON  HEARING  THAT  LADT  BTBON  ITAfl  ILL.* 

And  thou  wert  sad— yet  I  was  not  with  thee ; 

And  thou  wert  sick,  and  yet  I  was  not  near ; 
Methonght  that  joy  and  health  alone  could  be 

Where  I  was  not — and  pain  and  sorrow  here ! 
And  is  it  thus  ? — ^is  it  as  I  foretold. 

And  shall  be  more  so ;  for  the  mind  recoils 
Upon  itself,  and  the  wreek'd  heart  lies  cold, 

While  heaviness  ccUects  the  shatter'd  spoils. 
It  is  not  in  the  storm  nor  in  the  strife 

We  feel  benumS'd  and  wish  to  be  no  morSt 

But  in  the  after-silen||D  on  the  shore, 
When  all  is  lost,  except  a  Kttle  life.  « 

■  .  I  ■  ■ Ill- 1  ■■  ■..        I    ■ 
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1  am  too  weU  avenged  '—but  'twaa  my  right ; 

Whate'ar  my  sins  might  be,  thou  wert  not  sent 
To  be  the  Nemesis  who  should  requite — 

Nor  did  Heaven  chooso  so  neax  an  instrument. 

Mercy  is  for  the  merciful ! — ^If  thou 

Hast  been  of  suchi  'twill  be  accorded  now. 

Thy  nights  are  banish'd  from  the  realms  of  sleep! — 

Tes  I  they  may  flatter  thee,  but  thou  must  feel 

A  hollow  agony  which  will  not  heal, 
For  thou  art  pillow'd  on  a  curse  too  deep ; 
Thou  hast  sown  in  my  sorrow,  and  must  reap 

The  bitter  harvest  in  a  wo  as  real ! 
I  have  had  many  foes,  but  none  like  thee ; 

For  *gainst  the  rest  myself  I  could  defend, 

And  be  avenged,  or  turn  them  into  friend ; 
But  thou  in  safe  implacability 
Hadst  nought  to  dread— in  thine  own  weakness 

shielded, 
And  in  my  k>ve,  which  hath  but  too  much  yielded, 

And  spared,  for  thy  sake,  some  I  should  not  spare— 
And  thus  upon  the  world — ^trust  in  thy  truth— 
And  the  wild  fame  of  ray  ungovern'd  youth— 

On  things  that  were  not,  and  on  things  that 
Even  upon  such  a  basis  hast  thou  built 
A  monument,  whose  cement  hath  been  guilt ! 

The  moral  Clytemnestra  of  thy  lord, 
And  hew'd  down,  with  an  unsuspected  sword. 
Fame,  peace,  and  hope — and  all  the  better  life 

Whiohy  but  for  this  cold  treason  of  thy  heart, 
Might  still  have  risen  from  out  the  grave  of.  strife, 
And  fovnd  a  nobler  duty  than  to  part. 
But  of  thy  virtues  didst  thou  make  a  vice. 

Trafficking  with  them  in  a  purpose  cold. 

For  present  anger  and  for  future  gold — 
And  buying  other's  grief  at  any  price. 
And  thus  once  cntcr'd  into  crooked  ways, 
The  early  truth,  which  was  thy  proper  praise. 
Did  not  still  walk  beside  thee — ^but  at  times. 
And  with  a  breast  unknowing  its  own  crimes. 
Deceit,  averments  incompatible, 
Eqtuvocations,  and  the  thoughts  which  dwell 

In  Janus-spirits — ^the  significant  eye 
Which  learns  to  lie  with  silence — ^thc  pretext 
Of  Prudence,  with  advantages  anncx'd — 
The  acquiescence  in  all  things  which  tend, 
No  matter  how,  to  the  desired  end — 

All  found  a  place  in  thy  philosophy, 
The  means  were  worthy,  and  the  end  is  won — 
I  would  not  do  by  thee  as  thou  hast  done ! 

Septembett  1816. 


STANZAS. 

*<  GOULD  LOVB  POR  EYEB." 

Could  Love  for  ever 
Bun  like  a  river, 
And  Time's  endeavor 

Be  tried  in  vain- 
No  other  pleasure 
With  this  could  measure ; 
And  like  a  treasure 

We'd  hug  the  chain. 
But  since  our  sf^hing 
Ends  not  in  dying, 
And,  form'd  for  flying, 


liove  plumes  his  wing ; 
Then  for  this  reason 
Let's  love  a  season. 
But  let  that  season  be  only  Spring. 

When  lovers  parted 
Feel  broken-hearted 
And  all  hopes  are  thwarted, 

Expect  to  die ; 
A  few  years  older. 
Ah !  how  much  colder 
They  might  behold  her 

For  whom  they  sigh ! 
When  link'd  together. 
In  every  weather, 
They  pluck  Love's  feather 

From  out  his  wing— 
He'll  stay  for  ever, 
But  sadly  shiver 
Without  his  plumage,  waen  past  the  Spving 

Like  Chiefs  of  Faction 
His  life  is  action — 
A  formal  paction 

That  ourbs  his  reign. 
Obscures  his  glory. 
Despot  no  more,  he 
Such  territory 

Quits  with  disdain. 
Still,  sfill  advancing 
With  banners  glancing. 
His  power  enhancing, 

He  must  move  on— 
Repose  but  cloys  him, 
Retreat  destroys  him, 
Love  brooks  not  a  degraded  throne 

Wait  not,  fond  lover : 
Till  years  are  over, 
And  then  recover. 

As  from  a  dream. 
While  each  bewailing 
The  other's  failing, 
With  wrath  and  railing 

All  hideous  seem — 
While  first  decreasing, 
Yet  not  quite  ceasing, 
Wait  not  till  teasing 

All  passion  blight : 
If  once  diminish'd 
Love's  reign  is  finish'd— 
Then  part  in  firiendship, — and  bid  good-night 

So  shall  Afieotion, 
To  recollection 
The  dear  connectioii 

Bring  back  with  joy ; 
You  had  not  waited 
Till,  tired  or  hated, 
Your  passions  sated 

Began  to  cloy. 
Your  last  embraces 
Leave  no  cold  traces— 
The  same  fond  faces 

As  through  the  past : 
And  eyes,  the  minors 
Of  your  sweet  errors 
Reflect  but  rapture— not  least  thongli  last. 


MI8CBLLAKB0US  POBHS. 


581 


Trae,  separatioiis 

Ask  more  than  patience ; 

What  desperations 

From  sach  lutve  risen ! 
But  yet  remaining; 
lYhat  is  't  but  chaining 
Hearts  wMch,  onee  waning. 

Beat  'gainst  their  prison  ? 
Time  can  but  eloy  lote, 
And  use  destroy  loTe: 
The  winged  boy,  Love, 

Is  bnt  for  boy»— 
Yon'Il  find  it  torture 
Though  sharper,  shorter, 
To  wean,  and  not  wear  out  your  joys. 


STANZAS. 

TO  A  HINDOO  AIB. 

Oh  !— my  loncly^onely— lonely^-Pillow ! 
Where  is  my  lover  ?  where  is  my  loTer  ? 
Is  it  bit  bark  which  my  dreary  dreams  diseorw  ? 
Fsp— ftr  away !  and  alone  along  the  billow? 

Oh !  my  lonely^onely^-lonely— Pillow ! 
Why  must  my  head  ache  where  his  gentle  brow  lay  ? 
How  the  long  night  flags  lovelessly  and  slowly. 
And  my  head  droops  over  thee  like  the  willow. 

Oh !  thou,  my  sad  and  solitary  Pillow  1 
Send  me  kind  dreams  to  keep  my  heart  from  breaking, 
In  return  for  the  tears  I  shed  upon  thee  waking ; 
Let  me  not  die  till  he  comes  back  o*er  the  biUow. 

Then  if  thou  wilt-^no  more  my  tme/y  Pillow, 
In  one  embrace  let  these  arms  again  enfold  him. 
And  then  expire  of  the  joy— but  to  behold  him  t 
Oh  1  my  lonely  bosom !— «h !  my  lonely  Pillow ! 


OH,  NEYEB  TALK  AGAIN  TO  ME ! 

|fo  (be  eriflad  ■MBMcrifl  €f  Sw  flnl  Cknto  €f  CUde  Bndd^  nfrin 
wtn  ite  UliNrtaf  hM,  te  wyeh  ihoM  (o  Ian,  paf«  87,  vm  aotaOM 
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i  never  talk  again  to  me 
f  northern  climes  and  British  ladies : 
It  has  not  been  your  lot  to  see, 

Like  me,  the  lovely  girl  of  Cadis. 
Although  her  eyes  bo  not  of  blue. 

Nor  &ir  her  locks,  like  English  lasses ; 
How  far  its  own  expressiTe  hue 
The  languid  azure  eye  surpasses  I 


Prometheus-like,  from  heaven  she  stole 

The  fire,  that  through  those  silken  lashes : 
In  daricest  glances  seem  to  roQ, 

From  eyes  that  cannot  hide  their  flashes : 
And  as  along  her  booom  steal 

la  Ungthfln'd  flow  her  raven  tresses, 
Tou'd  swear  each  clustering  look  could  fael» 

And  eurl'd  to  givo  her  Mck  eanwes. 


Our  English  maids  are  long  to  woo, 

And  frigid  even  in  possession : 
And  if  their  charms  be  fair  to  view, 

Their  lips  are  slow  at  Love's  confession : 
But  bom  beneath  a  brighter  sun, 

For  love  ordain'd  the  Spanish  maid  is, 
And  who, — when  fondly,  fairly  won, — 

Enchants  you  like  the  girl  of  Cadiz  ? 

The  Spanish  maid  is  no  coquette. 

Nor  joys  to  see  a  lover  tremble. 
And  if  she  love,  or  if  she  hate. 

Alike  she  knows  not  to  dissemble. 
Her  heart  can  ne'er  be  bought  or  sold-^ 

Howe'er  it  beats,  it  beats  sincerely ; 
And,  though  it  will  not  bend  to  ^old, 

'Twill  love  you  long  and  love  you  dearly. 

The  Spanish  girl  that  meets  your  love. 

Ne'er  taunts  you  with  a  mock  denial, 
For  every  thought  is  bent  to  prove 

Her  passion  in  the  hour  of  trial. 
When  thronging  foemen  menace  Spain, 

She  dares  the  deed  and  shares  the  danger ; 
And  should  her  lover  press  the  plain. 

She  hurls  the  spear,  her  love's  avenger. 

And  when,  beneath  the  evening  star. 

She  mingles  in  the  gay  Bolero, 
Or  sings  to  her  attuned  guitar 

Of  Christian  knight  or  Moorish  hero. 
Or  counts  her  beads  with  fairy  hand 

Beneath  the  twinkling  rays  of  Hesper, 
Or  joins  devotion's  choral  band, 

To  chaunt  the  sweet  and  hallow'd  vesper. 

In  each  her  charms  the  heart  must  move 

Of  all  who  venture  to  behold  her 
Then  let  not  maids  less  fair  reprove 

Because  her  bosom  is  not  colder ; 
Through  many  a  clime  'tis  mine  to  roam 

Where  many  a  soft  and  melting  maid  is. 
But  none  abroad,  and  few  at  home. 

May  match- the  dark-eyed  girl  of  Cadis 


THE  THIRD  ACT  OP  MANFRED, 

IX  ITS  OBIOINAL   SHAPE,  AS  FIB8T  8BNT  TO  TEH 
PUBLISHEK.*  • 

6CENE  I. 
A  Hall  in  the  Cattle  of  Manfred. 

Mamfrsd  and  Hbbmah. 

JUan.  What  is  the  hour  ? 

Her.  It  wants  but  one  tiU  sunw^ 

And  promises  a  lovely  twilight. 

Man,  Say, 

Are  all  things  so  disposed  of  in  the  tower 
As  I  directed  ? 

Her,  All,  my  lord,  sre  ready : 

Here  is  the  key  and  casket. 

Jfofi.  ItisweU: 


*  ■«  LalMr  to  Mr.  Mmnj,  April  14, 1 
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Thoa  may'Bt  retire.  lExU  Hbbman. 

Man,  (alone.)  There  U  a  calm  upon  me— 
Inexplicable  stillness !  which  till  now 
Bid  not  belong  to  what  I  knew  of  life. 
If  that  I  did  now  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  Tanities  the  motUest, 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fooVd  the  ear 
From  ont  the  schoolman's  jargon,  I  should  deem 
The  golden  secret,  the  sought  <*Slalon"  found 
And  seated  in  my  soul.    It  wiU  not  last, 
But  it  is  wpll  to  hare  known  it,  though  but  once ; 
It  hath  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a  new  sense, 
And  I  within  my  tables  would  note  down 
That  there  is  such  a  feeling.    Who  is  there  ? 

Re-enter  Hebxak. 
Her.  My  lotd,  the  Abbot  of  St.  Maurice  craves 
To  greet  your  presence. 

Enter  the  Abbot  of  St.  Mattbice. 

Abbot,  Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred ! 

Jfoft.   Thanks,  holy  father!   welcome  to  these 
waUs: 
Thy  presence  honors  them,  and  bless  those 
Who  dwell  within  them. 

Abbot,  Would  it  were  so.  Count ! 

But  I  would  fain  confer  with  thee  alone. 

Man,  Herman  retire.    What  would  my  reverend 
guest  ?  •  [Exit  Hebman, 

Abbot,  Thus,  without  prelude;— Age  and  zeal, 
my  office, 
And  good  intent,  must  plead  my  privilege ; 
Our  near,  though  not  acquainted,  neighborhood 
May  also  be  my  herald.    Humors  strange. 
And  of  unholy  nature,  are  abroad. 
And  busy  with  thy  name — a  noble  name 
For  centuries ;  may  he  who  bears  it  now 
Transmit  it  unimpaired  I 

Man,  Proceed, — I  listen. 

Abbot.  *T\A  said  thou  boldest  converse  with  the 
things 
Which  are  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man ; 
That  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes. 
The  many  evil  and  unheavenly  spirits 
Which  walk  the  v2lley  of  the  shade  of  death, 
Thou  communest.    I  know  that  with  mankind. 
Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thy  solitude 
Is  as  an  anchorite's,  were  it  but  holy. 

Man.  And  what  are  they  who  do  avouch  these 
things? 

^Abbot.  My  pious  brethren— the  scared  peasantry — 
Even  thy  own  vassals — ^who  do  look  on  thee 
With  most  unquiet  eyes.    Thy  Ufe's  in  peril. 

Man.  Take  it. 

Abbot.  I  come  to  save,  and  not  destroy — 

I  would  not  pry  into  thy  secret  soul ; 
But  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  is  time 
For  penitence  and  pity :  reconcile  thee 
With  the  true  church,  and  through  the  church  to 
heaven. 

Man,  I  hear  thee.    This  is  my  reply ;  whate*er 
i  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  zest  between 
Heaven  and  myself.— I  shall  not  choose  a  mortal 
To  be  my  mediator.    Have  I  sinn'd 
Against  your  ordinances  ?  prove  and  punish !  * 


^  llvflItopmabwlthiil,MteMtUi,  tlworigtiMdi 


Abbot.  Then,  hear  and  tremble  1    For  the  Heaa 
strong  wretch 
Who  in  the  mail  of  innate  hardihood 
Would  shield  himself,  and  battle  for  his  sins, 
There  is  the  stake  on  earth,,  and  beyond  earth 
eternal — 
Man.  Charity,  most  reverend  father, 
Becomes  thy  Ups  so  much  more  than  this  menace. 
That  I  would  call  thee  back  to  it :  but  say, 
What  wouldst  thou  with  me  ? 

Abbot.  It  may  be  there  are 

Things  that  would  shake  thee— but  I  keep  them 

back, 
And  give  thee  till  to-n^oxrow  to  repent. 
Then  if  thou  dost  not  all  dsvote  thyself  ' 
To  penitence,  and  with  gift  of  all  thy  lanls 
To  the  monastery— 
Man.  lunderstand  thee,— wi*U. 

^660^.  Expect  no  morcy ;  I  have  wax.^ed  vhee 
Man.  (opening  the  casket.)  ti*«>p 

There  is  a  gift  for  thoc  within  this  casket. 

[Maxfred  opem  the  casket,  siiifife  a  ligh^.  an,* 
bttma  $ome  incense. 
Ho!  Ashtarothl 

rAtfDEUOK  AsHTABOTH  appears,  singint/asfoUe^m 

The  raven  sits 

On  the  raven  stone, 
And  his  black  wing  flits 

O'er  the  milk-white  bone ; 
To  and  fro,  as  the  night  winds  blow, 

The  carcass  of  the  assassin  swings ; 
And  thcro  alone,  on  the  raven-stone,* 

The  raven  flaps  his  dusky  wings. 

The  fetters  creak — and  his  ebon  beak 

Croaks  to  the  close  of  the  hollow  sound ; 
And  this  is  the  tunc  by  the  light  of  the  moon 

To  which  the  witches  dance  their  round,— 
Merrily,  merrily,  cheerily,  cheerily. 

Merrily,  merrily  speeds  the  ball : 
The  dead  in  their  shrouds,  and  the  demons  in  cloud* 

Flock  to  the  witches'  carnival. 

Abbot.  I  fear  thee  not— hence — ^liencc — 
Avaunt  thee,  evil  one ! — ^liclp,  ho !  without  there ! 
Man.  Convey  this  man  to  the  Shreckhom— to  its 
.  peak — 
To  its  extrcmest  peak — ^watch  with  him  there 
From  now  till  sunrise ;  let  him  gase,  and  know 
He  ne'er  again  will  be  so  near  to  heaven, 
But  harm  him  not ;  and  when  the  morrow  breaks. 
Set  him  down  safe  in  his  cell— «way  with  him ! 
Ash.  Had  I  not  better  bring  his  brethren  too, 
Convent  and  all  to  bear  him  company  ? 
Man.  No,  this  will  serve  for  the  present    Take 

him  up. 
Ash,  Come,  friar !  now  an  exorcism  or  two. 
And  we  shall  fly  the  lighter. 

[AsHTABOTH  disappears  with  the  Abbot,  stttp' 

ing  as  foUotos : 
A  prodigal  son  and  a  maid  undone. 

And  a  widow  re-wedded  within  the  year ; 
And  a  wordly  monk  and  a  pregnant  nun« 
Are  things  which  every  day  appear. 


refteTOrd      •  « BarwHioM,  (RdMaMiB.)  •  iruMktloa  of  <te Gotms  void  fcr  te 
gittec,  wbieh  b  GvBiHqr  and  fMwriuri  k  IlGmlB•if^  ud  laKto  «|  MM.* 
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MAKnxD  ahne. 


Jlon.  Wh J  would  this  fool  break  in  on  me,  md 
force 
M7  art  to  pranks  fantastical  ? — ^no  matter, 
It  iffts  not  of  mj  seeking.    My  heart  sickens 
And  weighs  a  fix'd  foreboding  on  my  soul ; 
But  it  is  calm'-calm  as  a  suUen  sea 
After  the  hurricane ;  the  winds  are  still, 
But  the  cold  waves  swell  high  and  heavily, 
And  there  is  danger  in  them.    Such  a  rest 
Is  no  repose.    My  life  hath  been  a  combat, 
And  every  thought  a  wound,  tilll  am  scarr'd 
In  the  immortal  part  of  me. — ^What  now  ? 

Hmr.  My  lord,  you  bade  me  wait  on  you  at  sunset 
He  sinks  behind  the  mountain. 

Mm.  Doth  he  so  ? 

I  will  look  on  him. 

[Mam  FSBD  advancei  to  iks  wmdow  of  iho  halt. 
Glorious  orb !  •  the  idol 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  undiseased  mankind,  the  giant  sons 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a  sex 
More  beautiful  than  they,  which  did  draw  down 
The  erring  spirits  who  can  ne'er  return.— 
Most  glorious  orb !  that  were  a  worship,  ere 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  was  reveal'd  I 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladden'd,  on  their  mountain  tops,  tile  hearts 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  pour'd 
Themselves  in  orisons !  thou  material  God  I 
And  representative  of  the  Unknown — 
Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow !  thou  chief  star ! 
Centre  of  many  stsrs  I  which  mak*st  our  earth 
^durable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hesrts  of  all  who  wslk  within  thy  rays  I 
Sire  of  the  seasons !  Monarch  of  the  olimes. 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them !  for,  near  or  far, 
Out  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee. 
Even  as  our  outward  aspects ; — ^thou  dost  rise. 
And  shine,  and  set  in  glory  I    Fare  thee  well ! 
I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more.    As  my  first  glance 
Of  love  and  wonder  for  thee,  then  take 
My  latest  look :  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  wsrmth  have  been 
Of  a  more  fatal  nature.    He  is  gone : 
I  follow.  [ExU  Manfbbd. 

SCENE  11. 

The  MouniaifU.'~The  Casilo  of  Manfred  ai  tome 
tUttanee. — A  Terraee  before  a  litoer.-^Timet 
Twilight. 

Hbbxan,   Maihtbl,  and    other   Dependantt    of 
Mahpkbd. 

Eer.  Tia  strange  enough ;  night  after  night,  for 
years. 
He  hath  pursed  long  vigils  in  this  tower. 
Without  a  witness.    I  have  been  within  it,— 
Bo  have  we  all  been  ofttimes ;  but  from  it. 
Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute  of  aught 
Bin  studies  tend  to.    To  be  sure,  there  is 


One  chamber  where  none  enter ;  I  would  give 
The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  come  these  three  yean. 
To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

Manuel.  Twere  dangerous ; 

Content  thyself  with  what  thou  know'st  ahready. 

Her.  Ah !  Manuel  I  thou  art  elderly  and  wise. 
And  eouldst  say  much ;  thou  hast  dwelt  within  the 

castle- 
How  many  years  is't  ? 

Manuel.  Ere  Count  Manfred's  birth, 

I  served  his  fkther,  whom  he  nought  resembles. 

Her.  There  be  more  sons  in  like  predicament 
But  wherein  do  they  differ  ? 

MamieL  I  speak  not 

Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits: 
Count  Sigismund  was  proud,— but  gay  and  free,-« 
A  warrior  and  a  reveller ;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  night 
A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  festal  time. 
Merrier  thsn  day,  he  did  not  walk  the  rocks     * 
And  forests  like  a  wolf,  nor  turn  aside 
From  men  and  their  delights. 

Her.  Beshrew  the  hour. 

But  those  were  jocund  times !  I  would  that  such 
Would  visit  the  old  walls  again ;  they  look 
As  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

Manuel.  These  walls 

Must  change  their  chieftain  first    Oh !  I  have  seea 
Some  strange  things  in  these  few  years.* 

Her.  Come,  be  friendly  i 

Relate  me  some,  to  while  away  our  watch : 
I*ve  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happen'd  hereabouts,  by  this  same  tower. 

Manuel.  That  was  a  night  indeed !  I  do  remember 
'Twas  twilight,  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 
Another  evening ;— yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 
On  Eigher's  pinnacle,  so  rested  then,— 
So  like  it  that  it  might  b^  the  same ;  the  wind 
Was  faint  and  gusty,  and  the  mountain  snows 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  moon ; 
Count  Manfred  was,  as  now,  within  his  tower,— 
How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him 
The  sole  compsnion  of  his  wanderings 
And  watchings— hef,  whom  of  all  earthly  things 
That  lived,  the  only  thing  seem'd  to  love, 
As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do, 
The  lady  Astarte,  his 

Her.  Look — look — ^the  towa^— 

The  towetZs  on  fire.    Oh,  heavens  and  earth  I  what 

sound. 
What  dreadful  sound  is.  that  ? 

[A  eraeh  like  thunder. 

Manuel.  Help,  help,  there !— to  the  rescue  of  tht 
Count, 
The  Count's  in  danger,— what  ho !  there  I  approach  1 
[The  Servante,  VossoIm,   and  PeaetuOry  ap^ 
proach,  ttupijled  with  terror. 
If  there  be  any  of  you  who  have  heart 
And  love  of  human  kind,  and  will  to  aid 
Those  in  distress— pause  %ot— but  follow  me— 
The  portal's  open,  follow.  [Manttsl  ^oet  m 

Her,  Come — Who  follows  ? 

What,  none  of  ye  ? — ^ye  recreants !  shiver  then 
Without.    I  will  not  see  old  Manuel  risk 
His  few  remaining  years  unaided. 

[Hbbmak  poet  m. 
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Vauol  .  Hark  I— 

Ko— all  if  •ilent-Hiot  a  breath*^e  fiama 
IVliich  shot  forth  such  a  blaze  is  also  gone : 
What  maj  this  mean  ?    Let's  enter ! 

PtatanL  Faith,  not  I,< 

Kot  that,  if  one,  or  two,  or  more,  will  joinf 
I  then  will  stay  behind  *,  but,  for  my  part, 
I  do  not  see  precisely  to  what  end. 

VauaL  Cease  your  Tain  prating^-come, 

MamieL  (tpeaking  within.)         'Tis  all  in 
He*s  dead. 

Her.  (within.)  Not  so— even  now  methought  he 
moved ; 
But  it  is  dark— so  bear  him  gently  out — 
Boftly^-^ow  cold  he  ia  I  take  care  of  hia  temples 
In  winding  down  the  staircaae. 

lU-enttr  llAinjZL  and  Hbbman,  hearing  Manfred 

in  their  armt. 

• 

MamieL  Hie  to  the  eaatle,  some  of  ye,  and  bring 
What  aid  you  can.    Saddle  the  barb,  and  speed 
For  the  leech  to  the  city— quick  1  some  water  there ! 
Her.  His  cheek  ii  black— but  there  ia  a  faint  beat 
Still  lingering  about  the  heart    Some  water. 

IJ^ey  sprinkle  Manfbed  with  water:  t^fter  a 
thegiveteomeeignao/ Ufi. 


Manuel.  He  seems  to  atme  ta  speak- 
cheerly,.  Count  1 
He  moTes  his  lips— canst  hear  him  ?    I  am  old, 
And  cannot  catch  faint  sounds. 

[Hebman  incUning  hit  head  and  lieUmng, 
Her.  1  hear  a  word 

Or  two— but  indistinctly— what  ia  next  ? 
What's  to  be  done  ?  let's  bear  him  to  the  castle. 
[Maitfbed  moHone  with  hit  hand  not  to  remova 
him. 
Manuel.  He  disapproTCS— end  'twere  of  no  aTafl— 
He  changes  rapidly. 
Her.  'Twill  soon  be  oyer. 

Manuel.  Oh!  what  a  death  is  this  I  thatlshould' 
Uto 
To  shake  my  gray  hairs  oxer  the  last  chief 
Of  the  house  of  Sigismund.— And  such  a  death  I 
Alone— we  know  not  how— onshriYed-^nnteaded^ 
With  strange  accompaniments  and  fearful  aigo^- 
I  shudder  at  the  sight— but  must  not  leaTe  him. 
*  Man.  C^teaking  faintly  and  tlowlg.)  Old  man! 
'tis  not  80  diificidt  to  die. 

[Manf&ed  having  said  this  esgriret. 
Her.  His  eyes  are  fix'd  and  lifeleas. — ^He  is  gone; 
Manuel.  Close  them.— My  old  hand  qulTers^^ 
He  departs— 
'Whither?    I  dread  to  think— but  he  is  gone  t 
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DEDICATION. 


Bob  80YJTBXT I  You're  a  poet— Poet-laureate, 

And  repreaentatiTe  of  all  the  race, 
Althoogli  'tia  true  that  you  turned  out  a  Toiy  at 

Last,— yours  has  lately  been  a  common  case,— > 
And  now,  my  Epic  Renegade  I  what  axe  ye  at? 

With  all  the  Lakers,  in  and  out  of  place  ? 
A  nest  of  tunefol  pecsons,  to  my  eye 
like  **  four  sad  twenty  Blackbirds  in  a  pye ! 

IL 
<*  Which  pye  being  open*d  they  began  to  sivg," 

(This  old  Mng  and  new  simile  holds  good,) 
"A  dainty  dish  to  set  before  the  King," 

Or  Begent,  who  admires  such  kind  of  food  ;— 
And  Coleridge,  too,  has  lately  taken  wing, 

But  like  a  hawk  encumber'd  with  his  hood,— 
Explaining  metaphyaics  to  the  nation— 
I  wish  he  would  explain  his  Explanation.* 

III. 
You,  Bob !  are  rather  insolent,  you  know. 

At  being  disappointed  in  your  wish 
To  8uperse4e  all  warblers  here  below. 

And  be  the  only  Blackbird  in  the  dish ; 
And  then  you  oyerstrain  yourselt,  or  so, 

And  tumble  downward  like  the  flying  fish 
Gasping  on  deck,  because  you  soar  too  high.  Bob, 
And  fall,  for  lack  of  moisture  quite  a-dry.  Bob  I 

IV. 
And  Wordsworth,  in  a  rather  long  «  Excursion," 

(I  think  the  quarto  holds  five  hundred  pages,) 
Has  giren  a  sample  from  the  vasty  version 

Of  his  new  system  to  perplex  the  sages 
'Tia  poetry— at  least  by  his  assertion, 

And  may  appear  so  when  the  dog-star  rages— 
And  he  who  understands  it  would  be  able 
To  add  a  story  to  the  Tower  of  Babel. 


•  Bognphla  liMwfe  **  appMNd  in  inr. 
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You— Oentlemen !  by  dint  of  long  seclusion 
From  better  company,  have  kept  your  own 

At  Keswick,  and,  through  still  continued  fusion 
Of  one  another's  minds,  at  \$at  have  grown 

To  deem  as  a  most  logical  conclusion, 
That  Poesy  hath  wreathea  for  you  alone: 

There  is  a  narrowness  in  such  a  notion, 

Which  makea  me  wish  you'd  change  your  lakea  foi 
ocean. 

VI. 

I  would  not  imitate  the  petty  thought, 
Nor  coin  my  self-love  to  so  base  a  vice. 

For  aU  the  glory  your  conversion  brought, 
Since  gold  alone  should  not  have  been  its  price. 

You  have  your  salary ;  was't  for  that  you  wrought  ? 
And  Wordsworth  has  his  place  in  the  Excise.* 

You're  shabby  fellows— true— but  poets  still. 

And  duly  seated  on  the  immortal  hilL. 

VII. 
Your  bays  may  hide  the  boldness  of  your  brows- 

Perhapa  aome  virtuous  blushes ; — let  them  go^ 
To  you  I  envy  neither  fruit  nor  boughs— 

And  for  the  fame  you  would  engross  bdow. 
The  field  is  universal,  and  allows 

Scope  to  all  such  as  feel  the  inherent  glow :  [try 
Scott,  Rogers,  Campbell,  Moore,  and  CrabbewiU 
'Oainst  you  the  question  with  poaterity. 

VIII. 
For  me,  who,  wandering  with  pedestrian  Muses, 

Contend  not  with  you  on  the  winged  steed, 
I  wish  your  fate  may  yield  ye,  when  she  chooses. 

The  fame  you  envy,  and  the  skill  you  need ; 
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And  xecollect  a  poet  nothing  loses 

In  giving  to  his  brethren  their  full  meed 
Of  merit,  and  complaint  of  present  days 
Is  not  the  certain  path  to  future  praise. 

IX. 
He  that  reserves  his  laurels  for  posterity 

(Who  does  not  often  daim  the  bright  reversion) 
Has  generally  no  great  crop  to  spare  it,  he 

Being  only  injured  by  his  own  assertion ; 
And  although  here  and  there  some  glorious  rarity 

Arise  like  Titan  from  the  sea's  immerBion» 
The  major  part  of  such  appellants  go 
To— ^od  knows  where— lor  no  one  else  can  know. 


If,  fallen  in  evil  days  on  evil  tongues, 
Milton  appeal'd  to  the  Avenger,  Time, 

If  Time,  the  Avenger,  execrates  his  wrongs, 
And  makes  the  word  **  Hiltonic  "  mean  "sublime" 

He  deign'd  not  to  belie  his  soul  in  songs. 
Nor  turn  his  very  talent  to  a  crime ; 

He  did  not  loathe  the  Sire  to  laud  the  Son, 

But  closed  the  tyrant-hater  he  begun. 

XL 
Think'st  thou,  could  he— the  blind  Old  Man— arise 

Like  Samuel  from  the  grave,  to  freeze  once  more 
The  blood  of  monarchs  with  his  prophecies. 

Or  be  alive  again— again  all  hoar 
With  time  and  trials,  and  those  helpless  eyes, 

And  heartless  daughters — ^worn — and  pale* — and 
Would  he  adore  a  sultan  ?  he  obey  [poor, 

The  intellectual  eunuch  Castlereagh  ?t 

XII. 
Cold-blooded,  smooth-faced,  placid  miscreant  1 

Dabbling  its  sleek  young  hands  in  Erin's  gore. 
And  thus  for  wider  carnage  taught  to  pant, 

Transferr'd  to  gorge  upon  a  sister  shore. 
The  vulgarest  tool  that  Tyranny  could  want. 

With  just  enough  of  talent,  and  no  more, 
To  lengthen  fetters  by  another  fix'd. 
And  offer  poison  long  already  mlx'd. 


'  <•  Pale,  but  not  eadaveima  t "— MlUon'i  two  Mem.  dai^fiMcnu*  nid  to 
llftTe  iDbbed  him  oT  Ms  books,  besldei  efaeaUn;  wkI  plofuiiif  Mm  in  the  eeoiKimj 
of  hk  home,  Ac.,  kc  Hb  foelingi  oh  such  an  oucmge,  both  u  a  parent  and 
a  wholor,  must  haro  been  lin^larly  poinrul.  Hnyley  compares  him  to  Lear. 
Bee  pan  ihird,  l^  of  MUtoo,  Uf  W.  Uaylej,  (orHailcy,  ae  spelt  in  Um  edi- 
Uonbefareme.) 
t  Or,— 

•<  Wmid  h*  subside  into  a  backnej  LAureate— 
A  seribUiuf,  sclPsold,  soul-Uxed,  scom'd  leeariotf  » 

I  donU  If  •*  Laurrate  "  and  "  Isearlot  "  be  good  ihymea,  but  most  aajr,  as 
Ben  Jonson  did  to  Sjlvestcr,  who  challenged  him  to  rhyme  wUi~ 

"  I,  John  SjrtTcaier, 
lay  wilta  yoat  sister." 

to-moci  antrsTSkl— *'I,  Bea  Jonaon,  lay  with  your 
•WMd,~  •  Tiia  is  i:4t  rtayne."— <•  No,"  esid  Bon  ~ 


"    Bylrester  an- 
"  but  U  is  true." 


xm. 


An  orator  of  such  set  trash  of  phrase 

Ineffably^*legitimately  vile, 
That  even  its  grossest  flatterers  dare  not  praiae» 

Nor  foes— all  nations— condescend  to  smile,** 
Not  even  a  sprightly  blunder's  spark  can  blan 

From  that  Ldon  grindstone's  ceaseless  toil^ 
That  turns  and  turns  to  give  the  world  a  notion 
Of  endless  torments  and  perpetual  motion. 

XIV. 

A  bungler  even  in  its  disgusting  trade, 
And  botching,  patching,  leaving  still  behind 

Something  of  which  its  masters  ore  afraid. 
States  to  be  curb'd,  and  thoughts  to  be  confined^ 

Conspiracy  or  Congress  to  be  made- 
Cobbling  at  manacles  for  all  mankind— 

A  tinkering  slave-maker,  who  mends  old  ehaiiifli 

With  Qod  and  man's  abhorrence  lor  its  gains. 

XV. 

If  we  may  judge  of  matter  by  the  mind, 

Emasculated  to  the  marrow  It 
Hath  but  two  objects,  how  to  serve,  and  bind. 

Deeming  the  chain  it  wears  even  men  may  fit, 
Eutropius  of  its  many  masters,* — blind 

To  worth  as  freedom,  wisdom  as  to  wit, 
Fearless — ^because  no  feeling  4wells  in  ice, 
Its  very  courage  stagnates  to  a  vice. 

XVL 

Where  shall  I  turn  me  not  to  view  its  bonds. 

For  I  will  never  feel  them ;— Italy ! 
Thy  late  reviving  Roman  soul  desponds         [thee^ 

Beneath  tho  lie  this  State-thing  iXreath'd  o*er 
Thy  clanking  chain,  and  Erin's  yet  green  wounds 

Have  voices — tongues  to  cry  alouiLfor  me. 
Europe  has  slaves— allies-— kings — azmies  still, 
And  Southey  lives  to  sing  them  very  ill. 

XVIL 

Meantime— S>  Laureate — I  proceed  to  dedicate 
In  honest  simple  verse,  this  song  to  you. 

And,  if  in  flattering  strains  I  do  not  predicate, 
'TiB  that  I  still  retain  my  <*  buff  and  blue ;  " 

My  politics  as  yet  are  all  to  educate : 
Apostasy's  so  fashionable,  too. 

To  keep  one  creed's  a  task  grown  quite  Herculean; 

Is  it  not  so,  my  Tory,  ultra-Julian  ?t 

Venice,  September  18,  U18.  « 


For  ito  ebanelarefEutroplni,ttaB«miiiihaiMi  vhlMralte««l«l 
AreadiuB,  see  GBiboii. 

t  I  allude  not  to  oar  friend  Undor's  hero,  d»  tialter  Cmm  ldhn,Mli 
Glbboo't  ban,  wlfwlj  yclept  '•  Tha  Apoitoto." 


DON  JUAN. 
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CANTO  I. 


I  WAm  a  hero :— «n  uncommon  irant. 

When  erery  year  and  month  sends  forth  a  new  one, 
Till,  after  cloying  tie  gasettes  with  cant. 

The  age  discovers  he  is  not  the  true  one ; 
Of  sneh  as  these  I  should  not  care  to  Taunt, 

111  therefore  take  our  ancient  friend  Bon  JTuan: 
We  all  hare  seen  him  in  the  pantomine . 
Sent  to  the  devil  somewhat  ere  hil  time. 

II. 
Yemon,  the  butcher  Cumberland,  Wolfe,  Hawlce, 

Prince  Ferdinand,  Oranby,  Burgoyne,  Keppel, 
StiI  and  good,  hare  had  their  tithe  of  talk,  [Howe, 

And  fillM  their  sign-posts  then,  like  Wellesley  now; 
Each  in  their  turn  like  Banquo's  monarchs  stalk. 

Followers  of  fame,  *'  nine  farrow  "  of  that  sow: 
France,  too,  had  Buonaparte  and  Dumourier 
Beoorded  in  the  Moniteur  and  Courier. 

III. 
Baznare,  Brissot,  Condorcet,  Mirabeau, 

Petion,  Clootz,  Danton,  Marat,  I3k  Fayette, 
Were  French,  and  famous  people,  as  we  know , 

And  there  were  others,  scarce  forgotten  yet, 
JToubert,  Hoche,  Marceau,  Lannes,  Dessaix,  Moreau, 

With  many  of  the  military  set, 
Bxceedingly  remarkable  at  times, 
But  not  at  all  adapted  to  my  rhymes. 

IV. 
KeUon  was  once  Britannia's  god  of  war. 

And  still  should  be  so,  but  the  tide  is  tum'd ; 
There's  no  more  to  be  said  of  Trafalgar, 

Tis  with  our  hero  quietly  inum'd ; 
Because  the  army's  grown  more  popular. 

At  which  the  naval  people  are  concem'd : 
Besides,  the  prince  is  all  for  the  land-service. 
Forgetting  Duncan,  Nelson,  Howe,  and  Jervis. 

V. 
Brave  men  were  Uving  before  Agamemnon,^ 

And  since,  exceeding  valorous  and  sage, 
A  good  deal  like  him  too,  though  quite  the  same  none, 

But  then  they  shone  not  on  the  poet's  page. 
And  so  have  been  forgotten ; — I  condemn  none, 

But  can't  find  any  in  the  present  age 
Fit  for  my  poem,  (that  is,  for  my  new  one ;) 
So,  as  I  have  said,  I'll  take  my  friend  Don  Joan. 

VI. 
Most  epic  poets  plunge  in  **  mediae  res," 

(Horace  makes  this  the  heroic  turnpike  road,) 
And  then  your  hero  tells,  whene'er  you  please. 

What  went  before— by  way  of  epbode. 
While  seated  after  dinner  at  his  ease. 

Beside  his  mistress  in  some  soft  abode, 
Palace  or  garden,  paradise  or  cavern, 
Which  serves  the  happy  couple  for  a  tavern. 


vn. 

That  is  the  usual  method,  but  not  i 
My  way  is  to  begin  with  the  beginning : 

The  regularity  of  my  design 
Forbids  all  wanderings  as  the  worst  of  sinning, 

And  therefore  I  shall  open  with  a  line, 
(Although  it  cost  me  half  an  hour  ia.  spinn&g,) 

Narrating  somewhat  of  Don  Juan's  father. 

And  also  of  his  mother,  if  you'd  rather. 

VIII. 
In  Seville  was  he  bom,  a  pleasant  city, 

Famous  for  oranges  and  womenr— he 
Who  has  not  seen  it  will  be  much  to  pity, 

So  says  the  proverb— and  I  quite  agree ; 
Of  all  the  Spanish  towns  is  none  more  pretty. 

Cadis  perhaps,  but  that  you  soon  may  see : — 
Don  Juan's  parents  lived  beside  the  river, 
A  noble  stream,  and  cali'd  the  (Guadalquivir. 

IX. 

His  fkther's  name  was  Jose— Don,  of  oourse 
A  true  Hidalgo,  free  from  every  stain 

Of  Moor  or  Hebrew  blood,  he  traced  his  souree 
Through  the  most  Gothic  gentlemen  of  Spain , 

A  better  cavalier  ne'er  mounted  horse. 
Or,  being  mounted,  e'er  got  down  again. 

Than  Jose  who  begot  our  hero,  who 

Begot— but  that's  to  come— Well,  to  renew  * 


His  mother  was  a  learned  lady,  fiuned 
For  every  branch  of  every  science  known*- 

In  every  Christian  language  ever  named, 
With  virtues  equall'd  by  her  wit  alone. 

She  made  the  cleverest  people  quite  ashamed, 
And  even  the  good  with  inward  envy  groan. 

Finding  themselves  so  very  much  exceeded 

In  their  own  way  by  all  the  things  that  she  did. 

XI. 
Her  memory  was  a  mine :  she  knew  by  heart 

All  Calderon  and  greater  part  of  Lop^, 
So  that  if  any  actor  miss'd  his  part, 

She  could  have  served  him  for  the  prompter's  copyf 
For  her  Feinagle's  were  an  useless  art, 

And  he  himself  obliged  to  shut  up  shop-4ie 
Could  never  make  a  memory  so  fine  as. 
That  which  adorned' the  brain  of  Donna  Ines. 

XII. 
Her  favorite  science  was  the  mathematical. 

Her  noblest  virtue  was  her  magnanimity, 
Her  wit  (she  sometimes  tried  at  wit^  was  Attic  all, 

Her  serious  sayings  darken'd  to  sublimity ; 
In  short,  in  all  things  she  was  fairly  what  I  call 

A  prodigy— her  morning  dress  was  dimity, 
Her  evening  silk,  or,  in  the  summer,  muslin. 
And  other  stuffs,  with  which  I  won't  stay  puuling, 

xin.  • 

She  knew  the  Latin— ^that  is,  **  the  Lords  prayer," 
And  Greek,  the  alphabet,  I'm  nearly  sure ; 

She  read  some  French  romances  here  and  there, 
Although  her  mode  of  speaking  was' not  pure : 

For  native  Spanish  she  luid  no  great  care, 
At  least  her  conversation  was  obscure ; 

Her  thoughts  were  theorems,  her  words  a  problemt 

As  if  she  deem'd  that  mysteiy  would  ennoble  'em. 
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XIV. 


She  liked  the  English  and  the  Hebrew  tongue, 
And  said  there  was  analogy  between  'em ; 
«  She  prored  it  somehow  out  of  sacred  song,      ['em 
But  I  must  leaTe  the  proofs  to  those  who've  seen 

But  this  I  'ye  heard  her  say,  and  can't  be  wrong,  ['em, 
And  aU  may  think  which  way  their  judgnwnts  lean. 

**  'Tis  strange— the  H^rew  noun  which  means  *I  am,* 

The  English  always  use  to  goyem  d— — n." 

XV. 
Some  women  use  their  tongues—she  look*d  a  lecture. 

Each  eye  a  sermon,  and  her  brow  a  homily. 
An  all-in-all  soi&cient  self-director, 

Like  the  lamented  late  Sir  Samuel  Homily, 
The  Law's  expounder,  and  the  State's  corrector, 

Whose  tuioide  was  almost  an  anomaly- 
One  sad  example  more,  that  *<  AU  is  vanity  ,"-<- 
(The  jury  brought  their  verdict  in  **  Luanity.") 

XVI. 
In  short,  she  was  a  walking  calculation,       [covers, 

Miss    Edgeworth's  novels  stepping   from   their 
Or  Mrs.  Trimmer's  books  on  education, 

'*  Or  Cceleb's  Wife  "  set  out  in  quest  of  lovers, 
Morality's  prim  personification. 

In  which  not  Envy's  Self  a  flaw  discovers ; 
To  others'  share  let  '<  let  female  errors  fall," 
For  she  had  not  even  one— the  worst  of  alL 

XVII.  • 

Oh !  she  was  perfect  past  all  parallel— 

Of  any  modem  female  saint's  comparison ; 
So  far  above  the  cunning  powers  of  hell. 

Her  guardian  angel  had  given  up  his  garrison ; 
Even  her  minutest  motions  went  as  well 

As  those  of  the  best  time-piece  made  by  Harrison : 
In  virtues  nothing  earthly  oould  surpass  her, 
Save  thine  **  incomparable  oil,"  Macassar  1* 

XVIII. 
Perfect  she  was,  but  as  perfection  is 

Insipid  in  this  naugh^  world  of  ours. 
Where  our  first  parents  never  leam'd  to  kiss 

Till  they  were  exiled  from  their  earlier  bowers. 
Where  all  was  peace,  and  innocence,  and  bliss, 

(I  wonder  how  they  got  through  the  twelve  hours,) 
Don  Jose,  like  a  lineal  son  of  Eve, 
Went  plucking  various  fruit  without  her  leave. 

XIX. 
He  was  a  mortal  of  the  careless  kind. 

With  no  great  love  for  learning  or  the  leam'd. 
Who  chose  to  §o  where'er  he  had  a  mind. 

And  never  dream'd  his  lady  was  concem'd ; 
The  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  inclined 

To  see  a  kingdom  or  a  house  o'crtum'd, 
Whisper'd  he  had  a  mistress,  some  said  ttoo; 
Bat  tot  domestic  quarrels  one  will  do. 

XX. 

Now  Donna  laes  had,  with  all  her  merit, 
A  great  opinion  of  her  own  good  qualitiee ; 

Neglect,  indeed,  requires  a  saint  to  bear  it. 
And  sneh  indeed  she  was  in  her  moralities ; 

But  then  she  had  a  devil  of  a  spirit, 
And  sometimes  mix'd  up  frmcies  with  realities. 

And  let  few  opportunities  escape 

Of  getting  her  liege  lord  into  a  scrape. 


XXL 

This  was  an  easy  matter  with  a  man 
Oft  in  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  guard ; 

And  even  the  wisest,  do  the  best  they  can. 
Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  unprepared. 

That  you  might  **  brain  them  with  their  lady's  fan,** 
And  sometimes  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard. 

And  fans  turn  into  falchions  in  fair  hands, 

And  why  and  wherefore  no  one  understands. 

XXII. 
'Tis  a  pity  learned  virgins  ever  wed 

With  persons  of  no  sort  of  education, 
Or  gentlemen  who,  though  wellborn  and  bred. 

Grow  tired  of  scientific  conversation : 
I  don't  choose  to  say  much  upon  this  head, 

I'm  a  plain  man,  and  in  a  single  station, 
But— oh  1  ye  lords  of  ladies  intellectual. 
Inform  us  truly,  have  they  not  henpeck'd  you  aU  ' 

XXIII. 
Don  Jose  and  his  fady  quarrell'd— -loAy 

Not  any  of  the  many  could  divine, 
Though  several  thousand  people  chose  to  try, 

'Twas  surely  no  concern  of  theirs  nor  miuei 
I  loathe  that  low  vice,  curiosity; 

But  if  there's  any  thing  in  which  I  shine, 
'Tis  in  arranging  aU  my  friends'  affairs, 
Not  having,  of  my  own,  domestic  cares. 

XXIV. 

And  so  I  interfered,  and  with  the  best 
Intentions,  btt  their  treatment  was  not  kind; 

I  think  the  foolish  people  were  possess'd, 
For  neither  of  them  could  I  ever  find. 

Although  their  porter  afterwards  cenfess'dr— 
But  that's  no  matter,  and  the  worst's  behind, 

For  little  Juan  a'er  me  threw,  down  stairs, 

A  pail  of  housemaid's  water  Hinawares. 

XXV. 

A  little  curly-headed,  good-for-not^ing. 
And  mischief-making  monkey  from  his  birth ; 

His  parents  ne'er  agreed  except  in  dotting 
Upon  the  most  unquiet  imp  on  earth ; 

Instead  of  quarrelling  had  they  been  but  Kc>th  in 
Their  senses,  they'd  have  sent  young  mastnffteth 

To  school,  or  hod  him  soundly  whipp'd  at  faovn 

To  teach  him  manners  for  the  time  to  come. 

XXVI. 
Don  Jose  and  the  Donna  Ines  led 

For  some  time  an  unhappy  sort  of  life. 
Wishing  each  other,  not  divorced,  but  dead ; 

They  lived  respectably  as  man  and  wife, 
Their  conduct  was  exceedingly  well-bred. 

And  gave  no  outward  signs  of  inward  strife, 
Until  at  length  the  amoth«r'd  fire  broke  out, 
And  put  the  business  past  all  kind  of  doubt. 

XXVIL 
For  Inez  call'd  some  druggists  and  phyaidans. 

And  tried  to  prove  her  loving  lord  was  mod. 
But  as  he  had  some  lucid  intermissions. 

She  next  decided  he  was  only  bad; 
Yet  when  they  ask'd  her  for  depositions. 

No  sort  of  explanation  could  be  had. 
Save  that  their  duty  both  to  man  and  Ood 
Required  this  conduot-which  seem'd  very  odd.  , 
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xxvm. 

She  kept  a  joiunud»  ffhere  hit  iaiilu  were  noted. 
And  opea*d  oertaiA  trunks  of  books  end  letters, 

All  whick  might,  if  ooeasion  senred,  be  quoted; 
And  then  she  had  all  SoTille  for  abettors, 

Besides  her  good  old  grandmother,  (who  doted;) 
The  hearers  of  her  ease  beeame  repeaters, 

Then  advocates,  inqiKaitors,  and  judges. 

Some  for  amusement,  others  for  old  grudges. 

XZIX. 

And  then  this  best  and  meekest  woman  bore 

With  such  serenity  her  husband's  woes, 
^  Just  as  the  Spartan  ladies  did  of  yore, 

Who  saw  their  spouses  kill'd,  and  nobly  chose 
lierer  to  say  a  word  about  them  mor^— 

Calmly  she  heard  each  calumny  that  rose, 
And  saw  Ais  agonies  with  such  sublimity, 
That  all  the  world   exclaimed,    «  What   magna- 
nimity !*' 

XXX. 
No  doubt,  this  patience,  when  the  world  is  «**"»**<«g 

Is  philosophic  in  our  former  friends ;  [us, 

Tis  also  pleasant  to  be  deem'd  magnanimous. 

The  more  so  in  obtaining  our  own  ends ; 
And  what  the  lawyers  call  a  **  tnalu$  amtmit," 

Conduct  like  this  by  by  no  means  comprehends ; 
Berenge  in  person's  certainly  no  yirtue. 
But  then  'tis  not  m^f  fault  if  oChen  hurt  you. 

XXXI.  • 
And  if  our  quarrels  should  rip  up  old  stories, 

And  help  them  with  a  lie  or  two  additional, 
Pm  not  to  blame,  as  you  well  know,  no  more  is 

Any  one  els^^ey  were  become  traditional ; 
Besides,  their  resuzxection  aids  our  glories        [all ; 

By  contrast,  which  is  what  we  just  wtoe  wishing 
^d  science  profits  by  this  resurrection — 
Dead  soandsls  form  good  subjects  for  dissection. 

XXXII. 
Iheir  friends  had  tried  a  reconciliation, 

Then  their  relations,  who  made  matters  worse; 
('Twere  hard  to  tell  upon  a  like  occasion 

To  whom  it  may  be  best  to  have  recourse— 
I  can't  say  much  for  friend  or  yet  relation :} 

The  Uwyers  did  their  utmost  for  divorce. 
But  scarce  a  fee  was  paid  on  either  side 
Before,  unluckily,  Don  Jose  died. 

xxxni. 

He  died :  and  most  unluckily,  because, 
According  to  all  hints  I  could  collect 

From  counsel  learned  in  those  kind  of  laws, 
(Although  their  talk's  obscure  and  circumspect,) 

His  death  contrived  to  spoil  a  charming  cause  ; 
A  tbcMuand  pities  also  with  respect 

To  public  feeling,  which  on  this  occasion 

Was  manifested  in  a  great  sensation. 

XXXIV. 

Butaht  he  died;  and  buried  with  him  Uy 
The  public  feeing  and  the  lawyers'  fees : 
His  house  was  sold,  his  servants  sent  away, 

A  Jew  took  one  of  his  two  mistresses, 
A  priest  the  other-at  least  so  they  say : 
I  ask'd  the  doctors  after  his  disease- 
He  died  of  the  slow  fever  called  the  tertian. 
And  left  his  widow  to  her  own  aversion. 


XXXV. 

Yet  Jose  was  an  honorable  man, 

That  I  must  say,  who  knew  him  TViy  w«U ; 
Therefore  his  frailties  111  no  farther  seaa. 

Indeed  there  were  not  many  mote  to  tdl; 
And  if  his  passiotts  now  and  then  outran 

Discretion,  and  were  not  so  peaeeable 
As  Numaf's,  (who  was  also  named  Pompilius,) 
He  had  been  ill  brought  up,  and  was  bilious. 

XXXVI. 

Whate'er  might  be  his  worthkesness  or  worth, 
Poor  fellow  I  he  had  many  things  to  wound  him, 

Let's  own,  since  it  can  do  no  good  on  earth ; 
It  was  a  trying  moment  that  whieh  found  him. 

Standing  alone  beside  ^  desolate  hearth,       [him ; 
Where  all  his  household  gods  lay  shiver'd  round 

No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  Us  pride. 

Save  death  or  Doctors'  Commons    so  he  died 

XXXVII. 

Dying  intestate,  Juan  was  sole  heir 
To  a  chancery-suit,  and  messages,  and  lands. 

Which,  with  a  long  minority  and  care, 
Promised  to  turn  out  well  in  proper  hands ; 

Ines  became  sole  guardian,  which  was  fUr, 
And  answer'd  but  to  nature's  just  demands ; 

An  only  son  left  with  an  only  mother 

Is  brought  up  much  more  wisely  than  another. 

XXXVIII.  • 
Sages  of  women,  even  of  widows,  she 

Resolved  that  Juan  should  be  quite  a  paragon, 
And  worthy  of  the  noblest  pedigree, 

(His  sire  was  of  Castile,  his  dam  from  Arnigon :) 
Then  for  accomplishments  of  chivalry, 

In  case  our  lord  the  king  shoidd  go  to  war  again, 
He  leam'd  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  gunnery. 
And  how  to  scale  a  fortress— or  a  nunnery. 

XXXIX. 

But  that  whieh  Donna  Inez  moot  desired, 

And  saw  herself  each  day  before  all 
The  learned  tutors  whom  for  him  she  hired. 

Was  that  his  breeding  should  be  strietly  monl ; 
Much  into  all  his  studies  she  inquired. 

And  so  they  were  submitted  first  to  her,  aU,* 
Arts,  sciences,  no  branch  was  made  a  mystery 
To  Juan's  eyes,  excepting  natural  histoi^. 

XL. 

The  languages,  especially  the  dead. 
The  sciences,  and  most  of  all  the  abstruse, 

The  arts,  at  least  all  sudi  as  ooold  bo  said 
To  be*the  most  remote  from  eommon  use, 

In  all  these  he  was  much  and  deeply  read ; 
But  not  a  page  of  any  thing  thaf  s  looser 

Or  hints  continuation  of  the  speeieo, 

Was  ever  suffered,  lest  he  should  grow  vloiowir 

XU. 

His  classic  studies  made  a  little  pnzsle. 
Because  of  filthy  loveo  of  gods  and  godisoosa. 

Who  in  the  earlier  ages  raised  a  biaitie. 
But  never  put  on  pantalooni  or  bedicM ; 

His  xeverend  tutors  had  at  times  a  tussle, 
And  for  their  .Sneids,  Iliads,  and  Odyosejroy 

Were  forced  to  make  an  odd  sort  of  apology. 

For  Dona  Ines  dreaded  the  mythology. 


690 


BYBON'S  WORKS. 


XLn. 
Ovid*s  a  rake,  aa  half  his  verses  show  him ; 

Anacreon*8  morals  are  a  still  trorse  sample ; 
Catnllus  scarcely  had  a  decent  poem ; 

I  don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  example, 
Although'  Longinus  tells  ns  there  is  no  hymn  [pie ; 

Where  the  snbUmc  soars  forth  on  wings  more  am- 
Bnt  Virgirs  songs  are  pnre,  except  that  horrid  one 
Beginning  irith  **  Fortnoswn  potior  Corydon" 

XLIII. 
Lucretius'  irrellgion  is  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs,  to  prove  wholesome  food, 
I  can't  help  thinking  Juvenal  was  wrong, 

Although  no  doubt  his  real  intent  was  good, 
For  speaking  out  so  plainly  jin  his  song, 

So  much  indeed  as  to  be  downright  rude : 
And  then  what  proper  person  can  be  partial 
To  all  those  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial  ? 

XLIV. 
Juan  was  taught  f^om  out  the  best  edition. 

Expurgated  by  learned  men,  who  place. 
Judiciously,  firom  out  the  schoolboy's  'X'ision, 

The  grosser  parts ;  but,  fearful  to  deface 
Too  much  their  modest  bard  by  this  omission, 

And  pitying  sore  his  mutilated  case, 
They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix,* 
Which  saves,  in  fact,  the  trouble  of  an  index ; 

•       XLV. 
For  there  we  have  them  all  **  at  one  fell  swoop," 

Instead  of  being  scatter'd  through  the  pages  ; 
They  stand  forth  marshall'd  in  a  handsome  troop. 

To  meet  the  ingenuous  youth  of  future  ages, 
fill  some  less  rigid  editor  shall  stoop 

To  call  them  back  into  their  separate  cages, 
Instead  of  standing  staring  altogether. 
Like  garden  gods-^nd  not  so  decent,  either. 

XLVI. 
The  Missal  too  (it  was  the  family  Missal) 

Was  ornamented  in  a  sort  of  way 
Which  ancient  mass-books  often  are,  and  this  all 

Kinds  of  grotesques  illumined ;  and  how  they 
Who, saw  those  figures  on  the  margin  kiss  all, 

Could  turn  their  optics  to  the  text  and  pray, 
Is  more  than  I  know— but  Don  Juan's  mother 
Kept  this  herself,  and  gave  her  son  another. 

XLVIL 
Sermons  he  read,  and  lectures  he  endured. 

And  homilies,  and  lives  of  all  the  paints ; 
To  Jerome  and  to  Chrysostom  inured, 

He  did  not  take  such  studies  for  restraints ; 
But  how  faith  is  acquired,  and  then  insured. 

So  well  not  one  of  the  aforesaid  paints 
As  Saint  Augustine,  in  his  fine  Confessions, 
Which  made  the  reader  envy  his  transgressions. 

XLVin. 
This,  too,  was  a  seal'd  book  to  little  Juan—- 

I  can't  but  say  that  his  mamma  was  right, 
If  such  an  education  was  the  true  one. 

She  scareely  trusted  him  firom  out  her  sight ; 
Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one, 

You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fright ; 
She  did  this  during  even  her  husband's  life— 
I  recommend  as  much  to  every  wife. 


XLIX. 
Toung  Juan  wax'd  in  goodliness  and  graoe: 

At  six  a  charming  child,  and  at  eleven 
With  all  the  promise  of  as  fine  a  face 

As  e'er  to  man's  maturer  growth  was  given : 
He  studied  steadily,  and  grew  apace. 

And  seem'd,  at  least,  in  thyight  road  to  heaven 
For  half  his  days  were  pass'd  at  church,  the  other 
Between  his  tutors,  confessor,  and  mother, 


At  six,  I  said  he  was  a  charming  child. 
At  twelve,  he  was  a  fine,  but  quiet  boy : 

Although  in  inftincy  a  little  wild,  I 

They  tamed  him  down  among  them :  to  destroy 

His  natural  spirit  not  in  vain  they  toil'd. 
At  least  it  seem'd  so ;  and  his  mother's  joy 

Was  to  declare  how  sage,  and  still,  and  steady» 

Her  young  philosopher  was  grown  already. 

I  had  my  doubts,  perhaps  I  have  them  stiU. 

But  what  I  say  is  neither  here  nor  there ; 
I  knew  his  father  well,  and  have  some  skill 

In  character^but  it  would  not  be  fair 
From  sire  to  son  to  augur  good  or  ill ; 

lie  and  his  wife  were  an  ill-sorted  pair- 
But  scandal's  my  aversioi^I  protest 
Against  all  evil  speaking,  even  in  jest. 

.     LII. 
For  my  part  I  say  nothing — ^nothing^-but 

Thia  I  will  say — ^my  reasons  are  my  own- 
That  if  I  had  an  only  son  to  put 

To  school  (as  God  be  praised  that  I  have  none) 
'Tie  not  with  Donna  Inez  I  would  shut  ^ 

Him  up  to  learn  his  catechism  alone ; 
No — ^no — I'd  send  him  out  betimes  to  college, 
For  there  it  was  I  pick'd  up  my  own  knowledge. 

LIII. 
For  there  one  learns — 'tis  not  for  me  to  boast. 

Though  I  acquired—- but  I  pass  over  that',   . 
As  well  as  all  the  Greek  I  since  have  lost : 

I  say  that  there's  the  place— but  "Verbwn sat" 
I  think  I  pick'd  up,  too,  as  well  as  most, 

Knowledge  of  mattery— but,  no  matter  wAa^-» 
I  never  married — but,  I  think,  I  know 
That  sons  should  not  be  educated  so. 

LIV. 
Toung  Juan  now  was  sixteen  years  of  age, 

Tall,  handsome,  slender,  but  well  knit ;  he  seeni'd 
Active,  though  not  so  sprightly,  aa  a  page ; 

And  every  body  but  his  mother  deem'd 
Him  almost  man ;  but  she  flew  in  a  rage, 

And  bit  her  lips  (for  else  she  might  havescMtni'd) 
If  any  said  so,  for  to  be  precocious 
Was  in  her  eyes  a  thing  the  most  atrocious. 

LV. 
Among  her  numerous  acquaintance,  aU 

Selected  for  discretion  and  devotion, 
There  was  the  Donna  Julia,  whom  to  call 

Pretty  were  but  to  give  a  feeble  notion  ■ 
Of  many  charms,  in  her  as  natural 

As  sweetness  to  the  flower,  or  salt  to  ocean, 
Her  zone  to  Venus,  or  his  bow  to  Cupid, 
(But  this  last  simile  is  trite  and  stupid.) 
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tVI. 
The  durkneM  of  her  oriental  eye 

Accorded  with  her  Moorieh  origin : 
(Her  blood  was  not  all  Spanish,  by  the  by ; 

In  Spain,  yon  know,  this  is  a  sort  of  sin.) 
When  prond  Grenada  fell,  and,  forced  to  ily, 

Boabdit  wept,  of  Donna  Jnlia's  kin 
Some  went  to  Africa,  some  stayed  in  Spain, 
Her  great-great^grandmamma  chose  to  remain. 

,    Lvn. 

She  married  (X  forget  the  pedigree) 
With  an  Hidalgo,  who  transmitted  down 

His  blood  less  noble  than  such  blood  should  be: 
At  such  alliances  his  sires  would  frown, 

In  that  point  so  precise  in  each  degree 
Tl^at  they  bred  in  and  m,  as  might  be  shown, 

Maxryxng  their  cousins— iiay,  their  aunts  and  nieces, 

iHiich  always  spoils  the  breed,  if  it  increases. 

LVIII. 
This  heathenish  cross  restored  the  breed  again, 

Ruin*d  its  blood,  but  much  improved  its  flesh ; 
For,  from  a  root,  the  ugliest  in  Old  Spain, 

Sprung  up  a  branch  as  beautiful  aa  fresh ; 
The  sons  no  more  were  short,  the  daughters  plain ; 

But  there's  a  rumor  which  I  fain  would  hush— 
*Tis  said  that  Donna  Julia's  grandmamma 
Produced  her  Don  more  heirs  at  loye  than  law. 

LIX. 
Howerer  this  might  be,  the  race  went  on 

ImproTing  still  through  CTory  generation 
Until  it  center'd  in  an  only  son, 

Who  left  an  only  daughter ;  my  narration 
May  have  suggested  that  this  single  one 

Could  be  but  Julia,  (who  on  this  occasion 
I  shall  have  much  to  speak  about,)  and  she 
Was  mairied,  charming,  chaste,  and  twenty-three. 

LX. 
Her  eye  (Fm  Tery  fond  of  handsome  eyes) 

Was  large  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  fire 
Until  she  spoke,  then,  through  it^  soft  disguise 

Flash'd  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire, 
And  love  than  either ;  and  there  would  arise 

A  something  in  them  which  was  not  desire, 
But  would  hare  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  soul 
Which  struggled  through  and  ehasten'd  down  the 
whole. 

LXI. 
Her  glossy  hair  was  clnster'd  o'er  a  brow 

Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth ; 
Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bow. 

Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth. 
Mounting  at  times  to  a  transparent  glow, 

As  if  her  Teing  ran  lightning ;  she,  in  sooth, 
Possess'd  an  air  and  grace  by  no  means  common : 
Her  stature  tallr-I  hate  a  dumpy  woman. 

LXII. 
Wedded  she  was  some  years,  and  to  a  man 

Of  fifty,  and  such  husbands  are  in  plenty ; 
And  yet,  I  think,  instead  of  such  a  one, 

Twere  better  to  haye  two  of  five-and-twenty. 
Especially  in  countries  near  the  sun  : 

And  now  I  think  on't,  "  mi  vien  in  mente," 
Ladies  even  of  the  most  uneasy  virtue, 
Prefer  a  spouse  whose  age  is  short  of  thirty 


LXIII. 
'Tis  a  lad  thing,  I  cannot  chooee  but  lay, 

And  all  the  fault  of  that  iadeoent  sun. 
Who  cannot  leave  alone  our  helpless  clay. 

But  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  on, 
That,  howsoerer  people  tttaii  and  pray. 

The  flesh  is  frail,  and  so  the  soul  undone : 
What  men  oaU  gallantry,  and  gods  adulteiy, 
Is  much  more  eommon  where  the  climatee's  siUtiy. 

LXIV.  ^ 

Happy  the  nations  of  the  moral  north ! 

Where  all  is  virtue,  and  the  winter  season 
Sends  sin  without  a  rag  on,  shivering  forth, 

(Twas  snow  that  broughtSt.  Anthony  to  reason ;) 
Where  juries  cast  up  what  a  wife  is  worth. 

By  laying  whate'er  sum,  in  mulct,  they  please  on 
The  lover,  who  must  pay  a  handsome  price, 
Because  it  is  a  marketable  vice. 

LXV. 

Alfonso  was  tiiel^ame  of  Julia's  lord, 
A  man  well  looking  for  his  years,  and  who 

Was  neither  much  beloved  nor  yet  abhoir'd : 
They  lived  together  as  most  people  do, 

Suffering  each  others'  foibles  by  aooord. 
And  not  exactly  either  one  or  t¥fO  ; 

Yet  he  was  jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  it. 

For  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it. 

LXVI. 
Julia  was— yet  I  never  could  see  wh^— 

With  Donna  Inez  quite  a  favorite  friend ; 
Between  their  tastes  there  was  small  sympathy, 

For  not  a  line  had  Julia  ever  penn'd: 
Some  people  whisper  (but  no  doubt  they  lie, 

For  malice  still  imputes  some  private  end) 
That  Inee  had,  ere  Don  Alfonso's  marriage, 
Forgot  with  him  hsr  very  pmdent  carriage ; 


LXVII. 

And  that,  still  keeping  up  the  old  conneodon, 
Which  time  had  lately  render'd  much  more 

She  took  his  lady  also  in  affection, 
And  certainly  this  course  was  much  the  best 

She  flatter'd  Julia  with  her  sage  protection, 
And  complimented  Don  Alfonso's  taste; 

And  if  she  could  not  (who  can  ?)  silence 

At  .least  she  left  it  a  more  slender  handle. 


LXVIII. 
I  can't  teU  whether  Julia  saw  the  affair 

With  other  people's  eyes,  or  if  her  own 
Discoveries  made,  but  none  could  be  aware 

Of  this,  at  least  no  symptom  e'er  was  shown ; 
Perhaps  she  did  not  know,  or  did  not  care. 

Indifferent  from  the  first  or  callous  grown : 
I'm  really  puazled  what  to  think  or  say, 
She  kept  her  ootmael  in  so  close  a  way. 

LXIX. 
Juan  she  saw,  and,  as  a  pretty  child, 

Caress'd  him  often,  such  a  thing  might  be 
Quite  innocently  done,  and  harmless  styled 

When  she  had  twenty  years,  and  thurteen  he ; 
But  I  am  not  so  sure  I  should  have  smiled 

When  he  was  sixteen,  Julia  twenty-three ; 
These  few  short  years  make  wondrous  alteratioaiu 
Particularly  among  sun-burnt  nations 
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LXX. 
Whate'er  the  cause  might  be,  they  had  becouM 

Changed ;  for  the  dame  grew  dietiuit,  the  yoath  shy; 
Their  looks  cast  down  their  greetings  almost  domb. 

And  much  emboffassment  in  either  eye ; 
There  surely  will  be  little  doubt  with  some 

That  Donna  Julia  knew  the  reason  why, 
But  as  for  Juan,  he  had  no  more  notion 
Thau  he  who  nerer  saw  the  sea  of  oeean. 

t  LXXI. 

Tet  Julia's  rery  coldness  still  was  kind, 

And  tremulously  gentle  her  small  hand 
Withdrew  itself  from  his,  but  left  behind 

A  little  pressure,  thrilling,  and  so  bland 
And  slight,  so  very  slight,  that  to  the  mind 

'Twas  but  a  doubt ;  but  ne'er  magician's  wand 
Wrought  change  with  all  Armida's  fiery  art 
Likp  what  this  light  touch  left  on  Juan's  heart. 

Lxxn. 

And  if  she  met  him»  though  she  dliled  no  more. 
She  look'd  a  sadness  sweeter  than  her  smile, 

As  if  her  heart  had  deeper  thoughts  in  store 
She  must  not  own,  but  cherish'd  more  the  while, 

For  that  compression  in  its  burning  core : 
Even  innocence  itself  has  many  a  wile, 

And  will  not  dare  to  trust  itself  with  truth. 

And  love  is  taught  hypocrisy  from  youth. 

Lxxm. 

But  passion  most  dissembles,  yet  betrays 
Even  by  its  darkness ;  as  the  blackest  sky 

Foretells  the  heariest  tempest,  it  displays 
Its  working  through  the  vainly-guarded  eye, 

And  in  whatever  aspect  it  arrays 
Itself,  'tis  still  the  same  hypocrisy ; 

Coldness  or  anger,  even  disdain  or  hate 

Are  masks  it  often  wears,  and  still  too  late. 

LXXIV. 

Then  there  were  sighs,  the  deeper  for  supi«eSslon, 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft, 

And  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  transgression, 
Tremblings  when  met,  and  restlessness  when  left ; 

All  these  are  little  preludes  to  possession, 
Of  which  young  passion  cannot  be  bereft, 

And  merely  tend  to  show  how  greatly  love  is 

Embarrass'd  at  first  starting  with  a  novice. 

LXXV. 

«  Poor  Julia's  heart  was  in  an  awkward  stale 
She  felt  it  going,  and  resolved  to  make 

The  noblest  efforts  for  herself  and  mate, 
For  honor's,  pride's,  religion's,  vfartue's  sake: 

Her  resolutions  were  most  truly  great, 
And  almost  might  have  made  a  Tarquln  quake — 

She  pray'd  the  Virgin  Mary  for  her  grace, 

As  being  the  best  judge  of  a  lady's  ease. 

LXXVX. 

She  vow'd  she  never  would  see  Juan  more, 
And  next  day  paid  a  visit  to  his  mother. 

And  look'd  extremely  at  the  opening  door. 
Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace,  let  in  another ; 

Grateful  she  was,  and  yet  a  little  sore- 
Again  it  opens,  it  can  be  no  other, 

Tis  surely  Juan  now — No !  I'm  afraid 

That  night  the  Virgin  was  no  further  pray'd. 


LXXVII. 
She  now  determined  that  a  virtuous  woman 

Should  rather  face  and  overoome  temptation , 
That  flight  was  base  and  dastardly,  and  no  man 

Should  ever  give  her  heart  the  least  sensation* 
That  is  to  say  a  thought,  beyond  the  common 

Preference  that  we  must  feel  upon  oecaaion 
For  people  who  are  pleasanter  than  others, 
But  then  they  only  seem  so  many  brothers. 

LXXVin. 
And  even  if  by  chance— «nd  wht  can  tell  ? 

The  devil's  so  very  sly — she  should  discover 
That  all  within  was  not  so  very  well, 

And  if,  still  free,  that  such  or  sucli  a  lover 
Might  please  perhaps,  a  virtuous  wife  can  quell 

Such  thoughts,  and  be  the  better  when  they're  ovei 
And,  if  the  man  should  ask,  'tis  but  denial : 
I  recommend  youhg  ladies  to  make  triaL 

LXXIX. 
And  then  there  are  such  things  as  love  divine, 

Bright  and  immaculate,  unmixed  and  pure. 
Such  as  the  angels  think  so  very  fine. 

And  matrons,  who  would  be  no  less  secure, 
Platonic,  perfect,  "just  such  love  as  mine;" 

Thus  Julia  saidr-«ud  thought  so,  to  be  sure. 
And  so  I'd  have  her  think,  were  I  the  man 
On  whom  her  reveries  celestial  ran. 

LXXX. 

Such  love  is  innooent  and  may  exist 
Between  young  persons  without  any  danger; 

A  hand  may  first,  and  then  a  lip  be  kissed ; 
For  my  part,  to  such  doings  I'm  a  stranger. 

But  hear  these  freedAns  for  the  utmost  list 
Of  all  o'er  which  such  love  may  be  a  ranger : 

If  people  go  beyond,  'tis  quite  a  crime. 

But  not  my  fault— I  tell  them  all  in  time. 

LXXXI. 
Love,  then,  but  love  within  its  proper  limits, 

Was  Julia's  innocent  determination 
In  young  Don  Juan's  favor,  and  to  him  its 

Exertion  might  be  useful  on  occasion ;   . 
And,  lighted  at  too  pure  a  shrine-to  dim  its 

Etherial  lustre,  with  what  sweet  persuasjpn 
He  might  be  taught,  by  love  and  her  togetner— 
I  really  don't  know  what,  nor  Julia  e^er. 

LXXXII. 
Fraught  with  this  fine  intention,  and  well  feneed 

In  mail  of  proof— her  purity  of  soul. 
She,  for  the  future,  of  her  strength  convinced, 

And  that  her  honor  was  a  rock,  or  mol^. 
Exceeding  sagely  from  that  hour  dispensed 

With  any  kind  of  troublesome  controL 
But  whether  Julia  to  the  task  was  equal 
Is  that  which  must  be  mentioned  in  the  sequel. 

Lxxxm. 

Her  plan  she  deemed  botii  innooent  and  fsaaiUe, 
And,  surdy,  with  a  stripplin^of  sixteen       [Ue 

Not  scandal's  fangs  could  fix  on  much  that's  sciar 
Or,  if  they  did  so,  satisfied  to  mean 

Nothing  but  what  was  good,  her  breast  was  peacable* 
A  quiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene  I 

Christians  have  burned  each  other,  quite  persuaded 

That  all  the  apostles  would  have  done  as  they  did. 
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tZXXIT. 
Aad  if,  i»  Ikt  Mm  tiiM»  iMT  bMbtad  dM, 

B«t  hMfin  teliULa«t  meh  aihoaghtthtmid  CNM 
Bm  bnin,  Uumi^lii  a  dxMm,  (tad  thflA  rii«tigh'd !) 

N«f«r  Mvld  ^0  tnmTe  that  conmioii  Iom  ; 
Bttt  jvst  tnptpoM  that  moment  should  betido, 

I  only  any  ranpoae  it    inttr  not, 
(This  ahoold  bo  mUn  nonf ,  for  JiUia  thoa|^t 
In  F^rench,  hat  than  the  riiyma  woold  go  for  nov^t) 

LXXXV. 
I  only  lay  aapipoaa  th!a  Bmppoiitloa: 

/van,  being  then  grown  op  to  man*f  68tato» 
Wonld  ftiUy  tait  a  widow  of  condition ; 

Bven  Mven  years  hence  it  would  not  be  too  late ; 
And  in  the  interim  (to  pnnue  this  vision) 

The  Tnisehief,  after  aU,  oonld  not  be  great. 
For  he  would  leun  the  rudiments  of  loTe 
I  mean  the  sanph  way  of  thoae  ab6Te. 

LXXXTI. 
floandi  lor  Julia.    Now  we'll  turn  to /uaa, 

Poor  little liUow!  hehadnoidea 
Of  his  own  casot  and  ncTcr  hit  the  tme  ono; 

In  feelings  qui<^  as  Orid's  Miss  Medea, 
He  pussled  orer  what  he  found  a  new  one» 

But  not  as  yet  imagined  it  could  be  a 
Thing  quite  in  course,  and  not  at  all  alarming. 
Which,  with  a  little  patienoe,  might  grow  dMnaing. 

LXXXTII. 

Silent  and  penslTe,  idle,  resaess,  slow, 
His  homo  deserted  for  the  lonely  wood. 

Tormented  with  a  wound  he  could  not  know, 
His,  Ifte  all  deep  grief,  plunged  in  soUtnde : 

I'm  fond  myself  of  solitude  or  so, 
But  then  I  beg  it  may  be  undentood 

By  solitude  I  mean  a  sultan's,  not 

▲  heimit*s,  with  a  hsimn  for  a  grot. 

LXXXTm. 
<*0h  lore !  in  audi  a  wilderness  as  this, 

Where  trsnsport  and  seoority  entwine, 
Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 

And  here  thou  art  a  god  indeed  dirine." 
The  bard  I  quote  from  does  not  sing  amiss,^ 

With  the  exception  of  the  second  line. 
For  that  same  twining  "  transport  and  security" 
Are  twisted  to  a  phrase  of  some  obscurity. 

LXXXIX. 
The  poet  mesat,  no  doubt,  and  thus  appeals 

To  the  good  sense  and  senses  of  mankind, 
%k0  Tcry  thing  which  erery  body  feels, 

As  all  haTo  found  on  trial,  or  may  find. 
That  no  one  likes  to  be  disturbed  at  meals 

Or  loTc :— I  won't  say  more  about,  "  entwined" 
Or  •*  transport,"  as  we  know  all  that  before, 
But  bug  "  security"  will  bolt  the  door. 

XC, 
Toung  Juan  waader'd  by  the  glassy  btoolcB, 

Thinking  unutterable  things :  he  threw 
Himself  at  leogth  within  the  leafy  nooks 

Where  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork  forest  grew ; 
There  poets  find  materials  for  their  books, 

And  erery  now  and  then  we  read  them  through, 
So  that  their  plan  and  prosody  are  eligible, 
TTnlass,  like  Wordsworth,  they  prove  unintelligible. 
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XCI. 
Ho»  Jnaa,  (oad  not  Wordsworth,)  so  i 

His  self-communion  with  his  own  high  soul, 
Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  mood. 

Had  mitigated  part,  thought  not  tiie  whtfU 
Of  its  disease;  he  did  the  best  he  could 

With  things  not  very  sutjeet  to  control. 
And  tum'd,  without  pereeiTing  his  condition, 
Like  Coleridge,  into  a  metaphysician. 

XOIL 
He  thought  about  himself,  and  ^o  wholo  owft, 

Of  man  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  stars. 
And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  hare  birth ; 

And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes  and  of 
How  many  miles  the  moon  might  have  in  gixth. 

Of  air  balloons,  and  of  the  many  bars 
To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies ; 
And  then  he  thought  of  Donna  Julia'e  eyes. 

xcm. 

Inithoughts  like  these  tme  wisdom  may  diseem 
Longings  suUime,  and  aspirations  high, 

Whidi  some  sre  bom  with,  but  the  most  part  leant 
To  plague  themselves  withal,  tiiey  know  not  why : 

'Twas  strange  that  one  soyoung  diould  thus  oonosn 
His  brain  about  the  action  of  tike  sky ; 

If  you  think  'twas  philosophy  tiiat  this  ^d, 

I  can't  help  thinkiiig  pub^ty  assisted. 

xcrr. 

He  pored  upon  the  leaves,  and  on  the  flowert. 
And  hesrd  a  voice  in  all  the  winds ;  and  then 

He  thought  of  wood-nymphs  and  immortal  bowers, 
And  how  the  goddesses  como  down  to  men : 

He  miss'd  tiie  pathway,  he  forgot  the  liours, 
And,  when  he  looked  upon  his  watoh  again, 

He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a  innner— 

He  also  tomnd  that  ho  had  lost  his  dinner. 

XCV. 

Sometimes  he  tum'd  to  gase  upon  his  book, 
BoBcan,  or  Oarcilasso  ;— by  the  wind 

Even  as  the  page  is  nistied  while  we  look. 
So  by  the  poesy  of  his  own  mind 

Over  the  mystic  leaf  his  soul  was  shook. 
As  if  'twere  one  wherein  magicians  Mnd 

Their  spells,  and  give  them  to  the  pasdng  gale, 

According  to  some  good  old  woman's  tale. 

XCVI. 

Thu#  would  he  while  his  lonely  hours  away, 
Dissatisfied,  nor  knowing  what  he  wanted; 

Kor  glowing  reverie,  nor  poet's  lay, 
Could  yield  his  spirit  that  for  which  it  paated« 

A  bosom  whereon  he  his  head  might  lay. 
And  hear  the  heart  beat  with  the  love  it  grantal 

With— several  other  things,  which  I  forget, 

Or  which,  at  least,  I  need  not  mention  yet. 

xcvn. 

These  lonely  walks  and  lengthening  reverioi 
Could  not  escape  the  gentle  Julia's  eyes ; 

She  saw  that  Juan  was  not  at  his  ease ; 
But  that  which  chiefly  may  and  must  surprise^ 

Is,  that  the  Donna  Inez  did  not  tease 
Her  only  son  with  question  or  surmise ; 

Whether  it  was  she  did  not  see,  or  would  not, 

Or.  like  all  very  clever  people,  could  not, 


ft94 


BYBOITS  VrOlULS 


xcvm. 

TUfl  may  teem  stnnge,  but  yet  'tis  Toy  common ; 

For  uutaace — gentlemen,  whose  ladies  take 
Leaye  to  o'erstep  the  written  rights  of  woman, 

And  break  the-~whioh  commandment  is't  they 
(I  hare  forgot  the  number,  and  think  no  man  [break  ? 

Should  rashly  quote,  for  fear  of  a  mistake.) 
I  say,  when  these  same  gentlemen  are  jealous, 
They  make  some  blunder,  which  their  ladies  tell  us. 

XCIX. 
A  real  husband  always  is  suspicious, 

But  still  no  less  suspects  in  the  wrong  place. 
Jealous  of  some  one  who  had  no  such  wishes. 

Or  pandering  blindly  to  his  own  disgrace. 
By  htf boring  some  dear  fKend  extremely  Ticious ; 

The  last  indeed's  infallibly  the  case : 
And  when  the  spouse  and  friend  are  gone  off  wholly. 
He  wonders  at  their  vice,  and  not  his  folly. 

C. 
Thus  parents  also  are  at  times  shortsighted ; 

Though  watchful  as  the  lynx,  they  ne'er  disooter 
The  while  the  wicked  world  beholds,  delighted, 

Toung  Hopeful's  mistress,  or  Miss  Fanny's  lover, 
Till  some  confounded  escapade  has  blighted 

The  plan  of  twenty  years,  and  aU  is  over; 
And  then  the  mother  cries,  the  father  swears. 
And  wonders  why  the  devil  he  got  heirs. 

CI. 

But  Ines  was  so  anxious,  and  s«  clear 
Of  sight,  that  I  must  think  on  this  occasion, 

8ho  had  some  other  motive  mueh  more  near 
For  leaving  Juan  to  this  new  temptation ; 

But  what  that  motive  was,  I  shan't  say  here ; 
Perhaps  to  finish  Juan's  education, 

Perhaps  to  open  Don  Alfonso's  eyes. 

In  ease  he  thought  his  wife  too  great  a  prise. 

CII. 
It  was  upon  a  day,  a  summer's  day ; 

Summer's  indeed  a  very  dangerous  season, 
And  so  is  spring  about  the  end  of  May ; 

The  sun  no  doubt,  is  the  prevailing  resson, 
But  whatsoe'er  ^e  cause  is,  one  may  say, 

And  stand  convicted  of  more  truth  than  treason. 
That  there  are  months  which  nature  grows  more 

merry  in; 
March  has  its  hares,  and  May  must  have  its  heroine, 

cm. 

Twas  on  a  summer's  day— the  sixth  of  June : 

I  Kke  to  be  particular  in  dates. 
Not  only  of  the  age,  and  year,  but  moon ; 

They  are  a  sort  of  posthouse,  where  the  Fates 
Change  horses,  making  history  change  its  tune, 

Then  spur  away  o'er  empires  and  o'er  states. 
Leaving  at  last  not  much  besides  chronology, 
Excepting  the  post-obits  of  theology. 

CIV. 
Twas  on  the  sixth  of  June,  about  the  hour 

Of  hslf-past  six— perhaps  still  nearer  seven. 
When  Julia  sate  within  as  pretty  a  bower 

As  ere  held  houri  in  that  heathenish  heaven 
Described  by  Mahomet,  and  Anacreon  Moore, 

To  whom  the  lyre  and  laurels  have  been  given, 
\nth  all  the  trophies  of  triumphant  song- 
He  won  them  well,  and  may  he  wear  them  long. 


CV. 


She  sate,  but  not  alone ;  I  know  not  wva 

How  this  same  interview  had  taken  plaee. 
And  even  if  I  knew,  I  should  not  tell— 

People  should  hold  their  tongues  in  any  mn 
"So  matter  how  or  why  the  thing  befell, 

But  there  were  she  and  Juan  face  to  face- 
When  two  such  faces  are  so,  'twould  be  wise. 
But  very  difficult,  to  shut  their  eyes. 

CVI. 

How  beautiful  she  looked !  her  consdoos  heart 
Olow'd  in  her  cheek,  and  yet  she  felt  no  wrong ; 

Oh  love !  how  perfect  is  thy  mystic  art,        [strong, 
Strengthening  the  weak  and  trampling  on  tlie 

How  self-deceitful  is  the  sagest  part 
Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  hath  led  along ; 

The  pr^pice  she  stood  on  was  immense— 

So  was  her  creed  in  her  own  innocence. 

cvn. 

She  thought  of  her  own  strength,  and  Juan's  yotttk: 
And  of  the  folly  of  all  prudish  fears. 

Victorious  virtue,  and  domestio  truth* 
And  then  of  Don  Alfonso's  fifty  years : 

I  wish  these  last  had  not  occurr'd,  in  sooth, 
Because  that  number  rarely  much  endears. 

And  through  all  climes,  the  snowy  and  the  sunnyt 

Sounds  ill  in  love,  whate'er  it  may  in  money. 

cvin. 

When  people  say,  *<rve  told  you  ^fy  times,** 
They  mean  to  scold,  and  very  often  do ; 

When  poets  say,  *'  I've  written  J^  riiymes,'* 
They  make  you  dread  that  they'll  recite  thean  too ; 

In  gangs  of  Jlfty,  thieves  commit  their  crimM ; 
At  Jifiyt  love  for  love  is  rare,  'tis  true ; 

But  then,  no  doubt,  it  equally  as  true  is, 

A  good  deal  may  be  bought  for  fifty  Louis. 

CIX. 
Julia  had  honor,  virtue,  truth  and  love. 

For  Don  Alfonso ;  and  she  inly  swore, 
By  all  the  vows  below  to  powers  above. 

She  never  would  disgrace  the  ring  she  wore. 
Nor  leave  a  wish  which  wisdom  might  reprove : 

And  while  she  ponder'd  this,  besides  much 
One  hand  on  Juan's  carelessly  was  thrown. 
Quite  by  mistake— she  thought  it  was  her  own; 

ex. 

Unconsciously  she  lean'd  upon  the  other. 
Which  play'd  within  the  tangles  of  her  hur; 

And  to  contend  with  thoughts  she  could  not  a 
She  seem'd,  by  the  distraction  of  her  air. 

'Twas  surely  very  wrong  in  Juan's  mother 
To  leave  together  this  imprudent  pair, 

She  who  for  many  years  had  watoh'd  her  son  M^^ 

I'm  very  certain  mwM  would  not  have  done  m 

CXL 

The  hand  which  still  held  Juan's,  by  degrees 
Qvatij,  but  palpably,  confirm'd  its  grasp. 

As  if  it  said  "  detain  me,  if  yon  please  ;'* 
Yet  there's  no  doubt  she  only  meant  to  < 

His  fingers  with  a  pure  Platonic  i 
She  would  have  shrunk  as  from  a  toad  or  ai^ 

Had  she  imagined  such  a  thing  eoold  rovio 

A  feeling  dangerous  to  a  prudent  i 
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OXIL 
I  Mimot  know  iHial  Joan  thought  of  this. 

But  iHiat  h0  did  it  mneh  what  you  would  do ; 
Bis  young  Up  thank'd  it  with  a  grateftU  kiaa, 

And  then,  ahash'd  at  his  own  Joy,  withdrew 
In  deep  deepair,  lest  he  had  done  amiis, 

Love  it  to  very  timid  when  'tie  new : 
She  hhuh'd  and  frown'd  not,  but  she  ttroTo  to  ipeak, 
Aad  held  her  tongue,  her  Toiee  was  grown  io  weak. 

cxni. 

The  mm  eel,  and  up  roae  the  yellow  moon. 

The  defil'sln  the  moon  for  mischief;  they 
Who  eall'd  her  chaste,  methinks,  began  too  soon 

Their  nomenclature :  there  is  not  a  day. 
The  longest,  not  the  twenty-first  of  June, 

Sees  half  the  business  in  a  wicked  way 
On  which  three  single  hours  of  moonshhie  smile— 
And  then  she  looks  so  modest  all  the  while. 

CXIV. 
There  Is  a  dangerous  stillness  in  that  hour, 

A  stillness  which  leaTOS  room  for  the  Ml  soul 
To  open  all  itself,  without  the  power 

Of  calling  wholly  back  its  self-control ; 
The  silTcr  light  whidi,  hallowing  tree  and  tower, 

Sheds  beanty  and  deep  softness  o'er  the  whole, 
Breathes,  also  to  the  heart,  and  o'er  it  throws 
▲  loving  languor  which  is  not  repose. 

oxv. 

And  JuHa  sate  with  Juan,  half  embraced. 

And  half  retfaring  from  the  glowing  arm. 
Which  trembled  like  the  bosom  where  'twas  plaoed ; 

Yet  still  she  must  hare  thought  there  was  no  harm, 
Or  eke  'twere  easy  to  withdraw  her  waist ; 

But  then  the  situation  had  its  charm, 
And  then— Ood  knows  what  next— I  can't  go  on ; 
I'm  almost  sorry  that  I  e'er  begun. 

CXVI. 
Oh,  Plato !  Plato !  you  have  pa^ed  the  way, 

With  your  confounded  fantasies,  to  more 
Immoral  conduct  by  the  fancied  sway 

Your  system  feigns  o'er  the  eontrolless  core 
Of  human  hearts,  than  all  the  long  array 

Of  poets  and  romancers  '.—You're  a  bore, 
A  charlatan,  a  coxcomb— and  have  been. 
At  best,  no  better  than  a  go-between. 

CXVII. 

And  Julia's  Toiee  was  lost,  except  in  sighs, 

Until  too  late  foruseftil  conversation : 
The  tears  were  gushing  from  her  gentle  eyes, 

I  wish,  indeed,  they  had  not  had  occasion ; 
But  who,  alas !  can  love,  and  then  be  wise  ? 

Not  that  remorse  did  not  oppose  temptation, 
A  little  still  she  strove,  and  much  repented, 
And  whispering  •'  I  will  ne'er  consent,*'— «onsettted|  Pillage  to  soldiers,  prisMnoney  to 

cxvin.  cxxv, 

Tis  said  that  Xerxes  oifer'd  a  reward 


CXIX. 
Oh  Pleasure  I  you're  indeed  a  pleasant  thing. 

Although  one  must  be  damn'd  for  you,  no  doubt? 
I  mBke  a  resolution  every  spring 

Of  reformation  ere  the  year  run  out, 
But,  somehow,  this  my  vestal  vow  takes  wing, 

Yet  stiU,  I  trust,  it  may  be  kept  throughout: 
I'm  yery  sorry,  very  much  ashamed, 
And  mean,  next  winter,  to  be  quite  redaim'd. 

CXX. 

Here  my  chaste  muse  a  liberty  must  take- 
Start  not!  still  chaster  reader, — she'll  be  nice  henos 

Forward,  and  there  is  no  great  cause  to  quake: 
This  liberty  is  a  poetic  license 

Which  some  irregularity  may  make 
In  the  design,  and  as  I  have  a  high  sense 

Of  Aristotle  and  the  Rules,  'tis  fit 

To  beg  his  pardon  when  I  err  a  bit. 

CXXI. 

This  Ueense  is  to  hope  the  reader  will 
Suppose  from  June  the  sixth,  (the  frital  day, 

Without  whose  epoch  my  poetic  skill, 
For  want  of  facts  would  all  be  thrown  away,) 

But  keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still     ' 
In  sight,  tiiat  several  months  have  pass'd ;  vre'Il  a^ 

'Tvras  in  November,  but  I'm  not  so  sure 

About  the  day^-the  era's  more  obscure. 

cxxn. 

Well  talk  of  that  anon— *Tis  sweet  to  hear, 
At  midnight  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep. 

The  song  and  oar  of  Adria's  gq^dolier, 
By  distance  mellow'd,  o'er  the  waters  swesp ; 

Tis  sweet  to  see  the  evening  star  appear ; 
'TIS  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night^winds  creep 

From  leaf  to  leaf;  'tis  sweet  to  view  on  high 

The  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  sky ; 

cxxm. 

'Tis  sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark 
Bay  deep-month'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  horns 

'Tis  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 
Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  oome ; 

'TIS  sweet  to  be  awaken'd  by  the  lark, 
Or  lull'd  by  falling  waters ;  sweet  the  hum 

Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  of  birds, 

The  lisp  of  children,  and  their  earliest  words. 

CXXIV. 

Sweet  is  the  vintage,  when  the  showering  giapai 

In  Bacchanal  proftision  reel  to  earth 
Purple  and  gushing :  sweet  sre  our  escapes 

From  dvic  revelry  to  rural  mirth ; 
Sweet  to  the  miser  are  his  glittering  he^^; 

Sweet  to  the  father  is  his  first-bom's  birth ; 
Sweet  is  revenge— especially  to  women, 


To  those  who  could  invent  him  a  new  pleasure ; 
Methinks  the  requisition's  rather  hard, 

And  must  haye  cost  his  majesty  a  treasure; 
For  my  part,  I'm  a  moderate-minded  bard. 

Fond  of  a  little  love,  (which  I  call  leinire ;) 
I  esre  not  for  new  pleasures,  as  the  old 
Are  quite  enough  for  me,  so  they  but  hold. 


Sweet  is  a  legacy ;  and  passing  sweet 
The  unexpected  death  of  some  old  lady 

Or  gentleman  of  seventy  years  oompletey 
Who've  made  "us  youth"  wait  too— too  long 

For  an  estate,  or  cash,  or  oountry-seat,       [already 
Still  breaking,  but  with  stsmina  so  steady, 

That  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 

Next  owner  for  their  donUe-dama'd  poitHtUftii 
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CXXVI. 

lis  swoet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one's  lurejU 
By  blood  or  ink;  'tis  sweet  to  put  an  end 

To  strife ;  'tis  sometimes  sweet  to  hare  our  qnaireb, 
Partiealarlj  with  a  tiresome  friend; 

Sweet  is  old  wine  in  bottles,  ale  in  barrels ; 
Peaz  is  the  helpless  oreatnre  we  defend 

Against  the  world ;  and  dear  the  schoolboy  spot 

We  ne'er  f<»get,  though  there  we  are  forgot. 

CXXVII. 
But  sweeter  still  than  this,  than  these,  than  all, 

Is  first  and  passionate  loTe--^it  stands  alone, 
Like  Adam's  recollection  of  his  fall ;        [known— 

The  tree  of  knowledge  has  been  plnek'd— «]l's 
And  life  yields  nothing  further  to  recall 

Worthy  of  this  ambrosial  sin  so  shown. 
No  doubt  in  fable,  as  the  nnforgiTen 
Fire  which  Prometheus  filch'd  for  us  from  hearen. 

OXXVIII. 
Han's  a  strange  snimal,  and  makes  strange  use 

Of  his  own  nature  and  the  Tarions  arts, 
And  likes  pszticularly  to  produce 

Some  new  experiment  to  show  his  parts : 
This  ia  the  age  of  oddities  let  loose, 

Where  different  talents  find  their  different  marts ; 
Tou'd  best  begin  with  truth,  and  when  you've  lost 
Labor,  there's  tk  sure  market  for  imposture,     {your 

CXXIX 
What  opposite  discoTcries  we  haye  seen ! 

(Signs  of  true  genius,  and  of  empty  pockets:) 
One  makes  new  noses,  one  a  guillotine,     [sockets ; 

One  breaks  your  bones,  one  sets  them  in  their 
But  Taccxnation  oertainly  has  been 

A  kind  antithesis  to  Congreye's  rockets, 
With  which  the  Doctor  paid  off  an  old  pox. 
By  borrowing  a  new  one  from  an  ox. 

cxxx. 

Bread  has  been  made  (indifferent)  from  potatoes. 
And  galvanism  has  set  seme  corpses  grinning, 

But  has  not  answer'd  like  the  apparatus 
Of  the  humane  Society's  beginning. 

By  which  men  are  unsuffiocated  gratis ;—  [spinning. 
What  wondrous  new  machines   haye  late  been 

I  said  the  small-pox  has  gone  out  of  late ; 

Perhaps  it  may  be  fbUow'd  by  the  great 

GXXXI. 

Tie  said  the  great  came  from  America ; 

Perhaps  it  may  set  out  on  its  retnm,** 
The  population  ti&ere  so  spreads,  they  say, 

'Tis  grown  high  time  to  thin  it  in  its  turn. 
With  war,  or  plague,  or  famine,  any  way. 

So  that  oiyiUsatiott  they  may  learn ; 
And  which  in  rayage  the  more  loathsome  eril  1^- 
Their  real  lues,  or  our  pseudo-syphilis  ? 

CXXXII. 

This  is  the  patent  age  of  new  inyentions 
For  kffling  bodies  and  for  saying  souls. 

All  propagated  with  the  best  intentions : 
Sir  Humphry  Davy's  Isntem,  by  which  ooals 

Ate  safely  mined  for  in  the  mode  he  mentions ; 
Tfattbmeteo  travda,  voyages  to  the  Poles, 

Are  ways  to  benefit  mankind,  as  true, 

Peihaps,  as  shooting  them  at  Waterloo. 


ozzzm. 

Man's  a  phemenon,  one  knows  »ot  ^fhftt, 
And  wondecfril  beyond  all  wondroos  mnaw ; 

'Tis  pity,  though,  in  this  sublime  wod^  that 
Pleasure's  a  sin,  and  sometimes  sin's  a  pleasure 

Few  mortals  know  what  end  Uiey  wo«dd  be  at. 
But  whether  glory,  power,  or  lovi^  or  treamre 

The  path  is  through  perplexing  ways,  and  whe« 

The  goal  is  gain'd,  we  cUe,  you  kaow-<<A&d  t' 

CXXXIT. 
What  then  ?— I  do  not  know,  no  more  do 

And  so  good  night-^Betum  we  to  our  stoiy: 
'Twas  in  November,  when  fine  days  are  few. 

And  the  far  mountaina  wax  a  lUtle  koAry, 
And  clap  a  white  cap  on  their  mantles  bine ; 

And  tiie  sea  dashes  round  the  promontory. 
And  the  loud  breaker  boils  against  the  rock* 
And  sober  suns  must  set  at  five  o'doofc. 

CXXXV. 
Twas,  as  the  watchmen  say,  a  cloudy  night; 

No  moon,  no  stars,  the  wind  wss  low  or  loud 
By  gusts,  and  many  a  sparkling  hearth  was  bright 

With  the  piled  wood,  round  which  the  hatukj  erowd; 
There's  something  cheerfril  in  that  sort  of  light, 

Bven  as  a  summer  sky's  without  a  olomd; 
I'm  fond  of  fire,  and  crickets,  and  all  that, 
A  lobster  salad,  and  champagne,  and  ehat. 

CXXXVI. 
'Twas  midnigh^-Donna  Julia  was  in  bed« 

Sleeping,  most  probably,— when  at  her  door 
Arose  a  olatter  might  awake  the  dead. 

If  they  had  never  been  awoke  before 
And  that  they  have  been  so  we  all  have  read. 

And  are  to  be  so,  at  the  least,  onoemore— 
The  door  was  fSuten'd,  but,  with  voice  and  ist, 
First  knocks  were  heud,  then  "Madam— Madan^" 
hist: 

cxxxvn. 

"For  (3od's   «ake.   Madam,— Madamr-hon's  ay 
With  more  than  half  the  city  at  his  back—  [aastef 
Was  ever  heard  of  such  a  cursed  disaster  } 

'Tis  not  my  foult^I  kept  good  vratch— Alack ! 
Do,  pray,  undo  the  bolt  a  little  fryster— 

They're  on  the  stair  just  now,  and  in  a  entk 
Will  all  be  here ;  perhaps  he  yet  may  fly- 
Surely  the  window's  not  so  very  high  I " 

CXXXVIIL 
By  this  time  Don  Alfonso  was  arrived,  [bar 

With  torches,  friends,  and  servants  in  great  nuns 
The  mijor  part  of  them  had  long  been  wived. 

And  therefore  paused  not  to  disturb  the  slundMr 
Of  any  wicked  woman,  who  contrived 

By  stealth  her  husband's  temples  to  eneimhtr: 
Examples  of  this  kind  are  so  contagious, 
Were  oim  not  punish'd,  tUl  would  be  oolngMM. 

CXXXIX. 
I  esn't  tell  how,  or  why,  or  what  sospiAta 

Gould  enter  into  Don  Alfonso's  head; 
But  for  a  cavalier  of  his  condition 

It  surely  was  exceedingly  ill-bred. 
Without  a  word  of  previous  admonition. 

To  hold  a  levee  round  his  lady'a  bed. 
And  summon  lackeys,  arm'd  with  firs  and  swwAt 
To  prove  himself  the  thing  he  ntost  abhorred. 


Mir  njAx. 
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OXL. 
Poor  Doiuut  J'nBa  I  ctarting  tm  ft«tt  deep, 

(Hiiid— 4hAi  I  do  not  saj^-the  liad  not  dept,) 
Began  at  onoe  to  scream^  and  yawn,  and  weap; 

Her  maid  Antonia,  who  was  an  adept, 
ContiiTBd  to  fling  the  bedclothes  in  a  heap, 

Aa  if  she  had  just  now  from  oat  them  erept : 
I  oan't  tell  why  she  should  take  all  this  tronble 
To  pfOTe  ha  mistress  had  been  sleeping  double. 

cxu. 

But  JoUa  mistxess,  and  Antonla  maid, 
Appear*d  like  two  poor  hazmless  women,  who 

Of  goblins,  but  still  more  of  men,  afraid, 
Had  thought  one  man  might  be  deterred  by  two, 

And  therefore  side  by  side  were  gently  laid, 
Until  the  hours  of  absence  should  run  through, 

And  truant  husband  should  return  and  say, 

"  My  dear,  I  was  the  first  "mho  came  away." 

CXJJL 
Now  Jidia  found  at  length  a  Toioe,  and  cried,  [mean  ? 

''In  Heayen's  name,  Bon  Alfonso,   what  d'ye 
Has  maduftfis  seised  you  ?  would  that  I  had  died 

Ere  such  a  monster's  Ticthn  I  had  been ! 
What  may  this  midnight  yiolence  betide, 

A  sudden  fit  of  drunkenness  or  spleen  ? 
Dare  you  suspect  me,  whom  the  thought  would  kill  ? 
Search,  then,  the  room !  "—Alfonso  said,  **  I  will." 

cxnii. 

Be  seareh*d«  they  search*d,  and  rumaged  erery  whero, 
Closet  and  dothes'-press,  chest  and  window-seat. 

And  found  much  linen,  lace,  and  sereral  pair 
Of  stockings,  slippers,  brushes,  combs,  complete, 

"^th  other  articles  of  ladies  foir, 
To  keep  them  beautifol,  or  leaTe  them  neat : 

Arras  they  prick'd  and  curtains  with  their  swords. 

And  wounded  several  shutters,  and  some  boards. 

CXLIV. 

Under  the  bed  they  search'd,  and  there  fliey  founds- 
No  matter  what— it  was  not  that  they  sought ; 

They  open*d  windows,  gazing  if  the  ground 
Had  signs  or  foot-marks,  but  the  earth  said  nought: 

And  then  they  stared  each  other's  faces  round : 
'Tis  odd,  not  one  of  all  these  seekers  thought, 

And  seems  to  me  almost  a  sort  of  blunder, 

Of  looking  m  the  bed  as  well  as  under. 

CXLV. 
During  this  inquisition  Julia's  tongue  [cried. 

Was  not  asleep-""  Tes,  search  and  search,"  she 
"  Insult  on  insult  heap,  and  wrong  on  wrong ! 

It  was  for  this  that  I  became  a  bride ! 
For  this  in  silence  I  haTe  suffer'd  long 

A  husband  like  Alfonso  at  my  side ; 
Put  now  ril  bear  no  more,  nor  here  remain, 
If  there  be  law,  or  lawyers,  in  all  Spain. 

CXLVI. 
<*  Yes,  Don  Alfonso,  husband  now  no  more, 

If  erer  jou  indeed  deserved  the  name, 
Is't  worthy  for  your  years  ?— you  have  tiireescore. 

Fifty,  or  sixty— it  is  all  the  same—, 
Is't  wise  or  fitting  causeless  to  explore 

For  fSacts  sgainst  a  virtuous  woman's  fiune  ? 
Ungratefal»  perjured,  barbarous  Don  Alfonso ! 
How  dare  you  think  your  lady  would  go  on  so  ? 


CXLTH. 
« Is  it  for  tUs  I  have  dlsdain'd  to  h^ 

The  common  privileges  of  my  sex  ? 
That  I  have  bhoseu  a  confessor  so  old 

And  deaf,  that  any  other  it  would  vu. 
And  never  onee  he  has  had  cause  to  soeld» 

But  found  my  very  innocence  perplex 
So  mueh,  he  always  doubted  I  was  married  ■■ 
How  sorry  you  will  be  when  I've  ndsoacried ! 

cxLvni. 

«  Was  it  for  tills  that  no  Cortijo  e'er 

I  yet  have  chosen  from  out  the  youth  of  SsnriH*  ? 
Is  it  for  this  I  scarce  went  any  where, 

Except  to  bull-fights,  mass,  play,  rout,  ssid  sefd  I 
Is  it  for  this,  whate'er  my  soitoia  were, 

I  favor'd  none--nay,  was  almost  uncivil  ? 
Is  it  for  this  that  General  Count  O'Reilly, 
Who  took  Algiers,  declares  I  used  him  vildy  ? 

CXLIX. 
**  Did  not  tiie  Italian  Musioo  Cassani 

Sing  at  my  heart  six  months  at  least  in  vuin  ? 
Did  not  his  countryman,  Count  Comlani, 

Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wifo  in  Spain  ? 
Were  there  not  also  Russians,  English,  many  ? 

The  Count  StrongstroganoiF  I  put  in  pain, 
And  Lord  Mount  Coffehouse,  the  Iririi  peer. 
Who  kiU'd  himself  for  love  (with  wine)  Isst  ywB. 

CL. 

Have  I  not  had  two  bishops  at  my  feet. 

The  Duke  of  Ichar,  and  Don  Feman  Nunes? 
And  is  it  thus  a  faithful  wife  you  treat  ? 

I  wonder  in  what  quarter  now  the  moon  is : 
I  praise  your  vast  forbearance  not  to  beat 

Me  also  since  the  tune  so  opportune  x»^  (jger 
Oh,  valiant  man !  with  sword  drawn  and  coek'd  trig» 
Now,  tell  me,  don't  you  cut  a  pretty  figure  ? 

CLI. 
<*  Was  it  for  this  you  took  your  sudden  journey. 

Under  pretence  of  business  indispensable. 
With  that  sublime  of  rascals  your  attorney. 

Whom  I  see  standing  there,  and  looking  sensible 
Of  having  play'd  the  fool  ?  though  both  I  spurn,  ha 

Deserves  the  worst,  his  conduct's  less  defeisiblk. 
Because,  no  doubt,  'twas  for  his  dirty  fee 
And  not  for  any  love  to  you  or  me. 

CLII. 
*'  If  he  comes  here  to  take  a  deposition, 

By  all  means  let  the  gentleman  proceed ; 
You've  made  the  apartment  in  a  fit  conditiod. 

There's  pen  and  ink  for  you,  sir,  when  you  need- 
Let  every  thing  be  noted  with  precision, 

I  would  not  you  for  nothing  should  be  fee'd— 
But,  as  my  maid's  undress'd,  pray  turn  your  spies  out. 
*<  Oh !  "  sobb'd  Antonia,  *•!  could  tear  thek  ayw 
out." 

CLm. 
«  There  is  the  closet,  there  the  toilet,  theve 

The  antechamber— search  them  under,  ofer: 
There  is  the  sofo,  there  the  great  arm-chair, 

The  chimneys— which  would  really  hold  a  lofvev. 
I  wish  to  sleep,  and  beg  you  will  tsJie  eare 

And  make  no  lyxrther  noise  tOl  you  disoovur 
The  secret  cavern  of  this  lurking  treasure— 
And,  when  'tis  found,  let  me,  too,  have  that  pleuvni 
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CUV. 

'*  And  now,  Hidalgo !  now  tliat  yon  hmTe  thrown 

Doubt  upon  me,  conAision  OTor  all, 
Pray  have  the  courtesy  to  make  it  known 

Who  is  the  man  yon  seaxch  for  ?  how  d*ye  call 
Him  ?  what's  his  lineage  ?  let  him  but  be  shown— 

I  hope  he's  young  and  handsome— is  he  tall  ? 
Tell  me— and  be  assured,  that  since  you  stain 
My  honor  thus,  it  shall  not  be  in  Tain. 

CLV. 

'*  At  least,  perhaps,  he  has  not  sixty  years— 
At  that  age  he  would  be  too  old  for  slaughter. 

Or  for  so  young  a  husband's  jealous  fears, — 
(Antonia  I  let  me  have  a  glass  of  water.) 

I  am  ashamed  of  having  shed  these  tears, 
They  are  unworthy  of  my  father's  daughter ; 

My  mother  dream'd  not  m  my  natal  hour 

That  I  should  fall  into  a  monster's  power. 

CLVI. 

*'  Periiaps  *tu  of  Antonia  you  are  Jealous, 
You  saw  that  she  was  sleeping  by  my  side 

When  you  broke  in  upon  us  with  your  fellows : 
Look  where  you  please— we've  nothing,  sir,  to  liide; 

Only  another  time,  I  trust,  you'll  tell  us. 
Or  for  the  sake  of  decency  abide 

A  moment  at  the  door,  that  we  may  be 

DiMs'd  to  receive  so  much  good  company. 

CLVII. 
'*  And  now,  sir,  I  have  done,  and  say  no  more; 

The  little  I  have  said  may  serve  to  show 
The  guileless  heart  in  silence  may  grieve  o'er 

The  wrongs  to  whose  exposure  it  is  slow  :— 
I  leave  you  to  your  conscience  as  before, 

'Twni  one  day  ask  you  why  you  used  mo  so  ? 
God  grant  you  feel  not  then  the  bitterest  grief!— 
Antonia  1  where's  my  pocket-handkerchief? " 

CLVIII. 
She  oeased,  and  tum'd  upon  her  pillow ;  pale 

She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  their  tears 
like  skies  that  rain  and  lighten ;  as  a  veil 

Waved  and  o'ershading  her  wan  cheek,  appears 
Her  streaming  hair ;  the  black  curls  strive,  but  fail, 

To  hide  the  glossy  shoulder  which  uproars 
Its  snow  through  all ;— her  soft  lips  lie  apart. 
And  louder  than  her  breathing  beats  her  heart. 

dJX. 

The  Senhor  Don  Alfonso  stood  confused ; 

Antonia  bustled  round  the  ransack'd  room, 
And,  turning  up  her  nose,  with  looks  abused 

Her  master,  and  his  myrmidons,  of  whom 
X9ot  one,  except  the  attorney,  was  amused ; 

He,  like  Achates,  faithful  to  the  tomb. 
So  there  were  quarrelB,  cared  not  for  the  cause, 
Knowing  they  must  be  settled  by  the  laws. 

CLX. 

With  plying  snub-nose,  i^id  small  eyes,  he  stood, 
Following  Antonia's  motions  here  and  there, 

With  much  suspicion  in  his  attitude ; 
For  reputation,  he  had  little  care ; 

Bo  that  a  suit  or  action  were  made  good. 
Small  pity  had  he  for  the  young  and  fair. 

And  ne'er  believ'd  in  negatives,  till  these 

Were  proved  by  competent  false  witnesses. 


CLXI. 

But  Don  Alfonso  stood  with  downcast  lOoiM, 
And«  truth  to  say,  he  made  a  foolish  figure ; 

When,  alter  searching  in  five  hundred  nooks. 
And  treating  a  young  wife  with  so  much  rigor» 

He  gain'd  no  point,  except  some  self  rebukes, 
Added  to  those  his  lady  with  such  vigor 

Had  pour'd  upon  him  for  the  last  half  hour. 

Quick,  thick,  and  heavy — as  a  thunder-shower. 

CLXII. 

At  first  he  tried  to  hammer  an  excuse. 
To  which  the  sole  reply  was  tears  and  sobs. 

And  indications  of  hysterics,  whose 
Prologue  is  always  certain  throes  and  throbs^ 

Gasps,  and  whatever  else  the  owners  choose  :^ 
Alfonso  saw  his  wife,  and  thought  of  Job's ; 

He  saw,  too,  in  perspective,  her  relations. 

And  tl  en  he  tried  to  muster  aU  his  patience. 

CLxm. 

He  stood  in  act  to  speak,  or  rather  stammer. 
But  sage  Antonia  cut  him  short  before 

The  anvil  of  his  speech  received  the  hammer. 
With  **  Pray,  sir,  leave  the  room,  and  say  no  mor^ 

Or  madam  dies." — ^Alfonso  mutter'd  "  D— n  her," 
But  nothing  else,  the  time  of  words  was  o'er; 

He  cast  a  rueful  look  or  two,  and  did, 

He  knew  not  wherefore,  that  which  he  was  bid. 

CLXIV. 
With  him  retir'd  his  <*  jxwm  comiiteftM," 

The  attorney  last,  who  linger'd  near  the  door, 
Reluctantly,  still  tarrying  there  as  late  as 

Antonia  let  him — ^not  a  little  sore 
At  this  most  stninge  and  unexplain'd  "  hiatut " 

In  Don  Alfonso's  facts,  which  just  now  wore 
An  awkward  look ;  as  he  revolved  the  case. 
The  door  was  iasten'd  in  his  legal  face. 

CLXV. 

No  sooner  was  it  bolted,  than — Oh  shame ! 

Oh  sin !  oh  sorrow !  and  oh  womankind ! 
How  can  you  do  such  things  and  keep  your  fame, 

Unless  this  world,  and  t'  other  too,  be  blind  ^ 
Nothing  so  dear  as  an  unfllch'd  good  name ! 
/  But  to  proceed — ^for  there  is  more  behind: 
With  much  heart-felt  reluctance  be  it  said, 
Young  Juan  slipp'd,  half  smother'd,  from  the  bed 

OLXVI. 
He  had  been  hid— I  don't  pretend  to  say 

How,  nor  can  I  indeed  describe  the  where*- 
Young,  slender,  and  pack'd  easily,  he  lay. 

No  doubt,  in  little  compass,  round  or  square; 
But  pity  him  I  neither  must  nor  may 

His  suffocation  by  that  pretty  pair ; 
Twere  better,  sure,  to  die  so,  than  be  shut, 
With  maudlin  Clarence,  in  his  Malmsey  bait. 

CLXVII. 

And,  secondly,  I  pity  not,  because 

He  had  no  business  to  commit  a  sin. 
Forbid  by  heavenly,  fined  by  human,  laws,^ 

At  least  'twas  rather  early  to  begin ; 
But  at  sixteeh  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 

So  much  as  when  we  call  our  old  debts  in 
At  sixty  years,  and  draw  the  accounts  of  erO* 
And  find  a  deuced  balance  with  the  deviL 
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CtLXTin. 
Of  Ui9«MM  I  «ii  siv«  no  notion: 

Tb  written  in  the  Hebiew  Cbzoniele, 
How  tho  phyneiane,  le«Tuig  pill  and  potion» 

Pneeribed,  by  way  of  Uiiiter,  a  young  belle, 
Wlien  old  King  Daiid's  blood  grew  dull  in 

And  tbat  the  medieine  answer'd  veiy  well ; 
Perhapa  'twaa  in  a  diffiurent  way  applied, 
Por  Band  liTed,  but  Juan  nearly  died. 

CLXIX. 
Whafatobedone?    Alftuuo  wiU  bo  baek 

The  moment  he  has  acnt  his  fools  away. 
Antomia^s  skill  was  put  upon  the  laek, 

But  no  derioe  coold  be  brought  into  play— 
And  how  to  potry  the  renew'd  attack  ? 

Besides,  it  wanted  but  few  hours  of  day : 
Antonia  ponied :  Julia  did  not  speak, 
But  pnss'd  hsr  bloodless  lip  to  Juan's  oheek. 

CLXX. 
He  tnm'dhis  Kp  to  hen,  and  with  his  hand 

Oall'd  back  the  tangles  of  her  wandering  hair ; 
Sven  then  their  love  they  eouUl  not  aU  command, 

And  half  forgot  their  danger  and  despair : 
Antonia's  patience  now  was  at  a  stand— > 

**  Come,  come,  'tis  no  time  now  for  fooling  there, 
She  whisper'd  in  great  wnth— '*  I  must  deposit 
This  pretty  gantlonan  within  the  doset: 

CLXXL 
**  Fkay  keep  your  nonsense  for  some  luckier  nigh^— 

Who  can  haye  put  my  master  in  this  mood  i 
What  will  become  on't  ?— I'm  in  such  a  fright ! 

The  devil's  in  the  urchin,  and  no  good- 
ie this  a  time  for  giggling  ?  this  a  plight  ? 

Why  don't  you  know  that  it  may  end  in  blood  ? 
You'll  lose  your  life,  and  I  shall  lose  my  place, 
Hy  mistress  all,  for  that  half-girlish  face. 


CLXXII. 
Had  it  but  been  for  a  stout  cavalier 

Of  twenty-flye  or  thirty--(come  make  haste)-* 
But  for  a  child,  what  piece  of  work  is  here ! 

I  rttpy,  madam,  wonder  at  your  tast^- 
(Cod^isir,  get  in)— my  master  must  be  near. 

There,  for  the  present  at  the  least  he's  Umt^ 
And,  if  we  can  but  till  the  morning  keep 
Our  counsel— {Juan,  mind  you  must  not  sleep.") 

CLXXIII. 
Now,  Don  Alfonso  entering,  but  alone, 

dosed  the  oration  of  the  trusty  maid: 
She  loiter'd,  and  he  told  her  to  be  gone, 

An  Older  somewhat  sullenly  obey'd ; 
Howerer,  present  reniedy  was  none, 
^^mjiad  no  great  good  seem'd  answer'd  if  she  stay'd 
*  K^Mffding  both  with  slow  and  sidelong  riew, 
ShAmuff 'd  the  candle,  curtsied,  and  withdrew. 

)  CLXXIV. 

"'Mfonso  pflosed  a  nUnuto-^then  begun 

Some  stnnge  excuses  for  his  late  proceeding; 

fle  would  not  justify  what  he  had  done. 
To  say  the  best,  it  wsa  extreme  iU-bareeding : 

Bui  there  wwe  ample  reasons  for  it,  z>  ^ 
Of  which  he  specified  in  this  his  pleading : 

His  speech  was  a  fine  sample,  on  the  whole, 

Oi  rhetoric^  which  the  leam'd  caU  **  riffmaroUJ* 


ctxxv. 

JnBn  said  nought;  though  all  tho  whAe  then  lotn 
A  ready  answer,  which  at  once  onables 

A  matron,  who  her  husband's  foible  knows. 
By  a  few  timely  w«rds  to  turn  the  tables. 

Which,  if  it  does  not  silence,  still  must  pose, 
Etcu  if  it  should  comprise  a  pack  of  febles; 

'TIS  to  retort  with  firmness,  and  when  he 

Bnspeets  with  ms,  do  you  reproach  with  tMr$», 

CLXXVL 
JuUa,  in  feet,  had  tolerable  grounds, 

Alfonso's  loTSs  with  Ines  were  well  known , 
But  whether  'twas  that  one's  own  guilt  confounds 

But  that  can't  be,  as  has  been  often  shown ; 
A  lady  with  i^logies  sbounds : 

It  might  be  that  her  silence  sprang  alone 
From  deUeacy  to  Don  Juan's  ear. 
To  whom  she  knew  his  mother's  feme  was  dear. 

CLXXVn. 
Then  mi^t  bo  one  more  motire,  which  makes  two  * 

Alfonso  ne'er  to  Juan  had  alluded, 
Ifention'd  his  jealousy,  but  nerer  who 

Had  been  the  happy  loTcr,  he  concluded 
Conceal'd  among  his  premises ;  'tis  true. 

His  mind  the  more  o'er  this  its  mystery  brooded ; 
To  speak  of  Ines  now  were,  one  may  say, 
like  throwing  Juan  in  Alfonso's  way. 

CLXXVm. 
A  hint,  in  tender  cases,  is  enough; 

Silence  is  best,  besides  there  is  a  tact 
(That  modem  phrase  appean  to  mo  sad  stuff. 

But  it  will  serre  to  keep  my  verse  compact) 
Which  keepe,  when  push'd  by  questions  rathsl 

A  lady  always  distant  from  the  fao^—       [rongh. 
The  eharming  creatures  lie  with  such  a  graes^ 
There's  nothing  so  becoming  to  the  frue. 

CLXXIX. 
They  blush,  and  we  beUere  them ;  at  least  1 

Have  always  done  so ;  'tis  of  no  great  use. 
In  any  case,  attempting  a  reply, 

For  then  their  eloquence  grows  quite  profrise ; 
And  when  at  length  they're  out  of  breath,  they  sigh, 

And  cast  their  languid  eyes  down,  and  let  looeo 
A  tear  or  two,  and  then  we  make  it  up ; 
And  then— and  then— and  then— ait  down  and  suf 

CLXXX. 
Alfonso  dosed  his  speech,  and  begged  her  pardon. 

Which  Julia  half  withheld,  and  then  half  granted 
And  laid  conditions  he  thought  very  hard  on. 

Denying  sereral  little  things  he  wanted : 
He  stood,  like  Adam,  lingering  near  his  garden. 

With  useless  penitence  perplex'd  and  haunted, 
Beeeeching  she  no  farther  would  reftise. 
When  lo !  he  stumbled  o'er  a  pair  of  shoes. 

CLXXXI. 

A  pair  of  shoes !— ^hat  then  ?  not  much,  if  thsj 
Are  such  as  fit  with  lady's  feet,  but  these 

(No  one  can  tell  how  much  I  grieve  to  say) 
Were  masculine :  to  see  them  and  to  seise 

Was  but  a  moment's  sol  -» Ah  I  well-a-day 
Hy  teeth  begin  to  chatter,  my  veins  i 

Alfonso  first  examined  well  their  fashion 

And  then  ilew  out  into  another  passion    . 
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CIXXXU. 
Qa  left  «]t^  iOQtt  for  hit  relinqiBsli'd  ewMd* 

And  Julia  iosteat  to  the  cloMt  flew ; 
*  Fly,  Juan,  fly !  for  Heaven's  sake— not  a  word ; 

The  door  is  epen-xyou  may  yet  slip  through 
The  passage  you  so  often  have  explored— 
Here  is  the  garden-key^fly— fly— adieu  I 
Haste— haste !— I  hear  Alfonso's  hurrying  fee^- 
Day  has  not  broke — there's  no  one  in  the  street." 

CLXxxm. 

None  can  say  that  this  was  not  good  adviee^ 
The  only  mischief  was,  it  came  too  late ; 

Of  all  ezperience  'tis  the  usual  prioe, 
A  sort  of  income-tax  laid  cm  by  fate : 

Juan  had  reach'd  the  room-door  in  a  trioe> 
And  might  haTe  done  so  by  the  gazden-^te» 

But  met  Alfonso  in  his  dressing-gown, 

Who  threatan'd  death— «o  Juan  knook'd  him  down. 

CLXX3JV. 
Biie  was  the  seoffle,  and  out  went  the  light, 

Antonia  cried  out  **  Rape ! "  and  Julia  **  Fire ! " 
But  not  a  servant  stirr'd  to  aid  the  fight. 

Alfonso,  pommell'd  to  his  heart's  desire, 
Swore  lustily  he'd  be  revenged  this  night; 

And  Juan,  too,  blasphemed  an  ootave  higher; 
His  blood  was  up ;  though  young,  he  was  a  Tartar, 
And  not  at  all  disposed  to  prove  a  martyr. 

CLXXXV. 

Alfonso's  sword  had  dropp'd  ere  he  could  draw  it, 
And  they  continued  battling  hand  to  hand, 

For  Juan  very  luckily  ne'er  saw  it ; 
His  temper  not  being  under  great  command. 

If  at  that  moment  he  had  chanced  to  claw  it, 
Alfonso's  days  had  not  been  in  the  land 

Much  longer.— Think  of  husbands',  lovers'  lives, 

And  how  you  may  be  doubly  widows-^wlves ! 

CLXXXVI. 

Alfonso  grappled  to  detain  the  foe, 
And  Juan  throttled  him  to  get  snvay, 

And  blood  ('twas  from  the  nose)  began  to  flow ; 
At  last,  as  they  more  faintly  wrestling  lay, 

Juan  oontxived  to  give  an  awkward  blow, 
And  then  his  only  garment  quite  gave  way ; 

He  fled,  like  Joeeph,  leaving  it-^ut  there, 

I  doubt,  all  likeness  ends  between  the  pair. 

CLXXXVn. 
LighiB  came  atlength,  and  men  and  maids,  who  found 

An  awkward  spectacle  their  eyes  before ; 
Antonia  in  hysterics,  Julia  swoon'd, 

Alfonso  leaning,  breathless,  by  the  door ; 
Some  half-torn  drapery  scatter'd  on  the  ground. 

Some  blood,  and  several  footsteps,  but  no  more; 
Juan  the  gate  gain'd,  tum'd  the  key  about, 
And,  liking  not  the  Inside,  lock'd  the  out 

CLXXXVIII. 
Here  endi  this  oanto.— Need  I  sing  or  say. 

How  Juan,  naked,  fovor'd  by  the  night, 
(Who  favors  what  she  should  not,)  found  his  way. 

And  reach'd  his  home  in  an  unseemly  plight  ? 
The  pleasant  scandal  which  arose  next  day, 

The  nine  days' wcn5r    '     ^wasbrougV^^'i^v^ 
And  how  Alfonso  sued  for  a  oiforee. 
Were  in  the  English  newspapers,  of  course. 


CLXXXIX. 
If  you  would  like  to  eee  the  whole  proeeeJIiigB, 

IThe  depositioDs,  and  the  cause  at  full, 
The  names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleading* 

Of  eounsd^  nonsuit  or  to  annul, 
"niCM's  more  than  one  edition,  and  the  readings 

Are  various,  but  tikey  none  of  them  are  dull, 
The  best  is  that  in  short  hand,  ta'en  by  Gunof  , 
Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a  Journey. 

CXC. 
But  Donna  Inei,  to  divwt  the  truin 

Of  one  of  the  most  cureulating  soandals 
That  had  for  centuries  been  known  in  Spain, 

At  least  since  the  retirement  of  the  Vandids, 
First  vow'd  (and  never  had  she  vow'd  in  vain) 
^  To  Virgin  Mary  several  pounds  of  candles ; 
And  then,  by  the  advice  of  some  old  ladies, 
She  sent  her  son  to  be  ri^pp'd  off  from  Cadis. 

(JXCI. 
She  had  resolved  that  be  should  travel  through 

All  Buropean  climes  by  land  or  sea, 
To  mend  his  former  monds,  and  get  new. 

Especially  in  France  and  Italy, 
(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do.) 

Julia  was  sent  into  a  convent;  she 
Grieved,  but  perhaps,  her  feeUugs  may  be  1 
Shown  in  the  following  eopy  of  her  letter: 

cxcn. 

"  They  tril  me  'tis  decided,  you  depart : 
'Tis  wise— 'tis  well,  but  not  the  less  a  pain '. 

1  have  no  ftirther  claim  on  your  young  heart. 
Mine  is  the  victim,  and  would  be  again : 

To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 
I  used ;— I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 

Be  on  this  sheet,  'tis  not  what  it  appears— 

My  eyeballs  bum  and  throb,  but  have  no 


cxcm. 

"  I  loved,  I  love  you ;  for  this  love  have  lost 
State,  station,  heaven,  mankind's,  my  own  estean, 

And  yet  cannot  regret  what  it  hath  cost. 
So  dear  is  still  the  memory  of  that  dream  ;^ 

Yet,  if  I  name  my  guilt,  'tis  not  to  boast,-4V 
None  can  deem  harshUer  of  me  than  I  deem: 

I  trace  this  scrawl  because  I  cannot  rest— 

I've  nothing  to  reproach  or  to  request. 

cxcrv. 

"  Man's  love  is  of  tnan's  Ufe  a  thing  apart, 
'Tis  woman's  whole  existence ;  man  may 

The  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel,  and  tiio 
Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  offarin SKehango 

Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  fill  op  fais  heart, 
And  few  tiiere  are  whom  these  cannot 

Men  have  all  these  resources,  we  but  on^^ 

To  love  agani,  and  be  again 

cxcv. 

"  You  will  proeeed  in  pleasure  and  in  piido, 
Beloved  and  loving  many;  all  is  o'er 

For  me  on  earth,  except  some  years  to  hide 
My  shame  and  soirow  deep  in  my  hoarfs  e 

These  I  could  bear,  but  cannot  oasrt  asi^o 
The  j^  ^''      ^hieh  still  rages  as  before, 

And  so  forewea— forgive  me,  love  nie*-4l% 

That  word  is  idle  now-4mt  let  it  go. 


Mm  rsAM. 


My 


Bl*  •till,  I  tklBk,  I  «■»  mOmI  »f  nted ; 
ICy  blMd  tHU  iwhM  iHmm  ny  ■pIKl's  Mt, 

As  loQ  tko  w«fw  Uftm  tiM  MUM  wIbA  ; 
My  kMBTt  if  femlaiM,  Bor  «tt  lbt8«l-> 

To  all,  MMpt  oMiBMB*,  Bwdly  blittd: 
80  sliakes  fhe  Madle,  and  to  ituids  tiM  pdle, 
A*  vlhMtM  ttf  ftttd  kMTl  t»  my  is'd  Mai. 

CXCVU. 
"I  hvn  no  mon  to  mji  Imt  linger  still, 

And  dure  not  ttt  ny  teol  npon  tido  oltooti 
And  yet  I  Bwy  M  woll  tto  tuk  Mfll, 

Hy  nloery  ean  Murco  be  moie  eonplete: 
I  had  not  tired  tai  no>«,  eo^d  ■enow  kiB; 

DooliiitenithowielehwlioiUn  tiio  blow irovld 
And  I  milt  oven  •vrfve  tide  lut  odieii,  [moot, 
And  boor  with  Ufi,  to  lore  and  pny  for  yon  I " 

cxcvni. 

This  note  was  written  npon  gflt-edged  paper, 
Witb  a  neat  little  erow^iaill,  aiiglit  and  new: 

Her  small  white  hand  oonld  haidly  reaeh  the  taper, 
It  trembled  as  magnetio  needles  do, 

And  yet  she  did  not  let  one  tear  eseape  hsr ; 
The  seal  a  sunflower ;  **  JNSt  oom  <m^  jMrfsur," 

The  motto  oat  npon  a  white  eomolian. 

The  WOK  waa  anpefflne,  Ms  hao  TenaOion. 

CXCEL. 
This  was  Don  Jnan's  earliest  scrape ;  bnt  whether 

I  ahall  proeeed  with  his  adfentmo  is 
Dependant  on  the pnMic  altogether: 

WoU  see,  howofer,  what  l£ey  say  to  this, 
(Their  favor  In  an  anther's  eap'a  a  feather, 

And  no  gnct  mtoohief 's  done  by  their  oaprioe ;) 
And,  if  their  approbation  we  esperleaee, 
Pcrhaft  tlHy^  hav»seme  mere  abovt  a  year  hesoe. 

CXJ. 
My  poem's  epio,  and  la  meant  to  be 

IMrided in  twel^ boohs;  eaoh  booh  oontafaifng, 
With  huTO,  and  war,  »heavy  gale  at  sea, 

A  net  of  ships,  and  captains,  and  kings  reigning, 
New  ehartQteiB ;  tlie  episodes  are  three: 

A  pand^^a  ^ew  of  hell's  in  training. 
After  the  style  of  YifgU  and  of  Homer, 
80  that  my  name  of  epic's  no  ndmomer. 

OCI. 
All  these  tilings  wiU  be  specified  in  time, 

ynOk  strict  regard  to  Aristotle's  Rnl^, 
The  vade  m§tmm  of  tiie  tme  sublime, 

Which  makes  so  many  poets  and  some  ibols ; 
Prose  poets  like  bhmk-Ycreo    I'm  Imd  of  riiyme— 

Good  woikmen  nerer  qnanel  with  theb  tools ; 
£'▼0  got  nepw  mythologieal  maehineiry, 
And  Tory  handsome  sopematnral  seeneiy. 

ccn. 

There's  only  one  slight  difference  between 
Me  and  my  epic  brethren  gone  before, 

And  here  the  adrantage  ie  my  own,  I  ween, 
(Not  that  I  hoTo  not  serend  merits  more ;) 

Bnt  this  will  more  pecttliarly  be  seen ; 
They  so  embellish,  that 'tif  ''>%abore 

Their  labyrinth  of  fobles  to  tia«M  dixongh, 

Whsreas  this  story's  aotnally  trae. 


If  any  person  donbc  ft,  I  appeal 

To  Mstary,  tradition,  and  to  foots, 
To  newspapers,  tAoee  tnith  i^  know  and  foel, 

To  pkTa  in  flvo,  and  operas  in  three,  nets; 
All  tfaeee  eonflrm  my  statement  a  good  deal, 

Bnt  that  which  more  eompletdy  faith  ezaett 
Is,  that  myself,  and  sereral  now  in  SeriUe, 
Saw  Jnan'a  last  elopement  with  the  derfl. 

ocnr. 

If  erer  I  shoold  condeseend  to  prose, 
111  write  poetical  commandments,  which 

Shall  snpersede  beyond  all  donbt  aU  those 
That  went  before ;  in  these  I  shall  enrich 

My  text  with  many  thing*  that  no  one  knows, 
And  carry  preeept  to  the  highest  pitch : 

rn  can  the  work,  «  Longinns  o'er  a  Bottle, 

Or,  Brery  Poet  his  oim»  Aristotle.'* 

OCT. 
Thou  Shalt  beUerfo  ha  MUton,  Brydsa,  Fspo : 

Thou  shslt  not  set  up  Wordsworth,  Ccdetldge, 
Sonthoy; 
Because  the  first  is  craned  beyond  all  hope. 

The  sooond  dnnl^  the  thhrd  so  quaint  and  montiiy  s 
With  Orabbe  it  may  be  difllonlt  to  oope, 

And  Campbdrs  HIppocrene  is  somewhat  dremtiqr  • 
Thou  shah  not  steal  lh>m  Samuel  Bogers,  nor 
Comndt—Airtatton  with  the  muse  of  Moore. 

CCVL 
Thou  Shalt  not  eoret  Mr.  Sotheby's  Muse, 

His  Pegasus,  nor  any  thing  that's  his : 
Thou  ahalt  not  bear  folse  witness, like  "the  Huso,* 

(There's  one,  at  least,  is  Tery  fond  of  this :) 
Thou  Shalt  not  write,  in  ahort,  but  iriiat  I  dioeoo: 

This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kiso" 
Bjcaotly  aa  you  please,  or  not-^the  rod. 
But  if  you  don't,  I'll  lay  it  on,  by  G— d 

CCVIL 
If  any  person  should  presume  to  assert 

The  story  is  not  nunal,  first,  I  pray. 
That  they  wiU  not  cry  out  before  they're  hnrtf 

Then  that  they'll  read  it  o'er  again,  and  say 
(But,  doubtless,  nobody  will  be  so  pert) 

That  this  is  not  a  moral  tale,  though  gay» 
Besides,  in  canto  twelfth,  I  mean  to  ahow 
The  Tery  place  where  wicked  people  go. 

covin. 

If,  after  all,  there  should^be  some  so  blind 

To  their  own  good  this  warning  to  dcspiso 
Led  by  some  tortuosity  of  mind, 

Not  to  beUeve  my  Terse  and  thehr  own  eyeo» 
And  cry  that  they  **  the  moral  cannot  find," 

I  ten  him,  if  a  clergymen,  he  lies- 
Should  captains  the  remark,  or  critics,  mjJEt, 
Ther  also  lie  too-fonder  a  mistake. 

OCIX. 

The  pubUoopprobatlon  I  expect, 

And  beg  theyH  take  my  word  about  the  moral. 
Which  I  with  their  amusement  wfll  connect, 

(So  cluldren  cutting  teeth  receire  a  coral ;) 
Meantime,  they  doubtless  please  to  recoUeet 

My  epical  f»**»«i«ioiL**  v  ir      — 
9or  fear  some  prudish  rentier  shouia  grow  suhtfok. 
Pre  bribed  my  grandmother's  reriow-Hhe  Britishi 


m 


BnON^  WOfiXS. 


cox. 

I  MQt  it  XQ  a  letter  to  the  editor* 
Who  thanl'd  me  dulj  by  return  of  poet— 

I'm  for  a  handsome  article  hia  creditor ; 
Yet,  if  my  gentle  Muse  he  please  to  roast, 

And  break  a  promise  after  baring  made  it  her, 
Denying  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost, 

And  smear  his  page  with  gall  instead  of  honey» 

All  I  can  say  is-^that  he  had  the  money. 

CCXI. 
I  think  that  with  this  holy  new  alliance 

I  may  insure  the  public,  and  defy 
All  other  magazines  of  art  or  science, 

Daily,  or  monthly,  or  three-monthly ;  I 
H^ye  not  essay'd  to  multiply  their  clients. 

Because  they  tell  me  'twere  in  Tain  to  try. 
And  that  the  Edinburgh  B^riew  and  Quarterly 
Treat  a  dissenting  author  Tery  martyi^y. 

coxn. 

'*  Ifon  ego  kocfarrtm  ctUidajuvmta 
Canwie  PlancOt"  Horace  said,  and  so 

Say  I,  by  which  quotation  there  is  meant  a 
Hint  that  some  sir  or  seven  good  years  ago, 

(Long  ere  I  dreamt  of  dating  fflm  the  Brenta,) 
I  was  most  ready  to  return  a  blow. 

And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  thing 

In  my  hot  youth—^hen  George  the  Third  was  King. 

CCXIII. 
But  now,  at  thirty  years,  my  hair  is  gray,— 

(I  wonder  what  it  will  be  like  at  forty  ? 
I  thought  of  a  peruke  the  other  day,) 

'  My  heart  is  not  much  greener ;  and,  in  short,  I 
Hare  squandered  my  whole  summer  while  'twas  May, 

And  feel  no  more  the  spirit  to  retort ;  I 
Have  spent  my  life,  both  interest  and  principal. 
And  deem  not,  what  I  deem'd,  my  soul  inyindble. 

CCXIV. 
No  more-^no  more — Oh !  never  more  on  me 

The  freshness  of  the  heart  can  fall  like  dew. 
Which  out  of  all  the  lovely  things  we  see 

Extracts  emotions  beautiful  and  new. 
Hived  in  our  bosoms  like  the  bag  o'  the  bee : 

Think'st  thou  the  honey  with  those  objects  grew  ? 
Alas !  'twas  not  in  them,  but  in  thy  power. 
To  double  even  the  sweetness  of  a  flower. 

CCXV. 
No  more— no  more— Oh !  npver  more,  my  heaitf 

Canst  thou  be  my  sole  world,  my  universe ! 
Once  all  in  all,  but  now  a  thing  apart, 

Thou  canst  not  be  my  blessing  or  my  curse : 
The  illusion's  gone  for  ever,  and  thou  art 

Insensible,  I  trust,  but  none  the  worse ; 
And  in  thy  stead  I've  got  a  deal  of  judgment, 
Thougl:  Heaven  knows  how  it  ever  found  a  lodgment. 

CCXVI. 

My  days  of  love  are  ovei^-me  no  more' 
The  charms  of  maid,  wife,  and  still  less  of  widow, 

Can  make  the  fool  of  which  they  made  before— 
In  short,  I  must  not  lead  the  life  I  did  do : 

The  credulous  he  9«  9f  mut  lal  minds  is  o'er ; 
The  copious  use  of  claret  is  forbid,  too ; 

So,  for  a  good  old  gentlemanly  vice, 

I  think  I  must  take  up  with  avarice. 


OGxyn. 

Ambitfaui  was  iny  idol,  wfaieh  mm  bvokeft 
Before  the  shrines  of  Sonow  and  of  Pleamoe; 

And  the  two  last  have  left  me  many  a  token 
O'er  which  reflection  may  be  made  at  leisaze : 

Now,  like  Friar  Bacon's  biaaen  head,  I've  spoken* 
«  Time  is,  time  was,  tima't  past,"  a  ehymie  tna 
sure 

Is  glittering  youth,  which  I  have  spent  betimea 

My  heart  in  passion,  and  my  head  on  rhymes. 

CCXVIII. 
What  is  the  end  of  fame  ?  'tis  but  to  flU 

A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper ; 
Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  hill. 

Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  vapor ; 
For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill, 

And  bards  bum  what  they  call  their  "midajgkl 
To  have,  when  the  original  is  dust,  [tapcc  s " 

A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worst  bust. 

CCXIX. 
What  are  the  hopes  of  man  ?  old  Egypt's  king, 

Cheops,  erected  the  first  pyramid 
And  largest,  thinking  it  was  just  the  thing 

To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  mummv  hid : 
But  somebody  or  other,  rummaging. 

Burglariously  broke  his  coffin's  lid ; 
Let  not  a  monument  give  you  or  me  hopes. 
Since  not  a  pinch  of  diist  remains  of  Cheops. 

ccxx. 

But  I,  being  fond  of  true  philosophy, 

Say  very  often  to  myself,  "Alaa! 
AH  tilings  that  have  been  bom  were  bom  to  die, 

And  flesh  (which  death  mows  down  to  hay)  is  giii 
You've  pass'd  your  youth  not  so  unpleasantly. 

And  if  you  had  it  o'er  again — 'twould  pass  ■ 
So  thank  your  stars  that  matters  are  no  woa/Bt 
And  read  your  Bible,  sir,  and  mind  your  parse.** 

CCXXI. 
But  for  the  present,  gentie  reader !  and 

Still  gentle  purchaser !  the  bard— that's  I— 
Must,  with  permission,  shake  you  by  the  band. 

And  so  your  humble  senrant,  and  good  Jnre  1 
We  meet  again,  if  we  should  understands^ 

Each  other;  and  if  not,  I  shall  not  try 
Your  patience  further  than  by  this  abort  ssmpto 
'Twere  well  if  others  follow'd  my  example. 

CCXXIL 
**  Gro,  little  book,  from  this  my  solitude ! 

I  cast  thee  on  the  waters,  go  thy  ways ! 
And  if,  as  I  believe,  thy  vein  be  good, 

The  world  will  find  thee  after  many  days." 
When  Southey's  read,  and  Wordsworth  undsiflM^ 

I  can't  help  putting  in  my  claim  to  praise— 
The  four  first  rhymes  sm  Southey'Sy  evoty  Una: 
For  God's  sake,  reader !  take  them  not  for  mine. 


ixni  jxjJM. 


CANTO  n. 


Ok  y !  iriko  tMoh  the  ingowoiw  Tontii  of  iwtioiii, 
Holland,  France,  England,  Geiman/  or  Spain, 

I  pmy  ye  flog  them  upon  all  oocasbna. 
It  mends  tiieir  moiala :  never  mind  the  pain : 

The  hest  of  mothers  and  of  edncations, 
In  Juan's  cause,  wore  but  employed  in  Tain, 

fiinee  in  a  way,  that's  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 

Became  diTested  of  his  natiTe  modesty. 

U. 
Had  he  bat  been  placed  at  a  public  sehool. 

In  the  third  form,  or  even  in  the  fourth, 
His  daily  task  had  kept  his  fancy  cool. 

At  least  had  he  been  nurtured  in  the  north; 
Spain  may  proTe  an  exception  to  the  rule, 

But  then  exceptions  always  prOTO  its  wortl^— 
A  lad  of  sixteen  causing  a  diToroe 
Ponied  his  tutors  Tcry  much  of  coozse. 

ni. 

I  oan't  say  that  it  pussies  me  at  aU, 
If  aU  things  be  oonsider'd:  first,  there  was 

His  lady  mother,  mathematical, 
A-— ^  never  mind ;  his  tutor,  an  old  ass ; 

A  pretty  woman,— (that's  quite  natnral. 
Or  else  the  thing  had  hardly  come  to  pass ;) 

A  husband  rather  old,  not  much  in  unity 

With  his  young  wife — a  time,  and  opportunity. 

rv. 

Veil    well,  the  world  must  ton  upon  its  axis. 
And  all  mankind  torn  out  with  it,  heads  or  tails. 

And  live  and  die,  make  love,  and  pay  our  taxes. 
And  as  the  Teering  wind  shifts,  shift  our  sails ; 

The  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  us. 
The  priest  instructs,  and  so  our  life  exhales. 

A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  feme, 

Fighting,  devotion,  dust— perhaps  a  name. 

V. 
I  said,  that  Juan  had  been  sent  to  Cadis— 

A  pretty  town,  I  recollect  it  well — 
'Tis  there  the  msrt  of  the  colonial  trade  is, 

(Or  was,  before  Peru  leam'd  to  rebel ;) 
And  such  sweet  girls— I  mean  such  graceful  ladies. 

Their  very  walk  would  make  your  bosom  swell ; 
I  can't  desoibe  it,  though  so  much  it  strike, 
Nor  Uken  it^-I  never  sarr  the  like : 

VI. 

An  Arab  horse,  a  stately  stag,  a  barb 
New  broke,  a  cameleopard,  a  gaselle, 

No— none  of  these  will  do ;— and  then  their  gaib ! 
Their  veil  and  petticoat— Alas  I  to  dweU 

Upon  such  things  would  very  near  absorb 
A  canto— then  their  feet  and  ancles !— ^well. 

Thank  Heaven  I've  got  no  meUphor,  quite  ready, 

(And  so,  my  sober  Muse— come  let's  be  steady^ 


vn. 

Chaste  Mosel^iidl,  if  you  must,  you  vnstVHlM 
veil 

Thrown  back  a  moment,  with  the  glancing  hand. 
While  the  o'erpowering  eye,  that  tarns  you  pale. 

Flashes  into  the  heart : — all  sunny  land 
Of  love  I  when  I  forgot  you,  may  I  fail       [plann'd 

To  say  my  prayers^-^ut  never  was  then 

A  dress  through  which  the  eyes  give  such  a  volley, 
Bxcepting  the  Venetian  FassiolL 

vin. 

But  to  our  tale:  the  Donna  Ines  sent 

Her  son  to  Cadis  only  to  embark ; 
To  stay  there  had  not  answer'd  her  intent, 

But  why  ?— we  leave  the  reader  in  the  dark— 
"Twas  for  a  voyage  that  the  young  man  was  meant. 

As  if  a  Spanish  ship  were  Noah's  ark. 
To  wean  him.firom  the  wickedness  of  earth, 
And  send  him  like  a  dove  of  promise  forth 

IX. 

Don  Juan  bade  his  valet  pack  his  things 
Aeoording  to  direction,  then  received 

A  lectare  and  some  money :  for  four  springs 
He  was  to  trav^  and,  though  Ines  grieved, 

(As  every  kind  of^oting  has  its  stings,) 
She  hoped  he  would  improve— perhaps  beUeved ; 

A  letter,  too,  she  gave  (he  never  read  it) 

Of  good  advice    and  two  or  three  of  oredit. 

X. 
In  the  mean  time,  to  pass  her  hoon  away, 

Brave  Ines  now  set  up  a  Sunday-sehocd 
For  naughty  children,  who  would  rather  play 

(like  truant  rogues)  the  devil  or  the  fool ; 
Infants  of  three  years  old  were  taoght  that  day, 

Dnnees  were  whipp'd  or  set  upon  a  stool : 
The  great  success  of  Juan's  eduoation 
Spvr'd  her  to  teaeh  another  ganeratkm. 

XL 
J«an  embark'd-Hhe  ship  got  under  vraigH, 

The  wind  was  fiur,  the  water  passing  rough; 
A  devil  of  a  sea  rolls  in  that  bay, 

As  I,  who've  oross'd  it  oft,  know  well  enough : 
And,  standing  upon  deck,  the  dashing  spray 

FUes  in  one's  feoe,  and  makes  it  weather>toagli. 
And  there  he  stood  to  take,  and  take  again. 
His  first— perhaps  his  last— luewell  of  Spain. 

XII. 
I  ean't  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  sight 

To  see  one's  native  land  receding  through 
The  growing  waters— it  unmans  one  quite : 

Especially  when  life  is  rather  new : 
I  reooUect  Great  Britain's  coast  looks  white, 

But  almost  every  other  country's  blue, 
When,  gasing  on  them,  mystified  by  distance. 
We  enter  on  our  nautical  existence. 

XIII. 
So  Juan  stood  bewilder'd  on  the  deck : 

The  vnnd  sung,  cordage  strain'd,  and  sallon  swon^ 
And  the  ship  oreak'd,  the  town  beeame  a  speek. 

From  which  away  so  fax  and  fitst  they  bora. 
The  best  of  remedies  is  a  beef-steak 

Against  sea-sickness ;  try  it,  sir,  before 
You  sneer,  and  I  assure  you  this  is  true. 
For  I  have  found  it  answer— «o  may  you. 
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xrr. 


Don  Xntn  stood,  and,  gudng  from  tlie  itflm^ 
Beheld  bis  native  Spain  receding  far : 

Ffrst  partings  form  a  lesson  hard  to  learn, 
Even  nations  feel  this  when  they  go  to  war; 

There  is  a  sort  of  unexpress'd  concern, 
A  kind  of  shock  that  sets  one's  heart  ajar: 

At  leaving  even  the  most  unpleasant  people 

And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple. 

XV. 

But  Joan  had  got  many  things  to  leare— 
His  mother,  and  a  mistress,  and  no  wife, 

80  that  he  had  much  better  cause  to  grieve 
Than  many  persons  more  advanced  in  life ; 

And,  if  we  now  and  then  a  sigh  must  heave 
At  quitting  even  those  we  quit  in  strife, 

No  doubt  we  weep  for  those  the  heart  endears— 

That  is,  till  deeper  griefs  congeal  our  tears. 

XVL 

60  Juan  wept,  as  wept  the  captive  Jews 
By  Babel*8  waters,  still  remembering  Sion: 

I'd  weep,  but  mine  is  not  a  weeping  muse. 
And  such  light  griefs  are  not  a  thing  to  die  on  ; 

Young  men  should  travel,  if  but  t^  amuse 
Thensalvea ;  and  the  next  time  their  servants  tie  on 

Behind  their  cajcriages  their  new  portmanteau, 

Pvhaps  it  may  be  lined  with  this  my  canto. 

xvn. 

And  Juan  wspt,  and  much  he  sigh'd,  and  thought. 
While  his  salt  teaw  dropt  into  the  salt  sea, 

«  Bweets-to  the  aweet ;"  (I  like  so  much  to  quote ; 
You  m«st  ezMse  this  extzaet,  'tis  where  8he» 

The  Qneen  of  Densaark,  for  Ophelia  brought 
Flowerato  the  gcaw,)  and  sobbing  often,  ha 

Beiiected  on  hia  preaont  fituation. 

And  seriously  molred  on  nfbzmation. 

xvm. 

**  Farewell,  my  BtMdn  I  a  lon^  farewell !"  Iia  sriad, 
*'  Perhaps  I  may  levirit  thee  no  meie, 

But  die,  as  many  an  exiled  heart  hath  iiiedy 
Of  ita  own  thirst  to  see  again  thy  shore: 

Fareweil,  where  0uadalquivir't  watsrs  glide  1 
Farewell,  my  mother !  and,  since  all  is  o'er, 

Farewell,  too,  dearest  Julia!*'— (here  he  drew 

Her  lettsr  out  agaip,  and  read  It  theengh.) 

XIX. 

<*  And  oh !  if  e'er  t  should  forget,  I  swear- 
But  that's  impossible,  and  cannot  be— 

Sooner  shall  this  blue  ocean  melt  to  air, 
Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea, 

Than  I  resign  thine  image,  oh !  my  ftdr ! 
Or  think  of  any  thing  excepting  thee ; 

A  mind  diseased  no  remedy  can  physio"—^ 

(Here  the  ship  gave  a  lurch,  and  he  grew  se»-aick.) 

XX. 

'<floeMr  shall  heaven  kiaa  earth— (here  he  feU 
Oh,.  Juttal  wha4  is  •very  other  wo !—    [sicker)— 

(For  Qod/s  mk%  let  me  have  a  glaas  of  liquor- 
Pedro  I  Baptists    help  me  down  below.) 

Julia,  my  krra !— (you  rascal,  Pedro,  quicker)— 
Oh,  Julia  .(—(this  eorsed  vessel  pitches  so)— 

Beloved  Julia !  hea*  ma  stm  beaeeefaing"— 

(Here  he  grew  inartieulate  with  retohing.) 


XXL 

He  felt  that  chflllng  heaviness  of  heart. 
Or  rather  stomach,  which,  alas  1  attends, 

Beyond  the  best  apothecary's  art. 
The  loss  of  love,  the  treacheiy  of  friends. 

Or  death  of  those  we  doat  on,  when  a  part 
Of  us  dies  with  them,  as  each  fond  hope  c 

No  doubt  he  would  have  been  much  more  pathalia^ 

But  the  sea  acted  as  a  strong  emetic 

xxn. 

Love's  a  capricious  power ;  Fve  known  ft  holft 
Out  through  a  fever  caused  by  its  own  heat 

But  be  much  puzzled  by  a  cough  and  ccdd. 
And  find  a  quincy  very  hard  to  treat : 

Against  all  noble  maladies  he's  bold. 
But  vulgar  illnesses  don^t  like  to  meet, 

Nor  that  a  sneeze  should  interrupt  his  sigh ; 

Nor  inflamations  redden  his  blind  eye 

xxm. 

But  worst  of  an  is  nausea,  or  a  pain 
About  the  lower  regions  of  the  boweb ; 

Love,  who  heroically  breaths  a  vein. 
Shrinks  ftom  the  application  of  hot  towels, 

And  purgatives  are  dangerous  to  his  reign, 
Sea-sickness  death :  his  love  was  perfect,  howdat 

Could  Juan's  passion,  while  the  billows  roar. 

Resist  his  stomach,  ne'er  at  sea  before } 

xxrr. 

The  ship,  called  the  most  holy  *' THnldada,*' 
Was  steering  duly  for  the  port  Leghorn ; 

For  there  the  Spanish  family  Moncada 
Were  settiedlong  ere  Juan's  sire  was  boni : 

They  were  relations,  and  for  them  he  had  a 
Letter  of  introduction,  which  the  mom 

Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  him  by 

His  Spanish  friends  for  those  in  Italy. 

xxy. 

Hia  suite  consisted  of  three  servants  and 

A  tutor,  the  licentiate  Pedrillo, 
Who  several  languages  did  understand. 

But  now  lay  sick  and  speechless  on  his  pflliMr, 
And,  rocking  in  his  hammock,  long'd  Ibr  land, 

His  headache  being  increased  by  every  biUow 
And  the  waves  oozing  through  the  port-hole  madt 
His  berth  a  littie  damp,  and  him  afMd. 

XXVI. 
'Twas  not  without  some  reason,  for  the  wind 

Increased  at  night,  until  it  blew  a  gale ; 
And  though  'twas  not  much  to  a  naval  mind. 

Some  landsmen  would  have  look'd  a  little  psie, 
For  sailors  are,  in  fact,  a  different  kind: 

At  sunset  they  began  to  take  in  sail, 
For  the  sky  showM  it  would  come  on  to  blow. 
And  cany  away,  perhaps,  a  mast  or  so. 

xxvn. 

At  one  o'docky  the  wind  with  sudden  shift 
Threw  the  ship  right  into  the  trough  of  the  M^ 

iWhich  struck  her  aft,  and  made  an  awkward  rift, 
Started  the  stem-post,  also  shattered  the 

Whole  of  her  stem  frame,  and,  ere  she  could  lift 
Herself  from  out  her  present  Jeopardy, 

The  rudder  tore  away :  'twas  tune  to  sound 

The  pumps,  and  there  were  four  foot  w«tar  found. 
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xxTm. 

XTpoB  the  pvapi,  «od  tbe  wwnaindur  set 
fy»  get  op  pert  of  the  eugo,  end  whet  Bot, 

But  thej  oonld  not  eome  at  the  leek  ee  yet ; 
At  leet  thej  did  get  at  it  reaily,  Imt 

Still  their  eelTation  wee  an  even  het : 
The  water  mA'd  throogh  in  a  way  quite  r^yfSng 
While  thej  thrait  ehetta,  ehizta,  jadieta,  halee  < 


XXXV. 

Pflriiapa  Meee  nieehief  had  beM  dene,  hot  iar 
Our  Juan,  who,  with  eenae  heyond  hie  yean, 

Got  to  the  tpirit-room,  and  atood  before 
It  with  a  pair  of  piatols ;  and  their  fnxa. 

As  if  Death  were  OMie  dreadful  by  his  door 
Of  iize  than  water,  spite  of  oaths  and  tears, 

Kept  still  aloof  the  otew,  who,  ere  they  sunk* 

Thought  it  would  be  beoeiniug  to  die  drunlu 


XXIX. 
Into  the  opening ;  but  aU  such  ingrtdients    [down. 

Would  hare  been  Tain,  and  they  must  hare  gone 
Despite  of  aU  their  efforts  and  expedienU, 

But  for  the  pumps :  I*m  glad  to  make  them  known 
To  all  the  brother^tars  who  may  ha^e  need  henee, 

For  fifty  tons  of  water  were  upthrown 
By  them  per  hour,  and  they  had  been  all  undone 
But  for  the  maker  Mr.  Mann,  of  London. 

XXX. 

As  day  adfinoed,  the  weather  seem'd  te  abate, 
And  then  the  leak  thq^  reckon*d  to  reduce, 

And  keep  the  ship  afloat,  though  three  feet  yet 
Kept  two  hard  and  one  chain  pump  stiU  In  nee. 

The  wind  blew  freeh  again :  as  it  grew  late     [looee, 
A  squall  came  on,  and,  while  some  guns  broke 

A  gust-^whieh  all  desoriptiTe  power 

Laid  with  one  blast  the  ship  on 

XXXI. 
There  she  hf  motienlees,  and  sesm'd  upeet: 

The  water  left  the  hold,  and  waah'd  the  decks. 
And  made  a  scene  men  do  not  soon  forget; 

For  they  remember  battles,  fires,  and  wrecks. 
Or  any  other  thing  that  brings  regret, 

0^  breaks  their  hopee,  or  hearts,  or  heads,  or  necks, 
Thus  dxownmgs  are  much  talk'd  of  by  the  diTcrs 
And  swimmers  who  may  eha&ce  te  be  surWvois. 

xxxn. 

immediately  the  masts  were  en  away. 
Both  main  and  mizen ;  first  the  mizen  went, 

The  mainmast  foUow'd :  but  the  ship  still  lay 
Like  a  mere  log,  and  baffled  our  intent. 

Foremast  and  bowsprit  were  cut  down,  and  they 
Based  her  at  last,  (although  we  ncTer  meant 

To  part  with  all  till  every  hope  was  blighted,) 

And  then  with  riolonce  the  old  ship  righted. 

XXXIIL 
It  may  be  eesily  supposed,  while  this 

Was  going  on,  some  people  were  unqulM; 
That  passengers  would  find  it  much  amiss 

To  lose  their  Utcs,  as  well  as  spoil  thefar  diet ; 
That  eren  the  able  seamen,  deeming  his 

Days  nearly  o'er,  might  be  disposed  to  riot. 
As  upon  such  occasions  tars  ^U  ask 
For  gwg,  and  sometimes  drink  rum  from  the  cask. 

XXXIV. 
There's  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spirit  calms 

As  rum  and  tnie  reBgioa ;  thus  it  was,    [peaims. 
Some  plunder*d,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung 

The  high  wind  made  the  treble,  and  as  baas 
The  hoarse  harsh  waTss  kept  time,  fright  oared  the 
qualms 

Of  all  t^e  luckless  landsmen's  seasick  mawe : 
Strange  sounds  of  wsiUng,  blasphemy,  demotion. 
Clamored  in  chorus  to  the  roering  oceen. 


XXXVI. 

OiTO  us  noee  grog,"  they  «ried«  "for  it  will  be 

All  one  an  hour  hence."    Juan  answer'd,  "  Ko ! 
Tis  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  me. 

But  let  ua  die  like  men,  not  sink  below 
Like  brutes ;"— and  thus  his  dangerous  post  kept  hs^ 

And  none  liked  to  anticipate  the  blow ; 
And  even  PedriUo,  his  most  reverend  tutor. 
Was  for  sooM  rum  a  disappointed  suitor. 


xxxvn. 

The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  aghast : 
And  made  a  loud  and  pious  lamentation ; 

Bepented  all  his  sins,  and  made  a  laat 
Ixrerocable  tow  of  reformation ; 

Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (this  peril  paet) 
To  quit  his  academic  occupation 

In  cloisters  of  the  classic  Sidamanca, 

To  follow  Juan's  wake  like  Saneho  Panca. 

xxxvin. 

But  now  there  came  a  flash  of  hope  once  mote; 
DeyfandM,  and  the  wind  luU'd:  thenaetawei 


The  leak  inevsased;  ehoals  round  her,  hut  so  sheas, 
The  vcseel  swam,  yet  etill  she  held  her  own. 

Ihej  tried  the  pnmpe  agsin,  and  theuc^  befoee 
Their  deepente  eflbrts  seem'd  all  useless  grown, 

A  glimpse  of  eaashine  set  some  hands  to  bale— 

The  stxongsr  pua^'d,  the  weaker  thraam'd  a  eatt. 

XXXTX. 

Under  the  vessel's  keel  the  sail  was  pass'd. 
And  for  the  moment  it  had  some  effect ; 

But  with  a  leak,  and  not  a  stick  of  mast 
Nor  rag  of  canvas,  what  could  they  expect  f 

But  StiU  'tis  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 
'Tis  never  too  late  to  be  wholly  wreck'd : 

And  though  'tie  true  that  man  can  only  die  onoe» 

Tis  not  so  pleajant  in  the  Oulf  of  Lyons. 

XL. 
There  winds  and  waves  had  hurl'd  them,  and  from 
thence 

Without  their  wQl,  they  carried  them  away ; 
For  they  were  forced  with  steering  to  dispense. 

And  never  had  as  yet  a  quiet  day 
On  which  they  might  repose,  or  even  eommenee 

A  jury-mast  or  rudder,  or  could  say 
The  ship  wouM  swim  an  hour,  which,  by  good  luckf 
Still  swam— ^ough  not  exaetly  like  a  dnek. 

XLL 
The  wfaid,  in  faet,  perhaps  was  sather  lees, 

But  the  ship  Idbor'd  so,  they  scarce  could  hoft 
Toweaftherotttmnohkmges;  thedietiesa 

Was  also  great  with  which  they  had  to  oepe 
For  want  of  water,  and  their  aolid  mess 

Was  scant  enough ;  in  vain  the  telesoope 
Waa  uaed— nor  sail  nor  aboie  sfpear'd  in  eight, 
Nought  but  the  heavy  eea»  and  ooming  night. 
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XLH. 
Again  the  weather  threaten'd— again  blew 

A  gale,  and  in  the  fore  and  aiter  hold 
Water  appear'd ;  yet,  though  the  people  knew 

All  this,  the  most  were  patient,  and  some  bold, 
Until  the  chaiuiB  and  leathers  were  worn  through 

Of  all  our  pumps: — a  wreck  complete  she  roU'd, 
At  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  are 
like  human  bdngt  during  ciidl  war. 

XLHI. 
Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  tears 

In  his  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain  he 
Could  do  no  more ;  he  was  a  man  in  years, 

And  long  had  voyaged  through  many  a  stormy  sea, 
And  if  he  wept  at  length,  they  were  not  fears 

That  made  his  eyelids  as  a  woman*s  be, 
But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children, 
Two  things  for  dying  people  quite  bewildering. 

XLIV. 
The  ship  was  evidently  settling  now 

Fast  by  the  head ;  and,  all  distinction  gone, 
Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 

Of  candles  to  their  saints— but  there  were  none 
To  pay  them  with ;  and  some  look'd  o'er  the  bow. 

Some  hoisted  out  the  boats :  and  there  was  on* 
That  begg'd  Pedrillo  for  absolution, 
Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd— in  hii  oonAision. 

XLV. 

Some  lash'd  them  in  their  hammocks,  some  pat  on 
Their  best  clothes  as  if  going  to  a  fidr; 

Some  eursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  ran, 
And  gnash'd  their  teeth,  and,  howling,  tore  their 

And  others  went  on,  as  they  had  begun,         [hair ; 
Getting  the  boats  out,  being  well  awaw 

That  a  tight  boat  will  live  in  a  rough  sea, 

Unless  with  breakers  dose  beneath  her  leew 

XLVI. 

The  worst  of  all  was,  that  in  their  oondition. 
Having  been  several  days  in  great  distress, 

'Twas  difficult  to  get  out  such  provision 
As  now  might  render  their  long  sufTering  less : 

Men,  even  when  dying,  dislike  inanition ; 
Their  stock  was  damaged  by  the  weather's  stress : 

Two  casks  of  biscuit  and  a  keg  of  butter 

Were  aB  that  eould  be  thrown  into  the  cutter. 

XLVn. 

But  in  the  long-boat  they  contrived  to  stow 
^ome  pounds  of  bread,  though  ii^ured  by  the  wet ; 

Water,  &  twenty-gallon  cask  or  so ; 
Six  flasks  of  wine ;  and  they  contrived  to  get 

A  portion  of  their  beef  up  from  below. 
And  with  a  piece  of  pork,  moreover,  met, 

But  scaroe  enough  to  serve  them  for  a  luncheon ; 

Then  there  was  nm^  eight  gallons  in  a  puncheon. 

XLVm. 
The  other  boats,  the  yawl  and  pinnaee,  had 

Been  stove  in  the  beginning  of  the  gale ; 
And  the  long-boat's  oondition  was  but  bad, 

As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a  sail, 
And  one  oar  for  a  mast,  which  a  young  lad 

Threw  in  by  good  luck  over  the  ship's  rail ; 
And  two  boats  eould  not  hold,  hi  less  be  stated, 
Tr  stve  one  half  the  people  then  <m  board. 


XIIX. 
'Twas  twilight,  fbt  the  sunless  day  went  dosni 

Over  the  waste  of  waters ;  like  a  veil, 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  the  ttowm 

Of  one  whose  hate  is  masked  but  to  assail ; 
Thus  to  their  hopeless  eyes  the  night  was  shown. 

And  grimly  darkled  o'er  thnr  faces  pale 
And  the  dim  desolate  deep— twolve  days  had  Peer 
Been  their  fiuniliar,  and  now  Death  was  here. 


Some  trial  had  been  making  at  a  raft, 
With  little  hope  in  such  a  rolling  sea, 

A  sort  of  thing  at  which  one  would  have  langh  ^ 
If  any  laughter  at  such  times  could  be, 

Unless  with  people  who  too  much  have  quaff 'd« 
And  hi^e  a  kind  of  wild  and  honid  glee 

Half  epileptlcal,  and  half  hysterical: 

Their  preservation  would  have  been  a  zv  tele 

LI. 
At  half-past  eight  o'dock,  booms,  hen-ooops,  ipei% 

And  all  things,  for  a  chance,  had  been  oast  loose, 
l*hat  still  couUL  keep  afloat  the  struggling  tars, 

For  yet  they  strove,  although  of  no  great  use : 
There  was  no  light  in  heaven  but  a  few  stars ; 

The  boats  put  off  o'ercrowded  with  their  orews; 
She  gave  a  heel,  and  then  a  lurch  to  port. 
And,  going  down  head-fbremost— sunk,  in  short. 

UI. 
Then  rose  lh>m  sea  to  sky  the  wild  farewell, 

Then  shriek'd  th^timid,  and  stood  still  the  taiave{ 
Then  some  leap'd  overboard  with  dzeadftil  yell, 

As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 
And  the  sea  yawn'd  around  her  li^e  a  hell, 

And  down  she  suck'd  with  her  the  whirling  wavi 
like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy, 
And  strives  to  strangle  him  befive  he  die. 

un. 

And  flrst  one  universal  shriek  there  rush*d. 
Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 

Of  echoing  thunder ;  and  then  all  was  hnsh'd. 
Save  the  wild  wind  and  the  remorseless  dash 

Of  billows ;  but  at  intervals  there  gush'd. 
Accompanied  with  a  convulsive  splash, 

A  solitary  shriek— the  bubbling  cry 

Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  ^ony. 

LIV. 
Ths  boals,  as  stated,  had  got  off  before» 

And  in  them  crowded  several  of  the  crew ; 
And  yet  their  present  hope  was  hardly  more 

Than  what  it  had  been,  for  so  strong  it  blew. 
There  was  slight  chance  of  reaching  any  shore, 

And  then  ^ey  were  too  many,  though  so  ftw— 
Nine  in  the  cutter,  thirty  in  the  boat, 
Were  counted  in  them  when  they  got  afloat! 

LV. 

All  the  rest  perish'd;  near  two  hundred  cools 

Had  left  their  bodies;  and,  what* s  wmie,  alasl 
When  over  Catholies  the  ocean  rolls, 

They  nrast  wait  several  weeks,  before  a  mass 
Takes  off  one  peck  of  purgatorial  eoals, 

Because,  tiU  people  know  what's  come  to  pssi, 
They  won't  lay  out  their  money  on  the  dead- 
It  costs  thrse  flranos  linr  every  mass  tiiaf  s  said. 
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LTL 

Ima  got  lato  tito  lon^-boAt,  «Bid  thott 
OoDtrhred  to  Itolp  FedziUo  to  a  pUee; 

It  Mem'd  M  if  fhey  had  exchanged  thdr  care, 
For  Jttaa  wore  the  magisterial  ihee 

Whieh  eovrage  giTee»  while  poor  PedrOlo's  pair 
Of  eyea  were  crying  for  their  owner's  caae ; 

Battiata  (tikough  a  name  call'd  ahortty  Tita) 

Waa  loot  \tj  gating  at  aome  aqna-vita. 

Lvn. 

Pedro,  hia  yalet,  too,  he  tried  to  same ; 

Bat  the  tame  cause,  eondueire  to  his  lots, 
hilt  him  so  dnmk,  he  jnmp'd  into  the  wate, 

Aa  o'er  the  cutter's  edge  he  tried  to  cross, 
And  to  he  fonnd  a  wine-and-watery  graye : 

They  oonld  not  rescue  him,  although  so  close. 
Because  the  sea  ran  higher  erery  minute, 
And  lor  the  boat-^lhe  crew  kept  crowding  in  it 

Lvra. 

A  small  old  tpanieU-iriiich  had  heett  Boa  Jooe't, 
His  ikther's,  whom  he  lored,  aa  ye  may  think. 

For  OB  aueh  thinga  the  memory  reposes 
With  tendemeaa-«lood  howling  on  the  brink, 

Knowing,  (doga  hare  tuoh  intelleotual  noaea !) 
No  doidrt  the  yeaael  was  about  to  sink ; 

And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and,  ere  he  stepp'd 

01^  threw  him  in,  then  after  him  heleap'd. 

UX. 
He  alto  ttuird  hia  money  where  he  eeuld 

About  hia  peison,  and  Fedrillo'a  too. 
Who  let  him  do,  in  ftict,  vriiate'er  he  would. 

Not  knowing  what  himself  to  eay  or  do, 
Aa  erery  rising  wanre  his  dread  reaew'd ; 

But  Juan,  trusting  they  might  still  get  through, 
And  deeming  there  were  remedies  far  any  HI, 
Thus  xeembarit'd  hia  tntoar  and  his  tpaideL 

LX. 
Twaa  a  rough  night,  and  blew  to  ttJffly  yet, 

That  the  sail  waa  becahn'd  between  the  seat, 
Though  on  the  wave's  high  top  too  much  to  set, 

Th^  dared  not  take  it  in  for  all  the  brsese ; 
Bach  sea  curl'd  o'er  tike  stem,  and  kept  them  wet. 

And  made  them  bale  without  a  moment's  ease, 
So  that  themselTet  as  well  as  hopes  were  damp'd, 
And  the  poor  Uttle  cutter  quickly  twamp'd. 

LXI. 
Nine  soula  mora  went  in  her;  the  long'4N)at  atill 

Kept  abore  water,  with  an  oar  for  meat. 
Two  blsnkets  stiteh'd  together,  answering  ill 

Instead  of  aail,  were  to  the  oar  made  ftat ; 
Though  ereiy  ware  roU'd  menacing  to  fill. 

And  preoent  peril  all  befoxe  surpass'd, 
Xhey  grioT'd  for  those  who  peiish'd  with  the 
And  also  for  the  Uaeuit-caaks  and  butfetr. 

Lxn. 

The  mn  roaa  red  and  tety,  a  tore  sign 
Of  the  eontinwoiee  of  the  gale :  to  run 

Before  the  tea,  ustil  it  aheuld  grow  fine, 
Waa  all  that  for  the  pretent  eouM  be  done 

A  few  teaspoonfolt  of  their  nm  and  wine 
Was  terr'd  out  to  the  people,  who  begun 

To  faint,  and  damaged  bread  wet  through  the  bagt, 
Mt  of  Ibem  had  Uttle  dothea  but 


i^ni. 

They  counted  thirty,  crowded  in  a  •pace 
Which  left  scarce  room  for  motion  or  exertion : 

They  did  their  best  to  modify  their  case,  [sion, 

One  half  sate  up,  though  numb'd  with  the  immer* 

While  t'otiier  half  were  laid  down  in  their  place. 
At  watch  and  watch ;  tikus,  shiTering  like  the  ter- 

Ague  in  its  cold  fit,  they  fiU'd  their  boat,  [tian 

With  nothing  but  the  sky  for  a  great-coat. 

LXIV. 
"Us  Tery  certain  the  desire  of  life 

Prolongs  it;  this  is  obyious  to  physimans, 
When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friend  nor  wife, 

SorriTe  through  Tcry  desperate  conditions, 
Beeause  tiiey  stiU  can  hope,  nor  shinee  the  knife 

Nor  shears  of  Atropos  before  their  Tisions. 
Despair  of  all  recoTcry  spoils  longevity, 
And  makes  men's  miaeriea  of  alarming  brerity. 

LXV. 
*TSt  said  that  penont  living  on  annuities 

Are  longer  Ured  than  others, — Ood  knows  why, 
Unless  to  plague  the  grantors,— yet  so  true  it  is 

That  some,  I  really  think,  do  never  die : 
Of  any  creditors  the  worst  a  Jew  it  is, 

And  <Aaf  s  their  mode  of  famishing  supply : 
In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way, 
Whidk  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay. 

LXTI. 
'TIS  thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat, 

They  live  upon  tike  love  of  Ufe,  and  bear 
More  than  can  be  believed,  or  even  thought,    [test ; 

And  stand,  Uke  rockt,  the  tempett't  wear  and 
And  hardships  still  has  been  the  sailor'a  lot. 

Since  Noah's  ark  went  cruising  here  and  titere 
She  had  a  curioua  crew  as  well  as  cargo, 
like  the  fiitt  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo. 

Lxvn. 

^t  man  is  a  carnivorous  production, 
And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day; 

He  cannot  live,  like  woodcocks,  upon  suction, 
But,  Uke  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  have  prey  * 

Although  his  anatomical  eonstraotion 
Beam  vegetables  in  a  grumbling  way. 

Tour  laboring  people  think,  beyond  all  quettion, 

Beef,  veal,  and  mutton,  better  for  digettion. 

Lxvra. 

And  thut  it  was  with  this  our  haplesa  ersw; 

For  on  the  third  day  there  came  on  a  calm, 
And  though  at  first  their  strength  it  might  renew, 

And,  lying  on  their  wearineti  like  bahn, 
LuU'd  them  Uke  turtles  sleeping  on  the  blue 

Of  ocean,  when  they  woke  they  folt  a  quafan 
And  Ml  all  ravenously  on  their  provision, 
Instead  of  hoarding  it  with  due  presiaioik. 

LXIX. 
The  consequence  was  easily  foveseen— 

They  ate  up  all  they  had,  and  drank  their  wine' 
In  spite  of  aU  remouBtranoes,  and  then 

On  what,  in  foot,  next  day  were  they  to  dine  ? 
They  hoped  the  wind  would  rise,  these  fooUsh  nm 

And  carry  them  to  shore ;  these  hopes  were  fine, 
But,  as  they  had  but  one  oar,  and  that  brittle. 
1*  would  have  been  more  wise  to  save  their  viotanl 
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Tke  ftmrtii  day  came,  but  not  a  barwili  of  air. 
And  ocean  slnmber*d  like  an  unweaa'd  dbdld : 

The  fifth  day,  and  their  boat  lay  floating  there. 
The  sea  and  sky  were  blae,  and  clear,  and  mild-* 

With  their  one  oar  (I  wish  they  had  had  a  pair) 
What  could  they  do  ?  and  hunger's  rage  grew  wild* 

So  Juan*8  spaniel,  spite  of  his  entreating. 

Was  kill'd  and  portion'd  out  for  present  eating. 

LXXI. 

On  the  sixth  day  tiiey  fed  upon  his  hide» 
And  Juan,  who  had  still  refused,  because 

The  creature  was  his  father's  dog  that  died. 
Now  feeling  all  the  vulture  in  his  jaws. 

With  some  remorse  received,  (though  first  denied,) 
As  a  great  favor,  one  of  the  fore-paws. 

Which  he  divided  with  Pedrillo,  who 

Devour'd  it,  longing  for  the  other  too. 

LXXU. 
The  seventh  day,  and  no  wind—ihe  Vundng  ana 

Blister'd  and  scorch'd ;  and  stagnant  on  the  aea, 
They  lay  like  carcasses ;  and  hope  was  none^ 
Save  in  the  breese  that  came  not ;  savagely 
They  glared  upon  each  other— all  was  done, 

Water,  and  wine,  and  fbod,— and  you  might  see 
The  longings  of  the  oannibal  arise 
Although  they  qwke  not)  in  their  wolfish  tfm, 

Lxxin. 

At  length  one  whioper'd  his  companion,  who 
Whispor'd  another,  and  thus  It  went  rovnd, 

And  then  into  a  hoarser  murmur  grew. 
An  ominous,  and  wild,  and  desperate  sound ; 

And  idien  his  conuade's  thoughts  each  suffecev  kB«w 
'Twos  but  his  own,  suppMss'd  till  now,  he  foimd ; 

And  out  they  spoke  of  lots  for  fiesh  and  blood, 

And  who  should  die  to  be  his  lettows'  food. 

LXXIT. 
But  ere  they  caae  to  this,  they  that  day  shand 

SoAe  leatiMm  cape,  and  what  remained  of  oh^es  ; 
And  then  they  look'd  around  them,  and  despaired, 

And  none  to  be  the  sacrifice  would  choose ; 
At  length  the  lots  were  torn  np  and  prepared, 

But  of  matevials  that  must  shook  the  »os^ 
Having  no  paper,  for  the  wont  of  better. 
They  took  by  Imoe  from  Jvm  Julia's  lattar. 

LXXV. 

The  lots  wwe  aade,  and  maA'd,  and  nfac'd,  and 
In  silent  hoitor,  and  their  distribution     [haaded 

liuU'd  even  the  savage  hunger  wUeh  demanded* 
Like  the  Promethean  vultore,  tiiis  pollution ; 

None  in  partieidar  had  sought  or  pUan'd  it, 
'Twas  nature  gnaw'd  them  to  this  resolntion. 

By  which  none  were  permitted  to  be  neuter-* 

And  the  let  feU  on  Juan's  lueklsss  tvtor. 

LXXTL 
He  but  requests  to  be  bled  to  dsath ; 

The  surgeon  had  his  mstruments,  and  bled 
PedriUo,  and  so  gently  ebb^d  his  brsath. 

Ton  hardly  could  percdvo  when  ho  was  dead. 
Ho  died,  as  bom,  a  Catholic  in  fiMih, 

Like  moot  in  the  betief  in  wUch  they're  brsd» 
At  first  a  little  eiveifix  he  kiss'd. 
And  then  held  out  his  j«guUr  andwiisl. 


The  Buigeont  as  these  was  no  «0Mr  fMy 
Had  his  first  ohoioe  of  monels  for  his  pasM; 

But  being  thirstiest  at  the  moment,  he 
Prefeir'd  a  dnmght  from  the  fast-fiowing  veiasi 

Psrt  was  divided,  part  thrown  in  the  see. 
And  such  things  as  tjlbie  entrails  and  the  brains 

Regaled  two  sharks,  who  foUow'do'er  the  billow^ 

The  sailors  ate  the  rest  of  poor  Pedrillo. 

LXXYin. 
The  sailors  ate  him,  all  save  three  or  four. 

Who  were  not  quite  so  fond  of  animal  fbod; 
To  these  was  added  Juan,  who,  before 

RefVising  his  own  spaniel,  hudly  oould 
Feel  now  his  appetite  increased  much  more; 

'Twas  not  to  be  expected  that  he  should. 
Even  in  extremity  of  their  disaster. 
Dine  with  them  on  his  pastor  and  his  master. 

LXXIX. 

Twasbotterthathedidnot;  for,  in  foot. 
The  oonseqnence  was  awfhl  in  the  extreme ; 

For  they,  who  were  most  ravenous  in  the  act. 
Went  raging  mad— Lord  I  how  they  did  Ida^heme. 

And  fbam  and  roU,  with  strange  oonvulsioBs  laek'dj 
Drinking  sslt  water  like  a  mountaln-etream, 

Tearing  and  grinning,  howling,  screechsng,  swea^ 

And,  with  hymna  laughter,  died  despairing.      [Isg» 

LXXX. 
Their  nundsets  were  m«ch  <hinn*d  by  Mt 

And  all  the  reet  were  thin  enough,  heaven 
And  some  of  them  had  lost  their  reoeUection, 

Happier  than  they  who  still  psrostvedlihsir  « 
But  others  pondw'd  en  a  new  dissection. 

As  if  not  wam'd  suificieatly  by  those 
Who  had  already  perish'd,  suffering  madlj. 
For  having  naod  their  appttitss  so  satfy. 

LXXXI. 
And  next  they  tiumght  upon  the  master's 

As  fottest ;  but  he  saved  himsetf  ,  because, 
Besides  being  much  avene  from  such  a  fotte^ 

There  were  some  other  reasons :  the  first  i 
He  had  been  rather  indisposed  of  lats, 

And  that  whioh  duefly  proved  his  saving 
Was  a  smsU  prssent  made  to  him  at  Osdia, 
By  general  subscription  of  tte  ladies. 

LXXXIL 
Of  poor  PedrOlo  something  stSl  rsmain'd* 

But  it  was  used  spsiingly,— some  were  aiksid« 
And  others  still  their  appetites  oonstrain'd* 

Or  bat  at  times  a  littie  supper  made; 
All  except  Juan,  who  throughout  abet^'d* 

Chewing  a  piece  of  bamboo,  and  some  lead: 
At  length  they  ean^t  two  boobies  and  a  sod^« 
And  then  thoy  left  off  eating  the  dead  body. 

Lxxxni. 

And  if  PedriUo's  fols  should  shookhw  bsb 

^temen^ber  UgpoUno  eondssotnds 
To  eat  the  ksad  of  his  aMh-ensmj 

The  momffit  after  hs  politely  ends 
His  tale;  if  foes  be  food  in  hsU,  at  sea 

*Tvt  sssely  foir  to  dano  uptm  our  friends» 
When  shipwreek's  short  allowaaos  grows  too  seaalf 
Without  being  WMh  afiDB  kosrihle  than  Dottta. 
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LXXXIT. 
Aad  tte  sttM  ali^t  ttim  f«tt  a  tlimiw  of 

ForwMeh  their  moatha  gmpad,  Uk«  tli«  etmekt  cf 
•ttth 
WlMn  dried  to  ranBMr  dost ;  tin  taught  by  pdn, 

Men  n$Xtf  know  not  what  good  watec'o  wofth; 
If  fon  had  bean  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 

Or  witii  a  Cuniah'd  boat* i-erew  had  your  birth, 
0»  hi  tte  daoert  heaid  tiie  camel's  bell, 
Ton*d  wiah  yowadf  wheva  Tnith  la— in  a  weU. 

LXXXT. 

It  pow'd  down  teircnti,  bnt  they  were  no  rieher, 
Until  they  Ibnnd  a  rugged  piece  of  aheet, 

WUeh  aemd  them  as  a  sort  of  spongy  piteher, 
iknd  when  they  deem'd  ita  moiotnre  was  complete, 

They  wrong  it  ovt,  and,  though  a  thirsty  ditcher 
Might  not  have  tiiooght  the  scanty  dranght  so 

▲s  a  fhll  pot  of  porter,  to  their  thinking       (sweet 

They  ne'er,  till  now,  had  known  tiie  joys  of  drinking. 

LXXXVI. 
And  theb  baked  Ups,  with  many  a  bloody  crack, 

Svek'din  the  moisture,  which  like  nectar  stream'd; 
Ihdr  throata  were  oTens,  their  swoln  tongues  were 
black 
As  the  rich  man's  in  hell,  who  vainly  scream'd 
To  beg  the  beggar,  who  could  not,  rain  back 

A  drop  of  dew,  when  every  drop  had  seem'd 
To  taste  of  heaven— 4f  this  be  true,  indeed, 
» Christians  have  a  comlortoble  creed. 


xoc. 


Now  ovarhead  a  ninbefw,  bursting  thnia|^      [abu^ 
The  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spanning  tiie  da^k 

Beating  ita  bright  base  on  the  quivering  blue : 
And  all  within  ita  arch  appear'd  to  be 

GOearer  than  that  without,  and  its  wide  hue 
Waz'd  broad  and  waving,  like  a  banner  frue, 

Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that's  bent,  and  then 

Foraook  the  dim  eyea  of  theee  shipwieck'd  man. 

xcn. 

It  dianged,  of  cooiaa;  a heavanly  nhaBsalwin, 

The  airy  child  of  vapor  and  the  sun, 
Brovght  forth  in  purple,  cradled  in  vermilion. 

Baptised  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun. 
Glittering  like  creecents  o'er  a  Turk's  paviHon, 

And  blending  every  oolor  into  one, 
Juat  like  a  black  eye  in  a  reoent  scuffle, 
(For  sometimes  we  must  box  without  the  muffle.) 


LXXXVII. 
There  were  two  fathers  in  this  ghastly  erew, 

And  with  them  their  two  sons,  of  whom  the  one 
Was  more  robust  and  hardy  to  the  view, 

But  he  died  eariy ;  and  when  he  was  gone, 
Hia  neareat  messmate  told  his  sire,  who  threw 

One  glance  on  him,  and  said,  "Heaven's  will  be 
I  can  do  nothing ! "  and  he  saw  him  thrown  [done ; 
Into  the  deep,  without  a  tear  or  groan. 

LXXXYIII. 
The  other  lather  had  a  weaklier  child. 

Of  a  aoft  cheek,  and  aspect  delicate ; 
But  the  boy  bore  up  long,  and  with  a  mild 

And  patient  spirit,  hM  aloof  his  fate ; 
little  he  aaid,  tad,  now  and  then  he  smiled. 

As  if  to  win  a  part  from  off  the  weight 
He  saw  incrsaring  on  his  fkther's  heart, 
With  the  deep  deadly  thought,  that  they  must  part. 

LXXXIX. 
And  o'er  him  bent  his  sire,  and  never  raised 

His  eyes  from  off  his  face,  but  wiped  the  foam 
From  his  pale  lii>8,  and  ever  on  him  gaxed ;    [come. 

And  when  the  wish'd-for  shower  at  length  was 
And  the  boy's  eyes,  which  the  dull  film  half  glazed, 

Brighten'd,  and  for  a  moment  seem'd  to  roam. 
Ho  aqneesed  from  out  a  rag  some  drops  of  rain 
ante  hia  dying  child's  mouth— but  in  vain. 

XC. 

The  boy  erpired«-4he  fhther  held  the  clay, 
And  look'd  upon  It  long,  and  when  at  last 

Heath  left  no  doubt,  and  the  dead  burden  lay 
Stiff  on  his  heart,  and  pulse  and  hope  were  past, 

He  watched  it  wlstftilly,  until  away 
'Twas  borne  by  the  rude  wave  wherein  'twaa  cast ; 

Then  he  himself  sunk  down,  all  dumb  and  shivering. 

And  gave  no  signs  of  Ufe,  save  his  limbs  quivering. 


xcm. 

Our  shipwreck'd  seaman  thought  it  a  good  nMMm 
It  is  as  well  to  think  so,  now  and  then ; 

'Twas  an  old  cuatom  of  the  Greek  and  Boman, 
And  may  become  of  great  advantage  when 

Folks  are  discouraged ;  and  moat  surely  no  men 
Had  greater  need  to  nerve  themaelvee  agajA 

Than  theae,  and  so  this  rainbow  look'd  like  hopt 

Quite  a  celeatial  kaleidoaoope. 

XCIV. 
About  this  time,  a  beautiful  white  Mid, 

Web>looted,  not  unlike  a  dove  in  siae 
And  plumage,  (probably  it  might  have  eir'd 

Upon  its  course,)  paas'd  oft  before  their  eyai» 
And  tried  to  perch,  although  it  saw  and  hesod 

The  men  within  the  boat,  and  in  this  guise 
It  came  and  went,  and  fiutter'd  round  them  tfll 
Night  fell  :-»this  seem'd  a  better  omen  atill. 

xov. 

But  in  thia  case  I  also  must  remariL, 
'Twaa  well  thia  bird  of  promise  did  not  pweh 

Becauae  the  tackle  of  our  aliatter'd  bark 
Was  not  so  safe  for  rooetiug  aa  a  chureh; 

And  had  it  been  the  dove  from  Noah'a  aik. 
Returning  there  from  her  sueceosfhl  aeareh^ 

Which  in  their  way  that  moment  dianced  to  Ihl, 

They  would  have  eat  her,  <Ave-branoh  and  alL 

XCVI. 
With  twilight  it  again  came  on  to  blow, 

But  not  with  riolenoe ;  tiie  atar^shone  out, 
The  boat  made  way ;  yet  now  they  were  so  low. 

They  knew  not  where  nor  what  they  were  about ; 
Some  fancied  they  aaw  land,  and  aome  said  **  No  I  ** 

The  frequent  fog-banks  gave  them  cause  to  doub^-« 
Some  swore  that  they  heard  breakers,  others  guna, 
And  all  mistook  about  the  latter  onee. 

xcm. 

As  moniug  broke,  tin  light  wind  died  away. 
When  he  wKo  had  the  watch  SUng  out,  and  swum 

If  'tfTSB  not  land  that  roae  with  the  aun'a  ray 
He  wiih'd  that  land  he  never  might  aee  more : 

And  the  rest  rubb'd  their  eyes,  and  aaw  a  bay. 
Or  thought  they  aaw,  and  ahiq>ed  their  course  fo 

For  shore  it  waa,  and  gradually  grew  [Aon 

Distinct  and  high,  and  pi^pable  to  vieiw. 


^0 
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xcnu. 

And  then  of  these  some  part  bunt  into  tean, 
And  others,  looking  with  a  stupid  stare, 

Conld  not  yet  separate  their  hopes  firom  fesrs» 
And  seem'd  as  if  they  had  no  further  care ; 

While  a  few  pray*d — (the  first  time  for  some  years)^ 
And  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  three  were 

Asleep ;  they  shook  them  by  the  hand  and  head, 

And  tried  to  awaken  them,  bat  found  them  dead. 

XCIX. 

fhe  day  before,  Cut  sleeping  on  the  water, 
They  found  a  turtle  of  the  hawks-bill  kind. 

And  by  good  fortune,  gliding  softly,  caught  her, 
Which  yielded  a  day's  life,  and  to  their  mind 

ProTod  even  still  a  more  nutritious  matter, 
Because  it  left  encouragement  behind : 

They  thought  that  in  such  perils,  more  than  ohanoe 

Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliTeranoe. 


The  land  appear'd,  a  high  and  roeky  coast, 
And  higher  grew  the  mountains  as  they  drew, 
*8et  by  a  current,  toward  it :  they  were  lost 
In  Tarious  coi^'ectures,  for  none  knew 

To  what  part  of  the  earth  they  had  been  toss'd, 
Bo  changeable  had  been  the  winds  that  blew ; 

Some  thought  it  was  Mount  iBtna,  some  the  high- 

Of  Candia,  Cyprus,  Rhodes,  or  other  islands,   [lands 

CI. 
Meantime  the  current,  with  a  rising  gale. 

Still  set  them  onwards  to  the  welcome  shore, 
like  Charon's  bark  of  spectres,  dull  and  pale: 

Their  liting  freight  was  now  reduced  to  four; 
And  three  dead,  ix^om  their  strength  could  not  avail 

To  heaTO  into  the  deep  with  those  before, 
Though  the  two  sharks  still  followed  them,  and  dash'd 
The  spray  into  their  faces  as  they  splash'd. 

CII. 

Fsmine,  despair,  eold,  thirst,  and  heat  had  done 
Their  work  on  them  by  turns,  and  thinn'd  them  to 

BUiOh  things,  a  mother  had  not  known  her  son 
Amidst  the  skeletons  of  that  gaunt  crew; 

By  night  chill'd,  by  day  seorch'd,  thus  one  by  one 
They  perish'd,  until  wither'd  to  these  few, 

But  ehidiy  by  a  species  of  self-slaughter, 

In  washing  down  Fedrillo  with  salt  water. 

cin. 

Aj  they  drew  nigh  the  land,  which  now  was  seen. 
Unequal  in  its  Aspect  here  and  there, 

They  felt  the  fresnness  of  its  growing  green, 
That  wared  in  forest  tops,  and  smoothed  tiie  air, 

And  fell  upon  their  glased  eyes  as  a  screen 
I^m  glistening  waves,  and  skies  so  hot  and  bai»— 

Lovely  seem'd  any  object  that  should  sweep 

Away  the  vast,  sidt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 

CIV. 
The  shore  look'd  wild,  without  the  traoe  of  nan* 

And  girt  by  formidable  waves ;  but  they 
Were  mad  for  land,  and  thus  their  course  they  ran. 

Though  right  ahead  the  roaring  breakers  lay : 
A  teef  between  them  also  now  began 

To  show  its  boiling  surf  and  bounding  spray ; 
9tAt  finding  no  place  for  thdr  landing  better, 
Tbsf  nn  the  boat  for  shore,  and  overset  her. 


CV. 


But  in  his  native  stream,  the  Guadalquivir, 
Juan  to  lave  his  youthful  limbs  was  wont ; 

And,  having  leam'd  to  swim  in  that  sweet  riw. 
Had  often  tum'd  the  art  to  some  account. 

A  better  swimmer  you  could  scarce  see  ever, 
He  could,  perhaps,  have  pass'd  the  Hellesponftp 

As  once,  (a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  prided,) 

Leander,  Mr.  Ekenhead,  and  I  did. 

CVI. 
So,  here,  though  faint,  emaciated,  and  stark, 

He  buoy'd  his  boyish  limbs,  and  strove  to  ply 
With  the  quick  wave,  and  gain,  ere  it  was  dark 

The  beach  which  lay  before  him,  high  and  dry: 
The  greatest  danger  here  was  from  a  shark. 

That  carried  off  his  neighbor  by  the  thigh ; 
As  for  the  other  two,  they  could  not  swim, 
So  nobody  arrived  on  shore  but  him. 

CVII. 
Nor  yet  had  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar. 

Which,  providentially  for  him,  was  waA'd 
Just  as  his  feeble  arms  could  strike  no  more. 

And  the  hard  wave  o'erwhelm'd  him  as  'twas  dasVtf 
Within  his  grasp ;  he  clung  to  it,  and  sore 

The  waters  beat  while  he  thereto  was  lash'd; 
At  last,  with  swimming,  wading,  scrambling,  he 
RoU'd  on  the  beach,  half  senseless,  from  the  sea: 

cvm. 

There,  breathless,  with  his  digging  nails  he  dung 
Fast  to  the  sand,  lest  the  returning  wave, 

From  whose  reluctant  roar  his  life  he  wrung 
Should  suck  him  back  to  her  insatiate  grave : 

And  there  he  Uy,  frill-length,  where  he  was  flung. 
Before  the  entrance  of  a  cliff-worn  cave. 

With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  its  pain. 

And  deem  that  it  was  saved,  i>erhaps  in  vain. 

CIX. 
With  slow  and  staggering  effort  he  arose. 

But  sunk  again  upon  his  bleeding  knee, 
And  quivering  hand ;  and  then  he  look'd  for  thost 

Who  long  had  been  his  mates  upon  the  sea, 
But  none  of  them  appear'd  to  share  his  woes. 

Save  one,  a  corpse  from  out  the  famish'd  three. 
Who  died  two  days  before,  and  now  had  found 
An  unknown  barren  beach  for  burial  ground. 

ex. 

And,  as  he  gased,  his  dizxy  brain  spun  fast. 
And  down  he  sunk,  and,  as  he  sunk,  the  sand 

Swam  round  and  round,  and  all  his  senses  pass'd : 
He  fell  upon  his  side,  and  his  stretch'd  hand 

Droop'd  dripping  on  the  oar,  (their  jury-mast,) 
And,  like  a  wither'd  lily,  on  the  land 

His  slender  frame  and  pallid  aspect  lay. 

As  fair  a  thing  as  e'er  was  form'd  of  clay. 

exi. 

How  long  in  Ids  damp  trance  yovng  Juan  lay 
He  knew  not,  for  the  earth  was  gone  for  hhn. 

And  time  had  nothing  more  of  night  nor  day 
For  his  congealing  blood,  and  senses  dim« 

And  how  this  heavy  friintness  pass'd  away 
He  knew  not,  till  each  painful  pulse  and  limb 

And  tingling  vein,  seem'd  throbbing  back  to  life. 

For  Death,  thoughvanquish'dfStillretir'd  withstri£e. 
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cxn. 

Bh  tfM  he  opon'd,  abut,  again  andoMd, 
For  all  was  doubt  and  dixsinesa :  he  thought 

He  ttill  waa  m  the  boat,  and  had  but  doxed, 
And  felt  again  with  his  despair  overwrought, 

And  wiah'd  it  death  in  which  he  had  repoaed ; 
And  then  once  more  his  feelings  back  were  brought, 

And  slowly  by  his  awimming  eyea  waa  aeen 

A  lorely  female  face  of  aeventeen. 

CXIIL 
Twas  bending  cloae  o*er  his,  and  the  small  mouth 

Seem'd  almost  prying  into  his  for  breath; 
And  chafing  him,  the  soft  warm  hand  of  youth 

Recalled  his  answering  spirits  back  from  death: 
And,  bathing  his  chill  temples,  tried  to  sooth 

Sach  pulse  to  animation,  till  beneath 
Its  gentle  toueh  and  trembling  care,  a  sigh 
To  these  kind  efforts  made  a  low  reply. 

CXIV. 
Then  waa  the  cordial  pour'd,  and  mantle  flnng 

Around  his  aoaroe-dad  limba ;  andtheiairarai 
Baia'd  higher  the  iSaint  head  which  o*ar  it  hung ; 

And  her  tranaparent  cheek,  all  pure  and  warm, 
Pillow'd  his  death-like  forehead ;  thenahewnog 

His  dewy  curls,  long  dranch'd  by  every  etonn ; 
And  wateh'd  with  eagemeae  each  throb  that  drew 
A  sigh  from  his  heaved  bosont*-and  hers  too. 

cxv. 

And  lifting  him  with  care  into  the  ea.Te» 
The 'gentle  girl,  and  her  attendant,— «&• 

Young  yet  her  elder,  and  of  brow  less  gnuTe, 
And  more  robust  of  figure,— then  begun 

To  kindle  fire,  and  as  the  new  fiames  gave 
light  to  the  rooks  that  roof 'd  them,  which  tiiA  sua 

Had  never  seen,  the  maid,  or  whatsoe'er 

She  was,  appeer'd  distinct,  and  tall,  and  fair. 

CXVI. 
Her  brow  was  overhung  with  coins  of  gold, 

That  sparkled  o*er  the  auburn  of  her  hafr, 
Her  clustering  hair,  whose  longer  locks  were  roH'd 

In  braids  bshind,  and,  though  her  stature  were 
Bven  of  the  highest  for  a  female  mould, 

They  nearly  reaeh'd  her  heel ;  and  in  her  air 
There  was  a  something  which  bespoke  oommand, 
Ae  one  who  was  a  lady  in  the  land. 

OXVil. 

Her  hair,  I  said,  was  auburn ;  but  her  eyes 
Were  black  as  death,  their  lashes  the  same  hue, 

Of  downcast  length,  in  whose  silk  shadow  lies 
Deepest  attraction,  for  when  to  the  view 

Forth  from  its  raven  fringe  the  ftill  glance  flies, 
Ke'er  with  such  force  the  swiftest  arrow  flew ; 

Tis  as  the  snake,  late  coil'd,  who  pours  his  length, 

And  hurls  at  once  his  venom  and  his  strength. 

cxvm. 

Her  brow  was  white  and  low,  her  cheeks'  pure  dye 
Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  set  sun ; 

Short  upper  Up— eweet  lips !  that  make  us  sigh 
Ever  to  hare  seen  such ;  for  she  was  one 

Ftt  for  the  model  of  a  statuary, 
(A  race  of  mere  impostors,  when  all's  done : 

I've  seen  much  finer  women,  ripe  and  real. 

Than  aU  the  nonsense  of  their  stone  ideal.) 


cxnc. 

Ill  tell  you  why  I  say  so,  for  'tis  just 
One  should  not  rail  without  a  decent  < 

There  was  an  Irish  lady,  to  whose  bust 
I  ne'er  saw  justice  done,  and  yet  she  was 

A  frequent  model ;  and  if  e'er  she  must 
Yield  to  stem  Time  and  Nature's  wrinkling  uw% 

They  will  destroy  a  face  which  mortal  thought 

Ne'er  compass'd,  nor  lees  mortal  chisel  wrought. 

cxx. 

And  such  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  cave : 
Her  dress  was  very  different  from  the  SpanisH, 

Simpler,  and  yet  of  colors  not  so  grave ; 
For,  as  you  know,  the  Spanish  women  banish 

Bright  hues  when  out  of  doors,  and  yet,  while  wavt 
Around  them  (what  I  hope  will  never  vanish) 

The  basquina  and  the  mantilla,  they 

Seem  at  the  same  time  mystical  and  gay. 

CXXI. 

But  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case : 
Her  dress  was  many  color'd,  finely  spun ; 

Her  locks  eurrd  negligently  round  her  face. 
But  through  them  gold  and  gems  profusely  shone^ 

Her  girdle  sparkled,  and  the  richest  lace 
Flow*d  in  her  veil,  and  many  a  precious  stone 

Flash'd  on  her  little  hand ;  but,  what  was  shoddngi 

H«r  small  snow  feet  had  slippers,  but  no  stocking. 

cxxn. 

The  other  female's  dress  was  not  unlike, 

But  of  inferior  materials :  she 
Had  not  so  many  ornaments  to  strike : 

Her  hair  had  silver  only,  bonnd  to  be 
Her  dowry ;  and  her  veil,  in  form  alike. 

Was  coarser ;  and  her  air,  though  firm,  less  frBe; 
Her  hair  was  thicker,  but  less  long ;  her  eyes 
As  bUek,  but  quicker,  and  of  smaller  sise. 

cxxm. 

And  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheer'd  him  both 
With  food  and  raiment,  and  those  soft  attentioii% 

Which  are  (as  I  must  own)  of  female  growth, 
And  have  ten  thousand  delicate  inventions ; 

They  made  a  most  superior  mess  of  broth, 
A  thing  which  poesy  but  seldom  mentions, 

But  the  best  dish  that  e*er  was  cook'd  since  Homer's 

Achilles  order'd  dinner  for  new  comers. 

cxxnr. 

VXL  tell  you  who  they  were,  this  female  pair, 
Lest  they  should  seem  princesses  in  disguise ; 

Besides  I  hate  all  mystery,  and  that  air 
Of  clap-trap,  which  your  poets  prise ; 

And  so,  in  short,  the  girls  they  really  were 
They  shall  appear  before  your  curious  eyes, 

Mistress  and  maid ;  tbe  first  was  only  daughter 

Of  an  old  man  who  Uved  upon  the  water. 

cxxv. 

A  fisherman  he  had  been  in  his  youth, 
And  still  a  sort  of  flshennan  was  he ; 

But  other  speculations  were,  in  sooth. 
Added  to  his  connexion  with  the  sea, 

Perhaps,  not  so  respectable  in  truth ; 
A  little  smuggling,  and  some  piracy. 

Left  him,  at  last,  the  sole  of  many 

Of  an  in-gotten  million  of  piastres 


MS 


vnoam  womkb. 


OXXVL 
A  idur,  thflrafof*)  in»  he-^ongli  «f  man. 

Like  Petac  the  Apoetle,— end  he  fiiVd 
For  wandering  merdient  TeeeeLiy  now  and  then, 

And  sometfanea  canght  as  many  as  he  wish'd ; 
The  oaigoes  he  confiscated,  and  gain 

He  ionght  in  the  slaTe-market  too,  and  £ah*d 
FuU  many  a  monel  for  that  Turkish  tzade» 
By  iriiich,  no  doubt,  a  good  deal  may  be  made. 

cxxvn. 

He  was  a  Greek,  and  on  his  ble  had  boilt 
(One  of  the  wild  and  smaller  Cyclades) 

A  Tery  handsome  house  from  out  his  guilt, 
And  there  he  Ut ed  exceedingly  at  ease ; 

Heaven  knows  what  cash  he  got,  or  blood  he  spilt* 
A  sad  old  fellow  was  he,  if  you  please. 

But  this  I  know,  it  was  a  spacious  building, 

FiiU  of  baibario  earring,  paint,  and  gilding. 

cxxvin. 

He  had  an  only  daughter,  oall'd  Haidee, 
The  greatest  heiress  of  the  Eastern  isles ; 

Besides  so  Tery  beautifal  was  she. 
Her  dowry  was  as  nothing  to  her  smiles : 

btUl  in  her  teens,  and  like  a  lovely  tree 
She  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 

Bcjeeted  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 

&ow  to  accept  a  better  in  his  torn. 

CXXIX. 
And  walking  out  upon  the  beach  below 

The  eliff,  towards  sunset,  on  that  day  she  found, 
Insensible,<-«ot  dead,  but  nearly  so,— 

Don  Juan,  almost  famish'd,  and  half  drown'd ; 
But,  being  naked,  she  was  shock'd,  you  know, 
.  Yet  deon'd  herself  in  common  pi^  bound, 
As  &r  as  in  her  lay,  '*  to  take  him  in, 
A  stranger,"  dying,  with  so  white  a  skin. 

cxxx. 

But  taking  him  into  her  father's  house 
Was  not  eacaotly  the  best  way  to  save, 

But  like  conveying  to  the  eat  the  mouse, 
Or  people  in  a  trance  into  their  grave ; 

Because  the  good  old  man  had  so  much  **  vo«(/* 
Unlike  the  honest  Arab  thieves  so  brave, 

Ee  would  have  hospitably  cured  the  stranger, 

And  sold  him  instantly  when  out  of  danger. 

CXXXL 
And  Ihereforei  with  her  maid,  she  tiiou^t  it  beet 

(A  virgin  always  on  her  maid  relies) 
To  place  him  in  the  cave  for  present  rest : 

ijid  when,  at  last,  he  open'd  his  bUck  eyes, 
Thefar  charity  increased  about  their  guest . 

And  their  oompsssion  grew  to  such  a  siae, 
It  open'd  half  the  turnpike-gates  to  heaven— 
(Saint  Paul  says  'tM  the  toll  which  must  be  given.) 

CXXXU. 
They  made  a  fire,  but  such  a  lire  aa  they 

Upon  the  moment  could  contrive  with  such 
Materials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  bay, 

Some  broken  planks  and  oars,  that  to  the  touch 
Were  nearly  tinder,  since  so  long  they  lay, 

A  mast  was  almost  crumbled  to  a  crutch ; 
But,  by  Ood's  grace,  here  wrecks  were  in  such  plenty. 
That  there  was  Axel  to  have  Aunish'd  twenty. 


cxxxm. 

He  had  a  bed  of  Aue  and  a  pelisse, 
For  Haidee  stripp'd  her  sables  oif  to  make 

His  couch ;  and  that  he  might  be  more  at  ease, 
And  warm,  in  case  by  chance  he  should  awake 

They  also  gave  a  petticoat  apiece. 
She  and  her  maid,  and  promised  by  daybreak 

To  pay  him  a  tieBh  visit,  with  a  dish, 

For  breakfast,  of  eggs,  coffee,  bread,  and  fish. 

CXXXIV. 

And  thus  they  left  him  to  his  lone  repoee : 
Juan  slept  like  a  top,  or  like  the  dead. 

Who  sleep  at  last,  perhaps,  (God  only  knows,) 
Just  ibr  the  present,  and  in  his  lull'd  head 

Not  even  a  vision  of  his  former  woes  [BpnMd 

Throbb'd  in  accursed  dreams,  which  sometimes 

Unweleome  visions  of  our  former  years, 

Tili  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  tears. 

CXXXV. 
Toong  Juan  slept  all  dreamless ;— hut  the  maid 

Who  smooth'd  his  pillow,  as  she  left  the  den, 
Look'd  back  upon  him,  and  a  moment  stayed. 

And  tum'd,  bdieving  that  he  call'd  again. 
He  slumbered:  yet  slie  thought,  at  least  sbe  ssU, 

(The  heart  will  slip  even  as  the  tongue  and  pea,) 
He  had  prononneed  her  name— but  she  forgot 
That  at  this  moment  Juan  knew  it  not. 

CXXXVI. 
And  pensive  to  her  Other's  house  she  w«nt, 

Bi^oining  siienoe  strict  to  Zoi,  who 
Better  than  she  knew  what,  in  feet,  she  uesBt, 

She  being  wiser  by  a  year  or  two : 
A  year  or  two 's  an  age  when  rightly  spent^ 

And  Zo6  spent  hers  as  most  women  do. 
In  gaining  all  that  usefU  sort  of  knowledge 
Which  is  acquired  in  nature's  good  old  oolle§e. 

cxxxvn. 

The  mom  broke,  and  found  Juan  slumbering  still 
Fast  in  his  cave,  and  nothing  deeh'd  wpen 

His  reet;  the  rushing  of  the  neighboring  rill. 
And  the  young  beams  of  the  exdnded  eon. 

Troubled  him  not,  and  he  might  sleep  his  AH ; 
And  need  he  had  of  slumber  yet,  fer  none 

Had  •ttSbr'd  more— his  hardships  were  eempentht 

To  those  related  in  my  grand-dad's  »  Nanativek" 

CXXXTIIL 
Not  so  Haidee;  she  sadly  toas'd  sad  tumbled. 

And  started  fkom  her  deep,  and,  taming  e'er, 
Dream  d  of  a  thonsond  wrecks,  o'er  vdiich  she 
stumbled, 
And  handsome  corpses  strew'd  upon  the  shorei 
And  woke  her  maid  so  early  that  she  grumhled« 

And  oall'd  her  father's  old  slaves  up,  who  swoie 
!>•»  several  oaths— Armenian,  Turk,  and  Greek,— 
rhey  knew  not  what  to  think  of  such  *  freak. 

CXXXIX. 
But  up  she  got,  and  up  she  made  them  get, 

"^th  some  pretence  about  the  sun,  that  mskes 
Sweet  sUes  Just  when  he  rises,  or  is  set; 

And  'tis,  no  doubt,  e  sight  to  see  when  breaks 
Bright  PhoBbus,  while  the  mountains  still  sre  wet 

With  mist,  and  every  bird  with  him  awakes* 
And  night  is  flung  off  like  a  mourning  suit 
Worn  for  a  husbwod,— or  some  other  bmts. 


IKm  TOAX. 


CXL. 
I  wy,  IkM  RJi  If  amott  glorloiii  light, 

!*?•  fMB  him  iIm  ftiD  oft,  Indeed  of  Iste 
f<Miwwi» nm      em 


Ml 


bCXLvu. 
r  etffl  lM  ky,  tad  en  Us  tkia  worm  ^ketk 
L  imple  heetie  pUy'd,  Hke  dying  day 


4  .     •!. 


Tbateleep 


would  uwfc  i«i,  urn  uietuk  i  xo  Stir  ttw  vtauMM,  uMMie  Aim  41U1 

irhioli  ieem*d  m  it  inmld  ne'er  twake.     I  And  long  far  food,  but  ekkAy  a 
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CLHT. 

Hot  b«ef  ii  nra  irithin  these  ozlaw  klM ; 

Ooats' flesh  there  18,  nodoubt,  and  kid,  andinatton, 
And  when  a  holiday  upon  them  nnUea, 

A  joint  npon  their  barbarous  spits  they  pat  on: 
But  this  oecnrs  but  seldom,  between  whiles, 

For  some  of  these  are  rocks  with  scsroe  a  hut  on, 
Otheis  saw  fair  and  fertile,  among  which, 
ThiSy  though  not  large,  was  one  of  the  most  rich. 

CLV. 
I  say  iSiat  beef  is  rare,  and  can't  help  thinking 

That  the  old  fable  of  the  Minotaur— 
nom  which  our  modem  morak  rightly  shrinking, 

Condemn  the  royal  lady's  taste  who  wore 
A  sow's  shape  for  a  mask--was  only  (sinking 

The  allegory)  a  mere  type,  no  more. 
That  Pasiphae  promoted  breeding  cattle. 
To  make  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle. 

CLVI. 
For  we  all  know  that  English  people  are 

Fed  npon  beef— I  won't  say  much  of  beer, 
Because  tis  liquor  only,  and  being  hi 

From  this  my  subject,  has  no  business  here :— - 
We  know,  too,  they  are  very  fond  of  war, 

A  pleasure— like  all  pleasures— rather  dear ; 
So  were  the  Cretans— firom  which  I  infer 
That  beef  and  battles  both  were  owing  to  her 

CLVII. 
But  to  resume.    The  languid  Juan  raised 

IBs  head  npon  his  elbow,  and  he  saw 
A  sight  on  which  he  had  not  lately  gaaed. 

As  all  his  latter  meals  had  been  quite  raw. 
Three  or  four  things  for  which  the  Lord  be  praised. 

And,  feeling  still  the  famish 'd  Tulture  gnaw. 
He  fell  upon  whate'er  was  offer'd,  like 
A  priest,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike. 

CLVIII. 
fle  ate,  and  he  was  well  supplied ;  and  she, 

lYho  watch'd  him  like  a  mother,  would  have  fed 
Him  past  all  bounds,  because  she  smQed  to  see 

Such  appetite  in  one  she  had  deem'd  dead : 
But  Zo£,  being  older  than  Haidee, 

Knew  (by  tradition,  for  she  ne'er  had  read) 
That  famish'd  people  must  be  slowly  nursed. 
And  fed  by  spoonAils,  else  they  always  burst. 

CLIX. 
And  io  she  took  the  liberty  to  state. 

Bather  by  deeds  than  words,  because  the  case 
Was  urgent,  that  the  gentleman,  whose  fate 

Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bed  to  trace 
The  seashore  at  this  hour,  must  lesTo  his  plate. 

Unless  he  wish'd  to  die  upon  the  place — 
She  snatch'd  it,  and  refused  another  morsel. 
Saying,  he  had  gorged  enough  to  make  a  horse  ill. 

CLX. 
Next  tiier-he  being  naked,  saTe  a  tatter'd 

Pair  of  scarce  decent  trousers-Hnrcnt  to  work. 
And  in  the  fire  his  recent  rags  they  soatter'd. 

And  dress'd  him,  for  the  present,  like  a  Turk, 
Or  Greek— chat  is,  although  it  not  much  matter'd, 

Omitting  turban,  slippers,  pistols,  dirk,— 
They  ftunish'd  him,  entire  except  some  stitches, 
fTitii  a  eiean  skirt,  and  very  spacious  breeches. 


CLXl. 
And  then  fair  Haidee  tried  her  tongue  at  speaking 

But  not  a  word  could  Juan  comprehend. 
Although  he  listen'd  so  that  the  young  Greek  in 

Her  earnestness  would  ne'er  have  made  ajr  ^adx 
And,  as  he  interrupted  not,  went  eking 

Her  speech  out  to  her  prot^^  and  friend. 
Till,  pausing  at  the  last  her  breath  to  take, 
She  saw  he  did  not  understand  Romaic. 

CLXU. 

And  then  she  had  recourse  to  nods,  and  signs, 
And  smiles,  and  sparkles  of  the  speaking  eye. 

And  read  (the  only  book  she  could)  the  lines 
Of  his  fair  face,  and  found,  by  sympathy. 

The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  shines 
And  darts  in  one  quick  glance  a  long  reply ; 

And  thus  in  every  look  she  saw  express'd 

A  world  of  words,  and  things  at  which  she  goess'd 


CLxni. 

And  now,  by  dint  of  fingers  and  of  eyes, 
And  words  repeated  after  her,  he  took 

A  lesson  in  her  tongue ;  but  by  surmise. 
No  doubt,  less  of  her  language  than  her  look : 

As  he  who  studies  fervently  the  skies 
Turns  oftener  to  the  stars  than  to  his  book. 

Thus  Juan  leam'd  his  alpha  beta  better 

From  Hoidee's  glance  than  any  graven  letter. 

cLxrv. 

'Tis  pleasing  to  be  school'd  in  a  strange  tongoo 
By  female  lips  and  eyes — ^that  is,  I  mean. 

When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  yoning. 
As  was  the  case,  at  least  where  I  have  been. ; 

They  smile  so  when  one's  right,  and  when  one's 
wrong 
They  smile  still  more,  and  then  there  interrene 

Pressure  of  hands,  perhaps  even  a  chaste  kiss  ;— 

I  leam'd  the  little  that  I  know  by  this : 

CLXV. 
That  is,  some  words  of  Spanish,  Turk,  or  Greek, 

Italian  not  at  all,  having  no  teachers, 
Much  English  I  cannot  pretend  to  speak. 

Learning  that  language  chiefly  i^m  Its  pieaehiSEfl, 
Barrow,  South,  Tillotson,  whom  every  week 

I  study,  also  Blair,  the  highest  reaehen 
Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  prose— 
I  hate  your  poets,  so  read  none  of  those. 

CLXYI. 
As  for  the  ladies,  I  have  nought  to  say,  j 

A  wanderer  from  the  British  world  of  fSmliion, 
Where  I,  like  other  "  dogs,  have  had  my  day," 

Like  other  meh,  too,  may  have  had  my  paaciini^ 
But  that,  like  other  things,  has  pass'd  away : 

And  all  her  fools  whom  I  couid  lay  the  lash  ob. 
Foes,  friends,  men,  women,  now  are  nought  to  we 
But  dreams  of  what  has  bean,  no  move  to  be. 

CLXVII.- 
Return  we  to  Don  Juan.    He  begun 

To  hear  new  words,  and  to  repeat  them;  but 
Some  feelings,  universal  as  the  sun, 

Were  such  as  could  not  in  his  breast  be  shnt 
More  than  within  the  bosom  of  a  nun : 

He  was  iu  love— as  you  would  be,  no  doubt, 
With  a  young  benefiBu^tress,— so  was  she 
Just  in  the  way  we  very  often  see. 


BON  JUAK. 


«« 


CLXTm. 

Ftr  Jvaa,  iHio  wms  wiiMwlimt  ftmd  of  mtt— 
BliA  CMM  into  the  otve,  but  it  wm  mevely 

To  tto  her  bird  repodng  in  his  neet ; 
Andehe  wonld  eoftly  stir  his  looks  so  emty, 

inthout  distmhing  her  fet  slmnbering  gnesi, 
Bnsthing  sU  gendy  o'er  his  cheek  end  awvlh, 
▲s  o'er  a  hod  of  roses  the  swset  sooth. 

CLXIX. 
And  ertrjr  mem  his  color  fteshlisr  esao, 

And  erery  dsy  help'd  on  his  eonTaleecenoe» 
*Tiris  well,  becanse  health  in  the  hnman  frame 

Is  pleasant,  besides  being  tme  lore's  essenoe> 
For  health  and  idlenees  to  passion's  flame 

Ars  oil  and  gnnpowder ;  and  some  good  lessons 
Axe  also  learnt  ftom  Ceres  and  fmm  Bacdras, 
Without  whom  Yenns  will  not  long  attack  ns. 

CLXX. 
While  Tenvsfllls  the  heart,  (withont  heart  rsaOy 

Lore,  though  good  always,  is  not  qnito  so  good,) 
Csres  presents  a  plate  of  Termioeni, 

For  lore  must  be  snstain'd  like  flesh  and  blood.— 
While  Baoehns  poors  out  wine,  or  hands  a  Jellj : 

Eggs,  oysters  too,  are  amatory  food ; 
But  who  is  their  pnrreyors  from  aboTO 
HeaTcn  know8,-4t  may  be  Neptone,  Pan,  or  Jove. 

CLXXI. 
When  J  nan  woke,  he  found  some  good  things  ready, 

A  bath,  a  breakfsst,  and  the  finest  eyes 
That  ever  made  a  youthfVil  heart  less  steady, 

Besides  her  maid*a,  as  pretty  for  tlieir  sise ; 
Bnt  I  have  spoken  of  all  this  alread^^ 

And  repetition's  tireeome  and  unwise- 
Well— Joan,  after  bathing  in  the  sea, 
Tame  always  back  to  coffee  and  Haidee. 

CLXXII. 
Both  were  so  young,  and  one  so  innooent. 

That  bathing  pass'd  for  nothing;  Juanseem'd 
To  her,  as  'twere  the  kind  of  being  sent, 

Of  whom  these  two  yeers  she  had  nightiy  dream'd, 
A  something  to  be  lored,  a  creature  meant 

To  be  her  happiness,  and  whom  she  deem'd 
To  render  happy ;  all  who  joy  would  win 
Must  shars  it,— happinees  was  bom  a  twin. 

CLXXni. 
It  was  such  pleasure  to  behold  him,  such 

Bnlaigement  of  existence  to  partake 
liature  with  hfan,  to  thrill  beneath  his  toucn, 

To  wateh  him  slumbexing,  and  V>  see  him  wake: 
To  Utc  with  him  fbr  ever  were  too  much ; 

But  then  the  thought  of  parting  made  her  quake : 
He  was  her  own,  her  ocean  treasure,  cast 
Like  a  rich  wresk^hsr  flrst  lore  end  her  last. 

CLXXIY. 
And  thus  a  moon  lott'd  on*  and  frdr  Haidee 

Paid  daily  viaite  to  her  boy,  and  took 
Such  plenttfol  precautions,  that  still  he 

Bemsin'd  unknown  within  his  craggy  nook : 
At  last  her  father's  prows  put  out  to  sea, 

Per  esrtain  marehantmen  upon  the  look. 
Not  as  of  yese  to  cazvy  off  an  lo, 
But  three  Bagusan  vessels,  bound  for  Sdo. 


CLZXT. 
her  freedom,  for  she  had  no 
80  thnt,  her  fother  b^ng  at  sea,  she  was 
Pureed  as  a  married  woman,  or  such  othsr 

Female,  as  wksre  the  likee  may  flreely  paas* 
IM^thout  eren  the  eneumhranoe  of  a  brother, 

The  fkoesi  she  that  ever  gased  on  glass: 
I  speak  of  Christian  lands  in  this  eompsxisout 
Where  wirss,  at  least,  are  seldom  kept  in 


CLXXTI. 
Now  she  proleng'd  her  Yisite  and  her  talk, 

(For  they  must  talk,)  and  he  had  learnt  to  say 
80  nmeh  as  to  propose  to  take  a  walk,— 

For  little  had  he  wander'd  since  the  day 
On  which,  like  a  young  flower  anapp'd  from  tiiostalki 

Drooping  and  dewy  on  the  beach  he  lay,~ 
And  thus  they  walk'd  out  in  the  afternoon, 
And  saw  the  sun  set  oppoeite  the  moon. 

CLXXVn. 
It  was  a  wQd  and  breaker-beaten  coast. 

With  difi  aboTe,  and  a  broad  aandy  shors, 
Guarded  by  shoals  and  rocks  as  by  a  host, 

With  here  and  there  a  creek,  whoee  aspeot  wore 
A  better  welcome  to  the  tempest-toes'd ; 

And  rsrely  ceased  the  haughty  billows'  roar, 
Save  on  the  dead  long  summer  days,  which  mako 
The  outstretch'd  ocean  glitter  like  a  lake. 

cLXxvra. 

And  tiie  smsU  ripple  spilt  upon  the  beach 
Scarcely  o'erpass'd  the  cream  of  >our  champagne, 

When  o'er  the  brim  the  sparkling  bumpers  reachi 
That  springdew  of  the  spirit !  the  hesrf  s  rain  1 

Few  things  surpass  old  wine ;  and  they  may  preaeh 
Who  please,— 4he  more  because  they  preach  in 
Tain,— 

Let  us  hsTC  wine  and  women,  mirth  and  laughter, 

Sermons  and  soda-water  the  day  after. 

CLXXIX. 

ICan,  being  reasonable,  must  get  drunk ; 

The  beat  of  life  is  bnt  intoxication : 
Olory,  the  grape,  Iotc,  gold,  in  these  sxe  sunk 

The  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  erexy  nation ; 
Without  their  sap,  how  branchless  were  the  trunk 

Of  life's  strange  tree,  so  frixitfol  on  occasion ! 
But  to  return— get  Tery  drunk ;  and  when 
You  wake  with  headache,  you  shall  see  what  then 

CLXXX. 
Ring  fbr  your  Talet-^>id  him  quickly  bring 

Some  hock  and  soda-water,  then  youll  know 
A  pleasure  worthy  Xerxes  the  great  king; 

For  not  the  blest  sherbet,  sublimed  with  snow, 
Nor  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert-spring, 

Nor  Burgundy  in  all  ite  sunset  glow. 
After  long  trsTel,  ennui,  love,  or  slaughtflr> 
Tie  with  that  draught  of  hock  and  soda-watorl 

CLXXXI. 
Ths  ooast— I  think  it  was  Hie  coast  that  I 

Was  just  deeeiibing— Yes,  it  leos  the  coast- 
Lay  at  this  period  quiet  as  the  sky. 

The  ssnds  untumblsd,  the  blue  wares  untoss'di 
And  all  was  stillness,  saTO  the  sea-bird's  cry. 

And  dolphin's  leap,  and  little  billow  ctoss'd 
By  some  low  rock  or  shelve  that  made  it  fket 
Against  the  boundary  it  scsrcely  wet 


^ 
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CLXXZU. 
i  tbajr  iiinder*d,  her  tiie  teiag  gout. 
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(ve  said,  upon  aa  expedxtioii ; 
And  mo{&er,  brother,  guArdian,  the  had  none. 

Sere  2oe,  liho,  although  with  due  pxeeiBiDa 
She  waited  on  her  lady  with  the  sun, 

Thought  daily  serrice  was  her  only  miasio&» 
Bringing  warm  water,  wreathing  her  long  trMSM, 
And  aaking  now  and  then  for  cast-off  dresses. 

CLXXXni. 
It  was  the  cooling  hoar,  just  when  the  rounded 

Bed  soft  sinks  down  behind  the  acure  hUl, 
Which  then  seems  as  if  the  whole  earth  it 

Circling  all  nature,  hush'd,  and  dim,  and  sti] 
Vith  the  far  mountain-crescent,  half  surrounded 

On  one  side,  and  the  deep  sea  calm  and  ohill 
Upon  the  other,  and  the  rosy  sky, 
With  one  star  sparkling  through  it  like  an  eye. 

OLXXXIV. 
And  thus  they  wander'd  forth,  and  hand  in  handi 

Orer  the  slidning  pebbles  and  the  shells, 
QUded  along  tiie  smooth  and  hardened  sand, 

And  in  the  worn  and  wild  receptacles 
Work'dby  the  storms,  yet  work'd  as  it  were  plann'd. 

In  hoUow  halls,  with  sparry  roofs  and  cells. 
They  tura'd  to  rest ;  and,  each  clasp'd  by  an  arm, 
Yielded  to  the  deep  twilight's  purple  charm. 

CLXXXV. 
They  look'd  up  to  the  sky,  whose  floating  glow 

Spread  like  a  rosy  ocean,  vast  and  bright ; 
They  gased  upon  the  glittering  sea  below, 

Whence  the  broad  moon  rose  circling  into  sight ; 
They  heard  the  waves*  splash,  and  the  wind  so  low, 

And  saw  each  other's  dark  eyes  darting  light 
Into  each  other — and,  beholding  this, 
Their  lips  direw  near,  and  dung  into  a  kiss ; 

CLXXXVI. 
A  long,  long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  yonth,  and  lore. 

And  beauty,  all  concentrating  like  rajrs 
Into  one  focus,  kindled  from  above ; 

Such  kisses  as  belong  to  early  days. 
Where  heart,  and  soul,  and  sense,  in  concert  more. 

And  the  blood's  lava,  and  the  pulse  a  blase. 
Each  kiss  a  heart-quake,— for  a  kiss's  strength, 
I  think  it  must  be  reckon'd  by  its  length. 

CLXXXVII. 
By  length  I  mean  duratioQ ;  theirs  endured 
Hearen  knows  how  long*— no  doubt  they  nerear 
reckon'd, 
And  if  they  had,  they  could  not  have  secured 

The  sum  of  their  sensations  to  a  second : 
They  had  not  spoken ;  but  they  felt  allured, 
*  Ae  if  their  souls  and  lips  each  other  beckon'dy 
Which,  being  join'd,  like  swarming  bees  they  dang** 
Theiv  beasts  the  flowers  from  whence  the  honey 
sprung* 

CLXXxvm. 

They  were  alone,  yet  not  alone  as  they 
Who,  that  in  chambers,  think  it  lonelinees ; 

The  silent  ocean,  and  the  starlight  bay, 
Tbe  twilight  glow,  which  momently  grew  leee, 

The  voiceless  sands,  and  dropping  caves,  that  lay 
Arovnd  them,  made  them  to  each  other  press, 

As  if  there  were  no  life  beneath  the  sky 

Wvn  theirs,  and  that  their  life  ooold  neves  die. 


CLXXXXX. 
They  fear'd  w  eyne  aor  ems  on  th«e  kae  heaeH, 

They  Isk  no  tecrots  from  the  night,  th^  wsve 
AH  in  all  to  eftch  other:  though  their  speech 

Was  broken  words,  they  ikavgM  a  langoiage  thsve 
And  all  the  burning  tongues  the  paesions  teaeh, 

Foond  in  one  aigh  the  best  interpreter 
Of  nature's  oiracle— first  love,— that  all 
Which  Eve  has  left  her  daughters  since  her  frlL 

CXO. 
Haidee  spoke  not  of  scs^iplM*  ask'd  no  Towi, 

Nor  effer'd  say ;  she  had  never  heard 
Of  plight  and  promises  to  be  a  spouse. 

Or  perils  by  a  loving  maid  incurr'd ; 
She  was  all  which  pure  ignoranee  allows, 

And  flew  to  her  yoong  ma&  like  a  young  hiidt 
And,  never  hnying  dieamt  of  falsehood,  she 
Had  not  one  word  to  say  of  oonetanoy. 

CXCI. 

She  loved,  and  was  beloved— she  adored, 
Andshewas  worshipp'd;  after  nature's 

Their  intense  souls,  into  each  other  povr'd. 
If  souls  could  die,  had  perish'd  in  that 

But  by  degrees  their  senses  were  restored. 
Again  to  be  o'erooiue,  again  to  dash  on ; 

And,  betfting  'gainst  Aw  bosom,  Haidee's  heart 

Felt  as  if  nerer  more  to  beat  apart. 

cxcn. 

Alas !  they  were  so  young,  so  beautiAil, 
So  lonely,  loving,  helpless,  and  the  hour 

Was  that  in  which  the  heart  is  always  ftill. 
And,  having  o'er  itself  no  ftirther  power. 

Prompts  deeds  eternity  cannot  annul. 
But  pays  off  moments  in  an  endless  riioww 

Of  hell-flre-^l  prepared  for  people  giving 

Pleasure  or  pain  to  one  another  living. 

cxcm. 

Alas !  for  Joan  and  Haidee!  they  wwe 
So  loving  and  so  lovely— till  then  never. 

Excepting  oar  first  parents,  such  a  pair 
Had  run  the  risk  of  being  damn'd  for  ever ; 

And  Haidee,  being  devout  as  well  as  Cur, 
Had,  doubtless,  heard  about  the  StygUm  river 

And  hell  and  purgatory— but  forgot 

Just  in  the  very  erisis  she  should  not. 

cxcnr. 

They  look  mpen  each  other,  and  tiieir  eyes 
Oleam  in  the  moonlight ;  and  her  vdtite  arm  bfaMpf 

Bound  Juan's  head,  and  his  around  her  Uee 
Half  buried  in  the  tresses  whieh  it  grasps; 

She  sits  upon  his  knee,  and  drinks  his  sighs, 
He  hers,  until  they  end  in  broken  gasps ; 

And  thus  they  form  a  group  that's  quite  aati|«ei 

Half  naked,  loving,  natonl,  and  Qnek. 

CXCV. 
And  when  those  deep  and  boming  aonents  pasi^ 

And  Juan  sunk  to  sleep  within  her  srms. 
She  slept  not,  bat  all  tenderly,  though  fost, 

Sustain'd  his  head  upon  her  bosom's  charms ; 
And  now  and  then  her  eye  to  heaven  is  east. 

And  then  on  the  pale  cheek  htebrsast  now 
Pillow'd  on  her  o'erflowing  heart,  wUdk 
With  all  It  granted,  and  widi  all  it  gnala. 


iMir  jvjjt. 
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czcn. 

A  eUld  the  BMM&t  wImii  U  dnlnt  tlM  bNMt, 
A.  devotM  wliAB  Man  tke  host  in  tight, 

Aa  Azab  with  a  stnager  for  a  gaast, 
A  nikr,  iHmd  the  prise  hae  stntck  in  Ught, 

A  ndaer  flUing  hie  most  hoarded  ehest, 
Feel  laptore ;  hni  not  each  tine  Joy  are  reeping 
As  th^r  whowateh  o'erwhat  thejrloTe  while  slMping. 

cxom. 

Jfte  thsBS  it  ttaa  so  tewiBil,  so  Mived* 
An  that  it  hath  of  Ufe  with  ns  is  living; 

80  gSAtle,  etizleee,  helplese,  and  iuinoved« 
£ad  all  nnoonaeiotts  of  the  jey  'tis  ginag. 

An  it  hath  felt,  inflieted,  pa«'d,  aadptoived, 
Hnsh*d  into  depthe  bejond  the  watoher's  dhring ; 

There  lies  the  thing  we  Ioto  with  all  its  snofs» 

And  an  its  ohanns,  like  death  without  its  tvnn. 

CXCTHL 
The  lady  watflh'd  her  lovsi'-and  that  how 

Of  LoTe's,  and  Night's,  and  Oeeen's  soUtndo, 
O'erilow'd  her  soul  with  their  nnited  power; 

Amidst  the  barren  sand  and  rocks  so  mde. 
She  and  her  wave-won  lore  had  made  their  hower. 

Where  nonght  upon  their  passion  eonld  intrude, 
And  aU  the  stsis  that  orowded  the  bine  spaee. 
Saw  nothing  hi^pier  than  her  glowing  ihee. 

CXdX. 

Alas!  the  lore  of  women  1  it  is  known 

To  be  a  lovely  and  a  foarftil  thing; 
For  aU  of  theirs  npon  that  die  is  thrown, 

And  if  'tis  lost,  lifo  hath  no  more  to  bring 
To  them  bnt  mockeries  of  the  past  alone, 

And  their  revenge  is  as  the  tiger's  Hiring, 
Dsadly,  and  qniek,  and  crashing :  yet  as  nid 
Torture  is  tbeirs-^hat  they  inflict  they  fMt 

00. 
They're  right;  far  man,  to  mnn  so  dt  v^Qst* 

Is  always  so  to  women ;  one  sole  bond 
Awaits  them,  treachery  is  aU  their  trust; 

Taught  to  conceal,  their  bursting  hearts  deepond 
Ovor  their  idol,  tiU  some  wealthier  lust 

Buys  them  in  msrriag»— and  what  rests  beyond  ? 
A  thsTiVless  husband,  next  a  frithless  lover, 
Thsn  dressing,  nursing,  praying,  and  aU's  over. 

Seme  take  alover,  some  take  drams  or  poraysro, 
Some  mind  their  household,  others  diisipation. 

Some  run  awmy,  and  but  exchange  their  caree. 
Losing  the  advantage  of  a  virtuous  station ; 

Few  chuiges  e'er  can  better  their  aiEBirs, 
Theirs  being  an  unnatural  situation, 

FMIn  the  duU  palace  to  the  dirty  hovel: 

Some  play  the  devil,  and  then  write  a  novel. 

con. 

HaMee  was  Mtare's  bride,  and  knew  not  this; 

Haidee  waa  passion's  child,  bom  when  the  sua 
Showers  triple  light,  and  seorohes  even  tiie  kiss 

Of  his  gasello-eyed  daughters;  she  was  one 
Made  but  to  love,  to  fed  that  she  was  his 

Who  wus  her  choeen:  what  was  said  or  done 
Rleewhere  waa  nething-^he  had  nought  to  fear. 
Hone,  cere,  nor  love  beyond,  her  heart  beat  here, 
78 


eem. 

Andohl  tiiatquickeaingof  tfie heart,  that beegf 
Bow  mueh  it  eeste  us,  yet  each  rising  Ihroh 

Is  in  its  cause  ae  its  eftet  eo  sweet. 
That  wiedem,  ever  on  the  watch  to  rob 

Joy  of  its  alohymy,  and  to  repeat 
Fine  truths^  even  conscience,  too,  has  a  tough  Job 

To  make  us  underetand  each  good  old  maxim, 

80  good— I  wmider  Oaetlereagh  dcn't  tax  'em. 


cciy. 

And  now  Hwas  dene— on  tiie  lone  iihei«w«re  pllghied 
Their  hearts ;  the  stsrs,  their  nuptiel  torehee,  shed 

Beauty  upon  the  beautiftil  they  lighted : 
Ocean  tiieir  witness,  and  the  cave  their  bed. 

By  their  own  fedings  haUow'd  and  united, 
Their  prieet  was  solitude,  and  they  were  wed: 

And  they  were  happy,  for  to  tiieir  young  eyee 

Bach  was  an  angel,  and  earth  peradiee. 

CCV. 
Oh  love  1  of  whom  great  Caesar  was  the  suitor, 

Titus  the  master,  Antony  the  elave, 
Horace,  Catunus,  scholars,  Ovid  tutor, 

Sappho  the  sage  blue-stocking,  in  whose  grave 
AU  thoee  may  leap  who  rather  would  be  neuter— 

(Leucadia'B  rock  stiU  overlooke  the  wave) — 
Oh  Love !  tiiou  art  the  very  god  of  evil, 
For,  alter  «U,  vre  cannot  caU  thee  devil. 

OCVI. 
Thou  makest  the  chaste  connubial  etate  precarious, 

And  jesteet  with  the  brows  of  mightiest  men : 
Cesar  and  Pompey,  Mahomet,  Belisarius, 

Have  much  employed  the  mote  of  history's  pen; 
Their  lives  and  fortunes  were  extremely  various,-— 

Such  worthies  time  will  never  see  again  :— 
Yet  to  theee  four  in  three  things  the  same  luck  holds. 
They  aU  were  heroes,  conquerors,  and  cuckolds. 

CCVII. 
Thou  makeet  philoeophers :  there's  Bpieorus 

And  Aristippus,  a  material  crew ! 
Who  to  immoral  eourses  would  allure  us 

By  theories,  quite  practicable  too ; 
If  only  from  the  devil  they  would  insure  us, 

How  pleasant  were  the  malhn,  (not  quite  new,) 
*<Bat,  drink,  and  love,  what  can  the  rest  avafl  us  ?  " 
60  said  the  royal  sage,  Sardanapalus. 

ccvm. 

But  Juan  t  had  he  quite  forgotten  JuHa  ? 

And  should  he  have  forgotten  her  so  soon  ? 
I  can't  but  say  it  seems  to  me  most  truly  a 

Perplexing  question ;  but,  no  doubt,  the  moon 
Does  these  things  for  ue,  and  whenever  newly  a 

Palpitation  rises,  'tis  her  boon. 
Else  how  the  devil  is  it  that  fresh  fratoree 
H«ve  such  a  charm  for  ns  poor  human  ereatuieaY 

CCEX. 


Abhor,  condemn,  abjure  the  mortal  1 
Of  such  quicksilver  day  that  in  his  breast. 

No  permanent  foundation  oen  be  laid; 
Love,  constant  love,  has  been  my  eonstant  gnott, 

And  jet  Uwt  night,  being  at  a  masquerade, 
I  saw  the  prettieet  creature,  fresh  from  Milan, 
Which  gave  me  some  sensations  like  a  villain 
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OCX. 
B«t  toon  FhilMophy  eame  to  my  aid. 

And  whUper'd,  **  Think  of  every  aaend  tie ! " 
*  I  will,  my  deer  Philosophy ! "  I  eud, 

**  But  then  her  teeth,  and  then,  oh  heaven  1  her  eye  1 
I'll  jnst  inquire  if  she  be  wife  or  maid, 

Or  neither---out  of  curiosity/' 
•<  Stop ! "  cried  Fhiloeophy,  with  air  so  Oreciaa 
(Though  she  was  masked  then  as  a  fair  Venetian)— 

CCXI. 

'<  stop  I  '*  so  I  stopped.— But  to  return :  that  whioh 
Men  call  inconstancy  is  nothing  more 

Than  admiration,  due  where  nature's  rich 
Froftision  with  young  beauty  ooyers  o'er 

Smne  fayor'd  object ;  and  as  in  the  niche 
A  loTcly  statue  we  almost  adore. 

This  sort  of  admiration  of  the  real 

Is  but  a  heightening  of  the  "  beau  ideaL" 

ccxn. 

'Tis  the  perception  of  the  beautiful, 

A  fine  extension  of  the  faculties, 
Platonic,  universal,  wonderful,  [skies, 

Drawn  from  the  stars,  and  filter'd  through  the 
Without  which  life  would  be  extremely  dull; 

In  short,  it  is  the  use  of  our  own  eyes, 
\^th  one  or  two  small  senses  added,  just 
To  hint  that  flesh  is  form'd  of  fieiy  dust» 

ccxm. 

Yet  'tis  a  painAil  feeling,  and  unwilling, 
For  surely  if  we  always  could  perceive 

In  the  same  object  graces  quite  as  killing 
As  when  she  rose  upon  us  like  an  Eve, 

'Twould  save  us  many  a  heartache,  many  a  shilling, 
(For  we  must  get  them  any  how,  or  grieve,) 

Whereas,  if  one  sole  lady  pleased  for  ever, 

How  pleasant  for  the  heart,  as  well  as  liver ! 

CCXIV. 
The  heart  is  like  the  sky,  a  part  of  heaven. 

But  changes  night  and  day  too,  like  the  sky ; 
Now  o'er  it  clouds  and  thunder  must  be  driven, 

And  darkness  and  destruction  as  on  high ;  [riven, 
But  when  it  hath  been  scorch'd,  and  pierced,  and 

Its  storms  expire  in  water-drops ;  the  eye 
Pours  forth  at  last  the  heart's  blood  tum'd  to  tears, 
Which  make  the  English  climate  of  our  years. 

CCXV. 
The  liver  b  the  laxaret  of  bile, 

But  very  rarely  executes  its  function, 
For  the  first  passion  stays  there  such  a  while, 

lliat  all  the  rest  creep  in  and  form  a  junction, 
Like  knots  of  vipers  on  a  dunghill's  soil, 

Bage,  fear,  hate,  jealousy,  revenge,  compunction. 
Bo  that  all  mischiefs  spring  up  from  this  entrail, 
Like  earthquakes  from  the  hidden  fire  call'd  **  oen* 
tral." 

CCXVI. 
In  the  mean  time,  without  proceeding  more 

In  this  anatomy^  I've  finish'd  now 
Two  hundred  and  odd  stansas  as  befbre, 

That  being  about  the  number  I*U  allow 
Bach  canto  of  the  twelve,  or  twenty-four ; 

And,  laying  down  my  pen,  I  make  my  bow, 
Leaving  Don  Juan  and  Haidee,  to  plead 
for  them  and  theirs  with  all  who  deign  to  read. 


CANTO  III. 


I. 


Haii.,  Muse !  H  Mfara.— We  left  Juan  sleeping, 
Pillow'd  upon  a  fkir  and  happy  breast. 

And  watoh'd  by  eyes  that  never  yet  knew  weeping 
And  loved  by  a  young  heart  too  deeply  bless'd 

To  fecrl  the  poison  through  her  spirit  ereeping, 
Or  know  who  rested  there ;  a  foe  to  rest. 

Had  aoil'd  the  current  of  her  sinless  years, 

And  tum'd  her  pure  heart's  purest  blood  to  tears. 

n. 

Oh,  love !  what  is  it  in  this  world  of  ours 
Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  loved  ?    Ah,  why 

With  cypress  branches  hast  thou  wreathed   thy 
And  made  thy  best  interpreter  a  sigh  ?     [bowers. 

As  thoee  who  dote  on  odors  pluck  the  fiowers. 
And  place  them  on  their  breast— but  place  to  dle-^ 

Thus  the  frail  beings  we  would  fondly  cherish 

Are  laid  within  our  bosoms  but  to  parish. 

III. 
In  her  first  passion  woman  loves  her  lover. 

In  all  the  others  all  she  loves  is  love, 
Which  grows  a  habit  she  can  ne'er  get  over, 

And  fits  her  loosely— like  an  easy  glove, 
As  you  may  find  whene'er  you  like  to  prove  her: 

One  man  alone  at  first  her  heart  can  move ; 
She  then  prefers  him  in  the  plural  number. 
Not  finding  that  the  additions  much  encumber. 

IV. 
I  know  not  if  the  fault  be  men's  or  theirs ; 

But  one  thing's  pretty  sure ;  a  woman  planted. 
Unless  at  once  she  plunge  for  Ufe  in  prayers,) 

After  a  decent  time  must  be  gallanted ; 
Although,  no  doubt,  her  first  of  love  affairs 

Is  that  to  which  her  heart  is  wholly  granted ; 
Yet  there  are  some,  they  say,  who  have  had  none. 
But  those  who  have  ne'er  end  with  only  one. 

V. 
'Tis  melancholy,  and  a  fSearf^l  sign 

Of  human  frailty,  folly,  also  crime. 
That  love  and  maniage  rarely  can  combine. 

Although  they  both  are  bom  in  the  same  clime; 
Marriage  from  love,  like  vinegar  firom  wine^ 

A  sad,  sour,  sober  beverage— by  time 
Is  sharpen'd  from  its  high  celestial  flavor 
Down  to  a  very  homely  household  savor. 

VL 

There's  something  of  antipathy,  as  'twere. 
Between  their  present  and  their  future  state ; 

A  kind  of  flattery  that's  hardly  fidr 
Is  used,  until  the  truth  arrives  too  lat^— 

Yet  what  can  people  do,  except  despair  ? 
The  same  things  change  their  names  at  sudi  auto 

For  instance— passion  in  a  lover's  giorioos. 

But  in  a  husband  is  pronounoed  uzorieiw. 


MN  niAX. 


ei« 


vn. 

vad  of  bciag  to  Y«7  fcnd : 
also  got  a  Uttio  tiiod, 


TlMf 

(But  that*  of  ooono,  it  nro,)  and  tbon  doopond 
Tho  Mmo  thiago  cannot  alwayi  bo  admiiod, 

Tot  *tu  "  to  nominattd  in  tfao  bond»" 
That  both  aio  tied  till  ono  sball  havo  oxpirod. 

Bad  thought  1  to  loao  the  tpouse  that  waa  adorning 

Onr  daja,  and  put  one's  aonants  into  mottming. 

vm. 

Thcie*o  donbHaaa  aomothing  in  domaatlo  dofaiga 
Which  fonna,  in  fact,  true  loTo'a  antitheaia ; 

Bomaaoea  paint  at  fiiU  length  people*a  wooinga, 
But  only  give  a  bust  of  manriagea ; 

Por  no  one  carea  for  matrimonial  oooinga. 
There'a  nothing  wrong  in  a  eonnnbial  kiaa ; 

Think  yon,  if  Lava  had  been  Petrarch'a  wife. 

He  would  have  written  aonneta  aU  hia  life  ? 

IX. 

▲B  tragodiaa  an  finiah'd  by  a  doathf 
All  oomediea  are  ended  by  a  maixiage; 

The  future  statea  of  both  are  left  to  faith, 
For  authon  fear  deacription  might  disparage 

The  worlds  to  come  of  both,  or  fall  beneath,  [ziage, 
And  then  both  worlda  would  puniah  their  miacar< 

So  leaving  each  their  prieat  and  prayer-book  ready, 

They  aay  no  more  of  Death  or  of  the  I#dy. 


The  only  two  that  in  my  recoUeotion 

HaTO  sung  of  heaTon  and  hell,  or  marriage,  aie, 
Bante  and  Milton,  and  of  both  the  affection 

Was  hapleaa  in  their  nuptials,  for  some  bar 
Of  fault  or  temper  ruin'd  the  connexion,— 

(Such  things,  in  fact,  it  don't  ask  much  to  mar ;) 
But  Dante's  Beatrice  and  Milton's  Etc 
Were  not  drawn  from  their  spouses,  you  conceiTO. 

XI. 
Some  panona  aay  that  Dante  meant  thaologjr 

By  Beatrice,  and  not  a  mistresa— I, 
Although  my  opinion  may  require  apology. 

Deem  this  a  commentator's  phantasy, 
TTnless  indeed  'twas  from  his  own  knowledge  he 

Decided  thua,  and  ahow'd  good  reason  why ; 
I  think  that  Dante's  more  abstruse  ecstatics 
Meant  to  personify  the  mathematics. 

XII. 
Haideo  and  Juan  were  not  marriedi  but 

The  fault  was  theirs,  not  mine :  it  is  not  fair. 
Chaste  reader,  then,  in  any  way  to  put 

The  blame  on  me,  unless  you  wish  they  were ; 
Then,  if  you'd  have  them  wedded,  please  to  shut 

The  book  which  treats  of  this  erroneous  pair. 
Before  the  consequences  grow  too  awfrd^ 
ms  dangerous  to  read  of  loTca  unlawftil. 


(: 


xm. 

Yet  they  were  hi^py,— 4xappy  in  the  iOicit 
Indulgence  of  their  innocent  desires ; 

But,  more  imprudent  grown  with  CTory  yisit, 
Biaidee  forgot  the  island  was  her  sire's ; 

When  we  hsTO  what  we  like,  'tis  hard  to  miss  it, 
At  least  in  the  beginning,  ere  one  tires ; 

Thus  she  eame  often,  not  a  moment  losing, 

Whilst  her  piratical  papa  was  cruising./ 


XIV. 
Lot  not  hla  node  of  I 

Although  he  floeood  the  taga  of  erery  nation* 
For  into  a  prime  miniater  but  change 

Hia  title,  and  'tia  nothing  but  taxation ; 
But  he,  more  modeat,  took  an  humbler  range 

Of  liiEa,  and  in  an  honeater  Tocation 
Pnraood  o'er  the  high  aeaa  hia  watery  journey, 
And  merely  praotiaed  aa  a  aea-attom^. 

XV. 
Tho  good  old  gantlaman  had  boon  datain'd 

By  winda  and  waTca,  and  aome  important  oaptweai 
Anc^  in  the  hope  of  more,  at  sea  remain'd, 

Although  a  squall  or  two  had  damped  his  raptures 
By  swamping  one  of  the  prises ;  he  had  chain'd 

His  prisoners,  diriding  them  like  chapters. 
In  number'd  lots ;  they  all  had  cuffs  and  coUara, 
And  aToraged  eadi  from  ten  to  a  hundred  doUara. 

XVI. 
Some  he  dlapoaod  of  off  Cape  Matapan, 

Aiikong  his  friends  the  Mainots ;  some  he  sold 
To  his  Tunis  correspondents,  save  one  man 

Toss'd  overboard  unsaleable,  (being  old ;) 
The  rest— save  here  and  there  some  richer  one, 

Beserred  for  future  ransom  in  the  hold,— 
Were  link'd  alike ;  as  for  the  oonmion  people,  ho 
Had  a  largo  order  from  the  Dey  of  TripoU. 

xvn. 

The  merehandise  was  serred  in  the  same  way. 
Pieced  out  for  different  marta  in  the  Levant, 

Bxcept  some  certain  portions  of  the  prey. 
Light  classic  articles  of  female  want, 

French  atufi,  lace,  tweeters,  toothpicks,  teapot,  trayi 
Guitars  and  castanets  from  Alicant, 

All  which  selected  from  the  spoil  he  gathers, 

Bobb'd  for  his  daughter  by  the  best  of  fkthers. 

xvin. 

A  monkey,  a  Dutch  mastiff,  a  mackaw. 
Two  psrrots,  with  a  Persian  cat  and  kittens, 

He  chose  from  sereral  animals  he  saw— 
A  terrier  too,  which  once  had  been  a  Briton's, 

Who  dying  on  the  coast  of  Ithica, 
The  peasants  gave  the  poor  dumb  thing  a  pittance ' 

These  to  secure  in  this  strong  blowing  weather. 

He  caged  in  one  huge  hamper  altogether. 

XIX. 

Then  having  aettled  hia  marine  ai&ira, 
Deapatching  aingle  cruisers  here  and  there, 

Hia  veasel  having  need  of  some  repairs. 
He  shaped  his  course  to  where  his  daughter  ha 

Continued  stiU  her  hospitable  cares : 
But  that  part  of  the  coast  being  shoal  and  bare. 

And  rough  with  reefs  which  ran  out  many  a  milei 

His  port  lay  on  the  other  side  o'  the  isle. 

XX. 

And  there  he  went  ashore  without  delay, 
Having  no  custom-house  or  quarantine 

To  ask  him  awkward  questions  on  the  way. 
About  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  been : 

He  left  his  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day. 
With  orders  to  the  people  to  careen ; 

So  that  all  hands  were  busy  beyond  measure, 

In  getting  out  goods,  ballast,  guns,  and  treasuzo« 


no 


BTftcnra  wcfBxs. 


XXI. 
AiiMng  9.1  Ibe  summit  of  a  UIl 

Whieh  oTvlook'd  the  white  walls  of  Ua  home, 
He  itopp'd.— What  eingnhtf  emotiotta  iU 

Their  boaome  who  faaTO  been  indaoed  to  foam  1 
With  tattering  donbta  if  all  be  well  or  f&— 

With  loT*  for  many,  and  with  fears  for  aome ; 
AH  feelings  which  o'erleap  the  years  long  lost. 
And  faring  oar  hearts  back  to  their  starting-post 

XXII. 
The  approach  of  home  to  hnsbands  and  to  sires, 

After  long  traTelling  by  land  or  water, 
If  oat  naturally  some  small  doubt  inapirca 

A  female  family's  a  serious  matter; 
(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so  mueh  admires, 

But  they  hate  flattery,  so  I  never  flatter ;) 
WlToa  in  their  husbands'  absences  grow  subtler. 
And  danghters  sometimes  nm  off  with  the  bader. 

xxni. 

An  honest  gentleman  at  his  retnm 
May  not  have  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses : 

Not  all  lone  matrons  for  their  husbands  mourn, 
Or  show  the  same  dislike  to  suitors*  kisses ; 

The  odds  are  that  he  finds  a  handsome  urn 
To  his  memory,  and  two  or  three  young  misses 

Bom  to  some  friend,  who  holds  his  mite  and  riches, 

And  that  kit  Argus  bites  him  by— f!he  breeehes. 

XXIV. 

If  single,  probably  his  plighted  ftdr 
Has  in  his  absence  wedded  some  rich  ndser ; 

But  all  the  better,  for  the  happy  pair 
May  quarrel,  and  the  lady  growing  wiser, 

He  may  resume  his  amatory  care 
As  caraUer  serrente,  or  despise  her ; 

And,  that  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a  dumb  one« 

Writes  odes  on  the  ineonstancy  of  woman 

XXV. 

And  oh !  ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 
Some  chaste  Utuon  of  the  kind-— 'I  mean 

An  honeat  friendship  for  a  married  lady— 
The  only  thing  of  thia  sort  ever  seen 

To  last— of  all  connexions  the  most  steady. 
And  the  true  Hymen  (the  first's  but  a  sezeen)^ 

Tet  for  all  that  keep  not  too  long  away ; 

I'to  known  the  absent  wrong'd  four  times  a  day. 

XXVI. 
Lambro,  our  sea-solicitor,  who  had 

Much  less  experience  of  dry  land  than  ocean, 
On  seeing  his  own  chimney  smoke,  felt  glad ; 

But  not  knowing  metaphysics,  had  no  notion 
Of  the  true  reason  of  his  not  being  sad. 

Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emotion ;  [her. 

He  loTed  his  child,  and  would  have  wept  the  loss  of 
But  knew  the  cause  no  more  than  a  philosopher. 

XXVII. 
He  saw  Ids  white  walls  shining  in  the  sun, 

BKs  garden  trees  all  shadowy  and  green ; 
He  heard  his  riTulet's  light  bubbling  run. 

The  distant  dog-bark ;  and  perceiTod  between 
The  umbrage  of  the  wood,  so  cool  and  dun. 

The  moTing  figures  and  the  sparkling  sheen 
Of  arms,  (in  the  East,  all  arm,)  and  various  dyee 
Of  oolor'd  garbs,  aa  bright  as  butterflies. 


xxvm. 

And  aa  the  apol  where  liMy  appeav  h*  AMM 
Surpriaed  at  theee  unwonted  sigsa  of  idUng^ 

He  hears    alas !  no  music  of  the  sphcrss. 
Bat  an  onhallow'd,  earthly  aoond  of  MUiBgl 

A  melody  whieh  made  him  doubt  lik  ean, 
The  caase  being  past  his  guessing  or  viriddHiig; 

A  pipe  too  and  a  dram,  and,  shortly  after, 

A  BMMt  unoriental  roar  of  Isoghtcr. 

XXIX. 
And  stin  more  nearly  to  the  place  advancing. 

Descending  rather  quickly  the  deelivity. 
Through  the  waved  branches,  o'er  the  greensward 

'Midst  other  indications  of  festivity,      [gUnefaigt 
Seeing  a  troop  of  his  domestics  dancing 

Like  dervises,  who  turn  as  on  a  pvot,  he 
Peroeived  it  was  the  Pyrrhic  dance  so  martial. 
To  which  the  Lerantines  are  very  partial. 

XXX. 

And  farther  on  a  group  of  Qredan  giris. 
The  first  and  tallest  her  white  kerchief  waving. 

Were  strung  together  Uke  a  row  of  pearls ; 
Link'd  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing ;  each  too  having 

Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  auburn  curla-«> 
(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poets  raving,) 

Their  leader  sang^-and  bounded  to  her  eong. 

With  choral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin  thnmg. 

XXXI. 
And  here,  assembled  cross-legg'd  round  their  teayo. 

Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine ; 
Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gase, 
And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chian  wine. 
And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase ; 

Above  them  thenr  dessert  grew  on  its  vine. 
The  orange  and  the  pomegranate,  nodding  o*er, 
Dropp'd  ia  tiieir  laps,  soaroe  pluck'd,  their  mi^ov 
store. 

XXXII. 

A.band  of  children,  round  a  snow-white  ram. 
There  wreathe  hia  venerable  horns  with  flowan ; 

Whfle  peaeeftxl  as  if  still  an  unwean'd  lamb, 
The  patriarch  of  the  flock  all  gently  cowers 

His  sober  head,  mijestically  tame. 
Or  eats  fh)m  out  the  palm,  or  playfbl  lowers 

His  brow  is  if  in  act  to  butt,  and  then, 

Yielding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  baok  agaiiu 

XXXIIL 
Their  classical  profiles,  and  glittering  dresses, 

Their  large  black  eyes,  and  soft  seraphic  ehenka. 
Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long  tressat. 

The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eye  tiiat  spnakj. 
The  innocenoe  which  happy  childhood  blesses. 

Made  quite  a  picture  of  these  little  Greeks ; 
So  that  the  philosophical  beholder 
Sigh'd  for  their  sakes-^hat  they  should  e'er  gr»« 
older. 

xxxnr. 

Atu,  a  dwarf  buffoon  stood  telling  tales 
To  a  sedate  gray  circle  of  old  smokers, 

Of  secret  treasures  found  in  hidden  vales. 
Of  wonderfol  replies  tram  Arab  jokers, 

Of  charms  to  make  good  gold  and  cure  had  afli. 
Of  rocks  bewitch'd  that  open  to  the  knoekctib 

Of  magie  ladies,  who,  by  one  sole  aet, 

Transform'd  their  lords  to  beaats,  (battiiaf  aaftMt;* 


iiOM  JUAK. 


•H 


XXXV. 

B4»e  WM  aft  lack  of  ianoMnl  dmnioa 

For  the  miaginitiftn  or  the  mum. 
Bong,  da]iQ0»  wino,  miUM,  ttoriM  from  the  Peniaiiv 

AV  pratty  pMtfme  in  which  no  oflEenoe  ie ; 
B«t  Lambro  taw  all  theae  thing!  with  averaiont 

PweeMng  in  hia  abaenoe  aneh  expanaea. 
Dreading  thAt  climax  of  all  human  ilia. 
The  inflammatioa  of  hia  weekly  billa. 

XXXYI. 

Ah!  what ia nan?  whal pezila still enviioa 
The  happiaat  mortals  eren  after  dinner— 

A  day  of  gold  from  out  an  age  of  iron 
la  all  that  life  allowa  the  luekieat  ainn«r ; 

Pleasure  (whene'er  she  aings,  at  leaat'a)  e  aiien. 
That  luree  to  flay  alive  the  young  bei^Loner ; 

liambco'a  leeeption  et  hia  people's  banquet 

Waa  taoh  aa  flie  aceorda  to  e  wet  blanket. 

xxxvn. 

He— being  eaaa  who  seldom  uaed  e  word 
Too  much*  and  wishing  gladly  to  aurpriae 

(In  general  he  surpxiaed  men  with  the  sword) 
His  daughtei^-had  not  aesit  before  to  adriae 

Of  hiaaniral,  so  that  no  one  stizr'd; 
And  long  hepanaed  to  reasanre  hia  eyea, 

In  iact  muidh  more  aatonish'd  than  delighted* 

Te  find  ao  mueh  good  company  inTited. 

XXXYHI. 
HedidMtk»Mr(alaa!  how  men  wOl  lie) 

That  e  zepoct  (especially  the  Greeks) 
ATonch'dhis  death,  (such  people  never  die») 

And  put  his  house  in  mourning  several  weeka* 
But  now  their  eyea  and  also  lips  were  dry ; 

The  bloom,  too,  had  retum'd  to  Haidee's  cheek ; 
Her  tears,  too,  bdng  retum'd  into  their  fount, 
She  BOW  kept  house  upon  her  own  account. 

XXXIX. 

Hence  all  this  lice,  meat,  dancing,  wine,  and  flddUng, 
Which  tnm'd  the  isle  into  «  place  of  pleaaure ; 

The  servanta  all  were  getting  drunk  or  idling, 
A  life  which  made  them  happy  beyond 

Her  father'a  hoapitality  seem'd  middling. 
Compared  with  what  Haidee  did  with  his 

Twas  wonderftil  how  thinga  went  on  improving, 

While  aha  had  not  one  hour  to  spare  from  loving. 

XL. 
Perhaps  you  think  in  stumbling  en  this  iiaaat 

He  flew  into  e  passion,  and  in  fact 
There  was  no  mighty  reason  to  be  pleased ; 

Perhapa  you  p»q»hecy  aome  sudden  act. 
The  whip,  the  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least. 

To  teach  hia  people  to  be  more  exact. 
And  that,  proceeding  at  a  very  high  rate. 
He  show'd  the  tojaljpenohanU  of  a  pirate*. 

XU. 
You're  wrong;— He  waa  the  mildest  i 

Thet  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a  throat ; 
With  auch  true  breeding  of  a  gentleman. 

You  never  could  divine  hia  real  thought ; 
No  courtier  could,  and  scarcely  woman  can 

(Hrd  more  deceit  within  a  petticoat ; 
Pity  he  loved  adventurous  life's  varied 
He  waa  sa  great  a  losa  to  good  aodetv 


XTJT. 
Advaneiag  to  the  neasest  dinner-tsay, 

Tapping  the  ahonlder  of  the  nigheat  guest, 
"^th  a  peonliar  amOe,  whkh,  by  tiie  way. 

Boded  no  good,  whatever  it  expreaa'd. 
He  aak'd  the  meaning  of  this  holiday  ? 

The  vinona  Ghreek  to  whom  he  had  addresa'd 
Hia  qneatfam,  much  too  merry  to  divine 
The  qneationer,  flll'd  up  a  glass  of  wine, 

xun. 

And,  withont  taming  his  fticetioua  head, 
Over  his  shoulder,  with  a  Bacchant  air. 

Presented  the  o'erflowing  cup^  and  said, 

'*  Talking'a  dry  work,  I  have  no  time  to  qpare." 

A  seoond  hiccup'd,  '<  Our  old  master's  dead. 
You'd  better  aak  our  mistress,  who's  his  heir." 

"  Our  mistress !"— quoth  a  third :  **  Our  mistress  !•- 

Yon  mean  our  master    not  the  old,  but  new."  [pooht 

XUV. 
Theae  rascals,  being  new  comect,  knew  net  whom 

They  thus  addreaa'd— and  Lambro'a  visage  felV-« 
And  o'er  his  eye  a  momentary  gloom 

Pass'd,  but  he  strove  quite  courteously  to  quell 
The  expreesipn,  and,  endeavoring  to  reaume 

His  smik,  requested  one  of  them  to  tell 
The  name  and  quality  of  his  new  patron. 
Who  seem'd  to  have  tum'd  Haidee  into  a  matron. 

XLV. 
*<  I  know  not,"  quoth  the  felbw,  *<  who  or  what 

He  is,  nor  whence  he  came— and  little  care ; 
But  this  I  know,  that  this  roast  capon'a  lat, 

And  that  good  wine  ne'er  wash'd  down  better  ftifti 
And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that. 

Direct  your  questions  to  my  neighbor  there ; 
He'U  answer  aU  for  better  or  for  worse. 
For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  converse." 

XLVI. 
I  said  that  Lambro  was  a  man  of  patience. 

And  oertainly  he  show'd  the  best  of  breeding, 
Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of  natioMt 

E'er  saw  her  most  poUte  of  sons  exceeding; 
He  bore  these  sneers  against  his  near  relations. 

His  own  anxiety,  his  heart,  too,  bleeding. 
The  insults,  too,  of  every  servile  glutton. 
Who  all  the  time  was  eating  up  his  mutton- 

XLvn. 

Nbfw  in  a  person  uaed  to  much  command— 
To  bid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again— 

To  see  his  orders  done,  too,  out  of  hand— 
Whether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  the  ehaiii*« 

It  may  seem  strange  to  find  his  manners  blsnd ; 
Yet,  such  things  are,  which  I  cannot  explain. 

Though  doubtless  he  who  can  command  himself 

Is  good  to  govern— almost  as  a  Quelf. 

XLvra. 

Not  that  he  waa  not  sometimes  raah  or  so. 
But  never  in  his  real  and  serious  mood ; 

Then  calm,  concentrated,  and  still,  and  slow. 
He  lay  coil'd  like  the  boa  in  the  wood ; 

With  him  it  never  was  a  word  and  blow. 
His  angry  word  ouce  o'er,  he  shed  no  bloodt 

But  in  his  silence  there  was  much  to  rue. 

And  his  one  blow  left  little  work  for  two. 
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XjlJX. 
He  ask'd  no  furfher  questions,  and  proceeded 

On  to  the  house,  but  bj  a  priyate  way, 
80  that  the  few  who  met  him  hardly  heeded. 

So  little  they  expected  him  that  day ; 
If  love  paternal  in  his  bosom  pleaded 

For  Haidee's  sake,  is  more  than  I  can  say, 
But  certainly  to  one,  deem'd  dead,  returning, 
This  rerel  seem'd  a  curious  mode  of  mourning. 


If  all  the  dead  could  now  return  to  life, 
(Which  God  forbid !)  or  some,  or  a  great  many 

For  instance,  if  a  husband  or  his  wife, 
(Nuptial  examples  are  as  good  as  any,) 

No  doubt  whate'er  might  be  their  former  strife, 
The  present  weather  would  be  much  more  rainy^- 

Tears  shed  into  the  grave  of  the  connexion 

Would  share  most  probably  its  resurrection. 

LI. 

He  enter'd  in  the  house,  no  more  his  home, 
A  thing  to  human  feelings  the  most  trying, 

And  harder  for  the  heart  to  overcome 
Perhaps,  than  even  the  mental  pangs  of  dying ; 

To  find  our  hearthstone  tum'd  into  a  tomb, 
And  round  its  once  warm  precincts  palely  lying 

The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a  deep  grief, 

Beyond  a  single  gentleman's  belief. 

LH. 
He  enter*d  in  the  house— his  home  no  more, 

For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home— and  felt 
The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 

Without  a  welcome ;  there  he  long  had  dwelt, 
There  his  few  peaceful  days  Time  had  swept  o'er, 

There  his  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would  melt 
Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child, 
His  only  shrine  of  feelings  undeflled. 

Mil. 
He  was  a  man  of  a  strange  temperament, 

Of  mild  demeanor  though  of  savage  mood, 
Moderate  in  all  his  habits,  and  content 

With  tempejance  in  pleasure,  as  in  food, 
Quick  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  bear,  and  meant 

For  something  better,  if  not  wholly  good ; 
His  country's  wrongs  and  his  despair  to  save  her 
Had  stung  him  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver. 

LIV. 
The  love  of  power,  and  rapid  gain  of  gold, 

The  hardness  by  long  habitude  produced, 
The  dangerous  life  in  which  he  had  grown  old, 

The  mercy  he  had  granted  oft  abused. 
The  sights  he  was  accustom*  d  to  behold, 

The  wild  seas  and  wild  men  with  whom  he  cruised, 
Had  cost  his  enemies  a  long  repentance, 
And  made  him  a  good  friend,  but  bad  acquaintance. 

LV. 
But  something  of  the  spirit  of  old  Greece 

Flash'd  o'er  his  soul  a  few  heroic  rays, 
Buch  as  lit  onward  to  the  golden  fleece 

His  predecessors  in  the  Colchian  days : 
Tis  true  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  peace ; 

Alas !  his  country  show'd  no  path  to  praise: 
Gate  to  the  world  and  war  with  every  nation 
fff  waged,  in  vengeance  of  her  degredation. 


LVI. 

Still  o'er  his  mifld  the  influence  of  the  1 
Shed  its  Ionian  elegance,  which  show'd 

Its  power  unconsciously  fiill  many  a  time,-* 
A  taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  his  abode, 

A  love  of  music  and  of  scenes  sublime, 
A  pleasure  in  the  gentle  stream  that  flow'd 

Past  him  in  crystala,  and  a  joy  in  flowers, 

Bedew'd  his  spirit  in  his  calmer  hours. 

LVII. 

But  whatsoe'er  he  had  of  love,  reposed 
On  that  beloved  daughter ;  she  had  been 

The  only  thing  which  kept  his  heart  unclosed 
Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  had  done  and  1 

A  lonely  pure  affection  unopposed : 
There  wanted  but  the  loss  of  this  to  wean 

His  feelings  from  all  milk  of  human  kindness. 

And  turn  him,  like  the  Cyclops,  mad  with  blindncM 

Lvm. 

The  cubless  tigress  in  her  jungle  raging 
Is  dreadful  to  the  shepherd  and  the  flock ; 

The  ocean  when  its  yeasty  war  is  waging 
Is  awful  to  the  vessel  near  the  rock : 

But  violent  things  will  sooner  bear  assuaging — 
Their  fury  being  spent  by  its  own  shock— 

Than  the  stem,  single,  deep,  and  worldless  ire 

Of  a  strong  human  heart,  and  in  a  sire. 

LIX. 
It  is  hard,  although  a  common  case. 

To  find  our  children  running  restive— they 
In  whom  our  brightest  days  we  would  retrace, 

Our  little  selves  reformed  in  flner  clay ; 
Just  as  old  age  is  creeping  on  apace. 

And  clouds  come  o'er  the  sunset  of  our  day, 
They  kindly  leave  us,  though  not  quite  alone. 
But  in  good  company— the  gout  or  stone. 

LX. 
Yet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thing, 

(Provided  they  don't  come  in  after  dinner:) 
'Tis  beautiful  to  see  a  matron  bring 

Her  children  up,  (if  nursing  them  don't  thin  her ;) 
Like  cherubs  round  an  altar-piece  they  cling 

To  the  fireside,  (a  sight  to  touch  a  sinner :) 
A  lady  with  her  daughter  or  her  nieces 
Shine  like  a  guinea  and  seven  shilling  pieoes. 


LXL 
Old  Lambro  pass'd  unseen  a  private  gate. 

And  stood  within  his  hall  at  eventide ; 
Meantime  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 

At  wassail  in  their  beauty  and  their  pride : 
An  ivory  inlaid  table  spread  with  state 

Before  them,  and  fair  slaves  on  every  side ; 
(Hms,  gold,  and  silver,  form'd  the  service  mostly, 
Mother-of-pearl  and  coral  the  less  eostiy. 

Lxn. 

The  dinner  made  about  a  hundred  dishes ; 

Lamb  and  pistachio-nuts-— in  short,  aU  meats. 
And  saflh>n  soups,  and  sweetbreads ;  and  the  flaket 

Were  of  the  fhiest  tiut  e'er  flounced  in  nets, 
Dress'd  to  a  Sybarite's  most  pamper'd  wishes ; 

The  beverage  was  various  sherbets 
Of  raisin,  orange,  and  pomegranate  julee,       [vss. 
Squeezed  through  tiie  rind  whidh  makes  it  beet  ftr 
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Lxin. 

Thme  wtn  ranged  round,  eaeli  la  Its  atyttal  ewer, 
Aftd  fireits  and  date-bread  loaTea  cloeed  the  repast. 
And  Moclia's  berry,  from  Arabia  pnre, 

In  small  line  China  cape,  came  in  at  last- 
Gold  caps  of  filigree,  made  to  secure 

The  hand  from  burning,  underneath  them  placed ; 
CloTes,  cinnamon,  and  safion  too  were  boil'd 
t7p  wHh  the  cofiee,  which  (I  think)  they  spoil'd. 

LXIV. 

The  hangings  of  the  room  were  tapestry,  made 
Of  TeWet  pannels,  each  of  different  hue. 

And  thick  with  damask  flowers  of  silk  inlaid : 
And  round  them  ran  a  yellow  border  too ; 

The  upper  border,  richly  wrought,  display'd, 
Bmbroider*d  delicately  o'er  with  blue, 

Soft  Persian  sentences,  in  lilac  letters, 

Prom  poets,  or  the  moralists  their  betters. 

LXV. 
These  oriental  writings  on  the  wall. 

Quite  common  in  those  countries,  axe  a  kind 
Of  monitors,  adapted  to  recall, 

Like  skulls  at  Memphian  banquets,  to  the  mind 
The  words  which  shook  Beishassar  in  his  hall. 

And  took  his  kingdom  from  him.— You  wHl  find. 
Though  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  treasure. 


There  ii  no  stenier  moralist  than  pleasure.         ^  About  the  prettiest  ankle  in  the  world. 


LXVI. 
A  beauty  at  the  season's  elose  grown  hectic, 

A  genius  who  has  drunk  himself  to  death, 
A  rake  tnm'd  methodistic  or  eclecHe— 

(For  that's  the  name  they  like  to  pray  beneath)^ 
But  most,  an  alderman  struck  apoplectic. 

Are  things  that  really  take  away  the  breath, 
And  show  that  late  hours,  wine  and  Ioyc,  are  able 
To  do  not  much  less  damage  than  the  table. 

Lxvn. 

Haidee  and  Juan  carpeted  their  feet 
On  crimson  satin,  border'd  with  pale  blue ; 

Their  sofa  occupied  three  parts  complete 
Of  the  apartment— and  appear'd  quite  new ; 

The  yelret  cushions — (for  a  throne  more  meet)— 
Were  scarlet,  ftDm  whose  glowing  centre  grew 

A  sun  emboss'd  in  gold,  whose  rays  of  tissue, 

Meridiaa-like»  were  seen  all  light  to  ^wue. 

LXvm. 

CiyBtal  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain, 
Had  done  their  work  of  splendor,  Indian  mats 

And  Persian  carpets,  the  heart  bled  to  stain. 
Over  the  floors  were  spread ;  gazelles  and  cats, 

And  dwarfe  and  blacks,  andsueh  like,  things  that  gain 
Their  bread  as  ministers  and  favorites    (that's 

To  say,  by  degradation)— minted  there 

As  plentiful  as  in  a  court  or  iSiir. 

LXIX. 
There  was  no  want  of  lofty  mirrors,  and 

The  tables,  most  of  ebony  inlaid 
\¥ith  mother-of*pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at  hand. 

Or  were  of  toisoise-shell  or  rare  woods  made, 
fVetted  with  gold  or  silver:  by  command. 

The  greater  part  of  these  were  ready  spread 
With  viands,  and  sherbets  in  ice,  and  y 
Kept  for  all  comers,  at  all  hours  to  dtae. 


LXX. 

Of  aU  the  dresses  I  select  Haidee's : 
She  wore  two  jelicks— one  was  of  pale  yellow; 

Of  asuxe,  pink,  and  white,  was  her  chemise— 
'Neath  which  her  breast  heaved  like  a  little  billow ; 

With  buttons  form'd  of  pearls  as  large  as  peas. 
All  gold  and  crimson  shone  her  jelick's  fellow. 

And  the  striped  white  gauze  baracan  that  bound  her, 

like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,  flow'd  round  her. 

LXXI. 

One  large  gold  bracelet  dasp'd  each  lovely  arm, 
Lockless— so  pliable  from  the  pure  gold, 

That  the  hand  strstch'd  and  shut  it  without  harm. 
The  limb  which  it  adorn'd  its  only  mould ; 

So  beautiftil— its  very  shape  would  charm, 
And  clinging  as  if  loth  to  lose  its  hold. 

The  purest  ore  inclosed  the  whitest  skin 

That  e'er  by  precious  metal  was  held  in.* 

LXXII. 
Around,  as  princess  of  her  father's  land, 

A  like  gold  bar,  above  her  instep  roU'd,* 
Announced  her  rank :  twelve  rings  were  on  her  hana ; 

Her  hair  was  starr'd  with  gems ;  her  veil's  fine  fold 
Below  her  breast  was  fasten'd  with  a  band 

Of  lavish  pesrls,  whose  worth  could  scarce  be  told ; 
Her  orange  ailk  ftdl  Turkish  trowsers  fiirl'd 


Lxxm. 

Her  hair's  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her  heel 
Flow'd  like  an  Alpine  torrent  which  the  sun 

Dyes  with  his  morning  light,— and  would  conceal 
Her  person*  if  allow'd  at  large  to  run ; 

And  still  they  seem  resentfully  to  feel 
The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  sought  to  shun 

Their  bonds  whene'er  some  sephyr  caught  began 

To  offer  his  young  pinion  as  her  fan. 

LXXIV. 

Round  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  Vth, 
The  very  air  seem'd  lighter  f^m  her  eyes. 

They  were  so  soft  and  beautiAi],  and  rife 
l^^th  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies. 

And  pure  as  Psyche  ere  she  grew  a  wife— 
Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  human  ties ; 

Hsr  overpowering  presence  made  yon  feel 

It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneeL 

LXXV. 

Her  eyelashes,  though  dark  as  night,  wers  ticgei, 
(It  is  the  country's  custom,)  but  in  vain ; 

For  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly  fringedt 
The  glossy  rebels  mock'd  the  jetty  stain. 

And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged : 
Her  nails  were  touch'd  with  henna;  but  again 

The  power  of  art  was  tum'd  to  nothing,  for 

They  eould  not  look  more  rosy  than  before. 

LXXVI. 

The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  make 
The  skin  relieved  appear  more  fairly  feir : 

She  had  no  need  of  this— day  ne'er  will  break 
On  mountain  tops  more  heavenly  white  than  her; 

The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  wcil  awake, 
She  was  so  like  a  vision ;  I  might  err. 

But  Shakspeare  abo  says  'tis  very  silly 

«  To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily." 


624 


BT&OITS  W<atK8. 


Lxxvn. 

Joan  had  on  a  sha^  of  black  aad  gold* 
But  a  white  baracan,  and  so  transparent. 

The  sparkling  gema  beneath  you  might  oehold^ 
Like  small  stars  through  the  milky  way  apparent ; 

His  turban,  furl'd  in  many  a  graceful  fold, 
An  emerald  aigrette  with  Haidee'fl  hair  in*t, 

Surmounted  as  its  clasp— a  glowing  crescent, 

Whose  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  but  incessant. 

LXXVIII. 
And  now  they  were  diyerted  by  their  suite, 

Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuch's,  and  a  poet. 
Which  made  their  new  establishment  complete  { 

The  last  was  of  great  fame,  and  liked  to  show  it ; 
His  yerses  rarely  wanted  their  due  feet— 

And  for  his  theme— he  seldom  sung  below  it, 
He  being  paid  to  satirise  or  flatter, 
As  the  psalm  says,  **  inditing  a  good  matter.' 

LXXIX. 

He  praised  the  present  and  abused  the  past, 

BeTersing  the  good  custom  of  old  days, 
An  eastern  anti-jacobin  at  last 

He  tum'd,  preferring  pudding  to  no 
For  some  few  years  his  lot  had  been  o'l 

By  his  seeming  independent  in  his  lays» 
But  now  he  sung  the  Sultan  and  the  Pacha» 
With   truth   like  Southey,  and   with  vecie  like 
Crashaw. 

LXXX. 
He  was  a  man  who  had  seen  many  ehangee, 

And  always  changed  as  true  as  any  needle, 
His  polar  star  being  one  which  rather  ranges. 

And  not  the  fix'd— he  knew  the  wsy  to  wheedle ; 
Bo  vile  he  'scaped  the  doom  which  oft  avenges ; 

And  being  fluent,  (save  indeed  when  fee'd  ill,) 
He  lied  with  such  a  fenror  of  intentions- 
There  was  no  doubt  he  eam'd  his  laureate  pension. 

LXXXI. 

But  he  hid  genius— when  a  tuimeoat  has  it 

The  "  vates  irritabilis  "  takes  care 
That  without  notice  few  ML  moons  shall  pass  it : 

Even  good  men  like  to  make  the  public  stave  :— 
But  to  my  subject— let  me  see— what  was  it  ? 

Oh !— the  third  canto— and  the  pretty  pai^— 
Their  loves,  aad  feasts,  and  house,  and  dress,  and 
Of  living  in  their  insular  abode.  [mode 

Lxxxn. 

Their  poet,  a  sad  trimmer,  but  no  less 

In  company  a  very  pleasant  fellow, 
Had  been  the  favorite  of  full  many  a  mess       [low ; 

Of  men,  and  made  them  speeches  when  half  mel- 
And  though  his  meaning  they  could  rarely  guess, 

Tet  still  they  deign'd  to  hiccup  or  to  bdlow, 
The  glorious  meed  of  popular  applause, 
Of  which  the  flrst  ne'er  knows  the  second  oansok 

Lxxxm. 

But  now  being  lifted  into  high  society. 
And  having  pick'd  up  several  odds  and  ends 

Of  free  thoughts  in  his  travels,  for  variety, 
He  deem'd,  being  in  a  lone  isle  smong  fldends, 

That  without  any  danger  of  a  riot,  he 
Might  for  long  lying  make  himself  amends ;        t 

And,  singing  as  he  sung  in  his  warm  youth» 

Agree  to  a  short  armistice  with  truth. 


LXXXIV. 
He  had  traveU*d  'moBg  the  Arabs,Tiirks,  ukAFnak^ 

And  knew  the  self-loves  of  the  different  nations  * 
And,  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranks, 

Had  something  ready  upon  most  occasions- 
Which  got  him  a  few  presents  and  some  thanks. 

He  varied  with  some  skill  his  adulations ; 
To  <*  do  at  Borne  as  Romans  do,"  a  piece 
Of  conduct  was  which  he  observed  in  Greeoe. 

LXXXV. 
Thus,  usually,  when  he  was  ask'd  to  sing, 

He  gave  the  different  nations  something  national ; 
'Twas  all  the  same  to  him—"  God  save  the  King," 

Or  **  Calira"  according  to  the  fuhion  all ; 
His  muse  made  increment  of  any  thing. 

From  the  high  lyrical  to  the  low  rational : 
If  Pindar  sang  horseraces,  what  should  hinder 
Himself  from  being  as  pliable  as  Pindar  ? 

LXXXVL 
In  Fhoiee,  Ibr  instuioe,  he  would  write  a  ehsMoti ; 

In  England,  a  six-canto  quarto  tale ; 
In  Spain,  he'd  make  a  ballad  or  romance  on 

The  last  wai^-much  the  same  in  Portugal } 
In  Germany,  the.  Pegasus  he'd  pranee  on 

Would  be  old  Goethe's— (see  what  says  deStati  | 
In  Italy,  he'd  ape  the  "  Treoentistf ;" 
In  Greece,  he'd  sing  some  sort  of  hymn  like  this  f  y«b 

The  isles  of  Greece !  the  isles  of  Greeoe  I 
Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  sungf 

Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peaoor— 
Where  Delos  rose  and  Phcebus  sprung ! 

Sternal  summer  gilds  them  yet. 

But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set^ 


The  Sdan  and  the  Teian  i 
The  hero's  harp,  the  lover's  lute. 

Have  found  the  fame  your  shores  refbse ; 
Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 

To  sounds  which  echo  further  west 

Than  your  sires'  "  Islands  of  the  Bless'd.** 


The  mountains  look  on  Marathon^ 
And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea ; 

And  musing  there  an  hour  aUme, 
I  dream'd  that  Greece  might  still  be  ftm\ 

For,  standing  on  the  Persians'  grave, 

I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave. 

A  king  sate  on  the  rocky  brow 
Which  looks  o'er  sea-born  Salaaois ; 

And  ships,  by  thousands,  lay  below. 
And  men  in  nations ;— all  were  hk  I 

He  counted  them  at  break  of  day^- 

And  when  the  sun  set,  where  were  they  ? 

And  where  are  they  I  and  where  art  thou, 
My  country  ?  On  thy  voiceless  shore 

The  heroic  lay  is  tuneless  now— 
The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more ! 

And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine. 

Degenerate  into  haad^  like  mine } 


BON  JUAN. 
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Til  tomething,  m  fbe  doarth  of  fame, 
ThoQgli  link'd  among  a  fetter'd  race. 

To  feel  at  least  a  patriot's  shame, 
Etch  as  I  sing,  suffuse  my  face ; 

For  what  is  left  the  poet  here  ? 

For  Greeks  a  l^ush — for  Greece  a  tear. 

Must  ice  but  weep  o'er  days  more  blcss'd  ? 

Must  tee  but  blush  ? — Our  fathers  bled. 
Earth !  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 

A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead  I 
Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three. 
To  make  a  new  Thermopyle. 

What,  silent  still  ?  and  silent  all  ? 

Ah  !  no ;— the  voices  of  the  dead 
Sound  like  a  distant  torrent's  fall. 

And  answer,  "  Let  one  living  head, 
But  one  arise,— we  come,  we  come ! " 
'Tis  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vain— in  vain :  strike  other  chords ; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine ! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes, 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine ! 
Hark  f  rising  to  the  ignoble  call- 
How  answers  each  bold  bacchanal ! 

Ton  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet, 
Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone  ? 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  nobler'and  the  manlier  one  ? 

You  have  the  letters  Caditus  gave-— 

Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave  ? 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  these  ! 
It  made  Anacrcon's  song  divine ; 

He  served — ^but  served  Polycrates— 
A  tyrant ;  but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 

The  tyrant  or  the  Chersonese 

Was  freedom's  best  and  bravest  friend ; 
That  tyrant  was  Miltiades ! 

Oh !  that  the  present  hour  would  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kind ! 
Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bind. 

Fin  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore. 
Exists  the  remnant  of  a  line 

Such  as  the  Boric  mothers  bore ; 
And  there,  perhaps,  some  seed  is  so^m. 
The  Heracleidan  blood  might  own. 

Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks — 
They  have  a  king  who  buys  and  sells : 

In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks, 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells : 

But  Turkish  force,  tmd  Latin  fraud. 

Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  sh|ide— 
I  see  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine ; 

But,  gaxing  on  each  glowing  maid. 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves. 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 
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Place  me  on  Suaium's  marble  steeps 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 

May  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep ; 

There,  swan-like,  let  me  sing  and  die  ; 
A  land  of  slaves  shall  ne'er  be  mine- 
Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Samian  wine  ! 

LXXXVIL 

Thus  sung,  or  would,  or  could,  or  shouM  hove  mmg 
The  n^odem  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse ; 

If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  when  Greece  was  young. 
Yet  in  these  times  he  might  have  done  much  worsen 

His  strain  display'd  some  feeling— right  or  wrong; 
And  feeling,  in  a  poet,  is  the  source 

Of  other's  feeling ;  but  they  arc  such  liars. 

And  take  all  colors— like  the  hands  of  dyers. 

LXXS.YIII. 
But  words  are  things,  and  a  small  drop  of  ink 

Falling  like  dew  upon  •  ttougl^t,  p'roduces  [thinks 
That  which  mokes  thousaiidB,  perhapa  milHun^ 

'Tis  strange,  the  shortest  letter  which  naaa  uses. 
Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a  lasting  link 

Of  ages ;  to  wliiat  stndts  old  Time  reduces 
Frail  man,  when  papers-even  a  rag  like  this. 
Survives  himsell^  his  tomb,  and  all  that's  his. 

LXXXIX. 

And  i^hen  his  bones  are  dust,  his  grave  a  blank. 
His  station,  generation,  even  his  nation. 

Become  a  thing,  or  nothing,  save  to  rank 
In  chronological  commemoration. 

Some  dull  MS.  oblivion  long  has  sank, 
Or  graven  stone  found  in  a  barrack's  station. 

In  digging  the  foundation  of  a  closet, 

May  turn  his  name  up  as  a  rare  deposit. 

XC. 
And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile . 

'Tis  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion,  winct— 
Depending  more  upon  the  historian's  style 

Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind: 
Troy  owes  to  Homer  what  whist  owes  to  Hoylc ; 

The  present  century  was  growing  blind 
To  the  great  Marlborough's  skill  in  giving  knocks. 
Until  his  late  Life  by  Archdeacon  Coxe. 

XCI. 
Milton's  the  prince  of  poets— so  we  say ; 

A  little  heavy,  but  no  less  divine ; 
An  independent  being  in  his  day— 

Leam'd,  pious,  temperate  in  love  and  wine ; 
But  his  life  falling  into  Johnson's  way, 

We're  told  this  great  high  priest  of  all  the  Nmc 
Was  whipt  at  college— a  harsh  sire— odd  spouse. 
For  the  first  Mrs.  Milton  left  his  house. 

XGIL 
All  these  are,  certM,  entertaining  facts,       [bribes ; 

lake  Shakspeare'ft  stealing  deer.  Lord  Bacon's 
Like  Titus'  youth,  and  Ciesar's  earliest  acts ; 

Like  Burns,  (whom  Doctor  Currie  well  describes ;) 
Like  Cromwell's  pranks ;— but  although  truth  exacts 

These  amiable  descriptions  from  the  scribes. 
As  most  essential  to  their  hero's  story, 
They  do  not  much  contribute  to  his  glory. 
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XCIII. 
All  are  not  moraliuts  like  Southey,  when 

He  prated  to  the  world  of  *•  Pantisocracy ; " 
Or  Wordsworth  unezcisedi  unhired,  who  then 

Seasoned  his  pedlar  poems  with  democracy ; 
Or  Coleridge,  long  before  his  flighty  pen 

Let  to  the  Morning  Post  its  aristocracy ; 
When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same  path, 
Espoused  two  partners,  (milliners  of  Bath.) 

XCIV. 

Such  names  at  present  cut  a  conxict  figure, 
The  Tcry  Botany  Bay  in  moral  geography; 

Their  loyal  Reason,  renegade  vigor, 
Are  good  manure  for  their  more  bare  biography. 

Wordsworth's  last  quarto,  by  the  way,  is  bigger 
Than  any  since  the  birthday  of  typography : 

A  clumsy  frowsy  poem,  call'd  the  "  Excursion,"  • 

Writ  in  a  manner  which  is  my  aTersion. 

xcv. 

He  there  builds  up  a  formidable  dyke 
Between  his  own  and  others'  intelleot ; 

But  Wordsworth's  poem,  and  his  followers,  like 
Joanna  Southeote's  Shiloh  and  her  sect, 

Are  things  which  in  this  century  don't  strike 
The  public  mind,  so  few  are  the  elect ; 

And  the  new  births  of  both  their  stale  virginitieB 

Have  proved  but  dropsies  taken  for  divinities. 

XCVI. 
But  let  me  to  my  story :  I  must  own 

If  I  have  any  fault,  it  is  digression ; 
Leaving  my  people  tci  proceed  alone, 

While  I  soliloquize  beyond  expression ; 
But  these  ore  my  addresses  &cm  the  throne, 

Which  put  oif  business  to  the  ensuing  session : 
Forgetting  each  omission  is  a  loss  to 
The  world,  not  quite  so  great  as  Ariosto. 

XCVIL 

I  know  that  what  our  neighbors  call  "  fon^iMur*," 
(We've  not  so  good  a  ieord,  but  have  the  thifu; 

In  that  complete  perfection,  which  ensures 
An  epic  from  Bob  Southey  every  spring)— 

Form  not  the  true  temptation  which  allures 
llie  reader ;  but  'twould  not  be  hard  to  bring 

Some  fine  examples  of  the  ipopie. 

To  prove  its  grand  ingredient  is  }mnm» 

xcvni. 

We  learn  from  Horace,  Homer  sometimes  sleeps, 
We  feel  without  him,  Wordsworth  sometimes 

To  show  with  what  complacency  he  creeps,  [wakes. 
With  his  dear  "  Wagonarst"  around  his  lakes; 

He  wishes  for  *'  a  boat "  to  sail  the  deeps— 
Of  Ocean  ?— no,  of  air ;  and  then  he  makes 

Another  out^ty  for  "  a  little  boat," 

And  drivels  seas  to  set  it  well  afloat. 

XCIX. 

If  he  must  fain  sweep  o'er  the  ethereal  plain. 
And  Pegasus  runs  restive  in  his  "wagon," 

Could  he  not  beg  the  loan  of  Charles's  wain  ? 
Or  pray  Medea  for  a  single  dragon  ? 

Or  if,  too  classic  for  his  vul<Tar  brain. 
He  fear'd  his  neck  to  venture  fluch  a  nag  on, 

And  he  must  needs  mount  nearer  to  the  moon, 

Could  not  the  blockhead  ask  for  a  balloon  ? 


"Pedlars,"  and  "boats,"  and  "wagons!"  Oh!  ye 
Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  come  to  this  ?  [shades 

That  trash  of  such  sort  not  alone  evades 
Contempt,  but  from  the  bathos'  vast  abyss 

Floats  scum-like  uppermost,  andl  these  Jack  Cades 
Of  sense  and  song  above  your  graves  may  hiss— 

The  "little  boatman"  and  his  "Peter  Bell" 

Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  "  Achitophel ! " 

CI. 

T*  our  tale.— The  feast  was  over,  the  slaves  gone. 
The  dwarfs  and  dancing  girls  had  all  retired; 

The  4rab  lore  and  poet's  song  were  done. 
And  every  sound  of  reyelry  expired ; 

The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  alone, 
The  rosy  flood  of  twilight  sky  admired  ;— 

Ave  Maria  I 'o'er  the  earth  and  sea, 

T^at  heavenliest  hour  of  Heaven  is  worthiest  thea  1 

CII. 
Ave  Maria !  blessed  be  the  hour ! 

The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot,  where  I  so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 

Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft. 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower, 

Or  the  faint  dying  day-hymn  stole  aloft. 
And  not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem  stirr'd  with  prayer. 

cm. 

Ave  Maria !  'tis  the  hour  of  prayef  I 

Ave  Maria !  'tis  th«hour  of  love ! 
Ave  Maria !  may  our  spirits  dare 

Look  up  to  thine  and  to  thy  Son's  above ! 
Ave  Maria !  oh  that  face  so  fair ! 

Those  downcast  eyes  beneath  the  almighty  dovo— 
What  though  'tis  but  a  pictured  image  strike- 
That  painting  is  no  idol,  'tis  too  like. 

CIV. 

Some  kind  casuists  are  pleased  to  say, 
In  nameless  print — ^that  I  have  no  devotion, 

But  set  those  persons  down  with  me  to  pray. 
And  you  shall  see  who  has  the  properest  notion 

Of  getting  into  heaven  the  shortest  way ; 
My  altars  are  the  mountains  and  the  ocean. 

Earth,  air,  stars, — all  that  springs  from  the  great 
whole. 

Who  hath  produced,  sad  will  receive  the  soul. 

CV. 

Sweet  hour  of  twilight ! — ^in  the  solitude 
Of  the  pine  forest,  and  the  silent  shore 

Which  bounds  Ravenna's  immemorial  wood. 
Rooted  where  once  the  Adrian  wave  flow'd  o'er. 

To  where  the  last  Cesarean  fortress  stood, 
Ever-green  forest !  which  Boccaccio's  lore 

And  Dryden's  lay  made  haunted  g^und  to  me, 

How  have  I  loved  the  twilight  hour  and  thee ' 

CVI. 

The  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  the  pine, 
Making  their  summer  lives  one  ceaseless  song. 

Were  the  sole  echoes,  save  my  steed's  and  mine. 
And  vesper-bell's  that  rose  the  boughs  along ; 

The  spectre  hxmtsman  of  Onesti's  line, 
His  hell-dogs,  and  their  chase,*and  the  fair  throng. 

Which  leam'd  from  this  example  not  to  fly 

From  a  true  lover,  shadow'd  my  mind's  eye. 
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CVII. 
Ob  Hesperus  !*  thon  bringest  all  good  thing^^ 

Home  to  the  weaiy,  to  the  hungry  cheer, 
To  the  youog  bird  the  parent's  brooding  ivings. 

The  welcome  stall  to  the  o'erlabor'd  steer ; 
Whate'er  of  peace  about  our  hearthstone  clingSy    < 
*  Whato'er  our  household  gods  protect  of  dear, 
Are  gather'd  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest; 
Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too,  to  the  mother's  breast. 

CVIII. 
Soft  hour  !*  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the 

Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day  [heart 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart ; 

Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way, 
As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start, 

Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay ; 
Is  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  ? 
Ah !  surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns  ! 

CIX. 
When  Nero  perish'd  by  the  justest  doom 

Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroy'd 
Amid  the  roar  of  liberated  Rome, 

Of  nations  freed,  and  the  world  overjoy'd. 
Some  hands  unseen  strew'd  flowers  upon  his  tomb  '^ 

Perhaps  the  weakness  of  a  heart  not  void 
Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done,  when  power 
Had  left  the  wretch  an  uncorrupted  hour. 

ex. 

But  I'm  digressing :  what  on  earth  has  Nero, 

Or  any  such  like  sovereign  buffoons, 
To  do  with  the  transactions  of  my  hero,    [moon's  ? 

More    than    such    madmen's    fellow^man— the 
Sure  my  invention  must  be  down  at  sero, 

And  I  grown  one  of  many  "  wooden  spoons  '* 
Of  verse,  (the  name  with  which  we  Cantabt  please 
To  dub  the  last  of  honors  in  degrees.) 

CXI. 
I  feel  this  tediousness  will  never  d(^- 

'Tis  being  too  epic,  and  I  must  cut  down 
(In  copying)  this  long  canto  into  two : 

They'll  never  find  it  out,  unless  I  own 
The  fact,  excepting  some  experienced  few ; 

And  then  as  an  improvement  'twill  be  shown : 
I'U  prove  that  such  the  opinion  of  the  critie  is, 
From  Aristotle  jxwsim.— See  Hot^ruirf. 


CANTO  IV. 


KoTHnrc  so  difilcult  as  a  beginning 

In  poesy,  unless  perhaps  the  end : 
For  oftentimes  when  Pegasus  seems  winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a  wing,  and  down  we  tend, 
liko  Lucifer  when  hurl'd  from  heaven  for  sinning ; 

Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend. 
Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  fsr, 
Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we  are. 


But  time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  their  level, 
And  sharp  adversity,  will  teach  at  last  , 

Man,— and,  as  we  would  hope,— perhaps  the  devil 
That  neither  of  their  intellects  are  vast : 

While  youth's  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins  revel. 
We  know  not  this — ^the  blood  flows  on  too  fast ; 

But  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  ocean, 

We  *K>nder  deeply  on  each  past  emotion. 

Ill, 
As  boy,  I  thought  myself  a  clever  fellow, 

And  wish'd  that  others  held  the  same  opinion : 
They  took  it  up  when  my  days  grew  more  mellow, 

And  other  minds  acknowledged  my  dominion : 
Now  my  sere  fancy  "  falls  into  the  yellow 

Leaf,"  and  imagination  droops  her  pinion. 
And  the  sad  truth  which  hovers  o'er  my  desk 
Turns  what  was  once  romantic  to  burlesque. 

IV. 

And  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing, 
'Tis  that  I  may  not  weep ;  and  if  I  weep, 

'Tis  that  our  nature  cannot  always  bnng 
Itself  to  apathy,  which  we  must  steep 

First  in  the  icy  depths  of  Lethe's  spring. 
Ere  what  we  least  wish  to  behold  will  sleep ; 

Thetis  baptized  her  mortal  son  in  Styx ; 

A  mortal  mother  would  on  Lethe  fix. 

V. 

Some  have  accused  me  of  a  strange  design 
Against  the  creed  and  morals  of  the  land. 

And  trace  it  in  this  poem  every  line : 
I  don't  pretend  that  I  quite  understand 

My  own  meaning  when  I  would  be  ^ery  fine ; 
But  the  fact  Is  that  I  have  nothing  plann'd, 

Unless  it  was  to  be  a  moment  merry ,^ 

A  novel  word  in  my  vocabulary. 

VL 

To  the  kind  reader  of  our  sober  clime, 
This  way  of  writing  will  appear  exotic ; 

Pulci,  was'  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme. 
Who  sung  when  chivalry  was  more  Quixotic, 

And  reveird  in  the  fancies  of  the  time,     [despotic ; 
True  knights,  chaste  dames,  huge  giants,  kings 

But  all  these,  save  the  last,  being  obsolete, 

I  chose  a  modem  subject  as  more  meet. 

vn. 

How  I  have  treated  it,  I  do  not  know^— 
Perhaps  no  better  than  they  have  treated  me 

Who  nave  imputed  such  designs  as  show, 
Not  what  they  saw,  but  what  they  wish'd  to  see ; 

But  if  it  gives  them  pleasure,  be  it  so, — 
This  is  a  liberal  age,  and  thoughts  are  free : 

Meantime  Apollo  plucks  me  by  the  ear, 

And  tells  me  to  resume  my  story  here. 

VIIL 

Young  Juan  and  his  lady-love  were  left 
To  their  own  heart's  most  sweet  society ; 

Even  Time  the  pitiless  in  sorrow  cleft 
With  his  rude  scythe  such  gentle  bosoms;  he 

Sigh'd  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft. 
Though  foe  to  love ;  and  yet  they  could  not  be 

Meant  to  grow  old,  but  die  in  happy  spring 

Before  one  charm  or  hope  had  taken  wing 
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IX. 


Their  faces  were  not  made  for  wrinkles,  their 
Pure  blood  to  stagnate,  their  great  hearts  to  fail ; 

Tile  blank  gray  was  not  made  to  blast  their  hair, 
But,  like  the  climes  that  know  nor  snow  nor  hiiil, 

They  were  all  summer :  lightning  might  assail 
And  shiver  them  to  ashes,  but  to  trail 

A  long  and  snake-like  life  of  dull  decay 

Was  not  for  them— they  had  too  little  clay. 


They  were  alone  once  more ;  for  them  to  be 
Thus  was  another  Eden ;  they  were  noyer 

Weary,  unless  when  separate :  the  tree 
Cut  from  its  forest  root  of  years— the  river 

Damm'd  from  its  fountain — the  child  from  the  knee 
And  breast  maternal  wean'd  at  once  for  ever, 

Would  wither  less  than  these  two  torn  apart ; 

Alas !  there  is  no  instinct  like  the  heart — 

•  XI. 

The  heart — which  may  be  broken :  happy  they ! 

Thribe  fortunate !  who,  of  that  fragile  mould, 
The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay, 

Break  with  the  first  fall :  they  can  ne*er  behold 
The  long  year  link'd  with  heavy  day  on  day, 

And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  told ; 
While  life's  strange  principle  will  often  lie 
Deepest  in  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 

XIL 

Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,"  was  sal  4  of  yore,* 

And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this :  [more — 
The  death  of  friends,   and  that  which  slays  even 

The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  that  is, 
Except  mere  breath ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 

Awaits  at  last  even  those  whom  longest  miss 
The  old  archer's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 
Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 

XIII. 
Haidee  and  Juan  thought  not  of  the  dead ;   [them : 

The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air,  sccm'd  made  for 
They  found  no  fault  with  time,  save  that  he  fled ; 

They  saw  not  in  themselves  aught  to  condemn : 
Each  was  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  their  dork  eyes  like  a  gem, 
And  knew  such  brightness  was  but  the  reflection 
Of  their  exchanging  glances  of  affection. 

XIV. 
The  gentle  pressure,  and  the  thrilling  touch, 

The  least  glance  better  understood  than  words. 
Which  still  said  all,  and  ne'er  could  say  too  much ; 

A  language,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birds, 
Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  such, 

As  but  to  lovers  a  true  sense  affords ; 
Sweet  playful  phrases,  which  would  seem  absurd 
To  those  who  have  ceased  to  hear  such,  or  ne'er 
heard: 

XV. 

All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children  etiU, 
And  children  still  they  should  have  ever  been ; 

They  were  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  fill 
A  busy  character  in  the  dull  scene  *, 

But  like  two  beings  bom  from  out  a  rill, 
A  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 

To  pass  their  lives  in  foimtains  and  on  flowers, 

And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours. 


XVI. 


Moons  changing  had  roU'd  on,  and  changeless  found 
Those  their  bright  rise  had  lighted  to  such  joya 

As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  their  round : 
And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which  cloys 

For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never  bound 
By  the  mere  senses ;  and  tliat  which  destroys      • 

Most  love,  possession,  unto  them  appeared 

A  thing  which  each  endearment  more  endear'd. 

XVII. 
Oh  beautiful !  and  rare  as  beautiful ! 

But  theirs  was  love  in  which  the  mind  delights 
To  lose  itself,  when  the  whole  world  grows  dull, 

And  we  are  sick  of  its  hack  sounds  and  sights, 
Intrigues,  adventures  of  the  common  school, 

Its  petty  passions,  marriages,  and  flights, 
'Where  Hjnnen's  torch  but  brands  one  strumpet  mors 
Whose  husband  only  knows  her  not  a  wh— re. 

xvm. 

Hard  words ;  harsh  truth ;  a  truth  which  many  know. 

Enough. — ^The  faithfbl  and  the  fairy  pair, 
Whenever  ibund  a  single  hour  too  slow. 

What  was  it  made  fhem  thus  exempt  firom  care  ? 
Young  innate  feelings  all  have  felt  below, 

Which  perish  in  the  rest,  but  in  them  were 
Inherent ;  what  we  mortals  coll  romantie. 
And  always  envy,  though  we  deem  it  frantic. 

XIX. 
This  is  in  others  a  factitious  state, 

An  opium  dream  of  too  much  youth  and  reading. 
But  was  in  them  their  nature  or  their  fate ; 

Ko  novels  e'er  had  set  their  young  hearts  bleeding* 
For  Haidee's  knowledge  was  by  no  means  great, 

And  Juan  was  a  boy  of  saintly  breeding, 
So  that  there  was  no  reason  for  their  loves. 
More  than  for  those  of  nightingales  or  doves. 

XX. 

They  gazed  upon  the  sunset ;  'tis  an  hour 
Bear  unto  all,  but  dearest  to  their  eyes, 

For  it  had  made  them  what  they  were :  Ijie  power 
Of  love  had  first  *0'erwhelm*d  them  from  such 

When  happiness  had  been  their  only  dower,  [skies. 
And  twUight  saw  them  link'd  in  passion's  ties ; 

Charm'd  with  eaeh  other,  all  things  chann'd  that 
brought 

The  past  still  weleome  as  the  present  thought. 

XXI. 
I  know  not  why,  but  in  that  hour  to-night. 

Even  as  they  gazed,  a  sudden  tremor  came. 
And  swept,  as  'twere,  across  their  hearts'  delight. 

Like  the  wind  o'er  a  harp-string,  or  a  flame. 
When  one  is  shook  in  sound,  and  one  in  sight; 

And  thus  some  boding  flash'd  through  either  frame. 
And  call'd  from  Juan's  breast  a  faint  low  sigh. 
While  one  new  tear  arose  in  Haidee's  eye. 

XXIL 
That  large  black  prophet  eye  seem*d  to  dilate 

And  follow  far  the  disappearing  sun. 
As  if  their  last  day  of  a  happy  date. 

With  his  broad,  bright,  and  dropping  orb  wert 
Juan  gazed  on  her  as  to  ask  his  fate —  [jgone 

He  felt  a  grief,  but  knowing  cause  for  none. 
His  glance  inquired  of  hers  for  some  excuse 
For  feelings  causeless,  or  at  leist  abstruse. 
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xxin. 

She  tom'd  to  him,  and  smiled,  hut  in  that  sort 
Which  makes  not  others  smile ;  then  tmm'd  aside ; 

Whatever  feeling  shook  her,  it  seem'd  short, 
And  master'd  by  her  wisdom  or  her  pride ; 

When  Jtxan  spoke,  too — ^it  might  be  in  sport — 
Of  this  their  mutual  feeling,  she  replied-— 

"  If  it  should  be  so,-— ^but — ^it  cannot  be^ 

Or  I  at  least  shall  not  surriTe  to  see." 

XXIV. 
Juan  would  question  further,  bat  she  press'd 

His  lips  to  hers,  and  silenced  him  with  this, 
And  then  dismiss'd  the  omen  from  her  breast, 

Defying  augury  with  that  fond  kiss ; 
And  no  doubt  of  all  method's  'tis  the  best : 

Some  people  prefer  wine — *ti8  not  amiss : 
I  haye  tried  both ;  so  those  who  would  a  part  take 
Hay  choose  between  the  headache  and  the  heart* 
ache. 

XXV. 
One  of  the  two,  according  to  your  choice. 

Women  or  wine,  you'U  hare  to  undergo ; 
Both  maladies  are  taxes  on  our  joys :  ^ 

But  which  to  choose  I  really  hardly  know; 
And  if  I  had  to  gire  a  casting  voice. 

For  both  sides  I  could  many  reasons  show, 
And  then  decide,  without  great  wrong  to  either. 
It  were  mnch  better  to  have  both  than  neither. 

XXVI. 

Juan  and  Haidee  gazed  upon  eaca  other, 
With  swimming  looks  of  speechless  tenderness. 

Which  mix'd  all  feelings,  friend,  child,  lover,  brother, 
All  that  the  best  can  mingle  and  express. 

When  two  pure  hearts  are  pour'd  in  one  another, 
And  love  too  much,  and  yet  can  not  love  less ; 

But  almost  sanctify  the  sweet  excess 

By  the  immortal  wish  and  power  to  bices. 

XXVII. 
Mix'd  in  each  other's  arms,  and  heart  in  heart. 

Why  did  they  not  then  die  ?— they  had  lived  too 
long. 
Should  an  hour  come  to  bid  them  breathe  apart; 

Years  could  not  bring  them  cruel  things  or  wrong, 
The  world  was  not  for  them,  nor  the  world's  art 

For  beings  passionate  as  Sappho's  song ; 
Love  was  bom  with  them,  in  them,  so  intense, 
It  was  their  very  spirit— not  a  sense. 

XXVIII. 
They  should  have  lived  together  deep  in  woods. 

Unseen  as  sings  the  nightingale ;  they  were 
Unfit  to  mix  in  these  thick  solitudes 

Call'd  social,  where  all  vice  and  hatred  arc : 
How  lonely  every  freeborn  creature  broods ! 

The  sweetest  song-birds  nestle  in  a  pair ; 
The  eagle  soars  alone ;  the  giill  and  crow 
Flock  o'er  their  carrion,  just  as  mortals  do. 

XXIX.  4 

Now  pillow'd,  cheek  to  cheek,  in  loving  sleep, 

Haidee  and  Juan  their  siesta  took, 
A  gentle  slumber,  but  it  was  not  deep. 

For  ever  and  anon  a  something  shook 
Juan,  and  shuddering  o'er  his  frame  would  creep ; 

And  Haidee's  sweet  lips  murmnr'd  like  a  brook 
A  worldless  music,  and  her  face  so  fair 
Stinr'A  with  her  dieam  as  rose-leaves  with  the  air : 


XXX. 

Or  as  the  stirring  of  a  deep  clear  stream 
Within  an  Alpine  hollow,  when  the  wind 

Walks  over  it,  was  she  shaken  by  the  dream. 
The  mystical  usurper  of  the  mind — 

O'erpowering  us  to  be  whate'er  may  seem 
Good  to  the  soul  which  we  no  more  can  bind ; 

Strange  state  of  being  !  (for  'tis  still  to' be,) 

Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seal'd  eyes  to  see. 

XXXI. 

She  dreara'd  of  being  alone  on  the  seashore, 
Chaiu'd  to  a  rock  ;  she  knew  not  how,  but  stir 

She  could  not  from  the  spot,  and  the  loud  roar 
Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  threatening 

And  o'er  her  upper  lip  they  seem'd  to  pour,     [her ; 
Until  she  sobb'd  for  breath,  and  soon  they  were 

Foaming  o'er  her  lone  head,  so  fierce  and  high 

Each  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  could  not  die. 

XXXII. 

Anon— she  was  released,  and  then  she  stray'd 
O'er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding  feet. 

And  stumbled  almost  every  step  she  made ; 
And  something  roll'd  before  her  in  a  sheet, 

Which  she  must  still  pursue  howe'cr  afraid ; 
'Twas  white  and  indistinct,  nor  stopp'd  to  meet 

Her  glance  nor  grasp,  for  still  she  gazed  and  grasp'd, 

And  ran,  but  it  escaped  her  as  she  clasp'd. 

xxxni.  ^ 

The  dream  chang'd :  in  a  cave  she  stood,  its  walls 
Were  hung  with  marble  icicles ;  the  work 

Of  ages  on  its  water-fretted  halls,  [and  lurk ; 

Where  waves  might  wash,  and  seals  might  breed 

Her  hair  was  dripping,  and  the  very  balls 
Of  her  black  eyes  seem'd  tum'd  to  tears,  and  murk 

The  sharp  rocks  look 'd  below  each  drop  they  caught; 

Which  froze  to  marble  as  it  fell,  she  thought. 

XXXIV. 

And  wet,  and  cold,  and  lifeless  at  her  feet. 
Pale  as  the  foam  that  frt>th'd  on  his  dead  brow. 

Which  she  essay'd  in  vain  to  clear,  (how  sweet 
Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  seem'd  they  now !) 

Lay  Juan,  nor  could  aught  renew  the  beat 
Of  his  quench'd  heart ;  and  the  sea-dirges  low 

Rang  in  her  sad  ears  like  a  mermaid's  song, 

And  that  brief  dream  appear'd  a  life  too  long. 

XXXV. 

And  gazing  on  the  dead,  she  thought  his  fitee 
Faded,  or  alter'd  into  something  new^— 

like  to  her  father's  features,  till  each  trace 
More  like  and  like  to  Lambro's  aspect  grew^— 

With  all  his  keen  worn  look  and  Grecian  grace; 
And  starting,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  view ! 

Oh !  Powers  of  Heaven !  what  dark  eye  meets  tHit 

'Tis— 'tis  her  fathto's— fixed  upon  the  pair !  [there  ? 

XXXVI. 
Then  shrieking,  she  arose,  and  sUHeking  feU, 

With  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  see 
Him  whom  she  deem'd  a  habitant  where  dwell 

The  ocean-buried,  risen  frt>m  death,  to  be 
Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  loved  too  weU ; 

Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidee, 
It  was  a  moment  of  that  awAil  kind— ^ 
I  have  seen  snch— bat  must  not  call  te  mind* 
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XXXVII. 
Tip  Joan  sprung  to  Haidee's  bitter  shriek, 

And  oaaght  her  falling,  and  from  off  the  wall 
Snatch'd  down  his  sabre,  in  hot  haste  to  wreak 

Vengeance  on  him  who  was  the  cause  of  all : 
Then  Lambro,  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak, 

Smiled  scornfully,  and  said,  **  Within  my  call 
A  thousand  scimitars  await  the  word  : 
Put  up,  young  man,  put  up  your  siUy  sword-" 

XXXVIII. 
And  Haidee  clung"  around  him ;  "  Juan,  'tis— 

*Tis  Lambro — His  my  father !  Kneel  with  me— 
He  will  forgive  u*— yes— it  must  be— yes. 

Oh !  dearest  father,  in  this  agony 
Of  pleasure  and  of  pain — even  while  I  kiss 

Thy  garment's  hem  with  transport,  can  it  be 
That  doubt  should  mingle  with  my  filial  joy  ? 
Deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  but  spare  this  boy." 

XXXIX. 

High  and  inscrutable  the  old  man  stood, 
Calm  in  his  Toice,  and  calm  within  his  cye^- 

Not  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood : 
He  look'd  upon  her,  but  gave  no  reply, 

Then  turn'd  to  Juan,  in  whose  cheek  the  blood 
Oft  came  and  went,  as  there  resoly'd  to  die ; 

In  arms,  at  least,  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 

On  the  first  foe  whom  Lambro's  call  might  bring. 

XL. 

^'  Young  man,  your  sword ; "  so  Lambro  once  more 
Juan  replied,  "  Not  while  this  arm  is  free ;"  [said: 

The  old  man's  cheek  grew  pale,  but  not  with  ^ead, 
And  drawing  from  his  belt  a  pistol,  he 

Replied,  "  Your  blood  be  then  on  your  own  head : " 
Then  look'd  close  at  the  flint,  as  if  to  see 

'Twas  fresh — ^for  he  had  lately  used  the  lock — 

And  next  proceeded  quietly  to  cock. 

XLI. 

It  has  a  strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear, 
That  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know 

A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 
Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off,  or  so ; 

A  gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near. 
If  you  have  got  a  former  friend  for  foe ; 

But  after  being  firod  at  once  or  twice. 

The  ear  becomes  more  Irish,  and  less  nice. 

XLIL 

Lambro  presented,  and  one  instant  more 
Had  stopp'd  this  canto,  and  Don  Juan's  breath. 

When  Haidee  threw  herself  her  boy  before, 
Stem  as  her  sire :  **  On  me  "  she  cried,  "  let  death 

Descend-~the  fault  is  mine ;  thb  fatal  shore 
He  foiind— but  sought  not.  I  have  pledged  my  faith ; 

I  love  him— I  will  die  with  him :  I  knew 

Your  nature's  firmness — ^know  your  daughter's  too." 

xLin. 

A  minute  past,  aad  she  had  been  all  tears. 
And  tenderness,  and  infancy :  but  now 

She  stood  as  one  who  champion'd  human  fears — 
Pale,  statue-like,  and  stem,  she  woo'd  the  blow : 

And  tail  beyond  her  sex  and  their  compeers, 
She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 

A  fairer  mark  *,  and  with  a  fix'd  eye  scann'd 

Her  father's  face— but  never  stopp'd  his  hand. 


XUV. 
He  gazed  on  her,  and  she  on  him :  *twas  strange 

How  like  they  look'd!  the  expression  was  the 
Serenely  savage,  with  a  little  change  [same ; 

In  the  large  dark  eye's  mutual-darted  flame, 
For  she  too  was  as  one  who  could  avenge^ 

If  cause  should  be — a  lioness,  though  tame, 
Her  father's  blood  before  her  father's  face 
Boil'd  up,  and  proved  her  truly  of  his  race. 

XLV. 
I  said  they  were  alike,  their  features  and 

Their  stature  differing  but  in  sex  and  years ; 
Even  to  the  delicacy  of  their  hands 

There  was  resemblance,  such  as  tme  blood  wears ; 
And  now  to  see  them,  thus  divided,  stand 

In  fix'd  ferocity,  when  joyous  tears, 
And  sweet  sensations,  should  have  welcomed  both. 
Show  what  the  passions  are  in  their  full  growth. 

XLVI. 
The  father  paused  a  m&ment,  then  withdrew 

His  weapon,  and  replaced  it ;  but  stood  still. 
And  looking  on  her,  as  to  look  her  through, 
^  <'Not  J,"  he  said,  <<have  sought  this  straager's  ill , 
Not  /  have  made  this  desolation :  few 

Would  bear  such  outrage,  and  forbear  to  kill ; 
But  I  must  do  my  duty — ^how  thou  hast 
Done  thine,  the  present  vouches  for  the  past. 

XLVIL 
**  Let  him  disarm ;  or,  by  my  father's  head. 

His  own  shall  roll  before  you  like  a  ball !  '* 
He  raised  his  whistle,  as  the  word  he  said. 

And  blew ;  another  answer'd  to  the  call, 
And  rushing  in  disorderly,  though  led, 

And  arm'd  from  boot  to  turban,  one  and  all, 
Some  twenty  of  his  train  came,  rank  on  rank : 
He  gave  the  word,  **  Arrest  or  slay  the  Frank." 

XLVIII. 
Then,  with  a  sudden  movement,  he  withdrew 

His  daughter ;  while  comprcss'd  within  his  grasp. 
'Twixt  her  and  Juan  interposed  the  crew  j 

In  vain  she  stmggled  in  her  father's  grasp,— 
His  arms  were  like  a  serpcnt^s  coil :  then  flew 

Upon  their  prey,  as  darts  an  angry  asp. 
The  file  of  pirates ;  save  the  foremost,  who 
Had  fallen,  with  his  right  shoulder  half  cut  through. 

XLIX. 
The  second  had  his  cheek  laid  open ;  but 

The  third,  a  wary,  cool  old  sworder,  took 
The  blows  upon  his  cutlass,  and  then  put 

His  own  well  in :  so  well,  ere  you  could  look. 
His  man  was  floor'd,  and  helpless  at  his  foot, 

With  the  blood  running  like  a  little  brook 
From  two  smart  sabre  gashes,  deep  and  red — 
One  on  the  arm,  the  other  on  the  head. 


And  th^  they  bound  him  where  he  fell,  and  bom 
Juan  from  the  apartment :  with  a  sign 

Old  Lambro  bade  them  take  him  to  the  shore, 
Where  lay  some  ships  which  were  to  sail  at  niiM. 

Th^'  laid  liim  in  a  boat,  and  plied  the  oar 
Until  they  reach'd  some  galliots,  placed  in  line ; 

On  board  of  one  of  these,  and  under  hatches. 

They  stow'd  him,  with  strict  orders  to  the  watche* 
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The  world  is  full  of  strange  viciBsitudes, 
And  here  was  one  exceedingly  unpleasant : 

A  gentleman  so  rich  in  the  world's  goods, 
Handsome  and  young,  enjoying  all  the  present, 

Just  at  the  Tcry  time  when  he  least  hroods 
On  such  a  thing,  is  suddenly  to  sea  sent, 

Wounded  and  chained,  so  that  he  cannot  more, 

And  all  hecause  a  lady  fell  in  lore. 

LII. 
Here  I  must  leave  him,  for  I  grow  pathetic. 

Moved  by  the  Chi^se  nymph  of  tears,  green  tea, 
Than  whom  Cassandra  was  not  more  prophetic ; 

For  if  my  pure  libations  exceed  three, 
I  feel  my  heart  become  so  sympathetic,       * 

That  I  must  have  recourse  to  black  Bohea : 
Tis  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious. 
For  tea  and  coffee  leave  us  much  more  serious. 

UII. 

I  Unless  when  qualified  with  thee,  Cognac ! 

Sweet  Naiad  of  the  Fhlegethontic  rill ! 
Ah !  why  the  liver  wilt  thou  thus  attack. 

And  make,  like  other  nymphs,  thy  lovers  ill  ? 
I  would  take  refuge  in  weak  punch,  but  mcA, 

(In  each  sense  of  the  word,)  whene'er  I  fill 
My  mild  and  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim. 
Wakes  me  next  morning  with  its  synonym. 

LIV. 
I  leave  Don  Juan  for  the  present  safe^- 

Not  sound,  poor  fellow,  but  severely  wounded ; 
Yet  could  his  corporal  pangs  amount  to  half 

Of  those  ^nth  which  his  Haidce's  bosom  bounded  ? 
She  was  not  one  to  weep,  and  rave,  and  chafe. 

And  then  give  way,  subdued  because  surrounded ; 
Her  mother  was  a  Moorish  maid,  from  Fez, 
Where  all  is  Eden,  or  a  wilderness. 

LV. 
There  the  large  olive  rains  its  amber  store 

In  marble  fonts ;  there  grain,  and  flower?  and  fruit, 
Gush  from  the  earth  until  the  land  runs  o'er ; 

But  there,  too,  many  a  poison-tree  has  root, 
And  midnight  listens  to  the  lion's  roar, 

And  long,  long  deserts  scorch  the  camel's  foot, 
Or,  heaving,  whelm  the  helpless  caravan. 
And  as  the  soil  is,  so  the  heart  of  man. 

LVI. 

AfHc  is  all  the  sun's,  and  as  her  earth 
Her  human  clay  is  kindled :  full  of  power 

For  good  or  evil,  burning  from  its  birth. 
The  Moorish  blood  partakes  the  planet's  hour, 

And  like  tlie  soil  beneath  it  will  bring  forth  : 
Beauty  and  love  were  Ilaidce's  mother's  dower : 

But  her  lar^'e  daik  eye  show'd  deep  passion's  force, 

Though  sleeping  Ukc  a  lion  near  a  source. 

LVII. 
Her  daughter,  tcmper'd  with  a  milder  ray, 

Like  summer  clouds  all  silvery,  smooth,  and  fair, 
yill  slowly  charged  with  thunder  they  display 

Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  air. 
Had  held  till  now  her  soft  and  milky  way ; 

But,  overwrought  with  passion  and  despair. 
The  fire  burst  forth  from  her  Numidian  veins, 
Bven  as  the  simoom  sweeps  the  blasted  plains. 


LVIII. 

The  last  sight  which  she  saw  was  Juan*s  gore. 
And  he  himself  o'ermaster'd  and  cut  down ; 

His  blood  was  running  on  the  very  floor 
Where  late  he  trod,  her  beautiful,  her  own : 

Thus  much  she  view'd  an  instant  and  no  more,— 
Her  struggles  ceased  with  one  convulsive  groan ; 

On  her  sire's  arm,  which  until  now  scarce  held 

Her  writhing,  fell  she  like  a  cedar  fell'd. 

UX. 

A  vein  had  burst,*  and  her  sweet  lips'  pure  dyes. 
Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o'er  i 

And  her  head  droop'd  as  when  the  lily  lies        [bore 
O'ercharged  with  rain :  her  summon'd  handmaid! 

Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gushing  eyes ; 
Of  herbs  and  cordials  they  produced  their  store. 

But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  em^Aoy, 

Like  one  life  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy. 

LX. 
Days  lay  she  in  that  state  unchanged,  though  ehill« 

With  nothing  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red ; 
She  had  no  pulse,  but  death  seem'd  absent  still ; 

No  hideous  sign  proclaim' d  her  surely  dead ; 
Corruption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 

All  hope ;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 
New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seem'd  full  of  soul. 
She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim  the  whole. 

LXI. 
The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 

When  exquisitely  chiscll'd,  still  lay  there« 
But  fix'd  as  marble's  unchanged  aspect  throwi 

O'er  the  fair  Venus,  but  for  ever  fair ; 
O'er  the  LaocoOn's  all  eternal  throes, 

And  ever-dying  Gladiator's  air. 
Their  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fame, 
Yet  looks  not  life,  for  they  are  still  the  a 


LXII. 
She  woke  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  wake, 

Rather  the  dead,  for  life  seem'd  something  new, 
A  strange  sensation  which  she  must  partake 

Perforce,  since  whatsover  met  her  view 
Struck  not  on  memory,  though  a  heavy  ache 

Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat  still  true. 
Brought  back  the  sense  of  pain  without  the  cause, 
For,  for  a  while,  the  furies  made  a  pause. 

LXIII. 
She  look'd  on  many  a  face  with  vacant  eye. 

On  many  a  token  ^without  knowing  what ; 
She  saw  them  watch  her  without  asking  why. 

And  reck'd  not  who  around  her  pillow  sat ; 
Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not :  not  a  sigh 

Beveal'd  her  thoughts ;  dull  silence  and  quick  cha 
Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served ;  she  gave 
No  sign,  save  breath,  of  haying  left  the  grave. 

LXIV. 
Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not ;     * 

Her  father  watch'd,  she  turn'd  her  eyes  away ; 
She  recognized  no  being,  and  no  spot, 

However  dear  or  chcrish'd  in  their  day ; 
They  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  all  forgot. 

Gentle,  but  without  memory,  she  lay  ; 
And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  would  fain  be  weaning 
Back  to  old  thoughts,  seem'd  full  of  fearful  meaning 


t)82 


BYEOITS  WORKS. 


( 


LXV. 

And  then  a  slaye  bethought  her  of  a  harp ; 

The  harper  came,  and  tnned  his  instruxnent; 
At  the  first  notes,  irregular  and  sharp, 

On  him  her  flashing  eyes  a  moment  bent, 
Then  to  the  wall  she  turn'd.  as  if  to  irarp       [sent, 

Her  thoughts  from  sorrow  through  her  heart  r^ 
And  he  began  a  long  low  island  song 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  grew  strong. 

LXVI. 
Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  beat  the  wall 

In  time  to  his  old  tune ;  he  changed  the  theme, 
And  sung  of  love — the  fierce  name  struck  through  all 

Her  recollection ;  on  her  flash'd  the  dream 
Of  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ye  could  call 

To  be  so  being ;  in  a  gushing  stream 
The  tears  rush'd  forth  from  her  o'ercloudcd  brain, 
like  mountain  mists  at  length  dissolved  in  rain. 

LXVII. 
Short  solace,  vain  relief! — thought  came  too  quick, 

And  whirrd  her  brain  to  madness ;  she  arose 
As  one  who  ne*er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick. 

And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  foes ; 
But  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek, 

Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its  close : 
Hers  was  a  frenzy  which  disdain'd  to  rave, 
Bvcn  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  to  save. 

LXVIII. 
Tet  she  betray'd  at  times  a  gleam  of  sense ; 

Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's  face. 
Though  on  all  other  things  with  looks  intense 

She  gazed,  but  none  she  ever  could  retrace ; 
Food  she  refused,  and  raiment ;  no  pretence 

Avail'd  for  either;  neither  change  of  place,. 
Nor  time,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  give  her 
Senses  to  sleep— the  power  seem'd  gonje  for  ever. 

LXIX. 
Twelve  days  and  nights  she  withered  thus ;  at  last, 

Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  ahow 
A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  pass'd : 

And  they  who  watch'd  her  nearest  could  not  know 
The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 

Her  sweet  face  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow. 
Glazed  o'er  her  eyes — the  beautiful,  the  black— 
Oh !  to  possess  such  lustre — and  then  lack  ! 

LXX. 

She  died,  but  not  alone ;  she  held  within 
A  second  principle  of  live,  Which  might 

Have  dawn'd  a  fair  and  sinless  child  of  sin : 
But  closed  its  little  being  without  light, 

And  went  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wherein 
Blossom  and  bough  lie  withcr'd  with  one  blkht; 

In  vain  the  dews  of  heaven  descend  above       T 

The  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  fruit  of  love. 


LXXI. 
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j  Thus  lived— thus  died  she:  never  more  on  her, 
J  Shall  sorrow  light  oi  shame.    She  was  not  made 

j  Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight  to  bear, 
I  Which  colder  hearts  endure  till  they  are  laid 

i  By  age  in  earth ;  her  days  and  pleasures  were 
I  Brief,  but  delightful — such  as  had  not  stay'd 

Long  with  her  destiny ;  but  she  sleeps  well 

I  By  the  sea-shore  whereon  she  loved  to  dwell. 


LXXII. 
That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bare, 

Its  dwellings  down,  its  tenants  pass'd  away ; 
None  but  her  own  and  father's  graye  is  there, 

And  nothing  ontward  tells  of  human  clay : 
Ye  conld  not  know  where  lies  a  thing  so  fair, 

No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  say 
What  was ;  no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  sea's. 
Mourns  o'er  the  beauty  of  the  Cyclades. 

Lxxin. 

But  many  a  Greek  maid  in  a  loving  song 
Sighs  o'er  her  name,  and  mtny  an  islander 

With  her  sire's  story  makes  the  night  less  long  ; 
Yalo^  was  his,  and  beauty  dwelt  with  her ; 

If  she  loved  rashly,  her  life  paid  for  wrong — 
A  heavy  price  must  all  pay  who  thus  err, 

In  some  shape ;  let  none  think  to  fly  the  danger* 

For  soon  or  late  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 

LXXIV. 

But  let  me  change  this  theme,  which  grows  too  sad. 

And  lay  this  sheet  of  sorrow  on  the  shelf; 
I  don't  much  like  describing  people  mad, 

For  fear  of  seeming  rather  touch'd  myself— 
Besides,  I've  no  more  on  this  head  to  add ; 

And  as  my  Mase  is  a  capricious  elf, 
We'll  put  about  and  try  another  tack 
With  Juan,  left  half-kiU'd  some  stanzas  back. 

LXXV. 

Wounded  and  fetter'd,  "  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confinedy** 
Some  days  and  nights  elapsed  before  that  he 

Could  altogether  call  the  past  to  mind  ; 
And  when  he  did,  he  found  himself  at  sea. 

Sailing  six  knots  an  hour  before  the  wind ; 
The  shores  of  Ilion  lay  beneath  their  lee— 

Another  time  he  might  have  liked  to  see  'em. 

But  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cape  Sigeom. 

LXXVI. 

There,  on  the  green  and  village-cotted  hill,  is 
(FlankM  by  the  Hellespont  and  by  the  sea) 

Entomb'd  the  bravest  of  the  brave,  Achilles  : 
They  say  so — (Bryant  says  the  contrary ;) 

And  further  downward,  tall  and  towering,  still  is 
The  tumulus — of  whom  ?  Heaven  knows ;  't  may 

Fatroclus,  Ajax,  or  Protesilaus,—  [bs 

All  heroes,  who  if  living  still  would  slay  us. 

LXXVII. 
High  barrows,  without  marble  or  a  name, 

A  vast,  untill'd,  and  mountain-skirted  plain, 
And  Ida  in  the  distance,  still  the  same, 

And  old  Scamandcr  (if  'tis  he)  remain ; 
The  situation  seems  still  form'd  for  fame~- 

A  hundred  thousand  men  might  fight  again 
With  ease ;  but  where  I  sought  for  Ilion's  walls. 
The  quiet  sheep  feeds,  and  the  tortoise  crawls ; 

LXXVIII. 

Troops  of  untended  horses ;  here  and  there 
Some  little  hamlets,  with  new  names  uncouth; 

Some  shepherds,  (unlike  Paris,)  led  to  stare 
A  moment  at  the  European  youth 

Whom  to  the  spot  their  schoolboy  feelings  bear; 
A  Turk,  with  beads  in  hand  and  pipe  in  mouth. 

Extremely  taken  with  his  own  religion'. 

Are  what  I  found  there— but  the  devil  a  Phiyfl^aa* 


DON  JUAN. 
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LXXIX. 
Don  Jaftn,  here  permitted  to  emerge 

From  his  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a  slaye ; 
Foi:loni,  and  gazing  on  the  deep  blue  surge, 

O'ershadow  d  there  by  many  a  hero's  graye : 
Weak  still  with  loss  of  blood,  he  scarce  could  urge 

A  few  brief  questions  ;  and  the  answers  gave 
No  rery  satisfacl«/ry  information 
About  his  past  or  present  situation. 

LXXX. 

He  saw  some  fellow-«aptiTe8,  who  appear*d 
To  be  Italians — as  they  were,  in  fact ; 

From  them,  at  least,  their  destiny  he  heard, 
Which  was  an  odd  one  \  a  troop  going  to  act 

In  Sicily — all  singers,  duly  rear'd 
In  their  vocation,-— had  been  attack*d^ 

In  sailing  from  Livomo,  by  the  pirate, 

Bnt  sold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate.' 

LXXXI. 
By  one  of  these,  the  buffo  of  the  party, 

Juan  was  told  about  their  curious  case ; 
For,  although  destined  to  the  Turkish  mart,  he 

Still  kept  his  spirits  up — at  least  his  face ; 
The  little  fellow  really  look'd  quite  hearty, 

And  bore  him  with  some  gaycty  and  grace, 
Showing  a  much  more  reconciled  demeanor 
Than  did  the  prima  donna  and  the  tenor. 

LXXXII. 
In  a  few  words  he  told  their  hapless  story, 

Saying,  "  Our  Machiavelian  impresario. 
Making  a  signal  oif  some  promontory, 

Hail'd  a  strange  brig ;  Corpo  di  Caio  Mario ! 
We  were  transferr'd  on  board  her  in  a  hurry. 

Without  a  single  scudo  of  salario ; 
But,  if  the  sultan  has  a  taste  for  song, 
We  will  rcYive  our  fortunes  before  long. 

LtXXIII. 
*'The  prima  donna,  though  a  little  old, 

And  haggard  with  a  dissipated  life. 
And  subject,  when  the  house  is  thin,  to  cold, 

Has  some  good  notes  ;  and  then  the  tenor's  wife, 
With  no  great  voice  is  pleasing  to  behold ; 

^ast  carnival  she  made  a  deal  of  strife, 
By  carrying  off  Count  Cssare  Cicogna, 
From  an  old  Rom*n  princess  at  ^ologna. 

LXXXIV. 
"  And  then  there  are  the  dancers ;  there's  theNlni, 

With  more  than  one  profession,  gains  by  all ; 
Then  there's  that  laughing  slut,  the  Pelegrini, 

She  too  was  fortunate  last  carnival, 
And  made  at  least  five  hundred  zecchini. 

But  spends  so  fast,  she  has  not  now  a  panl ; 
And  then  there's  the  Grotesca— such  a  dancer ! 
Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies,  she  must  answer. 

LXXXV. 
•<  As  for  the  figuranti,  they  are  Ijke 

The  rest  of  all  that  tribe ;  with  here  and  there 
A  pretty  person,  which  perhaps  may  strike, 

The  rest  are  hardly  fitted  for  a  fair ; 
There's  one,  though  tall,  and  stiffcr  than  a  pike, 

Tet  has  a  sentimental  kind  of  air. 
Which  might  go  for,  but  she  don't  dance  with  vigor, 
The  more's  the  pity,  with  her  face  and  figure. 


LXXXVI. 
"  As  for  the  men,  they  are  a  middling  set ; 

The  musico  is  but  a  crack'd  old  basin, 
But,  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet, 

May  the  seraglio  do  to  set  his  face  in, 
And  as  a  servant  some  preferment  get ; 

His  singing  I  no  further  trust  can  place  in : 
From  all  the  pope^  makes  yearly,  'twould  perplex 
To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  sex. 

LXXXVII. 
"  The  tenor's  voice  is  spoilt  by  affectation. 

And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow ; 
In  fact,  he  had  no  singing  education, 

An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless  fellow. 
But  being  the  prima  donna's  near  relation. 

Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  and  mellow. 
They  hired  him,  though  to  hear  him  you'd  believe 
An  OSS  was  practising  recitative. 

LXXXTIII. 
**  'Twould  not  become  myself  to  dwell  upon 

My  own  merits,  and  though  young — I  see,  sir— you 
Have  got  a  travell'd  air,  which  shows  you  one 

To  whom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  new : 
You've  heard  of  Raucocanti  P^I'm  the  man  ; 

The  time  may  come  when  you  may  hear  me  too , 
You  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 
But  next,  when  I'm  engaged  to  sing  there — do  go. 

LXXXIX. 

<<  Our  baritone  I  almost  had  forgot, 
A  pretty  lad  but  bursting  with  conceit : 

With  graceful  action,  science  not  a  jot, 
A  voice  of  no  great  compass,  and  not  sweet. 

He  always  is  complaining  of  his  lot, 
Forsooth,  scarce  fit  for  ballads  in  the  street ; 

In  lovers'  parts,  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 

Having  no  heart  to  show,  he  shows  his  teeth.*' 

XC. 
Here  Raucocanti's  eloquent  recital 

Was  interrupted  by  the  pirate  crew, 
Who  came  at  stated  moments  to  invite  all       • 

The  captives  back  to  their  sad  berths ;  each  threw 
A  rueful  glance  upon  the  waves,  (which  bright  all. 

From  the  blue  skies  derived  a  double  blue. 
Dancing  all  free  and  htippy  in  the  sun,) 
And  then  went  down  the  hatchway  one  by  one. 

XCI. 
They  heard,  next  day,  that  in  the  Dardanelles, 

Waiting  for  his  sublimity's  firman — 
The  most  imperative  of  sovereign  spells, 

Wiich  every  body  does  without  who  can,— 
More  to  secure  them  in  their  naval  cells, 

Lady  to  lady,  well  as  man  to  man, 
Were  to  %t  chained  and  lotted  out  per  couple. 
For  the  slave-market  of  Constantinople. 

XCIL 

It  seems  when  this  allotment  was  made  out. 

There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  male  and  odd  female, 
Who  (after  some  discussion  and  some  doubt 

If  the  soprano  might  be  deem'd  to  be  male. 
They  placed  him  o'er  the  women  as  a  scout) 

Were  link'd  together,  and  it  happen'd  the  male 
Was  Juan,  who— an  awkward  thing  at  his  age— 
Pair'd  off  with  a  Bacchante's  blooming  visage 
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XCIII. 

With  Baucocanti  lucklessly  was  cliain*d 
The  tenor ;  these  two  hated  with  a  hate 

Found  only  on  the  stage,  and  each  more  pain'd 
With  this  his  tuneful  neighbor  than  his  fate ; 

Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cross-grain'd, 
Instead  of  bearing  up  without  debate, 

That  each  puU'd  different  ways  with  many  an  oath, 

"  Arcades  ambo,"  id  es^— blackguards  both. 

iCIV. 

Juan's  companion  was  a  Romagnole, 
But  bred  within  the  march  of  old  Ancona, 

With  eyes  that  look*d  into  the  very  soul, 
(And  other  chief  points  of  a  "  bella  donna,") 

Bright — and  as  black  and  burning  as  a  coal ; 
And  through  her  clear  brunette  complexion  shone  a 

Great  wish  to  please — a  most  attractive  dower. 

Especially  when  added  to  the  power. 

xcy. 

But  all  that  power  was  wasted  upon  him, 
¥oT  sorrow  o*er  each  sense  held  stem  command ; 

Her  eye  might  flash  on  his,  but  found  it  dim ; 
And  though  thus  chain'd,  as  natural  her  hand 

Touch'd  his,  nor  that— nor  any  handsome  limb 
(And  she  had  some  not  easy  to  withstand) 

Could  stir  his  pulse,  or  make  his  faith  feel  brittle, 

Perhaps  his  recent  wounds  might  help  a  little. 

XCVI. 

No  matter ;  we  should  ne*er  toQ  Inuch  inquire, 
But  facts  are  facts :  no  knight  could  be  more  true, 

And  firmer  faith  no  ladye-love  desire ;  * 
We  will  omit  the  proofs,  save  one  or  two : 

'Tis  said  no  one  in  hand  **  can  hold  a  fire 
By  thought  of  frosty  Caucasus ; "  but  few, 

I  really  think ;  yet  Juan's  then  ordeal 

Was  more  triumphant,  and  not  much  less  real. 

XCVII. 
Here  I  might  enter  on  a  chaste  description, 

Haying  withstood  temptation  in  my  youth, 
But  hear  that  several  people  take  exception 

At  the  first  two  books  having  too  much  truth ; 
Therefore  I'll  make  Don  Juan  leave  the  ship  soon, 

Because  the  publisher  declares,  in  sooth. 
Through  needles'  eyes  it  easier  for  the  camel  is 
To  pass,  than  those  two  cantos  into  families. 

XCVIII. 
'Tis  all  the  same  to  me ;  I'm  fond  of  yielding. 

And  therefore  leave  them  to  the  purer  page 
Of  Smollet,  Prior,  Ariosto,  Fielding, 

Who  say  strange  things  for  so  correct  an  age ; 
I  once  had  great  alacrity  in  wielding  • 

My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage. 
And  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant 
Would  have  provoked  remarks  which  now  it  shan't. 

XCIX. 
As  boys  love  rows,  my  boyhood  liked  a  squabble ; 

But  fct  this  hour  I  wish  to  part  in  peace, 
Leaving  such  to  the  literary  rabble, 

Wlrther  my  verse's  fame  be  doom'd  to  cease, 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is  able, 

Or  of  some  centuries  to  take  a  lease : 
The  grass  upon  my  grave  will  grow  as  long. 
And  sigh  to  midnight  winds,  but  not  to  song. 


C. 


Of  poets  who  come  down  to  us  through  distaree 
Of  time  and  tongues,  the  foster-babes  of  Fame, 

Life  seems  the  smallest  portion  of  existence ; 
Where  twenty  ages  gather  o'er  a  name, 

'Tis  as  a  snowball  which  derives  assistance 
From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same. 

Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow; 

But,  after  all,  'tis  nothing  but  cold  snow. 

CI. 

And  so  great  names  are  nothing  more  than  nominal. 

And  love  of  glory's  but  an  airy  lust, 
Too  often  in  its  fury  overcoming  all 

Who  would  as  'twere  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction,  which,  entombing  all 

Leates^othing  Xill  "  the  coming  of  the  just  "*- 
Save  change :  I've  stood  upon  Achilles'  tomb. 
And  heard  Troy  doubted ;  time  wiU  doubt  of  Borne. 

CIL 

The  very  generations  of  the  dead 
Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb, 

Until  the  memory  of  an  age  is  fled, 
I     And,  buried,  sinks  beneath  its  offspring's  doom : 

Where  are  the  epitaphs  our  father's  read  ? 
Save  a  few  glean'd  from  the  sepulchral  gloom 

Which  oncc-namod  myriads  nameless  lie  beneath, 

And  lose  their  own  in  universal  death. 

cm. 

I  canter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 
Where  perish'd  in  his  fame  the  hero-boy. 

Who  lived  too  long  for  men,  but  died  too  soon 
For  human  vanity,  the  young  De  Foix ! 

A  broken  pillar,  not  uncouthly  hc\\Ti, 
But  which  neglect  is  hastening  to  destroy. 

Records  Ravenna's  carnage  on  its  face, 

While  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  the  base.* 

CIV. 

I  pass  each  day  where  Dante's  bones  are  laid ; 

A  little  cupola,  more  neat  than  solemn, 
Protects  his  dust,  but  reverence  here  is  paid 

To  the  bard's  tomb,  and  not  the  warrior's  column: 
The  time  must  come  when  both  alike  decay'd. 

The  chieftain's  trophy  and  the  poet's  volume. 
Will  sink  where  lie  the  songs  and  wars  of  earth  * 
Before  Pelides'  death  or  Homer's  birth. 

CV. 

With  human  blood  that  column  was  cemented, 
Wit)i  human  filth  that  column  is  defiled. 

As  if  the  peasant's  coarse  contempt  were  vented 
To  show  his  loathing  of  the  spot  he  spoil'd ; 

Thus  is  the  trophy  used,  and  thus  lamented 
Should  ever  be  those  bloodhounds,  from  whose  wild 

Instinct  of  gore  and  glory  earth  has  known 

Those  sufferings  Dante  saw  in  hell  alone. 

CVI. 

Tet  there  will  still  be  bards ;  though  fame  is  smoke. 

Its  fumes  are  frankincense  to  human  thought* 
And  the  unquiet  feelings  which  first  woke 

Song  in  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they  sought 
As  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke. 

Thus  to  their  extreme  verge  the  passions  broag\4% 
Dash  into  poetry,  which  is  but  passion, 
Or  at  least  was  so  ere  it  grew  a  fashion. 
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CVII. 
if  lA  tiM  0011186  of  Buch  a  life  u  was 

At  once  adventurous  and  contemplatiTe» 
Men  who  partake  all  passions  as  they  pass, 

Acquire  the  deep  and  bitter  power  to  give 
rheir  images  again,  as  in  a  gUs?, 

And  in  such  colors  that  they  seem  to  live ; 
You  may  do  right  forbidding  them  to  show  *exa$ 
But  spoil  (I  think)  a  very  pretty  poem. 

CVIII. 
Oh  1  ye,  who  make  the  fortunes  of  all  books ! 

Benign  ceruleans  of  the  second  sex !    • 
Who  advertise  new  poemsby  your  looks, 

Your  "  imprimatur  '*  will  ]ge  not  annex  ?— 
"What,  must  I  go  to  the  oblivious  cooks,— 

Those  Cornish  plunderers  of  Parnassian  wrecks  ? 
Ah !  must  I  then  the  only  minstrel  be 
Proscribed  from  tasting  your  Castalion  tea  ? 

CIX. 

What,  can  I  proye  **  a  lion"  then  no  more  ? 

A  ball-room  bard,  a  foolscap,  hot-press  darling, 
To  bear  the  compliments  of  many  a  bore. 

And  sigh  **  I  can't  get  out,"  like  Yorick's  starting. 
Why  then  1*11  swear,  as  poet  Wordy  swore,     [ing,) 

(Because  the  world  won't  read  him,  always  snarl- 
That  taste  is  gone,  that  fame  is  but  a  lottery. 
Drawn  by  the  blue-coat  misses  of  a  coterie. 

ex. 

Oh !  *<  darkly,  deeply,  beautifully  blue," 
As  some  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky. 

And  I,  ye  learned  ladies,  say  of  you ;  [why 

They  say  your  stockings  are  so,  (Heaven  knows 

I  have  examined  few  pair  of  that  hue  ;J 
Blue  as  the  garters  which  serenely  lie 

Bound  the  patrician  left-legs,  which  adorn 

The  festal  midnight  and  the  levee  mom. 

CXI. 

Yet  some  of  you  are  most  seraphic  < 
But  times  are  alter'd  since,  a  rhyming  lover, 

Yon  read  my  stanzas,  and  I  read  your  features ; 
And— but  no  matter,  all  those  tilings  are  over ; 

Still  I  have  no  dislike  to  learned  natures. 
For  sometimes  such  a  world  of  virtues  cover ; 

I  knew  one  woman  of  that  purple  school, 

The  loveliest,  chastest,  best,  but^— quite  a  fool, 

CXII. 

Humboldt,  "  the  first  of  travellers,"  but  not 
The  last,  if  late  accounts  be  accurate, 

Invented,  by  some  name  I  have  forgot, 
As  well  AS  the  sublime  discovery's  date. 

An  airy  instrument,  virith  which  he  sought 
To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  state. 

By  measuring  **  the  intensity  of  blue; " 

Oh !  Lady  Daphne !  let  me  measure  you ! 


CXIII. 
But  to  the  narrative.— The  vessel  bound 

With  slaves  to  sell  off  in  the  capital. 
After  the  usual  process,  might  be  found 

At  anchor  under  the  seraglio  wall ; 
Her  cargo,  from  the  plague  being  safe  and  sound, 

Were  landed  in  the  market,  one  and  all,       [sians 
And  there,  with  Georgians,  Russians,  and  Circas-  Now,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  shod  ill, 
Bought  up  for  different  purposes  and  passions.         '  This  poem  will  become  a  moral  model. 


cxrv. 

Some  went  off  dearly :  fifteen  hundred  dollars 
For  one  Circassian,  a  sweet  girl,  were  given, 

Warranted  virgin ;  beauty's  brightest  colors 
Had  deck'd  her  out  in  all  the  hues  of  heaven ; 

Her  sale  sent  home  some  disappointed  bawlers,  ' 
Who  bade  on  till  the  hundreds  reach'd  eleven : 

But  when  the  offer  went  beyond,  they  knew 

'Twas  for  the  sultan,  and  at  once  witiidrew. 

CXV. 
Twelve  negresses  from  Nubia  brought  a  price 

Which  the  West  Indian  market  scarce  would  bring. 
Though  Wilberforee,  at  last,  has  made  it  twice 

What  'twas  ere  abolition ;  and  the  thing 
Need  not  seem  very  wonderful,  for  vice 

Is  always  much  more  splendid  than  a  king ; 
The  virtues,  even  the  most  exalted,  charity. 
Are  saving — ^vice  spares  nothing  for  a  rari^. 

CXVI. 
But  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop, 

How  some  were  bought  by  pachas,  some  by  Jewa^ 
How  some  to  burdens  were  obliged  to  stoop. 

And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  crews 
As  renegadoes ;  while  in  hapless  group, 

Hoping  no  very  old  viner  might  choose, 
The  females  stood,  as  one  by  one  they  pick'd  'cm. 
To  make  a  mistress,  or  fourth  wife,  or  victim. 

CXVII. 

All  this  must  be  reserved  for  further  song ; 

Also  our  hero's  lot,  howe'er  unpleasant, 
(Because  this  canto  has  become  too  long,) 

Must  be  postponed  directly  for  the  present; 
I'm  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong, 

But  could  not  for  the  muse  of  me  put  less  in't : 
And  now  delay  the  progress  of  Don  Juan, 
To  what  is  called  in  Ossian,  the  fifth  Duan. 


CANTO  V. 


I. 


Whex  amatory  poets  sing  their  loves 

In  liquid  lines  melUfluously  bland, 
And  pair  their  rhymes  as  Venus  yokes  her  doves. 

They  little  think  what  mischief  is  in  hand  j 
The  greater  their  success  the  worse  it  proves, 

As  Ovid's  verse  may  make  you  understand : 
Even  Petrarch's  self,  if  judged  with  due  severity, 
Is  the  Platonic  pimp  of  all  posterity. 

n. 


f  therefore  do  denounce  all  amorous  writing, 
Bxcept  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  attract ; 

Plain— simple^short,  and  by  no  means  inviting, 
But  with  a  moral  to  each  error  tack'd, 

Form'd  rather  for  instructing  than  delighting, 
And  with  all  passions  in  their  turn  attack'd ; 
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III. 


The  Enropean  with  the  Asian  shore 
Sprinkled  with  palaces ;  the  ocean  stream, ^ 

Here  and  there  studded  with  a  seventy-four 
Sophia's  cupola  with  golden  gleam ; 

The  cypress  groves ;  Olympus  high  and  hoar; 
The  twelve  isles,  und  the  more  than  I  could  dream, 

Far  less  describe,  present  tjie  very  view 

Which  charm'd  the  charming  Mary  Montagu. 

IV. 
I  have  a  passion  for  the  name  of  **  Mary," 

For  once  it  was  a  magic  sound  to  me, 
And  still  it  hdf  calls  up  the  realms  of  fairy, 

Where  X  beheld  what  never  was  to  be ; 
All  feelings  change,  but  this  was  last  to  vary, 

A  spell  from  whieh  even  yet  I  am  not  quite  flree : 
But  I  grow  sad-— and  let  a  tale  grow  cold, 
Which  must  not  be  pathetically  told. 


The  wind  swept  down  the  Etudne,  and  the  wave 
Broke  foaming  o*er  the  blue  Symplcgades, 

*Tis  a  grand  sight,  from  off  "  the  Giants's  Grave,"* 
To  watch  the  progress  of  those  rolling  eeas 

Between  the  Bosphorus,  as  they  lash  and  lave 
Europe  and  Asia,  you  being  quito  at  ease ; 

There's  not  a  sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in 

Turns  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the  Euxine. 

VI. 

'Twas  a  raw  day  of  Autumn's  bleak  beginning. 
When  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days ; 

The  Farcte  then  cut  short  the  further  spinning 
Of  seamen's  fates,  and  the  loud  tempests  raise 

The  waters,  and  repentance  for  past  sinning 
In  all  who  o'er  the  great  deep  take  their  ways : 

They  vow  to  amend  their  lives,  and  yet  they  don't ; 

Because  if  drown'd,  they  can't—-if  spared,  they  won't. 

VII. 
A  crowd  of  shivering  slaves  of  every  nation. 

And  age,  and  sex,  were  in  the  market  ranged ; 
Each  bevy  with  the  merchant  in  his  station : 

Foor  creatures!    their   good   looks  were   sadly 
changed. 
All  save  the  blacks  seem'd  jaded  with  vexation. 

From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  for  estranged ; 
The  negroes  more  philosophy  display'd, — 
Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  flay'd. 

VIII. 
Juan  was  juvenile,  and  thus  was  (till, 

As  most  at  his  age  are,  of  hope,  and  health ; 
Yet  I  must  own  he  look'd  a  little  dull, 

And  now  and  then  a  tear  stole  down  by  stealth ; 
Perhaps  his  recent  loss  of  blood  might  pull 

Uis  spirit  down ;  and  then  tlie  loss  of  wealth, 
A  mistress,  and  such  comfortable  quarters. 
To  be  put  up  for  auction  among  Tartars, 

IX. 

Were  things  to  shake  a  stoic ;  Bft'ertheless,  * 

Upon  the  whole  his  carriage  was  serene ; 

His  figure,  and  the  splendor  of  his  dress. 
Of  which  some  gilded  remnants  still  were  seen, 

Drew  all  eyes  on  him,  giving  them  to  guess 
Ho  ^vas  above  the  vulgar  by  his  mien ; 

And  then,  though  pale,  he  was  so  very  handsomo ; 

Aod  then— -they  calculated  on  his  ransom. 


Like  a  backgammon-board  the  place  was  dotted 
With  whites  and  blacks,  in  groups  on  show  for  saloj 

Though  rather  more  irregularly  spotted: 
Some  bought  the  jet,  while  others  chose  the  pale 

It  chanced,  among  the  other  people  lotted, 
A  man  of  thirty,  rather  stout  and  hale, 

With  resolution  in  his  dark  gray  eye. 

Next  Juan  stood,  till  some  might  choose  to  buy 

XI. 

He  h^d  an  English  look ;  that  is,  was  square 
In  makb,  of  a  complexion  white  and  ruddy, 

Good  teeth,  with  curling  rather  dark  brown  hair. 
And,  it  might  be  frqm  thought,  or  toil,  or  study, 

An  open  brow,  a  little  marked  with  care : 
One  arm  had  on  a  bandage  rather  bloody ; 

And  there  he  stood  with  such  sangfroidf  that  greatei 

Could  scarce  been  shown  oven  by  a  mere  spectator 

XIX.  •       ^ 

But  seeing  at  his  elbow  a  mere  lad. 

Of  high  spirit  evidently,  though 
At  present  weigh'd  down  by  a  doom  whieh  had 

O'erthrown  even  men,  he  soon  began  to  show 
A  kind  of  blunt  compassion  for  the  sad 

Lot  of  so  young  a  partner  in  the  wo. 
Which  for  himself  he  seem'd  to  deem  no  worse 
Than  any  other  scrape,  a  thing  of  course. 

XIII. 
"  My  boy !  "—said  he,  "  amid  this  motley  crtnr 

Of  Georgians,  Russians,  Nubians,  and  what  not, 
All  ragamuffins  differing  but  in  hue. 

With  whom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  lot, 
The  only  gentlemen  seem  I  and  you. 

So  let  us  be  acquainted,  as  we  ought ; 
If  I  could  yield  you  any  consolation, 
'Twould  give  me  pleasure. — Pray,  what  is  yow 
nation  ? " 

XIV. 
When  Juan  answer'd  "  Spanish !  "  he  replied, 

**  I  thought,  in  fact,  you  could  not  be  a  Greek ; 
Those  servile  dogs  are  not  so  proudly  eyed : 

Fortune  has  play'd  you  here  a  pretty  freak. 
But  that's  the  way  with  all  men  till  they're  tried ; 

But  never  mind, — she'll  turn,  perhaps,  next  wock, 
She  has  served  me  also  much  the  same  as  you, 
Except  that  I  have  found  it  nothing  new." 

XV. 

"  Pray,  sir,"  said  Juan,  "  if  I  may  presume,  [rare— 
What  brought  you  here  ?  " — "  Oh  nothing  very 

Six  Tartars  and  a  drag-chain " — "  To  this  doom 

But  what  conducted,  if  the  question's  fair, 

Is  that  which  I  would  learn." — *•  I  served  for  some 
Months  with  the  Russian  army  here  and  there. 

And  taking  lately,  by  Suwarrow's  bidding, 

A  town,  was  ta'en  myself  instead  of  Widdin." 

XVI. 

"  Have  you  no  friends  ? "— **  I  had— but,  by  God's 
blessing. 

Have  not  been  troubled  wth  them  lately.    Now 
I  have  answer'd  all  your  questions  tvithout  pressing, 

And  you  an  equal  courtesy  should  show." 
**  Alas  ! "  said  Juan,  'twere  a  tale  distressing, 

And  long  besides." — *<  Oh  !  if  'tia. really  so 
Tou're  right  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your  tongue } 
A  sad  tale  saddens  doubly  when  'tis  long. 
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XVII. 

Bat  droop  not :  Fortune,  at  your  time  of  life. 

Although  a  female  moderately  fickle, 
Will  hardly  leare  you  (as  she's  not  your  irife) 

For  any  length  of  days  in  such  a  pickl^. 
To  strive,  too,  with  our  fate  were  such  a  strife 

As  if  the  corn-sheaf  should  oppose  the  sickle: 
Men  are  the  sport  of  circumstances,  when 
The  circumstances  seem  the  sport  of  men." 

xvni. 

'*  'Tis  not,"  said  Juan,  "  for  my  present  doom 
I  meum,  hut  for  the  past ; — I  loTed  a  sudd :  '* 

He  paused,  and  his  dark  eye  grew  f uU  of  gloom ; 
A  single  tear  upon  his  eyelash  stay*d 

A  moment,  and  then  dropped ;  **  but  to  resume, 
Tis  not  my  present  lot,  as  I  hare  said. 

Which  I  deplore  so  much ;  for  I  hare  borne 

Hardships  which  have  the  hardiest  overworn, 

♦  XIX. 

<<  On  the  rough  deep.  But  this  last  blow—*'  and  here 
He  stopp'd  again,  and  tum'd  away  his  fisce. 

*  Ay,"  quoth  his  friend,  **  I  thought  it  would  appear 
That  there  had  been  a  lady  in  the  case ; 

And  these  are  things  which  ask  a  tender  tear. 
Such  as  I,  too,  would  shed,  if  in  your  place: 

I  cried  upon  my  first  wife's  dying  day. 

And  also  when  my  seeond  ran  away : 

XX. 

•*  My  third "— *<Your  third ! "  quoth  Juan,  turn- 
ing round ; 
**  You  scarcely  can  be  thirty ;  have  you  three  ? " 
«« No--only  two  at  present  above  ground : 

Surely  'tis  nothing  wonderful  to  see 
One  person  thrice  in  holy  wedlock  bound ! "    [she  ? 
"  Well,  then,  your  third,"  said  Juan ;  "  what  did 
She  did  not  run  away,  too, — did  she,  sir  ? " 
"No,  faith."—"  What  then  ?  '*— "  I  ran  away  from 
her." 

XXI. 

"  You  take  things  coolly,  sir,"  sidd  Juan.    "  Why,' 
BepUed  the  other,  **  what  can  a  man  do  ? 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky. 
But  mine  have  vontsh'd.    All,  when  life  is  new. 

Commence  with  feelings  warm,  and  prospects  high ; 
But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue. 

And  one  by  one  in  torn,  fome  grand  mistake 

Casts  off  its  bright  skin  yearly,  like  the  snakA. 

XXII. 

"  Tie  true,  it  gets  another  bright  and  fresh, 
*Or  fresher,  brighter ;  but,  the  year  gone  tiirough. 
This  skin  must  go  the  way,  too,  of  all  flesh, 

Or  sometimes  only  wear  a  week  or  two ; — 
Love's  the  first  net  which  spreads  its  deadly 

Ambition,  avarice,  vengeance,  glory,  glue 
The  glittering  lime-twigs  of  our  latter  days. 
Where  still  we  flatter  on  for  penoe  or  pnuse^" 

xxin. 

"  All  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true," 
Said  Juan ;  "  but  I  really  don't  see  how 

It  betters  present  times  with  me  or  you." 
"  No  I "  quoth  the  other ;  "  yet  you  wiU  allow, 

By  setting  things  in  their  right  point  of  view, 
Knowledge,  at  least,  is  gain'd;  for  instance,  now, 

We  know  what  slavery  is,  and  our  disasters 

May  teach  us  better  to  behave  when  masters." 


XXIV. 

"  Would  we  were  masters  now,  if  but  to  try 

Their  present  lessons  on  our  pagan  friends  here," 
Said  Juan — swallowing  a  heart*buming  sigh: 

**  Heav'n  help  the  scholar  whom  his  fortune  sends 
"  Perhaps  we  shall  be  one  day,  by  and  by,"  [here ! " 
I  Rejoin'd  the  other,  "  whm  our  bad  look  mends 

here, 
Meantime  (yon  old  black  eunuch  seems  to  eye  nij 
I  wish  to  G-— d  that  somebody  would  buy  us ! 

XXV. 

"  But  after  all,  what  ts  our  present  state  ? 

'Tis .bad,  and  may  be  better— all  men's  lot: 
Most  men  are  slaves,  none  more  so  than  the  great. 

To  their  own  whims  and  passions,  and  what  not: 
Society  itself,  which  should  create 

Kindness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got: 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics— men  without  a  heart" 

XXVX. 
Just  now  a  black  old  neutral  personage 

Of  the  third  sex  stepp'd  up,  and  peering  over 
The  captives,  seem'd  to  mark  their  looks,  and  age. 

And  capabilities,  as  to  discover 
If  they  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage : 

No  lady  e'er  is  ogled  by  a  lover. 
Horse  by  a  blackleg,  broadcloth  by  a  tailor, 
Fee  by  a  counsel,  felon  by  a  jailer, 

XXVII. 

As  is  a  slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 

'Tis  pleasant  purchasing  our  fellow-creatures ; 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 

Their  passions,  and  are  dezt'rous ;  some  by  featuret 
Axe  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader. 

Some  by  a  place— as  tend  their  years  or  natures ; 
The  most  by  ready  cash— but  all  have  prices, 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  vices. 

xxvin. 

The  eunuch,  having  eyed  them  o'er  with  care, 
Tum'd  to  the  merchant,  and  began  to  bid, 

First,  but  for  one,  and  after,  for  the  pair ; 
They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  too— so  they  did ! 

As  though  they  were  in  a  mere  Christian  fair, 
Cheapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a  lamb,  or  kid ; 

So  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a  battle 

For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 

XXIX. 
At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grmnbiing. 

And  pulling  out  reluctant  pursee,  and 
Turning  each  piece  of  silver  o'er,  and  tninbliiig 

Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their  hand, 
And  by  mistake  sequins  with  paias  jumbling, 

Until  the  earn  was  aceurately  soann'd. 
And  ^en  the  merchant,  giving  change  aad  signing 
Beceipti  in  foU,  began  to  tiaak  of  dbdng; 

XXX. 

I  wonder  if  his  appetite  was  good ;  # 

Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion. 
Methinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might  intrudo. 

And  conscience  ask  a  curiohs  sort  of  question, 
About  the  right  divine,  how  for  we  should        [one 

Sell  flesh  and  blood.    When  dinner  has  oppress'r 
I  think  it  is,  perhaps,  the  gloomiest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty-four. 
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XXXI. 

Voltaire  says,  *'  No : "  he  tells  yon  that  Candide 
Found  life  most  tolerable  after  meals ; 

He's  ^[frong— unless  man  was  a  pig,  indeed, 
Repletion  rather  adds  to  what  he  feels ; 

Unless  he's  drunk,  and  then,  no  doubt,  he's  freed 
From  his  own  brain's  oppression  while  it  reels. 

Of  food  I  think  with  Philip's  son,  or  rather 

Ammon's,  (iU  pleased  with  one  world  and  one  father ;) 

XXXTI. 
I  think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 

Of  eating,  with  another  act  or  two, 
Makes  us  feel  our  mortality  in  fact 

Redoubled ;  when  a  roast  and  a  ragout. 
And  fish  and  soup,  by  some  side-dishes  back'd, 

Can  give  us  either  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects,  whose  use 
Depends  so  much  upon  the  gastric  juice  ? 

XXXIII. 
The  other  evening,  ('twas  on  Friday  last)— 

This  is  a  fact,  and  no  poetic  fable — 
Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast, 

My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 
I  heard  a  shot — 'twas  eight  o'clock  scarce  past— 

And  running  out  as  fast  as  I  was  able,' 
I  found  the  military  commandant 
Btretch'd  in  the  street,  and  able  scarce  to  pant. 

XXXIV. 

Poor  fellow !  for  some  reason,  surely  bad,        [there 
They  had  slain  him  with  five  slugs ;  and  left  him 

To  perish  on  the  pavement :  so  I  had 
Him  borne  into  the  house  and  up  the  stair. 

And  stripp'd,  and  look'd  to But  why  should  I  odd 

More  circumstances  ?  vain  was  every  care ; 

The  man  was  gone  :  in  some  Italian  quarrel 

Kill'd  by  five  bullets  from  an  old  gun-borrcl.^ 

XXXV. 

I  gazed  upon  him,  for  I  knew  him  well ; 

And,  though  I  have  seen  many  corpses,  never 
Saw  one,  whom  such  on  accident  bcfcU,    [and  liver, 

So  calm ;  though  pierced  through  stomach,  heart, 
He  seem'd  to  sleep,  for  you  could  scarcely  tell 

(As  he  bled  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 
Of  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  he  was  dead  :— 
So  as  I  gazed  on  him,  I  thought  or  soid^ 

XXXVI. 

*•  Can  this  be  death  ?  then  what  is  life  or  death  ? 

Speak !  "  but  he  spoke  not :  "  wake ! "  but  still  he 
But  yesterday,  and  who  had  mightier  breath  ?  [slept : 

A  thousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 
In  awe :  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saith, 

*  Go,'  and  he  goeth ;  '  oome,'  and  forth  he  ttepp'd. 
The  trump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  were  dumb— 
And  now  nought  left  him  but  the  muffled  dram." 

XXXVII. 
And  they  who  wiKted  once  and  worshipp'd--they 

With  their  rough  faces  throng'd  about  the  bed. 
To  gaze  once  more  on  t^e  commanding  clay 

Which  for  the  last,  though  not  the  first,  time  bled ; 
And  such  an  end  1  that  he  who  many  a  day 

Had  faced  Napoleon's  foes  until  they  fled,— 
rhe  foremost  in  the  charge  or  in  the  sally, 
Should  now  be  butcher'd  in  a  civic  alley. 


xxxvra. 

The  scars  of  his  old  wounds  were  near  his  new. 
Those  honor'd  scars  which  brought  him  fame ; 

And  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view- 
But  let  me  quit  the  theme,  as  such  things  claim. 

Perhaps,  even  more  attention  than  is  due 
From  me :  I  gazed  (as  oft  I  have  gazed  the  same) 

To  try  if  I  could  wrench  aught  out  of  death. 

Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make  a  faith ; 

XXXIX. 
But  it  was  all  a  mystery.    Here  we  are. 

And  there  we  go :— but  where?  five  bits  of  lead. 
Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  far ! 

And  is  this  blood,  then,  form'd  but  to  be  shed  ? 
Can  every  element  our  elements  mar  ? 

And  air— «arth — ^water — ^fire  live — and  we  dead  ? 
We,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things  ?  No  more  i 
But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. 

XL.  • 

The  purchaser  of  Juan  and  acquaintance 
Bore  off  his  bargains  to  a  gilded  boat, 

Embark'd  himself  and  them,  and  off  they  went  thenoe 
As  fast  as  oars  could  pull  and  water  float ; 

They  look'd  like  persons  being  led  to  sentence. 
Wondering  what  next,  till  the  caique  was  brought 

Up  in  a  little  creek  below  a  wall 

O'ertopp'd  with  cypresses  dark-green  and  talL 

XLI. 
Here  there  conductor  tapping  at  the  wicket 

Of  a  small  iron  door,  'twas  open'd,  and 
He  led  them  onward,  first  through  a  low  thicket, 

Flank'd  by  large  groves  which  tower'd  on  either 
hand: 
They  almost  lost  their  way,  and  had  to  pick  i^- 

For  night  was  closing  ere  they  came  to  land. 
The  eunuch  made  a  sign  to  those  on  board, 
Who  row'd  off,  leaving  them  without  a  word. 

XLII. 
As  they  were  plodding  on  their  winding  way, 

Through  orange  bowers,  and  jasmine,  and  so  forth, 
(Of  which  I  might  have  a  good  deal  to  say. 

There  being  no  such  profusion  in  the  North 
Of  oriental  plants,  "  et  cetera," 

But  that  of  late  your  scribblers  think  it  worth 
Their  while  to  rear  whole  hotbeds  in  their  works, 
Because  one  poet  travell'd  'mongst  the  Turks:) 

xun. 

As  they  were  threading  on  their  way,  there*  eame 
Into  Don  Juan's  head  a  tl|ought,  which  he 

Whisper'd  to  his  companion : — 'twas  the  same 
Which  might  have  then  occurr'd  to  you  or  me. 

**  Methinks,"— saidhe— "  it  would  be  no  great  shame 
If  we  should  strike  a  stroke  to  set  us  free; 

Let's  knock  that  old  black  fellow  on  the  head. 

And  march  away— 'twere  easier  done  than  said." 

XLIV. 
"  Tes,"  said  the  other, "  and  when  done,  what  tiisn  ? 

How  get  out  ?  how  the  devil  got  we  in  ? 
And  when  we  once  were  fairly  out,  and  when 

From  Saint  Bartholomew  we  have  saved  our  skin, 
To-morrow  'd  see  us  in  some  other  dan. 

And  worse  off  than  we  hitherto  have  been ; 
Besides,  I'm  hungry,  and  just  now  would  take. 
Like  Esau,  for  my  birthright  a  bcof-steak 
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XLV. 
"  We  must  be  near  some  place  of  mau's  abode ; 

For  the  old  negro's  confidence  in  creeping, 
With  his  two  captives,  by  so  queer  a  road, 

Shows  that  he  thinks  his  friends  have  not  been 
A  sinKle  cr>'  would  bring  the  mall  abroad :  [sleeping ; 

'Tis  therefore  better  looking  before  leaping— 
And  there,  you  see,  this  turn  has  brought  us  through, 
By  Jove,  a  noble  palace  ! — ^lighted,  too." 

XLVI. 
It  was  indeed  a  wide  extensive  building 

Which  open'd  on  their  view,  and  o'er  the  firont 
There  seem'd  to  be  besprent  a  deal  of  gilding 

And  vaiious  hues,  as  is  the  Turkish  wont, — 
A  gaudy  taste ;  for  they  arc  little  skill'd  in 

The  arts  of  which  these  lands  were  once  the  font : 
Each  villa  on  the  Bosphorus  looks  a  screen 
New  painted,  or  a  pretty  opera-scene. 

XLVn. 
^Lnd  nearer  as  they  eame,  a  genial  savor 

Of  certain  stews,  and  roast  meats,  and  pilaus, 
Things  which  in  hungry  mortals'  eyes  find  favor, 

Made  Juan  in  his  harsh  intentions  pause. 
And  put  himself  upon  his  good  behavior : 

His  friend,  too,  adding  a  new  saving  clause, 
Said,  "  In  Heaven's  name  lot's  get  some  supper  now, 
And  them  I'm  with  yon,  if  you're  for  a  row." 

XLvra. 

Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  some  passion. 
Some  tc  men's  feelings,  others  to  their  reason ; 

The  last  of  these  was  never  much  the  fashion, 
For  reason  thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season. 

Some  speakers  whine,  and  others  lay  the  lash  on, 
But  more  or  leas  continue  still  to  tease  on. 

With  arguments  according  to  their  "  forte ; " 

But  no  one  ever  dreams  of  being  short. 

XLIX. 
But  I  digress :  of  all  appeals, — although 

I  grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold, 
Of  beauty,  flattery,  threats,  a  shilling, — ^no 

Method's  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hold 
Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 

More  tender,  as  we  every  day  behold, 
Than  that  all-softening,  overpowering  knell. 
The  tocsin  of  the  soul — the  dinner-bell. 


Turkey  contains  no  bells,  and  yet  men  dine : 
And  Juan  and  his  friend,  albeit  they  heard 

No  Christian  knoll  to  table,  saw  no  line 
Of  lacqueys  usher  to  the  feast  prepared, 

Yet  smelt  roast-meat,  beheld  a  huse  fire  shine, 
And  cooks  in  motion  with  their  aean  arms  bared, 

And  gazed  around  them  to  the  left  and  right 

With  the  prophetic  eye  of  appetite. 

LI. 
And  giving  up  aU  notions  of  resistance, 

They  foUo^'d  close  behind  their  sable  guide, 
Who  little  thought  that  his  own  crack'd  existence 

Was  on  the  point  of  being  set  aside : 
He  motion'd  them  to  stop  at  some  small  distance, 

And  knocking  at  the  gate,  'twas  open'd  wide, 
And  a  mag^^cent  large  hall  display'd 
The  Asian  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 


LII. 


I  won't  describe ;  description  is  my  forte, 
But  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days 

His  wond'rous  journey  to  some  foreign  court. 
And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise— 

Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  'tis  sport ; 
While  nature,  tortured  twenty  thousand  ways, 

Resigns  herself  vrith.  exemplary  patience        [tions. 

To  guide-books,  rhymes,  tours,  sketches,  illustra* 

LIII. 
Along  this  hall,  and  up  and  down,  some,  squatted 

Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess ; 
Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted,  [dress , 

And  some  seem'd  much  in  love  with  their  own 
And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes  decorated 

With  amber  mouths  of  greater  price  or  ^ess ; 
And  several  strutted,  others  slept,  and  some 
Prepared  for  supper  with  a  glass  of  rum.* 

LIV. 
As  the  black  eunuch  entcr'd  with  his  brace 

Of  purchased  infidels,  some  raised  their  eyes 
A  moment  without  slackening  from  their  pace ; 

But  those  who  sate  ne'er  stirr'd  in  any  wise : 
One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  the  face, 

Just  as  one  views  a  horse  to  guess  his  price ; 
Some  nodded  to  the  negro  from  their  station. 
But  no  one  troubled  him  with  conversation. 

LV. 

He  leads  them  through  the  hall,  and,  without  atop* 

On  through  a  farther  range  of  goodly  rooms, 
Splendid  but  silent,  save  in  one,  where,  dropping 

A  marble  fountain  echoes,  through  the  glooms 
Of  night,  which  robe  the  chamber,  or  where  popping 

Some  female  head  most  curiously  presumes 
To  thrust  its  black  eyes  through  the  door  or  lattioe, 
As  wondering  what  the  devil  noise  that  is. 

LVI. 

Some  faint  lamps  gleaming  from  the  lofty  walls 
Gave  light  enough  to  hint  their  farther  way, 

But  not  enough  to  show  the  imperial  halls. 
In  all  the  flashing  of  their  ftill  array ; 

Perhaps  there's  nothing^-I'll  not  say  appals. 
But  saddens  more  by  night  as  well  as  day. 

Than  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul 

To  break  the  lifeless  splendor  of  the  whole. 

LVII. 
Two  or  three  seem  so  little,  one  seems  nothing; 

In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  by  the  shore, 
There  solitude,  we  know,  has  her  full  growth  in 

The  spots  which  were  her  realms  for  evermore : 
But  in  a  mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  in 

More  modem  buildings  and  those  built  of  yoie, 
A  kind  of  death  eomes  o'er  us  all  alone. 
Seeing  what's  meant  for  many  with  but  one. 

LVin. 
A  neat,  snug  study  on  a  winter's  night, 

A  book,  firiend,  single  lady,  or  a  glass 
Of  claret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite. 

Are  things  which  make  an  English  evening  pan ; 
Though  certea  by  no  means  so  grand  a  sight 

As  is  a  theatre  lit  up  by  gas. 
I  pass  my  evenings  in  long  galleries  solely. 
And  that's  the  reason  I'm  so  melancholy. 
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LIX. 


Alas !  man  makes  that  great  which  makes  him  little ; 

I  grant  you  in  a  church  'tis  Tery  well : 
What  speaks  of  Heaven  should  by  no  means  be hrittle, 

But  strong  and  lasting,  till  no  tongue  can  tell 
Their  names  who  rear'd  it ;  but  huge  houses  fit  ill — 

And  huge  tombs  worse — mankind,  since  Adam  fell : 
Mcthinks  the  story  of  the  tower  of  Babel 
Might  teach  them  this  much  better  than  I*m  able. 

LX. 

Babel  was  Nimrod's  hunting-seat,  and  then 
A  town  of  gardens,  walls,  and  wealth  amazing, 

WHiere  Nebuchodonosor,  king  of  men, 
Reign'd,  till  one  summer's  day  he  took  to  grazing] 

And  Daniel  tamed  the  lions  in  their  den. 
The  people's  awe  and  admiration  raising ; 

'Twas  faftjus,  too,  for  Thisbe,  and  for  Pyramof, 

And  the  calumniated  Queen  Semiramis. 

LXI. 

That  injured  Queen,  by  chroniclers  so  coarse. 
Has  been  accused  (I  doubt  not  by  conspiracy) 

Of  an  improper  friendship  for  her  horse, 
(Love,  like  religion,  sometimes  runs  to  heresy:) 

This  monstrous  tale  had  probably  its  source 
(For  such  exaggerations  here  and  there  I  see) 

In  writing  <•  Courser  "  by  mistake  for  "  Courier: " 

I  wish  the  case  could  come  before  «i  jury  here. 

Lxn. 

But  to  resume,--«honld  there  be,  (what  may  not 
Bo  in  these  days  ?)  some  infidels,  who  don't, 

Because  they  can't  find  out  the  very  spot 
Of  that  same  Babel,  or  because  they  won't, 

(Though  Claudius  Rich,  esquire,  some  bricks  has  got, 
And  written  lately  two  memoirs  upon  't,) 

Believe  the  Jews,  those  unbelievers,  who 

Must  bo  believed,  though  they  believe  not  you>- 

Lxm. 

Yet  let  them  think  that  Horace  has'express'd 
Shortly  and  sweetly  the  masonic  folly 

Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  place  of  rest. 
Who  give  themselves  to  architecture  wholly ; 

We  know  where  things  and  men  must  end  at  laat, 
A  moral  (like  all  morals)  melancholy, 

And  "  £t  sepulcri  immemor  struis  domos  " 

Shows  that  we  build  when  we  should  but  entomb  vm, 

Lxrv. 

At  last  they  reach'd  a  quarter  most  retired. 
Where  echo  woke  as  if  from  a  long  slumber: 

Though  full  of  all  things  which  could  be  desired, 
One  wonder'd  what  to  do  with  such  a  number 

Of  articles  which  nobody  required ; 
Here  wealth  had  done  its  utmost  to  encumber 

With  furniture  an  exquisite  apartment, 

Which  puzzled  nature  much  to  know  what  art  meant. 

LXV. 

It  seem'd,  however,  but  to  open  on 
A  range  or  suit  of  fttrth'er  chambers,  which 

Might  lead  to,  heaven  knows  where ;  but  in  this  one 
The  moveables  were  prodigally  rich ; 

Sofas  'twas  half  a  sin  to  sit  upon, 
So  costly  were  they ;  carpets  every  stitch 

Of  workmanship  so  rare,  that  made  you  wish 

You  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a  golden  fish. 


LXVL 
The  black,  however,  without  hardly  deigning 

A  glance  at  that  which  rapt  the  slaves  in  wonder 
Trampled  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fear  of  staining. 

As  if  the  milky-way  their  feet  was  under 
\^th  all  its  stars :  and  with  a  stretch  attaining 

A  certain  press  or  cupboard,  niched  in  yonder 
In  that  remote  recess  which  you  may  sce-^ 
Or  if  you  don't,  the  fault  is  not  in  me : 

LXVII. 
I  wish  to  be  perspicuous :  and  the  black, 

I  say,  unlocking  the  recess,  puU'd  forth 
A  quantity  of  clothes,  fit  for  the  back 

Of  any  Mussulman,  whate'er  his  worth ; 
And  of  variety  there  was  no  lack — 

And  yet,  though  I  have  said  there  was  no  dearth, 
He  chose  himself  to  point  out  what  he  thought 
Most  proper  for  the  Christians  he  had  bought. 

LXVIII. 
The  suit  he  thought  most  suitable  to  each 

Was,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  first  * 

A  Candiote  cloak,  which  to  the  knee  might  reach. 

And  trowsers  not  so  tight  that  they  would  burst. 
But  such  as  fit  an  Asiatic  breech ; 

A  shawl,  whose  folds  in  Cashmire  had  been  nurst.. 
Slippers  of  saffron,  dagger  rich  and  handy ; 
In  short,  all  things  which  form  a  Turkish  Dandv 

LXIX. 
While  he  was  dressing,  Baba,  their  black  friend. 

Hinted  the  vast  advantages  which  they 
Might  probably  attain  both  in  the  end, 

If  they  would  but  pursue  the  proper  way 
Which  fortune  plainly  seem'd  to  recommend ; 

And  then  he  added,  that  he  needs  must  say, 
"  'Twould  greatly  tend  to  better  their  condition. 
If  they  would  condescend  to  circumcision. 

LXX. 
"  For  his  own  part,  he  really  should  rejoice 

To  see  them  true  believers,  but  no  less 
Would  leave  his  proposition  to  their  choice." 

The  other,  thanking  him  for  this  excess 
Of  goodness  in  thus  leaving  them  a  voice 

In  such  a  trifle,  scarcely  could  express 

Sufficiently  (he  said)  his  approbation 
Of  all  the  customs  of  this  poUsh'd  nation. 

LXXI. 
**  For  his  own  share— he  saw  but  small  objectikm 

To  so  respectable  an  ancient  rite, 
And  after  swallowing  down  a  slight  reflection. 

For  which  he  own'd  a  present  appetite, 
He  doubted  not  a  few  hours  of  reflection 

Would  reconq^  him  to  the  business  quite."— 
"Will  it  ? "  said  Juan,  sharply ;  «  Strike  me  dead* 
But  they  as  soon  shall  circumcise  my  head— 

Lxxn. 

"Cut  off"  a  thousand  heads,  before *'  — ^*Now 

Replied  the  other,  *<  do  not  interrupt:      tPWf," 

You  put  me  out  in  what  I  had  to  say.* 
Sir !— as  I  said,  as  soon  as  I  have  supp'd, 

I  shall  perpend  if  your  proposals  may 
Be  such  as  I  can  properly  accept ; 

Provided  always  your  great  goodness  still 

Remits  the  matter  to  our  own  free-willV 


DON  JUAN. 
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Lxxm. 

Balw  tjtA  Juan,  tad  said,  "Be  to  good 
As  dross  yourself  "-^nd  pointed  out  a  snit 

In  which  a  princess  with  great  pleasure  would 
Amy  her  limbs ;  but  Joan  standing  mute, 

As  not  being  in  a  niasquerading  mood, 
Gare  it  a  slight  kick  with  his  Christian  foot; 

And  when  the  old  negro  told  him  to  **  Oet  ready," 

Replied,  **  Old  gentleman,  I'm  not  a  lady/'  . 

LXXIV.     •    . 
**  What  you  may  be,  I  neither  know  nor  cum^** 

Said  Baba,  *'  but  pray  do  as  I  desiro, 
I  hare  no  more  time  nor  many  words  to  spare." 

"At  least,"  said  Juan,  "sun  I  may  inquire 
The  cause  of  this  odd  trsTesty  ?  "— "  Forbear," 

Said  Baba,  "to  be  curious:  'twill  transpiro, 
No  doubt,  in  proper  place,  and  time,  and  season : 
I  hare  no  authority  to  tell  the  reason." 

LXXV. 

"  Then  if  I  do,"  said  Juan,  "  I'U  be       "  "  Hold  1 " 
B^oin'd  the  negro,  "  pray  be  not  prbToking : 

This  spirit's  well,  but  it  may  wax  too  bold, 
And  yoa.will  find  us  not  too  fond  of  joking." 

"  What,  sir,"  said  Juan,  "  shall  it  e'er  be  told 
That  I  unsex'd  my  dress  ?  "  But  Baba,  stroking 

The  things  down,  said-^*  Incense  me,  and  I  call 

Those  who  will  leave  you  of  no  sex  at  alL 

LXXVI. 
"  I  ofTer  you  a  handsome  suit  of  clothes : 

A  woman's  true ;  then  there  is  a  cause 
Why  you  should  wear  them."—-"  What,  though  my' 
soul  loathes 

The  effeminate  garb  ? " — ^Thus,  after  a  short  pause, 
Sigh'd  Juan,  muttering  also  some  slight  oaths, 

"  What  the  deril  shall  I  do  with  all  this  gause  ? " 
Thus  he  profanely  term'd  the  finest  lace 
Which  e'er  set  off  a  marriage-morning  face. 

LXXVII. 
And  then  he  swore ;  and,  sighing,  on  he  slipp'd 

A  pair  of  trowsers  of  flesh-color'd  silk ; 
Next  with,  a  virgin  sone  he  was  equipp'd, 

Which  girt  a  slight  chemise  as  white  as  milk. 
But  tugging  on  his  petticoat,  he  tripp'd. 

Whicb-^as  we  say— or,  as  the  Scotch  say,  whidii 
(The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this : — sometimes 
Kings  are  not  mora  imperative  than  rhymes)— 

Lxxvra. 

Whilk,  which  (or  what  you  please)  was  owing  to 
His  garment's  novelty,  and  hii  being  awkward : 

And  yet  at  last  he  managed  to  get  through 
His  toilet,  though  no  doubt  a  little  backward ; 

The  negro  Baba  help'd  a  little  too. 
When  some  untoward  part  of  raiment  stuck  hard ; 

And,  wrestling  both  his  arms  into  a  gown. 

He  paused  and  took  a  survey  up  and  down. 

LXXIX. 

One  difficulty  still  remain'd,-— his  hair 
Was  hardly  long  enough ;  but  Baba  found 

So  many  false  long  tresses  all  to  spare, 
That  soon  his  head  was  most  completely  crown'd, 

After  the  manner  then  in  fashion  there ; 
And  this  addition  with  such  gems  was  bound 

As  suited  the  enaembU  of  his  toilet, 

While  Baba  made  him  comb  his  head  and  oil  it. 
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IiXXX. 
And  now  being  femininely  all  anay'd* 

With  some  small  aid  from  scissors,  paint,  and 
He  look'd  in  almost  all  respects  a  maid. 

And  Baba  smilingly  exclaim'd,  "  Tou  see,  sirs, 
A  perfeet  transformation  hero  display'd ;  [shrs, 

{ \  And  now,  then,  you  must  come  along  with  moi 
That  is— the  lady :  "—clapping  his  hands  twice, 
Four  blacks  ?rere  at  his  elbow  in  a  trice. 

LXXXI. 
"  Tou,  sir,"  said  Baba,  nodding  to  the  one, 

"  Win  please  to  accompany  those  gentlemen 
To  supper ;  but  you,  worthy  Christian  nun, 

Will  follow  me :  no  trifling,  sir :  for  when 
I  say  a  thing,  it  must  at  once  be  done. 

Wl|§t  fear  you  ?  think  you  this  a  lion's  den  ? 
Why,  'tis  a  palace ;  whero  the  truly  wise 
Anticipate  the  Prophet's  paradise. 

Lxxxn. 

"  Ton  fool  I  I  tell  you  no  one  means  you  haxm 
"  So  much  the  better,"  Juan  said,  "  for  them: 

Else  they  shall  feel  the  weight  of  this  my  arm. 
Which  is  not  quite  so  light  as  you  may  deem. 

I  yield  thus  far ;  but  soon  wiU  break  the  chaxm^ 
If  any  take  me  for  that  which  I  seem^ 

So  that  I  trust,  for  every  body's  sake. 

That  this  disguise  may  lead  to  no  mistake." 

Lxxxin. 

"  Blockhead !  come  on,  and  see,"  quoth  Baba ;  while 
Don  Juan,  turning  to  his  comrade,  who,      [smile 

Though  somewhat  grieved,  could  scarce  forbear  a 
Upon  the  metamorphosis  in  view,— 
Farewell ! "  they  mutually  exclaim'd :  "  this  soU 
Seems  fertile  in  adventures  strange  and  new ; 

One's  tum'd  half  Mussulman,  and  one  a  maid. 

By  this  old  black  enchanter's  unsought  aid." 

LXXXIV.  • 

Farewell  I "  said  Juan ;  "  should  we  meet  no  moce, 

I  wish  you  a  good  appetite." — "Farewell !  " 
Replied  the  other ;  "  though  it  grievs  me  sore ; 

When  we  next  meet  we'll  have  a  tale  to  tell ; 
We  needs  must  follow  when  Fate  puts  from  shore. 

Keep  your  good  name ;  though  Eve  herself  once 
fell."  [carry  me, 

"  Nay,"  quoth  the  maid,  "  the  Sultan's  self  shan't 
Unless  his  highness  promises  to  marry  me." 

LXXXV. 

And  thus  they  parted,  each  by  separate  doors ; 

Baba  led  Juan  onward,  room  by  room, 
Through  glittering  galleries  and  o'er  marble  floors, 

Till  a  gigantic  portal  through  the  gloom, 
Haughty  and  huge,  along  the  distance  toweis ; 

And  wafted  far  arose  a  rich  pcrftmie : 
It  seem'4  as  though  they  came  upon  a  shrine 
For  all  was  vast,  still,  fragrant,  and  divine. 

LXXXYI. 

The  giant  door  was  broad,  and  bright,  and  high. 
Of  gilded  bronse,  and  carved  in  curious  gniso; 

Warriors  thereon  wero  battling  ftiriously ; 
Here  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vanqidsh'd  lies: 

There  captives  led  in  triumph  droop  the  eye, 
And  in  perspeetive  many  a  squadron  flies : 

It  seems  the  work  of  times  before  the  line 

Of  Rome  transplanted  fell  with  Constantino. 
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Lxxxvn. 

Tliifl  massy  portal  stood  at  the  vide  close 
Of  a  huge  hall,  and  on  its  either  side 

Two  little  dwarfe,  the  least  you  could  suppose, 
Were  sate,  like  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 

In  mockery  to  the  enormous  gate  whioh  rose 
O'er  them  in  almost  pyramidic  pride :  | 

The  gate  so  splendid  vas  in  all  its  featurea,'* 

Tou  neyer  thought  ahout  these  Uttle  creatures, 

LXXXYin. 

Until  you  nearly  trod  on  them,  and  ^en 

You  started  back  in  horror  to  survey 
The  wondrous  hideousness  of  those  small  men, 

Whose  color  was  not  black,  nor  white,  nor  gray, 
But  an  extraneous  mixture,  which  no  pen 

Can  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  nmgr ; 
They  were  misshapen  pigmies,  deaf  and  dumb- 
Monsters,  who  cost  a  no  less  monstrous  sum. 

LXXXIX. 
Their  duty  was— ^or  they  were  strong,  and  though 

They  look'd  so  little,  did  strong  things  at  times— 
To  ope  this  door,  which  they  could  really  do. 

The  hinges  being  as  smooth  as  Rogers*  rhymes ; 
And  now  and  then,  with  tough  strings  of  the  bow, 

As  is  the  custom  of  those  Eastern  clxmei; 
To  give  some  rebel  Pacha  a  crarat ; 
For  mutes  are  generally  used  for  that. 

XC. 
They  spoke  by  signs — that  is  not  spoke  at  all ; 

And,  looking  like  two  incubi,  they  glared 
As  Baba  with  his  fingers  made  them  fall 

To  heaving  back  the  portal  folds :  it  scared 
Juan  a  moment,  as  this  pair  so  small. 

With  shrinking  serpent  optics  on  him  stared ; 
It  was  as  if  their  little  looks  could  poison 
Or  fascinate  whomever  they  fix'd  their  eyes  on. 

XCI. 
Before  they  enter'd,  Baba  paused  to  hint 

To  Juan  some  slight  lessons  as  his  guide : 
"If  you  could  just  contrive,"  he  said,  "to  stint 

That  somewhat  manly  majesty  of  stride,   fin't)— 
'Twould  be  as  well,  and — (though  there's  not  much 

To  swing  a  little  less  from  side  to  side. 
Which  has,  at  times,  an  aspect  of  the  oddest ; 
And -also,  could  you  look  a  little  modest, 

XCII. 
"  *Twould  be  convenient ;  for  these  mutes  have  eyes 

Like  needles,  which  might  pierce  those  petticoats ; 
And  if  they  should  discover  yom:  disguise, 

Tou  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bosphorus  floats ; 
And  you  and  I  may  chance,  ere  morning  rise, 

To  find  our  way  to  Marmora  without  boats, 
Btich'd  up  in  sacks--a  mode  of  navigation 
A  good  deal  practised  here  upon  occasiozt." 

xcm. 

With  this  encouragement,  he  led  the  way 
Into  a  room  stiU  nobler  than  the  last ; 

A  rich  confusion  form*d  a  disarray 
In  such  sort,  that  the  eye  along  it  cast 

Could  hardly  carry  any  thing  away. 
Object  on  object  flash'd  so  bright  and  fast ; 

A  dazzling  mass  of  gems,  and  gold,  and  glitter^ 

Magnificently  minglol  in  a  Utter. 


XCIV. 
Wealth  had  done  wonders — taste  not  UKu  h ;  miAk. 

Occur  in  orient  palaces,  and  even  [thjngf 

In  the  more  chaaten'd  domes  of  western  kfaigs, 

(Of  which  I've  also  seen  some  six  or  seven,) 
Where  I  can't  say  or  gold  or  diamond  flings 

Much  lustre,  there  is  much  to  be  forgiven ; 
Groups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs,  and  pictures, 
On  which  I  cannot  pause  to  make  my  strictures. 

.    •        XCV. 

In  this  imperial  hall,  at  distance  lay 

Under  a  canopy,  and  there  reclined, 
Quite  in  a  confidential  queenly  way, 

A  lady ;  Baba  stopp'd,  and  kneeling,  sign'd 
To  Juan,  who,  though  not  much  used  to  pray, 

Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  his  mind 
What  all  this  meant :  while  Baba  bow'd  and  bended 
His  head,  until  the  ceremony  ended. 

XCTI. 

The  lady,  risiiig  up  with  such  an  air 
As  Venus  rose  with  from  the  wave^  on  them 

Bent  like  an  antelope  a  PapMan  pair 
Of  eyes,  which  put  out  each  surrounding  gem ; 

And,  raising  up  an  arm  as  moonlight  fair. 
She  sign'd  to  Baba,  who  first  kiss'd  the  hens 

Of  her  deep-purpie  robe,  and,  speaking  km 

Pointed  to  Juan,  who  remain'd  below. 

xcvn. 

Her  presence  was  as  lofty  as  her  state ; 

Her  beauty  of  that  overpowering  kind, 
Wliose  force  description  only  would  abate : 

I'd  rather  leave  it  much  to  your  own  mind, 
Than  lessen  it  by  what  I  could  relate 

Of  forms  and  features ;  it  would  strike  you  hiiad, 
Could  I  do  justice  to  the  full  detail; 
So,  luckily  for  both,  my  plurases  fail. 

XCVIII. 
This  much  however  I  may  add — ^her  years  [springs. 

Were   ripe— they  might    make   8ix-and>twenty 
But  there  are  forms  which  Time  to  touch  f<Mbear8, 

And  t\ims  aside  his  scythe  to  vulgar  things, 
Such  as  was  Mary's,  Queen  of  Scots;  true— tears 
g^ And  love  destroy ;  and  sapping  sorrow  wrings 
flharms  from  the  charmer— yet  some  never  grow 
Ugly ;  for  instance— Ninon  de  I'Enclos. 

XCIX. 
She  spake  some  words  to  her  attendants,  who 

Composed  a  ch^ir  of  girls,  ten  or  a  dozen, 
And  were  all  clad  alike ;  like  Juan,  too. 

Who  wore  their  uniform,  by  Baba  chosen : 
They  form'd  a  very  nymph-like  looking  crew. 

Which  might  have  call'd  Diana's  chorus  '^comday" 
As  far  as  outward  show  may  correspond ; 
I  won't  be  bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 

0. 

They  bow'd  obeisance  and  withdrew,  retiring, 
But  not  by  the  same  door  through  which  came  in 

Baba  and  Juan,  which  last  stood  admiring^ 
At  some  small  distance,  all  he  saw  within 

This  strange  saloon,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 
Marvel  and  praise :  for  both  or  none  things  win ; 

And  I  must  say  I  ne'er  could  see  the  very 

Great  happiness  of  the  "  Nil  Admirari." 


DON  JUAK. 
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'Not  to  admire  is  all  the  «rt  I  know  [speech} 

(Plain  truth,  dear  Munay,  needs  few  flowers  of 

To  make  men  hi4>P7»  or  to  keep  them  so ; " 
(So  take  it  in  the  yery  words  of  Creedi.) 

Thus  Horace  wrote,  we  all  know,  long  ago ; 
And  thus  Pope  quotes  the  precept,  to  re-teach 

From  his  translation :  but  had  none  admired, 

Would  Pope  have  sung,  or  Horace  been  inspired  ? 

cn. 

Baba,  when  all  the  damsels  were  withdrawn, 

.  Motion *d  to  Juan  to  approach,  and  then 
A  second  time  desired  him  to  kneel  down 

And  kiss  the  lady's  foot,  which  maxim  when 
He  heard  repeated,  Juan  with  a  frown 

Drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height  again, 
And  said  <<  It  grieTed  him,  but  he  could  not  stoop 
To  any  shoe,  nnless  it  shod  the  Pope." 

cm. 

Baba,  indignant  at  this  ill-timed  pride, 
Made  fierce  remonstrances,  and  then  a  threat 

He  mutter'd  (but  the  last  was  giren  aside) 
About  a  bowstring— quite  in  Tain ;  notyet  pnide 

Would  Juan  stoop,  though  'twere  to  Mahomet's 
There's  nothing  in  the  world  like  eliguette, 

In  kingly  chambers  or  imperial  halls. 

As  also  at  the  race  and  county  balls. 

^crv. 

He  stood  like  Atlas,  with  a  world  of  words 
About  his  ears,  and  nathless  would  not  bend ; 

The  blood  of  all  his  line's  Castilian  lords 
Boil'd  in  his  yeins,  and  rather  than  descend 

To  stain  his  pedigree,  a  thousand  swords 
A  thousand  times  of  him  had  made  an  end ; 

At  length  perceiving  the  **foot "  could  not  stand, 

Baba  proposed  that  he  should  kiss  the  hand. 

CV. 

Here  was  an  honoiable  compromise, 

A  half-way  house  of  diplomatic  rest,  [guise ; 

Where  they  might  meet  in  much  more  peaceful 

And  Juan  now  his  willingness  express'd 
To  use  all  fit  and  proper  courtesies, 

Adding,  that  this  was  eommonest  and  best, 
For  through  the  South  the  custom  still  commands 
The  gentleman  to  kiss  the  lady's  hands. 

CVI. 
And  he  adTanoed,  though  with  but  a  bad  graea. 

Though  on  more  thorottgh-hred^  or  fairer  fingers 
No  lips  e'er  left  their  transitory  trace : 

On  such  as  these  the  lip  too  fondly  lingers. 
And  for  one  kiss  would  fain  imprint  a  brace, 

As  yon  will  see,  if  she  you  love  will  bring  hers 
In  contact ;  and  sometimes  eren  a  fiur  stranger's 
An  almost  twelvemonth's  constancy  endangers. 

cvn. 

The  lady  eyed  him  o'er  and  o'er,  and  bade 

Baba  retjre,  which  he  obey'd  m  style. 
As  if  well  used  to  the  retreating  trade ; 

And  taking  hints  in  good  part  all  the  while, 
He  whispcr'd  Juan  not  to  be  afraid, 

And,  looking  on  him  with  a  sort  of  smile. 
Took  leave  with  such  a  face  of  satisfaction. 
As  good  men  wear  who  have  done  a  virtuous  action* 


cvm. 

When  he  was  gone,  there  was  a  sudden  change, 
I  know  not  what  might  be  the  lady's  thought. 

But  o'er  her  bright  brow  flash'd  a  tumult  strange, 
And  into  her  clear  cheek  the  blood  was  brought, 

Blood-red  as  sunset  summer  clouds  which  range 
The  verge  of  heaven ;   and  in  her  large  eyes 

A  mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scann'd,  [wrought 

Of  half  voluptuousness  and  half  command! 

CIX. 

Her  foim  had  all  the  softness  of  her  sex, 
Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil, 

When  he  put  on  the  cherub  to  perplex 
Eve,  and  paved  (God  knows  how)  the  road  to  evil ; 

The  sun  himself  was  scarce  more  free  from  specks 
Than  she  from  aught  at  which  the  eye  could  cavil ; 

Tet  somehow  there  was  something  somewhere  want-  • 

Asif  she  rather  oiitiar'i^  than  was  ^rtm/tn^.—-    [ing,  > 

ex. 

Something  imperial,  or  imperious,  threw 
A  chain  o'er  all  she  did ;  that  is,  a  chain 

Was  thrown,  as  'twere,  about  the  neck  of  you,«» 
And  rapture's  self  will  seem  almost  a  pain 

With  aiight  which  looks  like  despotism  in  view : 
Our  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  'tis  in  vain 

We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey— 

The  spirit,  in  the  end,  will  have  its  way. 

CXI. 

Her  very  smile  was  haughty,  though  so  sweet ; 

Her  very  nod  was  not  on  inclination ; 
There  was  a  self-will  even  in  her  small  feet,  [tionr— 

As  though  they  were  quite  conscious  of  her  sta- 
They  trod  as  upon  necks ;  and  to  complete 

Her  state,  (it  is  the  custom  of  her  nation,) 
A  poniard  deck'd  her  girdle,  as  the  sign 
She  was  a  sultan's  bride,  (thank  Heaven,  not  mint!) 

CXII. 
"  To  hear  and  to  obey  "  had  been  from  birth 

The  law  of  all  around  her ;  to  fulfil 
All  phantasies  which  yielded  joy  or  mirth, 

Had  been  her  slaves'  chief  pleasure,  as  her  will ; 
Her  blood  was  high,  her  beauty  scarce  of  earth ; 

Judge,  then,  if  her  caprices  e'er  stood  still ; 
Had  she  but  been  a  Christian,  I've  a  notion 
We  should  have  found  out  the  '^perpetual  motion." 

CXIII. 
Whate'er  she  saw  and  coveted  was  brought ; 

Whate'er  she  did  not  see,  if  she  supposed 
It  might  be  seen,  with  diligence  was  sought, 

And  when  'twas  found  straightway  the  bargain 
closed : 
There  was  no  end  unto  the  things  she  bought. 

Nor  to  the  trouble  which  her  fancies  caused ; 
Tet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace, 
The  women  pudon'd  all  except  her  face 

cxrv. 

Juan,  the  latest  of  her  whims,  had  caught 
Her  eye  in  passing  on  his  way  to  sale ; 

She  order'd  him  directly  to  be  bought, 
And  Baba,  who  had  ne'er  bee»  known  to  fail 

In  any  kind  of  mischief  to  be  wrought. 
Had  his  instructions  where  and  how  to  deal: 

She  had  no  prudence,  but  he  had;  and  this 

Explains  the  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss* 
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CXV. 

His  yontli  and  features  favor'd  the  disgnisei 
And  should  yon  ask  how  she,  a  sultan's  bride, 

Could  risk  or  compass  such  strange  phantasies, 
This  I  must  leare  sultanas  to  decide : 

Emperors  are  onlj  husbands  in  wives'  eyes, 
And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  mystified. 

As  we  may  ascertain  with  due  precision, 

Some  by  experience,  others  by  tradition. 

CXVI. 
But  to  the  main  point,  where  we  hare  been  tending 

She  now  conceiTed  all  difficulties  past, 
And  deem'd  herself  extremely  condescending 

When  being  made  her  property  at  last, 

Without  more  preface,  in  her  blue  eyes  blending 

Passion  and  power,  a  glance  on  him  she  cast, 

•  And  merely  saying,  **  Christian,  canst  thou  love  ?  " 

ConceiTed  that  phrase  was  quite  enough  to  move. 

CXVIT. 
And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  place. 

But  Juan,  who  had  still  his  mind  o'crflowing 
With  Haidee's  isle  and  soft  Ionian  face. 

Felt  the  warm  blood,  which  in  his  face  was  glowing. 
Bush  back  upon  his  heart,  which  fill'd  apace. 

And  left  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  snowdrops  blowing : 
These  words  went  through  his  soul  like  Arab  spears, 
So  that  he  spoke  not,  but  burst  into  tears. 

cxvm. 

She  was  a  good  deal  shock'd ;  not  shock'd  at  tears, 
For  women  shed  and  use  them  at  their  liking ; 

But  there  is  something  when  man's  eye  appears 
Wet,  still  more  disagreeable  and  striking : 

A  woman's  tear-drop  melts,  a  man's  half  scars, 
like  molten  lead,  as  if  you  thrust  a  pike  in 

His  heart,  to  force  it  out,  for  (to  be  shorter) 

To  them  'tis  a  relief,  to  us  a  torture. 

CXIX. 
And  she  would  hare  consoled,  but  knew  not  how ; 

Having  no  equals,  nothing  which  had  e'er 
Infected  her  with  sympathy  till  now, 

And  never  having  dreamt  what  'twas  to  bear 
Aught  of  a  serious  sorrowing  kind,  although 

Iliere  might  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 
To  cross  her  brqw,  she  wonder'd  how  so  near 
Her  eyes  another's  eye  could  shed  a  tear. 

cxx. 

But  nature  teaches  more  than  power  can  spoil, 
And  when  a  strong  although  a  strange  sensation 

Uovei— female  hearts  are  such  a  geniid  soil 
For  kinder  feelings,  whatsoe'er  their  nation. 

They  naturally  pour  the  *'  wine  and  oil," 
Samaritans  in  every  situation ; 

And  thus  Gttlbeyaz,  though  she  knew  not  why, 

Felt  on  odd  glistening  moisture  in  her  eye. 

CXXI. 
But  tears  must  stop  like  all  things  else ;  and  soon 

Juan,  who  for  an  instant  had  been  moved 
To  such  a  sorrow  by  the  intrusive  tone 

Of  one  who  dared  to  ask  if  "he  had  loved," 
Call'd  back  the  stoic  to  his  eyes,  which  shone 

Bright  with  the  very  weakness  he  reproved ; 
And  although  sensitive  to  beauty,  he 
Felt  most  indignant  still  at  not  being  free. 


cxxn. 

Gulbeyaz,  for  the  first  time  in  her  days, 
Was  much  embarrass'd,  never  having  met 

In  all  her  life  with  aught  save  prayers  and  praiie; 
And  as  she  also  risk'd  her  life  to  get 

Him  whom  she  meant  to  tutor  in  love's  ways 
Into  a  comfortable  t§te-^-t&te. 

To  lose  the  hour  would  make  her  quite  a  martyr. 

And  they  had  wasted  now  almost  a  quarter. 

cxxin. 

I  also  would  suggest  the  fitting  time. 

To  gentlemen  in  any  such  like  case, 
That  is  to  say^— in  a  meridian  dime ; 

With  us  there  is  more  law  given  to  the  case, 
But  here  a  small  delay  forms  a  great  crime : 

So  recollect  that  the  extremest  grace ' 
Is  just  two  minutes  for  your  declaration — 
A  moment  more  would  hurt  your  reputation. 

cxxnr. 

Juan's  was  good ;  and  might  have  been  still  bettet 
But  he  had  got  Haidee  into  his  head : 

However  strange,  he  could  not  yet  forget  her, 
Which  made  him  seem  exceedingly  ill-bred. 

Gulbeyax,  who  look'd  on  him  as  her  debtor 
For  having  had  him  to  the  palace  led, 

Began  to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  and  then 

Ghrow  deadly  pale,  and  then  blush  back  agaia. 

CXX^ 

At  length,  in  an  imperial  way,  she  laid 
Her  hand  on  his,  and  bending  on  his  eyes, 

Which  needed  not  an  empire  to  persuade, 
Look'd  into  his  for  love,  where  none  replies : 

Her  brow  grew  black,  but  she  would  not  upbraid. 
That  b^g  the  last  thing  a  proud  woman  tries: 

She  rose,  and,  pausing  one  chaste  moment,  threw 

Herself  upon  his  breast,  and  there  she  grew. 

CXXVI. 

This  was  an  awkward  test,  as  Juan  found, 
But  he  was  steel'd  by  sorrow,  wrath,  and  pride; 

With  gentle  force  her  white  arms  he  unwound^ 
And  seated  her  all  drooping  by  his  side. 

Then  rising  haughtily  he  glanced  around. 
And  looking  coldly  in  her  face,  he  cried, 

"  The  prison'd  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  I 

Serve  a  sultana's  sensual  phantasy. 

CXXVII. 
"  Thou  ask'st  if  I  can  love  ?  be  this  the  proof 

How  much  I  have  loved— ^at  I  love  not  thte  ! 
In  this  vile  garb,  the  distaff,  web,  and  woof, 

Were  fitter  for  me :  love  is  for  the  free ! 
I  am  not  danled  by  this  splendid  roof ; 

Whate'er  thy  power,  and  great  it  seems  to  bo- 
Heads  bow,  knees  bend,  eyes  watch  around  athrone 
And  hands  obey^— our  hearts  are  still  our  own." 

cxxvin. 

This  was  a  truth  to  ns  extremely  trite, 
Not  so  to  her  who  ne'er  had  heard  such  things ; 

She  deem'd  her  least  command  must  yield  delight, 
Earth  being  only  made  for  queens  and  kings ; 

If  hearts  lay  on  the  left  side  or  the  right 
She  hardly  knew,  to  such  perfection  brings 

Legitimacy  its  bom  votaries,  when 

Aware  of  their  due  royal  rights  o'er  men. 
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CXXIX. 
Basidei ,  as  htm  been  said,  she  was  so  fidr 

As  eTen  in  a  much  humbler  lot  had  made 
A  kingdom  or  confusion  any  where ; 

And  also,  as  may  be  presumed,  she  laid 
Some  stress  upon  those  charms  which  seldom  are 

By  the  possessors  thrown  into  the  shade ; — 
She  thought  hers  gaTe  a  double  "  right  diyine,*' 
And  half  of  that  opinion's  also  mine. 

cxxx. 

Remember,  or  (if  you  cannot)  imagine, 
Te !  who  hare  kept  your  chastity  when  young, 

While  some  more  desperate  dowager  has  been  waging 
LoTC  with  you,  and  been  in  the  dog-days  stung 

By  your  refusal,  recollect  her  raging! 
Or  recollect  all  that  was  said  or  sung 

On  such  a  subject :  then  suppose  the  face 

Of  a  young  downright  beauty  in  the  case. 

CXXXI. 

Suppose,— but  you  already  hare  supposed, 
The  spouse  of  Potiphar,  the  Lady  Booby, 

Fhsdra,  and  all  which  story  has  disclosed 
Of  good  examples ;  pity  that  so  few  by 

Poets  and  private  tutors  are  exposed, 
To  educate — ^ye  youth  of  Europe — ^you  by ! 

But  when  you  have  supposed  the  few  we  know. 

You  can't  suppose  Gulbeyaz'  angry  brow. 

cxxxn. 

A  tigress  robVd  of  young,  a  lioness. 

Or  any  interesting  beast  of  prey, 
Are  similes  at  hand  for  the  distress 

Of  ladies,  who  can  not  have  their  own  way ; 
But  though  my  turn  will  not  be  8er\'cd  \vith  less, 

These  don't  express  one  half  what  I  should  say : 
For  what  is  stealing  young  ones,  few  or  many, 
To  cutting  short  their  hopes  of  having  any  ? 

CXXXIII. 
The  love  of  offspring's  nature's  general  law. 

From  tigresses  and  cubs  to  ducks  and  ducklings  ; 
There's  nothing  whets  the  beak,  or  arms  the  claw, 

Like  an  invasion  on  their  babes  and  sucklings ; 
And  all  who  have  seen  a  human  nursery,  saw 

How  mothers  love  their  children's  squalls  and 
chucklings ; 
This  strong  extreme  effect  (to  tire  no  longer 
Tour  patience)  shows  the  cause  must  still  be  stronger. 

CXXXIT. 

If  I  said  fire  flash'd  from  Oulbeyas*  eyes, 
'Twere  nothing — ^for  her  eyes  flash'd  always  fire ; 

Or  said  her  cheeks  assumed  the  deepest  dyes, 
I  should  but  bring  disgrace  upon  the  dyer, 

So  supernatural  was  her  passion's  rise ; 
For  ne'er  till  now  she  knew  a  cheek'd  desire : 

Even  ye  who  know  what  a  cheek'd  woman  is, 

^Enough,  Ood  knows!)  would  much  fsU  short  of  this. 

cxxxv. 

Her  rage  was  but  a  minute's,  and  'twas  weU^ 
A  moment's  more  had  slain  her ;  but  the  while 

It  lasted  'twas  like  a  short  glimpse  of  hell : 
Nought's  more  sublime  than  energetic  bile, 

Though  horrible  to  see  yet  grand  to  tell, 
Like  ocean  warring  'gainst  a  rocky  isle ; 

And  the  deep  passions  flashing  through  her  form 

Hade  her  a  beautiful  embodied  storm. 


CXXXVL 

A  vulgar  tempest  'twere  to  a  typhoon 
To  mateh  a  common  tvarj  with  her  rage, 

And  yet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon» 
Like  moderate  Hotspur  on  the  immortal  page; 

Her  anger  pitch'd  into  a  lower  tune, 
Perhaps  the  fault  of  her  soft  sex  and  age— 

Her  wish  was  but  to  *<  kiU,  kill,  kiU,"  Uke  Lear'f» 

And  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  quench'd  in  1 


cxxxvn. 

A  storm  it  raged,  and  Uke  the  stoim  it  paat'dt 
Pass'd  without  words— in  fact  she  could  not  speak ; 

And  then  her  sex's  shame  broke  in  at  last, 
A  sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  weak. 

But  now  it  flow'd  in  natural  and  fast. 
As  water  through  an  unexpected  leak, 

For  she  felt  humbled— and  humiliation 

Is  sometimes  good  for  people  in  her  station. 

CXXXVIII. 
It  teaches  them  that  ^j  axe  flesh  and  Uood» 

It  also  gently  hints  to  them  that  others, 
Although  of  clay,  are  yet  not  quite  of  mud; 

That  urns  and  pipkins  are  but  fragile  brothen. 
And  works  of  the  same  pottery,  bad  or  good. 

Though  not  all  bom  of  the  same  sires  and  moths*. 
It  teaches— Heaven  knows  only  what  it  teachee» 
But  sometimes  it  may  mend,  and  often  reaehea. 

CXXXIX. 

Her  first  thought  was  to  cut  off  Juan's  head; 

Her  second,  to  cut  only  his — acquaintance ; 
Her  third,  to  ask  him  where  he  had  been  bred ; 

Her  fourth,  to  rally  him  into  repentance ; 
Her  fifth,  to  call  her  maids  and  go  to  bed ; 

Her  sixth,  to  stab  herself;  her  seventh,  tosentenee 
The  lash  to  Baba :— but  her  grand  resource 
Was  to  sit  down  again,  and  cry  of  course. 

CXL. 
She  thought  to  stab  herself,  but  then  she  had 

The  dagger  close  at  hand,  which  made  it  awk* 
For  Eastern  stays  are  little  made  to  pad,       [ward ; 

So  that  a  poniard  pierces  if  'tis  struck  hard: 
She  thought  of  killing  Juan— but,  poor  lad ! 

Though  he  deserved  it  well  for  being  so  backward, 
The  cutting  off  his  head  was  not  the  art 
Most  likely  to  attain  her  aim — ^his  heart 

CXLI. 
Juan  was  moved :  he  had  made  up  his  mind       » 

To  be  impaled,  or  qu^ter'd  as  a  dish 
For  dogs,  or  to  be  slain  with  pangs  refined. 

Or  thrown  to  lions,  or  made  baits  for  fish, 
And  thus  heroically  stood  resign'd. 

Rather  than  sin,— except  to  his  own  wish ; 
But  all  his  great  preparatives  for  dying 
Dissolved  like  snow  before  a  woman  crying. 

CXUl. 
As  through  his  palms  Bob  Acres'  valor  ooxed. 

So  Juan's  virtue  ebb'd,  I  know  not  how ; 
And  first  he  wonder'd  why  he  had  refused ; 

And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now ; 
And  next  his  savage  virtue  he  accused. 

Just  as  a  friar  may  accuse  his  vow. 
Or  as  a  dame  repents  her  of  her  oath, 
Which  mostly  ends  in  some  small  breach  of  both. 
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CXLIH. 


So  he  began  to  stammer  some  excuses ; 

But  words  are  not  enough  in  such  a  matter, 
Although  70U  borrow'd  all  that  e*er  the  muses 

Have  sung,  or  even  a  Dandy's  dandiest  chatter, 
Or  all  the  figures  Castlereagh  abuses ; 

Just  as  a  languid  smile  began  to  flatter 
His  peace  was  making,  but  before  he  ventured 
Further,  old  Baba  rather  briskly  enter'd. 

CXLIV. 
'*  Bride  of  the  Sun !  and  Sister  of  the  Moon ! " 

('Twas  thus  he  spake, )  "and  Empress  of  the  Earth ! 
Whose  frown  would  put  the  spheres  all  out  of  tune. 

Whose  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance  with 
mirth, 
Tour  slave  brings  tidings— he  hopes  not  too  soon — 

Which  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth : 
The  Sun  himself  has  sent  me  like  a  ray. 
To  hint  that  he  is  coming  up  this  way." 

CXLV^ 
'*  Is  it,'*  exclaim'd  Oulbeyaz,  **  as  you  say } 

I  wish  to  heaven  ho  would  not  shine  till  morning 
But  bid  my  women  form  the  milky  way.  [ing — 

Hence,  my  old  comet !  give  the  stars  due  wam- 
And,  Christian !  mingle  with  them  as  you  may, 

And  as  you'd  have  me  pardon  your  past  scorn- 
Here  they  were  interrupted  by  a  humming  [ing  " 
Sound,  and  then  by  a  cry,  **  The  Sultan's  coming ! " 

CXLVI. 
First  came  her  damsels,  decorous  file. 

And  then  his  highness'  eunuchs,  black  and  white ; 
The  train  might  reach  a  quarter  of  a  mile ; 

His  majesty  was  always  so  polite 
As  to  announce  his  visits  a  long  while 

Before  he  came,  especially  at  night ; 
For  being  the  last  wife  of  the  emperor. 
She  was  of  course  the  favorite  of  the  four. 

CXLVII. 

His  highness  was  a  man  of  solemn  port, 
Shawl'd  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  the  eyes, 

Snatch'd  from  a  prison  to  preside  at  court, 
His  lately  bowstrung  brother  caused  his  rise ; 

He  was  as  good  a  sovereign  of  the  sort 
As  any  mention'd  in  the  histories 

Of  Cantcmir,  or  KnoUes,  where  few  shine 

Save  Solyman,  the  glory  of  their  llne.^ 

CXLVIII. 

Ho  went  to  mosque  in  state,  and  said  his  prayers 
With  more  than  "  orientaffscrupulosity ; " 

He  left  to  his  \'izier  all  state  affairs. 
And  show'd  but  little  royal  curiosity— 

I  know  not  if  he  had  domestic  cares — 
No  process  proved  connubial  animosity ; 

Four  wives  and  twice  five  hundred  maids,  unseen, 

Were  ruled  as  calmly  as  a  Christian  queen. 

CXLIX. 
If  now  and  then  there  happen'd  a  slight  slip. 

Little  was  heard  of  criminal  or  crime ; 
The  story  scarcely  pass'd  a  single  lip — 

The  sack  and  sea  had  settled  all  in  time, 
From  which  the  secret  nobody  could  rip ; 

The  public  knew  no  more  than  does  this  rhyme ; 
No  scandals  made  the  daily  press  a  curse — 
Morals  were  better,  and  the  fish  no  worse. 


CL. 


He  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  moon  vras  round 
Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square, 

Because  he  had  joumey'd  fifty  miles,  and  found 
2^0  sign  that  it  was  circular  any  where ; 

His  empire  also  was  without  a  bound : 
'Tis  true,  a  little  troubled  here  and  there. 

By  rebel  pachas,  and  encroaching  giaours. 

But  then  they  never  came  to  **  the  Seven  Towers ; " 

CU. 
Except  in  shape  of  envoys,  who  were  sent 

To  lodge  there  when  a  war  broke  out,  according 
To  the  true  law  of  nations,  which  ne'er  meant 

Those  scoundrels  who  have  never  had  a  sword  in 
Their  dirty  diplomatic  hands,  to  vent 

Their  spleen  in  making  strife,  and  safely  wording 
Their  lies,  yclept  despatches,  without  risk,  or 
The  singeing  of  a  single  inky  whisker. 

CLII. 
He  had  fifty  daughters  and  foiur  dozens  sons. 

Of  whom  all  such  as  came  of  age  were  stow'd, 
The  former  in  a  palace,  where  like  nuns 

They  lived  till  some  bashaw  was  sent  abroad, 
When  she,  whose  turn  it  was,  wedded  at  once, 

Sometimes  at  six  years  old — ^though  this  seoms  odd* 
'Tis  true ;  the  reason  is,  that  the  bashaw 
Must  make  a  present  to  his  sire  in  law. 

CLIII. 
His  sons  were  kept  in  prison  till  they  grew 

Of  years  to  fill  a  bowstring  or  the  throne. 
One  or  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 

Could  yet  be  known  unto  the  Fates  alone ; 
Meantime  the  education  they  went  through 

Was  princely,  as  the  proofs  have  always  shown: 
So  that  the  heir  apparent  still  was  found 
No  less  deserving  to  be  hang'd  than  crown'd. 

CLIV. 
His  majesty  saluted  his  fourth  sponso 

With  all  the  ceremonies  of  his  rank,  [^rows 

Who  clear'd  her  sparkling  eyes  and  smooth'd  hei 

As  suits  a  matron  who  has  play'd  a  prank : 
These  must  seem  doubly  mindful  of  their  vows, 

To  save  the  credit  of  their  breaking  bank  ; 
To  no  men  arc  such  cordial  greetings  given 
As  those  whose  wives  have  made  them  fit  for  heaven 

CLV. 
His  highness  east  around  his  great  black  eye». 

And  looking,  as  he  always  look'd,  perceived 
Juan  among  the  damsels  in  disguise, 

At  which  he  seem'd  no  whit  surprised,  nor  grior'4 
But  just  remarked  with  air  sedate  and  wise, 

While  still  a  fluttering  sigh  Oulbeyaz  heaved. 

I  see  you've  bought  another  girl ;  'tis  pity 
That  a  mere  Christian  should  be  half  so  pretty." 

CLVI. 
This  compliment,  which  drew  all  eyes  upon 

The  new-bought  virgin,  made  her  blnsh  and  shak« 
Her  comrades,  also,  thought  themselves  undone: 

Oh,  Mahomet !  that  his  majesty  should  take 
Sueh  notice  of  a  giaour,  while  scarce  to  one 

Of  them  his  lips  imperial  ever  spake  ! 
There  was  a  general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriggle. 
But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 
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CLvn. 

The  Tnrki  do  well  to  shut— ot  leMt, 
The  women  up— because,  in  sad  reality} 

Their  chastity  in  these  unhappy  cUides 
Is  not  a  thing  of  that  astringent  qnality, 

Which  in  the  North  prevents  praeociotta  ertiBM, 
And  makes  our  snow  leas  pure  than  our  molality ; 

The  sun,  which  yearly  melts  the  poUur  ioe» 

Has  quite  the  oontnu^  efieet  on  Tioe» 

CLVTII. 
Thus  fax  our  chronicle ;  and  now  we  pause, 

Thongh  not  for  want  of  matter;  but  'tis  tbne, 
According  to  the  ancient  epie  laws, 

To  slacken  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme. 
Let  this  fifth  canto  meet  with  due  applause, 

The  sixth  shall  haye  a  touch  of  the  sublime ; 
Meanwhile,  as  Homer  sometimes  sleeps,  perhaps 
You'll  pardon  to  my  muse  a  few  short  naps. 


PREFACE 

TO 

CANl'OS  VI.  VII.  AND  VIII. 

The  details  of  the  siege  of  Ismail  in  two  of  the 
following  cantos  (/.  e.  the  7th  and  8th)  are  taken 
from  a  French  work<  entitled,  **  Histoire  de  la  Neu* 
vell§  Russie.'*  Some  of  the  incidents  attributed  to 
Don  Juan  roallj  occurred,  particularly  the  circum- 
stance of  his  saving  the  infant,  which  was  the  actual 
case  of  the  late  Due  de  Richelieu,  then  a  young 
Toluntecr  in  the  Russian  service,  and  afterwards  the 
founder  and  benefactor  of  Odessa,  where  his  name 
and  memory  can  never  cease  to  be  regarded  with 
rererence.  In  the  course  of  these  cantos,  a  stanza 
or  two  will  be  found  relative  to  the  late  Marquis  of 
Londonderry,  but  written  some  time  before  his  do* 
cease.  Had  that  person's  oligarchy  died  with  him, 
they  would  have  been  suppressed;  as  it  is,  I  am 
aware  of  nothing  in  the  manner  of  his  death  or  of 
his  life  to  prevent  the  free  expression  of  the  opinions 
of  all  whom  his  whole  existence  was  consumed  in 
endeavoring  to  enslave.  That  he  was  an  amiable 
man  in  private  life,  may  or  may  not  be  true ;  but 
with  this  the  public  have  nothing  to  do :  and  as  to 
lamenting  his  death,  it  will  be  time  enough  when 
Ireland  has  ceased  to  mourn  for  his  birth.  As  a 
minister,  I,  for  one  of  millions,  looked  upon  him  as 
the  most  despotic  in  intention,  and  the  weakest  in 
intellect  that  ever  tyrannized  over  a  country.  It  is 
the  first  time,  indeed,  since  the  Normans,  that  Eng- 
land has  been  insulted  by  a  minister  (at  least)  who 
could  not  speak  English,  and  that  Parliament  per- 
mitted to  be  dictated  to  in  the  language  of  Mrs. 
Malaprop. 

Of  the  manner  of  his  death  little  need  be  said, 
except  that  if  a  poor  radical,  such  as  Waddington 
or  Watson,  had  cut  his  throat,  he  would  have  been 
buried  in  a  cross-road,  with  the  usual  appurtenances 
of  the  stake  and  mallet.  But  the  minister  was  an 
elegant  lunatic — a  sentimental  suicide — ^he  merely 
cut  the  •'carotid  artery"  (blessings  on  their  learn- 
ing I) — and  lo!  the  pageant,  and  the  abbey,  and 
"  the  syllabka  of  dolor  yelled  forth  "  by  the  news- 


papers—and the  harangue  of  the  coroner  in  as 
eulogy,  oter  the  bleeding  .body  of  the  deceased — (aa 
Antony  worthy  of  such  a  Cscsar) — ^and  the  nauseous 
and  afarocious  cant  of  a  degraded  crew  of  conspira- 
tors against  all  that  is  sincere  or  honorable.  In  his 
death  he  was  necessarily  one  of  two  things  by  the 
/ov— a  felon  or  a  madman — and  in  either  case  no  • 
great  subject  for  panegyric.*  In  his  life  he  was— 
what  all  the  world  knows,  and  half  of  it  will  feel 
for  years  to  come,  unless  his  death  prove  a  **  moral 
lesson"  to  the  surviving  Sejanif  of  Europe.  It 
may  at  least  serve  as  a  consolatioa  to  the  nationf» 
that  thefar  oppressors  are  not  happy,  and  in  some 
instanees  judge  so  justly  of  their  own  aetiona  as  to 
antieipate  the  sentence  of  mankind.-«l4et  us  hear 
no  more  of  this  man,  and  let  Ireland  remove  the 
ashes  of  her  Orattan  from  the  sanctuary  of  West- 
minster. Shall  the  Patriot  of  Humanity  repose  by 
the  Werther  of  Politics ! ! ! 

With  regard  to  the  objections  which  Have  been 
made  on  another  score  to  the  already  published 
cantos  of  this  poem,  I  shall  content  myself  with 
two  quotations  firom  yoltaire:*- 

**1a  pudeur  s'est  enfuite  des  oosurs,  et  s'est 
refdgi^  sur  les  l^vres." 

'*  Plus  les  moBurs  sont  depravees,  plus  les  ezpre«- 
sions  devienment  mesur^es;  on  croit  regagner  en 
langage  ce  qu'on  a  perdu  en  vertu." 

This  is  the  real  fact,  as  applicable  to  the  degraded 
and  hypocritical  mass  which  leavens  the  present 
English  generation,  and  is  the  only  answer  they 
deserve.  The  hackneyed  and  lavished  title  of 
blasphemer^— which,  with  radical,  liberal,  jacobin, 
reformer,  &c.,  are  the  changes  which  the  hirelings 
are  daily  ringing  in  the  ears  of  those  who  will  listen 
— should  be  welcome  to  all  who  recollect  on  w?tom 
it  was  originally  bestowed.  Socrates  and  Jesus  • 
Christ  were  put  to  death  publicly  as  blasphemers, 
and  so  have  been  and  may  be  many  who  dare  to 
oppose  the  most  notorious  abuses  of  the  name  of 
God  and  the  mind  of  man.  &ut  persecution  is  not 
refutation,  nor  even  triumph :  the  wretched  infidel* 
as  4ie  is  called,  is  probably  happier  in  his  prison 
than  the  proudest  of  his  aesailants.  With  his 
opinions  I  have  nothing  to  do — they  may  be  right 
or  wrong— but  he  has  suffered  for  them,  and  that 
very  suffering  for  conscience*  sake  will  make  more 
proselytes  to  Deism  than  the  example  of  heterodox  % 
prelates  to  Christianity,  suicide  statesmen  to  op- 
pression, or  over-pensioned  homicides  to  the  im- 
pious alliance  which  insults  the  world  with  the  * 
name  of  *<Holy!"  I  have  no  wish  to  trample 
on  the  dishonored  or  the  dead;  but  it  would  be 
well  if  the  adherents  to  the  classes  tsom  whenee 
those  persons  sprung,  should  abate  a  little  of  the 
eani  which  is  the  crying  sin  of  this  double-dealing 
and  false-speaking  time  of  selfish  spoUers,  and— 
but  enough  for  the  present. 


*  I  ny  by  tlw  lam  of  the  kutd—6»  hiwi  of  hanunky  Jodfe  mora  feirtlr; 
bat  M  the  lefUimtM  hire  always  this  tow  in  Uidr  own  awutlH,  let  tlMin  OMte 
themortof  U. 

t  From  tbb  numbor  mnst  be  ezeepted  Canning.  Cmnlnf  it  a  genino, 
idiDoat  a  unlTonal  one:  an  orator,  a  wit,  a  poet,  a  ■taMmaa ;  and  no  man 
of  talent  eon  long  pu»u9  the  path  o[  hia  late  predeceacor,  Lord  C.    If  evM 

an  tared  hb  emintrr,  Canninjr  can ;  but  uill  h<?  ?    I,  for  om-,  hopr  lo. 

X  When  Lori  Sandvkh  atld  **  he  did  not  know  the  dMIefenee  between 
oithorloxjp  and  helaradoxy,"— Wartmiton,  th«  Uahop,  repfied,  "  Oitliodosy, 
my  ioid,  b  my  doxy,  and  helexodoxjr  it  another' a  man' a  doxy."  A  praUta 
of  the  piraent  day  h«  diaurfPTwi^  anna,  a  Aird  kind  of  doxy,  whkh  hat 
not  fimdy  esa^tod  hi  tiie  ey«a  of  Ihe  elect  liat  whMl  BooUiMn  caiL 

Chnith-o^Eni^aBrllmi  '* 
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CANTO  VI. 


'*Thsbe  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood  " — ^yotx  know  the  rest, 

And  most  of  ns  have  found  it,  now  and  then ; 
At  least  we  think  so,  thongh  but  few  hare  guess'd 

The  moment,  till  too  late  to  come  again. 
But  no  doubt  every  thing  is  for  the  best— 

Of  which  the  surest  sign  is  in  the  end ; 

When  things  are  at  the  worst,  they  sometimes  mend, 

II. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  women         [where ! 

**  Which,  taken  at  the  flood,.leads  "—God  knows 
Those  nayigators  must  be  able  seamen 

Whose  charts  lay  down  its  currents  to  a  hair ; 
Not  all  the  reveries  of  Jacob  Behmen 

With  its  strange  whirls  and  eddies  can  compare : 
Men,  with  their  heads,  reflect  on  this  and  that — 
But  women,  with  their  hearts,  on  heaven  knows  what. 

III. 

And  yet  a  headlong,  headstrong,  downright  she, 
Toung,  beautiful,  and  daring — ^who  would  risk 

A  throne,  the  world,  the  universe,  to  be 
Beloved  in  her  own  way,  and  rather  whisk 

The  stars  from  out  the  sky,  than  not  be  free 
As  are  the  billows  when  the  breeze  is  brisk — 

Though  such  a  she's  a  devil,  ^if  that  there  be  one,) 

Tet  she  would  make  tall  many  a  Manichean. 

'  IV. 

Thrones,  worlds,  ei  cetera,  are  so  oft  upset 
By  commonest  ambition,  that  when  passion 

Overthrows  the  same,  we  readily  forget. 
Or  at  the  least  forgive,  the  loving  rash  one. 

If  Antony  be  well  remember'd  yet, 
'Tis  not  his  conquests  keep  his  name  in  fashion ; 

But  Actium,  lost  for  Cleopatra's  eyes, 

Outbalance  all  the  Csesar's  victories. 


He  died  at  flfty  for  a  queen  of  forty ; 

I  wish  their  years  had  been  fifteen  and  twenty, 
For  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds,  are  but  a  sport— I 

Remember  when,  though  I  had  no  great  plenty 
Of  worlds  to  lose,  yet  still,  to  pay  my  court,  I 

Gave  what  I  had— a^eart:  as  the  world  went,  I 
Ghtve  what  was  worth  a  world ;  for  worlds  could  never 
Restore  me  those  pure  feelings,  gone  for  ever. 

VI. 
'Twas  the  boy's"  mite,"  and  like  the  "widow's," 

Perhaps  be  weigh'd  hereafter,  if  not  now ;    [may 
But  whether  such  things  do  or  do  not  weigh, 

All  who  have  loved,  or  love,  will  still  allow 
Life  has  nought  like  it.    God  is  love,  they  say, 

And  Love's  a  God,  or  was  before  the  brow 
Of  earth  was  wrinkled  by  th%  sins  and  tears 
Of— hut  Chionology  best  knows  the  years. 


vn. 

We  left  our  hero  and  third  heroine  in 

A  kind  of  state  more  awkward  than  nncomniof% 
For  gentlemen  must  sometimes  risk  their  skin 

f'or  that  sad  tempter,  a  forbidden  woman : 
Sultans  too  much  abhor  this  sort  of  sin. 

And  don't  agree  at  all  with  the  wise  Roman, 
Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious. 
Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  Hortenmus. 

vni. 

I  know  Gulbeyas  was  extremely  wrong ; 

I  own  it,  I  deplore  it,  I  condemn  it ; 
But  I  detest  all  fiction,  even  in  song, 

And  so  must  tell  the  truth,  howe'er  you  blame  it 
Her  reason  being  weak,  her  passions  strong. 

She  thought  that  her  lord's  heart  (even  could  she 
Was  scarce  enough ;  for  he  had  fifty-nine  [claim  it) 
Years,  and  a  fifteen-hundredth  concubine. 

IX. 
I  am  not,  like  Cassio,  **  an  arithmetician," 

But  by  "  the  bookish  theoric  "  it  appears, 
If  'tis  summ'd  up  with  feminine  precision. 

That,  adding  to  the  account  his  highness'  years. 
The  fair  Sultana  err'd  from  inanition  ; 

For,  were  the  Sultan  just  to  all  his  dears, 
She  could  but  claim  the  fiftcen-hundreth  part 
Of  what  should  be  monopoly— the  heart. 

X. 

It  is  observed  that  ladies  are  litigious 
Upon  all  legal  objects  of  possession,  -^ 

And  not  the  least  so  when  they  are  religious,  [sion. 
Which  doubles  what  they  think  of  the  transgres- 

With  suits  and  prosecutions  they  besiege  us. 
As  the  tribunal  shows  through  many  a  session. 

When  they  suspect  that  any  one  goes  shares 

In  that  to  which  the  law  makes  them  sole  heirs. 

XI. 

Now,  if  this  holds  good  in  a  Christian  land, 
The  heathens  also,  though  with  lesser  latitude, 

Are  apt  to  carry  things  with  a  high  hand. 
And  take  what  kings  call  **  an  imposing  attitude ;  ' 

And  for  their  rights  connubial  make  a  stand,  [tude ; 
When  their  liege  husbands  treat  them  with  ingrati- 

And  as  four  wives  must  have  quadruple  claims, 

The  Tigris  hath  its  jealousies  like  Thames. 

xn. 

Gulbeyaz  was  the  fourth,  and  (as  I  said) 
The  favorite ;  but  what's  favor  among  four  ? 

Polygamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread, 
Not  only  as  a  sin,  but  as  a  bore : 

Most  wise  men,  with  one  moderate  woman  wed, 
Will  scarcely  find  philosophy  for  more ; 

4ind  all  (except  Mahometans)  forbear 

To  make  the  nuptial  couch  a  **  Bed  of  Ware." 

XIII. 

His  highness,  the  sublimest  of  mankind,— 
So  styled  according  to  the  usual  forms 

Of  every  monarch,  till  they  are  consigned 
To  those  sad  hungry  jacobins,  the  worms, 

Who  on  the  very  loftiest  kings  have  dined, — 
His  highness  gazed  upon  Gulbeyaz'  charms, 

Expecting  all  the  welcome  of  a  lover, 

(A  *'  Highland  welcome  "  all  the  wide  world  over  } 
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XIV. 

Kow  here  ire  should  diitingnlih ;  for  howe'er 
'Kimm,  tweet  words,  embnA,  and  sU  that, 

May  look  like  what  is— neither  here  nor  there : 
They  are  pnt  on  as  easily  as  a  hat. 

Or  rather  bonnet,  which  the  ftur  sex  wear, 
Tiiinm'd  either  heads  or  hearts  to  deeorate. 

Which  form  an  ornament,  but  no  more  part 

Of  heads,  than  their  oaresses  of  the  heart 

XV. 

A  sUght  binsh,  a  soft  tremor,  a  calm  kind 
Of  gentle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 

More  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resigned 
Bather  to  hide  what  pleases  mos^unknown, 

Are  the  best  tokens  (to  a  modest  mind) 
Of  lore,  when  seated  on  lus  loreliest  throne, 

A  sincere  woman's  breast,— for  over  iMirm 

Or  over  eoU,  "»»»^"**«»«  the  charm. 

XVI. 

For  over  warmth,  if  fidse,  is  worse  than  truth ; 

If  tme,  'tis  no  great  lease  of  its  own  iire ; 
For  no  one,  saie  in  very  early  youth, 

WottU  like  (I  think)  to  trust  all  to  desire, 
Which  is  but  a  precarious  bond,  in  sooth, 

And  apt  to  be  transferred  to  the  first  buyer 
At  a  sad  discount:  while  your  over  chilly 
Women,  on  t'other  hand,  seem  somewhat  silly. 

xvn. 

That  is,  we  cannot  pardon  their  bad  taste. 
For  so  it  seems  to  lorers  swift  or  slow, 

Who  fain  would  have  a  mutual  flame  confessM, 
And  see  a  sentimental  passion  glow, 

Eren  were  St.  Francis'  paramour  their  guest, 
In  his  monastic  concubine  of  snow; — 

In  short,  the  maxim  for  the  armoayns  tribe  is 

Horatian,  "  Medio  tu  tntissimns  ] 

XVIIL 
The  *•  tn  "  's  too  much,— *ut  let  it  stand— the  Terse 

Bequires  it,  that's  to  say,  the  English  rhyme, 
And  not  the  pink  of  old  Hexameters ; 

But,  alter  all,  there's  neither  tune  nor  time 
In  the  last  line,  which  cannot  well  be  worse, 

And  was  thrust  in  to  close  the  octave's  chime : 
I  own  no  prosody  can  ever  rate  it 
As  a  rule,  but  TVuth  lAiy,  if  you  translate  it. 

XIX. 
If  fair  Oulbeyas  OTerdid  her  part, 

I  know  not— It  succeeded,  and  success 
Is  much  in  most  things,  not  less  in  the  heart 

Than  other  articles  of  female  dress. 
Self-love  in  man,  too,  beats  all  female  art; 

They  lie,  we  lie,  all  lie, -but  love  no  less : 
And  no  one  v^ftue  yet,  except  starvation. 
Could  stop  that  worst  of  vices— propagation. 

XX. 

We  leaTO  this  royal  couple  to  repose ; 

A  bed  is  not  a  throne,  and  they  may  sleep, 
Whate'er  their  dreams  be,  if  of  joys  or  woes ; 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  day  mixture  undergoes. 

Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
Tis  the  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 
Ihe  tonl  out  (Uke  the  stone)  with  petty  oares. 


XXL 

A  scolding  wife,  a  sullen  son,  a  bUl 
To  pay,  unpaid,  protested,  or  discounted 

At  a  per-centage ;  a  child  cross,  dog  ill, 
A  favorite  horse  fallen  lame  just  as  he's  mounted, 

^bad  old  woman  making  a  worse  will, 
Which  leaves  you  minus  of  the  cash  you  counted 

As  certain ;— these  are  paltry  things,  and  yet 

I've  rarely  seen  the  man  they  did  not  firet. 

xxn. 

I'm  a  philosopher;  confound  them  all  I 
Bills,  beasts,  and  men,  and— no !  not  womankind ! 

With  one  good  hearty  curse  I  vent  my  gall, 
And  then  my  stoicism  leaves  nought  behind 

Which  it  can  either  pain  or  evil  call. 
And  I  can  give  my  whole  soul  up  to  mind ; 

Though  what  »r  soul  or  mind,  their  birth  or  growth^ 

Is  more  than  I  knovf^-the  deuce  take  them  both. 

xxm. 

So  now  all  things  are  d— n'd,  one  feels  at  ease, 

As  after  reading  Athanasius'  curse. 
Which  doth  your  true  believer  so  much  please : 

I  doubt  if  any  now  could  make  it  worse 
O'er  his  worst  enemy  when  at  his  knees, 

'TIS  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse. 
And  decorates  the  book  of  Conmion  Prayer, 
As  doth  a  rainbow  the  just  clearing  air. 

XXIV. 

Gulbeyai  and  her  lord  were  sleeping,  or 
At  least  one  of  them— Oh  the  heavy  night 

When  wicked  wives  who  love  some  bachelor 
Lie  dovm  in  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 

Of  the  gray  morning,  and  look  vainly  for 
Its  twinkle  through  the  lattice  dusky  quite, 

To  toss,  to  tumble)  dose,  revive  and  quake. 

Lest  their  too  lawful  bedfellow  should  wake. 

XXV. 

These  are  beneath  the  canopy  of  heaven. 

Also  beneath  the  canopy  of  beds, 
Four-postw  and  silk-curtain'd,  which  are  given 

For  rich  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their  heads 
Upon,  in  sheets  white  as  what  bards  call  "  driven 

Snow."    Well !  'tis  all  hap-hazard  when  one  weds. 
Oulbeyas  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 
Perhaps  as  wretched  if  ^peaaanfs  quean, 

XXVL 
Don  Juan,  in  his  feminine  disguise. 

With  all  the  dl^msels  in  their  long  array, 
Had  bow'd  themselves  before  the  imperial  eyes, 

And,  at  the  usual  signal,  ta'en  their  way 
Back  to  their  chambers,  those  long  galleries 

In  the  seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 
Their  delicate  limbs ;  a  thousand  bosoms  there 
Beating  for  love,  as  the  caged  bird's  for  air. 

XXVII. 
I  love  the  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 

The  tyrant's  wish  « that  mankind  only  had 
One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke  might 
pierce : " 

My  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  but  not  so  bad. 
And  much  more  tender  on  the  whole  than  fierce: 

It  being  (not  note,  but  only  whUe  a  lad) 
That  womankind  had  but  one  rosy  month. 
To  kiss  them  aU  at  onoe  fimn  Novth  to  South* 
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xxvni. 

Oh  enviable  Briareos  1  with  thy  hancU 
And  heads,  if  thou  hadst  all  things  multipUed 

In  such  proportion !-— Bat  my  muse  withstaada 
The  giant  thought  of  being  a  Titan's  brido, 

Or  travelling  in  Fatagonian  lands ; 
So  let  us  back  to  lilUput,  and  guide 

Our  hero  through  the  labyrinth  of  love, 

In  whic\  we  left  him  several  lines  above. 

XXIX. 

He  went  forth  with  the  lovely  Odalisques^ 
At  the  given  signal  join'd  to  their  array ; 

And  though  he  certainly  ran  many  risks, 
Yet  he  could  not  at  times  keep  by  the  way, 

(Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Are  worse  than  the  worst  damages  men  pay 

In  moral  England,  where  the  thing's  a  tax,). 

From  ogling  all  their  charms  Ixom  breasts  to  backs, 

XXX. 

Still  he  forgot  not  his  disguise :— along 
The  galleries  from  room  to  room  they  walk'd, 

A  virgin-like  and  edifying  throng,  [stalkM 

By  eunuchs  fiank'd;  while  at  their  head  there 

A  dame  who  kept  up  diseipline  among 
The  female  ranks,  so  that  none  stirr*d  or  talked 

Without  her  sanction  on  their  she-parades : 

Her  tiUe  was  *'  the  Mother  of  the  Maids." 

XXXL 
Whether  she  was  a  "  mother,"  I  know  not, 

Or  whether  they  were  "maids"  who  caird  her 
But  this  is  her  seraglio  title,  got  [mother ; 

I  know  not  how,  but  good  as  any  other ; 
So  Cantemir  can  tell  you,  or  De  Tott : 

Her  office  was  to  keep  aloof  or  smother 
All  bad  propensities  in  fifteen  hundred  [der'd, 

Young  women,  and  correct  them  when  they  blun< 

xxxn. 

A  goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt !  but  made 
More  easy  by  the  absence  of  all  men  ^ 

Except  his  majesty,  who,  with  her  aid,  " 
And  guards,  and  bolts,  and  walls,  and  now  and  then 

A  slight  example,  just  to  cast  a  shade 
Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 

Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italian  convent, 

Where  all  the  passions  have,  alas !  but  one  rent. 

XXXIII. 
And  what  is  that  ?    Devotion,  doubtless— how 

Could  you  ask  such  a  question  ?-^but  we  will 
Continue.    As  I  said,  this  goodly  row 

Of.  ladies  of  all  countries  at  the  will 
Of  one  good  man,  with  stately  march  and  slow, 

Like  water-lilies  floating  down  a  rill, 
Or  rather  lake— for  rills  do  not  run  slowlj/, — 
Paced  on  most  maiden-like  and  melancholy. 

XXXIV. 

But  when  theyreaeVd  their  own  apartments,  there, 
like  birds,  or  boys,  or  bedlamites  broke  loose, 

Waves  at  spring-tide,  or  women  any  where 
When  ^eed  from  bonds,  (which  are  of  no  great  use, 

After  all,)  or  like  Irish  at  a  fair, 
Their  guards  being  gone,  and,  as  it  were,  a  tyooe, 

Establish'd  between  them  and  bondage,  they 

Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter,  smile,  and  pky. 


XXXV. 
Their  talk,  of  course,  ran  most  on  the  new  < 

Her  shape,  her  ai4^er  hair,  her  every  thing: 
Some  thought  her  dress  did  not  so  much  become  hsr, 

Or  wonder'd  at  her  ears  without  a  ring ; 
Some  said  her  years  were  getting  nigh  their  summer 

Others  contended  they  were  but  in  spring; 
Some  thought  her  rather  masculine  in  height, 
While  others  wish'd  that  she  had  been  so  quite. 

XXXVI. 
But  no  one  doubted,  on  the  whole,  that  she 

Was  what  h«r  dress  bespoke  her,  a  damsel  fair> 
And  fresh,  and  "  beautiful  exceedingly," 

Who  with  the  brightest  Georgians  might  oompare* 
They  wonder'd  how  Gulbeyaz,  too,  could  be 

So  silly  as  to  buy  slaves  wha  might  share 
(If  that  his  highness  wearied  of  his  bride) 
Her  throne  and  power,  and  eveiy  thing  beside^ 

xxxyii. 

But  what  waa  strangest  in  this  virgin  crew. 
Although  her  beauty  was  enough  to  vex, 

After  the  first  investigating  view, 
They  all  found  out  as  few,  or  few«,  speckst 

In  the  fair  form  of  their  companion  new, 
Than  is  the  custom  of  the  gentle  sex. 

When  they  survey,  with  Christian  eyes  or  Heathai 

In  a  new  face  **  the  ugUeet  creature  breathing." 

xxxvm. 

And  yet  £hey  had  their  little  jealousies, 
Like  all  the  rest ;  but  upon  thia  occasion, 

Whether  there  are  such  things  as  sympathies 
Without  our  knowledge  or  our  approbation, 

Although  they  could  not  see  through  his  disgniso, 
All  felt  a  soft  kind  oFf  concat^iation, 

Like  magnetism,  OT  devilism,  or  what 

You  please— we  mil  not  quarrel  about  that. 

XXXIX. 

But  c^iain  'tis,  they  all  felt  for  their  new 
Companion  something  newer  still,  as  'twers 

A  sentimental  friendship  through  and  through* 
Extremely  pure,  which  made  them  aU  concur 

In  wishing  her  thdr  sister,  save  a  few 
Who  vrished  they  hod  a  brother  just  hke  her, 

Whom,  if  they  were  at  home  in  aweet  Ciroassiay 

They  would  prefer  to  Padisli|^r  Pacha. 

XL. 
Of  those  who  had  most  genius  for  this  sort 

Of  sentimental  friendship,  there  were  three, 
Lolah,  Katinka,  and  Dudd ;  in  short, 

(To  save  description,)  fair  as  fair  can  be 
Were  they,  according  to  the  best  report, 

Though  differing  in  stature  and  degree. 
And  clime  and  time,  and  country  and  complexion: 
They  all  alike  admired  their  new  connection. 

XLI. 
Bolah  was  dusk  as  India,  and  as  warm ; 

Katinka  was  a  G^rgian,  white  and  red, 
With  great  blue  eyes,  a  lovely  hand  and  arm, 

And  feet  so  small  they  soaree  seam'd  made  to  trewlC 
But  rather  skim  the  earth;  while  Dudu's  form 

Look'd  more  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed, 
Being  somewhat  large,  and  languishing,  and  iMMff 
Yet  of  a  beauty  that  would  drive  you  craxy. 
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XLII. 
A  kind  of  ileepy  Venns  seemM  Dudd, 

Yet  Tcry  fit  to  "  murder  sleep  "  in  those 
Who  gased  upon  her  cheek's  trsnsoendent  hue, 

Her  Attio  forehead,  and  h%r  Phidian  nose: 
Few  angles  were  there  in  her  form,  'tis  tme, 

Thinner  she  might  have  heen,  and  yet  searee  lose ; 
Yet,  after  all,  'twould  pnzzle  to  say  where 
It  wonUL  not  spoil  some  separate  chtnn  to  par$, 

xiin. 

She  was  not  Tiolently  liTely,  Irat 

Stole  on  yonr  spirit  like  a  May-day  breaking ; 
Her  eyes  were  not  too  sparkling,  yet,  half  shnt, 

They  put  beholders  in  a  tender  taking ; 
She  look'd  (this  simile's  quite  new)  just  cut 

From  marble,  like  Pygmalion's  statue  waking. 
The  mortal  and  the  marble  still  at  strilb. 
And  timidly  expanding  into  life. 

XLIV. 
liOlah  demanded  the  new  damsel's  nam»-« 

'<  Juaana."— Well,  a  pretty  name  enough. 
Katlnka  ask'd  her  also  whence  she  came—* 

M  From  Spain."— «  But  where  i$  Spain  ?"— *a)on't 
ask  such  stoiF, 
Nor  show  your  Georgian  ignorance— for  shame  I " 

Said  LoUh,  with  an  accent  rather  rough, 
To  poor  Katinka :  "  Spain's  sn  island  near 
Horocco,  betwixt  Egypt  and  Tangier." 

XLV. 
Pudd  said  nothing,  but  sat  down  beside 

Juanna,  playing  with  her  Teil  or  hair ; 
And  looking  at  her  steadfastly,  she  sigh'd. 

As  if  she  pitied  her  for  being  there, 
A  pretty  stranger,  without  friend  or  guide, 

Aad  all  abaah'd,  too,  at  the  general  stare 
Which  welcomea  ]uq>less  strangers  in  all  pIaoes» 
With  kind  remarks  upon  their  mien  and  faces. 

XLVI. 
But  here  the  Mother  of  the  Maids  drew  near. 

With,  "  Ladies,  it  is  time  to  go  to  rest. 
I'm  pu2sled  what  to  do  with  you,  my  dear," 

She  added,  to  Juanna,  their  new  guest: 
<(  You^^ming  has  been  unexpected  here, 

And^ery  couch  is  occupied ;  you  had  best 
Partake  of  mine;  but  by  to-morrow  early 
We  will  We  all  things  settled  for  you  fairly." 

XLVn. 
Here  Lolan  interposed—"  Mamma,  you  know 

You  don't  sleep  soundly,  and  I  cannot  bear 
That  any  body  should  disturb  yon ;  so 

I'll  take  Juanna;  we're  a  slenderer  pair 
Than  you  would  make  the  half  of ;— don't  say  n» ; 

And  I  of  your  young  charge  will  take  due  care  " 
But  here  Katinka  interfered,  and  said, 
**  She  also  had  oompassion  and  a  bed." 

XLVIII. 
"Besides,  I  hate  to  sleep  alone,"  quoth  she. 

The  matron  fifown'd:  "  Why  so  ? "— "  For  fear  >f 
Replied  Katinka ;  '<  I  am  sure  I  see  [ghosts/' 

A  phantom  upon  each  of  the  four  posts ; 
And  then  I  hare  the  worst  dreams  that  can  be,  piosts." 

Of  Ouebres,  Oiaours,  and  Oinns,  and  Oouls  in 
The  dame  replied,  **  Between  your  dreams  and  you, 
I  fear  Juanna's  dreams  would  be  but  few. 


XUX. 
<<  You,  Lolah,  mvst  continue  still  to  lio 

Alone,  for  reasons  which  don't  matter ;  you 
The  same,  Katinka,  untQ  by  and  by ; 

And  I  shall  plaoe  /usnna  with  Dudd, 
Who's  quiet,  inoffimsiTe,  silent,  shy, 

And  will  not  toss  and  chatter  the  night  tbrou^ 
What  B$f  you,  child  ?  "—Dudd  said  nothing,  as 
Her  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  olass ; 


But  she  rose  up  and  kiso'd  tiM  ualvoa's  brow 
Between  the  eyes,  and  Lolah  on  both  cheeks, 

Slatinka,  too,  and  with  a  gentle  bow, 
(Curtsies  are  neither  used  by  Turks  nor  Greeks, 

She  took  Juanna  by  the  hand  to  show 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  left  to  both  their  piques. 

The  others  pouting  at  the  matron's  preference 

Of  Dudd,  tiiough  they  held  their  tongue*  ftom  defer 

LL 
It  was  a  spadons  diamber,  (Oda  is 

The  Turkish  title,)  and  ranged  round  Ae  wall 
Were  couches,  toilets — and  much  more  than  this 

I  might  describe,  as  I  have  seen  it  all. 
But  it  suffices— little  was  amiss ; 

'Twas  on  the  whole  a  nobly  ftanish'd  hall. 
With  all  things  ladies  want,  save  one  or  two. 
And  eren  those  were  nearer  than  they  knew. 

LII. 
Dudd,  as  has  been  said,  was  a  sweet  oreature. 

Not  Tery  dashing,  but  extremely  winning. 
With  the  most  regulated  charms  of  feature, 

Which  painters  cannot  catch  like  faces  sinning 
Against  proportion — the  wild  s^kes  of  nature 

Which  they  hit  off  at  once  in  the  beginning. 
Full  of  expression,  right  or  wrong,  that  strike. 
And,  pleasing  or  unpleasing,  still  are  like. 

LIII. 
But  she  was  a  soft  landscape  of  mild  earth, 

Where  all  was  harmony,  and  calm,  and  quiet, ' 
Luxuriant,  budding;  cheerfttl  without  mirth, 

Which,  if  not  happiness,  is  much  more  nigh  it 
Than  are  your  migh^  passions,  and  so  forth,     [it . 

Whidi  some  call  **  the  sublime : "  I  wish  they'd  try 
I're  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women, 
And  pity  lOTers  rather  more  than  seamen. 

LIV. 
But  she  was  pensiTO  more  than  melancholy. 

And  serious  more  than  pensive,  and  serene 
It  may  be  more  than  eithei^-not  unholy         [been. 

Her  thoughts,  at  least  till  now,  appesr  tc  >aT« 
The  strangest  thing  was,  beauteous,  she  was  wholh 

Unconscious,  albeit  tum'd  of  quick  seTen«,eoii^ 
That  she  was  fair,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tail ; 
She  nerer  thought  about  hdrself  at  all. 

LV. 

And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  as 
The  Age  of  Gold  (when  gold  was  yet  unk^o^««> 

By  whieh  its  nomenclature  same  to  pass ; 
Thus  most  appropriately  has  been  shown 

«  Lucns  4  turn  lucendo,"  twi  what  was. 
But  what  IMS  no:;  a  sort  of  style  tiiaf#  %iv^m 

Extremely  common*  in  this  age,  whose  metal 

The  deTH  may  d«ooic:^oee,  but  nerer  settle: 
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LVI. 
t  think  it  may  oe  of  **  Corinthian  Brass," 

Which  was  a  mixture  of  .all  metals,  but 
The  brazen  uppermost.)    Kind  reader !  pass 

This  long  parenthesis :  I  could  not  shut 
It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  class  [put 

My  faults  even  with  your  own !  which  meaneth, 
A  kind  construction  upon  them  and  me :   « 
But  that  you  won't—then  don't— I'm  not  less  free. 

LVII. 
*Tis  time  we  should  return  to  plain  narration. 

And  thus  my  narratiTe  proceeds : — ^Dudii, 
With  eyery  kindness  short  of  ostentation, 

Show'd  Juan,  or  Juanua,  through  and  through 
This  labyrinth  of  females,  and  each  station      [few 

Described— ^what's  strange,  in  words  extremely 
I  have  but  one  simile,  and  that's  a  blunder. 
For  worldless  women,  which  is  nlent  thunder. 

Lvni. 

And  next  she  gave  her  (I  say  her,  because 
The  gender  still  was  epicene,  at  least 

In  outward  show,  which  is  a  saving  clause) 
An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  East, 

With  all  their  chaste  integrity  of  laws, 
By  which  the  more  a  haram  is  increased, 

The  stricter  doubtless  grow  the  vestal  duties 

Of  any  supernumerary  beauties. 

LIX. 
And  then  she  gave  Juanna  a  chaste  kiss : 

DudiH  was  fond  of  kissing— which  I'm  sure 
That  nobody  can  ever  take  amiss, 

Because  'tis  pleasant,  so  that  it  be  pure. 
And  between  fema^  means  no  more  than  thift— 

That  they  have  nothing  better  near,  or  newer. 
"  Kiss  "  rhymes  to  «*  bliss  "  in  fact  as  well  as  verse— 
I  wish  it  never  led  to  something  worse. 

LX. 
In  perfect  innocence  she  then  unmade 

Her  toilet,  which  cost  little,  for  she  was 
A  child  of  nature,  carelessly  array'd ; 

If  fond  of  a  chance  ogle  at  her  glass, 
Twas  like  the  fawn  which,  in  the  lake  display'd, 

Beholds  her  own  shy  shadowy  image  pass, 
When  first  she  starts,  and  then  returns  to  peep, 
Admiring  this  new  native  of  the  deep. 

LXI. 
And  one  by  one  her  articles  of  dress 

Were  laid  aside ;  but  not  before  she  offer'd 
Her  aid  to  fair  Juanna,  whose  excess 

Of  modesty  declined  the  assistance  profier'd^- 
Which  pass'd  well  off— as  she  could  do  no  less : 

Though  by  this  politeness  she  rather  suffer'd, 
Pricking  her  fingers  with  those  cursed  pins. 
Which  surely  were  invented  for  our  sins,— 

Lxn. 

Making  a  woman  like  a  porcupine. 

Not  to  be  rashly  touch'd.    But  stiU  more  dread, 
Oh  ye !  whose  fate  it  is,  as  once  'twas  minoi 

In  early  youth  to  turn  a  lady's  maid  ;-— 
I  did  my  very  boyish  best  to  shine 

In  tricking  her  out  for  a  masquerade : 
The  pins  were  placed  sufficiently,  but  not 
Btuck  all  exactly  in  the  proper  spot. 


Lxra. 

But  these  axe  foolish  things  to  all  the  wis»-' 
And  I  love  Wisdom  more  than  she  loves  me 

My  tendency  is  to  philosophise 
On  most  things,  from  a  tyrant  to  a  tree ; 

But  still  the  spouseless  virgin,  KnowUdge,  flies. 
What  are  we  ?  and  whence  came  we  ?  what  shall  be 

Our  ultimate  existence  ?  what's  our  present } 

Are  questions  answerless,  and  yet  incessant. 

LXIV. 

There  was  deep  silence  in  the  chamber :  dim 

And  distant  from  each  other  bum'd  the  lights. 
And  slumber  hover'd  o'er  each  lovely  limb 

Of  the  fair  occupants :  if  there  be  sprites,    [trim, 
They  should  have  walk'd  there  in  their  spritelieat 
^  By  way  of  change  from  their  sepulchral  sites, 
And  shown  themselves  as  ghosts  of  better  taste, 
Than  haunting  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste. 

LXV. 
Many  and  beautiful  lay  those  around, 

Like  flowers  of  different  hue,  and  clime,  and  root 
In  somcexotic  garden  sometimes  found. 

With  cost,  and  care,  and  warmth  induced  to  shoot 
One  with  her  auburn  tresses  lightly  bound. 

And  fair  brows  gently  drooping,  as  the  fruit 
Nods  from  the  tree,  was  slumbering  with  soft  fareaOi* 
And  lips  apart,  which  show'd  the  pearls  beneath. 

LXVI. 
One,  with  her  flush'd  cheek  laid  on  her  white  arm. 

And  raven  ringlets  gather'd  in  dark  crowd 
Above  her  brow,  lay  dreaming  soft  and  warm ;  [cloud 

And,  smiling  through  her  dream,  as  through  a 
The  moon  breaks,  half  unveil'd  each  further  chann. 

As,  slightly  stirring  in  her  snowy  shroud, 
Her  beauties  seised  the  unconscious  hour  of  night 
All  bashfully  to  struggle  into  light 

LXVII. 
This  is  no  bull,  although  it  sounds  so ;  for       [said. 

'Twas  night,  but  there  were  lamps,  as  hath  been 
A  third's  all  pallid  aspect  offer'd  more 

The  traits  of  sleeping  sorrow,  and  betray'd  [shore 
Through  the  heaved  breast  the  dream  of  some  far 

Beloved  and  deplored :  while  slowly  st 
(As  night  dew,  on  the  cypress  glittering,  < 
The  black  bough)  tear>d^ops  through  her  ejes'  dark 
fringes. 

Lxvm. 

A  fourth,  as  marble,  statue-like  and  stillf 
Lay  in  a  breathless,  hush'd,  and  stony  sleep ; 

White,  cold,  and  pure,  as  looks  a  frozen  rill. 
Or  the  snow  minaret  on  an  Alpine  steep. 

Or  Lot's  wife  done  in  salt, — or  what  you  will  ;— 
My  similes  are  gather'd  in  a  heap. 

So  pick  and  cho^-^se — ^oerhaps  you'll  be  content 

With  a  carved  lady  on  a  monument. 

LXIX. 
And  lo !  a  fifth  appears ;— and  what  is  she  ? 

A  lady  of  **  a  certain  age,"  which  means 
Certainly  aged— what  her  years  might  be 

I  know  not,  never  counting  past  their  teem ; 
But  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fair  to  see, 

As  ere  that  awful  period  intervenes. 
Which  Uya  both  men  and  women  on  the  sbfU. 
To  meditate  upon  their  sins  and  self. 
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LXX. 
But  all  this  tim«  how  slept,  or  dream'd,  Dndik } 

With  strict  inqoiry  I  could  ne'er  disooTer, 
Ind  scorn  to  add  a  syllable  untnM; 

fiat  ere  the  middle  watch  was  hardly  over, 
Jnst  when  the  fituUng  lamps  waned  dim  and  blue, 

And  phantoms  hoTer'd,  or  might  seem  to  ~ 
To  those  who  like  their  company,  about 
The  apartment,  on  a  sadden  she  scream*d  oat ; 


LXXI. 
And  that  so  loudly,  that  upstarted  all 

The  Oda,  in  a  general  commotion : 
Matron  and  maids,  and  those  whom  you  m«y  call 

Neither,  oame  crowding  like  the  wares  of  ocean, 
One  on  the  other,  throughout  the  whole  hall,  [tion, 

All  trembling,  wondering,  without  the  least  no- 
More  than  I  have  myself,  of  what  could  make 
The  calm  Oudd  so  torbulently  wake. 

Lxxn. 

But  wide  awake  she  was,  and  round  her  bed. 
With  floating  draperies  and  with  flying  hair. 

With  eager  eyes,  and  light  but  hurried  tread. 
And  bosoms,  arms,  and  ankles  glancing  ban, 

And  bright  as  any  meteor  erer  bred 
By  the  North  Pole,— ^ey  sought  her  cause  of  care. 

For  she  seem'd  agitated,  flush'd,  and  firighten'd, 

Her  eye  dilated  and  her  color  heighten'd. 

Lxxm. 

But  what  is  strange— «nd  a  strong  proof  hoiw  great 
A  blessing  is  sound  sleep,  Juanna  lay 

As  ftst  as  erer  husband  by  his  mate 
In  holy  matrimony  snores  away. 

Not  all  the  clamor  broke  her  happy  state 
Of  slumber,  ere  they  shook  her, — so  they  say. 

At  least, — and  then  she  too  unclosed  her  eyes. 

And  yawn*d  a  good  deal  with  discreet  surprise. 

LXXIV. 

And  now  commenced  a  strict  investigation. 
Which,  as  all  spoke  at  once,  and  more  than  once. 

Conjecturing,  wondering,  asking  a  narration. 
Alike  might  puzzle  either  wit  or  dunce 

To  answer  in  a  rery  clear  oration. 
Dudu  had  never  pass'd  for  wanting  sense, 

But  being  "  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is," 

Could  not  at  first  expound  what  was  amiss. 

LXXV. 
At  length  she  said,  that,  in  a  slumber  sound. 

She  dream'd  a  dream  of  walking  in  a  wood— 
A  "  wood  obscure,"  like  that  where  Bante  found 

Himself  in  at  the  age  when  all  grow  good ; 
Life's  half-way  house,  where  dames  wfth  virtue 
crown'd     •  ^ 

Kun  much  less  risk  of  lovers  turning  rude  ;— 
And  that  this  wood  was  full  of  pleasant  fruits, 
And  tree^%f  goodly  growth  and  spreading  roots ; 

LXXVI. 
And  In  the  nddst  a  golden  apple  grew,-— 

A  most  prodigious  pippin,--but  it  hung 
Bather  too  high  and  distant ;  that  she  threw 

Her  glances  on  it,  and  then,  longing,  flung 
Btones,  and  whatever  she  could  pick  up,  to 

Bring  down  the  fruit,  which  still  perversely  clung 
To  its  own  bough,  and  dangled  yet  in  sight. 
But  always  at  a  most  provoking  height :— 
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LXXVII. 

That  on  a  sudden,  when  she  least  had  hope. 
It  fell  down  of  its  own  accord,  before 

Her  feet ;  that  her  first  movement  was  to  stoop 
And  pick  it  up,  and  bite  It  to  the  core ; 

That  just  as  her  young  lip  began  to  ope 
Upon  the  golden  fruit  the  vision  bore, 

A  bee  fiew  out  and  stung  her  to  the  heart, 

And  so— she  awoke  with  a  great  scream  and  start 

Lxxvin. 

this  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 
Dismay,  the  usual  consequence  of  dreams 

Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 
To  expound  their  vain  and  visionary  gleams 

I've  known  some  odd  ones  which  seem'd  really 
Prophetically,  or  that  which  one  deems    [plann'd 

"  A  strange  coincidence,"  to  use  a  phrase        t 

By  whieh  such  things  are  settMd  now-a-days.   I 

LXXIX.  / 

The  damsels,  who  had  thoughts  of  some  great  harm. 
Began,  as  is  the  consequence  of  fear. 

To  scold  a  little  at  the  false  slarm 
That  broke  for  nothing  on  their  sleeping  ear. 

The  matron,  too,  was  wroth  to  leave  her  warm 
Bed  for  the  dream  she  had  been  obliged  to  hear, 

And  chafed  at  poor  Dudd,  who  only  sigh*d. 

And  said  that  she  was  sorry  she  had  cried 

LXXX. 

**  I've  heard  of  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull ; 

But  visions  of  an  apple  and  a  bee, 
To  take  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 

The  whole  Oda  from  their  beds  at  half-past  three> 
Would  make  us  think  the  moon  is  at  its  fulL 

Tou  surely  are  unwell,  child  I  we  must  see 
To-morrow,  what  his  highness's  physician 
Will  say  to  this  hysteric  of  a  vision. 

LXXXI. 

And  poor  Juanna,  too !  the  child's  first  night 

Within  these  walls,  to  be  broke  in  upon 
With  such  a  clamor — ^I  bad  thought  it  right 

That  the  young  stranger  should  not  lie  alone. 
And,  as  the  quietest  of  all,  she  might 

With  you,  Dudili,  a  good  night's  rest  have  known 
But  now  I  must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 
Of  Lolah— though  her  couch  is  not  so  large." 

LXXXII. 

Lolah's  eyes  sparkled  at  the  proposition ; 

But  poor  Dudu,  with  large  drops  in  her  own, 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vision. 

Implored  that  present  pardon  might  be  shown 
For  this  first  fault,  and  that  on  no  condition 

(She  added  in  a  soft  and  piteous  tohe) 
Juanna  should  be  taken  from  her,  and 
Her  future  dreams  should  all  be  kept  in  hand.] 
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Lxxxra. 

She  promised  never  more  to  have  a  dream, 
At  least  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now ; 

She  wonder'd  at  herself  how  she  could  scream— 
'Twas  foolish,  nervous,  as  she  must  allow, 

A  fond  hallucination,  and  a  theme 
For  laughter— but  she  felt  her  spirits  low. 

And  begg'd  they  would  excuse  her ;  she'd  get  ovei 

This  weakness  in  a  few  hours,  and  recover 
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LXXXIV. 
And  hece  Jmuma  kindly  interposed. 

And  said  she  felt  herself  extremely  well 
Where  she  then  was,  as  her  sound  sleep  disclosed) 

When  all  around  rang^  like  a  tocsin  bell : 
She  did  not  find  herself  the  least  disposed 

To  quit  her  gentle  partner,  and  to  dwell 
Apart  from  one  who  hadtio  sin  to  show, 
Sare  that  of  dreaming  once  "  mal-k-propos." 

LXXXV.   . 

As  thus  Juaana  spoke,  Dudd  turo'd  round, 
And  hid  her  face  within  Juanna's  breast; 

Her  neck  alone  was  seen,  but  that  was  found 
The  color  of  a  budding  rose's  crest. 

I  can't  tell  why  she  blush'd,  nor  can  expound 
The  mystery  of  this  rupture  of  their  rest : 

All  that  I  know  is,  that  the  facts  I  state 

Are  true  as  truth  has  ever  been  of  late. 

LXXXVI. 
And  so  good  night  to  them,— or,  if  yon  will. 

Good  morrow — ^for  the  cock  had  crown,  and  light 
Began  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill, 

And  the  mosque  crescent  struggled  into  sight 
Of  the  long  carayan,  which  in  the  chill 

Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each  height 
That  stretches  to  the  stony  belt  which  girds 
Asia,  where  Ka£f  looks  down  upon  the  Kurds. 

LXXXVII. 
With  the  first  ray,  or  rather  gray  of  morn, 

Gulbeyaz  rose  from  restlessness  ;  and  palo 
As  Passion  rises,  Tiith  its  bosom  worn, 

Array'd  herself  with  mantle,  gem,  and  veil. 
The  nightingale  that  sings  with  the  deep  thorn, 

Which  fable  places  in  her  breast  of  wail. 
Is  lighter  far  of  heart  and  Toice  than  those 
Whose  headlong  passions  loim  their  proper  woes. 

LXXXVIH. 
And  that's  the  moral  of  this  composition, 

If  people  would  but  see  its  real  drift  ;— 
But  thai  they  will  not  do  without  suspicion, 

Because  aU  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 
Of  closing  'gainst  the  light  their  orbs  of  xision ; 

While  gentle  writers  also  loye  to  lift 
Their  Toices  'gainst  each  other,  which  is  natural— 
The  numbers  are  too  great  for  them  to  flatter  alL 

LXXXIX. 
Eose  the  sultana  from  a  bed  of  splendor, — 

Softer  than  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 
Aloud,  because  his  feelings  were  too  tender 

To  brook  a  ruffied  rose-leaf  by  his  side,— 
So  beautiful  that  art  could  little  mend  her, 

Though  pale  with  conflicts  between  loTe  and  pride : 
So  agitated  was  she  with  her  error. 
She  did  not  even  look  into  liie  mirror. 

XC. 

Also  arose,  about  the  self-same  time, . 

Perhaps  a  little  later,  her  great  lord. 
Master  of  thirty  kingdoms  so  sublime, 

And  of  a  wife  by  whom  he  was  abhorr'd ; 
A  thing  of  much  less  import  in  that  clime— 

At  least  to  those  of  incomes  which  afford 
The  filling  up  their  whole  connubial  cargo^ 
Than  where  two  wives  are  under  an  embargo. 


XCI. 


He  did  not  think  muoh  cm  the  matter,  nor 

Indeed  on  any  other :  as  a  man. 
He  liked  to  have  a  handsome  paramour 

At  hand,  as  ona  may  like  to  have  a  fan, 
And  therefore  of  Circassians  had  good  store. 

As  an  amusement  after  the  Bivan ; 
Though  an  unusual  fit  of  love,  or  duty, 
Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  his  bride's  beantj. 

XGIL 

And  now  he  rose :  and  after  due  ablntioaii 

Exacted  by  the  customs  of  the  East, 
And  prayers,  and  other  pious  evolutions, 

He  drank  six  cups  of  coffee  at  the  least. 
And  then  withdrew  to  hear  about  the  Russians, 

Whose  victories  had  recently  increased. 
In  Catharine's  reign,  ^vfaom  glory  still  adores 
As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w ■ 

xcm. 

But  oh,  tivoa  grand  legitimate  ^ezander  I 
Her  son's  8on,-4et  not  this  hut  phrase  oflBend 

Thine  ear,  if  it  shoiild  reach,— end  now  rhymes t 
Almost  as  far  as  Petersburg,  and  lend  £der 

A  dreadful  impulse  to  each  loud  meander 
Of  murmuring  Liberty's  wide  waves,  which  blend 

Their  roar  even  with  the  Baltic's,— so  you  be 

Tour  father's  son,  'tis  quite  enough  for  me. 

xciy. 

To  eall  men  love-bsgotten,  or  prooUdm 
Their  mothers  as  the  antipodes  of  Timon, 

That  hater  of  mankind,  would  be  a  shame, 
A  libel,  or  whate'er  you  please  to  rhyme  on : 

But  people's  ancestors  are  history's  game ; 
And  if  one  lady's  slip  could  leave  a  crime  on 

All  generations,  I  should  like  to  know 

What  pedigree  the  best  would  have  to  show  ? 

XCV. 

Had  Catherine  and  the  sultan  understood 
Their  own  true  interest,  which  kings  rarely  know, 

Until  'tis  taught  by  lessons  rather  rude. 
There  was  a  way  to  end  their  strife,  although 

Perhaps  precarious,  had  they  but  thought  good, 
Withosft  the  aid  of  prince  or  plenipo : 

She  to  dismiss  her  guards,  and  he  his  haram. 

And  for  their  other  matters,  meet  and  share  'em. 

XCVI. 

But  as  it  was,  his  highness  had  to  hold 
His  daily  council  upon  ways  and  means. 

How  to  encounter  with  this  martial  scold. 
This  m9dem  Amazon  and  queen  of  queans ; 

And  the  perplexity  could  not  b^told 
Of  aU%e  pillars  of  the  state,  which  leans 

Sometimes  a  little  heavy  on  the  backs 

Of  those  who  cannot  lay  on  a  new  tax.    m 

CXVU. 
Meantime  Qulbeyaz,  when  her  king  was  gmoy 

Retired  into  her  boudoir,  a  sweet  place 
For  love  or  breakfast ;  private,  pleasing.  Ions, 

And  rich  with  all  contrivances  which  grace 
Those  gay  recesses :— many  a  precious  stone 

Sparkled  along  its  roof,  and  many  a  vase 
Of  porcelain  held  in  the  fetter'd  flowers,  . 
Those  captive  soothers  of  a  captive's  boors. 
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xcvni. 

Motl'  2r  of  pearl,  and  porpbyiy^  and  maible, 
Vied  with  each  other  on  this  eoitly  spot; 

And  singing  biids  nvithont  were  heaxd  to  wuhle ; 
And  the  stain'd  glass  whiish  lighted  this  ftir  grot 
'  Varied  each  ray ; — but  all  descriptions  garble 
The  trae  eflfect,  and  so  we  had  better  not 

Be  too  minute ;  an  ontline  is  the  best,-^ 

A  lively  reader's  fancy  does  the  rest 

XCIX. 
And  here  she  sommon'd  Baba,  and  required 

Don  Juan  at  his  hands,  and  inforaaation 
Of  what  had  pass'd  since  all  tiie  dares  reAiredt 

And  whether  he  had  oocnpied  their  station ; 
If  matters  had  been  managed  as  desired. 

And  his  disguise  with  due  consideration  jj 

Kept  up ;  and,  above  all,  the  where  and  bow 
He  had  pass'd  the  night,  was  whst  she  wiah*d  to 
know.^ 

^  C. 

Baba,  with  some  embarrassment,  replied 

To  this  long  catechism  of  questions,  ask'd 
More  easily  than  answer'd, — that  he  had  tried 

His  best  to  obey  in  what  he  had  been  task'd ; 
But  there  seem'd  something  that  he  wish'd  to  hide» 

Which  hesitation  more  betray'd  than  mask'd ; 
He  scratched  his  ear,  the  infallible  resource 
To  which  embarrass'd  people  have  recourse. 

CI. 

Gulbeyas  was  no  model  of  true  patience, 
Nor  much  disposed  to  wait  in  word  or  deed; 

She  liked  quick  answers  in  all  conversations ; 
And  when  she  saw  him  stumbling  like  a  steed 

In  his  replies,  she  puzzled  him  for  fresh  ones ; 
And  as  his  sx)eech  grew  still  more  broken-kneed, 

Her  cheek  began  to  flush,  her  eyes  to  sparkle. 

And  her  proud  brow's  blue  veins  to  swell  and  darkle. 

CII. 
When  Baba  saw  these  symptoms,  which  he  knew 

To  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  deprecated 
Her  angei:,  and  beseech'd  she'd  hear  him  thiongh^ 

He  could  not  help  the  thing  which  he  related: 
Then  out  it  came  at  length,  that  to  Dudu 

Juan  was  given  in  charge,  as  hath  been  stated ; 
But  not  by  Baba's  fault,  he  said,  and  swore  on 
Tho  holy  camel's  hump,  besides  the  Koran. 

cm. 

The  chief  dame  of  the  Oda,  upon  whom 
The  discipline  of  the  whole  haram  bore, 

As  soon  as  they  retater'd  their  own  room. 
For  Baba's  function  stopp'd  short  at  the  door» 

Had  settled  all :  nor  could  he  then  presume 
(The  aforesaid  Baba)  just  then  to  do  more. 

Without  exciting  such  suspicion  as 

Might  make  the  matter  still  worse  than  it  wac. 

CIV. 
He  hoped,  indeed  he  thought,  he  could  be  stm 

Juan  had  not  betray'd  himself;  in  fact, 
'Twas  certain  that  his  conduct  had  been  pure, 

Because  a  foolish  or  imprudent  act 
Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure. 

But  ended  in  his  being  found  out  and  aaek'd, 
And  thrown  into  the  sea. — ^Thus  Baba  spoke 
Of  ali  save  Dndu's  dream,  which  was  no  joke. 


CV. 


This  he  disereetly  kept  in  the  baek  ground, 
And  talk'd  away— and  might  have  talk'd  till  now» 

For  any  further  answer  that  he  found, 
So  deep  an  anguish  wrung  Oulbeyaz'  brow ; 

Her  chesft  tum'd  ashes,  ears  rung,  brain  whixl'd 
As  if  she  had  received  a  sudden  blow,        [round, 

And  the  heart's  dew  of  pain  sprang  fast  and  chilly 

O'er  her  fair  front,  fike  morning's  on  a  bly. 

CVI. 
Although  die  was  not  of  the  fainting  sort, 

Baba  thought  she  would  faint,  but  there  he  err'd'* 
It  was  but  a  convulsion,  which,  though  short. 

Can  never  be  described ;  we  all  have  heard, 
iAnd  some  of  us  have  felt  thus  **  all  amortt* 

When  things  beyond  the  common  have  occurr'd ; 
^Oulbeyas  proved  in  that  brief  agony 
What  she  conld  ne'er  ezpress'-then  how  should  I  ? 

cvn. 

She  stood  a  moment,  as  a  Pythoness 
Stands  on  her  tripod,  agonized,  and  full 

Of  inspiration  gather'd  from  distress, 
Whon  all  the  heart-strings  like  wild  horses  pull    | 

The  heart  asunder ;— then,  as  more  or  less 
Their  speed  abated,  or  their  strength  grew  dull, 

She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  by  slow  degrees. 

And  bow'd  her  throbbing  head  o'er  trembling  kneet. 

CVHI. 
Her  face  declined,  and  was  unseen ;  her  hair 

Fell  in  long  tresses  like  the  weeing  willow, 
Sweeping  the  marble  underneath  her  chair, 

Or  rather  sofa^  (for  it  was  all  pillow, — 
A  low,  soft  ottoman,)  and  black  despair 

Stirr'd  up  and  down  her  bosom  like  a  billow. 
Which  rushes  to  some  sfeore,  whose  shingles  cheok 
Its  farther  course,  but  must  receive  its  wreck. 

CIX. 

Her  head  hung  down,  and  her  long  hair  in  stooping 
Conceol'd  her  features  better  than  a  veil ; 

And  one  hand  o'er  the  ottoman  lay  drooping, 
White,  waxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale ; 

Would  that  I  were  a  painter !  to  be  grouping 
All  that  a  poet  drags  into  detail ! 

Oh  that  my  words  were  colors !  but  their  tints 

May  serve,  perhaps,  as  outlines  or  slight  hints. 

ex. 

Baba,  who  knew  by  exi>erience  when  to  talk 
And  when  to  hold  his  tongue,  now  held  it  till 

This  passion  might  blow  o'er,  nor  dared  to  balk 
Gulbeyaz'  taciturn  or  speaking  will. 

At  lengtii  she  rose  up,  and  began  to  walk 
Slowly  along  the  room,  but  silent  still. 

And  her  brow  clear'd,  but  not  her  troubled  eye— 

The  wind  was  down,  but  still  the  sea  ran  high. 

CXI.  ^ 
She  stopp'd,  and  raised  heriread  to  8peak-*4mt 
paused, 

And  then  moved  on  again  with  rapid  pace ; 
Then  slacken'd  it,  which  is  the  march  most  cs 

By  deep  emotion  :•— you  may  sometimes  trace 
A  feeling  in  each  footstep,  as  disclosed 

By  Sallust  in  his  Catiline,  who,  chased 
By  all  the  demons  of  all  passions,  show*d 
Their  work  even  by  the  way  in  which  he  trode. 
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CXII. 
Gtzlbeyaz  8topp*d  and  beckon'd  Baba :— "  Slave : 

Bring  the  two  slaves  I "  she  said,  in  a  low  tone, 
Bat  one  which  Baba  did  not  like  to  brare. 

And  yet  he  ahudder'd,  and  seem'd  rather  prone 
To  proTe  reluctant,  and  begg'd  leave  to^ferave 

(Tbough  he  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  be  shown 
What  slaves  her  highness  wished  to  indicate, 
For  fear  of  any  error  like  the  late. 

cxin. 

"The  Georgian  and  her  paramour, "  replied 
The  imperial  bride — and  added,  "  Let  the  boat 

Be  ready  by  the  secret  portal's  side :  [throati 

You  know  the  rest."    The  words  stuck  In  her 

Despite  her  injured  love  and  fiery  pride ;  | 

And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note,  | 

And  begg'd,  by  every  hair  of  Mahomet's  beard. 

She  would  revoke  the  order  he  had  heard. 

cxrv. 

•«  To  hear  is  to  obey,"  he  said ;  "  but  stfll, 
Sultana,  think  upon  the  consequence : 

It  is  not  that  I  shall  not  all  fulfil 
Tour  orders,  even  in  their  severest  sense; 

But  such  precipitation  may  end  ill, 
Even  at  your  own  imperative  expense ; 

I  do  not  mean  destruction  and  exposure, 

In  case  of  any  premature  disclosure ; 

cxv. 

"  But  your  own  feelings.— Even  should  all  the  rest 
Be  hidden  by  the  rolling  waves,  which  hide 

Already  many  a  once  love-beaten  breast 
Deep  in  the  caverns  of  the  deadly  tidfr— 

Tou  love  this  boyish,  new  seraglio  guest. 
And — ^if  this  violent  remedy  be  tried^ 

Excuse  my  freedom,  wheJ  I  here  assure  you, 

That  killing  him  is  not  the  way  to  cure  you." 

^  CXVI. 

"  What  dost  thou  know  of  love  or  feeling  ?— wretch ! 

Begone ! "  she  cried,  with  kindling  eyes,  **  and  do 
My  bidding  I "    Baba  vanish'd ;  for  to  stretch 

His  own  remonstrance  farther,  he  well  knew, 
Might  end  in  acting  as  his  own  **  Jack  Ketch ; " 

And,  though  he  wish'd  extremely  to  get  through 
This  awkward  business  without  harm  to  others, 
He  still  preferr'd  his  own  neck  to  another's. 

CXVII. 
Away  he  went  then  upon  his  commission. 

Growling  and  grumbling  in  good  Turkish  phrase^ 
Against  all  women,  of  whate'er  condition, 

Especially  sultanas  and  their  ways ; 
Jheir  obstinacy,  pride,  and  indecision, 

Their  never  knowing  their  own  mind  two  days, 
The  trouble  that  they  gave,  their  immorality, 
Which  made  him  daily  bless  his  own  neutndity. 

Tdxviii. 

And  then  he  call'd  his  brethren  to  his  aid. 
And  sent  one  on  a  summons  to  the  pair. 

That  they  must  instantly  be  well  array'd, 
And,  above  all,  be  comb'd  even  to  a  hair. 

And  brought  before  the  empress,  who  had  made 
Inquiries  after  them  with  kindest  care : 

At  which  Dudt\  look'd  strange,  and  Juan  silly ; 

But  go  they  must  at  once,  and  will  I— nill  I. 


CXIX. 

And  here  I  leave  them  at  their  preparation 
For  the  imperial  presence,  wherein  whetliet 

Gulbeyaz  show'd  them  both  commiseration 
Or  got  rid  of  the  parties  altogether — 

like  other  angry  ladies  of  her  nation, — 
Are  things  the  turning  of  a  hair  or  feather,— 

May  settle ;  but  far  be 't  from  me  to  anticipate 

In  what  way  feminine  caprice  mav  dissipate. 

cxx. 

I  leave  them  for  the  present,  with  good  wishes. 
Though  doubts  of  their  well-doing,  to  airange 

Another  part  of  history ;  for  the  dishes 
Of  this  our  banquet  we  must  sometimes  diasge 

And,  trusting  Juan  may  escape  the  fishes, 
Although  his  situation  now  seems  strange 

And  scarce  secure,  as  such  digressions  are  fair, 

The  muse  irill  take  a  Uttie  touch  at  wirfarp 


CANTO  vn. 


Oh  love !  Oh  glory !  what  are  ye  ?  -who  fly 

Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight : 
There's  not  a  meteor  in  the  polar  sky 

Of  such  transcendent  and  more  fleeting  flight 
Chill,  and  chain'd  to  cold  earth,  we  lift  on  high 

Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovely  light; 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  colors  they 
Assume,  then  leave  ns  on  our  freesing  way. 

II. 

And  such  as  they  are,  such  my  present  tale  is, 
A  nondescript  and  ever-varying  rhyme, 

A  versified  Aurora  Borealis, 
Which  flashes  o'er  a  waste  and  icy  clime. 

When  we  know  what  all  are,  we  must  bewail  ns. 
But  ne'ertheless,  I  hope  it  is  no  crime 

To  laugh  at  all  things :  for  I  wish  to  know 

What,  after  a//,  are  all  things— but  a  Bhowt 

m. 

They  accuse  me — me— the  present  writer  of 
The  present  poem,  of— I  know  not  what,^ 

A  tendency  to  underrate  and  scoff 
At  human  power  and  virtue,  and  all  that; 

And  this  they  say  in  language  rather  rough. 
Good  God !  I  wonder  what  they  would  be  at } 

I  say  no  more  than  has  been  said  in  Dante's 

Terse,  and  by  Solomon,  and  by  Cervantes ; 

IV. 
By  Swift,  by  Machiavel,  by  Rochefoucanlt, 

By  F^tion,  by  Luther,  and  by  Plato; 
By  Tillotson,  and  Wesley,  and  Rousseau, 

Who  knew  this  life  was  not  worth  a  potato. 
Tis  not  their  fault,  nor  mine,  if  this  be  bo— 

For  my  part,  I  pretend  not  to  be  Cato, 
Nor  even  Diogenes. — We  live  and  die. 
But  which  is  best,  you  know  no  more  tiiaa  1. 


BOV  iUAN. 


Batntm  nid»  o«r  onlj  knowledgs  ins,      OUaiant 
*<To  know  that  nothiog  ooold  be  known;"  a 

8«i0neo  enough,  which  leTela  to  en  asa 
Each  man  of  wiadom,  future,  paet,  or  preeent. 

Newton,  (that  proTerb  of  the  mind,)  alas  1 
Declared,  with  all  his  grand  discoreries  recent, 

That  he  himself  felt  only  "  like  a  youth 

Picking  up  shells  by  the  great  ocean— Truth." 

VI. 

Boclesiastes  said,  that  all  is  Tanity^ 

Host  modem  pieaohers  say  the  same,  or  show  it 
By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity ; 

In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it ; 
And  in  tlus  scene  of  all-eoi^ess'd  inanity, 

By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet, 
Must  I  restrain  me,  through  the  fesr  of  strifiB, 
Vrom  holding  up  the  nothingness  of  life  ? 

vn. 

Bogs,  or  men !  (for  I  flatter  yon  in  saying 
That  ye  are  dogs— your  betters  far)— ye  may 

Bead,  or  read  not,  what  I  am  now  essaying 
To  show  ye  what  ye  are  in  every  way. 

As  little  as  the  moon  stops  for  the  baying 
Of  woWes,  will  the  bright  Muse  withdraw  one  ray 

From  out  her  skies ; — ^then  howl  your  idle  wrath  1 

While  she  still  silvers  o*er  your  gloomy  path. 

vm. 

*<  Fierce  kres  and  laithless  wars  "—I  am  not  sure 
If  this  be  the  right  reading — His  no  matter; 

The  fact's  about  the  same ;  I  am  secure  ;— 
I  sing  them  both,  and  am  about  to  batter 

A  town  which  did  a  famous  siege  endure. 
And  was  beleaguered  both  by  land  and  water 

By  SuTsroff,  or  Anglic^  Suwazrow, 

Who  loved  blood  as  an  alderman  loves  mazrow. 

IX. 
The  fortress  is  call'd  Ismail,  and  is  plaeed 

Upon  the  Danube's  left  branch  and  left  bank. 
With  buildings  in  the  oriental  taste. 

But  still  a  fortress  of  the  foremost  rank. 
Or  was,  at  least,  unless  'tis  since  defaced, 

Which  with  your  conquerors  is  a  common  prank : 
It  stands  some  eighty  versts  from  the  high  sea. 
And  measures  round  of  toises  thousands  three. 


Within  the  extent  of  this  fortification 
A  borough  ii  comprised,  along  the  height 

Upon  the  left,  which,  from  its  loftier  station, 
Commands  the  city,  and  upon  its  site 

A  Ghreek  had  raised  around  this  elevation 
A  quantity  of  palisades  upright. 

So  placed  as  to  impede  the  fire  of  those 

Who  held  the  place,  and  to  aeeist  the  foe's. 

XI. 

This  eirenmstsnce  may  serve  to  give  a  notion 
Of  the  high  talents  of  this  new  V auban : 

But  the  town  ditch  below  was  deep  as  ocean. 
The  rampart  higher  than  you'd  wish  to  hang : 

But  then  tnere  was  a  great  went  of  precaution, 
(Prithee,  excuse  this  engineering  slang,) 

Nor  we/k  advsnoed,  nor  cover'd  way  was  there. 

To  hi&t  at  least  "  Here  is  no  thoroughfare." 
88 


xn. 


B«t  a  Btone  bastloii,  with  a  narrow  gotg*, 
And  walls  as  thick  as  most  skulls  bom  as  yet: 

Two  batteries,  cap-^-pi^,  as  our  Saint  George, 
Case-mated  one,  and  'tother  a  <*  barbette," 

Of  Danube's  bank  took  formidable  chsrge ; 
While  two-and-twenty  cannon,  duly  set, 

Bose  o'er  the  town's  right  side,  in  bristling  tier 

Forty  feet  high,  upon  a  cavalier. 

XIII. 
But  from  the  river  the  town's  open  quite. 

Because  the  Turks  could  never  be  persuaded 
A  Bussian  vessel  e'er  would  heave  in  sight ; 

And  such  their  creed  was,  till  they  were  invaded. 
When  it  grew  rather  late  to  set  things  right. 

But  as  the  Danube  could  not  well  be  waded. 
They  look'd  upon  the  Muscovite  flotilla. 
And  only  shouted,  "  AUah !"  and  "  Bis  Millah  1  ** 

xrv. 

The  Bussians  now  were  ready  to  attack ; 

But  oh,  ye  goddesses  of  war  and  glory ! 
How  shall  I  spell  the  name  of  each  Cossack 

Who  were  immortal,  could  one  tell  their  story  t 
Alas !  what  to  their  memory  can  lack  ? 

Achilles'  self  was  not  more  grim  and  gory 
Than  thousands  of  this  new  and  polish'!  nation. 
Whose  names  want  nothing  but— pronunciation. 

XV. 

StiU  I'll  record  a  few,  if  but  to  increase  [noiF, 

Our  enphony^-there  was  Strongsnoff,  and  Stroko- 

Meknop,  Serge  Lwow,  Arseniew  of  modem  Greece, 
And  Tschitsshakoff',  and  Boguenoff,  and  Choke- 

And  others  of  twelve  consonants  apiece :  [noff. 

And  more  might  be  found  out,  if  I  could  poke 
enough 

Into  gasettes;  but  Fame,  (capricious  strumpet!) 

It  seems,  has  got  an  ear  as  well  as  trumpet, 

XVI. 

And  cannot  tune  those  discords  of  narration, 
Which  may  be  names  at  Moscow,  into  rhyme, 

Tet  there  were  several  worth  commemoration. 
As  e'er  was  virgin  of  a  nuptial  chime ; 

Soft  words,  too,  fitted  for  the  peroration 
Of  Londonderry,  drawling  against  time. 

Ending   in   "ischskin,"   "ousckin,"   ^iAkehy,"* 
•*  ouski," 

Of  whom  we  can  insert  but  Rousamouskl, 

xvn. 

Scherematoff  and  Chrematoff,  Koklophti, 
Koclobski,  Kourakin,  and  Mouskin  Pouskin 

All  proper  men  of  weapons,  as  e'er  scoff 'd  high 
Against  a  foe,  or  ran  a  sabre  through  skin : 

Little  cared  they  for  Mahomet  or  Mufti, 
Unless  to  make  their  kettle-drums  a  new  sxin 

Out  of  their  hides,  if  parchment  had  grown  dear, 

And  no  more  handy  substitute  been  near. 

xvra. 

Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renowa. 
Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers; 

Not  fighting  for  their  country  or  its  crown. 
But  wishing  to  be  one  day  brigadiers ; 

Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town«- 
A  pleasant  thing  to  youn^  men  at  their  years. 

'Mongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  pith. 

Sixteen  call'd  Thompson,  and  nineteennamed  Snitk. 
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XIX. 


Jack  ThoapflOtt  and  Bill  ThompMn ;— «U  tlit  rest 
UU  been  call'd  *<  Jemmy,**  after  the  great  bard ; 

I  don't  know  whether  they  had  anna  or  crest, 
Bat  such  a  godfather's  as  good  a  card. 

Three  of  the  Smiths  were  Peters ;  but  the  best 
Among  them  all,  hard  blows  to  inflict  or  ward,  . 

Was  he,  since  so  renown'd  **  in  country  quarters 

At  Halifax ; "  but  now  he  served  the  Tartars. 

XX. 

The  rest  were  Jacks  and  Gills,  and  Wills  and  Bills ; 

But  when  I've  added  that  the  elder  Jack  Smith 
Was  bom  in  Cumberland  among  the  hUls, 

And  that  his  father  was  an  honest  blacksmith, 
IVe  said  all  I  know  of  a  name  that  fills       [smith," 

Three  lines  of'the  despatch  in  taking  *<  Schmack- 
A  Tillage  of  Moldaria's  waste,  wherein 
He  Ml,  immortal  in  a  bulletin. 

XXI. 
I  wonder  (although  Mars  no  doubt's  a  god  I 

Fndse)  if  a  man's  name  in  a  buUettn 
Hay  make  up  for  a  hullet  in  his  body  ? 

I  hope  this  little  question  is  no  sin, 
Because,  though  I  am  but  a  simple  noddy, 

I  think  one  Shakspeare  puts  the  same  thought  in 
The  mouth  of  some  one  in  his  plays  so  doating, 
Which  many  people  pass  for  wits  by  quoting. 

XXII. 
Th«a  tken  were  Frenchmen,  gallant,  young,  and 

But  I'm  too  great  a  patriot  to  record  [gay 

Their  OalUc  names  upon  a  glorious  day ; 

I'd  rather  tell  ten  lies  than  say  a  word 
Of  truth  ;^«uch  truths  are  treason :  they  betray 

Their  country,  and,  as  traitors  are  abhorr'd, 
Who  name  the  French  and  English,  save  to  show 
How  peace  should  make  John  Bull  th«  Frenchman's 
foe. 

xxm. 

The  Russians,  having  built  two  batteries  on 
An  isle  near  Ismail,  had  two  ends  in  yiew ; 

The  first  was  to  bombard  it,  and  knock  down 
The  public  buildings,  and  the  private  too, 

Ko  matter  what  poor  souls  might  be  undone. 
The  city's  shape  suggested  this,  'tis  true ; 

Form'd  like  an  amphitheatre,  each  dwelling 

Presented  a  fine  mark  to  throw  a  shell  in. 

XXIV. 
Hie  second  objeot  was  to  profit  by 

The  moment  of  the  general  oonstematioa» 
To  attack  the  Turk's  flotilla,  which  lay  nigh. 

Extremely  tranquil,  anchor'd  at  its  station : 
But  a  third  motive  was  as  probably 

To  frighten  them  into  capitulation ; 
A  phantasy  which  sometimes  seizes  waniors, 
Unlesa  they  are  game  as  bull-dogs  and  fox-tenden  i 

XXV. 
A  habit  nUier  blameable,  which  is 

That  of  despiaing  those  we  combat  with, 
Common  in  many  cases,  was  in  this 

The  cause  of  killing  Tchitchitzkoff  and  Smith, 
One  of  the  valorous  **  Smiths  "  whom  w^  shall  miss 

0«t  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to  "  pith ;" 
But 'tis  a  name  so  spread  o'er  «Sir"  and  *<  Madam,' 
That  one  would  think  the  first  who  bore  it  "Adam.** 


XXVL 

ThB  Russian  batteries  were  inoomflatay 
Because  they  were  constructed  in  a  huny. 

Thus,  the  same  cause  which  makes  a  veiae  want  ies% 
And  throws  a  cloud  o'er  Longman  and  John  Miir> 

When  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  so  fleet       [ray« 
As  they  who  print  them  think  is  necessary. 

May  likewise  put  off  for  a  time  what  story 

Sometimes  caUs  **  murder,"  and  at  otbera  **  glory." 

xxvn. 

Whether  it  was  their  engineers*  atnpldity. 

Their  haste,  or  waste,  I  neither  know  nor  cue. 
Or  some  contractor's  personal  cupidity. 

Saving  his  soul  by  cheating  in  the  ware 
Of  homicide ;  but  l^ere  was  no  solidity 

In  the  new  batteries  erected  there ; 
They  either  miss'd,  or  they  were  never  miss'i. 
And  added  greatly  to  the  missing  list 

xxvm. 

A  sad  miscalculation  about  dlstaaee 

Made  all  their  naval  mattera  inooireet; 
Three  fire-ships  lost  their  amiable  exiatencop 

Before  they  reach'd  a  spot  to  take  effect : 
The  match  was  lit  too  soon,  and  no  assistaaoe 

Conld  remedy  this  lubberly  defect ; 
They  blew  up  in  the  middle  of  the  river, 
While,  tiiough  'twas  dawn,  the  Tnrks  alept  fMt  as 
ever. 

XXIX. 
At  seven  they  rose,  however,  and  snrvay'd 

The  Rubs  flotilla  getting  under  way ; 
'Twas  nine,  when  still  advancing  nndiamay'd, 

Within  a  cable's  length  their  veasela  lay 
Off  Ismail,  and  commenced  a  cannonade, 

Which  was  retum'd  with  interaat,  I  may  say, 
And  by  a  flre  of  musquetry  and  grape. 
And  shells  and  shot  of  every  siae  and  ahape. 

XXX. 

For  six  hoars  bare  they  without  intermission 
The  Turkish  flre;  and,  aided  by  their  own  [aion: 

Land  batteries,  work'd  their  guns  with  great  pvsfli- 
At  length  they  found  mere  cannonade  alone 

By  no  meana  would  produce  the  town'a  anbraisaioiH 
And  made  a  aignal  to  retreat  at  one. 

One  bark  blew  up ;  a  second,  near  the  woriu 

Running  aground,  was  taken  by  the  Turks. 

XXXL 

The  Moslem,  too,  had  lost  both  ships  and  mtm. ; 

But  when  they  saw  the  enemy  retire. 
Their  Delhis  mann'd  some  boats,  and  aail'd  again* 

And  gall'd  the  Russians  with  a  heavy  fire. 
And  tried  to  make  a  landing  on  the  main ; 

But  here  the  effect  fell  abort  of  their  dscira : 
Count  Damas  drove  them  back  into  the  water 
Pell-mell,  and  with  a  whole  gazette  of  slanghtv* 

xxxu. 

« If,"  (says  the  historian  here)  "  I  oonld  npoit 

All  tiiat  Russians  did  upon  this  day, 
I  think  that  several  volumes  would  &U  ahortt 

And  I  should  still  have  many  things  to  say;* 
And  so  he  says  no  more— but  pays  hia  court 

To  some  distinguish'd  strangers  in  that  ftay. 
The  Prince  de  Ligne,  and  Langeron,  and  Damas, 
Names  great  aa  any  that  tha  ro^  of  £une  hai 
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xxxra. 

Hill  b«ta^  Ifce  Mse,  amy  show  mm  what  ftme  i»: 
For  out  of  thrae  ^jirtfud^  CAMolMrr,''  Ikow 

liaay  of  common  readers  gire  a  gueas 
That  aveh  existed  ?  (and  they  may  live  now 

For  aught  wo  know.)    Renown's  all  hit  or  misa ; 
There's  Ibrtnne  even  in  fame,  we  most  allow. 

'Yla  trao  the  Memoirs  of  the  Prince  de  Ligne 

HaTe  half  withdrawn  from  him  obliTion's  screen. 

XXXIV. 

But  here  are  men  who  fought  in  gallant  actions 

As  ganantly  as  erer  heroes  fought, 
But  buried  in  the  heap  of  such  transactions— 

Their  names  are  seldom  found,  nor  often  sought. 
Thus  eren  good  fame  may  suffer  sad  contractions, 

And  is  extinguish'd  sooner  than  she  ought: 
Of  all  our  modem  battles,  I  will  bet 
Ton  can't  repeat  nine  names  from  each  gazette. 

XXXV. 

In  short,  this  last  attack,  though  rich  in  giory, 
fihow'd  ihaiaomewhere,  tamehow,  there  was  a  fanlt ; 

And  Admind  Ribas  (known  in  Russian  story) 
Most  strongly  recommended  an  assault; 

In  which  he  was  opposed  by  young  and  hoary. 
Which  made  a  long  debate : — ^but  I  must  halt; 

For  if  I  wrote  down  every  warrior's  speech, 

I  doubt  few  readers  e'er  would  mount  the  breach. 

XXXVI. 

There  was  a  man,  if  that  he  was  a  man, — 
Not  that  his  manhood  could  be  call'd  in  question. 

For,  had  he  not  been  Hercules,  his  span 
Had  been  as  short  in  youth  as  indigestion 

Made  his  last  illness,  when,  all  worn  and  wan, 
He  died  beneath  a  tree,  as  much  unbless'd  on 

The  soil  of  the  green  province  he  had  wasted. 

As  e'er  was  locust  on  the  land  it  blasted  ;— 

xxxvn. 

This  was  Potemkin— a  great  thing  in  days 
"When  homicide  and  harlotry  made  great» 

If  stars  and  titles  could  entail  long  praise. 
His  gloxy  might  half  equal  his  estate. 

This  fellow,  being  six  foot  high,  could  raise 
A  kind  of  phantasy  proportionate 

In  the  then  sovereign  of  the  Russian  people, 

Who  measured  men  as  you  would  do  a  steeple. 

xxxvm. 

While  things  were  hi  abeyance,  Bibas  sent 
A  ooorier  to  the  jnrinee,  and  he  suooeeded 

In  ordering  the  matters  after  his  own  bent. 
I  cannot  tall  the  way  in  which  he  pleaded, 

Bat  shortly  he  had  eamse  to  be  content. 
In  the  mean  time  the  batteries  proceeded. 

And  finuscore  cannon  on  the  Dansbe's  border 

Were  briskly  fired  and  answer'd  in  due  order. 

XXXIX, 
But  on  the  thirteenth,  when  already  part 

Of  the  troops  were  embark'd,  the  siege  to  raise, 
A  courier  on  the  spur  inspired  new  heart 

Into  all  panters  ft>r  newspaper  praise, 
As  well  as  dilettanti  in  war's  art, 

By  his  despatches  couch'd  in  pithy  phrase, 
Announcing  the  appointment  of  that  lover  of 
Battles  to  &e  oommand,  Fteld-Marshal  SvTsroS 


XL. 


The  letter  of  the  prince  to  the  same  manhal 
Was  worthy  of  a  Spartan,  had  the  cause 

Been  one  to  which  a  good  heart  could  be  partlali— 
Defence  of  freedom,  country,  or  of  laws ; 

But  as  it  was  mere  lust  of  power  to  o'er*anh  ^ 
With  its  proud  brow,  it  merits  sHght  applaoM, 

Save  for  its  style,  which  said,  all  in  a  trice, 

'<  YoQ  will  take  IsmaU,  at  whatever  rrice." 

XLI. 
"  Let  there  be  light ! "  said  God,  **  and  there  wu 
light!" 

**  Let  there  be  blood ! "  says  man,  and  there's  a4e«. 
The  flat  of  this  spoil'd  child  of  the  night 

(For  day  ne'er  saw  his  merits)  could  decree 
More  evil  in  an  hour,  than  thirty  bright 

Summers  could  renovate,  though  they  should  bt 
Lovely  as  those  which  ripen'd  Eden's  firuit— 
For  war  ents  up  not  onfy  branch  but  root. 

XLn. 
Our  friends  the  Turks,  who  with  loud  *<Al]aha  "  HffW 

Began  to  signafise  the  Russ  retreat. 
Were  damnably  mistaken ;  few  are  slow 

In  thinking  that  their  enemy  is  beat, 
(Or  heateitt  if  you  insist  on  grammar,  tiiongh 

I  never  think  about  it  in  a  heat ;) 
But  here  I  say  the  Turks  were  much  mistaken^ 
Who,  hating  hogs,  yet  wish'd  to  save  their  baooa. 

XLin. 
For,  on  the  sixteenth,  at  ftiU  gallop  drew 

In  sight  two  horsemen,  who  were  deem'd  Coeaaeki 
For  some  time,  till  they  came  in  nearer  view. 

They  had  but  little  baggage  at  their  backs. 
For  there  were  but  thrm  shirts  between  the  two ; 

But  on  they  rode  upon  two  Ukraine  hacks. 
Till,  in  approaching,  were  at  length  descried 
In  this  plain  pair,  Suwairow  and  his  guide. 

XLIV. 
"  Great  Joy  to  London  now ! "  says  some  great  fool, 

When  London  had  a  grand  illumination. 
Which,  to  that  battle  conjuror,  John  Bull, 

la  of  all  dreams  the  first  hallucination; 
So  that  the  streets  of  color'd  lamps  are  fiiU, 

That  sage  ($aid  John)  surrenders  at  disoetioa 
His  purse,  his  soul,  his  sense,  and  even  his  i 
To  gratify,  like  a  huge  moth,  this  one  t 

XLV. 
'Tis  strange  that  he  should  further  *'  damn  his  eyea»" 

For  they  are  damn'd :  that  once  all-funons  oath 
Is  to  the  devil  now  no  further  prise, 

Sinee  John  has  lately  lost  the  use  of  both. 
Debt  he  calls  wealth,  and  taxes  paradise ; 

And  Famine,  with  her  gaunt  and  bony  grow&, 
Which  stares  him  in  the  face,  he  won't  examine, 
Or  swear  that  Ceres  hath  begotten  Famine. 

XLVL 
But  to  the  tale.    Great  joy  unto  the  camp ! 

To  Russian,  Tartar,  English,  French,  Ooasaek 
O'er  whom  Suwarrow  shone  like  a  gas  lamp, 

Presaging  a  most  luminous  attack ; 
Or,  like  a  wisp  along  the  marsh  so  damp, 

Which  leads  beholders  on  a  boggy  walk. 
He  flitted  to  and  i^,  a  dancing  lig^t. 
Which  all  who  saw  it  foUow'd,  wrong  or  if^b^ 
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XLvn. 

But  ecrtas  matters  took  a  diffetent  &oe ; 

There  was  enthusiasm  and  mnch  applavse, 
The  fleet  and  camp  saluted  with  great  grace, 

And  aU  presaged  good  fortune  to  their  eause. 
•Within  a  eannon-shot  length  of  the  place 

They  drew,  constructed  ladders,  repaired  flaws 
In  former  frosks,  made  new,  prepared  fascines, 
And  all  kinds  of  benevolent  machines. 

xLvni. 

"Tis  thus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 
Makes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction, 

As  roll  the  waters  to  the  breathing  wind. 
Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bull's  protection : 

Or  as  a  little  dog  will  lead  the  blind. 
Or  a  bellwether  form  the  flock's  connection 

By  tinkUng  sounds,  when  they  go  forth  to  victual : 

Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 

XLIX. 
The  whole  camp  rung  with  joy;  you  would  have 

That  they  were  going  to  a  mairiage-feast,  [thought 
(This  metaphor,  I  think,  holds  good  as  aught, 

Since  there  is  discord  after  both  at  least :) 
There  was  not  now  a  luggage-boy  but  sought 

Danger  and  spoil  with  ardor  much  increased ; 
And  why  ?  because  a  little,  odd,  old  man, 
Stript  to  his  shirt,  was  come  to  lead  the  van. 


But  so  it  was;  and  every  preparation 
Was  made  with  all  alacrity ;  the  first 

Detachment  of  three  columns  took  its  station. 
And  waited  but  for  the  signal's  voice  to  burst 

Upon  the  foe ;  the  second's  ordination 
Was  also  in  three  columns,  with  a  thirst 

For  glory  gaping  o'er  a  sea  of  slaughter : 

The  third,  in  columns  two,  attack'd  by  water. 

LI. 
New  batteries  were  erected ;  and  was  held 

A  general  council,  in  which  unanimity, 
That  stranger  to  most  councils,  here  prevaO'd, 

As  sometimes  happens  in  a  great  extremity ; 
And  every  difBculty  being  dispell'd, 

Olory  began  to  dawn  with  due  sublimity, 
While  Suvaroff,  determined  to  obtain  it, 
Was  teaching  his  recruits  to  use  the  bayonet' 

LII. 

It  is  an  actual  fact,  that  he,  commander- 
in-chief,  in  proper  person  deign'd  to  drill 

The  awkward  squad,  and  could  afford  to  squander 
His  time,  a  corporal's  duties  to  fulfil : 

Jost  as  you'd  break  a  sucking  salamander 
To  swallow  flame,  and  never  take  it  ill ; 

He  show'd  them  how  to  mount  a  ladder  (which 

Was  not  like  Jacob's)  or  to  cross  a  ditch. 

LIII. 

Also  he  dress'd  up,  for  the  nonce,  (ksoines 
Like  men,  with  turbans,  scimitars,  and  dirks, 

And  made  them  charge  with  bayonets  these  machines, 
By  way  of  lesson  against  actual  Turks ; 

And,  when  well  practised  in  these  mimic  scenes. 
He  judged  them  proper  to  assail  the  works ; 

At  which  your  wise  men  sneer'd,  in  phrases  witty  :-*• 

He  made  no  answer ;  but  h^  took  the  city. 


UV. 


Host  things  were  in  this  posture  on  tin  9m 
Of  the  assault,  and  all  the  eamp  was  in 

A  stem  repose :  which  yon  would  soasoe  ooneelfs: 
Yet  men,  resolved  to  dash  through  think  md  Hiii 

Are  very  silent  when  they  once  believe 
That  all  is  setUed  :-^there  was  little  din. 

For  some  were  thinking  of  their  home  sad  friendly 

And  others  of  themselves  and  latter  sods. 

LV. 

Suwaiiow  chiefly  was  on  the  alert. 

Surveying,  driUing,  ordering,  jesting,  pondeiing 
For  the  man  was,  we  safely  may  assert, 

A  thing  to  wonder  at  beyond  most  wondering ; 
Hero,  buffoon,  half-demon,  and  half  dirt. 

Praying,  instructing,  desolating,  blundering; 
Now  Mars,  now  Momus ;  and  when  bent  to  storm 
A  fortress,  Harlequin  in  uniform. 

LVL 

The  day  before  the  assault,  while  upon  dziU— 
For  this  great  conqueror  play'd  the  corporal — 

Some  Cossacks,  hovering  like  hawks  round  a  hUl, 
Had  met  a  party,  towards  tiie  twilight's  fall. 

One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue— or  well  or  HI, 
Twas  much  that  he  was  understood  at  aU ; 

But  whether  from  his  voice,  or  speech,  or  maimer, 

They  found  that  he  had  fought  beneath  their  banner 

Lvn. 

Whereon,  immediately  at  his  request,  [tefs ; 

They  brought  him  and  his  comrades  to  head-quar* 
Their  dress  was  Moslem,  but  you  might  have  guess'd 

That  these  were  merely  masquerading  Tartars, 
Aad  that  beneath  each  Turkbh-fashioned  vest 

Lurk'd  Christianity ;  who  sometimes  barters 
Her  inward  grace  for  outward  show,  and  makes 
It  difficult  to  shun  some  strange  mistakes. 

LVin. 

Suwsrrow,  who  was  standing  in  his  shirt, 
Before  a  company  of  Calmucks,  drilling, 

Bzelaiming,  fooling,  swearing  at  the  inert. 
And  lecturing  on  the  noble  art  of  killing,^ 

For,  deeming  human  clay  but  common  dirt. 
This  great  philosopher  was  thus  instilling 

His  nuudms,  which,  to  martial  comprehension. 

Proved  death  in  battle  equal  to  a  pension ; —   ' 

LIX, 
Suwarrow,  when  he  saw  this  oompany 

Of  Cossaoks  and  their  prey,  tnm'd  rouad  and  east 
Upon  them  his  slow  brow  snd  piereing  eye  >-  [last, 

*  Whence  come  ye?" — "From  Constantinopb 
Captives  just  now  escaped,"  was  the  reply,      [past 

"  What  are  ye  ? "— "  What  you  see  us."    Briefly 
This  dialogue ;  for  he  who  answer'd  knew 
To  whom  he  spoke,  and  made  his  words  bat  few. 

LX. 

**  Your  names  ? "— '<  Mine's  Johnson,  and  my  oom- 
rade's  Juan ; 

The  other  two  are  women,  and  the  third 
Is  neither  man  nor  woman."    The  chief  threw  on 

The  party  a  slight  glance,  then  said:  "I  have 
Tour  name  before,  the  second  is  a  new  one ;  [heaid 

To  bring  the  other  three  here  was  absurd; 
But  let  that  pass  ;~I  think  I've  heard  your  name 
In  the  Nikolaisw  regiment  ?  "— "  The  same."— 
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«Tmi  amvd  at  IHddia  ? "— «  Tw."— <*  Ton  lad 

Hm  tttteek  ?  *'  [know/* 

••I  aUL"— ''What  iittt?"—"!   zetUy  hardly 

'Ton  W9n  «he  int  i'  the  hsMch  }  "— "  I  wai  not 


At  least,  to  foUow  those  who  might  be  so."— 
•What  fbUow'd?"— "  A  shot  laid  me  on  my  back, 

And  I  beoaaM  a  prisonegr  to  the  foe/*—  [rounded 
"Ton  ahall  have  Tongeanee,  for  the  town  sor- 
ts twice  as  strong  as  that  where  yon  were  wonnded. 

Lxn. 

•*  Where  will  you  senre  ? "— "  Where'er  you  please/* 
You  like  to  be  the  hope  of  the  forlorn,   [**  I  know 

And  doubtless  would  be  foremost  on  the  foe 
After  the  hardships  you*ye  already  borne. 

And  this  young  fellow  ?  say,  what  can  he  do } — 
He  with  the  beardless  chin,  and  garments  torn  ? " 

"  Why,  general,  if  he  hath  no  greater  fanlt 

In  wax  than  lore,  he  had  better  lead  the  assault" 

Lxni. 

«•  He  shall,  if  that  he  dare."    Here  Juan  bow'd 
Low  as  the  compliment  deserved.    Suwarrow 

Continued :  *'  Tour  old  regiment's  allow'd, 
By  special  providence,  to  lead  to-morrow, 

Or  it  may  be  to-night,  the  assault :  I>e  vow*d 
To  several  saints,  that  shortly  plough  or  harrow 

Shall  pass  o*er  what  was  Ismail,  and  ita  tusk 

Be  vnimpedsd  by  the  proudest  mosque. 

LXIV. 

'*  So  now,  my  lads,  for  glory !  "—Here  he  tum*d, 
And  drill'd  away  in  the  most  classic  Russian, 

Until  each  high,  heroic  bosom  bum*d 
For  cash  and  conquest,  as  if  from  a  cushion 

A  preacher  had  held  forth,  (who  nobly  spum*d    [on 
All  earthly  goods  save  tithes,)  and  bade  them  push 

To  slay  the  Pagans  who  resisted,  battering 

The  aimies  of  the  Christian  Empress  Catherine. 

LXV. 
Johnson,  who  knew  by  this  long  colloquy. 

Himself  a  favorite,  ventured  to  address 
Suwarrow,  though  engaged  with  accents  high 

In  his  resumed  amusement.    '*  I  confess 
My  debt,  in  being  thus  allow*d  to  die 

Among  the  foremost ;  but  if  you'd  express 
Explicitly  our  several  posts,  my  friend 
And  self  would  know  what  duty  to  attend." — 

LXVI. 
**  Right !  I  was  busy,  and  forgot.    Why  you 

Will  join  your  former  regiment,  which  should  be 
Now  under  arms.    Ho !  Katskoff,  take  him  to— 

(Here  he  call'd  up  a  Polish  orderly)— 
His  post,  I  meant  the  regiment  Nikolaiew. 

The  stranger  stripling  may  remain  with  me; 
He's  a  fine  boy.    The  women  may  be  sent 
To  the  otiier  baggage,  or  to  the  sick  tent." 

Lxvn. 

But  here  a  sort  of  scene  began  to  ensue : 
The  ladiss,— who  by  no  means  had  been  bred 

To  be  disposed  of  in  a  way  so  new, 
Although  their  haram  education  led 

Poubt^esB  to  that  of  doctrines  the  most  true, 
Passive  obedience,— now  nused  up  the  head, 

With  flashing  eyes  and  starting  tears,  and  flung 

Ihair  anna,  as  hens  their  wings  about  their  young. 


Lxvra. 

0*er  the  promoted  couple  of  brave  men 
Who  were  thus  honor'd  by  the  greatest  chief 

That  ever  peopled  hell  with  heroes  slain. 
Or  plunged  a  province  or  a  reaUn  in  grief. 

Oh,  foolish  mortals !  always  taught  in  vain  1 
Oh,  glorious  laurel !  since  for  one  sole  leaf 

Of  thine  imaginary  deathless  tree, 

Of  blood  and  tears  must  flow  the  unebbing  sea . 

LXIX. 

Suwarrow,  who  had  small  regard  for  tears, 
And  not  much  sympathy  for  blood,  survey'd 

The  women  with  their  hair  about  their  ears. 
And  natural  agonies,  with  a  slight  shade 

Of  feeling ;  for,  however  habit  sears.  [trade 

Men's  hearts  against  whole  millions,  when  their 

Is  butchery,  sometimes  a  single  sorrow 

WiU  touch  even  heroes'— and  such  was  Suwarrow. 

LXX. 
He  said— and  in  the  kindest  Cahnuc  tone— 

<  Why,  Johnson,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean 
By  bringing  women  here  ?    They  shall  be  shofm 

All  the  attention  possible,  and  seen 
In  safety  to  the  wagons,  where  alone 

In  feet  they  can  be  safe.    Ton  should  have  beea 
Aware  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrives : 
Save  wed  a  year,  I  hate  recruits  with  wives." 

LXXI. 
**  May  it  pleaae  your  excellency,"  thua  replied 

Our  British  friend,  **  these  are  the  wives  of  othttib 
And  not  our  own.    I  am  too  qualified 

By  service  with  my  military  brothers. 
To  break  the  rulea  by  bringing  one's  own  bride 

Into  a  camp ;  I  know  that  nought  so  bothsn 
The  hearts  of  the  heroic  on  a  charge. 
As  leaving  a  small  family  at  large. 

LXXII. 
"  But  these  are  but  two  Turkish  ladies,  who 

With  their  attendant  aided  our  escape, 
And  afterwards  accompanied  us  through 

A  thousand  perils  in  this  dubious  shape. 
Td  me  this  kind  of  life  is  not  so  new; 

To  them,  poor  things  I  it  is  an  awkward  atep ; 
I  therefore,  if  you  wish  me  to  fight  freely, 
Bequest  that  they  may  both  be  used  genteelly/' 

LXXin. 
Meantime,  these  two  poor  girls,  with  swimming  eye^ 

Look'd  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 
Their  own  protectors ;  nor  was  their  surprise 

Less  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 
To  see  an  old  Aan,  rather  wild  than  wise 

In  aspect,  plainly  clad,  besmeared  with  dust, 
Stript  to  his  waistcoat,  and  that  not  too  clean. 
More  fear'd  than  all  the  sultans  ever  seen. 

LXXIV. 
For  every  thing  seem'd  resting  on  his  nod. 

As  they  could  read  in  all  eyes.    Now,  to  theiii« 
Who  were  accustom'd,  as  a  sort  of  god, 

To  see  the  sultan,  rich  in  many  a  gem, 
like  an  imperial  peacock  stalk  abroad, 

(That  royal  bird,  whose  tail's  a  diadem,) 
With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a  doubt 
How  power  could  condescend  to  do  without 
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MXV. 
John  Johnson,  teeing  their  extreme  diimay, 

Though  little  rersed  In  feelings  orientid, 
Suggested  some  slight  comfort  in  his  waj. 

Don  Jnani  who  was  much  more  sentimental, 
Swore  they  should  see  him  by  the  dawn  of  day, 

Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all : 
And,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  consolation 
In  this— for  females  like  exaggeration. 

LXXVI. 

And  then,  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some  slight 
kisses. 

They  parted  for  the  present— these  to  await, 
Acoording  to  the  artillery's  hits  or  misses, 

"What  sages  call  Chance,  Providence,  or  Fate— 
(Uncertainty  is  one  of  many  bHsses, 

A  mortgage  on  Humanity's  estate) — 
While  their  beloved  friends  began  to  arm, 
To  bank  a  town  which  never  did  them  harm. 

LXXVII. 
Snwarrow,  who  but  saw  things  in  the  gros»— 

Being  much  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail ; 
Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross, 

And  as  the  wind  a  widow'd  nation's  wall, 
And  eared  as  little  for  his  army's  loss 

(So  that  their  efforts  should  at  length  prevail) 
Ai  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job  ;— 
What  was  't  to  him  to  hear  two  women  sob  ? 

LXXVin. 
Nothing.    The  work  of  glory  still  went  on, 

In  preparations  for  a  cannonade 
As  terrible  as  that  of  lUon, 

If  Homer  had  found  mortar's  ready  made ; 
But  now,  instead  of  slaying  Priam's  son, 

We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade,  [bvUets, 

Bombs,  drums,  guns,  bastions,  batteries,  bayonets, 
Hard  words  which  stick  in  the  soft  Muses'  gullets. 

LXXIX. 

Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer  I  who  couldst  charm 
All  ears,  though  long—all  ages,  though  so  short, 

By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm 
Arms  to  which  men  will  never  more  resort, 

tJnlaM  gunpowder  should  be  found  to  harm 
Much  less  thai^  is  the  hope  of  every  court, 

Whioh  now  is  leagued  young  Freedom  to  annoy ; 

Bat  they  will  not  find  Liberty  a  Troy  :— 

LXXX. 
Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer !  I  have  now 

To  paint  a  siege,  wherein  more  men  were  slain* 
With  deadlier  engines  and  a  speedier  blow, 

Than  in  thy  Greek  gasette  of  thai  campaign ; 
And  yet,  like  all  men  else,  I  must  Ulow, 

To  vie  with  thee,  would  be  about  as  vain 
As  for  a  brook  to  cope  with  ocean's  flood ; 
But  still  we  modems  equal  you  in  blood— 

LXXXI. 
If  not  in  poetry,  at  least  in  fact ; 

And  fact  is  trutb,  the  grand  desideratum ! 
Of  which,  howe'er  the  Muse  describes  each  aet, 

There  should  be,  ne'ertheless,  a  slight  substratum. 
But  now  the  town  is  going  to  be  attack'd ; 

Great  deeds  are  doing— how  shall  I  relate  'em  ? 
Souls  of  immortal  generals !  Phoebus  watches 
To  soke  up  his  rays  from  your  despatches. 


Lxxxn. 

Oh,  ye  great  bulletins  of  Buo&sfNucto ! 

Oh,  ye  less  grand  long  lists  of  kill*d  Mhdnoimdad 
Shade  of  Leonidas !  who  fought  so  keaity,  ^mmliii 

When  my  poor  Gvseoe  tras  once,  as  nev  ffr 
Oh,  Ctesar's  Commentaries !  now  impstiye, 

Shadows  of  glory !  (lest  I  be  eonfsunded) 
A  portion  of  your  fading  twilight  hoes. 
So  beautify,  so  fleeting,  to  the  Muse. 

LXXXin. 
When  I  call  «  fsding  "  martial  fanmortslity, 

I  mean,  that  every  age  and  every  year, 
And  almost  every  day,  in  sad  reaUty, 

Some  sucking  hero  is  compell'd  to  rear. 
Who,  when  we  come  to  sum  up  the  totaHty 

Of  deeds  to  human  happiness  most  desr. 
Turns  out  to  be  a  butcher  in  great  business, 
AflBicting  young  folks  with  a  sort  of  dissxaesi 

LXXXIV. 

Medals,  ranks,  ribbands,  laee,  embrddeiy,  scaileC, 
Are  things  immortal  to  immortal  man, 

As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 
An  uniform  to  boys  is  like  a  fan 

To  women  :  there  is  scarce  a  crimson  varlet 
But  deems  himself  the  first  in  glory's  van. 

But  glory's  glory ;  and  if  you  would  find 

What  that  is — ask  the  pig  who  sees  the  wind! 

LXXXV. 

At  least  hsfeett  ity  and  some  say  he  m«. 
Because  he  runs  before  it  like  a  pig ; 

Or,  if  that  simple  sentence  should  displease, 
Say  that  he  scuds  before  it  like  a  brig, 

A  schooner,  or— but  it  is  time  to  ease 
This  canto,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  fittigus. 

The  next  shall  ring  a  peal  to  shsike  all  peopkb 

Like  a  bob-mi^or  from  a  village  steeple. 

LXXXVI. 
Hark !  through  the  silence  of  the  cold  dull  nigM, 

The  hum  of  armies  gathering  rank  on  rsnk. 
Lo !  dusky  masses  steal  in  dubious  sight 

Along  the  leaguer'd  wall  and  bristling  bank 
Of  the  arm'd  river,  while  with  straggling  light 

The  stars  peep  through  the  vapors  dim  snd  daik 
Which  curl  in  curious  wreaths^How  soon  tbesmoks 
Of  hell  shall  pall  them  in  a  deeper  cloak ! 

Lxxxvn. 

Here  pause  we  for  the  present— as  even  then 
That  awful  pause,  dividing  life  from  death, 

Struck  for  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men. 
Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their  last  bwath. 

A  moment— and  all  will  be  life  again ! 
The  march !  the  charge !  the  shouts  of  either  iutk 

Hurra!  and  Allah!  and— one  moment  moie- 

The  death-«y  drowning  in  the  battle's  lear. 
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Ob  Uood  and  thunder  I  and  oh  blood  and  wounda  1 
These  are  but  Tulgar  oatha,  aa  yon  may  deem. 

Too  gentle  reader !  and  most  shocking  sounds : 
And  so  they  are ;  yet  thus  is  Glory's  dream 

Unriddled,  and  as  my  true  Muse  expounds 
At  present  such  things,  since  they  are  her  thema^ 

Sobethey  theinspirers!  Call  them  Mars, 

Bellona,  what  you  will— they  mean  but  wars. 

11. 

All  was  prepazed^^he  ilrei  the  sword,  the  men 
To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 

The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den, 
March*d  forth  with  nerre  and  sinews  bent  to  slay,— 

A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  hi|  fen 
To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way, 

Whose  heads  were  heroes,  which  cut  off  in  Tain, 

Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 

ni. 

History  ean  only  take  things  in  the  gross ; 

But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  loss, 

lftt*8  molt  it  by  no  means  might  enhance. 
To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a  Uttle  dross, 

As  hath  been  done,  mere  conquest  to  adrancd. 
The  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 
Of  honeat  fiune,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore. 

IV. 

And  why  ?  because  it  brings  self-approbation ; 

Whereas  the  other,  after  all  its  glare. 
Shouts,  bridges,  arches,  pensions  from  a  nation— 

Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  left  to  spar&— 
A  higher  title,  or  a  loftier  station. 

Though  they  may  make  Corruption  gape  or  stare, 
Yet,  in  the  end,  except  in  Freedom's  battles. 
Are  nothing  but  a  child  of  Murder's  rattles. 
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And  such  they  are— and  such  they  wiU  be  (bund. 

Not  so  Leonidas  and  Washington, 
Whose  erery  battle-field  is  holy  ground,         [done, 

Which  breathes  of  nations  saved,  not  worlds  un- 
How  sweetly  on  the  ear  such  echoes  sound! 

While  the  mere  victors  may  appal  or  stun 
The  Berrile  and  the  vain,  such  names  will  be 
A  watchword  till  the  future  shall  be  free. 

•VI. 
The  night  was  dark,  and  the  thick  mist  allow'd 

Nought  to  be  seen,  sare  the  artillery's  flame. 
Which  arch'd  the  horizon  like  a  fiery  cloud. 

And  in  the  Danube's  waters  shone  the  same, 
A  mirror'd  hell !  The  yolleying  roar,  and  loud 

Long  booming  of  each  peal  on  peal,  o'ercame 
The  ear  hx  more  than  thunder ;  for  Heaven's  flashes 
Bpsze,  Of  smite  rarely— Man's  make  millions  ashes ! 


The  eolumn  ordsr'd  on  the  assault  secroe  pats'd 
Beyond  the  Russian  batteiies  a  few  toises. 

When  up  the  bristling  Moslem  rose  at  kst. 
Answering  the  Christian  thunders  with  like  Toioes 

Then  one  vast  fire,  air,  earth,  and  stream  <wnliya^^ 
Which  rock'd  as  'twere  beneath  the  mighty  noises  i 

While  the  whole  rampart  biased  like  Etna,  when 

The  restless  Titan  hiccups  in  his  den. 

VIII. 
And  one  enermous  shout  of  **  Allah !"  rose 

In  the  same  moment,  loud  as  even  the  rocr 
Of  war's  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  foes 

Hurling  deflance :  eity,  stream,  and  ahore 
Resounded  «  Allah ! "  and  the  clouds,  which  doM 

With  thickening  canopy  the  conflict  o'er. 
Vibrate  to  the  Eternal  name.    Hark !  through 
AU  sounds  it  pieroeth,  "Allah!  Allah !  Hu!  "> 

IX. 

The  columns  were  In  movement,  one  and  all : 

But,  of  the  portion  whidi  attaok'd  by  water. 
Thicker  than  leaves  the  lives  began  to  &U,       ftsff 
Though  led  by  Arseniew,  that  great  son  of  slangh* 
As  brave  as  ever  faced  both  boom  and  balL 

Carnage  (so  Wordsworth  tells  yon)  is  God's 
daughter :  "* 
If  h0  speak  truth,  she  is  Christ's  sister,  and 
Just  now  behaved  aa  in  the  Holy  Land. 

X. 

The  Prince  de  Ligne  was  wounded  in  the  knee ; 

Count  Chapeau-Bras,  too,  had  a  ball  between 
His  cap  and  head,  which  proves  the  head  to  be 

Aristocratic  as  was  ever  seen, 
Because  it  then  received  no  ii^ury 

More  than  the  cap ;  in  &ct  the  ball  could  msaa 
No  harm  unto  a  right  legitimate  head : 

Ashes  to  ashes  "^why  not  lead  to  lead  ? 

XL 
Also  the  General  Markow,  Brigadier, 

Insisting  on  removal  of  theprimee. 
Amidst  some  groaning  thousands  dying  near,—* 

All  common  fellows,  who  might  writhe  and  wine«k 
And  shriek  for  water  into  a  deaf  ear, — 

The  General  Markow,  who  could  thus  evince 
His  sympathy  for  rank,  by  the  same  token. 
To  teach  him  greater,  had  his  own  leg  broken. 

xn. 

Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic. 
And  thirty  thousand  muskets  flung  their  pillv 

like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic. 
Mortality !  thou  hast  thy  monthly  bOls ; 

Thy  plagues,  thy  famines,  thy  physicians,  yet  tick 
Like  the  death-watch,  within  our  ears  the  ilb 

Past,  present,  and  to  come ;— but  all  may  yield 

To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-field. 

xm. 

There  the  still  varying  pangs,  which  mulllply 
Until  their  very  number  makes  men  herd 

By  the  infinities  of  agony, 
Which  meet  the  gaze,  whate'er  it  may  regtt4<^ 

The  groan,  the  roll  in  dust,  the  all-white  eye 
Tum'd  back  within  its  8oeket,-^the«e  rewstd 

Your  rank  and  file  by  thousands,  while  the  rati 

May  win,  perhaps,  a  ribband  at  the  breMt  t 
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Tet  1  love  gUny;  glory's  a  great  tiling ; 

Think  what  it  s  to  be,  in  your  old  age, 
Maintained  at  the  expense  of  your  good  king  I 

A  moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a  sage, 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing, 

Whioh  18  still  better ;  thus  in  Terse  to  wage 
Your  wars  eternally,  besides*  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  life,  makes  mankind  worth  destroying. 

XV. 
The  troops,  already  disembarked,  pnsh'd  on 

To  take  a  battery  on  the  right ;  the  others, 
Who  landed  lower  down,  their  landing  done. 

Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brothers 
Being  grenadiers,  they  mounted,  one  by  one, 

Cheerful  as  children  climb  the  breasts  of  mother*— 
0*er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade, 
Quite  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade. 

XVI. 
And  this  was  admirable ;  for  so  hot 

The  fire  was,  that  were  red  VesuTius  loaded, 
Besides  its  lava,  with  all  sorts  of  shot 

And  shells,  or  hells,  it  coold  not  more  have  goaded. 
Of  officers,  a  third  fell  on  the  spot, 

A  thing  which  victory  by  no  means  boded 
To  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  assault : 
Hounds,  when  the  huntsman  tumbles,  are  at  fault. 

XVII. 
Bat  here  I  leave  the  general  concern, 

To  track'  our  hero  on  his  path  of  fame : 
He  must  his  laurels  separately  earn ; 

For  fifty  thousand  heroes,  name  by  name, 
Though  aJl  deserving  equally  to  turn 

A  couplet,  or  an  elegy  to  claim, 
Would  form  a  lengthy  lexicon  of  glory, 
And,  what  is  worse  still,  a  much  longer  story : 

xvin. 

And  therefore  we  must  give  the  greater  number 
To  the  gazette— which  doubtless  fairly  dealt 

By  the  deceased,  who  lie  in  famous  slumber 
In  ditches,  fields,  or  wheresoe'er  they  felt 

Their  clay  for  the  last  time  their  souls  encumber  ;— 
Thrice  happy  he  whose  name  has  been  well  spelt 

In  the  despatch ;  I  knew  a  man  whose  loss 

Was  printed  Grove,  although  his  name  was  Grose.' 

XIX, 
Juan  and  Johnson  join'd  a  certain  corps,  [ing 

And  fought  away  with  might  and  main,  not  know- 
The  way  which  they  had  never  trod  before, 

And  still  less  guessing  where  they  might  be  going ; 
But  on  they  march'd,  dead  bodies  trampling  o*er, 

Firing  and  thrusting,  slashing,  swearing,  glowing, 
Bat  fighting  thoughtlessly  enough  to  win, 
To  their  Hoc  selves,  one  whole  bright  bulletin. 

XX. 

Thus  on  they  waUow'd  in  the  bloody  mke 
Of  dead  and  dying  thousands— sometimes  gaining 

A  yat-i  or  two  of  ground,  which  brought  them  nigher 
To  some  odd  angle  for  which  all  were  straining ; 

At  other  times,  repulsed  by  the  close  fire, 
Which  really  pour'd  as  if  all  hell  were  raining, 

Instead  of  heaven,  they  stumbled  backwards  o'er 

A  wooaded  comrade,  sprawling  in  his  gore. 


XXI. 

Though  'twas  Bon  Juan's  first  of  fields,  nd 
The  nightly  master  and  the  silent  mareh 

In  the  chill  dark,  when  courage  does  not  glow 
So  much  as  under  a  triumphal  arch. 

Perhaps  might  make  him  shiver,  yawn,  or  throw 
A  glance  on  the  dull  clouds  (as  thick  as  stareh. 

Which  stiffen'd  heaven)  as  if  he  wish'd  for  day  ;— 

Yet  for  all  this  he  did  not  run  away. 

XXII. 

Indeed  he  could  not    But  what  if  he  had  ?  . 

There  have  been  and  are  heroes  who  begun 
With  something  not  much  better,  or  as  bad : 

Frederic  the  Great  from  Molwitz  deign'd  to  nui« 
For  the  first  and  last  time ;  for,  like  a  pad 

Or  hawk,  or  bride,  most  mortals,  after  one 
Warm  bout,  are  broken  into  their  new  tricks. 
And  fight  like  fiends  for  pay  or  politics. 

xxin. 

He  was  what  Erin  calls,  in  her  sublime 
Old  Erse  or  Irish,  or  it  may  be  Punic, 

(The  antiquarians  who  can  settle  time, 
Which  settles  all  things,  Romans,  Greek,  or  Bonae, 

Swear  that  Pat's  language  sprung  from  the  same  dimt 
With  Hannibal,  and  wears  the  Tyrian  tunic 

Of  Dido's  alphabet ;  and  this  is  rational 

Ab  any  other  notion,  and  not  national ;)— ' 

XXIV. 
But  Juan  was  quite  "  a  broth  of  a  boy," 

A  thing  of  impulse,  and  a  child  of  song : 
Now  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy. 

Or  the  eenuUion,  (if  that  phrase  seem  wrong,) 
And  afterwards,  if  he  must  needs  destroy, 

In  such  good  company  as  always  throng 
To  battles,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  pleasure, 
No  less  ddighted  to  employ  his  leisure ; 

XXV. 

But  always  without  malice.    If  he  warr'd 
Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  we  call  *'  the  best 

Intentions,"  which  form  all  mankind's  trun^  cardt 
To  be  produced  when  brought  up  to  the  test. 

The  statesman,  hero,  harlot,  lawyer— ward 
Off  each  attack  when  people  are  in  quest 

Of  their  designs,  by  saying  they  meant  well; 

'Tis  pity  "  that  such  meaning  should  pave  helL"* 

XXVL 
I  almost  lately  have  begun  to  doubt 

Whether  hell's  pavement^f  it  be  topavett^ 
Must  not  have  latterly  been  quite  worn  out, 

Not  by  the  numbers  good  intent  hath  saved. 
But  by  the  mass  who  go  below  without 

Those  ancient  good  intentions,  which  once  shaved 
And  smooth'd  the  brimstone  of  that  street  of  hell 
Which  bears  the  greatest  likeness  to  PaU  MalL 

xxvn 

Juan,  by  some  strange  chance,  which  oft  dlvidat 
Warrior  l^om  warrior  in  their  grim  career. 

Like  chastest  wives  from  constant  husbands' 
Just  at  the  close  of  the  first  bridal  year. 

By  one  of  those  odd  turns  of  fortune's  tides, 
Was  on  a  sudden  rather  puzzled  here, 

When,  after  a  good  deal  of  heavy  firing. 

He  found  himself  alone,  and  friends  retiring. 


ilOff  rOMM. 


XXTHL 
1 4Ba*t  koow  )ww  tfM  thing  ocenR'd-^t  Bdg^t 

Be  ^at  th*  grostor  |Murt  were  kill'd  or  woimded, 
And  that  the  reet  had  faced  onto  the  right 

Aboat;  a  eireamstaace  which  haa  oonfoanded  ' 
Cbeaar  hinuelf,  who,  in  the  rery  eight 

Of  hJa  whole  army,  which  so  mnch  abounded 
In  eonrage,  waa  obliged  to  match  a  shield 
And  rally  back  his  Komans  to  the  Held. 

XXIX. 
J«an»  who  had  no  shield  to  snatch,  and  was 

Ko  Cesar,  but  a  fine  young  lad,  who  fought. 
He  knew  not  why,  arriving  at  this  pass, 

Stopp'd  for  a  minute,  as  perhaps  he  ougnt 
For  a  much  longer  time ;  then,  like  an  ass«- 

(Start  not,  kind  reader ;  sineegreat  Homer  thought 
This  simile  enough  for  Ajax,  Juan 
Perhaps  may  find  it  better  than  a  new  one  :>— 

XXX. 

Then,  like  an  ass,  he  went  upon  his  way. 
And,  what  was  stranger,  ilerer  look'd  behind ; 

But  seeing,  flashing  forward,  like  the  day 
Orer  the  hills,  a  flze  enough  to  blind 

Those  who  dislike  to  look  upon  a  firay. 
He  stumbled  on,  to  try  if  he  could  find 

A  path,  to  add  his  own  slight  arm  and  forces 

To  corps,  the  greater  part  of  which  were  corses. 

XXXI. 

PeroeiTing  then  no  more  the  commandant 
Of  his  own  corps,  nor  eren  the  corps,  which  had 

Quite  disappear'd— the  gods  know  how !  (I  can't 
Account  for  every  thing  which  may  look  bad 

In  history ;  but  we  at  least  may  grant 
It  was  not  marrellous  that  a  mere  lad. 

In  search  of  glory,  should  look  on  before. 

Nor  care  a  pinch  of  snuff  about  his  corps:)— 

xxxn. 

Psfceiring  nor  commander  nor  oommanded, 
And  left  at  large,  Uke  a  young  heir,  to  make 

His  way  to— where  he  knew  not^-single-handed ; 
As  trarellers  follow  over  bog  and  brake. 

An  ''ignis  fittuus,"  or  as  sailors  stranded. 
Unto  the  nearest  hut  themselTCs  betake, 

80  Juan,  following  honor  and  his  nose, 

Bush*d  where  the  thickest  fire  announced  most  foes. 

xxxm. 

He  knew  not  where  he  was,  nor  greatly  cared. 
For  he  was  dixsy,  busy,  and  his  Teins 

Fill*d  as  with  lightning— for  his  spirit  shared 
The  hour,  as  is  the  case  with  lively  brains ; 

And,  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and  heard. 
And  the  loud  cannon  pealed  its  hoarsest  strains, 

He  rush'd,  while  earth  and  air  were  sadly  shaken 

By  thy  humane  discovery,  iHar  Bacon  !* 

XXXIV. 
Andt  as  he  nish'd  along,  it  came  to  pass  he 

Fell  in  with  what  was  late  the  second  column, 
Under  the  orders  of  the  General  Lasey, 

But  now  reduced,  as  Is  a  bulky  volume. 
Into  an  elegant  extract  (much  less  massy) 

Of  heroism,  snd  took  his  place  with  solemn     »V 
Air,  'mid  the  rest,  who  kept  their  valiant  faces, 
And  levell'd  weapons,  still  against  the  gUds. 
M 


XXXT. 

Just  at  tills  o^kIb  up  eaaie  Johnson  too, 
Who  had  ''retreated,"  as  the  phrase  is,  when 

Men  run  away  much  rather  than  go  through 
Destruction's  jaws  into  the  devil's  den ; 

But  Johnson  was  a  clever  follow,  who 
Knew  when  and  how  *'  to  cut  and  come  again,** 

And  never  ran  away,  except  when  running 

Was  nothing  but  a  valorous  kind  of  cunning. 

XXXVL 
And  so,  when  all  Ms  corps  were  dead  or  dyiagt 

Except  Don  Juan— a  mere  novice,  whose 
More  virgin  valor  never  dreamt  of  flying. 

From  ignorance  of  danger,  which  indues 
Its  votaries,  like  innooence  relying  [thews>— 

On  its  ewn  strength,  with  careless  nerves  and 
Johnson  retired  a  little,  just  to  rally 
Those  who  catch  cold  in  "shadows  of  death's  valley.** 

xxxvn. 

And  then,  a  little  shdter'd  tnm  the  shot, 
Which  rain'd  flrom  bastion,  battsory,  parapet, 

Bampart,  wall,  casement,  house— for  there  was  net 
In  this  extensive  city,  sore  beset 

By  Christian  soldiery,  a  single  spot 
Which  did  not  combat  like  the  devil  as  yet. 

He  found  a  number  of  chasseurs,  all  scatter'd 

By  the  resistance  of  the  chase  they  batter'd. 

xxxvra. 

And  these  he  csll'd  on ;  and,  what's  strange,  tiiey 
Unto  his  call,  unlike  *'  the  spirits  ih>m       [came 

The  vasty  deep,"  to  whom  you  may  exclaim, 
Says  Hotspur,  long  ere  they  will  leave  their  home. 

Their  reasons  were  uncertainty,  or  shame 
At  shrinking  from  a  bullet  or  a  bomb, 

And  that  odd  impulse,  which,  in  wars  or  creeds. 

Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads. 


XXXIX. 

By  Jove  \  he  was  a  noble  fellow,  Johnson, 
And  though  his  name  than  Ajax  or  Achilles 

Sounds  leas  harmonious,  underneath  the  sun  so«a 
We  shall  not  see  his  likeness :  he  could  kill  his 

Man  quite  as  quietly  as  blows  the  monsoon 
Her  steady  breath,  (which  some  months  the  same 

Seldom  he  varied  feature,  hue,  or  musde,  [jfiKis;) 

And  could  be  very  busy  without  bustle : 

XL. 

And  therefore,  when  he  ran  away,  he  did  so 
Upon  reflection,  knowing  that  behind 

He  would  find  others  who  would  fain  be  rid  so 
Of  idle  apprehensions,  which,  like  wind, 

I^uble  heroic  stomachs.    Though  their  lids  eo 
Oft  are  soon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind. 

But  when  they  light  upon  immediate  death, 

Betire  a  little,  merely  to  take  breath. 

XU. 

But  Johnson  only  ran  off  to  return 
With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said. 

Unto  that  rather  somewhat  misty  bourn. 
Which  Hamlet  tells  us  is  a  pass  of  dread; 

To  Jack,  howe'er,  this  gave  but  slight  concfm* 
His  soul  (like  galvanism  upon  the  dead) 

Acted  upon  the  living  as  on  wire. 

And  led  them  back  into  the  heaviest  fire. 


xux. 

The  ftnt  tine  thought  quite  terrible 
To  fly  fiom,  ttalgri  all  which  people  ny 

Of  glory,  laid  aU  that  immortal  atiiff 
Which  fillfl  a  legimeAt*  (heeidea  their  pay, 

That  daily  ahiUiag  which  makei  wanion  tovgb)— 
They  found  on  their  return  ^e  lelf-eame  wutoone. 
Which  made  Knae  tMmh,  a&d  etbeit  hmh^MH 
come. 

They  M  at  thick  as  harveite  beneath  hall, 
Orasa  before  ceythes,  or  com  bdow  the  aiditl^y 

FroTing  that  trite  old  truth,  that  Ufe'a  aa  frail 
As  any  other  boon  for  which  men  stickle. 

The  Turkish  batteries  thrash'd  them  Uke  a  flail, 
Or  a  good  boxer,  into  a  sad  ptckle, 

Putting  the  Tcry  bratest,  who  were  knock'd 

trpen  &e  head  before  their  guns  were  cock*d. 

xuv. 

The  Turks,  behind  tha  traTunM  and  flanks 
Of  the  next  bastkm,  flred  away  like  defile. 

And  swept,  as  gales  sweep  foam  away,  ndiole  rtaki : 
Howerer,  HeaYon  kn^ws  how,  the  Fate  who  letels 

Towns,  nations,  worlds,  in  her  levolTing  pranki, 
So  order'd  it,  amid  these  sulphury  rerels. 

That  Johnson,  and  some  fow  who  had  not  scaaper'd, 

fieaoh'd  the  interior  talus  of  the  rampart 

XLV. 
nrtt  one  or  two,  then  Atu,  six,  and  a  deeen, 

Came  mounting  quickly  up,  for  it  was  now 
All  neck  or  nothing,  as,  like  pitch  or  rosin, 

Flame  was  shower'd  forth  above  as  well's  below. 
Bo  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had  chosen,— 

The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  show 
Their  martial  faces  on  the  parapet. 
Or  those  who  thought  it  brave  to  wait  as  yet 

XLVI. 
But  those  who  sealed  found  out  that  their  adrattct 

Was  ftiTOr'd  by  an  accident  or  blunder: 
The  Greek  or  Turkish  Cohom*s  ignorance 

Had  paliaadoed  in  a  way  you'd  wonder 
To  see  in  forts  of  Netherlands  or  France, 

(Though  these  to  our  Gibraltar  must  knock  under,) 
Right  in  the  middle  of  the  parapet 
Just  named,  these  palisades  were  primly  set : 

XLTn. 
80  that  on  dtlMr  side  some  nine  or  ten 

Paces  were  left,  whereon  yon  could  contrive 
To  march )  a  gteat  convenience  to  our  men, 

At  least  to  all  those  who  were  left  aUve, 
Who  thus  eould  form  a  line  and  flght  again : 

And  that  ti^ieh  fcirther  aided  -them  to  strive 
Was,  that  they  could  klek  down  the  palisadee, 
Whioh  scarcely  rose  much  higheir  than  grass  bladet.^ 

XLVin. 
Among  the  first,^I  wifl  not  say  Che  JIM, 

For  such  precedence  upon  such  occasiotti 
WDX  oftentimes  make  deadly  quarrels  burst 

Out  between  friends  aa  well  as  allied  natiofti ; 
The  Briton  must  be  bold  who  really  dunt 

Put  to  such  trial  John  Bull's  partial  patlenee, 
As  say  that  Wellington  at  Waterloo 
Was  beaten^^'-tiiough  the  Prussians  say  M  too  $-^ 
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And^lhai  if  WMkm,  Bulow, 

AndGodkaowswhobeaidaiftt«an''ajid    flfw," 
Had  not  eome  «p  in  tfane  to  east  an  awe 

Iste  the  hearts  of  thoae  wh*  fought  liU  now 
Aa  tigers  oombat  wilb  aa  empty  eraw, 

The  Duke  of  Wellingten  had  eaased  to  show 
His  orders,  also  to  reeeiTe  his  pensions. 
Which  are  the  heavlset  tkai  oar  histaty  mstttlMMk 

L. 
But  net«uhid  'r^*  God  save  l&eking  T  aadUngs 

For  If  ike  don't,  I  doubt  if  mm  wfll  kmger. 
I  thin)c  I  heaf  a  Uttte  bird,  who  sings, 

The  people  by  and  by  wfll  be  the  stronger: 
The  veriest  jade  wOl  irinoe  whose  hameos  wring* 

80  ffltteh  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 
Beyond  the  rules  of  posting,— and  the  mob 
At  last  foU  sick  of  imiuting  Job. 

X.L 
At  first  it  gttmbles,  then  it  swears,  and  tiien 

Idke  David,  flings  smooth  pebbles  'gainst  a  giant 
At  last  it  takes  to  Weapons,  such  as  men      [pliant ; 

Snatch  when  despair  makes  human  hearts  less 
Then  "  comes  the  tug  of  war ;  "--'twill  eome  again, 

I  rather  doubt ;  and  I  would  fain  say,  "  fle  ont," 
If  I  had  not  perceived  that  revolution 
Alone  can  save  the  otelh  from  hell's  pollucioa. 

LH. 
But  to  oofltiaue  >-I  say  not  Die  fltst, 

But  of  the  first,  our  little  friend  Don  Juim 
Walk'd  o'er  the  walls  of  Ismail,  as  if  nursed     fotiB 

Amid  such  scenes— though  this  was  qulto  a  new 
To  him,  and  I  should  hope  to  mat.    The  thirst 

Of  glory,  which  so  pierces  through  and  through  oa«w 
Pervaded  him— although  a  generous  creature, 
Aa  warm  in  heart  aa  fominine  in  feature. 

Lm. 

And  here  he  waa   who,  upon  woman's  breiit 
Even  from  a  child,  felt  like  a  child ;  however 

The  man  in  all  the  rest  might  be  confessed. 
To  him  it  was  Xlysium  to  be  there ; 

And  he  could  even  withstand  that  awkward  tsat 
Which  Rousseau  points  out  to  the  dubious  fhir, 

"  Observe  your  lover  when  he  iMMt  your  snaa ;  '* 

But  Juan  never  left  them  whUe  they'd  chanus, 

LIT. 

Unless  oompdl'd  by  ftito,  or  wave,  or  wind. 
Or  near  relations,  who  are  much  the  same. 

But  htre  he  wae !— where  each  tie  that  can  bind 
Humanity  must  yield  to  steel  and  flame: 

And  het  whose  very  body  was  all  mind,— 
Flung  here  by  fitto  or  circumstance,  v^ch  tane 

The  loltiest,— hurried  by  the  time  and  place,— 

Dash'd  on  like  a  spurr'd  blood-<ham  in  a  race 

Lt. 
80  was  his  blood  stirr'd  while  he  found  resbitiaii^ 

As  ii  the  hunter's  at  the  five-bar  gate. 
Or  double  post  and  rail,  where  the  existence 

Of  Britain's  youth  depends  upon  their  we^hA, 
T^  lightest  being  the  safest:  atadSstSEnce 

He  hated  cruelty,  as  all  men  hato 
Blood,  until  heated— and  even  there  his  own 
At  times  would  curdle  o'er  some  heavy  gMMA. 


JVM^ 
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The  Ommti  hmoy,  mho  iMd  Imm  luad  pemedt 

Seeing  Mttiva  aa  lid  10  opportune 
As  mtt  ieaio  knated  youigilan  eB  eteoMt, 

Who  oaoie  at  if  Jnet  diopp'd  dowa  from  tho  tooon, 
To  Juan,  irho  tvte  neateet  him,  addraaa'd 

■la  tiMhka,  and  hopes  to  take  the  slty  soon, 
Not  rsekoaiiig  him  to  be  a  "haae  BetoniaB/' 
( As  PSalDl  aalla  it,)  hvt  a  youg  Lifoaiaa. 


Jaaa,  to  Tvhem  he  spoke  in  Genaaui  kaew 
As  Biatti  of  German  aa  of  Sanacrit,  and 

In  answer  made  an  inoBastion  to 
The  general  who  held  him  in  command; 

For»  aeeiag  one  with  ribboaa  black  and  bhie, 
State,  medals,  and  a  bloody  sword  in  hand, 

Addreaaing  him  ia  toaea  which  aeem'd  to  thank, 

He  reeogniaed  aa  oAosr  of  taak. 

Short  apeotahea  pats  betweea  two  men  who  speak 
Koocnaaoalangaage;  and  beaides,  ia  tiaie 

Of  war  and  taking  towns,  whea  many  a  crime 
BiBQa  o'er  the  dialogne,  and  many  a  ahriek 

Is  perpetrated  ere  a  word  can  break 
Vfum  Hkt  ear,  and  soonds  of  horror  chime 

In,  like  chateh-bells,  witk  sigh,  howl,  groaa,  yell, 

There  cannot  be  maeh  ooaTsnatioa  there.   Qmyer, 

LIZ. 
And  fherefine  an  we  have  rekted  in 

T«o  lohg  ootavea,  passM  in  a  little  arfaate; 
But  in  the  same  small  mfnate,  every  sfai 

ContriTsd  to  get  itself  comprised  within  it. 
The  very  eaanoa,  deafen'd  by  the  din, 

Grew  dnmb,  for  yon  might  almost  hear  a  Haaet, 
As  sooa  as  thmider,  'nddst  the  general  noiae 
Of  haman  natnva'a  agoniaiag  Toiee ! 

LX. 

The  town  waa  eater'd.    Ohetendtyl— 
«  God  made  tiie  ceaatry,  and  num  made  the  town,'* 

So  Cowpct  aaya— and  I  begin  to  be 
Of  his  opinion,  whea  I  see  cast  dowa 

Rome,  Babyloa,  Tyre,  Carthage,  mnetelh^ 
All  walls  men  kaow,  and  many  aerer  known  *, 

Aftd,  poaderiag  oa  the  preaeat  aad  the  past. 

To  deem  the  woods  shall  be  oar  hoaie  at  laat. 

Of  all  men,  acriag  Sylla  the  maa-shtfer, 
Ifho  paasea  for  ia  lifb  aad  death  most  laeky, 

Of  the  great  names,  which  ia  our  fkoes  stave, 
The  Gensial  Booa,  baokwoodsaiaa  of  Keatacky, 

Was  happiest  among  mortals  any  where ; 
For  kilUag  nothiag  bat  a  bear  or  back,  he 

Ei^oy'd  the  loaely,  vlgoroas,  harmless  days 

Of  his  old  age  in  wilds  of  deepest  maaew 

Grime  came  not  near  him--«he  is  aot  the  efaSd 
Of  solitade;  health  shrank  not  Ikom  him«-fbr 

Her  hcne  ia  ia  the  laxely^trodden  wild. 
Where  if  mea  aeek  her  aot,  aad  death  be  mote 

iTheir  choice  thaa  lifi»,  ibrgire  them,  aa  b^gaOed 
By  habit  to  what  their  own  hearts  sbhof— 

la  cities  caged.    The  preseat  caae  ia  poiat  I 

Ole  is,  that  BeoB  lived  hvatlag  ap  to  Biarty  { 
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Aad  what* a  ttitt  sttaager,  left  bettid  a  amB»^ 
Fte  whkh  m«a  Tsialy  deciawte  the  threog^-^ 

Not  only  frmoaa,  bat  of  that  poetf  fiuae 
Witiioat  which  glory's  bat  a  tsTcni  song*  • 

Simple,  sereae,  the  aatipodes  of  drnme, 
Which  hate  aor  envy  e'er  ooald  tiage  withmoag  { 

Aa  aaHre  hsrmit,  erea  ia  age  the  child 

Of  aatare,  or  theMaa  of  Boaa  ran  wHd. 

UUV. 
'TIS  trae  he  ahtaak  from  maa,  even  of  his  aatioa, 

Whea  th^  baiH  ap  aafto  his  dariiag  trsae,-^ 
He  moTcd  some  haadred  miles  off,  for  a  statioa 

Where  there  were  fewer  honeea  aad  aiore  ease  ■ 
The  laooaTenienoe  of  diilisatioa 

la,  that  yea  aeHher  can  be  ptoaead  nor  plaaaai— 
Bat,  where  he  aiet  the  individnal  maa. 
He  show'd  himaelf  as  kiad  as  mortal  caa 

LXT, 
HewaaaotallaloBe:  aroaad  him  grew 

A  aylvaa  tribe  of  children  of  tiie  ehaee. 
Whose  yoang,  aawakea'd  world  waa  ersr  new 

Nor  sword  aor  sorrow  yet  had  left  a  trace 
On  her  aawrinklad  taiow,  nor  oonld  yon  yUm, 

A  frowB  oa  aatare'a  or  oa  hnmaa  face  ;— 
The  frae-bora  foreat  fimad  aad  kept  tiiem  lhee» 
Aad  frmk  as  is  a  tonent  or  a  ttee. 

LXTI. 
Aad  tail  aad  atroag,  aad  swift  of  Ibot  ware  thsy^ 

Beyond  the  dwarfkng  dty'a  pale  aboitionB, 
Becaaae  their  thoaghta  had  aerer  beea  the  prey 

Of  eare  or  gain:  the  green  wooda  were  their  per 
No  amkingapirita  told  ^em  they  grew  gray;  [ttoaa 

No  fashion  made  them  apea  of  her  dktortions ; 
Simple  they  were,  not  aaTage ;  and  their  riflee 
Thoagh  Tsay  trae,  were  aot  yet  ased  fbr  trfiles. 

LXTH. 
Motioa  waa  ia  their  daya,  rcet  ia  their  ahnabsra, 

And  cheerfhlness  the  handmaid  of  their  toil ; 
Nor  yet  too  many  nor  too  few  their  nambers ; 

Corraptioa  conld  aot  make  their  hearts  her  soQ : 
The  lust  which  stiags,  the  splendor  whidi  eaoan 

With  the  free  ftnreeters  divide  ao  spoil ;       [bns 
Serene,  aot  suUea,  were  the  solitades 
Of  this  anaighing  people  of  the  wooda. 

Lxvm. 

So  maeh  tot  aatnre  >->by  way  of  rariety, 
Now  back  to  thy  great  joys,  dvllisatioa ! 

And  the  sweet  coaseqneace  of  large  sodety,*^ 
War,  pestilence,  the  despofs  dMOlation, 

The  kingly  seoaige,  the  last  of  nq^toriety, 
The  millions  slain  by  aoldiers  for  their  ration. 

The  aoenee  like  Catherine's  boadoir  at  t]ireescot% 

WItii  lamail'a  storm  to  aoAea  it  thaaMvow 

X.ZIZ. 

The  town  waa  enter'd:  flrat  one  oohuaa  made 
Ita  aangoiaaiy  way  good— *thea  aaoiher; 

The  redcfaig  bayoaet  and  tlie  flashiag  blade 
Claah'd  'gainst  the  scimitar,  and  babe  and  molhei 

With  distaat  ahrieks  were  heard  heaTen  to  apbiaii 
Still  doaer  aalphnry  doada  began  to  samtiisr 

The  breatii  of  amm  aad  aiaa,  where,  Ibot  by  foot, 

The  Jdftddia'd  Tarka  their  dtf  sifll  dispate. 


Mi  BTBiOirB 

LXX. 

«Loutoiiaow,  h»  wlio  aftarwudi  beat  biok 
CWith  some  mmistaitoe  from  the  froet  and  snow) 

Napoleon  on  his  boUL  and  bloody  track, 
It  bappen'd  waa  himself  beat  back  jnst  now. 

He  was  a  jolly  fellow,  and  eould  orack 
His  jest  alike  in  face  of  iKend  or  foe,  • 

Though  Ufe,  and  death,  and  victory  were  at  stak^ 

But  here  it  seem'd  his  jokes  had  ceased  to  take : 

LXXI. 
For,  having  thrown  himself  into  a  dHcbi 

FoDow'd  in  haste  by  Tarions  grenadiers, 
Whose  blood  the  paddle  greatly  did  enrich, 

He  elimb'd  to  where  the  parapet  appears ; 
Bat  there  his  project  reaoh*d  its  atjnost  pttch<— 

('Mong  other  deaths  the  Oeneral  Ribaupierre's 
Was  much  regretted)— for  the  Moslem  men 
Threw  them  all  down  into  the  ditch  again : 

Lxxn. 

And,  had  it  not  been  for  some  stray  troops  landing 
They  knew  not  where,— being  carried  by  the  stream 

To  some  spot,  where  they  lost  their  understanding, 
And  wander'd  up  and  down  as  in  a  dream. 

Until  they  reach'd,  as  daybreak  Was  expanding. 
That  which  a  portal  to  their  eyes  did  seem,— 

The  great  and  gay  Koutousow  might  have  lain 

Where  three  parts  of  his  column  yet  remain. 

LXXin. 
And,  serambling  round  the  rampart,  these  same 

After  the  taking  of  the  <*  oavalier,"  [troops, 

Jnst  as  Koutousow's  most  "  forlorn  *'  of  **  hopes 

Took,  like  chameleons,  some  slight  tinge  of  fear, 
Open'd  the  gate  call'd  *<  Ellia"  to  the  groups 

Of  baffled  heroes  who  stood  shyly  near, 
Sliding  knee-deep  in  lately-frosen  mud. 
Now  thaw'd  into  a  marsh  of  human  blood. 

LXXIV. 
The  Kotaks,  or  if  so  you  please,  Cossacks— 

(I  don't  much  pique  myself  upon  orthography, 
80  that  I  do  not  grossly  err  in  facts. 

Statistics,  tactics,  politics,  and  geography)— 
Having  been  used  to  serve  on  horses'  backs. 

And  no  great  dilettanti  in  topography 
Of  fortresses,  but  fighting  where  it  pleases 
Their  ehiefs  to  order,— were  all  cut  to  pieces. 

LXXV. 

Their  colnma,  though  the  Turkish  batteries  thunder'd 
Upon  them,  ne'ertheless  had  reached  the  rampart. 

And  naturally  thought  they  could  have  plunder'd 
The  city,  without  being  further  hamper'd; 

But,  as  it  happens  to  brave  men,  they  blunder'd— 
The  Turks  at  first  pretended  to  have  scamper'd, 

Only  to  draw  them  'twist  two  bastion  comers, 

From  whence  they  sallied  on  those  Chiistian  scorn- 

CTS. 

LXXTI. 
Then  being  taken  by  the  taU— a  taking 

Fatal  to  bishops  as  to  soldiers    these 
Cossacks  were  all  out  oiF  as  day  was  breaking* 

And  found  their  lives  were  let  at  a  short  lease 
But  perish'd  without  shivering  or  shaking, 

Leaving  as  ladders  their  heap'd  eareasaes, 
Cer  which  Lieutenant-Colonel  Yesouskoi 
Jf  aieh'd  with  the  brave  battalioa  of  Polimikl>- 


LXXTn. 
This  valfaftt  nan  MU'd  aU  tito  Tnin  he  Mal» 

But  could  not  eat  them,  being  in  his  inat 
Slain  by  some  MuaBulmaas,  who  would  not  yet, 

WHhovt  resistaBoe*  see  their  eity  bun. 
The  walls  were  won,  but  'twas  an  even  bet 

Whioh  of  the  annies  would  have  cause  t»  hunbb; 
'Twas  blow  for  blow»  disputing  ineh  by  inch* 
For  one  wonld  not  reireat,  nor  t'otfewr  fliiieb. 

LXXTin. 
Another  eoluam  also  swfisr'd  mnoh  b 

And  here  we  may  remark  with  the  h]8toeiaa» 
Tou  should  but  give  few  cartridges  to  such 

Troops  as  are  meant  to  maroh  with  greatest  gloiy ' 
When  matters  must  be  earned  by  the  tomeh 

Of  the  bright  bayonet,  and  they  all  shonldhnnyen, 
They  sometimes,  with  a  hankering  for  ^-^irtyn^. 
Keep  merely  fixing  at  a  foolish  distanoe. 


LXXIX. 
A  junetkm  of  the  Oeneral  M eknop's  mm 

(Without  the  General,  who  had  fallen 
Before,  being  badly  seconded  just  then) 

Was  made  at  length,  with  those  who 
The  death-disgorging  rampart  once  again  ; 

And,  though  the  Turks'  resistance  was 
They  took  the  bastion,  whioh  the  Seraskier 
Defended  at  a  prioe  extremtiy  dear. 


[climb 
■  to 


LXXX. 

Juan  and  Johnson,  and  some  vokuilesn. 
Among  the  finemost,  offinr'd  him  good 

A  word  which  littie  suits  with  Soraskiers, 
Or  at  least  suited  not  this  valiant  Tartar*^— 

He  died,  deserving  well  his  country's  teais* 
A  savage  sort  of  militaxy  martyr. 

An  English  naval  oifioer,  who  wish'd 

To  make  him  prisoner*  was  also  dish'd. 

LXXXI. 
For  all  the  answer  to  his  proposition 

Was  from  a  pistol>shot  that  laid  him  dead ; 
On  which  the  rest,  without  more  intermissioBt 

Began  to  lay  about  with  steal  and  lead,— 
The  pious  metals  most  in  requisition 

On  such  occasions:  not  a  single  head 
Was  sparedf^tiiree  thousand  Moslems  perisVd  hm% 
And  sixteen  bayonets  pierced  the  Secsskier. 

LXXXIL 
The  city's  taken— only  part  by  part— 

And  death  is  drunk  with  gore:  there's  not  a  strsel 
Where  fights  not  to  the  last  some  desperate  heart 

For  those  for  whom  it  soon  shall  cease  to  beat 
Here  War  forgot  his  own  destructive  ait 

In  more  destroying  nature ;  and  the  heat 
Of  carnage,  like  the  Kile's  sun-sodden  slimc^ 
Bngender'd  monstrous  shapes  of  every  crime. 

Lxxxm. 

A  Russian  officer,  in  martial  tread 

Over  a  heap  of  bodies,  felt  his  heel 
Seised  fkst,  as  if  'twere  by  the  seQ»ent's  head, 

Whose  fangs  Sve  taught  her  human  seed  to  frsL 
In  vain  he  kiek'd,  and  swore,  and  writhed,  and  bisi, 

And  howl'd  for  help  as  wolves  do  for  a  1 
The  teetii  still  kept  their  gratifpng  hold, 
As  do  tiM  subtle  snakes  described  of  oU. 


M«iTuar« 


Lxxxnr. 

1 4pta«  Midni,  wko  had  fth  tibe  ibot 
Of  a  fM  o'v  him,  match'd  at  U,  aad  bit 

The  Toj  tMidoii  ivhkh  to  moat  aa«t»— 
(That  whibh  soma  aaeie&t  Mvaa  or  m«»d«m  wit 

Named  after  thee,  Achilles)  a&d  qolte  through 't 
He  made  the  teeth  meet,  nor  rellnquiah'd  it 

BTen  wUh  hto  lUb-for  (hat  thej  lie)  'tto  eaid 

To  the  life  ]«g  atm  dvng  the  Btrer'd  head. 

LXXXT. 
Howerer  tiila  may  be,  Hia  pretty  aore 

The  Bvaalaii  oAeer  for  life  waa  lamed, 
For  the  Turk'a  teeth  ataek  filter  than  a  skewer. 

And  left  him  *mld  the  inralid  aad  maim'd : 
The  legvnentel  iwgeon  coold  not  enre 

Hto  patient,  and  perhaps  was  to  be  blamed 
More  than  the  head  of  the  inTetsrate  Ibe, 
Which  waa  ent  oS,  and  searoe  even  then  let  go. 

LXXXVL 
But  then  the  Ibefa  a  iket— aad  'tit  the  part 

Of  a  trae  poet  to  escape  from  fiction 
Whene'er  he  can ;  fior  there  is  little  art 

In  leaving  Terse  move  free  from  the  festiietion 
Of  trath  than  proee,  unless  to  suit  the  mart 

For  what  is  sometimes  call'd  poetic  dietien, 
And  that  ovtrageons  appetite  for  lies 
Which  Satan  anglcB  with  for  souls,  like  iiee.   ' 

LXXXVII. 
The  city's  taken,  bnt  not  render'd !— No 

There's  not  a  Moslem  that  hath  yielded  sword : 
The  blood  may  gnsh  ont  as  the  Danube's  flow 

RoUs  by  the  city  wall;  nor  deed  nor  word 
Acknowledge  anght  of  dread  or  death  of  foe ; 

In  Tain  the  yell  of  victory  to  roar'd 
By  the  advancing  Miisoovite--4he  groan 
Of  the  last  foe  to  echoed  by  hto  own. 

LXXXVin. 

The  bayonet  pierces  and  the  sabre  cleaves. 
And  human  lives  are  tovtoh'd  every  where, 

As  the  year  dosing  whirto  the  scarlet  leaves. 
When  the  sttfpp*d  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air. 

And  groans;  and  thus  the  peopled  city  grieves, 
Shorn  of  its  best  aad  loveliest,  and  left  bare ; 

But  still  it  folto  with  vast  and  avrfol  splinters, 

As  oaks  blown  down  with  all  their  thousand  wlnleis. 

LXIX. 

It  is  an  awfol  topic— but  'tis  not 

My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  tcrriiBc : 
For  checker'd  as  it  seems  our  human  lot 

With  good,  and  bad,  and  worse,  alike  prolific 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  to  quote 

Too  much  of  one  sort  would  be  soporifio ; 
Without,  or  with,  oiTence  to  friends  or  foes, 
I  sketch  your  world  exactly  as  it  goes. 

XC. 

And  one  good  action  in  the  midst  of  erfmes 
Is  **  quite  refreshing  **— in  the  afifected  phrase 

Of  these  ambrosial,  Pharisaic  times. 
With  all  their  pretty  milk-and-water  waya,— 

And  may  serve  therefore  to  bedew  these  rhymes, 
A  little  scorchM  at  present  with  the  blase 

Of  conquest  and  its  consequences,  which 

Make  epic  poety  so  nure  and  rich. 


xm. 

upon  a  takes  bMtlon,  whet*  them  lay 
Thoaaaadsof  alanghtsr'd  man,  a  yet  warm  groir 

Of  mmrder'd  women,  who  had  found  their  way 
To  thto  vain  refrige,  made  the  good  heart  droop 

And  shudder  ;«-^hito,  as  beautiftil  as  May, 
A  female  ohild  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop 

And  hide  hsr  littie  palpitating  breast 

Amid  tha  bodtoa  hUl'd  in  bloody  reat. 

xcn. 

Two  vIllaiHma  Coasaeks  parsned  the  ehUd     [thsMt 
With  fiaahing  eyes  and  weapons:  matoh'd  with 

The  rudest  bnite  that  roams  Siberto's  wild 
Has  feelings  pure  and  poUsh'd  as  a  gem,<~ 

The  bear  to  eiviliied,  the  wolf  to  mild : 
And  whom  for  thto  at  last  must  we  oondemn.) 

Their  natures  ?  or  their  sovereigns,  who  employ 

All  arta  to  teaeh  tiMir  s«l);|eet8  to  destroy  ? 

xcm. 

Their  sabres  glitter*d  o'er  her  little  head, 
Whence  her  fair  hair  roee  twining  with  aftiglil» 

Her  hidden  fiice  was  plunged  amid  the  dead : 
When  Juan  caught  a  glimpse  of  thto  sad  sii^t. 

I  shall  not  say  exactly  what  he  aoid, 
Because  it  might  not  solace  <*  ears  polite ;  " 

But  what  he  tUd^  was  to  lay  on  their  backs^— 

The  readieet  way  of  reasoning  with  Cossacks. 

XCIV. 
One's  hip  he  slash'd,  and  split  the  other's  shoulder 

And  drove  them  with  their  brutal  yells  to  seek 
If  there  might  be  chirurgeons  who  could  solder 

The  wounds  they  richly  merited,  and  shriek 
Their  baffled  rage  and  pain ;  while  waxing  colder, 

As  he  tum'd  o'er  each  pale  and  gory  cheek, 
Don  Juan  raised  his  little  captive  from 
The  heap  a  moment  more  had  made  her  tomb. 

XCV. 
And  she  was  chiU  as  they,  and  on  her  face 

A  ilender  streak  of  blood  announced  how  near 
Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  race ; 

For  the  same  blow  Trhich  laid  her  mother  here 
Had  scarr'd  her  brow,  and  left  its  crimson  trace 

As  the  last  link  with  all  she  had  held  dear ; 
But  else  unhurt,  she  open'd  her  large  eyes. 
And  gaxed  on  Juan  with  a  wild  surprise. 

XCVI. 
Juat  at  thto  instant,  while  their  eyes  were  fizM 

Upon  each  other,  with  dilated  glance. 
In  Juan's  look,  pain,  pleasure,  hope,  fear,  mlx'd 

With  joy  to  save,  and  dread  of  some  mtoohaitsi 
Upon  hto  proteg6 ;  while  hers,  transfix'd 

With  infant  terrors,  glared  as  from  a  trance, 
A  pure,  transparent,  pale,  yet  radiant  face, 
like  to  a  lighted  alabaster  vase  :— 

xcvn. 

Up  came  John  Johnaon— (I  will  not  iay  '•Jmek,'* 
For  that  were  vulgar,  cold,  aad  oonanon-plaeo 

On  great  oeeasions,  such  as  an  attack 
On  cities,  as  hath  been  the  present  case)— 

Up  Johnaon  came,  with  hundreds  at  hto  baek, 
Exclaiming,— '*  Juan !  Juan!  On  boy!  faraoo 

Tour  arm,  and  I'll  bet  Mosoow  to  a  dollar. 

That  yon  aad  I  will  win  St.  Geoiga'a  goUar.* 


iSff% 


BYBQUrft  IIOltKS. 


XOfllL 
*<  The  Serttklw  It  knoek'd  upon  tke  ketd, 

But  the  ttone  hafltlon  itfll  nawfais,  whente 
The  old  paeha  sits  among  some  hundreds  dead, 

Smokhig  his  pipe  quite  oalmly,  'mid  the  din 
Of  our  artilleiy  and  his  own ;  'tis  said 

Our  Ull'd,  already  piled  up  to  the  cUa, 
Lie  round  the  battery ;  but  still  it  batters, 
And  grape  in  ToUejs,  like  a  Tinejaid,  seattM*. 

XCIX. 

**  Then  up  trftii  me  I  "—But  Juan  aaswei^d,  **  Look 
Upon  this  child— I  sav'd  hei^-must  not  leaye 

Her  life  to  chance ;  hut  point  me  out  some  nook 
Of  safety,  where  she  less  may  shriek  and  griew, 

And  I  am  with  you."— Whereon  Johnson  took 
A  glance  around— and  shrugg'd— and  twitch'dhis 
sleeve  [right ; 

And  black  s&k  neekdoth^-iaid  replied,  <*  You're 

Poor  thing !  what's  to  be  done  ?  I'm  pushed  quite.^ 


Said  Juan,— ^  WhatMorer  is  to  be 

Done,  I'll  not  quit  her  till  she 
Of  present  lils  a  good  deal  more  than  we."— 

Quoth  Johnson,—"  Nmth&r  will  I  quite  isfurt ; 
But  at  the  least  you  may  die  gloriously." 

Juan  replied,— «  At  least  I  will  endure 
TVliate'er  is  to  be  home— but  not  resign 
This  child,  who's  parentless,  and  therefore  mine." 

CL 
Johnson  said,— «  Juan,  we've  no  time  to  lose ; 

The  child's  a  pretty  child— a  very  pretty^- 
I  nerer  saw  such  eyes-4»ttt  hark  I  now  choose 

Between  your  fsme  and  feelings,  pride  and  pity: 
Hark!  how  the  roar  increases !— -no  excuse 

Will  serre  when  there  is  plunder  in  k  city  ;— 
I  should  be  loth  to  march  without  you,  but. 
By  God  1  we'll  be  too  late  for  the  first  out" 

C?II. 
But  Juaa  was  immovable ;  until 

Johnson,  who  really  loved  him  in  his  way, 
Pick'd  out  among  his  followers  with  ^ome  skill 

Such  as  he  thought  the  least  given  up  to  prey : 
And  swearing  if  the  infant  came  to  Ql 

That  they  should  all  be  shot  on  the  next  day, 
But  if  she  were  delivered  safe  and  sound, 
They  should  at  least  have  fifty  roubles  round, 

CIII. 
And  all  allowances  besides  of  plunder 

In  fi^r  proportion  with  their  comrades ;— then 
Juaa  consented  to  march  on  through  thunder. 

Which  thinn'd,  at  every  step,  their  ranks  of  men : 
And  yet  the  rest  rush'd  eagerly— no  wonder. 

For  they  were  heated  by  the  hope  of  gain, 
A  thing  which  happens  every  where  each  day^* 
No  hero  tiusteth  wholly  to  haI^pay. 

CIV. 
And  fueh  is  violety !  and  such  Is  mm  I 

At  least  nine-tenths  of  what  we  oall  so ;— God 
Kay  have  another  name  fbr  half  we  scan 

As  human  beings,  or  his  ways  axe  odd. 
But  to  our  subject:  a  brave  Tartar  Khan,— 

Or  '  ^tttftoA,"  as  th«  author  (to  whose  nod 
In  prcse  I  bend  my  humble  rerse)  doth  call 
Thiaehisftatn    isaehow  waokL  not  ykid  rt  «a ; 


€W. 


But  flaak'd  by  Jtve  braTe  sons  (sudi  fs  pcAjfauy, 
That  she  spaims  warriors  by  the  score,  wImk  none 

Are  prosecuted  for  that  Ihlse  crime  Mgamy) 
He  never  vrould  believe  the  city  iron, 

While  courage  clung  but  to  a  ringle  twig.— Ass  I 
Describing  Priam's,  Peleus*,  or  Jove's  son  ? 

Neither,— but  a  good,  plain,  old,  temperate  mtau 

Who  fought  with  his  fNe  eUMfeen  in  Hie  Tan. 

CVt. 
To  tak$  him  was  the  point.    The  truly  btuve, 

When  they  behold  the  brave  oppress'd  vrlth  odds, 
Are  tench'd  with  a  desire  to  shield  or  save  ;— 

A  mixture  of  wild  beasts  and  demigods 
Are  they^— new  ftirious  as  the  sweeping  wave. 

Now  moved  with  pity :  even  as  sometimes  nodi 
The  rugged  tree  unto  the  summer  wind, 
Compassion  breatiMS  along  the  savage  mind 

cvn. 

But  he  woidd  not  be  taken,  and  replied 

To  all  the  propositions  of  survendsr 
By  mowing  Christians  dovm  on  every  side. 

As  obstinate  as  Swedish  Charles  at  Bender. 
His  Ave  brave  boys  no  less  the  foe  defied : 

Whereon  the  Russian  pathos  grew  less  tendv. 
As  heing  a  virtue,  like  terrestrial  patience. 
Apt  to  wear  out  on  trifling  provoeationa* 

OVilL 
And  spite  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 

Bxpended  all  their  Bastem  phraseology 
In  begging  him,  for  God's  sake,  just  to  show 

So  mueh  less  fight  as  might  form  an  apology 
For  them  in  saving  such  a  desperate  foe 

He  hew'd  away,  like  doctors  of  theology 
When  they  dispute  with  skeptics ;  and  with  enrsss 
Struck  at  his  friends,  as  babies  beat  their  auMS. 

Nay,  he  had  wounded,  though  but  aUghdy,  both 
Juan  and  Johnson,  whereupon  they  folt— 

The  first  with  sighs,  tiie  second  with  sa  oatik— 
Upon  his  angry  snltanship,  pell-mell. 

And  all  around  were  grown  exceediag  vnolii 
At  such  a  pertinacious  infidel. 

And  poor'd  upon  him  and  his  sons  like  rain. 

Whiah  they  rssisted  Hke  a  sandy  plain, 

ex. 

That  drinks  and  stfll  is  dry.   At  last  they  psrish'd 
His  second  son  was  leveU'd  by  a  shot ; 

His  third  was  ssbred ;  and  the  fourth,  moot  cherish*! 
Of  all  the  five,  on  bayonets  met  his  lot  $ 

The  fifth,  who,  by  a  Christian  mother  noarish'd. 
Had  been  neglected,  Ul-used,  and  what  not, 

Beeause  defbrm'd,  yet  died  all  game  and  bottnani 

To  save  a  sire  niio  blush'd  that  he  begot  Um. 

CXI. 
The  eldest  was  a  true  and  tameless  Taitsti 

As  great  a  seomer  of  the  Nasarene 
As  ever  Mahomet  |dck'd  out  for  a  martyr. 

Who  only  saw  the  blaek-eyed  girls  in  green, 
Who  make  the  beds  of  those  who  won't  take  qusrt« 

On  earth,  in  Paradise ;  and,  when  once  seen, 
Those  houris,  like  all  other  pretty  ereatorea, 
Do  Just  whats'er  they  please,  by  dint  of  foatvisi. 
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hnd  what  %ku/f  platsed  to  do  with  the  jwmg  KkUL 
Ib  heaveA,  I  know  not,  nor  pretend  to  gneas ; 

But  donbtieM  they  prefer  a  fine  yonng  man 
To  tongh  old  heroes,  and  eaa  do  no  lest ; 

And  that's  the  cause,  no  doubt,  why,  if  we  soan 
A  field  of  batde's  ghastly  wilderness. 

For  one  rough,  weather-beaten,  reteran  body, 

Toull  find  ten  thousand  handsone  eoseonbs  bloody. 

oxm. 

ToHr  houk  also  have  a  natural  pleasure 
In  lopi^ng  off  your  lately  married  men 

Before  the  bridal  hours  haTo  danoed  their  messiBe, 
And  iSbe  sad  seeond  moon  grows  dim  again, 

Or  dnU  Bepentance  hath  had  dreary  leisure 
To  wish  him  back  a  baehelor  now  and  then. 

And  thus  your  houri  (it  may  be)  disputes 

or  these  briof  blossoms  the  isunediate  fruits. 

OXIV, 

I  hus  the  yo«Dg  &hsn,  with  homls  in  Us  si^t, 
Thoughtnet  upon  the  ohaims  of  four  young  Mdes, 

But  bravely  rush'd  on  ids  ilrst  heavenly  night 
In  short,  howe'er  ottr  better  faith  derides, 

These  blaek*«yed  virgins  make  the  Moslems  fight. 
As  though  thsse  were  one  hearen  and  none  be- 

'Whereas,  if  all  be  true  we  hear  of  heaven   f"!^:— 

And  heU,  these  must  at  least  be  «ix  or  seven. 

OXV. 
80  MOj  flaakM  the  phantom  on  Jiis  eyes. 

That  v^en  the  Tory  lanoe  vras  in  his  heart. 
He  shouted  "Allah!"  and  saw  Paradise 

^th  aU  its  veil  of  mystery  drawn  apart. 
And  bright  eternity  without  disguise 

On  his  soul,  like  a  ceaseless  sunrise,  dart,— 
With  prophets,  houiis,  angels,  saints,  descried 
In  one  voluptuous  b]aae,-<«nd  tiisn  he  died: 

CIVL 
But,  with  a  heavenly  rapture  on  Us  fiwe. 

The  good  old  Khan^-who  long  had  oeased  to  see 
Houris,  or  anght  except  his  florid  race. 

Who  grew  Hke  cedars  round  him  gloriously— 
When  he  beheld  his  latest  hero  grace 

The  earth,  which  he  became  like  a  fsll'd  tree. 
Paused  for  a  moment  horn,  the  il^t,  and  oast 
A  glance  on  that  slain  son,  his  first  and  Isst. 

cxvn. 

The  acddlne,  who  behehl  him  drop  his  point. 
Stopped  as  if  once  more  wiUing  to  conoede 

Qnartss,  in  case  he  bade  them  not  "  aroynt  i  '* 
As  he  before  had  done.    He  did  not  heed 

Their  pause  nor  signs :  his  heart  was  out  of  joint. 
And  shook  (till  now  unshaken)  like  a  reed. 

As  he  look'd  down  upon  his  children  gone, 

And  felti-Hhou^  done  with  lifi»— he  was  alonou 

ozTm. 

BnttunaatBWsiflattmMr.    with  a  spring 
Upon  die  Russian  stsel  his  brsset  he  flung, 

As  carelessly  as  hurls  the  moth  her  wing 
Against  the  light  vrheiein  she  dies:  he  dung 

Cloeor,  that  all  the  deadlier  they  might  wring. 
Unto  the  bayoneta  whidi  had  pisvoed  his  young ; 

And,  throiring  back  a  dim  look  on  his  sons, 

In  one  vride  wound  pour'd  forth  his  s6ul  at  UBOU. 


cm. 

'TIS  strange  enough— the  rough,  tough  soldiers,  who 
Speared  neither  sex  nor  age  in  their  career 

Of  carnage,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced  through. 
And  lay  before  them  with  his  children  near,        • 

Touch'd  by  the  heroism  of  him  they  slew. 
Were  melted  for  a  moment ;  though  no  tear 

Flow'd  from  their  bloodshot  eyes,  all  red  with  strife 

They  honor'd  such  detennined  scorn  of  life. 

oxx. 

But  the  stone  bastiott  still  kept  up  its  fire, 
Where  the  chief  Pacha  calmly  held  his  post : 

Some  twenty  times  he  made  the  Buss  retire. 
And  baflled  the  assaults  of  all  their  host ; 

At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire 
If  yet  the  city's  rest  were  won  or  lost. 

And,  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a  Bey 

To  answer  Bibos'  summons  to  give  way. 

CXXI. 

In  the  mean  time,  cross-legg*d,  with  great  sang-froid| 
Among  the  aoorohing  ruins  he  sat  smoking 

Tobacco  on  a  little  carpet  ;'-*-Troy 
Saw  nothing  like  the  scene  around ;— yet,  looking 

With  martial  stoicism,  nought  seem*d  to  annoy 
His  stem  philosophy :  but  gently  stroking 

His  beard,  he  pufTd  his  pipe's  ambrosial  gales. 

As  if  he  had  three  Uvea,  as  wall  as  tails. 

cxxn. 

The  town  vras  takefr«Hnrhether  he  might  yield 
B^Unself  or  bastion,  little  matter'd  now ; 

His  stubborn  valor  was  no  future  shield. 
Ismail's  no  more  I  The  crescent's  silver  bow 

Sunk,  and  the  crimson  cross  glared  o'er  the  field. 
But  red  with  no  redssmiiy  gore ;  the  glow 

Of  burning  streets,  like  moonlight  on  tho  water. 

Was  imaged  back  in  blood,  the  sea  of  slaughtec 

CXXIU. 
AH  that  the  mind  would  shrink  tnm  of  eseesses ; 

All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad ; 
All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man's  distresses ; 

AU  that  the  devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad ; 
All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses ; 

All  by  which  hell  is  peopled,  or  as  sad 
As  hell--mere  mortals  who  their  power  abuse,^— 
Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose. 

CXXIV. 

If  here  and  there  some  transient  trait  of  pity. 
Was  shown,  and  some  more  noble  heart  brost 
through 

Its  bloody  bond,  and  aaved  perhaps  some  pretty 
Child,  or  an  aged,  helpless  man  or  two — 

What's  this  in  one  annihilated  city, 
Where  thousand  loves,  and  ties,  and  duties  grew  1 

Cockneys  of  London  I  Muscadine  of  Paris ! 

Just  ponder  what  a  pious  pastime  war  is. 

CXXT. 

Think  how  tiia  joys  of  reading  a  gaaelte 
Are  purchased  by  all  agonies  and  crimss : 

Or,  if  these  do  not  move  you,  don't  forget 
Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after  times. 

Meantime  the  taxes,  Castlereagh,  and  debt. 
Are  hints  as  good  as  sennons,  or  as  rhymes. 

Bead  your  own  hearts  and  Ireluid's  present  story 

Then  foed  her  funine  hX  with  WeUesley'e  gkry 
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Bat  still  there  is  nnto  a  patriot  nation, 
Which  loves  so  well  its  country  and  its  king, 

A  subject  of  sublimest  exultation — 
Bear  it,  ye  Muses,  on  your  brightest  wing ! 

Howe*er  the  mighty  locust,  Desolation, 
Strip  your  green  fields,  and  to  your  hanrestt  eUng, 

Gaunt  Famine  never  shall  approach  the  throne 

Though  Ireland  starre,  great  G^ige  weighs  twenty 
stone. 

CXXVII. 

But  let  me  put  an  end  unto  my  theme : 
There  was  an  end  of  Ismail— hapless  town  i 

Far  flashed  her  burning  towers  o'er  Danube's  stream, 
And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 

The  horrid  war-whoop  and  the  shxiUer  scream 
Rose  still;  but  fainter  were  the  thunders  grown : 

Of  forty  thousand  who  had  mann'd  the  wall, 

Some  hundreds  breathed— the  rest  were  silent  all ! 

cxxvm. 

In  one  thing,  ne'ertheless,  'tis  fit  to  praise 
The  Russian  army  npon  this  occasion, 

A  virtue  much  ii^  fashion  now-a-days, 
And  therefore  worthy  of  commemoration : 

The  topic's  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase- 
Perhaps  the  season's  chill,  and  their  long  station 

In  winter's  depth,  or  want  of  rest  and  victual, 

Had  made  them  chaste  ;-^they  ravish'd  very  little. 

CXXIX. 
Much  did  they  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no  less 

Might  here  and  there  occur  some  violation 
In  the  other  line :— but  not  to  such  excess 

As  when  the  French,  that  dissipated  nation, 
Take  towns  by  storm :  no  causes  can  I  guess, 

Except  cold  weather  and  commiseration ; 
But  all  the  ladles,  save  some  twenty  score. 
Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  before. 

cxxx. 

Some  odd  mistakes,  too,  happen'd  in  the  dark, 

Which  show'd  a  want  of  lanterns,  or  of  taste- 
Indeed  the  smoke  was  such  they  scarce  could  mark 
Their  friends  iVom  foes,— besides,  such  things  from 
Occur,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a  spark    [haste 

Of  light  to  save  the  venerably  chaste  :— 
But  six  old  damsels,  each  of  seventy  years. 
Were  all  deflower'd  by  different  grenadiers. 

CXXXI. 

Bat  on  the  whole  their  continence  was  great. 
So  that  some  disappointment  there  ensued 

To  those  who  had  felt  the  inconvenient  state 
Of  "  single  blessedness,"  and  thought  it  good 

(Since  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate. 
To  bear  these  crosses)  for  each  waning  prude 

To  make  a  Roman  sort  of  Sabine  wedding, 

Without  the  expense  and  the  suspense  of  bedding. 

CXXXII. 
Some  voices  of  the  buxom  middle-aged 

Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din, 
(Widows  of  forty  were  these  birds  long  caged,) 

•*  Wherefore  the  ravishing  did  not  begin ! " 
But,  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder  raged. 

There  was  small  leisure  for  soporflaous  sin ; 
But  whether  they  escaped  or  no,  lies  hid 
In  darkness— I  can  only  hope  they  did. 


OEXXSLL 


For  Timoor  or  for  Zinghis  in  his  trade,     [thitsk 
While  mosqoee  and  streets,  beneath  his  eyes,  lib 

Blazed,  and  the  cannon's  roar  was  soaroe  sllay'd, 
With  bloody  hands  he  wrote  his  first  despatdh. 

And  here  exactly  follows  what  he  said  :— 
"Oloryto  Ofofl^andtotheEmpreesI"    (Powtn 
BUmall  meh  namM  mingUdl)  **  Ismail's  ours!  *• 

cxxxnr. 

Methinks  these  sara  the  most  tremendous  woids. 
Since  **  Men^,  Men«,  Tekel,"  and  «  Uphsrsin,'* 

Which  hands  or  pens  have  ever  traoed  of  swords. 
Heaven  help  me !  I'm  but  little  of  a  person : 

What  Daniel  read  was  short-hand  of  the  Lord's, 
Severe,  sublime ;  the  prophets  wrote  no  fiurce  on 

The  fate  of  nations ;— hut  this  Ross,  so  witty, 

Could  rhyme,  like  Nero,  o'er  a  boning  cilgr 

cxxxv. 

He  wrote  tUs  Polar  melody,  and  tetit. 
Duly  aeoompanled  by  shrieks  and  groans. 

Which  few  will  sing,  I  trust,  but  none  foiget  it— 
For  I  will  teach,  if  possible,  the  stones 

To  rise  against  earth's  tyrants.    Never  let  it 
Be  said,  that  we  still  truckle  onto  thrones;— 

But  ye— our  children's  children  I  think  how  we 

Show'd  what  thingB  tssrs  before  the  world  was  fires 

CXXXTI. 
That  hoar  is  not  for  as,  but  'tis  for  yon ; 

And  as,  in  the  great  joy  of  your  miUennhmi, 
You  hardly  will  believe  such  thiiigs  were  tnie 

As  now  occur,  I  thought  that  I  would  pen  you  'em 
But  may  their  very  memory  perish  too  !— 

Yet,  if  perchance  remember'd,  still  disdsinyoe  'em 
More  than  you  scorn  the  savagee  of  yore, 
Who/NWi^ed  their  hart  limbs,  bat  fio<  with  goK. 

CXXXVII. 
And  when  yoa  hear  historians  talk  of  thrones. 

And  those  that  sate  upon  them,  let  it  be 
As  we  now  gase  upon  the  mammoth's  bones. 

And  wonder  what  old  world  such  things  could  see 
Or  hieroglyphics  on  Egyptian  stones. 

The  pleasant  riddles  of  Axtority^ 
Guessing  at  what  shall  happily  be  hid. 
As  the  real  purpose  of  a  pyramid. 

cxxxvm. 

Reader!  I  have  kept  my  word,— «t  leaekso  te 
As  the  first  canto  promised.    Yon  have  now 

Had  sketohee  of  love,  tempest,  travel,  war— 
All  very  accurate,  you  must  allow. 

And  ^pic,  if  plain  truth  should  prove  no  bsr ; 
For  I  have  drawn  much  less  with  a  long  bow 

Than  my  fbterunners.    Careleesly  I  sing, 

But  Phcsbns  lends  me  now  and  tben  a  stiing, 

OXXXIX. 
With  which  I  stltt  ean  harp,  and  oazp,  and  fiddle. 

What  farther  hath  beiUlen  or  may  befiO 
The  hero  of  this  grand  poetie  riddle, 

I  by  and  by  may  tell  yon.  if  at  all: 
But  now  I  oboose  to  break  off  in  the  middle. 

Worn  out  with  battering  Ismail's  stnbboni  wall, 
While  Juan  is  sent  off  with  the  despateh. 
For  which  aU  Petersborgk  is  on  the  watefc 
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exL. 

m»«pMial  knar  wm  aonlkr'd,  beeniM 
H«  had  b«h*Ttd  with  eoung*  and  hmMslty  ;^ 

Whkh  ia§t  mm  like,  when  thajhave  tuae  to  paaaa 
FroBi  thab  teoflidea  produaed  by  Tanitf . 

Hit  Uttla  aaptWe  gain'd  him  aome  i^anaa, 
For  aaving  h«r  aaoid  tha  wild  iaaanity 

Of  eanage,  and  I  think  ho  waa  mora  glad  in  h«r 

Bafiity,  than  hia  naw  oidar  of  St.  Vladtmlr. 

CXU. 
The  Moalam  atplMOi  went  with  h«r  ]»elaetan 

For  8^  waa  hooMlaaa,  howialaaa»  ha^laaa :  aft 
Her  Manda,  like  the  aad  family  of  Haoter, 

Had  paiiah'd  in  tiia  ield  or  bj  the  waU: 
Her  Teixplaoa  of  birth  waa  bat  a  apaotre 

Of  what  it  had  bean;  there  tha  Mneaain'a  oall 
To  prayer  wai  heard  no  more ! — and  Jnaa  wept. 
And  mad*  a  tow  ta  ahiald  h«r,  whioh  he  kept. 


CANTO  IX. 


Ob,  Wellington  1  (or  *<  Yillainton  "-^br  fkme 
Sovnda  the  heroie  syllables  both  ways ; 

Franoa  oovld  not  eren  conquer  your  great  name, 
Bat  pnnn'd  it  down  to  this  facetious  phrase — 

Beating  or  beaten  she  will  laugh  the  same)— 
Ton  hate  obtained  great  pensions  and  much  praiae ; 

Olory  like  yours  should  any  dare  gainsay, 

Humanity  would  rise,  and  thunder,  *'  Nay !  "i 

n. 

I  don't  think  that  yon  naed  Kinnaird  quite  well 
In  Haria^'s  affair— Jn  fact  'twsa  shabby, 

And,  Uke  some  other  things,  won't  do  to  toll 
Upon  your  tomb  in  Westminster's  old  abbey. 

Upon  the  reat  'tia  not  worth  while  to  dwell. 
Such  talea  being  for  the  tea  hours  of  some  tabby ; 

But  though  your  years  aa  man  tond  faat  to  sero, 

In  fact  your  grace  ia  atill  but  a  pnmg  hero, 

in. 

Thoogji  Biitaitt  owaa  (and  paya  you  too)  ao  nmeh. 
Yet  Boope  donbtleaa  owea  you  greatly  niMre : 

You  hate  repair'd  legitimacy's  cruteh— 
A  prop  not  quite  ao  oartant  aa  before : 

The  Spaaiak,  and  the  Frenek,  aa  wall  aa  Dutch, 
Hate  aeen,  and  felt,  how  atrongly  yon  rmiort ; 

And  Watarleo  haa  made  the  workL  your  debtor— 

(I  wiah  your  barda  would  aing  it  rather  bettsr.J 

IV. 
You  are  *<  the  beat  of  ent-throata :  "—do  net  itnrt ; 

The  pAoaae  is  Shakespeare'a,  and  not  misapplied; 
War'a  a  brsin-apattiring,  windpipe-slitting  at, 

Unlesa  her  eauae  by  right  be  saaotifled. 
if  you  hate  acted  once  a  generous  part, 

The  world,  not  the  world's  masters,  will  dedde. 
And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  learn  who, 
Sate  you  aad  yours,  hate  galn'd  by  Waterloo  ? 
86 


•M 


I  am  no  ilattoer— you*te  supp'd  fhll  of  flattety; 

They  aay  you  like  it  too— 'tia  no  great  wonder : 
He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  and  battery. 

At  last  may  get  a  little  tired  of  thunder ; 
And,  swallowing  eulogy  much  more  than  satire,  ho 

May  Uke  being  praiaed  for  etery  lucky  blunder: 
Call'd  *'  Satiour  of  the  Nations  "—not  yet  sated. 
And  <'  Burope'a  Liberator  ''—still  enslated. 

VL 
I'te  done.    Now  go  aad  dine  fnm  oiT  the  plate 

Presented  by  the  Frinoe  of  the  Brazils, 
And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate,* 

A  slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals: 
He  fought,  but  has  not  fed  so  well  of  late. 

Some  hunger,  too,  they  aay  the  people  feels : 
There  is  no  doubt  that  you  desenre  your  ration' 
But  pray  gite  back  a  little  to  the  nation. 

vn. 

I  don't  mean  to  refleot^-a  man  ao  great  as 
You,  my  Lord  Duke !  is  far  abote  reflection. 

The  high  Roman  fashion,  too,  of  Cincixmatus 
With  modem  history  has  but  small  connection; 

Though  as  an  Irishman  you  Iotb  potatoes, 
You  need  not  take  them  under  your  directioa : 

And  half  a  million  for  your  Sabine  farm 

Is  rather  dear ! — ^I'm  sure  I  mean  no  harm. 

VIIL 
Great  men  hate  always  scom'd  great  recompenaea  t 

Epaminondas  saved  hia  Thebes,  and  died. 
Not  leaving  even  his  ftmeral  expenses : 

George  Washington  had  thanks  and  nought  beside, 
Except  the  all-cloudless  glory  (which  few  men's  ia> 

To  free  his  country:  Pitt,  too,  had  his  pride. 
And,  as  a  high-soui'd  minister  of  stete,  is 
Renown'd  for  ruining  Great  Britain,  gratis. 

IX. 

Neter  had  mortal  man  such  opportunity, 
Bxcept  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more : 

Yon  might  hate  freed  fall'n  Europe  from  the  unity 
Of  tyrants,  and  been  bless'd  from  shore  to  shore; 

And  now— what  it  your  fame  ?   Shall  the  Muse  tune 
it  ye? 
Now-^hat  the  rabble's  first  vain  shouts  are  o'er  \ 

Go,  hear  it  in  your  famish'd  country's  cries ! 

Behold  the  world !  and  curse  your  tietories  1 

X. 
Aa  these  new  cantos  touch  on  warlike  feate, 

To  yoif  the  unflattering  Muse  deigns 'to  inscribe 
Truths  that  you  will  not  read  in  the  gaiettea. 

But  which,  'tis  time  to  teaca  the  hiieling  tribe 
Who  fatten  on  their  country's  gore  and  debte, 

Mutt  be  recited,  and— without  a  bribe. 
You  (fitf^rMl  things ;  but,  not  being  great  in  mind| 
Hato  left  umi&ne  Ae  ^vwrtaet—and  maakiad. 

XI. 

Death  Uugho— Go  ponder  o'er  the  skeleton 
With  whiok  men  image  out  the  unknown  thiag 

That  hides  the  paat  world,  like  to  a  set  aun 
Whieh  atill  elsewhere  may  rouse  a  brighter  opting : 

Death  laugha  at  all  you  weep  for ;— 4ook  upon 
Tkia  honriy  dread  of  all  whoae  threalUn*d  eHn§ 

Tama  Hfo  to  terror,  eten  though  in  ite  sheath ! 

Mark !  how  ite  Upleso  month  grins  without  breatihl 
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Mark !  how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  yon  are ! 

And  yet  wu  what  you  are :  from  ear  to  ear 
tt  iaupha  not—^there  is  now  no  fleshy  har 

So  call'd ;  the  antic  long  hath  ceased  to  hsar^ 
But  still  he  smiles ;  and  whether  near  or  far, 

He  strips  from  man  that  mantle— (far  more  dear 
Than  eten  the  tailor's)— his  incarnate  skin, 
White,  black,  or  copper— the  dead  bones  will  grin. 

xin. 

And  thns  Death  langhs,— it  is  sad  merriment. 
But  still  it  £i  so ;  and  with  such  example 

Why  should  not  Life  be  equally  content, 
With  his  superior,  in  a  smile  to  trample 

Upon  the  nothings  which  are  daily  spent 
Like  bubbles  on  an  ocean  much  less  ample 

Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  derours 

Suns  as  ray»--woridB-  like  atoms— years  like  ours  ? 

XIV. 
«  To  be,  or  not  to  be !  that  is  the  question," 

Says  Shakspeare,  who  just  now  is  much  in  fashion. 
I  am  neither  Alexander  nor  Hephestion, 

Nor  CTer  had  for  ahetract  fame  much  passion ; 
But  would  much  rather  hare  a  sound  digestion, 

Than  Bonaparte's  cancer :— «ould  I  dash  on 
Through  ilftf  victories  to  shame  or  fame. 
Without  a  stomach— what  were  a  good  name  ? 

XV. 

"  Oh,  dura  ilia  messorum !  *'— <«  Oh, 
Ye  rigid  guts  of  reapers ! " — I  translate 

For  the  great  benefit  of  those  who  know 
What  indigestion  is— that  inward  fate 

Which  makes  all  Styx  through  one  small  liver  flow. 
A  peasant's  sweat  is  worth  his  lord's  estate : 

Let  thU  one  toil  for  bread— tAa<  rack  for  rent,— 

He  who  sleeps  best  may  be  the  most  content. 

XVI. 
••  To  be,  or  not  to  be ! "— Bre  I  decide, 

I  should  be  glad  to  know  that  which  %$  hemg, 
'Tis  true  we  speculate  both  far  and  wide, 

And  deem,  because  we  taf,  we  are  aU-^eeinff: 
For  my  part,  I'll  enlist  on  neither  side. 

Until  I  see  both  sides  for  once  agreeing. 
For  me,  I  sometimes  think  that  life  is  death, 
Bother  than  life  a  mere  aflair  of  breath. 

XVII. 
"  Que  seaiHo  ? "  ^*m  the  motto  of  Montaigne, 

Aa  also  of*  the  list  academicians : 
That  all  is  dubious  which  man  may  attain. 

Was  one  of  their  most  favorite  positions. 
There's  no  sueh  thing  as  certainty,  that's  plain 

As  any  of  mortality's  conditions : 
Bo  littla  do  we  know  what  we're  about  in 
This  woild,  I  doubt  if  doubt  itself  bo  doubting. 

xvm. 

It  Is  a  platasoit  Toyago  pei1ia|M  to  ioat, 
like  Pynrho,  on  a  sea  of  spoeulaitioii; 

But  what  if  eanying  aail  oi^cise  the  boat? 
Tow  wise  men  don't  know  nniek  of  navigatien ; 

And  iwimmlng  long  in  tho  akyss  of  tkonght 
Is  apt  to  tire:  a  eafan  and  shallow  fltation  [gamers 

Well  nigh  the  shoro,  whete  one  stoops  down  and 
I  pnttf  sheUt  la  best  for  modwate  batiisn. 


ZIX. 
"  But  heaven,"  as  Caasio  says,  « Is  above  all— 

No  more  of  this  then,-^et  ns  pray  1 "    We  have 
Sonla  to  save,  sinee  Eve's  slip  anid  Adam's  flUl, 

Which  tumbled  all  mankind  Into  the  grave. 
Besides  fish,  beasts,  and  birds.    *'  The  aparrow's  fbO 

Is  special  providence,"  though  how  it  gave 
Offence,  we  know  not;  probably  It  pereh'd       ^ 
Upon  the  tree  which  Eve  ao  fondly  aeareh'd. 

XX. 

Oh,  ye  hnmorta  gods!  what  Is  tteogeay? 

Oh,  thou  too  mortal  man !  what  is  philanthropy  ? 
Oh,  world,  which  was  and  is !  what  is  ooemogonj  ? 

Some  people  have  accused  me  of  misanthropy ; 
And  yet  I  know  no  more  than  the  mahogany 

That  fonns  this  desk,  of  what  they  mean  i"^ 

I  comprehend;  for,  without  transfbnnation* 
Men  become  wolves  on  any  slight  ooeasion. 

XXL 
But  I,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mankind, 

Like  Moses,  or  Melancthon,  who  have  ne'er 
Done  any  thing  exceedingly  unkind,— 

And  (though  I  could  not  now  and  then  forbear 
Following  the  bent  of  body  or  of  mind) 

Have  always  had  a  tendency  to  spare,— 
Why  do  they  call  me  misanthrope  ?    Because 
They  hate  me,  not  I  them  .-^And  here  well  pause. 

XXIL 
'Tis  time  we  should  proceed  with  one  good  poem, 

For  I  maintain  that  it  is  really  good. 
Not  only  in  the  body,  but  the  proem. 

However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now,— ^but  by  and  by  the  truth  will  show  'en 

Herself  in  her  sublimest  attitude : 
And  till  she  doth,  I  fain  must  be  content 
To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishment. 

xxra. 

Our  hero  (and,  I  trust,  kind  reader  1  yonrs)— 
Was  left  upon  his  way  to  the  chief  oity 

Of  the  immortal  Peter's  polish'd  boors,         [witty, 
Who  still  have  shown  tiiemselves  morehrave  ttian 

I  know  its  mighty  empire  now  alhnes 
Much  flattery— even  Voltaire's,  and  that* a  a  pity. 

For  me,  I  deem  an  absolute  autocrat 

Not  a  barbarian,  but  much  worse  than  that. 

XXIV. 

And  I  v^  war,  at  least  in  words  (aad-ehonld 
My  chance  so  happen—deeds)  with  all  who  war 

With  thought;— and  of  thonghfs  foee  by  temosC 
Tyrants  and  syeophanta  have  been  and  are.  [mdr, 

I  know  not  who  may  conq«er ;  if  I  oould 
Have  such  a  ptesolenee,  it  should  be  no  bar 

To  this  my  plain,  sworn,  downright  detsetatkm 

Of  every  despotlsea  In  every  nation. 

XXV. 
It  Is  not  that  I  adnlate  the  people  i 

Without  m/B  there  are  demagognea  eno«^ 
And  infidela  to  puU  down  every  steeple. 

And  set  up  in  their  stead  some  proper  8t«£ 
Whether  they  may  aow  skepticism  to  reap  heQ. 

As  la  the  Christian  dogma  rather  ronghg 
I  do  not  know;— I  wish  men  to  be  free 
As  much  from  mobs  as  kinga^-from  yea  ae  me 
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xxvt. 

Th»  eoBieqiienoe  it,  being  of  no  party, 
I  ihall  offend  uD.  partiei :— nerer  mind ! 

My  words,  at  least,  are  more  aincero  and  hearty 
Than  if  I  sought  to  sail  before  the  wind. 

He  who  has  nought  to  gain  can  have  small  art :  he 
Who  neither  wishes  to  be  bound  nor  bind 

Maj  ftiU  expatiate  freely,  as  will  I, 

Kor  give  my  Toice  to  slarery's  Jackal  cry. 

xxvn. 

T%ai'»  an  appropriate  simile,  thai  Jackal; 

I've  heard  them  in  the  Epheslan  ruins  howl 
By  night,  as  do  that  mercenary  pack  all, 

Power's  base  purreyors,  who  for  pickings  prowl, 
And  scent  the  prey  their  masters  would  attack  all. 

Howerer,  the  poor  jackals  are  less  foul, 
(As  being  the  hnre  lion's  keen  providers) 
Than  human  insects,-  catering  fat  spiders. 

xxvm. 

Baiae  but  an  arm !  'twill  brush  their  web  away, 
And  without  that,  their  poison  and  their  claws 

Are  uadees.    ICnd,  good  people !  what  I  say — 
(Or  rather  peoples)—^  on  without  pause ! 

The  web  of  these  tarantulas  each  day 
Inereaaes,  till  you  shall  make  common  cause; 

None,  save  the  Spanish  fly  and  Attic  bee, 

As  yet  are  strongly  stinging  to  be  tne. 

XXIX. 

Don  Juan,  who  had  shone  in  the  late  slaughter, 
Was  left  upon  his  way  with  the  despatch. 

Where  blood  was  talk'd  of  as  we  would  of  water ; 
And  eareasses  that  lay  aa  thick  aa  thatch 

O'er  sHeneed  oitiee,  merely  served  to  flatter 
Fair  Catherine's  pastime— ^ho  look'd  on  the 

Between  these  nations  as  a  main  of  eocks,    [match 

Whenin  she  liked  her  own  to  stand  like  rocks. 

XXX. 

And  there  in  a  kSbkka  he  roll'd  on, 
(A  cursed  sort  of  earriage  without  springs. 

Which  on  rough  roads  leaves  scarcely  a  whole  bone,) 
Pondering  on  gloiy,  chivalry,  and  kinga, 

And  order*,  and  on  all  that  he  had  don^ 
And  wiahing  that  poet-horses  had  the  wingt 

Of  Pegasus,  or  at  the  least  poet-chaises 

Had  feathen*  when  a  traveller  on  deep  ways  is. 

XXXI. 
At  every  jolt— «nd  there  were  many^-still 

He  tum'd  his  eyes  upon  his  little  charge. 
As  if  he  wish'd  that  she  should  ftoe  less  ill 

Than  he,  in  these  sad  highways  left  at  large 
To  ruts  and  flints,  and  lovely  nature's  skill, 

Who  is  no  pavior,  nor  admits  a  barge 
On  her  canals,  where  God  takA  sea  and  land. 
Fishery  and  farm,  both  into  his  own  hand. 

xxxn. 

At  least  he  pays  no  rent,  and  has  best  right 
To  be  the  flrst  of  what  we  used  to  call 

'*  Gentlemen  flmners  " — a  race  worn  out  quite, 
Since  lately  there  have  been  no  rents  at  all, 

And  "  gentlemen  "  are  in  a  piteous  plight. 
And  " ftrmers **  can't  raise  Ceres  from  her  ftiU: 

She  fell  with  Bonaparte :— ^hat  strange  thoughts 

Arise,  when  we  see  emperors  f  lU  with  oats  1 


xxxm. 

But  Juan  tum'd  his  eyes  on  the  sweet  ehUd 
Whom  he  had  saved  from  slaughter— what  a  trophyt 

Oh !  ye  who  build  up  monumenta,  deflled 
With  gore,  like  Nadir  Shah,  that  costive  sophy 

Who,  after  leaving  Hindoetan  a  wild, 
And  scarce  to  the  Mogul  a  cup  of  eoflbe 

To  aooth  his  woes  withal,  was  slain,  the  sinner 

Becauae  he  could  no  more  digest  his  dinner  :*^ 

XXXIV. 

Oh  ye!  or  we!  or  she!  or  he!  reflect, 
That  one  life  saved,  especially  if  young 

Or  pretty,  is  a  thing  to  recollect 
Far  sweeter  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 

From  the  manure  of  human  clay,  though  deck'd 
With  all  the  praises  ever  said  or  sung: 

Though  hymn'd  by  every  harp,  unless  within 

Tour  heart  joins  chorus,  fkme  is  but  a  din. 

f  XXXV, 

Oh,  ye  great  authors  luminous,  voluminous  I 

Yet  twice  ten  hundred  thousand  daOy  scribes ! 
Whose  pamphlets,  volumes,  newspapers  illumine  us  \ 

Whedier  you're  paid  by  government  in  bribes. 
To  prove  the  public  debt  is  not  consuming  us — 

Or,  roughly  treading  on  the  «  courtier's  kibes  " 
With  clownish  heel,  your  popular  circulation 
Feeds  you  by  printing  half  the  realm's  starvation.—* 

XXXVI. 
Oh,  ye  great  authors !— "  Apropos  des  bottet  **«» 

I  have  forgotten  what  I  m«>ant  to  say. 
As  sometimes  have  been  greater  sages'  lots ; 

'Twas  something  calculated  to  allay 
All  wrath  in  barracks,  palaces,  or  cots : 

Gertes  it  vrould  nave  been  but  thrown  away 
And  that's  one  eomfbrt  for  my  lost  advice, 
Although  no  doubt  it  was  beyond  all  price. 

xxxvn. 

But  let  it  go :  it  will  one  day  be  Ibund 
With  ether  relics  of  "  a  former  world," 

When  this  world  shall  he  former,  undergpround, 
Thrown  topsy-turvy,  twisted,  erisp'd,  and  eurl'd, 

Baked,  fried,  or  burnt,  tum'd  inside  out,  or  drown'di 
Like  all  the  worlds  before,  which  have  been  huri'd 

First  out  of  and  then  back  again  to  chaos, 

The  superstratum  which  will  overlay  us. 

xxxvm. 

So  Cuvier  says  $— and  then  shall  come  again 

Unto  the  new  creation,  rising  out 
From  our  old  crash,  some  mystic,  ancient  strate 

Of  things  destroy'd  and  left  in  airy  doubt: 
Like  to  the  notions  we  now  entertain 

Of  Titans,  giants,  fellows  of  about 
Some  hundred  feet  hi  height,  not  to  say  mUee, 
And  mammoths,  and  your  winged  orooodlks. 

XXXIX. 

Think  if  then  George  the  Fourth  should  be  dug  vp 
How  the  new  worldings  of  the  then  new  Bast 

Win  wonder  where  such  animals  could  sup  t 
(For  they  tiiemselves  will  be  but  of  the  least: 

Bven  worlds  miscarry,  when  too  oft  they  pup, 
And  every  new  creation  hath  decreased 

In  siae,  fnm  oferwurUi^  tb.t  materialf-^ 

Men  are  bnt  msggots  of  some  huge  earth's  binlaU 
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Xli. 


Bow  wflt-^  these  young  people,  Joet  thnist  out 
From  soBie  fresh  paxadiee,  and  set  to  plough, 

And  dig,  and  sweat,  and  turn  themselTes  about, 
And  plant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind,  and  sow, 

Till  all  the  arts  at  length  axe  brought  about, 
Especially  of  war  and  taxing— how, 

I  say,  will  these  great  relics,  when  they  see  'em, 

Lo<A  like  the  monsters  of  a  new  museum? 

XLL 
Bftt  I  am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysical; 

«  The  time  is  out  of  joint,"— and  so  am  I ; 
I  quite  forget  this  poem's  merely  quiaical, 

And  deflate  into  matters  rather  dry. 
I  no'er  decide  what  I  shall  say,  and  this  I  call 

Much  too  poetical:  men  should  know  why 
They  write,  and  for  what  end ;  but,  note  or  text, 
I  nerer  know  the  word  which  will  conm  next. 

XUI* 
9o  on  I  ramUo,  now  and  then  uar^pitfaig. 

Now  pondoing  >-it  is  time  we  should  nanate : 
I  left  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  baiting— 

Now  we'll  get  o'er  the  ground  at  a  great  rate. 
I  shall  not  be  particular  in  stating 

His  journey,  we've  so  many  tours  ot  late : 
Suppose  him  then  at  Petersburgh ;  suppose 
That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows : 

VJU. 

Suppose  him  in  a  handsome  uniform ; 

A  scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a  long  plume, 
WaTingj  like  sails  new  shiTored  in  a  storm, 

Orer  a  cock'd  hat  in  a  crowded  room. 
And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  as  a  Cairn  Gorme, 

Of  yellow  kerseymere  we  may  presume,  ^ 

White  stockings  drawn,  uncurdled  as  new  milk, 
O'er  limbs  whose  symmetry  set  off  the  silk. 

xuv. 

Suppose  him,  sword  by  side,  and  hat  in  hand, 
Made  up  by  youth,  fome,  and  an  army  tailor^— 

That  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod's  conmiand 
Beauty  springs  forth,  and  nature's  self  turns  paler, 

Seeing  how  art  can  make  her  work  more  grand, 
(When  she   don't  pin  men's   limbs  in  like  a 

Behold  him  placed  as  if  upon  a  pillar  1  He  [jailer)— 

Seems  LoTe  tum'd  a  lieutenant  of  artillery. 

XLV. 

His  bandage  slipp'd  down  into  a  ersTat; 

His  wings  subdued  to  epaulets  I  his  quiver 
Shrunk  to  a  scabbard,  with  his  arrows  at 

His  side  as  a  smaU-sword,  but  sharp  as  ever ; 
His  bow  converted  into  a  cock'd  hat ; 

But  still  so  like,  Psyche  were  more  clever 
1  han  some  wives  (who  make  blunders  no  less  stq^) 
If  she  had  not  mistaken  him  for  Gupid. 

XLVI. 
The  eosrtaen  stnced,  the  ladies  whisper'd,  and 

The  empress  smiled;  the  reigning  favorite  frowned: 
I  quite  forgot  which  of  them  was  in  hand 

Just  then,  as  they  are  rather  numerous  found, 
Who  took  by  turns  that  difficult  command. 

Since  first  her  migesty  was  singly  crown'd : 
But  they  were  moetly  nervous  six-foot  feUowiv 
A&  fit  to  make  a  Patagoaian  jealous. 


XLTS. 
Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  sli^t  and  slim. 

Blushing  and  beardless  i  and  yet  ne'artheles9 
There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of  limb. 

And  still  more  in  his  eye,  which  seem'd  to  expraa 
That  though  he  look'd  one  of  the  seraphim. 

There  lurk'd  a  man  beneath  the  spirit's  dreak 
Besides,  the  empress  sometimes  liked  a  boy,  | 
And  had  just  buried  the  fair-iaced  Lanskoi 

xXiVra. 

No  wonder  then  thai  Yermoloff,  or  Monono^ 

Or  Scherbatoff,  or  any  other  off^ 
Or  <m,  might  dread  her  majesty  had  not  room  enoo^ 

Within  her  bosom  (which  was  not  too  tough) 
F<tt  a  new  flame ;  a  thought  to  cast  off  gloom  eaon^ 

Along  the  aspect,  whether  smooth  or  rough* 
Of  him  who,  in  the  language  of  his  station* 
Then  held  that  <'  high  official  situation." 

XXJX. 
Oh,  gentle  ladiesl  should  you  seek  to  know 

The  import  of  this  diplomatic  phzase» 
Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess  show. 

His  ports  of  speech  ;>  and  in  tlue  strange  displayi 
Of  that  odd  string  of  words  all  In  a  row, 

Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obeys. 
Perhaps  you  may  pick  out  some  queer  no-meaniag^ 
Of  that  weak  wordy  harvest  the  sole  gleaxung. 


I  think  I  can  expkdn  myself  witliout 

That  sad  inexplicable  beast  of  porey—  I 

That  sphinx,  whose  words  would  ever  be  a  doubt,        i 

Did  not  his  deeds  unriddle  them  each  day—-  1 

That  monstrous  hieroglyphic— that  long  spout  | 

Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Caatlereagh ! 
And  here  I  must  an  anecdote  relate. 
But  luckily  of  no  great  length  or  weight. 

IX 

An  Bnglish  lady  ask'd  of  an  Italian, 
What  were  the  actual  and  official  datiM 

Of  the  strange  thing  some  womea  set  a  value  on, 
Which  hovers  oft  about  soma  married  beauties, 

Call'd  "  Cavalier  Servente  i "— «  Pygmalion 
Whose  statues  warm  (I  fear,  alas  1  too  true  'tis) 

Beneath  his  art.    The  dame,  prees'd  to  dimlcai 

Said— <<  Lady,  I  beseech  you  to  st^gwstf  Uem."  [then 

Ln. 

And  thus  I  supplioate  your  suppoaitiont 
And  mildest,  matron-like  interpretation. 

Of  the  imerial  favorite's  conditioxu 
'Twas  a  high  place,  the  highest  in  the  nation 

In  fact,  if  not  in  rank ;  and  the  suspioion  ^ 
Of  any  one's  attaining  to  his  station. 

No  doubt  gave  pain,  w^ere  each  new  pair  of  shouldof, 

If  rather  broad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their  holdeni 

ua. 

Juan,  I  said,  was  a  most  beauteous  boy. 
And  had  retain'd  his  boyish  look  beyond 

The  usual  hirsute  seasons  which  destroy. 
With  beard  and  whiskers,  and  the  like,  the  fond 

Pariiian  ispect,  which  upset  all  Troy 
And  founded  Doctors'  Commons ;— I  have  oenfti'' 

The  history  of  divorces,  which,  though  ohseksr'd, 

Calls  Dion's  the  first  damages  on  reeocd. 


DOK  JTTAN. 


UV. 


•T7 


Aad  CMmiIim,  who  knred  «U  tUngt,  (Mf»  h«r  kffd. 
Who  WM  gone  to  bii  plaoe,)  amd  pMt'd  for  much, 

/IdmUig  tfioM  (by  dainty  damn  abhoir'd) 
Gigantio  gmdemea,  yet  had  a  touch 

Of  aendmant;  and  he  ahe  moat  adored 
Waa  the  lamented  Lanakol,  who  waa  audi 

A  lorer  aa  had  coat  her  many  a  tear, 

And  yet  hot  mada  %  »<Aiifa>p  grenadier. 

LV. 


Oh,  thov  •^teterrfmaoanaa"  of  all  "beUit"— 
Thon  gate  of  Ufe  and  death !— thou  nondeaeript  I 

Whence  ia  our  exit  and  our  entrance,— well  I 
May  panae  In  pondeiing  how  all  aoola  are  dipp'd 

In  thy  perennial  fountain  !<*-how  man  fellj  I 
Know  not,  ainoe  knowledge  aaw  her  branchea 
aiffipp'd 

Of  hertattfrnit;  but  how  he  lUla  and  riaea 

8me$,  tktm  haat  aettled  beyond  all  aurmiaea. 

LVL 
BomeoaUihee  '* the wurat  canae of  war,"  butl 

Maintain  thou  art  the  6Mtf;  for,  after  all. 
From  thee  we  come,  to  thee  we  go;  and  why. 

To  get  at  thee,  not  batter  down  a  wall. 
Or  waato  a  world  ?    fiinee  no  one  ean  deny 

Thou  doat  repleniah  worlds  both  great  and  email: 
Witht  or  without  thee,  all  things  at  a  stand 
Are»  or  would  be,  thou  aea  of  Ufe'a  dry  land ! 

LVIL 
Catherine,  who  waa  the  grand  epitome 

Of  that  great  eauae  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 
Tou  pleaae,  (it  canaea  all  the  thinga  which  be. 

So  you  may  take  your  choice  of  this  or  that)— 
Catboane,  I  aay,  waa  Tery  glad  to  see 

The  handaome  herald,  on  whose  plumage  aat 
Victory;  and,  paoaing  aa  she  aaw  htm  kneel 
With  hia  deeoatch,  forgot  to  break  the  seaL 

Lvni. 

Then  recoileeting  the  whole  empress,  nor 
Feigetlang  quite  the  woman,  (which  composed 

At  leaat  three  parte  of  thia  great  whole,)  she  tore 
The  letter  open  with  an  air  which  posed 

The  court,  that  watch'd  each  look  her  visage  wore. 
Until  a  royal  smile  at  length  diaclosed 

Fair  weather  for  the  day.    Though  rather  spadoua, 

Her  fiue  waa  noble,  her  eyea  fine,  mouth  gracious. 

LIX. 

Great  joy  waa  hers,  or  rather  joys ;  the  fiiat 
Was  a  ta'en  city,  thirty  thousand  slain. 

Glory  and  triumph  o*er  her  aspect  burst. 
As  an  East  Indian  sunrise  on  the  main. 

These  quench'd  a  moment  her  ambition's  thirst- 
So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer's  rain : 

In  Tain !— As  fall  the  dews  on  quenchless  sands. 

Blood  only  serres  to  wash  ambition's  hands ! 

Her  next  amuaement  was  more  fimdftil ; 

She  smiled  at  mad  SuwarToVs  rhymea,  who  threw 
Into  a  Buasian  couplet,  rather  dull, 

The  whole  gas^tte  of  thousands  whom  he  slew. 
teer  third  was  feminine  enough  to  annul 

The  shudder  which  runs  naturally  through 
Our  veins,  when  things  called  sovereigns  thhik  it  beat 
To  kin,  and  generals  turn  it  into  jest. 


L3LL 


The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  coorae  eoinpl«*a» 

And  lighted  first  her  eye  and  then  hear  moulh  t 

The  whole  court  look'd  unmediately  meet  aweet. 

Like  flowera  well  water'd  after  a  long  drouth  >^ 
But  when  on  the  lieutenant,  at  her  feet. 

Her  m^eaty-^ho  liked  to  gaae  on  youth 
Almoat  aa  much  aa  on  a  new  despatch- 
Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  waa  on  the  wat^ 

Lxn. 

Though  somewhat  large,  exuberant,  and  truoulani, 
When  wroih;  while/ilaaasd,  ahe  was  aa  ihie  a  figure 

As  those  who  like  thinga  rosy,  ripe,  and  auceulent. 
Would  wi^  to  look  on,  while  they  axe  in  vigot. 

She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  lent 
With  interest,  and  in  turn  was  wont  with  ligor 

To  exact  of  Cupid's  bflls  the  ftill  amount 

At  sifl^t,  nor  would  permit  you  to  discount. 

LXIIL 
With  her  the  latter,  though  at  timea  eottTSuient, 

Was  not  ao  neeeaaary :  for  they  tell         [lenient. 
That  she  was  handsome,  and,  though  fierce,  loeA'tf 

And  always  used  her  favorites  too  welL 
If  once  beyond  her  boudoir's  precincts  in  ye  wuat, 

Your  «  fortune"  was  in  a  fair  way  '*  to  swell 

A  man,"  aa  Giles  says  ;•  for,  though  she  would  widow 

Natkma,  she  liked  man  as  an  individaaL  [all 

LXIV. 

What  a  strange  thing  is  man !  and  what  a  straug* 
Is  woman !    What  a  whirlwind  is  her  head, 

And  what  a  whirlpool  foil  of  depth  and  danger 
Is  all  the  rest  about  her !  whether  wed. 

Or  widow,  maid,  or  mother,  she  can  change  her 
Mind  like  the  wind ;  whatever  she  has  said 

Or  done,  is  light  to  what  she'll  say  or  do  ;— 

The  oldest  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new ! 

LXV. 
Oh,  Catherine !  (for  of  all  inteijeetions 

To  thee  both  oh  !  .and  oA  /  belong  of  right 
In  love  and  war)  how  odd  are  the  connectiona 

Of  human  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  their  flight  I 
Just  now  yourt  were  cut  oat  in  different  sections : 

Firsts  Ismail's  capture  caught  your  fancy  quite ; 
Next,  of  new  knights  the  fresh  and  glorious  batdi ; 
And  thirdly,  he  who  brought  you  the  despatch ! 

LXVI. 

Shakspeare  talks  of  "  the  herald  Mercury 
New  lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; " 
And  some  such  visions  cross'd  her  m^esty. 

While  her  young  herald  knelt  before  her  stilL 
'TIS  very  true  the  hill  seem'd  rather  high 

For  a  lieutenant  to  cUmb  up ;  but  skill  [blessing, 
Smooth'd  even  the  Simplon's  steep,  and,  by  God's 
With  youth  and  health  all  kisses  are  "  heaven-kisa* 
ing." 

LXVII. 

Her  majeaty  look'd  down,  the  youth  look'd  uj^ 
And  so  they  feU  in  love ;— ehe  with  his  fiioe, 

IBM  grace,  his  God-knows-what :  for  Cupid's  oop 
With  the  first  draught  intoxioatea  apace, 

A  quintesaential  laudanum  or  *<  black  drop," 
Whieh  makea  one  drunk  at  once,  without  the  bvw 

Sxpedient  of  foU  bumpera;  for  the  eye 

In  love  drinks  all  life'a  fountains  (saive  teara)  drv 
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Lxvin. 

Be>  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  loTe, 
Fell  into  that  no  less  imperious  passion, 

SeU-lore— rrhich,  when  some  sort  of  thing  above 
OuzselTes,  a  singer,  dancer,  much  in  fashion. 

Or  duchess,  princess,  empress,  *'  deigns  to  proTe,"v 
(Tis  Pope's  phrsse,)  a  great  longing,  though  a 

For  one  especial  person  out  of  many,       [rash  one. 

Hakes  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as  any. 

LXIX. 
Besides,  he  was  of  that  deligbted  age 

Which  makes  all  female  ages  equal--^hen 
We  don't  much  care  with  whom  we  may  engage, 

As  bold  as  Daniel  in  the  lions'  den. 
So  that  we  can  our  native  sun  assuage 

In  the  next  ocean,  which  may  flow  just  then, 
To  make  a  twilight  ia— just  as  Sol's  heat  is 
Qnench'd  in  the  lap  of  the  salt  sea,  or  Thetis. 

LXX. 

And  Catherine  (we  mustsay  thus  much  for  Catherine) 
Though  bold  and  bloody,  was  the  kind  of  thing 

Whose  temporary  passion  was  quite  flatteriog. 
Because  each  lover  look'd  a  sort  of  king, 

Hade  up  upon  an  amatory  pattern-* 
A  royal  husband  in  all  save  the  ringf^ 

Which  being  the  damn'dest  part  of  matrimony, 

Seem'd  taking  out  the  sting  to  leavo  the  honor* 

LXXI. 

And  when  yon  add  to  this,  her  womanhood 
In  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes,  or  gray— 

(The  last,  if  they  have  soul,  are  quite  as  good» 
Or  better,  as  the  best  examples  say : 

Napoleon's,  Mary's,  (Queen  of  Scotland,)  should 
Lend  to  that  color  a  transcendent  ray ; 

And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  hu^— 

Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  black  or  blue)— 

LXXIL 
Her  tweet  smile,  and  her  then  mi^estie  flguret 

Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condescension. 
Her  preference  of  a  boy  to  men  much  bigger, 

(Fellows  whom  Hessalina's  self  would  pension,) 
Her  prime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vigor. 

With  other  extrtu  which  we  need  not  mention,— 
All  these,  or  any  one  of  these,  explain 
Enough  to  make  a  stripling  very  vain. 

LXXIII. 
And  that's  enough,  for  love  is  vanity. 

Selfish  iu  its  beginning  as  its  end, 
Except  where  'tis  a  mere  insanity, 

A  maddening  spirit  which  would  strive  to  blend 
Itself  with  beauty's  frail  inanity. 

On  which  the  passion's  self  seems  to  depend : 
And  hence  some  heathenish  philosophers 
Hake  love  the  mainspring  of  the  universe. 

LXXIV. 
Beeldef  Platonic  love,  besides  the  love 

Of  God,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loving 
Of  faithful  pairs — (I  needs  must  rhyme  with  dove, 

That  good  old  steamboat  which  keeps  verses  mov- 
Gainst  reason— reason  ne'er  was  hand-and-glove  [ing 

With  rhyme,  but  always  lean'd  less  to  improving 
The  sound  than  sense)— besides  all  these  pretences 
To  lore,  there  are  those  things  which  words  name 


LXX^. 
Those  movements,  those  improvements  ia  cor  bodla 

Which  make  all  bodies  anxious  to  get  ett 
Of  their  own  sandpits  to  mix  with  a  goddfls»-> 

For  such  all  women  are  at  first,  no  doubt 
How  beautiM  that  moment !  and  how  odd  ii 

That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  xoat 
Of  our  sensations !  What  a  curious  way 
The  whole  tiling  is  of  clothing  souls  in  day! 

LXXVI. 
The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  Platoniflsl, 

To  end  or  to  begin  with ;  the  next  grand 
Is  that  which  may  be  ehristen'd  love  canonical, 

Because  the  clergy  take  the  thing  in  hand; 
The  third  sort  to  be  noted  in  our  ehronicla. 

As  flourishing  in  every  Christiatt  land. 
Is,  when  chaste  matrons  to  their  odier  ties 
Add  what  may  be  call'd  nuurriofe  m  dugnke. 

Lxxvn. 

Well,  we  won't  analyse— our  story  must 
TeU  for  itself:  the  sovereign  was  smiiten, 

Juan  much  flatter'd  by  her  love,  or  lust;— 
I  cannot  stop  to  alter  words  once  writtw, 

And  the  two  are  so  mix'd  with  human  dut, 
That  he  who  namu  one,  both  perchance  may  hit  on 

But  in  such  matters  Russia's  mighty  empresi 

Behaved  no  better  than  a  oommon  sempsticii. 

Lxxvm. 

The  whole  court  noelted  into  one  wide  wUspff, 
And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  esrs  t 

The  elder  ladies'  wrinkles  curl'd  much  oriiper 
As  they  beheld ;  the  younger  cast  some  le« 

On  one  another,  and  each  lovely  lisper 
Smil'd  as  she  talk'd  the  matter  o'er;  bat tesxi 

Of  rivalship  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 

Of  all  the  standing  army  who  stood  by. 

LXXIX. 
All  the  ambassadors  of  all  the  powers 

Inquired,  who  was  this  very  new  young  man, 
Who  promised  to  be  great  in  some  few  houn? 

Which  is  full  soon,  (though  life  is  but  a  8p«n.) 
Already  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 

Of  roubles  rain,  as  fast  as  specie  can, 
Upon  his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 
Of  several  ribbands  and  some  thousand  pesssnti. 

LXXX. 
Catherine  was  generous,— all  such  ladies  are; 

Love,  that  great  opener  of  the  heart  and  all 
The  ways  that  lead  there,  be  they  near  or  tail 

Above,  below,  by  turnpikes  great  or  small,— 
Love— (though  she  had  a  cursed  taste  for  war, 

And  was  not  the  best  wife,  unless  we  call 
Such  Clytenmestra ;  though  perhaps  'tis  better  , 

That  one  should  die,  than  two  drag  on  the  fetter)- 

LXXXI.  I 

Love  had  made  Catherine  make  each  lover's  tstW^  | 

Unlike  our  own  half  chaste  Elisabeth, 
Whose  avarice  aU  dUbursements  did  "aportMie, 

If  history,  the  grand  liar,  ever  ssith      [""Sj 

The  truth;  and  though  grief  her  old  age  nV  , 

Because  she  put  a  fkvorite  to  death,  i 

Her  vile  ambiguous  method  of  flirtation,  < 

And  stinginess,  disgrace  her  sex  and  itatioa  , 


umi  JVAH. 


W 


uLxxn. 

I  ik»  tovM  rose.  Mid  tU  WM  bvittt 
In  «k»  diMohping  eirdc,  aU  tlM  MtkHM' 

AmbMiadon  b«gui  m  'twwe  to  hnstto 
Bonad  tilie  yoaag  nui  with  their  oongntiilations. 

A1m>  th«  toflar  ■iUu  fr«n  haud  to  raitle 
Of  goatto  duMt,  amoiig  whoM  iwnationi 

It  is  to  speonlote  on  haadtone  &eM» 

Sqponrfly  whM  Meh  iMd  to  high  plAMt. 

Lxxxm. 

Joan,  i»ho  Hmnd  Mnaelf,  he  knew  not  how, 

A  gMMrml  objaet  of  attentioD,  mado 
Hii  anawen  with  a  Yerj  graoelhl  bow, 

Aa  if  bon  for  tba  miaiateiial  trade. 
Though  modest,  oa  his  anenbaixass'd  brow 

Kataiohadwrittea'<GeaUeiBaa."    Heeaid 
Little,  but  to  the  porpose;  aadhismaaB«r 
Fbukg  hovsriag  graesa  o'er  him  like  a  baan«. 

LXXUV. 
An  order  from  her  majestj  consigaM 

Oar  yovag  Ueotoiaat  to  the  geoial  care 
Of  theeeiaoftoe:  aU  the  world  hwk'd  kiad, 

(As  it  will  look  sometimes  with  the  first  stare, 
'Which  yonth  woold  aot  act  ill  to  keep  ia  miad ;) 

As  also  did  Miss  Protasoff  thea  there, 
Named,  from  her  mjstie  oAoe,  **  rBprouTease," 
A  term  iaezpUeable  to  the  Mose. 

LXXXT. 
"With  Asr,  thea,  as  ia  humble  daty  bonad, 

Jaaa  retired,— «ad  so  will  I,  until 
My  Pegasus  shall  tire  of  touching  ground. 

We  hare  just  lit  oa  a  '<  heaven-kissing  hill," 
So  lofty  that  I  feel  my  brain  turn  round. 

And  all  my  fitndes  whirling  like  a  mill ; 
Whieh  is  a  signal  to  my  aerres  sad  faraia 
To  take  a  q:aiel  ride  ia  some  greea  laae. 


CANTO  X. 


I. 


Wlim  Newtoa  saw  aa  apple  fall,  he  fonad 
la  that  alight  startle  from  his  ooatemplatlo»* 

Tis  BtUd  (ibr  I'll  aot  aaswer  abore  groond 
For  aay  sage'a  creed  or  oalculatioa)— 

A  mode  of  proriag  that  the  earth  toxa  roaad 
la  a  most  natural  whhrl,  eall'd  "  gruTitatioa ; " 

And  this  is  the  sole  mortal  who  ooold  grapple. 

Since  Adam,  with  a  fldl  or  with  aa  apple. 


n. 

Maa  ftn  with  apples,  aad  with  apples  rose. 
If  this  be  trae ;  for  we  most  deem  the  amde 

la  which  Sir  Isaae  Newtoa  could  disdose. 
Through  the  thea uapared  stars,  the torapikoroad, 

A  thiag  to  eooaterbalaaoe  hnmaa  woes; 
For,  ever  siaoe.  Immortal  maa  hath  glow'd 

"With  all  kiads  of  mechaaies,  aad  fhll  sooa 

Bteem  engines  will  ooadaet  him  to  the  bioob. 


m. 


Aad  ndisrefore  this  esordinm  ?— Why,  Just  now, 
la  taklag  up  this  paltry  aheet  of  paper. 

My  bosom  uaderweat  a  glorious  glow. 
And  my  internal  spirit  out  a  caper : 

And  though  ao  much  iaferior,  as  I  kaow, 
To  those  who,  by  the  diat  of  glass  aad  Tapor» 

DiseoTor  stars,  aad  sail  ia  the  wiad's  eye, 

I  wieh  to  de  as  maeh  by  poesy. 

TV. 

Ia  the  wiad's  eye  I  hare  saU'd,  and  sail ;  but  for 
The  stars,  I  owa  my  telesoope  is  dim ; 

Bat  at  the  least  I'Te  shunn'd  the  conmion  shore. 
And,  lesTing  land  hx  out  of  sight,  would  skim 

The  ocean  of  eternity :  the  roar 
Of  breakers  has  not  daunted  my  slight,  trim, 

But  atitt  sea-worthy  skiff;  and  she  may  float 

Where  ships  haYo  founder'd,  as  doth  many  a  boat* 


We  left  our  hero,  Juao,  ia  the  Hoom 
Of  fkToritism,  but  aot  yet  ia  the  hhuh; 

And  for  be  it  from  my  Mv»et  to  presume 
(For  I  hsTO  more  than  one  Muse  at  a  push) 

To  follow  him  beyond  the  drawing-room : 
It  is  enough  that  fortune  found  him  flush 

Of  youth  and  Tigor,  beauty,  and  those  things 

Which  for  aa  iastaat  clip  e^joymeat's  wiags. 

TI. 
But  sooa  Aey  grow  agaia,  aaa  leave  their  nset 

<*Oh!"saiththe  Psalaiiat,  "  that  I  had  a  dove's 
Piaions,  to  flee  away  aad  be  at  rest ! " 

And  who,  that  recollects  young  years  aad  loves,^ 
Though  hoary  now,  aad  with  a  witheriag  breast, 

And  palsied  frmey,  which  ao  loager  roves  [rather 
Beyond  its  disua'd  eye's  sphere,— but  would  much 
Sigh  like  his  son,  thaa  oevgh  Uke  his  graadfo^er  ? 

vn. 

But  sighs  subside,  aad  tears  (evea  widow's)  shrink 
like  Arao,  fai  the  summer,  to  a  shallow, 

So  aarrow  as  to  shame  their  wiatry  briak, 
Whieh  thioateas  iaundatioaa  deep  aad  yellow  I 

SuchdiffereacedothafewmoathsBiake.  Tou'dthiak 
Orief  a  rich  fleld  which  aever  woald  lie  Hdlow ; 

No  more  it  doth,  ita  plongha  bat  ehaage  their  boys. 

Who  ftirrow  some  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys. 


VIIL 

But  coughs  will  come  ndiea  sighs  depart— and  now 
And  then  before  sighs  cease ;  for  oft  the  one 

WiU  bring  the  other,  ere  the  lake-like  brow 
Is  ruffled  by  a  wrinkle,  or  the  sun 

Of  life  reach  ten  o'clock :  and  while  a  glow, 
Hectic  and  brief  as  sunmier'e  day  nigh  done, 

O'erspreads  the  cheek  which  seems  too  pure  for  clayv 

Thousands  blase,  krre,  hope,  dio— how  lu^py  theyl— 

IX. 
But  Juan  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 

We  left  him  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
As  may  be  won  by  fovor  of  the  moon. 

Or  ladies*  fandee— rather  transitory 
Perhaps :  but  who  would  scorn  the  month  of  Juas^ 

Because  December,  with  his  breath  so  hoary, 
Must  come  ?  Much  rather  should  he  court  the  ray* 
To  hoard  up  wannth  agaiast  a  wiatiy  ds^ 


BTMOrs  H^IIBKS. 


Be«idet,  he  faa4  wma  qualities  which  fix 
Middle-aged  ladies  eTon  more  than  youog :  [chicks 

The  former  know  what's  what ;  while  new  dedg'd 
Know  little  more  of  love  than  what  is  sung 

In  rhymes,  or  dream*d,  (for  fancy  will  play  tiicki,) 
In  visions  of  those  skies  from  whence  love  sprung. 

Some  reckon  women  by  their  suns  or  years-* 

I  rather  think  the  moon  should  date  the  dears. 

XL 
And  why  i  because  she's  changeable  and  du»te« 

I  know  no  other  reason,  whatsoe'er 
Suq^cious  people,  who  find  fault  in  haste, 

iiay  choose  to  tax  me  with ;  which  Ib  not  hir. 
Nor  flattering  to  *<  their  temper  or  their  taste," 

As  my  friend  Jeffrey  writes  with  such  an  air : 
However,  I  forgive  him,  and  I  trust 
He  wfll  forgive  himself ;— if  not,  I  must. 

XXL. 

Old  enemies  who  have  become  new  friends 
Should  so  continue — 'tis  a  point  of  honor ; 

And  I  know  nothing  which  could  make  amends 
For  a  return  to  hatred :  I  would  shun  hex 

like  garlic,  howsoever  she  extends 
Her  hundred  arms  and  legs,  and  fain  outrun  her. 

Old  flames,  new  wives,  become  our  bitterest  foes-*> 

Converted  foes  should  scorn  to  join  with  those. 

xni. 

This  wwe  tilie  worst  desertion:  renegadoes, 

Sven  shuffling  Southey— that  incarnate  lie- 
Would  scarcely  join  again  the  "refbnnadoes,"' 

Whom  he  forsook  to  fill  the  laureate's  sty : 
And  honest  men,  from  Iceland  to  Bartaedoes, 

Whether  in  Caledon  or  Italy, 
Should  not  veer  round  with  every  breath,  nor  seise, 
To  pain,  the  moment  when  you  oease  to  pisses. 

XIV. 

"Qm  lawyer  sad  the  erttie  but  behold 
The  baser  sides  of  Utsratuie  and  life, 

And  nought  remains  unseen,  but  much  untoId» 
By  those  who  soonr  theee  double  vales  of  striCs. 

Whfle  common  men  grow  ignorantly  old. 
The  lawyer's  brief  is  like  the  surgeon's  knllb, 

Dissecting  tiie  whole  inside  of  a  questioa, 

And  with  it  sll  the  process  of  digestion. 

XT. 

A  leg^  broom's  a  m<md  chimney-sweeper, 
And  that's  the  reason  he  himselfs  so  oirty ; 

The  endless  soot  bestows  a  tint  far  deeper 
Than  can  be  hid  by  altering  his  shirt  }<  ha 

Betains  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creeper^ 
At  least  some  twenty-nine  do  out  of  thirty. 

In  all  their  habits :  not  so  you,  I  own ; 

As  Casar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  your  gomu 

XVI. 

And  all  our  little  feuds,  at  least  all  mm§, 
Dear  Je&ey,  once  my  most  redoubted  foe, 

(As  far  as  rhyme  and  criticism  combine 
To  mike  such  puppets  of  us  things  below,) 

Ads  over:  Here's  a  health  to '<  Auld  Lang  Syne ! " 
I  do  not  know  you,  and  may  never  know 

Tour  faorf  —but  you  have  acted  on  the  whole 

Host  nobly,  and  I  own  it  firom  my  souL 


xvn. 

And  when  I  use  the  phrase  of  *<  Anld  Lang  0j«n  T 
'Tis  not  addrese'd  to  you— the  nore's  the  pity 

For  me,  for  I  would  rather  take  my  wine         [city; 
With  you,  than  aught  (save  Scott)  in  your  proud 

But  somehow,— it  may  seem  a  schoolboy's  wh^ie* 
And  yet  I  seek  not  to  be  grand  n<»  wit^. 

But  I  am  half  a  Scot  by  Urth,  and  bred 

A  whole  QBe»  aadmy  heart  flies  to  my  heed  — 

XVIIL 

As  «  Anld  Leng  Syne  "  bring*  Scotland  one  and  all, 
Scotch  plaid,  Scotch  snoods,  the  blue  hills,  and 
clear  streams. 

The  Dee,  the  Don,  Balgeunie's  Brig's  black  woU,* 
All  my  bc^  feeUugs,  all  my  gentler  dreams 

Of  what  I  then  tlreamtf  clothed  in  their  own  pall. 
Like  Banquo's  offspring— floating  past  me  seenw 

My  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  mine : 

I  care  not— 'tis  a  glimpse  of  **  Auld  Lang  Syne.** 

XIX. 
And  though,  as  you  remember,  in  a  fit 

Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  snd  curly, 
I  rail'd  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit. 

Which  must  be  own'd  was  sensitive  and  surly, 
Yet  'tis  in  vain  such  sallies  to  permit-^ 

They  cannot  quench  young  feelings  fresh  and  early : 
I  *<  icotch*d,  not  kill'd,"  the  Scotchman  in  my  blood. 
And  love  the  land  of  "  mountain  and  of  flood." 

XX. 

Don  Juan,  who  was  real  or  ideal,— 

For  both  are  much  the  same,  since  what  men  think 
Exists  when  the  once  thinkers  sre  less  real, 

Than  what  they  thought,  for  mind  can  never  sink. 
And  'gainst  the  body  makes  a  strong  appeal ; 

And  yet  'tis  very  puzzling  on  the  brink 
Of  what  is  call'd  eternity,  to  stare. 
And  know  no  more  of  what  is  here  than  there  >- 

XXI. 
Don  Juan  grew  a  very  polish'd  Russian — 

How  we  won't  mention,  why  we  need  not  say 
Few  youthful  minds  can  stand  the  strong  coneuss&on 

Of  any  slight  temptation  in  their  way ; 
But  Ait  just  now  were  spread  as  is  a  cushion 

Smooth'd  for  a  monarch's  seat  of  honor:  gay 
Damsels,  and  dances,  revcU,  ready  money, 
Made  ice  seem  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 

XXIL 
The  Ihvor  of  the  empress  was  agreeable ; 

And  though  the  du^  wax'd  a  little  hard. 
Young  people  at  his  time  of  life  should  be  able 

To  come  off*  handsomely  in  that  regard. 
He  was  now  growing  up  like  a  green  tree,  able 

For  love,  war,  or  ambitiim,  which  reward 
Their  luckier  rotaries,  till  old  age's  tedium 
Make  some  prefer  the  circulating  medium. 

XXIU. 
About  this  time,  as  mi^  have  been  aatidpaMt 

Sedueed  by  youth  and  dangerous  eyamples, 
Don  Juan  grew,  I  taur,  a  little  dissipated ; 

Whioh  is  a  sad  thing,  and  not  only  tvampki 
On  our  fresh  feelings,  but— as  being  psrticjpsted 

With  aU  kinds  of  inoomgible  samples 
Of  frail  humanity— must  make  ns  selfish. 
And  shut  our  souls  up  in  us  like  %  sheU-fish. 


MR  ^OAV. 


Ml 


Thi»wp»m0mi.    W« will •!■•  paw 

Tb«  omul  progNM  of  iateigvM 
Unequal  matekat,  iiiek  aa  are,  alaa  t 

▲  7«qBgli«BtaBaafawitha«d««U  . 
Bat  ana  who  ia  not  ao  yovAM  •»  alia  waa 

In  all  the  royalty  of  awaaC  aa^aiitaHii 
8of«Migna  may  away  xnateiiak,  Init  not  mattar. 
And  wtlnkte  (tha  4^— ^  danoomta)  wont 

XXT. 

And  Deatli)  tha  aoYanlgni'  aoT«reign»  though  tta 
Oracehua  of  all  mortality,  who  lorola  (g'eot 

With  hia  Affrarian  lawa,  the  high  eateta 
Of  him  who  feaata,  and  itghti,  and  roan,  and  rafols. 

To  one  amaU  graaa-grown  patch  (which  maat  await 
Com^tion  for  ita  crop)  with  &e  poor  devila 

Who  never  had  a  fi>ot  of  land  till  now,«- 

J)eath>a  a  zaUonnor,  aU  men  mnat  allow. 


XXYL 

HeKved(notI)eath,bat  Jian)inahnRy  [glitter. 
Of  waste,  and  haata,  and  ^ara,  and  gkaa,  and 

In  thia  gay  oUma  of  bear-ahins  black  and  ftury^ 
Which(tiiongh  I  hate  to  aay  a  tiling  Aafa  bitter) 

Peep  out  aometimea,  iriien  thinga  are  in  a  flmy, 
Throngh  all  tiie  '*  purple  end  fine  linen," 

For  Babylon'a  than  Bnaaia'a  royal  harlot- 

And  neutraliae  her  onlward  ahowof  aoarlat 

xxvn 

And  thia  aame  atate  we  won't  deaoribe :  i 
Pediapa  from  hearuty,  or  from  reeoUeetion ; 

Bat  getting  nigh  grim  Dante's  **  obaoura  wood,' 
nat  hoKiid  equinox,  that  hateftil  aeetion 

Of  homan  years,  that  half-way  honae,  that  mde 
Hut,  whence  wiae  traTellen  drive  with  drovnoi 

life's  sad  poat-horaea  o*er  the  dreary  frontier   [tion 

Of  age,  and,  looking  back  to  yonth,  give  ena  tears— 

XXYin. 
Iwon'tameribe    tiiat  la,  if  I  can  help 

Deaeriptkm:  and  I  won't  reOeo^-^hat  ia. 
If  I  aan  atave  oiT  thought,  whioh-*«a  a  wlMlp 

Clinga  to  ita  teat— «ti<^  to  me  throogh  tiieabyaa 
Of  tide  odd  labyrintii ;  or  aa  the  ke^ 

Holds  by  the  rock ;  or  aa  a  lover's  kisa 
Diaina  ita  first  draught  of  lipa:  bnt,  aa  I  said, 
1  fioii't  phikMophiae,  and  IM0  be  read. 

XXIX. 

Jnan,  inataad  of  conrttng  oonrta,  waa  ooortad, 
A  thing  which  happena  rardy;  thia  he  owed 

Much  to  hia  yonth,  and  much  to  his  reported 
Valor ;  much  also  to  the  blood  he  show'd« 

Uke  a raoehorse;  much  to  each  dreaa  he  aportad, 
Which  aet  the  beaaty  off  in  which  he  glow'd, 

Aa  pvirpla  donda  befringe  the  son ;  hot  most 

He  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  hia  poet 

XXX. 

lie  wrote  to  Spain  :-^md  all  hia  near  nalatiaM, 
Peroaistet  ho  waa  in  a  handaome  w«f 

Of  getting  on  himaalf,  and  finding  atatlana 
For  eoQsina  alao,  anawer'd  the  aame  day. 

Beveral  pMpated  themaehee  lor  eadgrationa; 
iknd»  eating  ioea,  wira  o'edMaid  to  aay. 

That  witii  the  additian  4tf  a  aU^t  peliaaa, 

ICadxid'a  and  MeaeoWa  climea  warn  of  a  pieaa. 
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xxxt 

His  mothor.  Donna  Inea,  finding,  too, 
That  in  the  Uea  of  drawing  on  his  bonkflr. 

Where  hia  aaaota  were  waxing  rather  few,       [eaor 
He  had  bronght  hia  apen^ng  to  a  handsome  an 

Replied,  "  tiiat  afae  waa  glad  to  aee  him  throngh 
Thoao  plaaanra  after  which  wild  youtix  will  hanker ; 

Aa  the  aole  aign  of  man'a  being  in  hia  aenaea 

la,  learning  to  redaoe  his  pMt  expenaaa. 

xxxn. 

She  also  reeommended  him  to  €tod. 

And  no  laaa  to  Ood'a  Son,  aa  well  aa  M otber, 
Wam'd  him  against  Greek  worship,  which  looks  odd 

In  Catholic  eyes ;  but  told  him  too  to  amother  ' 
OirfMiarddialike,  which  don't  look  well  abroad: 

Infonn'd  him  that  he  had  a  little  brother 
Bom  in  a  aacond  wedlock;  and  above 
AB,  pmiaad  the  empreaa'a  1 


xxxm. 

< « She  eonld  not  too  mnch  give  heri  _  _ 
Unto  an  empteaa,  who  pieiiBr'd  yoong  men 

Whoae  age,  anil,  irturt  waa  better  atiB,  whoaonaitis^ 
And  cBmato,  atopp'd  aU  acandal,  (now  and  than :) 

At  home  it  mi^t  have  given  her  aame  rexation: 
Btat  tAun  thermometen  annk  down  to  ten. 

Or  five,  or  one,  or  aero,  ahe  eonld  never 

Believe  that  virtoo  thaw'd  befim  the  rivw." 

XXXIT. 
Oh,  for  tifinitpmmmpowm*  to  ekant 

Thy  pndae,  hypocrisy  I    Oh  I6r  a  hyma 
Lend  aa  the  virtoea  then  dost  londly  vamit, 

Not  praetiael    Oh  for  trumpa  of  ohembim! 
Or  the  ear-trampet  of  my  good  old  annt, 

Who,  ^baof^  her  apcotaoles  at  laat  grew  dim. 
Drew  quiet  conaolation  through  ita  hint, 
When  ahe  no  more  ooold  read  the  piona  paint. 

XXXT. 

She  waa  no  hypocrite,  at  least,  poor  aonl! 

Bat  went  to  heaven  in  aa  aincera  a  way 
As  any  body  on  the  elected  roll, 

Which  portions  out  upon  the  Jodgment  day 
Heaven's  freeholds,  in  a  sort  of  doomsday  oeroU, 

Such  as  the  .Conqueror  WilUam  did  repay 
His  knighta  with,  lotting  othera'  proportiea 
Into  some  sixty  tiwnaand  new  knights'  laea. 

XXXVI. 

1  oan*t  complain,  iHioee  ancaetora  are  ttaro, 
Emeis,  Badnlphua— eight*and-ftirty  manors 

(If  that  my  memory  doth  not  greatiy  err) 
Were  their  reward  for  following  ^iUy's  bannera ; 

And,  though  I  can't  help  thinking  'twaa  acaroe  frir 
To  atrip  the  Saxona  of  their  Jlydar»*  like  tanners. 

Yet  aa  they  fomided  ohurohea  with  the  prodnoa, 

Tonll  deaas,  no  donbt,  they  pnt  it  to  a  good  nae. 

xxxvn. 

The  gentio  Jnan  fionriah'd,  thoogh  at  timea 
He  felt  like  other  planto '  caB'd  aenaitive, 

Which  ahrink  firom  touch,  aa  monarchs  do  flraM 
Saveaneh  aa  Sontiiey  can  aflbrd  to  give.  [rhyme% 

Perhapa  he  long'd,  in  bitter  froata,  (br  climea 
In  which  tiie  Neva's  ioe  would  cease  to  live 

Before  ICi^-day:  perhspa,  daepito  his  duty. 

In  royalty'a  vast  anna  he  aigh*d  «nr  beauty: 
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xxxym. 

P6rliapt,-4nit»  Mmt  peiliapc,  we  need  not  seek 
For  oaoMt  young  or  old :  the  canker-worm 

Will  feed  upon  the  fkireet,  freehest  eheek. 
As  well  at  fnrther  drain  the  withered  form : 

Care,  like  a  housekeeper,  brings  every  week 
Bis  bills  n,  and,  however  we  may  storm, 

Ihey  must  te  paid :  though  six  days  smoothly  ran, 

The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  or  a  dnn. 

XXZIX. 

I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  he  grew  siek : 

The  empress  was  alarm'd,  and  her  physician 
(The  same  who  physick'd  Peter)  found  the  tick 
'  Of  his  fierce  pulse  betoken  a  condition 
Which  augur*d  of  the  dead,  however  guiek 
Itself,  and  show'd  a  feverish  disposition ; 
At  which  the  whole  court  was  extremely  troubled, 
The  sovereign  shock'd,  and  all  his  medicbiee  doubled. 

XL. 
Low  were  the  whispers,  manifold  the  rumors : 

Some  said  he  had  been  poison'd  by  Potemkin ; 
Others  talk'd  learnedly  of  certain  tumors, 

Exhaustion,  or  disorders  of  the  same  kin ; 
Some  said  'twas  a  ooncoction  of  the  humors. 

Which  with  the  blood  too  readily  will  claim  kin ; 
Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 
**  'Twas  only  the  fatigue  of  last  campaign." 

XLL 

But  here  is  one  prescription  out  of  many : 
<*  Sode  sulphat.  Svj.  5fs.  Manns  optim. 

Aq.  fervent,  f.  Sifs.  Sij*  tinet.  Senns  [him) 

Haustus  "  (And  here  the  surgeon  came  and  oupp'd 

**  B.  Pulv.  Com.  gr.  i^'.  Ipecacuanhas  " 
(With  more  beside  if  Juan  had  not  stopp'd  'em.) 

*' Bolus  Potasss  Sulphuret.  sumendns, 

Et  haustus  ter  in  die  capiendus." 

TT.TT. 

This  is  the  way  physidans  mend  or  end  us. 
Secundum  artem :  but  although  we  sneer 

In  health— when  ill,  we  call  them  to  attend  us, 
Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer : 

While  that  *'  hiatus  maxima  deflendus," 
To  be  flll'd  up  by  spade  or  mattock,  's  near, 

Instead  of  gliding  gnciously  down  Lethe, 

We  tease  mild  Baillie,  or  soft  Abemethy. 

XUII. 
Juan  demurr*d  at  this  first  notice  to  [tion. 

Quit ;  and,  though  death  had  threaten'd  an  ejec- 
Uis  youth  and  constitution  bore  him  through. 

And  sent  the  doctors  in  a  new  direction. 
But  still  his  state  was  ddicate :  the  hue 

Of  health  but  flicker'd  with  a  faint  reflection 
Along  his  wasted  cheek,  and  seem'd  to  gravel 
The  fiMulty— who  said  that  he  must  travel. 

XLIV. 

The  climate  was  too  cold,  they  said,  for  him, 
Meridian*bom,  to  bloom  in.    This  opinion 

Made  the  chaste  Catherine  h>ok  a  littie  grim. 
Who  did  not  like  at  first  to  lose  her  minion : 

But  when  she  saw  his  dassUng  eye  wax  dim. 
And  drooping  like  an  eagle's  with  cUpp'd  pinion 

She  then  resolved  to  send  him  on  a  mission, 

But  in  a  s^le  becoming  his  oondition. 


XLT. 

Thofe  was  Ju0t  then  a  kind  of  a  dlseussion 

A  sort  of  treaty  or  negotiation 
Between  the  British  cabimet  and  Russian, 

Maintsin'd  witii  aU  the  due  prevaiicatioa      [as 
With  whieh  great  states  such  things  sre  apt  to  pnk 

Something  about  the  Baltic's  navigation, 
Hides,  train-oil,  tallow,  and  the  rights  of  Tkstb, 
Whidh  Britons  deem  their  •*  uti  possidetis." 

XLVI. 

Se  Catherine,  who  had  a  handsome  way 

Of  fitting  out  her  favoritee,  oonferr'd 
This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  to  display 

At  once  her  royal  splendor,  and  reward 
His  services.    He  kiss'd  hands  the  next  day. 

Received  instructions  how  to  play  his  card, 
Was  laden  with  all  kinds  of  gifts  and  honors, 
Which  show'd  what  great  disoernment  wu  th 
donor's. 

XLVn. 
But  she  was  lucky,  and  luok's  alL    Your  queeni 

Are  generally  prosperous  in  reigning; 
Which  pussies  us  to  know  what  fortone  mesoi. 

But  to  continue :  though  her  years  were  waoisg, 
Her  climacteric  teased  her  like  her  teens ; 

And  though  her  dignity  brook'd  no  complaiainf, 
So  much  did  Juan's  setting  off  distress  her. 
She  could  not  find  at  first  a  fit  successor. 

XLVHL 
But  time,  the  comibrter,  will  come  at  last ; 

And  four*and-twenty  hours,  and  twice  thatnnmbcf 
Of  candidates  requesting  to  be  placed, 

Made  Catherine  taste  next  night  a  quiet  slomUr. 
Not  that  she  meant  to  fix  again  in  haste, 

Nor  did  she  find  the  quantity  encumber, 
But,  always  choosing  with  deliberation. 
Kept  the  place  open  for  their  emulation. 

XLIX. 

While  this  high  post  of  honor's  in  abeyanee, 
For  one  or  two  days,  reader,  we  request 

You'll  mount  with  our  young  hero  the  conveyMies 
Which  wafted  him  from  Petersburgh ;  the  belt 

Barouche,  which  had  the  glory  to  display  onee 
The  fair  Csarina's  autocratic  crest, 

(When,  a  new  Iphigene,  she  went  to  Taoris,) 

Was  given  to  her  favorite,'  and  now  bpr$  kit' 


A  bull-dog,  and  a  bull-finch,  and  an  ermine, 
All  private  favorites  of  Don  Juan ;  for 

(Let  deeper  sages  the  true  cause  determine) 
He  had  a  kind  of  inclination,  or 

Weakness,  for  what  most  people  deem  mere  wrm** 
Live  animale :— an  old  maid  of  threesccre 

For  cato  and  birds  more  penchant  ne'er  diipUffl* 

Although  he  was  not  old,  nor  even  a  maid. 

LI. 

The  aaimak  afoieeaid  oeeupied  ^  _ 

Their  atation:  tiiere  were  valets,  seerstsiiiit 

In  other  vehicles;  but  at  his  side 
Sat  little  Leila,  who  survived  the  psiriai 

He  made  'gainst  Cossack  sabres,  in  tiiewi*  ^^ 
Slaughter  of  IsmaiL  Though  my  wfldMW*''^ 

Her  note,  she  don't  forget  the  inftnt  gtd 

Whom  he  prsserved,  a  pure  and  living  pew* 


9om  nux. 
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Poor  Utile  tbiBg ! 

Aad  iritii  that  gentlo,  teriow  ohamotar, 
AsnninfiTingbeiBgSMafoMa  [CmrteP' 

Ma&»  'mid  thy  nuraldy  BummothSt  **gniid 
m  fitted  was  her  ignonnoe  to  jostle 

With  this o'erwhllmiiigirorld»  whereallmvtt  vr: 
But  she  was  yet  hot  ten  years  old,  sad  thsiofare 
Wsstooitia,  thoQgh  she  hnewBot  why  or  whMsCNO. 

LUI. 
Bob  Juan  loved  her,  and  she  loved  him,  as 

Nor  brother,  father,  sister,  daughter  love. 
I  eaanot  tell  exactly  what  it  was ; 

He  was  not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  prove 
Parental  feelings,  and  the  other  class, 

Call*d  brotherly  affection,  could  not  move 
His  bosom-^or  he  never  had  a  eister : 
Ah  I  if  he  had,  how  much  he  would  have  miu'd  her  I 

UV. 
And  stiU  leas  was  it  sensual;  f9r  besides 

That  he  was  sot  an  ancient  debanehee, 
(Who  like  sou  fruit  to  stir  their  veins'  salt  tides. 

As  acids  rouse  u  dormant  alkali,) 
Although  (*hnU  happen  as  our  planet  guides) 

Hit  youth  was  not  the  chastest  that  might  be, 
There  was  the  purest  Flatonism  at  bottom 
Of  all  his  fieelings— only  he  forgot  'em. 

LV. 
Just  now  there  was  no  peril  of  temptation ; 

He  loved  the  infknt  orphan  he  had  saved. 
As  patriots  (now  and  then)  may  love  a  nation ; 

His  pride  too  felt  that  she  was  not  enslaved. 
Owing  to  him ;— as  also  her  salvation,  [paved. 

Through  his  means  and  the  church's,  might  be 
But  one  thing's  odd,  which  here  must  be  ins^ted— 
The  little  Turk  reused  to  be  converted^ 

LVI. 
Twas  strange  enough  she  should  retain  the  im- 
prMsion  [slsughter; 

Through  sueh  a  scene  of  ehange,  and  dreed,  and 
But,  though  three  bishops  told  her  the  transgression. 

She  show'd  a  great  dislike  to  holy  water : 
She  also  had  no  passion  for  confsssion ; 

Perhaps  she  had  nothing  to  confess ;— no 
Whate'er  the  cause,  the  church  made  little  of  it- 
She  stiU  held  out  that  Mahomet  was  a  prophet. 

Lvn. 

In  fact,  the  only  Christiaa  ahe  could  bear 
Was  Juan,  whom  she  seem'd  to  have  seleeted 

In  place  of  what  her  home  and  friends  once  toar». 
He  naturaUf  loved  what  he  protected ; 

And  thus  they  form'd  a  rather  curious  pair : 
A  guardian  £preen  in  years,  a  ward  connected 

In  neither  clime,  time,  blood,  with  her  defender; 

And  yet  this  want  of  ties  made  theirs  more  tender. 

Lvm. 

They  Joumsy'd  on  through  Poland  and  through 
Warsaw, 
Famous  for  mhies  of  salt  and  yokes  of  Iron 
Through  Couzland  also,  whioh  that  ikmous  fiurae  saw 


LetM>l«U•■MaanaatMfaMz^*«*ah!    [da^* 
My  guard  I  my  old  guard  I "  exelaim'd  that  god  ol 

Think  of  tho  Thunderer'a  foiling  down  behnr 
Carotid-arteiy-outtinK  Castlemgh ! 

Alas  1  that  glo^  ahould  be  chill'd  by  snowl 
But,  should  we  wish  to  warm  us  on  our  waj 

Through  Poland,  there  is  Kosciusko's  name 

Might  scattsir  fire  through  iee,  like  Heola's  Hauu^ 

From  Poland  tibey  earn*  on  through  Pkuaria  pnyw. 

And  Koaigsbv^  ^^  capital,  whoee  vaunt. 
Besides  some  veins  of  iron,  lead,  or  copper, 

Has  Utely  been  the  great  Professor  Kant. 
Juan,  who  eared  not  a  tobaeoo-stopper 

About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 
To  Oenaany,  whose  somewhat  tardy  millions 
Httvu  priaees  who  spur  more  than  their  poetiQioai* 


LXI. 

And  thence  through  Berlin,  Drsoden,  and  liM  tt% 
TJnta  he  reaehed  the  eastellated  Rhine  >-' 

To  glorious  Gkithie  scenes !  how  much  ye  strike 
All  phantasies,  not  even  excepting  mine: 

A  gray  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike, 
Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  Une 

Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  bofW 

Upon  their  afay  eonflne,  half-seas-over. 

LXII. 
But  Juan  posted  on  through  Hanhehn,  Bonn, 

Which  Drachenfels  irowns  over  like  a  spectre 
Of  the  goui  feudal  times  for  ever  gone, 

On  which  I  have  not  time  just  now  to  lecture. 
From  thence  he  was  drawn  onwards  to  Cologne. 

A  city  which  presents  to  the  inspector 
Eleven  thousand  maidenheads  of  bone, 
The  greatest  number  flesh  hath  ever  known.^ 

LXin. 

From  thence  to  Holland's  Hague  and  HelvoetdiF 
'niat  vrmtsr  land  of  Dutchmen  end  of  ditshse, 

Where  Juniper  expresses  its  best  juiee— 
The  poor  man's  spsrkling  substitute  for  riohes. 

Senates  snd  sagee  have  condemn'd  its  use- 
But  to  deny  the  mob  a  cordial  which  is 

Too  often  all  the  olothing,  meat,  or  ftiel. 

Good  government  has  left  them,  seems  but  ( 

Lxrv. 

Here  he  embsrk'd,  and,  with  a  flowing  sail. 
Went  bounding  for  the  Island  of  the  free. 

Towards  which  the  impatient  wind  blew  half  a  gate 
High  dash'd  the  spray,  the  bows  dipp'dinthese^ 

And  sea-sick  passengers  tnm'd  somewhat  pale: 
But  Juan,  season'd,  as  he  well  might  be 

By  former  voyages,  stood  to  watch  the  sUib 

Which  pass'd,  or  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  eliib 

LXV. 
At  length  they  rose,  like  a  white  wall  along 
The  blue  sea's  border ;  and  Pon  Juan  felt— 


Which  gave  her  dukee?  tiie  graceless  name  of  What  even  young  strangers  feel  a  Uttle  strong 


*«B]ron."  l*^ 

rris  the  same  landscape  whieh  the  nodsn  Man 

Who  marehed  to  Moeeow,  led  by  fome,  liM  sjrcn ! 

To  lose,  by  one  month's  frost, 

Of  QOQfvevt,  and  his  gusrd  of  gNnadiflKB. 


At  the  first  sight  of  Albion's  chalky  belt— 
A  kind  of  pride  that  he  should  be  among 

Those  haughty  shopkeepers,  who  sternly  dealt 
Their  goods  and  edicts  out  fr(»n  pole  to  pole. 
And  made  tte  very  billowt  pay  them  toll 


BYBONV  IVQtU. 


tW»iio  gTMt  etane  to  lotv  Hott  tpvtvf  ma/At 
Whieh  holdf  ti^t  Mi^Af  have  hem  tin  mflllllest 

But  thongfh  I  oifi«  it  little  but  my  birth,      [tuition ; 
I  feel  a  mix'd  regret  toA  Teneration 

Fdr  iti  decaying  fkme  and  former  wor&. 
Sertn  years  (the  uraal  term  of  tramportatiDn) 

Of  absence  lay  one's  old  resentments  level, 

"WfaBn-aman's  conntiy*s  going  to  the  deril. 

Lxvn. 

Alas !  conld  she  hat  AiUy,  truly  know 

How  her  f;reat  name  is  now  throagfaoiat  ahhocr'd ; 
How  eager  all  the  earth  is  for  the  blow 

Which  shall  lay  bare  her  bosom  to  the  sword ; 
How  all  the  nations  deem  her  Iheir  worst  Ibe, 

That  worse  than  teont  offoee,  the  onoe  adored 
Kalse  Mend,  who  held  ont  ficeedom  to  maafcind, 
MbA  now  would  chain  them,  to  the  very  mjnd  ^— 

Lxvni. 

Wo^ld  Aft  bo  imrad,  or  boast  henelf  the  fro«» 
Who  k  but  Urst  of  slaTOs  ?    The  nations  arc 

In  prison,— 4mt  the  jailer,  what  is  he  ? 
No  less  a  Tictim  to  the  bolt  and  bar 

Is  the  poor  privilege  to  turn  the  key 
Upon  the  eaptive,  freedom  ?    He's  as  far 

FroBi  tbe  eigoyment  of  the  earth  and  air 

Who  watches  o'er  ihn  chain,  as  they  who  wear. 

LXIX. 
Den  Juan  now  saw  Albion's  earliest  beauties, 

Thy  difis,  dear  Dover !  harbor,  and  hotel ; 
Thy  custom-house,  with  all  its  delicate  duties ; 

Thy  waiters  running  mucks  at  every  bell ; 
Thy  packets,  all  whose  passengers  are  booties 

To  those  who  upon  land  or  water  dwell ; 
And  last,  not  least,  to  strangers  uninstructed, 
Thy  longi  long  biUs,  whence  nothing  is  deducted. 

LXX. 
Juan,  though  careless,  young,  and  magnJiique, 

Aa4  ileh  in  roubles,  diamonds,  oaah,  and  credit, 
Who  did  not  Emit  mueh  his  bills  per  week. 

Yet  stared  at  tikis  a  little,  though  he  paid  it— 
(Hb  maggior  duomo,  a  amart  subtto  Greek, 

Eefore  him  summ'd  tiie  awful  seroU  and  read  it:) 
But  doubtless  as  the  sdr,  though  seldom  sonny. 
Is  free,  the  mspinition's  worth  the  money. 

LXXI. 
On  with  the  hones !    Off  to  Canterbury ! 
Tiamp,  tramp  o'er  pebble,  and  splashi  splash 
through  puddle ; 
Hmahi  how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so  meny ! 
Not  like  slow  Germany,  wherein  they  muddle 
Along  the  read,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 
*  Their  fare ;  and  also  pause,  besides,  to  fuddle 
With  «  schnapps  "—sad  dogs !  whom  **  Hundsfot " 

or<*Ferflucter" 
Affeot  no  more  than  lightning  a  conductor. 

Lxxn. 

Now,  there  u  nothing  gires  a  man  sneh  spirltSy 
LesTening  his  Mood  as  Cayenne  doth  a  oony, 

As  going  at  frill  speed— no  matter  where  its 
IKrection  be,  so  *tis  but  in  a  huny. 

And  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  own  merits : 
Forthe  less  cause  there  is  !br  all  this  fluny, 

The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  axrhring 

At  the  great  end  int  trssr^h-^hich  is  irhrfng. 


Lxxm. 

They  a«Mr  «t  OUtiAwy  tlieCtothedMl ; 

Black  Bdw«id*s  iislm,  smd  Beckys  bloodystSM^ 
'trtre- pointed  out  as  usual  by  tiie  bedral. 

In  the  same  qnafait,  anfiatetested  time : 
There's  glory  again  for  yoa,  gentle  reader !  all 

Ends  in  a  ritsty  casque  and  dnimras  bene, 
Half-^oHed  into  these  sodas  or  magnasias, 
Whieh  Unrm  tint  bitter  dztangbt,  ttiehuman  speiisi. 

LXXJTV. 

The  effect  on  Juan  was  of  conrse  sublime : 
He  breathed  a  thousand  Cressays,  as  he  saw 

That  casque,  which  never  stoop'd  except  to  Time. 
Even  the  bold  Churchman's  tomb  excited  awe, 

Who  died  in  the  then  great  attempt  to  climb 
O'er  kings,  who  now  at  least  mtctf  talk  of  law, 

Before  they  butcher.    Little  Leila  gased. 

And  asked  why  such  a  structure  had  been  raised: 

lAXV. 
And  being  told  it  was  *'  God's  home,"  die  said 

Be  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wondcr'd  how 
He  sufTer'd  infidels  in  his  homestead. 

The  cruel  Nasarenes,  who  had  laid  low 
His  holy  temples  in  the  lands  whieh  bred 

The  true  believers ;— and  her  infant  brow 
Was  bent  with  grief  that  Hahomet  should  resign 
A  mosque  so  noble,  flung  like  pearls  to  swine. 

LXXVI. 
On,  on !  through  meadows,  managed  like  a  garden, 

A  paradise  of  hops  and  high  production; 
For,  after  years  of  travel  by  a  bard  in 

Countries  of  greater  heat  but  lesser  suction, 
A  green  field  is  a  sight  which  makes  him  pardon 

The  absence  of  that  more  sublime  construction 
Which  mixes  up  vines,  olives,  precipices, 
Glaciers,  volcanos,  oranges,  and  ices 

Lxxvn. 

And  when  I  think  upon  a  pot  of  beer— 
But  I  won't  weep  1 — and  so,  drire  on,  postiBiotfl 

As  the  smart  boys  spurr'd  fast  in  their  career, 
Juan  admired  these  highways  of  free  ndllioas ; 

A  country  in  all  senses  the  most  dear 
To  fbreigner  or  native,  save  some  silly  ones, 

Who  *«kick  against  the  pricks"  just  at  this  junctat 

And  for  their  pains  get  only  a  fresh  puncture 

Lxxvm 

What  a  delightful  thing's  a  turnpike  road ! 

So  smooth,  so  level,  such  a  mode  of  shaving 
The  earth,  as  scarce  tke  eagle  in  the  broad 

Air  can  accomplish,  with  his  wide  wings  wavinf. 
Had  such  been  cut  in  Phaeton's  time,  the  god 

Had  told  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 
With  the  York  mail ;— but,  onward  as  we  roll 

Surgit  amari  aliquid^'— the  toll ! 


LXXIX.  _ 

Alas  I  how  deeply  palnfta  is  all  payment  I    ti^ 

Take  Htos,  take  wives,  take  aught  eaoept  vm^* 
As  Maehiarel  shows  those  ib  pur^  niment, 

8uch  is  the  shortest  way  to  general  cuism-^^ 
Th«y  hate  a  murderer  mueh  less  than  a  claiintf| 

On  l^t  sweet  ore,  which  ervery  bed^jr  noissi  *- 
KOI  a  man's  frmiily,  and  he  mi^  brook  i>^ 
But  keep  your  hands  out  of  his  btvMhsi' ]^9>v^ 


nomnuj^ 


LXXZ. 
Bo  Mid  the  FloraatiiM :  ye  monanH  iMwtoi 

To  7001  iastructor.    Juan  now  wu  borne, 
Just  as  the  day  began  to  wane  and  darken, 

0*er  the  high  hill  which  looks  with  pride  or  acorn 
Toward  the  great  city :— ye  who  haTe  a  spark  in 

Tour  veins  of  cockney  spirit,  smile  or  moum« 
According  as  you  take  things  well  or  ill*- 
Bold  Britons,  we  are  now  on  Shooter's  HiU ! 

LXXXI. 
The  sun  went  down,  the  smoke  roee  up,  as  from 

A  half-unquench'd  Tolcano,  o*er  a  space 
Which  well  beseemed  the  ••Devirs  drawing-room**' 

As  some  have  qualified  that  wondrous  place. 
But  Juan  felt,  though  not  approaching  home. 

As  one  who,  though  he  were  not  of  the  race, 
Revered  the  soil,  of  those  true  sons  the  mother, 
Who  butchered  half  the  earth,  and  bullied  t*  other. 

Lxxxn. 

A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping, 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  sail  just  skipping 

In  sight,  then  lost  amid  the  forestry 
Of  masts ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 

On  tiptoe,  through  their  sea-coal  canopy ; 
A  huge  dun  cupola,  like  a  foolscap  crown 
On  a  fool's  head— and  there  is  London  town ! 

LXXXin. 
But  Juan  saw  not  this :  each  wreath  of  smoke 

Appev^'d  to  him  but  as  the  magic  vapor 
Of  some  alchymio  furnace,  from  whence  broke 

The  wealth  of  worlds,  (a  wealth  of  tax  and  paper ;) 
The  gloomy  clouds,  which  o'er  it  as  a  yoke 

Are  bow'd,  and  put  the  sun  out  like  a  taper, 
Were  nothing  but  the  natural  atmosphere— 
Extremely  wholesome,  though  but  rarely  clear. 

LXXXIV. 

He  |Miusedr-"and  so  wiU  I — as  doth  a  crew 
Before  they  give  their  broadside.    By  and  by, 

My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 
Our  old  acquaintance,  and  at  least  I'U  try 

To  tell  you  truths  you  will  not  take  as  true. 
Because  they  are  so,— a  male  Mrs.  Fry, 

With  a  soft  besom  wiU  I  sweep  your  halls. 

And  brush  a  web  or  two  from  off  the  walls. 

ULLXV. 
Oh,  Mrs.  Fry !  why  go  to  Newgate  ?  Why 

Preach  to  poor  rogues  ?    And  wherefore  not  begin 
With  Carlton,  or  with  other  houses  ?    Try 

Your  hand  at  harden'd  and  imperial  sin. 
To  mend  the  people's  an  abstirdity, 

A  jargon,  a  mere  philanthropic  din, 
Unless  you  make  their  betters  better :— Fie ! 
I  thought  you  had  more  religion,  Mrs.  Fry. 

LXXXVI. 
Teach  them  the  deeencies  of  good  threeseore : 

Cure  them  of  tours,  Hussar  and  Highland  dresses : 
Tell  them  that  youth  once  gone  returns  no  more ; 

That  hired  huxsas  redeem  no  land's  distresses : 
Tell  them  Sir  William  Curtis  is  a  bore. 

Too  dull  even  for  the  dullest  of  excesses— 
The  witless  Falstaff  of  a  hoary  Hal, 
A  fool  whose  bells  have  ceased  to  ring  at  all,— 


Lxamvn. 

Tdl  thm,  tiM)vgh  it  may  be  p«rh«p*  to*  Ute» 
On  lifs's  won  oonfine,  jaded,  Uoated,  ssttd. 

To  set  up  vain  pratenoet  of  being  great, 
'TIS  not  so  to  be  good;  and  be  it  stated. 

The  worthiest  king*  have  ever  loved  least  ttste ; 
And  tell  them— but  you  won't,  and  1  have  poM 

Just  now  cBQugh;  but  by  and  by  I'll  pmttk 

Like  Boland's  hotm  in  BoncefvallBi'  battle. 


CANTO  XI. 


Whim  Bishop  Berkley  said  <*  thme  wm  bo  1 
And  proved  it— 'twas  no  matter  what  he  eaid: 

They  say  his  system  'tis  in  vain  to  batter, 
Too  subtle  for  the  airiest  human  head ; 

And  yet  who  can  believe  it  ?  I  would  shatter. 
Gladly,  all  matters  down  to  stone  o^lead, 

Or  adamant,  to  find  the  world  a  spirit. 

And  wear  my  head,  denying  that  I  wear  it. 

n. 

What  a  inblime  discovery  'twee,  to  make  the 

Universe  universal  egotism ! 
That  all^s  ideaX—^aiounelvear  VW  stake  the 

World  (be  it  what  you  will)  that  that's  no  Khtett. 

Oh,  doubt ! — ^If  thou  be'st  doubt,  for  which  some  take 

But  which  I  doubt  extremely«-thou  sole  prism  \iiu^ 

Of  the  truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught  of  spirit  I 

Heaven's  brandy — ^though  our  brain  can  hardly  bear 

it. 

IDL 
For,  ever  and  anon  comes  indigestion, 

(Not  the  most  **  dainty  Ariel/')  and  perplexes 
Our  soarings  with  another  sort  of  question : 

And  that  which,  after  all,  my  spirit  vexes 
Is,  that  I  find  no  spot  where  man  can  rest  eye  on. 

Without  confusion  of  the  sorts  and  sexes. 
Of  beings,  stars,  and  this  unriddled  wonder. 
The  world,  which  at  the  worst's  a  glorious  blundar-* 

IT. 

If  it  be  chanee ;  or  if  it  be  according 
To  the  old  text,  still  better !  lest  it  should 

Turn  out  so,  we'll  say  nothing  'gainst  the 
As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rude 

They're  right ;  our  days  are  too  brief  for 
Space  to  disputp  what  no  one  ever  could 

Decide,  and  every  body  one  day  will 

Know  very  clearly— or  at  least  lie  still. 


And  therefore  will  I  leave  off  metaphyseal 
Discussions,  which  is  neither  here  and  there : 

If  I  agree  that  what  is,  is — then  this  I  call 
Being  quite  perspicuous  and  extremely  fidr. 

The  truth  is.  I've  grown  lately  rather  phthisieal, 
I  don't  know  what  the  reason  is — the  air 

Perhaps ;  but  as  I  suffer  ftx>m  the  shocks 

Of  illness,  I  grow  much  more  orthodox. 


M6 
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VI. 

The  iint  atteek  at  cnoa  proved  tiie  iMaity, 
(B«t  <Aa<  I  never  doubted,  nor  the  derfl ;) 

The  next,  the  Yfagin'i  myftical  Tirginitx; 
The  third,  the  nioal  origin  of  evil ; 

The  fourth  at  once  eetabliihed  the  whole  Trinltj 
On  10  incontrorertible  a  level, 

That  I  devoutly  wished  the  three  were  four. 

On  purpoie  to  believe  eo  nrach  the  more. 

vn. 

To  our  theme :— The  man  who  haa  stood  on  the 
And  look*d  down  over  Attica ;  or  he     [Acropolis 

"Who  has  saird  where  picturesque  Constantinople  is, 
Or  seen  Timbuctoo,  or  hath  taken  tea 

In  small-eyed  China's  crockery-ware  metropolis. 
Or  sat  amid  the  bricks  of  Nineveh, 

May  not  think  much  of  London's  first  appeaiano^- 

Bnt  ask  him  what  he  thinks  of  it  a  year  henee  } 

vni. 

Don  Juan  had  got  out  on  Shooter's  Hill — 
Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same  declivity 

Which  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and  ill 
Where  London  streets  ferment  in  full  activity, 

While  every  thing  around  was  calm  and  still,      [he 
Except  the  creak  of  wheels,  which  on  their  pivot 

Heard— and  that  bee-like,  bubbling,  busy  hum 

Of  cities,  that  boil  over  with  their  scum :~ 

IX. 

I  say,  Don  Juan,  wrapt  in  contemplation, 
Walk'd  on  behind  his  carriage,  o'er  the  summit. 

And,  lost  in  wonder  of  so  great  a  nation, 
Gave  way  to't,  since  he  could  not  overcome  it 

«  And  here,"  he  cried,  "  is  Freedom's  chosen  station ; 
Here  peds  the  people's  voice,  nor  can  entomb  it 

Baoks,  prisons,  inquisitions ;  resurrection 

Awaits  it,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 

X. 
<<  Here  are  chaste  wives,  pure  lives ;  here  people  pay 

But  what  they  please ;  and  if  that  things  be  dear, 
'Tis  only  that  they  love  to  throw  away 

Their  cash,  to  show  how  much  they  have  a  year. 
Here  laws  are  all  inviolate ;  none  lay 

Traps  for  the  traveller,  every  highway's  elear : 
Hef»-  -'"  he  was  interrupted  by  a  knife. 
With  '*  Damn  your  eyes !  your  money  or  your  life  1" 

XL 
These  flreebom  sounds  proceeded  f^m  four  pads. 

In  ambush  laid,  who  had  perceived  him  loiter 
Behind  his  carriage ;  and,  l^e  handy  lads. 

Had  seised  the  lucky  hour  to  reconnoitre, 
In  which  the  heedless  gentieman  who  gads 

Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a  fighter, 
May  find  himself,  within  that  isle  of  riches, 
Bxposed  to  lose  his  life  as  well  as  breeches. 

xn. 

/van,  who  did  not  understand  a  word 

Of  English,  save  their  shiboleth,  **  Ood  damn  1 " 
And  even  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard, 

He  sometimes  thought  'twas  only  tiieir  **  salam,'* 
Or  **  Ood  be  with  you,"— and  'tis  not  abeurd 

To  think  so ;  for,  hidf  English  as  I  am, 
(To  my  misfortnne,)  never  can  I  say 
I  heard  them  wish  "  God  with  you,'*  sate  that  way : 


xm. 

Juan  yet  qtdckly  understood  their  gestue, 

And,  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sodden, 
Drew  forth  a  pocket-pistol  fhmi  hii  vesture, 

And  fired  it  into  one  assailant's  puddings 
Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ox  o'er  in  his  pastuze, 

And  roar'd  out,  as  he  writhed  his  native  mod  h, 
Unto-  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman, 

Oh  Jack !  I'm  floor'd  by  that  'ers  bloody  Fteneh 


i!' 


XIV. 


On  which  Jack  and  his  train  set  off  at  speed, 
And  Juan's  suite,  late  scatter'd  at  a  distanoe, 

Came  up,  all  marvelling  at  such  a  deed. 
And  offering,  as  usual,  late  assistance. 

Juan,  who  saw  the  moon's  late  muiion  bleed 
As  if  his  veins  would  pour  out  his  eziitenee, 

Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint, 

And  wiah'd  he'd  been  less  hasty  with  his  flint 

XV. 

"  Perhaps,"  thought  he,  *'  it  is  tiie  eountT*!  irnt 
To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way :  now 

I  recollect  some  innkeepers  who  don't 
Diifor,  except  in  robbing  with  a  bow, 

In  lieu  of  a  bare  blade  sad  brasen  front 
But  what  is  to  be  done  ?  I  can't  allow 

The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road: 

So  take  him  up;  I'll  help  you  with  the  load.** 

XVI. 
But,  ere  they  could  perfbrm  this  pious  duty, 

The  dying  man  cried,  "  Hold !  I've  got  my  gmd! 
Oh !  for  a  glass  of  max '  We've  min'd  our  booty; 

Let  me  die  where  I  am .  "    And,  as  the  fuel 
Of  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and  sooty 

The  drops  fell  ttixm.  his  death-wound,  and  he  diev 
His  breath,  he  ftom  his  swelling  throat  ontied  [31 
Akerehief,  crying,  " Give  Sal tiiat ! "-and diei 

xvn 

The  cravat,  stain'd  with  bloody  drops,  fell  do«i 
Before  Don  Juan's  feet :  he  could  not  tell 

Exactly  why  it  was  before  him  thrown, 
Nor  what  the  meaning  of  the  man's  fareven. 

Poor  Tom  was  once  a  kiddy  upon  town, 
A  thorough  varmint,  and  a  nal  swell, 

Full  fiash,  all  fancy,  until  fairly  diddled— 

His  pockets  first,  and  then  his  body  ziddlsd. 

xvm. 

Don  Juan,  having  done  the  best  he  could 
In  all  the  eircumstanoes  of  the  ease, 

As  soon  as  "crowner's  quest"  allow'd, 
His  travels  to  the  capital  apace ; 

Bateeming  it  a  littie  hard  he  should 
In  twelve  hours'  time,  a  very  littie  space, 

Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a  freebom  natite 

In  self-4e(bnce :  this  made  him  meditative. 

XIX. 
He  ftom.  the  world  had  cat  off  a  groat  msn, 

Who  in  his  time  had  made  heroic  bustle. 
Who  in  a  row  like  Tom  could  lead  the  van. 

Boose  in  the  ken,  or  at  the  spellken  hiiftl«[^ 
Who  queer  a  flat  ?  Who  (spite  of  Bow-streof  i  W 

On  the  high  toby-spice  so  fiash  tiie  monle^ 
Who  on  a  lark,  with  black-eyed  Sal,  (his  btojug,; 
So  pilme,  lo  swell,  so  nutty,  and  so  knowiaff  r* 
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XX. 

Bat  Tom'i  «o»qr<    id  so  no  mw  of  Ton. 

Heroot  mool  die ;  and  by  God's  blotafaig»  "tif 
Wot  Vmg  before  the  most  of  them  go  home. 

Heil  1  ThtmiB»  hsfl !  Upon  thy  verge  it  is 
fhat  Juaa'B  ehariot,  rolling  like  a  drum 

la  Aimder,  holds  the  way  it  can't  well  miss, 
Thioogh  Kennington  and  all  the  other  **  tons,** 
Whieh  make  ns  wish  omtelTes  in  town  at  onee; 

XXI. 
Thimgii  gro?es,  so  eaU'd  as  being  void  of  trees, 

(Like  Umis  from  no  light;)  throngh  prospects 


Moimt  Pleasant,  as  containing  nought  to  please. 
Nor  miQch  to  climb ;  through  little  boxes  framed 

Of  bricks,  to  let  the  dnst  in  at  your  ease, 
With  *'  To  be  let,"  npon  their  doors  proelaim'd ; 

TVroogh  •«  rows  "  most  modestly  eall'd  «  Paradise,'* 

Whieh  Eve  might  quit  without  much  sacrifice  ;— 

xxn. 

Through  coaches,  drays,  choked  tonpikes,  and  a 
Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  confosion ;  [whirl 

Han  taverns  wooing  to  a  pint  of  *<  purl," 
Then  mails  tut  flying  off  like  a  delusion ; 

There  barbers'  blocks  with  periwigs  in  curl 
In  windows;  here  the  lamp-lighter's  infhsion 

Slowly  distill'd  into  the  glimmering  glass,— 

(For  in  those  days  we  had  not  got  to  gas:) 

XXIU. 
Through  this,  and  much,  and  more,  is  the  approach 

Of  travttUen  to  mighty  Babylon : 
Whether  they  oome  by  horse,  or  ehaise,  or  ooach, 

With  slight  exceptions,  all  the  jrays  seem  one. 
I  could  say  more,  but  do  not  choose  to  enecoaeh 

Upon  the  guidie-book's  privilege.    The  sun 
Had  set  some  time,  and  night  was  on  the  ridgo 
Of  twilight,  as  the  party  croM'd  the  bridge. 

XXIV. 
That's  rather  fine,  the  gentle  sound  of  Thamio^ 

Who  vindicates  a  moment  too  his  streank—  [mes" 
Though  hardly  heard  through  multifarious  **dsm*- 

The  lamps  of  Westminster's  more  regular  gleam 
The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shrine  where 

A  spectral  resident— whose  pallid  beam    [Fame  is 
In  shape  of  moonshine  hovers  o'er  the  pile-- 
Make  this  a  saered  part  of  Albion's  isle. 

XXV. 

The  Druids*  groves  are  gone— so  much  the  better ; 

Stone-Henge  is  not— but  what  the  devil  is  it  ?— 
But  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter. 

That  madmen  may  not  bite  you  on  a  visit ; 
The  Bench  too  seats  or  suits  foil  many  a  debtor ; 

The  mansion-house,  too,  (though  some  people  quis 
To  me  appears  a  stiff  yet  grand  erection :  [it,) 

But  then  the  Abbey's  worth  the  whole  collection. 

XXVI. 

The  line  of  lights,  too,  up  to  Cfhazing-Cross, 
Pall-HaU,  and  so  forth,  have  a  coruscation, 

like  gold  as  in  comparison  to  dross, 
Match'd  with  the  continent's  illumination, 

Whose  citin  night  by  no  means  deigns  to  gloss : 
The  Frendi  wwe  not  yet  a  lamp-lighting  nation, 

And  when  they  grow  so— on  their  new-found  lantern, 

Instead  of  wicks,  they  made  a  wicked  man  tom. 


xxvn. 

A  row  of  gentleman  along  the  streets 
Suspended,  may  tllnminate  mankind. 

As  alsia  bonfires  made  ot  country-seats ; 
But  the  old  way  is  best  for  the  purblind : 

The  other  looks  Uke  phosphorus  on  sheets, 
A  sort  of  ignis-fatuus  to  the  mind. 

Which,  though  'tis  certain  to  perplex  and  frighten. 

Must  bum  more  mildly  ere  it  ean  enlighten. 

xxvni. 

But  London's  so  well  lit,  that  if  Diogenes 
Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  honett  man. 

And  found  him  not  amid  the  various  progenies 
Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 

"Twere  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  his  dodging  his 
Yet  undiscover'd  treasure.    What  /  can, 

I've  done  to  find  the  same  throughout  life's  joamev« 

But  see  the  world  is  only  one  attorney. 

XXIX. 
Over  the  stones  stOl  rattling,  up  Pall-Mall, 

Through  crowds  and  carriages— but  waxing  thinner 
As  thunder'd  knockers  broke  the  long-seal'd  spell 

Of  doon  'gainst  duns,  and  to  an  early  dinner 
Admitted  a  small  party  as  night  fell,— 

Don  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  sinner. 
Pursued  his  path,  and  drove  past  some  hotels, 
St  James's  Palace  and  St.  James's  "HeUs."* 

XXX. 

They  rsach'd  the  hotel :  forth  stream'd  from  the  front 
A  tide  of  well-elad  waiters,  and  around        [door 

The  mob  stood,  and  as  usual  several  score 
Of  those  pedestrian  Paphians  who  abound 

In  decent  London  when  the  daylight's  o'er; 
Commodious  but  immoral,  they  sre  found 

XJsefol,  like  Halthus,  in  promoting  msrriage: 

But  Jian  now  is  stepping  from  his  carriage, 

XXXL 

Into  one  of  tiie  sweetest  of  hotels, 
Espedally  for  foreigners    and  mostly 

For  ^ose  whom  favor  or  whom  fortune  swdls. 
And  cannot  find  a  bill's  small  items  costly. 

There  many  an  envoy  either  dwelt  or  dwells, 
(The  den  of  many  a  diplomatic  lost  He,) 

Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  they  pass. 

And  blazon  o'er  the  door  their  names  in  bnuM. 

XXXIL 

Juan,  whose  was  a  delicate  commission. 
Private,  though  publicly  important,  bore 

No  title  to  point  out  with  due  precision 
The  exact  affair  on  which  he  was  sent  o'er. 

Tiraa  merely  known  that  on  a  secret  mission 
A  foreigner  of  rank  had  graced  our  shore. 

Young,  handsome,  and  accompUsh'd,  who  was  said 

(In  whispers)  to  have  tnm'd  his  sovereign's  head. 

xxxm. 

Some  rumor  also  of  some  strange  adventures 
Had  gone  before  him,  and  his  wars  and  loves ; 

And  as  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters. 
And  above  aU,  an  English  woman's  roves 

Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  indentures 
Of  sober  reason,  wheresoe'er  It  moves. 

He  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fashion, 

Which  serves  our  thinking  people  for  a  ] 
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XXXIT. 
I  don*t  infeAa  tiuii  they  are  pafl«xoBltM»  but  qolte 

The  contrary ;  but  then,  'tii  in  the  head; 
Yet,  as  the  consequences  are  as  bright 

As  if  thej  acted  with  the  heart  instead^ 
What  after  all  can  signify  the  site 

Of  ladies'  lucubrations  ?    So  they  lead 
In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  yon  start*   - 
What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart  ? 

XXXV. 

Juan  presented  in  the  proper  pUoe, 
To  proper  placemen,  every  Buss  credential ; 

And  was  received  with  all  the  due  grimace. 
By  those  who  govern  in  the  mood  potential. 

Who,  seeing  a  handsome  stripling  with  smooth  faee« 
Thought  (what  in  state  affairs  is  most  essential) 

That  they  as  easily  might  do  the  youngster, 

As  hawks  may  pounce  upon  a  woodland  songster. 

XXXVI. 
They  err^d,  as  aged  men  will  do ;  but  by 

And  by  we'll  talk  of  that ;  and  if  we  don*t, 
Twill  be  because  our  notion  is  not  high 

Of  poUtieians  and  their  double  firont, 
Who  live  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie  >— 

Now  what  I  love  in  women  is,  they  won't 
Or  can't  do  otherwise  than  lie,  but  do  it 
So  well,  the  very  truth  seems  falsehood  to  it. 

XXXVII. 

And,  after  all,  what  is  a  Ue?    'Tisbvt 
The  truth  in  masquerade ;  and  I  defy 

Historians,  heroes,  lawyers,  priests,  to  put 
A  fact  without  some  leaven  of  a  lie. 

The  very  shadow  of  true  truth  would  shut 
Up  annals,  revelations,  poesy. 

And  prophecy— except  it  should  be  dated 

Some  years  before  the  incidents  related. 

XXXVIII 

Praised  be  all  liars  and  all  Ileal    Whs  now 
Can  tax  my  mild  Muse  with  misanthropy  ? 

She  rings  the  world's  "  Te  Deum,"  and  her  brow 
Blushes  for  those  who  will  not : — but  to  sigh 

Is  idle ;  let  us,  like  most  others,  bow, 
Xiss  hands,  feet— any  part  of  Migesty, 

After  the  good  example  of  "  Oreen  Erin," 

Whose  shamrock  now  seems  rather  worse  for  wear- 
ing. 

XXXIX. 

Don  Juan  was  prssented,  and  his  dresa 
And  mien  excited  general  admiration*— 

I  don't  know  which  was  more  admired  or  less: 
One  monstrous  diamond  drew  much  observation. 

Which  Catherine,  in  a  moment  of  "  ivresse," 
(In  love  or  brandy's  fervent  fermentation,) 

Bestow'd  upon  him  as  the  public  leam'd ; 

And,  to  say  truth,  it  had  been  fairly  eam'd. 

XL. 
Besides  the  ministers  and  underlings, 

Who  must  be  courteous  to  the  accredited 
Diplomatists  of  rather  wavering  kings, 

Until  their  royal  riddle's  fully  read. 
The  very  clerks — those  somewhat  dirty  springs 

Of  office,  or  the  house  of  office,  fed 
By  foul  corruption  into  streams— even  they 
Were  hardly  rude  enough  to  earn  theh:  pay : 


XU. 

And  inioinaga  bo  doubt  is  what  tlnsj  ai» 
Employ'd  for,  since  it  is  their  dailj  Ishor, 

In  the  dear  offices  of  peace  or  war;  [ndgsbti. 

And  should  you  doubt,  pray  ask  of  your  next 

When  for  a  passport,  or  some  other  bar 
To  freedom,  he  applied,  (a  grief  and  a  bors,) 

If  he  found  not  this  spawn  of  tax-bom  riches. 

Like  lap-dogs,  the  least  civil  sons  of  h  ■    s. 

XLH. 
But  Jnaa  waa  receiYed  with  much  <*  essppHMsea^ 

These  phrases  of  refinement  I  must  borrow  [nun, 
From  our  next  neighbor's  land,  where,  like  a  diess- 

There  is  a  move  set  down  for  joy  or  somw. 
Not  only  in  mere  talking,  but  the  press.    Maa, 

In  islands,  is,  it  seems,  downright  and  thoroD^ 
BSore  than  on  continents— as  if  the  sea 
(See  Billingsgate)  made  even  the  tongue  moie  fim. 

XLHI. 
And  yet  the  British  "dam'me"  'srafktf  Attic: 

Your  eontinental  oaths  are  but  inoontinent, 
And  tuni  on  things  which  no  aristooratie     [aaenf* 

Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  even  I  wonH 
This  sulijeot  quote,  as  it  would  be  sehismatie 

In  politesse,  and  have  a  sound  a&onting  in 't:— 
But  "dam'me"  's  quite  ethereal,  though  too  darisg- 
Platonio  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 

XLIV. 
For  downright  rudenestf,  ye  may  stay  at  home ; 

For  trae  or  false  politeness  (and  scarce  Mof 
Note)  you  may  cross  the  blue  deep  and  white  foam- 

The  ilrst  the  emblem  (nurely  though)  of  what 
Yon  leave  behind*  the  next  of  much  you  corns 

To  meet.    However,  'tis  no  time  to  chat 
On  general  topics :  poems  must  oonflne 
Themsdves  to  unity,  tike  this  of  mine. 

XLV. 
In  the  great  world,— which,  beong  interpreted, 

Measeth  the  west  or  worst  end  of  a  dty, 
And  about  twice  two  thousand  people  bred 

By  no  means  to  be  very  wise  or  witty, 
But  to  sit  up  while  others  lie  in  bed. 

And  look  down  on  the  uniyerse  with  pitf 
Juan,  as  an  inveterate  patridan. 
Was  well  received  by  persons  of  condition. 

XLVL 
He  was  a  bachelor,  which  is  a  matter 

Of  import  both  to  virgin  and  to  bride, 
The  former's  hymeneal  hopes  to  flatter*. 

And  (should  she  not  hold  fast  by  love  or  pride) 
'Tis  also  of  some  moment  to  the  latter : 

A  rib's  a  thorn  in  a  wed  gallant* s  side, 
Requires  decorum,  and  is  apt  to  double 
The  horrid  sin— and,  what's  stiH  worse,  the  troublA 

XLVII. 

But  Juan  was  a  bachelor— of  arts.  i^ 

And  parts,  and  hearts :  he  danced  and  soogi «» 

An  air  as  sentimental  as  Mozart's 
Softest  of  melodies ;  and  could  be  sad 

Or  cheerful,  without  any  «*  flaws  or  starts," 
.Tust  at  the  proper  time ;  and,  though  a  ladi 

Had  seen  the  world— which  is  a  curious  sight. 

And  very  much  unlike  what  people  write. 
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Fav  viigliw Undi'd  vpon  him;  weddad daiMi 
BloomM  alio  in  lew  tnuiBitory  huM; 

For  both  ooDuaodities  dwell  by  the  Tbuiiee, 
The  painting  and  the  painted ;  youth,  eeniae. 

Against  hia  heart  preferr'd  their  oanal  claims. 
Such  as  no  gentleman  can  quite  refuse ; 

Daughters  admired  his  dress,  and  pions  mothers 

Inqiiired  hia  ineome,  and  if  he  had  brotheia. 

XLIX. 
niemimiMnivhofcniish  "diaimyminea"* 

Throughout  the  season,  upon  speculation 
Of  payment  ere  the  honeymoon's  last  kisses 
Have  waned  into  a  cresoent'a  coruscation. 
Thought  such  an  opportunity  as  this  is. 
Of  a  rich  foreigner's  initiation, 
I  Not  to  be  orerlook'd,  and  gave  such  credit, 
That  ftiture  bridegrooms  swore,  and  sigh'd,  and  paid 
it. 

L. 

The  Blues,  that  tenda  tribe,  who  dgh  o*er  sonnets. 
And  with  the  pages  of  the  last  leriew 

Une  the  interior  of  their  heads  or  bonnets, 
Adranced  in  all  their  asure's  highest  hue : 

They  talk'd  bad  French  or  Spanish,  and  upon  its 
Late  anthoss  aak'd  him  for  a  hint  or  two ; 

And  whieh  was  softest,  Russian  or  CaatiUan  ? 

And  whether  in  his  travels  he  saw  Ilion  ? 

U. 

Juan,  who  was  a  little  superileial, 
And  not  in  literatnre  a  great  Drawoanair, 

Bzamined  by  this  learned  and  especial 
Jury  of  matrons,  scarce  knew  what  to  answer: 

His  duties  warlike,  loring,  or  official. 
His  steady  application  as  a  dancer, 

Had  kept  him  from  the  brink  of  Hippocrene, 

Which  now  he  found  was  blue  instead  of  | 


Ln. 

However,  he  repBed  at  hazard,  with 
A  modest  confidence  and  calm  assurance, 

WhIeh  lent  his  learned  lucubrations  pith, 
And  pas8*d  for  arguments  of  good  endurance. 

That  prodigy.  Miss  Araminta  Smith, 
(Who  at  sixteen,  translated  **  Hercules  Furens ' 

Into  as  Amons  English,)  with  her  best  look. 

Bet  down  his  sayings  in  her  common<^lace  book. 

Lin. 

Juan  knew  sereral  languages — as  well 

He  might— and  brought  them  up  with  skill,  in  time 
To  save  bis  fame  with  each  accomplish^  belle. 

Who  still  regretted  that  he  did  not  rhyme. 
.There  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swell 

His  qualities  (with  them)  into  sublime : 
Lady  Fitz-Frisky,  and  Miss  Mievia  Mannish, 
Both  long'd  extremely  to  be  sung  in  Spanish. 

LIV. 
However  he  did  pretty  well,  and  was 

Admitted  as  an  aspirant  to  all 
The  coteries,  and,  as  in  Banquets  glass, 

At  great  assemblies  or  in  parties  small. 
He  saw  ten  thousand  living  authors  pass, 

That  being  about  their  average  numeral ; 
Also  the  eighty  *'  greatest  living  poets," 
As  every  paltry  magazine  can  show  U$, 
87 
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In  twice  five  yesn  the ''greatest  UTfngpMt,"     . 

like  to  the  champion  in  the  flsty  ring. 
Is  call'd  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  show  it, 

Although  'tis  an  imaginary  thing. 
Even  I— albeit  I'm  sure  1  did  not  know  it, 

Nor  sought  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king-^ 
Was  reckon'd,  a  considerable  time. 
The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhyme. 

LVI. 
But  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Fallaro 

My  Leipdc,  and  my  Mont-Saint-Jean  seams  Gafai ; 
'*  La  Belle  Alliance  '*  of  dunces  down  at  aeio. 

Now  that  the  lion's  fall'n,  may  rise  again: 
But  I  will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero; 

Nor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a  monareh  reign ; 
Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  Jailers  go. 
With  turncoat  Southey  ibr  my  turnkey  Lowe. 

LVU. 
Sir  Walter  reigtt*d  before  me ;  Moon  and  OanqpMI 

Before  and  ater ;  but  now,  grown  more  holy. 
The  Muses  upon  Sion's  hill  must  ramble 

With  poets  almost  clergymen,  or  wholly ; 
And  Pegasus  has  a  psidmodic  amble 

Beneath  the  very  Reverend  Rowley  Powley, 
Who  shoes  the  glorious  animal  with  stilts, 
A  modem  Ancient  Pistol— by  the  hilU  I 

LVHL 

Still  he  excels  that  artificial  hard 

Laborer  in  the  same  vineyard,  though  tiie  Ttts 
Yields  him  but  vinegar  for  his  reward,— 

That  neutralized  dull  Dorus  of  the  Nine; 
That  swarthy  Sporus,  neither  man  nor  bard ; 

That  ox  of  verse,  whopiouffht  for  every  line  :— 
Cambyses'  roaring  Romans  beat  at  least 
The  howling  Hebrews  of  Cybele's  priest— 

LIX. 
Then  there's  my  gentle  Buphues,  who,  they  say, 

Sets  up  for  being  a  sort  ofmanU  ms; 
He'll  find  it  rather  difficult  some  day 

To  turn  out  both,  or  either,  it  may  be. 
Some  persons  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the  sway 

And  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or  three ; 
And  thatdeep-mouth'd  Bcsotian,  **Savage  Landor," 
Has  taken  for  a  swan  rqgue  Southey's  gander. 

LX. 
John  Kaats*-who  was  kill'd  off  by  ona  eritiqua. 

Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great. 
If  not  mtelligible,  without  Greek 

Contrived  to  taUc  about  the  gods  of  late 
Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak.    ' 

Poor  frilow !  his  was  an  untoward  fiita: 
'Tis  strange  the  mfaid,  that  very  fiery  partide,* 
Should  let  itself  be  snuff'd  oat  by  an  artiela. 

LXL 
The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pretenders 

To  that  which  none  will  gain— or  none  will  know 
The  conqueror  at  least ;  wno,  ere  Time  renders 

His  last  award,  will  have  the  long  grass  grow 
Above  his  bnmt-out  brain  and  sapless  cinders. 

If  I  might  augur,  I  should  rate  but  low 
Their  chances ;  tiiey're  too  numerous,  like  the  thirt  * 
Moek  tyrants,  when  Rome's  annals  wax'd  but  dirty . 
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LXn. 
Thli  if  the  Iftenory  hwer  empire. 

Where  the  Prstorian  bands  take  up  the  matter  ;— 
A  "  dxeadful  trade/'  like  his  who  '<  gathers  sam- 

The  insolent  soldiery  to  sooth  and  flatter,  [phire/* 
With  the  same  feelings  as  you'd  coax  a  vampire. 

Now,  were  I  once  at  home,  and  in  good  satire, 
I'd  try  conclusions  with  those  Janisaries, 
And  show  them  what  an  intellectual  war  is. 

Lxm. 

I  think  I  know  a  triek  or  two,  would  torn 
Their  flanks  :^bttt  it  is  hardly  worth  ny  whfl* 

With  such  small  ftcar  to  give  myself  oonoem : 
Indeed  Tto  not  the  necessary  bile ; 

My  natural  temper's  really  aught  but  stem. 
And  even  my  Muse's  worst  reproof's  a  smile ; 

And  then  she  drops  a  brief  and  modest  curtsy. 

And  glides  away,  assured  she  never  harts  ye. 

LXIV. 
Xy  JiBtt,  whom  I  toft  in  deadly  peril 

Among  live  poets  and  blue  Kadies,  pass'd 
With  some  small  profit  through  that  field  so  sterile. 

Being  tired  in  time,  and  neither  least  nor  last» 
Left  it  before  he  had  been  treated  very  fll ; 

And  hencefbrth  found  himself  more  gaily  dcss'd 
Among  the  higher  spirits  of  the  day, 
The  sun's  ttue  ton— no  vapor,  but  a  ny. 

LXV. 
His  morns  he  pass'd  in  business    which. 

Was  like  all  business,  a  laborious  nothing, 
That  leads  to  lassitude,  the  most  infected 

And  Centaur  Kessus  garb  of  mortal  clothing, 
And  on  our  sofas  makes  us  lie  dejected. 

And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loathing 
All  kinds  of  toil,  save  for  our  country's  good«- 
Which  grows  no  better,  though  'tis  time  it  should. 

LXVI. 
Hii  afternoons  he  pass'd  in  visits,  luncheons. 

Lounging,  and  boxing ;  and  the  twilight  hovr 
In  riding  round  those  vegetable  puncheons,  [flower 

Call'd  *<  Parks,"  where  there  is  neither  fruit  nor 
Enough  to  gratify  a  bee's  slight  munchings ; 

But,  after  all,  it  is  the  only  •*  bower  " 
(In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fashionable  fair 
Can  Ibrm  a  slight  acquaintanoe  with  fresh  air. 

LXVlI. 
Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  the  world ! 

TlMm  gkre  the  lampi,  then  whirl  the  wheek, 

tiien  roar  pmrl'd 

Through  street  and  square  faat-flsehing  clttriots, 

like  hamesa'd  meteors  I  then  along  the  floor 
Gfanlk  mimioe  painting;  then frstoons  are  twirl'd ; 

Then  roll  the  braien  thunders  of  the  door* 
Whieh  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  Isw 
An  oMtUy  paradise  of  «  Or  Molu.» 

Lxvni. 

Than  ttandi  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  sink 
With  the  three-thousandth  curtsy;  there  the 
waits— 

The  only  dance  which  teaches  girls  to  think— 
Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very  faults. 

Baloon,  room,  hall  o'erflow  beyond  their  brink. 
And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 

*lfid  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemn'd  to  climh^ 

And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time. 


VXJK. 

Thrice  happy  he  who,  after  a  tmuy 
Of  the  good  company,  can  win  a  eomet, 

A  door  that's  m,  or  boudoir  oMf  of  the  way, 
Where  he  may  fix  hunself,  Hke  small  <*7tek 

And  let  the  Babel  round  run  as  it  may,    [HoiiHr,* 
And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  seemer, 

Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  8i>eetator, 

Yawning  a  little  as  the  night  gtowt  latsr. 

LXX. 

But  this  wont  do,  save  by  and  by ;  and  ha 
Who,  like  Don  Juan,  ti^Des  an  active  dnfs. 

Must  steer  with  care  through  all  that  gUtteriag  M 
Of  gems  and  plumes  and  pearis  and  afflts,  toiAsn 

He  deems  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be ; 
Dissolving  in  the  waits  to  some  soft  air, 

Or  proudlier  prancing  with  mercurial  skill, 

Where  Science  marvhals  forth  her  own  quadrifls* 

LXXI. 
0^,  If  he  danee  not,  but  hath  higher  ttowi 

T7pon  an  heiress  or  his  neighbor's  bride, 
Let  him  take  eare  that  that  whieh  he  putosi 

Is  not  at  onee  too  palpably  deoeried. 
Full  many  an  eager  gentleman  oft  rues 

His  haste :  impatienoe  is  a  btunderiag  guide, 
Amongst  a  people  fnnous  fbr  refleetlon, 
Who  like  to  play  the  fool  with  oSnunspeelitn. 

LXZIL 
But,  if  you  can  oontrivo,  get  next  at  eapp^f 

Or,  if  fonstaU'd,  get  opposite  and  ogle^ 
Oh,  ye  ambrosial  moments !  always  upper 

In  mind,  a  sort  of  sentimental  bogle. 
Which  rits  forever  upon  memory's  erapper, 

The  ghost  of  vaniah'd  pleasures  onee  in  vogai !  2D 
Can  tender  eoub  relate  the  rise  and  frU  I 

Of  hopes  and  fears  whieh  shako  a  ringtobalL 

Lxxm. 

But  these  preeantlenMry  hinta  aaa  tonsk 
Only  the  eommon  run,  who  must  pursue* 

And  watch,  and  ward;  whose  plans  awwd  toaaiiA 
Or  little  overturns;  and  not  the  fbw 

Or  many  (for  the  number's  sometimes  such) 
Whom  a  good  mien,  e^eeially  if  new, 

Or  fame,  or  name,  for  wit,  war,  sense,  or  bobisbMi 

Pennies  whate'er  they  pUase^  or  4tf  not  loagaiBOt' 

LXXIV. 
Our  hero,  as  a  hero,  young  and  handaome» 

Noble,  rich,  celebrated,  and  a  stranger. 
Like  other  slaves  of  course  must  pay  his  ransom. 

Before  he  can  escape  from  so  much  danger 
As  will  environ  a  conspicuous  num.    Soms 

Talk  about  poetry,  and  "  rack  and  manger,'* 
And  ugliness,  disease,  as  toil  and  trouble  ;— 
I  wish  they  knew  the  life  of  a  young  noble. 

LXXV. 

They  are  young,  but  know  not  youth— 4t  is  aatki- 
pated; 

Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  witiiout  a  sou ; 
Their  vigor  in  a  thousand  aims  is  dissipated ;  [Jt^  i 

Their  cash  comes /nom,  their  wealth  goes  toii 
Both  senates  see  their  nightly  votes  participated 

Between  the  tyrant's  and  die  tribunes*  ersv; 
And,    having  voted,  dined,  drank,  gamed,  nw 
The  family  vault  receives  another  knJL       l^Aotm 
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LXXTI. 

'•  What  it  the  world?'*  eriei  Tomig,  At  dg/hi^ 
"Wliere 

The  world  in  which  a  man  was  hem  ?  "    Alaa ! 
Wherais  the  world  ofM^A^jeara  past?  '7\ww<A«r»— 

I  look  for  it— tls  gone,  a  globe  of  glass ! 
Crack'dy  shiTer'd,  Tanish'di  scarcely  gased  on,  en 

A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittering  mass. 
Btetesmen,  ehiefii,  orators,  queens,  patriots,  Iriiogs, 
And  dandiee,  all  are  gone  en  the  wind's  winga. 

LKXYII. 

^Hiere  is  Napoleon  the  Onnd  ?  God  lcBO#t : 
Where  little  Castlereagh  ?   The  devil  can  tell : 

Wb«e  Grafttan,  Cnnran,  Sheridan,  all  those 
Who  bound  the  bar  or  senate  in  tiieir  spell  ? 

Where  is  the  unhappy  Queen,  witii  all  hor  WMi  ? 
And  whsre  the  Danghtsr,  whom  the  Isles  levied 
weU? 

Where  are  those  martyr'd  saints,  the  Five  per  Cents  ? 

And  where    oh,  where  tlie  devil  are  the  Benta  ? 

Lxxvm. 

Where's  Bmmmel  ?  Dish'd.  Where's  Long  Pol^ 
WeUesley?    Diddled.  [the third? 

Where's  WMtfaread?  Bommily?  Where's  George 
Where  is  his  will  ?    (That's  not  so  soon  unriddled.) 

And  where  is  '*Fttm"  the  Fourth,  our  *'royal  bird  ?'* 
Gone  dowttt  it  seems,  to  Sootland  to  be  fiddled 

Unto  hy  Savmey's  violin,  we  have  heard :  [ing 
'^Cawme,  eaw  thee,"  for  six  months  hath  been  hatch* 
This  soene  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  sentching. 

LXXIX. 
Where  is  Lord  This  ?    And  where  my  Lady  thxt  ? 

The  Honorable  Mistresses  and  Misses  ? 
Some  laid  aside  Hke  an  old  opera  hat, 

Married,  unmarried,  and  remarried :  (this  is 
An  evolution  oft  perform'd  of  late.) 

Where  are  the  Dublin  shouts— and  London  hisses  ? 
Where  are  the  Grenvillea?  Tum'dasusuaL  Where 
My  ftiands  the  Whigs  ?    Exactly  whne  they  were. 

LXXX. 
Where  tiie  Lady  Carolines  and  Franeeees  ? 

DiToreed  or  doing  thereanent    Te  annals 
So  brilliant,  where  the  list  of  routs  and  dances  is,— 

Thou  Morning  Post,  sole  record  of  the  panels 
Broken  in  carriages,  and  all  the  phantasies      [nels  ? 

Of  fuhion,— say  what  streams  now  fill  those  chan- 
Some  die,  some  fly,  some  languish  on  the  Continent, 
Beeauae  the  times  have  hardly  left  them  one  tenant 

LXXXI. 
Some  who  once  set  their  caps  at  cautious  dukev, 

Have  taken  up  at  length  with  younger  broCheir; 
Some  heiresses  have  bit  at  sharpers'  ho<^  [motiiers; 

Seme  maida  have  been  made  wivwi  eowse  mtttlj 
(Hhers  have  lost  tiielr  fresh  and  fairy  locks : 

In  short,  the  list  of  alterations  bothers.  (Is 

There's  little  strange  in  this,  but  somethtng  strange 
The  unusual  quickness  of  these  coaaoft  changee. 

Lxxxn. 

Taft  nioi  of  seventy  years  as  age;  In  seven 
I  have  seen  more  changes,  down  firom  monaiuhs  te 

The  humblest  individual  under  heaven. 
Than  might  suiBee  a  moderate  centoxy  through. 

I  knew  that  nought  was  laetmg,  but  not  even 
Change  grows  too  changeable,  without  being  new.  I 

Nought's  permanent  among  the  human  race. 

Except  the  Whige  not  getting  into  place. 


LXXXm. 

I  have  seen  Ht^oleon,  who  seem'd  quite  a  Jhipllsf,- 
Shrink  to  a  Saturn.    I  have  seen  a  Duke 

(No  matter  whidi)  turn  poUtioian  stupider, 
If  that  ean  wen  be,  than  his  wooden  look. 

But  it  is  time  that  I  should  hoist  my  '*  blue  Peter," 
And  sail  for  a  new  theme :  I  have  seen-^nd  shook 

To  see  it-Hhe  khig  hist'd,  and  then  caresi'd; 

Bat  donH  pretend  to  settle  whidk  was  beet 

LXXXIV. 
I  have  seen  the  landholders  vrithout  a  ra]^- 

I  have  seen  Joanna  Southcote— I  have  seen 
The  House  of  Commons  tom'd  to  a  tax-trap- 

I  have  seen  that  sad  affair  of  the  late  queen  • 
I  have  seen  crowns  worn  instead  of  a  fool's  cap*- 

I  have  seen  a  Congress  doing  all  that's  mean— 
I  have  seen  some  UKtlons,  like  o'erloaded  asses, 
Kick  off  thei^  burdens— meaning  the  high  dassea. 

LXtXV. 
I  have  seen  small  poets,  and  grettt  proMn,  and 

Interminable— fiof  atermU   speakers— 
I  have  seen  the  ftinds  at  war  with  house  and  lant^ 

I  have  seen  the  country  gentlemen  turn  sqnei^eis— 
I  have  seen  the  people  ridden  o'er  like  sand 

By  slaves  on  horseback— I  have  seen  malt  Uquors 
Exchang'd  for  **  thin  potations  "  by  John  BuD— 
I  hsre  seen  John  hstf  detect  himeelf  a  fooL 

LXXXVI. 
But  '*  carpe  diem,"  Juan,  «  carpe,  carpe  I  *' 

To-morrow  sees  another  race  as  gay 
And  transient,  and  devour'd  by  the  same  harpy. 

'•  Life's  a  poor  player  "--then  *'  play  out  the  play, 
Ye  viHsins ! "  and,  above  all,  keep  a  sharp  eye 

Much  lesi  on  what  you  do  than  what  yon  say : 
Be  hypocritical,  be  eautious,  be 
Not  what  you  sesm,  but  abrays  vrhat  you  see. 

Lxxxvn. 

But  how  shall  I  relate  in  other  cantos 

Of  what  befell  our  hero,  in  the  land 
Which  'tis  the  common  cry  and  lie  to  vaunt  as 

A  moral  country  ?    But  I  hold  my  hand — 
For  I  disdain  to  write  an  Atalan^ ; 

But  'tis  as  well  at  once  to  understand. 
You  are  no^  a  moral  people,  and  you  know  it 
Without  the  aid  of  too  sineere  a  poet. 

LXXXYHL 
What  Juan  saw  and  underwent  Aall  be 

My  topic,  vrith,  of  course,  &e  due  restricfMMi 
Which  is  required  by  proper  courtesy  j 

And  recoBeet  the  work  is  only  fiction. 
And  that  I  sing  of  neither  mine  nor  me. 

lliough  every  scribe,  in  some  slight  turn  of  dletioat' 
wax  hint  allusions  never  meani.    Ne'er  dotri»t 
Jlls   when  I  speak,  I  dm*thint,  IfQttpMAmit 

LXXXIX. 
Wheflker  he  married  with  the  tlUrd  or  Annth    (eM  ^ 

(Mbpring  of  some  sage,  hueband-htfntfbg  eount 
Or  whether  with  some  vij^n  of  moiM  worth 

(t  mesin  In  fortune's  matrimonisl  boontiei) 
He  took  to  regulariy  peol>Ung  earOi, 

Of  which  your  lawfhl  awftil  vredloek  fisant  i§^ 
Or  vrhether  he  was  taken  in  fat  damages, 
Fbr  hein^  too  exeunive  in  his  1 
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la  |«t  within  the  imread  events  of  time. 

Thus  fiu:,  go  forth,  thou  lay,  which  I  will  back 
Against  the  same  given  quantitjr  of  rhyme, 

For  being  as  muoh  the  subject  of  attack 
As  ever  jet  was  any  work  sublime, 

By  those  who  lore  to  say  that  white  is  black. 
So  muoh  the  better !— I  may  stand  alone, 
Bat  would  not  change  my  free  thoughts  for  « throne. 


CANTO  XIL 


Ov  all  the  bazbizous  middle  ages,  that 
Which  is  most  barbarous  is  the  middle  age 

Of  man ;  it  is— I  really  soarce  know  what ; 
But  when  we  hover  between  fool  and  sage, 

And  don't  know  justly  what  we  would  be  a^— 
A  period  something  like  a  printed  page, 

Black-letter  upon  foolscap,  while  our  hair 

Grows  grizsled,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were  ;— 

n. 

Too  old  for  youth— too  young,  at  tnirty-ilve, 
To  herd  with  boys,  or  hoard  with  good  threscore— 

I  wonder  people  should  be  left  alive ; 
But,  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a  bore : 

Love  lingers  still,  although  'twere  late  to  wive ; 
And  as  for  other  love,  the  illusion's  o'er ; 

And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination, 

Gleams  only  through  the  dawn  of  its  creation. 

in. 

Oh  gold!  why  call  we  misers  miserable ? 

Theirs  is  the  pleasure  that  can  never  pall ; 
Theirs  is  the  best  bower-anchor,  the  chidn  cable 

Which  holds  fast  other  pleasures  great  and  small. 
Ye  who  but  see  iSie  saving  man  at  table, 

And  scorn  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  all, 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparing. 
Know  not  what  visions  spring  from  each  cheese- 
paring. 

IV. 
Love  or  lust  makes  man  sick,  and  wine  much  sicker ; 

Ambition  rends,  and  gaming  gains  a  loss ; 
But  making  money,  slowly  first,  then  quicker. 

And  adding  still  a  little  through  each  cross 
(Which  vriU  come  over  things,)  beats  love  or  liquor, 

The  gamester's  counter,  or  the  statesman's  drou. 
Oh  gold  I  I  still  prefer  thee  unto  paper, 
Which  makes  bank  credit  like  a  bark  of  vapor. 


Who  hold  the  balance  of  the  world  ?    Who  nrign 
O'er  Congress,  whether  royalist  or  liberal  ? 

Who  rouse  the  shirtless  patriots  of  Spain  [ber  all  ? 
That  make  old  Burope's  journals  squeak  and  gib- 

Who  keep  the  world,  both  old  and  new,  in  pain 
Or  pleasure  ?  Who  make  politics  run  glibber  all? 

The  shade  of  Bonaparte's  noble  daring  ?— 

Jew  Rothschild,  and  his  fellow,  Chzistian  Baring. 
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Those,  and  the  truly  liberal  Lafltte, 
Are  the  true  lords  of  Europe.    Every  1ea& 

Is  not  a  merely  speculative  hit. 
But  seats  a  nation  or  upsets  a  throne. 

Republics  also  get  involved  a  bit ; 
Colombia's  stock  hath  holders  not  unknova 

On  'Change ;  and  even  thy  silver  soil,  Pen, 

Must  get  itself  discounted  by  a  Jew. 

vn. 

Why  call  the  miser  miserable  ?  as 

I  said  before :  the  frugal  life  is  his, 
Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 

The  theme  of  praise '»  &  hermit  would  not  misi 
Canonisation  for  the  self-same  cause, 

And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth's  ansteritlMf 
Because,  you'll  say,  nought  calls  for  such  a  trial;* 
Then  there's  more  merit  in  his  self-denisL 

vin. 

He  is  your  only  poet ; — ^passion,  pure 
And  sparkling  on  from  heap  to  heap,  displajri 

Pot$ms*d,  the  ore,  of  which  mere  hopes  allure 
Nations  athwart  the  deep :  the  golden  rays 

Flash  up  in  ingots  from  the  mine  obscure ; 
On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliant  blase; 

While  the  mild  emerald's  beam  Shades  down  the  dyw 

Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser's  eyes. 

IX. 

The  lands  on  either  side  are  his :  the  ship 
Froni  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  far  Cathay,  unloadi 

For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  eadi  trip ; 
Beneath  his  oars  of  Ceres  groan  the  roada, 

And  the  vine  blushes  like  Aurora's  lip ; 
His  very  cellars  might  be  kings*  abodes ; 

While  he,  despising  every  sensual  call, 

Commands— the  intellectual  lord  of  alL 


Perhaps  he  hath  great  projects  in  hif  mind. 
To  build  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race, 

A  hospital,  a  church — ^and  leave  behind 
Some  dome  surmounted  by  his  meagre  face : 

Perhaps  he  &in  would  liberate  mankind 
Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  tMse; 

Perhaps  he  would  be  wealthiest  of  his  nation, 

Or  revel  in  the  joys  of  calculation. 

XI. 
But  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these 

May  be  the  hoarder's  principle  of  action, 
The  fool  will  call  such  mania  a  disease  :— 

Whatishisotonf    Go— look  af  each  trantaetiMi 
Wars,  revels,  loves— do  these  bring  men  more  esM 

Than  the  mere  plodding  through  each"  vnlg^ 
Or  do  they  benefit  mankind  ?  Lean  miser !  [fraction  ?" 
Let  spendthrift's  heirs  inquire  of  yours— ▼ho'i 
wiiar? 

XU. 
How  beanteous  are  rouleaus !  how  Qharming  ohfiite 

Containing  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coins 
(Not  of  old  victors,  all  whose  heads  and  crests 

Weigh  not  the  thin  ore  where  their  visage  shiss^ 
But)  of  fine  undipp'd  gold,  where  dully  rssts 

Some  likeness  which  the  glittering  cirque  oonfi&Mi 
Of  modem,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp:— 
Yes !  ready  money  is  Aladdin's  lamp. 


BOH  TV  MX. 


xm. 


'^fOTDTnles  tbe  camp,  tbe  court,  the  grove ;"  ftxr  lore 
Ii  heaTen,  and  heaven  is  love :"— eo  sings  the  bard ; 

Which  it  were  rather  difficult  to  prove, 
(A  thing  with  poetry  in  general  hard.) 

Perhaps  there  may  be  something  in  *'  the  grove," 
At  least  it  rhymes  to  **  love ; "  but  Vm  prepared 

To  doubt  no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental) 

If  **  eourts  "  and  *■  camps  **  be  quite  so  sentimental. 

XIV. 
But  if  love  don't,  eath  does,  and  cash  alone : 

Cash  rules  the  grove,  and  fells  it  too  besides: 
Without  cash,  camps  were  thin  and  coVirts  were  none; 

Without  cash,  Malthus  tells  you,  '<take  no  brides." 
So  cash  rules  love  the  ruler,  on  his  own 

High  ground,  as  Virgin  Cynthia  sways  the  tides ; 
And,  as  for  "heaven"  being  "love,"  why  not  say 
Is  wax?  Heaven  is  not  love,  'tis  matrimony,  [honey 

XV. 
b  not  an  love  prohibited  whatever. 

Excepting  marriage  ?  which  b  love,  no  doubt, 
Alter  a  sort :  but  somehow  people  never  [out : 

With  the  same  thought  the  two  words  have'help'd 
Iiove  may  exist  wUh  marriage,  and  ihould  ever, 

And  marriage  also  may  exist  without. 
But  love  stmi  bans  is  both  a  sin  and  shame. 
And  ought  to  go  by  quite  another  name. 

XVI. 
Now  if  the  "court"  and  " camp "  and  " grove "  be 

Becruited  all  with  constant  married  men,  [not 
Who  never  coveted  their  neighbor's  lot, 

I  say  that  line's  a  lapsus  of  the  pen  :— 
Strange  too  in  my  "  buon  camerado  "  Scott, 

So  celebrated  for  his  morals,  when 
My  Jeffiey  held  him  up  as  an  example 
To  me,— «f  which  these  morals  are  a  sample. 

xvn. 

Wen,  if  I  don't  succeed,  I  have  succeeded, 
And  that's  enough ;  succeeded  in  my  youth, 

fhe  only  time  when  much  success  is  needed : 
And  my  success  produced  what  I  in  sooth 

Cared  most  about;  it  need  not  now  be  pleaded—- 
Whate'er  it  was,  'twas  mine ;  I've  paid,  in  truth. 

Of  late,  the  penalty  of  such  success. 

But  have  not  leam'd  to  wish  it  any  less. 

XVIIL 
That  suit  in  Chancery,— which  some  persons  pleaded 

In  an  appeal  p>  the  unborn,  whom  they. 
In  the  fiuth  of  their  procreative  creed, 

Baptise  posterity,  or  future  clay,— 
To  me  seems  but  a  dubious  kind  of  reed 

To  lean  on  for  support  in  any  way ; 
Since  odds  are  that  posterity  will  know 
No  more  of  them,  than  they  of  her,  I  trow. 

XIX. 
Why,  I'm  posterity^-and  so  are  you ; 

Aiid  whom  do  we  remember  ?  Not  a  hundred. 
Were  every  memory  written  down  all  true,    [der'd 

The  tenth  or  twentieth  name  would  be  but  blun- 
Bven  Plutarch's  lives  have  but  pick'd  out  a  few, 

And  'gainst  those  few  your  annalists  have  thun- 
And  Mitford,  in  the  nineteenth  century,  [deor'd ; 
Gives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  ddOndLthaUe.^ 


XX. 

Good  people  all,  of  every  degree, 
Te  gentle  readers  and  ungentle  writers, 

In  this  twelfth  canto  'tis  my  wish  to  be 
As  serious  as  if  I  had  for  inditera 

Malthus  and  Wilberforee :  the  last  set  free 
The  negroes,  and  is  worth  a  million  lighten ; 

While  Wellington  has  but  enslaved  the  whites^ 

And  Malthus  does  the  thing  'gainst  which  he  writet. 

XXI. 
I'm  serious— «o  are  aU  men  upon  paper : 

And  why  should  I  not  form  my  speculation, 
And  hold  up  to  the  sun  my  littie  taper  ? 

Mankind  just  now  seem  wrapt  in  meditation 
On  oonstitutioos  and  steamboats  of  vapor ; 

While  sages  write  against  aU  procreation, 
Unless  a  man  can  calculate  his  means 
Of  feeding  brats  the  moment  his  wife  weans. 

XXII. 
That's  noble !  thafs  romantic  I  For  my  part, 

I  think  that  "  philo-genitiveness  "  is^ 
(Now  here's  a  word  quite  after  my  own  heart, 

Though  there's  a  shorter  a  good  deal  than  this. 
If  that  politeness  set  it  not  apart : 

But  I'm  resolved  to  say  nought  that's  amiss)— 
I  say,  methinks,  that  "philo-gonitiveness" 
Might  meet  from  men  a  little  more  forgiveness. 

XXIII. 
And  now  to  business.    Oh,  my  gentie  Juan ! 

Thou  art  in  London— 4n  that  pleasant  place 
Where  every  kind  of  mischiefs  daily  brewing. 

Which  eau  await  warm  youth  in  its  irild  race. 
'Tie  true,  that  thy  career  is  not  a  new  one ; 

Thou  art  no  noriee  in  the  headlong  chase 
Of  early  life ;  but  this  is  a  new  land, 
Which  foreigners  can  never  understand. 

XXIV. 
What  with  a  smaU  diversity  of  elimate, 

Of  hot  or  cold,  mercurial  or  sedate, 
I  could  send  forth  my  mandate  like  a  primate. 

Upon  the  rest  of  Europe's  social  state ; 
But  thou  art  the  most  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 

Great  Britain,  which  the  Muse  may  penetrate  * 
AU  countries  have  their  "  lions,"  but  in  thee 
There  is  but  one  superb  menagerie. 

XXV. 
But  I  am  sick  of  politics.    Begin 

*  Paulo  majora."    Juan,  undecided 
Among  the  paths  of  being  "  taken  in," 

Above  the  ice  had  like  skater  glided : 
When  tired  of  play,  he  flirted  without  sin 

With  some  of  those  fair  creatures  who  have  prided 
Themselves  on  innocent  tantalisation. 
And  hate  all  rice  except  its  reputation. 

XXVI. 
But  these  are  few,  and  in  the  end  they  make 

Some  devilish  escapade  or  sthr,  which  shows 
That  even  the  purest  people  may  mistake 

Their  way  through  virtue's  primrose  paihs  of  snoiiiK 
And  then  men  stare,  as  if  a  new  ass  spake 

To  Balaam,  and  from  tongue  to  ear  o'erilows 
Qoieksilver  smaU*talk,  ending  (if  you  note  it) 
With  the  kind  world's  amen—"  Who  would  have 
thooghtit?" 
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XXTH. 


The  Httle  Leila,  with  her  orient  eyet, 

And  tacitnm  Adatio  dispostion, 
fWhioh  Miw  all  western  things  with  small  snipiiie 

To  the  surprise  of  people  of  condition, 
Who  think  that  novelties  are  butterflies 

To  be  pursued  as  food  for  inanition,) 
Her  charming  figure  and  romantic  history, 
Beeame  a  kind  of  fiMhionable  mystery. 

xxvni. 

The  women  mueh  diTided— as  is  usual 

Among  the  sex  in  little  things  or  great.        [all- 
Think  not,  fair  ereatnres,  that  I  mean  to  abuse  you 

I  hare  always  liked  you  better  than  I  state, 
8ince  I>e  grown  moral :  still  I  must  accuse  you  aH 

Of  bong  apt  to  talk  at  a  great  rate ; 
And  now  there  was  a  general  sensation 
Among  you,  about  Leila's  education. 

XXIX. 

In  one  point  only  were  you  settled— and 
You  had  reason ;  'twas  that  a  young  child  of  grace, 

As  beautiful  as  her  own  natiTe  land. 
And  far  away,  the  last  bud  of  her  race, 

Howe'er  our  Mend  Don  Juan  might  command 
Himself  for  fire,  four,  three,  or  two  years*  space. 

Would  be  much  better  taught  beneath  the  eye 

Of  peeresses  whose  follies  had  run  dry. 

XXX. 

80  first  there  was  a  generous  emulation, 
And  then  there  was  a  general  competition 

To  undertake  the  orphan's  education. 
As  Juan  was  a  person  of  condition. 

It  had  been  an  affiront  on  this  occasion 
To  talk  of  a  subscription  or  petition. 

But  sixteen  dowagers,  ten  unwed  she  sages. 

Whose  tale  belongs  to  **  Hallam's  Middle  Ages," 

XXXI. 

And  one  or  two  sad,  separate  wiyes,  without 
A  flruit  to  bloom  upon  their  withering  bough — 

Begg'd  to  bring  up  the  little  girl,  and  "  out,^^ 
For  that's  the  phrase  that  settles  all  things  now, 

ifA^ning  a  virgin's  first  blush  at  a  rout. 
And  all  her  points  as  thorough-bred  to  show : 

And  I  assure  you,  that  like  virgin  honey 

Tastes  their  first  season  (mostly  if  they  have  money.) 

XXXU. 
How  all  the  needy  honorable  misters. 

Bach  out-at-elbow  peer,  or  desperate  dandy. 
The  watchful  mothers  and  the  careful  sisters, 

(Who,  by  the  by,  when  clever,  are  more  handy 
M  making  matches,  where  "  'tis  gold  that  glisters," 

Than  their  he  relatives,)  like  flies  o'er  candy, 
Buu  round  <*  the  Fortune  "  with  their  busy  battery, 
To  turn  ha  head  with  waltzing  and  with  flattery  I 

xxxin. 

Baeh  amt,  each  cousin  hath  her  speculation ; 

Nay,  married  dames  will  now  and  then  disoovw 
0tteh  pure  disinterestedness  of  passion, 

I've  known  them  court  an  heiress  for  theit  hnrar. 
••  Tantene ! "    Such  the  virtues  of  high  station, 

Bven  in  the  hopeful  isle,  whose  outlet 's  *<  Dover  t " 
WhUe  the  poi>r  rich  wretch,  object  of  these  caree. 
Hat  cause  to  wish  her  sire  had  had  male  heirs. 


xxxnr. 

9ome  are  soob  hagg'd,  but  some  xe|eet  Ihm  dni^k 
Tis  ilne  to  see  them  scattering  refiisala 

And  wild  dismay  o'er  every  angry  cousin, 
(Friends  of  the  party,)  who  begin  aocnsils 

Such  a*—"  Unless  Miss  (^lank)  mewt  to  U^ 
chosen 
Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  aooord  perassls 

To  his  billets}  TF%y  waits  with  him  ?  Why,  I  pis|, 

Look  yat  last  nis^ht,  and  yet  say  no  to-day  ? 

XXXV. 

«  Why  ?— Why  F-p-Besides,  Fred,  reslly  wssaMr^'iJ,' 

'Twas  not  her  fortune— he  has  enough  without: 
The  time  will  come  she'll  wish  that  she  had  saatok'd 

So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt : — 
But  the  old  marchioness  some  plan  had  hatch'd. 

As  I'll  tell  Aurea  at  to-morrow's  rout : 
And  after  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  better- 
Fray,  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter  ? " 

,xxxyi. 

Smart  uniforms  and  spsrkling  coronets 
Are  spum'd  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arrives, 

After  male  loss  of  time,  and  hearts,  and  bets 
Upon  the  sweep-stakes  for  substantial  wIym: 

And  when  at  last  the  pretty  creature  gets 
Some  gentleman  who  fights,  or  writes,  or  dnimt 

It  sooths  the  awkward  squad  of  the  d^ected 

To  find  how  very  badly  she  selected. 

XXXVIL 

For  sometimes  they  accept  some  long  pursuer, 
Worn  out  with  importunity ;  or  fall 

(But  here  perhaps  the  instances  are  fewer) 
To  the  lot  of  .hun  who  scarce  pursued  at  all 

A  hasy  widower  tum'd  of  forty's  sure* 
(If  'tis  not  vain  examples  to  recall) 

To  draw  a  high  prize :  now,  howe'er  he  got  her,  I 

See  nought  more  strange  in  this  than  t'other  lottoy 

XXXVIIL 

I,  for  my  part— (one  "  modem  instance  "  more,) 

**  True,  'tis  a  pity— pity  'tis,  'tis  true  "— 
Was  chosen  from  out  an  amatory  score. 

Albeit  my  years  were  less  discreet  than  few; 
But  though  I  also  had  reform'd  before 

Those  became  one  who  soon  were  to  be  two, 
I'll  not  gainsay  the  generous  public's  voice- 
That  the  young  lady  made  a  monstrous  choice. 

XXXIX. 

Oh,  pardon  my  digression— or  at  least 
Peruse !    Tis  always  with  a  moral  end 

That  I  dissert,  like  grace  before  a  feast : 
For  like  an  aged  aunt,  or  tiresome  friend, 

A  rigid  gusrdian,  or  a  zealoua  priest, 
My  Muse  by  exhortation  means  to  mend 

All  people,  at  all  times,  and  in  most  places, 

Which  puts  my  Pegasus  to  these  grave  paess. 

XL. 
But  now  I'm  going  to  be  Immoral ;  mom 

I  mean  to  show  things  really  as  they  ani 
Kot  as  they  ought  to  be :  for  I  avow. 

That  tiU  we  see  what's  what  in  faot,  we're  fcr 
From  mnoh  improvement  with  that  virtvow  plMp 

Whieh  skims  the  surfSue,  leaving  soaroe  a  iotf 
Upon  the  black  loam  long  maniued  by  Vis^i 
Only  to  kMp  its  eoKB  at  the  old  pika. 


Birt  flnt  of  HMto  lioik  w'U  dIayoM} 
For»  likt  a  day^im,  tke  was  jouig  aad  pw^ 

3r  like  tlM  old  c— pariio  of  B&om 
Whittkaio  non  pun  tkaa  ploMant  to  bt  •wmu 

Ukft  mAiiy  poop&t  ovoy  body  kaowit 
Dob  J«aa  «m  delighted  to  teouie 

A  goodly  giutfdioa  for  hie  inlhiit  chaise, 

Who  Bi^  not  ptoftt  mneh  by  being  at  luft, 

XLn. 
Beeidee,  he  had  fbnnd  out  he  was  no  tntor, 

(I  wish  that  othen  would  find  oat  the  same :) 
And  rather  wish'd  in  each  things  to  stand  nentsr, 

For  nUy  wsrds  will  bring  their  gnardians  blame ; 
80|  when  he  saw  each  ancient  dame  a  suitor, 

To  make  his  little  wild  Asiatic  tame, 
Consolting  the  **  Society  for  Vice 
Supprsesieikt"  Lady  Pinchbeck  was  his  ohoiee. 

XLm. 
Olden  she  was— bnt  had  been  Teiy  yoong : 

Yirtoons  she  wss--and  had  been,  I  Miere. 
Althovgh  the  world  has  such  an  otU  tongue 

That-«but  my  chaster  ear  will  not  receire 
An  echo  of  a  syllable  that's  wrong : 

In  hfftp  thera's  nothing  makes  me  so  moeh  gfiere 
As  that  abominable  tittle-tattle, 
Whioh  is  the  cud  esehew'd  by  human  cattle. 

XUV. 
Msieu'iia  I've  remark'd,  (and  I  was  omo 

A  slight  obserrer  in  a  modest  way,) 
And  so  may  erery  one  except  a  donee. 

That  ladies  in  their  youth  a  little  gay, 
Beeidea  their  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  ssQso 

Of  the  sad  oonsequenee  of  going  astnqr, 
Are  wiser  in  their  warnings  'gainst  the  wo 
Which  the  mese  psssionless  csa  never  kaosr. 

XLT. 

While  the  harsh  prude  indemnifies  her  vlriue 
By  railing  at  the  unknown  and  envied  passion. 

Seeking  far  less  to  save  you  thsn  to  hurt  you, 
Or  what's  still  worse,  to  put  you  out  of  &ehion,— 

The  kinder  veteran  with  calm  words  will  court  you, 
Entreating  you  to  pause  before  you  dash  on ; 

Bxpounding  and  illustrating  the  riddle 

Of  epic  Love's  beginning,  end,  and  middle. 

XLVI. 
Kow,  whether  it  be  thus,  or  that  they  are  stricter, 

As  better  knowing  why  they  should  be  so, 
I  think  you'll  find  from  many  a  family  picture. 

That  daughters  of  such  mothers  as  may  know 
The  world  by  experience  rather  than  by  lecture. 

Turn  out  much  better  for  the  Smithfield  show 
Of  vestals  brought  into  the  marriage  mart, 
Thaii  those  bred  up  by  prudes  without  a  heart 

xLvn. 

I  «iid  that  Lady  Pinchbeck  had  been  talk'd  sbou^- 
A»  iHio  has  not,  if  iemale,  yoong,  and  pretty  ? 

But  BOW  no  more  the  ghost  of  scandal  stalk'd  about ; 
She  merely  was  deem'd  aauable  and  witty. 

And  sevsnd  of  her  best  bon-mots  wore  hawk'd  shout ; 
Then  she  was  given  to  chscity  and  pity. 

And  psss'd  (at  lesst  the  latter  years  of  life) 

Fog  being  a  most  eaemplaiy  wife. 


iUAK. 


ZLTin. 
High  In  high  siBsles,  gontU  in  her  own. 

She  was  the  mild  reprover  of  the  youngs 
Whenovei^-whieh  means  every  day— they'd  showm 

An  awkward  inclination  to  go  wrong. 
The  quantity  of  good  she  did's  unknown. 

Or,  at  the  least,  would  lengthen  out  my  soog^* 
In  brief,  the  little  oiphan  of  the  Esst 
Had  raised  an  inteoreet  in  her  which  incraasod, 

XUX. 
Juan,  too,  was  a  sort  of  favorite  with  her. 

Because  she  thought  him  a  good  hearl  at  bottoa% 
A  little  spoil'd,  but  not  so  sltogether ; 

Which  was  a  wonder,  if  you  think  who  got  h<^^ 
And  how  he  had  been  toss'd,  he  scarce  knew  whithor : 

Though  this  might  ruin  others,  it  did  not  him. 
At  Usst  entirely— for  he  had  seen  too  many 
Changes  in  youth,  to  be  surprised  at  any. 


And  these  vidssitndes  tett  beet  in  youth ; 

Por  when  they  hi^pen  at  a  riper  age. 
People  are  apt  to  blame  the  fates,  forsooth, 

And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage« 
Adversity  is  the  first  path  to  truth : 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman's  rsg% 
Whether  his  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty. 
Hath  won  the  experience  which  is  deem'd  so  weighty^ 

LI. 
How  hx  it  profits  is  another  matter,— 

Our  hcKO  gladly  saw  his  little  charge 
Safe  with  a  lady,  whose  last  grown-up  daughter 

Being  long  married,  and  thus  set  at  large. 
Had  left  all  the  accomplishments  she  tanght  her 

To  be  transmitted,  like  the  lord  mayor's  bsige* 
To  the  next  comer;  or-«s  it  will  tell 
More  Muse-like-4ike  Cytherea's  sheU. 

UI. 

I  csll  such  things  transmission ;  for  thsto  is 
A  floating  balance  of  acecmipliehmeDt 

Which  ftnrms  a  pedigree  from  Ifiss  to  Miss, 
Aooording  as  their  minds  or  backs  sre  bent. 

Some  waits;  some  draw;  some  fhthom  the  ahjM 
Of  metaphysics ;  others  are  oontent 

With  music;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  wili, 

While  others  have  a  genius  tom'd  foot  fits. 

LIIL 
But  whether  fits,  or  wits,  or  harpsichords, 

Theology,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stays, 
May  be  the  baits  for  gentlemen  or  lords 

With  regular  descent,  in  these  our  days, 
The  last  year  to  the  new  transfers  its  hoards ; 

New  vestals  claim  men's  eyes  with  the  same  praat 
Of  "  elegant"  ei  cetera,  in  fresh  batches- 
All  matchless  creatures,  and  yet  bent  on  mstsfcea. 

LIV. 
But  now  I  wiU  begin  my  poem.    'Tis 

Perhaps  a  little  strange,  if  not  quite  new. 
That  from  the  first  of  cantos  up  to  this, 

I've  not  begun  what  we  have  to  go  through. 
These  first  twelve  books  are  merely  flourishes, 

Preludios,  trying  just  a  string  or  two 
Upon  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure ; 
And  whan  so,  you  shall  have  Uie  overture 


tuut 

QVv 
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tv. 


My  Mttset  do  not.  care  a  pincfa  of  room 
About  wh&t's  call'd  saccess,  or  not  sncceeding. 

Such  thoughts  are  quite  below  the  strain  they'te 
chosen ; 
'Tis  a  **  great  moral  lesson  "  they  are  leading. 

( thought,  at  setting  off,  about  two  dozen 
Cantos  would  do ;  but,  at  Apollo's  pteading. 

If  that  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  founder'd, 

I  think  to  oanter  gently  through  a  hundred. 

LVI. 
Don  Juan  saw  that  microcosm  on  stilts, 

Yclept  the  great  world ;  for  it  is  the  least, 
Although  the  highest :  but  as  swords  have  hilts 

By  which  their  power  of  mischief  is  increased, 
When  man  in  battle  or  in  quarrel  tilts. 

Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west,  or  east, 
Must  still  obey  the  high— which  is  their  handle. 
Their  moon,  their  sun,  their  gas,  theii  farthing 


Lvn. 

He  had  many  friends  who  had  many  wives,  and  was 
Well  look'd  upon  by  both,  to  that  extent 

Of  friendship  which  you  may  accept  or  pass ; 
In  does  nor  good  nor  harm,  being  merely  meant 

To  keep  the  wheels  going  of  the  higher  class. 
And  draw  them  nightly  when  a  ticket's  sent : 

And  what  with  masquerades,  and  f3tes,  and  balls. 

For  the  first  season  such  a  life  scarce  palls. 

LVIII. 
A  young  unmarried  man,  with  a  good  name 

And  fortune,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play ; 
For  good  society  is  but  a  game, 

**  The  royal  game  of  goose,"  as  I  may  say, 
Where  every  body  has  some  separate  aim. 

An  end  to  answer,  or  a  plan  to  lay — 
The  single  ladies  wishing  to  be  double* 
The  married  ones  to  save  the  yiigins  trouble. 

LIX. 
I  don't  mean  this  as  general,  but  particular 

Examples  may  be  found  of  such  pursuits : 
Though  several  also  keep  their  perpendicular 

Like  poplars,  with  good  principles  for  roots ; 
Tet  many  have  a  method  more  reticulata— 

"  Fishers  for  men,"  like  sirens  with  soft  lutes ; 
For  talk  six  times  with  the  same  single  lady, 
And  you  may  get  the  wedding-dresses  ready. 

LX. 

Perhaps  you'll  have  a  letter  from  the  motheri 
To  say  her  daughter's  feelings  arc  trepann'd; 

Perhaps  you'U  have  a  visit  frem  the  brother, 
All  strut,  and  stays,  and  whiskers,  to  demand 

What  "your  intentions  are  ?  "—One  way  or  other 
It  seems  the  virgin's  heart  expects  your  hand ; 

And  between  pity  for  her  case  and  yours, 

Toull  add  to  matrimony's  list  of  cures. 

LXI. 
Pro  known  a  dosen  weddings  made  even  tkm, 

And  some  of  them  high  names :  I  have  also  known 
Young  men  who-^hough  they  hated  to  discuss 

Pretensions  which  they  never  dream'd  to  have 
Yet  neither  frighten'd  by  a  female  fuss,     [shown— 

Nor  by  mustachios  moved,  were  let  alone. 
And  lived,  as  did  the  broken-hearted  fair, 
(n  happier  plight  than  if  they  form'd  a  pair. 


LXIt 

There's  also  nightiy,  to  the  unlidtiiilea, 
A  peril— *not  indeed  like  love  or  maxriags, 

But  not  the  less  for  this  to  be  depi«dated  : 
It  is— I  meant  and  mean  not  to  disparage 

The  show  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated— 
It  adds  an  outward  grace  unto  their  carriage— 

But  to  denounce  the  amphibious  sort  of  harbt* 

<*  Couleur  de  rose,"  who's  neither  white  nor  scarlet. 

Lxm. 

Such  is  your  sold  ooquette,  who  can't  say  <'Ko," 
And  won't  say  "Yes,"  and  keeps  you  on  aa4 

On  a  lee-shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow—         [off-kg, 
Then  sees  your  heart  wreck'd,  with  an  inward 

This  works  a  world  of  sentimental  wo,      [scoffing; 
And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  their  coffin ; 

But  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation, 

Not  quite  adultery,  but  adulteration^ 

Lxnr, 

Ye  gods,  I  grow  a  talker !  "    Let  us  prate. 

The  next  of  perils,  though  I  place  ii'glemeitt 
Is  when,  without  regard  to  **  Church  or  State," 

A  wife  makes  or  takes  love  in  upright  earnest 
Abroad,  such  things  decide  few  women's  fate— 

(Such,  early  traveller !  is  the  truth  thou  leamest)— 
But  in  old  England,  when  a  young  bride  errs. 
Poor  thing !  Eve's  was  a  trifling  case  to  hers ; 

LXV. 
For  'tis  a  low,  newspaper,  humdrum,  lawsuit 

Country,  where  a  young  oouple  of  the  same  ages 
Can't  form  a  friendship  but  the  world  o'erawes  it 

Then  there's  the  vulgar  trick  of  those  d— d 
damages! 
A  verdict— grievous  foe  to  those  who  cause  it!— 

Forms  a  sad  climax  to  romantic  homages ; 
Besides  those  soothing  speeches  of  the  pleaders, 
And  evidences  which  regale  all  readers  1 

LXVL 

But  they  who  blunder  thus  are  raw  beginneit; 

A  little  genial  sprinkling  of  hypocrisy 
Has  saved  the  fame  of  thousand  splendUd  sinners, 

The  loveliest  oligarchs  of  our  gynocracy ; 
You  may  see  such  at  all  the  balls  and  dinners. 

Among  the  proudest  of  our  aristocracy, 
So  gentle,  charming,  charitable,  chaste-^ 
And  all  by  having  tact  as  well  as  taste. 

Lxvn. 

Juan,  who  did  not  stand  in  the  predicament 
Of  a  mere  novice,  h'^  one  safeguard  more ; 

For  he  was  sick— no,  'twas  not  the  word  sick  I  messt 
But  he  had  seen  so  much  good  love  before, 

That  he  was  not  in  heart  so  very  weak  ; — ^I  meant 
But  this  much,  and  no  sneer  against  the  shore 

Of  white  cliffs,  white  necks,  blue  eyes,  bluer  stock 
ings. 

Tithes,  taxes,  duns,  and  doors  with  double  knockingf 

Lxvm. 

But  coming  young  from  lands  and  scenes  romantic 
Where  lives,  not  lawsuits,  must  be  risk'd  fbr  psf 

And  passion's  self  must  have  a  spioe  of  Ihmtlc,  [vm 
Into  a  country  where  'tis  half  a  fashion, 

Seem'd  to  him  half  co-nmercial,  half  pedantio, 
Howe'er  he  migh'  est&em  this  mcural  nation : 
Bsides,  (alas !  hid  'aste— forgive  and  pity !) 

At  ftrst  he  didiio^.  ^lak  the  i 
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ULIX. 
I  nj  at  /n»  Har  he  found  out  at  fail, 

But  by  degnet,  tli&t  thej  were  iUier  te 
Hunk  the  more  glowing  damee  wboee  lot  ia 

Beneath  the  inflnenoe  of  the  Saatem 
A  fbrther  proof  we  should  not  judge  in ! 

Yet  inexperience  ooold  not  be  his  bar 
To  taate :— the  tnith  is,  if  men  would 
That  noTeltiea/iteMe  ksa  than  thej  m^ym, 

LXX 
ThoQ^  trsTell'd,  I  hare  never  had  the  Inek'to 

IVaee  up  those  shuffling  negroes,  Nile  or  Niger, 
To  that  impracticable  place,  Timbuctoo, 

Where  geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  her 
With  suoh  a  chart  as  may  be  safely  stuck  to— 

For  Europe  ploughs  in  Afric  like  "  bos  piger : " 
But  if  I  Ao^f  b§m  at  Timbuctoo,  there 
No  doubt  I  ahould  be  told  that  black  is  lair. . 

LXXL 
Itis.    I  will  not  swear  that  black  ia  white; 

But  I  suspect  in  fact  that  white  is  black, 
And  the  whole  matter  rests  upon  eyesight 

Ask  a  blind  man,  the  best  judge.   Tou*U  attack 
Perhaps  this  new  position— but  I'm  right ; 

Or  if  rm  wrong,  TU  not  be  ta'en  aback  :— 
He  hath  no  mom  nor  night,  but  all  is  dark 
Within;  and  what  seest  thou?    A  dubious  spark. 

LXXII. 
But  I'm  relapsing  into  metaphydos, 

That  labyrinth,  whose  clue  is  of  the  same 
Construction  as  your  cures  for  hectic  phthisics, 

Those  bright  motiis  fluttering  round  a  dying  flame ; 
And  this  reflection  brings  me  to  plain  physics, 

And  to  the  beauties  of  a  foreign  dame. 
Compared  with  those  of  our  pure  pearls  of  pricey 
Those  Polar  summers,  all  sun,  and  some  iee. 

Lxxm. 

Or  say  they  are  like  Tirtuous  mermaids,  whose 
Beginnings  are  fair  faces,  ends  mere  flshes ;— * 

Not  that  there's  not  a  quantity  of  those 
Who  haye  a  doe  respect  for  their  own  wishes, 

like  Russians  rushing  from  hot  baths  to  snows* 
Are  they,  at  bottom  virtuous  even  when  yieious : 

They  warm  into  a  scrape,  but  keep  of  course, 

A»  a  reserre,  a  plunge  into  remorse. 

LXXIV. 

Bat  this  has  nought  to  do  with  their  outsides. 

I  said  that  Juan  did  not  think  them  pretty 
At  the  flrst  blush ;  for  a  fair  Briton  hides 

Half  her  attractions^— probably  from  pity— > 
And  rather  calmly  into  Uie  heart  glides, 

That  storms  it  as  a  foe  would  take  a  city ; 
But  onoe  there  (if  you  doubt  this,  prithee  try) 
She  keeps  it  for  you  lilLe  a  true  aUy.  ^ 

LXXV. 

She  oannot  w^  as  does  an  Arab  barb,  ^ 
Or  Andalusian  girl  from  mass  returning, 

Kor  w«ar  as  graoefrdly  as  Oauls  her  gaib. 
Nor  in  her  eye  Ausonia's  glance  is  burning ; 

Her  Toioe,  though  sweet,  is  not  so  flt  to  warb- 
le thoee  hruTuraa  (which  I  still  am  learning 

To  like,  though  I  haye  been  seven  yeara  in  Italy, 

Aad  hare*  or  had,  aa  ear  that  terred  me  prettily)— 
88 


LXX  VI. 
She  eanaot  do  these  things,  nor  one  or  two 

Others,  in  that  off-hand  and  dashing  style 
Which  takes  so  much— so  give  the  devil  his  dnei 

Nor  is  she  quite  so  ready  with  her  smile, 
Nor  settke  all  things  in  one  interview, 

(A  tiling  approved  as  saving  time  and  toil,) 
But  thon^  the  soil  may  give  you  time  and  trouble 
Well  ealtivmted,  it  win  render  double. 

Lxxvn. 

And  if  in  foot  she  takes  to  a  '<grande  passion,** 

It  is  a  very  serious  thing  indeed ; 
Nine  timee  in  ten  'tis  but  caprice  or  foahion. 

Coquetry,  or  a  wish  to  take  the  lead, 
The  pride  of  a  mere  child  with  a  new  sash  cm. 

Or  wish  to  make  a  rival's  bosom  bleed ; 
But  the  tentii  instaniie  will  be  a  tornado, 
For  there's  no  saying  what  they  will  or  may  do. 

Lxxvm. 

The  ieaaon*s  olyvious :  if  there's  an  eclat. 

They  loee  their  caste  at  once,  as  do  the  Parias; 
Aad  when  the  delicacies  of  the  law  [various. 

Have  flll'd  their  papers  with  their  commeati 

»eiety,  that  china  without  flaw, 

(The  hypocrite !)  wiU  banish  them  like  Menus, 
To  sit  amid  the  ruins  of  their  guilt : 
For  Fame's  a  Carthage  not  so  soon  rebuilt 

LXXIX. 
PMhape  tills  is  as  it  should  be ;— it  is 

A  comment  on  the  Gospel's  **  Sin  no  more. 
And  be  thy  sins  forgiven :  "—but  upon  this 

I  leave  the  saints  to  settle  their  own  score. 
Abroad,  though  doubtless  they  do  much  amiss, 

An  erring  woman  finds  an  opener  door 
For  her  return  to  virtue— as  they  call 
The  lady  who  should  be  at  home  to  aU. 

LXXX, 

For  me,  I  leave  the  matter  where  I  ilnd  it, 
Knowing  that  such  uneasy  virtue  leada 

People  some  ten  times  less  in  fact  to  mind  it. 
And  care  but  for  discoveries  and  not  deeds. 

And  as  for  chastity,  you'll  never  bind  it 
By  all  the  laws  the  strictest  lawyer  pleads. 

But  aggravate  the  crime  you  have  not  prevented 

By  rendering  desperate  those  who  had  dse  repented 

LXXXI. 
But  Juaa  was  no  casuist,  nor  had  ponder'd 

Upon  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind : 
Besides,  he  had  not  seen,  of  several  hundred, 

A  lady  altogether  to  his  mind. 
A  little  *<  bUs^  "—'tis  not  to  be  wonder'd 

At,  that  his  heart  had  got  a  tougher  rind: 
And  though  not  vainer  from  his  past  suooess, 
No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less. 

He  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sight*— 
The  parliament  and  all  the  other  houses; 

Had  sate  beneath  the  gallery  at  nights. 
To  hear  debates  whose  thunder  routed  not  (routm) 

The  world  to  gase  upon  those  northern  lights,^ 
Whieh  flash'd  as  far  as  where  the  mui^-biiL 


He  had  also  stood  at  times  behind  the  throne- 
But  Qrey  was  not  arrived,  and  Chatham  gone. 
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txxxm. 

He  nW|  howerer,  at  the  clonng  sesBioiit 
That  noble  sight,  when  reaUjf  free  the  Ult&pli^ 

A  king  in  constitational  poseeseion 
Of  snch  a  throne  as  I9  the  proudest  station^ 

Thongh  despots  know  U  not— till  the  progBesBiott 
Of  freedom  shall  coniplete  their  education. 

*Ti8  not  mere  splendor  makes  tbe  show  augiut 

To  eje  or  he&it-^it  is  the  people's  ^PifiU 

WXXIV. 
There  too  he  saw  (whate'er  he  majbe  now) 

A  prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at  the  time t 
With  fascination  in  his  very  bow, 

And  full  of  promise,  as  tiie  spring  of  prime. 
Thongh  royalty  was  written  on  his  brow, 

He  had  then  the  grace  too,  rare  in  every  c^imM, 
Of  beingi  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau,  , 

A  iinish*d  gentleman  from  top  to  toe. 

And  Joan  was  received,  as  hath  been  said. 

Into  the  best  society :  and  there 
Oconr'd  what  often  happens,  I*m  afraidt 

Howerer  disciplined  and  debonnaire : 
The  talent  and  good  humor  he  display'd» 

Besldfis  the  mark'd  dlstinotion  of  his  air, 
Exposed  him,  as  was  natural,  to  temptation« 
Bren  thpugh  himself  avoided  the  occasion. 

LXXXYI. 

Bnt  what,  and  where,  with  whom,  and  whAn«  and 
Is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together ;  [why, 

And  as  my  object  is  morality, 
(Whatever  people  say,)  I  don't  know  whetlMT 

I'll  leave  a  single  reader's  eyelid  dry, 
Bnt  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  wither. 

And  hew  out  a  huge  monument  of  pathos. 

As  Philip's  son  proposed  to  do  with  Athos.* 

LXXXVII. 
Here  the  twelfth  canto  of  our  introduction 

Ends.    When  the  body  of  the  book's  beguui 
You'll  find  it  of  a  different  construction 

From  what  some  people  say  'twill  be  when  done : 
The  plan  at  present's  simply  in  concoction. 

I  can't  obUge  you,  reader,  to  read  on ; 
That's  your  affair,  not  mine :  a  real  spirit 
Should  neither  court  neglect,  nor  dread  to  bear  it ; — 

LXXXVIIL 
And  if  Bty  thnnderbolt  not  always  rattles, 

Bemember,  reader !  you  have  had  before 
The  worst  of  tempests  and  the  best  of  battles 

That  e'er  were  brew'd  from  elements  of  gore. 
Besides  th^  most  sublime  of— Heaven  knows  what 
else: 

An  usnrer  could  scarce  expect  much  more— 
But  my  beit  canto,  save  one  on  astronomy, 
WlXi  turn  upon  "political  economy." 

LXXXIX. 
T!%at  h  your  present  theme  Ibr  popularity : 

Now  tiiat  tlie  public  hedge  hath  scarce  a  stake, 
It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charity, 

To  show  the  people  the  best  way  to  break. 
Mjfplan  (but  X,  if  but  for  singularity. 

Reserve  it)  will  be  very  sure  to  take. 
Meantime  rnid  all  the  national  debt-sinkers, 
And  ten  mt  what  you  think  of  our  great  thinkers. 


CANTO  XUL 


1  NOV  mean  to  be  aerions  >— il  It  tixae. 
Since  laughter  now-ardaya  is  deem'd  %» 1 

A  jest  at  vice  by  virtue's  call'd  a  wma. 
And  eritically  held  as  deleterious: 

Besides,  the  said's  a  source  of  the  subUine» 
Although  when  long  a  little  a^  to  weary  us ; 

And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  and  seUnii 

As  an  old  temple  dwindled  to  a  cdIbm. 

II. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville 

('Tis  an  old  Norman  name,  and  to  be  fouad 
In  pedigrees  by  those  who  wander  still 

Along  the  last  fields  of  that  Gothic  ground) 
Was  high-bom,  wealthy  by  her  father's  will, 

And  beauteous,  even  where  beauties  most  abooad, 
In  Britain— which  of  course  true  patriots  find 
The  goodliest  soil  of  body  and  of  mind. 

in, 

I'll  not  gainsay  them ;  it  is  not  my  one : 
I  leave  them  to  their  taste,  no  doubt  thel^est: 

An  eye's  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue,. 
Is  no  great  matter,  so  'tis  in  regue&t: 

*Tis  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue-^ 
The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 

The  fair  sex  should  be  always  fair;  and  no  ntn 

Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there's  a  plain  man* 

XV. 
And  after  that  serene  and  somewhat  duU 

Epoch,  that  awkward  comer  tum'd  for  days 
More  quiet,  when  our  moon's  no  more  at  M, 

We  may  presume  to  criticise  or  praise; 
Because  indifference  begins  to  lull 

Our  passions,  and  we  walk  in  wisdom's  ways ; 
Also  because  the  figure  and  the  face 
Hint,  that  'tis  tfane  to  give  the  younger  place. 

V. 

I  know  that  some  would  fain  postpone  this  ah 
Reluctant  as  all  placemen  to  tPBigti       ^ 

Their  post ;  but  theirs  is  merely  a  chimera, 
For  they  have  pass'd  Ufe's  equinoctial  line ; 

But  then  they  have  their  claret  and  Madeira 
To  Irrigate  the  dryness  of  decline ; 

And  county  meetings  and  the  Parliament, 

And  debt,  and  what  not,  for  their  solace  sent 

And  is  there  not  reUgion  and  reform,         I   ^ 
Peaoe,  war,  Ae  taxes,  and  what's  cafl  d  ths   » 

The  struggle  to  be  pilots  in  a  storm  ?         . 
The  landed  and  the  money^d  speculation  ( 


The  joys  of  mutual  hate  to  keep  them 

Instead  of  love,  that  mere  hallucination  f 
Kow  hatred  is  by  «ar  the  longest  plc«*5*L 
If  en  love  in  haste,  but  they  detest  at  !««««• 
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bold  Britons  have  a  tongue  and  flree  quitt^ 
At  which  all  modem  natiooa  Tainly  aim  • 
And  the  Lord  Henry  was  a  great  debater, 
So  that  few  mvo^^en  luopt  the  Hqwe  ^p  latv. 
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XXI. 

Theie  were  adrantages :  and  &en  he  thought- 
It  was  his  foible,  but  by  no  means  sinister— 

That  few  or  none  more  than  himself  had  caught 
Court  mysteries,  having  been  himself  a  minister : 

Rj  liked  to  teach  that  which  he  had  been  taught, 
And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  been  a  stir ; 

And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace  man, 

Always  a  patriot,  and  sometimes  a  placeman. 

xxn. 

He  liked  the  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity ; 

He  almost  honor*d  him  for  his  docility, 
Beeause,  though  young,  he  acquiesced  with  suavity, 

Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 
H«  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see  depravity 

In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soil's  fertflity, 
If  that  the  weeds  o'erlive  not  the  first  crop,— 
For  then  they  are  very  difficult  to  stop. 

XXIIL 
And  then  he  talk'd  with  him  about  Madrid, 

Constantinople,  and  such  distant  places ; 
Where  people  always  did  as  they  were  bid, 

Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign  graces. 
Of  courses  also  spake  they :  Henry  rid 

Well,  like  most  Englishmen,  and  loved  the  races : 
And  Juan,  Uke  a  truebom  Andalusian, 
Could  back  a  hone,  as  despots  ride  a  Russian. 

XXIV. 

And  thus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routs, 
And  diplomatic  dinners,  or  at  other — 

For  Juan  stood  well  both  with  Ins  and  Outs, 
As  in  Freemasonry  a  higher  brother. 

Upon  his  talent  Henry  had  no  doubts. 
His  manner  show'd  him  sprung  from  a  high  mother; 

And  all  men  like  to  show  their  hospitality 

To  him  whose  breeding  matches  with  his  quality. 

XXV. 

At  Blank-Blank  Square— for  we  will  break  no  squares 
By  naming  streets :  since  men  are  so  censorious, 

And  apt  to  sow  an  author's  wheat  with  tares, 
Reaping  allusions  private  and  inglorious, 

Where  none  were  dreamt  of,  unto  love's  affairs, 
Which  were,  or  are,  or  are  to  be  notorious, 

That  therefore  do  I  previously  declare, 

Lord  Henry's  mansion  was  in  Blank-Blank  Square. 

XXVI. 
Also  there  Un*  another  pious  reason 

For  making  squares  and  streets  anonymous ; 
Which  is,  that  there  is  scarce  a  single  season 

Which  doth  not  shake  some  very  splendid  house 
With  some  slight  heart-quake  of  domestic  treason— 

A  topic  scandal  doth  delight  to  rouse : 
Such  I  might  stumble  over  unawares. 
Unless  I  knew  the  very  chastest  squares. 

XXVII. 
*Tis  true,  I  might  have  chosen  Hccadilly, 

A  place  where  peccadilloes  are  unknown ; 
But  I  have  motives,  whether  wise  or  silly, 
.    For  letting  that  pure  sanctuary  alone. 
Therefore  I  name  not  square,  street,  place,  until  I 

Find  vne  where  nothing  naughty  can  be  shown, 
A  vestal  shrine  of  innooenoe  of  heart: 
•ueh  are— Imt  I  haye  lost  the  London  chart 


xxvm. 

At  Henry's  mansion,  then,  in  Blank-Blnik  6^m^ 
Was  Juan  a  recherche,  weloome  guest, 

As  many  other  noble  sdons  were ; 
And  some  who  had  but  talent  for  ibm  enst; 

Or  wealth,  which  is  a  passport  every  whers ; 
Or  even  mere  fiuhion,  which  indeed's  the  best 

Recommendation,  and  to  be  wdl  dress'd 

Will  very  often  supersede  the  rest. 

XXIX. 

And  since  **  there's  safety  Ui  a  muHitade 
Of  counsellors,"  as  Solomon  has  said. 

Or  some  one  for  him,  in  some  sage  grave  mood  :* 
Indeed  we  see  the  daily  proof  display'd 

In  senates,  at  the  bar,  in  wordy  feud, 
Where'er  collective  wisdom  can  parade, 

Which  is  the  only  cause  that  we  can  guess 

Of  Britain's  present  wealth  and  happiness  *— 

XXX. 

But  as  « there's  safety  grafted  In  the  number 
Of  counsellors  "  for  men, — thus  for  the  sex 

A  large  acquaintance  lets  not  virtue  slumber: 
Or,  should  it  shake,  the  choice  will  more  perplex^ 

Variety  itself  will  more  encumber. 
'Mid  many  rocks  we  g^uord  more  ag|ln8t  wrecks; 

And  thus  with  women :  howsoe'er  it  shocks  some'i 

Self-love,  there's  safety  in  a  crowd  of  coxcombs. 

XXXL 
But  Adeline  had  not  the  least  occasion 

For  such  a  shield,  which  leaves  but  little  merit 
To  virtue  proper,  or  good  education. 

Her  chief  resource  was  in  her  own  high  spirit, 
Which  judged  mankind  at  their  due  estimation. 

And  for  coquetry,  she  disdain'd  to  wear  it: 
Secure  of  admiration,  its  impression 
Was  faint,  as  of  on  every-day  possession. 

xxxn. 

To  all  she  was  polite  without  parade : 
To  some  she  show'd  attention  of  that  khid 

Which  flatters,  but  is  flattery  convey'd 
In  such  a  sort  as  cannot  leave  behind 

A  trace  unworthy  either  wife  or  maid  ;— 
A  gentle  genlid  courtesy  of  mind, 

To  those  who  were,  or  pase'd  for,  meritorioua» 

Just  to  console  sad  glory  for  being  gknions : 

xxxin. 

Which  is  in  all  respects,  save  now  and  tiwn, 
A  dull  and  desolate  appendage.    Oase 

Upon  the  shades  of  those  distinguish'd  men 
Who  were  or  are  the  puppet  shows  of 

The  praise  of  persecution.    Oase  again 
On  the  most  favor'd ;  and,  amid  the  Uaie 

Of  sunset  halos  o'er  the  laurel-brow'd, 

What  can  ye  recognise  ?7-A  gilded  doad 

XXXIV. 
There  also  was  of  course  in  Adeline 

That  calm  patrician  polish  In  the  addnaft 
Which  ne'er  can  pass  the  equinoetSsl  Uns 

Of  any  thing  which  nature  would  express! 
Just  as  a  Mandarin  finds  nothing  fine,** 

At  least  his  manner  suffisrs  not  to  gvess 
That  any  thing  he  views  can  greatly  phNMi 
Perhaps  we  have  boRow'd  tills  from  the 
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XXXV. 

Wm  what  he  call'd  the  "  Art  of  Happineu;  " 
An  art  on  which  the  artista  greatly  Taiy, 

And  ha^e  not  yet  attain'd  to  much  luccess. 
Howerer,  *tis  expedient  to  be  waxy : 

Indifference  oertes  don't  produce  distress ; 
And  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 
Were  nothing  but  a  moral  inebriety. 

XXXVL 

But  Addiiie  was  not  indifferent:  for, 
fNo»  for  a  common-place !)  beneath  the  snow, 

As  a  volcano  holds  the  lava  more 
Within-^  c$tera.    Shall  I  go  on  ?--No. 

I  hate  to  hunt  down  a  tired  metaphor ; 
So  let  the  often-used  yoLcano  go. 

Poor  thing !  how  frequently*  by  me  and  others, 

It  hath  been  stizr'd  up,  till  its  smoke  quite  smothers. 

XXXVII. 
ril  have  aaoHiec figure  in  a  trioe: 

What  say  yon  to  a  bottle  of  champagne  ? 
Frosen  into  a  very  vinous  icr, 

Which  leaves  few  drops  of  that  immortal  rain, 
Yet  in  the  very  centre,  past  all  price, 

About  a  lipoid  glassful  will  remain : 
And  this  is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grape 
Could  e*ec  express  in  its  expanded  sh^ie : 

xxxvra. 

Tis  the  whole  spirit  brought  to  a  quintassenoe ; 

And  thus  the  chilliest  aspects  may  concentre 
A  hidden  nectar  under  a  cold  presence. 

And  such  are  many— though  I  only  meant  her 
From  which  I  now  deduce  these  moral  lessons, 

On  which  the  Muse  has  always  sought  to  enter  :— 
And  your  cold  people  are  beyond  all  price. 
When  onoe  you've  broken  their  confounded  ice. 

XXXIX. 
But  after  all  they  are  a  North-West  passage 

Unto  the  glowing  India  of  the  soul ; 
And  as  the  good  ships  sent  upon  that  message 

Hare  not  exactly  ascertain'd  the  Pole, 
(Though  Parry's  efforts  look  a  lucky  presage,) 

Thus  gentlemen  may  run  upon  a  ahoal ; 
For  if  the  Pole's  not  open,  but  all  frost, 
(A  chance  stiU,)  'tis  a  voyage  or  vessel  lost 

XL. 
And  young  .begimien  may  as  well  oommenee 

With  quiet  cruising  o'er  the  ocean  woman : 
While  those  who're  not  beginners,  should  have  sense 

Bnongh  to  make  for  port,  ere  Time  shall  summon 
With  his  gray  signal-flag ;  and  the  past  tense. 

The  dresjry  **Juimu»  "  of  all  things  human. 
Must  be  declined,  whilst  life's  thin  thread's  spun  out 
Between  the  gaping  heir  and  gnawing  gout. 

XU. 
But  hearen  must  be  diverted :  its  diversion 

Is  sometimes  truculent— but  never  mind  : 
The  world  upon  the  whole  is  worth  the  assertion 

(If  but  for  oomfort)  that  all  things  are  kind : 
^d  that  same  devilish  doctrine  of  the  Persian, 

Of  the  two  principles,  but  leaves  behind 
As  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 
Has  evw  putLad  fruth  withal^  «r  yoked  her  ia. 


XUI. 

The  English  winter— ending  in  July 
To  recommence  in  August— now  was  done. 

'Tis  the  postillion's  paradise :  wheels  fly ; 
On  roads  east,  south,  north,  west,  there  is  a  run. 

But  for  post-horses  who  finds  sympathy  ? 
Man's  pity's  for  himself  or  for  his  son, 

Always  premising  that  said  son  at  college 

Has  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than  knowledg% 

xun. 

The  London  winter's  ended  in  July^ 

Sometimes  a  little  later.    I  don't  en 
In  this :  whatever  other  blunders  lie 

Upon  my  shoulders,  here  I  must  aver 
My  Muse  a  glass  of  weatherology. 

For  Parliament  is  our  barometer ; 
Let  Radicals  its  other  acts  attack, 
Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanac. 

XLIV. 
When  its  quicksilTer's  down  at  seco,— k  I 

Coach,  chariot,  luggage,  baggage,  equipage ! 
Wheels  whirl  from  Carlton  Palace  to  Soho, 

And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage ; 
The  turnpikes  glow  with  dust,  and  Rotten  Row 

Sleeps  from  the  chivalry  of  this  bright  age : 
And  tradesmen,  with  long  bills  and  longer  faces,  . 
Sigh— as  the  postboys  fasten  on  the  traces. 

XLV. 
They  and  their  biUs,  «  Arcadians  both,"  >  see  left  . 

To  the  Greek  kalends  of  another  session. 
Alas !  to  them  of  ready  cash  bereft, 

Wliat  hope  remains  ?  Of  hope  the  full  possession 
Or  generous  draft,  conceded  as  a  gift. 

At  a  long  date— till  they  can  get  a  fresh  one,«— 
Hawk'd  about  at  a  discount,  small  or  large  ;— 
Also  the  solace  of  an  overcharge. 

XLVI. 
But  tfiase  are  trifles.    Downward  flies  my  IxHcd« 

Nodding  beside  my  Lady  in  his  carriage. 
Away !  away  I  '*  Fresh  horses !  "  are  the  word. 

And  changed  as  quickly  as  hearts  after  marriage ; 
The  obsequious  landlord  hath  the  change  restored; 

The  postboys  have  no  reason  to  disparage 
Their  fee ;  but,  ere  the  water'd  wheels  may  hiss  henM;, 
The  ostlor  pleads  too  for  a  small  reminiscence. 

XLVII. 

'Tis  granted;  And  the  valet  mounts  the  dlokey^ 
That  gentleman  of  lords  and  gentlemen ; 

Also  my  Lady's  gentlewoman,  tricky, 
Trick'd  out,  but  modest  more  than  poet's  pen 

Can  paint,  *'  Con  vioffgino  i  rieohil " 
(Excuse  a  foreign  slipslop  now  and  then. 

If  but  to  show  I've  traveU'd ;  and  what's  travel. 

Unless  it  teaches  one  to  quote  and  cavil  ?) 

XLVin. 
The  London  winter  and  the  country  summer 

Were  well  nigh  over.    'Tis  perhaps  a  pity. 
When  Nature  wears  the  gown  that  doth  become  hit 

To  lose  those  best  months  in  a  sweaty  city, 
And  wait  until  the  nightingale  grows  dumber, 

Listening  debates  not  very  wise  or  witty. 
Ere  patriots  their  true  country  can  remember;— 
But  there'ino  shooting  (save  grouse)  tiUSef  tem^ 


t02 


BYBOZTS  V0BX8. 


XLIX. 
Pre  done  with  my  tirade.    The  worid  wu  gone ; 

The  ttirice  two  thousand  for  whom  earth  was  mtde 
Were  yaniah'd  to  be  what  tiiey  call  alone,*- 

That  Is,  with  thirty  serraats  for  parade, 
As  many  guests  or  more ;  before  whom  groan 

As  many  covers,  duly,  daily,  laid. 
Let  none  aecuse  old  England's  hospitality— 
f to  quantity  is  but  condensed  to  quaUty. 

L. 
Lord  Henry  and  the  Lady  Adeline 

Departed,  like  the  rest  of  their  compeers, 
The  peerage,  to  a  mansion  very  fine ; 

The  Oothic  Babel  of  a  thousand  years. 
None  than  themselves  could  boast  a  longer  line, 

Where  time  through  heroes  and  through  beauties 
And  oaks,  as  olden  as  their  pedigree,  .  [steers ; 
Told  of  their  sires,  a  tomb  in  every  tree. 

Lt. 

A  paragraph  in  every  paper  told 
Of  their  departure :  such  is  modem  ftime : 

'TIS  pity  that  it  takes  no  forther  hold 
Than  an  advertisement,  or  much  the  same ; 

When,  ere  the  ink  be  dry,  the  sound  grows  cold. 
The  Morning  Post  was  ibremost  to  proclaimr- 

**  Departure,  for  his  country-seat  to-day, 

XiOrd  H.  AmvndeviUe  and  Lady  A« 

LH. 
«<  We  understand  the  splendid  host  intends 

To  entertain,  this  autumn,  a  select 
And  numerous  party  of  his  noble  friends ;  [correct, 

*Mid  whom,  we  have  heard* from  sources  quite 
The  Duke  of  D—  the  shooting  season  spends, 

With  many  more  by  rank  and  fashion  deck'd; 
Also  a  foreigner  of  high  condition, 
The  envoy  of  the  secret  Russian  mission." 

Lin. 

And  ikm  we  see   who  doubts  the  Homing  Post  ? 

(Whose  articles  are  like  the  '<  thirty-nine," 
Which  those  niost  swear  to  who  believe  them  most)— 

Oar  gay  Russ  Spaniard  was  ordain'd  to  shine, 
Deck'd  by  the  rays  reflected  from  his  host. 

With  those  who,  Pope  says, "  greatly  daring  dine." 
^th  odd  but  trae,^a8t  war,  the  news  abounded 
More  with  these  dinners  than  the  klU'd  or  wounded. 

LIT. 
AffHtts:  <'0n  Thursday  there  was  a  grand  d&mer ; 

Present,  lords  A.  B.  C."— Earls,  dukes,  by  name 
Announced  with  no  less  pomp  than  victory's  winner : 

Then  underneath,  and  in  the  very  samo  [here 
Column:  date,  '* Falmouth.   There  has  lately  been 

The  slap-dash  regiment,  so  well  known  to 
Whose  loss  fai  the  late  action  we  regret : 
The  vacancies  are  iOl'd  up— see  Gasette." 

LV. 
To  Normsai  Abbey  whirVd  the  noble  pair, 

An  old,  old  monastery  once,  and  now 
Vlfil  elder  mansion,  of  a  rich  and  rare 

Miz'd  Gothic,  such  as  aftists  aU  allow 
Few  specimens  yet  left  ns  can  compare 

Withal :  it  lies  perhaps  a  little  low,     • 
Because  the  menks  preferred  a  hill  b^iJnd> 
^  thelter  Iheir  devotion  from  thr  wted* 


LYI. 

It  stood  embosom*d  in  a  happy  talley, 

Crown'd  by  high  woodlands,  where  the  Druid  osul 
Stood  like  Caractacus  in  act  to  rally  [stroke; 

His  host,  with  broad  arms  'gainst  the  thunder- 
And  from  beneath  his  boughs  were  seen  to  sally 

The  dappled  foresters — as  day  awoke. 
The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  all  his  herd. 

To  quaff  a  brook  which  mormur'd  like  a  bird. 

Lvn. 

Before  the  mansion  lay  a  lucid  lake. 
Broad  as  transparent,  deep,  and  freshly  fed 

By  a  river,  which  its  soften'd  way  did  take 
In  cuxrents  through  the  calmer  water  spread 

Around:  the  wild  fowl  nestled  in  the  brake 
And  sedges,  brooding  in  their  liquid  bed: 

The  woods  sloped  downwards  to  its  brink,  and  stood 

WHh  their  green  fooes  ilx'd  upon  the  flood 

LVin. 

Ito  outlet  dasVd  into  a  deep  cascade. 
Sparkling  with  foam,  until  again  svdMinnit 

Its  shriller  echoes— like  an  infont  made 
Quiet— sank  into  softer  ripples,  gliding 

Into  a  rivulet ;  and,  thus  allay'd. 
Pursued  its  course,  now  gleaming,  and  now  hiding 

Its  windings  through  the  woods ;  now  dear,  now  bhii»a 

Aoeording  as  the  skies  their  shadows  threw. 

LIX. 
A  glorions  remnant  of  the  Gothic  pile  [ftpwt 

(While  yet  the  church  was  Rome's)  stood  halt 
In  a  grand  arch,  which  once  screened  many  an  aiala. 

These  last  had  disappear'd— a  loss  to  art : 
The  flrst  yet  frown'd  superbly  o'er  the  soil, 

And  kindled  feelings  in  the  roughest  heart. 
Which  moum'd  the  power  of  time's  or  tempests 
In  gaaing  on  that  venerable  arch.  [maroii, 

LX. 

Within  a  niche,  nigh  to  ito  pinnade. 

Twelve  sainto  had  onoe  stood  sanctified  in  stoiio : 
But  these  had  fallen  not,  when  the  flriars  fell. 

But  in  the  war  which  strack  Charles  from  hii 
When  eaeh  house  was  a  fortalioe— as  tell     [tiireai^ 

The  annab  of  frdl  many  a  line  undone,— 
The  gallant  cavaliers,  who  fought  in  vafai 
For  those  who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reigB. 

LXI. 

Bat  in  a  higher  niohe,  alone,  but  crown'd. 
The  Yirgfai  Mother  of  the  Ood-bom  ddld, 

With  her  son  in  her  blessed  arms,  look*d  round. 
Spared   by  some  chance  when  all   beside  wag 

She  made  the  earth  below  seem  holy  ground.  [spoU'd; 
This  may  be  superstition,  weak  or  wfld. 

But  even  the  faintest  relics  of  a  shrine 

Of  any  worship  wake  some  thougfate  divine. 

LXII. 
A  mighty  window,  hollow  in  the  centre. 

Shorn  of  ito  glass  of  thousand  colorings, 
Through  which  the  deepened  glopes  onoe  ooaldealar. 

Streaming  from  off  the  sun  like  senph's  wings, 
Now  yawns  all  desolate :  now  loud,  now  ftdnter, 

The  gale  sweeps  through  ito  fretwoik,  and  oft  singR 
The  owl  his  anthem,  where  the  s&eneed  «dioir 
Lie  with  their  halldNgahs  quMidi'd  lOw  ii«. 
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uan. 

Bat  la  the  notrtitlAe  of  the  moon,  and  vlteii 
Th«  wind  is  wingH  ttom  one  point  of  liea'Ttti, 

Tlicre  moans  a  strange  unearthly  sound,  which  then 
Is  marfeal— «  dying  accent  driren 

Through  the  huge  arch,  which  loan  and  rinks  again. 
Some  deem  it  hut  the  distant  echo  given 

Back  to  the  ninfht-wind  by  the  witerfkll, 

And  harmonised  by  the  old  choral  mdl : 

OliiSfs,  tiiat  MHM  original  shape  «r  fotm* 
Shaped  by  decay  perehanco,  hath  given  the  pewer 

(Though  less  than  that  of  Hemnon's  statue,  warn 
In  Egypt's  rays,  to  harp  at  a  fix'd  hour) 

To  this  gray  ruin,  with  a  voice  to  chann. 
Sad,  but  serene,  it  sweeps  o'er  tree  or  tower: 

The  cause  I  know  not,  nor  can  solve ;  but  such 

The  &ct  >-rve  heard  it,— onoe  perhaps  too  much. 

LSEV. 
AmM  the  sOTrt  a  6«diie  liswldn  plsy'd, 

SymmiKrinal,  hut  deaik'd  with  ewfings  quafat^ 
fltnnge  Cmos,  Bke  to  men  in  masquefsda, 

And  hen  periiaps  a  monster,  there  a  saint; 
The  S|Hiag  gush'd  throvgh  gifan  moulhs,  ef  granite 

And  sparkled  into  bastoa,  where  H  spent    [made, 
Its  Utde  toiraat  in  a  ^OMsnd  bubbles, 
Like  mmi's  vwfai  ^kiqr.  Old  his  wiMt  trsublss. 

LXTI. 

The  mansion's  self  wis  vast  and  venerable. 
With  more  of  the  monastic  than  has  been 

Blsewhers  preserved:  the  cloisters  still  were  stable^ 
The  cells,  too,  and  refectory,  I  ween : 

An  exquisite  small  chapel  had  been  able. 
Still  unimpaired,  to  decorate  the  scene ; 

The  rest  had  been  reformed,  replaced,  or  sunk. 

And  ^oke  more  of  the  baron  than  the  monk. 

Lxvn. 

Huge  hnfls^  long  gaflerke,  spactoos  ohamhsw,  jofai'd 
By  no  qnito  lawAil  maniago  of  thearto, 

VS^ shocks  Donaoissenr ;  but, when  oonblMd, 
Fonn'd  a  whole  whieh,  irregular  in  pasta. 

Yet  left  a  gmnd  impnssiott  on  the  mind. 
At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  in  thea  hearts. 

We  gase  upon  a  giant  for  his  stature. 

Nor  judge  at  irst  if  all  be  true  to  nature. 

LXTIIL 
iHeel  httraw,  meltfli  tte  next  gonsnttion 

To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  gartered  eatls, 
Olaased  from  the  walls  In  gootiy  preservation ; 

And  Lady  Marys,  blooming  Into  girls, 
With  ikir  long  looks,  had  also  kept  their  stotlon ; 

And  oountesses  matare  in  robes  and  pearls : 
Also  some  beantieo  of  Sir  Peter  Lely, 
Whose  dnpeiy  hinis  we  may  admire  them  flwely. 

LXn. 
Judges,  in  very  fmnldable  ermine, 

Were  there,  with  brows  that  did  not  much  invito 
The  accused  to  think  their  lordships  would  determine 

ffis  cause  by  leaning  much  from  might  to  right : 
Bishops,  who  had  not  left  a  single  sermon ; 

Attorneys-general,  awfiil  to  the  sight. 
As  hinting  more  (unless  our  Judgmento  warp  us) 
Of  the  "Stat  Chamber"  than  of '« Habeas  Corpus." 


LXX. 

Qenerals,  some  aH  in  armor,  of  the  old 
And  iron  time,  ere  lead  had  ta*en  the  lead ; 

Others  in  wigs  of  Marlborough's  martial  fold, 
Huger  than  twelve  of  our  degenerate  breed ; 

Lordlings,  with  stoves  of  white  or  keys  of  gold : 
Nimrods,  whose  canvas  scarce  contain*d  the  steed; 

And  here  and  there  some  stem  high  patriot  stoodt 

Who  oould  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

LXXI. 
But,  ever  and  anon,  to  sooth  your  vision, 

Fatigued  with  these  hereditary  glories. 
There  rose  a  Carlo  Dolce  or  a  Titian, 

Or  wilder  group  of  savage  Salvatore's  :* 
Here  danced  Albano's  boys,  and  here  the  sea  shono 

In  Vemet's  ocean  lights ;  and  there  the  stories 
Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnoletto  tainted 
His  brush  with  sll  the  blood  of  all  the  sainted. 

Lxxn. 

Here  sweetly  spread  a  landscape  of  Lorrsine ; 

There  Rembrandt  made  his  darkness  equal  light. 
Or  gloom  Caravaggio's  gloomier  stain 

Bronaed  o*er  some  lean  and  stoic  anchorite  :— 
But  lo !  a  Teniers  woos,  and  not  in  vain 

Your  eyes  to  revel  in  a  livelier  sight : 
His  bell-mouth'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  Banish* 
Oir  Dttteh  with  thirst-What  ho !  a  flask  of  Rhenish. 

Lxxm. 

Oh,  reader!  if  that  thou  canst  read,— and  know 
"Tis  not  enough  to  spell,  or  even  to  read. 

To  oonstitato  a  reader ;  there  must  go 
Tirtoes  of  which  both  yoti  and  I  have  need. 

Firstly,  begin  with  the  beginning,  (though 
That  clause  is  hard,)  and  secondly,  proceed ; 

Thirdly,  commence  not  with  the  end— or,  sinning 

In  this  sort,  end  at  least  with  the  beginning. 

LXXIT. 
But,  reader,  thou  hast  patient  been  of  late. 

While  I,  without  remorse  of  rhyme,  or  fesr, 
Have  built  and  laid  out  ground  at  sudi  a  rate. 

Ban  Fhdebus  tekes  me  for  an  auctioneer. 
That  poeto  were  so  from  their  esrliest  date. 

By  Homnr's  "  Catelogue  of  Ships  "  is  dear* 
But  a  mere  modem  must  be  moderate— 
I  spare  you,  then,  the  Aimitnre  and  plate. 

LXXV. 
The  mellow  autumn  came,  and  with  It  efitta 

The  promised  party,  to  enjoy  ito  sweets. 
The  com  is  cut,  the  manor  frill  of  game ; 

The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beats 
In  russet  jacket  :^ynx-Uke  is  his  aim. 

Full  grows  his  bag,  and  wonAerfui  his  feate. 
Ah,  nut-brown  partridges !  ah,  brilliant  pheasaate 
And  ah,  ye  poachers  !•— 'tis  no  sport  for  peasants. 

LXXVI. 

An  Englifth  autumn,  though  ft  hath  no  vines. 
Blushing  with  Bacchant  coronals  along 

The  paths,  o'er  which  the  ftdr  festoon  entwines 
The  red  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  of  song, 

Hath  yet  a  purchased  choice  of  choicest  wines ; 
The  claret  light,  and  the  Madeira  strong. 

If  Britain  mourn  her  bleakness,  we  can  tell  her. 

The  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  oeUar. 
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ucxvn. 

Ihen,  if  she  hath  not  that  serene  deelliM 
Which  makes  the  southern  autumn's  day  appear 

As  if  'twould  to  a  second  spring  resign 
The  seasoui  rather  than  to  winter  drear,— 

^f  in-door  comforts  still  she  hath  a  mine,— 
The  sea-coal  fires,  the  earliest  of  the  year ; 

Without  doors,  too,  she  may  compete  in  mellow, 

As  what  is  lost  in  green  is  gain'd  in  yellow. 

LXXVIII. 
And  for  the  eilbminate  ot'/Zs^pioAim—  CahaM 

Rife  with  more  horns  than  hounds— she  hath  the 
So  animated  that  it  might  allure  a 

Saint  from  his  beads  to  join  the  jocund  race ; 
Sven  Nimrod's  self  might  leave  the  plains  of  Dura,* 

And  wear  the  Melton  jacket  for  a  space  ;— 
If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  hath  a  tame 
Pieserre  of  bores,  who  ought  to  be  made  game. 

LXXIX. 
The  noble  gneats,  assembled  at  the  Abbey, 

Consisted  of— we  give  the  sex  the  jxz^— 
The  Duchess  of  Fits-Fulke ;  the  Countess  Crabbey ; 

The  Ladies,  Scilly,  Busey ;  Miss  Ed&t, 
Miss  Bombaseen,  Miss  Mackstay,  Miss  O'Tabby, 

And  Mrs.  Kabbi,  the  rich  banker's  squaw : 
Also  the  Honorable  Mrs.  Sleep, 
Who  look'd  a  white  lamb,  yet  was  a  black  sheep. 

LXXX. 

With  other  Countesses  of  Blank— 4>at  rank ; 

At  once  the  "  lie  "  and  the  **  elite  "  of  crowds ; 
Who  pass  like  water  fllter'd  in  a  tank, 

All  purged  and  pious  from  their  native  clouds ; 
Or  paper  tum'd  to  money  by  the  Bank : 

No  matter  how  or  why,  the  passport  shrouds 
The  **  pass^e  "  and  the  past ;  for  good  society 
Is  no  less  famed  for  tolerance  than  piety : 

LXXXI. 
That  is,  up  to  a  certain  point ;  which  pdnt 

Forms  the  most  difficult  in  punctuation. 
Appearances  appear  to  form  the  joint 

On  which  it  hinges  in  a  higher  station ; 
And  80  that  no  explosion  cry  "  Aroint 

Thee,  witch ! "  or  each  Medea  has  her  Jason ; 
Or  (to  the  point  with  Horace  and  with  Fulci) 
"  Omne  tulitpunctum,  qu»  mUcuit  utile  duki" 

LXXXII, 
I  can't  ezaotly  trace  their  rule  of  right, 

Which  hath  a  little  leaning  to  a  lottery ; 
I've  seen  a  virtuous  woman  put  down  quite 

By  the  mere  combination  of  a  coterie : 
Also  a  s^-so  matron  boldly  fight 

Her  way  back  to  the  world  by  dint  of  plotteiy, 
And  shine  the  very  Stria  of  the  spheres. 
Escaping  with  a  few  sUght,  searless  sneers. 

Lxxxm. 

I've  seen  more  than  I'll  say :— bat  we  will  see 

How  our  vilhggieUura  will  get  on. 
The  party  might  consist  of  thirty-three 

Of  highest  caste— the  Brahmins  of  the  ton. 
I've  named  a  few,  not  foremost  in  degree. 

But  ta'en  at  hazard  as  the  rhyme  may  run. 
By  way  of  sprinkling,  scatter'd  among  these. 
There  also  were  some  Irish  absentees. 


LXXXIT. 

There  wm  PwoUei,  too,  the  IsgidMlli, 
Who  limiU  all  his  battles  to  the  bar 

And  senate :  when  invited  elsewhere,  truly, 
He  shows  more  appetite  for  words  than  war. 

There  was-  the  young  bard  Eackrhyme,  who  hit 
newly 
Come  out  and  glimmer'd  as  a  six-weeks'  star. 

There  was  Lord  Fyrrho,  too.  the  great  freethinker; 

And  Sir  John  Pottledeep,  the  mighty  drinker. 

LXXXV. 

There  was  the  Duke  of  Dash,  who  was  a-dnke, 

Ay,  every  inch  a  "  duke ;  there  were  twelve  peen 
like  Charlemagne's — and  all  such  peers  in  look 

And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  ears 
For  commoners  had  ever  them  mistook. 

There  were  the  six  Miss  Rawbolds— pretty  dein. 
All  song  and  sentiment;  whose  hearts  were  set 
Less  on  a  convent  than  a  coronet. 

LXXXVL 
There  wen  ftmr  Homorable  Miatan,  whose 

Honor  was  more  before  their  names  than  sfter; 
There  was  the  preux  Chevidier  de  la  Ease,     [hoe, 

Whom  Franee  and  fortune  lately  deig&'d  to  waft 
Whose  ehiefly  hannleas  talent  was  to  amuse; 

But  the  Clubs  found  it  rather  serious  Uoghter, 
Because— such  was  his  magic  power  to  pleaae,— 
The  dice  setm'd  ohaxm'd  too  with  his  repsiteei. 

Lxxxvn. 

There  was  Dick  Dubious,  the  metaphysician, 
Who  loved  philosophy  and  a  good  dinner; 

Angle,  the  soi-distant  mathematician ; 
Sir  Henry  Silver-cup,  the  great  race-winner; 

There  was  the  Reverend  Eodomont  Precisian; 
Who  did  not  hate  so  much  the  sin  as  sinner; 

And  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plantagenet, 

Good  at  all  things,  but  better  at  a  bet. 

Lxxxvin. 

There  was  Jack  Jargon,  the  gigantic  gnardsmss; 

And  General  Firefaoe,  famous  in  the  Add, 
A  great  taotieian,  and  no  less  a  swordsman, 

Who  ate,  last  war,  more  Yankees  than  he  kQI'i 
There  was  the  waggish  Welsh  Judge,  Jeiieries  Haidi- 

In  his  grave  office  so  completely  skiU'd,     [ms>i 
That  when  a  onlprit  came  for  eondemnatioB, 
He  had  his  judge's  joke  for  consolation. 

LXXXIX. 
Good  company's  a  chess-board— there  are  kingSt 

Queens,  bishops,  knights,  rooks,  pawoi;  ^ 
world's  a  game ; 
Save  that  the  puppets  pull  at  their  own  strings; 

Methinks  gay  Punch  hath  something  of  the  sans. 
My  Muse,  the  butterfly,  hath  but  her  wings, 

Not  stings,  and  flits  through  ether  without  aiiDi 
Alighting  rarely :  were  she  bat  a  hornet. 
Perhaps  there  might  be  vices  which  would  mtmi^  ^ 

XC. 

I  had  forgotten— but  must  not  forget— 
An  orator,  the  latest  of  the  session. 

Who  had  deliver'd  well  a  very  set 
Smooth  speech,  his  first  and  maidenly  traagi«i"* 

Upon  debate :  the  papers  echoed  yet 
With  this  debAt,  which  made  a  strong  impresiio^< 

And  rank'd  with  what  is  every  day  display'd— ^ 

"  The  best  first  speech  that  ever  yet  was  made." 
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npond  of  bit "  Hetr  Umi ! "  pnmd,  too,  of  lib  TOte, 

And  lost  Tirginitj  of  oratory, 
Frond  of  his  learning,  (just  enough  to  quote,) 

He  rerell'd  in  his  Cicer  )nian  glory : 
Vnth  memory  excellent  t)  get  by  rote, 

With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story, 
Qraoed  with  some  merit  and  with  more  effrontery, 
«<  His  eonntry's  pride,"  he  came  down  to  the  country. 

xcn. 

There  also  wmt  tw»  wits  by  aeolaiiurtioay 
Longbow  fifom  Ireland,  Strongbow  from  the  Tweed, 

Botk  lawycfi,  and  both  men  of  education ; 
But  Stomigbow's  wit  was  of  more  polish*d  breed : 

Longbow  was  rich  in  an  imagination. 
As  beautiful  and  bounding  as  a  steed. 

But  sometimes  stnmbling  over  a  potato,— 

While  Stroiigbow*s  best  things  might  hsTO  oome 
from  Cato.        

xom. 

StroagbMr  was  Eke  a  new  t«Md  haipsiolMtd  i 
But  Tisagbew  wild  as  an  A>lian  harp. 

With  «4itch  the  winds  of  heaf  en  can  claim  aoooid. 
And  make  a  musie,  whether  flat  or  sharp, 

Of  Stroofl^ow's  talk  you  would  not  duuage  a  wovd ; 
At  Longbow's  phrassw  you  mi^t  sometimes  carp : 

Botk  wits  '  one  bom  so,  and  the  other  bred, 

This  by  his  benr^'^^s  Bval  by  his  head. 

XCIV. 
If  all  these  seem  a  heterogeneous  mass, 

To  bo  asaembled  at  a  country-seat, 
Tet  think  a  specimen  of  every  class 

Is  better  than  a  humdarum  tSte-^-tSte. 
The  days  of  comedy  are  gone,  alas !  [i^; 

When  Congreivo's  fool  could  vie  with  MoU^'s 
ftMtoty  is  smooth'd  to  that  escess, 
That  mannam  hardly  difier 


XCV. 

Our  ridievlw  an  kept  in  the  boekgxond, 

Bidioukas  enough,  but  also  dull; 
ristouhms,  too,  sro  no  more  to  be  found 

Professional;  afed  tiiere  is  nought  to  cull 
Of  folly's  fruit ;  for  though  your  fools  sbound. 

They're  bamn,  and  not  worth  the  pains  to  puU. 
Society  is  new  one  polish'd  horde, 
Form'd  of  two  mi^ty  tribes,  the  .Bofvt  and  BondL 

XCVI. 
IsfeftoarMnfffonDsn,  we  turn  gleaacrs,  gleaning 

Tke  scanty  but  right-well  thresh'd  ears  of  truth 
And,  gentle  reader  1  when  you  gather  meaning. 

Ton  may  be  Boaz,  and  I— modest  Ruth. 
Further  I'd  quote,  but  Scripture,  interrening, 

Fofbida.    A  great  impression  in  my  youth 
Was  made  ^  Mrs.  Aduns,  where  she  cries 
'<  That  Seslptmes  out  of  church  »e  blasphes^ii^" 

xcrn. 

But  what  wu  oan  we  gUan  in  thb  Tile  age 
Of  chaff,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grist. 

I  must  not  quite  omit  the  talking  sage, 
Kit-Cat,  ^e  fomous  oonversationist. 

Who,  in  his  common-place  book  had  a  page,  [list  I  "— 
Ptepared  each  mom  for  evenings.    "List,  oh 

**  Alas,  poor  ghost !  "<— What  unexpected  woes 

Await  those  who  have  studied  their  bon»-mots ! 
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XCTHL 

Firstly,  tbsgr  anet  alivre  the  mmr 
By  many  windings  to  their  clever  clindl ; 

And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion. 
Nor  bai€  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  tncA, 

But  take  an  ell— and  make  a  great  sensatioo, 
If  possible ;  and  thirdly,  never  flinch 

When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the  test. 

But  seize  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt's  the  best. 

XCIX. 

Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hoots ; 

The  party  we  have  touch'd  on  were  the  guests : 
Their  table  was  a  board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 

To  pass  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  feasts 
I  will  not  dwell  upon  ragoAts  or  roasts. 

Albeit  all  human  history  attests 
That  happiness  for  man— the  hungry  sinner !—  . 
Since  Bve  ate  apples,  much  depends  on  dinner. 


Witness  the  lands  which  "flow'd  with  milk  mH 
Held  out  unto  the  hungry  Israelites :      [honey,** 

To  this  we've  added  since  the  love  of  money, 
The  only  sort  of  pleasure  which  requites. 

Touth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer  sunny; 
We  tire  of  mistresses  and  parasites : 

But  oh,  ambrosial  cash  t  Ah !  who  would  lose  thee } 

When  we  no  more  can  use,  or  even  abuse  thee  I 

CL 

The  gentkesen  got  up  betimes  to  shoot, 
Or  hunt ;  the  young  because  they  liked  the  spov*-^ 

The  first  thing  boys  like  after  play  and  fruit : 
The  middlo«aged,  to  make  the  day  more  short ; 

For  smud  is  a  growth  of  English  root, 
Though  nameless  in  our  language ;  we  retort 

The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  translate 

That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  abate. 

on. 

The  elderly  walk'd  through  the  Ubraiy, 
And  tumbled  books,  and  criticised  the  pictures, 

Or  sauntered  through  the  gardens  piteously. 
And  made  upon  the  hot-house  several  strictures* 

Or  rode  a  nag  which  trotted  not  too  high. 
Or  en  the  morning  papers  read  their  lectures, 

Or  on  the  watch  their  longing  eyes  would  fix, 

Longing,  at  sixty,  for  the  hour  of  six. 

cm. 

But  none  were  **  gfin^ ; "  the  greet  hour  of  uaiea 
Was  rung  by  dinner's  knell ;  till  then  all  were 

Masters  of  their  <»wn  time— or  in  communion. 
Or  solitary,  as  they  chose  to  bear 

The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few  knew^ 
Each  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  had  to  spare 

What  time  he  chose  for  dress,  and  broke  his  fsst 

When,  where,  and  how  he  chose  for  that  repast. 

CIT, 

The  ladies — some  rouged,  some  a  little  pale- 
Met  the  mom  as  they  might.    If  fine,  they 

Or  walk'd ;  if  foul|  they  read,  or  told  a  tale. 
Sung,  or  rehearsed  the  last  dance  from  abroad; 

DiBcnss'd  the  fashion  whi<^  might  next  prevail ; 
And  settled  bonnets  by  the  newest  code ; 

Or  eramm'd  twelve  sheets  into  one  little  letter* 

To  mske  each  coneapondent  a  new  debtor 


Toe 
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CV. 


For  MMne  bad  ibfent  lowers,  all  had  friends. 

The  earth  hat  nothing  like  a  she  epistle, 
And  hajrdly  heaTen^*-becaase  it  never  ends. 

I  loye  the  mjttery  of  a  female  missal, 
Which,  like  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends, 

But  tall  of  canning  as  Ulysses'  whistle,    * 
When  he  allured  i>oor  Bolon :— 70U  had  better 
Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

CVI. 
Than  there  were  bOUards ;  cards  too,  but  no  dice ; 

Bare  in  the  Clubs  no  man  of  honor  plays ;— 
Boats  when  'twas  water,  skating  when  'twas  ice, 

And  the  hard  frosts  destroy'd  the  scenting  days : 
And  angling,  too,  that  solitary  rice, 

Whatever  Isaak  Walton  sings  or  says : 
The  quaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gullet 
flhenld  have  a  hook,  and  a  small  trout  to  pull  it.< 

CVII. 
With  ereaing  eame  the  banquet  and  the  wine ; 

The  conversazione ;  the  duet. 
Attuned  by  voices  more  or  less  divine, 

(My  heart  or  head  aches  vrith  the  memory  yet) 
TIm  four  Miss  Rawbolds  in  a  glee  would  shine ; 

But  the  two  youngest  loved  more  to  be  set 
Down  to  the  harp— because  to  music's  charms 
They  added  graeeftil  necks,  white  hands  and  arms. 

CVIII. 
SomiStimes  a  danee-  (though  rarely  on  field  days, 

For  then  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 
Displayed  some  sylph>like  figures  in  its  mass : 

llien  there  was  small-talk  ready  when  required ; 
F1irtation-*but  decorous ;  the  mere  praise 

Of  chsrms  that  should  or  should  not  be  admired ; 
The  hunters  fought  their  fbx-hunt  o*er  again, 
And  then  retreated  soberly-mt  ten. 

CflX. 
The  polHiolans,  in  a  nook  apsrt, 

Disouss'd  the  world,  and  settled  all  the  spheres ; 
The  wits  watch'd  every  loop-hole  for  their  art, 

To  introduce  a  bon-mot  head  and  ears ; 
Small  is  the  rest  of  those  who  would  be  smar^* 

A  moment's  good  thing  may  have  cost  them  years 
Before  they  find  an  hour  to  introduce  it, 
And  4ihen,  even  then,  some  bote  may  make  them 
lose  it. 

ex. 

But  an  was  gentle  and  aristoeratio 

In  this  our  party ;  polish'd,  smooth,  and  cold, 
As  Phidian  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Attic, 

There  now  are  no  Squire  Westerns,  as  of  old ; 
And  our  Sophias  are  not  so  emphatic. 

But  Cur  as  then,  or  fairer  to  behold.  [Jones, 

We've  no   accomplish'd  blackguards,   like   Tom 
But  gentlemen  in  stays,  as  stiff  as  stones. 

CJXI. 
They  separated  at  an  early  hour; 

That  is,  ere  midnightF-^which  is  London's  noon : 
But  in  the  country,  ladies  seek  their  bovrer 

.  A  little  earlier  than  the  waning  moon. 
Peaee  to  the  slumbers  of  each  folded  flowa^— 

May  the  rose  call  back  its  true  color  soon  I 
Good  hours  of  fair  cheekd  are  the  fairest  tinters, 
And  lower  the  price  of  rouge— at  least  tome  wintns. 


CANTO   XIV. 


If  firom  great  Nature's  or  our  own  abyv 
Of  thought,  we  could  but  snatch  a  certainty, 

Perhaps  mankind  might  find  the  path  they 
But  then  'twould  spoil  much  good  philosophy. 

One  system  eats  another  up,  and  this 
Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  his  pn^eny ; 

For  when  his  pious  consort  gare  him  stones 

In  lieu  of  sons,  of  these  he  made  no  bones. 

Tt 
But  system  doth  reverse  the  Titan's  bveaUhst, 

And  eats  her  parents,  albeit  the  digestMSi 
Is  difficult.    Pray  tell  me,  can  you  make  &st. 

After  due  search,  your  fsith  to  any  qusstioa  ? 
Look  back  o'er  ages,  ere  unto  the  stake  liMt 

Ton  bind  yourself,  and  eall  some  mode  the  best  onsi 
Nothing  more  true  than  not  to  trust  your  ssnsess 
And  yet  what  are  your  other  evidsnees  ? 

m. 

For  me,  I  know  nought ;  nothing  I  deny, 
Admit,  reject,  contemn ;  and  what  know  jieii, 

Except  perhaps  that  you  were  bom  to  die  ? 
And  both  may,  after  all,  turn  out  untrue. 

An  age  may  oome,  Font  of  Eternity, 
When  nothing  shall  be  either  old  or  new. 

Death,  so  call'd,  is  a  thing  which  makes  men  wMfk 

And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  pass'd  in  sleep. 

IV. 
A  sleep  without  dreams,  aft«r  a  rough  day 

Of  toil,  is  what  we-eovel  most ;  Md  y^ 
How  elay  shrinks  back  from  more  qnlssesnt  slijf 

The  very  suicide  that  pays  his  debt 
At  once  without  instalments  (an  old  way 

Of  paying  debts,  which  creditors  rsgiet) 
Lets  out  impatiently  his  rushing  faieatii, 
Less  from  disgust  of  life  than  dtead  of  death. 

V. 
Tis  round  him,  near  him,  here,  theie,  eveiy«hMf 

And  there's  a  courage  which  grows  oat  of  ftsr» 
Perhaps  of  all  most  desperate,  whieh  will  daie 

The  worst  to  Anew  it  :~when  the  mountains  rctr 
Their  peaks  beneath  your  human  fbot,  and  thsie 

Tou  look  down  o'er  the  predpiee,  and  dresr 
The  gulf  of  rock  yawns,— ^ou  can't  gase  a  mi]niti> 
WMumt  tai  awfel  wish  to  plunge  within  it 

VI. 
Tis  true,  yon  don't>-4rat,  pale  and  struck  wllhhii«» 

Betire :  hut  look  into  your  past  impression ! 
And  you  will  find,  though  shuddering  at  the  mlW 

Of  your  own  thoughts.  In  all  their  sdf-confsssiwii 
The  lurking  Mas,  be  it  trutii  or  error. 

To  the  unknown ;  a  secret  preposession,  [&<^ 
To  plunge  with  all  your  fears— but  where?  Too  knot 
And  that's  the  reason  why  you  do-*-<or  do  not 
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Tn. 


Slit  wbtfs  this  to  the  purpose  ?  you  will  taj. 

Oent  reader,  nothing ;  a  mere  upeculation, 
For  which  my  sole  ezcaee  is<— *tifl  my  way. 

Sometimes  with  and  sometimes  without  occasion* 
I  write  what's  uppermost  without  delay ; 

This  narrattre  is  not  meant  for  narration, 
But  a  mere  airy  and  fantastic  basis, 
To  biuld  up  oommon  things  with  eommo&*plaoes. 

Tin. 

Toa  know,  or  don't  know,  that  great  Bacon  saith, 
«  Fling  up  a  straw,  'twill  show  the  way  the  wind 
blows ; " 

And  such  a  straw,  borne  on  by  human  breath, 
Is  poesy,  according  as  the  mind  glows ; 

A  paper  kite  which  flies  'twizt  life  and  death, 
A  shadow  which  the  onward  soul  behind  throws, 

And  mine's  a  bubble  not  blown  up  for  praise, 

But  Jvtt  to  play  with,  as  an  infant  plays. 

IX. 
'  The  world  is  all  before  me— or  behind ; 

For  I  have  seen  a  portion  of  that  same. 
And  quite  enough  for  me  to  keep  in  mind ;— - 

Of  passions,  too,  I'ye  proyed  enough  to  blame, 
To  the  great  pleasure  of  our  Mends,  mankind, 

Who  like  to  mix  some  slight  alloy  with  fame  : 
For  I  was  rather  famous  in  my  time, 
Unta  I  fidrly  knook'd  it  up  with  rhyme; 

X. 

I  have  brought  this  world  about  my  ears,  and  eke 
The  other :  lliat's  to  say,  the  clergy*--who 

Upon  my  head  have  bid  their  thunders  break 
la  pious  libels  by  no  means  a  few. 

And  yet  I  can't  help  scribbling  once  a  week, 
'Thing  old  readers,  nor  discovering  new. 

In  yontib  I  wrbte  because  my  mind  is  full, 

And  now  bacmae  1  feel  it  growing  duU. 

XI. 

Bat  '*  why  then  publish  ?  "—There  are  no  rewards 
Of  fiune  or  profit,  when  the  world  grows  weary. 

I  ask  in  torn,— ^hy  do  yon  play 'at  cuds  ?    [dreary. 
Why  drink  ?  Why  read  ?— To  make  some  hour  less 

It  oeeapies  me  to  toni  baek  regards 
On  what  I'to  seen  or  ponder'd  sad  or  eheeiy ; 

And  what  I  write  I  east  upoA  the  stream. 

To  swmi  or  sink-^I  hare  had  at  least  my  dream. 

xn. 

1  think  that  were  I  eertam  of  success, 
I  hardly  oould  compose  another  line : 

80  long  I've  battled  either  more  or  less. 
That  no  defeat  oaa  drive  me  from  the  Nine. 

This  feeling  'tis  not  easy  to  express. 
And  yet  'tis  not  affected,  I  opine. 

In  play,  there  axe  two  pleasures  for  your  ohoosisff— 

The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing. 

xni. 

Besides,  my  Muse  by  no  means  deals  in  Action : 

She  gathers  a  repertory  of  facts, 
Of  coarse  with  some  resenro  and  slight  restriction, 

But  mostly  sings  of  human  things  and  acts— 
And  that's  one  cause  she  meets  with  contradiction ; 

For  too  much  truth,  at  first  sight,  ne'er  attracts 
And  wore  her  object  only  what's  call'd  glory, 
Witb  more  ease  too  she'd  tell  a  different  uiorj. 


XIV. 


Love,  war,  a  tempest,— surely  there's  rarfety ; 

Also  a  seasoning  slight  of  lucubration ; 
A  bird's-eye  view  too  of  that  wild,  Socie^ ; 

A  slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every  station. 
If  you  have  nought  else,  here's  at  least  satiety, 

Both  in  performance  and  in  preparation ;  [teaufy 
And  though  these  liues  should  only  line  portman 
Trade  will  be  all  the  better  for  these  Cantos. 

XV. 

The  portion  of  this  world  which  I  at  present 
Haye  taken  up  to  fill  the  following  sermon. 

Is  one  of  which  there's  no  description  recent : 
The  reason  why  is  easy  to  determine : 

Although  it  seems  both  prominent  and  pleasant, 
There  is  a  sameness  in  its  gems  and  ermine* 

A  dull  and  family  likeness  through  all  ages. 

Of  no  great  promise  for  poetic  pages. 

XVI. 
With  much  to  excite,  there's  Tittle  to  exalt ; 

Nothing  that  speaks  to  all  men  and  all  times ; 
A  sort  of  varnish  over  every  fault ; 

A  kind  of  common-place,  even  in  their  crimes ; 
Factitious  passions,  wit  without  much  salt, 

A  want  of  that  true  nature  which  sublimes 
Whate'er  it  shows  with  truth ;  a  smooth  monotony 
Of  character,  in  those  at  least  who  have  got  any. 

XVII. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  like  soldiers  off  pamds. 

They  break  their  ranks  and  gladly  leave  the  drill 
But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  baek  afraid. 

And  they  must  be  or  seem  what  they  were :  stIL 
Boubtless  it  is  a  brilliant  masquerade ; 

But  when  of  the  first  sight  you  have  had  yovrlU, 
It  palls— «t  least  it  did  so  upon  me, 
This  paradise  of  pleasure  and  ennoL 

xvm. 
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gaming,  [u 

Dress'd,  voted,  shone,  and,  may  ba,  somsthnig 
With  dandies  dined ;  heard  senators  deelaining; 

Seen  beautias  brought  to  market  by  the  score; 
Sad  rakes  to  sadder  hosbaads  ehastely  tanUag ; 

There's  little  left  bat  to  be  bored  or  bore. 
Witness  those  **si  AwwfjstiiMf  Aommst"  who  stSM 
The  stream,  nor  leave  the  world  which  leaveth  thena. 

XIX. 
'Tis  saidr-indeed  a  general  complaint— 

That  no  one  has  succeeded  in  describing 
The  monde,  exactly  as  they  ought  to  paint. 

Some  say,  that  authors  only  snatch,  by  bribing 
The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange  and  quaint, 

To  furnish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing ; 
And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  in  common-^ 
My  lady's  prattle,  filter'd  through  her  woman. 

XX. 

But  this  can't  well  be  true,  just  now ;  finr  writers 
Are  grown  of  the  beau  mtmde  a  part  potential : 

Pve  seen  them  balance  even  the  scale  with  fighters, 
Especially  when  young,  for  that* s  essential. 

Why  do  their  sketches  foil  them  as  inditers 
Of,  what  they   deem   themselves   most   oonse 

The  real  portrait  of  the  highest  tribe  ?      r4i>«>^t^: 

'Tis  that,  in  hct,  there's  little  to  describe. 
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XXL 


"  Btrnd  ignara  loquor : "  these  are  mtyw,  "  fmrum 
Port  parrayta,"  but  still  art  and  part. 

Now  I  eonld  much  more  easily  sketch  aharam, 
A  battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart. 

Than  these  things ;  and  be^es,  I  wish  to  spare  'em 
For  reasons  which  I  choose  to  keep  apart. 

"  Vetabo  Ctrerit  tctcrum  qui  vulgarity* 

Which  means,  that  Tulgar  people  must  not  share  it 

XXII. 

And  therefore  what  I  throw  off  is  ideal — 
Lower'd,  leayen'd  like  a  history  of  Freemasons ; 

Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real, 
As  Captain  Parry's  voyage  may  do  to  Jason's. 

The  grand  Arcanum's  not  for  men  to  see  all ; 
My  music  has  some  mystic  diapasons ; 

And  there  is  much  which  could  not  be  appreciated 

In  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 

xxm. 

Alas !  worlds  iiiJl— and  woman,  since  she  foU'd 
The  world,  (as,  since  that  history,  less  polite 

Than  true,  hath  been  a  creed  so  strictly  held,) 
Has  not  yet  giyen  up  the  practice  quite. 

Poor  thing  of  usages !  coerced,  compeU'd, 
Victim  when  wrong,  and  martyr  oft  when  right, 

Condemn'd  to  child-bed,  as  men  for  their  sins, 

Haye  shaTing  too  entail'd  upon  their  chins,— 

XXIV. 
A  daily  piagoe,  whioh,  in  fho  aggrogate, 

May  average  on  the  whole  wHk  partniition. 
But  as  to  women,  who  can  penetrate 

The  real  sufferings  of  their  she  eoodition  ? 
Man's  very  sympathy  with  their  estate 

Has  maoh  <^  selfishness  and  more  suspicion. 
Their  love,  their  yirtoe,  beauty,  education, 
But  form  good  houseke^eis  to  breed  a  nation. 

XXV. 
Afi  tills  w«rs  very  wen,  and  can't  be  better; 

B«t  eren  this  Is  difficult.  Heaven  knows ! 
80  many  troubles  from  her  birth  beset  her, 

Soeh  small  distinction  between  friends  and  foea, 
The  gilding  wears  so  soon  from  off  her  fetter. 

That       but  ask  any  woman  if  she'd  ehoose, 
(Take  her  at  tidrty,  that  is,)  to  hare  been 
Female  or  male  ?  a  sehoolboy  or  a  queen  ? 

XXVL 

**  Pettieoat  influence  "  is  a  great  reproach, 
Whi jh  even  those  who  obey  would  fain  be  thought 

To  fly  firom,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach ; 
But,  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  are  brought, 

By  various  Joltings  of  life's  hackney-coach, 
I  for  one  venerate  a  pettiooa^-> 

A  garment  of  a  mystical  sublimity, 

Ko  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  dimity. 

xxvn. 

Much  I  respect,  and  much  I  have  adored, 
In  my  young  days,  that  chaste  and  goodly  v^if 

Which  holds  a  treasure  like  a  miser's  hoard, 
And  more  attracts  by  all  it  doth  conceal— 

A  golden  scabbard  on  a  Damasque  sword, 
A  loving  letter  with  a  mystic  seal, 

A  cure  for  grief— for  what  can  ever  rankle 

Before  a  petticoat  and  peeping  ancle  } 


xxvin. 

And  when  ttpon  a  silent,  sullen  day, 
With  a  Sirocco,  for  example,  blowing,— 

When  even  the  sea  looks  dim  with  all  its  spray. 
And  sulkily  the  river's  ripple's  flowing. 

And  the  sky  shows  that  very  ancient  gray. 
The  sober  sad  antithesis  to  glowing,— 

'Tis  pleasant,  if  thm  any  thing  is  pleasant, 

To  oatch  a  glimpse  even  of  a  pretty  peasaut 

jytix. 

We  left  our  heroes  and  our  heroines 

In  that  fair  clime  which  don't  depend  on  ctiinats 
Quite  independent  of  the  Zodiac's  signs, 

Though  certainly  more  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 
Beeanse  the  sun  and  stars,  and  aught  that  shines, 

Mountains,  and  all  we  can  be  most  sublime  at, 
Are  there  oft  dull  and  dreary  as  a  dun-- 
Whether  a  sky's  or  tradesman's,  is  all  one. 

XXX. 

An  in-door  life  is  less  poetical ; 

And  out-of-door  hath  showers,  and  nUsts,  and  sleili 
With  which  I  could  not  brew  a  pastoral. 

But  be  it  as  it  may,  a  bard  must  meet 
All  difficulties,  whether  great  or  small, 

To  spoil  his  undertaking  or  complete, 
And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  matter, 
Bmbarrass'd  somewhat  bpth  with  fire  and  water. 

XXXI. 

Juan— In  this  respoet  at  least  like  saints- 
Was  sll  things  unto  people  of  aU  sorts. 
And  lived  contentedly,  without  eomplaints, 

In  camps,  in  ships,  in  cottages,  or  courts- 
Bom  with  that  happy  soul  which  seldom  faints, 

And  mingling  modestly  in  toils  or  sports. 
He  likewise  could  be  most  things  to  aU  wooiea* 
Without  the  coxcombry  of  certain  «As  men. 

xxxn. 

A  fox-hunt  to  a  foreigner  is  strange ; 

'Tis  also  subject  to  the  double  danger 
Of  tumbling  first,  and  having  in  ex<£sage 

Some  pleasant  jesting  at  the  awkward  strsagsr: 
But  Juan  had  been  early  taught  to  range 

The  wilds,  as  doth  an  Arab  tum'd  avaagsr, 
80  that  his  horse,  or  charger,  hunter,  haok. 
Knew  that  he  had  a  rider  on  his  back, 

xxxra. 

And  now  in  this  new  field,  with  some  applause. 
He  dear'd  hedge,  diteh,  and  double  post,  andiii^  ^ 

And  never  erantd,  and  made  but  few  **fau3ipat/*^ 
And  only  fretted  when  the  scent  'gan  (ail. 

He  broke,  'tis  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 
Of  hunting— for  the  sageat  youtii  is  frail ; 

Bode  o'er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  tbaa, 

And  one*  o'er  several  eount^  geotiemsn. 

xxxrv. 

But,  on  the  whole,  to  general  admiration 
He  acquitted  both  himself  and  horse:  thesqniref 

Marvell'd  at  merit  of  another  nation :  [Sin^ 

The  boors  cried  "Dang  it!  who'd  have  thoogh  it  ?*" 

The  Nestors  of  the  sporting  generation, 
Swore  praises,  and  recall'd  their  fonner  fl  1M ; 

The  huntsman's  self  relented  to  %  grin. 

And  rated  him  almost  a  whipper-in. 
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xixv. 

iQck  i«%r»  liii  trophies ;— oot  of  ipear  iAd  sUeld, 
But  iMptf,  and  bunts,    and   sometimes   foxes' 

Tet  I  must  own,— although  in  this  I  jield  [brushes; 
To  patriot  sympathy  a  Briton's  bloshes,— 

He  thought  at  heart  like  courtly  Chesterfield, 
Who,  after  along  chase  o'er  hills,  dales,  bushes, 

And  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 

Ask'd,  next  day,  <*  if  men  ever  hunted  tme$t** 

XXXVI. 
He  also  had  a  quality  uncommon 

To  early  risers  after  a  long  chase. 
Who  wake  in  winter  ere  the  the  cock  can  summon 

December's  drowsy  day  to  his  dull  race,— 
A  quality  agreeable  to  woman. 

When  her  soft  liquid  words  run  on  apace. 
Who  likes  a  listener,  whether  saint  or  sinnery^ 
He  did  not  bU  asleep  just  after  dbmcr. 

xxxvn. 

But,  light  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alert. 
And  shone  in  the  best  part  of  dialogue, 

By  humoring  always  what  they  might  assert. 
And  listening  to  the  topics  most  in  Togue ; 

Now  graiFe,  now  gay,  but  nerer  dull  or  pert ; 
And  smiling  but  in  secret— ^cunning  rogue ! 

He  ne'er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer ; 

In  short,  there  nerer  was  a  better  hearer. 

xxxvm. 

And  then  he  danced ; — all  foroigneit  excel 

The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 
Of  Pantomime ;— he  danced,  I  say,  right  well, 

With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense— 
A  thing  in  footing  indispensable : 

He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence. 
Not  like  a  ballet-master  in  the  Tan 
Of  his  drillM  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentleman. 

XXXIX. 

Chaste  were  his  steps,  each  kept  within  due  bound. 
And  elegance  was  sprinkled  o'er  his  figure ; 

like  swift  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimm'd  the  ground. 
And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  rigor ; 

And  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  sound. 
Which  Inight  defy  a  crochet-critic's  rigor. 

Such  ciaMic  ptu—iMfu  flaws — set  olf  our  hero. 

He  glanced  Vk»  a  personified  bolero ; 

XL. 
Or,  like  a  flying  hour  before  Aurora, 

in  Ouldo's  fkmous  fresco,  which  alone 
Is  worth  a  tour  to  Rome,  although  no  more  a 

Bemnant  were  there  of  the  old  world's  sole  throne. 
The  *'  tout  ememblB  "  of  his  morements  wore  a 

Grace  of  the  soft  ideal,  seldom  shown. 
And  ne'cff  to  be  described ;  for,  to  the  dolor 
Of  bards  tod  pf  osers,  words  are  Toid  of  color.  * 

XU. 
No  manrel  fhen  he  was  a  fkrorite; 

A  lull-gtown  Cupid,  Tery  mudh  admired  \ 
A  little  spoil'd,  but  by  no  means  so  quite ; 

At  lea^  ht  kept  his  Tsnity  retired. 
Bvch  ira«  hi*  tact,  ho  could  alike  delight 

The  chaste,  and  those  who  are  not  so  much  inspir'd. 
The  Duchess  of  Vitz-Fulke,  who  loved  "iraettsteHe,** 
Began  to  tiett  Ufli  with  some  small  **  offaeerie.*' 


ILII. 

She  was  a  flne  and  somewhat  ftiS-blown  blMtt» 

Desirable,  distinguished,  celebrated 
For  sereral  winters  in  the  grand,  prand  momI*. 

I'd  rather  not  say  what  might  be  related 
Of  her  exploits,  for  this  were  ticklish  ground ; 

Besides  there  might  be  falsehood  in  what's  ttalid 
Her  late  performance  had  been  a  dead  set 
At  Lord  Augustus  Fits-Plantagenet. 

XLm. 

This  noble  personage  began  to  look 
A  little  black  upon  this  new  flirtation ; 

But  such  small  licenses  must  lorers  brook. 
Here  freedoms  of  the  female  corporation. 

Wo  to  the  man  who  Tcntures  a  rebuke ! 
'Twill  but  precipitate  a  situation 

Bxtrsmely  disagreeable,  but  common 

To  calculators,  when  they  count  on  woma>. 

XLIV. 
The  circle  smiled,  then  whisper'd,  and  then  Mieef'd 

The  Misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frownM ; 
Some  hoped  things  might  not  turn  out  as  they  fesr*4 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  fbniid 
Some  ne'er  belieTed  one-half  of  what  they  heard? 

Some  look'd  perplex'd,  and  others  look'dprofbund 
And  sereral  pitied  with  sincere  regret 
Poor  Lord  Augustus  Fitc-Plantagenet. 

XLV. 

But,  what  is  odd,  none  erer  named  the  duke. 
Who,  one  might  think,  was  something  In  the  a^bir 

Ttue,  he  was  absent,  and  'twas  rumor'd,  took 
But  small  concern,  about  the  when,  or  where^ 

Or  what  hb  consort  did :  if  he  could  brook 
Her  gayetles,  none  had  a  right  to  stare : 

Theirs  was  that  best  of  unions,  past  aH  doubt. 

Which  nerer  meets,  and  tiierefere  ean't  flill  0M. 

XLTI. 

But,  oh  that  I  should  ever  pen  so  sad  a  line ! 

Fired  with  an  abstract  love  of  rirtue,  she, 
My  Dian  of  the  Bphesians,  Lady  Adeline, 

Began  to  think  the  Duchess'  conduct  flree ; 
Regretting  much  that  she  had  chosen  so  bad  a  line. 

And  waxing  chiller  in  her  courtesy, 
Look'd  grsTO  and  pole  to  see  her  friend's  flragiUty, 
For  which  most  firiends  reserve  their  sensibflity. 

XLVn. 
There's  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy: 

Tis  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face ; 
Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh, 

And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a  Brussels  laee. 
Without  a  friend,  what  were  humanity. 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a  good  grace  F 
Consoling  us  with— •'Would  you  had  thought  tWiW 
Ah!  if  youhadbvtfoliow'dmyadrice!" 

XLVin. 
Oh,  #ob !  you  had  two  friends  t  ouv  s  quUe  eflou^^ 

Espeeially  when  we  are  01  at  ease ; 
They^re  but  bad  pilots  when  the  weather's  ttrngb, 

Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cures  than  f^.  • 
Let  no  man  grumble  when  his  friends  fall  off. 

As  they  win  do  Hke  leaves  at  the  first  breesd : 
When  your  aJTairs  come  round,  one  way  or  t'Mhtf 
Qo  to  tiie  cofTee-honse^  and  take  rttothtt  * 


TM 


BTBOira  WOBXS. 


XLIX. 
BvtftbtoMtnjmaadm:  h«ditbMai« 
Some  li««r  t  adiM  had  been  sparedma ;  yet  I  care  not, 
I  would  not  be  a  tortoise  in  hia  screen  [not : 

Of  stubborn  shell,  which  wares  and  weather  wear 
Tis  better  on  the  whole  to  have  felt  and  seen 

That  which  humanity  may  bear,  or  bear  not : 
Twill  teach  discernment  to  the  sensitiTe, 
And  not  to  powr  their  ocean  in  a  siere. 


Of  an  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  wo. 
Sadder  than  ewl«eongs,  or  the  midnight  blast, 

la  that  portentioiis  phrase,  *'  I  told  yon  so,'* 
Utter'd  by  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past, 

Who,  'stead  of  saying  what  you  now  should  do. 
Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last. 

And  solace  your  slight  lapse  'gainst  **  bono$  more»'** 

With  a  long  memorandnm  of  old  stories. 

LI. 
Ike  Lady  Addine's  serene  seretity 

Was  not  confined  to  feeling  for  her  friend, 
Whose  frtBe  she  rather  doubted  with  posterity. 

Unless  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend. 
But  Juan  also  shared  in  her  austerity, 

But  mix'd  with  pity,  pure  aa  e'er  was  penn'd: 
His  inexperience  moved  her  gentle  ruth, 
And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

LH. 
Theee  tavty  days'  advantage  of  her  yean— 

And  hers  were  those  which  can  £soe  calculation. 
Boldly  refeixing  to  the  list  of  peers. 

And  noble  births,  nor  dread  the  enumeration"- 
Qave  her  a  right  to  have  maternal  fesrs 

For  a  young  gentleman's  fit  education. 
Though  she  was  fur  ftom  that  leap-year,  whose  leap 
In  tenalo  dates,  strikes  time  all  of  a  he^. 

LnL 
This  may  be  ilz'd  somewhere  before  thlrty^- 

Bay  seven-and-twenty ;  for  I  never  knew 
The  strictest  in  chronology  and  virtue 

Advance  beyond,  while  they  could  pass  for  new. 
Oh,  time !  why  dost  n6t  pause  ?  Thy  scythe,  so  dirty 

With  rust,  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and  hew. 
Beset  it ;  shave  more  smoothly,  also  slower, 
If  but  to  keep  thy  eredit  as  a  mower. 

UV. 
But  Adeline  was  Ibr  from  that  ripe  ag*. 

Whose  ripeness  is  but  bittesjit  the  best : 
"Twas  rather  her  experience  that  made  her  sage. 

For  she  had  seen  the  world,  and  stood  its  test, 
As  I  have  said  in— I  forget  what  page ; 

Hy  Muse  despises  reference,  as  you  have  guess'd 
By  tills  time :  but  strike  six  from  seven-and-twenty, 
And  ye«  will  find  her  sum  of  yean  in  plenty. 

LV. 
▲t  sixteen  she  came  out ;  preeented,  vaunted. 

She  put  all  coronets  into  commotion: 
▲t  seventeen,  too,  the  world  was  still  enchanted 

Wiih  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean : 
At  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  still  panted 

A  hecatomb  of  suitora  with  devotion, 
She  had  consented  to  create  again 
That  Adam,  oall'd  «*  the  happiest  of  men." 


LVI. 


Sinoe  thM  she  had  qparkled  thmi^  tiuis  gb«^ 
Admired,  adored !  but  also  so  coireet,    [wbtan, 

That  she  had  punled  all  the  acutest  hintsn, 
Without  the  apparel  of  being  drcumipeet; 

They  could  not  even  glean  the  slightest  ipliatan 
Ftom  off  the  marble,  which  had  no  defect 

She  had  also  snatch'd  a  moment  since  her  msniigi 

To  bear  a  son  and  heir— and  one  nuscairiags. 

LVIL 
Fondly  the  wheeling  fire-flies  flew  around  her, 

Those  little  glitterers  of  the  London  night; 
But  none  of  these  possess'd  a  sting  to  woond  \m^ 

She  was  a  pitch  beyond  a  coxcomb's  flight 
Perhaps  she  wish'd  an  aspirant  profounder  ^ 

But,  whatsoe'er  she  wish'd,  she  acted  right ; 
And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue,  dignify 
A  woman,  so  she's  good,  what  does  it  signifj  ? 

LVIIL 
I  hate  a  motive  like  a  lingering  bottle, 

Which  with  the  landlord  makes  too  long  •  stiai, 
Leaving  all  claretless  the  unmoisten'd  throttle, 

Especially  with  politics  on  hand; 
I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  a  drove  of  cattle, 

Who  whirl  the  dust  as  Simooms  whirl  the  nad; 
I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  an  argument, 
A  laureate's  ode,  or  servile  peer's  "  content" 

UX. 

'Tis  sad  to  haok  into  the  roots  of  thing*, 
They  are  so  much  intertwisted  with  the  eizth, 

So  that  the  branch  a  goodly  verdun  flings, 
I  reck  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth. 

To  trace  aU  actions  to  their  secret  springs 
^ould  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mifik: 

But  this  is  not  at  present  my  concern, 

And  I  nfor  you  to  wiw  Oxenstiem.* 

LX. 

With  the  kind  view  of  saving  an  edit, 
Both  to  the  duchess  and  diplomatist, 

The  Lady  Adeline,  as  soon's  she  saw 
That  Juan  was  unlikely  to  resistF^ 

(For  foreignen  don't  know  that  a/ottfjRM 
In  England  ranks  quite  on  a  difierent  hst 

From  those  of  other  lands,  unbless'd  withJaiiM, 

Whose  veadict  for  such  sin  a  certain  core  is)- 

LXI. 

The  Lsdy  Adeline  resolved  to  take 

Such  measures  as  she  thought  might  best  iii9^ 
The  farther  progress  of  this  sad  mistake. 

She  thought  with  some  simplicity  indeed; 
But  innocence  is  bold  even  at  the  stake. 

And  simple  in  the  world,  and  doth  not  ossd 
Nor  use  those  palisades  by  dames  erected, 
Whose  virtue  lies  in  never  being  detected. 

LXBL 
It  was  not  that  she  fiear'd  the  veiy  went: 

His  graoe  was  an  enduring,  married  msa« 
And  was  not  likely  all  at  once  to  bunt 

Into  a  scene,  and  swell  the  client's  clsa 
Of  Docton'  Conunons ;  but  she  dreaded  flnt 

The  magic  of  her  grace's  tslisman, 
And  next  a  quarrel  (as  he  eeem'd  to  fret) 
With  Lord  Augustus  Fitx-Flants^snet 


TOJOk. 
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itm. 

Her  gnM,  toe,  pwtM  ftir  Mag  w 

And  tmiMwhiit  wdpJhwifa  fai  litr 
One  of  tlMM  imtty,  predoiu  plagnes,  whSdi  hawit 

A  low  uMi  Mprieet  loft  aad  dm, 
That  Uke  to  imiftt  a  qvanol,  trboa  1^  onH 

Find  OM,  OMh  dny  of  tho  deUghtlbl  ynor ; 
BewitoliiBg,  tortnrfaig,  m  tho^  freeoe  or  glow, 
▲ad— whslto  wont  of  oil    wont  lot  jon  go; 

Lxnr. 

The  tort  of  thing  to  torn  «  yoong  aion*o  hood, 
Or  noko  a  Worter  of  him  in  the  end. 

Ko  wonder  then  a  pmrer  lonl  thonld  dread 
Thie  eort  of  ehaete  Kaimm  for  a  friend; 

It  wore  nniflh  better  to  be  wed  or  dead. 
Than  wear  a  heert  a  woman  lorei  to  rend. 

'Tit  beet  to  iMtnee,  and  think,  ere  yon  roth  on, 

If  that  a  "boimtftrtum'*  be  reatty  ««ftofMM." 

LXT, 
And  tiot,  In  the  oreiiowing  of  her  hettt. 

Which  really  knew  or  thought  it  knew  no  goile, 
She  caird  her  hnoband  now  and  then  apart, 

And  bade  him  eonneel  Joan.    With  a  ntifle. 
Lord  Henry  heard  her  plana  of  artleaa  art 

To  wean  Don  Joan  from  the  aii en'a  wfle ; 
And  anawer'd,  like  a  atatesman  or  a  prophet. 
In  aneh  gniao  that  oho  oonldmako  aotiiteg  of  it 

IXVl. 
nnQj,  ho  aoid,  «*he  nercr  intcrferad 

In  any  body'a  bnaineaa  bht  the  king*a : " 
lYezt,  that  '*  he  nercr  judged  from  what  appeared, 

WHhont  atrong  reaaon,  of  thoae  aorta  of  thinga.' 
Thirdly,  that  «<  Joan  had  more  brain  than  beard. 

And  waa  not  to  be  held  in  leading^otringa ; '' 
And  fonrthly,  what  need  hardly  to  be  aoid  twioe, 
'<That  good  but  rarely  oame  i^rom  good  adfieo." 

LXTH. 
And  thenfore^  donbOoaa,  to  approro  the  tmth 

Of  the  laat  axiom,  he  adriaed  hia  apooae 
To  leave  the  partiea  to  themaelvea,  foiaooth, 

At  leoet  aa  ftv  aa  Nma^oiMe  allowa: 
That  time  wonld  temper  Jnan'a  iknlta  of  youth : 

That  young  men  rarely  made  monaatio  Towa; 
That  oppodtion  only  more  attaehea— 
But  here  a  maaeenger  biought  in  daq^atchea: 


LXTni. 
r  of  tiM  eoundl  eoll'd  <«  the  pilrf,»* 
Lord  Henry  walk'd  into  hia  eabinet. 
To  fnmlah  matlar  for  aome  Aitwo  livy 

To  toll  how  ho  reduoed  the  natSon'a  debt ; 
And  if  their  IVill  eontonta  I  do  not  giro  ye. 

It  ia  beeauae  I  do  not  know  them  yet : 
But  I  ahaU  add  them  in  a  brief  appendix, 
To  eome  botwogn  wine  opio  and  ita  index. 

LXIX. 
But  an  ho  want,  ho  added  a  aUght  hiat, 

Anothar  gentle  eenmon*plaoe  or  two, 
Bueh  aa  are  ooln'd  in  oonvaraation'a  mint. 

And  paaa,  for  want  of  better,  though  not  new: 
Then  broke  hia  packet,  to  aee  what  waa  in 't. 

And  hari^g  eanmlly  glaneed  it  through. 
Retired;  and,  aa  ho  went  out,  calmly  kiaa'd  har, 
Laaa  like  a  young  wilb  thaa  aa  aged  aiater. 


LZX. 
He  waa  a  edid,  good,  hoaeiablo  Mia, 

Fkoad  of  hia  birth,  aad  proud  of  oravy  thingi 
A  goodly  apirit  for  a  atate  diran, 

A  Hguva  it  to  walk  bofoio  a  king ; 
TaU,  atataly,  ftna'd  to  lead  the  eourtly  Tin 

On  bhrthdaya,  gkaloua  with  a  atar  aad  alxiag  i 
The  wy  model  of  a  ehaabflriaiie- 
And  auoh  I  moon  to  make  him  iHian  1  ijiga. 

LXXL 

But  than  wuo  oomoOing  waa^  on  the  friMlo- 
I  don't  know  what,  aad  thmefora  eaaaot  tatt* 

Whieh  pvatty  woBBai-4he  awoet  aoula !— oaU  iodL 
CMtie  it  waa  not  body;  ho  waa  well 

Proportkm'd,  aa  a  poplar  or  a  pole, 
A  handaooBo  man,  that  human  minude ; 

And  in  eooh  cireumatanee  of  lore  or  war, 

HadatillBreaarpodhiai 


LZXIL 
8tin  thno  waa  aomothing  wanting,  aa  Vim  i 

That  imdeHnable  •'>  m  Mta  fnoi,'* 
Which,  for  iHiat  I  know,  may  of  yore  haiFO  led 

To  Homar'a  Hied,  afaice  it  drew  to  Troy 
The  Greek  Bre,  Helen,  from  the  Bpartan'a  bed; 

Though  on  the  whole,  ao  doubt,  the  Daidaa  boy 
Waa  much  inferior  to  King  Menelaaa  ;^ 
But  thno  it  ia  aome  women  will  bebay  ua. 

LZXnL 
Theto  ia  aa  awkward  thing  whieh  maoh  parplaxM^ 

Unleaa  like  wiae  Tireaiaa  we  had  prarod 
By  turns  the  diAwonoe  of  the  aororal  aexea : 

Neither  can  ahow  quite  kow  they  would  bo  lerad 
The  aenaual  for  a  abort  time  but  conneeta  uo— 

The  aentimental  boaata  to  be  unmored ; 
But  both  togethar  fonn  a  kind  of  oaataor, 
Upon  whoee  back  'tia  bottar  not  to  reatura. 

LXXIY. 

A  aomolhing  aU-ou^eiettt  for  the  AoMf 
Is  that  for  which  tiie  aex  are  always  aftftking ; 

But  how  to  fill  up  that  aame  Taoant  pert- 
There  Uea  the  rub— end  thia  they  are  but  weak  in. 

Frail  mazinera  afloat  without  a  chart,  png; 

They  run  before  the  wind  through  high  aeaa  fareak« 

And  when  they  hare  made  the  ahore,  through  eraiy 

'Tia  odd,  or  odda,  itaaay  turn  out  a  rock,     [ahoekf 

LXXT. 
There  ia  a  flower  eall'd  *«knre  in  idkneaa," 

For  which  aee  Shakapeara'a  erer-blooming  garden 
I  will  not  make  hia  gnat  deeoription  leea. 

And  beg  hia  Biitiah  godahip'a  humble  pardon. 
If,  in  my  extremity  of  rhyme'a  diatraaa, 

I  toneh  a  aingle  leaf  when  he  ia  warden; 
But  though  the  flower  ia  dilforent,  with  the  Fnaeh 
Or  Swiaa  Boaaaean,  cry,  **9oUaiapmrpmtok0i** 

LXXYI. 
Buroka!  Ihanfoundit!    Whatlneaa ' 

To  aay  ia,  not  that  Ioto  ia  idleneaa. 
But  tiiat  in  lore  aueh  idleneaa  haa  been 

An  acoeaaoiy,  aa  I  hare  cauae  to  gueaa. 
Hard  labor'a  an  indiflerent  go-between ; 

Tour  men  of  bnaineaa  an  not  ^  to  expraaa 
Much  paaalon,  aince  the  menhant-ahip,  the  AigO 
Ccarey'd  Medea  aa  her  auperoaigo. 
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•    LXXVXL 
**BeeamiUepronU!'*  from 

SuthHoraoe;  the  groat  little  pMi'tmoag; 
His  other  maxim,  **Noaeiiwr  a  weHa,** 

la  much  more  to  the  purpoee  of  hit  tong; 
Though  eTes  that  were  sometimes  too  fetooioais» 

Unless  good  eompaay  he  kept  too  long; 
But,  in  his  teeth,  whate'er  their  state  er  ttatkHip 
Thrice  happy  they  who  Amw  an  ooeapatiiiit ! 

Lxivni. 

AdMi  etflhtBged  his  paradise  for  ploughing ; 

Eve  made  ap  millinery  with  fig-leaT«s-» 
Thm  earliest  knowledge  from  the  tree  so  knowing, 

As  fiff  as  I  know,  that  the  ehnreh  receires : 
And  since  that  time,  it  need  not  cost  much  showing, 

That  many  of  the  ills  o*er  which  man  grierres. 
And  still  more  women,  spring  horn  not  employing 
Some  hours  to  make  the  zemnant  worth  enjoying. 

LXXIX. 
Ajid  hsDoe  high  lils  is  oft  a  dreary  void, 

A  rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  invent 
A  something  wherewithal  to  he  annoy'd. 

Bards  may  sing  what  they  please  about  otmimU  ; 
OontmMt  when  translated,  means  but  cloy'd; 

And  hence  arise  the  woes  of  sentiment, 
Blne-dcYilsy  and  blue-stockings,  and  romances 
Bednoed  to  praetiee,  and  perfonn'd  like  danese. 

Lxix. 

I  A»  dedare,  npm  an  affidavit, 

Bomanoes  I  ne'er  read  like  those  I  have  seen ; 
Nor,  if  unto  the  world  I  ever  gave  it, 

Wo<nld  some  believe  that  suoh  a  tale  had  been : 
But  audi  intent  I  never  had,  nor  have  it ; 

Some  tru^  are  better  kept  behind  a  soreen, 
Especially  when  they  would  look  like  lies ; 
I  therefore  deal  in  generalities. 

LXXXL 
*<  An  oyster  may  be  cross'd  in  love,'*-*«ad  why  f 

Beesose  he  mopeth  idly  hi  his  shell. 
And  heaves  a  lonely  subterraqueoas  sigh, 

Hnch  as  a  monk  may  do  within  his  cell : 
And  a-propot  of  monks,  their  piety 

WHh  sloth  hath  found  it  diiftoult  to  dwell ; 
Those  vegetables  of  the  Catholic  creed 
An  apt  exceedingly  to  run  to  seed. 

Lxxxn. 

Oh,  WnberflRW  1  thoo  man  of  black  renown, 
Whose  merit  none  enough  can  sing  or  say. 

Thou  hast  struck  one  immense  colossus  down, 
Thou  moral  Washington  of  Africa ! 

But  there's  another  little  thing,  I  own. 
Which  you  rttouM  perpetrate  some  sunnMr'B  day. 

And  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights  : 

Ton  have  freed  the  blwkB    now  paay  shut  vp  the 
whites. 

Lxxxm. 

Shut  up  tho  beld-ooot  bully  Alenader ; 

Ship  off  the  holy  three  to  Senegal ;  [der," 

Teach  them  that  "  sauce  ibr  goose  is  sauee  for  gan- 

And  ask  them  how  tkey  like  to  be  in  thcalL 
Shut  up  each  high  heroie  salamander, 

Who  eati  Are  gratis,  (rinoe  the  pay's  bat  smidi ;) 
Bhvt  t^-^no,  not  the  king,  but  the  pavilion, 
Or  else 'twill  cost  u«  all  another  million. 


LXUJ7. 

Shntopthevoridatlarge;  let  BedlMM  0Mt» 
And  yon  wiU  be  perhaps  snipnsed  to  find 

AU  things  pnzsoe  exactly  the  aaae  route. 
As  now  with  those  of  toi-diiemi  sound  mind. 

This  I  could  prove  beyond  a  single  doubt, 
Were  there  a  jol  of  sense  among  mankind; 

But  tiU  that/io«ii<  4^  «9^  is  found,  alas  I 

Like  Arohimiedes,  I  «cnve  aarth  as  'twas. 

LXXXV. 
Our  gentle  AdeMne  had  onedefeot— 

Her  heart  was  vacant,  though  a^lendidmaanioii  z 
Her  conduct  had  been  perfectly  eorrect. 

As  she  had  seen  nought  claiming  its  expanaioa 
A  wavering  spirit  may  be  easier  wreck'd, 

Becauae  'tis  frailer,  doubtless,  than  a  standh  o«e. 
But  u^ben  the  lattor  works  its  own  undoing. 
Its  inner  crash  is  like  an  earthquake's  ruin. 

LXXXTL 
She  loved  hsrleid.  Of  thought  eo:  butCMIoftv 

Cost  her  an  effort,  which  is  a  sad  toil, 
The  stone  of  Sysiphus,  if  once  we  move 

Our  feelings  'gainst  the  nature  of  the  soiL 
She  had  nothing  to  complain  ^U  or  reprovo. 

No  bickerings,  no  connubisl  turmoil* 
Their  union  was  a  model  to  behold. 
Serene  and  nobli,— conjugal  but  oold. 

LXXXVII. 
There  was  no  great  disparity  of  years, 

Though  much  in  temper ;  but  they  never  elash^d: 
They  moved  like  stars  united  in  their  spheres. 

Or  like  the  Rhone  by  Lemsn's  waters  wask'd. 
Where  mingled  and  yet  separate  appears 

The  river  frooa  the  lake,  all  bluely  dash'd 
Through  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep^ 
Which  Ann  would  hiU  ito  river-child  to  sU^ 

Lxxxvin. 

Now,  when  she  onee  had  ta'en  an  intemst 
In  any  thing,  however  she  might  fiattsr 

Herself  that  her  intentions  were  the  best. 
Intense  intentions  are  a  dangerous  matter: 

Impressions  wers  much  stronger  than  she  gMM'd, 
And  gather'd  as  they  run,  like  growing  water. 

Upon  her  mind ;  the  more  so,  as  her  breast 

Was  not  at  first  too  readily  impress'd. 


LXXXIX. 

But  whenit  waa^  she  had  that  Inridag  i 
Of  double  nature,  and  thus  doubly  i 

Firmness  yclept  in  heroes,  kings,  and « 
That  is,  when  they  sueoeed;  but  gKoaUy  I 

As  o&i^wMwy,  both  in  men  and  women. 
Whene'er  their  trimnph  palea,  or  star  is  tamod:' 

And  'twill  perplex  the  casuists  in  moralitf. 

To  fix  the  due  bounds  of  this  dai^erww  4«di^ 

xa 

Had  Bonapaxts  Won  at  Walailoo, 
Ithadbeenibmneee;  now 'tis  pertiaadi^: 

Must  the  event  decide  betwoon  tiie  two? 
I  Isam  it  to  your  pottle  of  sagacity 

To  draw  the  line  between  the  HOse  and  tras^ 
If  such  can  o'er  be  draim  by  aHMS' 

My  business  is  with  Ladj  Adeline 

Who  in  her  wagr,  too,  waa  n  1 


urn  njiM. 


m 


XCI. 

I  tliiBk  not  dM  wn  Mm  ilk  lof*  ivMi  9««a : 
If  M,  tlM  wcmld  kftve  iMd  til*  •CNiigtk  to  iy 

Tk0  wild  MBMttkm,  VBto  her  •  nmr  out: 
9bm  BMvrij  MC  a  eonuaon  tyaipaliiy 

(I  win  not  mj  H  wt»  m  lUso  or  tno  one) 
In  hi»,  bocMiM  rhe  thonght  be  wm  in  daafs^^ 
Bm  hnihmi's  Mnd,   her  own,  yonng ,  and  n 
■tnngor. 

xcn. 

8ho  WM,  or  tlionght  olie  wu,  Idr  IHend— «nd  thit 
Withont  tlw  fkrce  of  fHendaliip,  or  romanee 

Of  Platoniim,  whidk  letdi  to  oft  amln 
Ladies  who  haro  studied  firiendship  bnt  in  TnAct, 

Or  Gennany,  where  people /nirvly  kiia. 
To  tfras  nweh  Adeline  would  not  advance ; 

But  of  aueh  tHendahip  ai  man's  may  to  man  be, 

She  was  as  eapablo  as  woman  oanbe. 

xcm. 

No  doubt  the  secret  inihienoe  of  tile  sex 
Will  there,  as  ako  iu  the  ties  of  blood. 

An  innoeont  predominanee  annex, 
And  tune  the  eonoord  to  a  finer  mood. 

If  free  from  passion,  which  all  friendship  checks. 
And  your  true  feelings  fhlly  understood, 

No  friend  like  to  a  woman  earth  discorers. 

So  that  yon  have  not  been  nor  wOl  be  lorest. 

XCIT. 
Love  bears  within  its  breast  the  very  germ 

Of  ehange ;  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  ? 
That  riolent  things  more  <iuickly  find  a  term 

Is  shown  through  Nature's  whole  analogies : 
And  how  should  the  most  fierce  of  all  be  firm  ? 

Would  you  haTe  endless  lightning  in  the  skies  ? 
Xethinks  love's  Teiy  title  says  enough : 
HowshoaM  <« the «nMbr passion**  e'erbetM^Af 


XCV. 
Alae  I  by  all  experienee,  seldom  yet 

(I  merely  quote  what  I  hate  heard  Ihmi  many) 
Had  lorers  not  some  reason  to  regret 

The  passion  which  made  Solomon  a  sany. 
I're  also  seen  some  wires  (not  to  ferget 

The  mairiage  state,  the  best  or  worst  of  any) 
Who  were  ^e  Tsry  paragons  of  wires, 
Tet  made  the  misery  of  at  least  two  Ures. 

XCTT. 
Pre  also  seen  some  frmale  ./Wmtft  (*tis  odd, 

But  true— «B,  if  expedient,  I  oould  prove) 
That  frithfiil  were,  tiirough  thick  and  thin,  abroad. 

At  home,  fkr  more  than  erer  yet  was  lore^ 
Who  did  not  quit  me  when  oppression  trod 

Upon  me ;  whom  no  seandal  could  remove ; 
Who  fought,  and  fight,  in  absence,  too,  my  battles, 
Baipito  tile  anaha  society's  kiad  ratdes. 

xcvn. 

Whether  Bon  Jnan  and  chaste  AdeBne 
Grew  friends  in  tiiis  or  any  other  sense, 

wm  be  diseuse'd  hereafter,  I  opine : 
At  present  I  am  glad  of  a  pretence 

To  leave  them  hovering,  as  the  eifoet  is  fine. 
And  keeps  tiie  atrocious  reader  in  nupeme; 

The  soreel  way  ibr  ladies  and  for  books 

To  bait  their  ten  Aff  or  Hwir  tenter  hooka. 
90 


xc?m. 

Whether  fliey  rode,  or  walk'd,  or  stn£ed  dpeniih. 
To  read  Don  Quixote  hi  the  original, 

A  pleasure  befine  which  all  others  vanish ; 
WkeOier  their  talk  was  of  the  kind  eall'd  "smaU*" 

Or  serious,  are  the  topics  I  must  banish 
To  the  next  canto ;  when,  pohaps,  I  shall 

Say  aomething  to  the  purpose,  and  display 

ConaMarable  talent  to  my  way. 

XCIX. 
Above  an,  Ibeg  an  men  to  forbear 

Anticipating  aught  about  the  matter: 
They'U  only  make  mistakes  about  the  frir, 

And  Juan,  too,  especially  the  latter. 
And  I  shafi  take  a  much  more  serious  afr 

Than  I  have  yet  done  in  this  epic  satire. 
It  is  not  dear  that  Adeline  and  Juan 
IJnUftn;  but  if  they  do, 'twin  be  their  ruin. 

0. 

But  great  things  spring  fnm  little :  would  you  think 
That,  in  our  youth,  as  dangerous  a  passion 

As  e'er  brought  man  and  woman  to  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  rose  firom  such  a  slight  occasion 

As  few  would  ever  dream  could  form  the  link 
Of  such  a  sentimental  situation  ? 

Tou'U  never  guess,  I'D  bet  you  millions,  milliazdt— 

It  an  sprang  from  a  harmless  game  of  billiards. 

cr. 

Tie  strange— but  true ;  for  truth  is  always  strange. 
Stranger  than  fiction :  if  it  could  be  told. 

How  much  would  novels  gain  by  the  exchange  I 
How  differently  the  world  would  men  behold ! 

How  oft  would  vice  and  virtue  places  change  I 
The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  old. 

If  some  Columbus  of  the  moral  seas 

Would  show  mankind  their  souls'  antipodes. 

on. 

What  "  antres  vast  and  deserts  idle  "  then 
Would  be  discover'd  in  the  human  soul  I 

What  icebergs  in  the  hearts  of  mighty  men. 
With  self-love  in  the  centre  as  their  pole ! 

What  Anthropophagi  are  nine  of  ten 
Of  those  who  hold  the  kingdoms  in  control  f 

Were  things  bnt  only  caU'd  by  their  right  name, 

Cssar  himself  would  be  ashamed  of  iSune 


CANTO  XV. 


1. 


As !       what  should  fbUow  sUps  firom  my  xefleetto«|t 
Whatever  foUows  ne'ertheless  may  be 

As  i-propos  of  hope  or  retrospection. 
As  though  the  lurking  though!  had  tbnow'd  freii 

An  present  life  is  but  an  inteijecnon. 
An  «*0h!"  or  "Ah!"  of  joy  or  misery, 

Ora  "Ha!  haf" or  « Bahf "— ayawn,  cr  'l^ooh 

'Of  wliich  perhaps  the  latter  is  moat  true 
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Bat,  more  or  Iom,  the  whole'e  a  fjnoope, 
Or  a  singaltue— cmbleme  of  emotum, 

The  grand  antithesis  to  great  ennni. 
Wherewith  we  break  our  bubbles  on  the  OOMB* 

That  watery  outline  of  eternity, 
Or  miniature  at  least,  as  is  my  notiosi. 

Which  ministers  unto  the  soul's  delight. 

In  seeing  matters  which  are  out  of  si^ht. 

m. 

But  an  are  better  tfian  the  sigh  supparefl. 
Corroding  in  the  cavern  of  the  heart, 

Making  the  countenance  a  mask  of  rest, 
And  turning  human  nature  to  an  art. 

Vew  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or  best ; 
Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 

A  corner  for  herself;  and  therefore  flctioa 

Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction. 

IV. 

Ah!  who  oaa  tell  ?    Or  rather,  who  oaiuMyt 
Bemember,  without  telling,  passion's  enors  ? 

The  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot, 
Hath  got  blue  devils  for  his  morning  mirrors : 

What  though  on  Lethe's  stream  he  seems  to  float, 
He  cannot  sink  his  tremors  or  his  terrors ; 

The  ruby  glass  that  shakes  within  his  hand, 

Leaves  a  sad  sediment  of  Time's  wozst  sand. 

T. 

And  as  for  Love— Oh,  Love ! ^We  will  prooeed* 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville, 
A  pretty  name  as  one  would  wish  to  read, 

Must  perch  harmonious  on  my  tuneAd  quilL 
There's  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  reed ; 

There's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill ; 
There's  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ean : 
Their  earth  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spheres. 

TL 
The  Lady  Adeline,  right  honorable. 

And  honor'd,  ran  a  risk  of  growing  less  so : 
For  few  of  the  soft  sex  are  very  stable 

In  their  resolves— alas  I  that  I  should  say  so : 
They  differ  as  wine  differs  from  its  label. 

When  once  decanted ;— I  presume  to  guess  so, 
But  will  not  swear :  yet  both  upon  occasion, 
Tm  old,  may  undergo  adulteration. 

vn. 

But  AdeUne  was  of  the  purest  vintage. 
The  unmingled  essence  of  the  grape ;  and  yet 

Bright  as  a  new  Kapoleea  from  Its  mintage, 
Or  glorious  as  a  diamond  richly  set ; 

A  page  where  Time  should  hesitate  to  print  age. 
And  for  which  nature  mi^ht  forego  her  debl-- 

Sole  creditor  whose  process  doth  involve  in*t 

The  luck  of  finding  every  body  solvent. 

•  vra. 

Oh!  Death !  thou  dnnnest  of  all  dune  I  tiw«  dafly 
Knockest  at  doors,  at  first  with  modest  tap, 

like  a  meek  tradesman  when  approaching  palely 
Some  splendid  debtor  he  would  Uke  by  sap : 

But  oft  denied,  as  j^tience  'gins  to  fail,  he 
Advances  with  exasperated  rap. 

And  (if  let  in)  insists,  in  terms  unhandsome, 

On  ready  money,  or  **  a  draft  on  Baasom." 


IX. 


wnftle^sf  oAV  takest,  epaie  awlne  poor  bssii^ 
She  ieeo  rare,  and  thou  hast  so  much  pny, 

What  though  the  now  and  then  may  slip  him  dnlf 
The  more's  the  reason  why  you  ought  to  itay. 

Qaunt  Oonrmaod  I  with  whole  nations  forycuibootif 
You  should  be  civil  in  a  modest  way: 

Suppress,  then,  some- slight  feminine  disesses, 

Aiid  take  as  many  heroes  as  Hesren  plessss. 


Fair  Addine,  tile  mere  ingenuooi 
Where  she  was  interested,  (as  was  said,) 

Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  some  of  us. 
To  Uke  too  readily,  or  too  high  bred 

To  show  it— points  we  need  not  now  discuss— 
Would  give  up  artlessly  both  heart  and  hcsd 

Unto  such  feelings  as  seem'd  innocent, 

For  oljects  worthy  of  the  sentiment. 

XL 
Some  parts  of  Juan's  history,  which  romor, 

That  live  gaxette,  had  scattered  to  disllgun. 
She  had  heud ;  but  women  hear  with  more  good 

Such  aberrations  than  we  men  of  rigor,    [hmnai 
Besides  his  conduct,  since  in  England,  giew  won 

Strict,  and  his  mind  assumed  a  manlier  vigor; 
Because  he  had,  like  Alcibiades, 
The  art  of  living  in  all  climes  with  ease. 

XIL 
His  manner  was  perhaps  the  more  sedoetivs. 

Because  he  ne'er  seem'd  anxious  to  seduce ; 
Nothing  afiected,  studied,  or  constructive 

Of  coxcombry  or  conquest :  no  abuse 
Of  his  attractions  marr'd  the  hit  perspective, 

To  indicate  a  Cupidon  broke  loose. 
And  seem  to  any,  *'  resist  us  if  you  can  "— 
Which  makes  a  dandy  while  it  spoils  a  man. 

xra. 

They  are  wrong— that's  not  the  way  to  set  obost  Ht 
As,  if  they  told  the  truth,  could  well  be  ohowa. 

But,  right  or  wrong,  Don  Juan  was  without  it; 
In  Ihet,  his  manner  was  his  own  alons : 

Sincere  he  was— at  least  you  could  not  doubt  it, 
In  listening  merely  to  his  voice's  tone. 

The  devil  hath  not  in  all  hUn  quiver's  choice 

An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a  sweet  voice. 

xiy. 

By  nature  soft,  his  whole  address  held  off 
Suspicion :  though  not  timid,  his  regeri 

Was  such  as  rather  seem'd  to  keep  aloof. 
To  shield  himself,  than  put  you  on  your  guidr 

Perhaps  'twas  hardly  quite  assured  enough, 
But  modesty's  at  times  its  own  reward, 

Like  virtue ;  and  the  absence  of  pretension 

Will  go  much  further  than  there's  need  to  ncatioe 

XV. 

tpUsh'd,  oheerfhl,  but  net  lend 

Insinuating  without  insinuation; 
Observant  of  the  foibles  of  the  crowd, 

Tet  ne'er  betraying  this  in  convenatio& ; 
Proud  with  the  proud,  yet  oourteously  proud. 

So  as  to  make  them  feel  he  knew  his  station 
And  theirs ;— ^without  a  struggle  for  piiofi^f 
He  neither  bcook'd  nor  claimed  si^esiscifj. 


MV  IV AX. 
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XVL 

thai  It,  vHh  mea:  with  woiimb.  ht  v 
They  pltued  to  make  or  take  him  for;  and 

Imaginatioii'e  quite  enough  for  that: 
80  that  the  outline's  tolerably  fair, 

They  mi  the  canvae  up^-and  **  Terbum  iat»** 
If  onoe  their  phantaaiee  be  brought  to  bear 

Upon  an  object,  whether  sad  or  playftil, 

They  oa>  transfigure  brighter  than  a  Raphael. 

XVIL 
Adeline,  no  deep  Judge  of  charaeter. 

Was  apt  to  add  a  coloring  from  her  own. 
Tis  thus  the  good  wiU  amiably  err. 

And  eke  the  wise»  as  has  been  often  shown. 
Bxperience  it  the  chief  philosopher. 

But  saddest  when  his  science  is  well  known : 
And  persecuted  sages  teach  the  schools 
Their  foUy  in  focgetting  there  are  fools. 


XVIII. 
Was  it  not  to,  gnat  Locke  ?  and  gvsator  Bmmt  f 

Great  Socates  ?    And  Thou,  Diviner  stiU,i 
Whose  lot  it  is  by  man  to  be  mistaken, 

And  thy  pure  ereed  made  sanotion  of  all  iU  ? 
Bedeeming  worlds  to  be  by  bigots  shaken. 

How  was  thy  toil  rewarded?    We  might  fill 
Volumes  with  similar  sad  illustrations. 
But  leaTO  them  to  the  oonscienee  of  the  i 


XIX. 
I  pereh  upon  an  humUer  promontory, 

Amid  life's  infinite  Tariety : 
With  no  great  care  for  what  is  nicknamed  gloty, 

But  speculating  as  I  cast  mine  eye 
On  what  may  suit  or  may  not  suit  my  stoiy. 

And  noTor  straining  hard  to  Tsrsify ; 
I  rattle  on  exactly  as  I'd  talk 
With  any  body  in  a  ride  or  walk. 

XX. 

I  don't  know  that  diere  may  be  much  ability 
Shown  in  this  sort  of  desultory  rhyme ; 

But  there's  a  oonTersational  facility. 
Which  may  round  off  an  hour  upon  a  timo. 

Of  this  I'm  sure  at  least,  thero^s  no  serriUty 
In  mine  irregularity  of  chime. 

Which  rings  what's  uppermost  of  new  or  hooy. 

Just  as  I  feel  the  "  improTvintore." 

XXI. 
«  Omnia  Tult  MZs  Matho  dieere— die  aliquando 

Bt  bene  die  tmOrum,  die  aliquando  male,** 
The  first  is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do ; 

The  second  may  be  sadly  done  or  gayly ; 
The  third  is  still  more  difficult  to  stand  to ; 

The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say,  too,  daily : 
The  whole  together  is  what  I  could  wish 
To  serre  In  this  conundrum  of  a  dish. 

XXIL 
A  modest  hope    but  modesty's  my  forte. 

And  pride  my  foible :— let  us  ramble  on. 
J  meant  to  make  this  poem  Tory  short. 

But  now  I  can't  tell  where  it  may  not  run. 
Ko  doubt,  if  I  had  wish'd  to  pay  my  court 

To  critics,  or  to  hail  the  uUinff  sun 
Of  tyranny  of  all  kinds,  my  concision 
Were  more  ;-^ut  I  was  bom  for  opposition. 


xxm. 

But  akem  tie  mostly  on  the  weaker  side: 

Bo  that  I  Torily  beliere  if  they 
Who  now  are  basking  in  their  f^-blown  pride. 

Were  shaken  down,  and  "dogs  had  had  tiiflii 
Though  at  the  first  I  might  by  chance  deride  [d^*** 

Thdr  tumble,  I  should  turn  the  other  way, 
And  wax  an  ultra-royalist  in  loyslty, 
Because  I  hate  oTon  democratic  royalty. 

xxnr. 

I  think  I  should  have  made  a  decent  spoiue. 
If  I  had  nerer  proved  the  soft  condition ; 

I  think  I  should  have  made  monastic  tows. 
But  for  my  own  peculiar  superstition : 

'Gainst  rhyme  I  nerer  should  hare  knock'd  my  brow% 
Kor  broken  my  own  head,  nor  that  of  Priscian : 

Nor  worn  the  motley  mantle  of  a  poet, 

If  some  one  had  not  told  me  to  forego  it. 

XXV. 

But  «  hfooes  alter  "— knighto  and  damee  I  sing, 
Such  as  the  times  may  fbmish.    'Tis  a  fUght 

Which  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofty  wing. 
Plumed  by  Longinus  or  the  Stagyrite : 

The  difliculty  lies  in  coloring 
(Keeping  the  due  proportions  still  in  sight) 

With  nature  manners  which  are  artificial. 

And  rendering  general  that  which  Is  espoeiaL 

XXVI. 
The  diflemiee  Is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 

Men  made  the  manners ;  manners  now  make  men 
Pinn'd  like  a  flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their  fold. 

At  least  nine,  and  a  ninth  besides  of  ten. 
Now  this  at  all  cTente  must  render  cold 

Tour  writers,  who  must  either  draw  again 
Days  better  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 
The  present,  with  their  common-place  eostnmn. 

XXVIL 

We'll  do  our  best  to  make  the  best  on't :— Maieli ! 

Mareh,  my  Muse  1  If  you  cannot  fly,  yet  flutter ; 
And  when  you  may  not  be  sublime,  be  areh. 

Or  staroh,  as  are  the  edicte  statesmen  utter. 
We  surely  may  flnd  something  worth  researdk 

Columbus  found  a  new  world  in  a  cutter. 
Or  brigantine,  or  pink,  of  no  great  tonnago, 
While  yet  America  was  in  her  nonage. 

XXVIIL 

When  Adeline,  in  all  her  growing  sense 

Of  Juan's  merita  and  his  situation, 
Felt  on  the  whole  an  interest  intense— 

Partly  perhaps  because  a  flpesh  sensation, 
Or  that  he  had  an  air  of  innocence, 

Which  Ib  for  innocence  a  sad  temptation,-* 
As  women  hate  half  measures,  on  dke  whole, 
She  'gan  to  ponder  how  to  sare  his  soul. 

XXIX.  • 

She  had  a  good  opinion  of  adrioe, 
like  all  who  give  and  eke  receiTe  It  gratis. 

For  which  small  thanks  are  still  the  m8rket-pri«% 
Eren  where  the  article  at  highest  rate  is. 

She  thought  upon  the  subject  twice  or  thrioe. 
And  morally  decided,  the  best  state  ii. 

For  morals,  marriage;  and,  this  question  eaxried 

She  seriously  adrised  him  to  get  married 
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utxx. 

Jiun  replied,  with  All  becoming  defeife&fie, 

He  had  a  predileetion  for  that  tie ; 
But  that  at  prtaent,  with  immediate  refere&oo 

To  Ml  own  circnmstances,  there  might  lie 
Some  diificulties,  as  in  hit  own  preference, 

Or  that  of  her  to  wnom  he  might  apply ; 
That  itill  he'd  wed  with  auch  or  such  a  lady, 
If  that  they  were  not  married  all  already. 

XXXI. 
Next  to  the  making  matches  for  herself, 

And  daughters,  brothers,  sisters,  kith  or  kin, 
Arranging  them  like  books  on  the  same  shelf. 

There's  nothing  women  love  to  dabble  in 
More  (like  a  stockholder  in  growing  pelf) 

Than  match-making  in  general:  'tis  no  sin 
Certes,  but  a  preventative,  and  therefore 
That  is,  no  doubt,  the  only  reason  wherefore. 

xxxn. 

But  never  yet  (except  of  course  a  miss 

Unwed»  or  mistress  never  to  be  wed. 
Or  wed  already,  who  object  to  this) 

Was  there  chaste  dame  who  had  not  in  her  head 
Some  drama  of  the  marriage  unities. 

Observed  as  strictly  both  at  board  and  bed, 
At  thoee  of  Aristotle,  though  sometimes 
They  turn  out  melodrames  or  pantomimes. 

xxxin. 

They  generally  have  some  only  son. 
Some  heir  to  a  large  property,  some  firiend 

Of  an  old  family,  some  gay  Sir  John,  [end 

Or  grave  Lord  George,  with  whom  perhaps  might 

Aline,  and  leave  posterity  undone, 
Unlets  a  marriage  was  applied  to  mend 

The  prospect  and  their  morals :  and  besides, 

They  have  at  hand  a  blooming  glut  of  brides. 

xxxrv. 

From  these  they  will  be  careftil  to  select, 
I'or  this  an  heiress,  and  for  that  a  beauty ; 

For  one  a  songstress  who  hath  no  defect, 
For  t'other  one  who  promises  much  duty ; 

For  this  a  lady  no  one  can  reject, 
Whose  sole  accomplishments  were  quite  a  booty; 

A  second  for  her  excellent  connections ; 

A  third,  because  there  can  be  no  objections. 

XXXV. 

When  Bapp  the  Harmonist  embargo'd  marriage 
In  his  harmonious  settlement— (which  flourishes 

Strangely  enough  as  yet  without  miscarriage, 
BeeauAe  it  breeds  no  more  mouths  than  it  nourishes, 

Without  those  sad  expenses  which  disparage 
What  nature  naturally  most  encourages) — 

VThy  eall'd  he  '<  Harmony  "  a  state  sans  wedlock  ? 

Kow  hen  I've  got  the  preacher  at  a  dead  lock. 

xxxn. 

Because  he  either  meant  to  sneer  at  harmony 
Or  marriage,  by  divorcing  them  thus  oddly. 

Bui  whether  reverend  Rapp  leam'd  this  in  Cfemun^ 
Or  no,  'tis  said  his  sect  is  rich  and  godly, 

Pious  and  pure,  beyond  what  I  can  term  any 
Of  ours,  although  they  propagate  more  broadly. 

My  objection's  to  his  title,  not  his  ritual, 

Although  I  wonder  how  it  grew  habituaL 


xtxtn. 

But  Bapp  it  the  fcvisiie  of  i 

Who  ftivof ,  malgr^  Malthns,  geneMtfiMH^ 
Professors  of  that  genial  art,  and  patfou 

Of  aU  the  modest  part  of  propagatloli ; 
Which  after  all  at  such  a  desperate  rate  nms. 

That  half  its  produce  tends  to  emigration. 
That  sad  result  of  passions  and  potatoes— 
Two  weeds  which  pose  our  economie  Catos. 

XXX  vm. 

Had  Adeline  read  Malthns  ?    I  can't  tell ;     [ment, 
I  wish  she  had :  his  book's  the  elefventh  eomninjid- 

Which  says,  •*  Thou  shslt  not  marry,"  unless  weti. 
This  he  (as  far  as  t  can  understand)  meant. 

'Tjs  not  my  purpose  on  his  views  to  dwell, 
Nor  canvass  what  so  *'  eminent  a  hand"  meant ;' 

But  certes  it  conducts  to  lives  ascetic. 

Or  turning  marriage  into  srithmetie 

XXXIX. 

Bnt  Adnine,  who  probably  piesnn#A 
That  Juan  had  enough  of  maintenance, 

Or  9eperate  maintenance,  in  case  'twas  doom'd^ 
As  on  the  whole  it  is  an  eten  dianoe 

That  bridegrooms,  after  they  an  fairly  ^yvom'if, 
May  ntrograde  a  little  in  the  dance 

Of  marriage^which  might  form  a  painter's  fiun«. 

Like  Holbein's  «*  Dance  of  Deatb"— tet  'tis  tlM 
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But  Adeline  detsnnitted  Juan's  wedding, 
In  her  own  mind,  and  that's  enough  for  i 

But  then  with  whom  ?    There  was  the  sage  Mis* 

Reading,  [Miss  Kaowmnn, 

Miss   Raw,   Miss   Flaw,   MiM   Showman,  and 

And  the  two  fair  co-heiresses,  Ofltbedding.     [mon ; 
She  deem'd  his  merits  something  more  than  com* 

All  these  vrere  unobjectionable  matches. 

And  might  go  on,  if  well  wound  up,  like  watchen. 

XU. 
There  was  Misa  MiUpond,  smooth  as  samnnr's  sea. 

That  usual  paragon,  an  only  daugfaterf 
Who  seem'd  the  cream  of  equanimity,  [water. 

Till  skinun'd^-and  then  there  was  some  milk  and 
With  a  slight  shade  of  Blue  too,  it  might  be, 

Beneath  the  surface ;  but  what  did  it  natter  ? 
Love's  riotous,  but  maixiage  should  hate  quioC, 
And,  being  consumptive,  live  on  a  milk  diet. 

XLII. 
And  then  there  was  the  Miss  Audaeia  Shoestrings 

A  dashing  demoiselle  of  good  estate, 
Whose  heart  was  fixed  upon  a  star  or  blneotiing ; 

But  whether  English  dukes  grow  rare  of  late. 
Or  that  she  had  not  harp'd  upon  the  true  stiinft 

By  which  such  sirens  can  attract  our  great. 
She  took  up  with  some  foreign  younger  brother, 
A  Russ  or  Turk-^the  one's  as  good  as  t'  other. 

XLlll. 
And  then  there  was—^ut  why  should  I  go  on, 

Unless  the  ladies  should  go  off  ?— <here  wai 
Indeed  a  certain  (isdr  and  fairy  one. 

Of  the  best  class,  and  better  than  Ker  dass,— 
Aurora  Raby,  a  young  star  who  shone 

O'er  life,  too  sweet  an  image  for  such  |(!ats, 
A  lovely  being,  scarcely  form'd  or  moulded, 
A  rose  with  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yet  fol^; 


JDOH  JUAH. 


7IT 


XIXV. 
Eieh,  ]ioU«»  but  an  otrphan ;  l«ft  an  onl^ 

Child  to  like  care  of  guardi&ni  good  and  kind: 
Bat  itiU  her  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonely  I 

Blood  is  not  water ;  and  where  shall  we  find 
Feelings  of  jonth  like  those  whieh  OTerthrown  lie 

By  death,  when  we  are  left,  alas !  behind, 
To  feel,  in  friendless  palaces,  a  home 
Is  wanting,  and  our  l^t  ties  in  the  tomb  ? 

XLV. 

Early  in  yean,  and  yet  moire  inftntine 
In  flgiue,  she  had  something  of  sublime 

In  eyes  which  sadly  shone,  as  seraphs  shine. 
All  youth— l>ut  with  an  aspect  beyond  time ; 

Badiant  and  grave— «s  pitying  man's  decline : 
MoumlVil— but  mournful  of  another's  crime, 

Bhe  look'd  as  if  she  sat  by  Bden's  door. 

And  gxioT'd  for  those  who  could  return  no  more. 

XLVI. 

She  was  a  Catholie  too,  sincere,  austere, 
As  far  as  her  own  gentle  heart  aUow'd, 

And  deem'd  that  fallen  worship  far  more  dear, 
Perhaps  because  'twas  fallen :  her  sires  were  prond 

Of  deeds  and  days  when  they  had  fill'd  the  ear 
Of  nations,  and  had  never  bent  or  bow'd 

To  novel  power ;  and  as  she  was  the  last, 

She  held  their  old  faith  and  old  feelings  fast. 

xLvn. 

She  gaied  upon  a  world  she  loareely  knew, 
As  seeking  not  to  know  it ;  silent,  lone. 

As  grows  a  flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew, 
And  kept  her  heart  serene  within  its  sone. 

There  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  she  drew ; 
Her  spirit  seem'd  as  seated  on  a  throne 

Apart  from  tiie  surrounding  world,  and  strong 

In  its  own  atcength— most  strange  in  one  so  you|ig. 

XLVIII. 
Now  it  so  happened,  in  the  catalogue 

Of  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omitted, 
Although  her  birth  and  wealth  had  given  her  vogue 

Beyond  the  charmers  we  have  already  cited : 
Her  beauty  also  seem'd  to  form  no  dog 

Against  her  being  mentioned  as  well  fitted. 
By  many  virtues,  to  be  worth  the  trouble 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  would  be  donUe. 

XLIX. 
And  this  omission,  like  that  of  the  bust 

Of  Brutus  at  the  pageant  of  Tiberius, 
Made  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  must. 

This  he  express'd  half  smiling  and  half  serious ; 
When  Adeline  replied  with  some  disgust, 

And  with  an  air,  to  say  the  least,  imperious. 
She  marvell'd  "  what  he  saw  in  such  a  baby 
As  that  prim,  silent,  cold  Aurora  Raby  ? " 


Joan  x^oin'd— "She  was  a  Catholic, 
And  therefore  fittest,  as  of  his  persuasion ; 

Since  he  was  sure  his  mother  would  fall  sick. 
And  the  Pope  thunder  excommunication. 

If  " But  here  Adeline,  who  seem'd  to  pique 

Herself  extremely  on  the  inoculation 

Of  others  with  her  own  opinions,  stated — 

t  same  rea^n  which  she  late  did. 


U. 


And  wherefins  not  ?  a  reasonable  reason 
If  good,  is  none  the  worse  for  repetition ; 

If  bad,  the  best  way's  certainly  to  tease  on 
And  amplify :  you  lose  mueh  by  eondslon : 

Whereas  insisting  in  or  out  of  season 
Convinees  all  men,  even  a  politician; 

Oi^-what  is  Just  the  same— it  wearies  out. 

So  the  end's  gain'd,  what  signifies  the  route? 

LU. 
Whf  Adeline  had  this  slight  prejndioe^ 

For  prejudice  it  was — against  a  creature 
As  pure  as  sanctity  itself  from  vice, 

With  all  the  added  charm  of  form  and  limtQre, 
From  me  appears  a  question  far  too  nice. 

Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  nature ; 
But  nature's  nature,  and  has  more  caprices 
Than  I  have  time,  or  will,  to  take  to  pieces. 

LHI. 
Perhaps  she  did  not  Hke  the  quiet  way 

Witii  which  Aurora  on  those  bauUes  look'd, 
Which  charm  most  people  in  their  earlier  day : 

For  there  are  few  things  by  mankind  less  brook*^ 
And  womankind  too,  if  we  so  may  say, 

Than  finding  thus  th«r  genius  stand  rebukedf 
Like  **  Antony's  by  Ceesar,"  by  the  few 
Who  look  upon  them  as  they  ought  to  do. 

LIV. 
It  was  not  envy— Adeline  had  none ; 

Her  place  was  far  beyond  it,  and  her  mind 
It  was  not  scorn — which  could  not  light  on  one 

Whose  greatesty»tt^  was  leaving  few  to  find. 
It  was  not  jealousy,  I  think :  but  shun 

Following  the  "ignes  fatui"  of  mankind. 
It  was  not       but  'tis  easier  &r,  alas ! 
To  say  what  it  was  not,  than  what  it  was. 

LV. 
Little  Aurora  deem'd  she  was  the  theme 

Of  Buoh  disoussion.    She  was  there  a  gveat, 
A  beauteous  ripple  of  the  brilliant  stream 

Of  rank  and  youth,  though  porer  than  the  rest, 
Which  fiow'd  on  a  moment  in  the  beam 

Thime  sheds  a  moment  o'er  each  sparkling  ersi> 
Had  she  known  this,  she  would  have  calmly  amitei- 
She  had  so  much,  or  little,  of  the  ohUd. 

LVI. 
The  dashing  and  proud  air  of  Adeline 

Imposed  not  upon  her:  she  saw  her  blaae 
Much  as  she  would  have  seen  a  glowworm  shine. 

Then  tum'd  unto  the  stars  for  loftier  rays. 
Juan  was  something  she  could  not  divine. 

Being  no  sibyl  in  the  new  world's  ways , 
Tet  she  was  nothing  dassled  by  the  meteor. 
Because  she  did  not  pin  her  faith  on  featdre. 

LVIL 
His  fame  too,— for  he  had  that  kind  of  fame  [kind* 

Which  sometimes  plays  the  deuce  with  woman* 
A  heterogeneous  mass  of  glorious  blame, 

Half  virtues  and  whole  vices  being  combined ; 
Faults  which  attract  because  they  are  not  tame ; 

Follies  trick'd  out  so  brightly  that  they  blind  >• 
These  seals  upon  her  wax  made  no  impression. 
Such  was  her  coldness  or  her  self-possession. 
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LVin. 
Juan  knenr  nought  of  such  a  character— 

High,  yet  reaembling  not  his  lost  Haidee ; 
Tet  each  was  radiant  in  her  proper  sphere :     , 

The  island  girl,  bred  up  by  the  lone  sea, 
Bfore  warm,  as  loTely,  and  not  less  sincere, 

Was  nature's  all :  Aurora  could  not  be 
Nor  would  be  thus  ;^the  difference  in  them 
Waa  such  as  lies  between  a  flower  and  gem. 

LIX. 
Hating  wound  up  with  this  sublime  comparison, 
Methinks  we  may  proceed  upon  our  narratiTe, 
And,  as  my  friend  Scott  says,  *'  I  sound  my  Wan- 
8<M>tt,  the  superlative  of  my  comparative —  [son ; ' 
6eott,  who  can  paint   your  Christian   knight  or 
Saracen,  [share  it,  if 

Serf,  lord,  man«  with  such  skill  as  none  would 
Then  had  not  been  one  Shakspeare  and  Voltaire, 

Of  one  or  both  of  whom  he  seems  the  heir. 

• 

LX. 
1  say,  in  my  slight  way  I  may  proceed 

To  play  upon  the  surface  of  humanity. 
I  write  the  world,  nor  care  if  the  world  read, 

At  least  for  this  I  cannot  spare  its  vanity. 
My  Muse  hath  bred,  and  still  perhaps  may  breed 

More  foes  by  this  same  scroll :  when  I  began  It,  I 
Thought  that  it  might  turn  out  so— now  I  know  it, 
But  still  I  am,  of  was,  a  pretty  poet. 

LXI. 
The  conference  or  congress  (for  it  ended 

As  congresses  of  late  do)  of  the  Lady 
Adeline  and  Don  Juan  rather  blended 

Some  acids  with  the  sweets— for  she  was  heady ; 
But,  ere  the  matter  could  be  marr*d  or  mended, 

The  siWery  bell  rang,  not  for  **  dinner  ready,** 
But  for  that  hour,  call*d  ha^-hour,  given  to  dress, 
Though  ladies  robes  seem  scant  enough  for  less. 

Lxn. 

Great  things  were  now  to  be  achieved  at  table. 
With  massy  plate  for  armor,  knives  and  forks 

For  weapons ;  but  what  Muse  sinoe  Homer's  able 
(Hb  feasts  are  not  the  worst  part  of  his  works) 

To  draw  up  in  array  a  single  day-bill 
Of  modem  dinners  ?  where  more  mystery  lurks 

In  soups  or  sanoes,  or  a  sole  ragoftt, 

Ihaa  witehes,  b— ches,  or  physidaas  brew. 

Lxni. 

There  was  a  goodly  *<  soupe  i  la  6ofiiM/smms," 
Though  God  knows  whence  it  came  from ;  then 

A  turbot  for  reUef  of  those  who  cram,         [was  too 
Believed  with  dindon  k  la  PMgeux ; 

There  also  was— the  sinner  that  I  am ! 
How  shall  I  get  this  gourmand  stansa  through  f 

Soupe  k  la  Beauveau,  whose  r^ef  was  dory» 

Believed  itself  by  pork,  for  greater  glory. 

Lxnr. 

But  I  must  crowd  all  into  one  grand  mess 
Or  mass ;  for  should  I  stretch  into  detail, 

My  Muse  would  run  much  more  into  excess. 
Than  when  some  squeamish  people  deem  her  Ihdl ; 

But,  though  a  "  bonne  vivante,'*  I  must  confess 
Her  stomach's  not  her  peccant  part :  this  tale 

However  doth  require  some  slight  refection, 

Jiifl  to  relieve  her  spirits  from  dejection. 


LXV. 
Fowls  k  la  Cond6,  slices  eke  of  salmon, 

With  sauces  Oenevoises,  and  haunch  of  venison; 
Wines  too  which  might  again  have  slain  young  An* 
mon, 

A  man  like  whom  I  hope  we  shan't  see  many  soon; 
They  also  set  a  glazed  Westphalian  ham  on, 

Whereon  Apicius  would  bestow  his  benison; 
And  then  there  was  champagne  with  foaming  wUrls , 
As  white  as  Cleopatra's  melted  pearls. 

LXTT. 

Then  there  was  God  knows  what  "  k  rAnemande," 
•*  A  I'Espagnole,"  "  timballe,"  and  "  Salpicole"- 

With  things  I  can't  withstand  or  understand, 
Though  swallow'd  with  much  zest  upon  the  wbok; 

And  **  entremets  "  to  piddle  with  at  hand, 
Gently  to  lull  down  the  subsiding  soul; 

While  great  Lucullus*  robe  triumphah  muffles 

(  TVrs's  fame)  young  partridge  fillets,  deek'd  ^tk 
truffles.^ 

LXVII. 

What  axe  iheJlUete  on  the  victor's  brow  [aRh 

To  these  ?    They  are  rags  or  dust.    Where  is  the 

Which  nodded  to  the  nation's  spoils  below  ? 
Where  the  triumphal  chariot's  haughty  march  ^ 

Gone  to  where  victories  must  like  dinners  go. 
Further  I  shall  not  follow  the  research : 

But  oh !  ye  modem  heroes  with  your  cartridges, 

When  wiU  your  names  lend  lustre  even  to  partridges? 

Lxvni. 

Those  truffles,  too,  are  no  bad  accessories, 
FoUow'd  by  "  petite  puits  d'amour,"-*  dish 

Of  which  perhaps  the  eookery  rather  varies, 
So  every  one  may  dress  it  to  his  wish, 

According  to  the  best  of  dictionaries, 
Which  encylopsodise  both  flesh  and  flsh ; 

But  even  sans  "  confltures,'*  it  no  less  true  is, 

There's  pretty  picking  in  those  <«petits  pdts."* 

LXIX. 

The  mind  ii  lost  in  mighty  contemplation 
Of  intellect  expanded  on  two  courses: 

And  indigestion's  grand  multiplication 
Requires  arithmetic  beyond  my  forces. 

Who  would  suppose,  from  Adam's  simple  ration, 
That  cookery  could  have  call'd  forth  such  resooros^ 

As  form  a  seienoe  and  a  nomenclature 

From  out  the  commonest  demands  of  natore  ? 

LXX. 

The  glasses  jingled,  and  the  palates  tingled; 

The  diners  of  celebrity  dined    ell ; 
The  ladies  with  more  moderation  mingled 

In  the  feast,  pecking  less  than  I  can  tell ; 
Also  the  younger  men  too ;  for  a  springald 

Can't  like  ripe  age  in  gourmandise  excel,  ^ 
But  thinks  less  of  good  eating  than  the  whisper 
(When  seated  next  him)  of  some  pretty  lisper. 

LXXI. 
Alas !  I  must  leave  undescribed  the  gibier. 

The  salmi,  the  consomm^,  die  pur^. 
All  which  I  used  to  make  my  rhymes  run  glibber 

Than  could  roast  beef  in  our  rough  John  B«n  w^ 
I  must  not  introduce  even  a  spare  rib  here, 

"  Bubble  and  squeak  *'  would  spoil  my  Hqai*  '■T' 
But  I  have  dined,  and  must  fbrego,  alas ! 
The  chaste  description  even  of  a 
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Lxxn. 

And  fruits,  and  ioe,  and  all  that  art  refines 
From  nature  for  the  serrice  of  the  go6t,-» 

TWfe  or  the  ^om^,— pronounce  it  as  inclines 
Tour  stomach.    Ere  you  dine,  the  French  will  do, 

But  ofttT^  there  are  sometimes  certain  signs 
Which  proTe  plain  English  truer  of  the  two. 

Hast  erer  had  the  yDi4<  f    I  hare  not  had  it— 

B«t  I  may  haTe,  and  you  too,  reader,  dread  it. 

,  Lxxni. 

The  simple  olires,  best  allies  of  wine, 

Must  I  pass  OTer  in  my  biU  of  £ure  ? 
I  must,  although  a  &Torite  "  plat "  of  mine 

In  Spain,  and  Lucca,  Athens,  every  where : 
On  them  and  bread  *twaa  oft  my  luck  to  dine, 

The  grass  my  table  cloth,  in  open  air, 
On  Sunium  or  Hymettns,  like  Diogenes, 
Of  whom  half  my  philosophy  the  progeny  is. 

Lxxrv. 

Amid  this  tumult  of  fish,  flesh,  and  fowl, 

And  Tegetables,  all  in  masquerade. 
The  guests  were  placed  according  to  their  roll, 

But  Tarious  as  the  various  meats  display'd ; 
Don  Juan  sate  next  an  **  i  I'Espagnole  **— 

No  damsel,  but  a  dish,  as  hath  been  said; 
But  so  far  like  a  lady,  that  'twas  drest 
Superbly,  and  contained  a  world  of  seat. 

LXXV. 
By  some  odd  chance,  too,  he  was  placed  between 
^  Aurora  and  the  Lady  Adeline— 
A  situation  difficult,  I  ween, 

For  man  therein,  with  eyes  and  heart,  to  dine. 
Also  the  eonferenoe  which  we  have  seen 

Was  not  such  as  to  encourage  him  to  shine; 
For  Adeline,  addressing  few  words  to  him. 
With  two  transeendenf  eyes  seem'd  to  look  through 


LXXVI. 
I  sometimes  almost  think  that  eyes  have  ears ; 

This  much  is  sure,  that,  out  of  earshot,  things 
Are  somehow  echoed  to  the  pretty  dears,   [springs ; 

Of  which  1  can*t  tell  whence  their  knowledge 
Like  that  same  mystic  music  of  the  spheres, 

Which  no  one  hears  so  loudly  though  it  rings. 
*Tis  wonderful  how  oft  the  sex  hare  heaid 
Long  dialogues  whieh  pass*d  without  a  word! 

LXXVII. 
Aurora  sat  with  that  indifierenoe 

Which  piques  a  preux  chevaliei^-as  it  ought : 
Of  all  oiTences  that's  the  worst  offence, 

Which  seems  to  hint  you  are  not  worth  a  thought. 
Now  Juan,  though  no  coxcomb  in  pretence, 

Was  not  exactly  pleased  to  be  so  caught. 
Like  a  good  ship  entangled  among  ice. 
And  af^tr  so  much  excellent  advice. 

LXITin. 

To  his  gay  nothings,  nothing  was  replied, 
Or  something  which  was  nothing,  as  urbanity 

Bequired-    Aurora  scareely  look'd  aside. 
Nor  even  smiled  enough  for  any  vanity. 

The  devil  was  in  the  girl!  Could  it  be  pride, 
Or  modesty,  or  abeenoe,  or  Inanity  ? 

Heaven  knows  !  But  Ad«^e*s  maUdoos  eyes 

Sparkled  with  her  fuoeeMftil  propheowt. 


LXXIX. 
And  look'd  as  much  as  if  to  say,  «<  I  said  it ;  '*•> 

A  kind  of  triumph  1*11  not  recommend, 
Because  it  sometimes,  as  I've  seen  or  read  it. 

Both  in  the  case  of  lover  and  of  friend, 
Will  pique  a  gentleman,  for  his  own  credit. 

To  bring  what  was  a  jest  to  a  serious  end ; 
For  all  men  prophecy  what  it  or  ipm. 
And  hate  those  who  won't  let  them  come  to  pass. 

LXXX. 

Juan  was  drawn  thus  into  some  attentions, 
Slight  but  select,  and  just  enough  to  express, 

To  females  of  perspicuous  comprehensions, 
That  he  would  rather  make  tiiem  more  than  lesa 

Aurora  at  the  last  (so  history  mentions. 
Though  probably  much  less  a  fact  than  guess) 

So  Ux.  relax'd  her  thoughts  from  their  sweet  prison 

Aa  onoe  or  twice  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 

LXXXI. 
From  answering,  she  began  to  question:  this 

With  her  was  rare :  and  Adeline,  who  as  yet 
Thought  her  predictions  went  not  much  amiss. 

Began  to  dread  she'd  thaw  to  a  coquette— 
So  very  difficult,  they  say,  it  ia 

To  keep  extremes  from  meeting,  when  once  set 
In  motion ;  but  she  here  too  much  refined- 
Aurora's  spirit  was  not  of  that  kind 

Lxxxn. 

But  Juan  had  a  sort  of  winning  way, 

A  proud  humility,  if  such  there  be, 
Whieh  show'd  such  deference  to  what  females  any, 

As  if  each  charming  word  were  a  decree. 
His  tact,  too,  temper'd  him  from  grave  to  gay. 

And  taught  him  when  to  be  reserved  or  free : 
He  had  the  art  of  drawing  people  out. 
Without  their  seeing  what  he  was  about 

Lxxxin. 

Aurora,  who  in  her  Indifference 

Confounded  him  in  common  with  the  crowd 
Of  flatterers,  though  she  deem'd  he  had  more  sense 

Than  whispering  foplings,  or  than  witlings  lond«* 
Commenced  (from  such  slight  things  will  great  comi* 
menoe) 

To  feel  that  flattery  which  attracts  the  proud 
Kather  by  deference  than  compliment 
And  wins  even  by  a  delieate  dissent. 

LXXXIV. 

And  then  he  had  good  looks ;— that  point  was  eanrlefl 
JVam.  eon.  among  the  women,  which  I  grieve 

To  say,  leads  oft  to  crim.  eon,  with  the  married**- 
A  case  which  to  the  juries  we  may  leave, 

Since  with  digressions  we  too  long  have  tarried. 
Now  though  we  know  of  old  that  looks  deoeivu, 

And  always  have  done,  somehow  these  good  looka 

Make  more  Impression  than  the  best  of  books. 

Lxxxy. 

Aurora,  who  look*d  more  on  books  than  fhees. 
Was  vary  young,  although  so  very  sage. 

Admiring  more  Minerva  than  the  Graces, 
Especially  upon  a  printed  page. 

But  virtue's  self  with  all  her  tightest  laces, 
Has  not  the  natural  stays  of  strict  old  age ; 

And  Socrates,  that  model  of  all  duty, 

Own'd  to  a  penohsnt,  though  discreet,  for  beaut? 
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LXXXVL 
And  girls  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socratio, 

But  innocentlj  so,  as  Socrates  : 
And  really,  if  the  sage  sublime  and  Attic 

At  serenty  years  had  phantasies  like  these. 
Which  Plato  in  his  dialogues  dramatic 

Has  shown,  I  know  not  why  they  should  dleplei 
In  virgins — always  in  a  modest  way, 
Obserre ;  for  that  with  me's  a  **  sine  qua."* 

LXXXVII. 
Also  obserre,  that  like  the  great  Lord  Coke, 

(See  Littleton)  whene'er  I  have  expressed 
Opinions  two,  which  at  first  sight  may  look 

Twin  opposites,  the  second  is  the  best. 
Perhaps  I  have  a  third,  too,  in  a  nook. 

Or  none  at  all — ^which  seems  a  sorry  jest ; 
But  if  a  writer  should  be  quite  consist^it, 
How  could  he  possibly  show  things  existent  ? 

Lixxvin. 

If  people  oontradiet  themselTOS,  caji  I 
Help  contradicting  them,  and  every  body, 

Even  my  veracious  self  ? — ^but  that's  a  lie ; 
I  never  did  so,  never  will^how  should  I  ? 

He  who  doubts  all  things,  nothing  can  deny ; 
Truth's  fountains  may  be  clear — ^her  streams  are 
muddy, 

And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contradiction, 

That  she  must  often  navigate  o'er  fiction. 

LXXXIX. 
Apologue,  fable,  poesy,  and  parable. 

Are  false,  but  may  be  render'd  also  thie 
By  those  who  saw  them  in  a  land  that's  arable. 

'Tis  wonderAU  what  fable  will  not  do ! 
*Tis  said  it  makes  reality  more  bearable : 

But  what's  reality  ?  Who  has  its  clue  ? 
Philosophy  ?  No ;  she  too  much  rejects. 
Religion  ?  Ye» ;  but  which  of  all  her  sects  ? 

XC. 
Borne  millions  must  be  wrong,  that's  pretty  elear ; 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  that  all  were  right, 
Qod  help  us !  Sinoe  we've  need  on  our  career 

To  keep  our  holy  beacons  always  bright, 
'Tis  time  that  some  new  prophet  should  appear 

Or  old  indulge  man  with  a  second-sight. 
Opinions  wear  out  in  some  thousand  years. 
Without  a  small  refreshment  from  the  spheres. 

XCI. 
But  here  again,  why  will  I  thus  entangle 

Myself  with  metaphysics  ?  None  can  hate 
So  much  as  I  do  sny  kind  of  wrangle ; 

And  yet  such  is  my  folly,  or  my  fate, 
I  alwi^s  knock  my  head  against  some  angle 

About  the  present,  past,  or  future  state ; 
Tet  I  wish  well  to  Trojan  and  to  Tynan, 
For  I  was  bred  a  moderate  Presbyterian. 

XGIL 
But  though  I  em  a  ten^Mrate  theologian, 

^nd  also  meek  as  a  metaphysician, 
Impartial  between  Tynan  and  Trojan, 

As  Eldon  on  a  lunatic  commission, — 
in  politics,  my  duty  is  to  show  John 

Bull  something  of  the  lower  world's  condition. 
It  makes  my  blood  boil  like  the  springs  of  HecU, 
To  see  men  let  these  scoundrel  sovereigns  break  Uw. 


xont 

But  poHticSt  and  policy,  and  piety. 
Are  topics  which  I  sometimes  introdooe, 

Not  only  for  the  sake  of  their  variety, 
But  as  subservient  to  a  moral  use ; 

Beceuse  my  business  is  to  dre$9  society, 
And  stuff  with  soffe  that  very  verdant  goose. 

And  now,  that  we  may  ftimxsh  with  some  iiuitt«ri& 

Tastes,  we  are  going  to  try  the  supematnral 

XdV. 

And  now  1  wiU  give  up  all  argunent: 
And  positively  henceforth  no  temptation 

Shall  **fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent; " 
Tea,  I'll  begin  a  thorough  reformation. 

Indeed  I  never  knew  what  people  meant 
By  deeming  that  my  Muse's  conversation 

Was  dangerous ;— 1  think  she  is  as  harmless 

As  some  who  labor  more  and  yet  may  charm  ksi 

xcv. 

Grim  reader !  did  yon  ever  see  a  ghost } 
No ;  but  you've  heard — ^I  understand— be  dmnb . 

And  don't  regret  the  time  you  may  have  lost, 
For  you  have  got  that  pleasure  still  to  come: 

And  do  not  think  I  mean  to  sneer  at  most 
Of  these  things,  or  by  a  ridicule  benumb 

That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  mysterions  :- 

For  certain  reasons  my  belief  is  serious. 

ICVL 

Serious  ?  You  laugh :— yon  may ;  tiut  wffl  I  net; 

My  smiles  must  be  sincere  or  not  at  all.  | 

I  say  I  do  believe  a  haunted  spot 

Exists— end  where  ?  That  shall  I  not  recall, 
Because  I'd  rather  it  should  be  forgot 

«  Shadows  the  soul  of  Richard  "  may  appsi: 
In  short,  upon  that  subject  I've  some  qudsii,  toI 
Like  those  of  the  philosophy  of  Malmsbuiy.' 

xcvn. 

The  night  (I  sing  by  night— sometimes  an  owl, 
And  now  and  then  a  nightingale)— u  dim, 

And  the  loud  shriek  of  sage  Minerva's  fowl 
Rattles  around  me  her  discordant  hymn: 

Old  portraits  from  old  walls  upon  me  8Cow(^ 
I  wish  to  heaven  they  would  not  look  so  giimt 

The  dying  embers  dwindle  in  the  grate— 

I  think  too  that  1  have  sate  up  too  late : 

XCVUL 
And  therefore,  though  'tis  by  no  means  my  way 

To  rhyme  at  noon— when  I  have  other  thiimf 
To  think  of,  if  I  ever  think, — ^Isay 

I  feel  some  chilly  midnight  shndderings, 
And  prudentiy  postpone,  until  midday, 

Treating  a  topic  which,  alas !  but  brings 
Shadows ;— but  you  must  be  in  my  condition 
Before  you  learn  to  call  this  superstition. 

XCIX. 
Between  two  worlds  life  hovers  like  a  star, 

Tudzt  night  and  mom,  upon  the  horison'iTOj* 
How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  are ! 

How  less  what  we  may  be !  The  eternal  roige 
Of  time  and  tide  rolls  on,  and  bears  afar 

Our  bubbles ;  as  the  old  burst,  new  emergei 
Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  ages ;  whfle  the  grsT* 
Of  empires  heave  but  like  some  passing  wstsi. 
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Tn  antique  P«rtbakfl  tev^t  thne  omM  «Uiiii,— 
To  draw  the  bow,  to  ride,  and  apeak  tiie  trufck. 

Tliii  wae  the  mode  of  Cyrua— beat  of  kingf— 
A  mode  adopted  aince  by  modem  yoath. 

Bows  hare  they,  ganerally  with  two  etriaga ; 
Horaei  they  ride  without  remorae  or  rath ; 

At  speekixig  truth  perhapa  they  are  leae  elerer, 

But  drmw  the  long  bow  better  now  than  ever 

n. 

The  eanae  of  Ihia  effect,  or  thia  defeot, 
«  F«r  tiua  effect  defective  cornea  by  cauae,*'— 

U  what  I  have  not  leUure  to  inapeet ; 
But  thia  I  moat  aay  fai  my  own  applauae, 

Of  an  the  muses  that  I  recollect, 
Whate'er  may  be  her  foUiea  or  her  flaws 

In  aeme  things,  mine's  beyond  all  contradietioii 

The  moat  sineeze  that  ever  dealt  in  fiction. 

m. 

And  aa  she  treats  all  things,  and  ne'er  retreats 
From  any  thing,  tiiis  Epic  will  contain 

A  wilderness  of  the  moat  rare  conoeits, 
Which  you  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find  in  Tain. 

Tia  true,  there  be  some  bitters  with  the  sweets, 
Yet  mix'd  so  sHghtly  that  you  can't  complain, 

But  wonder  they  so  few  are,  since  my  tale  is 

*•  De  rebus  cunctia  et  quibusdam  aliia." 

IV. 

But  of  an  tratha  which  she  has  told,  the  most 
True  is  that  which  she  is  about  to  telL 

I  sdd  it  was  a  story  of  a  ghost— 
What  then  ?  I  only  know  it  so  befeU. 

Have  you  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast 
Where  aU  the  dwellers  of  the  earth  must  dweU  ? 

TIs  time  to  strike  such  puny  doubters  dumb  aa 

The  akeptica  who  would  not  beUeve  Columbua. 

V. 
Some  people  would  impose  now  with  authority, 

Tnrinn's  or  Monmouth  Geoffiry's  Chronicle ; 
Men  whose  historical  superiority 

Is  slways  greatest  at  a  mbracle. 
But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  great  priority, 

Who  bids  aU  men  believe  the  impossible, 
Btemtte  'Hi  mo.    Who  nibble,  scribble,  quibble,  he 
Quiets  at  once  with  *'  gtM  impossibile." 

VI. 
And  thcraflbre,  mortals,  cavil  not  aU ; 

Believe  :-4f  'tis  improbable  you  muti; 
And  if  it  is  impossible,  you  shall : 

'Tis  slways  best  to  take  things  upon  trust. 
1  do  not  speak  profimely  to  recall 

Those  hoHer  mysteries,  which  the  wise  and  Just 
Beoeive  aa  gospel,  and  which  grow  more  rooted, 
Aa  all  tratha  must,  the  more  they  are  disputed. 
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1  mmtif  aeaa  to  aay  what  Johnson  aald, 
That  in  the  oourae  of  some  six  thousand  yaaiii 

AU  nations  haTO  believed  that  fh>m  the  dead 
A  visitant  at  intervals  appeara ; 

And  what  is  strangest  upon  this  strange  head. 
Is  that  whatever  bar  the  reason  rears 

Oainat  aueh  belief,  there's  something  stronger  stffl 

In  its  behalf  let  those  deny  who  will. 

vm. 

The  dlnaor  and  the  aoir^  too  were  done, 
The  supper  too  diMmss'd,  the  dames  admired 

The  banqueters  had  dropp'd  off  one  by  one— 
The  song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired : 

The  last  th^  petticoats  were  vanish'd,  gone, 
Like  fleecy  clouds  into  the  sky  retired, 

And  nothing  brighter  gleam'd  through  the 

Than  dying  tapers— and  the  peeping  moon. 

IX. 

The  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 

Is  like  the  last  glass  of  champagne,  without 
The  foam  which  made  its  virgin  bumper  gay; 

Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt ; 
Or  like  a  soda-bottle,  when  ite  spray 

Has  sparkled  and  let  half  ite  spiret  out. 
Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storms  behind, 
Without  the  animation  of  the  wind ; 

X. 
Or  like  aa  opiate  which  brings  troubled  rest, 

Or  none ;  or  like— like  nothing  that  I  know 
Bxcept  itself ;— such  is  the  human  breast ; 

A  thing,  of  which  similitttdes  can  show 
No  real  likeness,— Uke  the  old  Tyrisn  vest 

Dyed  purple,  none  at  present  can  tell  how, 
If  from  a  shell-fish  or  from  cochineaL^ 
So  perish  every  tyrant's  robe  piecemeaL 

XI. 
But  next  to  dreaaing  for  a  rout  or  baU, 

Undressing  is  a  wo ;  our  robe-de-chambre 
May  sit  like  that  of  Nessus,  and  recall 

Thoughte  quite  as  yellow,  but  less  clear  than  amber 
Titus  exdaim'd,  *'  I've  lost  a  day ! "    Of  aU       % 

The  nighte  and  days  most  people  can  remember, 
(I  have  had  of  both  some  not  to  be  disdain'd,) 
I  wish  they'd  stete  how  many  they  have  gain'd. 

xn. 

And  Juan,  on  retiring  for  the  night, 
Felt  restiess  and  perplex'd,  and  compromised; 

He  thought  Aurora  Baby's  eyes  more  bright 
Than  Adeline  (such  is  advice)  advised; 

If  he  had  known  exactly  his  own  plight. 
He  probably  would  have  philosophized; 

A  great  resource  to  all,  and  ne'er  denied 

Tin  wanted ;  therefore  Juan  only  sigh'd. 

xni. 

He  aigh'd ;— rhe  next  resource  is  the  ftdl  moon*    . 

Where  all  sighs  are  deposited ;  and  now. 
It  happen'd  luckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone 

As  dear  as  such  a  climate  will  allow; 
And  Juan's  mind  was  in  the  proper  tone         #    ^. 

To  hail  her  with  the  apostropho— **  Oh,  thou  I " 
Of  amatory  egotism  the  tmsm, 
I  Which  Airther  to  explain  would  be  a  truism. 
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XIT. 
But  loTor,  poety  «r  MtrntooMr, 

Shepherd,  or  twain,  ^oerer  muf  bt^ld. 
Feel  some  alMrtnction  when  they  gue  on  her :  [ooM 

Oreat  thoughts  we  catch  from  t^nce,  (baiidei  a 
Sometimes,  unless  mj  feelugs  rather  eir ;) 

Deep  secrete  to  her  rolling  light  are  told ; 
Hie  ocean's  tides  and  mortals'  brains  she  sways, 
And  also  hearts,  if  there  be  truth  in  lays. 

XV. 
Juan  felt  somewhat  pensiTc,  and  ^ispeced 

For  contemplation  rather  than  his  piHotf ; 
The  Gothic  chamber,  where  he  was  enclosed, 

Le^  in  the  rippling  sonnd  of  the  lake's  UUow, 
With  an  the  mystery  by  midnight  eauq||4 ; 

Below  his  window  waved  (of  course)  a  willow ;' 
And  he  stood  gazing  out  on  the  cascade 
That  flash'd  and  after  darken'd  in  the  shade. 

XVI. 
Upon  his  table  or  his  toilet— which 

Of  these  is  not  exactly  ascertain'd^ 
(I  state  this,  fbr  I  am  cautious  to  fi  pitch 

0'  nicety,  where  a  fkct  is  to  be  gain'd) 
A  lamp  bum'd  high,  while  he  leant  from  a  niche, 

Where  many  a  Gothic  ornament  remainM, 
In  chisell'd  stone,  and  painted  glass,  and  all 
That  time  has  left  our  fathers  of  their  hall. 

xvn. 

Then  as  the  night  was  dear  though  eoU,  he  threw 
His  chamber-door  wide  open— and  went  forth 

Into  a  gallery  of  a  sombre  hue, 
Long,  fumish'd  with  old  pictures  of  great  wortb 

Of  knights  and  dames  heroic  and  chaste  too, 
As  doubtless  should  be  people  of  high  birth. 

But  by  dim  lights  the  portraits  of  the  dead 

HaTc  something  ghastly,  desolate,  and  dread. 

xvra. 

The  forms  of  the  grim  knight  and  pictured  seint 
liook  living  in  the  moon ;  and  as  you  turn 

Backward  and  forward  to  the  echoes  &int 
Of  your  own  footsteps— voices  ftcm  the  um 

i^pear  to  wake,  and  shadows  wild  and  quaint 
Start  fhim  the  frames  which  fence  their  aspects 

As  if  to  ask  how  you  can  dare  to  keep  [stem, 

A  vigil  there,  where  all  but  death  should  sleep. 

XIX. 
And  the  pale  smile  of  beauties  in  tiie  grave, 

The  charms  of  other  days,  in  starlight  gleams 
GUmmer  on  high ;  their  buried  locks  still  wave 

Along  the  canvas ;  their  eyes  glance  like  di<eams 
On  ours,  or  spars  within  some  dusky  cave. 

But  death  Is  imaged  in  their  shadowy  beams. 
A  picture  ts  the  past ;  even  ere  its  frame 
Be  gilt,  yrho  sate  hath  ceased  to  be  the  sane. 

XX. 

As  Tnan  mused  on  mutability, 
Or  on  his  mistress-^-tenns  synonymous-^ 

Ko  sound  except  the  echo  of  his  sigh 
Or  step  ran  sadly  through  that  antique  house, 

WhVn  suddenly  he  heard,  or  thought  so,  nigh, 
A  supernatural  agent— «r  a  mouse, 

Whose  little  nibbling  rustle  will  embanaas 

Most  people,  as  it  plays  along  the  anass. 


XXI. 

It  was  no  mouse,  but  lo !  a  monk,  amy'd 
In  cowl  and  beads  and  dusky  garb,  i^psafd, 

Now  in  the  moonlight,  and  now  lapssd  in  slndek 
With  steps  that  trod  as  heavy,  yet  unbeaid; 

His  garments  only  a  slight  murmur  made ; 
He  moved  as  sluidowy  as  the  sisters  weird, 

But  slowly ;  and  as  he  paas'd  Juan  by, 

Glanced,  without  pausing,  on  him  a  bright  eye. 

xxn. 

jr«a&«ssp«trifted;  he  had  heaid  a  Unt 
Of  such  a  spirit  la  these  halls  of  eld, 

But  thought,  Uke  most  meo,  there  was  nothing  Wt 
Beyond  the  rumor  which  such  spots  unfold, 

Ooin'd  from  surviving  superstition's  mint, 
Which  passes  ghosts  in  coonency  like  gold, 

But  rarely  seen,  like  gold  compared  with  paper 

And  did  he  see  this  ?  or  was  it  a  vapor  i 

xxni. 

Once,  twioe,  thiioe  paM*d,  repass'd-^e  tiling  «f  el^ 
Or  earth  beneath,  or  heaven,  or  t'  other  |jaee; 

And  Juan  gased  upon  it  with  a  staie, 
Yet  could  not  speak  or  move;  but,  on  its  base 

As  stands  a  statue,  stood :  he  felt  his  hair 
Twine  Uke  a  lot  of  snakes  around  his  Ims; 

He  tax'd  his  tongue  for  words  which  wen  aotgnatrf 

To  ask  the  reverend  peteon  what  he  wanted. 

XXIV. 

The  thM  tfane,  after  a  stiU  longw  pause, 
The  shadow  passed  ftway^-hut  wheie }  the  hil 

Was  long,  and  thus  fiur  these  was  no  great  caois 
To  think  his  vanishing  unnatural : 

Doors  there  were  many,  throng  which,  by  fhs  iM 
Of  physics,  bodies,  whether  short  or  tall, 

Hight  ooms  or  go ;  but  Juan  «ould  not  stats 

Through  which  the  spectre  seem'd  to  evapocats. 

XXV. 

He  stood,  how  long  he  knew  not,  bnt  it  sssm'd 
An  age— expectant,  powerless,  with  his  eyes 

Strain'd  on  the  spot  where  first  the  figure  gloam'il 
Then  by  degrees  recall'd  his  eneigies, 

And  would  have  pass'd  the  whole  off  as  a  drein, 
But  could  not  wake ;  he  was,  he  did  sormiis, 

Waking  already,  and  retum'd  at  length 

Back  to  his  chamber,  shorn  of  half  his  stieagth. 

XXVI. 

All  there  was  as  he  left  it;  stUl  his  taper 
Burnt,  and  not  blue,  as  modem  taper's  use. 

Receiving  sprites  with  sympathetic  vapor ; 
He  rubb'd  his  eyes,  and  they  did  not  refiiM 

Their  office ;  he  took  up  an  old  newspaper ; 
The  paper  was  right  easy  to  peruse : 

He  read  an  article  the  king  attacking. 

And  a  long  oidogy  of  "  Patent  BkcUng.** 

xxvn. 

This  savor'd  of  this  world;  but  his  hand ihMh^ 
He  shut  his  door,  and  after  having  read 

A  paragraph,  I  tUnk  about  Home  Tooks, 
TTndress'd,  and  rather  slowly  went  to  bed. 

There,  couch'd  all  snugly  oa  his  pillow's  neok, 
With  what  he'd  seen  his  phsntasy  he  fti 

And  though  it  was  no  opiate,  slumber  cispt 

Upon  him  hy  degrees,  aad  so  he  slc^t 


Mir  njoL 


PoBd«M  ttpott  hiB  vkiteBt  or  Hrion, 
And  nlwttier  H  •oglkt  not  to  be  ditelMKA, 

At  risk  of  being  <{«lia'd  for  nipentitfoB* 
Tbe  mofe  he  tboaght,  the  more  hk  aifari  in 

In  the  meen  time,  hie  mdet,  whoee  pwdilon 
Was  greet,  beeense  his  master  bieok'd  ne  Isae, 
Knoek'd  UinliDim  him  it  was  tkse  to  drese. 

He  drese*d ;  md,  Hhe  young  peojAe  h»  i»as  wottt 
To  take  some  trouble  with  his  tetlet,  but 

This  morning  rather  spent  lees  time  upen't ; 
Aside  hie  very  mirror  soon  was  put ; 

His  earls  Ibll  negligently  o'er  Us  front. 
His  clothes  were  not  emh'd  to  Aeir  nsval  eat } 

ffis  Tsrj  neekdoth's  Oordian  knot  was  tied 

Almost  a  hair's  breaddi  too  mneh  on  one  side. 

XXX. 

AAd  iHmb  he  waik'd  down  into  Ike  s«le«B, 
He  sate  him  pensive  o'er  a  dish  of  tea, 

Wfaieh  he  perhape  had  not  disoover'd  aoon« 
Had  it  not  happen'd  sealdiBg  het  to  be, 

Which  made  him  hnve  reeeozse  onto  has  speon ; 
So  madi  dfstnit  he  wa%  Aat  an  eontd  eee 

That  something  teat  tiie  mattsr-AdeUne 

The  flrst-bnt  tsdo^  she  oould  not  well  diftoa; 

XXXI. 

She  look'd  aad  MMT  him  pale,  and  tOA'd  as  pale 
Hsanelf ;  then  hastUy  look'd  down  and  mntter'd 

Something,  bnt  what's  not  stated  in  my  tale. 
Lord  Henry  said  his  muiBn  was  ill  butter'd ; 

Hie  Dachese  of  Fits-Fulke  play'd  with  her  veil. 
And  look'd  at  Juan  hard,  bat  nothing  nttar'di 

Anrora  Raby,  with  her  laige  dark  eyes, 

Snrrey'd  him  with  a  kind  of  calm  sarpriae. 

xxxn. 

fiat  seeing  him  all  eold  and  silent  still, 
And  STeiy  body  wondering  more  or  less, 

Fair  Adeline  inquired  if  he  were  ill  ? 
He  started,  and  said,  **  Yes— no— rather— yee." 

The  £unily  physician  had  great  skill* 
And,  being  present,  now  began  to  express 

His  rea^eas  to  feel  his  pulse,  and  tell 

The  cause,  but  Juan  said  "  he  was  quite  well.'* 

xxxm. 

•'Quito  wen ;  yes,  no."— These  answers  were  mys- 
terious, 

And  yet  bis  looks  appeared  to  sanction  both, ' 
However  fhey  might  savor  of  delirious ; 

Something  like  illness  of  a  sudden  growth 
Weighed  on  his  spirit,  though  by  no  means  serious 

But  for  the  rest,  as  he  himself  seem'd  loth 
To  stete  the  case,  it  might  be  ta'en  for  granted, 
it  was  not  tiie  physician  that  he  wanted. 

XXXIV. 

Loid  Bfloy,  wlw  had  sow  diflCMS^A  Us  ehaeolctOk 
Abo  the  mafia,  wheseof  ho  oemplaia'd, 

Ba^^d,  Juan  had  not  got  his  uMtal  look  elato. 
At  whidi  he  marvell'd,  since  it  had  not  Min'df 

Ihen  ask'd  her  grace  what  news  wereof  the  diribe  of 
ffm^9Mtt  replied,  Ms  grace  waeratherpain'd  [late  ? 

Withea^ow  slight,  light,  hereditaiy  twinges 

Of 


XXXT. 
TbM  Hosy  turned  to  Jwm,  nA  s 
A  ibw  words  of  condeleaee  mt  his  ftato : 
Ton  look,'*  qaoth  he,  «•  as  if  you'd  had  ywv  vsal 
Broke  in  upon  by  the  Bhek  VnBae  of  late.** 
What  friar  ?»  said  Jami;  and  he  did  Ua  heat 
To  pat  the  ywstfan  witii  an  air  sedate, 
0»  earelna,  but  the  eflbrt  was  not  valid 
To  hinder  him  from  gtowiag  still  mora  pallid. 

•        XXXVI. 
*<0h!  haveyeunothemdof  thoBlai^mar? 

The  spfait  of  theee  walk  ? "— « In  troth  »oVI." 
Why  fame    bat  fcawyoaknowsometia«rsalihif  ■ 

Tells  an  odd  story,  of  whieh  by  and  by: 
Whether  with  time  tiie  spectre  has  grown  skywv 

Or  that  our  siree  had  a  mora  gifted  eye 
For  such  sights,  fhough  the  tale  is  half  beliffvai, 
The  fidar  of  lato  has  not  been  oft  I 


XXXVII. 
«*  The  laet  time  WM ^'  <«Ipsay,"s«idi 

(Who  wateh'd  the  changes  of  Don  Juan's  brow, 
And  from  ite  eontaxt  thought  she  eotild  divine 

Connexions  stronger  than  he  ehoae  to  avow 
With  this  same  legend,V— *<  if  you  but  dssiga 

To  jest,  you'll  choose  eesae  other  theoM  j«atsow» 
Beoaaae  the  pieeent  tele  has  oft  been  told. 
And  is  not  much  tmpinvad  by  gfowing  old.** 

xxxvni. 

«Jeet!'*^MthBfilflBr,  ''Why,  Adellne,yea  ka«v 
That  we  ourselvee— 'twas  in  the  honof-mooi^* 

Saw *'  «  Well,  no  matter,  'twas  so  long  ago  i 

But  oome,  I'll  set  your  story  to  a  tune." 

Oraoeftd  as  Dian  when  she  dnws  her  bow,      [sooa 
She  seised  her  harp,  whose  strings  were  kindled 

As  touch'd,  and  plaintively  began  to  play 

The  air  of  "  'Twas  a  Friar  of  Ordaia  Qray." 

XXXIX. 

<* But  add  the  words,"  cried  Hemy,  «u4ilsh  y«« 

For  Adeline  is  half  a  poeteee,  [made ; 

Turning  round  to  the  rest,  he  smiling  said. 

Of  course  the  others  eoidd  net  but  expreoa 
In  courtesy  their  wish  to  see  display'd 

By  one  three  talente,  tot  there  were  no  less 
The  voice,  the  words,  the  harper's  skill,  at  onee 
Could  hardly  be  united  by  a  dunee. 

XL. 
After  some  Ihssiaating  hesitatioa^ 

no  oharming  of  theee  charmen,  vdto  sesm  boand 
I  can't  toll  why,  to  this  dissimulatieijv— 

Fair  Adeline,  with  eyee  fiz'd  on  the  ground 
At  first,  then  kindling  into  snimatioa. 

Added  her  sweet  voioe  to  the  lyric  sound, 
And  sang  whh  much  simpUcity,— a  merit 
Not  the  less  praoioas,  that  we  seldom  hear  it. 

1. 

Beware!  beuMe!  of  the Bteok Friar, 

Who  sitteth  hf  Nwman  stotie. 
For  he  mutters  his  pnfet  in  the  midnight  aii^ 

And  his  mass  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 
WhoB  the  Leid  of  the  HUl,  Amunderille» 

Hade  Norman  Church  his  prey, 
And  ezpeU'd  the  friars,  one  friar  otQl 

WoaU  not  he  driven  aangr. 


m 


vnomm  irauci. 


Tlura^  hB  Mae  in  Ui  night,  irttfi  Xfig  Hotot'i 


To  tvm  chvioh  Itadi  to  Uy, 
inth  nrard  in  hiadf  and  toreh  to  light   ' 

Tbdr  waUft,  if  thej  uid  nay, 
A  UMmk  muin'd,  nnohawd,  nnohain'd, 

And  he  did  not  leea  fonn'd  of  cUji 
7or  he's  seen  in  the  porch,  end  he's  fi 

Though  he  is  not  eeen  \j  day. 


[liSlit, 


[ehweh, 
n  In  the 


And  ivhether  for  good,  or  ifhether  for  iU, 

It  ia  not  mine  to  say; 
Bntstffl  with  the  house  of  Amvnderille, 

He  aUdeth  night  and  day. 
By  themaniage-bed  of  their  lords,  'tis  said. 

He  Hits  on  the  bridal  ere ; 
And  *tis  held  as  ftdth,  to  their  bed  of  death 

He  eomee   bat  not  to'griere. 


When  an  heir  is  bom,  he  is  heard  to  movtn, 

And  when  angfat  is  to  belkU 
That  andent  line,  in  the  pale  moonshine 

He  walks  flrom  hall  to  hall. 
His  form  yon  may  traoe,  but  not  his  Ikoe, 

'TIS  shadow'd  by  his  oowl ; 
But  his  eyes  may  be  seen  from  the  Iblds 

And  they  seem  of  a  parted  sonL 


Bat  beware !  beware  ?  of  the  Black  Friar. 

He  still  retains  his  sway. 
For  he  is  yet  the  church's  heir, 

Whoerer  may  be  the  lay. 
AmnndcTille  is  lord  by  day, 

But  the  monk  is  lord  by  night. 
Nor  wine  nor  wassil  could  raise  a  Tassal 

To  question  that  friar's  right. 


8ay  nought  to  him  as  he  walks  the  hall. 

And  he'll  say  nought  to  you : 
He  sweeps  along  in  his  dusky  pall, 

As  o'er  the  grass  the  dew. 
Then  gramercy !  for  the  Black  Friar ; 

Hearen  sain  him !  fair  or  foul. 
And  whatsoe'er  may  be  his  prayer. 

Let  ours  be  for  his  soul. 

XLI. 
The  lady's  Toice  ceased,  and  the  thrilling  wirs^ 

Died  from  the  touch  tiiat  kindled  them  to  soZnd, 
And  the  pause  follow'd,  which,  when  song  expires, 

Perrades  a  moment  those  who  listen  round ; 
And  then,  of  course,  the  circle  much  admires. 

Nor  less  applauds,  as  in  politeness  bound. 
The  tones,  the  feeling,  and  the  execution, 
To  the  performer's  diffident  conftision. 

XUI. 
Fair  Adeline,  though  in  a  careless  way, 

As  if  she  rated  such  accomplishment, 
As  the  mere  pastime  of  an  idle  day, 

Pursued  an  instant  for  her  own  content, 
Would  now  and  then  as  'tifere  wUhotd  display, 

Yet  wUh  dieplay  in  fact,  at  times  relent 
To  such  performances  with  haughty  smile. 
To  show  she  eouM,  if  it  were  worth  her  while. 


zun. 

Now4M  (b«t  we  wffl  whisper  it  asidi) 
Was    pardon  the  pedantic  iUnstratiou— 

Trampling  on  Plato's  pride  with  greater  piidi, 
As  did  the  Cynio  on  some  hke  occasioii; 

Deeming  the  sage  would  be  much  mortifled 
Or  thrown  into  a  philosophic  passion, 

For  a  spofl'd  carpet— but  the  "  Attic  Bee  " 

Was  much  eonsoled  by  his  own  repartee.* 

xijy. 

Thns  Adeline  would  throw  into  the  shads, 
(By  doing  easily,  whato'er  she  chose, 

What  dilettanti  do  with  Test  parade,) 
Their  sort  of  half  prof euion :  for  it  grows 

To  something  like  this  when  too  oft  display'd, 
And  that  it  ii  so  every  body  knows 

Who'To  heard  Miss  That  or  This,  or  Ladj  T'otlur 

Show  off-«to  please  their  company  or  mother. 

XLT. 
Oh!  the  long  eraiings  of  duets  and  trios! 

The  admirations  and  the  speoolations; 
The  «MammaMiaal"  and  the  "AmorMio'i!'' 

The  «  Tend  Palpitis  "  on  such  oocasioos: 
The  «<  Laseismis,"  and  quavering  "Addios!" 

Among  our  own  most  mnsical  of  nations ; 
With  "  Tu  mi  ohamas's  "  from  Pontingale, 
To  sooth  our  ears,  lest  Italy  ahould  iail.* 

XLVI. 
In  Babylon's  btmTurae    as  the  home 

Heart4>allads  of  Green  Erin  or  Gray  Higfalsaih 
That  bring  Loehaber  back  to  eyes  that  roam 

O'er  far  Atlantio  continents  or  isknds. 
The  calentures  of  nrasio  which  o'ereome      (laa^. 

All  mountaineers  with  dreams  that  tbej  are  li^ 
No  more  to  be  beheld  but  in  such  lirions,— 
Was  Adeline  well  versed  as  eompositieiis. 

XLVn. 
She  also  had  a  twQight  tinge  of  «  BIm,"    [wotet 

Gould  write  rhjmes,  and  compose  more  Asa  ihi 
Made  epigrams  occasionally  too 

Upon  fier  friends,  as  every  body  ought 
But  still  from  that  sublimer  asure  hue. 

So  much  the  present  dye,  she  was  remote ; 
Was  weak  enough  to  deem  Pope  a  great  poet, 
And,  what  was  worse,  was  not  ashamed  to  shfltr  it 

XLVni. 
AuroniF-einoe  we  |re  touching  upcn  ImU, 

Whieh  now-a-days  ia  the  thermometer 
By  whose  degrees  all  characters  sre  dass'd- 

Was  more  Shakspearian,  If  I  do  not  en. 
The  worlds  beyond  this  world's  perplexing  m^ 

Had  more  of  her  existence,  for  in  her 
There  was  a  depth  of  feeling  to  embrace 
Thoughts,  boundless,  deep,  but  silent  too  as  4** 

XLSX. 
Not  so  her  gradons,  graoefdl,  graeskss  8^*^^ 

The  iUl-grown  Hebe  of  Fits-Fulke,  whose  vm 
If  she  had  any,  was  upon  her  iaee. 

And  that  was  of  a  fascinating  kind. 
A  little  torn  for  misehief  you  might  tiaee 

Also  thereon,— 4mt  that's  not  much ;  we  And 
Few  females  without  some  such  gentie  leavm* 
For  feer  we  ahould  suppose  us  quite  in  hsaiWi 


mm  svAM. 
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IksTBBOtheardtheiniatBnpoeCIc,        fChiMe/ 
ThoQglk  onee  she  wts  teen  retdiog  the  "Bath 

And  ''Hayley*!  Trinmphi,*'  which  iha  deem*d  pa- 
thetic 
Beeanse,  ihe  said,  her  tmi^>er  had  heen  tried 

fio  much,  the  hard  had  really  heen  prophetic 
Of  what  she  had  gone  through  with— since  a  hride. 

But  of  all  Terse  whs|  most  insiired  her  praise 

Wen  BOUMti  to  heisel^  or  "bonts  lim^." 

LI. 
Twere  difflcnlt  to  say  what  was  the  object 

Of  Adeline,  in  bringing  this  same  lay 
To  hear  on  what  appear'd  to  her  the  subject 

Of  Juan's  nenrous  feelings  on  that  day. 
Perhaps  she  merely  had  the  simple  project 

To  laugh  him  out  of  his  supposed  dismay ; 
Perhaps  she  might  wish  to  confirm  him  in  it, 
Though  why  I  eaanot  iaf-«t  least  this  minute. 

Ln. 

But  so  1^  the  immediate  elftct 
Was  to  restore  him  to  his  self-propriety, 

A  thing  quite  necessary  to  the  elect. 
Who  wish  to  take  the  tone  of  their  society ; 

In  which  you  cannot  be  too  circumspect, 
Whether  Ac  mode  be  persiflage  or  piety, 

But  wear  the  newest  mantle  of  hypocrisy. 

On  pahi  of  much  displeasing  the  gynocraey. 

LIIL 

And  thersfbre  7uan  now  began  to  rally 
His  spirits,  and,  without  more  explanation, 

To  jest  upon  such  themes  in  many  a  sally. 
Her  grace,  too,  aleo  seised  the  same  occasion, 

With  Tarious  similsr  remarks  to  tally. 
But  wish'd  for  a  still  more  detail'd  nairation 

Of  tills  same  mystic  friar's  curious  doings, 

About  the  present  family's  deaths  and  wooings. 

UV. 
Of  tiiMe  few  could  say  more  than  has  been  said; 

They  pass'd,  as  such  things  do,  foe  superstition 
With  some,  while  others,  who  had  more  in  dread 

The  theme,  half  eradited  the  strange  tradition. 
And  mneh  was  talk'd  on  all  sides  on  that  head ; 

But  Juan,  irtien  cross-question'd  on  the  vision, 
WUsh  some  supposed  (though  he  had  not  avow'd  it) 
Had  stiir'd  him,  answer'd  in  a  way  to  cloud  it 

LV. 
And  then,  the  midday  having  worn  to  one, 

The  company  prepared  to  separate : 
Some  to  their  several  pastimes,  or  to  none; 

Some  wondering  'twas  so  early,  some  so  late. 
There  was  a  goodly  match,  too,  to  be  run     « 

Between  some  grayhounds  on  my  lord's  estate. 
And  a  young  racehorse  of  old  pedigree, 
Match*d  for  the  spring,  whom  several  went  to  see. 

LVI. 
There  was  a  picture-dealer,  who  had  brought 

A  special  Titian,  warranted  original, 
Bo  predoas  that  it  was  not  to  be  bought, 

Though  princes  the  possessor  were  besieging  all. 
The  king  himself  had  cheapened  it,  but  thought 

The  civil  list  (he  deigns  to  accept,  obliging  all 
His  subjects  by  his  gracious  acceptation) 
Too  scanty,  in  these  times  of  low  tszation. 


LVIL 
But  as  Loid  Reuy  was  a  eonnoisBeBr,-- 

The  iUend  of  artists,  if  not  artsr-the^twner, 
With  motives  the  most  elassieal  and  pure, 

So  that  he  would  have  been  the  very  donor 
Rather  than  seller,  had  his  wants  been  fewer. 

Bo  much  he  dbem'd  his  patronage  an  honor. 
Had  brought  tiie  capo  d'op^  not  for  sale, 
But  for  his  judgment,— never  known  to  ML 

Lvin. 

There  was  a  modem  Ooth,  I  mean  a  Oothle 
Bricklayer  of  Babel,  calVd  an  architect,  [so  thick, 

Brought  to  survey  these  gray  walls,  which,  thougL 
Might  have  from  time  acquired  some  slight  defect , 

Who,  after  rumaging  the  Abbey  through  thick 
And  thin,  produced  a  plan,  whereby  to  eiect 

New  buildings  of  correctest  conformation. 

And  throw  down  old-which  he  caU'd  rmiomiiom, 

LIX. 
The  cost  would  be  a  trifle— an  «  old  song," 

Set  to  some  thousands,  ('tis  the  usual  hmden 
Of  that  same  tune,  when  people  hum  it  loDg)~ 

The  price  would  speedily  repay  its  wottii  ta 
An  edifice  no  less  sublime  than  strong,  [is 

By  which  Lord  Henry's  good  taste  would  go  forth 
Its  glory,  through  all  ages  shining  sunny, 
For  Gothic  daring  shown  in  English  aonsiy.* 

LX. 

There  wers  two  lawyers  busy  on  a  mortgage 
Lord  Henry  wish'd  to  raise  for  a  new  punhase; 

Also  a  lawsuit  upon  tenures  burgage. 
And  one  on  tithes  which  sure  are  discord's  torches 

Kindling  Religion  till  she  throws  down  A«r  gage, 
*<  Untying "    squires    '<  to    fight    against    the 
churches ;  "* 

There  was  a  prise  ox,  prize  pig,  and  ploughman. 

For  Henry  was  a  sort  of  Sabine  showmaiL. 

LXI. 
There  were  two  poachers  caught  in  a  steel  trap. 

Ready  for  jail,  their  place  of  convalescence; 
There  was  a  country  girl  in  a  dose  cap 

And  scarlet  cloak,  (I  hate  the  sight  to  see,  sinc*» 
Since— since— in  youth  I  had  the  sad  mishap— 

But  luckily  I've  paid  few  parish  fees  since.) 
That  scarlet  doak,  alas  1  undosed  with  rigor. 
Presents  the  problem  of  a  double  figure. 

Lxn. 

A  reel  within  a  bottle  is  a  mystery. 
One  can't  tell  how  it  e'er  got  in  or  out. 

Therefore  the  present  piece  of  natural  history 
I  leave  to  those  who  are  fond  of  solving  doubt. 

And  merely  state,  though  not  for  the  consistoiy. 
Lord  Henry  was  a  justice,  and  that  Scout 

The  constable,  beneath  a  warrant's  banner. 

Had  bagg*d  this  poacher  upon  Nature's  manor. 

Lxm. 

Now  justices  of  peace  must  judge  aH  pieces 
Of 'mischief  of  all  kinds,  and  keep  the  game 

And  morals  of  the  country  ftom  caprices 
Of  those  who've  not  a  license  for  the  same ; 

And  of  all  things,  excepting  tithes  and  leases. 
Perhaps  these  sre  most  difiicult  to  tame : 

Preserving  partridges  and  petty  wenches 

'Are  pussies  to  the  most  precautious  bendieik 
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mv. 

Tke  pntcnt  ei^pfit  wfts  ntnmAj  pde, 
P^  M  if  painted  so ;  her  eheek  being  led 

By  nature,  as  in  higher  damet  lees  hale 
Tie  ivhtte,  at  least  when  they  jnet  rife  fnm  bed. 

Fterhape  ahe  was  ashamed  of  seeming  firailf 
Poor  soul !  for  she  was  oonntry  bttm  and  bred, 

And  knew  no  better  in  her  immorality 

Than  to  wax  white—for  blnshes  are  for  quality. 

LXV. 
Her  blaek,  bright,  downcast,  yet  espi^le  eye, 

Had  gathered  a  large  tear  into  its  corner, 
Whidi  the  poor  thing  at  times  eesay'd  to  dry, 

For  she  was  not  a  sentimental  monzner 
Parading  all  her  sensibility, 

Nor  insolent  enough  to  scorn  the  soomer, 
But  stood  in  trembling,  patient  tribulation. 
To  be  oall'd  19  for  her  examination. 

LXVI. 
Of  oonrse  liiete  groups  were  scatter'd 

Not  nigh  the  gay  saloon  of  ladies  gent. 
The  lawyers  in  the  stady ;  and  in  air 

The  inise  pig,  plonghmaa,  poadhcn ;  the  men  tent 
Vrom  town,  vis.  architect  and  dealer,  were 

Both  busy  (as  a  general  in  his  tent 
Writing  deepatcheo)  in  their  several  stotions, 
Bxnltfag  In  their  briUiaat  Inei^nntioBS. 

LXTII. 
Bat  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  grsat  hsU, 

While  Scont,  the  parish  guardian  of  the  Ihdl, 
Diseuss'd  (he  hated  beer  yclept  the  •*  small ") 

A  mighty  mug  of  moral  doable  ale. 
She  wahed  until  justice  could  recall 

Its  kind  attentions  to  thefa-  proper  pale, 
To  name  a  thing  in  nomenclature  rather 
Peq^eKlng  far  most  Tirgin»*-a  child's  fstiier. 

LXVIII. 
Ton  see  here  was  enough  of  occupation 

For  the  Ziord  Henry,  link'd  with  dogs  and  horses, 
There  was  much  bustle  too  and  preperation 

Below  stairs  on  the  score  of  second  courses, 
Becaose,  as  suits  their  rank  and  situation, 

Those  who  in  counties  hare  great  land  resources, 
Hare  '*  public  days  "  when  all  men  may  carouse, 
Thoogh  not  exactly  what's  call'd  «  open  house."-*- 

LXIX. 
Bat  once  a  week  or  fortnight,  imiUTited, 

(Thus  we  translate  a  genarai  invitaHan,) 
All  country  gentieman,  esquired  or  knighted, 

May  drop  in  without  cards,  and  take  their  station 
At  the  fttU  board,  and  sit  alike  delighted 

With  fashionable  wines  and  couTersation, 
And,  as  the  isthmus  of  the  grand  connexion, 
Talk  o'er  themselves,  the  past  and  next  election. 

LXX. 
Loid  Heniy  was  a  great  electioneerer, 

Bairowing  for  boroughs  like  a  rat  or  FAbbit, 
Bat  county  contests  cost  him  rather  dearer,       [bit 

Because  the  neighboring  Scotch  Barl  of  Oiftgab- 
Had  English  influence  in  the  self-same  sphere  here ; 

His  son,  the  Honorable  Dick  Dlce-drabbit, 
Was  member  for  **  the  other  interest,"  (meaning 
ThAsame  self-interest,  with  a  different  leaning.) 


LXXI. 

snfDseinhisessrtL 
He  was  all  things  to  aU  oien,  sad  dispeniit 
To  some  civility,  to  others  bounly^ 

And  promises  to  all    which  bet  conoMnoed 
To  gather  to  a  somewhat  large  snount,  he 

Not  cajpulating  how  nrach  they  eoadensed; 
Bat,  what  with  keeping  some  and  breaking  othn, 
His  word  hod  the  same  value  as  another's. 

Lxxn. 

A  friend  to  freedom  and  fteeholdsrs   yet 
No  less  a  friend  to  government— he  hsU 

That  he  exaotiy  the  just  medium  hit 

Twixt  place  and  patriotism—albeit  eoaipdl'd, 

Saoh  was  his  sovereign's  pleasure,  (though  osfit, 
He  added  modestly,  when  rebds  rsil'd,) 

To  hold  some  sinecures  he  wish'd  aboUsh'd, 

Bat  that  with  them  all  law  would  be  demoIuhU 

Lxxm. 

Hewas  «free  to  eonfois,*' (whence  eemBsliiiiphiiNl 
Is't  Bnglish  i  No*-'tto  only  parliansntsiy) 

That  innovation's  spiiit  iioW'««days 
Had  made  more  progress  than  for  the  last  omtny. 

He  would  not  tread  a  footious  path  to  pnuie, 
Though  for  the  public  weal  disposed  to  Teatmi 

As  for  his  place,  he  could  but  say  this  of  it,    |>ighi 

That  the  fatigae  was  greater  than  the  pnjfit 

LXXIV. 
Heaven  And  his  fHends  knew  that  a  private  lili 

Had  ever  been  hia  sole  aad  whole  smbitien; 
But  conld  he  quit  his  king  in  times  of  stnft  C^^ 

Which  thieaten'd  the  whole  conntiy  with  pcdh 
When  demagogues  would  with  a  buteber'i  faufc 

Cut  through  and  through  (oh,  daamaUe  ineiMa!) 
The  Oordian  or  the  (Teosdian  knot,  i^essitria^ 
Have  tied  together  Cemaoae,  LQid%  and  Kia|a 

LXXV. 
Sooner  «  come  place  into  the  dvil  list,  ^ 

And  oham^on  him  to  theatmest"«-heiv«Uikiir 
Till  duly  disappointed  or  diswiss'd : 

Profit  he  omed  not  for,  let  other  reap  it; 
Bat  dumld  the  day  come  when  place  ceessdtsoiitt 

The  country  would  have  for  mors eanetsweepiti 
For  how  could  it  go  on  ?  Bxplain  who  ssnl 
He  gloried  in  the  name  of  r 


LXXVI. 
He  was  as  Independent— «y,  much  i 

Than  those  who  were  not  paid  for  independtto^ 
As  common  soldiers,  or  a  common— ehcre 

Have  in  their  several  arts  or  parts  ascendiBee 
O'er  the  irregulars  in  lust  or  gore 

Who  do  not  give  profossional  attendanee. 
Thus  on  the  mob  all  statesmen  are  as  esgcr 
To  prove  their  pride  as  footmen  to  a  beggtr. 

Lxxvn. 

AU  this  (save  the  last  stansa)  Heniy  ssid. 
And  thought.    I  say  no  more— I*ve  said  too  mB* 

For  all  of  us  have  either  heard  or  read 
Off— or  t^Nm  the  hustings— some  slight  mA 

Hints  from  the  independent  heart  or  heed 
Of  the  official  candidate.    IH  touch 

No  more  on  this— the  dinner-bell  hath  mogi 

And  grace  is  said:  the  grace  I  sAociAf  hsTei 


JUJM. 


m 


eold, 


Pb8 


ixsvm. 

Bnt  I*B  tM  kte^  wd  Awlm 

TwM  »  gBMt  buiq«it»  nieli  M  AlbiM  eld 
Was  wont  to  boMt-  ■  f  if  a  glatton's  tisy 

W««  MBMthiag  Tarjr  glorious  to  bahoUL 
Bvt  'twM  •  iMblio  f«Mt  nd  iniU»  dayr* 

Quite  ftill,  right  dnU,  gnwti  hot,  tad  didi« 
Gmt  plmtj,  ttoeh  foniudilj,  iidaU  ohon. 
And  OTfliy  body  oat  of  thois  ovm  i^Imko. 

LTXIX. 
The  tqvtm  fcafUariy  fonnal,  tad 

My  ktdt  tad  ladieo  proadly  condetcendiag 
The  Teiy  tamntt  tnusUng  how  to  hand 

Their  phitee— without  it  might  be  too 
From  their  high  plaoet  by  the  eideboard't 

Yet,  like  their  mteten,  fearM  of 
For  any  deviation  from  the  graeee 
Might  OQit  both  men  and  maetexa  too.^their^ 

LXXX. 
There  wwa  mhm  haaten  bold,  aad 

Whoee  hoaadi  ne'er  en'd,  aor  greyhooade  deiga'd 
Some  deadly  thotp  too,  Septeabrisen,  oeea  [to  lur^ 

BarUeat  to  rite,  and  Ittt  to  quit  the  eeareh 
Of  the  poor  ptrtridge  through  hie  stubble  sprsea. 

There  woe  some  massy  membecs  of  the  ehaieh, 
Takers  of  tjrthee,  aad  makers  of  good  matches, 
Aad  several  who  soag  fower  pealms  thaa  eatdma. 


JJLXXl. 
Thns  w«a  soaia  eoaatry  wags,  too^    aad,  alas  I 

SoBie  esilee  from  the  town,  who  had  beea  diivea 
To  gase,  instead  of  pavement,  upoa  grass, 

Jkad  rise  at  nine,  la  Hsu  of  loag  elevea. 
And  lo  \  upoa  that  day  it  caaie  to  pass, 

I  sate  aezt  tiiat  o'erwhelmiag  soa  of  hsavan. 
The  very  poweiftd  parson,  Peter  Pith, 
The  loudest  wit  I  e'er  was  deafea'd  with. 

Lxxxn. 

I  know  Urn  in  his  liveUer  Londoa  days, 
A  brilliant  dinnflr<4mt,  though  but  a  enrate; 

And  not  a  joke  he  cut  but  eam*d  its  praise, 
Until  preferment,  coming  at  a  sore  rate, 

(Ofa«  IVovidsaee !  how  woadrous  are  thy  ways  1 
Who  would  suppose  thy  gifts  sometimee  obdurate  ?) 

0«va  him,  to  ley  the  devil  who  looka  o'er  Tiincola, 

A  Ikt  fen  visange,  aad  nought  to  think  on. 

LXXXIII. 
His  jokes  were  sermons,  and  his  sermons  jokes  s 

But  both  were  thrown  away  among  the  fens ; 
For  wit  hath  no  great  friend  in  aguish  folks. 

No  longer  ready  ears  snd  short^hand  peas 
Imbibed  the  gay  bon«mot,  or  happy  hoaa : 

The  poor  prieet  vras  reduced  to  common  season 
Or  to  eoane  efforts  veiy  loud  and  loag. 
To  luunmer  a  hoaxee  laugh  from  the  tbick  throng. 

ULXXIY. 
There  w  adiftnace,  says  the  soag,  *<betwesa 

A  beggar  aad  a  queen,"  or  wtu  (of  late 
The  latter  worse  uMd  of  the  two  we've  sesn 

But  we'll  say  nothing  of  affairs  of  state)^ 
A  difference  "  'twist  a  bishop  and  a  dean," 

A  difference  between  ciockery-ware  and  plate» 
As  between  Bnglish  beef  and  Spartan  brothr^ 
Aad  yet  great  heroee  have  been  bred  by  both. 


LXXXY. 
But  of  an  nalM'B  diseMpaasiflai  a 

Upoa  ths  whels  is  gvtatsr  thaa  the  i 
Beheld  betweea  the  conatry  sad  ths  towa, 

Of  which  the  Utisr  merits  eveiT  pnteeaas 
From  those  who've  few  reeouroea  of  their  owa. 

And  only  thiak,  er  act,  or  fed  with  referaata 
To  eome  small  plui  of  iatsrest  or  ambitioa— 
Both  which  axe  limited  to  ao  coaditioa. 

LXXXVL 
But<'«asvatttl"    The  light  loves  kagidsh  o'er 

Long  banquets  aad  too  amay  gueets,  althoag^ 
A  slight  repast  makes  people  love  mush  amre, 

Bacchus  aad  Ceres  being,  as  we  kaow. 
Even  from  our  grammar  upwards,  frieada  of  yera 

With  vivifyiag  Y eaas,  who  doth  owe 
To  these  the  invention  of  champagne  and  traiBes 
Temperance  delights  her,  but  loag  (bstiag  vaMm. 

Lxxxvn. 

Dully  ptas'd  o'er  the  diaaer  of  the  day  s 
And  Juan  took  his  plait  he  knew  not  wktn^ 

Conibsed,  in  the  coaiiision,  tad  distrait; 
And  sittiag  ts  if  nail'd  upon  his  chtir  t 

Though  knives  and  forks  cUag'd  round  as  in  a  ia^ 
He  seem'd  unconscious  of  all  passing  there, 

Till  some  one,  with  a  groan,  express'd  a  Irish 

(Unheeded  twice)  to  have  a  fln  of  fish. 

LxxxynL 

On  which,  at  the  MM  aeking  of  the  haM, 
He  started}  and,  perceiving  sndlee  aromtd 

Broadening  to  grins,  h&  colozed  more  thaa  enetw 
Aad  hastily--4a  nothing  can  confound 

A  wise  man  more  than  laughter  from  a  duaas  i 
Inilicted  on  the  diih  a  deadly  wouad. 

And  with  such  hurry  that,  ere  he  could  eusb  U, 

He'd  paid  his  neighbor's  prayer  with  half  a 


LXZXIX. 
This  wus  ao  badaUstake,  as  it  ooeair'd. 

The  suppUoator  being  an  amateur; 
But  others,  who  were  left  with  scarce  a  third. 

Were  angiy    as  thsy  well  might,  to  be  siwe. 
They  wonder'd  how  a  young  man  so  absurd 

Lord  Henry  at  his  table  should  endure ; 
And  this,  and  his  not  knowing  how  muoh  oata 
Ha*  fallen  last  market,  cost  his  host  tbree  votes. 

XO. 

They  little  knew,  or  might  have  sympathiari. 
That  he  the  aight  before  had  seen  a  ghost ; 

A  prologue,  which  bat  slightly  harmonised 
\^th  the  substantial  company  engroes'd 

By  matter,  and  ao  much  materialised, 
That  one  scarce  knew  at  what  to  marvel  aaoat 

Of  two  things-^ow  (the  question  rather  old  U) 

Such  hodiss  could  have  souls,  or  souls  such  bodiaik 

XCL 
But  what  eoaAued  him  more  thaa  snilo  er  itva 

From  all  the  'squires  and  'sqoireesee  arooadt 
Who  wonder'd  at  the  abetraction  of  his  air* 

E^ecially  as  he  had  been  reaown'd 
For  some  vivacity  among  the  fair. 

Even  in  the  country  circle's  nsirow  boond-* 
(For  little  things  upon  my  lord's  estate 
Were  good  small-talk  for  others  atill  tew  gisal>* 
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xmL 

Wm,  that  he  oMght  ikvrwa't  9f  oa  hit, 
And  something  like  a  amile  upon  her  oheek. 

Now  this  he  really  rather  took  amiae : 
In  thoee  who  rarely  smile,  their  smile  bespeaks 

A  strong  ertemal  motiTe;  and  in  this 
Smile  of  Aurora's  there  was  nought  to  piqne» 

Or  hope,  or  Ioto,  with  any  of  the  wiles 

Which  some  pretend  to  traoe  in  Udiea'  smiles. 

xcni. 

Twae  a  men  qoiet  smile  of  contemplation, 
IndioatiTe  of  some  surprise  and  pity ; 

And  Joan  grew  carnation  with  Taxation, 
Whicn  was  not  rery  wise  and  still  less  witty, 

Biftoe  he  had  gain'd  at  least  her  obeerration, 
A  most  important  outwork  of  the  city— 

As  Juan  should  hare  known,  had  not  his  senses 

By  hMtnight'sghost  been  driren  from  their  defences. 

XCIV. 
Bat,  what  was  bad,  she  did  not  blnsh  in  torn. 

Nor  seem  embarrass*d— ^te  the  oontrary : 
Her  aspect  was,  as  usual,  still— not  stem — 

And  she  withdrew,  but  cast  not  down  her  eye, 
Tvt  grew  a  little  pale-^with  what?  concern? 

I  know  not ;  but  her  color  ne'er  was  high— 
Thongh  sometimes  faintly  flush'd— and  always  clear 
As  deep  seas  in  a  sonny  atmosphere. 

XOV. 
But  Adeline  was  oeeupied  by  fame 

This  day ;  and  watching,  witching,  condescending 
To  the  consumers  of  fish,  fo^,  and  game. 

And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  blending, 
As  all  must  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 

(Especially  as  the  sixth  year  is  ending) 
At  their  lord's,  son's,  and  similar  connexions' 
Sails  eonduot  through  the  rooks  of  re€leetions. 

XCVI. 
Though  this  was  most  expedient  on  the  whole. 

And  usual— Juan,  when  he  cast  a  glance 
On  Adeline,  while  playing  her  grand  role. 

Which  she  went  through  as  though  it  were  a  dance, 
(Betraying  only  now  and  then  her  soul 

By  a  look  scarce  perceptible  askance. 
Of  weariness  or  scorn,)  began  to  feel 
Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adeline  was  rsoi  ,•      * 

X(3VII. 
So  well  she  aoted  all  and  eyery  part 

By  tums-^with  that  TiTadous  Tersatility, 
Which  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart : 

They  err— 'tis  merely  what  is  call'd  mobility,* 
A  thing  of  temperament,  and  not  of  art, 

Though 'seeming  so,  from  its  supposed  facility: 
And  fslse— though  true ;  for  surely  they're  sincerest 

Who're  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nesxeet 

xcvin. 

This  mt kes  your  actors,  artists,  and  romancers. 
Heroes  sometimes,  though  seldom— sages  never. 

But  speakers,  bards,  diplomatists,  and  dancers, 
Little  that's  great,  but  much  of  what  is  cloTer ; 

Most  orators,  but  very  few  financiers. 
Though  all  Exchequer  ChanoeUors  endeavor, 

Of  late  years,  todispense  with  Cocker's  rigors, 

Aad  glow  qnite  figurative  with  their  figures. 


xcsx. 

The  poets  of  arfthsMt&e  are  thegr* 

Who,  thongh  they  prove  not  two  snd  twro  ts  bi 
Five,  as  they  would  do  in  a  modest  way, 

Have  plainly  made  it  out  that  four  are  thrse^ 
Judging  by  what  th^  take  and  what  thsy  p^f. 

The  sinking  Fund's  unfathomable  sea, 
That  most  nnliquidating  liquid,  leaves 
The  debt  unsnaky  yet  sinks  all  it  reosives. 

C. 

While  Adeline  dispensed  her  airs  snd  gnces, 
The  fSsir  Fita-Fulke  seem'd  very  much  at  esMt 

Though  too  well-bred  to  quiz  men  to  their  &cct, 
Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a  glance  could  mk 

The  ridicules  of  people  in  all  ] 
That  honey  of  your  fashionable  1 

And  store  it  up  for  mischievous  enjoyment; 

And  this  at  present  was  her  kind  employneat 

CI. 

However,  the  day  dosed,  as  days  must  dsse; 

The  evening  also  waned — and  coffee  csme. 
Each  carriage  was  announced,  and  ladies  roie, 

And  curtsying  off,  as  curtsies  country  dame, 
Retired:  with  most  unfashionable  bows. 

Their  docile  esquires  also  did  the  same. 
Delighted  with  the  dinner  and  their  host, 
But  ^th  the  Udy  Adeline  the  most 

cn. 

Some  praised  her  beanty;  othcnhergieatgiace; 

The  wsmth  of  her  politenes,  whose  sincerity 
Was  obvious  in  each  feature  of  her  face. 

Whose  traits  were  radiant  with  the  rays  of  voity. 
Yes :  ihe  was  truly  worthy  her  high  placo! 

No  one  oould  envy  her  deserved  prosperity: 
And  then  her  dress— what  beautiAil  simplicity 
Braperied  her  form  with  curious  felidty  I ' 

cm. 

Meanwhile  sweet  Adeline  deserved  their  pndsiB, 

By  an  impartial  indenmifloatlon 
For  all  her  past  exertions  and  soft  phrases, 

In  a  most  edifying  conversation. 
Which  tum'dupon  their  late  guests'  miens  sad  &eei, 

And  families,  even  to  the  last  relation; 
Their  hideous  wives,  their  horrid  selves  and  drMM, 
And  truculent  distortion  of  their  I 


CIV. 
True,  ihs  said  littlo— 'twas  the  rest  that  broke 

F<»th  into  universal  epigram : 
But  then  'twas  to  the  purpose  what  she  spoke : 

Like  Addison's  "  faint  praise  "  so  wont  to  dsn 
Her  own  but  served  to  set  off  every  joke, 

Ae  music  chimes  in  with  a  melodrama. 
How  sweet  the  task  to  shield  an  absent  friend! 
I  ask  but  this  of  mine,  to— notf  defend. 

CV. 

There  were  but  two  exeeptions  to  this  keen 
Skirmish  of  wits  o'er  the  deported;  one» 

Aurora,  with  her  pure  and  pladd  mien ; 
And  Juan  too,  in  general  behind  none 

In  gay  remsrk  on  what  he'd  heard  or  seen, 
Sate  silent  now,  his  usual  spirits  gone  * 

In  vain  he  heard  the  others  rail  or  rally. 

He  would  not  join  them  in  a  single  sa^y 


nim. 


7» 


011.» 

TSi  tnM  htt  ntw  Axaon.  look  u  \ 

Sho  ippTOfod  hit  tlleaoe ;  tho  p«rikapt  mlitook 
Itf  motiTo  for  that  eharitj  wo  owo 

Bat  loldom  pay  tho  abseiit,  nor  woaU  look 
Fvfhor;  H  might  or  it  might  not  bo  m  : 

Bat  Jain,  ntting  nlont  in  hii  nook, 
ObMnrfng  little  in  hio  roTerio* 
Yet  Mw  this  maeh  width  he  was  glad  to  tee. 

cvn. 

The  ghost  at  least  had  done  him  this  mach  good, 

In  making  him  as  sflent  u  a  ghost, 
If  in  tho  circumstanoes  which  ensued 

He  gain'd  esteem  where  it  was  worth  the  most 
And  eertainlj  Anrora  had  renew'd 

In  him  some  feelings  which  he  had  lately  lost 
Or  harden'd ;  feelings  which,  perhaps  ideal, 
Axe  00  ditine,  that  I  mnst  dean  them  real  >- 

cvm. 

The  lore  of  higher  things  and  betteuiays ; 

The  unbounded  hope,  and  hearenly  ignoranoe 
Of  what  is  cali'd  the  world,  and  the  world's  ways; 

The  moments  when  we  gather  from  a  glance 
More  joy  than  from  all  future  pride  or  praise, 

Which  kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne'er  entrance 
The  heart  in  an  existence  of  its  own. 
Of  which  another's  bosom  is  the  lona. 

CIX. 
Who  would  not  dgh  Ac  a<  tmm  KvOtptuur 

That  htUh  a  memory,  or  that  kad  a  heart  ? 
Alas  Asr  wUf  must  wane  like  that  of  Dian, 

Bay  fades  on  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart 
Anacreon  only  had  the  soul  to  tie  on 

XJnwithering  myrtle  round  the  unblnnted  dart 
Of  Eros ;  but,  though  thou  hast  play'dus  many  tricks, 
Still  wo  respect  thee,  "  Alma  Venus  Genetriz  I " 

ex. 

And  frill  of  sentiments,  sublime  as  billows 
HeaTing  between  thii  world  and  worlds  beyond, 

Don  Juan,  when  the  midnight  hour  of  pillows 
ArriTed,  retired  to  his ;  but  to  despond 

Bather  than  rest    Instead  of  poppies,  willows 
Waved  o'er  his  couch ;  he  meditated,  fond 

Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish  sleep. 

And  make  the  wordling  sneer,  the  youngling  weep. 

CXI. 
The  night  was  is  before :  he  was  undrest. 

Saving  his  night-gown,  which  is  an  undress : 
Completely  *<  sans  culotte,"  and  without  Test ; 

In  short,  he  hardly  could  be  clothed  with  less : 
But  apprehensive  of  Us  spectral  guest. 

He  sate  with  feelings  awkward  to  express, 
(By  those  who  have  not  had  such  visitations,) 
Expectant  of  the  ghost's  fresh  operations. 

cxn. 

And  not  in  vain  listenM ;— Hush  I  what's  that  ? 

I  see— I  see— Ah,  no !— 'tis  not— yet  'tis— 
Ye  powers !  it  is  the-^the— the— Pooh  I  the  oat ! 

Tho  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  paee  of  his  1 
So  like  a  spiritual  pit-a-pat. 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  amatoiy  Ifiss, 
GHiding  the  first  time  to  a  rendezvous. 
And  dreading  the  chaste  echoea  of  ha  dio* 
92 


cxm. 

Agtinr^whatSsH?    The  wind?   No,  no,— this  tima 

It  is  the  sable  IHar  as  before 
Wlti&  awfril  footsteps  regular  as  rhyme, 

Or  (as  rhymes  may  be  in  these  days)  much  more. 
Again  through  shadows  of  the  night  sublime. 

When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,  and  the  world  wore 
The  stairy  darkness  round  her  like  a  girdle 
Spangled  with  gems-^the  monk  made  his  blood 
eordle. 

CXIT. 
A  noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawn  on  glass,^ 

Which  sets  the  teeth  on  edge ;  and  a  slight  clatter. 
Like  showers  which  on  the  midnight  gusts  will  pass. 

Sounding  like  very  supernatural  water,— 
Came  over  Juan's  ear,  which  throbb'd,  alas ! 

For  immateriaUsm's  a  serious  matter : 
So  that  even  those  whose  faith  is  the  most  great 
In  soob  immortal,  shun  them  t6te-4-t£te. 

CXV. 

Were  his  eyes  open  N— Yes !  and  his  month  too. 

Surprise  has  this  effect— to  make  one  dumb. 
Yet  leave  the  gate  which  eloquence  slips  through 

As  wide  as  if  a  long  speech  were  to  come. 
Nigh  and  more  nigh  the  awfril  echoes  drew. 

Tremendous  to  a  mortal  tympanum : 
His  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  was  before 
Suted)  his  mouth.    What  open'd  next  ?— the  dooc; 

CXVI. 
It  open'd  with  a  most  infernal  creak. 

Like  that  of  helL    "  Lasdate  ogni  speransa, 
Vio  che  entrate ! "    The  hinge  seem'd  to  speak, 

DreadAil  as  Dante's  rima,  or  this  stanxa ; 
Oi^-but  all  words  upon  such  themes  are  weak : 

A  single  shade's  sufficient  to  entrance  a 
Hero — ^for  what  is  substance  to  a  spirit  i 
Or  how  b  't  tnatter  trembles  to  come  near  it } 

CXVIL 
Tho  door  flew  wide,  not  swiftly— but,  as  iSy 

The  sea-gulls,  with  a  steady,  sober  flight— 
And  then  swung  back ;  nor  close— but  stood  awry. 

Half  letting  in  long  shadows  on  the  light. 
Which  still  in  Juan's  candlesticks  bum'd  high, 

For  he  had  two,  both  tolerably  bright,— 
And  in  the  door-way,  darkening  darkness,  stood 
The  sable  friar  in  his  solemn  hood. 

cxthl 

Don  Juan  shook,  as  erst  he  had  been  shaken 
The  night  before ;  but,  being  sick  of  shaking. 

He  first  inclined  to  think  he  had  been  mistaken. 
And  then  to  be  ashamed  of  such  mistaking ; 

His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awaken 
Within  him,  and  to  queU  his  corporeal  quaking— 

Hinting,  that  soul  and  body  on  the  iriiole 

Were  odds  against  a  disembodied  soul. 

CXIX. 

And  then  his  dread  grew  wrath,  and  his  wrath  fierce ; 

And  he  arose— advanced— the  shade  retreated; 
But  Juan,  eager  now  the  truth  to  pierce, 

FoUow'd ;  his  veins  no  longer  cold,  but  heated, 
Kesolved  to  thrust  the  mystery  cart  and  tieroe, 

At  whatsoever  risk  of  being  defeated : 
The  ghost  stopp'd,  menaced,  then  retired,  until 
'  He  leach'd  the  andent  waU,  then  stood  stone  stfIL 
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cxx. 

Jwi  9«t  forth  OM  ann— Etenwl  powen  I 

It  touch*d  nor  bouI,  nor  body,  but  tb^  walU 
On  which  the  moonbeams  fell  in  silreiy  thowen, 

Cheoker'd  with  all  the  tracery  of  the  hall ; 
He  ahndder'd  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 

When  he  can't  tell  what  'tis  that  doth  appaL 
How  odd,  a  single  hobgoblin's  nonentity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  than  a  whole  hosfi 

identity.*        

CXXI. 
But  ttfll  the  shade  remain'd :  the  blue  eyea  gktredi 

And  rather  yariably  for  stony  death ; 
Yet  one  thing  rather  good  the  grave  had  spaiced» 

The  ghost  had  a  remarkably  sweet.breatli : 
A  straggling  ourl  showed  he  had  been  fur-hair'd; 

A  red  lip,  with  two  rows  of  pearls  beneath, 
Oleam'd  forth,  as  through  the  casement's  ivy  shroud 
The  moon  peep'd,  just  escaped  from  a  gray  cloud. 


(BOIL 
And  Jwn,  fumlii,  bu*  atiU  i 

Hto  dher  aim  lofftik->  Wonder  upon  i 
It  press'd  upon  a  hard  but  glowiag  bust, 

Which  beat  ac  if  thero  was  a  warn  heart  undM 
He  found,  ac  people  on  most  triala  must, 

That  he  had  flMde  at  ibst  a  cUly  UandB, 
And  that  in  his  confusion  he  h«i  oanght 
Only  thA  vfuUt  iaslcftd  «r  whAt  he  aou^ 

The  ghost,  if  ghost  H  were,  aoem'dasweetMd 
As  ever  lurk'd  beneath  a  holy  hood : 

A  dimpled  chin,  a  neok  of  ivory,  ctolc 
Forth  into  somethiug  much  like  tssh  aad  IM 

Back  feU  the  sable  frock  and  dreary  coiffl» 
And  they  rcveal'd— alaa !  that  e'er  they  4Mdl 

In  1^1,  voluptuous,  but  not  o'erigrowa  bidk. 

The  phanton  of  ha  froUe  Qnofr--Flt»^Nka  I 


NOTES  TO  DON  JUAN. 


CANTO  L 

1. 
Brm)0  mm  wen  living  h^fitn  Aiftmimmm^ 

oVixamfcitMurttJigamaniBoai,''  tfc— IftwMfc 

2. 

Save  tMne  **  ineompanMe  otl,"  Macaeear  ! 
Stansa  zvU. 
**  Description  dee  vertm  ineomparahUe  dc  I'huile 
de  Macaasar."— •See  the  advertisement. 


AUhough  Longimu  teOt  u$  there  ie  no  hymn 
Where  the  eubUme  toare  forth  on  winge  more  amoie. 

See  Longlnus.  Section  10,  Fva  fi4  I*  n  r^I  oiMiv 
raBot  aiyifrai,  wmAr  M  9#v«^« 

4. 

J%€jf  otUsi  add  them  all  in  an  amendiat, 

Stania  zliv* 
Fact.    There  is,  or  was,  such  an  edition,  with  all 
the  obnoxious  eoigrams  of  Martial  placed  by  them- 
selves at  the  enoi. 

0. 
The  hard  I  emote  from  doee  not  ting  amiet. 
Stasis  UxzviiL 
Campbell's  Gertrude  of  Wyoming;  (I  think)  the 
opening  of  Canto  II.,  but  quote  from  memory. 

6. 
U  it  for  this  that  General  Count  O'RoiUv, 
Who  took  Alffiert,  declaree  Tused  him  vilelvf 

Stansa  cxiviH. 
Donna  Julia  here  made  a  mistake.  Count 
O'Beilly  did  not  take  Algiero— but  Alffierc  very 
nearly  took  him;  he  and  his  army  and  fleet  re- 
treated with  j(reat  loss,  and  not  much  oiedit.  tnm 
bei<Nre  that  city,  in  the  year  17—. 


Mjf  doffe  ef  looe  om  ovsr,  mo  no  mre. 

StanntenL 


Ifae  fjnrin  M*  «wrn  tiAi 


CANTO  IIL 


For  none  likee  more  to  hear  MmeOf  coeome 

StBBsaxh 


lo  DM  oMde  phi  d  nao,  eh*  •  IHonmf 
Ma  Bd  eippoaak  0  iMO^  o  T«os>  ■*">*  t 
B  «iido  atouM  valla  MM  Ml  bvDB, 


B  mollB  pin  M  l>  aipn  eha  il  maagono ; 


B  cndo  «•  da  ■*«  eU  gl  Mk. 

Ftnx;i,  Mgrfiwit  Btti^m^ 
Ckoto  zHiU  eiaaia  a 


Tftcrf  e^erbfpreeione  mcta/  tMf  Atftf  ^ 

Staaabii- 
This  dress  is  Moorish,  and  the  bracelets  tftdbtf 
m  worn  in  the  manner  desoibed.  The  re^.*^ 
peroeive  hereafter,  that,  as  tiie  mother^  Wig 
was  of  Fef ,  her  daughter  wore  the  g«*  oi  * 
country. 

A  WiepMbm',  above  her  inetepnff^^ 

The  bar  of  gold  above  the  tastep  i^  "W*^ 
sovereign  rank  in  the  women  of  the  f«»*>","l^ 
Deys,i^diawoniaasttahb(ythaur  ««»*•  w^*^ 


to  MM  /VAN. 


Vti 


Thif  it  fto  •zaggentioii ;  thera  were  four  mmm 
w^om  I  lememberfo  hare  seen,  who  poMOMod  their 
hair  in  tUi  profVision ;  of  these,  three  were  SngUeh, 
the  other  was  a  Lerantiae.  Their  hair  was  of  that 
ItBffth  and  ovaatitj  that»  when  let  down,  it  afanost 
enmoly  shaood  the  person,  so  as  nearly  to  render 
drees  a  saperflnitj.  Of  these,  only  one  had  dark 
hair;  the  Oriental's  had,  perhaps,  the  lightest 
•okr  of  the  ftnur. 

S. 
OA  ffSQMrw/  lAo»  Mn^  attpood ihiitfft. 
StansaeriL 
'Manpt,  wnnm  fifiitf^ 

Pipits  MMV,  #ipc(f  «<|«t 

Bspttt  ftartfii  netde. 


Mtk$HtlwkiehW0ktitktwUkandmtiC$tA§k$mi, 
^  StansaoviiL 

Ld  d  *' kn  dMo  a' dotal  airid  aSdK 

B  At  to  HBOVe  pnMllB  d*  MBMN 


DANTE'S  r 


This  last  Una  is  the  first  of  Graj'a  Elegy,  taken 
9$  him  without  acknowledgment. 

7. 
flHn#  Aondii  immmi  ttnu^d  ^ow$n  tyoii  Ait  ftiMft* 

Staanoiz. 
flee  Sutoofais  for  this  fiwt. 


CANTO   IV. 


'tNMSMiofyOfV. 

fltanniii. 


flee  Herodotus. 

2. 
A  vtm  had  hurH, 

^tansaHz. 
This  is  no  Tory  uncommon  effect  of  the  nolence 
of  conilicling  and  different  passions.  The  Doge 
Francis  Fosearit  en  his  deposition,  in  1457,  hearing 
the  beB  ef  flt.  Mark  announce  the  election  of  his 
sneoassor,  *'niourdt  subitement  d'une  hteiorrhagie 
causee  par  une  Teine  qui  s'telata  dans  sa  poitrine,*' 
(see  Sismondi  and  Daru,  vols.  L  snd  iL)  at  the  age 
of  eiidity  years,  when  **who  would  nave  thought 
the  OM  man  had  io  much  blood  in  him  f*  Before  I 
was  sixteen  years  of  age,  I  was  witness  to  a  melan- 
eholy  instance  of  the  same  efibct  of  mixed  passions 
upon  a  young  person ;  who,  howerer,  did  not  die  in 
oonsequencJTat  that  time,  but  fell  a  Tictim  some 
'a  seisure  of 


years  afteiwards 
azising  from  ci 
•gitattsn  of  mind. 


intimately 


kind, 
connected  with 


But  eold  by  the  impreeario  at  no  high  rate, 
fltanaaUiou 
This  is  a  fkct  A  few  years  ago,  a  man  engaged 
a  cooipetiy  for  some  foraign  tlkeatre;  embarKed 
them  at  an  Italian  port,  and,  conying  them  to 
Algiecs,  sold  them  all.  One  of  the  women,  returned 
from  her  caftMty,  I  hsaid  sfa|g,  by  astnnge  Mind* 
dsttoe,  iaBoasini^s  opera  of  ^O/ItaUana  in  Algitti," 
at  Venice,  in  the  begiMing  of  1317. 


Prom  mU  ike  Pefew^Jkeeyeaeigt  Hwo^ddpentett^ 
Te  Jlmd  three  peffietpipee  of  ihe^:di^e£r 

StansalzzzrL 
It  is  strange  that  it  ahould  be  the  pope  and  the 

sultan  who  are  the  chief  encouragers  of  this  branch 

of  trade— women  being  prohibited  as  singers  at  St. 

Peter's,  and  not  deemed  trustworthy  as  guarffiani 

of  the  haram. 

WhUe  weedi  and  ordure  rankle  round  the  baee. 

fltansadii 

Tho  pillar  which  reeoids  the  baEtde  of  Bayenna, 

is  about  two  miles  from  the  dty.  on  the  opposite 

sUb  of  the  river  to  the  road  towards  ForlL    Gaston 

de  Foiz,  who  gained  the  battle,  was  killed  in  it| 

tiiore  Ua  on  both  sides  twonty  thousand  men.   Tlis 

saentetale  of  the  pillar  and  ita  aito  is  dsseribel 

the  test. 


CANTO  V. 

1. 

fltsMaiiL  ^ 
This  expression  of  Homer  has  been  mueh  eriti* 
eised.  It  nardly  answers  to  our  Atlantie  ideas  of 
the  oeesn,  but  is  suiBdently  applicable  to  the  Hel- 
lespont, and  the  Bosphorus,  with  the  JBgoen.  inter* 
sected  with  islands. 

S. 
"  J%e  Qianfe  Oram.*' 

BtlHlS  T. 

"The  Giant's  GraTe"  is  a  height  on  the  Asiatii 
shore  of  the  Bosphorus,  much  l^uented  \j.  holiday 
partiea ;  like  Harrow  and  Highgate. 


And  running  out  ae/aetae  I  wae  able. 

StansazxziiL 
The  assassination  alluded  to  took  place  on  tha 
eighth  of  ]>ecember,  1820,  in  the  streets  of  B«?eMia« 
not  a  hundred  paces  from  the  residenoo  of  tho 
The  droomstances  were  as  described. 


Prepared  for  e^pper  witk  a  glaee  t 


4. 
KUtdhp  Jive  huUete  from  an  old  gut^-harreL 
StansaxzxiT 
There  was  found  eloee  1 
sawn  half  off:  ithadjustl 
stlUi 


liiL 

In  Turkey,  nothing  is  more  common,  than  tat 
the  Mussulmans  to  take  soTeral  glasses  of  strong 
spirits  by  way  of  appetiser.  I  have  seen  them  take 
as  many  as  nx  of  raki  before  dinner,  and  swear  that 
they  dined  Uie  better  for  it ;  I  tried  the  experiment, 
but  was  like  the  Scotchman,  who  having  heard  that 
the  birds  called  kittiowiaks  were  admirable  whets, 
ate  aiz  of  them,  and  oomphrinsd  that  "  he  woe  m 
kungrier  than  when  he  b^gan," 

ft. 
e^fiUnHd  but  eUentt  emve  in  one,  v^Asrv  drooping t  ' 

A  marble  fountain  eehoee,  fltanai  It. 

A  common  femitore.— I  recollect  being  reedtM 
by  AH  Pacha,  in  a  room  containing  a  marble  basia 
and  fountain,  &c,  ftc,  &o. 

7. 
The  gate  90  iplendid  was  in  all  ite  featuree, 
Stansa  Ixxxrii. 
Featuree  of  agate   a  ministerial  motayhor ;  "tht 


m 

f^atmne  upon  which  thii  <inettSoii  kfnam,' 
'Fudge  FanQy,"  or  hear  CtttlsreagL 


BTBCQSPt  WOMMM* 


thai 


Though  fm  more  thorough-bred  w  fairer  fngen, 

Stansacri. 

There  is  perhaps  nothing  more  distinetiye  of  birth 
than  the  himd :  it  is  almost  the  only  sign  of  blood 
which  aristocracy  can  generate. 


SsM  So^ymofit  ths  glory  of  their  Uns» 

Stansa  oxlyii. 

It  may  not  be  unworthy  of  remark,  that  Bacon,  in 
his  essay  on  "Empire/*  hints  that  SolymaH  was 
the  last  of  his  line ;  on  what  authority,  I  Know  not 
These  are  his  words :  "  The  destruction  of  Mustapha 
was  so  fktal  to  Solyman's  line,  as  the  succession  of 
the  Turks  from  Bolyman,  until  this  day,  is  sus- 
peeted  to  be  untrue,  and  of  stranae  blood;  for  that 
Bolymus  the  Second  was  thought  to  be  supposi- 
tions." But  Bacon,  in  his  historical  authorities,  is 
often  inaccurate.  loould  oiTehalf  adoseainetanoes 
from  his  apophthegms  only. 

Being  in  tne  humor  of  criticism.  I  shall  proveeu, 
after  having  Tcntored  upon  the  slips  of  Bacon,  to 
touch  on  one  or  two  as  trifling  in  the  edition  of  the 
British  Poets,  by  the  justly  celebrated  CampbelU— 
But  I  do  this  in  good  will,  and  trust  it  will  be  so 
taken.— If  any  thing  could  add  to  my  opinion  of 
the  talents  and  true  feeling  of  that  gentleman,  It 
would  be  his  classical,  honest,  and  triumphant 
defence  of  Pope,  against  the  vulgar  cant  of  the  day, 
and  its  existing  Grub  street. 

The  inadTertencies  to  which  I  allude,  are, — 

Firstly,  in  speaking  of  Antteg,  whom  he  accuses 
of  haying  taken  **  nis  leading  characters  from 
Smollett.  Anstey's  Bath  Guide  was  published  in 
1766.  Smollett's  Humphry  Clinker  (the  only  work 
of  Smollett's  from  which  Tabitha,  &o.,  &c.,  could 
haye  been  taken)  was  written  during  Smottett^M  laet 
reeidenee  at  Leghorn,  in  1770.— " -^lyo/,"  if  there 
has  been  any  borrowing,  Anstey  must  be  the 
Mreditor,  and  not  the  debtor.  I  refer  Mr.  Campbell 
to  his  own  data  in  his  liyes  of  Smollett  and  Aniteg. 

Secondly,  Mr.  Campbell  says,  in  the  life  of  Cow* 
per,  (note  to  page  368,  yol.  7,)  that  '*  he  knows  not 
to  whom  Cowper  alludes  in  Uiese  lines :  *' 

*' N«r  Iw  who,  fcr  llM  iMiM  of  fboonadi  bom, 
Bdh  OmI  a  dkiirdk,  and  koghM  fab  HUM  to  Mocii.** 

The  Calyanbt  meant  Yoltaire,  and  the  church  of 
Femey.  with  its  inscription,  **  Deo  erezit  Voltaire." 

Thirdly,  in  the  life  of  Bums,  Mr.  C.  quotes 
Bhaktpeare  thus,— 

"  V»  gU  nSiNd  gvM,  to  pOM  *«  rMt, 
Or  odrf /mk  pnfyim  to  tba  vMak" 

This  yersion  by  no  means  improyes  the  original, 
which  is  as  follows : 

«' Tto  gU  nflaed  fold,  10  Flint  tlM  %, 
n  thromafrjiam  on  dM  liokft,'*  *&  " 

A  great  poet,  quoting  another,  should  be  correct; 
1m  should  also  be  accurate  when  he  accuses  a  Par- 
nassian brother  of  that  dangerous  charge  "  borrow- 
ing : "  a  poet  had  better  borrow  any  thing  (excepting 
money)  than  the  thoughts  of  another—they  are 
always  tore  to  bo  reclaimed;  but  it  isyerynard, 
haying  been  the  lender^  to  bo  denounced  as  the 
debtor,  as  is  the  case  of  Anstey  yersus  Smollett 

Aa  there  is  "  honor  among  thieyes,"  let  there  be 
some  among  poets,  and  giye  each  his  due, — ^none  can 
afford  to  giye  it  more  than  Mr.  Campbell  himself, 
who,  with  a  high  reputation  for  originality,  and  a 
fame  which  cannot  be  shaken,  is  the  only  poet  of 
the  times  (except  Boffers)  who  eaa*be  reproaehed 
(and  in  A»m  it  ii  indeea  a  reproach)  witn  haying 
Written  too  Mttfa. 


CANTO  VI. 


A  **wood  ob$eur€,"  like  that  wAsrs  lkmt$fimd. 

BtmrnJaaa 

•«  Nd  UMBO  dol  «Hwm*  d  mtm  Tlh 


CANTO  vn. 

Fact :  Souyaroff  did  this  in  person. 


CANTO  vra. 


AUtoundeUpiarceth,  ** Allah!  AUahl  fl«/" 

Stansa  tiiL 

"Allah!  Hu!"  is  properly  the  war-cry  of  fh 
Mussulmans,  and  they  dwell  long  on  the  last  lyUs' 
ble,  which  giyes  it  a  very  wild  and  peculiar  effect 


2. 


tenia  iz. 


"  CamagB    (to  Wordetoorth   tells   you) 
daughter"  8t 

In  watUiif  out  •  puio  IbImI, 
b  raui  uny'd  tat  bmUmI  riaqglitar  j 
roa,  Oraoiv  i«  Ay  dOHfhUr  / '* 

WORDOWOBTBI 3 

To  wit,  the  Deity's.  This  is  perh^»  as  pnttj  t 
pedigree  for  murder  as  oyer  was  found  out  by  Guter^ 
King-at-aims.— What  would  have  been  said,  m 
any  free-spoken  people  discoyered  such  a  lineage? 

3. 
Woe  printed  Groye,  although  hie  name  leoi  Qrm. 

StsnsaxTiu. 


A  tact:  see  the  Waterloo  Oasettes.  1 1 
remarking  at  the  time  to  a  friend :— "  Thm  a 
fame  I  a  man  is  killed— his  name  is  Grose,  asd 
they  print  it  Groye."  I  was  at  college  with  the 
deceased,  who  was  a  yery  amiable  and  clerer  mUf 
and  his  society  in  great  request  for  his  wit,  gajetjr, 
and  '*  chansons  i  boire." 

4. 

AMOwgothernotiontaaidnoimtional  ,,, 

Stansa  xzuL 

See  Mi^or  Valiancy  and  Sir  Lawrence  Parsoni. 

6.  ^ 

'Tiepity  **  that  eueh  meamnge  thouldpaee ML 

Stansaixr. 
The  Portugese  proyerb  says  that  *'  Hell  is  ?»»•* 
with  good  intentions." 

6. 
By  thy  humane  dieeovery,  Friar  Baam!  ^ 
Stanxazxnu* 
Gunpowder  is  said  to  haye  been  disoovcrod  I9 
this  friar. 

7, 

Wkieh  aoaredy  rose  much  higher  than  grass  bkif> 

Stansailm- 
They  were  but  two  feet  high  aboye  the  lereL 

That  you  and  I  wiU  win  Saint  Ueoryt^'^^ 
The  Russian  miUtazy  oriNr. 


ra^N. 


Mt 


l«cnud!  utehMiBM mingled!)  '*ImaiP$mtnf 

Stuisft  ^^»»<t^ 
In  the  oiiginal  Bataiuir- 

«itenib8i«ldi«»i«ml 

A  kind  afc9i^ttet;  fir  A«  100*  mpod. 


CANTO   IX. 


Sumamfy  wotUd rise  and  thmder  *•  Nay!'* 

SUnni* 
Qaery,  ^(^  ?— Pkzntkk*8  Dsyil. 


And  undthsterUiiulbeforB  four  pate, 
A  ^iee  or  two  fiom  f<mr  humrioui  mmd$. 

StBIlWTL 

•<  I  at  this  time  got  a  pott,  being  for  fatigue,  with 
four  otlien.— We  were  sent  to  break  biBcnit.  and 
make  a  mess  for  Lord  Wellington's  hoondi.  I  waa 
Tory  hungry,  and  thought  it  a  good  job  at  the  time, 
aa  we  cot  our  own  fill  while  we  oroke  the  biaenit,— a 
thing  I  had  not  jrot  for  some  days.  When  tiins 
engaged,  the  Promgal  Son  was  neyer  onoe  oat  of 
my  mind ;  and  I  sighed,  as  I  fed  the  don,  over  my 
humble  situation  and  my  mined  hopea?'-«JoMnMi/ 
o/aSoldiorof  tAoTUtHegt,  daring  the  war  in  "^    ' 


Balgouin^s  Brife  black  wall. 

StansazTUL 

The  brig  of  Don,  near  the  "anld  toon"  of  Abv 
deen,  with  Its  one  areh  and  Ita  black  deep  salmon 
stream  below,  is  In  my  memory  as  yasterday.  I 
still  temamber,  though  perhaps  I  may  misquote^ 
the  awful  proverb  which  made  me  pause  to  cross  h» 
and  yet  lean  over  it  with  a  childiJh  delight,  being 
an  only  son,  at  least  by  the  mother's  nde.  Tha 
saying,  aa  recollected  b^  me,  was  this— but  I  hava 

»ver  heard  or  seen  it  smce  I  was  nine  yean  of  age: 


••  Brir  «f  Bhlrx'^  UM»*t  TOW  «■• ; 

wr  ft  wia^  M  ««i  Md  •  MM^  «/idi, 

OvWBJvAtllit'l" 

I. 

Ok,  fir  a  forty-parson  power  to  ehant 
Thy  praisot  hypocrity  !  Stansa  zxzit. 

A  metaphor  taken  from  the  "  forty-hone  power" 
of  a  steam-engine.  That  mad  wag,  the  Bevarend 
SidnoT  Sooith,  sitting  by  a  brother-clergyman  at  din* 
ner,  obasrred  afterwarw  that  hia  dull  neighbor  had 
"of  oonYersation. 


ho  oovld  no  more  diyeet  hie  dinner. 
Stansa  zzziiL 

He  waa  killed  in  a  eonapiiaey,  after  hia  temper 
had  been  exasperated,  by  hia  extreme  eostiTitT,  to 
a  degree  of  Issaaity. 

AndhadjutthariedthefiirfieedLantkoi, 
Stansa  xlTii 


Catherine.— See 


<  grande  pas 
her  liTca, 


under  the  hesd   of 


JImI  IroUmffe  Landomderrjfe  Maroueee 
Hie  parte  of  epoeeh.  Stansa  xliz. 

This  was  written  long  before  the  suicide  of  that 
penon. 

Towr  **firtme"  woe  in  a  fidr  way  •«  to  ewett 

A  man,    ae  GHee  eaye,  Stansa  Ixiii. 

'*  Hia  fortune  swells  1dm,  it  Is  rank,  he's  married.' 

—Sir  Giles  Oreneach ;  HaMiXttBa.— See  "A  New 

Way  to  Pay  Old  VeU^* 


CANTO  X. 

1. 

Woidd  manelyjoin  again  the  **  refirmadoee.** 

*«  Reformers/*  or  rather  '*  Beformed."  The  Bar- 
OTi  Diadwaijlna,  in  Wayarly,  is  authority  for  the 
word. 

2. 
The  endUee  eoot  beetowe  a  tint /or  deqxr 
Thaneanbehidbyalterinyhuehirt. 

Stannzf. 


Quory,  tuttf— P&niTgB*a  Deyil. 


To  etrip  the  Sajfone  tf  their  hydes  Kke  tannere. 
Stansa  xxxvi. 
«  Hyde."— I  believe  a  hvde  of  land  to  be  a  legiti- 
mate word,  and  as  sudi  subject  to  the  tax  of  a  quib 
ble. 

6. 
Waeyioen  to  herfiwrite,  and  now  bore  his. 
Stansa  xliz. 

The  Empress  went  to  the  Crimea,  aeoompaniad 
by  the  Emperor  Joseph,  in  the  year— I  forget  which. 

7. 
Which  aave  her  dttket  theyraeete$enameof**BironJ* 

Stansa  IviiL 

In  the  Empress  Anne's  time,  Biren  her  favorite 
assumed  the  name  and  arms  ot  the  *'  Birons  **  of 
Fkanoe,  which  families  are  vet  extant  with  that  of 
England.  There  are  still  the  daughters  of  Cou^ 
Isnd  of  that  name;  one  of  them  I  remember  aeeing 
in  Engiaad  in  the  blessed  year  of  the  Alliea— iha 
Dueheaa  of  S.— to  whom  the  Engliah  IXiehesa  of 
Somerset  preeented  me  as  a  nameaake. 

8. 
Bleoen  thoueand  maidenheade  of  bono 
7%e  yreateet  number  Jleeh  ha^  ever  known. 

Stansa  hdL 

St.  Ursula  and  her  eleven  thousand  virgins  wen 
still  extant  in  1816,  and  may  be  so  yet  aa  much  as 
rver. 

9. 
Who  buteher*dhaff  the  earthy  and  buiUedf  other. 

Stansa  IxxxL 
India.    America. 


CANTO  XI. 

1. 
Who  on  a  kirk,  with  bhek-eyed  Sat  f  hie  hhwiny) 
So  prime,  to  swell,  eo  nutty,  and  eo  knowingt 

Stansa  sis; 
The  advance  of  soienoe  and  of  language  has  ren« 
dered  it  unneeessary  to  traaalate  the  Move  good 
and  true  Enffliah,  spoken  in  its  original  puri^  by 
the  select  noulity  and  their  patrons.  The  following 
is  a  stansa  of  a  song  which  waa  very  popular,  at 
least  in  my  esrly  days :— 


m 


WnOSn  WGMMM* 


'0«  iwli^fc  inly  wBkt  Huk  Jw  — i» 

M  ilillB  or  Mdi  plowi  old  aeoill 
ir  yea  at  tbo  ipoiliM  ooat  burth, 
ToqH  bo  boUlMl  in  aMkfaff  a  CSooL 

•'ThottToorHowInf  ««  vox  goDDwi  hot(gli9, 
Whon  Ao  boon  of  ]roar  tealy  flrirtake, 
■Mm  ooirir  Mn  a^  far  liM  tetj, 
TIM  ter  lock  ny  bo  n««lv  wolftal.*' 


If  there  be  any  Kem'man  so  ignorant  as  to  require 
ft  traduction,  I  refer  him  to  my  old  friend  and  cor- 
poreal pastor  and  master,  John  Jackson*  Esq.,  Pro- 
fessor of  Pugilism ;  who  I  trust  stUl  retams  the 
strength  ana  symmetry  of  his  model  of  a  form, 
togetner  with  his  (^ood  humor,  and  aithletio  as  well 
as  mental  aooomplishments. 

2. 
St,  Ja$ns$'$ PalacB and »,  JametU  " Helk*' 
Stansa  jcxiz. 

"Hells,*'  gaming-houses.  What  their  number 
may  now  be  m  this  life,  I  know  not.  Before  I  was 
ef  age,  I  knew  them  pretty  accurately,  both  **  gold  " 
and  ^  sihrer."  I  was  once  nearly  called  cot  br  an 
•oquidntanee,  because  when  he  asked  me  where 
I  thought  his  soul  would  be  ftmnd  heraafler,  I 
answered,  <*  In  SilTer  HelL" 

8. 

amd  thertfort  wen  I  won't  amend 
JUt  M^/eee  9iio<».  Stansa  xUlL 

« Aaent,"  was  a  Scoteh  phrase,  meaning  "eo 
eeminff,"— "  with  regard  to."    It  has  been  made 
English  by  the  Scotch  Norels ;  and,  as  the  French- 
man said—*'  If  it  6i  no<,  mighi  to  be  EngUah." 

4. 

The miXmn  tehofitmith  "drapery  miMet." 
Stansaxliz. 
''Drapery  misses"— This  term  is  probably  any 
thing  now  but  a  mvtterff.  It  was,  howerer,  almost 
so  to  me  when  I  first  returned  from  the  East  in 
1811-1812.  It  means  a  pretty,  a  high-bom,  a  fash- 
ionable young  female,  well  instructed  by  her  friends^ 
and  frimished  by  her  milliner  with  a  wardrobe  upon 
eredit,  to  be  repaid,  when  married,  by  the  kutband. 
The  riddle  was  fint  read  to  me  by  a  young  and 
pretty  heiress,  on  my  praising  the  *<  drapery  "  of  an 
•<  wntoehered  "  but  «<  pretty  virginities  '^  (like  Mrs 
AmM  Page)  of  the  tken  day,  whidi  has  now  beer 
some  years  yesterda^r :— 4ho  assured  me  that  the 
thing  was  common  in  London;  and  as  her  own 
thousands,  and  blooming  looks,  and  rich  simplidt 
of  array,  put  any  suspioaon  in  her  own  ease  out  ol 
the  questiea,  I  eoniess  I  gave  some  credit  to  the 
allegation.  If  necessary,  authorities  might  be  cited, 
in  which  case  I  could  quote  both  "drapeiy"  aai 
the  wearers.  Let  us  hope,  howeyer,  that  it  is  bow 
obsolete. 

*Tie  etrance  the mM,  thai  pen/Jterypartiolet 
Should  idHn^he  em^fd  outly  an  artiele. 

Stanxalx. 
"DiyinsD  partieulam  anns." 


CANTO  xn. 
1. 

tfioM,  with  Greek  truths  the  good  old  Greek  the  lie, 

Stamsaxix. 
$ee  HixvQBD'8  Qreeee,  "Orseia  Venus."  His 
neat  plcacuie  consists  in  prainnff  tyrants,  abusiiw 
rltttarch,  spelling  oddly,  and  writmg  quaintly ;  and, 
what  is  strange  alter  all,  Am  is  the  best  modem  his- 
tory of  Greece  in  any  language,  and  he  is  periiaps '  latter  chapters. 


the  best  of  aU  modem  hiHoriaiu  whatsorcr.  Hif- 
Ut  sins,  it  is  but  ftdr  to  state  his  viilaM 

_„,  labor,  researeh*  wrath,  and  partiilil^. 

I  oaU  the  lattec  yirtues  in  a  writer,  because  they 
make  him  write  in  earnest. 


A  hofif  widower  tum*d 


This  line  may  pussle  the  commentaton  more  than 
the  present  generation. 

Like  BMeeiana  rttekinafiom  hot  bathetomnu. 
StanntlxniL 

The  Russians,  as  is  well  known,  van  out  from 
their  hot  baths  to  plunge  into  the  Neva:  a  pleaaaat 
praetical  antithesis,  which  it  seems  does  thsm  so 

The  world  to  gate  tq>on  those  northern  Uphtt. 
Stanialxixfl. 
For  a  description  and  indnt  of  this  inhabitant  if 
the  polar  reaon  and  natiye  country  of  the  wron 
boiealis,  see  Pabay's  Voyage  in  Search  of  the  Norths 
West  Paeeage. 

6, 
Ae  Philippe  eon  proposed  to  do  with  Athot. 
Stansahxxti. 
A  seulptor  projected  to  hew  Mount  Athos  into  • 
statue  of  Alexander,  with  a  city  in  one  hand,  aad, 
I  belieye.  a  riyer  in  his  pocket,  with  yanoM  ojer 
simOar  deyioes.    But  Alexander's  gone,  and  Athoi 
remains,  I  trast,  ere  long,  to  look  over  a  natonol 


CANTO  xra. 
1. 

Bight  honesty,  "  he  liked  an  honest  hater.'* ^^ 

Btansatu* 

'Sir,  I  like  a  good  hater."— See  the  UfsofHf* 
Johnson^  ^c. 

2. 
Also  there  bin  another  pious  reason. 

Stanaaxxvi. 

"  THth  eyery  thing  that  pretty  Wa, 
My  lady  sweet  anse."— SM^Mre. 

S. 
Theg  and  their  bills  *' Arcadians  ioM,"  o«^ 

•'Amadasambo.*' 

Or  wilder  groitps  qf  socage  ^'^^jSW 
Salyator  Rosa. 
His  beU-mouth'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  ^^ 

If  I  err  not,  "  Your  Dane  "  is  one  of  lago'i  ,«*" 
alogne  of  nations  "  ex^uiaiie  in  their  dnskmg. 

Bven  ^tmwH^«  seff  might  Uane  thejMu^V^ 

lit  Astyxia. 

**l%atSeripturesoutoflhurckas^ll^V^ 

"Mrs.  Adams  answered  Mr.  Adams,  that  it !« 
blasphemous  to  talk  of  Scripture  out  of  dwj^ 
This  dogma  was  broached  to  her  lV»I»5i:JT.  a^ 
Christian  in  any  book.    See  Josqfh  Andreui,^^ 


tfOtW  TO  BOH  aUAM. 


nt 


Sktfmd  have  a  hook  and  a  tmaU  trout  tofM  U, 

It  «o«M  lM«f  tMglit  fafan  hmority  «t  leMt. 
fUs  MQtLBMtital  MVUM^  n^ott  it  it  ft  mod*  to 
Mtfle  (awtmg  tke  noveuitf)  to  stew  thfllr  tympalky 
Mr  innoMnt  sports  and  old  songs,  tsftshts  mom  to 

sew  up  froffs,  tnd  break  theli  legs  bj  wat  of  sacpsd- 
ment,  in  sd^tion  to  the  srt  of  sngling,  tae  cmelest, 
tke  aoldast,  ft»d  tbo  stasSdest  ofproleftdod  spotts. 
TbST  sttT  talk  about  the  beauties  of  nature,  but 
the  anglarmsNlytkinkseniis  disk  offish;  he  has 
no  leisure  to  take  his  eyes  mm  efftthe  streams,  and 
ft  single  Hte  is  worth  to  him  more  than  aU  the 
scenerr  around.  Besides,  some  ilsh  bite  best  on  a 
rainy  amj.  The  whale,  the  shark,  and  the  tunny 
fli^ery  hairs  somewhat  of  noble  and  perilous  in 
them ;  even  net4Uhing,  trawling,  fte.,  are  more  hu- 
mane and  useftilr-bnt  angling  t— No  angler  can  be 
ft  good  man. 

**  One  of  the  best  men  I  erer  knew— «s  humane, 
delioate-minded,  generous,  and  exeellent  creature 
•s  any  in  the  world— was  an  angler :  true,  he  angled 
with  painted  flies,  and  would  hare  been  inoapable 
of  the  sKlrftTamnees  of  L  Walton." 

The  abOTe  addition  was  made  by  a  friend  in  read- 
ing over  the  M 8.— «  Audi  alteram  partem  "—I  leave 
It  to  oounteibalftnoe  my  own  obserrfttion. 


CANTO  XIV.. 

1. 

ilMliMMrenned^aiMlflMMlsM/np  "fkoxpas.** 

Stansa  zzziiL 


And  TftOM,  diviaer  HiU, 

Whose  lotUiahff  man  to  he  mietaken. 

Stansa  zvffl. 
As  it  is  necessary  In  these  times  to  sToid  am- 
biguity, I  say,  that  1  mean,  by  "Diriner  still," 
Chmbt.  If  erer  God  was  Man-H>r  Man  Ood— he 
was  both,  I  nerer  arraigned  his  creed,  but  the  use 
—or  abuse— made  of  it.  Mr.  Canning  one  day 
quoted  ChiMani^  to  sanetioB  Negro  fifatrery,  ani 
Mr.  Wilberfoiee  had  little  to  say  in  reply.  And 
was  Christ  erucified,  that  black  men  might  be 
scourged  ?  If  so.  he  had  better  been  bom  a  Mu- 
latto, to  giTe  both  colors  an  equal  chance  of  fri» 
dom,  or  at  least  salration. 

2. 

WhniBmiheBarmmM  embargoed  mtariage 

In  hu  harmonwue  eettlemmU, 

Stansa  zxxT. 

This  extraordinary  and  flourishing  German  colony 
in  Ameriea  does  not  entirely  exclude  matrimany,  u 
the  '*  Shakers  "  do ;  but  lays  such  restrictioBS  uiMm 
it  as  preTent  more  than  a  certain  quantum  of  births 
within  a  oertain  number  of  years;  which  births  (as 
Mr.  Huhne  obserres)  generally  aniTe  '<  in  a  little 
flock  like  those  of  a  farmer's  lambs,  all  within  the 
same  month  perhaps."  These  HarmonisU  (so 
called  from  the  name  of  their  settlement)  are 
re|>resented  as  a  remarkably  flourishing,  pious,  and 
quiet  people.  See  the  rarious  recent  writers  on 
America. 


need  to 


To  erane"  is,  or  was,  an  ezpressioa 
B  ft  gentleman's  stretching  out  his 
OTsr  ft  hedge,  "  to  look  before  he  leeped :  **— 
ft  pause  in  his  '^vaulting  ambition,**  which  in  the 
fleld  doih  ocoosion  some  delay  and  execration  in 
those  who  may  be  immediately  behind  the  eqnee- 
trian  ekeptie.  «*Sir,  if  you  desH  choose  to  take 
the  leap,  let  me"  was  a  phrase  which  generally 
sent  the  aspirant  on  again ;  and  to  good  purpose : 
for  though  **iho  horse  and  rider*'  might  fall,  they 
made  ft  gftp,  through  «^eh,  and  OTer  him  and  kw 
steed,  the  fleld  might  follow. 


Goto  the  eofee-houee,  and  take  another, 

Stansa  xItUL 

In  Swm'B  or  Houaob  Walpou's  Lettere,  1 
think  it  is  mentioned  that  somebody  regretting  the 
loss  of  ft  friend,  was  answered  by  ft  unlTenal  Py- 
lades :  •*  When  I  lose  one,  I  go  to  the  Saint  James's 
Coflee-house,  and  take  another." 

I  recollect  having  heard  an  anecdote  of  the  same 
kind.  Sir  W.  B.  was  a  greet  gamester.  Coming 
in  one  dftT  to  the  cUb  of  which  he  was  a  member, 
he  was  obserred  to  look  melancholy.  "What  is 
the  matter,  Sir  William  ? "  cried  Hare,  of  Ikeetious 
memory.  "  Ah  I "  repKed  Sir  W.  "IhaTejustJM 
poor  Ladr  D."  ''Lott/  What!  at-^Qmnee  or 
Batardf*  was  the  oonsoUtory  rejoinder  of  the 
querist. 

And  I  refer  you  to  wiee  Orenttiem, 

Stansa  lis. 
The  frunous  Chancellor  Oxenstiem  said  to  his 
son,  on  the  latter  expressing  his  surprise  upon  the 
great  eiEscts  arising  from  petty  causes  in  uie  pre- 
sumed mystery  of  politics:  "You  see  by  this,  my 
son.  with  how  little  wisdom  the  kingdoms  of  the 
world  are  goTemed." 


CANTO  XV. 

1. 


Nor 


what 


90  eminent  a  hand'' 

Stansa  xxxYui. 
Jaoob  Tonson,  aeeording  to  Mr.  Pope,  was  aeew 
tomed  to  call  his  writers  "able  pens  "—"persons 
of  honor  "  and  especially  "  eminent  hands."  vuIa 
correspondenee,  sc.,  &c. 


Vide 


While  oreat  LueuUm*  robe  triunq>hale  mai^ 
(Therfi  Uxney^^yomg partridge  JUiete,  deek'd  with 
trufiee.  Stansa  Ixvi. 

A  dish  "4  U  Lucullus."  This  hero,  who  eon- 
[uered  the  Bast,  has  left  hb  more  extended  celeb* 
tty  to  the  transpUntation  of  cheiries  (which  he 
first  brought  into  Europe)  and  the  nomenclature  of 
some  Ter^  good  dishes ;— and  I  am  not  sure  that 
(barrinff  mdioestion)  he  has  not  done  more  servioe 
to  manxind  by  his  cookery  than  by  his  conquests. 
A  cherry-tree  may  weigh  against  a  bloody  Uurel ; 
besides,  he  has  contriyed  to  earn  oeldnttr  from 
both.  ^ 

5. 
Buieveneam  "  coii^fvrw,"  it  no  hei  true  ie, 
Tker^eprettif  picking  in  tkoee  **  petite  puke,*' 

Stanza  Uriu. 
"  Petits  puito  d'amour  gamis  de  confitures,"  a 
classical  and  well-known  dish  for  part  of  the  iUnk 
of  a  second  course. 

6. 
For  that  with  nu^e  a  "einequa," 

Stansa  Ixxxri. 
Subanditur  "iVbtt,"  omitted  for  the  sake  of  euphony. 

7. 
In  ehortf  tqton  that  tubfect  Pve  totne  guabne  very 
Like  thoee  of  the  Philosopher  of  McUmehury. 

Stansa  xeii. 
Hobbes ;  who  doubting  of  his  own  soul,  paid  thftt 
compliment  to  the  sonu  of  other  people  as  to  de- 
cline their  risito,  of  which  he  bad  some  apprehen- 
sion. 


ne 


BTBOira  WOBXa 


CANTO  XVI. 


If  from  a  •h$U-JUh  or  from  eoehim^ 

Stum  z« 

Hie  eompoBition  of  the  old  Tyrian  purple,  wlie- 
iher  from  a  shell-flsh,  or  from  oochineel,  or  from 
kermet,  is  still  an  artiole  of  dispute ;  and  eten  its 
eolor— some  say  purple,  others  scarlet:  I  say 
nothing. 

2. 

FaratpoWdearptt^-^utths  *'AiHcBe»" 
Was  nweh  eomoUd  by  hi»  own  rmrtee, 

^tansazliiL 

I  think  that  it  wot  a  earpei  on  which  DioRenes 
trod,  with— "Thus  I  trample  on  the  pride  of 
Plato ! "— "  "With  greater  pnde,"  as  the  other  re- 
plied. But  as  earpeia  are  meant  to  he  trodden  upon, 
my  memory  probably  misgives  me ;  and  it  might.be 
a  robe,  or  tapestry,  or  a  table-cloth,  or  some  other 
expensive  and  uncynical  piece  of  furniture. 


WUh  **  Tu  mi  ohamaa*$  "  from  PorHnoak, 
3b  $ooth  our  ear$,  leH  Italy  thouldfau. 

Stanxa  xIt. 

I  remember  that  the  mayoress  of  a  provincial 
town,  somewhat  surfeited  with  a  similar  display 
from  foreign  parts,  did  rather  indecorously  break 
through  the  applauses  of  an  intelligent  auaience— 
intelligent,  I  mean,  as  to  music, — for  the  words,  be- 
sides  being  in  recondite  laiiRuagcs  (it  was  some 
years  before  the  peace,  ere  all  the  world  had  trav- 
elled, and  while  I  was  a  oollcgian)— were  sorely 
disguised  by  the  performers ; — this  mayoress,  I  say, 
broke  out  with  **  Rot  your  Italianos !  for  my  part. 
I  loves  a  simple  ballat !  *'  Rossini  will  go  a  good 
way  to  bring  most  people  to  the  same  opinion  some 
day.  Who  would  imagine  that  he  was  to  be  the 
successor  of  Mosart }  However,  I  state  this  with 
diffidence,  as  a  liege  and  loyal  admirer  of  Italian 
music  in  general,  and  of  much  of  Rossini's:  but 


music  lu  {^euersi,   nuu   wi    uiuuu  ui   j^wvauu  a  i   uu» 

we  may  say,  as  the  eonnisseur  did  of  painting,  in 
the  vicar  of  WakMd,  **  that  the  picture  would 
be  better  jminted,  If  the  painter  had  taken  more 


fbr  CMkio  dminff  tiWrniw  fa  Thyifift 


naSx. 


"Ansa  Romano,  are  Veneto"  Ss  the  faiMriptioi 
(tad  well  Insocibed  In  this  Initanoe)  on  the  •» 
walls  between  the  Adxiatie  and  Venioe.  Thewilli 
wan  m  repablieaa  work  of  the  YenetisBi:  tlis  ia- 
scription*  I  beUere,  imperial,  and  inscribed  bj  Ki- 
poleon* 

*'Vnt^mp"  oqmrm  **  to  fight  ogaindihBtihmkit* 

Stsanlx. 

••  Ttagk  3f»  Mai/kt  vWi,  Md  IH  *M  Ifit 


They 


*tU  mtrotjf  what  i$  ealTd  mtbOHji. 
StaosaxeriL 

In  French  "mobilite."  I  am  not  sure  that  no- 
bility is  English ;  but  it  is  expressive  of  s  ^uUfr 
which  rather  belougs  to  other  climates,  though  it  u 
sometimes  seen  to  great  extent  in  our  own.  It 
may  be  defined  as  an  excessive  susceptibility  of  im- 
mediate  impressions— at  the  same  time  withost 
loftfM  the  past— and  is,  though  sometimes  appt* 
rently  useful  to  the  possessor,  a  most  painAil  and 
unhappy  attribute. 

7. 
Draporied  htr  form  with  ouriout  fdiaiif. 
Btana  dL 
«  Curiosa  fiBlicitas."— Pstbonivb  Ahiutbb. 


Anoisi  Wtt  to  wet fmgtn drowi^onglcM, 
StansaexiT. 
See  the  account  of  the  ghost  of  the  qbcIa  oI 
Prince  Charles  of  Saxony,  raised  by  Bchioeptei^ 
•*  Karl-Karl— was— wait  wolt  mich  ?*• 


flioto  odd  a  eingle  hobffobKn't  nonentitg 
Should  eau9$  mortfear  than  a  whole  hottt  idntd^ 

Stansaeo. 


dtahB«^a>.,*i." 


LETTERS. 


LETTERS. 


LBTTBB  I. 

«0  MZH  FIQOT  OT  80VTKWSLL. 


**1  reoeiTed  tiie  aimi,  my  dear  Hiu  Pigot,  and 
$m  Tery  mack  obliged  to  you  for  the  trouble  you 
&aT«  teken.  It  is  impOBsible  I  ahould  have  any 
fuilt  to  find  with  them.  The  sight  of  the  drawings 
BXTet  me  great  pleasure  for  a  double  reason,— in  the 
mst  plaee,  ther  will  ornament  my  books :  in  the 
not,  ti^ey  eouTinee  me  that  you  haTo  not  fargotUn 
■M.  I  am,  howerer,  sorry  you  do  not  retun  sooner 
—yon  have  already.been  gone  an  am,  J  perhaps 
nay  kaTe  taken  my  departure  for  London  before 
yon  oome  baok ;  but,  howeTer,  I  will  hope  not.  Do 
not  OTflorlook  my  watch-ribbon  and  purse,  as  I  wish 
to  cany  them  with  me.  Your  note  was  eiyen  me 
by  Hany,  at  the  play,  whither  I  attended  Miss  Lyon 
and  Dr.  S  ;  and  now  I  hare  sat  down  to  answer 
it  before  I  go  to  bed.  If  I  am  at  Southwell  idien 
yon  retain,— «nd  I  sincerely  hope  you  will  soon,  for 
1  Tory  mnch  regret  your  absencer--I  shall  be  happy 
to  hear  yon  sing  my  fkTorite,  '  The  Haid  of  Lcku.' 
Ht  mother,  together  with  myself,  desires  to  be 
alfeetion&tely  remembered  to  Mrs.  Pigot,  and  be- 
Here  me,  my  dear  Miss  Pigot,  I  remain  your  affec- 
tionate friend,  '*  By&ox. 

*'  P.8.  If  yon  think  proper  to  send  me  any  an- 
swer to  this,  I  shall  be  extremely  happy  to  receiye 
it.     * 


**  P.8. 2d.  At  yon  say  yon  are  a  noyice  in  the  art 
of  knitting,  I  hope  it  don't  give  you  too  much 
trouble.     Qo  on  Bhwlf,  but  surely.    Onoe  more. 


LBTTBK  II. 


TO    MX.    PIOOT. 


"MtDbabPioot, 

'*  Many  thanks  for  your  amusing  nairatiye  of  the 
Inst  proceedings  of  my  amiable  Alecio,*  who  now 
beginfl  to  feel  the  effects  of  her  folly.  I  haye  just 
receiyed  a  penitential  epistle,  to  which,  apptehen- 
riye  of  pursuit,  I  haye  despatched  a  moderate  an- 
swer, with  a  kind  of  promise  to  retnm  in  a  fort- 
night i—'this,  howeyer,  (mUrs  nou»,J  1  neyer  mean 
to  Mm,  Her  9oft  WMfhUngt  must  haye  delighted 
her  auditors,  her  higher  notes  being  particularly 
flMSMtiea/,  and  on  a  calm  moonlight  eyeing  would  be 
heard  to  great  adyantage.  Had  I  been  nresent  as  a 
spectator,  nothing  would  haye  pleased  me  m 
but  to  haye  oome  forward  as  one  of  the  '  * 


iUstol^to 


persoiuB,'-*-8t.  Dominie  defend  me  from  tnck  a 
scene  I  Seriously,  your  mother  has  laid  me  nnd« 
neat  obligations,  and  yon,  with  the  rest  of  yonr 
family,  merit  my  warmest  thanks  for  your  kind  con- 
triyanoe  at  my  escape  from  '  Mrs.  Byron  fiarioM,* 

**  Oh  !  for  the  pen  of  Ariosto  to  rehearse,  in  tpicp 
the  teolding  of  that  momentous  etw,— s>r  rather,  let 
me  inyoke  the  shade  of  Dant^  to  intpire  me,  for 
none  but  the  author  of  the  *Inftmo  *  could  properly 
preside  oyer  such  an  attempt.  But,  perhaps,  where 
the  pen  might  fail,  the  pencil  would  succeed.  What 
a  group !— Mrs.  B.  the  principal  figure;  you  cram* 
mmg  your  ears  with  eoUon^  as  the  only  antitode  to 
total  deaftiess ;  Mrs.  —  in  yain  endeayoring  to 
mitigate  the  wrath  of  the  Uoneu  robbed  of  her 
whelp ;  and  last,  though  not  least,  Elizabeth  and 
Wouaky,  wondefful  to  rv/oto/-— both  depriyed  of 
their  parts  of  speech,  and  bringing  up  the  rear  in 
rnuto  astonishment.  How  did  S.  B.  receiye  the  in- 
telligence ?  How  many  puna  did  he  utter  on  so  /b- 
cetioua  an  eyent  ?  In  your  next  inform  me  on  this 
point,  and  what  excuse  you  made  to  A.  Ton  are 
probably  by  this  time  tired  of  deciphering  this  hie- 
roglyphical  letter ; — ^like  Tony  Lumpkin,  yon  will 
pronounce  mine  to  be  a  d  a  up  and  down  hand. 
All  Southwell,  without  doubt,  is  inyoWed  in  amaze- 
ment. Apropos,  how  docs  my  blue-eyed  nun,  the 
fair  *  *  ?  IS  sue  '  robed  in  table  garb  ojw>  t  * 

**Here  I  remain  at  least  a  week  or  ten  days; 
preyiOus  to  my  depsrture  you  shall  receiye  m^  ad- 
oress,  but  what  it  will  be  I  haye  not  determmed. 
My  lodgings  must  be  kept  secret  from  Mis.  B. ;  yon 
may  present  my  compliments  to  her,  and  say  any 
attempt  to  pursue  me  will  fail,  as  I  haye  taken 
measures  to  retreat  immediately  to  Portsmouth,  on 
the  first  intimation  of  her  remoyal  from  Southwell. 
Tott  may  add,  I  haye  now  proceeded  to  a  friend's 
house  in  the  country,  there  to  remain  a  fortnight. 

**  1  haye  no^rilo&ed  (I  must  not  say  written)  a 
complete  double  letter,  and  in  return  shall  expect  a 
monetroue  budget.  Without  doubt,  the  dames  of 
Southwell  reprobate  the  pernicious  example  I  haye 
shown,  and  tremble  lest  their  babea  should  disobey 
their  mandates,  and  quit  in  dudgeon  their  mammas 
on  any  grieyance..  Adieu.  When  you  begin  your 
next,  drop  the  *  lorSship,'  and  put  <  Byron'  in  its 
place.    Beliey^  me  yours,  ftc.  **  Btsox.*' 


LETTEB  III. 

TO    XI88    PIOOT. 

"LoadomliViilU^iaOI. 

'<Mt  Dbab  Brzdobt, 

« As  I  haye  already  troubled  your  brother  with 
more  than  he  will  find  pleasoi*  in  deciphering,  y«i« 
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BTEON'S  W0EK8. 


wn  the  next  to  whom  I  shall  astini  the  dlffleiilt 
«Bplo7ment  of  pcruting  this  leoond  epistle.  Yon 
will  perceive  from  mr  first,  that  no  idea  of  Mrs.  B/s 
aniTal  had  distuibed  me  at  the  time  it  was  written ; 
not  so  the  present,  since  the  appearance  of  a  note 
from  the  ilhutriout  eauM  of  mj  nulden  decampment 
Jus  driven  the  <  natural  nibj  nom  mj  eheeks,'  and 
oompletely  blanched  mr  w'o-begone  countenance. 
This  gunpowder  intimation  of  her  arrival,  (confound 
her  activity !)  breathes  less  of  terror  and  ddsmay  than 
yon  will  probably  imagine  from  the  voleanic  tempera- 
ment of  ner  ladifehipf  and  concludes  with  the  com- 
fortable assurance  of  all  preemd  motion  being  pre- 
vented by  the  fatigue  of  her  journey,  for  which  my 
hleuinge  are  due  to  the  rough  roads  and  restive 
quadrupeds  of  his  majesty's  highways.  Ae  I  hate 
not  the  smallest  inclination  to  be  chased  rouAd  the 
ooontry,  I  shall  e'en  make  a  virtue  of  necessity, 
and,  since,  like  Macbeth,  *  They've  tied  me  to  the 
■take,  I  cannot  fly,'  I  shall  imitate  that  valofons 
tyrant,  and  *  bear-like  fight  the  course,'  all  escape 
oeing  precluded.  I  can  now  engage  with  less  disad- 
▼antege,  having  drawn  the  enemy  from  her  en- 
frenehments,  though,  like  the  pt-ototupe  to  whom  ] 
have  compared  myself,  with  an  excellent  chance  of 
being  knocked  on  the  head.  However,  *  lay  on, 
Haedttff.  and  d^^nl  be  he  who  first  cries,  liold, 
•noogh.* 

<*  1  shaU  remain  in  town  for,  at  least,  a  week>  and 
expect  to  hdar  from  you  before  its  expiration.  I 
presume  the  printer  has  brought  you  the  oifopriag 
of  my  0O0e«e  mtonia,  Bemember,  in  the  first  line, 
to  read  loud  the  winds  whistle,'*  inetead  of 
'loond,'  which  that  blockhead  Ridge  has  inserted 
b^  mistaJie,  and  makes  nonsense  of  the  whole 
eCaan.  Addio!— Now  to  enoooater  my  Bfdrm. 
Tom  ever."  • 


LETTER  IV. 

TO    KB.    FIOOT. 
**  LMMkn,  Amdi7,  nUnlfte,  AtiguM  MS  ISOS. 

*'  Dbav  Pioot, 
*<This  astonisMnff  packet  will,  doubtless,  amase 

Su,  but  having  an  idle  hour  this  evening,  I  wrote 
e  enclosed  stanzas,  which  I  request  you  to  deliver 
toEidge,  to  be  printed  separate  from  my  other  com- 
positions, as  you  will  perceive  them  to  be  improper 
for  the  perusal  of  ladies ;  of  course,  none  of  the  fe- 
males of  your  family  must  see  them.  I  ofibr  a 
thousand  apologies  for  the  trouble  I  have  given  you 
in  this  and  other  instances.    Tours  truly.'' 


LETTEE  V. 

TO   MR.    riOOT 

•*  FtBB^%,  A^(«t1St  Mi. 
"  1  cannot  exactly  say  with  C«ear,  '  Veni,  vidi, 
fid :  *  however,  the  most  important  part  of  his  la- 
conic account  of  success  appK|p  to  my  present  situ- 
ation; for,  though  Mrs.  Byron  took  tke  trouble  of 
'eomtM^'  and  *sasiiMr,'  yet  yoor  humble  seivaat 
proved  the  victor.  After  an  obstinate  engagement 
of  some  hours,  in  which  we  suffered  considerable 
damage,  from  the  quickness  of  the  enemy's  fire, 
they  at  length  retired  in  conftision,  leaving  behina 
the  artillery,  field  equipage,  and  some  prisoners: 
their  defeat  is  decisive  of  the  present  campugn.  To 
speak  more  inteUinbly,  Mrs.  B.  returns  immedi- 
ately, but  I  piroc«ea,  with  all  my  laurels,  to  Worth- 
ing, ott  the  Baseen  coast ;  to  which  place  you  will 
address  (to  be  left  at  the  post-oAce)  your  next  epi*- 


tle.  By  the  enclosure  of  a  second  jmgle  of  r Ayae, 
you  will  probably  conceive  my  muse  to  be  tm 
pro^fie  ;  Ler  inserted  production  was  brouo^t  fortu 
a  few  years  ago,  and  found  bv  accident  on  Thinsdn 
among  some  old  papers.  I  have  recopied  it,  tn^ 
adding  the  proper  date,  request  it  may  be  printed 
with  the  rest  of  the  family.  I  thought  your  senti- 
ments on  the  last  bantkng  would  coincide  with 
mine,  but  it  was  impossible  to  give  it  sn^  other 
garb,  being  founded  an  facte.  My  stay  at  Worthing 
will  not  exceed  three  weeks,  and  you  majpemiiiti 
behold  me  again  at  Southwell  the  middle  of  Sep- 
tom^ber.  •  •  •  •         • 

*'  Wm  you  desire  Eidge  to  suspend  the  printiiic 
of  my  poems  till  he  hears  fhrther  from  me,  u  I 
have  deteMnined  to  give  them  a  new  fonn  entirelj. 
This  prohibition  does  not  extend  to  the  last  two 
pieces  I  have  sent  with  my  letters  to  you.  Tou  will 
excuse  the  duU  vanity  of  this  epistle,  as  mv  bnin  ii 
a  eAaoe  of  absurd  images,  and  foU  of  imaineeif 
preparations,  and  projects. 

"  I  shall  expect  an  answer  with  impatience  ^-be 
lieve  me,  there  is  nothing  at  this  moment  eooU 
give  me  greater  delight  than  your  letter." 


IiBTTEE  VI. 

to  KB.  VIOOT. 

"  I  am  Just  on  the  point  of  setting  off  for  "Wv^ 
ins,  and  write  merely  to  request  you  will  seed  Ait 
uUe  scoundrel  Charles,  piis  groom,]  with  my  bona 
immediately ;  toU  him  I  am  excessively  pwtokij 
he  has  not  made  his  appearance  before,  or  wxittai 
to  inform  me  of  the  cause  of  his  delay^  partieoliily 
as  I  supplied  him  with  money  for  his  joimey.  Oi 
no  pretext  is  he  to  postpone  bis  marek  oae  diy 
longer,  and  if,  in  obe<nence  to  the  cmarkes  of  liff> 
B.,  (who  I  presume  is  again  spreading  desolstfai 
through  her  little  monarchy,)  ne  thinks  prM  M 
disregard  my  positive  orden,  I  shaU  not,  m  retatt 
consider  him  as  my  servant.  He  must  biiag  tht 
surgeon's  bill  with  him,  which  I  wil!  disehs^  te- 
meoiately  on  receiving  it.  Kor  can  I  eoncsirs  the 
reason  oi  his  not  acquainting  IVank,  (his  raltli] 
with  the  state  of  my  unfortunate  quadrupeds.  Ditf 
Pigot,  forgive  this  petuIatU  effidsfon,  and  aCtifliate 
it  to  the  Idle  conduct  of  tht  preehus  rasoel,  wft^ 
instead  of  obeying  my  ii\junctions,  is  saeaienog 
through  the  streeto  of  that  pomteal  Pandtmomm 
Nottingham.  Present  my  vemembranoes  to  |atf 
family  and  the  Leacrofts,  and  bdieve  me,  &a 

•*  P.8.  I  delegate  to  you  the  nnpleasant  ta^  ft 
desnatehing  him  on  hia  jottmey--Mrs.  B.'e  ow 
to  the  contrary  are  not  to  be  attended  to ;  he  i«  t> 
proceed  first  to  London,  and  then  to  Worthmg, 
without  delay.  Every  thing  I  have  left  mut  be 
sent  to  London.  My  Poetics  you  will  pack  vp  w 
the  same  place,  and  not  even  reserve  a  eopjw 
yoanell  and  sister,  as  I  am  about  to  give  theo  >> 
entire  new  form :  when  they  are  complete*  y«ttf*7 
have  the  Jlret  fruits,  Mr8.B.  on  no  accottat  ii  » 
see  Of  tottw  them.    Adieu.'* 


LETTEE  VII. 
TO  MB.  moT< 


HObiaftly&otb«  dkplMaednlthtiili  Itltar, ^rihnH 
fnfiwiw  yon  that  I  am  80,0001.  richer  than  I  waa  at 
0iir  partmg  haTing  just  raeeiTed  intdUganf 
my  lawyer  that  a  cause  haa  been  gained  at  ] 


ter.aasiaea,*  which  will  be  worth  that  fum  by  the 
tisM  I  come  of  age.  Mrs.  B.  is  doubtless  ao^namted 
oflhis  acquisition,  though  not  apprised  of  its  exaot 
value,  of  which  she  had  better  be  iffnorant;  for  her 
behavior  on  any  sudden  piece  of  nvorable  intelli- 
gence is,  if  possible,  more  ridiculous  than  her  de- 
testable conduct  on  the  most  trifling  eirovmstanee 
of  an  unpleasant  nature.  Tou  may  pive  my  com- 
pliments to  her,  and  say  that  her  detaming  my  ser- 
vant's things  shall  only  lengthen  my  absence ;  for 
unless  they  are  immediately  despatcned  to  16  Pic- 
cadilly, toff ether  with  those  whicnhave  been  so  long 
delayed  bMonging  to  myself,  she  shall  never  again 
behold  my  radimU  houtUmunet  illuminating  her 
gloomy  mansion.  If  they  are  sent,  I  mar  probably 
i^pear  in  less  than  two  years  from  the  date  of  my 
present  epistle. 

*<  M etnoal  oompUment  is  an  ample  reward  for  my 
strains ;  you  are  one  of  the  few  votaries  of  Apollo 
who  unite  the  sciences  over  which  that  dei^  pre- 
sides. I  wish  you  to  send  my  poems  to  my  lodnngo 
in  London  immediately,  as  I  have  several  altera- 
tions and  some  additions  to  make ;  every  copy  must 
be  sent,  as  I  am  about  to  amend  them,  and  you  shall 
soon  behold  them  in  all  their  glory.  I  nope  you 
have  kept  them  from  that  Upat  irte,  that  antidote 
to  the  artt,  Mrs.  B.  EtUre  notes, — you  may  expect 
to  see  me  soon.    Adieu.    Toms  ever." 


LBTTER  VUI. 


TO  MIM  FIOOT. 
•*  Mt  DSAJt  BVDOBT, 

'*  I  have  only  just  dismounted  ftt>m  my  Pepaem^ 
which  haa  prevented  me  from  descending  to  piam 
proee  in  an  epistle  of  greater  length  to  yoor  fair 
sell  Tou  regretted  in  a  former  letter,  that  my 
poems  were  not  more  extensive ;  I  now  for  your  sat- 
islsetion  announce  that  I  have  nearly  doubled  them, 
partly  by  the  discovery  of  some  I  conceived  to  be 
lost,  and  partly  by  some  new  productions.  We 
shall  meet  on  Wednesday  next;  till  then,  beUeve 
me  youxa  affectionately,  *'  Btkoit. 

'*  P.  8.  Tour  brother  John  is  seised  with  a  poetic 
mania,  and  is  now  rhyming  away  at  the  rate  of 
three  Haas  per  Aomt— oo  much  for  nupiration! 
Adieu  r 


LETTER  IX. 


ni 

for  ihe  purpose  of  ezpiaininff  {as  far  as  possible, 
without  involving  some  old  frtende  of  mine  in  tiie 
business)  the  cause  of  my  behavior  to  him  during 
my  last  residence  at  Harrow,  (nearly  two  years  ago,) 
whieh  vou  will  recollect  was  rather  *en  eawmer* 
Since  tnat  period  I  have  discovered  he  was  treated 
with  imustiee,  both  by  those  who  misrepresented 
his  eonauet,  and  by  me  in  consequence  of  their  sug- 
l^estions.  I  have  therefore  made  all  the  reparation 
m  my  power,  by  apologiring  for  my  mistake,  though 
with  verv  faint  hopes  of  success ;  indeed  I  never 
Kpeetca  any  answer,  but  desired  one  for  form's 
ftke ;  thai  has  not  yet  arrived,  and  most  probably 
never  will.  However,  I  have  eased  my  own  eofi- 
eoienee  by  the  atonement,  which  is  numiliatiag 
enough  to  one  of  my  disposition,  yet  I  could  not 
have  slept  satisfied  with  the  reflection  of  having, 
even  tmiiUeiUiomaUyt  iinttred  any  individual.  I  have 
done  all  that  could  be  done  to  repair  the  ii\)ury, 
and  there  the  aiSair  must  end.  Whether  we  renew 
our  intimacy  or  not  is  of  very  trivial  consecjuence. 

**.My  time  has  lately  been  much  occupied  with 
very  different  pursuits.  I  have  been  truneportma  a 
servant,*  who  cheated  me,-Hnther  a  diBagreesible 
event;  performing  in  private  theatrieala;  publish- 
ing a  volume  of  poems,  (at  the  request  of  my 
friends,  for  their  perusal ;)  making  love  and  taking 
physic.  The  last  two  amusements  have  not  had 
the  best  effect  in  the  world ;  for  my  attentions  have 
been  divided  among  so  many/oir  damwek,  and  the 
drugs  I  swallow  are  of  such  vsriety  in  their  compo- 
sitions, that  between  Venus  and  JSsculapius  I  am 
harassed  to  death.  However,  I  have  still  leisure 
to  devote  some  hours  to  the  recollections  of  past, 
regretted  friendships,  and  in  the  interval  to  take 
tWe  advantage  of  tne  moment,  to  assureyou  h«w 
ttiieh  I  am,  end  ever  will  be,  my  dearest  Clsref 
•<  Tour  truly  attaehed  and  sincere 

"Btbow." 


LETTBB  X. 


TO   TEB   BABL    OV   CLA&B. 

"80bOiwO|  NoCBi,  ftbrauySdi,  ISO*. 

'<  Mr  Dbulbst  Clabb, 

<*  Were  I  to  make  all  the  apologies  necessary  to 
atone  for  my^  late  negligence,  you  would  justly  say 
you  had  received  a  petition  instead  of  a  letter,  as  ft 
would  be  fiUed  with  prayers  for  forgiveness ;  but  in- 
stead of  this,  I  will  acknowledge  my  nns  at  onoe^ 
and  I  trust  to  your  friendship  and  generosity  rather 
than  to  my  own  excuses.  Tnough  my  health  is  net 
perfeetiy  reCstebliBhed,  I  am  out  of  all  danger, 
and  haye  receyered  everything  but  my  smta, 
whieh  are  subject  to  deprsesion.  Ton  wttl  he  as- 
limished  to  hear  I  hsve  lately  wriUm  to  IMawane, 


ate*e  wwiwj  rf  Iht  Biiiilili  ympt^r. 


TO    MB.    FZOOT. 


(•  I  ouffht  to  begin  with  evmdry  apologies,  for  my 
own  negugenee,  but  the  variety  of  my  avocations  in 
proee  and  veree  must  plead  my  excuse.  With  this 
epistle  you  will  receive  a  volume  of  all  my  JunemKa 
pubUahed  since  your  departure :  it  is  of  considera- 
bly greater  sise  than  tne  copy  in  your  poesession, 
which  1  he%  you  will  destroy,  as  the  present  is  mneh 
more  complete.  That  imA«dby  poem  to  my  poor 
Maryt  has  been  the  cause  of  some  snimadvenfam 
from  ladim  m  yean.  I  have  not  printed  it  in  this 
collection,  in  consequcnee  of  my  being  pronounced 
a  xoioeXprofligaio  tinner,  in  short,  a  *a  yomkg  Moore,* 
by  ■  ..  ,  your  •  •  *  friend.  I  believe  in 
general  ^ey  have  been  fkyorably  reeeived,  and 
sorely  the  age  of  their  author  will  preelude  eooero 
criticism.  The  adventures  of  my  Ufo  from  sixteen 
to  nineteen,  and  the  dissipation  into  which  I  have 
been  thrown  in  London,  have  given  a  voluptuous 
tint  to  my  ideas,  but  the  oecasions  which  called  forth 
my  muse  could  hardly  admit  any  other  oolorinff. 
Tnis  yolome  is  wuily  correct  and  miraculous^ 
chaste.    Aprbpos,  talking  of  love,    •,*,*•     , 

**  If  you  can  find  leisure  to  answer  this  farrago  of 
nneonneeted  nonsense,  you  need  not  doubt  what 
gratification  wUl  accrue  firom  your  reply  to  youn 
ever,  dto." 


t  T1i>«'MMy"ha»iiieBllaMdwM«il*eii*Mi«f  liMiliir,«w*S 
Mmj  "  iif  ifcifJM     Tfci»—  hi*t  Mw<f  Mliiii,  wm^\  "Ti 
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BTBOmS  WORKS. 


LBTTSB  XI. 


TO    MB.    WILLIAM   BAHXIS. 


•DbAA  BANKBSt 

**  Your  critique*  is  valaable  for  huuht  rmsona : 
in  the  first  place,  it  is  the  only  one  in  which  flattery 
has  borne  so  slight  a  part ;  in  the  nsxt,  I  am  elo^ 
with  insipid  compliments.  I  hsTe  a  better  opinion 
of  yonr  judgment  and  ability  than  your  fsdmas. 
Accept  my  most  sincere  thanks  for  your  iind  oe- 
cision.  not  less  welcome,  because  totally  unez- 
pectea.  With  regard  to  a  more  exact  estimate,  I 
need  not  remind  you  how  few  of  the  beii  pomu,  in 
our  language,  will  stand  the  test  of  minute  or  verbal 
criticism ;  it  can  therefore  hardhr  be  expected  the 
effiisions  of  a  boy,  (and  most  of  these  pieces  hare 
been  produced  at  an  early  period,)  can  derive  much 
merit  either  from  the  subject  or  composition.  Many 
of  them  were  written  under  great  depression  of 
spirits,  and  during  severe  indisposition ;  henoe  the 
gloomy  turn  of  the  ideas.  We  coincide  in  opinion 
tnat  the  'poeeiee  SroHquee*  are  the  most  exception- 
able ;  they  were  however,  grateiul  to  the  deUiea  on 
whose  altars  they  were  offered— more  I  seek  not. 

«  The  portrait  of  Pomposusf  was  drawn  at  Har- 
row, after  a  long  sitting;  this  accounts  for  the  re- 
semblance, or  rather  ue  eariecUura,  He  is  your 
friend,  he  never  wot  nUne— (or  both  our  sakes  I 
shall  be  silent  on  this  head.  The  cotteffiate  rhymes 
are  not  personal ;  one  of  the  notes  may  appear  so, 
but  could  not  be  omitted.  I  have  little  doubt  they 
will  be  deservedly  abused;  a  just  punishment  for 
my  unfilial  treatment  of  so  excellent  an  Alma  Ma- 
ter. I  sent  vou  no  copy,  lest  we  should  be  placed 
in  the  situation  of  Gil  Blot  and  the  Arehbiehop  of 
Grenada:  thov^h  running  some  hasard  from  the 
experiment,  I  wished  your  verdict  to  be  unbiassed. 
Had  mv  '  Libellua*  been  presented  previous  to  your 
letter,  it  would  have  appeared  a  species  of  bribe  to 
purchase  compliment.  I  feel  no  hesitation  in  say- 
mg,  I  was  more  anxious  to  hear  your  critioue,  how- 
ever severe,  than  the  praises  of  the  mtMion.  On 
the  same  day  I  was  honored  with  the  enconiums  of 
Mackenzie,  tiie  celebrated  author  of  the  '  Man  of 
Feeling.'  Whether  his  approbation  or  yours  elated 
me  most,  I  cannot  decide. 

"You  will  receive  jny  Juvenilia^  at  least  all  vet 
published.  I  have  a  large  volume  in  manuscript, 
which  may  in  part  appear  hereafter ;  at  present  I 
have  neither  time  nor  inclination  to  prepare  it  for  the 
press.  In  the  spring  I  shall  return  to  Trinity,  to  dis- 
mantle my  rooms,  and  bid  you  a  final  adieu.  The 
Cam  will  not  be  much  increased  by  my  tears  on  the 
occasion.  Your  father  remarks,  however,  caustic  or 
bitter  to  a  palate  ritiated  with  the  sweets  of  adula- 
tionf  will  be  of  sendee.  Johnson  has  shown  us 
that  no  poetry  is  perfect ;  but  to  correct  mine  would 
be  an  Iierenlean  labor.  In  fact  I  never  looked  be- 
yond the  moment  of  composition,  and  published 
merely  at  the  request  of  my  friends.  Notwith- 
standm^  so  much  has  been  said  concerning  the 
*  Genus  irritabile  vatum/  we  shall  never  quarrel  on 
tho  subject.  Poetic  fame  is  by  no  means*  the 
e'  of  my  wishes.    Adieu. 

**  Yours  ever, 

"Bybo»." 


LETTER  XXI. 

TO  mu  wiLLii.ac  bi.nkbb.— [fbaombmt.J 

"For  my  own  part,  I  have  suffered  severely 'in 
the  decease  of  my  two  greatest  friends,  the  only 


*  OBte**BMM«ri 

t  OoMor  Botlv,  H 


BN*<Bouaiori4to- 


I  «ver  loved,  (females  excepted :)  I  am  thoe- 
fore^a  soUtaiy  animal,  miserable  enough,  sod  k 
pofectly  a  dtisen  of  the  world,  that  whether  I  pui 
my  days  in  Great  Britain  or  Kamschatka  is  to  me  & 
matter  of  perfect  indifference.  I  cannot  evinee 
greater  respect  for  your  alteration  than  by  immedi- 
ately adopting  itr-this  shall  be  done  in  the  next 
edition.  I  am  sorry  jour  remarks  are  not  more  tro- 
ouent,  as  I  am  certam  they  would  be  equally  bene- 
ndal.  Since  my  last  I  have  received  two  critical 
opinions  from  Edinburgh,  both  too  flattering  for  me 
to  detaiL  One  is  from  Lord  Woodhouslee,  tt  the 
head  of  the  Scotch  literati,  and  a  most  ro^umtiiotct 
writer,  (his  last  work  is  a  life  of  Lord  ELaimes ;)  the 
other  from  Mackenzie,  who  sent  his  dedsion  a  see- 
ond  time,  more  at  length.  I  am  not  peisoDally 
acquainted  with  either  of  these  gentlemen,  nor  em 
requested  their  sentiments 'on  the  subject:  their 
praise  is  voluntary,  and  transmitted  tnrougb  the 
medium  of  a  friend,  at  whose  house  they  read  the 
productions. 

"  Contrary  to  my  former  intention,  I  am  now 
preparing  a  volume  for  the  public  at  large ;  mj 
anUtory  pieces  will  be  exchanged,  and  others  sabsti- 
tuted  in  tneir  place.  The  whole  will  be  considenhlj 
enlarged,  and  appear  the  latter  end  of  May  Thii 
is  a  hasudons  experiment;  but  want  of  better  em- 
ployment, the  encouragement  I  have  met  with,  asd 
my  own  vanity,  induce  me  to  stand  the  test,  thoogh 
not  without  sundry  palpitations.  The  book  vill 
circulate  fast  enougn  m  this  country,  from  men 
curiosity,  what  I  prin— " 

•'      •       <       •       •       •       •      • 


LETTEB  Xni. 

TO  XR.  P^LKKBB. 

"Sib, 

*  The  volume*  of  little  pieces  which  acoonnsiuM 
this,  would  have  been  presented  before,  had  I  not 
been  apprehensive  that  Miss  Falkner*s  indisposition 
might  render  such  trifles  unwelcome.  There  an 
some  errors  of  the  printer  which  I  have  not  hid 
time  to  correct  in  the  collection :  you  have  it  thus, 
with  '  all  its  imperfections  on  its  head|'  a  heav; 
weight,  when  joined  with  the  faults  of  its  author. 
8u(m  '  Juvenilia/  as  they  can  claim  no  great  degree 
of  approbation,  I  may  vent;ire  to  hope,  will  «Im 
escape  the  severity^  of  uncalled  for,  though  perhaps 
not  undeserved,  criticism. 

"  They  were  written  on  many  and  varioua  occa- 
sions, and  are  now  published  merely  for  the  pcnsu 
of  a  friendly  circle.  Believe  me,  sir,  if  they  %Sm 
the  slightest  amusement  to  yourself  and  the  reatoi 
my  eoeial  readers,  I  shall  have  ffathered  all  the  MjV 
I  ever  wish  to  adorn  the  head  of 

"Yours,  very  truly, 
"Btxok. 

"  F.  S.    I  hope  Miss  F.  is  in  a  state  ol  recorery" 


LETTEE  XIV. 


TO    XB.    PIOOT. 


'  Mt  Dxajl  Fioot, 


"BoBlh»«B,lplI,W« 


"  Allow  me  to  congratulate  you  on  the  «ip^*iLP[ 
your  first  examination,— 'Coiin^a,  men  ami.  iw 
title  of  Dr.  will  do  wonders  with  the  daraseUjl 
shall  most  probably  be  in  Essex  or  London  vMS 


LBTTX&8. 


|manfT9at1liud-jdp]MB,wh«n  I  am  delalaed 


•P.  8. 


'  the  pnblioatkm  of  mj  rhymm^ 

"  Adieu.^BelieTe  me  yonn  Terr  truly, 
^•Btbox, 
Since  we  met,  I  ha^e  redneed  myeelf  by 
'violent  ezerdse,  mticA  physic.  andAotf  bethisff,  ftmn 
fourteen  stone  six  lb.  to  twelTe  stone  seren  lb.  In 
an  I  hare  lost  twenty-seren  pounds.  Bravo  !-^what 
tay  you  ?" 


LETTEB  XY. 


TO  lOM  FXOOT. 


ill.t 


**Savag€  ouffht  to  be  tmMortoi  .-^though  not  a 
ihomugMtred  huU-4off,  he  is  the  finest  puppy  I  erer 
mWf  and  will  answer  much  better ;  in  his  great  and 
manifold  kindness  he  has  already  bitten  my  'flngers, 
and  disturbed  the  graviiy  bf  old  Boatswain,  who  is 
miewmaJy  discompoBed,  I  wish  to  be  informed  what 
ne  eotU,  his  M^pmse*.  ftc,  ftc,  that  I  may  indemnify 
Mr.  G  My  thanks  are  oA  I  ean  giTo  for  the 

trouble  he  has  taken,  make  a  hiu^  speech  and  eon- 
dude  it  with  12  3  4  5  6  7.*  I  am  out  of  practice, 
■0  dqnOiM  you  as  Legate,-Him^a«aa<ior  would  not 
do  in  a  matter  concerning  the  Pop€,  which  I  pre- 
sume this  must,  as  the  whoU  turns  upon  a  Bull. 

"Tours, 

«BTBOir< 

••P.  8.  I  write  in  bed." 


two  ^eazs  Toungcf  than  myself. 
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I  found  him  grown 


locks.  My  opinion  of  his  mlna  you  already  knowj 
—>I  hope  I  shall  never  have  occasion  to  change  it* 
Every  body  here  coneeires  me  to  be  an  mvolid. 
The  university  at  present  is  very  gay,  from  th« 
f&tes  of  divers  kinds.  I  supped  out  last  night,  but 
eat  (or  ate)  nothing,  sipped  a  bottle  of  claret,  went 
to  bed  at  two  and  rose  at  eight.  I  have  commenced 
early  rising,  and  find  it  agrees  with  me.  The 
Masters  and  the  Fellows  all  very  jw/ito,  but  look  a 
little  asAaiu;e— don't  much  admire  Ian 
always  disagreeable. 


!  /!smpoofi»— truth 


LETTEB  XYI. 

TO  XZ88  PIOOT. 

"  cwMdgB,  j«Di  M^  issr. 

«< 'Better  late  than  never»  Pal,'  is  a  saying  of 
which  you  know  the  origin,  and  as  it  is  applicable  on 
the  present  occasion,  you  will  excuse  its  conspic- 
uous place  in  the  firont  of  my  epistle.  I  am  almost 
superannuated  here.  My  old  friends,  (with  the 
exception  of  a  very  few,)  all  departed,  and  I  am 
preparing  to  follow  them,  but  remain  till  Monday  to 
oe  present  at  three  Oro/ortbs,  two  Concertt,  a  Faift 
and  a  Ball.  I  find  I  am  not  only  thinner ,  but  taller 
by  an  inch  since  my  last  riait.  I  was  obliged  to  tell 
every  body  my  mmte,  nobody  having  the  least  recol- 
lection of  my  visoffe  or  person.  Even  the  hero  of 
my  Comeli€tn,f  (who  is  now  sitting  vit-d-rM,  read- 
ing a  volume  of  my  Poetice,)  passed  me  in  Trinity 
walks  without  recognising  me  in  the  least,  and  was 
thunderstruck  at  tha  alteration  which  had  taken 
place  in  my  countenance,  &c.,  &c.  Some  say  I 
look  b^ter,  others  worte,  but  all  agree  I  am  thinner 
— ^nore  I  ao  not  require.  I  have  lost  two  pounds  in 
my  weight  since  I  left  our  cuned,  detestable  and 
abhorred  abode  of  scandal,  where,  excepting  your- 
self and  John  Becher,  I  care  not  if  the  whole  race 
were  consigned  to  the  Pit  of  Acheron,  which  I 
vrould  visit  in  person  rather  than  contaminate  my 
aandale  with  the  polluted  dust  of  Southwell.  Sen- 
ouely,  unless  obliged  by  the  emptiness  of  my  purse 
to  rerisit  Mrs.  B.,  you  will  see  me  no  more. 

**  On  Monday  I  aepart  for  London.  I  quit  Cam- 
bridge with  little  regret,  because  our  se^  are  vanished, 
and  my  mvtieal  protegi  before  mentioned  has  left 
the  choir,  and  is  stationed  in  a  mercantile  house  of 
considerable  eminence  in  the  metropolis.  You  may 
have  heard  me  observe  he  is  exactly,  to  an  hour, 


*  Bt  kan  attadM  to  an  odd  huuj  or  tikk  ot  hb  own  t  vhmever  ha  wm 
at  •  Iw  far  aaMMliBC  to  anj,  ka  «ad  to  gaUta  over  •' 1 3  S  4  5  S  7.*» 

t  Mr.  Sdkrtoa.  Saa  Iha  faai  '•  to  E."  Hoan  of  Idknaai,  pap  41S{ 
MdMlteGWHHu."   Bawaaf  litlwiii,pafa4IT. 


"  Write,  and  tell  me  how  the  inhabitants  of  your 
menagerie  go  on.  and  If  my  publication  goes  oW 
well :  do  the  quaorupeds  growl  t  Apropos,  my  bull 
dog  18  deceased — 'Flesh  both  of  cur  and  man  is 
grass.'  Address  vour  answer  to  Camfnridge.  If  I 
am  gone,  it  will  be  forwarded.  Sad  news  Just 
arrivra — ^Russians  beat — a  bad  set,  eat  nothing  but 
oU,  consequently  must  melt  before  a  hard  Me,  I 
get  awkward  in  my  academic  habiliments  for  want 
of  practice.  Got  up  in  a  window  to  hear  the  orato- 
rio at  St  Mary's,  popped  down  in  the  middle  of  tiie 
Messiah,  tore  a  voofvl  rent  in  the  back  of  my  best 
black  silk  gown,  and  damaged  an  egregious  pair 
of  breeches.  Mem. — ^never  tumble  from  a  chureh 
window  during  service.  Adieu,  dear  •  •  •  • !  do  not 
remember  me  to  any  body : — \o  forget  and  be  forgot- 
ten by  the  people  or  Southwell  Is  all  I  sspire  to.'* 


LETTER  XVIL 

TO  MX88  PIOOT. ' 

••  Ttta.  OIL  Oanb.  Jt4r  8k  IMT. 
«  Since  my  last  letter  I  have  determined  to  resida 
another  year  at  Granta,  as  my  rooms,  &c.»  ftc,  are 
finished  m  great  style,  several  old  friends  oome  up 
again,  and  many  new  acquaintances  made;  oon- 
sequently,  my  inclination  leads  me  forward,  and  I 
shall  return  to  college  in  October,  if  still  dUee,  Hy 
life  here  has  been  one  continued  routine  of  dissipa- 
tion—out  at  different  places  every  day,  engaged  to 
more  dinners,  &c.,  &c.,  than  my  stay  would  permit 
me  to  fulfil.  At  this  moment  I  write  with  a  bottle 
of  claret  in  my  head,  and  team  in  my  eyes ;  for  I 
have  just  parted  from  my  *  Cornelian,*  who  spent 
the  evening  with  me.  As  it  was  our  last  interview^ 
I  postpone  my  enffagement  to  devote  the  hours 
of  the  Sabbath  to  friendship :— Edleston  Snd  I  have 
separated  for  the  present,  and  my  mind  fo  a  chaos 
of  hope  and  sorrow.  To-morrow  I  set  out  for 
London :  you  will  address  your  answer  to  *  Gordon's 
Hotel,  Albemarle  street,*  wiere  I  sq^bfim  during  my 
visit  to  the  metropolis. 

I  rejoice  to  near  you  are  interested  in  my' 
protege :  he  has  been  my  almost  constant  associate 
since  October,  1805,  when  I  entered  Trinity  College. 
His  voice  first  attracted  my  attention,  his  counte- 
nance fixed  it,  and  his  manners  attached  me  to  him 
for  ever.  He  departs  for  a  mercantile  house  in  lotsn 
in  October,  and  we  shall  probably  not  meet  till  He 
expiration  of  my  minority,  when  I  shall  leavr  to 
his  decision  either  entering  as  a  partner  through 
my  interest,  or  residing  with  me  altogether.  Of 
course  he  would  in  his  present  frame  of  mind  prefer 
the  latter,  but  he  may  alter  his  opinion  previous  to 
that  period ; — ^however,  he  shall  have  his  choice.  I 
certamly  love  him  more  than  any  human  being,  and 
neither  time  nor  distance  have  had  the  least  effect 
on  my  (in  general)  changeable  disposition.  In 
short,  we  shall  put  Lady  E.  Butler  and  Miss 
Ponsonby  to  the  blush,  PyJades  and  Orettes  out  of 
countenance,  and  want  nothing  but  a  catastrophe 
like  Nistu  and  Euryalus,  to  give  Jonathan  and 


r4^ 


BTB0)Nr1S  W0B99. 


Dtnid  t}i«  <  go  by.*  H«  oert^nly  Is  perhaiw  more 
attadwd  to  me  than  eren  I  am  In  return.  During 
the  whole  of  my  reudenee  at  Cambridge  we  met 
every  di^,  summer  and  winter,  without  passing  one 
tiresome  moment,  and  separated  each  time  With 
increasing  reluctance.  I  hone  you  will  one  day  see 
tu  together — ^he  is  the  only  oeing  I  esteem,  though 

**  The  Maniuls  of  Tavistock  was  down  the  other 
-day ;  I  supped  with  him  at  his  tutor's — entirely  a 
whig  par^.  The  opposition  muster  strong  here 
now,  and  Lord  Huntmgdon,  the  Duke  of  Lemster, 
fto.,  &c.,  are  to  join  us  In  October,  so  every  thing 
will  be  iplendid.  The  mtuic  is  all  over  at  present. 
Met  with  another  'acddmey* — ^upset  a  butter-boat 
in  the  lap  of  a  lady— look'd  very  Ittie—^pectaion 
crinned— <  corse  'em  ! '  Apropos,  sorry  to  say,  been 
anmk  every  day,  and  not  quite  sober  yet— however, 
touch  no  meat,  nothing  but  fish,  soup,  and  vegeta- 
bles, consequently  it  does  me  no  harm — sad  dogs 
all  the  Caniaba.  Mem. — we  mean  to  reform  next 
January.  This  place  is  a  monotony  df  endlen  variety 
—like  it— hate  Southwell.  Has  ITidge  sold  well  ? 
or  do  the  ancients  demur?  What  ladies  have 
bought?       •••♦•••• 

"Saw  a  giri  at  St.  Marv's  the  image  of  Anne  *  *, 
thought  it  was  her — all  in  the  wrong — the  lady 
stared,  so  did  I— I  bhuhed,  so  did  f«s<  the  lady— sad 
things-wish  women  had  more  modett^.  TUking 
of  women,  puts  me  in  mind  of  my  temer  Fanny-^ 
how  is  she  r  Got  a  headache,  must  go  to  bed,  up 
early  in  the  morning  to  travel.  My  proteg6  break- 
Cuts  with  me ;  parting  spoils  my  appetite— except- 
ing firom  Southwell.    Mem. — I  hate  SouthweU. 

"Yours,  &c" 


IiETTER  XVIII. 

TO  MISS  riOOT. 

"OevdooVHoMl.  Jvltf  IS,  wn, 

**To«  write  most  excellent  epistles— a  fig  for 
otiief  oorrespondents  with  their  nonsensical  apolo- 
gies for  *  knowing  nought  about  it,* — ^you  send  me  a 
aelu^tful  budget.  I  am  here  in  a  perpetual  vortex 
of  cusaipation.  (very  pleasant  for  all  that,)^nd, 
ttvaage  to  (ell,  1  get  thinner,  being  now  below 
e&evea  stone  considerably.  Stay  in  town  a  month, 
Mfkaps  six  weeks,  trip  into  Bssex,  and  then,  as  a 
lavor,  tnrtdmte  Southwell  for  three  days  with  the 
light  of  my  countenance ;  but  nothing  shall  ever 
■Hike  me  reside  there  again.  I  positively  return  to 
Cambridge  in  October ;  we  are  to  be  uncommonly 
gay,  or  in  truth  I  should  cut  the  University.  An 
eztraordinanr  circumstance  occurred  to  me  at  Cam- 
e,  a  gifl  BO  very  I^ce  *  *  *  made  her  appear* 


anee,  that  nothing  but  the  most  minute  inspection 
oould  have  undeceived  me.  I  wish  I  had  asked  if 
ehe  Iwd  ever  been  at  H  *  *  *. 

"What  the  devil  would  Rid^  have  ?  is  not  fifty 
in  a  fbitniffht,  before  the  advertisements,  x  sufficient 
■ale?  I  hear  many  of  the  London  booksellers 
have  the»«  and  Crosby  has  sent  oo|Mes  to  the 
principal  watering-places.  Are  they  liked  or  not  in 
Bonthwett?  •  ♦  ♦  •  ♦  I  wish  Boatswain  had 
neaUeeoed  Damon  1  How  is  Bran  ?  by  the  immortal 
gods,  Bran  ought  to  be  a  Count  of  the  Ho^  Roman 

"Tike  faitelligenee  of  London  cannot  be  interesting 
to  you,  who  have  rwtioated  all  your  life--the  annals 
•f  routs,  riots,  baUs  and  boxinfl-matches,  cards  and 
trim,  MBS.,  parliamentary  oiscumions,  political 
detaflfl.  maisquerades,  mechanics,  Argyle  street 
I]lstH«ti«&  and  afuatio  races,  love  and  lotteries, 
Bro«ks*«  and  Bonaparte,  opera^singers  and  orato- 
Klofy  wiMS,  women,  waxworks,  and  weathereocks, 


intmktted  %^M^Umtm 

not  inserted  la  mt 


eanH  accord  wiAi 
snd  other  sUly 
Toeabuhtry. 

"  Oh  I  Southwell,  Southwell,  how  I  i^oioe  to 
have  left  thee,  and  how  I  cune  Ae  havy  boon  1 
^ed  along,  for  so  manv  months,  amoag  tibi 
wks  who  inhabit  your  kraals !— However,  obi 
tidng  I  do  not  regret,  which  is  having  pertAcft 
sufficient  quantity  of  flesh  to  enable  me  to  slip  mto 
<  an  eel  skin,'  and  vie  with  the  elim  beaux  of  modem 
times ;  though,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  it  seems  to  be 
the  mode  amonff  gentlemen  to  grow /i<,  and  I  am 
told  I  am  at  least  fourteen  pounds  below  the 
foshion.  However,  I  deereaee  instead  of  < 
which  is  extraordinsiy,  as  violent  exercise  in  1 
don  is  impracticable ;  but  I  attribute  the  siA«Mm* 
equeezei  at  public  and  private 


parties.  I  heard  horn  Bidge  this  momiiig,  (tkr 
14th,  my  letter  was  begun  yesterday.)  he  saya  the 
Poems  go  on  as  well  as  can  be  iHshed,  the  sevsa^ 
five  sent  to  town  are  drculaied,  snd  a  donandnr 
fifty  more  complied  with,  the  day  he  dated  hk 
epistle,  thontth  the  advertisements  arsnotyethaU 
published.    Adieu. 

"  P.  8.  Lord  Carlisle,  on  reeeivinff  ny  poemi, 
sent,  before  he  opened  the  book,  a  tolerahlj  faaad- 
some  letter  >-I  have  not  heard  from  him  since. 
His  opinions  I  neither  know  nor  care  about ;  if  be 
is  the  lesst  insolent,  I  shaU  enroll  him  with  Butla* 
and  the  other  wortiiies.  He  is  in  Torfcehire,  poor 
man  1  and  very  ill !  He  said  he  had  not  time  to 
read  the  contents,  but  thought  it  necesaaxy  to 
acknowledge  the  receipt  of  the  volume  immediately. 
Perhaps  the  earl  '6sars  fio  brother  nnrtkttkruie,' 

"  90, 1  will  make  his  seqdreiottainhii  AosA.* 


A&o'r 


LETTER  XIX. 

TO  KISS  PIGOT. 

"  London  hegins  to  disgorge  its  oontents-tosn 
is  empt^"— consequently  I  can  scribble  at  leisare,M 
occupations  are  less  numerous.  In  a  fortnight  I 
shall  depart  to  fiilfil  a  country  engs^ement;  bot 
expect  two  epistles  ttism  you  previous  to  that 
period.  Bddge  does  not  proceed  rapidly  in  Notti^ 
very  possible.  In  town  things  wear  a  more  promii' 
ing  aspect,  and  a  man  whose  works  are  praised  by 
reviewers,  admired  by  ducheuea,  and  sold  by  eiey 
bookseller  in  the  metroi>olis,  does  not  dedicate 
much  consideration  to  ruttic  readen,  I  have  nova 
review  before  me,  entitled  *  Literary  Becxeationii, 
where  my  bardahip  is  applauded  nr  beyond  W 
deserts.  I  know  nothing  of  the  critic,  but  ^ju 
Aim  a  very  discerning  gentleman,  and  siysa^  * 
devilish  clever  fellow.  His  oriti(iue  pleases  i» 
particularly  because  it  is  of  mat  length,  and  a 
proper  quantum  of  censure  is  Mbninistered,  just  to 
give  an  agreeable  reliah  to  the  praise.  You  ki»J» 
I  hate  insipid,  unqualified,  oommon-plaoe  ooia|w- 
ment  If  you  would  wish  to  see  it,  order  the 
thirteenth  number  of  <LiteraiT  Recreations' iw 
the  last  month.  I  assure  you  I  nave  not  the  nwt 
distant  idea  of  the  writer  of  the  article— it  is  piBt** 
in  a  periodical  publication— and  though  I  hate 
written  a  paper,  (a  retiew  of  Wordswortn,t)  ^"^ 


•  Dr.  Bote.    See  Letter  Xf . 

t  The  fin(  anempt  ol  Lnd  Bjtm  at  i«vfa«taf  ,  (fer  H  AnM  mW» 

leivaM,  tried  hb  haad  at  lUi  kMt  poeded  cT  eniiliqriBMMg  an«^ 

eirir  M  abcwliif  how^uMj  be  ooold  hmm  Ite  erttUifeeil  toee ■« 
Itfueelofy  of  theee  nlDor  JadfOMOtaeMi  ti  «1Mm.  For  M«^ 
tiM  TClHM  biftM  «  an  17  te  Autte  of  I^riM  Bribdi.  t«>B|^ 
Uoh  hM  Ml  niideeecTvdlj  net  wiih  a  comidenUe  itaM  ef  p^blc  ijifh^ 

TIN  ebanclariilki  of  Mr.  WonJbwoflh'b  nan  are  aloiiit 


LBTTERd. 
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lopMnr  te  thB  same  trotk,  I  am  Igiionnt  of  erery 
other  person  ooneemed  tn  it— «Ten  the  editor, 
whose  name  I  h&TS  not  heard.  Mjr  eonsin,  Lord 
Alexander  Gordon,  who  resided  in  tne  same  hotel, 
told  me  his  mother,  her  Grace  of  Gordon,  requested 
he  would  introduce  my  ooetieal  Lordshin  to  her 
BigAnsMB,  as  she  had  hougnt  my  rolume,  admired  it 
exceedinffly  in  common  with  the  rest  of  the  fashion- 
able world,  and  wished  to  claim  her  relationship 
with  the  author.  I  was  unluckily  engaged  on  an 
excursion  for  some  days  afterward,  and  as  the 
duchess  was  on  the  eve  of  departing  for  Scotland, 
I  have  postponed  my  introduction  till  the  winter, 
when  I  shall  Ikyor  the  lady,  whose  ttute  I  thaU  n»i 
ditpute,  with  my  most  sublime  and  edifying  con- 
▼ersation.  She  is  now  in  the  Highlands,  and 
Alexander  took  his  departure  a  few  days  ago,  for 
the  same  bisued  seat  of  '  dark  roliimf  windi,* 

**  Ckosbr,  my  London  publisher,  has  disposed  of 
his  second  importation,  and  has  sent  to  Ridge  for  a 
Mt'ni— at  least  so  he  says.  In  every  bookseller's 
window  I  see  my  own  name  and  say  nothinot  but 
ei^'oy  my  fame  in  secret.  My  last  reTiewer  kindly 
requests  me  to  alter  my  determination  of  writins 
no  more,  and  *  a  Friend  to  the  Cahse  of  Literature^ 
begs  I  will  ffraiify  the  pubUe  with  some  new  work 
•  at  no  very  distant  period.*  Who  would  not  be  a 
bard  ?— that  is  to  say,  if  all  critics  would  be  so 

Solite.  HowcTer,  the  others  will  pay  me  off,  I 
oubt  not,  for  this  amtU  encouragement.  If  so, 
hare  at  'em!  By-the-by,  I  have  written  at  my 
intervals  of  leisure,  after  two  in  the  morning,  three 
hundred  and  eighty  lines  in  blank  verse,  of  Bosworth 
Field.  I  have  luckily  got  Button's  aooovnt.  I 
shall  extend  the  Foem  to  eight  or  ten  books,  and 
shall  have  flnished  it  in  a  year.  Whether  it  will  be 
published  or  not  must  depend  on  drcnmstanees. 
So  much  for  egoHjtm!  My  faursb  have  turned  my 
brain,  but  the  eooUng  aeidt  of  forthooming  oitidsms 
will  probably  restore  me  to  modutv, 

«  Southwell  is  a  damned  plaee-HE  have  done  with 
it^-fit 


in  all  nrobabili^ :  excepting  yourself,  I 
no  one  wttoln  its  prednots.  You  were  my 
only  rtUhnal  companion ;  and  in  plain  truth,  I  had 
more  respect  for  jrou  than  the  whole  ft^vy,  with 
whose  foibles  I  smused  myself  in  compliance  with 


their  prevailing  propensities.  You  gave  yourself 
more  trouble  with  me  and  my  manuscripts  than  a 
thousand  dolk  would  have  aone.    Believe  me,  I 


have  not  forgotten  your  good-nature  ia.  tkU  eirele 
of  sm,  and  one  day  I  trust  I  shall  be  able  to  evinoe 
my  gratitude.    Adieu,  yours,  ftc. 
«  jP.  S.  Bemember  me  to  Dr.  P." 


LSTTBR  XX. 


TO  KIM  FieOT. 


«  On  Sundav  next  I  set  off  for  the  Highlands.* 
A  friend  of  mine  aceompunies  me  in  my  carriage  to 
Edinburgh.  There  vre  shall  leave  it,  and  proceed  in 
a  tandem,  (a  species  of  open  carriage,)  through  the 
western  passes  to  Inverary,  where  we  wall  purchase 
sheUiee,  to  enable  us  to  view  places  inaccessible  to 
vehietdar  eonveyaneet.  On  the  coast  we  shall  hire 
a  vessel  and  visit  the  most  remarkable  of  the  He- 
brides, and.  if  we  have  time  and  favorable  weather, 
mean  to  sail  as  for  as  Iceland,  only  three  hundred 
miles  from  the  northern  extremity  of  Caledonia,  to 
peep  at  Heeia.  This  last  intention  yon  will  keep  a 
seereC,  as  my  niee  mamma  woold  imagine  I 
a  Yoyage  of  Ditoovery^  aad  raise  ilM 
matarnal  war-whoop. 


tiSSt  week  I  swam  in  the  Thames  from  Lam- 
beth through  the  two  bridges,  Westminster  and 
Blaekftiars,  a  distance,  including  the  different 
turns  and  tacks  made  on  the  way,  of  three  miles ! 
You  see  I  am  in  excellent  training  in  case  of  a 
emuUl  at  sea.  I  mean  to  collect  all  the  Erse  tradi- 
tions, poems,  &c.,  and  translate,  or  expand  the  sub- 
ject to  fill  a  volume,  which  may  apMsr  next  spring 
under  the  denomination  of  '  The  Highland  aarp^ 
or  some  title  eauall^  jnctttreague.  Of  Bosworth 
Field,  one  book  is  finisned,  another  Just  begun.  It 
will  be  a  work  of  three  or  four  years,  and  most  prob- 
ably never  conclude.  What  would  you  say  to  some 
stanxas  on  Mount  Hecla  ?  they  would  be  written  at 
least  with  Jire,  How  is  the  immortal  Bran  ?  and 
the  Phcsnix  of  canine  quadrupeds.  Boatswain  ?  I 
have  lately  purchased  a  thorough-bred  bull-dog, 
worthy  to  be  the  coadjutor  of  the  aforesaid  celcstiads 
—his  name  is  Smti^/— *bear  it,  ye  breeses,  on  your 
fto/my  wings.' 

**  Write  to  me  before  I  set  off,  I  conjure  you  by 
the  fifth  rib  of  your  grandfather.  Rioge  goes  on 
well  with  the  books->-I  thought  that  worthy  had 
not  done  much  in  the  country.  In  town  they  have 
been  very  successfol ;  Carpenter  TMoore's  publisher) 
told  me  a  few  days  tigo  they  sold  all  theirs  immedi- 
ately, and  had  several  inquiries  made  since,  which, 
from  the  books  being  gone,  they  could  not  supply. 
The  Duke  of  York,  the  Marchioness  of  Headfort, 
the  Duchess  of  Gordon,  &c.,  &c.,  were  among  the 
purchasers,  and  Crosby  says  the  circulation  will  be 
still  more  extensive  in  the  winter ;  the  summer  sea- 
son being  very  bad  for  a  sale,  as  most  people  are 
absent  from  London.  However,  they  have  gone  off 
extremely  well  altogether.  I  shall  pass  very  near  you 
on  my  journey  through  Newark,  but  cannot  ap* 
proaea.  Don't  tell  this  to  Mrs.  B.,  who  supposes  I 
travel  a  different  road.  If  you  have  a  letter,  order 
it  to  be  left  at  Ridge*s  shop,  where  I  shall  call,  or 
the  post-olfice,  Newark,  about  six  or  eight  in  tiie 
evening.  If  your  brother  would  ride  over,  I  should 
be  devuish  glad  to  see  him— he  can  return  the  same 
night,  or  sup  with  us  and  go  home  the  next  mom* 
ing— the  Kingston  Arms  is  my  inn.  Adieu.  Yours 
••Btboh." 


•  TUi  |te  (vUeh  te  Mffw  pit  to  fRNfla^  Mlk 
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LETTER  XXL 

TO    XIS8   FIOOT. 
•<  TkWt7  CaltacB,  OuHbridgv*  Od. «,  1S07. 

"Mt  Dbak  ——, 

*  Fatigued  with  sitting  up  till  four  in  the  morning 
for  the  last  two  days  at  hasaxd,  I  take  up  my  pen 
to  inquire  how  your  highness  and  the  rest  of  my 
female  acquaintance  at  the  seat  of  archiepiscopal 
grandeur  go  on.  I  know  I  deserve  a  scolding  for 
my  negligence  in  not  writing  more  frequently :  but 
raoinff  up  and  down  the  country  for  these  last  three 
months,  how  was  it  possible  to  fulfil  the  duties  of  a 
correspondent  ?  Fixed  at  last  for  six  weeks,  I  write, 
as  thm  as  ever,  (not  having  gained  an  ounce  since 
my  reduction,)  and  rather  in  better  humor  ;»but, 
after,  all,  Southwell  was  a  detestable  residence. 
Thank  St.  Dominica,  I  have  done  with  it :  I  have 
been  twice  within  eight  miles  of  it,  but  could 
not  prevail  on  myself  to  9t{ffbeate  in  its  heavy 
atmosphere.  This  place  is  wretched  enough— a 
villanous  chaos  of  din  and  drunkenness,  nothing 
bnthassrd  and  Burgundy,  hunting  mathematics 
and  Newmarket,  riot  and  racinff.  Yet  it  is  a  para- 
dise eompered  with  the  eternal  dulness  of  South- 
well. Oh  I  the  misery  of  doing  nothing  but  make 
love,  enemiee,  and  versee, 

**  Next  January  (but  this  is  entre  noue  onitfj  and 
pray  let  it  be  so,  or  my  maternal  persecutor  will  bo 
throwing  her  tomahawk  at  any  of  my  curious  psof" 
ects)  I  am  going  to  sea,  for  four  or  five  monthSy 
with  my  oovisin,  Capt  Betteswortii,  who  commands 
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BTBOira  W0BK8. 


tbe  Ttftar»  the  ibuMt  frig«ta  in  tb*  vatj,  I  bftvt 
seen  most  scenes,  and  wuh  to  look  at  a  naral  I^. 
We  are  goinff  probably  to  the  Mediterranean,  or  to 

the  West  Inaies,  or  to  the  d ^l ;  and  If  there  is  a 

possibilitT  of  taking  me  to  the  latter  Bettesirorth 
will  do  it;  for  he  has  received  four-and-twenty 
wounds  in  different  places,  and  at  this  moment  j^s- 
sesses  a  letter  from  the  late  Lord  Nelson,  statins 
Bettesworth  as  the  only  officer  in  the  navy  who  had 
more  wounds  than  himself.* 

**  I' have  got  a  new  friend,  the  finest  in  the  world. 
%  tame  bear.  When  I  brought  hin^  here,  they  asked 
me  what  I  meant  to  do  with  him,  and  my  reply  was, 
he  should  »it  for  a  fellowship*  Sherard  wul  ex- 
plain the  meanmg  of  the  sentence,  if  it  is  ambigu- 
ous. This  answer  delighted  them  not  We  hare 
several  parties  here,  and  this  evening  a  large  as- 
sortment of  jockeys,  gamblers,  boxers,  authors, 
parsons,  and  poets,  sup  with  me, — a  precious  mix- 
ture, but  they  go  on  well  together :  and  for  me,  I 
am  a  apice  of  every  thing  except  a  jockey ;  by-the- 
by,  I  was  dismounted  again  the  other  day. 

*'  Thank.your  brother  in  my  name  for  his  treatise. 
I  have  written  214  pages  of  a  novel,— K>ne  poem  of 
380  llnes,t  to  be  published  Onthout  my  niCme)  in  a 
few  weeks,  with  notes, — 660  lines  of  Bosworth 
Field,  and  250  lines  of  another  poem  in  rhyme,  be- 
sides half  a  dozen  smaller  pieces.  The  poem  to  be 
Sublished  is  a  Satire.  Apropos,  I  have  been  praised 
3  the  skies  in  the  Critical  Review,  and  abused 
greatly  in  another  publication.  So  much  the  better, 
they  tell  me,  for  the  sale  of  the  book ;  it  keeps  up 
controversy,  and  preyents  it  being  forgotten.  Be- 
tides, the  nrst  men  of  aU  ages  have  had  their  share, 
nor  do  the  humblest  escape ; — so  I  bear  it  like  a 
philosopher.  It  is  odd  two  opposite  critiques  came 
out  on  the  same  day,  and  out  of  five  pages  of  abuse 
my  censor  only  quotes  ttoo  lines  nrom  different 
poems,  in  support  of  his  opinion.  Now  the  proper 
way  to  ctU  up,  is  to  quote  long  passages,  ana  make 
them  appear  absurd,  because  simple  allegation  is  no 
proof.  On  the  other  hand,  there  are  seven  pag^es  of 
praise,  and  more  than  tny  mo(ief^y  will  allow  said  on 
the  subject.  Adieu. 
"PS.  Write,  write,  write ! ! !  "- 


LETTER  XXII. 

TO   Ma.    DALLAB. 
'*  Doimnt'a  Hotel,  Albcmurle  ■met,  JtB.  90,  X80B. 

"  Sir, 

*'  Tour  letter  was  not  received  till  this  morning,  I 
presume  from  being  addressed  to  me  in  Notts, 
where  I  have  not  resided  since  last  June,  and 
as  the  date  is  the  6th,  you  will  excuse  the  delay  of 
my  answer. 

*'If  the  little  volume  t  you  mention  has  given 
pleasure  to  the  author  of  Percival  and  Aubreyt  I 
am  sufficiently  repaid  by  his  praise.  Thou^^h  our 
periodical  censors  nave  been  uncommonlv  lenient,  I 
confess  a  tribute  from  a  man  of  acknowledged  genius 
is  still  more  flattering.  But  I  am  afraid  I  should 
forfeit  all  claim  to  candor,  if  I  did  not  decline  sUch 
praise  as  I  do  not  deserve ;  and  this  is,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  the  case  in  the  present  instance. 

*'My  compositions  speak  for  themselves,  and 
must  stand  or  fall  by  their  own  worth  or  demerit : 
thus  far  I  feel  highly  gratified  by  your  favorable 
opinion.  But  my  pretences  to  virtue  are  unluckily 
so  few,  that  though  I  should  be  happy  to  merit,  I 
cannot  accept  your  applause  in  that  resi)ect.  One 
passage  in  your  letter  struck   me   forcibly:    you 


mmtkin  tlM  two  Loidi  I^tHeton  in  a  naaam  fney 

respeettrely  deserve,  and  wffl  be  lorpiJMd  to  hat 
the  person  who  is  now  addretsinff  jtm  has  been 
frequently  compared  to  the  latter.  I  know  I  am  m- 
junn^  nQrself  m  your  esteem  by  this  avowal,  bat 
the  eiroumstance  was  so  remarkahle  from  your  ob- 
servation, that  I  cannot  help  relating  the  &et.  The 
events  of  my  short  life  have  been  of  so  mngnUr  a 
nature,  that  though  the  pride  commonly  eaUed 
honor  has,  and  I  tmst  ever  win,  prevint  nae  from 
disgracing  my  name  by  a  mean  or  cowardly  action^ 
I  have  been  uready  held  up  as  the  votary  of  licen- 
tiousness, and  the  disciple  of  infidelity.  How  £w 
justice  may  have  dictated  this  accusation  I  caimot 
pretend  to  say,  but  like  the  ffentlemau  to  whom  my 
religious  friends,  in  the  warmth  of  their  charity,  haye 
already  devoted  me,  I  am  made  worse  than  I  reaBy 
am.  However,  to  quit  myself,  (the  worst  theme  I 
could  pitch  upon,)  and  return  to  my  Poems,  I  can- 
not sufficiently  express  my  thanks,  and  I  hope  I 
shall  some  day  have  an  opportunity  of  rendering 
them  in  person.  A  second  edition  is  nocw  in  tbe 
press,  with  some  additions  and  considerable  omis- 
sions ;  you  will  allow  me  to  present  you  with  a  copy. 
The  Cntical,  Monthly,  ana  Anti-Jacobin  Reviews 
have  been  very  indulgent ;  but  the  Eclectic  haus  pro- 
nounced a  froious  Philippic,  not  against  the  oooi 
but  the  author,  where  you  will  find  ul  I  haye  men- 
tioned asserted  by  a  reverend  divine  who  wrote  the 
critique. 

**  Your  name  and  connexion  with  our  family  have 
been  long  known  to  me,  and  I  hope  your  person 
will  be  not  less  so ;  you  will  find  me  an  excellent 
compound  of  a  *  Brainless'  and  a  '  Stanhope.'*  I 
am  afraid  you  will  hardly  be  able  to  read  this,  fbr 
my  hand  is  almost  as  bad  as  my  character,  but  yoa 
wul  find  me,  as  legibly  as  possible, 

'*  Your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 
"  BYnoH." 


LETTER  XXm. 

TO   HB.    DALLAS. 


•  SMpaMKripttotlnEQflMiButbaiidaDolBhBavtovMi 
t  CofltaliBaidsMulBeocehRoTiewm. 


"Sin, 

"  Whenever  leisure  and  inclination  permit  me  the 
pleasure  of  a  visit,  I  shall  feel  truly  gratified  in  a 
personal  acquaintance  with  one  whose  mind  has 
been  long  known  to  me  in  his  writings. 

**  You  are  so  far  correct  in  your  conjectore,  that  I 
am  a  member  of  the  University  of  Cambridge, 
where  I  shall  take  my  degree  of  A.  M.  this  term; 
but  were  reasoning,  eloquence,  or  virtue  the  objeeti 
of  my  search,  Granta  is  not  their  metropolis,  nor  is 
the  place  of  her  situation  an  'El  Boraao,'  far  less 
a  Utopia.  The  intellects  of  her  children  are  as 
stagnant  as  her  Cam,t  and  their  pursuits  limited  to 
the  church— not  of  Christ,  but  of  the  nearest  bene- 
fice. 

"  As  to  my  reading,  I  belieye  I  may  ayer,  withost 
hiperbole,  it  has  been  tolerably  extensive  in  the  his- 
torical ;  so  that  few  nations  exist,  or  have  existed 
with  whose  records  I  am  not  in  some  degree  ac- 
quainted, from  Herodotus  down  to  Gibbon.  Of  the 
classics,  I  know  about  as  much  as  most  school  boys 
after  a  discipline  of  thirteen  years ;  of  the  law  of 
the  land  as  much  as  enables  me  to  keep  *  within  the 
statute'— to  use  the  poacher's  vocabulary.  I  did 
study  the  *  Spirit  of  Laws'  and  the  Law  of  of  Na- 
tions ;  but  when  I  saw  the  latter  violated  evoy 
month,  I  gave  up  my  attempts  at  so  useless  an  ac- 
complishment;— of  geoffraphy,  I  have  seen  mors 
land  on  maps  than  I  should  wish  to  traverse  em 
foot;— of  mathematics,   enough   to  give  me  ths 


ChUMlBR  IB  tb0  BOWl  0 
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2i6a4aek«  wiibwrt  dmiag  the  ptrt  affeoted:— of 
philosophy,  astronomjr,  and  metaphysics,  more 
than  I  ean  comprehend,  and  of  common  sense  so 
Httle,  that  I  mean  to  leave  a  Brronian  prise  at*  each 
of  onr  *A]me  Matres'  for  tne  first  discovery,— 
though  I  rather  fear  that  of  the  Longitude  will  pre- 
cede It. 

"I  once  thought  myself  a  philosopher,  and 
talked  nonsense  with  great  decorum :  I. defied  pain, 
and  preached  up  equanimity.  For  some  time  this 
did  very  well,  for  no  one  was  in  jNitin  for  me  but  my 
Mends,  and  none  lost  their  patience  but  my  hear- 
ers. At  last^  a  fall  from  my  horse  convinced  me 
bodily  suffering  was  an  evil ;  and  the  worst  of  an 
argpiment  overset  my  maxims  and  my  temper  at  the 
same  moment,  so  I  quitted  Zeno  for  Aristippus,  and 
conceive  that  pleasure  constitutes  the  r«  «raX«y.  In 
mondity,  I  prefer  Confucius  to  the  Ten  Command- 
ments, and  Socrates  to  St.  Paul,  though  the  latter 
two  agree  in  their  opinion  of  marriage.  In  religion, 
I  favor  the  Catholic  emancipation,  but  do  not  ac- 
knowledge the  Pope ;  and  I  have  refused  to  take 
the  Sacrament,  because  I  do  not  think  eating  bread 
or  drinking  wine  from  the  hand  of  an  earthly  vicar 
will  make  me  an  inheritor  of  heaven.  I  hold  virtue 
in  general,  or  the  virtues  severally,  to  be  only  in  the 
disposition,  each  a  fe^Ung,  not  a  principle.  I  be- 
lieve truth  the  prime  attribute  oi  the  i)eity ;  and 
death  an  eternal  sleep,  at  least  of  the  body.  You 
have  here  a  brief  compendium  of  the  sentiments  of 
the  wicked  Georffe  Lord  Byron ;  an^  till  I  get  a 
new  suit,  you  wm  perceive  I  am  badly  clothed.  I 
remain,  •*  Yours  very  truly, 

"  Btbon." 


LETTER  XXrV. 

TO   KB.    ESKKT  DBTTST.* 

MOonm'k  Bold,  Juu  U^  1808L 
"MTDsiL&SiR, 

"Though  the  stupidity  of  my  servants,  or  the 
porter  of  the  house,  m  not  showin^vou  up  stairs, 
(where  I  should  have  joined  you  oirectly,)  pre- 
vented me  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  yesterday,  I 
hoped  to  meet  you  at  some  public  place  in  the  eve- 
ning. However,  my  stars  decreed  otherwise,  as 
they  generally  do,  when  I  have  any  favor  to  re- 
quest of  them.  I  think  you  would  have  been  sur- 
prised at  my  figure,  for,  smce  our  last  meeting,  I  am 
reduced  four  stone  in  weight.  I  then  weighed  four^ 
teen  stone  seven  pound,  and  now  only  ten  stone  and 
a  half.  I  have  disposed  of  my  superjluitiet  by 
means  of  hard  exercise  and  abstinence.    •    •    • 

«  Should  your  Harrow  engagements  allow  you  to 
visit  town  between  this  and  Febuary,  I  shall  be 
most  happy  to  see  you  in  Albemarle  street.  If  I 
am  not  so  fortunate,  I  shall  endeavor  to  join  you 
for  an  afternoon  at  Harrow,  though,  I  fear,  your 
6ellar  will  by  no  moans  contribute  to  my  cure.  As 
for  my  worthy  preceptor,  Dr.  B.,  our  encounter 
would  by  no  means  prevent  the  mutual  endearmentt 
he  and  I  were  wont  to  lavish  on  each  other.  We 
have  only  spoken  once  since  my  departure  from 
Harrow  in  1805,  and  then  he  politely  told  Tatersall 
I  was  not  a  proper  associate  for  his  pupils.  This 
was  long  before  my  strictures  were  in  verse :  but,  in 
plain  orose,  had  I  been  some  years  older,  I  should 
nave  neld  my  tongue  on  his  perfections.  But  oeing 
laid  on  my  oack,  when  that  schoolboy  thing  was 
written— or  rather  dictated— expecting  to  rise  no 
more,  my  physician  having  taken  his  sixteenth  fee, 
and  I  his  prescription,  I  could  not  quit  this  earth 
without  leaving  a  memento  of  my  constant  attach- 
ment to  Butler  in  gratitude  for  his  manifold  good 
offices. 


*  8oB  or  Doctor  Diax7,Latd?7i9B'kfaiiMrMMlflr  at  BuiMrSihiNL 
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«I  mtaat  t»  have  been  down  !a  July;  but  think- 
ing my  appearance,  immediately  after  the  nublioa- 
tion,  would  be  construed  into  an  insult,  I  oirected 
my  steps  elsewhere.  Besides,  I  heard  that  some 
of  the  boys  had  got  hold  of  my  LibeUus,  contrary 
to  my  wishes  certainly,  for  I  never  transmitted  a 
single  copy  till  October,  when  I  gave  one  to  a  bov, 
since  gone,  after  repeated  importunities.  You  will, 
I  trust,  pardon  this  egotism.  As  you  had  touched 
on  the  subject,  I  thought  some  explanation  neces- 
sary. Defence  I  shall  not  attempt,  *Hic  mums 
aheneus  esto,  nil  conscire  sibi*— ana  *so  on'  (as 
Lord  Baltimore  said,  on  his  trial  for  a  rape)— I  have 
been  so  long  at  Trinity  as  to  forget  the  conclusion 
of  the  line ;  but,  though  I  cannot  finish  my  quota 
tion,  I  will  my  letter,  and  entreat  you  to  believe 
me,  gratefully  and  affectionately,  &c. 
*  "  P.  S.  I  will  not  lay  a  tax  on  your  time  by 
requiring  an  answer,  lest  you  say,  as  Butler  said  to 
Tatersall,  (when  I  had  written  his  reverence  an 
impudent  epistle  on  the  expression  before  men- 
tioned,) yitt,  *that  I  wanted  to  draw  him  into  a 
correspondence.' " 


LETTER  XX  ^ 

TO  MB.  HABBBSS. 

«DoniM^HoC0l,  ItoiHrioolnol,  r*.  11  JM 
**  Mt  DeaB  H1.BNB88, 

**  As  I  had  no  opportunity  of  returning  my  verbal 
thanks,  I  trust  you  will  accept  my  written  acknowl- 
edgments for  tne  compliment  you  were  pleased  to 
nay  some  production  of  my  unlucky  muse  last 
November— I  am  induced  to  do  this  not  less  from 
the  pleasure  I  feel  in  the  praise  of  an  old  school- 
fellow, than  from  justice  to  you,  for  I  had  heard  the 
story  with  some  slight  variations.  Indeed,  when 
we  met  this  morning,  Wingfield  had  not  undeceived 
me,  but  he  will  tell  you  that  I  displayed  no  resent- 
ment in  mentioning  what  I  had  heard,  though  I 
was  not  sorry  to  discover  the  truth.  Perhaps  you 
hardly  recollect  some  years  ago  a  short,  though,  for 
the  tm&e,  a  warm  friendship  between  us !  why  it 
was  not  of  longw  duration,  I  know  not.  I  have 
still  a  gift  of  yours  in  my  possession,  that  must 
always  prevent  mv  from  forffetting  it.  •  I  also 
remember  being  favored  with  the  perusal  of  many 
of  your  compositions  and  several  other  circum- 
stances very  pleasant  in  their  day,  which  I  will  not 
force  upon  your  memory,  but  entreat  you  to  believe 
me.  with  much  regret  at  their  short  continuance^ 
and  a  hope  they  are  not  irrevooalble,  yours  very 
sincerely,  &c.  *«Btboh." 


LETTER  XXVL 

to  MB.  HABNBS8.— [PBA^QMBBT.] 

•<  MoRfa,  ISBIL 

"We  both  seem  perfectly  to  recollect,  with  a 
mixture  of  pleasure  and  regret,  the  hours  we  once 
passed  together,  and  I  assure  you  most  sincerely 
they  are  numbered  among  the  liappiest  of  my  brief 
chronicle  of  enjoyment.  I  am  now  getting  into 
yean,  that  is  to  say,  I  was  twenty  a  month  ago,  and 
another  voar  will  send  me  into  the  world  to  run  my 
career  or  folly  with  the  rest.  I  was  then  just  four- 
teen,— ^you  were  almost  the  first  of  my  Harrow 
friends,  certainly  the  Jirtt  in  my  esteem,  if  not  in 
date ;  but  an  absence  from  Harrow  for  some  time, 
shortiy  after,  and  new  connexions  on  your  side,  and 
the  difference  in  our  conduct  (an  advantage  decidedly 
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BTBOirs  irojuu. 


ta  yoor  bvor)  from  tliat  tmWteiit  and  rfotooi 
iiipodtum  of  mine,  which  impelled  me  into  erery 
reeciet  of  mischief,— all  these  circumstancee  eom- 
blned  to  destroy  an  intimacy,  which  Affsction  tuged 
me  to  eontinoe,  and  Memoiy  compels  me  to  regret. 
But  there  is  not  a  circumstance  attending  that 
period,  hardly  a  sentence  we  exchanged,  which  is 
not  impressed  on  my  mind  at  this  moment.  I  need 
not  say  more, — this  assurance  alone  must  conrince 
you,  had  I  considered  them  as  trirlal,  ther  would 
have  been  less  indelible.  How  well  I  recollect  the 
perusal  of  your  *  first  flights ! '  There  is  another 
circumstance  you  do  not  linow  ;-^he  .^rs^  /«fiet  I 
ever  attempted  at  Harrow  were  addressed  to  you. 
You  were  to  have  seen  them ;  but  Sinclair  had  the 
copy  in  his  possession  when  we  went  home  ;<— «nd,  on 
our  return,  we  were  ttrangen.  They  were  destroyed, 
and  certainly  no  great  loss ;  but  you  will  perceive 
from  this  circumstance  my  opinions  at  an  age  when 
we  cannot  be  hypocrites. 

"I  hsTe  dwelt  longer  on  this  theme  than  I 
intended,  and  I  shall  now  conclude  *with  what  I 
ought  to  have  begun.  We  were  once  friends,— 4iay, 
we  have  always  been  so,  for  our  separation  was  the 
effect  of  chance,  not  of  dissension.  I  do  not  know 
how  far  our  destinations  in  life  may  throw  us 
together,  but  if  opportunity  and  inclination  allow 
you  to  waste  a  thought  on  auch  a  harebrained  being 
as  myself,  you  will  find  me  at  least  sincere,  and  not 
so  bigoted  to  my  faults  as  to  involTc  others  in  the 
consequences.  Will  you  sometimes  write  to  me? 
I  do  not  ask  it  often,  and,  if  we  meet,  let  us  be 
what  we  9hauid  be  and  what  we  toere,** 


LBTTBR  XXVn. 


TO  MB.  BBCHBS. 


•'  Mt  Dbab  Bbokbx, 

M «  •  •  •  N<^  tor  Apollo.  I  am 
happy  that  tou  still  retain  your  predilection,  and 
that  the  public  allow  me  some  share  of  praise.  I 
am  of  so  much  importance  that  a  most  riolent 
attack  is  preparing  for  me  b^  the  nextnumb^of 
the  Edinburgh  BcTiew.  Thla  I  had  from  the 
authority  of  a  friend  who  has  seen  the  proof  and 
manuscript  of  the  critique.  You  know  tne  system 
of  the  Edinburgh  gentlemen  is  universal  attaok. 
They  praise  none ;  and  neither  the  public  nor  the 
author  expecf  praise  from  them.  It  is,  howerer, 
something  to  be  noticed,  as  they  profess  to  pass 
Judgment  only  on  works  requiring  the  public 
attention.  You  will  see  this,  when  it  comes  out  ;^ 
it  is,  I  understand,  of  the  most  unmerciful  descrip- 
tion ;  but  I  am  aware  of  it,  and  hope  you  will  not 
be  hurt  by  its  severity. 

"  Tell  Mrs.  Byron  not  to  be  out  of  humor  with 
them,  and  to  prepare  her  mind  for  the  greatest 
hostility  on  their  part  It  will  do  no  injury  what- 
ever, and  I  trust  her  mind  will  not  be  ruffled.  They 
defeat  their  object  by  indiseriminate  abuse,  and  they 
never  praise,  except  the  partisans  of  Lord  Holland 
and  Co.  It  is  nothing  to  be  abused  when  Southej, 
Moore,  Lauderdale,  fitrangford,  and  Payne  ELnignt 
share  the  same  fate. 

'*  I  am  sorry— but  *  Childish  Recollections '  must 
be  suppressed  during  this  edition  I  hare  altered, 
at  your  suggestion,  the  oinntunu  tummPM  in  the 
sink  staaaa  of  my  last  ode. 

'^  And  BOW.  my  dear  Beeher,  rnsMt  retam  aiy 
best  aokBowledgneBts  fer  the  interest  you  have 
taksB  l»me  ana  my  poetical  bantlings,  and  I  shall 
frmt  be  proud  to  show  how  much  1  esteem  the 
wMm  mA  the  a^hittr. 

"Bdieve  ne  most  truly,  fte." 


LETTBB  XXTm. 


TO  XS.  BBCHBB. 


'<  I  have  lately  received  a  copy  of  the  new  editkn 
from  Ridffe.  ana  it  is  high  time  for  me  to  retun  my 
best  thanks  to  you  for  the  trouble  you  have  takes 
in  the  superintendence.  This  I  do  most  sincerelT, 
and  only  rmet  that  Ridge  has  not  seconded  yea  u 
I  could  wish,— at  least,  in  the  bindings,  paper,  ftc, 
of  the  copy  he  sent  to  me.  Perhaps  those  for  the 
public  may  be  more  respectable  in  such  srticles. 

"You  have  seen  the  Edinburgh  Review,  of 
course.  I  regret  that  Mrs.  Byron  is  so  rnvdi 
annoyed.  For  my  own  part,  these  '  paper  bvIleU 
of  the  brain'  have  only  taught  me  to  stand  fire; 
and,  as  I  have  been  lucky  enoueh  upon  the  whole, 
myrepose  and  appetite  are  not  oisoomposed.  Pratt, 
the  gleaner,  autnor,  poet,  ftc,  ftc,  addressed  a 
long  rhymhig  epistle  to  me  on  the  subject,  by  waj 
of  consolation :  but  it  was  not  well  done,  so  I  w 
not  send  it.  though  the  name  of  the  man  might 
make  it  ffo  down.  The  E.  R*s.  have  not  pcrfonned 
their  task  well ;  at  least  the  literati  tett  me  this, 
and  I  think  I  could  vrrite  a  more  sarcastic  critiqae 
on  my^etf  than  any  yet  published.  For  instaace, 
instead  of  the  remark, — ill-natured  enough,  but  nst 
keen,«-«ibout  Mae  Pherson,  I  ([quoad  reriewm) 
could  have  said,  'Alas,  this  imitation  only  proTU 
the  assertion  of  Doctor  Johnson,  that  many  men, 
women,  and  chUdunn  could  write  such  poetry  as 
Ossian's.' 

<<  I  am  ifwn  and  in  exercise.  During  the  spiinff 
or  summer  I  trust  we  shall  meet.  I  hearXon 
Ruthyn  leaves  Newstead  in  April.  *  *  •  As  sooa 
as  he  quits  it  for  ever,  I  wish  you  would  take  a  nd« 
over,  survey  the  mansion,  and  give  me  your  candid 
opimon  on  the  most  advisable  mode  of  proceeding 
with  regard  to  the  houu,  Entro  tioua,  I  am  cunedlj 
dipped ;  my  debts,  every  thing  inclusive,  will  be 
nine  or  ten  thousand  before  I  am  twenty-one.  Bnt 
I  have  reason  to  think  my  property  wfl  tnzn  oat 
better  than  general  expectation  may  conceive.  Oi 
Newstead  I  have  little  hope  or  care;  batHaaiaa, 
my  agent,  intimated  my  Tanwishire  property  «> 
worth  three'Newsteads.  I  believe  we  have  it 
hollow :  though  the  defendants  are  protracting  the 
surrender,  if  possible,  till  after  my  miyori^,  for  the 
purpose  of  forming  some  arrangement  with  ne, 
thinking  I  shall  probably  prefer  a  sum  in  hand  to  a 
reversion.  Newstead  I  may  setf.'^— perhaps  I  vu 
not,— though  of  that  more  anon«  I  will  cmt 
down  in  May  or  June.    0*0    • 

«Yoiiia  most  tnly,  ftc' 


LETTER  XXIX. 

TO  MX.  IA.CXB01K.* 

N.A.NaM,atpCU,«H> 
DBAK  Jl-CK, 

"  I  wish  you  would  inform  me  what  has  be* 
done  by  Jekyll,  at  No.  40  Sloane  Square,  coneeA' 
ing  the  pony  I  returned  as  unsound.  . 

**  I  have  also  to  request  yon  will  csll  on  Lon^, 
at  Brompton,  and  inquire  what  the  devil  he  im- 
by  sending  such  an  insolent  letter  to  me  at  Bng&t* 
on;  and  at  the  same  time  tell  him  I  by  no  meint 
earn  comply  vrith  the  charge  he  has  made  tothogi 
prflfanjffl  to  be  damaged.  . 

«Ambroae  behaved  moat  scandalously  abont  the 
pony.  You  may  teU  JekyU  if  he  does  not  ffJJ 
the  money,  I  shall  put  the  affair  into  my  uif^* 


Set  arts  la  Dm  l«HH  CMi»& 


uRrais. 


Ml 


lflTB-aiid-l«ran«]F  gvineat  li  a  tonnd  prioe 

fbr  a  voojt  and  b j  — -^  if  it  oott  me  five  hundred 

poaniOiy  1  wiU  make  m  iriemplw  of  Xr.  Jekyll, 

•adlhal  InwaediatelT,  nnleee  the  eaeh  ia  retomea.  . 

«<  Beliere  me,  devr  Jeck,  fte.' 


LBTTS&  XXX. 


TO  lOU  JAOXtOK. 


•<  Toa  win  make 
with  thie  Maater  J( 
Ifheiaa 


good  a  baigain  aa  poaaible 
'H,  if  he  ia  not  a  ffentleman. 
me,  for  I  ahau  take  rmy 


If  he  18  not,  ye«  mnat  get  what 
y«a  ean  of  the  monaj,  fcr  I  haTe  too  mueh  onaineea 
en  hand  at  pwaent  to  eommenee  an  aetion«  Beaidn 
Amfaraao  ia  tiie  maK  who  ought  to  xeftmd,— hut 
hare  done  with  him.  Ton  can  aettle  with  L.  out 
of  the  baUnee,  aad  diapoae  of  the  bideta,  &e.,  aa 
jon  beat  can. 

**  I  ahould  be  Terr  gUd  to  aee  you  here ;  but  the 
houae  ia  filled  with  workmen,  mad  undergoing  a 

thorough  repair.     I  hope,  howerer,  to  be 

fortunate  before  many  montha  have  eUpaed. 

**  If  Ton  aee  Bold  Webator,  remember  me  to  him, 
and  t«Jl  him  I  have  to  regret  Sydney,  who  haa 
periahed.  I  fear,  in  my  rabbit  warren,  for  we  haTe 
aeeA  noOking  of  him  for  the  laat  fortnight 

«<  Adieu.— BelioTe  ae,  fte.' 


LBTTSB  XXXL 

TO  MB.  JAOZiOK. 

'*Mt  Dbab  Jack, 

'^Tou  will  get  the  greyhound  from  tfie  owner  at 
any  price,  and  aa  many  more  of  the  aame  breed 
(male  or  female)  aa  you  ean  eoUeet. 

'•TeU  D'Sff^  hia  dreaa  ahall  be  letomed-I 
am  obliged  to  nim  for  the  pattern.  I  am  aony  you 
ahould  haTe  ao  muah  trouble,  but  I  waa  not  aware 
of  the  difficultr  of  procuring  the  animala  in  quea- 
tien.  I  ahall  naTO  finished  part  of  my  manaion  hi 
a  few  weeka,  and,  if  you  can  pay  me  a  Tiait  at 
Chriatmaa,  I  ahall  be  yery  glad  to  aee  you. 

«BeUeTeme,ftc." 


liBTTBR  XXXn. 


TO  : 


X  Nnmaid  lU^f ,  Moa^  tql.  14,  MIL 


"Ht  I>ba»  Bbohbb* 

''I  aaa  mueh  oUised  to  you  Ibr  your  inquiriea, 
Mid  ahall  profit  by  them  aeoordingly.  I  am  going 
to  get  up  a  riay  here ;  the  hail  wiU  conatituta  a  moat 
admsraUe  theatre.  I  haTe  aettled  the  dram.  pera. 
and  ean  do  without  ladiea,  aa  I  haTe  aome  young 
firienda  who  will  make  tolerable  ambatitatao  for 
fsmtdea,  and  we  only  want  three  male  eharactera, 
beeide  Jfi.  Hobhouae  and  myaelf,  for  the  play  we 
haTe  fixed  on,  which  will  be  the  KcTenge.  Ptay 
dixeet  Nieholaon  the  carpenter  to  come  oyer  to  me 
Immediately,  and  inform  me  what  day  you  will  dine 
■Bd  paM  the  night  here.  **  BeUere  me,  fte.** 


uma  xxznL 

TO  TBB  XOBOBaBXJ^  MBB. 


I  do 


"Hi llMny,W>aibOa.T,Ma. 

Dbab  BIaoam, 

"I  haTe  no  beda  for  theH  *  *  a,  or  any  body  el 
at  preaent.  The  H  •  •  a  sleep  at  Manafield.  I  c. 
not  know  that  I  reaemble  Jean  Jaequea  Bnuaacau  f 
I  haTe  no  ambition  to  be  like  ao  illustrioua  a  mad* 
man— but  thia  I  know,  that  I  ahall  Uto  in  my  own 
manner,  and  aa  much  alone  aa  possible.  IVhen  my 
rooma  are  ready  I  ahall  be  glad  to  aee  you;  at  prea- 
ent it  would  he  improper,  and  uncomfortable  to 
both  partiea.  Tou  can  hardly  object  to  my  render- 
ing my  manaion  habitable,  notwitiiatanaing  my 
departure  for  Peraia  in  March,  (or  May  at  IhffAeat,) 
ainee  you  will  be  temmt  till  my  return ;  and  in  oaae 
of  any  accident,)  for  I  have  already  arranged  mT 
will  to  be  drawn  up  the  moment  I  am  twenfy-one,  j 
I  haye  taken  care  you  shall  have  the  houae  and  ma^ 
nor  for  life,  besides  a  sufficient  Ineome.  So  you  aet 
my  improyementa  are  not*  entirely  aelfiah.  At 
I  haye  a  friend  here,  we  will  go  to  the  Infirmair 
Ball  on  the  12th;  we  will  drink  tea  with  Mrs.  By^ 
ron  at  eight  o'clock,  and  expect  to  aee  you  at  tie 


;  eight  o 

ball.    If  that  lady  will  allow  us  a  couple  of  i 

to  dreaa  in.  we  ahall  be  highly  obliged :— if  we  are 
at  the  ball  by*  ten  or  eleyen  it  will  be  time 
enough,  and  we  ahall  return  to  Kewatead  aboBt 
three  or  four.    Adieu.    BelieTe  me, 

Youi.,Terytn^^^^ 


LBTTBB  XXXiy. 

TO  UBS.   BTBOW. 

"Mnilwil  AMnf ,  B>r.  %  MBL 
0BAB  MOTBBB, 

'<If  you  pleaae,  we  will  forget  the  thinga  yo« 

lention.  I  haTO  no  deeiie  ie  remember  them. 
When  my  rooma  are  iiniahed,  I  ahall  be  happy  to 
aee  you ;  aa  I  teU  but  the  truth,  you  will  not  auapeot 
me  of  eraabn.  I  am  furnishing  the  houae  more  fer 
you  tiian  myfeeH^  and  I  ahall  eatablish  you  in  it  be- 
fore I  sail  for  India,  which  I  expect  to  do  hoi  tta«oh» 
if  nothing  particularly  obatructiTe  ooenia.  I  am 
now  fitting  up  the  grtim  drawing-room ;  the  red  ftf 
a  bed->room,  and  tiie  rooma  orer  aa  8leemng''rooaNk 
They  will  be  aoon  oompleted :— at  least,  1  hope  ao. 

**1  wiah  TOU  would  inqunw  of  Muor  WataoB 
(who  ia  an  old  Indian)  what  thinff a  will  he  neoeasary 
to  pioTide  ibr  my  Toyage.  I  naTe  already  pro- 
cured a  friend  to  write  to  the  Arabic  profeaeor  at 
Cambridge  ibr  aome  information  I  am  anxioua  to 
proeure.  I  can  eaaily  get  lettera  from  OoTemmenr 
to  the  ambaaaadora,  consuls,  &c.,  and  alao  to  the 
gOTemoit  at  Caleutto  and  Madiaa.  I  ahaU  plaee 
my  property  and  will  in  the  hands  of  tmateee  till 
my  return,  and  I  mean  to  appoint  you  one.  From 
Hanaott  I  haTe  heard  notidag-~«hen  I  do  you  ahaU 
haye  the  partieakra. 

<*  After  all,  you  muat  own  inr  project  is  not  a  had 
one.  If  I  do  not  traTol  now,  x  nerer  shall,  and  all 
n  ahould  one  day  or  other.  I  haTe  at  preaent  no 
oonneotiona  to  keep  me  at  home ;  no  wue,  or  un- 
proTided  aiatera,  brothera,  &o.  I  ahaQ  take  care  of 
you,  and  whan  I  return  I  may  noaaibly  become  a 
politician.  A  fiw  yeara'  knowledge  of  other  ooua- 
triea  than  eor  own  will  not  incapacitate  me  for  that 
part.    If  wa  aee  no  nation  but  our  own  we  do  not 
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BTR0V8  WOlXb. 


ghre  manklad  a  ftdr  oiianee— It  b  from  merienee^ 
of  them.    Then  b 


mot  books,  we  ought  to  Judge 
nothing  nko  Inipeetioiif  tma 


to  i 


<*  Yonit  Teiy  trulT, 
"Bti 


LETTER  XXXV. 


TO   KB.    HODGSON. 


"  ▲  few  weeki  ago  I  wrote  to  *  *  *.  to  request  he 
would  xeoeiTe  the  son  of  a  dtben  of  London,  well 
known  to  me,  as  a  pupil ;  the  famUj  haTing  been 
particularlj  polite  durinff  tiie  short  time  I  was  with 
them  induoed  me  to  this  application.  Now,  msrk 
what  follows,— as  somebody  sublimely  saith.  On 
this  day  snriTes  an  epistle,  signed  *  *  *,  containing 
not  the  smallest  referftioe  to  tuition,  or  mtuition, 
but  a  jMtition  for  Bobert  Oregson,  of  pugilistic  no- 
toriety, now  in  bondage  for  certain  paltry  pounds 
sterling,  and  liable  to  take  up  his  everlasting  abode 
In  Banco  Pegis.  Had  the  letter  been  from  any  of 
my  fay  acquaintance,  or,  in  short,  from  any  person 
but  the  gentleman  whose  signature  it  bears,  I  should 
have  nuunrelled  not  If  *  *  *  is  serious,  I  congrat- 
ulate pugiliBm  on  the  acquisition  of  such  a  patron, 
and  shall  be  most  happy  to  advance  any  sum  neces- 
sary for  the  liberation  of  the  captive  Oregson.  But 
I  certainly  hope  to  be  certified  from  you,  or  some  re- 
spectable housekeeper,  of  the  fkct,  before  I  write 
to  •  •  •  on  the  subject.  When  I  say  the  fact,  I 
mean  of  the  letter  oeing  written  by  *  *  *,  not  hav- 
ing any  doubt  as  to  the  authenticity  of  the  state- 
ment. The  letter  is  now  before  me,  and  I  keep  it 
for  your  perusaL" 


LITTBB  XXXVn. 

vo  m.  a.  luxjULs,  mo. 

"HTl>m4m8zB, 
"Suppose  we  have  this  couplet—* 


or. 


•«  TiMmgb  MMt  tlM  MMMd,  4liddB  a  bonovM  loMb 
BirffB  Actek'b  lyn,  aad  Mrite  ywv  am ; 


RfldgB  AdMk'a  tjTC,  Ud  aOite  7W  MTB. 


LBTTBB  XXXYI. 

TO  X.    a   DAZXiJ,   BSQ. 

**  n«iMMi*i  AM,  Jm.  M,  VMt 

•^MtBb^xSib, 

'*  My  only  reason  for  not  adopting  your  Unes*  is 
because  they  are  your  lines.  Ton  will  recollect 
what  Lady  wortley  Montague  said  to  Pope:  'No 
touching,  for  tiie  good  will  be  given  to  you,  and  the 
bad  attributed  to  me.'  I  am  determined  it  shall  be 
all  my  own,  except  such  alterations  as  may  be  abso- 
lutely requisite;  but  I  am  much  obliged  by  tiie 
trouble  you  have  taken  and  your  good  opinion. 

'*  The  couplet  on  Lord  0.  may  be  scratched  out, 
and  the  following  inserted : 


*  This  will  answer  the  purpose  of  concealment. 
Jlow  for  some  couplets  on  Mr.  Crabbe,  which  you 
nwy  place  after  '  Oifibrd,  Sotheby,  McNeil :' 

•*  TtaN  b»  wlw  aj  la  IteM  caJIffalMMil  daji,  40. 

«I  am  sorry  to  differ  with  yon  with  regard  to  the 
title,  but  I  mean  to  retain  it  with  this  addition : 
'TheEnfflish  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers;'  and, 
If  we  calTit  a  Satire  At  will  obviate  the  oMection,  as 
the  bards  also  were  Welsh.  •  •  •  • 
"  Tours  very  linoerely, 
"Btbow." 


"  So  much  for  your  admonitions ;  but  my  note  ol 
noteSft  my  solitary  pun  must  not  be  given  up-«o. 
rather 

«  «Letfiiis1itiMtorddHb«aitaardM^  f 

TImI  Ma  in  VO047  Odadw' 

come  against  me :  my  annotatioB  must  stand. 

'*  We  shall  never  sell  a  thousand ;  then  why  print 
so  many  ?  Did  you  receive  my  yesterday's  aote? 
I  am  troubling  you,  but  I  am  apprehensive  some  d 
the  lines  are  omitted  by  your  voung  ■«*«^«Mi«t^  i^ 
whom,  however,  I  am  mfinitely  obUged. 
"  Brieve  me,  yours  ^ 


V0TB8   TO  lOL    DAUJU. 


kU,U 


*'I  wish  yon  to  call,  if  possible,  as  I  have  um 
alterations  to  suggest  as  to  the  part  about  Bron^uoB. 

<*  Excuse  the  trouble,  but  I  have  added  two  Una 
which  are  necessary  to  complete  the  poetical  chv 
aoter  of  Lord  Carliale. 


**B." 


"  Tours,  Ac. 

'<  I  wish  you  much  to  call  on  me,  about  mm,  sot 
later,  if  convenient,  as  I  have  some  thirty  or  forty 

linsa  for  addition.     Baliinm  m*.  J^tt.  **  B.** 


I—.    •nmW»mUauu1a%uMK.Daam^ 


■d  Soaleli  Batlnran,''  ten  la 


lines  for  addition.    Believe  me,  &o.  *'  B." 

'*  Ecce  iterum  Crispinus  1 — ^I  send  you  tome  IIbci 
to  be  placed  after  *  Oiffbrd,  Sotheby,  McNeiL*  Vnj 
call  to-morrow  any  time  before  two,  and  bdien 
me,&c.  "B." 

«  P.  S.  Print  soon,  or  I  shall  overflow  with  mot 
rhyme. 

"FMklS.UOa** 

**  I  enclose  some  lines  to  be  inserted,  the  lix&it 
after,  *  Lords  too  are  bards,  ftc.,'  or  rather  immedh 
ately  following  the  line : 


The  four  next  will  wind  up  the  panegyric  on  IM 
Carlisle,  and  come  after  *  tragic  stuC 

"  Yours,  truly,  "B." 

MffWhULiioa** 

<'A  cut  at  the  opera— Ecce  signum!  frnB|j'f 
night's  observation,  and  famendces  agahisC  tb 
Society  for  the  suppression  of  Vice.  The  Iin^*J^ 
come  well  in  after  the  oouplets  coneeming  aw 
andCatalini.  « Yours  tnOv,       ^ 

«BIB01I- 
•'Mb.H^lM.*' 


*  |lir.IMhM«l4eeledto(teB 


And  quk  Icbda'b  aoa  »  «Mii  fHt  am." 


UTTBB8. 


751 


umxA  xxxvnL 


TO  MBt.  BfTBOir. 


X  a,  ■!.  J^mmAi  A,  Mh*,  8,  IML 


*«DB4mXorasm, 

•'MylMtlettarwMWzittoB  iiiid«r  giwt  defiret- 
■ioii  of  fpiritf  from  poor  FaUdand's  deatk,*  who 
hM  kft  without  a  ilulIiDg  four  ohildicn  aad  hie 
wife.  I  haye  been  endeaToring  to  wdtt  thorn, 
whieh,  Ood  knowi,  I  eannot  do  as  I  oonld  wiih, 
from  my  own  embaraMmentt*  and  tho  manj 
upon  ma  from  other  qnartert. 

«  What  yon  mt  ia  all  t«it  trae:  eome  what  may 
Newttead  and  I  ftaful  or  DUl  together.  I  hare  now 
Uved  on  the  apot,  I  have  flzed  my  heart  «poa  it, 
and  no  preeswe,  preeent  or  Aitnre,  shall  induee  me 
to  barter  the  last  Teatlge  of  our  inheritance.  I 
have  that  pride  within  me  whieh  will  enable  m 
to  snpport  diffloolties.  I  ean  endure  priTations^ 
bat  oonld  I  obtain  in  exchange  for  Newatead 
Abbey  the  ilrst  ftnrtime  in  the  country,  I  wonld  re- 
ject ttkb  nropoeitiwi.  Set  your  mind  at  ease  on  that 
score ;  B\r,  Hanson  talks  Eke  a  man  of  business  on 
the  subject,  I  fed  like  a  man  of  honor,  and  I  will 
not  aeU  Ncwstead. 

"  I  shall  get  my  seat  on  the  return  of  the  ai&da- 
▼its  i^om  Carhals,  In  Cornwall,  and  will  do  somo- 
thjnjr  in  the  House  soon;  I  must  dash,  or  all  is  over. 
Hy  Satire  must  be  kept  secret  for  a  month ;  after 
that  you  may  say  what  you  please  on  the  subject 
Lord  Carlisle  has  used  me  infamously,  and  refused 
to  state  any  partienlsrs  of  my  ftonily  to  the  Chan- 
cellor. I  have  kuked  him  in  my  rhymes,  and  per- 
haps his  Lordship  may  regret  not  being  more  con- 
ciliatory. They  tell  me  it  will  have  a  sale ;  1  hope 
so,  for  the  bookseller  has  behaved  well,  as  for  as 
publishing  well  goes.    Believe  me,  yours  truly. 

**  P.  8.  You  ikaU  have  a  mortgage  on  one  of 
thofonns." 


LBTTEB  XXXIX. 


to  ] 


"i^et.J^MMAirtml.l 


hu^iaoa 


*'Th«ra  was  no  necessity  for  your  excuses ;  if  you 
luna  time  and  inclination  to  write,  'foswhatwere- 
o^hot  the  Lord  make  us  thsnkftiL'— If  I  do  not 
koar  from  you,  I  console  myself  with  tho  idea  that 
you  are  much  more  agreeabW  employed. 

"  I  send  down  to  vou  by  this  post  acertain  Satire 
lately  published,  ana  in  return  (or  the  three  and  six- 
pence expenditure  upon  it,  onlv  beg  that  if  you 
should  guess  the  autnor,  you  will  keep  hii  name 
secret;  at  least,  for  theinresent.  London  ii  frill  of 
the  Duke's  business.  Tne  Commons  have  been  at 
it  these  last  three  nights  and  are  not  yet  come  to  a 
deeision.  Idonotknowif  theaffiurvnllbebrought 
before  our  House,  unless  in  tho  shape  of  an  hnpeach- 
ment.  If  it  makes  its  appearance  in  a  debatable 
ftnm,  I  believe  I  shall  be  tempted  to  say  something 
on  the  subject— I  am  glad  to  hear  you  Uko  Cam- 
bridge: ibstly,  because  to  know  that  you  are  happy 
ia  pleasant  to  one  who  wishes  you  all  possible  suo> 
Innary  eigoyment ;  and,  seconoly,  I  admire  tho  mo- 
rality of  the  sentiment  Abna  MaUr  was  to  me 
tf(^itfto  nooflfvo;  and  the  old  Beldam  only  gave  mo 
my  M.  A.  desrse  because  she  could  not  avoid  it- 
Ton  know  wEat  a  frtf  oe  a  noble  Cantab,  must  pei^ 
form. 


i,aalart»p.4M. 


«<I  a»  golMf  abroad,  if  possible,  in  tho  spting. 
re  I  aspart  I  am  collecting  the  pietorM 


and  before  : 


of  say  most  faitimato  schoolfoUows ;  1  have  shoady 
a  fow,  and  shall  want  yours,  or  my  cabinet  will  bo 
incompleto.  I  have  employed  one  of  the  first 
miniature-painters  of  the  day  to  take  than,  of 
course  at  my  own  expense,  as  I  never  allow  my 
acquaintance  to  incur  the  least  expenditure  to 
gratil^  a  whim  of  mine.  To  mention  this  may 
seem  indelicate ;  but  when  I  tell  you  a  friend  m 
ours  first  refosed  to  sit,  under  the  idea  that  ho  was 
to  disburse  on  the  occasion,  you  wQl  see  that  it  Is 
necessary  to  state  these  preliminaries  to  nrevent 
the  reeurrence  of  anv  similar  mistake.  I  snail  see 
you  in  time,  and  will  carry  you  to  the  Umner,  It 
will  be  a  tax  on  your  patience  for  a  week,  but  pray 
excuse  it»  as  it  is  possible  the  reeemblance  may  bo 
the  solo  traoe  I  shall  be  able  to  preserve  of  our  pest 
friondship  and  present  acquaintance.  Just  now  it 
seems  foolish  enough,  but  in  a  few  years,  when 
some  of  us  sre  dsao,  and  othen  are  separated  by 
inevitable  dronmstsnces,  it  will  be  a  kind  of  satis- 
foction  to  retain  in  these  images  ol  the  living  tho 
idea  of  our  former  selves,  and  to  contsmplato  in  tho 
reeemhUnee  of  the  dead,  all  that  remains  of  judg^ 


me,  dear  H.,  yours  most  sifoctionately. 

"  F.  B.  I  do  not  know  how  you  and  Alma  Mater 
agree.  I  was  but  an  untoward  child  myself,  and  I 
believe  the  good  lady  and  her  brat  were  equally 
rejoiced  when  I  was  weaned ;  and.  if  I  obtained  her 
bwiediction  at  parting,  it  was,  at  best,  equivocsL" 


LETTER  XL. 

TO  B.  0.  DALI.AS,  BSQ. 

IhUBSlBt 

<*  I  am  just  srrived  at  Batt*s  Hotel,  Jermyn  street 
St  James's,  from  Kewstead,  and  shall  be  very  glad 
to  see  you  when  convenient  or  agreeable.  Hob- 
house  fo  on  his  way  up  to  town,  rail  of  printing 
resolution,  and  proof  against  criticism. 

^*  Believe  me,  with  great  sincerity,  yours  truly. 

"  BTnoH.* 


LETTER  XLL 


TO   Xn.    WILUAX  BAXXBa. 

"Tvirivt  o^SMk,  n^  aifkC 

«Ht  Dba&  Banxbs, 

« I  have  just  received  your  note;  beUere  me,  I 
regret  most  sincerely  that  I  was  not  fortunate 
enough  to  see  it  before^  as  I  need  not  repeat  to  vou, 
that  your  conversation  for  half  an  hour  would  nave 
agreeable  to  me  than  gambling  or 
,  otiier  fiuhionable  mode  of  passing 

abroad  or  at  home.    I  really  am  very 

socry  that!  went  out  previous  to  the  arrival  of  your 
despatch:  in  future,  pray  let  me  hear  ihom  you 
berare  six,  and  whatever  my  engaffements  may  be,  I 
will  ahraya  postpono  them.  Believe  me,  witn  that 
deference  which  I  have  alvrays  from  my  childhood 
paid  to  your  talmte,  and  with  somewhat  abettet 
opinion  of  you  heart  than  I  have  hitherto  enter- 
•«Tours  over,  ftc** 


drinking,  or  any  < 
an  evenmg  i  * 


m 


UBTTBE  XTilJ. 


VO  KM..BTBOV. 


«DmkB  MOTXXB, 

«<  I  am  about  to  laU  ia  a  few  days;  prababhr 
Dtfora  tUt  laachM  701L  FWldMr  begged  to  hud, 
IkKtIhaTeeoDtiwMdbimiamyMrnce.  Ifhedoei 
motbabMTaweU  ahroad,Iwttl  atnd  kia  back  te  a 
AvNMpPprf.  I  iMkTe  a  Qermaa  Mrraat,  (who  kaa 
bees  witb  Ml.  Wilbnham  la  Penla  before,  and  waa 
atroagb  leeeaunMided  te  ae  by  Dr.  BaUei  of  Ha»> 
low,*)  Sobeit,  and  WilUaai;  they  eoaelitote  my 
irtiole  eiiite.  I  haise  lettan  ia  ple&ty—yon  ehaU 
hear  flmn  me  a  the  diffttent  porta  I  toach  apoa ; 
bat  yoa  mvat  aot  be  alaimed  u  my  kttera  aUsoarry. 
The  oontineat  ia  ia  a  llae  atate— <an  iaaanaotion 
haa  brcdiea  oat  at  Paria,  aad  the  Auatriaaa  are 
beating  Bonaparte    the  Tyroleee  have  riaea. 

'*  There  ia  a  piotuxt  of  aM  ia  oil.  to  be  aent  down 
to  Newatead  Booa.— I  wiah  the  Miaa  Pigota  had 
aomathiag  better  to  do  thaa  cany  my  miaiaturea  to 
ICottia^am  to  eopy.  Nov  they  have  doae  it,  you 
BMj  ask  them  to  copy  the  othata,  vhieh  are  gieatw 
ii^Toritea  than  my  owa.  Aa  to  moaey  amttera,  I 
am  ruiaedr-«t  Wait  tiU  Sochdale  ia  aoUl;  aad  if 
iJkat  doea  aot  toia  oat  well,  I  ehaU  eater  iato  the 
Auatrian  or  Boiaiaa  eervice*--perhape  the  Turkish, 
If  I  like  their  numaers.  The  world  is  all  befare  me, 
and  .1  leaTO  Rngland  without  regret,  aad  without 
a  wish  to  rsTisit  any  thin^  it  con  tains,  eaoept  yoar- 
$tff,  and  your  present  residence. 

**  BeUeve  me,  yours  ever  sinoerely* 

•*  P.  S.  Pray  tell  Mr.  Rushton  his  son  is  well, 
and  doing  well;  so  is  Hurray,  indeed  better  than  1 
•▼eor sawnim :  he  will  be  back  in  about  a  montii. 
I  ought  to  ada  the  leaving  Murray  to  my  few  regrets, 
aa  ms  sge  perhaps  will  prevent  my  seeing  him 
again.  ]Eu>bwt  I  take  with  me;  I  like  him, ' 


agaia. 
Ukam 


myseii^  he  seems  a  friendless  saimaL" 


IiETTBB  XUn. 


TO  m.  HBNBT  DaUBT. 


•<  We  sail  to-morrow  in  the  Lisbon  packet,  havina 
feeea  detaiaed  till  now  by  the  lack  of  wind,  ana 
other  necessaries.  These  bdng  at  last  procured, 
by  thia  time  to-morrow  evening  we  shall  be 
embarked  on  the  vide  vorld  of  vaters,  vor  all  the 
eorld  like  Robinson  Crusoe.  The  Malta  vessel  not 
sailing  for  some  weeks,  we  have  determined  to  go 
by  way  of  Lisbon,  and,  as  my  servants  term  it,  to 
see  *  that  there  Portingale '/  thence  to  Cadis  and 
Gibralter,  and  so  on  our  old  route  to  Malta  and 
Constaatiaople,  if  so  be  that  Captain  Kidd,  our 
gallant  commander,  understands  plain  sailing  and 
Mfreator,  aad  takea  us  oa  our  voyage  all  aeeoiding 
to  the  chart. 

«« WiU  yoa  taU  J3r.  Batler  that  I  have  tskea  the 
treasure  of  a  servant,  Frisse,  the  native  of  Pra«^ 
Proper,  into  my  sarvioe  from  his  Moeauaeadatloa. 
Ha  has  been  all  among  the  Worshippesa  e#  Fire  ia 
Psseia,  and  seen  Fersepolis  aad  all  that 

**  Hobhouse  haa  mads  wouady  prepaiatlaas  for  a 
book  oa  his  return  ;<-H>aehuBdred  peas,  two  galloaa 
of  japan  iak,  aad  several  volumea  of  best  blank,  ia 
ao  bad  proviaioa  for  a  disoeraiag  pubUe.    I  have 


*T^  n«»  wdTa< 


I  4f  (k»  "QoH  l%K*i*  *•  tm  OMto  tf 


aiy  MB*  ha*  Ipta  MMil  to  M 

oa  the  state  of  aioralst  Soo^  fto. 


"Adieo.    Belim^^  ««..««.'' 


UOTBR  xijy. 
xa  MBr  xoaotoa. 

Mt  Dbab  HoDoeox, 

"  Before  thia  reachea  yoa,  Eobhonse,  tpo  oAco^ 
wives,  three  ohildreaa  two  waitag«maiaa»  ditto  sak- 
alteias  for  the  troops,  three  PortMose  esquires  sad 
doreestios,  in  all  nineteen  souls,  inil  have  sailedia 
the  lasboa  packet,  with  the  aoble  Gaptaia  Kidd.  a 
gallant  commaader  u  «▼«  amuggled  aa  anclMr 
of  right  Ksnta. 

<We  are  going  to  X«iaboa  first,  bacaase  lbs 

ilta  packet  haa  sailed,  d'ye  aee^— from  Uibon 
to  Qibralter.  Malta,  Coi^taatiaapls^  aad  «aU  tkat,' 
as  Orator  Henley  said,  when  he  pat  dm  Chuck, 
and  '  all  that,*  ia  ^nsnw, 

*<This  town  of  l^lmouth,  aa  yoa  will  part|r 
conjeeture,  ia  no  great  way«  6am  th#  «em  It  a 
defended  oa  the  searaada  by  twM  caatlea.  Bu  Maea 


and  Pendennis,  extremely  well  cslirulated  for  snaor 
ing  every  body  exorat  aa  enemy*  ^i.  Maaa  ■ 
ganisoned  by  aa  able-bodied  person  of  foarsoeia,  a 
widower,  fie  haa  the  whole  eowman4  and  sols 
manageoteat  of  aix  moat  nnmwiyaMe  piecsa  «C 
ordnance,  adrnkaUy  ivdaptfd  for  the  deatraotin 
of  Pendennis,  a  like  tower  pfstrcnstn  on  ^« 
opposite  side  of  the  Channel.  If  e  liaTa  seen  St 
Maws,  bat  Pendennis  they  will  aot  let  as  behoU, 
save  at  a  distance,  because  Hobhouse  and  I  aic 
suspected  of  having  already  takea  St.  Maws  by  a 

Lpdenaaia. 

'The  town  oontaina  many  qaakera  aad  salt  fiih 
—the  oysters  have  a  taate  of  copper,  owing  to  tbs 
soil  of  a  mining  eoaatry— the  womea  (blessed  bt 
the  Corporation  tiaoefoil)  tM  te 0rd  at  the  eart'i 
tail  when  they  pick  and  steal,  aa  happened  to  oat 
of  the  fair  aez  yeatardaT  nooa.  9he  waa  pertina- 
cious in  her  behavior,  ana  damned  the  mayor.  *  *  ' 
*<  Hodgson  I  remember  me  to  the  Druiy,  aad 
remember  me  to— yourself  when  drunk  :.-*I  am  not 
worth  a  sober  thought.  Look  to  my  Satire  at  Oav- 
*    rne's,  Cookepur  street.    •    •    •    • 

I  don't  know  when  I  caa  write  agaia,  beeaosi 
it  depsada  oa  that  eaperieaoed  aav%atOB,  Captais 
Kidd,  and  the  •  stormy  winds  that  fdon<t)  hlow,'  at 
thia  aeasoa.  I  leave  Bnglaad  wKhout  vegrel--I 
shall  retura  to  it  without  pleasure.  I  am  like 
Adam,  the  first  coavict,  seateaced  to  traasporta^ 
tioa,  but  I  have  no  Bve,  and  have  eatea  no  applt 
but  a^t  was  aour  aa  a  crab;  aad  thaa  cads  vf 
ftntehapter.    Adieu.  <«Tova,fte.'' 


LBTTBB  XLY. 
VO  Miu  BOMUKm. 


ii#i^i 


•*Thus  ftur  have  we  pursued  our  route,  aad  se«  »D 
ports  of  marvellous  sights,  palaces,  convents,  ftc-- 
whieh,  belag  to  be  heard&i  my  friend  Hobhousei 
forthcoming  Book  of  Travels,  I  shall  aot  aaticipate 
W  smuggliaa  aay  aeeeaai whatsoever  to  Tou  »* 
private aadcfsi^4iiittoll»nm'  J»ii||<astobi««^ 


IiETTBBS. 


YM 


Hurt  ft*  vfflMe  of  Cistni*  In  Bstremadim  is  the 
mott  besBtifm,  perhaps,  in  the  world.    •    •    • 

<*  I  am  Terr  happy  nere»  because  I  loves  oranges, 
and  talk  baa  Latin  to  the  monks,  who  understand 
it,  as  it  is  tike  their  own.— and  I  goes  into  sooiety, 
(with  mj  pocket  pistols,)  and  I  swims  in  the  Tagus 
all  across  at  once,  and  I  rides  on  an  aas  or  a  mule, 
and  swears  Portognese,  and  hare  got  a  diarrhoea  and 
bites  firom  the  musquitoes.  Bat  what  of  that  ? 
Comfort  most  not  be  expected  by  folks  that  go  a 
pleasuring.    •    •    • 

"  When  the  Portuguese  are  pertinacious,  I  say, 
'  Catracho !'— ^e  great  oath  of  the  grandees,  that 
Teiy  well  supplies  the  place  of  *  Damme,'— end, 
when  dissatisned  with  my  neighbor,  I  pronounce 
him  *  Ambra  di  merdo.*  With  these  two  phrases, 
and  a  third.  <  Ayra  Bouro,'  which  signifleth  *  Get  an 
ass,'  I  am  universally  understood  to  be  a  person  of 
degree  and  a  master  of  languages.  How  merrily 
we  lixes  that  trarellers  be !— if  we  had  food  and 
raiment.  But,  in  sober  sadness,  any  thing  is  hotter 
than  England,  and  I  am  infinitely  amused  with*  my 
pilgrimage  as  fsr  as  it  has  gone. 

«  To<morrow  we  start  to  ride  post  near  40O  miles 
as  far  as  Gibraltar,  where  we  embark  for  Mclita  and 
Byzantium.  A  letter  to  Malta  will  find  me,  or  to 
be  forwarded,  if  I  am  absent.  Pray  embrace  the 
Bmry  andDw}[er  and  all  theEphesians  you  encoun- 
ter. I  am  writing  with  Butler's  donative  pencil, 
which  makes  my  bad  hand  worse.  Excuse  illegi- 
biUty.    •    •    • 

**  Hodgson !  send  me  the  news,  and  the  deaths, 
and  defeats,  and  capital  crimes,  and  the  misfortunes 
of  one's  friends;  and  let  us  hear  of  literary  matters, 
and  the  controversies  and  the  criticisms.  All  this 
will  be  pleasant — *  Suave  man  magno,'  &e.  Talk- 
ing of  tnat,  I  have  been  sea-sick,  and  sick  of  the 
tea.    Adieu.  <*  Yours  faithfully,  &c." 


LETTER  XLVL 

TO  MB  HODOSOar. 

"  GILnlter,  AnguH  9,  XS09. 

"  I  hare  just  arrived  at  this  place  after  a  ioumey 
through  Portugal,  and  a  part  of  Spain,  of  nearly 
five  hundred  miles.  We  left  Lisbon  and  travelled 
on  horseback  to  Seville  and  Cadix,  and  thence  in 
the  Hyperion  frigate  to  Oibralter.  The  horses  are 
excellent— we  rode  seventy  miles  a  day.  £g^s  and 
wine  and  hard  bods  axe  all  the  acommodation  we 
found,  and,  in  such  torrid  weather,  quite  enough. 
My  health  is  better  than  in  England.    •    •    •    • 

«<  Seville  is  a  fine  town,  and  the  Sierra  Morena, 
part  of  whieh  we  crossed,  a  very  sufficient  mountain, 
—but  damn  description,  it  is  always  disgusting. 
Cadiz,  sweet  Cadiz!— it  is  the  first  spot  in  the 
creation.  •  •  •  The  beauty  of  its  streets  and 
mansions  is  only  excelled  by  the  loveliness  of  its 
inhabitants.  For,  with  all  national  prejudice,  I 
must  confess  the  women  of  Cadiz  are  as  far  superior 
to  the  English  women  in  beauty  as  the  Spaniards 
are  inferior  to  the  English  in  every  quality  that 
dignifies  the  name  of  man.  •  •  •  Just  as  I 
began  to  know  the  principal  persons  of  the  city,  I 
was  obliged  to  sail. 

'*  You  will  not  expect  a  lonp  letter  after  my  riding 
■0  far  '  on  hollow  pampered  jades  of  Asia.'  Talk- 
ing of  Asia  puts  me  m  mind  of  Africa,  which  is 
within  five  miles  of  my  present  residence.  I  am 
going  over  before  I  go  on  to  Constantinople. 

**  ♦  •  •  Cadiz  is  a  complete  Cythera.  Many 
of  the  grandees  who  have  left  Madrid  during  the 
troubles  reside  there,  and  I  believe  it  <he  prettiest 
and  cleanest  town  in  Europe.    London  is  filthy  in 


the  compaiiaon.  «  •  •  Tha  Spasish  woaMfi  az« 
all  alike,  their  education  the  same.  The  wife  of  a 
duke  is,  in  informatioa,  as  the  wife  of  a  peasant,-* 
the  wife  of  a  peasant,  in  manner,  equal  to  a  duchess. 
Certainly,  they  are  Csscinating ;  but  their  minds 
have  only  one  idea,  and  the  business  of  their  Uvea 
is  intrigue.    •    •    • 

*'  I  have  seen  Sir  John  Carr  at  Seville  and  Cadix, 
and  like  Swift's  barber,  have  been  down  on  my 
knees  to  beg  he  would  not  put  me  into  Uack  ana 
white.  Pray  mnember  me  to  the  Drurys  and  the 
Davies,  and  all  of  that  stamp  who  are  yet  extant. 
Send  me  a  letter  and  news  to  Malta.  My  next 
epistle  shall  be  from  Mount  Caucasus  or  Mount 
Sion.  I  shall  return  to  Spain  before  I  see  England, 
for  I  am  enamored  of  the  country. 

"  Adieu,  and  believe  me,  ftc  *' 


LETTER  XLVir. 

TO  TKB  HON.  MSS.  BT&ON. 

"Gfinlter.Aaf.ll.nDi, 

"Dbab  Mother, 

'*  I  have  been  so  much  occupied  since  my  depar- 
ture from  England,  that  till  I  could  adcbress  you  at 
length,  I  have  forborne  writing  altogether.  As  I 
have  now  passed  through  Portugal,  and  a  consider- 
able port  of  Spain,  and  have  leisure  at  this  place,  I 
shall  endeavor  to  gi\o  vou  a  short  detail  of  my 
movements.  We  sailed  from  Falmouth  on  the  2d  of 
July,  reached  Lisbon  after  a  very  favorable  passage  of 
four  days  and  a  half,  and  took  up  our  abode  in  that 
city.  It  has  often  been  descrioed  without  being 
worthy  of  description ;  for,  except  the  view  from  the 
Taeus,  which  is  beautiful,  and  some  fine  churches 
and  convents,  it  contains  little  but  filthy  streets  and 
more  filthy  inhabitants.* 

<*  To  make  amends  for  this,  the  village  of  Cintn* 
about  fifteen  miles  from  the  capital,  is,  perhaps  is 
every  respect,  the  most  delightful  in  Europe ;  it 
contains  beauties  of  every  description,  natural  and 
artificial.  Palaces  and  wardens  rising  in  the  midst 
of  rocks,  cataracts,  ana  precipices ;  convents  on 
stupendous  heights — a  distant  vi^  of  the  sea  and 
the  Tagus ;  and,  besides  (though  that  is  a  see- 
dory  consideration)  is  remarkable  as  the  scene  of 
Sir  H.  D.'s  Convention.f  It  unites  in  its^all  the 
wildness  of  the  western  highlands,  withWhe  ver* 
dure  of  the  South  of  France.  Near  this  place, 
about  ten  miles  to  the  right,  is  the  palace  of  Mafra* 
the  boast  of  Portugal,  as  it  might  be  of  any  conn* 
tiT,  in  point  of  magnificence  without  elegance. 
There  is  a  convent  annexed ;  the  monks,  who  pes* 
sess  large  revenues,  are  courteous  enough,  and  un- 
derstand Latin,  so  that  we  had  along  conversation: 
they  have  a  large  library,  and  asked  me  if  ths 
English  had  any  hooka  in  their  country. 

**  I  sent  mv  baggage  and  part  of  the  servants'  by 
sea  to  Gibraltcr,  ana  travelled  on  horseback  from 
Aldea  Galheda,  (the  first  stage  from  Lisbon,  which 
is  only  accessible  by  water,)  to  Seville,  Tone  of  the 
most  famous  cities  in  Spain,)  where  the  govern* 
ment  called  the  Junta  is  now  held.  The  distano9 
to  Seville  is  nearly  four  hundred  miles,  and  to  Cadis 
almost  ninety  miles  further  towards  the  coast  I 
had  orders  from  the  government,  and  every  possibly 
accommodation  on  the  road,  as  an  English  noble* 
man,  in  an  English  uniform,  is  a  very  respectable 
personage  in  Spain  at  present.  The  horses  are  re* 
markably  good,  and  the  roads  (I  assure  yon  upo« 
my  honor,  for  you  will  hardly  believe  it)  ytxj  fa< 
superior  to  the  best  British  roads,  without  tht 
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toll  or  turnpike.    Too  will  rappote  this 

when  I  rode  poet  to  Seyille  in  four  days,  through 
fhia  parching  country,  in  the  midst  of  summer, 
without  fatigue  of  annoyance.  Seville  is  a  beauti' 
All  town ;  though  the  streets  are  narrow  they  are 
elean.*  We  lodged  in  the  hotise  of  two  Spanish 
nnmarried  ladies,  who  possess  six  houses  in  Seville, 
and  gave  m^  a  curious  specimen  of  Spanish  man- 
ners-t  They  are  women  of  character,  and  the  eld- 
est, a  fine  woman,  the  youngest  pretty,  but  not  so 
good  a  figure  as  Donna  Josepha.  The  freedom  of 
manner  which  is  general  here,  astonished  me  not  a 
little ;  and  in  the  course  of  further  obervation  I  find 
that  reserre  is  not  the  characteristic  of  the  Spanish 
belles,  who  are,  in  general,  verr  handsome,  with 
large  black  eyes,  and  very  fine  forms.  The  eldest 
honored  your  untoorthy  son  with  very  particular 
attention,  embracing  him  with  great  tenaemess  at 
parting,  (I  was  there  but  three  days,)  after  cutting 
off  a  lock  of  his  hair,  and  presenting  him  with  one 
of  her  own,  about  three  feet  in  length,  which  I 
send,  and  beg  you  will  retain  till  my  return.  Her 
last  words  were,  *  Adios,  tu  hermoso !  me  gusto 
mucho.' — *  Adieu,  vou  pretty  fellow,  you  please  me 
much.'  She  offered  a  snare  of  her  apartment,  which 
my  virtue  induced  me  to  decline :  sne  lahghed,  and 
said  I  had  some  Enp^lish  *amante,'  (lover,)  and 
added  that  she  was  gomg  to  be  married  to  an  officer 
in  the  Spanish  army. 

**  I  left  Seville,  and  rode  on  to  Cadis,  through  a 
beautiful  country.  At  Xeres,  where  the  sherry  we 
drank  is  made,  I  met  a  great  merchant,  a  Mr.  Gor- 
don of  Scotland,  who  was  extremely  polite,  and  fa- 
vored me  with  the  inspection  of  his  vaults  and  cel- 
larSf^o  that  I  quaffed  at  the  fountain  head. 

**  Cadiz,^  sweet  Cadiz,  is  the  most  delightful  town 
I  ever  beheld,  very  different  from  our  English  cities 
in  every  respect,  except  cleanliness,  (and  it  as  clean 
as  London,)  but  still  beautiful  and  full  of  the  finest 
women  in  Spain,  the  Cadiz  belles  being  the  Lan- 
cashire witches  of  their  land.  Just  as  1  was  intro- 
duced, and  began  to  like  the  grandees,  I  was  forced 
to  leave  it  for  this  accursed  place ;  but  before  I  re- 
turn to  England  I  ^vill  visit  it  again.  The  ni^ht 
before  I  left  it,  I  sat  in  the  box  at  the  opera  with 
Admiral  Cordova's  family ;  he  is  the  commander 
whom  Lord  St.  Vincent  defeated  in  1797,  and  has 
an  aged  wife  and  a  fine  daughter,  Senorita  Cordova ; 
the  pirl  is  very  pretty  in  the  Spanish  style,  in  my 
opinion  by  no  4^ans  inferior  to  the  Knglish  in 
cnarms,  and  certainly  superior  in  fascination.  Long 
black  hair,  dark  languisning  eyes,  clear  olive  com- 
plexionteand  forms  more  graceful  in  motion  than 
can  be  TOncelved  by  an  Englishman  used  to  the 
drowsy,  listless  air  of  his  countrywomen,  added  to 
the  most  becoming  dress,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
the  most  decent  m  the  world,  render  a  Spanish 
beauty  irresistible.  I  beg  leave  to  observe  that  in- 
trigue here  is  the  business  of  life ;  when  a  woman 
marries  she  throws  off  all  restraint,  but  I  believe 
their  conduct  is  chaste  enough  before.  If  yon  make 
ft  proposal,  which  in  England  would  bring  a  box  on 
the  ear  from  the  meekest  of  virgins,  to  a  Spanish 
girl,  she  thanks  you  for  the  honor  you  intend  her, 
and  replies,  *  Wait  till  I  am  married,  and  I  shall  be 
too  happy.'  This  is  literally  and  strictly  true.  Miss 
C.  and  ner  little  brother  understood  a  little  French, 
and,  after  regretting  my  ignorance  of  the  Spanish, 
■he  proposed  to  become  my  preceptress  in  that  lan- 
guage. I  could  onljr  reply  by  a  low  bow,  and  express 
my  r^^  that  I  quitted  Cadiz  too  soon  to  permit 
me  to  make  the  progress  which  would  doubtless  at- 
tend my  studies  under  so  charming  a  directress.  •  I 
was  standing  at  the  back  of  the  box,  which  resem- 
blee  our  opera  boxes,  (the  theatre  is  large,  and 
finely  decorated,  the  music  admirable,)  in  the  man- 
oer  m  which  Englishmen  generally  adopt,  for  fear 
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of  incommoding  the  ladie*  in  fttmt,  when  tUi  Ui 
Spaniard  dispossessed  an  old  woman  (an  aimt  or  a 
duenna)  of  her  chair,  and  eommanded  me  to  be 
seated  next  herself,  at  a  tolerable  distance  fiomlMr 
manuna.  At  the  close  of  the  performance  I  with- 
drew, and  was  lounging  with  a  par^  of  men  in  ti« 
passage,  when,  en  oaseant^  the  lady  turned  nrani 
and  called  me,  and  I  had  the  honor  of  atte&diiig 
her  to  the  admiral's  mansion.  I  have  an  invitatioi 
on  my  return  to  Cadiz,  which  I  shall  accept,  if  1 
repass  through  the  country  on  my  return  from  Asl 

**  I  have  met  Sir  John  Canr,  knight  extant,  at  Se- 
ville and  Cadiz.  He  is  a  pleasant  man.  I  like  the 
Spaniards  much.  You  have  heard  of  the  battle 
near  Madrid,  and  in  England  they  call  it  a  Tietorr- 
a  pretty  victory!  two  hundred  officers,  and  h% 
thousand  men  killed,  all  English ;  and  the  Frenek 
in  as  great  force  as  ever.  I  should  have  joined  the 
army,  out  we  have  no  time  to  lose  before  we  get  ap 
the  Mediterranean  and  Archipelago.  I  am  going  otv 
to  Africa  to-morrow ;  it  is  only  six  miles  from  thii 
fortress.  My  next  stage  is  Cagliaii  in  Sardinia, 
where  I  shau  be  presented  to  his  majesty.  I  biTt 
a  most  superb  uniform  as  a  court  dress,  indii* 
pensable  in  travelling. 

Atigutt  13^A. — I  have  not  been  to  Africa;  the 
wind  is  contrary ;  but  I  dined  yesterday  at  Alg^ 
siraa,  with  Lady  Westmoreland,  where  I  met  Geo* 
eral  Castanos,  the  celebrated  Spanish  leader,  in  the 
late  and  present  war:  to-day  1  dine  with  hun;  he 
has  offered  me  letters  to  Tetuan  in  Barbary,  for  the 

J  principal  Moors ;  and  I  am  to  have  the  house  for  a 
ew  days  of  one  of  the  great  men,  which  ma  ia* 
tended  for  Lady  W.,  whose  health  will  not  pemit 
her  to  cross  the  Straits. 

August  15fA.— I  could  not  dine  with  Castanoajo* 
terday,  but  this  afternoon  I  had  that  honor;  he  is 
pleasant,  and  for  aught  I  know  to  the  contraij, 
clever.  I  cannot  go  to  Barbary.  The  Maltapacket 
sails  to-morrow,  and  myself  in  it.  Admiral  nutii, 
with  whom  I  dined  at  Cadiz,  gave  me  a  passage  in  i 
frigate  to  Oibralter,  but  we  have  no  ship  of  war  dfif 
tined  for  Malta  at  present  The  packets  sail  fatt, 
and  have  good  accommodations.  You  shall  heii 
fh)m  me  on  our  route.  Joe  Murray  delivers  this.  I 
have  sent  him  and  the  bo^  back ;  pray  shov  tlie 
lad  every  kindness,  as  he  is  my  great  favorite.  I 
hope  this  will  find  you  well. 

"  Believe  me,  ever  yoms  sfaieKelj, 
**  Btkon. 
•'  P.  8.  So  Lord  O.  is  married  to  a  rustic !  wll 
done !  If  I  wed,  I  will  bring  you  home  a  Sultani. 
with  half  a  dozen  cities  for  a  dowry,  and  reconde 
you  to  an  Ottoman  daughter-in-law  with  a  bushel  of 
pearls,  not  larger  than  ostrich  eggs  or  smaller  thin 
walnuts." 


LETTER  XLVra. 

TO  MB.  RVSSlOSr. 

"MilBusbton, 

"  I  have  sent  Robert  home  with  Mr.  Murny,  bj 
cause  the  country  which  I  am  about  to  traiw 
through  is  in  a  state  which  renders  it  ttn«*';»J*[J 
ticularlv  for  one  so  young.  I  allow  you  to  dedod 
five-ana-twenty  pounds  a  year  for  his  education  w 
three  years,  provided  I  do  not  return  before  tail 
time,  and  I  desire  he  may  be  considered  as  in  my  Jj 
vice.  Let  every  care  be  taken  of  him,  and  letniB 
be  sent  to  school.  In  case  of  my  death  I  hare  pro- 
vided enough  in  my  will  to  render  him  indcpendo* 
He  has  behaved  extremely  well,  and  has  tnnwJJ 
a  great  deal  for  the  time  of  his  absenee.  S«n" 
the  ocpenae  of  hit  education  from  year  rent 
•  «Biio»- 
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LETTER  XLIX. 

TO  TBB  HOXOBABLB  XRS.  BTKOIT. 

*'  Mala.  Int  H IML 
JJBAX  MOTHBBy 

"  Thotigli  I  haTe  a  Tery  short  time  to  spare,  being 
to  sail  immediately  for  Greece,  I  cannot  ayoid 
taking  an  opportunity  of  telling  you  that  I  am  well. 
I  have  been  m  Malta,  a  short  time,  and  haxe  found 
the  inhabitants  hospitable  and  pleasant.  This  letter 
Is  committed  to  the  charge  of  a  very  extraordinary 
woman,  whom  you  haye  doubtless  heard  of,  Mrs. 
Spencer  Smith,*  of  whose  escape  the  Marquis  de 
SalTo  published  a  narrative  a  few  rears  aeo.  She 
has  since  been  shipwrecked,  and  ner  life  has  been 
from  its  commencement  so  fertile  in  remarkable  in- 
sidents,  that  in  a  romance  they  would  appear  im* 
probable.  She  was  bom  at  Constantinople,  where 
ner  father,  Baron  Herbert,  was  Austrian  ambas- 
sador; married  unhappily,  yet  has  never  been 
impeached  in  point  of  character ;  excited  the  ven- 
geance of  Bonaparte  by  a  part  in  some  conspi- 
racy ;  several  times  risked  her  life ;  and  is  not  yet 
twenty-five.  She  is  here  in  her  way  to  England, 
to  join  her  husband,  being  obliged  to  leave  Trieste, 
where  she  was  paying  a  visit  to  her  mother,  by 
the  approach  of  the  French,  and  embarks  soon 
in  a  ship  of  war.  Since  my  arrival  here,  I  have 
had  scarcely  any  other  companion.  I  have  found 
her  very  pretty,  very  accomplished,  and  extremely  ec- 
centric. Bonaparte  is  even  now  so  incensed  against 
her,  that  her  life  would  be  in  some  danger  if  she 
were  taken  prisoner  a  second  time. 

Tou  have  seen  Murray  and  Robert  by  this  time, 
and  received  my  lettex^— little  has  happened  since 
that  date.  I  have  touched  at  Caglinri,  m  Sardinia, 
and  at  Girgenti,  in  Sicily,  and  embark  to-morrow 
for  Patras,  from  whence  I  proceed  to  Yanina,  where 
All  Pacha  holds  his  Court,  so  I  soon  shall  be  among 
the  Mussuhnans. 

"Adieu.  Believe  me  with  sincerity,  yours  ever, 

"Btbon." 


LETTER  L. 

TO  MB8.  BTSON. 
**  Mt  DbAB  MOTHBBy 

'*I  have  now  been  some  time  in  Turkey;  this 
place  is  on  the  coast,  but  I  have  traversed  the  inte- 
rior of  the  povince  of  Albania  on  a  visit  to  the 
Pacha.  I  left  Malta  in  the  Spider,  a  bri^  of  war, 
on  the  21st  of  September,  -and  arrived  in  eiffht  days 
at  Prevesa.  I  thence  have  been  about  one  nundred 
and  fifty  miles  as  far  as  Tepalen,  his  highness's 
eountxy  palace,  where  I  stayed  three  days.t  The 
name  of  the  Pacha  is  Alt,  and  he  is  considered  a 
man  of  the  first  abilities :  he  governs  the  whole  of 
Albania,  (the  ancient  lUyricum,)  Epirus,  and  part 
of  Macedonia,  His  son,  Yely  Pacha,  to  whom  he 
has  given  me  letters,  governs  the  Morca,  and  has 
great  influence  in  E^pt ;  in  short  he  is  one  of  the 
most  powerful  men  m  the  Ottoman  empire.  When 
I  reached  Yanina,  the  capital,  after  a  journey  of 
three  days  over  the  mountains,  through  a  country 
of  the  moat  picturesque  beauty,  I  foimd  that  AU 
Pacha  was  with  his  army  in  niyricum,  besie^nff 
Ibrahim  Pacha  in  the  castle  of  Berat.  He  naa 
heard  that  an  Enelishman  of  rank  was  in  his  do- 
minions, and  had  left  orders  in  Yanina  with  the 
commandment  to  provide  a  house,  and  supply  uie 
with  every  kind  of  necessary  ffratia ;  and  tnough  I 
Have  been  allowed  to  make  presents  to  the  slaves, 


ftc,  I  have  not  be«n  pennitted  to  pay  for  a  tlngk 
article  of  household  consumption. 

*'  I  rode  out  on  the  virier's  horses,  and  saw  the 
palaces  of  himself  and  grandsons :  they  are  splen- 
did, but  too  much  ornamented  with  silk  and  gold. 
I  then  went  over  the  mountains  through  Zitza,  a  vil- 
lage with  a  Greek  monastcnr,  (where  I  slept  on  my 
return,)  in  the  most  beautiful  situation  (always  ex- 
cepting Cintra,  in  Portugal)  I  ever  beheld.  In  nine 
days  I  reached  Tepalen.  Our  journey  was  much 
prolonged  by  the  torrents  that  had  fallen  fh>m  the 
mountains,  and  intersected  the  roads.  I  shall  never 
forget  the  singular  scene  on  entering  Tepalen  at 
five  in  the  afternoon,  as  the  sun  was  going  down.  It 
brought  to  my  mina  (with  some  change  of  dreu, 
however)  Scott^s  description  of  Branksome  Castle 
in  his  Lai/f  and  the  feudal  system.  The  Albanians, 
in  their  dresses,  (the  most  magnificent  in  the 
world,  consisting  of  a  long  white  fdlt^  gold-worked 
cloak,  crimson  velvet  ^old  laced  jacket  and  waist- 
coat, silver-mounted  pistols  and  daggers,)  the  Tar- 
tars with  their  high  caps,  the  Turks  in  their  vast 
pelisses  and  turbans,  the  soldiers  and  black  slaves 
with  the  horses,  the  former  in  groups  in  an  im 
mense  la^ge  open  gallery  in  front  of  the  palace, 
the  latter  placed  in  a  kind  of  cloister  below  it,  two 
hundred  steeds  ready  caparisoned  to  move  in  a 
moment,  couriers  entering  or  jjassing  out  .with  dis- 
patches, the  kettle-drums  beating,  boys  calling  tilt 
hour  from  the  minaret  of  the  mosque — ^altogether, 
with  the  singular  appearance  of  the  building  itself, 
formed  a  new  and  aelightful  spectacle  to  a  stran- 
ger. I  was  conducted  to  a  very  handsome  apart- 
ment, and  my  health  inquired  after  by  the  vixier*f 
secretary,  *  ii  la-mode  Turque ! ' 

**  The  next  day  I  was  introduced  to  All  Pacha.  1 
was  dressed  in  a  full  suit  of  staff  uniform,  with  a 
very  magnificent  sabre,  &c.  The  vizier  recdved  me 
in  a  large  room  paved  with  marble ;  a  fountain* 
wa3  playing  in  the  centre;  the  apartment  wu 
surromided  oy  scarlet  ottomans.  He  received  me 
standing,  a  wonderful  compliment  from  a  Mussul- 
man, and  made  me  sit  down  on  his  riffht  hand.  I 
have  a  Greek  interpreter  for  general  use,  but  a 
physician  of  All's,  named  Femlario*  who  under- 
stands Latin,  acted  for  me  on  this  occasion.  His 
first  question  was,  whv,  at  so  early  an  age,  I  left 
my  country  ? — (the  Turks  have  no  idea  of  travelling 
for  amusement.)  He  then  said^  the  English  min- 
ister. Captain  Leake,  had  told  him  I  was  of  a  great 
family,  and  desired  his  respects  to  my  mother; 
which  I  now,  in  the  name  of  Ali  Pacha,  present  to 
you.  He  said  he  was  certain  I  was  a  man  of  birth, 
because  I  had  small  ears,  curling  hair,  and  litde 
white  hands,t  and  expressed  himself  pleased  with 
my  appearance  and  garb.  He  told  me  to  consider 
him  as  a  father  while  I  was  in  Turkey,  and  said  he 
looked  on  me  as  his  son.  Indeed,  he  treated  me 
like  a  child,  sending  me  almonds  and  sugared 
sherbet,  fruit  and  sweetmeats,  twenty  times  a  dar. 
He  begged  me  to  visit  him  often,  and  at  nignt. 
when  he  was  at  leisure.  I  then  after  coffee  and 
pipes,  retired  for  the  first  time.  I  saw  him  thrice 
afterward.  It  is  singular  that  the  Turks,  who  hav4 
no  hereditary  digmties,  and  few  great  fiunilies, 
except  the  Sultans,  pay  so  much  respect  to  birth ; 
for  I  found  my  pedigree  more  regarded  than  my 
title. 

<*Hi«  highness  is  sixty  years  old,  very  fttt,  and 
not  tall,  but  with  a  fine  face,  light  blue  eyes,  and  a 
white  beard ;  his  manner  is  very  kind,  and  at  the 
same  time  he  possesses  that  dignity  which  I  find 
universal  among  the  Turks. — He  has  the  appear- 
ance of  any  thing  but  his  real  character ;  for  he  is  a 
remorseless  tynmt,  guil^r  of  the  most  horrible 
cruelties,  very  brave,  and  so  good  a  general  that 
they  call  him  the  Mahometan  Bonaparte.  NapoleoA 
has  twice  offered  to  make  him  king  of  Epims,  Imt 
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he  trefefs  the  Eneliih  intBreat,   md  abhora   the 
French,  as  ho  hJtnself  told  me.     He  h  af  so  mtich 
coiiAei|aenceT  Uiot  he  U  tnudh  courted  by  both ;  the 
AlbAaiaEfl  bdng  the  moat  warlike  sobjeeU  of  the 
Sultiin,  though  AU  is  only  nomiiia%  dependent  on 
the  Porte.     He  hns  bceu  a  migblt  warrior ;  but  h 
M  barbaTOUR  m  be  is  succeafifiil/roaatiag  rebels, 
&c.,  &c,    Bonaparte  sent  him  a  snutT-boi,  w-iih  bis 
picture ;   he  said  the  Bnuff^boi  wam  very  well,  but 
the  picture  he  cotild  csntsc,  as  he  neither  Hkcd  it 
nor  tbfi  original.     Hi*  idesia  of  judgins  of  ii  man's 
birth  (Vom  ears,  handi,  &c*,  were  curious  enough, 
lorn?,  lie  lyiis,  ill  deed,  &  fBtheri  gJTuig  ma  letters, 
guards,   and  ei^-erj  possible  aecomraotlntion.     Our 
pojtt  cronTerAatioQs  were  of  war  aud  truTelHuB  pol- 
ities and  Eiigland,     He  callod  mv  Albanian  soiicr, 
who  attends  nie»  and  told  hiin  to  protect  me  at  all 
hiLKJird.     Uh   aame   h  ViAcillie,  and  like  all   th^ 
Albanians,  he  is  bmve,  rigidly  honest,  aad  faithful  - 
but  they  are  cruel,  though  not  treachcsrous ;   and 
hftye  several  Tices,  but  no  Baeanne^ses.    They  are 
perhaps,  the  moHt  beautiful  race,  in  point  of  counted 
nance,  in  the  world ;   their  women  are  sometimes 
htndaomo  also,  but  they  are  treated  like  slaves, 
rtr^  *»«»  "1  *li*'rt,  completp  beasu  of  burden : 
lUfT  p1<}tigb,  dig,  and  eow,    I  found  them  carmnir 
wiwd,  Mid  actually  repairing  the  highways.    The 
meuaro  aU  soldiew,  and  war  and  the  chwe  their 
*oie    occupation*     The  women    are    the    bborory, 
whicb,  after  all,  m  no  great  hardpihip  in  so  ddishtful 
%  elimate.    Yesterday^  the  lltb  of  Novomber,  1 
bathod  m  the  sea  j    to-day  it  is  so  hot  that  I  am 
wnting  in  a  shady  room  of  the  English  conaul's, 
with  three  do^^rs  wido  open,  no  flro,  or  evenjfrjf-pJafit^ 
in  the  houec ;  except  ftgr  culinary  purposes. 

'*  To-day  I  saw  the  remaijis  of  tbe  town  of  Aeti- 
wm,»  nt^ar  whioh^ntony  lont  the  world,  in  a  itmall 
bay,  where  two  fngatcs  could  hardly  man cruvre :  a 
broken  wall  i*  the  sole  remnant.  On  another  part 
of  the  giUf  standi  the  ruins  of  Nlcopolifl,  built  by 
Augqatus  m  honor  of  his  victorr.  Last  night  I  was 
at  a  Ureek  marriage ;  but  this  and  a  thousand  thinM 
more  I  hnt'n  imitlirv*-  *fir^»  -*» jiL-  .i         *,  * 


t 


more  1  have  nemicr  timo  nor  space  to  describe, 

*'I  am  goin^  to-mono w,  with  a  (foard  of  fiftv 
men,  to  Fatras  in  the  Morea,  and  thenee  to  Athens, 
where  I  .hal(  mnter.  Two  days  ago  I  wan  nearly 
Jost  in  a  rnrkish  Bhip  of  war,  owing  to  tbe  igno- 
ranee  of  the  captain  and  crew,  though  the  storm 

nT^^}.^^T'  l^l\'^^'  jelled  altor^  bis  wifo,  the 
Greeks  called  on  all  tbe  saints,  the  Mussulmans  on 
Alia;  the  captain  burat  into  teftrs  and  ran  below 
desk,  telling  us  to  call  on  God ;  the  sails  were  split, 
the  mainyard  shirored.  the  wind  blowing  fresh,  the 
iught  setting  in,  and  all  our  chance  wis  to  inake 
Corfu,  whicJi  is  m  poftsession  of  the  French,  or  (as 
Fkteher  pathetically  termed  it)  ^a  watery  grave/ 
I  did  waatl  could  to  console  Fletcher,  hut  findinir 
hun  mcom^ibk,  wrapped  inyjielf  up  in  my  Albanian 

K^;S^'™'^f*''TT^^^^''"'^  l^iydown  on  deck 
to  wait  the  worst  I  have  learned  to  pyiosonhi^ 
in  my  pavDla,  and  tf  I  had  not,  complaint  was  use- 
less. Luckily  the  wind  abated,  and  only  drove  ns 
on  the  coast  of  Snli,  on  the  main  land,  where  we 
landed.  an4  proceeded,  by  the  help  of  the  natives, 
to  Pxoyesfc  again ;  but  I  shall  not  trust  Turkish 
•adors  in  future,  thonah  the  Pacha  had  ordered  one 
Of  his  own  galhota  to  take  me  to  Patras.  I  am  there- 
fore going  as  far  as  Misaelonghi  by  knd.  and  there 
have  only  to  cross  a  small  gulf  to  get  to  Patras. 

«*  il''**'^''^*  "u""^  *P^^^^  *^11  ^«  f^ll  of  marrels: 
we  were  one  ni^bt  lost  for  nine  hours  in  the  moun- 
J«na  m  a  thuntlcr-stomi,  and  since  nearly  ^vrecked 

and  drowning  m  the  second,  inetimee.  Hi.  eVcs 
J^.t;  l^t^l^b'^  by  the  lightning  or  crykig?(I 
tu  ^ite "'J^'^*l^^*  ^^  V  recovered.  ^  ?fein 


•i«Cbiid«H«)idi,touu>a,,, 


All*. 


'*  I  eould  tell  yon  I  kuj 
that  I  think  trould  amuj 
my  mind  as  much  as  ti 
and  I  can  neither  arraii|| 
theci  down  on  the  otb< 
CO u fusion.  1  like  the  4 
not  all  Turks;  some  H 
their  religion  makes  little 
ner  or  conduct.  They  m 
in  the  Turkish  seniee. 
davs  at  once,  and  three  d 
Salora,  and  never  found  a 
I  have  been  in  the  garmc 
and  seen  Spatiish,  FrcB 
troops  in  abnndaute.  I  ! 
and  was  always  welcomi 
milk.  Not  a  week  ago  i 
riUa^je  haa  Its  chief,  wh( 
helping  na  out  of  the  Tur 
feeding  us,  and  lodginj 
Fk'tthcr,  a  Greek,  two  A 
and  ray  companion,  Mr« 
compensation  but  a  writ 
was  well  received  j  aad 
lecepl  a  few  sequinSj  *  No, 
to  love  me,  not  to  pay  ine^ 
"It  is  astonishing  boi 
country.  While  I  wna  in  1 
to  pay,  by  the  viiier'g  oH 
hriTc  generally  had  siite< 
six  or  peven  men,  the  csLp< 
much  as  staying  only  thrci 
Sir  A.  Ball,  the  governo( 
nothing,  and  I  had  onlv  ^ 
expect  IlajAiion  to  remit  : 
about  to  stay  in  this  pro' 
write  to  me  at  Mr*  Strane'i 
The  fact  is,  the  fertility^  of 
and  specie  is  scarce,  wnicBj 
cheapness.  I  am  going  ta, 
Greek,  which  differs  much ; 
radically  similar.  I  have 
England,  nor  shall  I,  unlea 
want,  and  Hanson's  negleal 
into  Asia  for  a  year  or  tvro|* 
in  Greece,  and  1  may  pcrhi 
least  the  Egyptian  parL  M 
mcu,  is  very  much  dism' 
reconciled  to  the  Turks  I 
piajJtres  from  the  vl^fer,  ' 
every  thing,  find  the  value 
ten  gtiincaa  English.  He  li 
from  cold,  beat,  and  vermin 
oottagea  and  croAs  mounts 
mnat  undcttto,  and  of  which 
with  him  self;  but  he  fa  not 
robbers  and  tt?m pests*  1  bi 
be  red  to  in  England,  and  wf 
it,  but  that  you  iire  wdl,  I 
business  from  Hanson,  whoi 
1  will  write  when  1  can,  ttn4 
**Youra 


**  P.  S,  I  have  some  very 
dresses  J  the  only  cxpeuirive 
They'  cost  fifty 'guineas  ea< 
gold  they  would  cost  m  E^ 
nave  been  introduced  lo  Hua 
Pacha,  both  Uttle  bays,  g: 
Yauina.  They  are  totally 
painted  complexions  like  » 
black  eyes,  and  features  p< 
are  the  |>retHeat  little  aniid 
l)rokrn  mto  the  court  een 
Turkish  salute  is  a  slight  t 
with  the  hand  on  the  bre^ 
kiss .  Mabraout  is  ten  years  o 
again.  We  are  friends  withc 
other,  like  many  other  folks.' 
cause.  He  has  giyen  me  a  U 
Mores,  to  ivhoral  have  also  h 
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LETTBE  LI. 


0  MB0-  31 AO^' 

"BiS7n».AI«ifiil1fl,  I»lff 

TOO  %  long  fetter,  but  a*  I  know 
ty  to  TBcehe  mKy  mt*?Hjgeace  of 
ray  ictept  what  I  can  JSVt^;  1 
giCAtcit  pirt  of  Greece,  boftidca 
aiddi  ten  waelts  At  Athcni,  and 
atifl  iidff  on  mj  way  to  Co3»tB^- 
Uit  returned  from  viewing  toe 

1  day's  jouKi^y  flfomBtdjma.  1 
oociTtd  a  long  letter  I  %Tote  frcm 


LETTER   LIIL 


.WJoUBt  pf  my  reception  by  tUe 

At  CeostantinopW,  1  sbaU  deter- 
piooffed  into  Persia  or  return, 
ut  wi&h,  if  i  can  avoid  it.  But  1 
B  from  Mr.  Hiinsoin  and  but  one 
■.  I  shiiU  Btaad  in  need  of  remit- 
iroc^d  ot  foturn.  1  titivo  writtca 
tiiat  he  majf  not  plead  i^qronct 
neglect    1  can  ^ito  you  no  ae- 

fof  I  UaTc  not  time  or  oppojrtu- 
iUng  immediately.  Indeed,  tbe 
re  my  latine^s  incic^ue!!,  ^nd  ny 
titing  becomes  more  counrmBd. 
o  one  but  yourself  and  Mr.  Han- 
communkations  of  businesi  and 

inclination. 

much  disgusted  with  nis  fatigues, 
ergOAe  nothing  that  1  have  not 
fwor  CTCAturei  Indeod  EuRlish 
able  ttuvcUcts.  I  bate,  b»?sidc» 
soldiers  and  a  Greek  intcrrpretcT  i 
oir  way.  Greece,  parti guiarW  m 
^n»,  i^  deligbtful ;  clotjdlcss  ski^ 
*pe*.  But  1  must  resorve  idi 
mturee  till  ^e  meet.  1  keep  no 
■nd  Hobbouso  writiisimresftaQllv. 
dutmy  and  Robert,  and  tell  tbo 
-ortunntc  thing  for  him  that  tie 
.    j._  T" i^.,i,      nntte^iAfr  mis 


TO  TB«  «0>">  MIta.  Bmojc. 

*'  I  write  at  Michor,  (in  cmi  ifay  to  C»njt»JitMiO- 

tjk,l  off  the  Troad,  wbick  I  traTerscd  two  days  m. 
All  ibo  remain*  of   Troy  are  the  tomlJ»  of  jer 
dcftU-oyHTa,  among  which  I  flee  tliat  of  Antilocbui 
from  BIT  laibin  ^  mdow.    Tbe4c  are  litge  moutid* 
or  earthi  like  the  barrowa  of  th*  Dane*  m  your 
island.    There  are  aeteral  monumen^,  about  twelv* 
mil^  distant,  of   the  Alcxandriaai  Troaa,  which  I 
aUo examined;  but  by  no  meaiiB  tj  be  r-^mpttrrii 
with  the  rammantB  of  Athi?5is  and  Ephi 
will  be  fcnt  iii  a  fihip  of  war  bound  with 
for  Malta.    In  &  few  day*  we  shall  be  at  i 
nople,  barring  accidents.     1  hate  also  wnttca  if^Ri 
Smyrna,  anf  shall,  horn  time   to   feme,  tiansrajt 
short  account*  of  my  mOYcnienta,  hut  I  feel  totaUy 
uucqual  to  long  letters.  . 

**  Bt^cvc  me,  your*  very  smcercly, 

**P.  B,  No  aecottJiU  from  Hanion  I  I>o  ^ 
complain  of  short  kttvrsi,— 1  wfite  to  nobody  but 
youifielf  and  Mr.  Hanson. " 


LETTIB  UV. 

TO  THB  SO^,  WBa.  BTmOX. 


Deae  Maoah,  ..,,..     , 

■*I   airiired   here    in    im    English    frignte    from 

Smvnia,  a  few  daya  a^o,  without  any  j;««*^  J«J*f, 

mentiouing,  except  l«.dlng  to  vi^^w  ^«  Pl^"^^' 

Trov,   and  a^fterwarda.   when    wc  wefc  »*  f^™^ 

him  that  ho  in  tlie  Dardtinelles.  «i;r«.*itinsf  '^""^  ,^^f  *°*^^^  ^^^ 

.  m7to'TurkLV.    Consider  this  doa,  in  imimtion  of  Montieur  Leand^r,  ^^^«  «^ 

W- Pais  you  will  cxeuie  the  brevity  of  my  let^- 

When  ifr.  Adair  takea  leave,  I  am  to  Bee  the  Sultan 

and  the  moaquea,  &e. 

H      'i.3j^,|iei..aiae,  youEaevex» 


.ETTER  Ln, 


i  HOjr.    MBS*  STBOK* 


,  Ai«il  10,  IfllO. 


thia  eTenlng,  1  sail  for  Conatan- 
BOtte  frigate,  of  tbirty-sii  guns, 
land  wim  our  amhassador,  whom 
,Q  purpose  10  receive.  I  haTe 
t  letters  from  Athena,  Sinyma, 
rom  Albania.  I  ba?c  not  yet 
for  a  eecond  Imgc  npistle,  and 
isrry,  since  I  take  all  opportuni- 
jfi  of  my  tofety :  but  even  that 
Iff   ia  so   irksome,     1  have  betfu 

Ind  Epinis,  Illyna,   &e.,   &e., 
iT   daiCv   have  aot  into  Asia.    I 
I  excursion  lately,  to  the  ruing  of 
s  the   rendezvous  of  my  letters, . 
t  island.     Mr.   Hanflon  ha«  not 

wished  to  hcjir  of  the  Notfoli 
lire  lawsuit,  &c.,  &c.  I  am 
a  fresh  remittancea.  I  beheve 
Inghamshire,  at  Ic^t,  mj  share 
I  mf  good  wiahcs  inhen  of  a  long 

cerely  and  aIection*telT* 


LETTER  LT. 

TO  MR^  BEN^Y   DRUmT- 

'•  Ekiifttii  Ftip^,  Mir  li  WJi. 

*^  Mt  Hear  DrtjuTj 

"When  I  left  England,  "T^^.f  r^"„  ^^"/ J^^^ 
requested  me  to  write  to  you-I  "^^"^{^^^  ^^^J"^^ 
crossed  Pcttugal.  traversed  the  south  of  SP*"°»  ™: 
I  ted  SardiniarSidly,  Mf  ta,  ^"d^henee  e^«<^d  m^^ 
Turkey,  where  I  am  etiU  waiidenTig.     1  first  landed 

in  AltimX^e  ancient  ^pi^^^.r^!?" ::^P*!3'hT  he 
^  far  a5  Mount  Tomarit--excel  ently  treated  by  the 
diie^  Ali  P^cha;  and,  after  junmetmg  t^vrough 
iQarChaonia,  &e.,  ero*sed  the  gulf  of  A^tium, 
vv  ih  a  Euardof  fifty  Albaniuna.  and  passed  the 
AchelonTS  our  routis  through  Acarnama  and 
^tolk  We  stopped  a  short  time  in  the  Morea, 
;S  the  gulfo^f^Lepanto,  .nd  landed^at  the  foot 
of  P^iniaS^us;  saw  all  that  3>*:!P^\ '«:'^«' T.fj^ 
oL  toThebea  ind  Athens,  at  which  last  we  remamed 
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BTBCnrS  WORK8. 


mmjKami  bat Bot b«feM  iTi  hftd  topogntphised  At* 

tica,  including,  of  cooim,  Marathon  and  the  Sunian 
promontorj.  From  Smyrna  to  the  Troad  (which  we 
Tisited  when  at  anchoii  for  a  fortnight,  off  the 
tomb  •f  Antilochua)  was  our  next  stage ;  and  now 
we  are  in  the  Dardanelleti  waiting  for  a  wind  to  pro- 
eeed  to  Constantinople. 

**  This  mominff  I  twarn  from  SeatOB  to  Abjfdoi.* 
The  immediate  mstance  is  not  aboTe  a  mile,  but  the 
onirent  renders  it  hazardous  ;— «o  much  so  that  I 
doAbt  whether  Leander's  conjugal  aflcction  must 
not  hare  been  a  little  chilled  in  his  passage  to  Para- 
dise. I  attempted  it  a  week  ago,  and  failed,'— owing 
to  the  north  wind,  and  the  wonderful  rapiditr  of  the 
tide,— though  I  have  been  from  my  childhood  a 
strong  swimmer.  But,  this  moming^being  calmer, 
I  sucoseded,  and  crossed  the  <  broad  llcllospont'  in 
an  hour  and  ten  minutes. 

**  Well,  my  dear  sir,  I  hare  left  my  home,  and 
seen  part  of  Africa  and  Asia,  and  a  tolerable  por- 
tion of  Europe.  I  have  been  with  generals  and 
admirals,  pnnces  and  pachas,  governors  and 
nngovemables,— but  1  have  not  time  or  paper  to 
expatiate.  I  wish  to  let  you  know  that  I  live  with 
a  mendly  remembrance  of  you,  and  a  hope  to  meet 
you  again ;  and,  if  I  do  this  as  shortly  as  possible, 
attribute  it  to  any  thlnff  but  forgetfulness. 

*'  Greece,  ancient  ana  modern^  yon  know  too  well 
to  require  description.  .Albania,  indeed,  I  have 
■een  more  of  than  any  Englishman,  (except  a  Mr. 
Leake,)  for  it  is  a  country  rarely  visited,  from  the 
iaTage  character  of  the  natives,  though  abounding 
In  more  natural  beauties  than  the  classical  regions 
of  Greece, — ^which,  however,  are  still  eminently 
beautiftil,  particularly  Delphi  and  Cape  Colonna  in 
Attica.  X  et  these  are  nothing  to  parts  of  lUyria 
and  Epirus,  where  places  without  a  name,  and 
rivers  not  laid  down  in  maps,  may,  one  day,  when 
more  known,  be  iustly  esteemed  superior  subjects, 
for  the  pencil  ana  the  pen,  to  the  ory  ditch  of  the 
Iliasus  and  the  bogs  of  fi(Botia. 

"The  Troad  is  a  fine  field  for  conjecture  and 
snipe-shooting,  and  a  good  sportsman  and  an  in^^e- 
nions  scholar  may  exercise  their  feet  and  faculties 
to  great  advantage  upon  the  spot ;  or,  if  they  pre- 
fer riding,  lose  their  way  (as  I  did)  in  a  cursed 
cmsgmire  of  the  Scamander,  ^ho  wriggles  about  as 
u  the  Dardan  virgins  still  offered  thcur  wonted  trib- 
ute. The  only  vestige  of  Troy,  or  her  destroyers, 
are  the  barrows  supposed  to  contain  the  carcasses 
of  Achilles,  Antilochus,  Ajox,  &c. — but  Mount  Ida 
is  still  in  high  feather,  though  the  shepherds  are 
now-a-days  not  much  like  uanymede.  But  why 
should  I  say  more  of  these  things  ?  are  they  not 
written  in  the  Boke  of  Gellf  and  has  not  H.  got  a 

t'oumaL  I  keep  none,  as  I  have  renounced  scrib- 
ilinff. 

**I  see  not  much  difference  between  ourselves 
and  the  Turks,  save  that  wo  have  *  *,  and  they 
have  none — that  they  have  long  dresses,  and  we 
■hort,    and   that  we  talk  much  and  ther  little. 

•  •  •  •  •  They  are  sensible  people.  Ali 
Pacha  told  me  he  was  sure  I  was  a  man  of  rank, 
because  I  had  §maU  ean  and  handt  and  curling 
hair.  By-the-by,  I  speak  the  Romaic,  or  modem 
Greek,  tolerably.  It  does  not  differ  from  the  an- 
cient dialects  so  much  as  you  would  conceive ;  but 
the  pronunciation  is  diamctrieally  opposite.  Of 
Terse,  except  in  rhyme,  they  have  no  idea. 

'*  I  like  toe  Greeks,  who  are  plausible  rascals, — 
with  all  the  Turkish  vices,  without  their  courage. 
However,  some  are  brave,  and  all  ore  beautiful,  very 
much  resesembling  the  busts  of  Alcibiades : — ^the 
women  not  quite  so  handsome.  I  can  swear  in  Turk- 
ish ;  but,  except  one  horrible  oath,  and  *  pimp,*  and 
<  hnad,'  and  *  water,'  I  have  got  no  great  vocabn- 
laiy  in  that  language.  They  are  extremely  polite 
to  strangers  of  any  rank,  properlT  protected ;  and 
as  I  have  two  servants  and  two  soldiers,  we  get  on 


with  greatecUt.  We  Imvb  bean  oeessiouBjk 
danger  of  thieves,  and  once  of  shi^wreek,-teti)> 
ways  escsped. 

•*  At  Malu  I  fell  in  love  with  a  married  voon,* 
and  challenged  an  aid-de-camp  of  General  *  *  (i 
rude  fellow,  who  grinned  at  something,—!  Dmr 
rightly  knew  what)— but  he  explained  and  ipoi»> 
gizcd,  and  the  lady  embarked  for  Cadis,  aod  u  I 
escaped  murder  and  crim.  con.  Of  Spain  I  lOt 
some  account  to  our  Hodgson,  but  have  nbie- 
quently  written  to  no  one,  save  notes  to  rtUtkw 
and  lawyers,  to  keep  them  out  of  my  premiiei  I 
mean  to  give  up  all  connexion,  on  my  retnn,  «i& 
many  of  my  best  friends — as  I  supposed  theiB-ai 
to  snarl  all  my  life.  But  I  hope  to  have  one  good- 
humored  laugn  with  you,  and  to  embrace  Dwyer.iM 
pledge  Hodgson,  before  I  commence  cynicism. 

««  Tell  Doctor  Butler  I  am  now  writing  with  the 
gold  pen  he  gave  me  before  I  left  Eneland,  whir^ 
is  the  reason  my  scrawl  is  more  unintelligible  thr 
usual.  I  have  been  at  Athens  and  seen  pleotyt. 
these  reeds  for  scribbling,  some  of  which  he  rrfose^ 
to  bestow  upon  me,  because  topographic  Gell  1* 
brought  them  from  Attica.  But  I  will  not  deioft*, 
—no — ^you  must  be  satisfied  with  simple  detifl  tu 
niy  return ;  and  then  we  will  unfold  the  Hoodgita 
of  colloquy.  I  am  in  a  thirty-six  gun  frigate,  ^ 
up  to  fetch  Bob  Adair  from  Constantinople,  w.- 
will  have  the  honor  to  carry  this  letter. 

"And  so  H.'s  boke  is  out.f  with  some  sentin& 
tal  sing-song  of  my  own  to  fill  up,— and  how  d-ia 
it  take,  eh  ?  and  wliere  the  devil  is  the  second  «* 
tion  of  my  Satire,  with  additions  ?  and  my  nuif  e 
the  title-page  ?  and  more  lines  tagged  to  the  o^ 
with  a  new  exordium  and  what  not,  hot  from  "J 
anvil  before  I  cleared  the  Channel  ?  The  Meditff- 
ranean  and  the  Atlantic  roll  between  me  and  c^ 
cism ;  and  the  thunders  of  the  Hyperborem  » 
view  ore  deafened  by  the  roar  of  the  Hellespont. 

•*  Remcmomber  me  to  Claridse,  if  not  trtnww 
to  college,  and  present  to  Hodgson  assurwco 
my  high  consideration.  Now,  you  will  a«k,  *» 
shall  I  do  next  ?  and  I  answer,  I  do  not  know.  . 
may  return  in  a  few  months,  but  I  hare  mto* 
ana  projects  after  visiting  Constantinople.  B/^ 
house,  however,  will  probably  be  back  in  Scpte»» 

"  On  the  2d  of  July  we  have  left  Albion  onet* 
•  oblitus  meorum  obliviscendus  et  illis.*  I  wm  nfU 
m V  own  country,  and  not  much  prepossessed  la  »^ 
of  any  other ;  but  I  •  drag  on'  •  my  chain' wjtl** 
'lengthening  it  at  each  remove.*— I  am  wyh' 
Jolly  Miller,  caring  for  nobody  and  not  cired  w 
All  countries  are  much  the  same  in  my  f^  ' 
smoke,  and  stare  at  mountains,  and  twirl  m7Bi<^ 
taches  very  independently.  I  miss  no  comforts  ^ 
the  mosquitoes  that  wrack  the  morbid  frame  o(  c 
have,  luckily  for  me,  little  effect  on  mine,  beatf- 
live  more  temperately.  .  • 

**  I  omitted  Ephesus  in  mr  catalogue,  wluf- 
visited  during  my  sojourn  at  Smyrna:  but thtj* 
pie  has  almost  perished,  and  St.  Paul  need  * 
trouble  himself  to  epistolixe  the  present  w^^ 
Ephesians,  who  have  converted  a  liorge  chmth  *^ 
entirely  of  marble  into  a  mosque,  and  I  don't  tsf 
that  the  edifice  looks  the  worse  for  it. 

**  My  paper  is  ftill,  and  my  ink  ebbing— jwj^ 
temoon !  If  you  address  to  me  at  Malta,  thel^ 
will  be  forwarded  wherever  I  may  be.  Howoff 
greets  you ;  he  pines  for  his  poetry,— at  l«*^f; 
tidings  of  it.  I  ahnost  forgot  to  t«U  pu  thit  I  * 
dying  for  love  of  three  Greek  girls  at  Athe».  ^ 
ters.  I  lived  in  the  same  house.  Teresa,  »^ 
ana,  and  Katinka,  are  the  names  of  these  diTfflSP 
all  of  them  under  15. 

"  Tour  T9Mtl99T9rt  OWi,  ^ 
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LETTEB  LYI. 


TO  MIL  HODOBOW. 

"  Sabetta  Fiigats,  Id  tbe  DmrdaaeOMp  off 
At7dfla,Ma75,ino. 

**  I  am  on  my  way  to  Constantinople,  after  a  tour 
through  Greece,  Epirus,  &c.,  and  part  of  Asia 
Minor,  some  particulars  of  which  I  have  just  com- 
municated to  our  friend  and  host,  H.  Drury.  With 
these,  then,  I  shall  not  trouble  you ;  but,  as  you  will 
perhaps  be  pleased  to  hear  that  I  am  well,  &c.,  I 
talce  the  opportunity  of  our  ambassador's  return 
to  forward  tne  few  lines  I  have  time  to  despatch. 
We  have  undergone  some  inconveniences  and  in- 
curred i^artial  perils,  but  no  events  worthy  of  com- 
mmmication,  unless  you  will  deem  it  one  that  two 
d&ys  ago  I  swam  from  Sestos  to  Abydos.  This, — 
with  a  few  alarms  from  robbers,  and  some  danger  of 
shipwreck  in  a  Turkish  galliot  six  months  ago,  a 
visit  to  a  Facha,  a  passion  for  a  married  woman  at 
Malta,  a  challeage  to  an  officer,  an  attachment  to 
three  Greek  girls  at  Athens,  with  a  great  deal  of 
buffoonery  and  fine  prospects,— form  all  that  has 
distinguished  my  progress  since  my  departure  from 
Spain. 

<*  Hobhouse  rhymes  and  journalizes ;  I  stare  and 
do  nothing — ^unless  smoking  can  be  deemed  an  ac- 
tiTO  amusement.  The  Turks  take  too  much  care 
of  their  women  to  permit  them  to  be  scrutinized ; 
but  I  have  lived  a  good  deal  with  the  Greeks,  whose 
modem  dialect  I  can  converse  in  enough  for  my 
purposes.  With  the  Turks  I  have  also  some  male 
acquaintances'— female  society  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. I  have  been  very  well  treated  by  the  Pachas 
and  Governors,  and  have  no  complaint  to  make  of 
any  kind.  Hobhouse  will  one  day  inform  you  of  all 
our  adventures, — were  I  to  attempt  the  recital, 
I        neither  my  paper  nor  your  patience  would  hold  out 

during  the  operation. 
I  **  Nobody,  save  yourself,  has  written  to  me  since  I 

left  England ;  but  indeed  I  did  not  request  it  I 
r  except  my  relations,  who  write  quite  as  often  as  I 
wish.  Of  Hobhouse's  volume  I  know  nothing,  ex- 
cept that  it  is  out ;  and  of  my  second  edition  I  do 
not  even  know  that,  and  certainly  do  not,  at  this 
distance,  Interest  myself  in  the  matter.  «  •  •  • 
I  hope  you  and  Bland  roll  down  the  stream  of  sale 
with  rapidity. 

"  Of  my  return  I  cannot  positively  speak,  but 
think  it  probable  Hobhouse  will  precede  me  in  that 
respect.  We  have  been  very  nearly  one  year  abroad. 
,  I  snould  wish  to  ^aze  away  another,  at  least,  in 
these  ever-green  climates ;  but  I  fear  business — ^law 
business — the  worst  of  employments,  will  recall  me 
previous  to  that  period,  if  not  very  quickly.  If  so, 
you  shall  have  due  notice. 

**  I  hope  you  will  find  mo  an  altered  personage, — 
1  do  not  mean  in  body,  but  in  manner,  for  I  beffin 
to  find  out  that  nothing  but  virtue  will  do  in  tnis 
;        d— d  world.    I  am  tolerably  sick  of  vice,  which  I 
I        have  tried  in  its  agreeable  varieties,  and  mean, 
I        on  my  return,  to  cut  all  my  dissolute  acquaintance, 
I        leave  off  wine  and  carmal  company,  and  betake  my- 
self to  politics  and  decorum.    I  am  very  serious  and 
cynical,  and  a  good  deal  dis{>osed  to  moralize ;  but, 
^        fortunately  for  you,  the  coming  homily  is  cut  off  by 
'        default  of  pen  and  defection  of  paper. 

«  Good  morrow  I    If  you  write,  address  to  me  at 
Malta,  whence  your  letters  will  be  forwarded.    Ton 
need  not  remembcv  me  to  any  body,  but  bdieve  me 
**  Yours  with  all  faith, 
«*Byiu>n." 


LBTTBE  LYU. 


TO  THB  HONO&ABLB  XB8.  BTBOK* 


,^  Maj  91, 1810. 

"  Deae  Mothbb, 

**  I  wrote  to  you,  very  shortly,  the  other  day  on  my 
arrival  here,  and  as  another  opportunity  avails,  take 
up  my  pen  again,  that  the  frequency  of  my  letters 
may  atone  for  their  brevitv.  Pray  did  you  ever  re- 
ceive a  picture  of  me  in  oil  by  Sanders,  m  Vifffhknu, 
London?  (a  noted  limner:)  if  not,  write  for  it  im- 
mediately; it  was  paid  for,  except  the  frame,  (if 
frame  there  be,)  before  I  left  England.  I  believe  I 
mentioned  to  you  in  my  last,  that  my  only  notable 
exploit,  lately,  has  been  swimming  from  Sestos  to 
Abydos  on  the  third  of  this  month,  in  humble  imi- 
tation of  Leander,  of  amorous  memory,  though  I 
had  no  ffero  to  receive  me  on  the  other  shore  ox  the 
HeUespont.  Of  Constantinople  you  have,  of 
course,  read  fifty  descriptions  by  sundry  traveuers, 
which  are  in  general  so  correct,  that  I  have  nothing 
to  add  on  the  subject. 

"When  our  ambassador  takes  his  leave,  I  shall 
aeoompany  him  to  see  the  sultan,  and  afterward 
probably  return  to  Greece.  I  have  heard  nothing  of 
Mr.  Hanson,  but  one  remittance,  without  any  letter 
from  that  gentleman.  If  you  have  any  occasion  for 
any  pecomary  supply,  pray  use  my  frinds  as  far  as 
they  go  without  reserve ;  and,  lest  this  should  not 
be  enough,  in  my  next  to  Mr.  Hanson  I  will  direct 
him  to  advance  any  sum  you  may  want,  leaving  it 
to  your  discretion  how  much,  in  the  present  state  of 
my  affairs,  you  may  think  proper  to  requirre.  I 
have  already  seen  the  most  interesting  parts  of 
Turkey  in  Europe  and  Asia  Minor,  but  snail  not 
proceed  &rther  till  I  hear  from  England:  in  the 
mean  time  I  shall  expect  occasional  supplies,  ac- 
cording to  circumstances,  and  shall  pass  my  sum- 
mer among  my  friends,  the  Greeks  of  the  Morea. 

<*  Yon  will  direct  to  Malta,  where  my  letters  ut 
forwarded,  and  believe  me  to  be, 

**  With  great  sincerity,  yours  ever. 

"  P.  8.  Fletcher  is  well ;  pray  take  care  of  my 
boy  Robert,  and  the  old  man  Murray.  It  is  fortu- 
nate they  returned ;  neither  the  youth  of  the  one» 
nor  the  ase  of  the  other,  would  have  suited  the 
changes  of  climate  and  fatigues  of  travelling." 


LETTER  LVnr. 

TO  KB.  HENUT  D&UBT. 

"  CoMtuilfnaple,  Jam  IT,  ISM. 

**  Though  I  wrote  to  yon  so  recently,  I  break^  In 
upon  you  again  to  congratulate  you  on  a  child  being 
bom,  as  a  letter  fti>m  Hodgson  apprizes  me  of  that 
event,  in  which  I  rejoice. 

**  I  am  just  come  from  an  expedition  through  the 
Bosphorus  to  the  Black  Sea  and  the  Cyanean  Sym« 
plegades,  up  which  last  I  scrambled  at  as  ^eat  a 
risk  as  ever  the  Argonauts  escaped  in  their  hoy. 
You  remember  the  beginning  of  the  nurse's  dole  m  . 
the  Medea,  of  which  I  bes  you  to  take  the  kllam^ 
ing  translation,  done  on  the  summit. 

H  Oh  bo»  I  wbh  timt  tn  emfawfo 
Bad  k8|it  in  port  tlw  good  Mp  krga  I 
VITho,  MIO  wibuneh'd  ham  GraeUui  (ImIb^ 
Bad  Denrar  pus'd  tho  Asnre  roelui ; 
But  now  1  bur  ber  trip  vUl  be  • 
Du^n'd  bwlnni  tat  mf  ISm  AMm,  te.,  Ac 

as  it  very  nearly  was  to  me;— for,  had  not  thJtf 
sablnne  passage  been  in  my  heaft,  I  should  never 
have  dreamed  of  ascending  the  said  rocks,*  and 
bruising  my  carcass  in  honor  of  the  ancients. 


»claTi:*lwB 


>i»B0»ki. 


m 


BYHOK'S  WOESS. 


I  hare  now  eit  &n  the  Cyaneam,  a^am  froin 
wtoi  to  Abj'dos*  {its  I  trumpeted  in  my  last  J  uid. 
iV*?*^"^*^  tbrotigh  tbt  JiDrca  agirn,  shall  iet 
iwl  for  MiDta  Maura,  and  to*s  my  self  from  the 
JL*Bca4iaB  promtmtqiy  j^urriYi^g  wlJeh  opcra^ 
*^J^*  r  shrill  prtJhablj' re;oin  you  i*i  England.  H 
Who  V.  ,  this,  u   boiind  Mtr^dght  fur  these 

P'*f "  »«  bupsting  with  hii  tTdvel*,  1  ahiJl 

?":  "■  ,  1  ^^^«  niin-atives,  but  mcrolT  best  vou 
not  to  believe  rme  word  he  says,  but  reserve  vour 
S^i,  *i  ^r- '*^  yo"  ji*Te  tey  d£.»i»ie  to  b^  acquainted 
^ith  the  truth-      *        •        •        *        *        «        » 

♦^  *i^  V?  ^^"^""^  ^^''^  Athrns  otice  more,  and  thence 
to  thf  Morea  ;  but  my  sta,v  depcndi  so  much  on  my 
oaprtce,  that  I  can  aaj  noihing  of  It.  probable 
dursitmn  I  hn^  e  bei'n  out  JX  yc^u  abeadv.  and  may 
fltay  another;  luit  I  am  ouicksllTer,  and'^av  noth- 
ing powiiveJy,  Wc  arc  fill  ircrj-  it.uch  ocegpied  dnina 
ao  thing,  at  preiwnt.  We  have  M^n  e^ery  thin  J 
but   the  mmqiim,   which  we  are  to  viow  with  * 

f«^,^  ^i'- '^■^^*'='  ^»>  »»^^«  Provi<50,  that  /am 
to  be  refen-ed  to  for  ftutheuticity ;  and  I  beir  teare 
to^Jit.'^dict  all  ih«aa  thing.  ^Aeroon  h^  t;' 
purtkular  attess.  But,  if  he  soara.  at  any  UmV, 
into  wit.  I  mve  yoQ  leave  to  appli^ud,  becfiuse  that 
«nccesaanTyatokn  fr^.m  hb  Mlow  pihrrim.  Tell 
D*Yw*th*tll.  ht^  made  o^.elbnt  use  of  hia  heat 
idd  ^T^nT?!"*^.^"  in«Jt;«tyV  ships  of  war;  but 

In  *  ?*  owner;  m  eotisequenre  of  which  he. 
{ Davies,)  IS  not  leas  famous  by  water  thm  by  land 
^nd^rcignfl  unrivalled  in  the  cabin,  as  in  the  -Cocoa 

I  ltS^^^^°^}^*  *^*^  pnbhshinR  more  poesy-- 

^fi  I'^'V^"'"'^?  *"  ^^^l*"*^  '^h'^  they  »iU  be 
^a«lwi.     In  my  last,  ivhieh  I  hope  yoa  Jeeeived 

I  gaTe  an  outline  of  the  ground  we  4ye  covered: 

II  fon  hflve  not  been  overtaken  bv  thii  dcip«leh, 

nrytL^iS^'^^Ti^'^f"-  ff^»"^^«^  Trll  him  to 
SLt,n?  ^.ttiy  h6Tikor*8   L*nds   at  Gibraltcr  or 

th^t  goes  fur  uot3img.  a^i  it  waa  an  annuity. 
TI../™ri  #  '""^  'voiild  write.     X  hare   hL-rird  from 
SlH"  ^^^'^'Itly.    Malta  |h   mv  po^t-oIRce     I 

Tf^^Klf  ^^'^^^'^f^^J  Wt'  fcir  Burh  another;  but 
after  hating  Martin  ncross  tbe  '  broad  lIcllesDo^it  '  t 
dwdain  Datehett.    Good  aftenioon  I  ^      *   ^ 

"  I  am  youra,  yery  sincereh-, 

**  Bvaox.'* 


UETTEE  LIX. 

TO  tHl  H0».  itm.   BTHOIf. 

My  Bis^  MoTHz«,       "C«.i*.-i^,.^«,  ,^ 

fercral  of  mijie  have  not  amred,  p.irtjeukrly  a  Terv 
^ng  one,  ^-ntteri  in  November  iLt.  from  ilba^'? 

?wAT  "V'"^'  ***  ^^  I*^*^^  «f  that  p7o„^^ 
Fletcher  has  aJio  ^iten  to  his  spouse  pen,etu  "l  y 
Mr.  Hobhou^e,  who  ^ill  forward  or  deliver  tbirand 

different  movementFL.  but  I  am  verv  uneertahi  m  to 
my  own  roturn.  He  will  probfibly  be  do^  to 
^nd  L'l™'^  **"'^""  other;  butFliteher,  Xml 
^  id  Ltlir"  T^^^^^t  (English  ^eA^ti 
*re  SIfl  travellerij  wijj  lupp  y  his  place  in  thp 
m  enm  and  de^ribe  our  travel  whil  have  b^on 
tolerably  extensive  J  have  written  twice  briefly 
M^r^..^^f^^'  '"^"^  Smma^fremA^henr^J 
which  prgfmce  deaked  hi*  reapecta  to  mymothcJ, 


and  aaid  he  wa*  turo  I  ■ 
hecaa«e  I  bad  itnall  eai 
hands  1 1    Ue  waa  very  kj 

conjsider  him  oa  a  fathei 

^rty  soldier*  through  t 

Btit  of  thi<  and  other  tk 

4t  large,  jmd  yet  hope  yoi 

"  I  remember  Maiuacmil 

All  Pacha,  at  Yanina,  {% 

of  ape,  with  largo  blaci 

would  purchaae  at  any 

f-eatnrcB  which  di9t|tigui» 

how  I  came  to  travel  eo  n 

tnke  cnrc  of  me.    Thia  < 

httle  man  vnth  all  the  j 

oannot  now  ^irite  copioa 

tell  yon  thftt  I  have  p«ai 

|Wevcr  a  tedious  moment; 

of  is,  that  1  shalJ  contrao 

disposition,  which  will  maj 

this,  I  am  told,  h  very  ea 

habit  of pi'rcmrination,  andj 

the  third  of  May,  I  iwanu 

You  know  the  »tory  of  Lei 

to  receive  mc  at  Jandiug^    « 

**  I  also  pas^ied  a  fortnl 

tombs  of  Athillcs  and  E«y 

barroWB,  similar  to  those  ^ 

in  the  North.    The  other  ^ 

village  in  thcue  ctivironn,)  i 

the  same  rile  aa  Lady  Mm 

her  Ladyship,  aa  far  aa  I 

not  half  so  much  as  aiiy  q 

done  in  the  «ame  eitiiation. 

principal  mo«qne»  by  the  vil 

a  favor  rarely  permitted  to 

sador'a  departure  obtajmedj 

up  the  Bo*phoruB  into  th« 

wnlla  of  thy  city,  and  indei 

sight,  than  T  do  of  London  J 

**  I  hope  to  Ainuae  yoQ 
with  the  detaik,  but  »t  pfi 
mc  E  I  am  not  able  to  write  ] 
return  to  spond  my  summer 
proceed  IHirthcr  into  Asia,  a4 
Epiiesns,  and  the  Troad. 
mnst  not  be  alarmed  when 
Icttera ;  consider  we  have  q 
than  Malta,  where  I  beff  yi 


yonr  letters,  ntid  not  ^«  ..„ 
poor  creature,  and  requirel 
di^penae  with.  He  is  very  i 
vou  must  not  believe  hii  u 
he  in^hs  for  ale,  and  idleni 
devil  knowa  what  bi»«ides.  I 
pointed  or  disgusted.  I  have 
and  the  lowest.  I  have  beej 
nalace,  and  have  passed  mi 
house,  and  I  find  the  peopla 
T  have  also  pasaed  some  tii 


_„ —  _.„j  p. ^^ 

Greek*   bi   the  Morea  and 
inferior  to   the  Turk*,  they 
Spaniards,  who,  in  their  turn 
Of  Conatantinople  ynu  will  m 
in  differfut  travels;  but  Lady 
when  i^he  inyii,  'St.   PauJ'a  < 
figure  by  St/8ofihia's.'    1  h* 
vcyed  them  linide  and  out  at| 
is  undoubudlv  the  moRt  in| 
metise  antiquity,  and  the  ci 
Greek     ciiipcrora,    from    Jul 
crowned  there,  and  several  m 
besides  the  Turkish  ftultan»,  w 
Bnt  it  is  inferior  tu  bcant?  ani 
mosqucB,  particularly  'Soley: 
to  be  tutntioned  in  the  a&me 
<I  speak  like  a  Cockmv,}    } 
Gothic    cathedral    of    Sevm* 
Sophia't,  and  any  religloiia 
seen. 
**  The  walla  Af  the  Seraglio 
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VewtlMd  gafdenf,  milr  blgjher,  and  ttiioh  In  the 
9MM  Older  {  Imt  tiie  me  by  the  watif  of  the  dty, 
en  the  lend  tidei  ii  beantiftil.  Imagine  (bur  milee 
if  ixamenoe  tr^le  battlements,  oovered  with  iry, 
smrmonnted  with  two  hundred  and  eighteen  towers, 
and,  on  the  other  side  of  the  road,  Turkish  barring- 
gronnds,  (the  loreliest  spots  on  earth,)  full  of 
enocmons  cypresses.  I  nme  seen  the  ruins  of 
Athens,  of  Ephesns,  and  Delphi.  I  hare  trarersed 
great  paft  of  Turkev,  and  many  other  parts  of 
Europe,  and  some  of  Asia;  but  1  never  beheld  a 
work  of  nature  or  art  whidi  yielded  an  impression 
like  tiie  prospect  on  each  side  ftom  the  Beren 
Towers  to  the  end  of  the  Golden  Horn. 

"  Now  for  England.  I  am  glad  to  hear  of  the 
progress  ot  'English  Bards,'  ftc.,— of  course,  yon 
obs^ed  I  have  made  ffreat  additions  to  the  new 
edition.  Have  you  recived  my  picture  ftcm  San- 
der's, Vigo  lane,  London  ?  It  was  finished  and 
paid  for  fong  before  I  left  England :  pray,  send  for 
It.  You  seem  to  be  a  mighty  reader  of  magazines : 
where  do  yon  pick  up  all  tnia  intelligence,  quota« 
tions,  &c.,  ftc.  ?  Though  I  was  happy  to  obtain 
my  seat  without  the  assistance  of  Lord  Cariisle,  I 
had  no  measures  to  keep  with  a  man  who  declined 
interfering  as  my  relation  on  that  occasion,  and  I 
haye  done  with  him,  though  I  regret  distressing 
Mrs.  Leigh,  poor  thing  !— I  nope  she  is  happy. 

<*  It  is  my  opinion  that  Mr.  B  *  *  ought  to  marry 
Miss  B  *  •.  Our  first  duty  is  not  to  do  eyil ;  but, 
alas !  tlaat  is  impossible :  our  next  is  to  repair  it,  if 
in  our  power,  llie  girl  is  his  equal :  if  she  were  his 
inferior,  a  sum  of  money  and  proyision  for  the  child 
would  be  some,  though  a  poor  compensation :  as  it 
is,  he  should  marry  her.  I  will  haye  no  gay 
deoaiyfln  on  my  estate,  and  I  shall  not  allow  my 
tenants  a  priyilege  I  do  not  permit  myself,  thai  of 
debauching  each  other's  daughters.  God  knows  I 
haye  been  guiltr  of  many  exoesses ;  but,  as  I  haye 
laid  down  a  resolution  to  refbrm,  and  lately  kept  it, 
I  expect  this  Lothario  to  follow  tiie  example,  and 
begin  by  restoring  this  tail  to  socie^,  or,  by  the 
beard  of  my  father !  he  shall  hear  of  it  Pray  take 
some  notice  of  Bobert,  who  will  miss  his  master : 
poor  boy,  ha  was  yery  unwilling  to  return.  I  trust 
vou  are  well  and  hnppy.  It  will  be  a  pleasure  to 
hear  firom  yon. 

"  Belieye  me,  ycjura  y«ry  sincerly, 

"Fnwir." 

**  P.  S.  How  is  Joe  Murray  ? 

**  P.  B.  I  <^Mned  mj;  letter  again  to  tell  yon  that 
Fletcher  haying  petitioned  to  accompany  me  into 
the  Morea.  I  haye  taken  him  with  me,  oonttary  to 
the  intention  expressed  in  my  letter." 


LBTTEB  LX. 


**  DSAB  MOTBBB, 

*'  I  haye  arriyed  here  In  four  days  fnm  Constan- 
tinople, which  is  considered  as  singularly  quick, 
particularly  for  the  season  -  of  the  year.  Ton 
northern  gentry  oan  haye  no  oonoeptiott  of  a  Greek 
summer;  whion,  howeyer,  is  a  perfect  frost  com- 
pared with  Malta  and  Oibralter,  where  I  reposed 
myself  in  the  shade  last  year,  after  a  gentle  gallop 
of  four  hundred  miles,  wiuout  intermission,  througn 
Portugal  and  Spain.  Yon  see,  by  my  date,  that  I 
am  at  Athens  again,  a  place  which  I  tnink  I  prefer, 
upon  tiie  whole,  to  any!  haye  soon. ,  *    *    *    * 

« My  n«xt  moyement   is   fo-morrew  into   the 

Morea,  where  I  shall  probably  remain  a  month  or 

two,  and  tiien  return  to  winter  here,  if  I  do  not 

ehaage  my  plans,  whid^  howufer,  are  ^rsry  mlable, 
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as  you  may  suppose ;  but  none  of  them  yerge  to 
England. 

'*  The  Marquis  of  SUgo,  my  old  flellow-coUegian, 
is  here,  and  wishes  to  accompany  me  into  the 
Morea.  We  shall  go  together  for  that  purpose. 
Lord  8.  will  afterward  pursue  his  way  to  the  capital ; 
and  Lord  B.,  haying  seen  all  the  wonders  in  that 
quarter,  will  let  you  know  what  he  does  next,  of 
which  at  present  ne  is  not  quite  certain.  Malta  is 
my  pexpetual  post-office,  l^m  which  my  letters  are 
forwarded  to  all  parts  of  the  habitable  globe :— by- 
the-by,  I  haye  now  been  in  Asia,  Africa,  and  the 
east  of  Europe,  and,  indeed,  made  the  most  of  my 
time  without  hurrying  oyer  the  most  interesting 
scenes  of  the  ancient  world.  Fletcher,  after  having 
been  toasted,  and  roasted,  and  bakea,  and  grilled, 
and  eaten  by  all  sorts  of  creeping  things,  begins  to 
philosophise,  is  grown  a  refined  as  well  as  resigned 
character,  and  promises  at  his  return  to  become  an 
ornament  to  his  own  parish,  and  a  yeiy  prominent 
person  in  the  future  family  pedigree  of  tne  Fletch- 
er's, whom  I  take  to  be  Goths  by  their  accomplish- 
ments, G^reeks  by  their  acuteness,  and  ancient 
Saxons  by  their  appetite.  He  (Fletcher)  begs 
leaye  to  send  half  a  dozen  sighs  to  Sally  his  spouse, 
and  wonders  (thouffh  I  do  not)  that  his  ill  rritten 
and  worse  spelled  letters  haye  neyer  come  to  hand ; 
as  for  that  matter,  there  is  no  great  loss  in  either 
of  our  letters,  saying  and  except  that  I  wish  you  to 
know  we  are  well,  and  warm  enough  at  this  present 
writing,  God  knows.  You  must  not  expect  long 
letters  at  present,  for  they  are  written  with  the 
sweat  of  my  brow,  I  assure  you.  It  is  rather  singu- 
lar that  Mr.  Hanson  has  not  written  a  syllablie 
since  my  departure.  Your  letters  I  have  mostly 
received,  as  well  as  others ;  from  which  I  conjecture 
that  the  man  of  law  is  either  angry  or  busy. 

**  I  trust  you  like  Newstead,  and  agree  with  your 
neighbors ;  out  you  know  you  are  a  vixenr^va  not 
that  a  dutifril  appellation  ?  Pray,  take  care  of  my 
books  and  seyeral  boxes  of  papers  in  the  hands  ot 
Joseph;  and  pray  leave  me  a  few  bottles  of  cham- 
pagpe  to  drink,  for  I  am  very  thirsty ;— but  I  do  not 
msist  on  the  last  article,  without  you  like  it.  I 
suppose  you  have  your  house  full  of  sifly  women, 
prating  scandalous  things.  Have  you  ever  received 
my  picture  in  oil  from  Sanders,  London  ?  It  has 
been  paid  for  these  sixteen  months:  why  do  you 
not  get  it?  My  suite,  consisting  of  two  Turks, 
two  Greeks,  a  Lutheran,  and  the  nondescript 
Fletcher,  are  making  so  much  noise  that  I  am  glad 
to  sign  myself  '*  Yours,  &c.,  &c., 

"Btbon." 


LETTBE  LXL 
TO  MBS.  sntosr. 

"FMm,Ja^lB,UISl 

«DsA&  Madam, 

<*  In  four  days  from  Constantinople,  with  a  favor- 
able wind,  I  arrived  in  the  frigate  at  the  Island  of 
Ceos,  fh>m  whence  I  took  a  boat  to  Athens,  where 
I  met  my  friend  the  Marouis  of  Sligo,  who  ex- 
pressed a  wish  to  proceed  wini  me  as  far  as  Coring 
At  Corinth  we  separated,  he  for  Tripolitza,  I  for 
Patras,  where  I  had  some  business  witn  the  consul, 
Mr.  Strand,  in  whose  house  I  now  write.  He  has 
rendered  me  every  service  in  his  power  since  I 
quitted  Malta  on  my  way  to  Constantmople.  whence 
I  have  written  to  vou  twice  or  thrice.  In  a  few 
days  I  visit  the  Pacna  at  Tripolitsa,  make  the  tour 
of  the  Morea,  and  return  agam  to  Athens,  which  at 
present  is  my  head-quarters.  The  heat  is  at  present 
mtense.  In  England,  if  it  reaches  989,  you  are 
all  on  fbe:  the  other  day,  in  travelling  between 
Athens  and  Megara,   the    thermometer    was  al 
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12.5°  ! !  Y«t  I  feel  no  inconvenience ;  of  course  I 
am  much  bronzed,  but  I  live  temperately,  and  never 
enjoved  better  health. 

•*  before  I  left  Constantinople,  I  saw  the  Sultan^ 
(with  Mr.  Adair,)  and  the  interior  of  the  mosques, 
things  which  rarelv  happen  to  travellers.  Mr.  Hob- 
houso  is  gone  to  Lnglund  :  I  am  in  no  hurry  to  re- 
turn, but  have  no  particular  communications  for 
your  country,  except  my  surprise  at  Mr.  Hanson's 
silence,  and  my  desire  that  he  will  remit  regularly. 
I  suppose  some  arangement  has  been  made  with  re- 
gard to  Wymondham  and  Rochdale.  Malta  is  my 
post-office,  or  to  Mr.  Stranc,  consul-general,  Patras, 
Morea.  You  complain  of  my  silence — I  have  writ- 
ten twenty  or  thirty  times  within  the  last  year: 
never  less  than  twice  a  month,  and  often  more.  If 
my  letters  do  not  arrive,  you  must  not  conclude 
that  we  are  eaten,  or  that  there  is  a  war,  or  a  pesti- 
lence, or  famine  :  neither  must  you  credit  silly  re- 
Forts,  which  I  dare  say  you  have  in  Notts,  as  usual, 
am  very  well,  and  neither  more  nor  less  happy 
than  I  usually  am ;  except  that  I  am  very  glad  to 
be  once  more  alone,  for  I  was  sick  of  my  compan- 
ion,— not  that  he  was  a  bad  one,  but  because  my  na- 
ture leads  me  to  solitude,  and  that  every  day  adds 
to  this  disposition.  If  I  chose,  here  are  many  men 
who  would  wish  to  join  me — one  wants  me  to  go  to 
Egypt,  another  to  Asia,  of  which  I  have  seen 
enough.  The  greater  part  of  Greece  is  already  my 
own,  so  that  I  shall  only  go  over  my  old  ground, 
and  look  upon  my  old  seas  and  mountains,  the  only 
acquaintances  I  ever  found  improve  upon  me. 

"I  have  a  tolerable  suite — a  Tartar,  two  Alba- 
nians, an  interpreter,  besides  Fletcher ;  but  in  this 
countr)'  these  are  easily  maintained.  Adair  received 
me  wonderfully  well,  and  indeed  I  have  no  com- 
plaints against  any  one.  Hospitality  here  is  neces- 
sary, for  inns  are  not.  I  have  lived  in  the  houses 
of  Greeks,  Turks,  Italians  and  English — to-day  in 
a  palace,  to-morrow  in  a  cow-house ;  this  day  with 
the  Pacha,  the  next  with  a  shepherd.  I  shall  con- 
tinue to  write  briefly,  but  frequently,  and  am  glad 
to  hear  from  you;  but  you  fill  your  letters  with 
things  from  the  papers,  as  if  English  papers  were 
not  found  all  over  the  world.  I  have  at  this  mo- 
ment a  dozen  before  me.  Pray  take  care  of  my 
books,  and  believe  mo, 

*'  My  dear  Mother,  yours  very  faithfully, 

**Byiion," 


the  Morea,  of  which  I  hare  been  making  the  tour, 
and  visiting  the  Pacha,  who  gave  me  a  fine  horse, 
and  paid  me  all  possible  honors  and  attention.  I 
have  now  seen  a  good  portion  of  Turkey  in  Europe 
and  Asia  Minor,  and  shall  remain  at  Athens,  and  la 
the  vicinity,  till  I  hear  from  England.  I  have 
punctually  obeyed  your  injunctions  of  \iTiting  fre- 
quently, but  I  shall  not  pretend  to  describe  coun- 
tries which  have  been  already  amply  treated  of.  1  ' 
believe  before  this  time  Mr.  Hobhouse  will  hcve  ar- 
rived in  England,  and  he  brings  letters  from  me, 
wTitten  at  Constantinople.  In  these  I  mention 
having  seen  the  Sultan  and  the  mosques,  and  that'I 
swam  from  Sestos  to  Abydos,  an  exploit  of  which  I 
take  care  to  boast. 

"  I  am  here  on  business  at  present,  but  Athens  ii 
my  head-quarters,  where  I  am  pleasantly  situated  is 
a  Franciscan  convent. 

**  Believe  me  to  be,  with  great  sincerity, 

"  Yours,  very  aifectionat'ely, 
**Bykon-. 

**P.  S.  Fletcher  is  well,  and  discontented  li 
usual;  his  wife  don't  write,  at  least,  her  scrswlj 
have  not  arrived.  You  will  address  to  M.ilta.  Pray 
have  you  never  received  my  picture  in  oil  from  Sad 
dcrs,  Vigo-laue,  London  ?  " 


LETTER  LXII. 

TO  THE  HON.   MRS.   BYAON. 
^  , ,  "  Palm,  OcL  aj,  1810. 

"Dear  Madam, 

**  It  is  now  several  months  since  I  have  recei\ed 
any  communication  from  you ;  but  at  this  I  am  not 
surprised,  nor  indeed  have  I  any  complaint  to  make, 
since  you  have  wTitten  frcquontly,  for  whieh  I 
thank  you  ;  but  I  very  much  condemn  Mr.  Hanson, 
who  has  not  taken  the  smallest  notice  of  my  manv 
letters,  nor  of  my  request  before  I  left  England', 
which  I  sailed  froin  on  this  very  (hy  fifteen  months 
ago.  Thus  one  year  and  a  quarter  have  passed 
away,  without  my  receiving  the  least  intelligence 
on  the  state  of  my  affairs,  and  they  were  not  in  a 

Sosture  to  admit  of  neglect,  and  I  do  conceive  and 
eclare  that  Mr.  Hanson  has  acted  negligently  and 
culpably  in  not  apprizing  mc  of  his  proceedings ;  I 
will  also  add  uncivily.  His  letters,  were  there  any, 
could  not  easily  miscarry:  the  communications 
with  the  Levant  are  slow,  but  tolerably  secure,  at 
least  as  far  as  Malta,  and  there  I  left  directions 
which  I  know  would  be  observed.  I  have  written  to 
you  several  times  from  Constantinople  and  Smynia. 
You  wiy  perceive  by  my  date  I  am  returned  into 


LETTER  LXIII. 

TO  MR.   HODOSOX. 

"  Patru,  Mona,  October  S,  UMt. 

**  As  I  have  just  escaped  from  a  physician  ant!  a 
fever  which  confined  me  five  days  to  bed.  you  won't 
expect  much  ♦  allegrozza'  in  the  ensuing  letter.  In 
this  place  there  is  an  indigenous  disteniper,  wbi<*h^ 
when  the  wind  blows  from  the  gulf  of  Corinth,  fu 
it  does  five  months  out  of  six,)  attacks  great  ziA 
small,  and  makes  woful  work  with  visiters.  Yien 
be  also  two  physicians,  one  of  whom  trusts  to  Kii 
genius  (never  Having  studied) — the  other  to  a  C23r 
paign  of  eightoen  months  against  the  sick  cf 
Otranto,  which  he  made  in  his  youth  with  grrat 
ert'ect. 

*'  When  I  was  seized  with  my  disorder,  I  pro- 
tested against  both  these  assassins  ; — ^but  what  caa 
a  helpless,  feverish,  toasted-and-watcred  p-^ 
wretch  do  ?  In  spite  of  my  teeth  and  tongue,  tie 
English  consul,  my  Tartar,  Albanians,  drai^omsi, 
forced  a  pliysician  upon  mc,  and  in  three  days  vom- 
ited and  glystered  me  to  the  last  gasp.  "In  tha 
state  I  made  my  epitaph — take  it. 

•«  Youth,  Nature,  and  rel«ntinv  Jot« 
To  keep  my  Ump  in  nrun;!/  ttrore ; 
But  Romnnclli  wii»  so  stout. 
He  bM(  all  three— and  hlcit  it  ottU 

But  Nature  and  Jove,  being  piqued  at  my  dotiM*. 
did  in  fact,  at  last,  beat  Romanelli,  and  here  1  as, 
well  but  weakly,  at  your  service. 

"  Since  I  left  Constantinople,  I  have  made  a  tost 
of  the  Morea,  and  visited  Vely  Pacha,  who  paid 
me  great  honors  and  gave  me  a  prettv  stallion.  H. 
is  doubtless  in  England  before  even  t'ke  date  o!  thrs 
letter — he  bears  a  despatch  from  me  to  your  hard- 
ship. He%vrites  to  me  from  Malta,  ana  requests 
my  journal,  if  I  keep  one.  I  have  none,  or  h« 
should  have  it;  but  I  have  replied,  in  a  consolatory 
and  exhortatory  epistle,  praymg  him  to  abate  thr« 
and  sixpence  in  th^  price  of  his  next  Boke,  seem* 
that  half  a  guinea  is  a  price  not  to  be  given  for  any 
thing  save  an  opera-ticket. 

'•  As  for  England,  it  is  long  since  I  have  heard 
from  it.  Every  one  at  all  connected  with  my  cou- 
cerns  is  asleep,  and  you  are  my  only  correspondent, 
agents  excepted.  I  have  really  no  friends  in  th« 
world;   though  all  my  old  achool-companions  an 
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|0M  knth  into  tlutt  wmU,  and  walk  ahovt  tliero  in 
monatroas  diBguiaes,  in  the  garb  of  guardamen, 
lAwyera,  paxaona,  fine  gentlemen,  and  anch  other 
maaqnerade  dreaaes.  So,  I  here  ahake  handa  and 
cut  with  all  these  hutj  people,  none  of  whom  write 
to  me.  Indeed,  I  aakea  it  not  \  and  here  I  am,  a 
poor  traTeller  and  heatheniah  philosopher,  who  hath 
perambulated  the  ^ateat  part  of  the  Levant,  and 
seen  a  great  quantity  of  venr  improvable  land  and 
aea,  ana,  after  all,  am  no  better  thail  when  I  aet 
out — ^Lord  help  me  I 

**  I  have  been  out  fifteen  months  this  very  day, 
and  I  believe  my  concerns  will  draw  me  to  England 
soon ;  bnt  of  thia  I  will  apprize  you  regularly  from 
Malta.  On  all  points,  Hobhouae  will  inform  yon,  if 
you  are  curious  as  to  our  adventures.  I  have  seen 
some  old  English  papers  up  to  the  15th  of  May.  I 
see  the  <  Lady  of  the  Lake'  advertised.  Of  course 
it  is  in  hia  old  ballad  style,  and  prettv.  After  all, 
Scott  is  the  best  of  them.  The  end  of  all  scribble- 
ment  is  to  amuse,  and  he  certainly  succeeds  there. 
I  long  to  read  his  new  romance. 

<*Aiid  how  does  'Sir  Edgar?*  and  your  friend. 
Bland?  I  suppose  you  are  involved  in  some  lite- 
rary squabble.  The  only  way  is  to  despise  all 
brothers  of  the  quilL  I  suppose  you  won't  allow 
me  to  be  an  autnor,  bnt  I  contemn  you  all,  you 
dogs  ! — I  do. 

"You  don't  know  D  o,  do  you?  He  had  a 
farce  ready  for  the  atage  before  I  left  England,  and 
asked  me  for  a  prologue,  which  I  promised,  but 
sailed  in  such  a  hurry,  I  never  penned  a  couplet.  I 
am  afraid  to  ask  after  his  drama,  for  fear  it  should 
be  damned— Lord  forgive  me  for  using  such  a  word ! 
— ^but  the  pit,  sir,  you  know,  the  pit— they  will  do 
those  things  in  spite  of  merit.  I  remember  this 
farce  from  a  curious  circumstance.  When  Drury* 
lane  was  burnt  to  the  ground,  by  which  accident 
Sheridan  and  hii  son  lost  the  few  remaining  shil- 
lings they  were  worth,  what  doth  my  friend  I) 
do  ?  Why,  before  the  fire  waa  out,  he  writes  a  note 
to  Tom  Sheridan,  the  manager  of  this  combustible 
concern,  to  inquire  whether  this  farce  was  not  con- 
verted into  fuel,  vrith  about  two  thousand  other  un- 
actable manuscripts,  which  of  course  were  in  great 
peril,  if  not  actually  consumed.  Now,  waa  not  this 
characteristic  ?— the  ruling  paaaions  of  Pope  are 
nothing  to  it.  While  the  poor  distracted  manager 
was  bewailing  the  loss  of  a- building  only  worth 
300,000/.,  together  with  some  twenty  thousand 
pounds  of  rags  and  tinsel  in  the  tiring  rooms,  Blue- 
beard's elephants,  and  all  that— in  comes  a  note 

I         from  a  aeorching  author,  requiring  at  hia  hands  two 

I        acts  and  odd  acenea  of  a  farce !  1 

I  "Dear  H.,  remind  Drury  that  I  am  hia  well- 

\  wiaher,  and  let  Scrope  Daviea  be  well  affected  to- 
wards me.  I  look  forward  to  meeting  you  at 
Newatead,  and  renewing  our  old  champagne  eve- 
nings with  all  the  glee  of  anticipation.  1  have  vmt- 
ten  by  every  opportunity,  ana  expect  responses 
aa  regular  aa  those  of  the  liturgy,  and  aomewhat 
longer.    Aa  it  is  impossible  for  a  roan  in  his  senses 

j        to  hope  for  happy  days,  let  ns  at  least  look  forward 

I  to  merry  ones,  whimi  come  nearest  to  the  other 
In  appearance,  if  not  in  reality ;  and  in  auch  ex- 

I        peetationa  I  remain,  &c." 


LETTEB  LXIV. 

TO  XBS.  BTBOV. 


•*MtD«ae  Madax, 

« I  aeiae  an  occasion  to  writo  aa  usual,  ahortly, 
tat  frequently,  as  the  arrival  of  letters,  where  there 
niats  no  regular  eommunicalton,  ia,  r' 


preoariooa.  I  hav<a  lately  made  several  amall  toora 
of  aome  hundred  or  two  milea  about  the  Morea,  At^ 
tica,  &o.,  aa  I  have  finished  my  grand  giro  by  the 
Troad,  Conatantinople,  ftc,  and  am  returned  down 
again  to  Athena.  I  believe  I  have  mentioned  to 
you  more  than  once,  that  I  swam  (in  imitation  o! 
Leander,  though  without  his  lady)  across  the  Hel- 
lespont, from  Sestos  to  Abydos.  Of  this,  and  all 
other  particulars,  F.,  whom!  have  sent  home  witii 
papers,  &c.,  will  apprise  you.  I  cannot  find  that  he 
is  any  loss,  beinK  tolerably  master  of  the  Italian 
and  modem  Qreex  languages,  which  last  I  am  also 
studying  with  a  master,— I  can  order  and  discourse 
more  than  enough  for  a  reasonable  man.  Besides 
the  perpetoal  lamentations  after  beef  and  beer,  the 
stupid,  bigotod  contempt  for  every  thing  foreign, 
and  insurmountable  incapacity  of  acquiring  even  a 
few  words  of  any  language,  rendered  him,  like  all 
other  English  servante,  an  incumbrance.  I  do  as- 
sure you,  the  plague  of  speaking  for  him,  the  com- 
forts he  required,  (more  than  myself  by  far,)  the 
pilaws,  (a  Turkish  dish  of  rice  ana  meat,)  which  he 
could  not  eat,  the  wines  which  he  could  not  drink, 
the  beds  where  he  could  not  sleep,  and  the  long  list 
of  calamities,  such  as  stumblixig  horses,  want  of 
teaf/f  &c.,  which  assailed  him,  would  have  made  a 
lasting  source  of  laughter  to  a  spectator,  and  in- 
convenience to  a  master.  After  all.  the  man  ia 
honest  enough,  and,  in  Christenaom,  capable 
enough ;  but  m  Turkey,  Lord  forgive  me !  my  Al- 
banian soldiers,  my  Tartara  and  Janiaary,  worked 
for  him  and  na  too,  aa  my  friend  Hobhouse  can 
testify. 

'*  It  is  probable  I  may  steer  homewards  in  spring ; 
but  to  enable  me  to  do  that,  I  must  have  remit- 
tances. My  own  funds  would  have  lasted  me  veiT 
well ;  but  I  was  obliged  to  assist  a  friend,  who,  1 
know,  will  pay  me ;  but  in  the  mean  time,  I  am  out 
of  pocket.  At  present,  I  do  not  care  to  venture  a 
winter's  voyage,  even  if  I  were  otherwise  tired  of 
travelling :  but  I  am  so  convinced  of  the  advan- 
tages of  lookinff  at  mankind  instead  of  reading 
about  them,  ana  the  bitter  effects  of  staying  at 
home  vnth  all  the  narrow  prejudices  of  an  islander, 
that  I  think  there  should  oe  a  law  among  us  to  set 
our  young  men  abroad,  for  a  term,  among  the  few 
allies  our  wars  have  left  us. 

'*Here  I  see  and  have  conversed  vrith  French, 
Italians,  Oermans,  Danes,  Oreeks,  Turks,  Ameri- 
cans, &C.,  &o.,  &C. ;  and,  without  losing  sight  of  my 
own,  I  cim  judge  of  the  countries  and  mannera  of 
othera.  Where  I  see  the  superiority  of  England, 
(which,  by-the-bv^  we  are  a  good  deal  mistaken 
about  m  many  tnings,)  I  am  pleased,  and  where  I 
find  her  infenor,  I  am  at  least  enlighted.  Now,  I 
might  have  stayed,  smoked  in  your  towns,  or  fogged 
in  your  country,  a  century,  without  being  sure  of 
this,  and  without  acquiring  any  thing  more  useful 
or  amusing  at  home.  I  keep  no  journal,  nor  have 
I  any  intention  of  scribbling  m^  travels.  I  have 
done  vrith  authorship:  and  if,  m  my  last  produc- 
tion, I  have  convinced  the  critics  of  the  world  I 
was  something  more  than  they  took  me  for,  I  am 
aatiafied ;  nor  will  I  haaard  thai  reputation  by  a  fu- 
ture effort.  It  ia  true  I  have  aome  others  in  manu- 
script, but  I  leave  them  for  those  who  come  after 
me;  and,  if  deemed  worth  publishing,  they  may 
serve  to  prolong  my  memory  when  I  myself  shau 
cease  to  remember.  I  have  a  famous  Bavarian 
artist  tok^  some  views  of  Athens,  &c.,  &o.,  forme. 
This  will  be  better  than  scribbling,  a  disease  I  hope 
myself  cured  of.  I  hope,  on  my  return,  to  lead  a 
quiet,  recluse  life,  but  God  knows  and  does  best  for 
us  all ;  at  least,  so  thev  say.  and  I  have  nothing 
to  object,  aa  on  the  whole,  I  nave  no  reaaon  to  com- 
plain of  my  lot.  I  am  oonvinced,  however,  that 
men  do  more  harm  to  themselves  than  ever  the 
devil  could  do  them.  I  trust  thia  vrill  find  you  WfQ« 
and  aa  happy  aa  we  can  be ;  yon  vrill,  at  leasts  \% 
pleased  to  hear  I  am  ao,  and  youra  ever." 
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LETTER  LXV. 


TO  MRS.  BTB.OX. 


•<Athen,FVb.S,  1811. 

«  Dear  Madam, 

"  As  I  have  received  a  firman  for  Egypt,  ftc.,  I 
ihall  proceed  to  that  quarter  in  the  spring,  and  I 
beg  you  will  state  to  Mr.  Hanson  that  it  is  neces- 
sary to  further  remittances.  On  the  subject  of 
Newstcad  I  answer,  as  before,  no.  If  it  is  neces- 
sary to  sell,  sell  Rochdale.  Fletcher  will  have  ar- 
rived by  this  time  with  my  letters  to  that  purport. 
I  will  tell  you  fairly,  I  have  in  the  first  place,  no 
opinion  of  funded  property!  if,  by  any  particular 
circumstances,  I  shall  be  led  to  adopt  sucii  a  deter- 
mination, I  will  at  all  events,  pass  my  life  abroad, 
as  my  only  tie  to  England,  is  rscwstead,  and,  that 
once  gone,  neither* interest  nor  inclination  lead  me 
northward.  Competence  in  your  country  is  ample 
wealth  in  the  East,  such  is  the  dilference  in  the 
value  of  money  and  the  abundance  of  the  necessa- 
ries of  life ;  aiid  I  feel  myself  so  much  a  citizen  of 
the  world,  that  the  spot  where  I  can  enjoy  a  deli- 
cious climate,  and  even'  luxurv,  at  a  less  expense 
than  a  common  college  life  in  tn^land,  will  always 
be  a  country  to  me  ;  and  such  are  in  fact  the  shores 
of  the  Archipelago.  This  then  is  the  alternative — 
if  I  preserve  Newbtead,  I  return;  if  I  sell  it,  I  stay 
awav.  I  have  had  no  letters  since  yours  of  June, 
but  i  have  written  several  times,  and  shall  continue, 
as  usual,  on  the  same  plan. 

*'  Believe  me,  yours  ever, 
*'  Byron." 

**  P.  8.  I  shall  most  likely  see  you  in  the  course 
of  the  summer,  but,  of  course,  at  such  a  distance, 
I  cannot  specify  any  particular  month." 


LETTER  LXVI. 

TO  MRS.  BYRON, 

•«  Vobg«  frigate,  at  Ma,  Jam  95, 1811. 

**  Dear  Mother, 

**This  letter,  which  "mil  be  forwarded  on  our  ar- 
rival at  Portsmouth,  probably  about  the  fourth  of 
July,  is  begun  about  twenty-three  days  after  our 
departure  from  Malta.  I  have  just  been  two  vears 
to  a  day,  on  the  second  of  July)  absent  from  'En^- 
land,  and  I  return  to  it  with  much  the  same  feel- 
ings which  prevailed  on  my  departure,  viz.,  indif- 
ference ;  but  within  that  apathy  I  certainly  do  not 
comprise  yourself,  as  I  will  prove  by  every  means  in 
my  power.  You  will  be  good  enough  to  get  mv 
apartments  ready  at  Newstcad,  but  don't  disturb 
yourself  on  any  account,  particularly  mine,  nor  con- 
sider me  in  any  other  light  than  as  a  visitor.  I 
must  only  inform  you  that  for  a  long  time  I  have 
been  restricted  to  an  entire  vegetable  diet,  neither 
fish  nor  flesh  coming  within  my  regimen ;  so  I  ex- 
pect a  powerful  stock  of  potatoes,  greens,  and  bis- 
cuit :  I  drink  no  wine.  I  nave  two  servants,  mid- 
dle-aged men,  and  both  Greeks.  It  is  my  inten- 
tion to  proceed  first  to  town,  to  see  Mr.  Hanson, 
and  thence  to  Newstcad,  on  my  way  to  Rochdale. 
I  have  only  to  beg  you  will  not  forget  my  diet, 
which  it  is  very  necessary  for  me  to  observe.  I 
am  well  in  health,  as  I  nave  generally  been,  with 
the  exception  of  two  agues,  both  of  which  I  quickly 
got  over. 

**  My  plans  will  so  much  depend  on  circum- 
stances, that  I  shall  not  venture  to  lay  down  an 
opinion  on  the  subject.  My  prospects  are  not  very 
promising,  but  I  suppose  we  shall  wrestle  through 
life  like  our  neighbors;  indeed,  by  H.'s  last  ad- 
vices, I  have  some  apprehensions  of  finding  New- 


stead  dismantled  b)  Messrs.  Brothers,  &c.,  and  he 
seems  detennined  to  force  me  into  sellino^  it,  but  he 
>vill  be  bafHed.  I  don't  suppose  I  shall  be  much 
pestered  with  visiters ;  but  if  I  Jim,  you  must  re- 
ceive them,  for  I  am  determined  to  have  nobod? 
breaking  in  upon  my  retirement:  you  know  that! 
never  was  fond  of  society,  and  I  am  less  so  than  be- 
fore. I  have  brought  you  a  shawl,  and  a  quantity 
of  attar  of  roses,  but  these  I  must  smuggle,  if  pos- 
sible.    I  trust  to  find  my  library  in  tolerable  order. 

"  Fletcher  is  no  doubt  arrivea.  I  shall  separate 
the  mill  from  Mr.  B  ♦  ♦'s  farm,  for  his  son  is  t'X> 
gay  a  deceiver  to  inherit  both,  and  place  Fletcher 
in  it,  who  has  served  me  faithfully,  and  whose  wife 
is  a  good  woman ;  besides,  it  is  necessary  to  sober 
young  Mr.  B  ♦  ♦,  or  he  will  people  the  parish  with 
bastards.  In  a  word,  if  he  had  seduced  a  djurymaid, 
he  might  have  found  something  like  an  apoloErv; 
but  the  girl  is  his  equal,  and  in  high  life  or  low  life 
reparation  is  made  in  such  circumstances,  B'jt  I 
shall  not  intcfere  further  than  (like  Bonaparte)  by 
dismembering  Mr.  B.  *s  kiin/dow,  and  erecting  part 
of  it  into  a  principalitv  for' field-marshal  Fletcher! 
I  hope  you  govern  my  little  empire  and  its  sad  hyzd 
of  national  debt  with  a  wary  hand.  To  drop  roy 
metaphor,  I  beg  leave  to  subscribe  myself,  yours, 
&c. 

'•p.  S.  This  letter  was  written  to  be  sent  froiB 
Portsmouth,  but,  on  arriving  there,  the  sqnadn.a 
was  ordered  to  the  Nore,  from  whence  I  shall  for- 
ward it.  This  I  have  not  done  before,  suppo?icg 
you  might  be  alarmed  by  the  interval  mentioned  m 
the  letter  being  longer  than  expected  between  our 
arrival  in  port  and  my  appearance  atNewstead." 


LETTER  LXVU. 

TO  MR.    HODGSON. 

"  Volngc  fiifrate,  at  va,  Juoe  23,  tEll. 

"In  a  week,  with  a  fair  wind,  we  shall  be  tt 
Portsmouth,  and  on  the  2d  of  July,  I  shall  haw 
completed  (Jto  a  day)  two  years  of  peregrinatioa, 
from  which  1  am  returning  with  as  little  emotion  ss 
I  set  out.  I  think  upon  the  whole,  I  was  more 
grieved  at  leaving  Greece  than  England,  which  I  am 
impatient  to  see,  simply  because  I  am  tired  of  a 
long  voyage. 

"  Indeed,  my  prospects  are  not  very  pleasant 
Embarrassed  in  my  private  aflTairs,  inditferent  ta 
public,  solitary  without  the  wish  to  be  social,  witi 
a  body  a  little  enfeebled  by  a  succession  of  fevt^-». 
but  a  spirit,  I  trust,  yet  unbroken,  I  am  retumisf 
home  without  a  hope,  and  almost  without  a  dearr. 
The  first  thing  I  shall  have  to  encounter  "will  be  i 
lawyer,  the  next  a  creditor,  then  colliers,  farmers, 
surveyors,  and  all  the  agreeable  attachments  ■ 
estates  out  of  repair  and  contested  coal-pit*.  Is 
short,  I  am  sick  and  sorry,  and  when  I  have  a  littk 
repaired  my  irreparable  affairs,  away  I  shall  march, 
either  to  campaign  in  Spain,  or  back  again  to  Git 
East,  where  I  can  at  least  have  cloudless  skies  asi 
a  cessation  from  impertinence. 

*•  I  trust  to  meet,  or  see  you,  in  town  or  at  New- 
stcad, whenever  you  can  make  it  convenient.  I 
suppose  you  are  in  love  and  in  poetry,  as  ustuL 
That  husband,  H.  Drury,  has  never  written  to  me, 
albeit  I  have  sent  him  more  than  one  letter  ; — but  I 
dare  say  the  poor  man  has  a  family,  and  of  course 
all  his  cares  are  confined  to  his  circle. 

"  '  For  children  freth  ezpcnaea  jret. 

And  Dicky  now  for  ichool  k  fil.'— TTorton. 

If  you  see  him,  tell  him  I  have  a  letter  for  him  frota 
Tucker,  a  regimental  chirurgeon  and  friend  of  ha 
who  prescribed  for  xne,    ♦    ♦    •    and  ia  a  req 
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worthy  man,  but  too  fond  of  hud  irords.  I  should 
!  be  too  late  for  a  Bpeech-day,  or  I  should  probably 
1      ffo  doTm  to  Harrow. 

I  I  regretted  very  mnch  in  Greece  haying  omitted  to 
I  carry  the  Anthology  with  me—I  mean  Bland  and 
f      Menvale'e. 

I      What  has  Sir  Edgar  done?    And  the  Imitations 

I      and  Translations— where  are  thoy  ?    I  suppose  you 

i      don't  mean  to  let  the  public  off  so  easily,  but 

I      charge  them  home  with  a  quarto.    For  me,  I  am 

I      *  sick  of  fops  and  poesy  and  prate,*  and  shall  leave 

I      the  *  whole  Castalian  state*  to  Bufo,  or  any  body 

else.    But  YOU  are  a  sentimental  and  sensibilitous 

person,  ana  will  rhyme  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 

Howbeit,  I  have  writtfen  some  four  thousand  Imes, 

of  one  kind  or  another,  on  my  travels. 

"  I  need  not  repeat  that  I  shall  be  happy  to  see 

Siu.    I  shall  be  in  town  about  the  8th,  at  JDorant's 
otel,  in  Albemarle-street,  and  proceed  in  a  few 
davs  to  Notts,  and  thence  to  Rochdale  on  business. 
**  I  am,  here  and  there,  yours,  &o." 


LETTER  LXVIII. 

i 

<  TO   MB.    DALLAS. 

I 

I  '•Yab^frigBttfiit  tea,  Jane  93, 1811, 

I  *  After  two  years  absence,  (to  a  da}[,  on  the  2d  of 

July,  before  wnich  we  shall  not  arrive  at  Ports- 
mouth,) I  am  retracing  my  way  to  England.  I 
have,  as  you  know,  spent  the  greater  part  of  that 
period  in  Turkey,  except  two  months  in  Spain  and 
I'ortugal,  which  were  then  accessible.  I  have  seen 
every  thing  most  remarkable  in  Turkey,  particu- 
larly the  Troad,  Greece,-  Constantinople,  and  Alba- 
nia, into  which  last  region  very  few  have  penetrated 
so  high  as  Hobhouse  and  myself.  I  don't  know 
that  1  have  done  any  thing  to  distingush  me  from 
other  voyagers,  unless  you  will  reckon  my  swim- 
ming from  Sestos  to  ADydos,  on  May  8d,'  1810,  a 
tolerable  feat  for  a  modem, 

'*  I  am  coming  back  with  little  prospect  of  pleas- 
ore  at  home,  and  with  a  body  a  little  shaken  by 
one  or  two  smart  fevers,  but  a  spirit  I  hone  yet  un- 
broken. My  affairs,  it  seems,  are  considerably  in- 
Tolved,  and  much  business  must  be  done  with  law- 
yers, colliers,  farmers,  and  creditors.  Now  this,  to  a 
t3ian  who  hates  bustle  as  he  hates  a  bishop,  is  a  seri- 
ous concern.    But  enough  of  my  home  department. 

"  I  find  I  have  been  scolding  Cawthom  without  a 
cause,  as  I  found  two  parcels  with  two  letters  from 
yon  on  my  return  to  Malta.  By  these  it  appears 
you  have  not  received  a  letter  from  Constantinople, 
addressed  to  Longman's,  but  it  was  of  no  conse- 
quence. 

**  My  Satire,  it  seems,  is  in  a  fourth  edition,  a 
success  rather  above  the  middling  run,  but  not 
much  for  a  production  which,  from  its  topics,  must 
be  temporary,  and  of  course  be  successful  at  first, 
or  not  at  all.  At  this  period,  when  I  can  think  and 
act  more  coolly,  I  regret  that  I  have  written  it, 
though  I  shall  probably  find  it  forgotten  by  all  ex- 
cept those  whom  it  has  offended. 

"  Mr.  Hobhouse's  Miscellany  has  not  succeeded, 
but  he  himself  writes  so  good  humoredly  on  the 
subject,  I  don't  know,  whether  to  laugh  or  cry  with 
him.  He  met  with  your  son  at  Cadiz,  of  whom  he 
speaks  highly. 

"  Yours  and  Pratt's  protege,  Blackett,  the  cob- 
bler,* is  dead  in  spite  of  his  rhymes,  and  is  proba- 
bly one  of  the  instances  where  death  has  saved  a 
man  from  damnation.    Ton  were  the  ruin  of  that 
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poor  fbllow  among  you:  had  it  not  been  for  hit 
patrons,  he  might  now  have  been  in  very  eood 
plight,  shoe  (not  verse)  making ;  but  you  nave 
made  him  immortal  with  a  vengeance.  I  write  this, 
supposing  poetry,  patronage,  and  strong^  waters  to 
have  been  the  death  of  him.  If  you  are  m  town  in 
or  about  the  beffinning  of  July,  you  will  find  me  at 
Dorant's  in  Albemarle-street,  glad  to  see  you.  I 
have  an  Imitation  of  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry  ready 
for  Cawthom,  but  don't  let  that  deter  you,  for  I 
shan't  inflict  it  upon  you.  You  know  I  never  read 
my  rhymes  to  visitors.  I  shall  quit  town  in  a  few 
days  ror  Notts,  and  thence  to  Rothdale.  I  shall 
send  this  the  moment  we  arrive  in  harbor,  that  is  a 
week  hence. 

"  Yours  ever  sincerely, 

"  Bteok  " 


LETTER  LXIX. 

KB.  HBKBT  DBUBT. 

"  Yahft  Mgite,  off  Uahut,  Jolj  17,  Ull. 

<'  Mt  Dbar  D&ubt, 

"  After  two  years*  absence  (on  the  second)  and 
some  odd  days,  I  am  approaching  your  country. 
The  day  of  our  arrival  you  will  see  by  the  outside 
date  or  my  letter.  At  present,  we  are  becalmed 
comfortably,  close  to  Brest  Harbor ;  I  have  never 
been  as  near  it  since  I  left  Duck  Puddle.  •  •  • 
We  left  Malta  thirty-four  days  ago,  and  have  had  a 
tedious  passage  of  it.  You  will  either  see  or  hear 
from  or  of  me,  soon  after  the  receipt  of  this,  as  I 
pass  through  town  to  repair  my  irreparable  affairs ; 
and  thence  I  want  to  go  to  Notts,  and  raise  rents, 
and  to  Lanes,  and  sell  collieries,  and  back  to  Lon- 
don and  pay  debts ;  for  it  seems  I  shall  neither 
have  coals  or  comfort  till  I  go  down  to  Rochdale  in 
person. 

"I  have  bought  home  some  marblee  for  Hob- 
house  ;  for  myself,  four  ancient  Athenian  skulls,* 
dug  out  of  Sarcophagi ;  a  phial  of  attic  hemlock  ;t 
four  live  tortoises ;  a  greyhound,  (died  on  the  pas- 
sage:) two  live  Greek  servants,  one  an  Atheman, 
t'  other  a  Yaniote,  who  can  speak  nothing  but  Ro- 
maic and  Italian  ;  and  myself  as  Moses  in  the  Vicar 
of  Wakefield  says,  slyly,  and  I  may  say  it  too,  for 
I  have  as  little  cause  to  boast  of  my  expedition  as 
he  had  of  his  to  the  fair. 

'*  I  wrote  to  you  from  the  Cyanean  Rocks,  to  tell 
you  I  had  swum  f^om  Sestos  to  Abydos ;  have  you 
received  my  letter  ?  •  ♦  •  Hodgson,  I  tupposo 
is  four  deep  by  this  time.  What  would  he  have 
given  to  have  seen,  like  me,  the  real  PcamasstiM, 
where  I  robbed  the  Bishop  of  Crissss  of  a  book  ot 
geography ;  but  this  I  only  call  plagiarism,  as  it 
was  done  within  an  hour's  nde  of  Delphi.'* 


LETTER  LXX. 

TO  THB  HON.  KSS.  BTBOK. 

«•  ReddUi*s  Hotel.  July  U,  1811. 
«  Su  Judm'i  ttnec,  Loodos. 

**  Mt  Bbab  Madax, 

<*I  am  only  detained  by  Mr.  Hanson,  to  siga 
some  coppyhold  papers,  and  will  g^ve  you  timely 
notice  ox  my  approach.  It  is  with  great  leluctanot 
I  remain  in  town.    I  shall  pay  a  short  visit  as  we  gC 


•  Given  aflennnl  to  sir  Walter  Boott. 
t  btlwpotntrion  of  Mr.  Mamy. 
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on  to  Lancashire,  on  Rochdale  business.    I  shall 
attend  to  your  directions,  of  course,  and  am, 
«'  With  great  respect,  yours  ever, 

*•  Byrok. 
•'  P.  S.  you  will  consider  Newstead  as  your  house, 
not  mine ;  and  me  only  as  a  yisitor.'* 


LETTER  LXXI. 

TO  DIU   PIOOT. 

*'  Nevport  PapMll,  Aofurt  9,  1811. 

"My  Dear  uoctor, 

"My  poor  mother  died  yesterday!  and  I  am  on 
my  way  from  town  to  attend  her  to  the  family  vault. 
I  heard  one  dav  of  her  illness,  the  next  of  her 
death. — Thank  6od  her  last  moments  were  most 
tranquil.  I  am  told  she  was  in  little  pain,  and  not 
aware  of  her  situation. — I  now  feel  the  truth  of  Mr. 
Grav's  observation,  'That  we  can  only  have  one 
mother.' — Peace  be  with  her !  I  have  to  thank  you 
for  your  expressions  of  regard,  and  as  in  six  weeks 
I  shall  be  in  Lancashire  on  business,  I  may  extend 
to  Liverpool  and  Chester, — at  least  I  shall  endeavor. 

"If  it  will  be  any  satisfaction,  I  have  to  inform 
you  that  in  November  next  the  editor  of  the  Scourge 
will  be  tried  for  two  different  libels  on  the  late  Mrs. 
B.  and  mvself,  (the  decease  of  Mrs.  B.  makes  no 
ditference  in  the  proceedings,)  and  as  he  is  guilty, 
by  his  very  foolish  and  unfounded  assertion,  of  a 
breach  of  privilege,  he  will  be  prosecuted  with  the 
utmost  rigor. 

"  I  inform  you  of  this,  as  you  seem  interested  in 
the  affair,  which  is  now  in  the  hands  of  the  attorney- 
general. 

"  I  shall  remain  at  Newstead  the  greater  part  of 
this  month,  where  I  shall  be  happy  to  hear  from 
you,  after  my  two  years'  absence  in  the  East. 
"  I  am,  dear  Pigot,  yours  very  truly, 

"  Byron." 


LETTER  LXXII. 

TO  MR.  8CR0PE  DAYIES. 

«<  NewBtead  Abbey,  Aog^iM  7,  1811. 

•  My  Dearest  Davies, 

"  Some  curse  han^s  over  me  and  mine.  My 
mother  lies  a  corpse  m  this  house :  one  of  my  best 
friends  is  drowned  in  a  ditch.  What  can  I  say,  or 
think,  or  do?  I  received  a  letter  from  him  the 
day  before  yesterday.  My  dear  Scrope,  if  you  can 
spare  a  moment,  do  come  down  to  me— I  want  a 
friend.  Matthews's  last  letter  was  wTitten  on 
Fnday, — on  Saturday  he  was  not.  In  ability,  who 
was  like  Matthews  ?  ♦  How  did  we  all  shrink 
before  him  ?  You  do  me  but  justice  in  saying,  I 
would  have  risked  my  paltry  existence  to  have  pre- 
served his.  This  very  evening  did  I  mean  to  write, 
inviting  him,  as  I  invite  you,  my  very  dear  friend, 
to  visit  me.  God  forgive  ♦  ♦  •  for  his  apathy ! 
What  will  our  poor  Hobhouse  feel!  His  letters 
breathe  but  of  Matthews.  Come  to  me,  Scrope,  I 
am  almost  desolate — left  almost  alone  in  the  world 
—I  had  but  you,  and  H.,  and  M.,  and  let  me  enjoy 
the  survivors  while  I  can.  Poor  M.,  in  his  letter 
of  Friday,  speaks  of  his  intended  contest  for  Cam- 
bridge, and  a  speedy  journey  to  London.  Write  or 
come,  but  come  if  you  can,  or  one  or  both. 

"  Yours  ever." 


LETTER  LXXin. 


TO  —  BOLTON,  BSa. 

*<NewitMd  Abbey,  AapM  12,  MIL 

"Sir, 

"  I  enclose  a  rough  draft  of  my  intended  will 
which  I  beg  to  have  drawn  up  as  soon  as  possible  ia 
the  firmest  manner.  The  alterations  are  principiiliy 
made  in  consequence  of  the  death  of  Mrs.  Byroa. 
I  have  only  to  request  that  it  may  be  got  ready  in  t 
short  time,  and  have  the  honor  to  be, 

"  Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

"  Byrox." 


••  NewMMl  Abbey,  Anfivt  12,  181 L 
"  DIRECTIONS    POR  THE  CONTENTS   OF  A   WILL  TO 
BE  DRAWN   UP   IMMEDIATELY. 

"  The  estate  of  Newstead  to  be  entailed  (siTibi«<i 
to  certain  deductions)  on  George  Anson  Bvron, 
heir  at  law,  or  whoever  may  be  the  heir  at  law  ca 
the  death  of  Lord  B.  The'  Rochdale  properly  to  be 
sold  in  part  or  the  whole,  according  to  the  dtWj 
and  legacies  of  the  present  Lord  B. 

"  To  Nicolo  Giraud  of  Athens,  subject  of  Franr?, 
but  bom  in  Greece,  the  sum  of  seven  thous^'-^d 
pounds  sterling,  to  be  paid  from  the  sale  of  pact 
parts  of  Rochdale,  Newstead,  or  elsewhere,  as  mar 
enable  the  said  Nicolo  Giraud,  (resident  at  Athpr:? 
and  Malta  in  the  year  1810,)  to  receive  the  abirrc 
sum  on  his  attaining  the  age  of  twentv-one  years. 

"  To  William  Fletcher,  Joseph  ^lurray,  acd 
Demetrius  Zograffo,*  (native  of  Greece,)  servauL*, 
the  sum  of  fifty  pounds  per  ann.  each,  for  th^r 
natural  lives.  To  W™  Fletcher  the  mill  at  N.  w- 
stead,  on  condition  that  he  payeth  the  rent,  bnt  rat 
subject  to  the  caprice  of  the  landlord.  To  R»  R«-h- 
ton  the  sum  of  fifty  nounds  per  ann.  for  life,  and  a 
further  sum  of  one  thousana  pounds  on  att^unini 
the  age  of  twenty-five  years. 

"  To  J"  Hanson,  Esq.,  the  sum  of  two  thousa^ 
pounds  sterling. 

"  The  claims  of  S.  B.  Davies,  Esq.,  to  be  satisncd 
on  proving  the  amount  of  the  same. 

"  The  body  of  Lord  B.  to  be  buried  in  the  radt 
of  the  garden  of  Newstead,  without  anv  cerem'-nj 
or  burial-service  whatever,  or  any  inscription.  «^tij 
his  name  and  age.  His  dog  not  to  be  removed  frea 
the  said  vault. 

"  My  library  and  fiimiture  of  every  descrintinn  ta 
my  friends  J"  Cam  Hobhouse,  Esq.,  ana  S.  B- 
Davies,  Esq.,  my  executors.  In  case  of  tt?^ 
decease,  the  Rev.  J.  Becher  of  Southwell,  Ncrt*. 
and  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq.,  of  Mortlake,  Surrey,  to  « 
executors. 

"  The  produce  of  the  sale  of  Wymondham  ii 
Norfolk,  and  the  late  Mrs.  B.'s  Scotch  propcrtv.  t* 
to  be  appropriated  in  aid  of  the  payment  of  debtj 
and  legacies." 


"  This  is  the  last  will  and  testament  of  rc?  tir 
Rt.  Hon'^'e  George  Gordon  Lord  Bj'ron,  Brr?i 
Byron  of  Rochdale  in  the  county  of  Lancaster  —I 
desire  that  my  body  may  be  buried  in  the  Tanh  d 
the  garden  of  Newstead,  without  any  cerem«?ny  t^ 
burial-service  whatever,  and  that  no  inscripnos- 
save  my  name  and  age,  be  written  on  the  tomb  er 
tablet;  and  it  is  my  Will  that  my  faithful  dog  015 
not  be  removed  from  the  said  vault.  To  tfce  fo^ 
formance  of  this,  my  particular  desire,  I  rely  on  tk« 
attention  of  my  executors  hereinafter  naraod." 


•  ••  If  Ite  pepert  lie  not,  (which  they  prnerdly  do,)  Df-n^rtrrv:*  2-0* 
of  Athciu  ii  at  the  head  of  the  Athenian  part  of  the  Grerk  Imurr-cxv.^  * 
w(u  my  kerranl  In  1309, 1810, 1811, 1812,  ai  diirrrenl  ini/rrraJa  hi  ih-»-  ^'*^ 
(for  I  left  him  in  Greece  when  I  went  to  CorirtaniitK.j  le,)  and  »£ot— j:  -^ 
me  to  Englond  in  1811 ;  he  retnrned  to  (Sweee,  «piin?,  ISIi,  B?  -t*  » 
clerer,  but  not  appormtty  an  enierprisinj  man ;  but  circiiK*i!urcT-«  rt^i* 
men.  Hia  two  (oua  ((A«n  infnnU)  wore  iMur<ed  MlU^Jca  aiid  A.t-P».iT 
may  the  onieo  be  hapy  I  "— Af5.  JwntaL 


LBTTEBS. 


767 


^  •<  Hr  ft  mftmAM  to  Lord  Byron  wMher  this 
tkmu  relative  to  the  fimenU  had  not  better  be  omit- 

>fK  ted.  The  eubetance  of  it  can  be  given  in  a  letter 
from  hie  lordahip  to  the  executorSf  and  acoompawf 

a»  the  yntt;  and  the  wiU  may  ttate  that  the  funeral 
thall  be  performed  m  tuch  manner  as  hie  hrdthip 

;  r-     may  by  letter  direct,  and,  in  default  of  any  tuch 

■  ,r     letter',  then  at  the  discretion  of  his  executors" 

;•        "  It  niTUt  »tand.  "B." 

^         '*I  do  hereby  speciflcally  order  and  direct  that 

all  the  claims  of  the  said  S.  B.  Davies  upon  me 

'  *     shall  be  fully  paid  and  satisfied  as  soon  as  conve- 

-'■'    niently  oaay  be  after  my  decease,  on  his  proring 

[by  Toucbers,  or  otherwise,  to  the  satisfaction  of 

my  executors    hereinafter    named*]    the  amount 

thereof  and  the  correctness  of  the  same." 

t^  **  Tf  Ifr.  Davies  has  any  unsettled  claims  tgxm 

'.  ^  Lord  Byron,  that  circumstance  is  a  reason  for  his 

'  "  not  being  apj^inted  executor;  each  executor  havina 

"'''  an  opportunity  of  paying  himself  his  own  debt  witA- 

"■  out  consulting  hts  co-executors*" 

**  So  much  the  better— if  possible,  let  him  be  an 
"    executor.  **B." 


In  sending  a  copy  of  the  will,  framed  on  these 
instructions,  to  Loxtl  Byron,  the  solicitor  accom- 
panied some  of  the  clauses  with  marginal  queries, 
calling  the  attention  of  his  client  to  points  which 
he  considered  inexpedient  or  questionable :  one  or 
two  of  the  clauses  are  here  inserted  in  full,  with 
the  respective  queries  and  answers  annexed. 


■  n       The  two  fbUowing  letters  contain  ftirther  instruc- 
.,';::'  tions  on  the  same  subject : 


LBTTEB  LXXIV 

TO  KB.  BOLTOir. 


'Sib, 


'<  Vmntmd  Atttj,  Aofvl  IS,  1811. 


.'•-^ 


I  hare  antwored  the  queries  on  the  margin  .f 
I  wish  Mr.  Davies's  claims  to  be  most  ftiUy  allowed, 
atfd,  ftirther  that  he  be  one  of  my  executors.  I 
mh  the  will  to  be  made  in  a  manner  to  preTent  all 
discu.ssion,  if  possible,  after  my  decease ;  and  this  I 
leave  to  tou  as  a  professional  gentleman. 

**  Witn  regard  to  the  few  and  simple  directions 
for  the  disposal  of  my  carcass,  I  must  have  them 
implicitly  fulfilled,  as  they  will,  at  least,  prevent 
trouble  and  expense : — and  (what  would  be  of  little 
consequence  to  me,  but  may  quiet  the  conscience 
of  the  survivors)  the  garden  is  consecrated  ground. 
These  directions  are  copied  verbatim  from  my 
former  will;  the  alterations  in  other  parts  have 
arisen  from  the  death  of  Mrs.  B. 

**  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 
•<  Your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 

"Btbon." 


*  OnrOmwoi&t hew  pUmd Ixttrw bwcfcai,  Lionl^yrBa  drwr hb p<D. 

t  1b  <l»  dMH  vmiMnilaf  tfN  nuDBiwidplwH  oTabodo  ot  te  •aectSon, 
r  tii«Mileitorl»dMll)luiki  far  ite CfaiWu  nuiM  ef  ihew  gMdamaa, uid 
,  liordBjrieo.lMTinf  ffi1edapdIbmilH<ori>Hl]M,wi1teilntheinu|faH-'*l 
'  fcrfert  the  CbiWu  nune  of  DaQu~cot  him  ouL"  lit  tiao  aecMed  <m 
;  the  tventfVfhth  of  thk  nonih,  t  eodkO,  by  wUA  he  nrohed  (hB  baqoett  of 
'  hb  "  haaKl»4ilgwdi  and  Aanltun,  Vbnty,  pbtniM,  ntm,  valehM,  pUM, 


mUJ.C. 
ftc..tobe 


,  he 

BOd 


'— ■  ■— •  ■■ -  '■■'—I  »•— — r*  — — ,y  — "•  ~""" 

I  w«]b  9t  the  — MMJonhowe  and  pfiiiiee  at  hta  deoei 

«he  aune  (emepi  bfa  vtaa  and  epMlaeae  Bqnom)  I 

I.  C.  BofahooR,  B.  B.  Davtei,  and  Fnndi  Bedgioa. 

eqiMl  f  dhUed  betwaea  Uiem  iir  Ihair  ova  i)pe  }< 

riM  and  KfUtaam  Bqaoia,  whkfa  ehoofcl  bf  te  te  pawn 

waiead,  aato  bfa  Mend  the  lald  J.  Bedttr,  fer  htaovn 

»Sieaaldl.C.BoU»aK,S  B.  DaHai,  P.  Bedpon,  and 

afdnfy,  to  Meepi  the  beqaaal  thM  •  eontolned,  to  dhem 

iiokMerhfafthMfayp.** 


LETTEH  LXXV. 


TO  XB.  BOLTOK. 


-  NcvMcad  Ibber.  Augual  91  ISIl. 

«*  Sib, 

"The  witnesses  shall  be  provided  from  among 
my  tenants,  and  I  shall  be  happv  to  see  you  on  any 
day  most  convenient  to  yourselr.  I  forgot  to  men- 
tion that  it  must  be  specified  by  codicU,  or  other- 
wise, that  my  body  is  on  no  account  to  be  removed 
from  the  vault  where  I  have  directed  it  to  be  placed ; 
and,  in  case  any  of  mv  successors  within  the  entail, 
(from  bigotry,  or  otherwise,)  might  think  proper 
to  remove  the  carcass,  such  proceeding  shall  be 
attended  by  forfeiture  of  the  estate,  which,  in  such 
case,  shall  go  to  my  sister,  the  Hon<^  Augusta 
Leigh  and  her  heirs  on  similar  conditions.  I  have 
the  nonor  to  be,  sir, 

<*  Tour  very  obedient,  humble  servant, 

•*  Bybox." 


LETTEE  LXXVI. 

TO    KB.    DALLAS. 

*<  Neantead  Abbey,  Notti,  AagoaL  19,  ISIl. 

'*  Peace  be  with  the  dead !  Regret  cannot  waks 
them.  With  a  sigh  to  the  departed,  let  us  resums 
the  dull  business  of  life,  in  the  certainty  that  ws 
shall  also  have  our  repose.  Besides  her  who  gave 
me  being,  I  have  lost  more  than  one  who  made  that 
being  tolerable.  The  best  friend  of  my  friend  Hob- 
house,  Matthews,  a  man  of  the  first  talents,  and  alsa 
not  the  worst  of  my  narrow  circle,  has  perished  mis 
erably  in  the  muddy  waves  of  the  Cam,  always  fata) 
to  genius;— my  poor  schoolfellow  Wingfield,  at 
Coimbra— withm  a  month,*  and  while  I  heard  from 
all  three,  but  not  seen  one,  Matthews  wrote  to  ms 
the  very  day  before  his  death ;  and  though  I  feel  for 
his  fate,  I  am  still  more  anxious  for  Hobhouse,  who, 
I  very  much  fear,  will  hardly  retain  his  senses:  his 
letters  to  me  since  the  event  have  been  most  inco- 
herent. But  let  this  pass — ^we  shall  all  one  dav  pass 
along  with  the  rest— the  world  is  too  full  ox  such 
things,  and  our  very  sorrow  is  selfish. 

'*  I  received  a  letter  from  you  which  my  late  oo- 
cupations  prevented  me  from  duly  noticing, — I  hope 
your  friends  and  family  will  long  hold  together.  I 
shall  be  glad  to  hear  from  you,  on  business,  on  com- 
monplace, or  any  thin^,  or  nothing — ^but  death— I 
am  already  too  famihar  with  the  dead.  It  is 
strange  that  I  look  on  the  skulls  which  stand 
beside  me  (I  have  alyays  had  four  in  my  study) 
without  emotion,  but  I  cannot  strip  the  features  ol 
those  I  have  known  of  their  fieshy  covering,  eves 
in  idea,  without  a  hideous  sensation;  but  the 
worms  are  less  ceremonious.  Surely,  the  Romans 
{  i  well  when  they  burned  the  dead.  I  shall  be 
L*  f  py  to  hear  from  you,  and  am 

"  Yours,  Ac." 


LBTTEB  LXXVIL 

TO  MB.  HODGSON. 

"Nemtad  Abbey,  AngmO,  ISU. 

«Yon  may  have  heard  of  the  sudden  death  ot 
my  mother,  and  poor  Matthews,  which,  with  that 
of^  Wingfteld,  (of  which  I  was  not  fuHv  aware  XiA 
just  before  I  left  town,  and  indeed  hardly  believed 
It,)  ha^made  a  sad  chasm  in  my  connexions.    Ib« 


»  See  CtaBde  HanM,  aola  1%  ID  « 
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deed  the  blows  followed  each  other  so  rapidly  that  I 
am  yet  stupid  from  the  shock,  and  though  I  do  eat, 
and  di-ink,  and  talk,  and  even  laugh,  at  times,  yet  I 
can  hardly  persuade  myself  that  I  am  awake,  did 
not  every  morning  convince  me  mournfully  to  the 
contrary.  I  shall  now  waive  the  subject, — the  dead 
are  at  rest,  and  none  but  the  dead  can  be  so. 

•'  You  will  fed  for  poor  Hobhouse, — Matthews 
was  the  '  god  of  his  idolatry ; '  and  if  intellect  could 
exalt  a  man  above  his  fellows,  no  one  could  refuse 
him  preeminence.  I  knew  him  most  intimately, 
and  valued  him  proportionably,  but  I  am  recurring 
so  let  us  talk  of  life  and  the  living. 

"  If  you  should  feel  a  disposition  to  come  here, 
you  will  find  •  beef  and  a  sea-coal  fire,*  and  not  un- 
generous wine.  Whether  Otway's  two  other  re- 
quisites for  an  Englishman  or  not,  I  cannot  tell,  but 
probably  one  of  thcra.  Let  rac  know  when  I  may 
expect  you,  that  I  may  tell  you  when  I  go  anil 
when  return.  I  have  not  yet  been  to  Lanes.  ♦  ♦ 
Davies  has  been  here,  and  has  invited  roe  to  Cam- 
bridge for  a  week  in  October,  so  that  peradventure, 
we  may  encounter  glass  to  glass.  His  gayety 
(death  cannot  mar  it)  has  done  me  service;  but, 
after  all,  ours  was  a  hollow  laughter. 

"  You  will  write  to  me.     I  am  solitary,  and  I  never 
felt  solitude  irksome  before.     Your  anxiety  about 
the  critique  on  ♦  **8  book  is  amusing;    as  it  was 
anonymous,  certes,  it  was  of  little  consequence:  I 
wish  it  had  produced  a  little  more  confusion,  being 
a  lover  of  literary  malice.     Are  you  doing  nothing? 
WTiting  nothing  ?  printing  nothing  ?  why  not  your 
Satire  on  Methodism  }  the  8ul)ject  (supposing  the 
public  to  be  blind  to  merit)  would  do  wonders.  Be- 
sides, it  would  be  as  well  for  a  destined  deacon  to 
prove  his  orthodoxy.     It  really  would  give  me  plea 
sure  to  see  you  properly  anpr'eciated.     I  say  reallt/ 
as,  being  an  author,  my  humanity  might  be  bus 
pected. 

**  Believe  me,  dear  H.  yours  always." 


LETTER  LXXVIII. 

TO   MR.    DALLAS. 

"  Sevmrnd,  Aufott  21, 1811. 

«*  Your  letter  gives  me  credit  for  more  acute  feel- 
ings than  I  possess ;  for  though  I  feel  tolerably  mis- 
erable, yet  I  am  at  the  same  time  subject  to  a  kind 
of  hysterical  merriment,  or  rather  laughter  without 
merriment,  which  I  can  neither  account  for  nor 
conquf'r;  and  yet  I  do  not  feel  relieved  by  it ;  but 
an  indiirerent  person  would  think  me  in  excellent 
spirits.  *  We  must  forgot  these  things,'  and  have 
recourse  to  our  old  selfish  comforts,  or  rather  com- 
fortable selfishness.  I  do  not  think  I  shall  return 
to  London  immediately,  and  shall  therefore  arcept 
freely  what  is  offered  courteously — your  mediation 
between  mc  and  Murray.  I  don't  think  my  name 
will  answer  the  purpose,  and  you  must  be  aware 
that  mv  plaguy  Satire  will  bring  the  north  and 
south  Grub-streets  down  upon  the  'Pilgrimage;' 
— btit,  nevertheless,  if  Murray  makes  a  point  of  it, 
and  you  coincide  with  him,  I  will  do  it  daringly  ;  so 
let  it  be  entitlod,  *  By  the  Author  of  English  Bards 
and  Scotch  Ileviewcrs.'  My  remarks  on  the  Ro- 
maic, Scc.y  once  intended  to  accompany  the  Hints 
from  Horace,'  shall  go  along  xnth.  the  other,  as 
being  indeed  more  appropriate  ;  also  the  smaller 
poems  now  in  my  possession,  with  a  few  selected 
from  those  published  in  Hobhouse's  Miscellany.  I 
have  found  among  my  poor  mother's  papers  all  my 
letters  from  the  East,  and  one  in  particular  of  some 
length  from  Albania.  From  this,  if  necessary,  I 
can  work  up  a  note  or  two  on  that  subject.  As  I 
kept  no  journal,  the  letters  written  on  the  spot  are 


the  best.    But  of  this  anon,  when  we  havp  de& 

nitely  arranged. 

**  Has  Murray  shown  the  work  to  any  one?  He 
may— but  I  will  have  no  traps  for  applause.  Ot 
course  there  are  little  things  I  would  wish  to  aitir, 
and  perhaps  the  two  stanzas  of  a  buffooning  cast  oa 
London's  Sunday  are  as  well  left  out.  I  much  wi»h 
to  avoid  identifying  Childe  Harold's  character  with 
mine,  and  that,  in  sooth,  is  my  second  objection  to 
my  name  appearing  in  the  title-page.  "V\lien  vou 
have  made  arrangements  as  to  time,  size,  type,  kt., 
favor  me  with  a  reply.  I  am  giving  vou  a'uiiivfT>« 
of  trouble,  which  thanks  cannot  atone'  for.  I  made  a 
kmd  of  prose  apology  for  my  skepticism  at  the  li^^ 
of  the  MS.,  which,  on  recollection,  is  so  much  mnre 
like  an  attack  than  a  defence,  that,  haplv,  it  mis:ht 
better  be  omitted  : — perpend,  pronounce. '  Aitrr  all, 
I  fear  Murray  will  be  in  a  scrape  with  the  orthodcx ; 
but  I  cannot  help  it,  though  I  wish  him  weil 
through  it.  As  for  mc,  'I  have  supped  full  of 
criticism,'  and  I  don't  think  that  the  *  most  dismil 
treatise'  will  stir  and  rouse  my  *  fell  of  Laii"  toll 
*Birnam  wood  do  come  to  Dunsinanc.* 

*•  I  shall  continue  to  write  at  intervals,  and  hope 
you  vriW  pay  me  in  kind.  How  does  Pratt  get  oe, 
or  rather  set  off  Joe  Blackett's  posthumous  stock  : 
You  killed  that  poor  man  among  you,  in  spite  ol 
vour  Ionian  friend  and  myself,  who  w'ould  have  savd 
him  from  Pratt,  poetry,  present  povcrtv,  and  pa<t. 
humous  oblivion.  Cruel  patronage !  to' ruin  a  mas 
at  his  calling ;  but  then  he  is  a  divine  subject  for 
subscription  and  biograpHiy ;  and  Pratt,  who  niak^-» 
the  moat  of  his  dedications,  has  inscribed  the 
volume  to  no  less  than  five  families  of  distiuctifm. 

*'  I  am  sorry  you  don't  like  Harry  White  :  with  a 
great  deal  of  cant,  which  in  him  was  sincere,  (in- 
deed, it  killed  him  as  you  killed  Joe  Blackert,i 
certes,  there  is  poesy  and  genius.  I  don't  say  ti:j 
on  account  of  my  simile  and  rh}Tnes  ;*  but  sur^  t 
he  was  beyond  all  the  Bloomfields  and  Blackef.s 
and  their  collateral  cobblers,  whom  Lotft  and  Prjtt 
have  or  mav  kidnap  from  their  calling  into  the  serrrt 
of  the  trade.  You  must  excuse  my  flippancy,  for  I 
am  writing  I  know  not  what,  to  escape  from  ruvsfli 
Hobhouse  is  gone  to  Ireland.  Mr.  Davies  hasbven 
here  on  his  way  to  Harrowgate. 

♦•You  did  not  know  Mr.  Matthews;  he  was  i 
nian  of  the  most  astonishing  powers,  as  he  fru5- 
ciently  proved  at  Cambridge,  by  carrying  otf  more 
prizes  and  fellowships,  against  the  ablest  candidates, 
thjm  any  other  graduate  on  record ;  but  a  most  de- 
cided atheist,  indeed  noxiously  so,  for  he  pro- 
claimed his  principles  in  all  societies.  I  knew  his 
well,  and  feel  a  loss  not  easily  to  be  supplied  to  mv- 
self— to  Hobhouse  never.  Let  me  hear  from  voa, 
^d  *i  Beliave  me,  &cV'       , 


LETTER  LXXIX. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

,  «  "  Newite^  Abbey,  Notts,  Aogurt  23,  ISIL 

oIR, 

*' A  domestic  calamity  in  the  death  of  a  near  rela- 
tion has  hitherto  prevented  my  addressing  vou  on 
the  subject  of  this  letter.  My  friend  Mr.'Dril^is 
has  placed  in  your  hands  a  manuscript  poem  writ- 
ten by  me  in  Greece,  which  he  tells  me  von  do 
not  object  to  publishing.  But  he  also  infonued  me 
in  London  that  you  wished  to  send  the  MS.  to  >Lr. 
Gifford.  Now,  though  no  one  would  feel  more  ej^ti- 
fied  by  the  chance  of  obtaining  his  observatioiK  oa 
a  work  than  myself,  there  is  in  such  a  procet?djn*;  a 
kind  of  petition  for  praise,  that  neither  mv  pri-e— 
or  whatever  you  please  to  call  it— will  admit.  Mr. 
G.  is  not  only  the  first  satirist  of  the  day,  but  r^iltor 
of  one  of  the  principal  Kcviews.     As  such,  he  if 


•  See"EnglUiBaidi.» 
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Ihti  iMt  naa  whoM  cenaiire  (^owerer  eager  to  avoid 
it^  I  would  defurecate  by  clandestine  means.  You 
will  therefoie  retain  the  MS.  in  your  own  care,  or,  if 
it  must  needs  be  shown,  send  it  to  another.  Though 
not  very  patient  of  oensnie,  I  would  fain  obtain 
fairly  any  little  praise  my  rhymes  might  deserrej  at 
all  events  not  bv  extortion  and  the  humble  solicita- 
tions of  a  bandied-abottt  MS.  I  am  sure  a  little 
consideration  will  convince  you  it  would  be  wrong. 
*'  If  you  determine  on  publication,  I  have  some 
smaller  poems,  (never  published,)  a  few  notes,  and 
a  short  oissertation  on  the  literature  of  the  modem 
Greeks,  (written  at  Athens,  which  will  come  in  at 
the  end  of  the  volume.  And  if  the  present  poem 
should  succeed,  it  is  my  intention,  at  some  subse- 
ouent  period,  to  publish  some  selections  from  my 
first  work, — ^my  Satire,— another  nearly  the  some 
length,  and  a  few  other  things,  with  the  MS.  now 
in  your  hands,  in  two  volumes.  But  of  these  here- 
after. You  will  apprise  me  of  your  determination. 
I  am,  sir,  **  Your  very  obedient,  &c." 


LETTEE  LXXX. 

TO    KA.    DAUJLB. 

••  Swmwmi  4bfa«r.  Aofint  88, 1811. 

"  Beinff  (brtunately  enabled  to  frank,  I  do  not 
spare  scnobling,  having  sent  you  packets  within  the 
last  ten  dayb.  I  am  passing  solitary,  and  do  not 
expect  my  agent  to  accompany  me  to  Rochdale  be- 
fore the  second  week  in  September,  a  day  which 
perplexes  me,  aa  I  wish  the  business  over,  and 
sho^d  at  present  welcome  employment.  I  sent  you 
exhordiums,  annotations,  Ac,  for  the  forthcoming 
quarto,  if  quarto  it  is  to  bo ;  and  I  also  have  written 
to  Mr.  Murray  my  objection  to  sending  the  MS.  to 
Juvenal,  but  allowing  him  to  show  it  to  any  others 
of  the  calling.  Hobhouse  is  among  the  types  al- 
ready; so,  between  his  prose  and  my  verse,  the 
world  will  be  decently  drawn  upon  for  its  paper 
money  and  patience,  luesides  all  this,  my  *  Imita- 
tion of  Horaoe,'  is  gasping  for  the  press  at  Caw- 
thorn's,  but  I  am  hesitating  as  to  the  how  and  the 
when,  the  single  or  the  double,  the  present  or  the 
future.  You  must  excuse  all  this,  for  I  have  noth- 
ing to  say  in  this  lone  mansion  but  of  myself,  and 
yet  I  would  willingly  talk  or  think  of  aught  else. 

4*  What  are  you  about  to  do  ?  Do  you  think  of 
perching  in  Cumberland,  as  you  opined  when  I  was 
m  the  metropolis  ?  If  you  mean  to  retire,  whv  not 
occupy  Miss  •  ♦  e's  •  Cottage  of  Friendship,'^  late 
the  seat  of  Cobbler  Joe,  for  whose  death  you  and 
others  are  answerable?  His  *  Orphan  Daughtef 
(pathetic  Pratt !)  will,  certes,  turn  out  a  shoemak- 
ing  Sappho.  Have  you  no  remorse  ?  I  think  that 
elegant  address  to  Miss  Dallas  should  be  inscribed 
on  the  cenotaph  which  Miss  *  *  *  means  to  stitch 
to  his  memory. 

**  The  newspapers  seem  much  disappointed  at  his 
raigesty's  not  dying,  or  doing  sometnmg  better.  I 
pesume  it  is  almost  over,  if  parliament  meets  in 
October,  I  shall  be  in  town  to  attend.  I  am  also 
invited  to  Cambridge  for  the  beginning  of  that 
month,  but  am  first  to  jaunt  to  Rochdale.  Now 
Matthews  is  gone,  and  Hobhouse  in  Ireland,  I  have 
hardly  one  left  there  to  bid  me  welcome,  except  my 
inviter.  At-three-and-twenty  I  am  left  alone,  and 
what  more  can  we  be  at  seventy  ?  It  is  true,  I  am 
young  enouffh  to  begin  again,  but  with  whom  can  I 
retrace  the  laughing  part  of  life  ?  It  is  odd  how 
few  of  my  friends  have  died  a  quiet  death,— I  mean, 
in  their  beds.  But  a  quiet  life  is  of  more  conse- 
quence. Yet  one  loves  squabbling  and  jostling 
better  than  yawning.  This  latt  word  admonishes 
me  to  relieve  you  from 

"  Yours  very  truly,  &c." 
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LETTER  LXXXI. 


TO  MK.  DALLAS. 


"Nevitawl  AU^f,  AvgMSr,  ISIl. 

*'  I  was  80  sincere  in  my  note  on  the  late  Charles 
Matthews,  and  do  feel  myself  so  totally  unahle  to 
do  justice  to  his  talents,  that  the  passage  must 
stand  for  the  very  reason  you  bring  against  it.  To 
him  all  the  men  I  ever  knew  were  pigmies.  He  was 
an  intellectual  giant.  It  is  true  I  loved  W.  better ; 
he  was  the  earliest  and  the  dearest,  and  one  of  the 
few  one  could  never  repent  of  having  loved :  but 
in  ability — ah !  you  did  not  know  Matthews ! 

**  *  Childe  Harold'  may  wait  and  welcome— books 
are  never  thtf  worse  for  delay  in  the  publication. 
So  you  have  got  our  heir,  George  Anson  Byron,  and 
his  sister  with  you. 


*  You  may  say  what  you  please,  but  you  are  one 
of  the  mvra0ren  of  Blackett,  and  yet  you  won't 
allow  Harry  White's  genius.  Setting  aside  his 
bigotry,  he  surely  ranks  next  to  Chatterton.  It  is 
astonishing  how  little  he  was  known ;  and  at  Cam- 
bridge no  one  thought  or  heard  of  such  a  man,  till 
his  death  rendered  all  notice  useless.  For  my  own 
part,  I  should  have  been  most  proud  of  such  an  ao- 
quaintance;  his  very  prejudices  were  respectable. 
There  is  a  sucking  epic  poet  at  Oranta,  a  Mr.  Town- 
send,  protfgi  of  the  late  Cumberland.  Did  you  ever 
hear  of  him  and  his  *  Armageddon  ?  I  tmnk  his 
plan  (the  man  I  don't  know)  borders  on  the  sub- 
lime ;  though,  perhaps,  the  anticipation  of  the  *  Last 
Day,'  (according  to  you  Nazarenes,)  is  a  little  too 
danng :  at  least,  it  looks  like  teUing  the  Lord  what 
he  is  to  do,  and  might  remind  an  ill-natured  person 
of  thelin^— 


"  But  I  don't  mean  to  cavil,  only  other  folks  will, 
and  he  may  bring  all  the  lambs  of  Jacob  Behmen 
about  his  ears.  However,  I  hope  he  will  bring  It  to 
a  conclusion,  though  Milton  is  m  his  way. 

*«  Write  to  me— I  dote  on  gossip— and  make  a 
bow  to  Ju— *  and  shako  Oeorge  by  the  hand  for 
me ;  but,  take  care,  for  he  has  a  sad  sea-paw. 

**  P.  S.  I  would  ask  George  here,  but  I  don't  know 
how  to  amuse  him;  all  my  horses  were  sold  when  I  left 
England,  and  I  have  not  had  time  to  replace  them. 
Nevertheless,  if  he  will  come  down  and  shoot  in 
September,  he  will  be  very  welcome ;  but  he  must 
bring  a  gun,  for  I  gave  away  aU  mine  to  AH  Pacha, 
and  other  'Turks.  Dogs,  a  keeper,  and  plenty  of 
game,  with  a  very  large  manor,  I  have— a  lake,  % 
boat,  house-room,  and  neat  wtnes." 


LETTER  LXXXIL 


TO   B.    C.    DALLAS, 


jar,  Bq^  4,  ISIl 

**Mt  Dear  Sib,    . 

"  I  am  at  present  anxious,  as  Cawthom  seems  to 
wish,  to  have  a  small  edition  of  the  **  Hints  ftom. 
Horaoe"  published  immediately ;  but  the  Latin  (the 
most  difficult  poem  in  the  language)  renders  it  ne- 
cessary to  be  very  particular  not  only  in  correcting 
the  proofs  with  Horace  open,  but  in  adapting  the 
panolel  passages  of  the  imitation  in  such  places  to 
the  original  as  may  enable  the  reader  not  to  lose 
sight  of  the  allusion.  I  don't  know  whether  I 
ought  to  ask  you  to  do  this,  but  I  am  too  far  off  t» 
do  it  for  myself;  and  if  you  can  condescend  to  my 


•  JiilliH«ib,LonlS!n>>i^ihl«r. 
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jchool-boy  erudition,  you  will  oblige  me  by  setting 
this  thing  going,  though  you  will  smile  at  the  im 
portance  I  attach  to  it. 

"  Believe  me,  ever  yours, 

"  BVBON." 


LETTER  LXXXIII. 

TO   MR.  MURHAY. 
I,  g  J j^  "  Ncwrtead  AlAcr,  No»u.  Sept.  5,  1811. 

*'  The  time  seems  to  be  past  when  (as  Dr.  John^ 
son  said)  a  man  was  certain  to  ♦hear  the  truth  from 


left  England,  it  was  his  full  intention  to  traTersi 
t'ersia,  and  return  by  India,  which  he  could  not  kaw 
u  q^r^  ^"'  P-i«8ing  the  eauinoctial. 
1  he  other  errors  you  mention,  1  mnst  correct  ia 
the  pro-ress  through  the  prca«..  I  feel  honored  br 
the  >*^sh  of  such  men  that  the  poem  should  be  eon', 
tmued  but  to  do  that,  I  must  return  to  Grccc*^  ^d 
Asia;  I  must  have  a  warm  sun  and  a  blue  skv  I 
cannot  describe  scenes  so  dear  to  me  by  a  sea-coal 
ftre.  1  had  projected  an  additional  Canto  when  I 
was  in  the  Iroad  and  Constantinople,  and  if  1  ^w 
them  again,  it  would  go  on ;  but  under  exi<;tin-  cir- 
eumstances  and  seft^atwna,  I  have  neither  W 
heart  nor  voice'  to  proceed.  I  feel  that  you  a!? 
S!  TT    ""'  ^"  ^^"^  metaphysical  part;  but  I  also  fH 

that  1    am    Rin/>r>rA    on/l    *k»«.  :r  t .     »  . 


Fi'.T''^' ."■"J .'f  }  V»»J'°'  ",'«  veriest  scribbler  on | ' .'«'  '■"Ptandum  vtUgw,,- 1  mipht  as  well  edit  a  ,S 

ine  at  once,  or  Kt^in  /«f>Ti«nn»»4^»«  r ir i    ,,    ^ 
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earth,  I  should   feel  affronted 
compHmentH,  it  is  but  fair  I  aj, 
greater  credit  to  your  objections 
believe  iheni  to  be  well  founded.     WithreiaVrto 
the  pohtical  and  metaphysical  i,arts,  I  am  afraid  I 
can  alter  nothing;  but  I  have  hfgh  a,ithoritv  for  mv 
errors  in  that  point,  for  even  the^^/:,i^/rf  was  a  «o/i^ 
ttcal  poem,  and  written  for  a;>o/,V/c«/ purnose;  and 
as  to  my  unlucky  opinions  on  subjects  of  more  im- 
portance, I  am  too  sincere  in  them  for  recantation. 
On  Spanish   affairs  I   have  said  what   I  saw,  and 
every  day  confirms  me  in  that  notion  of  the  Result 
jX'Ruin'h'   ?^"-''    ^''^   ^  '^'^'^^   ^^'"k  hones 
iwT      k"  J^Cr""""^  *°  ^^"^^  '"""^  ag:^in  to  that 
jobricty  which  Massena's  retreat  had  begun  to  reel 
from  Its  centre— the  usual  consequence  of  w«usua 
mcnt«'-     So  3'ou  perceive  I  cannot  alter  the  senti- 
ments;    but  if   there   are   any   alterations   in   the 
structure  of  the  versification  you  would  wish  to  be 
made,  I  will  tag  rhymes  and  turn  stanzas  as  much 
as  you  p  ease.     As  for  the  ^orlhodoxr  let  us"ope 
they  will  buy  on  purpose  to  abuse-you  will  forjrive 
the  one,  if  they  will  do  the  other.  \on  a  e  Se 
that  any  thing  from  my  pen  must  expect  no  qu^! 
tor,  on  many  accounts  ;  and  as  the  present  publica- 
tion ,s  of  a  nature  very  ditfercnt  f"om  tJie^forme? 
we  must  not  be  sanguine.  iwrmcr, 

*  ,V  You  have  given  me  no  answer  to  my  question- 
tell  me  fairly,  did  you  show  the  MS.  to  some  of  vo^ 
corps  -I  sent  an  introductory  stanza  to  Mr  Dallas 

ibnintk"*'' T^'".^''^"  '  '^/r"^  ^'^««  -'11  «P-n  too 
aoruptlj  .•     1  he  stanzas  had  better  be  numbered  in 

Roman  characters.  There  is  a  disquisithm  on  the 
literature  of  the  modern  Greeks,  and  some  snUer 
poems,  to  come  m  at  the  close.  These  are  now  at 
Kewstead  but  will  be  sent  in  time.  If  Mr.  D  has 
lost  the  stanza  and  note  annexed  to  it,  write  and  I 
but  r."^  ^'ryfj-yy^  ten  me  to  add  Tif  Cantos 
on  fL  1  /5.f  ^"'.  ^°  T^'\*  "^y  '^ffi^-ries  in  LancasMre 
Sfonf  ♦kI^V''''^  ""^""^^  ^*  «°  unpoetical  an  employ 
ment  that  I  need  say  no  more.     I  am,  sir,         ^^^^ 

"  Your  most  obedient,  •&€." 


LETTER  LXXXIV. 

TO  MR.   DALLAS. 
UL     n-^     ^v  "^•^•«««*Ab»»y.  September  7,  1811. 

.««       Wifford  has  been  ever  my  *  Magnus  Aoollo  • 

S?u^seT.t"n^'"' r^*^  ^^v^""  JnentioTwouft 
course  be  more  welcome  than  'all  Bokark's  vaunted 

for?;  ♦^''i^l^  ^^'^  »^"^«  «f  Samarkand.'     ButTarn 

^d 'l  h'ad  ^tt:n\o\T'^  *'  !;'"  '^  «"<^»^  ^  ---" 

I  wa|^;tr?ra?it^;a'ir  c  ^^^ "  '""^^^  ^^^-^ 

Your  objection  to  the  expression  'central  line, 


•  Tte 


-V,  ,v.  1^-31  ounuuier  on     ."^  v,v'"*r«.Mw  ntiffw,   i  niigntas  well  edit  a  nns^ 

I-     As  I   accept  yourr^"®  *^t  once,  or  spin  canzonettas  for  Vauxhall 

should  give  equal  or  *••♦••♦*♦ 

ins  the  inore  so,  as  I      "  My  work  must  make  its  way  as  well  as  it  can  •  I 

ied.     With  regard  to  know  I  have  every  thin^  agai/s^m^angr™ 

and  prejudices ;  but  if  the  poem  is  a  />oe>7>*,  it\dU 

surmount  these  obstacles,  and  if  not,  itdeserres^u 

fate,  /iour  friend's  Ode  I  have  read— it  is  no  -re  at 

compliment  to  pronounce  it  far  superior  to  S»*'^8  rn 

cellor.  It  is  evidently  the  production  of  a  man  of 
taste  and  a  poet,  though  I  s'hould  not  be  wilW  to 
say  It  was  fully  equal  to  what  might  be^xpeft^ 
[tTnH^'';»fV-"'°^  '//or.^ion/c«..'^Ithauk  >^uuS 
Ude  of  the  present  day.  ' 

.ln/"J  r*"^  sensible  of  your  good  wi^^he*,  and, 
ideed  I  have  need  of  them,  fey  whole  life  \us 
been  at  variance  with  propriety,  not  to  say  decenrr ; 
my  circumst<inces  are  become  involved  ;  mv  friends 
are  dead  or  estranged  and  my  existence  l  S 
void.     In  Matthews  I  have  lost  my  '  guide,  phi  W 

^'^r^  i"'"1i'J"  ^''"^^^^d  a  friend  onlv-r^ 
one  whom  I  could  have  wished  to  have  preced^  in 
his  long  iourney.  ^ 

h.*lllV  .^  7^^  '"^^^  *^  extraordinary  man  ;  it 
has  not  entered  mto  the  heart  of  a  stranger  to  r^n- 

tZ\\n%\T''''A'^''VJ'^  ^^«  stamp^of'imi^r- 
tality  m  all  he  said  or  did;  and  now  what  is  he- 
W  hen  we  see  such  men  pass  away  and  be  no  more 

^.  I  'J  '°  T""^-  ^^'''^^^^  ^o  ^«P^*y  ^hat  the  Cret- 
tor  could  make  his  creatures,  gathered  into  eor^t 
rrn  tK  "'''•  ^%™^turity  of  minds  that  mis^ht  W 
been  the  pride  of  posterity,  what  are  we  to  conclude? 
tor  my  omi  part  I  am  bewildered.  To  me  he  ^s 
much,  to  Hobhouse  every  thing.-My  i^or  H™ 
house  doted  on  Matthews.  For  me,  I  dFd  not  W 
sen  fble^oT^r^'-'S  ^^""^^^4  >^"»  '>  I  ^as  indid  lo 
no  nil  T  !"^?'t«  superiority,  that  though  1  did 
n.vJo-^'/  '^"^'l^?  '''^^  °f  '*•  He,  Hobhouse! 
Davies   and  niyself,  formed  a  coterie  of  our  own  at 

ortK^'lf^  elsewhere.  Davies  is  a  wit  an  Imi 
rL^  u^:  ^"^  ^''^^^  ^  "^^^^  w  such  a  character 
can  do;  but  not  as  Hobhouse  has  been  affS^t^ 
Davies,  who  is  not  a  seribler,  has  alu-avs  boat^  r^ 
am  the  war  of  words,  and'by  his  e^  oqS  ^.w 
mv«p  f°T  d^^'f^*/^«"d  kept  us  in  onie?  H.^a^d 
tT  L^  '^'  h^  >^S  r"*  of  it  with  the  oth^ 
t«o ;  and  even  M.  yielded  to  the  dashing  vivncitvS 

ff  L  "V  r  ^"^^^"«  ^  you  of  men,°or  boysf « 
If  you  cared  about  such  beings.  ^  ' 

♦«  T;«''Pl''-^™'°?^^''"r^  down  on  the  14th  to  proceed 
to  Lancashire,  where,  I  hear  from  all  quRrtc?;  ^ 
I  have  a  very  valuable  property  in  coals,  ^e  1' tb« 
m  end  to  accept  an  invitation  to  Cambridge  in  C^ 
tober,  and  shall,  perhaps,  run  up  to  town      I  ha^ 

ChestnT^V^"^"!""'"  ^v."^"**'  ^«^«^'  CaXidi,  LI 
Chester;  but  I  must  be  a  man  of  business  I  «ft 
quito  alone,  as  these  long  letters  sadly  te.^ti^r  ^ 
perceive,  by  referring  to  your  letter,  that  the  (S*e  i« 

h'r  'Hi/m^°''-  °^^'%™^  *^^"^«  aeceptaS^e  " 
nim.     His  muse  is  worthy  a  nobler  theme      Vnn 

*'  "And  am,  <S:c" 


k  >iUr»i>*n J  itoqd  am. 


LBTTBM. 


tBTTEB  LXXXV. 

TO  B.  C.  J>X'LlJLt,  SSO. 


TTl 


^BiAB  Bib, 

**  I  rather  think  in  one  of  the  opening  stanzas  of 
Chllde  Harold  there  is  this  line— 

"  "Tb  mU  at  dmM  dM  nQBa  teir  woaU  wot.* 

Vow,  a  line  or  two  after,  I  hare  a  repetition  of  tike 
epithet '  tuUen  reverie ;  *  so  (if  it  be  so)  let  ns  hare, 
'  speechless  rererie,'  or  'silent  reverie ;  *  buti  at  all 
events,  do  away  the  recorrenee. 
"  Tonrs  ever, 
**  P.  S.  Perhaps,  as  *  reverie '  hnplies  filenee  of  it- 
self, wtiyward,  downcast,  gloomv,  wrinkling,  joyless, 
may  be  better  epithets  "  '^        ' 


MTTER  JLXXXVni. 

TO  m.  0.  DALLAS,  B8a. 


LBTTER  LXXXTI. 

TO  HB.  K17BBAT. 

«  Mmliri  MbBTtVtm,  tkpmattr  U,  ISll. 

"  Stuee  TOUT  former  letter,  Mr.  Dallas  informs  me 
that  the  MS.  has  been  submitted  to  the  perasal  of 
Mr.  GiiFoid,  most  eontrsrv  to  my  wishes,  as  Mr.  D. 
could  have  explained,  ana  as  my  own  letter  to  you 
did,  in  faet,  explain,  with  my  motives  for  olgectmg 
to  such  a  proceeding.  Some  late  domestic  events, 
of  which  you  are  prooablv  aware,  prevented  my  let- 
ter txom  being  sent  before ;  indeed,  I  hardly  con- 
ceived you  would  so  hastily  thrust  mv  productions 
into  the  hands  of  a  stranger,  who  could  be  as  little 
pleased  by  receiving  them,  as  their  author  is  at  their 
being  offered  in  tuck  a  manner,  and  to  such  a  man. 

**  My  address,  when  I  leave  Newstead,  will  be  to 
*  Rochdale,  Laneashirej '  but  I  have  not  yet  fixed  the 
day  of  departure,  and  I  will  apprise  you  when  ready 
to  set  off. 

**  You  have  placed  me  in  a  ridiculous  situation^ 
but  it  is  past,  and  nothing  more  is  to  be  said  on  the 
subject.  Tou  hinted  to  me  that  you  wished  some 
alterations  to  be  made;  if  they  have  nothing  to  do 
with  politics  or  religion,  I  will  make  them  with  ffreat 
**I  am,  sir,  &c.,  &c. 


"Dbab  Sib,  .  '""^^^••^^^^ 

*'  I  send  you  a  mo<to— • 

*"  L'aaifos  M  OM  «qi««  «•  Ivn^  4te.* 

If  not  too  long,  I  think  it  wiU  suit  the  book.  The 
passage  is  from  the  French  volume,  a  great  favorite 
wuh  me,  which  I  piok^  up  in  the  Archipelago.  I 
don't  think  it  is  well  known  in  England.  Moubron 
IS  the  author,  but  it  is  a  work  sixty  years  old.  Good 
morning.    I  won't  toko  up  your  time. 

"  Tours,  ever, 

"Btbok." 


LETTER  LXXXYII. 

TO  B.  C.  DALLAS,  B8Q. 

•'  Ke«MHl  IMqr,  •tgL  IS,  Wl. 

•"MtDbabSib, 

"  My  agent  will  not  be  here  for  at  least  a  week, 
and  even  afterwards  my  letters  will  be  forwarded  to 
Rochdale.  I  am  sorrv  that  Murray  should  groan  on 
my  aceount,  though  tnatis  better  than  the  anticipa- 
tion of  applause,  of  which  men  and  books  are  gen- 

"  The  notes  I  sent  are  merely  matter  to  be  divided, 
arranged,  and  pubUshed/or  notet  hereafter,  in  proper 
places;  at  present  I  am  too  much  occupied  vrith 
earthly  cares,  to  waste  time  or  trouble  upon  rhyme, 
or  its  modem  indispensables,  annotations. 

"  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you,  when  at  leisure.  I 
have  wntten  to  abuse  Murray  for  showing  the  MS. 
to  Mr.  Gifford ;  who  must  certainly  think  it  was 
done  by  my  wish,  thouffh  you  know  the  contrary. 

**  Believe  me,  youxs  ever,  i 


LBTTER  LXXXIX. 

TO  MB.  MVBBAT. 

"  NfwtfMd  AMm7,  Sqpt  IS,  WL 

"I  r«twn  the  proof,  which  I  should  wish  to  be 
ahown  to  Mr.  Dallas,  who  understands  typographieal 
anrangements  much  better  than  I  can  pretend  to  do. 
The  printer  may  place  the  notes  in  his  oten  way,  or 
any  way,  so  that  they  are  out  of  my  way;  I  cart 
nothing  about  types  or  margins. 

"  If  you  have  any  communication  to  make,  I  shall 
be  here  at  least  a  week  or  ten  days  longer. 

"Iam,sir,&o.,&o.»' 


LETTER  XC. 


TO   MB.    DALLAS. 


Lir,i 


"  I  can  easily  exuse  your  not  writing,  as  you  have, 
I  hope,  someting  better  to  do,  and  you  must  pardon 
my  frequent  invasions  on  your  attention,  because  I 
have  at  this  moment  nothing  to  interpose  between 
you  and  my  epistles. 

"  I  cannot  settle  to  any  thing,  and  my  dijfs  pass, 
with  the  exception  of  bocUly  exercise  to  some  extent, 
with  uniform  indolence,  and  idle  insipidity.  I  have 
been  expecting,  and  still  expect,  rav  agent,  when  I 
shall  have  enough  to  occupy  my  reflecttons  in  busi- 
ness of  no  very  pleasant  aspect.  Before  my  journey 
to  Rochdale,  you  shall  have  due  notice  where  to  ad- 
dress me— I  believe  at  the  post-office  of  that  town- 
ship. From  Murra}r  I  received  a  second  proof  of 
the  same  pages,  which  I  requested  him  to  show 
you,  that  any  thing  which  may  have  escaped  my  ob- 
servation may  be  detected  before  the  printer  lays  ih« 
comer-stone  of  an  errata  column. 

*'  I  am  now  not  quite  alone,  having  an  old  ae« 
quaintance  and  schoolfellow  with  me,  so  o2rf,  indeed, 
tnat  we  have  nothing  new  to  say  on  any  subject,  ana 
yawn  at  each  other  ui  a  sort  of  qmet  tnqmetude.  I 
near  nothing  from  Cawthom,  or  Captain  Hobhouee, 
and  their  ^uarf o—>Lord  have  mercy  on  mankind! 
We  come  on  like  Cerberus  with  our  triple  publiea^ 
tions.  As  for  myeelf,  by  mytetf,  I  must  be  satisfied 
with  a  comparison  to  Janue. 

**  I  am  not  at  all  pleased  with  Murray  for  showiag 
the  MS. ;  and  I  am  certain  Gifford  must  see  it  in  tho 
same  light  that  I  do.  His  praise  is  nothing  to  tho 
purpose :  what  could  he  say  r  He  could  not  spit  hi 
the  face  of  one  who  had  praised  him  in  every  possi« 
ble  way.  I  must  own  that  I  wish  to  have  the  im- 
pression removed  from  his  mind,  that  I  had  any  con- 
cera  in  such  a  paltry  transaction.     The  move  1 
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»?nnk^  the  more  It  diai|i]ieta.  me ;  ao  1  will  >»  no 
moTB  about  Lt.  It  is  b:id  cnciugh  to  be  «  9ci1bE>i«7,, 
witliout  having  recourto  to  such  shifba  to  extort 
praiae^  or  depfpcate  tseBiurr.  It  is  inticipatiTigj  it 
ut  beafgitipf,  Vncelinff^  adulating — the  devil  !  the? 
distil  I  the  tlcviJ  1  nnd  uU  vifithout  ni)'  wishj  and  con- 
tfjuy  to  my  «'X press  defire.  I  wish.  Murray  had  been 
tied  to  Paynes  neck  when  hejumpt^  into  the  Fad- 
din g ton  Canal,  and  so  toll  him,— f^Oif  h  the  proper 
recpptftclo  for  publiihers.  You.  have  thouvhta  of 
settling  in  the  oountir^  irhr  not  try  Notts  f  I  think 
there  arc  plaeea  whkh  would  suit  you  m  all  points, 
ajid  then  yon  aic  ncartr  the  metropolis.  But  of 
thb  anon.  *'  I  ani  youif ,  &c." 


LETTER  XCI. 

TO  B.   C.  liALhAM,  MQ. 

^  **  1  have  just  diseoTcrrcd  aomo  piLgea  of  ob^er^'H' 
tiout  on  the  modem  Greeks,  written  at  Athens,  br 
me,  under  the  title  pf  '  Noctea  Atticte.'  They  witl 
do  to  cvt  up  iiito  notes^  a.nd  to  be  tnti  ttp  afterwards^ 
whieh  ifl  aU  that  notea  are  generally  good  for,  They 
i^%Te  written  at  Athens,  is  you  will  ace  bj'  the  data. 
*"  Youra  eTer* 


LITTER  XCn. 
TO  ME,  1>ALLA.a. 

►'  Fin«tMii  ibbtr,  B>|ii.  fl,  I  Bit. 

"  1  have  ahown  ray  respect  fervour  suggestion i  by 
a/* Tinting  them  ;  but  I  bate  made  many  alterations 
In  *he  ftrat  proof,  over  mid  above ^  as,  for  example; 

**  *  mim,  tkamd/m  »/i  tj  tattr  J^im  ad  *irth, 
■*  ■  Yet  IkM  Tut  mmfkr'd  try  tha  *&tMiMl  Till  « 

and  *^o  on.  So  I  have  got  rid  of  Dr*  Lowth,  and 
•dninlMto  boot,*  tmd  very  glad  I  am  to  say  so.  I 
have  alfto  sidlctiized  the  line  aa  heretofore,  and  in 
abort  I  have  been  quite  comfortable. 

'*  Pray,  viriu  ;  yon  tball  hear  when  I  remove  to 
Lnncs.  I  have  brought  you  and  my  friend  J u renal 
Hodgson  upon  mv  back,  on  the  eeore  of  revelation* 
You  aje  fervent »  but  he  ij*  quite  flowing ;  and  if  lie 
takes  half  the  [laina  to  save  his  own  aoul,  which  he 
volunteers  to  redeem  mi  tie,  great  will  be  his  reward 
hereafter,  I  honor  and  thank  yon  both,  but  am 
eonTinced  by  neither.  Now  for  notea.  Besides 
those  I  have  aent,  I  aboil  send  the  observationa  on 
the  Edinburgh  Eeviewcr's  remarks  on  the  modem 
Oroek*  an  Albanian  song  in  the  Albimian  {not 
Or^k)  language,  specimens  of  modem  Greek  from 
their  New  TeKtajucnt,  il  comedy  of  Goldoni's  trana> 
latedi  one  9tm€t  a  prospectus  of  a  friend's  book, 
and  perhaps  a  song  or  two,  aU  in  Bomaie,  bcsidea 
their  Pater  Noater ;  ao  there  will  be  enough,  if  not 
too  much,  with  what  I  have  already  sent.  Rave 
you  received  the  *  Koctei  Attica;  ? '  I  sent  abo  wa. 
anontjition  on  Portugal.  Hobhouse  is  alio  forth- 
camtng/* 


have  Heihs  and  Ero»  not  Io«i||  b«lb»,  tktffv  «d«M 
be  something  like  an  a^eotation  of  Gre^k  tttmk^ 
which  I  wish  to  avoidji  sinee  X  shnlX  have  a  pMrilotn 
quantity  of  modem  Greek  in  my  ijote%  as  i 
mens  of  the  tongue ;  therefore  Lisboa  maf  ka 
place.  You  are  riKht  about  the  ^.^nta;* 
must  not  precede  the  Miomaont;'  but  CkvUkiis 
will  be  savage  if  they  don't ;  howeTer,  k«ep  Uimt 
baeki  and  Aim  in  pood  humor,  If  wc  e&n,  but  dvnvt 
let  him  publish. 

"  I  have  adopted,  I  believe,  most  of  your  t^ 
titMi«,  but  *■  Ltsboa '  will  be  an  ei^ceptiop,  ia  ] 


the  rule.  I  have  aent  a  quantity  of  DOfta^  aai 
shall  continue;  but  pray  let  them  be  eo]Hfld;  v 
devil  can  read  my  himd,  By-the-bj,  I  do  not  mmm 
to  exchange  the  ninth  verse  of  the  *■  Qood  KlgH' 
I  have  no  reason  to  auppose  my  dog  bctt«r  llua  Un 
hrather  brutes,  tnankmd ;  and  Aiyut  we  l^ov  ti 
be  ft  fable,*  The  *  Cosmopolite^  vma  an  UM^o^lia. 
abroad p  I  do  not  believe  it  is  to  be  found  in  Ba^ 
land.  It  zfl  an  amusing  little  Toltime,  SLiid  NA  d 
French  flippancy.  I  read,  though  I  do  not  vpaak, 
the  language. 

I  mU  l»  aa|p7  with  Murraf,  It  waa  a  book- 
selling, baekshop,  Patemo#ter-rov,  pidtry  p?^ 
ceedliig,  and  if  the  experiment  had  turaed  cmt  aai 
deserved,  t  would  have  rallied  all  Fleet  stract,  qi. 
borrowed  the  giant's  staff  from  St,  Duastmli 
church,  to  immolate  the  betrayer  of  trttaL  I  ba^ 
written  to  him  as  he  never  wa^  writteu  to  befotv  by 
an  author,  Pll  be  sworn,  and  I  hope  you  wiU  am- 
plify my  wTBtb,  till  it  ha»  aa  effect  upon  Mm,  T«a 
tell  me  alwava  jou  have  much  to  writo  abovL 
Write  it,  but  let  fet  us  drop  metaphysiea  ;-^itt  lift 
point  we  shall  never  agree,  1  am  duU  aiidilvflnKt 
as  usual.  I  do  nothings  and  oven  Uiat  nuth^iglhF 
tigue»  me.    Adieu.'* 


LETTEE  XCIT. 

TO  IL   C.  I>M,L43,   B«Q 


•*NcvMmI  Mtef  4  fti^  a,  «&. 


Mt  Deae  Sib, 

**  la  a  stanza  towards  the  end  of  canto 
is,  the  concluding  Unc, 

'  SLmm  \iiiiei  buiiiBm  up^  utt|  tVo  Hi 

I  have  altered  it  as  follows ; — 


LETTER  XCIIL 

TO   MIL    DAttaa, 

'*  N^vAoid  ibtKT,  Sept.  m,  int. 

"Luboa  is  the  Portugneee  word,  eonsequentlv 

^km  Tery  beat     Ulissipont  is  pedantic  j  aiij,  aa  V 


'  If  you  will  point  out  the  atanxsa  tm.  Cfetia 
which  you  wi^h  recast,  I  will  send  you  mlsi 
Be  good  enough  to  address  your  lettew  L_ 

they  will  either  be  forwarded  or  saved  till  my  i ._ 

My  agent  comes  to-morrow,  and  we  shall  set  atf 
immediately, 

'^  The  press  must  not  proceed  of  course  wit^Ml 
my  seeing  the  proofs,  as  I  have  much  to  do,  Fx^ 
do  you  Ctilnk  any  alterations  should  be  made  in  lii 
stanaaa  on  V  a  tree  f  I  should  be  sorrr  to  nnht 
any  Improper  allusions,  ae  I  merely  wish  'to  3 
an  example  of  wasted  wealth,  atjd  the  n  ' 
which  arose  in  survcvtng  ihe  most  desolate  i 
in  the  most  beautiful  spot  I  ever  beheld. 

"  Pray  keep  Cawthom  bock  ;  he  waa  not  t®l 
tin  November,  and  even  that  wtH  be  two 
too  aoon«     t  am  tarry  my  hand  ia  unioti 
but  I  can  neither  deny  your  oceusatiaiii  l 
the   cause  of   it.— It  is  a  sad  scrawl, 
perilous  quantity  of  annotation  hath  b«t_ 
think  almost  enough^  with  the  spcdmeoa  of  ] 
I  mean  to  annex. 

*"  I  will  have  nothing  to  tar  to  your  tnetEptm:!, 
and  allegories  of  rocks  and  boaeW  j  wi  AiJl  si 
go  to  the  bottom  together,  io  *  let  n«  i  "  '  ' 

•  8MLeaer«£iL 


LBTTJUM. 


W» 


ftnr  toHiioRow,  fte.'  1  am  at  oomfortable  in  my 
creed  m  othen,  inaamuch  aa  it  is  better  to  aleep 
than  to  be  awake. 

<*  I  hare  heard  nothing  of  Murray ;  I  hope  he  ia 
aahamed  of  himself.  Se  aeni  me  a  Tastly  com- 
plimentary epistle,  with  a  request  to  alter  the  two, 
and  finish  another  canto.  I  sent  him  as  dyil  an 
answer  as  if  I  had  been  engaged  to  tranalate  by  the 
aheet,  declined  altering  any  thing  in  sentiment, 
but  offered  to  tag  rhymes,  and  mend  them  aa  long 
aa  he  liked. 

"  I  will  write  from  Rochdale  when  I  aniTo,  if  my 
aShdn  idlow  me ;  but  I  shall  be  so  busy  and  savage 
all  the  time,  with  the  whole  set,  that  my  letters 
will  be  aa  pettish  as  myself.  If  ao,  lay  the  blame 
on  coal  ana  coal-beaTers.  Very  probably  I  may 
proceed  to  town  by  way  of  Newstead  on  my  return 
from  Lancfl.  I  mean  to  be  at  Cambridge  in  Novem- 
ber, so  that  at  all  cTents  we  shall  be  nearer.  I  will 
not  apologise  for  the  trouble  I  haye  given,  and  do 
give  you,  though  I  ought  to  do  so ;  but  I  have  worn 
out  my  politest  periods,  and  can  only  aay  that  I  am 
very  much  obliged  to  you. 

**  Believe  me,  yours  always, 

«<  Bteon." 


LBTTER  XCV. 

TO  B.  a  DALLAS,  ESQ. 

«N0««aMllMbqr, OcC  IS,  ISll. 

Dba»  Snt, 

"Btansas  zziv.,  xxvi.,  xziz.,  though  eroued, 
must  tUotd  with  their  alteratioru.  The  other  three 
are  cut  out  to  your  wiahea.*  We  must,  however, 
have  a  repetition  of  the  proof,  which  is  the  first.  I 
wiU  write  soon.  **  Yours  ever, 

"  B." 

"  P.  8.  Yesterday  I  returned  from  Lanes." 


•  The  faOowInf  uv  dw  ■>  muau  m  thqr  oriffaMJI^  Kood.    Thoi 
appearing  balow,  m  sxi*.^  uvL,  x^.,  mjipautd  ia  Ite  fotm^  In  aa  aUeiad 
tale,  onntend  tlKia  m  xxIt.,  xxt.,  uvL,  of  the  flm  euMa.    The  etoi — 
fttiked  bdofv  xxt.,  urIL,  mad  unL,  wcia  thoer  omllMd: 

XXIV. 


Ok,  dooan  dtapkMbff  aoio  BrilUi  ^j»  I 
Wkh  dhdem  MgM  Fbetaeap,  k>  I  a  faad, 
A  Bdk  Swat  thai  eeeSe  tim  eeendy, 
TImr  eiti  la  paichmeni  robe  mtnymd,  tad  faf 
Bb  Ale  It  haaf  a  eeal  end  aeiile  aneO, 
VITbera  bbtiDoed  glMae  a  nameepdt  Wdleeiej  I 
And  wandtj  aigneturae  ediini  the  raB, 


XXV. 

Ia  foUen  ebenftm,  if (ta  veU  (Wgned, 
rim  oo  the  Ite  appeanUi  ooa  ••  JuiMt ;  ** 
Tten  eeitalii  other  ftorioue  namea  va  fliid } 
(WUehihrme  eomiKlledi  me  to  plu«  belew:) 
Didl  vleion  I  baOed  1)7  a  vaoquiBheii  fee, 
VnwedlBd  bf  convnge  toogwe  «r  lannli  doe, 
SlBBd,  vertiN]r«f  each  other,  in  a  nnr, 
Siia  Arthor,  Hany,  and  dw  dtaud  Hev 
IMqmilile,  eeeir  wicM,  eon  dHpe  of  I' oUmt  le«r. 

XXVI. 

Cooventfoo  k  the  dwarfy  demon  rtjied 
Thet  failed  the  kaigl*  in  Maiiaha'a  dome  I 
or  faiaine  (If  bnine  they  l«d)  he  ihem  begidM, 
And  tuned  a  nadeoV  rinJIov  Joy  la  gleom. 
For  w«U  1  wet,  when  flnl  the  neve  dU  ooM, 
That  Vbalem'to  fley  fay  Oaul  wae  loot  ( 
Foep 


LBTTBB  XCfVI. 


TO  XS.  DALLAS. 


^NewMMd  Afabey,  Gel.  U,  IM. 

'*I  have  returned  from  li&nca,  and  ascertained 
that  m^jT  property  there  may  be  made  ver}*  valuable, 
but  various  circumatancea  very  much  circumscribe 
my  exertions  at  preaent.  I  shall  be  in  town  on 
business  in  the  beginning  of  November,  and  perhaps 
at  Cambridge  before  the  end  of  this  monti^ ;  but  ol 
my  movements  you  shall  be  regularly  apprised. 
Your  objections  I  have  in  part  done  away  by  altera- 
tions, which  I  hope  will  suffice ;  and  I  have  aent 
two  or  three  additional  stanzas  for  both  *  FyUet.*  I 
have  been  again  shocked  with  a  death,  and  have 
lost  one  very  dear  to  me  in  happier  times ;  but  *  I 
have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  grief,'  and  *  supped 
ftill  of  horrors '  till  I  have  become  callous,  nor  OAve 
I  tear  left  for  an  event  which  five  years  ago  would 
have  bowed  down  my  head  to  the  earth.  It  aeema 
as  though  I  were  to  experience  in  my  youth  the 
greatest  misery  of  age.  Hy  friends  fall  around  me, 
and  I  shall  be  left  a  lonelv  tree  before  I  am  withered. 
Other  men  can  always  take  refuge  in  their  families: 
I  have  no  resource  but  my  own  reflections,  and 
they  present  no  prospect  here  or  hereafter,  except 
the  selfish  satisfaction  of  surviving  my  betters.  I  am 
indeed  very  wretched,  and  you  will  excuse  my  saving 
so,  as  you  know  I  am  not  apt  to  cant  of  sensibility. 

**  Instead  of  tiring  yourself  with  my  concerns,  I 
should  be  glad  to  hear  y&ur  plans  of  retirement.  I 
suppose  you  would  not  like  to  be  wholly  shut  out 
of  society  ?  Now  I  know  a  large  village  or  smsll 
town,  about  twelve  miles  off,  where  your  family 
would  have  the  advantage  of  very  genteel  society, 
without  the  hazard  of  beins  annoyed  by  mercantile 
affluence ;  where  you  woula  meet  with  men  of  mfor- 
mation  and  indeoendence :  and  where  I  have  friends 
to  whom  I  shoula  be  proud  to  introduce  you.  There 
are  besides,  a  coffee*room,  assemblies,  &e.,  Ac, 


Toqueodou  augtrt,  euee 

And  baiik  derlhh  qidO  ogen,  and  • 

WhhfaeeMhtiwjrn 


lebeia 

xxvn. 


»m,lBH« 


bBwb,  ceohfaNd  In  wIM  up 
lUdMmih'npiiSadtelii 


Bat  Dker^  tkmhed  dw  babe*  b 
And  as  th^  eiMTOl  ear  ft 
(When  waa  (he  pliy  oT  our  eliw  for  ^nif  f>t 
r«t  knavea,  not  hSoto,  ahoay  the  [ 
Tken  Bta,  ye  gaSaat  knigMe  I  and  UaM  j« 

XXIX 

Bat  ever  alaee  that  maitUl  eyiMil  met, 
Britannia  debena,  Cintia  1  «l  Ihy  name ; 
And  btka  hi  oOee  at  the  mnMloa  eeraat, 
And  lUn  wouU  biuah,  IT  Uuah  diay  could,  ht  d 
Bern  will  poateiiiy  the  deed  proefaUm  I 
Will  aet  our  otrn  and  IbDow  nadone  anear, 
To  view  IheM  ebampioaa  cbealed  of  dieir  (anee, 
By  fcea  In  flgbi  o'mhnwn,  yei  rleutra  heia, 
Wham  aeom  her  flngcr  pduta  (hnmcfa  many  a  eeniag  yaarr 

Of|gfaMliy,tha  "ihtle  page**  and  •'yeoraan'*GrChiUeBarald,G 
wtn  introduced  ia  the  fcilowing  aUusu,  which  warn  aOarwaida  etaei 
And  of  Ui  tnb  dtera  wae  a  hendaman  page, 
A  peaaant  boy,  who  aerred  hie  maater  well ; 
And  often  wouU  hh  pnnkaome  pnue  engage 
ChUe  Bunin'aear  wittn  hie  praud  heart  did  awfB 
With  aallra  thnughu  that  he  dhdahi'd  to  leB. 
Then  would  he  amile  on  him.  and  Alwya}  i 


ipltai 


•*  Bblaat  beaat,*'  a  flfvue  for  dw  mob ;  1  (hbdc  fint  need  fay  fl 
hh  "  AdTeniui«  oTan  Atom."  Hocaca  haa  dw  ■*  Bdia  muHDram  e 
In  Bogbad,  fixtunate  enough,  the  Qluatiioaa  moblii^  have  not  even  en*. 

t  By  (hlB  query  It  la  notmeaat  (hat  oar  foelieh  genomlaflhould  have  he 
ehot,  but  that  Byiig  might  hare  been  apared:  though  the  oaeaafTmed  aadi 
m  cecaped,  prefaahly  tot  CandUe'a  neaon,   "ymw  tneottrngmr  I 


I  In  the  MS.  dw  namee  •«  Robin"  end  *  Rupert  **  bed  leea  iuumiailwtr 


774 


BYE0N*8  WORKS, 


^ 


wliicb  bring  people  logetT^cir^  My  mother  tuid  « 
home  there  sotue  yetin,  find  I  am  well  acqudnted 
with  the  economy  of  Southwell,  the  name  of  thia 
little  e&tiimtjtiwoiilth.  Lastiv,  you  will  not  be  Tm 
remote  from  me  i  BTid  thoug>i  I  am  the  very  worst 
o«m|immoi]  for  young  people  in  the  irorld,  this  ob- 
iaroba  would  not  afjply  to  yoti,  whom  I  could  see 
ttW|Hofttiy.  Your  ex p onsets,  too,  \\nuU  be  »uch  a» 
b«H  iwit  your  ineUuations,  more  or  lent,  ta  yon 
tluraght  proper ;  but  Tcry  littli^  would  be  requisite 
to  mftbte  you  to  eater  luia  idl  the  g^iyetjefl  of  b 
eonntry  Ufe.  You  coiild  be  itj  quiet  or  buttling  on 
Tou  liked,  4tid  eer tiinly  n»  well  fjituatcd  a»  on  the 
lakei  of  CuTuberlaiid^  (inleBs  you  hare  a  partieular 
wish  to  be  pidLufi^tquf. 

"  Pr*yj  iftyoni-  Ioui*ii  friend  in  tawn  ?  You  h^ve 
promijusd  me  a.n  intToduetion.^You  meivtlon  having 
csdi3««lted  iomo  frieudq  on  the  MSS.— It  not  this 
oontrmrr  to  our  usual  way  ?  Inatmtt  Mr.  Murrnv 
not  to  allow  bi«  shopman  to  cull  the  work  *  Child  of 
HaiTow^B  Pilgrimage  1 1 !  I !  *  m  he  has  done  to  some 
of  my  Mtomshed  friciid**  who  wfot«  to  iuE|iiire  nfter 
my  Msniijf  on  the  oce&Biont  aa  well  they  might.  I 
have  heard  nnthing  of  Murray,  whom  I  fteolded 
hoartily.— Mu3t  I  write  more  notes  P^Are  there 
not  cDough  ?-^awthom  must  be  kept  back  with 
the  *Hiutji.*^I  hope  he  b  getting  on  with  Hob- 
noiiae'a  qnnrto*     Good  Gv^enmg. 

'^  Youra  ercr,  *Sfec. 


LETTEE  XCVIL 


to    MK.    BODOSOir, 


When  tv^  ibki  Finin  \h  jiAwj^  ^  ucW/  Ml^ 
•••'-Pi.,, 
mm  v4  mm  jmukd  ootjr  <thl  ^  *^kt 
Jad  iMib  *t  bip  vpf  fik«Kl  ti>  Ii4t«  dM  W 

WMh  ip^vr  iviti*  i«dMt  lA  Midd, 
An4  M«r  ifeiiii  rf^  harriHPH  in  a>, 
or  wMamrtr  .mnck,  t«,dWf.  o*  |»i(*  1,^, 
Fms  Mukdrilllt       *        *        •        ■        •       • 

r^  Who  wiwiIlI  iiwrr  of  fl|i.|D  u,J  Sj^nldnU  know, 

Aw  itef  IK*  wifu™  Jii  tJii  Mn  ef  0*ir  / 

OwMi  aio^i  kalfiii,  luid  ^iQfnS  niKiQ«(M  iur  t 

Tb»  Ibii^  HadRiv  IP  Hh  Mt.  of  Ink, 

AU  itei.  Ml  aapM  vMriA  mt^wAg'.  i^ia*^ 
Tjili  tufww,  «ttr,  (dHi^  &«Jj  wi4  teU  a»  whit  y«i  lynk. 
Tbe  t^etvl  jmr^n^  Ju  i1m»  prvAci  ir»  nt^ntiltr  »JsM*i 
••ll  ku  b^u  HtfgMHl  la  MM  h- MoMk,  M  wk^a  niidaMi  r  ^  .  M^ 

pwkolif^  t»d  Ihw,  ^mmif  Joml.  Oin«  fidftri  l»  p,™i.k  Ihr  ■!*  tt,  liJw  ' 
Mt,  Ei»  tb«  n»lii  ^vtoto,  1  ril^U  bffiv  IH»«  wivu*™-.     Mf  nsiin  wit  oU 


"  Ydu  will  bf^n  to  deem  mr  a  moat  Ubcnl  eei^ 
respondent^  bwt  a«  my  letter*  u^  fr^  y©u  wiQ 
overlook  tbeir  frequency*  I  haTc  aeitt  vmi  aasirei 
in  ni-oie  and  verse  to  all  youj  late  commimitttioai, 
and  though  I  am  inTadiag  yoiu  enae  again,  I  d^'t 
know  why,  or  what  to  nut  down  that  yon  «i*  aoi 
nMQiinted  with  already,  I  juo  growing  fumm 
{how  you  will  laugh! J— but  it  la  trtue,--i^ilf, 
wretchedly,  ridiculously,  fine-ladieaUy  narrtrnt-* 
Your  climate  klila  me ;  I  ean  nnltto  te^,  vnia, 
nor  amuse  iuyaeH»  or  any  one  ebe.  My  d«yi  az« 
Imtleaa,  ind  my  nighta  reatlesi ;  I  hare  tett  tcldom 
anT  lociety,  and  when  I  haTB,  I  run  out  of  it.  At 
'  thia  present  writing/  there  are  in  tile  ncit  itxia 
three  indim^  and  1  hare  atoleD  awav  to  write  thia 
^rrumbling  letter.  I  don*t  know  that  I  ahan*t  end 
with  insanity,  for  I  find  a  want  of  mtthod  in  ^anag^ 
^"?  ^y  thoughU  that  pcrplejte*  me  atiangelr ;  but 
thia  look«  more  like  aiilinet*  ttian  madn^Ct  m 
Scope  Daviei  would  aeotiou^ly  remai-k  ia  M$  eofi- 
lohrsg  manner,  I  mn»t  try  the  bat1«lwm  of  four 
company ;  and  a  seaaion  of  ParUameat  would  «iut 
me  weJlp^ony  thing  to  cure  me  of  conjujratiii*  tke 
accursed  Tcrb  '  ermv^sr/  "~^ 


TCI  b*  Mwwd  *rf  i^B  epUbK  ^neti  tpptiBi  iD'^(t»%w«ui«^)  mUU^ 

Irmn *n  '  AdrrJnrr  »r  V*loir,*  ■»  h  ititiMiKiii ir fto taV  Uiqn<iV  ^ 
au  Iw3ii!w  of  Hrkirfi  l«inrolfu«.  Wall  I  w  btt*»  IbqfM.  «»1  «««^i4 
iinJ  li^ovhl  jmengi,,  tad  huri«S  ib»  UUvt  by  Ib^ frtenbAai  |^- ^^ 
lul  mUtMl>kt«»|it4lDiH<n«r  Bfauii  likl  Ll«o  Qil,  (a, O^Mm^^  c^« 
(iT  tta«  WofWj  i*  iK%  *  grvm  ojtlcf ,  ^/t  garw  »ev^  [Ih  totter.'  U  mm^  M 
Wimmmlt^hmmwi»wit  m^m£rii»  1m  in,  in  dr  itott  il»  jw  IM.  ^ 

1     I        rl  111 ^  aa.^  >i „ J ^  .     .  J1-—        TTTf^™ 


.tr  TuniU)  fl.w  ktln  iir  ite  tttlf-fim*«l  HIttikmhn,  l^if  wSS^ 
hu^ttetur,  bu atncUM  ttiannil ;  poiJ  ^  did  hk (xwibd; Trnat—  ihn^  faJ 
ehirl-^rlnf  em  iW  Fmicli  it,,  «id  bMnI  -"rf'-f  ^-"r"^  ^M. 

pncnr  liiiQ  UinE  eiiy,  indHiv  eiMtiTviw  A^i  liHKMa4  teltf  Bi^ww  la  d 

tli«*  uitrt  tfetury  flf  TftkTeTm ;  lad  m  vJaoi?  a  mtr  «■  AMrfuTte 

i»ka  n»dd  111!  fiwi  iwdkn  dT  lbs  TWnmk  I^  WtmA  *-jirt  k«te^  i 
mf  fKat  tlk<M«k<l|„rt,^lk*  •   Frofxb  flOflMd  iliqi|Hi  nv  tSM^bk^M 

vitit  A  r>4i  a4Bijp,  Jim  «i  I  MlI  imtda^maOm  '  in  (kwiiu^'  m^  ^ 
J.«lA  ^  io  It^mLdi  iftTOLi.  'J-wtat  w«  toi*  Ad  ^  d««0nyiMil  w§m  J«3 
rl,  or  ««»« i  hM-,  wit«,  It  vni  HMc  of  dur  4w9.  Bovtefe,  Ht  1  ^ 
1  ml  ii  a  fmu  c«iu/chn ;  kjid  mm  mt  b^i^  dm  biv  ifl  ebv  Jvitt  ^  n^^ritf 
kir  Muw  )«u>  put,  m  «iiwl»  v,  ue  n  Unh  ««fewaM  «  b^    fcI^Z 


H)r  pryfa«^  ImjHJtttkN,  of  It  i*  tl»  i^.e."  7     *>  »  m«ta 

TV  tK4i  to  Ctoto  1.,  mmu  j^L,  WM  In  tiir  rr»ii<vripi  a*  ILfFon  j 
"  ni|«  ^rititHMfofiu:!.  Ii3^  In  UK  Jt»r  11W9,  th*  «™rti,r»ii™  |n  tf» 

*.««  or  lJJi«,  i„,l  it.  »idnitj  «e™  n«l  ft,r.llii^  by  (Tw  Ihwtwjfi.f  m  m  iMi 

*BW  Witf  stitolp^,  wt  wvjifl  nqincmJ  ni.t  u  lne«rfi'f<;  If  wi  tKn^^vi  mnr 
•«npM^  drtmUn^  htai*-Jf  PffU^ut  hh  -IIW.  I  w«  ««^  i^^  ta  U« 
wif  to  tfa*  ^rtlm  4 el«tt  fl*doek  In  Ihr  c^l.-j,  #h,^  the HiwS™  »( 
nnjre  emp^  Uiu  the/  jatwr*)!/  bit.  ae  thai  ^^,  u^jpuUte  |0  ^b  „«■  Mmil 
*n4  b  »  ajrt.^  iriii,  4  tnt^  :  li*i|  »«  not  fcilira-fr-Jy  bpco  inSTl  m2 

"**tJ"*^  a«tw«*li»uU  |M.«  -HipnwUtiilii^lMifcdirwJlfcw 
P^r  JW^  k  o^„  I  ,H  -  »„dJ  ft  n™  ta*lln*,  H,u,  nnA  .B  nS, 


'hl"«*ofli^g«Oy,»l»iB(h*p„jtal»,l^jrt«hj„^j,.^^  ^^ 
«»dtb*wrfld»«JOMlta>tfeliTWi»s{*J|fc  aHidwrftohlfaSiT™^ 
jjltncntbiA  fjir  tnpoad  tbt  H^  «r  tte  aHu»bdiD«il^  (iKaMar  -r'  In  M 
th(w  Uiw.«  t!U  (tttuliZD.  msM  *lth  inuty  *  tof.tfni«»««  "UnL^mi 
Jcl  I*  t*  mMS/jbi^nxi,  than  Ibt  if^lHi  thtf  ta^tfet  U  A-j—Ji*^  »«^^^^ 
liiFpiklAii  i  Eldi  he  wl»  hu  tffii  ilw  OfMt  uKf  U^ti^d  nriiii  iii^m:__i_i  _ 

ttfird  »  monli.  fend  (to  eSba  oT  nft^  «b  itHiiktod,  i  iiiiiMrV  « 
WiWrk^ta«ho«,r,totof*toaito»rfwiJi,nuiidofi»*B5!ri  — ^ 
bo™,  Uiriur,  Induucf  Hut  tunJJal  Chri*i*ft  pLhumiw  Imw  ^^ 

•chbtmnicM.     Tht  Turto  mn4  ClaAlr-n  u?  tto  r 


-W 


htoMtkji|MUMll* 

0  etate  to  yoiu  that  Hiii 
nt  which  has  taken  plao« 

1  not  to  the  death  of  any 
'Toun, 


a  xcix. 


«  NewatBwl  AbUy,  OcL  16.  ItU. 

Cambridge.  Thence,  after 
Will  vou  be  good  enousk 
i  the  MSS.  you  leceiye.  for 
e  you  adopted  the  taree 
est  proof  ?  I  can  do  noth- 
un  glad  you  like  the  new 
of  the  trio,  I  sent  you  a 
\th  Moto.  The  lines  of  th« 
Bt  Stand;  I  will  give  yo« 

Te  me,  yonzi  erer, 

"Byeow." 


r£B  C. 

ALLAS,  SaO. 

CuMdr^OcLM^UU. 

nsion  to  the  vhoh.    In  » 
f  Canto  I.,  in  the  line. 


t  to  *e$teemed  the  moet.' 
}  for  the  end  of  Canto  JI« 
i  week  I  shall  be  at  No.  8. 
.  James's  street,  where  I 
e  of  seeing  yon. 
>  Tours  eTer. 


•ER  CI. 


««,  SL  JuM  ittMi,  Obl  n,  Ml 

up  so  much  of  your  time 
se  on  your  part,  but  a  ffreat 
-esent  interruption.  I  naT6 
)rding  to  your  wish.  With 
stanzas  on  a  subject  which 
ch  of  my  thoughts.  They 
le  to  whose  name  you  are  a 
itly,  cannot  be  interested. 
I  the  present  Tolume.  They 
on  wnom  I  hare  mentioned 
conclusion  of  the  poem.* 
nd  to  identify  myself  with 
lonnexion  wiui  him.  If  in 
to  haTe  drawn  from  myself 
parts,  and  I  shall  not  owb 
lie  ' Monaatie dome*  fte.,  I 
nces  would  suit  him  as  well 
d  describe  what  I  had  seen 
int.  I  would  not  be  such  i 
y  hero  for  the  world. 
**  Tours  ever, 

"B." 

lMik»Lett«tillo«ki((. 


,:^*\a. 


ne 


BYBOirS  irosKs. 


LBTTBE  Cn. 


TO  MISS  PZGOT. 


"C«i»«id«e,Oet.ai»WL 

««IhiA&  Madam, 

"  I  am  about  to  write  to  you  on  a  silly  lubject, 
and  vet  I  cannot  well  do  otnerwige.  Tou  may  re- 
member a  comeliattf*  which  some  years  ago  I  con- 
signed to  Miss  ♦  •  •  •  indeed  ^ar#  to  her,  and  now 
I  am  going  to  make  the  most  selfish  and  rude  of 
requests.  The  person  who  gave  it  to  me,  when  I 
wai  very  voung,  is  dead,  and  though  a  long  time 
baa  elapsea  since  we  met,  as  it  was  the  oiily  memorial 
I  possessed  of  that  person,  (in  whom  I  was  very 
much  interested,)  it  has  acquired  a  value  by  this 
event  I  could  have  wished  it  never  to  have  borne  in 
my  eyes.  If,  therefore,  Miss  *  •  •  •  should  have 
preserved  it,  I  must,  under  these  circumstances, 
beg  her  to  excuse  my  requesting  it  to  be  transmitted 
to  me  at  No.  8,  St.  James's  street,  London,  and  I 
will  replace  it  by  something  she  may  remember  me 
by  equally  well.  As  she  was  always  so  kind  as  to 
feel  mterested  in  the  fate  of  him  that  formed  the 
tubject  of  our  conversation,  you  may  tell  her  that 
the  giver  of  that  oomelian  died  in  'May  last  of  a 
consumption,  at  the  age  of  twenty-one,  making  the 
nzth,  within  four  months,  of  friends  and  relatives 
that  I  have  lost— between  May  and  the  end  of 
Augnst.  • « Believe  me,  dear  Madam. 

"  Yours  very  sincerely, 
**  Bt&on. 
"  P.  8.    I  go  to  London  to-moirow." 


knowing  whef]i«r  y<m  avow  tl 
the  passages  alluded  to. 

"  It  is  needless  to  suggest 
propriety  of  keeping  our  corri 
"I  have  the  honor  to  b 
"  Your  lordship's  ver 

<22,  Molesworth  street." 


LETTER  C 


TO  KB.  ICOO 


LETTER  CIILf 

KB.  XOOBE  TO  LOBO  BTBON. 


"My  Lobd, 


'«I>ufaUB,JuiDaiyl,lSl|. 


<* Having  just  seen  the  name  of  «Lord  Byron' 
prefixed  to  a  work,  entitled  *  English  Bards  and 
Bcoteh  Reviewers,'  in  which,  as  it  appears  to  me, 
tAe  he  u  given  to  a  public  statement  of  mine,  re- 


of  this  publication^ 

"I  shall  not,  I  fear,  be  able  to  return  to  London 
for  a  week  or  two ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  I  trust 
your  lordship  will  not  deny  me  the  satisfaction  of 


•  In  Later  xvl. 

t  The  ■!»««  iMtw  WW  tiuuilteil  ^  Mr.  Mom  lo  a  MaA  ofUab 
L«Hko,wlthaiiB«aMttMiiM»MiUMimiiln|Mioo;  bat  m  k  did  oM 
mefa  Uodoa  oiuil  a  fcw  dajn  aAer  Lord  Bjpna'a  deputun  far  ihe  Coaii- 
■eat,  Mr.  Moor**  ftfend  plMcd  ic  in  Uw  biiiKk  of  Mr.  IIodgMii,  who  undeiw 
look  to  fimrd  k,  Ua,  m  appoan  bjr  the  eormpontlctiM  lo  vUch  k  fava 
ibe,  iwflected  to  do  eo.  On  Loni  Bjron's  ntuni  to  Eofiaod,  Mr.  Moora 
•fain  wnto  lo  hbii  lefenhif  lo  hie  farmei  letter,  ezpRwInf  doable  of  Me 
havfaf  fvaehed  hkn,  and  reauifair  IB  Mut7  tha  eune  woida  the  ntm  oTtfia 
kaalt  whkh.aah  appeared  to  hhn.itepaBie«a  in  qaaeikNiwaacikahMd  lo 
•aw^.  **Uhmm  oKleae."  he  eoDilniiad.  "lo  epeek  of  tha  eiepa vkh 
whieh  k  wae  nqr  Imeoikm  to  felioar  up  that  leui»r.  The  diaa  vhfeh  JM 
■laiMd  rinea  then,  tboa(ta  k  hee  dooa  aw^  iieWier  the  iajuiy  nor  tha  fadfaiff 
flf  k,  hue,  In  inaqj  reapede.  mtctiiUy  aiterad  my  ailuation ;  and  the  ooIt 
^eAwhieh  I  have  noer  in  wrldnf  to  joar  lonkhlp,  b,  to  pReem  lome  eeo- 
•Jjwn^  wbbthtfforawr  letter,  and  to  pcova  to  yo«i  dwt  the  hijtued  fceltof 
MB  aaite  bowawr  cigeumwaocae  majr  eompel  ma  to  be  daafto  ka  dictatea  at 
IW««.    WhenI.v'MKwdlbeIh.tf,»tetmaa. 

jwwlaiiocaitaclevtadledfaeeotliiieiiitoiivmhid  .^««^. ,. 

SLL?^**^  «»«i*n-.«»dar(wkrtle«nridar  to  b.)  a  eh.,,a  of 

"Aood,  wbiefa  niM  haunt  a  man  of  any  feelinf  to  Ue  gnn,  unleee  the 

B  miadad  or  atoned  far  j  and  which,  ifl  did  no(  feel.  1  ebould,  bdaed 

oateo  lar  rram  bdof  hjluenced  by  any  aocir  orm> 
L  "J!!'^.""  *?.••  .^  •*■*"  I*— ^  «i  by  any 


Sir, 

"Your  letter  followed  me 
place,  which  will  account  for  tl 
Your  former  letter  I  never  had 
— be  assured,  in  whatever  pari 
found  me,  I  should  have  oeei 
turn  and  answer  it  in  person. 

'*  The  advertisement  you  mi 
ing  of.  At  the  time  of  youi 
Jeffirey,  I  had  recently  entered 
ber  to  have  heard  ana  read  a 
the  occasion,  and  from  the  re 
derived  all  my  knowledge  on 
the  slightest  idea  of  *  giving  tl 
which  I  never  beheld.  TVnen 
the  production  which  haa  oc< 
spondence,  I  became  responsi 
might  concern,— to  explain  wi 
planation,  and  where  insuffici 
ciently  explicit,  at  all  events  tc 
tion  leaves  me  no  choice ;  it  re 
and  the  angry  to  obtain  repa 
w»y. 

**  With  regard  to  the  passaf 
were  certainly  not  the  person  t 
personally  hostile.  On  the  ( 
thoughts  were  engrossed  by  one 
to  consider  as  mv  worst  literary 
foresee  that  his  former  antasoni 
come  his  champion.  You  do  i 
wouki  wish  to  have  done :  I  can 
apologize  for  a  charge  of  false] 
advanced. 

**  In  the  beginning  of  the  wei 
8,  St.  James's  street.  Neither 
friend  to  whom  you  stated  your 
their  appearance. 

"Your  friend  Mr.  Rogers,  o 
man  delegated  by  you,  Wm  find 
adopt  any  condTiatory  propositi 
compromise  my  own  nonor— ^r, 
make  the  atonement  you  deem 
quire.  "  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 
(« Your  most  obedient,  ] 


LETTER  O 

to  KB.  KOOB] 
•«8,SLjam 

Sib, 

"  Soon  after  my  return  to  E: 
Mr.  Hodgson,  apprized  me  that 
in  his  possession;  but  a  domet 
me  from  London  immediatel] 
(which  may  most  probably  be 
unopened  in  Ma  keeping.   If,  on  < 


haoeaArwaid  lankadaiacaf 


ha  woold  aaahla  hia  to  eaah  iha  boaer  af  beior  ^^^^-ess,   the   Similarity  of   the   1 

««f  hh  awiwb'enee."  To  tkb  tauar,  Laid  ^ym  lead  to  such  a  conclusion,  it  sha] 


presence,  for  the  satisfaction  of  i 


LfiTTSBS 


TVI 


li  «t  jyreMnt  ont  of  town;— on  Friday  I  shall  tee 
him,  and  request  him  to  forward  it  to  my  address. 

«  with  regard  to  the  latter  part  of  both  your  let- 
ters, untn  the  nrincipal  point  was  discussed  between 
vs,  I  felt  myself  at  a  loss  in  what  manner  to  re- 
ply. Was  I  to  anticipate  friendship  from  one  who 
conoeiTed  me  to  bare  charged  him  with  falsehood  ? 
Were  not  advancea  under  such  circumstances,  to  be 
misoonstmed,— not,  perhaps,  by  the  nerson  to  whom 
they  were  addressed,  but  hy  otbers  r  In  my  case, 
Bucn  a  step  was  impncticable.  If  you,  who  con- 
ceived yourself  to  be  the  offended  person,  are  satis- 
fled  that  you  had  no  cause  for  offence,  it  wiU  not  be 
difficult  to  eonvince  me  of  it.  My  situation,  as  I 
hare  before  stated,  leaTOS  me  no  cnoice.  I  should 
hare  felt  proud  of  your  acquaintance,  had  it  com- 
menced under  other  circumstances;  but  it  must 
rest  with  you  to  determine  how  far  it  may  proceed 
&fter  so  ttuapieioua  a  beffinning. 

*<  1  have  the  honor  to  be,  &c." 


LBtTEB  CVlli. 


TO  KB.  HABITBSS. 


LETTER  CYI. 


TO  ML  XOOBB. 


•Btk, 


'*8,  at  JuM'b  ittMi,  OeL  »,  1 


**  You  must  ezcQse  my  troubling  you  once  more 
upon  this  Tery  unpleasant  subject  It  would  be  a 
satisfaction  to  me,  and  I  should  think,  to  yourself^ 
that  the  unopened  letter  in  Mr.  Hodgson's  posses- 
sion, (supposing  it  to  prove  your  own,)  should  be 
returned  '^in  state  quo^  to  the  writer,  particularly 
as  you  expressed  yourself  *  not  quite  easy  under  the 
manner  in  which  I  dwelt  on  its  miscarriage.' 

*'A  few  words  more,  and  I  shall  not  trouble 
YOU  further.  I  felt,  and  still  feel  very  much  flat- 
tered by  those  parts  of  tout  correspondence  which 
held  out  the  prospect  of  our  becoming  acquainted. 
If  I  did  not  meet  them  in  the  first  instance  as  per- 
haps I  ought,  let  the  situation  in  which  I  was 
placed  be  my  defence.  You  have  now  dedared 
Yourself  Moitsjled,  and  on  that  point  we  are  no 
lonser  at  issue.  If,  therefore,  you  still  retain  any 
wish  to  do  me  the  honor  you  hmted  at,  I  shall  be 
most  happy  to  meet  you,  when,  where,  and  how  you 
please,  and  I  presume  you  voll  not  attribute  my 
saying  thus  mudi  to  any  unworthy  motive. 

"  I  have  the  honor  to  remain,  &c/' 


LETTSB  CYIL 


TO  USU  MOOBB. 


Mt  Dsab  HABims, 

**  I  will  write  again,  but  don't  suppose  I  mean  to 
lay  such  a  tax  on  your  poi  and  patience  as  to  ex- 
pect regular  replies.  When  you  are  inclined, 
write ;  when  silent,  I  shall  have  the  consolation  oi 
knowing  that  you  are  better  employed.  Yesterday, 
Bland  and  I  called  on  Mr.  Miller,  who,  being  then 
out,  will  call  on  Bland  to-day  or  to-morrow.  I  shall 
certainly  endeavor  to  bring  them  together.  You  are 
censorious,  child;  when  you  are  a  little  older,  you 
will  leam  to  dislike  every  body,  but  abuse  nobo^. 

**  With  regard  to  the  person  of  whom  you  speak, 
your  own  good  sense  must  direct  you.  I  never  pre- 
tend to  advise,  being  an  implicit  believer  in  the  old 
nroverb.  This  present  frost  is  detestable.  It  is  the 
first  I  have  felt  these  three  years,  though  I  longed 
for  one  in  the  oriental  summer,  when  no  such 
thing  is  to  be  had,  unless  I  had  gone  to  the  top  of 
Hymettus  for  it. 

**  I  thank  you  most  truly  for  the  concluding  part 
of  your  letter.  I  have  been  of  late  not  much  ao- 
customed  to  kindness  from  any  quarter,  and  I  am 
not  the  less  nleased  to  meet  with  it  again  from  one 
where  I  had  Known  it  earliest.  I  have  not  changed 
in  all  my  ramblings,— Harrow  and,  of  course,  your- 
self never  left  me  and  the 

'DidM  w— tahnUBT  li|w» 

attended  me  to  the  very  spot  to  which  that  sentenee 
aUudes  in  the*mind  o|  the  fallen  Argive.  Our  inti- 
macy besan  before  we  began  to  date  at  all,  and  it 
rests  witn  you  to  continue  it  till  the  hour  which 
must  number  it  and  me  widi  the  things  that  wen. 

**  Do  read  mathematics. — I  should  think  X-  piu» 
Fat  least  as  amusing  as  the  Curse  of  Kehama,  and 
much  more  intelligible.  Master  S.'s  poems  are,  in 
fact,  what  parallel  lines  might  be— "via.,  prolonged 
ad  ii^/lnUuin  without  meeting  any  thing  half  so  ab- 
surd as  themselves. 

'  Wlnt  newa,  what  nevi  ?  Cttieen  Oreaoa, 
WhiU  aawi  of  Mribblers  flvcf 


••Sib, 


S,  m,  Janwi'h  rtMt,  Nor.  1, 1811. 


**  As  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  interrupt  your  8un- 
days's  engagement,  if  Monday,  or  any  other  day 
of  the  ensuing  week,  would  be  equally  convenient 
to  yourself  and  friend,  I  will  then  have  the  honor 
of  accepting  his  invitation.  Of  the  professions  of 
esteem  with  which  Mr.  Rogers  has  honored  me,  I 
cannot  but  feel  proud,  tnough  undeserving.  I 
should  be  wanting  to  mvseliif  insensible  to  the 

Eaise  of  such  a  man :  ana  should  my  approaching 
terview  with  him  and  his  friend  lead  to  any  degree 
of  intimacy  with  both  or  either,  I  shall  regard  our 
past  correspondence  as  one  of  the  happiest  events 
of  my  life.       '*  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 

**  Your  very  sincere  and  obedient  servant, 

"Btboh." 
96 


All  dama'd,  (boagh  jei  •»*«.* 

*  Coleridge  is  leetorlng.  *Many  an  old  fool,' 
said  Hannibal  to  some  such  lecturer,  *  but  such  ai 
this,  never.'  "  Ever  yours,  &c" 


LETTER  CIX. 

TO  MB.  HABNB88. 

S,  8L  Jaiiwi*^  ittMl,  Dm.  8, 1811. 

<  Behold  a  most  formidable  sheet,  without  gilt  or 
black  edging,  and  consequently  very  vulgar  and  in* 
decorous,  particularly  to  one  of  your  precision: 
but  this  being  Sunday,  I  can  procure  no  better,  and 
will  atone  for  ite  length  by  not  filling  it.  Bland  1 
have  not  seen  since  my  last  letter ;  but  on  Tuesday 
he  dines  with  me  and  will  meet  M  *  *  e,  the  epi« 
tome  of  all  that  is  exquisite  in  poetical  or  personal 
accomplishmente.  How  Bland  has  settled  with 
Miller,  I  know  not.  I  have  very  little  interest  with 
eiUier,  and  they  must  arrange  their  concerns  ac- 
cording to  their  own  gusto.  I  have  done  my  en 
deavors,  at  four  reqttett,  to  brins  them  together, 
and  hope  they  may  agree  to  their  mutual  advan- 
tage. 

**  Coleridge  has  been  lecturing  against  CampbelL 
Rogers  was  present,  and  from  him  I  derive  the  in- 
formation. We  are  going  to  mske  a  party  to  hear 
this  Manichean  of  poesy.  Pole  is  to  manr  Miss 
Long,  and  will  be  a  very  miserable  dog  for  all  that 
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The  pfwtBt  nialiton  am  ta  MBtiMM,  «i4  kk 
majestj  dbM  eontfame  in  the  lame  state.  80  thare'e 
folly  end  madness  for  yon  both  in  a  breath. 

**  I  nerer  heard  of  but  one  man  truly  fortunate, 
and  he  was  Beaumarchais,  the  author  of  Figaro, 
who  buried  two  wives  and  gained  three  lawaulta  be- 
fore he  was  thirty. 

*'  And  now,  ehild,  what  art  thou  doing  ?  lUadmf, 
I  trutt.  I  want  to  see  you  take  a  degree.  Remem- 
ber, this  is  the  most  important  period  of  your  life; 
and  don*t  disappoint  your  papa  and  your  aunt,  and 
all  your  kin^besides  myself.  Don't  you  know  that 
all  male  children  ore  begotten  for  the  express  purpoee 
of  being  graduates  ?  and  that  even  I  am  an  A.  M., 
though  now  1  became  so  the  Public  Orator  only  con 
resolve.  Besides,  you  are  to  be  a  priest ;  and  to  con- 
fute Sir  William  Prummond's  late  book  about  the 
Bible,  (printed,  but  not  published,)  and  all  other 
inidels  whatever.  Now  leaTe  master  H.'s  gig,  and 
master  8.'i  Sapphics,  and  becomes  as  immortal  as 
Cambridge  can  make  you, 

**  You  see,  Mio  Canssimo,  what  a  pestilent  cor- 
respondent I  am  likely  to  become;  but  then  yon 
shall  be  as  quiet  at  Ncwstend  as  you  please,  and  I 
won't  disturb  your  studies,  as  I  do  now.  When  do 
you  fix  the  day,  that  I  may  take  you  up  according 
to  contract  ?  Hodgson  talks  of  making  a  third  in 
our  journey:  but  we  can't  stow  him,  inside  at 
least.  Positively  you  shall  go  with  me  as  was 
agreed,  and  don't  let  me  have  any  of  your  poUtease 
to  H.  on  the  occasion.  I  shall  mana^  to  arrange 
for  both  with  a  little  contrivance,  i  wish  H.  was 
not  ouite  so  fat,  and  we>  should  pack  better.  Has 
he  left  off  vinous  liquors  ?  He  is  an  excellent  soul ; 
but  I  don't  think  water  would  improve  him,  at 
least  mtemally.  Ton  wiU  w|pt  to  know  what  I  am 
doin£— ehewing  tobaoeo. 

"  Yon  see  nothing  of  my  allies,  Serope  Davies 
and  Matthews  they  don't  snit  yon ;  and  how  does 
it  happen  that  I-^rho  am  a  pipUn  of  the  same 
pottery— continue  in  your  good  graoes  ?  Oood 
night,-*!  will  go  in  the  morning. 

**  Dec.  9.— In  a  morning  I'm  always  sullen,  and 
to-day  is  as  sombre  as  myself.  Rain  and  mist  are 
worse  than  a  sirocco,  particularly  in  a  beef-eating 
and  beer-drinking  country.  My  bookseller,  Caw- 
thome,  has  just  left  me,  and  tells  me.  nith  a  most 
important  face,  that  he  is  in  treaty  for  a  novel  of 
Madame  D'Arblay*s,  for  which  one  thousand  gui- 
neas are  asked  ?  He  wants  me  to  read  the  MS.  (if 
he  obtaaae  it,)  wUeh  I  shall  do  with  pleasure ;  but 
I  ahonld  be  very  cautious  in  venturing  an  opinion 
on  her  whose  OedUa  Dr.  Johnson  superintended. 
If  he  lends  it  to  me,  I  shall  put  it  into  the  hands  of 
Rogers  and  Moore,  who  are  truly  men  of  taste.  I 
have  filled  the  sheet,  and  beg  your  pardon ;  I  will  not 
do  it  i«ain.  I  shall,  perhaps,  write  again,  but  if 
not,  believe,  silent  or  scribbling,  that  I  am, 

'•  My  dearest  William,  ever,  fto.' 


thsfetinthnprifcesuM 
y  roughly. 


tBTTEB  ex. 
TO  m.  EOMI8OV. 

London,  Dm.  I^ISU. 

« I  sent  yen  a  sad  Tale  of  Three  Friars  the  other 
day  and  now  take  a  dose  in  another  style.  I  wrote 
It  a  day  or  two  Sj^o,  on  hearing  a  song  of  former 
days. 

•  Awuj,  %WMf,  f  notet  of  wo/  ao.,  a*.' 

'*  I  have  gotten  %  book  by  Sir  W.  Drummond, 
fprinted,  but  not  published,)  entitled  (Epipns  Ju- 
daicus,  in  which  he  attempts  to  prove  the  sreater 
part  of  the  Old  Testament  an  allegory,  particidary 
Oenests    and   Joshua.     He  professes  nimaelf   a 


tiMlitesliMr 

pretation  very  roughly.  I  wish  yon  couUiMit 
Mr.  W  •  •  has  lent  it  me,  and  X  oonfess,  ts  m  it 
is  worth  fifty  Watsons. 

"  You  and  Harness  must  fix  on  the  time  is 
your  visit  to  Newstead ;  I  can  eonunand  puu  li 
jouT  wish,  nnless  any  tlung  partieolar  oecazs  iatki 
mterim  *  *  Bland  dines  with  me  on  Taetd»y  to 
meet  Moore.  Coleridge  has  attacked  the  '  Plesnni 
of  Hope,'  and  all  other  pleasures  whatsoever.  Mi. 
Rogers  was  present,  ana  heard  himaelf,  indindif 
rowed  by  the  lecturer.  We  are  going  in  a  partf  to 
hear  the  new  Art  of  Poetry  by  this  leformed  idir 
matio ;  and  were  I  one  of  these  poetical  lumiBuie^ 
or  of  sufficient  consequence  to  be  noticed  by  tke 
man  of  lectures,  I  should  not  hear  him  witboutu 
answer.  For,  you  know,  *  an'  a  man  wiU  be  be&tci 
with  brains,  he  shall  never  keep  a  cleui  doableL' 
Campbell  will  be  desperately  annoyad.  I  aeTcr  lav 
a  man  (and  of  him  I  have  seen  very  little)  so  letui- 
tive  ;~^rhat  a  happy  temperament  1  I  am  sorrr  fo 
it ;  what  can  h«  fear  fr*im  criticism  ?  I  dou't  kno* 
if  Bland  has  seen  Miller,  who  waa  to  call  oa  hia 


To-day  is  the  Sabbath,— a  day  I  never  psss  f\m 
antl^,  but  at  Cambridge ;  and,  even  there,  the  or 
gnn  is  a  sad  reraenbianeer.  Things  are  stagnast 
enough  in  town, — as  long  as  they  don't  retrognde, 
'tis  all  verv  well.  Hobhouae  writes,  and  writes,  and 
writes,  ana  is  an  author.  I  do  nothing  but  esebet 
tobacco.  I  wish  parliament  were  aeaembled,  that  I 
may  hear,  and  perhaps  some  day  be  heard  ;  bttt«s 
this  point  I  am  not  venr  sanguine.    I  have  muj 

Slans;  sometimes  I  thmk  of  the  EastagsiA,i» 
early  beloved  Greece.  1  am  well,  but  vaaklf. 
Yesterday  Kinnaird  told  me  I  lookea  very  iU,  ua 
sent  me  home  happy. 

**  You  will  never  give  up  wine ; — tee  what  it » t» 
be  thirtv ;  if  you  were  six  years  younger  you  mi^t 
leave  oif  anv  thins.  You  drink  snd  repent,  youR* 
peut  and  drink.  Is  Sorope  still  interesting  »o^^ 
valid }  And  how  does  Hlnde  with  hia  cursed  cben- 
istry  ?  To  Harness  I  have  written,  and  be  hu  writ- 
ten, and  we  have  all  written,  and  nave  nothing  so* 
to  do  but  write  again^  till  death  splits  up  the  p« 
and  the  scribbler. 

"The  Alfred  has  three  hundred  and  fifty-fovcaa- 
didates  for  six  vacancies.  The  cook  has  ms  av<T 
and  left  ns  liable,  which  makes  our  committee  Tsy 
plaintive.  Master  Brook,  our  head  serving  oumi  ^ 
the  ffout,  and  our  new  cook  is  none  of  ^e  best.  I 
speaa  from  report,*«-for  what  is  cookery  to  alegmU' 
nous-eating  ascetic  ?  So  now  vou  know  as  much  « 
the  matter  as  I  do.  Books  ana  quiet  are  still  theiei 
and  they  may  dress  their  dishes  m  their  own  wiy  is 
me.  Let  me  know  your  determination  »» to  Nt*- 
stead,  and  believe  me,  *'  Yours  ever, 


LETTER  CXI. 

TO  XS.  HODOSOX. 

«i,  at  JanwiV  Hiwt,  Dm.  n,  UU* 

<*  Why,  Hodgson  I  I  fear  von  have  left  off  wiot 
and  me  at  the  same  time,— I  liave  written,  and  vnt* 
ten,  and  written,  and  no  answer !  MydesroirEd^* 
water  disagrees  with  you,— drink  sack  and  ^w*- 
Bland  did  not  come  to  his  appointment,  being  «>* 
well,  but  Moore  supplied  all  other  vacancies  mon 
delectably.  I  have  hopes  of  his  joining  us  at  Ise^ 
stead.  I  am  sure  you  would  like  him  more  and  iboi* 
as  he  developes,— at  least  I  do. 

*  *  flow  Miller  and  Bland  go  on,  I  don't  know.  CJ* 
thome  talks  of  being  in  treaty  for  a  novel  of  V 
D'Arblay's,  and  if  he  obtains  it  (at  one  thottstnj 
guineas ! !)  wishes  me  to  see  the  MS.  T^s  I  cbootf 
fead  with  plea8ure,-^ot  tiiat  I  should  ever  dji«  " 
venture  a  ^tioAsm  on  her  whose  writings  Dr.  Joo"' 


vaaaa. 
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ML  OHM  rtriMd,  )mt  fiv  tiw  plwiwi  of  tbe  thiu 
f  mT  worthy  publuher  wanted  a  second  opinion,  1 
•honid  fond  toe  US,  to  Rogon  and  Moore»  as  men 
Wioet  alive  to  true  taste.  I  nave  had  frequent  letters 
from  Wm.  HamesS}  and  yon  are  silent;  certes,  you 
are  not  a  schoolboy.  Howerer,  I  have  the  consoU' 
tkm  of  knowing  you  are  better  employed,  viz.  rcTiew- 
inff.  Yon  don't  deserre  that  I  should  add  another 
»yUable,  and  I  won't.  **  Yours.  Ac 

**  P.  S.  I  only  wait  for  your  answer  to  nx  our 
Meting." 


LBTTEB  CXn. 

TO  KB.  HAKNB8S. 

•*  8,  Bt  Jmdm'i  rtml.  Dm.  If,  IBll. 

**  I  wrote  you  an  answer  to  your  last,  which  on  re- 
flection, pleases  me  as  littie  as  it  probablT  has 
g leased  yourself.  I  will  not  wait  for  tout  rejomder ; 
at  proceed  to  tell  you,  that  I  had  lust  then  been 
greeted  with  an  epistle  of  *«'s,  ftdl  of  his  petty 
grieranoes,  and  this  at  the  moment  when  (from  cu> 
enmstanoes  it  is  not  necessary  to  enter  upon)  I  was 
bearing  up  against  recollections  to  which  Ma  imagi- 
nary sufferings  are  as  a  scratch  to  a  cancer.  These 
tbings  combined,  put  me  out  of  humor  with  him  and 
•11  mankind.  The  latter  part  of  my  life  has  been  a 
perpetual  struggle  against  affections  which  embit- 
tered the  earliest  portion ;  and  though  I  flatter  my- 
aelf  I  have  in  a  great  measure  conquered  them,  yet 
there  are  moments  (and  this  was  one)  when  I  sm 
as  foolish  as  formerly.  I  never  said  so  much  before, 
nor  had  I  said  this  now,  if  I  did  not  suspect  myself 
-of  having  been  rather  savage  in  my  letter,  end  wish 
to  inform  you  thus  much  of  the  cause.  You  know 
I  am  not  one  of  your  dolorous  gentlemen :  so  now 
let  as  laugh  again. 

*'  Yestmay  I  went  with  Moore  to  Sydenham  to 
visit  Campbell.  He  was  not  visible,  so  we  jog||[ed 
homeward,  merrily  enough.  To-morrow  I  dine  with 
Rogers,  and  am  to  hear  Coleridge,  who  is  a  kind  of 
rage  at  present.  Last  night  I  saw  Kemble  in  Corio- 
lanus  ;--he  wot  ghriom,  and  exerted  himself  won- 
derfully. By  good  luek,  I  got  an  excellent  place  in 
the  best  part  of  the  house,  which  was  more  than 
overflowing.  Clare  and  Delaware,  who  were  there 
on  the  same  speculation,  were  less  fortunate.  I  saw 
them  by  aocident,-— we  were  not  tooether.  I  wished 
for  you,  to  gratify  your  love  of  Shakspeare  and  of 
fine  acting  to  its  fullest  extent.  Last  week  I  saw 
an  exhibition  of  a  different  kind  in  a  Mr.  Coates,  at 
the  Haymarket,  who  performed  Lothario  in  a  damned 
and  damnable  manner. 

**  I  told  you  of  the  fate  of  B.  and  H.  in  my  last. 
So  much  for  these  sentimentalists,  who  console 
themselves  in  their  stews  for  the  loss— the  never  to 
be  recovered  loss— the  despair  of  the  refined  attach- 
ment of  a  couple  of  drabs !  You  censure  my  life, 
Hsmess :  when  I  compare  myself  with  these  men, 
my  elders  and  my  betters,  I  r^y  begin  to  conceive 
myself  a  monument  of  prudence— a  walking  statue 
^without  feeling  or  faiung ;  and  yet  the  world  in 
general  hath  given  me  a  proud  pretadnence  over 
them  in  profligacy.  Yet  I  like  the  men,  and,  Ood 
knows,  ought  not  to  condemn  their  aberations.  But 
I  own  I  feel  provoked  when  they  dignify  aU  this  by 
the  name  of  fotw— lomantio  attachments  for  things 
marketable  tot  a  dollar ! 

"Dec  16 — I  have  just  received  your  letter.  I 
Iwl  your  kindness  very  deeply.  The  foregoing  part 
of  mv  letter,  written  yesterday,  will,  I  hope,  account 
for  the  tone  of  the  fonner,  tbough  it  cannot  excuse 
it  I  do  like  to  hear  f^om  you— more  than  Uke, 
Next  to  seeing  you,  I  have  no  neater  satisfaction. 
But  you  have  other  duties  ana  greater  pleasuresi 
and  I  should  regret  to  take  a  moment  from  either. 
H  •  •  was  to  call  to-day,  but  I  have  not  seen  him. 
rhs  circumstances  joa  mention  at  the  close  of  your 


letter  is  aiiotiier  proof  in  Ikvor  of  mv  opinion  o^ 
mankind.  Such  you  will  slways  find  tiiem— selflsh 
and  distrustfU.  I  except  none.  The  cause  of  tldi 
is  the  state  of  society.  In  the  world,  everv  one  it 
to  stir  for  himself— it  is  useless,  perhaps  suiish,  to 
expect  any  thing  from  his  neighbor.  But  I  do  not 
thmk  we  are  bom  of  this  disposftion ;  for  vou  And 
friendship  as  a  schoolboy,  and  love  enougn  before 
twenty. 

"  I  went  to  see  0  0 ;  he  keeps  me  in  town,  whero 
I  don't  wish  to  be  at  jMresent.  He  is  a  good  man, 
but  totally  without  conduct.  And  now,  my  dearest 
'William,  I  must  wish  you  good  morrow,  and  remain 
ever  most  sincerely  and  affectionately  yours,  fto  '* 
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"Mt  DbabMoobs, 

"  If  you  please,  we  will  drop  our  f<nnal  monoey^ 
lablee,  and  adhere  to  the  appellations  sanctioned  Vy 
our  godfathers  and  godmotners.  If  you  make  it  a 
point,  I  will  withdraw  your  name ;  at  the  same  time 
there  is  no  occasion,  as  I  have  this  day  postponed 
your  election  *  sine  die,'  till  it  shall  suit  your  wiriiee 
to  be  among  us.  I  do  not  say  this  from  anv  awk- 
wardness the  erasure  of  your  proposal  would  oeea^ 
sion  to  me,  but  simply  such  is  the  state  of  the  ease ; 
and,  indeed,  the  longer  vour  name  is  up,  the  stronger 
will  become  the  probaoilitv  of  suoctos,  and  your 
voters  more  numerous.  Ox  course  you  will  decide 
— ^your  wish  shall  be  mv  law.  If  my  seal  has  alreadv 
outrun  discretion,  pardon  me,  and  attribute  my  oflT- 
ciousness  to  an  excusable  motive. 

"  I  wish  you  would  go  down  with  me  to  yewstead. 
Hodgson  will  be  there,  and  a  young  friend,  named 
Harness,  the  earliest  and  dearest  1  ever  had,  ttom 
the  third  form  at  Harrow  to  this  hour.  I  csn  promise 
you  good  wine,  and,  if  you  like  shooting,  a  manor 
of  four  thousand  acres,  fires,  books,  your  own  free 
win,  and  my  own  very  Indifferent  company.  *  Bal- 
nea, vina  •  •'    •    e  0 

«*  Hodgson  wiU  plaffue  you,  I  fear,  with  verse  ;— 
for  my  own  part,  I  will  conclude,  with  Martial^  *  nfl 
recitaoo  tibi ; '  and  surely  the  last  inducement  is  not 
the  least.  Ponder  on  my  proposition,  and  beliew 
me,  my  dear  Moore,  **  Yours  ever, 

"Btww.- 


IiETTBB  CXIY. 

TO  MB.  XOOKB. 

««MtDbasMoou, 

"I  wish  very  much  I  eould  have  seen  yon(  I  tm 
in  a  state  of  ludicrous  tribulation. 

•        ooooooe 

**  Why  do  you  say  that  I  dislike  your  poes|r  ?  I 
have  expressed  no  such  opinion,  either  in  pnmi  or 
elsewhere.  In  soribblinK,  mvielf,  it  was  neoessaiy 
for  me  to  find  iknlt,  and  Tflxea  upon  tiw  trite  charge 
of  immorality,  because  I  could  discover  no  otiier, 
and  was  so  perfecUy  qualified,  in  the  innocence  ol 
my  heart,  to  *  pluck  that  mote  from  my  neighbor's 
eye.' 

«*  I  feel  very,  very  much  obliged  by  your  approbop 
tion ;  but,  at  thie  wtomeni,  praise,  even  your  paise, 
passes  by  me  like  <  the  idle  wind.'  I  meant  and  mean 
to  send  you  a  copy  the  moment  of  publication ;  but 
now,  I  can  think  of  nothing  but  damned,  deceitful, 
— daUghtful  woman,  as  Mr.  Liston  says  in  the  Knight 
of  Snowdon. 

"  Believe  ma,  i^y  dear  Moore,^        ^ 
"  Bver  youzt,  most  affaotieimtely» 


rso 


BTBOirS  WtXULS.   • 


LBTTBB  CXY. 


TO  SOBXET  KCSHTOV. 


«« I,  8L  luMi'k  tfTW,  Jaa.  tl.  mi 

••  Though  I  haTe  no  objection  to  joor  refutal  to 
•any  Uuir»  to  Mealey's,  you  will  take  cmre  that  the 
letters  mre  taken  by  Spero  at  the  proper  time.  I 
hare  alto  to  obeerre.  tnat  Suaan  [a  tenrant  in  the 
fiunily]  ia  to  be  treated  with  ciTility,  and  not  iiuulUd 
by  any  penon  over  whom  I  have  the  amalleet  con- 
trol, or,  indeed,  by  any  ono  whatever,  while  I  have 
the  power  to  orotect  her.  I  am  truly  torrv  to  have 
any  eubjcct  of  complaint  againit  you:  I  have  too 
good  an  opinion  of  you  to  think  I  •hall  have  occa- 
sion to  repeat  it,  after  the  care  I  have  taken  of  vou, 
and  my  favorable  intentions  in  your  behalf.  I  see 
Ao  occasion  for  any  communication  whatever,  be- 
tween fou  and  the  women,  and  wish  you  to  occupy 
yourself  in  preparing  for  the  situation  in  which  you 
will  be  placed.  If  a  common  sense  of  decency  can- 
not  prevent  you  from  conducting  yourself  towards 
them  with  rudeness,  I  should  at  least  hope  that  your 
MMi  mierett,  and  regard  for  a  master  who  has  never 
treated  you  with  unkindness,  will  have  some  weight. 
"Yours,  Ac, 

"Btbow. 

**  P.  S.*^!  wish  you  to  attend  to  your  arithmetie. 
to  occupy  yourself  in  surveying,  measuring,  and 
making  yourself  aconainted  with  every  particular 
relative  to  the  imnd  of  Newstead,  and  you  will  write 
to  ma  <me  letter  every  week,  that  I  may  know  how 
yoQ  go  on." 


LETTER  CXVI. 

TO  XOBBBT  BUSHTOir. 

"  8, 8L  JaOM'k  MM,  Jaa.  Mk  ISU. 

*'  Tour  rei^isal  to  can^  the  letter  was  not  a  sub- 
ject of  remonstrance ;  it  was  not  a  part  of  your 
Dusinets ;  but  the  Iwnguaj^e  you  used  to  the  girl  was 
(as  she  steted  it)  highlv  miproper. 

*'  You  say  that  you  also  have  something  to  com* 

Slain  of;  then  stote  it  to  me  immediately ;  it  would 
e  very  unfair,  and  very  contrary  to  my  disposition, 
not  to  hear  both  sides  of  the  question. 

**  If  any  thin^  has  passed  between  you  b^ore  or 
•inee  my  last  visit  to  Newstead,  do  not  be  afraid  to 
mention  it.  I  am  sure  you  would  not  deceive  me, 
though  ehe  would.  Whatever  it  is,  you  shall  be  for- 
inven.  I  have  not  been  without  some  suspicions  on 
the  subject,  and  am  certain  that,  at  your  time  of 
life,  the  blame  eonld  not  attach  to  you.  You  will 
not  eoneuU  anv  one,  as  to  your  answer,  but  write  to 
■M  inmediatsiiy.  I  shall  be  more  ready  to  hear 
what  you  have  to  advanoe,  aa  I  do  not  remember 
ever  to  have  heard  a  word  flrom  you  before  agtUntt 
any  human  being,  which  convinces  me  yon  would 
not  malidonsly  assert  an  untruth.  There  is  not  any 
•ne  who  can  do  the  least  iigury  to  vou  while  you 
•onduot  yooiself  properly.  I  shall  expect  your 
inswer  Immediately.  *' Yours,  ftc, 

"Byboh." 


nv  heart  Instead  of  myUilMys,  H  wMUhsft  te 
all  the  better.  The  women  are  gone  to  Acir  n 
tives,  after  many  attempte  to  explain  w^  i 
alreadv  too  clear.  However,  I  have  onite  rsoom 
that  also,  and  only  wonder  at  mj  Maj  m  exee^ 
mv  own  strumpets  from  the  general  eocnptifls, 
albeit,  a  two  months'  weakness  is  better  tats  t 
years.  I  have  one  re<|ttest  to  make,  which  is,  mi 
mention  a  woman  agam  in  any  letter  to  rae,  orev 
allude  to  the  existence  of  the  sex.  I  won't  n 
read  a  word  of  the  feminine  gender ;  it  most  ill 

*  propria  que  maribus.' 

"  In  the  spring  of  1818  I  shall  leave  Englasd  i 
over.  Every  thing-  in  my  affairs  tends  to  this,  a 
my  inclinations  and  health  do  not  discowa^ 
Neither  my  habite  nor  constitution  are  improm  i 
your  customs  or  your  olimate.  I  shall  find  empk 
ment  in  making  myself  a  good  oriental  schoUr. 
shall  retain  a  mansion  in  one  of  the  fairest  iilu^ 
and  retrace,  at  intervals,  the  most  intensting  \^ 
tions  of  the  East.  In  the  mean  time,  I  am  i«ii» 
ing  m;|r  concerns,  which  will  (when  arranged)  w 
me  with  wealth— sufficient  even  for  home,  bi 
enough  for  a  principality  in  Turkey.  At  pma 
they  are  involved,  but  I  hope,  by  takmg  some  wm 
sarv  but  unpleasant  steps,  to  clear  evoj  tbiai 
Hobhottse  is  expected  dafly  in  London ;  we  i^ 
be  very  glad  to  see  him ;  and,  perhaps,  tot  « 
come  up  and  *  drink  deep  ere  he  depart,'  i/a^ 

*  Mahomet  must  go  to  the  mountain ;'  bat  da- 
bridge  will  bring  sad  recollections  to  him,  sad  ««« 
to  me,  though  for  very  diflisrent  reasons.  I  beiif<« 
the  only  human  being  that  ever  loved  me  in  tn^ 
and  entirely  was  of,  or  belonging  to,  Cambridge,  t^ 
in  that,  no  change  can  now  take  place,  ^oti 
one  consolation  in  death— where  he  sets  hi«f<^ 
the  impression  can  neither  be  melted  or  brokeo^ 
endureth  for  ever.  **  Yonis  always, 


LETTBB  cxym. 


to  MatTBB  JOKV  OOWBLXn 


LETTER  CIXVII. 

TO  MB.  HODGSON. 
^^  _  ••S.SLJuBM^rtmmVb.li.mi 

*<  Dbaji  Hodgson, 

"  I  send  vou  a  proof.  Last  week  I  was  very  ill 
and  eonfined  to  bed  with  stone  in  the  kidney,  but  I 
am  now  quite  recovered.    If  the  stone  had  got  into 


^ ji,f^"."» 

Mt  Dbab  Jokn, 

"  You  have  probably  long  ago  forgotten  tke*"* 
of  these  lines,  who  would,  perhaps,  be  unable  to  reef 
nise  yourtclf,  from  the  difference  which  mnit  wW* 
l^  have  taken  place  in  your  stature  and  •PP**3 
since  he  saw  you  last.  I  have  been  rambling  thrj 
Portugal,  Spain,  Greece,  &c.,  &c.,  for  some  rjl 
and  have  found  so  many  changes  on  my**^^^ 
It  would  be  very  unfair  not  to  expect  that  jona^i 
have  had  your  share  of  alteration  and  impiw**'* 
with  the  rest.  I  write  to  request  a  Civor  of  ?«>■* 
Uttle  boy  of  eleven  years,  the  son  of  Mr*  •J! 
particular  friend,  is  about  to  become  an  Etcs* 
and  I  should  esteem  any  act  of  proteetioo  or  i^ 
ness  to  him  as  an  obligation  to  myself;  \^  "Jf  t 
of  you  then  to  take  some  little  notice  of  v^ 
first,  till  he  is  able  to  shift  for  himself.      ^^ 

"  I  was  happy  to  hear  a  very  favorable  »«f*j 
vou  from  a  schoolfellow  a  few  weeks  ago,  •"■jf^i 
be  glad  to  learn  that  your  fkmfly  are  ss  «^^j 
wish  them  to  be.    I  presume  you  sre  in  *°*_'!Ii 

^"^^ 

disputed  your  superiority,  which  I  onfe  "J^jS 
in  a  cricket  match,  where  I  had  the  hon^^|L>3 
one  of  eleven,  who  were  beaten  to  their  hetfv 
tent  by  your  college  in  one  WMMMff.  ^  ^i 
*  Believe  me  to  be,  with  great  trsth,  *«•• ' 


UnTBBCL 


7»1 


USTTBB  CXIX 


TO  KK.  BOOAB8. 


•Mt  Dbab  Sir, 

*<  W!th  my  best  acknowledgments  to  Lord  Holland, 
t  have  to  offer  my  perfect  concurrence  in  the  pro- 
priety of  the  question  previously  to  be  put  to  m{nis> 
ters.  If  their  answer  is  in  the  negatire,  I  shall,  with 
his  lordship's  approbation,  gire  notice  of  a  motion 
for  a  Committee  of  Inquixr.  I  would  also  gladly 
arail  myself  of  his  most  able  advice,  and  an^  mfor- 
mation  or  documents  with  which  he  might  be 
pleased  to  intrust  me,  to  bear  me  out  in  the  state- 
ment of  fkcts  it  ma^  bo  necessary  to  submit  to  the 
House. 

*<From  all  that  fell  under  my  own  obserration 
durins  my  Christmas  risit  to  Newstead,  I  feel  con- 
▼incea  that,  if  conciliatory  measure  are  not  yery  soon 
adopted,  the  most  unhappy  consequences  may  be 
apprehended.  Nightly  outrage  and  daily  depreda- 
tion are  already  at  their  height,  and  not  only  the 
masters  of  firames,  who  are  obnoxious  on  account 
of  their  occupation,  but  persons  in  no  degree  con- 
nected with  the  malcontents  or  their  oppressors, 
are  liable  to  insult  and  pillage. 

*<  I  am  Terr  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  trouble 
vou  hare  taken  on  my  account,  and  beg  you  to 
belieye  me  OTer  your  obliged  and  sincere,  kc. 


LETTER  CXX. 

TO  LOBO  HOLLAND. 

"8  Sl  Jmbm'i  Mwl,  Fik  as,  181% 

"Mt  Lobd, 

**  With  my  best  thanks,  I  haye  the  honor  to  return 
the  Notts,  letter  to  your  lordship.  I  haye  read  it 
with  attention,  but  do  not  think  I  shall  yenture 
to  avail  myself  of  its  contents,  as  my  view  of  the 

Suestion  differs  in  some  measure  from  Mr.  Cold- 
am's.    I  hope  I  do  not  wrong  him,  but  hU  objec- 
tions to  the  bill  appear  to  me  to  be  founded  on 
certain  apprehensions  that  he  and  his  coadyutors 
■night  be  mistaken  for  the  *  original  eulrisers*  (to 
cjuote  him)  of  the  measure.    For  my  own  part,  I 
eonsider  the  mannfaeturers  as  a  much  ii\jurea  body 
of  men,  sacrificed  to  the  views  of  certain  mdividuals 
,    who  have  enriched  themselves  by  those  practices 
I     which  have  deprived  the  frame-workers  of  employ- 
I    ment.    For  instance ;— by  the  adoption  of  a  oertam 
,    kind  of  frame,  one  man  performs  the  work  of  seven 
,    —six  are  thus  thrown  out  of  business.    But  it  is  to 
be  observed  that  the  work  thus  done  is  far  inferior 
in  quality,  haidly  marketable  at  home,  and  hurried 
over  with  a  view  to  exportation.    Surely,  my  lord, 
however  we  may  reioice  in  any  improvement  in  the 
arts  which  may  be  beneficial  to  mankind,  we  must 
not  allow  mankind  to  be  sacrificed  to  improvements 
in  mechanism.    The  maintenance  and  welMoing 
of  the  industrious  poor  is  an  object  of  greater  con- 

ntsence  to  the  community  than  the  enrichment  of 
ew  monopolists  by  any  improvement  in  the 
implements  of  trade,  %Thich  deprives  the  workman 
of  nis  bread,  and  renders  the  laborer  *  unworthy  of 
his  hire.'  M^  own  motive  for  opposing  the  bill  is 
founded  on  its  palpable  injustice,  and  its  certain 
tnefficacy.  I  have  seen  the  state  of  these  miserable 
men,  and  it  is  a  disgrace  to  a  civilised  countnr. 
Their  excesses  may  be  condemned,  but  cannot  be 
subject  of  wonder.  The  efiect  of  the  present  bill 
would  be  to  drive  them  into  actual  rebellion.  The 
few  words  I  shall  venture  to  offer  on  Thursday  will 
be  founded  upon  these  opmions  formed  from  my 
own   obsenrations   on   the    spot.*      By   previous 


iaqniiy,  I  am  eoavlneed  these  men  would  have 
been  restored  to  employment,  and  the  county  tfO 
tranquility.  It  is,  perhaps,  not  yet  too  late,  and  is 
surely  worth  the  trial.  It  can  never  be  too  late  to 
employ  force  in  such  circumstances.  I  believe  your 
loroship  does  not  coincide  with  me  entirely  on  this 
subject,  and  most  cheerfully  and  sincere^  shall  I 
submit  to  your  superior  judgment  and  experience* 
and  take  some  other  line  of  argument  against  the 
bill,  or  be  silent  altogether,  should  you  deem  i* 
more  advisable.  Condemning,  as  every  one  muff< 
condemn,  the  conduct  of  these  wretches,  I  believe 
in  the  existence  of  grievances  which  call  rather  for 
pity  than  punishment.  I  have  the  honor  to  be* 
with  great  respect,  my  lord, 
**  Your  lordship's 

'*  Most  obedient  and  obliged  servant, 

"  Btbon. 
"P.  S.^I  am  a  little  apprehensive  that  your 
lordship  will  think  me  too  tenient  towards  tnese 
men,  and  half  ^ /ramt-irmker  mytelf,** 


LETTER  CXXL 

TO  KB.  HODOSOir. 
.,     _  ^  ••t.fltJiuoM'bMMl.Mmhf.tna. 

<*  Mt  Dbab  Hodgson, 

"  We  are  not  answerable  for  reports  of  speeches 
jn  the  papers,— they  are  always  given  incorrectly, 
and  on  this  oocasion  more  so  than  usual,  from  tho 
debate  in  the  Commons  on  the  same  night.  The 
Morning  Post  should  have  said  eighUen  years. 
However,  you  wHl  find  the  speech,  as  spoken,  ik 
the  Parliamentary  Register,  when  it  comes  out. 


papers,  and  Lords  Eldon  and  uairowby  answered 
me.  I  have  had  many  marvellous  eulogies  repeated 
to  me  since,  in  person  and  by  proxy,  from  divers 
persons  ministenal^yetL  mintsterial  I'—Ha  well  as 
oppositionists ;  of  them  I  shall  only  mention  Sir 
F.  Burdett.  He  says,  it  is  the  best  speech  byt 
lord  since  the  *  lAfrd  knows  when,*  probably  from  a 
fellow-feeling  in  the  sentiments.  Lord  H.  tells  me 
I  shall  beat  them  all  if  I  persevere,  and  Lord  O. 
remarked  that  the  construction  of  some  of  my 
periods  are  very  like  Burke*t!!  And  so  much  for 
vanity.  I  spoke  very  violent  sentences  with  a  sort 
of  modest  impudence,  abused  every  thing  and  every 
body,  and  put  the  Lord  Chancellor  very  much  out 
of  humor ;  and  if  I  may  believe  what  I  hear,  have 
not  lost  any  character  by  the  experiment.  As  to 
my  delivery,  )oud  and  fluent  enough,  perhaps  a 
little  theatriacal.  I  could  not  reconize  myself  or 
any  one  else  in  the  newspapers.       •       e       e 

"  My  poesy  comes  out  on  Saturday.  Hobhouse 
is  here ;  I  shall  tell  him  to  write.  My  stone  is  gone 
for  the  present,  but  I  fear  is  part  of  my  habit.  We 
all  talk  of  a  visit  to  Cambridge.    **  Yours  ever, 

"  B." 


LETTER  CXXII. 

TO  LOAD  HOLLAND. 

« IL  JuM'k  rtMt,  Much  I,  liU. 


Mt  Load, 
«*MayIr«. 
of  the  thing  whicli  aecompaniei  this  note 


**  May  I  request  your  Lordship  to  aoeept  a  eopy  * 
'     ?    Yim 


CtaOda  Harold.    To  Ui  riMor,  Mn.  L^c^  «m  of  tht  Im  p 
oofitef  «M  alw  wot,  «  Ml  the  lUkmliiff  InociljNto  In  ki^ 

To  Au^MUt  my  dMnrt  alilar,  and  ny  bM  frSmd,  wte  luaowlovvg 
much  benw  than  1  dawmd,  tth  trtono  ti  nwiiiiiil  lylMf>Mbr 
>  and  wan  nffintiiam  biathw,  **^ 


BTEOI^^B  WOEKS. 


I  * 


kave  already  *o  fuMj  proTed  the  truth  of  the  flrat 
line  of  Fope^B  couplet, 


that  T  Tong  for  an  opportunity  to  piTe  the  lie  to  the 
verie  lb  at  folio  wt.  If  I  were  not  perfectly  con- 
vmced  that  any  thing  I  may  hiTe  formerly  uttered 
in  the  boyish  rashness  of  my  miBplaccd  resentment 
bad  made  as  lUtle  impresAion  an  it  deacrvt'd  to 
nia.kei  1  should  hardly  ha  ire  the  confidence- — por- 
hapa  your  lordship  may  give  it  a  strouf^r  and 
more  appropriate  appellation- — to  send  vou  &  quarto 
of  the  s&me  scribbler.  But  your  lorflAhip,  I  am 
iojry  to  ohscrvc  to-day,  is  troubled  with  the  gout  i 
if  toy  book  ean  produce  a  lattgk  against  itself  or 
the  author,  it  will  be  of  some  Ecrviec.  If  it  can  set 
you  to  sleep,  the  benefit  will  be  yet  greater ;  and  as 
«moo  facet ii>u^  personage  observed  half  a  century 
ago,  that  '  poetry  is  a  mere  drug,*  I  offer  you  mine 
as  an  humble  assistant  to  the  '  e*o  jnr-^cinale/  I 
trust  yon  will  forgive  this  and  all  my  other  buffoon* 
eries,  and  believe  me  to  be,  with  great  respeetj 
"  ifom  lard^hip^i  ojiliged  and  aLnecre  e^rrant^ 


In  relatioa  to  the  folio  wing  notu  of  Lord  Byron, 
Mr,  Moore  says  :^ 

"Not  long  after  the  publication  of  Childe  Harold 
the  noble  author  paid  me  a  visit}  one  momiog}  and, 
putting  a  letter  into  my  hands,  which  he  had  just 
ireceived,  requested  that  I  would  undertake  to 
munogc  fur  him  whatever  proceedings  it  might 
render  necessary.  This  letter,  I  found,  had  been 
delivered  to  him  by  Mr*  Leckie,  (a  gentleman  well 
known  by  a  work  on  Sicilian  affairs,)  and  earns 
from  a  once  active  and  popular  member  of  the 
faBhionable  world,  Colonel  Grcville, — ita  purport 
being  to  require  of  hia  lordship,  as  author  of  '  tnz- 
liah  Bwrdfl,  Jtc,/  »uGh  reparation  at  it  was  in  hiB 
power  to  make  for  the  injury  which,  aa  Colonel 
Grevillo  cooceived,  certain  paasagea  in  that  Satire, 
reflecting  upon  his  conduct,  as  manager  of  ths 
Argyle  Imititution,  were  calculated  to  inflict  upon 
hi**  charactcrH,  In  the  appeal  of  the  gallant  colonel, 
there  were  some  ex  press  ions  of  rather  an  angry 
cast,  which  Lord  Byron,  though  fully  conscioui  of 
the  length  to  which  he  himself  had  gone,  waa  but 
little  inclined  to  brook,  and  on  my  returning  the 
Utter  into  his  hands,  ho  said,  *  To  euch  a  letter  as 
that  there  can  be  but  one  sort  of  answer,*  He 
o^cd,  however,  to  truat  the  matter  entirely  to  my 
di2Scretion,  and  I  lia<l,  tihortly  after,  an  interricw 
with  the  friend  of  Colonel  Gfcville*  By  thia  gen- 
tleman, who  wa*  then  an  utter  stranger  to  me,  I 
was  received  with  much  courtesy,  and  with  every 
disposition  to  bring  the  affair  intrusted  to  ua  to  an 
amicable  issue.  On  my  premising  that  the  tone  of 
bis  friend's  letter  stood  in  the  way  of  negotiation, 
and  that  some  obnoxious  expressions  which  it  cou" 
t&inF-d  muat  be  removed  before  I  could  proceed  a 
iingle  step  towards  CKplanation,  ho  most  readily 
consented  to  remoT©  this  obstacle.  At  his  rcooest 
I  drew  a  pen  aeroti  the  parts  I  considered  oojec- 
tionable,  and  ho  undertook  to  send  me  the  lettt^, 
'e-wfiLten,  next  morning.  In  the  mean  time,  t 
'eceived  from  Lord  Byron  the  following  paper  for 
my  guidjmce/* 


"  With  regard  to  the  passage  on  Mr,  Way's  loss, 
no  unfjiir  play  was  hinted  at,  as  may  be  seen  by 
rcfemog  to  the  book  ;  and  it  is  expressly  e tided 
that  x\\i 'mcm€ige7-B  \cere  ignorant  of  that  transaction. 
As  to  the  prcTalence  of  play  at  the  Argyle,  it  can 
not  bo  denied  that  there  were  hiiliardt  and  dice ; — 

l^rd  B.  haa  been  a  witness  to  the  use  of  both  at  |  ungrateful.     I  reallv  was  not  aw 
the  Argyle  Rooms.     These,  it  is  presumed,  come 
ond^  the  denomination  of  play.   If  play  b«  ailowad^ 


the  Frvsideni  of  the  Inititntio 
plain  of  being  termed  the  '  Ai 
what  becomes  of  hii  authority  ? 

' '  Lord  B  has  no  periional  ai: 
GreTille,  A  public  lUBtitution, 
self,  wan  a  subscriber,  he  con 
hare  a  tight  to  notice  pubiiety^ 
Colonel  Grevillc  was  the  avowed 
late  to  enter  into  the  disctUMic 
demerits. 

'*Lord  B.  must  leavo  th« 
reparatiun,  for  the  real  or  supp 
on  el  G.*s  friend*  and  Mr*  Mooro, 
B.— begging  them  to  recollect 
consider  Colonel  G.^'a  honor,  I 
maintain  his  owiir  If  the  bufiiti 
amicably,  Lord  B,  will  do  as 
ou^fht  to  be  done  by  a  man  of  h 
dilation  ;— if  not/ he  must  sat 
the  manner  moat  condnciTe  to  hi 


*'  In  the  morning  T  received  tllj 
form,  from  Mr.  Leckie,  with  tht 

**'Mt  DkaB  Siu, 

"  '  I  found  my  friend  very  il 
however,  managed  to  copy  the 
alterations  proposed.  Perhaps 
see  me  in  the  momLng  ;  I  shall 
to  see  you  any  time  till  tweW 
rather  wish  me  to  call  on  you, 
obey  your  summons.  **  *  Yoi 

**  With  such  facilities  toward 
almost  needless  to  add,  that  tl 
delay  in  settling  the  matter  amic 


LETTER  CXX: 

TO  ME.  WILLIAK  %i 

Mt  BeAB  Bi.N'KES, 

"  I  feel  rather  hurt  (not  KiiTagi 
you  made  to  me  laiit  night,  and  i 
was  only  one  of  your/5ro/a*j«f  iest! 
sorry  that  any  part  of  m}  bchavi 
cause  to  suppose  thi^t  I  think  h 
otherwise  of  you,  than  I  hai^e  al 
assure  you  that  I  afii  as  much  th 
servants  as  at  Trin.  Coll, ;  and  if 
home  when  you  favored  me  vrith 
more  mine  than  yours*  In  the 
parties  p  there  is,  tfu  re  can  be,  no 
tion  J  but  when  I  ran  enjoy  it,  t 
can  prefer  to  your  own. 

*■  Believe  me  ever  faithfully 
*^  And  moat  affectionaj 


LETTEE  CSX] 


TO  USL   WILLIAM   BJ 


«  Mtt  Dkae  Banker, 

"  My  eagerness  to  come  t^ian 
trust,  convinced  you  that  whai 
manner  might  inadvertently  be, 
unintentional  as  {if  intended)  i 


were  together,  I  hadf  evinced  sndi 
'  were  not  so  much  in  «aoh  othcf  *■  i 


Lti^LJ 


■W 
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aare  wishiid,  t  W€ll  kiiifir,  bat  t  think  so  aeuie  an 
p&ft^  rr«r  m  yonreelf  must  have  perceived  enough  to 
txpioin  ihitt  witihout  tfnpinosfn^  any  slight  to  one  in 
whose  society  I  have  pnde  and  pleasure.  Recollect 
that  I  do  not  allude  here  to  '  extended '  or  *  extend- 
ing '  acquaintances,  but  to  circumstances,  you  wiU 
miderstand,  I  ^nk,  on  a  little  reflection. 

'*  And  now,  my  dear  Bankes,  do  sot  distresi  me 
by  supposing  that  I  can  think  of  you,  or  you  of  me, 
otherwise  than  I  trast  we  have  long  thought  Ton 
told  me  not  long  ago  that  my  temper  was  improved, 
and  I  should  be  sorry  that  opinion  should  be  re- 
Toked.  Believe  me,  your  friendship  is  of  more  ac- 
count to  me  than  all  those  abswd  vanities  in  irhi6h, 
I  fear,  you  conceive  me  to  take  too  much  interest. 
I  have  never  disputed  your  superiority,  or  doubted 
(seriously)  your  good  win,  and  no  one  shall  ever 
*  make  mischief  between  us '  without  the  sincere 
regret  on  the  part  of  yovut  ever  affectionate,  &c. 

**  P.  8.  I  snail  see  you,  I  hope»  at  Lady  Jersey's. 
Hobhouse  goes  also/' 


K<yTB8  TO  U.  XOOftB. 

*  "HiMchii.nii. 

"Know  all  men  by  thes^  present,  that  you, 
Thomas  Moore,  stand  indicted— no-— invited,  by 
special  and  particular  solicitation,  to  Lady  Caro- 
Ime  Lamb's,  to-morrow  even,  at  half-past  nine 
o'clock,  where  you  will  meet  with  a  civil  reception 
and  decent  entertainment.  Pray,  come— I  was  so 
examined  after  you  this  morning,  that  I  entreat  you 
to  answer  in  person.    Believe  me,  Ac." 


.^ 


LETTER  CXXV. 


TO  tOED  HOLLJLNU. 


(f.   ha] 


"I  should  have  answered  yonr  note  yesterday, 
but  I  hoped  to  have  seen  you  this  morning.  J 
must  consult  with  yon  lUiout  the  day  we  dine  with 
Sir  Francis.  I  suppose  we  shall  meet  at  Lady  Spen- 
cer's to-night,  i  did  not  know  that  you  were  at 
Jiiss  Berry's  the  other  night,  or  I  uiould  have 
certainly  gone  there. 

"  Aj  nsual,  I  am  in  all  sorts  of  scrapes,  though 
■lone,  at  present,  of  a  martial  description.  Believe 
■ne,  &o." 

<«Mk7*»18IS. 

*<  I  am  too  proud  of  being  your  fHend  to  care 
with  whom  I  am  linked  in  your  estimation,  and, 
Ood  knows,  I  want  friends  more  at  this  time  than 
at  any  other.  I  am  *  taking  care  of  myself  to  no 
great  purpose.  If  you  knew  my  situation  in  every 
point  of  view,  you  would  excuse  apparent  and  unin- 
tentional neglect.  •  •  •  •  I  shall  leave  town, 
I  think  ;  but  do  not  you  leave  it  without  seeing  me. 
I  wish  you,  from  my  soul,  every  happiness  you  can 
wish  yourself;  and!  think  vou  have  taken  the  road 
to  secure  it.  Peace  be  witn  you !  I  fear  she  has 
abandoned  me.    Ever,  ftc." 

"id^rSStisis. 

**  On  Monday,  after  sitting  np  all  night,  I  saw 
Bellineham  launched  into  eternity,  and  at  three  the 
same  oiav  I  saw  *  *  launched  into  the  countrv.    *  * 

*'  I  believe  in  the  beginning  of  June,  I  snail  be 
down  ft>r  a  few  days  in  Notts.    If  so,  I  shall  beat 

Sou  np  *en  passant'  v4th  Hobhouse,  who  is  en- 
eavonng  like  yon  and  every  body  else,  to  keep  me 
out  of  scrapes. 

"  I  meant  to  have  written  you  a  lonff  letter,  but  I 
And  I  cannot.  If  any  thing  remarkable  occurs,  you 
will  hear  it  from  me— if  good ;  if  badt  there  are 
»lenty  to  tell  it.  In  the  mean  time  do  yon  be 
ippy.  Ever  yours,  ftc. 
**  P  8.  Mv  best  Wishes  aad  respeots  to  Mrs. 
Moore,-^he  is  beantifiiL  I  mav  say  so  even  to 
yon,  for  I  nersr  was  more  atnck  with  n  oovaCe- 


**Mt  DajL&  Lord, 

**  I  most  appear  very  ungrateful,  and  have,  indeed, 
been  very  negligent,  but  till  last  night  I  was  not 
apprized  of  Lady  Holland's  restoration,  and  I  shall 
oaU  to-morrow  to  have  the  satisfaction,  I  trust,  of 
hearing  that  she  is  well. — ^I  hope  tlvit  neitiier  poU- 
tics  nor  gout  have  assailed  your  lordship  since  I 
last  saw  you,  and  that  you  also  are  *a6  well  as 
could  be  expected.' 

**  The  other  night,  at  a  ball,  I  was  presented  by 
order,  to  our  gracious  Regent,  who  honored  me  >vith 
some  conversation,  and  professed  a  predilection  for 
poetry.  I  confess  it  was  a  most  unexpected  honor, 
and  I  thought  of  poor  Brummell's  adventure,  with 
some  apprehensions  of  a  similar  blunder.  I  have 
now  great  hope,  in  the  event  of  Mr.  Pye's  decease, 
of  *  warbling  truth  at  court,'  like  Mr.  Mallett,  of 
indifferent  memory.— Consider  one  hundred  marks 
a  year  I  beaides  the  wine  and  the  disgrace ;  but  then 
remorse  would  make  me  drown  myself  in  my  own 
butt  before  the  year's  end,  or  the  finishing  of  my 
first  dithyrambio.  So  that,  after  all,  I  shall  not 
meditate  our  laureate's  death  by  pen  or  poison. 

"  Will  yon  present  my  best  respects  to  Lady  Hoi* 
land,  and  believe  me  hers  and  yours  very  sincerely." 


LETTER  CXXTI. 

TO  8IK  WALTSB  SCOTT,  BAHT. 


(8nt, 


**9l  Jmim'i  ■irasi,  Ja|7  «,  109. 


'*  I  have  lust  been  honored  with  your  letter.— I 
feel  sorry  that  you  should  have  thought  it  worth 
while  to  notice  the  *  evU  works  of  my  non-age,'  as 
the  thing  is  suppressed  volunUtriiy,  and  your  ex- 

Slanation  is  too  xind  not  to  give  me  pam.  The 
atire  was  written  when  I  was  very  young  and  very 
angry,  and  fully  bent  on  displayina  my  wrath  and 
my  wit,  and  now  I  am  haunted  by  the  ^osts  of  mr 
wholesale  assertions.  I  cannot  sufficiently  thauK 
you  for  your  praise ;  and  now,  waiving  myself,  let 
me  talk  to  you  of  the  Prince  Resent.  He  ordered 
me  to  be  presented  to  him  at  a  baU ;  and  after  some 
sa3rings  peculiarly  pleasing  ftom  royal  lips,  as  to  my 
own  attempts,  he  talked  to  me  of  you  ana  your  im- 
mortalities :  he  preferred  you  to  every  bard  past  and 
present,  and  asked  which  of  your  works  pleased  me 
most.  It  was  a  difficult  question.  I  answered,  I 
thought  the  *  Lav.'  He  said  his  own  opinion  was 
nearly  similar.  In  speaking  of  the  others,  I  told 
him  that  I  thought  yon  more  particularly  the 
poet  of  Prinee$,  as  they  never  appeared  more  fasci- 
nating than  in  'Marmion,*  and  the  *Lady  of  the 
Lake.  He  was  pleased  to  coincide,  and  to  dwell 
on  the  description  of  your  Jameses  as  no  less  royal 
than  poetical.  He  spoke  alternately  of  Homer  and 
yourself,  and  seemed  well  acnuainted  with  both ;  so 
that  (with  the  exception  or  the  Turks  and  yonr 
humble  servant)  you  were  in  verv  good  company. 
I  defy  Murray  to  nave  exaggerated  his  royal  high- 
ness's  opinion  of  yonr  powers,  nor  can  I  pretena  to 
enumerate  all  he  said  on  the  subject;  but  it  may 
rive  you  pleasure  to  hear  that  it  was  conveyed  in 
language  which  would  only  suffer  by  my  attempting 
to  transcribe  it.  and  with  a  tone  and  taste  which 
gave  me  a  venr  nigh  idea  of  his  abilities  and  accom- 
plishments, which  I  had  hitherto  considered  as  con- 
fined to  meumers,  certainly  superior  to  those  of  any 
^yuMffenUeman. 

**  Tus  interview  was  accidental.  I  never  went  to 
the  levee;  fbt  having  seen  the  eoorti  of  Mnssulmaa 
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BYEOK'S  WORKS 


and  CatTitilic  lOTereigini.  my  curionlty  wa»  PtiMcient- 
\r  allsved,  tnd  my  politici  beinp  ai  p«fircT»o  m  iny 
riiymei.  I  bad.  in  futtt  ♦no  basm*M  thcr*.*  To  be 
thus  pfaiaed  by  vour  So¥ereiga  nnuat  be  gratifying 
tfi  ynu :  and  it  tKnt  gratiflcatiOTi  ii  not  ftlloytjd  by 
th<?  comtnunication  being  mftdo  ttiroiigb  nie»  the 
bvRTCT  of  it  will  eonnidcr  himflclf  very  fortiiij*tdy 
luid  sineerely 

■«  Yqut  oblijF&d  and  obedient  At^rtaiiti 

♦*  p.  S.    Ejccuso  thi*  *cr»wl,  «cr4tcbed  ia  a  gfe*t 
kliny,  Mid  just  a/tcr  n  jc»ajfuey.*' 


r 


LETTER  CXXVII. 


TO  LOUD  H01.I.AKP, 


LBTTER  OXXTIIL 


TO  LO]U>  KOLLAJCD, 


^^Mt  Deaji  L0B.D1 

*  In  EL  day  ar  t^o  I  will  send  you  somethia^  wtadk 
you  wiU  itjU  h&Te  th^  liberty  io  reject  if  yon  dMiki 
It.  I  should  Like  to  hive  bad  moro  eixM^  boAvil 
do  my  bestr^ut  too  bappy  if  I  can  obli^  yoK 
thougb  I  may  offend  one  bimdr^  »cTibblcn  aat 
disoeming  public.  **  Etct  yotiD. 

"■  Keep  mif  nam*  t  teer^;  or  I  ahajl  lie  bcsci  f 
all  the  lejeetedi  and  peiliapi  dunned  by  a  piuty.*| 


LETTER  CXXIX. 


TO  LOR]:i  HQLL^in?^ 


« Mf  DBAS  LOEt>i 

♦'  The  line**  which  1  »lt etched  off  on  yonr  hint 
arc  itilU  or  rather  ientft  in  an  unfinished  state ^  lor 
I  hate  just  oommittcd  them  to  n.  flAme  more  dceisiTe 
than  tnnt  of  Drury.  Under  all  the  circumstances, 
I  Bhould  htirdly  wish  a  cotitc*t  with  PhilO'drama— 
Philo-Drury— Asbeatoi,  H  *  *,  *iid  dl  the  anony- 
mcs  and  svoonymes  of  the  Conitoittee  candidates. 
Scrioubly,  I  think  yoti  have  a  chance  of  something 
much  better ;  for  prolegtiixing  is  not  my  forte,  and^ 
at  all  cvcnti,  either  my  pride  or  ray  mudcsty  won't 
h't  me  itieuT  the  haxard  of  havinjr  my  rhynies  buried 
in  next  month'»  Magazine,  nnoer  '  Essays  on  the 
Murdtr  of  Mf.  PerceTal/  and  *Cttre»  for  the  Bite 
of  a  Mad  Dafi,'  as  poor  Ooldamith  complained  of 
the  fate  of  far  superior  performances. 

'*  I  am  still  piahciently  interested  to  xvish  to  know 
the  inece^ftful  candidate  j  and,  among  bo  miiny,  I 
have  no  doubt  some  will  be  excellent,  particularlv 
in  an  age  when  writing  vorae  is  the  oasieat  of  all 
attain  menta.  .!,,►, 

**  I  cannot  answer  yo^ir  intelligence  with  the  '  Ukc 
co^nfort/  unless,  as  you  are  deeply  theatriral,  you 
ttmy  wiah  to  heai  of  Mr.  *  •,  who$e  actmg  la,  I 
fear,  utterly  inadequate  to  the  London  engaf  cment 
into  which'  the  manaffors  of  Co  vent  Garden  haTe 
lately  entered-  His  figure  is  fat,  his  features  flat, 
hkvToico  unmanageable,  his  action  ungraceful,  hnd, 

aa  Diggory  says,  '  1  defy  him  to  *jtort  that  d d 

mttJfiu  fnee  of  hi*  into  madnes*/  I  was  very  aoiry 
to  »ee  him  in  the  ohanicter  of  the  '  Elephant  on  the 
alaek  rope;*  for.  when  I  last  saw  him,  I  wwi  m 
raptures  with  hi*  perfoniianee.  But  then  I  waa 
aiittcen,— Hin  age  to  whiph  all  London  then  conde- 
scended to  aubnide.  After  all,  much  Ijctter  judge* 
huvo  admired,  and  may  again;  but  1  Ycnture  to 
♦  pruKnosticate  a  prophecy  ^  (see  the  Courier)  that 
he  will  not  auceeed. 

■*So,  poor  dear  Rogers  has  stuclt  fast  on  *  the 
hruw  of  the  mighty  ItclYellyn '— I  hope  not  for 
ever.  My  best  reapects  to  Lady  H,— hej  depjirturo, 
with  that  of  my  other  friends,  was  a  sad  event  for 
me,  now  reduced  to  a  state  of  the  most  cynical 
aobtude.  *  By  the  waters  of  Cheltenham  1  fiat  down 
and  tirmik ;  vAeii  1  remembered  thee,  oh,  Georgiana 
Uuttaji^e  I  As  for  our  hurpa,  we  hajige*'.  them  upon 
the  willows  that  grew  thereby*  Then  they  said. 
Sing  us  a  song  of  Dmry  Lane,'  &c.— but  I  am  dumb 
und  dreary  04  th^  IsraeiHtea,  The  waters  hays 
disordered  me  to  my  heart's  content,— you  were 
r^/if,  a!s  you  always  aro. 

^'  BeliftTc'mo  cyer  youf  obliged 

^*  And  aileotionato  aery  ant, 

**  Bybok*" 


Eeco  \ — ^I  hate  marked  some 
doi^h  readings— choose  between  Cheoi— 
— rejtct^^T  rfisiftnoy— do  with  them  »a  y 
1  leaye  it  to  you  and  the  Committee— yon  ^anaet 
say  BO  edled  a  *  rum  eotHmitiefido.'  Wltat  will  iA^v 
doH'and  I  do)  with  ^e  hundred  and  one  jmrtm 
Trouhadonra  f  *  With  trumpets,  yea,  aad  «iA 
shawms,'  will  you  he  aaaailed  m  the  most  diA^oHori 
doggerel.  1  wish  my  itame  not  to  trmn*pire  tiU  tke 
day  IS  decided.  I  Bhall  not  be  in  town,  so  It  w»a*( 
much  matter ;  but  let  ua  have  a  good  rfc/i'rerer.  I 
think  Elliston  should  be  the  man,  or  Pope;  Ml 
Bflyraond,  I  implore  you  by  the  love  of  Ehythnm! 
*'  The  po&aagfS  marked  thus  =  =,  above  aii4  b^ 
low,  are  for  you  to  choose  between  epitb«l&,  Ma 
such  like  poetical  furniture.  Pray  write  me  i  GMk 
and  believp  me  eifer.  Sit. 

My  best  remembrances  to  Lady  H.    WHJ  mi 
■■'*''  ioociw 


be  good  enough  to  decade  between  the  i 
Ings  marked,  and  erase  the  other  j  or  oor  dd 
may  be  as  pnsKled  as  a  commentator,  modi 
repeat  both.     If  these  rcrsiefe*  woft^'t  do  1  r-" 
meT  out  some  mom  cndccaiivlUhles* 

*'P.  8.     Tell  Lady  H*  Thaye  bad  mi  ' 
keep  out  the  Pho^mit— 1  mean  the  Pire-C  _ 
that  name.     It  has  insured  the  theatre,  ftnd  wf 
not  the  Address  ? 


LETTER  CXXX. 


TO  LOK&  BOILAKD- 


"I  send  a  recast  of  the  first  fowr  Un^  oCi 
eoncluding  paragtaph- 


'  a<iimB  tl  (be  «!paijnf  of  Dtufr-LuH  Tbrntn. 


The  caxiisin  tWi,  icj  ae. 

And  do  forgfive  all  this  trouble.    Seew&mlitill 
hayc  to  do  even  with  the  ffejileefsi*  of  ua* 

"  ET*r»  £c  * 


LETTER  CXXXL 


t'  Still  •  more  matter  for  a  Moj  *"<^™»f  •'^_5''t 
in g  patched  the  middle  and  end  of  tike  AoanM^i 
send  one  more  couplet  for  a  part  of  the_ 
which,  if  not  too  turgid,  yon  w^U  hay*  tbm 


LBTTKBS. 
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to  add.  Aftar  that  flagmrt  image  of  the  Tkamei, 
(I  hope  no  vnluekj  wag  will  say  I  have  set  it  on 
fire,  though  Diyden,  in  his  *  Annns  MirabtUs/  and 
Chnrchili,  in  his  *  Times/  did  it  before  me,)  I 
tA  insert  this: 

•  xi  luhiof  ht  tbs  Dcv  YolcuM  riiDaa 


And  nrcep  the  die*  vRh  IlfhtBinfi  not  thdr  own, 

WfaOa  tfaooauMlt  throof'd  «ioiiiid  the  b«nilnr  doaw,  tc,  tA. 

I  think  *  thousands  *  less  flat  than  *  crowds  collect- 
ed '—but  don't  let  me  plunge  into  the  bathos,  or 
rise  into  Nat  Lee's  Bedlam  metaphors.  By-the-by, 
the  best  view  of  the  said  fire  (which  I  myself  saw 
from  a  house-top  in  Covent  Garden)  was  at  West- 
minster Bridge,  from  the  reflection  on  the  Thames. 

**  Perhaps  the  present  couplet  had  better  come  in 
after  '  trembled  for  their  homes,'  the  two  lines  after ; 
as  otherwise  the  image  certainly  sinks,  and  it  will 
run  just  as  well. 

*'  The  lines  themselves,  perhaps,  may  be  better 
thus— (•  choose,'  or  *  refuse^— but  please  yourself t 
and  don't  mind  *  Sur  Fretful  ')— 

«  A»  ilMh'd  the  vohimed  Hub,  UK)  ghaMir  thone 
The  iUm  irkh  HghUiIngt  awful  m  Oidr  ova. 

The  last  rune  smoothest,  and,  I  think,  best;  but 
you  know  better  than  best  *  Lurid '  is  also  a  less 
mdistinot  epithet  than  *  livid  wave,'  4nd,  if  you  think 
so,  a  dash  of  the  pen  will  do. 

"  I  expected  one  line  this  morning ;  in  the  mean 
time,  I  snsJl  remodel  and  condense,  and  if  I  do  not 
hear  from  you,  shall  send  another  copy. 

••  I  am  ever,  &o." 


LETTER  CXXXII. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

•'SepiBinLsr  91,1811 
*' Yon  will  think  there  is  no  end  to  my  villanous 
amendations.    The  fifth  and  sixth  lines  I  think  to 
alter  thus : 

"  Te  wfao  behdd-oh  ligM  admirM  and  mounM  t 
WbOM  nuliaiiM  nock'd  the  ndn  h  adoni'd ; 

because  '  night '  is  repeated  the  next  line  but  one ; 
and,  as  it  now  stands,  the  conclusion  of  the  para- 
graph, 'worthy  him  (Shakspeare)  and  you,'  appears 
to  apply  the  *you  *  to  those  only  who  were  out  of  bed 
and  in  Covent-Oarden  Market  on  the  night  of  con- 
flagration, instead  of  the  audience  or  the  discerning 
public  at  large,  all  of  whom  are  intended  to  be  eom- 

Erised  in  that  oomprehensive  and,  I  hope  compre- 
ensible  pronoun. 

"  By-the-by,  one  of  my  corrections  in  the  fair  copy 
sent  yesterday  has  dived  into  the  bathos  some  sixty 
fathom— 

*<  Whan  Oanfek  diod,  and  Brinaiej  c«<aaed  to  write. 

Ceasing  to  Ifve  is  a  much  more  serious  concern,  and 
ought  not  to  be  flrst ;  therefore  I  will  let  the  old 
couplet  stand,  with  its  half  rh3mies  *  sought '  and 
*  wrote. '•  Second  thoughts  in  every  thing  are  best, 
but,  in  rhyme,  third  and  fourth  don't  come  amiss. 
I  am  very  anxious  on  this  business,  and  I  do  hope 
that  the  Tory  trouble  I  occasion  you  will  plead  its 
own  excuse,  and  that  it  will  tend  to  show  my  endea- 
vor to  make  the  most  of  the  time  allotted.  I  wish 
I  had  known  it  months  ago,  for  in  that  case  I  had 
not  left  one  lino  standing  on  another.  I  always 
scrawl  in  this  way,  and  smooth  as  much  as  I  can. 


>*  Bneh  are  Um  aanMB  that  hen  TOOT  pbiMtMB  Hiqgta, 
WteM  Qonkk  aMd,  aod  when  Briimkj  vnte." 


«  Dmt  an  the  daji  that  mada  our  annali  brigte, 
be  Ganick  flad,  or  Briiide7  eawed  t»  wzke." 


bnt  never  niileiflntij ;  and,  lattody,  I  can  wmto  a 
nine-line  staasa  faster  than  a  couplet,  for  which 
measure  I  have  not  the  cunning,  when  I  began 
'  Childe  Harold,'  I  had  never  tned  Spenser's  mea- 
sure, and  now  I  eannot  scribble  in  any  other. 

"  After  all,  my  dear  lord,  if  you  can  get  a  decent 
Address  elsewhere,  don't  hesitate  to  put  this  aside. 
^yhy  did  you  not  trust  your  own  Muse  ?  I  am  very 
sure  she  would  have  been  triumphant,  and  saved 
the  Committee  their  trouble—*  'tis  a  joyful  one '  to 
me,  but  I  fear  I  shall  not  satisfy  even  myself.  After 
the  account  you  sent  me,  it  is  no  compliment  to  say 
you  would  have  beaten  your  candidates ;  but  I  mean 
that,  in  that  case,  there  would  have  been  no  ocea- 
sion  for  their  being  beaten  at  all. 

*' There  are  but  two  decent  prologues  in  oui 
tongue — Pope's  to  Cato — Johnson's  to  Druxr-Lane. 
These,  with  the  epilogue  to  the  *  Distressed  Mother,' 
and,  I  think  one  of  Goldsmith's,  and  a  prologue  of 
old  Colman's  to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Philastery 
are  the  best  things  of  the  kind  we  have. 

"  P.  S.  I  am  diluted  to  the  throat  with  medicine 
for  the  stone;  and  Boisragon  wants  me  to  try  a 
warm  climate  for  the  winter— but  I  won't." 


LETTER  CXXXin. 

TO  LOBD  KOLL^im. 


**  I  have  just  received  your  very  kind  letter,  and 
hone  you  have  met  with  a  second  copy  corrected  and 
adaressed  to  Holland  House,  with  some  omissionf 
and  this  new  couplet, 


*•  Aa  gkucd  aaeh  Mng  flaab,*  i 
The  akiee  whh  Ugfauunp  avftil  aa  ibdr  ova. 

As  to  remarks,  I  can  only  say  I  will  alter  and  acqui- 
esce in  any  thing.  TTith  regard  to  the  part  whioh 
Whitbrcaa  wishes  to  omit,  I  believe  the  Addresa 
will  go  off  quicker  without  it,  though  like  the  agilitr 
of  the  Hottentot,  at  the  expense  of  its  vigor.  I 
leave  to  your  choice  entirely  the  different  spedmene 
of  stucco-work ;  and  a  brick  of  your  own  will  also 
much  improve  m^  Babylonish  turret.  I  should  like 
Elliston  to  have  it,  with  your  leave.  '  Adorn '  and 
*  mourn '  are  lawful  rhymes  in  Pope's  death  of  the 
unfortunate  Lady— ^ray  has  *  forlorn '  and  *  monm ' 
— and  *  torn '  ana  *  mourn '  are  in  Smollet's  famona 
Tears  of  Scotland. 

"  As  there  will  probably  be  an  outcry  among  the 
rejected,  I  hope  the  Committee  will  testify  (if  it  be 
needful)  that  I  sent  in  nothing  to  the  congress  what- 
ever, with  or  without  a  name,  as  your  lomship  well 
knows.  All  I  have  to  do  with  it  is  with  and  throush 
you ;  and  though  I,  of  course,  wish  to  satisfy  ue 
audience,  I  do  assure  you  mj  first  object  is  to  com 
ply  with  your  request,  and  m  so  doing  to  show  the 
sense  I  have  of  the  many  obligations  yon  have  eon- 
ferred  upon  me.  **  Yours  ever. 


LETTER  CXXXIV. 

TO  LOBD  HOLLJLKD. 


"  I  believe  this  is  the  third  scrawl  since  yesterday 
—all  about  epithets.  I  think  the  epithet '  inteUee- 
tual'  won't  convey  the  meaning  I  intend;  and 
though  I  hate  compounds,  for  the  present  I  will  tiy 
(col'  permesso)  the  word  *  geniua-gifted  patriarohf 


786 

or  OUT  Un<!  **  la»lead.  Jdhat^n  h> 
life,'  gi  ctiia pound — but  they  a.re  nU. 
However  J,  it  iji  tlie  ijhI^  ono^  in  nint 


BTEON'S   WORKS, 


■larod 
idc'd. 
it  wilt 


be  happj  ta  give  way  to  a  better.  L\m  untik^med  to 
incmde  toij  more  rem^tribfaociM  on  Lndy  H*  or  fei' 
tctn  upfin  jou^  lilt  you  mtc^  fartunati^lj  for  mc, 
gifted  with  putieuee  already  t©o  often  tried  by 


**  WiU  this  dohctifsi  ?  the  metaphor  is  more  com- 
plete- 

If  not^  Wfl  wUl  M^  ♦  bumbg  *  wjvt^  und  ui  stead  of 
^btu^iing'  eVaao,'  m  the  lino  some  cuunlcU  b^ck, 
have  *  glowing/ 

*■  la  VV1jitbr«iid  det^'nnmcid  to  cattrute  all  my 
*a  valty  I  in  e5  ?t  I  dotr  t  s  t?g  wh  y  t '  o  iher  h  ouso  ihould 
be  6i>arGd ;  busidca^  it  b  tlie  public,  who  ought  to 
know  belter;  and  you  recoWt  Johnson 'a  waa 
agaifist  similar  bulb^acrics  of  Iticli'a— but,  certea,  I 
am  not  Jo!insoti< 

I'  Initead  of  *  tflecli/  say  *  labora '— '  dfigenerate ' 
will  do,  will  it?  Mr.  Ecttv  la  uu  longer  a  babo, 
therefore  the  liuo  eauuot  be  ocrboiiftl. 

''  Will  thU  do  ? 


Thtfo— th.  M  Jt,  if  tkat  h  iwit ^.^ 

m(?ut  to  V,  i-onteat.    ReooQeol,  It'k^t^ 

'  name/ aj.^ magic,  Hli»t  baa  &  Mbit  p% 

littnpt  for  thoae  B3mm  weapotia.  If  U  mm  ||^ 
*  magic/  my  nietnjihor  would  be  aotBewlial «f  lit 
maddtst— so  tlip  *itaiue'  la  the  astecffdent*    * 


**  Tta«Mj<iJ  Om  hn  of  tlilU  iiibllBu  vsTt.| 

irith  *  glowing  doKie,*  in  caso  you  prefer  *  burning ' 
*dded  to  thia  ^  ivrvc  '  mqtiiphoricsil.  The  word 
;  fifin^  pillar  ■  WAS  suggcRted  by  tli«  '  pillar  of  Ere ' 
in  the  book  of  Exodus,  which  went  before  the  ItrAel 
't«  through  the  ittd  Sea.  I  once  thought  of  aayino 
'like  iBraelV  pillaj:,^  and  making  it  a  Biniilc,  but  5 
410.  not  know,— the  great  temptation  wiii  leuvlug 
the  epithet  *iieTy  '  for  the  supplemcu  Uirj^  wave.  I 
want  to  work  up  thut  passage,  aa  it  is  the  only  new 
grouud  u^  prologuizera  eaii  go  uimju 


my  dear  lord,  jrour  patieBce  it  not  qiute  lo  — ^ 
—therefore,  with  many  i&d  iiaceF«  thank*,  I  aft 
'*  Youra  ctct*  l&oat  a^'ctlonaie^* 
'^  P.  S.    I  foresee  tbena  will  bo  charges  of  pt* 
tiality  in  the  paperat  but  you  kiiinr  I  m&i  b  i» 
Address^  itud  glnd  lnjih  you  dull  nun  bet^l 

did  not,  f<OTi  in  that  ease,  their  pUft  Ead  beiQ  p! 

»lbl&    I  doubt  the  pit  will  be  t«|y  ;  b«t  cutiKnam 
mnoeence  (a  novel  and  pleasiug  •ettaatioxi} 
me  bold/' 


LETTEH  CXXXVJ. 


If  I  part  with  the  posaibiUty  of  a  future  eonflag«. 
tion,  we  lessen  the  ijumrjliment  to  Shukapcarc 
Mi^weter,  we  will  c'l-u  mend  it  thus  : 


'  Ym^  h  iliKll  tn^HM  mirk  of  (bat  uuiw, 
Tilt  iVict»  U»  iS^tte  of  Tlmp,  Ki«  MHli  of  rUsw, 
Oil  Ma  lull  i^ut^  A4.,  fee. 


TUl.1 


IndlEjr  wrn  cudIoM  iif  tliq  t 


"  ImnwruJ  u 

t   tin   IkiM    ||4    bfflfB  ^IFLkln   bJ., 

When  lUeAmrd  r^n  m  iJntmrriii/or  m.  kont, 
if  fOfU.  itmwmwifl,  if,4  MiMd  nuif  conw  in  c 


OK,  it»eF  ^9i<r  ha  liHt^  iiw  Dsn^i'i  Ian, 

bn>[«  ro  m»Q  rwrill 

■nim  pi^li  riiELLI  dflflbjjf  Brm  He  acton*  pawvi^ 

Tfc*  k^  w^  tot  OM  «H  ifiik  altciwl  in  t  PTlK^wnt  mf  t 

I  tit  txm  «/  Ihb  mifJlrit  u  ];nrinlHt,  h  u  Jbtlowi  :— 
"  TUl  btDcbi^n{  ulM  iDd  llw  T«i#t^  viil 


"  I  have  tltend  the  middk  eoupbt»  bo  as  I 
partly  to  do  away  with  W/»  objectmm.  I  4o 
m  the  present  atatc  of  the  stage,  it  hum  beca  », 
doTiikble  to  pua  over  the  horsei  a&d  Mia*  M^«. 
&c*  Aa  Betty  ia  do  longer  a  boy,  how  csati  tkU 
applied  to  him  ?  He  U  now  to  be  judged  aa  a 
It  he  acts  still  lika  a  boy,  the  public  viJt  bt 
ashamed  of  their  blunder.  I  have,  you  see, 
taken  it  for  gra^uted  that  these  tki«g»  ai«  i 
I  coufess,  1  wi*h  that  part  of  the  AadT«s« 
but  if  W.  18  ine3Eorable,  e'en  let  it  go,  I  ItaYu  dm 
new  caat  the  linea,  and  aoftened  the  hint  of  litc&a 
eombuition,*  and  Aont  them  off  tlii«  ja&mmg^  WB 
you  have  the  goodticsa  to  add,  oi  inaert,  tli9  mmmd 
niterationa  as  tkey  arrive  ?  Th«y  'i^me  IQie  ^yA. 
ows,  AQ  depart  1  *  ociJUpy  me,  aud,  I  fear,  di«tAl 
you, 

**  Do  not  let  Mr-  W.  put  hh  Addresa  into  EU^ 
ton's  handa  till  ¥ou  have  aetlled  on  theie^  blNiK 
tiona,  E.  will  tHlnk  it  too  long  t^toneh  de^euM 
on  the  Bpeaking,  I  fear  it  wiU  not  bear  miu£  ei^ 
tailing,  without  chujms  m  the  leiiae. 

'♦Ilia  certainly  to<j  long  ia  the  readi&|f;  but  if 
Elliston  axerta  himself .  aueh  a  favnrit&  with  iht 
public  will  not  be  thougkt  tedious.  /  aboiiM  thi&l 
It  jiu,  if  he  wore  not  to  apeak  it. 

"Tours  eTcr,  Jt*. 
P.  S,  On  looking  again,  1  duubt  my  i^a  ^ 
having  obviated  W/s  objeetian.  To  tne  acto 
house,  iilluaion  is  a  *  no n  sequitur  '■ — but  I  wisk  li 
plead  for  thla  part,  because  the  thing  roally  m  w^ 
to  be  passed  otbt.  Many  ttlter*pieoee  at  tkeXyegMa 
by  the  same  tifmpanf.  hvn  already  attaek<d  M 
■  Augean  Siable ' — and  JnhnsoB,  in  his  w^lOflB 
against  '  Lunn/  {the  hftrle^juin-^Diaiiaget,  KSi«V 
<lIuut,'^vMaJiQmet,*  <fee.t  is  nm-ly  a  |klr  Met 
deiii/'  "^  '^ 


LETTER  CXXXVU, 


TO  LOAD  KOhl^kdm, 


^f  Shakapeare  eertainly  etuifted  to  roiigii  !&  mm^ 
hu  kingdomay  aa  George  111.  did  in  Am^c%  ead 
Geoj^e  IV*  may  in  Ircland-f  Now,  wa  hav* 
iug  to  do  out  of  our  own  reahna,  and  v 
monarchy  was  gone,  his  majesty  had  hut 
sceptre,    1  have  i^  a^tmy,  you  inll  aee,  aod 


aod  ai«tii* 


'  Jl  ted  tiKS,  imi^ikmMj, 


Bb»ll{«tR« 


hi 


usTxna. 


.T»» 


bmt  iBtke  it  wbat  von  plMM ;  only  I  do  imploM,  for 
my  oton  mtifleation,  one  Uah  on  thote  acenned 
qoadrapM*— '  a  long  shot,  Sir  Lucras,  if  you  Ioto 
me.'  I  have  altered '  ware/  ftc,  and  the  *  fire/  and 
•o  forth,  for  the  timid. 

"  Let  me  hear  from  yott  when  coayenient,  and 
bdiere  me^  ftc* 

«  P.  S.^So  let  thai  stand,  and  cat  ont  daewhere. 
I  ahall  choke,  if  we  most  overlook  their  d— d  me- 
aagorie." 


LETTER  CXXXVra. 

TO  LOAD  HOLLUfD. 

•<ScpL90,I812. 

**  I  aend  you  the  most  I  can  make  of  it ;  for  I  am 
not  so  well  as  I  was,  and  find  I  *  pall  in  resolution.' 

"I  wish  much  to  see  you.  and  will  be  at  Tetbnry 
by  twelve  on  Saturday ;  ana  from  thenoe  I  go  on  to 
iJord  Jersey's.  It  is  impossible  not  to  allude  to  the 
degraded  state  of  the  stage,  but  I  have  lightened  it, 
ana  endeayored  to  obviate  your  other  objections. 
Thero  is  a  new  couplet  for  Sheridan,  allusive  to  his 
Monody.  All  the  alterations  I  have  marked  thus  |, 
—as  yon  will  see  by  comparison  with  the  other  copy. 
I  have  cudgelled  my  brains  with  the  ^eateat  wil- 
lingness, and  only  wish  I  had  more  tmie  to  have 
done  better. 

<*Tott  will  find  a  aort  of  clap-trap  laudatory 
couplet  inserted  for  the  quiet  of  the  Committee, 
and  I  have  added,  towards  the  end,  the  couplet  you 
were  pleased  to  like.  The  whole  Address  is  seventy- 
tlftee  lines,  still  perhaps  too  long,  and,  if  shortened, 
you  will  save  tmie,  but,  I  fear,  a  little  of  what  I 
meant  for  sense  also. 

'  *'  With  myriads  of  thanks,  I  am  ever,  &c. 

**  My  sixteenth  edition  of  respects  to  Lady  H. 
How  sne  must  laugh  at  all  this  I 

**  I  wish  Murray,  my  publisher,  to  print  off  some 
oopies  as  soon  as  your  lordship  returns  to  town— dt 
wu  ensure  correctness  in  the  papers  afterward." 


LETTER  CXXXIX. 

TO  LOU>  HGLLAXI). 

•<  Vhr  bt  fttm  him  tlMa  boor  vhkh  Mb  ia  rain 
Ttan  Mch  w  flov  fcr  Ocniek  in  bk  ■ml*  i 

or, 
hr  bt  fkat  hMT  tlHt  ndiily  Mfa  IB  torn 

cfwoUM* 
SMh  vctw  te  Ma  M  ««pt  oVOmfck'k  on." 

*«8«i)(.  80^1913. 

**  WHl  you  choose  between  these  added  to  the 
lines  on  SLeridan  ?  *  I  think  they  will  wind  up  the 
panegyric,  and  agree  with  the  train  of  thought  pre- 
eedmg  them. 

••  Now  one  word  as  to  the  Committee— how  could 
they  resolve  on  a  rough  copy  of  an  Address  never 
sent  in,  unless  you  had  been  good  enough  to  retain 
in  memory,  or  on  paper,  the  thing  they  have  been 
good  enough  to  adopt?  By-the-by,  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case  should  make  the  committee  less 
*  avidus  gloriae,'  for  all  praise  of  them  would  look 
plaguy  suspicious.  If  necessary  to  be  stated  at  all, 
the  simple  facts  bear  them  out.  They  surely  had  a 
right  to  act  as  they  pleased.  My  sole  olject  Is  one 
which.  I  trust,  my  whole  conduct  has  shown ;  vis. 
that  1  did  nothing  insidiout— sent  in  no  Address 
whateter^^Amty  when  applied  to,  did  my  best  fbr  them 
and  mwm\t;  but  above  all,  that  then  waa  no  undue 
partiality,  which  wiU  be  what  ther^ected  will  audi 
vor  to  make  out.  Fortunately— moat  fortunately— 
I  sent  in  no  lines  on  the  occasion.  For  I  am  sure  that 


•  T^mtMaAnam  m any te ana tif  n*nMi  to  tht  frioiid AddMi, 


had  they,  in  that  case,  been  prefeB«d,  it  wonld  hftw 

been  asserted  that  /  was  known,  and  ovwd  the  pre- 
ference to  private  fiiendship.  This  is  what  we  shall 
probably  have  to  encounter,  but,  if  once  spoken  and 
approved,  we  shan't  be  much  embarrassed  by  their 
brilliant  conjectures,  and,  as  to  criticism,  an  oid  au- 
thor, like  an  old  bull,  grows  cooler  (or  ought)  at 


_  ie  only  thing  would  be  to  avoid  a  party  on  the 
night  of  delivery— afterward,  the  more  the  better, 
and  the  whole  transaction  inevitably  tends  to  a 
good  deal  of  discussion.  Murray  tells  me  there  are 
myriads  of  ironical  Addresses  ready— eome,  in  imi- 
tation of  what  is  call'd  my  style.  If  they  are  as  good 
as  the  Probationary  Odes,  or  Hawkins'  Pipe  ofTo- 
baooo,  it  will  not  be  bad  fon  for  the  imitated. 

•<Byer,fte." 


LETTER  CXL. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAHD. 

"OolAer^ini. 

"  A  copy  of  this  etiU  altered  is  sent  by  the  poet, 
but  this  wUl  arrive  first.  It  must  be  *  humbler  '— 
*yet  aapiring*  does  away  the  modesty,  and,  after 
aU,  truth  ie  truth.  Besides,  there  is  a  puff  direct 
altered,  to  pleaseyour/t/o^/uy  renten. 

**  I  shall  be  at  Tetbury  1^  twelve  or  one— but  send 
this  for  you  to  ponder  over.  There  are  several  Itttle 
things  marked  thus^altered  for  your  perusal.  I 
have  dismounted  the  cavalry,  and,  I  hope,  arranged 
to  your  general  satisfaction.  **  Ever,  ftc. 

**  At  Tetbury  by  noon.  I  hope,  after  it  is  sent, 
there  will  be  no  more  eUsions.  It  is  not  now  so 
long— seventy-three  lines— two  less  than  allotted. 

will  alter  aU  committee  objections,  but  I  hope  you 
won't  permit  ElUston  to  have  any  voice  whatever^- 
except  in  speaking  it." 


LETTER  CXLI. 

TO  MB.  XURB^Y. 

"  Blgh  Kraet,  ChdlndMm,  fcfl.  8,  laOL 

<  Pray  have  the  goodness  to  send  those  despatch- 
es, and  a  No.  of  the  Edinburgh  Review  wiUi  the 
rest.  I  hope  you  have  written  to  Mr.  Thompson, 
thanked  him  m  my  name  for  his  present,  and  told 
him  that  I  shall  be  truly  happy  to  comply  with  his 
request.  How  do  you  go  on?  and  when  is  the 
graven  image,  *tnthbaytand  toicked  rhyme  ftpon%* 
to  grace,  or  disgrace,  some  of  our  tardy  editions  ? 

<  Send  me  *  Roheby.*  Who  the  devil  is  he  ?— no 
matter,  he  has  good  connexions,  and  will  be  wdl 
introduced.  I  thank  you  for  your  inquiries :  I  am 
so  so,  but  my  thermometer  is  sadly  below  the  poeti- 
cal point.  What  will  you  give  me  or  mine  for  a  po- 
em of  six  cantoe,  (when  complete'  mo  rhyme,  no  re- 
compense,) as  like  the  last  two  as  I  can  make  them  ? 
I  have  some  ideas  that  one  day  may  be  embodied, 
and  till  winter  I  shall  have  mucn  leisure. 

*  P.  8.  My  last  question  is  in  the  true  style  ol 
Qrub  street ;  but,  like  Jeremy  Diddler,  I  only  *  ask 
for  information.'  Send  me  Aoair  on  Diet  and  Regi- 
men, just  republished  by  Ridgway." 


LETTER  CXLIL 

TO  MB.  XVBBAT. 


'<  The  psroels  contained  some  letters  and  venss. 
aU  (hat  one)  saonymoos  «&d  nomplimimtsry,  sad 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Y«ry  anxious  for  my  conTersion  from  certain  infidel- 
ities into  ^hich  my  good-natured  correspondents 
conceire  me  to  have  fallen.  The  books  were  pres- 
ents of  a  convertible  kind.  Also,  '  Christian  know- 
ledge '  ard  the  *  Bioscope,'  a  religious  Dial  of  Life 
explained ;  and  to  the  author  of  the  former,  (Cadell 
publisher,)  I  beg  you  will  forward  my  best  thanks 
for  his  letter,  his  present,  and,  above  all,  his  good 
intentions.  The  •  Bioscope '  contained  a  MS.  copy 
of  very  excellent  verses,  from  whom  I  know  not, 
but  evidently  the  composition  of  some  one  in  the 
habit  of  writmg,  and  of  wTiting  well.  I  do  not  know 
if  he  be  the  author  of  the  *  Bioscope '  which  accom- 
panied them ;  but  whoever  he  is,  if  you  can  discover 
him,  thank  him  for  me  most  heartily.  The  other 
letters  were  from  ladies,  who  are  welcome  to  convert 
me  when  they  please ;  and  if  I  can  discover  them, 
and  they  be  young,  as  they  say  they  are,  I  could 
convince  them  perhaps  of  my  devotion.  I  had  also 
a  letter  from  Mr.  Walpole  on  matters  of  this  world, 
which  I  have  answered. 

"So  you  are  Lucicn's  publisher?  I  am  promised 
an  interview  with  him,  and  think  I  shall  ask  you  for 
a  letter  of  introduction,  as  'the  gods  have  made 
him  poetical.'  From  whom  could  it  come  with  a 
better  grace  than  from  his  publisher  and  mine  ?  Is 
it  not  somewhat  treasonable  in  you  to  have  to  do 
with  a  relative  of  the  ♦  direful  foe,i  as  the  Morning 
Post  calls  his  brother  ? 

**  But  my  book  on  •  Diet  and  Regimen,'  where  is 
it?  I  thirst  for  Scott's  '  Rokeby ; '  let  me  have 
your  first-begotten  copy.  The  Antijacobin  Review 
18  all  very  well,  and  not  a  bit  worse  than  the  Quar- 
terly, ana  at  l#ast  less  harmless.  By  the  by,  have 
I^ou  secured  my  books  ?  I  want  all  the  Reviews,  at 
east  the  critiques,  quarterly,  monthly,  &c.,  Portu- 
guese and  English,  extracted,  and  bound  up  in  one 
volume  for  my  old  aae;  and  pray,  sort  my  Romaic 
books,  and  get  the  volumes  lent  to  Mr.  Hobhouse— 
he  has  had  them  now  a  long  time.  If  any  thing  oc- 
curs, you  will  favor  me  with  a  line,  and  in  winter 
we  shall  be  nearer  neighbors. 

**  P.  S.  I  was  applied  to,  to  write  the  Address  for 
Drury  Lane ;  but  the  moment  I  heard  of  the  con- 
test, I  gave  up  the  idea  of  contending  against  all 
Grub  street,  and  threw  a  few  thoughts  on  the  sub- 
ject into  the  fire.  I  did  this  out  of  respect  to  you, 
being  sure  you  would  have  turned  off  any  of  your 
authors  who  had  entered  the  lists  wUh  such  scurvy 
competitors.  To  triumph  would  have  been  no  clary ; 
and  to  have  been  defeated — 'sdeath  ! — I  woula  have 
choked  myself,  like  Otway,  with  a  (juartern  loaf; 
80,  remember  I  had,  and  have,  nothing  to  do  with 
it,  upon  my  honor  !  " 


LETTER  CXLIIl. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  BANKB8. 

*<  ChelienhMfi,  Sept.  SS,  1813. 

"My  Dear  Bankes, 

*•  When  yon  point  out  to  one  how  people  can  be 
intimate  at  the  distance  of  some  seventy  leagues,  I 
will  plead  guilty  to  your  charge,  and  accept  your  fare- 
well, but  not  wittingly^  till  you  give  me  some  better 
reason  than  my  silence,  which  merely  proceeded 
from  a  notion  founded  on  your  own  declaration  of 
oldy  that  you  hated  writing  and  receiving  letters. 
Besides,  how  was  I  to  find  out  a  man  of  many  resi- 
dences ?  If  I  had  addressed  you  now,  it  had  been 
to  your  borough,  where  I  must  have  conjectured  you 
were  among  your  constituents.  So  now,  in  despite 
of  Mr.  N.  and  Lady  "W.,  you  shall  be  as  *  much 
better*  as  the  Hex  am  post-office  will  allow  me  to 
make  you.  I  do  assure  you  I  am  much  indebted  to 
you  for  thinking  of  me  at  all,  and  can't  spare  you 


even  from  among  the  super 
with  whom  you  suppose  me  ei 

'•  You  have  heard  that  Ne 
sum  140,000/. ;  sixty  to  remai 
estate  for  three  years,  payir 
Rochdale  is  also  likely  to  d< 
matters  are  mending.  I  have 
drinking  the  waters  simply  be 
to  drink, — and  they  are  ven 
ciently  disgusting.  In  a  few  ^ 
Jersey's,  but  return  here,  whc 
go  out  very  little,  and  enjoy  ii 
*  dolce  far  niente.'  WTiat  yoi 
guess,  even  from  your  date; 
sound  of  the  jjitoumey  in  the  1 
one  of  whom  is  here,  ill,  poor  t 
I  heard  that  vou  passed  throu 
inn  where  I  first  alighted)  the 
rived  in  these  parts.  We  hi 
here;  at  first  the  Jerseys,  ft 
and  Hollands — ^but  all  gone  ; 
I  know  are  the  Rawdons  an 
later  acquaintances  of  less  bri 

"  But  I  do  not  trouble  the 
your  rooms  and  your  assem 
dreamed  of  in  our  philosophy 
a  sad  accident  in  the  Wye  t 
drowned,  and  Mr.  Rossoc,  a  < 
preserved  by  a  boat-hook  or 
when  he  heard  his  wife  was  s: 
thrown  in  again  ! ! — ^as  if  he  c< 
himself  in,  had  he  wished  it ; 
trait  of  sensibility.  What  str 
in  and  out  of  Wye  ! 

'•  I  have  to  ask  you  a  thou 
fulfiUinff  some  orders  before  I 
knew  all  the  cursed  entangle 
through,  it  would  be  unnecessa 
ness.  When  will  Parliament 
— in  sixty  days,  on  account  oi 
the  Irish  election  will  demand 
completion  than  the  constitutic 
of  course,  is  safe,  and  all  your 
Salamanca  is  the  ministerial  w 
go  well  with  you.  I  hope  you 
quently — I  am  sure  at  least 
be  expected.  I  see  Portman  e 
Good  night. 

"Ever  yours  most  i 


LETTER  CX 


TO  Mil.   MUR] 


"  I  sent  in  no  address  whate\ 
but  out  of  nearly  one  hundred, 
none  have  been  deemed  worth 
consequence  of  their  subsequeri 
have  written  a  prologue,  whic 
and  will  be  spoken.  The  MS 
of  Lord  Holland. 

"  I  write  this  merely  to  say  t 
ceived  by  the  audience)  you  \« 
next  edition  of  Childe  Harold 
at  present  to  keep  my  name 
farther  from  me,  and  as  soon  a 
to  have  a  correct  copy  to  d 
proper. 

**  P.  S.  I  should  wish  a  f€ 
before^  that  the  newspaper  c< 
ajfter  the  delivery." 


*  Th0  aalo  wmi  Bitewuda  ( 
t  A  BQode  of  ligantan  be  fi 
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LRTTBB  CXLT. 


TO  XB.  UJXBBAY, 


1,00.13,1812. 

*  I  hare  a  rery  sirong  ottfeetion  to  tke  engraring 
of  the  portrait,  and  request  that  it  may,  on  no  ac- 
eoont,  be  prefixed ;  but  let  all  the  proofii  be  burned, 
and  the  plate  broken.  I  will  be  at  the  expense 
which  has  been  incurred ;  it  is  but  fair  that  /  should, 
since  I  cannot  permit  the  publication.  I  bes,  as  a 
particular  favor,  that jrou  will  lose  no  timein  baving 
this  done,  for  which  I  have  reasons  that  I  will  state 
when  I  see  you.  Forgive  all  the  trouble  I  have 
occasioned  you. 

« I  have  received  no  account  of  the  reception  of 
the  Address,  but  see  it  is  vituperated  in  the  papers, 
which  does  not  much  embarrass  an  old  author,  I 
leave  it  to  your  own  judgment  to  add  it,  or  not,  to 
your  next  edition  when  roauired.  Pray  comply 
ttrictiy  with  my  wishes  as  to  the  engraving,  and  be- 
lieve me,  &c. 

"  P.  S.  Favor  me  with  an  answer,  as  I  shall  not  be 
easy  till  I  hear  that  the  proofs,  &c..  are  destroyed. 
I  hear  that  the  Satirist  has  reviewed  Childe  Harold, 
in  what  manner  I  need  not  ask ;  but  I  wish  to  know 
if  the  old  personalities  are  revived  ?  I  have  a  better 
reason  for  asking  this  than  any  that  merely  con- 
cerns myself;  but  in  publications  of  that  kind, 
others,  particularly  female  names  are  sometimes 
iatrodaced." 


LETTER  CXLVL 

TO  LOBB  HOLLAND. 

«<  CaidinbaiB,  OeL  14, 1812. 

«  My  Dbaji  Lord, 

'*  I  perceive  that  the  papers,  yea,  even  Perry's, 
are  somewhat  ruffled  at  the  injudicious  preference 
of  the  Committee.  My  friend  Perry  has,  indeed, 
•et  tu  Bute'-d  me  rather  scurvily,  for  which  1  will 
send  him,  for  the  M.  C*  the  next  epigram  I  scrib- 
ble, as  a  token  of  my  full  forgiveness. 

"  So  the  Committe  mean  to  enter  into  no  expla- 
nation of  their  proceedings  ?  You  must  see  there 
is  a  leaning  towards  a  cnarge  of  partiality.  Tou 
will,  at  least,  acquit  me  of  any  great  anxiety  to 
push  myself  before  so  many  elder  and  better  anon- 
ymous, to  whom  the  twenty  guineas  (which  I  take 
to  be  about  two  thousand  pounds  Bank  currency) 
and  the  honor  would  have  been  equally  welcome. 
'Honor,'  I  see,  <hath  no  skill  in  paragraph- 
writing.* 

**  I  wish  to  know  how  it  went  off  at  the  second 
reading,  and  whether  any  one  has  had  the  grace  to 
give  it  a  glance  of  approbation.  I  have  seen  no  pa- 
per but  Perry's,  ana  two  Sunday  ones.  Perry  is 
severe,  and  the  others  sUent.  If,  however,  you  and 
your  Committee  are  not  now  dissatisfied  with  your 
own  judgments,  I  shall  not  much  embarrass  myself 
about  t^  brilliant  remarks  of  the  journals.  My 
own  opinion  upon  it  is  what  it  always  was,  per- 
haps pretty  near  that  of  the  public. 

**  Believe  me,  my  dear  lord,  &c.  &c. 

**  P.  6.  My  best  respects  to  Ladv  H.  whose  smiles 
will  be  very  consolatory,  even  at  tais  distance." 


LETTER  CXLVn. 

TO  MB.  XUBJIA.T. 


t,  OeL  IS,  1812. 

'*  WHl  you  have  the  goodness  to  get  this  Parody 
of  a  peculiar   kindf  (for  all  the  first   lines  are 


•  niManiorClmMikl»,of  «hleliMr.Fteiy«u 
t  Saoi^  Sit  ASiliBWM  111  h  l»  Sit  Dtwy-Ut  C 


ivMMkr 


Btaby*8  entire)  inserted  in  several  of  the  papers, 
(correctly y  and  copied  correctly;  my  hand  is  diffl* 
cult,)— particularly  the  Morning  Chronicle  ?  Tell 
Mr.  Perry  1  forgive  him  all  he  has  said,  and  may 
say  against  my  ctddress.  but  he  will  allow  me  to  deal 
with  the  doctor — (audi  alteram  partem)  and  not 
betray  me.  I  cannot  think  what  nas  befallen  Mr. 
Perry,  for  of  yore  we  were  very  good  friends;— 4mt 
no  matter,  only  get  this  inserted. 

"  I  have  a  poem  on  Waltzing  for  you,  of  which  1 
make  you  a  present ;  but  it  must  be  anonymous.  It 
is  in  toe  old  style  of  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Re* 
viewers. 

"  P.  S.    With  the  next  edition  of  Childe  HaroM 

Sou  may  print  the  first  fifty  or  a  hundred  opening 
nes  of  tne  *  Curse  of  Minerva,'  down  to  the  couplet 
beginning 

•i  Msrtil  (*twM  dna  dM  ■pakp)  te. 

Of  course,  the  moment  the  Satire  begins  there  yo« 
will  stop,  and  the  opening  is  the  best  part." 


LETTER  CXLVnL 

TO  XE.  XXTBSAT. 

•'OeLlStlitt 

**  Many  thanks,  but  I  mutt  pay  the  damage,  and 
will  thank  you  to  tell  mo  the  amount  for  the  en- 

Saving.  I  think  the  *  Rejected  Addresses'  by  far 
e  best  thing  of  the  kina  since  the  Rolliad,  and 
wish  you  had  published  them.  Tell  the  author  *  I 
forffive  him,  were  he  twenty  times  over  a  satirist;' 
and  think  his  imitations  not  at  all  inferior  to  the 
famous  ones  of  Hawkins  Browne.  He  must  be  a 
man  of  very  lively  wit,  and  less  scurrilous  than 
wits  often  are :  altogether,  I  very  much  admire  the 
performance,  and  wish  it  all  success.  The  Satiriti 
nas  taken  a  new  tone,  as  you  will  see :  we  have  now, 
I  think,  finished  with  Childe  Harold's  critics.  I 
have  in  hand  a  Sartre  on  Waltzina*  which  you  must 
publish  anonymously ;  it  is  not  long,  not  quite  two 
Hundred  lines,  but  will  make  a  very  small  boarded 
pamphlet.    In  a  few  days  you  shall  have  it 

"  P.  S.  The  editor  of  the  Satirist  ought  to  be 
thanked  for  his  revocation ;  it  is  done  handsomely, 
after  five  years'  warfare." 


LETTER  CXLIX. 


TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 


»0«LtB,lSll 


'Thanks,  as   usual. 


You  ^o  on  boldly;  but 
have  a  care  of  glutting  the  public,  who  have  by  this 
time  had  enouffh  of  Childe  Harold.  'Waltzing' 
shall  be  prepared.  It  is  rather  above  two  hundred 
lines,  with  an  introductory  Letter  to  the  Publisher. 
I  think  of  publishing,  with  Childe  Harold,  the 
opening  lines  of  the  '  Curse  of  Minerva,'t  as  far  as 
the  first  speech  of  Pallas, — because  some  of  the 
readers  like  that  part  better  than  any  I  have  ever 
written,  and  as  it  contains  nothing  to  affect  the  sub- 


Dr.  Burijy,  eothtod  ■  Monolorw,  of  which  (he  Pkiody  w 
iBOBT.    The  Ant  fcorlliKt  of  (he  Doctor'*  ASdraaanu 
**  W  hni  etwrgiziiif  ob)ecn  ineii  jwiwb, 
What  are  the  prodifies  thrjr  ooimat  do? 
A  niAgk  ediSee  70a  ben  eorrej, 
Shot  Gnom  the  niiM  of  the  other  diy  I  ** 


■  ue  thai  ridiculed  b  the  Parady;— 
*'  '  inrheo  eoerjpzinf  obiecit  ricb  pnnW) 
The  Lord  knows  what  to  writ  bf  Laid  Imovi « 
'  A.  iftodeet  nomiogve  joq  have  wttivf* 
BlH>dfhntheflMMMiht  'oibwdij.'" 


Which  T 


t  8«Fo«n,p.«aL 
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BITION'S  WOEKS. 


|«ct  of  tbi^  subsequent  potiki'tif  It  vdll  find  4  pl^ce 

**  Thii  pt^  i^  br^kttt  I —  ••■?,,  It  was 

ttalikc  thtJ  picture^  iuid  ^:  liole*  the 

&outb^ieoti  of  an  auLhui  ,  „.    i  a  piltrj 

exhibitioO'  At  all  events,  ikis  miuid  iiiivc  h^K'n  dq 
leoomtne^atiAtiou  to  the  boolc.  I  am  attrc  Sanders 
^Tould  not  liave  mrrieed  iho  fiugrnring^  Bv-thc 
by,  the  ptctttrt  niiiy  riMUttiii  with  i^'>"  or  him  fwhich 
you  pk'iuse)  I  ill  luy  return*  TUc  Rite*  oF  two  rc- 
laiii^mg  copies  is  iit  yu(ir  sL^rrice  tUl  I  am  gUc.  you 
n  btttvf :  tte  at  her  nmst  be  bunu'd  prrx^mj^orii^. 
Again  f  do  not  forgcl  Lhut  1  have  an  ujocouhI  with 
jon*  and  ihifi  tkiM  is  indtnityl,  I  givT' you  too  much 
trouhU  to  allow  you  to  itjctir  cj^mmff  alio, 

"  You  best  know  huw  furthirt  *  Addrc^n  riot'  will 
affect  the  ftitujv  «*le  of  Childfl  iinrnld.  I  liltp  the 
volume  of  •  llojccted  Address^*'  bii'ttcr  aod  better. 
Tho  otlicr  parody  which  Perry  haii  rcBelred  if  mine 
dUn,  (I  bdicTe.)  It  is  Dr.  Busby' it  ftpevch  v^rfliQcd, 
You  ATQ  removing  to  Albcmarli;  atregt,  I  find,  and  I 
rejoie«  thftt  wo  ^hall  ho  nearer  npighbora.  I  nm 
going  to  I^rd  Oxftird's,  but  Icttcr,i  here  will  b<;  for- 
wjitTied.  When  at  leiett?e,  nil  communications  firom 
)Otj  will  \m  Willi  ugly  f^od^od  by  thu  humblest  of 
yuur  scribes.  Did  Mr*  Vtmd  wdtv  the  review  of 
Ilornfl  Tot^ke'i  Life  in  tho  duarturly  ?  it  ia  ex 
cellent/* 


LETTER  CL. 


Ta   MH.    KUJLEAT. 


"On  i»y  n&turn  hrre  from  Lord  Oxford**  I  found 
TOUT  oblii^nR  notc-t  ftiid  will  thunk  you  tt*  rotain  Ihe 
letters,  and  other  uubaequent  oups'  to  the  B«me  ad* 
droBJii  till  I  arrive  in  town  to  Haim  them,  which  will 
probably  be  in  a  few  dayB.  I  have  in  charge  a  eti 
rnouB  and  verj-  hmsf  MS*  poem  ^nitten  bv  Lord 
Brooke,  {thv  friend  of  Sir  Philip  Sithtiy,)  which  1 
wjish  to  Bubmit  to  the  inspection  of  Mr,  GiJford, 
with  the  foil  owing  qnerii^  i^fimt,  whether  tt  haa 
mr^rbeMi  published,  and,  accnndly  (if  tiott)  whrther 
It  U  worth  publication.  It  !■  from  Lord  Oxford's 
library,  and  inugt  havE?  escaped  or  been  overlooked 
amonf^  th«  MSS.  of  the  IlarlEian  Miscellany.  The 
writing  is  Lord  Brooke's^  except  a  differrnt  hand  to- 
ward* the  doac.  It  is  rery  long,  and  in  the  gix-lino 
Ktan^sa,  It  is  not  for  me  to  hazard  tin  opinion  upon 
it*  merits  ?  but  I  would  take  tfio  liberty,  if  not  too 
troublesome,  to  submit  It  to  Mf.  Giffbrd^s  judgment, 
which,  from  hii  eKcellent  edition  of  Mansinger,  I 
flhould  conceive  to  be  a«  deelaive  on  the  writings  of 
that  ^e  n&  on  thoic  of  our  own, 

"  How  for  a  lcs«i  agreeable  and  important  lopic, 
Jlow  came  Mr.  Maa-SSotn^d^^  without  cnnsultiti!^ 
you  or  me,  to  preAi^  the  Address  lo  hip  vokmie*  of 
^  B^^atf  Addreasics  ?*  It  not  tJrta  iomewhnt  lar- 
eenonx  ?  I  think  the  ceremony  of  leave  mieht  have 
been  aakcd,  though  I  have  no  objection  to  the  thing 
iUelf;  and  leave  the  *  hundred  and  leevcn' to  tkt 
themflelvcfl  with  *baao  compariwofisi/  I  should 
think  the  ingenuous  public  toltrnbly  aick  of  the 
subject,  and,  except  the  Piitodies,  I  have  not  inter* 
fered,  nur  aball  j  indct-d  1  did  not  knuw  that  Dr. 
Buaby  had  publisheci  his  Apologetical  Letter  and 
Poatflcript,  or  I  should  have  rocallcd  thera.  But  I 
confcaa  I  looked  upon  his  conduct  in  a  dl/Ten'ntli^ht 
before  its  appearance.  I  fee  soma  mounleby  ok  hfin 
taken  Alderman  Bireh*s  rtamn  to  vituperate  Jh. 
Busby  ;  he  had  much  better  have  pilfered  hiji  pus 1 17, 
which  I  should  imagine  the  more  valuable  ingrcui- 
ent— at  least  for  a  puff.  Truy  secure  me  a  eopy  of 
w ood fairs  n<jw  Juniuss,  iuid  beUtjvcme,  &c.'* 


LETTER  CLL 

TO   MB-  WrLLlAJC  bAKXBS, 

"  The  mukitude  of  your  recommendatioiiB  hvil' 
ready  suptTrtedrd  my  huinble  enJeavon  to  bt  of  w 
to  you,  and,  indeedt  mohit  of  my  principal 


are  returned.  Leake  fron:!  Joauina,  Canning  ^ 
Adnk  from  the  city  of  the  faithful,  njtd  at  SaijTti 
tto  letter  is  nctccssarv,  as  the  cojonals  mt^  9hrq$ 
willing  to  do  every  thf ng  for per&OAiigea  of  rmpe^ 
bility.  I  have  lient  you  tKme,  one  ta  GlbnltR^ 
which,  though  of  no  ^eat  neceasityf  wiU,  Kilip; 
put  you  on  a  more  mtimate  fuotfog  wm  a  •KJ 
pleasant  family  Ibcre.  You  will  very  »ooii  fltid  ost 
that  a  man  of  any  confiequeuee  bjis  very  litt]^  oe- 
easic^n  for  any  letters  but  to  mittifters  and  tMAkffi, 
and  of  them  you  have  already  plenty,  I  wil!  "bt 
sworn. 

"  It  is  by  no  me&ns  imptobablei  that  I  shall  g«]i 
the  spring,  aiid  If  you  will  fix  any  place  of  renW 
vou»  about  Au^ufit,  I  will  icrit^  or  /oiu  joiw  Wbm 
in  Albania,  I  wit^h  you  would  inqture  anes*  Dfrtiir 
Tabiri  and  Vaacillie,  (or  Basil  J  imd  make  myte- 
spects  to  the  viEiers,  biith  there  and  In  tb«  Mmm, 
If  you  mention  my  name  to  Suleytnaii  of  Th«fceSk  1 
think  it  will  not  hurt  you  ;  if  1  l)«d  my  dra|S4iiMa, 
or  wrote  Turki^ih,  I  eould  have  giren  jaw  letlm  oj 
rml  iercicff;  hut  to  the  Et&glish  they  are  bftrdtriK 
quisite,  and  tlie  Gr«c^ks  themselves  ean  b«  of  GHfc 
advantage.  Lirtton  yon  know  already » ^md  I  do  wit, 
as  he  WAM  not  then  minister.  Mind  you  visit  Ephf^ 
BUS  and  the  Troad,  and  let  me  hear  from  you  iSea 
vou  please*  I  believe  O,  Forres ti  ia  now  at  TaniiUt 
but  if  nott  wiioever  is  there  wiU  be  too  happy  to  a^ 
sist  you.  Be  parti rular  about  ^rm^itnti  ne^^er  ^ 
low  yourself  to  he  buUicdp  fof  you  are  h^tbs 
protected  in  Turkey  than  any  where ;  trust  not  tht 
Greeks ;  itnd  take  some  kni^Utuikener  for  pnMsun 
—ipatcAfXj  pixtah,  &c.,  &o>i  to  the  Beyv  and  P»- 
chus.  If  you  find  one  Demetrius,  at  Athene  fv  «h»- 
where,  I  can  recommend  him  aa  a  good  dragooMRL  I 
hope  to  pm  you,  however;  but  you  will  fLod  c^UHi 
of  Enghsh  now  in  the  Levant. 


LETTEH  CL!L 


TO  Ma.  MC&JLAT. 


^  In  '  Hornee  in  London/  I  pemdv« 
salt  on  Lord  Elgin,  in  wMeh  (wuTiiig  t^  kteii 
compliment  to  ray  self),  I  heartily  concur.  I  «iik 
I  had  tho  picas  lire  of  Mr.  Smith's  acqnaintzDiY,  «« 
I  could  communicate  the  carious  anecdotf-  y^ia 
read  in  Mr.  T.*8  letter.  If  he  would  like  it*  he  oa 
hcive  tho  jtubxtance  for  his  sceomd  edition ;  if  ncrt,  I 
shall  add  it  to  our  n«;i<t,  though  I  thinlt  we  alna^ 
have  enough  of  Lord  Elgin. 

''  What  I  have  tcad  of  this  work  »e«mm  wSm^ 
rably  done.  My  praise^  however,  is  not  Bseb 
worth  the  author's  having;  b\it  yfiu  may  thank  Mp 
in  iny  name  for  Ais.  The  idea  is  new— ^fe  h^^  «*- 
ceHont  imitations  of  this  Satires,  &e.,  bj  Pope;  bu.^  I 
remember  but  one  imitatiTe  Ode  in  his  w«irkt,  ani 
notw  any  where  else.  I  can  hardly  suppoM  d^ 
fAey  have  loiat  any  fame  by  thc^  fate  of  tLe  fm**i 
but  even  should  this  be  the  c^tse,  the  unwit 
publieatlom  will  ag&in  pl&c4j  them  on  the£r  ffitrittti^ 

"Toni»,Ae>- 


LETTEH    CLIII. 


TO  m.  EttGKma. 


*  I  enelose  you  a  dnft  for  the  nmrioui  iaierest 
dtie  to  Lord**'sj»i>^^,'^I  also  mold  wiah  j^m 
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would  state  thus  macli  for  me  to  his  lordship. 
Though  the  transaction  speaks  plainly  in  itself  for 
the  borrower's  folly  and  the  lender*s  usury,  it  never 
was  my  intention  to  guath  the  demand,  as  I  leoaily 
tnifflit,  nor  to  withhold  payment  of  principal,  or, 
pcrnaps,  eren  unlawful  interest.  Tou  know  what 
tnj  situation  has  been,  and  what  it  is.  I  have  parted 
« ith  an  estate,  (which  has  been  in  my  family  for 
nearly  three  hundred  years,  and  was  nerer  disgraced 
by  being  in  possession  of  a  lawyer,  a  churchtrian,  or 
a  wonuMt  during  that  period,)  to  liquidate  this  and 
similar  demands ;  and  the  payment  of  the  purchase 
is  still  withheld,  and  may  be,  perhaps,  for  years.  If, 
therefore,  I  am  under  tlis  necessity  of  making  those 
persons  wait  for  their  money,  (which,  considering 
the  terms,  they  can  afford  to  suffer,)  it  is  my  mis- 
fortune. 

**  When  I  arrived  at  majority  in  1809, 1  offered 
my  own  security  on  leoai  interest,  and  it  was  reAised. 
Now,  I  will  not  accede  to  this.  This  man  I  may 
have  seen,  but  I  have  no  recollection  of  the  names 
of  any  parties  but  the  agenta  and  the  securities. 
The  moment  I  can,  it  is  assuredly  my  intention  to 
pay  my  debts.  This  person's  case  may  be  a  hard 
one ;  but,  under  all  circumstances,  what  is  mine  ? 
I  could  not  foresee  that  the  purchaser  of  my  estate 
was  to  demur  in  paying  for  it. 
I  "  I  am  glad  it  nappens  to  be  in  my  power  so  far 

t       to  accommodate  my  Israelite,  and  only  wish  I  could 
I       do  as  muoh  for  tiie  rest  of  the  Twelve  Tribes. 
'*  Ever  yours,  dear  R. 


LETTER  CLiy. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

^'Westall  has,  I  believe,  agreed  to  illustrate 
TOQf  book,*  and  I  fancy  one  of  the  engravings  will 
be  from  the  pretty  little  girl  you  saw  the  other  day,t 
though  without  her  name,  and  merely  as  a  model 
for  some  sketch  connected  with  the  subjecL  I 
would  also  have  the  portrait  (which  you  saw  to>day) 
of  the  firiend  who  is  mentioned  in  the  text  at  tne 
elose  of  Canto  first*  and  in  the  notes.-— which  are 
subjects  suffioient  to  authorise  that  addition.'* 


Early  in  the  spring  he  brought  out,  anonymously, 
his  poem  on  Waltzing,  which,  though  iiiU  of  very 
lively  satire,  fell  so  far  short  of  what  was  now  ex- 
pected from  him  by  the  public,  that  the  disavowal 
of  it,  which,  as  we  see  by  the  following  latter,  he 
thought  right  to  put  forth,  found  ready  credtnee. 


LETTEE  CLV. 

TO  HB.  HUBBAT. 

"Airttl.nilL 

*<  I  shall  be  in  town  by  Sunday  next,  and  will  call 
tndhavc  tome  conversation  on  me  subject  of  West- 
all's  designs.  I  am  to  sit  to  him  for  a  picture  at 
the  request  of  a  friend  of  mine,  and  as  Sanders's  is 
not  a  good  one,  yon  will  probably  prefer  the  other. 
I  wish  you  to  have  Sanders's  taken  down  and  sent 
to  my  lodgings  immediately — before  my  arrival.  I 
hear  that  a  certain  malicious  publication  on  Waltz- 
ing is  attributed  to  me.  This  report,  I  suppose, 
you  will  take  care  to  contradict,  as  the  author,  1  am 
sue,  will  not  like  that  I  should  wear  his  cap  and 


bells.  Mr.  Hobhouse's  quarto  will  be  out  mmiedl* 
a^ly ;  pray  send  to  the  author  for  an  early  copy, 
which  I  wish  to  take  abroad  with  me. 

'<  P.  S.  I  see  the  Examiner  threatens  aome  ob» 
servations  upon  you  next  week.  What  can  to« 
have  done  to  share  the  wrath  which  has  heretofore 
been  principally  expended  upon  the  Prince  >  I 
presume  all  your  Scxibleri  will  be  drawn  up  in  bat* 
tie  array  in  defence  of  the  modem  Tonson-  Mr. 
Bucke,  tor  instance. 

'*  Send  in  my  account  to  Bennet  street,  as  I  wish 
to  settle  it  befose  sailmg." 


LETTEE  (JLVI. 
TO  MB.  urraaxt. 

"MsldaalMad,  Ina*  II,  mn 

"•  •  •  I  have  read  the 'Strictures,'*  whidk 
are  just  enough,  and  not  grossly  abusive^  in  very 
fair  couplets.  There  is  a  note  against  Massinger 
near  the  end,  and  one  cannot  quarrel  with  one's 
company,  at  any  rate.  The  author  detects  som« 
incouffmous  ilffures  in  a  passage  of  English  Bards, 
page  23,  but  whieh  edition  I  do  not  know.  In  the 
«o/e  copy  in  your  possession—I  mean  the  Jifth 
edition— you  may  make  these  alterations,  that  I 
may  profit  (though  a  little  too  late)  by  his  remarks : 
For  *  KeUUh  instmct.'  substitute  *  bnOal  instinct ; ' 
*  harpim '  alter  to  'jelotw ; '  and  for  *  blood-hounds  * 
write  *  hell-hounds.'t  These  be  *  very  bitter  words, 
by  my  troth,'  and  the  alterations  not  much  sweeter; 
but  as  I  shall  not  publish  the  thing,  they  can  do  no 
harm,  but  are  a  satisfaction  to  me  in  the  way  oif 
amendment.    The  passage  is  only  twelve  lines. 

**  You  do  not  answer  me  about  H.'s  book ;  I  want 
to  write  to  him,  and  not  to  sav  any  thing  unpleas- 
ing.  If  you  direct  to  post-office,  Port8moutn|tiU 
eatled  for,  I  will  send  and  reeeive  your  I«tter.  Torn 
never  told  me  of  the  forthcoming  critique  on  Co* 
Iambus,  which  is  not  too  fair ;  and  I  do  not  think 
justice  ouitc  done  to  the  *  Pleasures,'^  which  surely 
entitle  the  author  to  a  higher  rank  than  that  assignea 
him  in  the  Quarterly.  But  I  must  not  cavil  at  the 
decisions  of  the  vwuible  infalliblet :  and  the  artiele 
is  very  well  written.  The  general  horror  of  'froff^ 
menu '  makes  me  tremulous  for  the  '  (Haour  r  but 
you  would  publish  it — ^I  presume,  by  this  time,  to 
your  repentance.  But  as  I  consented,  whatever  be 
Its  fate,  I  won't  now  quarrel  with  you,  even  though 
I  detect  it  in  my  pastry ;  but  I  shall  not  open  a  pie 
without  apprehension  for  some  weeks. 

**  The  books  which  may  be  marked  G.  O.,  I  will 
carry  out.  Do  you  know  dlarke's  Naufragia?  X 
am  told  that  he  asserts  ttieJSrtt  volume  of  Robinson 
Crusoe  was  written  by  the  first  Lord  Oxford,  when 
in  the  Tower,  and  given  by  him  to  Defoe ;  if  truOf 
it  is  a  curious  anecdote.  Have  you  got  back  Loro 
Brooke's  MS.  ?  and  what  does  Heber  say  of  it  ? 
Write  to  me  at  Portsmouth. 

'*  Ever  yours,  &c. 


•  A  anr  •dklaa  or  Ckdda  BuohL 

t  LhIj  ChuioM  Baiky,  to  when,  vidar  tbe  nanw  of  hBdM^  te  I 
4MIM7  Cm  to  CbBito  HuoU  «m  atenraid  oddiMNd. 


LETTER  CLVII. 

TO  KB.  MtTBBJLT. 

«*J«Mti^lSllL 

''Win  you  fbrward  the  enclosed  answer  to  th« 


kindest  letter  I  ever  received  in  my  life,jn][  sens* 
of  which  I  can  neither  express  to  Mr.  C 


self  nor  to  any  one  else. 


.  him* 


"  Ever  yours, 


'N.' 


•  Ob  tin  Sotln,  ty  Vx.  Cnw. 
:nMni,l7l 
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BYRON'S  WOKKS. 


LETTER  CLVUI, 


to  W.  OIPTOKD,   £8^» 


""June  IV.  181 3v 

*«  Mt  Dear  StB, 

'*  I  fet'l  greatljr  at  a  toeta  bww  to  write  to  you  aE  oil 
— «till  more  to  thank  you  aa  I  ovi^ht.  If  j'ou  kneiv 
the  fcncrntlon  with  which  I  have  ever  rppjard*!*!  Tou, 
long  befure  I  hsid  the  tno^t  distant  pfospcct  of  b^- 
coming  your  netjttaintnnc^r  liicrarj'  or  pcmona.!,  my 
embamiasnient  w<iu1d  not  aun^riee  you, 

"Any  atiicj^catloii  of  yours,  even  were  It  conveyed 
in  thfi  lt$*  tvndm  ihnpe  of  the  trxt  of  the  BaTiVd, 
or  a  Monk  Mason  notu  in  Ma<tsinf;^ofT  would  have 
bfcen  obeyed;  I  should  haTo  mdearored  to  improve 
niyieif  bj  your  (?cnfi«i*i  judge  then  if  I  should  bp 
hiSft  wllhni^  to  frfofit  hy  your  kindness.  U  is  not 
for  me  to  bandy  oomptuuents  with  my  elders  and 
my  b<?tterR :  I  receive  your  approbation  with  grati- 
tude, and  will  not  rotum  my  braAn  for  yonr  ijold,  by 
eiprei,<ing  more  fuUy  thoRa  ientimcnta  of  «4imira'^ 
tiout  wbifih,  howercx  sincere,  would,  I  knowi  b<j 
unwelcome. 

"To  your  advice  on  ret i (pons  tf ipit;*,  I  shall  equal- 
ly Attend.  Pt^haps  the  best  way  will  be  by  avoiding 
them  altogether.  The  already  published  obit?ctiou- 
able  paxAaueft  have  been  loueli  commented  npoii^ 
hut  cerUunly  have  been  rather  itrougly  interpreted. 
I  aju  no  biffot  to  miiclelity,  and  did  not  eipect  that, 
because  I  doubted  the  immortaUty  of  mun,  I  ^bauld 
bo  eharged  with  denying  the  exiatede<?  of  a  God. 
It  was  the  comparative  in»ignilieanee  of  ouratlves 
«iid  &tit  icorldf  when  placed  m  edmpnrisnn  mth  the 
Uughty  wh<dt%  of  which  it  h  uti  atom,  that  first  led 
^  to  imagine  that  our  prcten«ioa$  to  eternity 
might  be  OTerra^ted* 

'*  This,  and  Ijoinfy  early  dispnsted  with  a  Calvan- 
latie  Scottb  lehool,  when  I  wa*  cudgelled  ta  church, 
for  the  tirst  ten  yc.irs  of  my  tife^  afflicted  me  with 
this  malady ;  for,  jifter  all,  it  ia,  I  bdtcte,  a  djfleafle 
nf  the  mind  aa  much  u  other  kinde  of  hypochon- 


LETTER  CLX, 


TO  MBn   M00&£. 


LETTER  CLIX. 

TO   UR,    IfOOUE, 

'*  Yeiiterday  I  dined  in  compauv  with  *•  *,  the 
Epieen  (% '  wl  i  ose  p. jli  tiet  nre  sindl  v  c\i  iti  syed,  S  h  e  !■ 
for  the  Lord  of  larael  and  the  Lord  of  Liverpool— a 
Yile  antitheiis  of  a  Methodist  and  u  Torv— talk*  of 
Jiothin^  bitt  devotion  and  the  mitiiitry,  and,  I  pre- 
jume,  eapeeta  that  God  aud  the  government  will 
help  her  to  a  pennioti^ 

"Murray  the  ai-rtf  of  publishers,  the  Anac  of 
iUtioncrs,  baa  a  design  tifion  you  m  the  paper  line, 
lie  wajit$  you  to  become  the  utiiple  and  stipendinrv 
editor  of  a  periodical  work.  What  i*av  you  ?  Will 
you  be  bound,  like  *  Kit  Smart,  to  irrite  for  ninety- 
time  years  in  the  Universal  VUiter:*  Serioualy,  he 
Jalka  of  huudreds  a  year,  and-^though  1  ilat4^  prat- 
ing of  the  beggerly  elements— his  propoaal  may  be 
to  your  honor  and  profit,  aud,  I  am  v^j  muv,  will 
be  to  our  pleasure 


"I  presume  by  your  Kiletiee  that  I  h^r^  bliuiiq^ 

into  au  ninth  in  i?  noxious  in  my  rtpir  to  jour  k^tei; 
for  the  wbich  1  beg  leave  to  send,  bcfenrehtad,! 
s^rcepLug  apolof^y,  whi^h  vou  may  apply  t<>  aay,  c# 
Jill,  paju  of  that  unfortunate  cpt&tle.  Lf  1  err  is 
my  cutjjccturc,  I  ejcpeet  the  like  from  you,  la  pv^ 
ting  our  ofirfe«poudc.-nee  so  long  in  qiLumitSBa 
(jod,  he  knowa^hat  I  have  «aid ;  but  be  uao  kiunif^ 
(if  he  i*  not  as  indi^erent  to  mortala  ta  thicAaii- 
ekalami  deities  of  Lueretius,)  that  von  sre  the  liit 
peraoa  I  want  to  offend.  So*  if  1  lave.^»K*  tbi 
devil  don't  you  »ay  It  at  om^,  and  cipector*t*'ymir 
Kpleoa  } 

**  lloger«  ia  otit  of  towD  with  Madama  de  Scil9, 
who  hath  publish ed  an  Easay  agaiuat  Siikidiv 
which,  I  presumL'j  will  make  somebody  shoot  y&- 
iiclf ;  as  a  semiim  by  Blink euftop,  in  proof  ^f  Clii»> 
tinnity,  sent  a  hitherto  most  ortuodox  aequaintaaQi 
of  mine  out  of  a  ch^Lsel  of  ease  a  perfect  »1^ei^ 
llavo  yon  found  m  nitiiidcd  a  TC^meuce  jtt?  tat 
hare  you  begun  m  ftni^bed  a  Poem?  M  m 
n^'on't  udl  me  what  /  have  done,  pray  sny  irjug 
you  have  done,  or  left  undone,  yourself.  I  as 
atill  in  equipment  for  voyaging,  and  anxiooa  to 
hear  from,  or  of,  yo?i  btfore  1  go,  which  aiixiilT 
y<m  should  remove  more  readily,  as  you  Ihink  1 
^ban'^t  eogitate  aliout  yon  afterward.  I  shall  five 
the  He  to  that  calumny  by  fifty  foreiffn  letten,  h^ 
tii'uUrly  from  any  plaee  where'  the  plague  ii  Hlfi— 
without  a  dro^  of  vinegar  or  a  whiff  of  aaiilphitr  t» 
fiave  you  from  mfeciioa*  Pray  write :  1  am  aorrr  l» 
say  that  *        •        •        , 

**The  Oxfords  have  sailed   almost  a  fortiLi^kt, 
find  my  sister  iw  in  town,  whiijh  is  a  great  eomf* 
for,  never  having  been  much  togeth- 
urally  more  attached  tn  each  other, 
illuminntiona  have  cfmflagrated  to  i  j 
ever  yon  are)  hy  this  time.     Wear*  just' r^.v.^ 
from  tumult,  and  train  oil,  and  trauapartnt 

C'es,  and  ail  the  noise  and  nonsenae  nt  TuiorV. 
i-v  Lane  had  0  large  1/.  IK.  which  some  thoagM 
wttft  Marsihal  Wellington;  other*  tlmt  it  nuj^t  U 
Ira  nutated  Into  ^Innager  WKitbread ;  wh^e  ^ 
ladieE^  of  the  vicinity  and  the  salooa  cdnceln^l  Ite 
Iflbt  letter  to  be  toin|dimetitary  to  theitmelTca.  [ 
leave  this  to  the  cotnmentators  to  iUummatt.  If 
you  don't  anawer  thfn,  I  shan't  lay  what  ^««  ^ 
serve,  but  I  think  /  defcrvo  a  tfply»  Do  yon  f^m* 
ceive  ther*  is  no  Pofit*BAg  but  the  Twopcii&yr 
SimbuTH  mcf  if  you  are  not  too  bad." 


^*  1  donH  know  what  to  say  about  '  fdendahin.'    I 

H**w  infill  :«   f_: i.v-^    t     j^'  H  ■.  .         -^        . 


•■  ^^  i^  friendship  but  once,  in  ni)  ^iueteetith 

fo«r,  and  then  it  gave  me  as  much  trouble  a^  love, 
am  afraid,  as  Whitbread^s  sire  aaid  to  the  kinir, 
when  he  wanted  to  knight  him,  that  1  am  '  too  oMl' 
but,  nevertheless,  no  one  ixiahon  vou  more  friends, 
fame,  and  feHcity,  than         "  To'urs,  &c." 


LETTER  CLXL 


TO  BUU    HOOBS. 

"Your  letter  set  me  at  ea*e ;  for  I  re^illy  tboufit 
,  G  1  hear  of  your  suBceptibilily)  that  I  had  ^aid^ 
know  not  wh.'tt — but  some  thing  I  should  have  bee* 
very  aorry  for,  had  it,  or  I*  offL'ndtKl  you  ;  though  I 
don't  >>ce  how  a  man  ^d(h  a  beautiful  wife,  hit  mm 
children,  quiet,  fame,  compett'ucy,  and  frienda,  Q 
will  vouch  for  a  thotiiiand,  which  it  more  than  I  ^m 
for  a  unit  In  my  own  behalf,)>iin  be  oSendftd  i 
any  thing. 

"Do  you  know,  Moore,  I  am  amaxingly  la 
—remember  I  nay  bitt  inclined — to  be  fitrioolt 
enamored  with  I*ady  A*  F.— but  this  •  •  has  rmmi 
all  my  prospect*.  HowevPT,  you  know  ber;  ^  «%« 
ciereKt  or  sensible,  or  good-tempered  ?  eil^er  wm^-i 
do^I  scratch  out  the  mlL  1  don't  aak  at  t9  hrr 
beauty,  that  I  ijee  ;  but  my  circumstaueea  wxe  nosdr 
ing,  and  were  &ot  my  ather  prospeeti  bU«k«ttln£,  I 
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htrndrtdtpbd  11%  left  ^re,  uid  they  are 
Pica  J  W  Cq^rv,  might  not  Falitaff  meui 
street  officer  ?  1  dare  * « j  Ma]onc>  iiost 
idition  will  hate  it  bo)  for  life- 
X  wrote  last,  1  haTc  been  into  the  eoQutty 
Ed  bj  night— no  incident  ot  aecident,  but 
on  the  "part  of  ny  vBlet  on  tUe  outside 
rosMDg  Epplnff  Forest,  actually ,  I  believe, 
m  hu  purae  before  a  mik-itone,  with  a 
I  in  the  second  figure  of  nii«ib«r  XIX..^- 
;  It  for  a  footpftd  and  dark  lanteni.  I  can 
hute  hi*  feari  Co  a  pair  of  new  pifitob, 
L  1  had  armed  him;  and  b«  thought  it 
to  duplay  h^  vifiilance  by  calling  out  to 
B^  we  pa8i«d  any  thing — no  matter 
loring  or  stationaiy.  Conceive  Un  rnileii, 
mat  evory  furloTig.  I  have  scribbled  yon 
long  letter.  This  sheet  must  be  UlaJik, 
irely  a  wrapper,  to  precludo  tho  tabclla- 
,he  poat  frum  pteping.  You  once  eom- 
my  fM  writing  j— I  will  heap  '  coala  qI 
*our  head  *  by  twt  conaplaimug  of  yonr  not 
Ever,  my  dear  Moore,  your'n,  {bn't  that 
'dihupe  temniiiation  ?) 

**  BYROJf." 


LETTER  CL:tin, 

TO  XIL   HOOILE. 

you  next  imitate  the  utyle  of  *  Tttcitna/ 
*de  tnorlbua  Oermanorum  ; ' — this  la^ftt 
i  of  bnrbarcju*  Bilimcej  and  could  only  be 
L  the  H'botkt  and,  aa  such,  I  attribute  it 
your  ivWan  sequeat ration  at  Mnyfield 
You  will  find,  on  casting  up  accounts, 
ro  iiiT  debtor  by  sevcrcil  Blict-t*  and  one 
ihall  bring  my  action ;— if  yon  don't  dia- 
lect to  hear  frora  my  nttomcj,  I  hivo 
our  letter  to  Huggici-o  j  but  don't  ntakfi 
me  agaui,  for  fear  I  should  be  tempted 
DUr  aanntity  of  wai  or  wafer. 
.iere  me  ever  yours,  tn<%iwiw#/y, 


LETTEH  CLXrV* 

to   UU.   MOOES. 

on  be  ftatisfied  with  the  pangi  of  my 
Rogers,  without  aetuall?  making  me 
of  your  epistolarj'  in&iguc?  This  b 
ettcr  you  have  enclosed  to  my  addreaa, 
imB  a  miraculous  long  answer,  and  a 
nno  or  two  of  your  own.  If  you  do  so 
t  tell  to  what  pitch  my  fury  may  sour, 
I  you  Terse  or  araenic,  as  likely  aa  any 
thousand  couple ts  on  sheets  beyond 
;  of  fTanking;  that  privilege,  sir,  of 
:ake  an  undue  advantage  over  a  too 
enator,  Ly  forwarding  vonr  luctibrutiona 
but  hitnaelf.  I  wont 'frauk  from  you, 
T  (o  you,  may  I  be  cursed  if  fdo,  unless 
ur  manners,  I  diaown  you— I  diatlaira 
all  the  powers  of  Eulogy,  1  will  write 
ipon  you^or  dedicate  a  quarto — if  you 
ne  ample  amends- 
am  in  training  to  dino  ti-ith  Sheridan 
this  evening.  I  have  a  little  apite 
tnd  will  shod  hia  *  Clftry  wines  pottlo- 
la  nearly  my  ultimate  or  penultimite 
am  quite  equippedi  and  only  wait  i 
erhaps  I  mav  wait  a  few  weeks  tor 
ot  if  I  3an  help  it,*' 


\  \ 
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LETTER  CLXV. 

TO  UR.   CSOCKEB. 
„  _  „  "  BU  Sir.  AugiM  8,  181B. 

"Deae  Sie, 

**  I  was  honored  with  yonr  nnexpectcd  and  very 
obliging?  letter  when  on  the  point  of  leaving  Lon- 
don, which  prevented  me  from  acknowledging  my 
obligation  as  Quickly  as  I  felt  it  sincerely.  1  am 
endeavoring  all  in  mv  power  to  bo  ready  before 
Saturday ;  and  even  if  I  should  not  succeed,  I  can 
only  blame  my  own  tardiness,  which  will  not  the 
less  enhance  the  benefit  I  have  lost.  I  have  only 
to  add  my  hope  of  forgiveness  for  all  my  trespasses 
on  your  time  and  patience,  and  with  my  best  wishes 
for  your  public  and  private  welfare,  I  have  the 
honor  to  be,  most  truly, 

**  Your  obliged  and  most  obedient  servant, 

*'  Byeon." 


The  followinsf  notes  to  Mr.  Murray,  hare  reference 
to  a  fifth  edition  of  the  "  Giaour,"  then  in  press. 
The  poem  first  appeared  in  the  May  preceding,  and 
contained  originiilly  but  about  four  hundred  lines, 
and  was  gradually  increased  through  successive 
editions  to  its  present  number,  nearly  fourteen 
hundred.  In  a  note  which  accompanied  the  man 
uscript  of  the  paragraph  commencing 


Dear  Sib, 
"  Pray  suspend  the 
and  have  quantUiea  foj 


day. 


P.  8.  You  shall  hs 


LETT 

TO  M 


"  Fidr  dimt,  i 


Danan,** 


he  says,  "  I  have  not  yet  fixed  the  place  of  insertion 
for  tlie  following  lines,  but  will  when  I  sec  you." 
The  whole  portion  from  the  line 

"  Pw  iheit  (he  row  o'er  era*  and  T«Ie,'» 

town  to 

**  And  turn  to  froajM  Ua  roundday," 

Was  inserted  during  the  revision  of  the  proofs. 
The  passage  stood  originally  thus  :— 

"  FiJr  clime  I  whwe  ceattlet$  tumTntr  anJtat 
Brnifnanl  o'er  thoae  blcawd  Uloa, 
Which,  M>en  from  (ar  Colonna'a  heifbt, 
Make  gliul  liiQ  htcan  liial  baila  the  mgbtf 
And  gioe  to  loncllwii  dclig-hl. 
Then  $hiru  the  bright  abodet  yt  »e*k, 
LUm  (Umplei  upon  Ocenn't  c/i«/t,— 
So  $mUing  round  llk$  vatere  /aM 
These  Eden*  of  the  eaitem  wave. 
Or  if,  at  tinica,  the  traaaieot  biveas 
Break  the  amoolh  cryataJ  of  the  acaa. 
Or  brush  one  bloMom  from  the  txree. 
How  grate/ul  U  the  gende  air 
That  wakea  aad  waA«  the  /rtgrtuue  than.** 

The  Beveral  passages  beginning-— 

**  He  who  bath  bent  hlro  o'er  the  dead :  ** 
"  The  eygiKt  proudl  v  walks  tiw  water : " 

*'  Mr  mrnnorf  oov  ta  but  the  umbi  '* 

^^je  added  to  the  fourth  edition,  between  which 
and  the  first,  only  six  weeks  intervened. 


"  I  have  looked  over 
not  so  carefully  (Go<j 
through,  but  I  can't)  i 
discovering  some  omis 
of  your  printer.  If 
over.  Do  you  know 
mean  point — commas, 
hear,  a  sad  hand  at  yo 
with  some  difficulty,  i 
snake  of  a  Poem,  whic 
rattles  every  month, 
being  more 'than  a  c 
Harold,  which  contai 
eighty-two  lines  per  b 
inclusive. 

*•  The  last  lines  Hodj 
he  docs,  and  when  he  d 
energy,  and  I  fret  and 
in  to  soften  the  feroci 
dying  niau,  have  given 
himself.        ♦        ♦ 

"  I  was  quite  sorry  to 
town  on  my  account,  a 
not  mean  so  superfluoui 
"  Our  six  critiques  !- 
a  Quarterly  by  thcmsel 
criticism. 


The  following  refer 
edition. 


LETTE] 


TO  ME, 


and 


The  verses  commencing — 

"  Tbe  brawaiof  ounab'  bdk  tn  dukllnf : 

and  the  passage 

»  Ye*,  low  bdeed  b  light  fnm  boavea,' 

were  inserted  In  the  fifth  edition,  and  subseauentlv 
the  following —  •' 

•'  She  waa  a  forra  of  life  and  llyht. 
That,  accn,  bfxame  a  part  of  »if  ht. 
And  rote,  where'er  I  tuniM  ndne  eye, 
The  Momiug-rtar  of  meiuoiy  I '» 

"If  yon  send  more  proofs,  I  ihaU  never  finish 
this  mfemal  story— 'Ecce  signum  *— thirt^'-three 
lines  more  enclosed !  to  the  utter  discomfiture  of 
iHe  printer,  and,  I  fear,  not  to  your  advantage. 

«*  B."    I 


'*  I  have  just  recoUec 
make  in  the  proof  to  1 
the  lines  on  Hassan's  S« 
ning,  is  this— 

"  Unmeet  for 

Now  to  share,  implies  m 
is  a  single  gentleman ;  if 

"  For  many  a  jfi 
Whkb  SuUiudi 

and  so  on.^My  address  i! 
*•  Will  you  adopt  this  c 
a  Stilton  cheese  from  me 


••If*  the  old  line  stand 

"  Nor  there  wHJ  t 
To  Ueaa  iho  Htc 

*•  A'bftf.- To  partake  ol 
taste  salt  with  your  host, 
guest ;  even  though  an  ei 
moment  becomes  sacred. 

**  There  is  another  addi 
— on  the  Priest  in  the  Coi 

•  Tbb  ta  vrhtea  OB  a  eepuiri 


JLBTTEB8. 


TM 


*  P.  8.  I  leare  ISiIb  to  yonr  diseretioii ;  if  any 
oody  thinkfl  the  old  line  a  good  one,  or  the  oheeee  a 
bad  one.  don't  accept  either.  But,  in  that  oaee, 
the  'fford  ahare  is  repeated  soon  after  in  the  line— 


*<Toatau«ll 

and  mnst  be  altered  1 


This  it  not  lo  well,  though— oonfinmd  it ! " 


LETTEB  CLXVin. 

TO  HB.  MVBBAT. 

"OeLU,18ia. 

"  "Yon  nrast  look  the  *  GKaonr*  aoain  oyer  carefully ; 
there  an  a  few  lapaea,  particularly  in  the  last  page. 
— *  I  know  'twaa  falie ;  ahe  could  not  die ; '  it  was, 
and  ought  to  be—*  I  knew,'  Pray  obserre  this  and 
aimilar  mistakes.. 

**  I  have  reoeived  aad  read  the  Britiah  Benew.  I 
really  think  the  writer  in  moat  points  yery  light 
The  only  mortliVing  thing  is  the  acousation  of 
Imitation.  CrobM»  passage  I  nerer  saw,  and  Scott 
I  no  ftffther  meant  to  follow  than  in  his  lyric 
measure,  which  is  Oray's,  Milton's,  and  any  one's 
who  likes  it.  The  *  Oiaour '  is  certainly  a  bad 
character,  but  not  dangerous ;  and  I  think  his  fate 
and  his  feelings  will  meet  with  few  proselvtes.  I 
shall  be  rery  glad  to  hear  from  or  of  you,  when  you 
please ;  but  don't  put  youiself  out  of  your  way  on 
my  account." 


LETTER  CLXIX. 

TO  lOL.  XOO&B. 

"  Jhoaei  rtifM,  A«r.  V,  im. 

•  •  •  •  a  • 

"  As  our  late— I  might  say,  deceased— correspon- 
dence had  too  much  of  the  town-life  leaven  in  it, 
we  will  now  'paulo  majora,'  prattle  a  little  of 
literature  in  all  its  branches ;  ana  first  of  the  first- 
criticism.  The  Prince  is  at  Brighton,  and  Jackson, 
the  boxer,  gone  to  Margate,  having,  I  believe, 
deooved  Tannouth  to  see  a  milling  in  that  polite 
neighborhood.  Mad'',  de  StaOl  Holstein  has  lost 
one  of  her  young  barons,  who  has  been  carbona- 
doed by  a  vile  Teutonic  adjutant, — ^kilt  and  killed 
in  a  coffee-house  at  Scrawsenhawsen.  Corinne  is, 
of  course,  what  all  mothers  must  be,— but  will.  I 
venture  to  prophesy,  do  what  few  mothers  coula — 
write  an  Essay  upon  it.  She  can  not  exist  without 
a  grievance— ana  somebody  to  see,  or  read,  how 
much  grief  becomes  her.  I  have  not  seen  her  since 
the  event ;  but  merely  judge  (not  very  charitably) 
from  prior  observation. 

"In  a  ' mail-coach  copy'  of  the  Edinburgh,  I 
perceive  the  *Oiaour'  is  second  article.  The  numbers 
are  still  in  the  Leith  smack— proy,  which  way  tr  the 
windf  The  said  article  is  so  very  mild  ana  senti- 
mental, that  it  must  be  written  by  Jeffrey  in  love; 
— ^ou  know  he  is  gone  to  America  to  marry  some 
fair  one,  of  whom  he  has  been  for  several  gvartere,. 
^perdmnent  omourmu.  Seriously— as  Winined  Jen- 
kins says  of  Lismahago— Mr.  Je&ey  (or  his  dwuty) 
<  has  done  the  handsome  thing  by  me,'  and  I  say 
nothing.^  But  this  I  will  say,— if  rou  and  I  had 
knocked  one  another  on  the  head  m  this  quarrel, 
how  ha  would  have  laughed,  and  what  a  mighty 
bad  figure  we  should  have  out  in  our  posthumous 
works.  By^Ae4iy»  I  was  called  m  the  other  day  to 
mediate  between  two  gentlemen  bent  upon  car- 


nage, and,— after  a  long  stniffgle  between  Urn 

natural  desire  of  destroying  one^  feUow-oreatares^ 
and  the  dislike  of  seong  men  play  the  fool  for 
nothing,— I  got  one  to  make  an  apologr,  and  the 
other  to  take  it,  and  left  them  to  live  happy  ever 
after.  One  was  a  peer,  the  other  a  friend  untitled, 
and  both  fond  of  mgh  play  ^-and  one,  I  can  swear 
for,  though  very  mild,  *  not  fearfol,'  and  so  dead  a 
shot,  that,  though  the  other  is  the  thinnest  of  men, 
1^  would  have  split  him  like  a  eane.  They  both 
eondueted  themselves  verr  well,  and  I  put  them  oat 
of  pain  as  soon  as  I  could.       •       •       •       • 

**  There  is  an  American  UtB  of  G.  F.  Cooke, 
Sewrra  deceased,  lately  published.  Such  a  book !— I 
believe,  since  Drunken  Bamaby's  Journal,  notliiaff 
like  it  has  drenched  the  press.  All  green-room  and 
tap^rooBif— drams  and  the  drama— brandy,  whiskef- 
punch,  and,  latterly,  toddy,  overflow  every  page. 
Two  things  are  rather  marvellous— first,  that  a  man 
should  live  so  long  drunk,  and,  neift,  that  he  should 
have  found  a  sober  biographer.  There  are  some 
very  laughable  things  in  it,  nevertheless :— but  the 
pints  he  swallowed,  and  the  parts  he  performed,  are 
too  regularly  registered. 

**  Ail  this  time  you  wonder  that  I  am  not  gone ; 
so  do  I ;  but  the  accounts  of  the  plague  are  very 
perplexing— not  so  much  for  the  thmg  itself  as  the 
quarantine  established  in  all  ports,  and  ftom  all 
places,  even  fh>m  Ensland.  It  is  true  the  forty  or 
sixty  days  would,  in  all  probability,  be  as  foolishly 
spent  on  shore  as  in  the  ship ;  but  one  likes  to  have 
one's  choice,  nevertheless.  Town  is  awfiilly  empty; 
but  not  the  worse  for  that.  I  am  really  puxzled  with 
my  perfect  ignorance  of  what  I  mean  to  do ;— not 
stay,  if  I  can  help  it,  but  whero  to  ffo  ?  Sligo  is  for 
the  North,— a  pleasant  place,  Petersbuigh,  in 
September,  with  one's  ears  and  nose  in  a  muff  or 
else  tumbling  into  one's  neckcloth  or  pocket  hand- 
kerchief!  If  the  winter  treated  Bonaparte  witii  so 
little  ceremony,  what  would  it  inflict  upon  your 
solitary  traveller  ?  give  me  a  sun,  I  care  not  how 
hot,  and  sherbet.  1  caro  not  how  cool,  and  my 
Heaven  is  as  easily  made  as  your  Persian's.*  The 
Oiaour  is  now  one  thousand  and  odd  lines.  *  Lord 
Fanny  spins  a  thousand  such  a  day,'  eh,  Moore  h^ 
thou  wilt  needs  be  a  wag,  but  I  forgive  it. 

•*  Yours  ever,  «  Bw." 

*'P.  8.  I  perceive  I  have  written  a  flippant  ana 
rather  oold-nevted  letter:  let  it  go,  however.  I 
have  said  nothing,  either,  of  the  bnlliant  sex ;  but 
the  fact  is,  I  am  at  this  moment,  in  a  far  more  seri- 
ous, and  entirely  new  scrape  than  any  of  the  last 
twelvemonth,— and  that  is  saying  a  good  deal.  *  * 
It  is  unlucky  we  oan  neither  live  mk.  or  without 
these  women. 

**  I  am  now  thinking  and  regretting  that  just  as  I 
have  left  Newstead,  yon  reside  near  it.  iMd  you 
ever  see  it  ?  <fo— but  don't  tell  me  that  tou  like  it. 
If  I  had  known  of  such  intellectual  neighborhood,  I 
don't  think  I  should  have  quitted  it.  Tou  could 
have  come  over  so  often,  as  a  bachelor,— for  it  was 
a  thoronrii  bachelor's  manrion— plenty  of  wine  and 
such  sordid  sensualities— with  books  enough,  room 
enough,  and  an  air  of  antiquity  about  all  (exoept 
the  lasses)  that  would  have  suited  vou,  when  pen- 
sive, and  served  yon  to  laugh  at  wnen  in  alee.  I 
had  built  myself  a  bath  and  a  vault  ana  now  I 
shan't  even  be  buried  in  it.  It  is  odd  that  we  can't 
even  be  certain  of  Ayrave,  at  least  a  particular  one. 
I  remember,  when  about  fifteen,  reading  your  poems 
there,— which  I  can  repeat  almost  now,<— And  ask- 
ing all  kinds  of  questions  about  the  authof,  when  I 
heard  he  was  not  dead  according  to  the  preface ; 
wondering  if  I  should  ever  see  mm— and  though, 
at  that  time,  without  the  smallest  poetical  propen- 
rity  myself,  very  mnoh  taken,  as  yon  may  imagine, 
with  uiat  volume.     Adieu— I  oonunit  yon  to  the 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


tare  of   the    gods  — Hindoo,    Scandinavian,    and 
Hellenic ! 

"P.  S.  2d.  There  is  an  exellcnt  review  of  Grimm's 
Correspondence  and  Mad-?,  de  StaCl  in  this  No.  of 
the  Edinburgh  Review.  *  *  «  «  • 
Jeffrey,  himself,  was  my  critic  last  year ;  hut  this 
is,  I  believe,  by  another  hand.  I  hope  you  are  going 
on  with  your  (jrand  cot//>— pray  do— or  that  damned 
Lucien  Bonaparte  will  beat  us  all.  I  have  seen 
much  of  his  poem  in  MS.  and  he  reallv  surpasses 
every  thmg  beneath  Tasso.  Hodgson  is  translating 
him  against  another  bard.  You  and  (I  believe 
Rogers)  Scott,  Gifford,  and  myself,  are  to  be  re- 
ferred to  as  judges  between  the  twain  ;  that  is,  if  you 
accept  the  office.  Conceive  our  dilferent  opinions  • 
1  thmk  we,  most  of  us  (I  am  talking  very  impu- 
dently, you  will  think— Mj,  indeed!)  have  a  way  of 
our  own,— at  least,  you  and  Scott  certainly  have." 


LETTER  CLXX. 

'to  MR.   MOOKE. 

"  A«f .  88, 1813. 

"Ay,  my  dear  Moore,  *  there  toas  a  time  *— I  have 
heard  of  your  tricks  when  •  you  was  campaigning 
at  the  kmg  of  Bohemy.'      I  am  much  mistaken  if, 
some  fine  London  spring,  about  the  year  1815,  that 
time  does  not  come  again.     After  all  we  must  end 
}?  carriage ;  and  I  can  conceive  nothing  more  de- 
lightful than  such  a  state  in  the  country,  reading 
the  counU'  newspaper,  &c.,  and  kissing  one's  wife's 
maid.      Seriously,   I  would  incorporate  with  anv 
woman  of  decent  demeanor  to-moiTow— that  is,  1 
would  a  month  ago,  but,  at  present,     •      ♦     •      ♦ 
•*  ^\^ly  don't  vou  ,  paiody  that  Ode  ?  '♦— Do  you 
thmk  I  should  be  tetchy?  or  have  you  done  it,  and 
won't  tell  me  ?— You  are  quite  right,  about  Gium- 
schid,  and  I  have  reduced  it  to  a  dissyllable  within 
this  half-hour.f      I  am  glad  to  hear  you  talk   of 
Richardson,  because  it  tells  me  what  you  won't— 
that  you  are  going  to  beat  Lucien.     At  least,  tell 
me  how  far  you  have  proceeded.      Do  vou  think  me 
less  interested  about  your  works,   or'  less   sincere 
than  our  friend  Ruggiero?     lam  not— and  never 
was      In  that  thing  of  mine,  the  'English  Bards,' 
at  the  time  when  Iwas  angry  with  all  the  world,  I 
never  *  disparaged  your  parts,'  although  I  did  not 
know  you  personally ;  and  have  always  regretted  that 
you  don't  give  us  an  entire  work,  and  not  sprinkle 
yourself  in  detatched  pieces— beautiful,  I  allow,  and 
quite  ahne  in  our  language,  but  still  giving  us  a 
right  to  expect  a  Sfuih  Nameh  (is  that  the  name  ?) 
as  well  as  Gazcls.     Stick  to  the  East ;  the  oracle, 
btael,  told  me  it  was  the  only  poetical  policy.     The 
North,  South,  and  West,  have  all  been  exhausted; 
but  from  the  East,  we  have  nothing  but  Southey's 
unsaleablcs,- and  these  he  has  contrived  to  spoil, 

nv     a/lrtntiiirv     #v.n1w.     a1 :_ a.      a^  .  n      .S 


**  I  have  been  thinki 
amours  of  a  Peri  an( 
only  more  philanthroj 
Amoreaux.*  It  would 
and  tenderness  is  not  r 
reasons,  I  have  givei 
suggest  it  to  you  be 
greater  work,  I  think  i 
much  of.  If  vou  wan 
'Castellan's  Moeurs  de 
pendium  of  the  kind  I 
tomes.  I  am  really  ta 
this  stj'le  to  my  *  elder 
it,  and  don't  Roclicfouc 


LETT! 


"  I  send  you,  begging 
three  vols,  on  Turkish 
into.  The  last  I  will 
what  you  want,  and  re 
lent  to  mo  b^-  the  brigh 
tions,  Mackintosh,^am 
into  which  India  has  y 
your  home  Scotsman  is 
"  Your  Peri,  my  dear 
I  have  no  idea  of  touchii 
Your  affectation  of  a  dij 
flattering,  that  I  begin  \ 
fellow.  But  you  are  1 
vitals,  Tam  !  thou  art 
and,  if  you  are  not  laug 
be  laughed  at.  Seriously 
have  you,  to  dread  from 
ing  ?  It  really  puts  me 
talk  thus.  • 

••  The  •  Giaoiu: '  I  have 
still  in  foolish  fragments 
hundred  lines,  or  rather 
will  allow  me  to  send  yoi 
much  by  telling  me  tfiat 
and  more  particularly  as 
I  have  the  reputation  c 
they  say  the  devil  is  ami 
must  have  been  more  vc 
pent,  to  have  hissed  or  si 
may  be,  and  would  appei 
credible  thing,  but  I  kno^ 
I  say  that  I  am  as  anxio 
human  being  can  be  for 
I  had  never  scribbled  a  lir 
is  wide  enough  for  all ;  a 
not  ^^illingly  rob  my  ncig 


by  adopting  only  their  mo.t  outrageous  ficti'on     yo^J  ^u   ^f u'r  «y  pU'cT, 

IZTt  h^luk  .f  ?JP'-' tk""  '\^:^^  '/ J°"  ''J"''  ^""MosxJc  Bill,  your-  income 
ouglit  to  be  glad  of  it.    The  Uttle  I  have  done  in  metaohor   worthv  of  a  T( 

Sro"v'e  ?hat   L'n^KL'l^X '."^f51'i  *"^  »  1°  "  "  »od/  you.  and  quite  inca 


prove  that  the  public  are  orientalising,  and  pave  the 
path  for  you. 


•  The  Ode  of  Hcmee, 


a  lotithB,"  &«., 


•ome  pam^pi  of  which  Mr.  Moon  told  bira  ml^hl  be  suodied,  in  AUuiioii 
to  aome  of  ku  Uto  ad  ventures : 

"  Quanta  labona  In  Cbar^bdi ! 
Di^e  poer  mcliore  flammil !  •• 
t  In  hb  first  wUiion  of  Uie  Gkour  be  had  oaed  (hU  won!  m  t  trkyllaMe,— 
Bright  u  tb*  p;m  of  Gianuchid,"-but  on  Mr.  Moore'i  remaricin^  to  him, 
•pon  the  authority  of  RichanJion'a  Peralan  Dictionary,  that  thk  wa»  incorrea, 
m  aitrred  it  to  ••  Bright  aa  the  rub]r  of  Gianuchld."    On  aeein^  thia,  bow- 
*^''  J:?     .'  ""^  ^°  *'''"•  "  t^.  "  '^  eomparijoa  of  bia  heroine'a  eye  to 
ruby    might  unlnddly  call  up  the  idea  of  lu  \x\ng  bjoodahot,  be  had 
tetter  change  the  line  to  •  Bright  aa  tbe  )ewel  of  Giara«hid : ' "— rhkh  he 
Mponlingljr  did  in  Uw  iBllowiog  editioa. 


send  you  (which  return 
would  say)  a  curious  lettc 


*  See  Heaven  and  Earth,  page  948. 
t  The  Ulowlng  letter  of  Lord  Sligo. 

My  Dmr  Byron, 

*'  You  have  requoated  me  to  teS  yoa 
affair  of  that  giri  who  vaa  so  uear  beinf 
you  have  aakod  me  to  ineniion  every  cL 
laiing  to  It,  which  1  heard.  In  cornpl 
all  I  heard,  aiid  I  cannot  imagine  It  b 
cumstance  happened  only  a  day  or  tw 
aequpntly  waa  a  matter  of  commoo  con' 
The  iiew  goTemor,  unaccuatomed  \ 
Chriatiaxia  aa  hia  predecessor,  tiad,  of  coi 
*  Rfard  to  wooien.    In  coDaequenoe  aa 
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wUch.~iriU  lei  you  into  the  Migin  of  the  <  Oiaour.' 
Write  soon. 

**  Ever,  dear  Moore,  yonxa  most  entirely,  &c. 

••  P.  8.  This  letter  was  written  to  me  on  aceonnt 
of  a  (UffererU  story  circulated  by  some  gentle  women 
of  our  acquaintance,  a  little  t?o  close  to  the  text. 
The  part  erased  contained  merely  some  Turkish 
names,  and  circumstantial  evidence  of  the  girl's 
detection,  not  very  important  or  decorous.** 


LETTER  CLXXII. 

TO  MB.  KOORB. 

*'8e|it.6,lSli. 

'*  ^on  need  not  tie  yourself  down  to  a  day  with 
Toderini,  but  send  him  at  your  leisure,  having 
anatomijed  him  into  such  anrotations  as  you  want ; 
I  do  not  believe  he  has  ever  undergone  that  process 
before,  which  is  the  best  reason  for  not  sparing  him 
now. 

**  Kogers  has  returned  to  town,  but  not  yet  recov- 
ered of  the  Quarterly.  What  feUows  these  review- 
ers are !  *  these  bogs  do  fear  us  all.*  They  made 
you  fl^ht,  and  me  fthe  milkiest  of  men)  a  satirist, 
and  will  end  by  making  Bogers  madder  than  Aiax. 
I  have  been  reading  *  Memory*  again,  the  other  aay, 
and  *Hope'  together,  and  retain  all  my  preference  of 
the  former.  His  elegance  is  really  wonderful — 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  a  vulgar  line  in  his  book, 
•        «••«••« 

**  What  say  you  to  Bonaparte  ?  Remember,  I 
back  him  against  the  field,  barring  Catalepsy  and 
the  elements.  Nay,  I  almost  wish  him  success 
af  ainst  all  countrira  but  this, — were  it  only  to  choke 
the  Morning  Post,  and  his  undatiful  father-in-law, 
with  that  rebellious  bastard  of  Scandinavian  adop- 
tion, Bemadotte.  Rogers  wants  me  to  go  with  him 
on  a  crusade  to  the  Lakes,  and  to  beseige  you  on  our 
wav.  This  last  is  a  great  temptation,  but  I  fear  it 
win  not  be  in  my  power,  unless  you  would  go  on 
with  one  of  us  somewhere — ^no  matter  where.  It  is 
too  late  for  Matlock,  but  we  might  hit  upon  some 
scheme,  high  life  or  low, — the  last  would  be  much 
the  best  for  amusement.  I  am  so  sick  of  the  other, 
that  I  quite  sigh  for  a  cider-cellar,  or  a  cruise  in  a 
smuggler's  sloop. 

**  You  cannot  wish  more  than  I  do  that  the  Fates 
were  a  little  more  accommodating  to  our  parallel 
lines,  which  prolong  ad  infinitum  without  coming 
a  jot  the  nearer.  I  almost  wish  I  were  married  too. 
Tvbich  is  saying  much.  All  my  friends,  seniors  ana 
juniors,  are  in  for  it,  and  ask  me  to  be  godfather, — 
the  only  species  of  parentage  which,  I  oelieve^  will 
ever  come  to  mv  share  in  a  lawful  way  ;  and,  m  an 
unlawful  one,  oy  the  blessing  of  Lucina,  we  can 
never  be  certain, — ^though  the  parish  may.    I  sup- 


•I  the  MahmuiMNkn  kw,  ht  «r1otm1  dM  fill  to  to  nwad  up  in  a  nek,  i 
ttnovn  Imp  Um  «a,— «■  to,  indeed,  quite  coitomaij  al  Comuiitlnopie. 
joa  were  ivturninf  from  bathlnf  in  die  Pineus,  jov  rect  tlie  pivceailun  g^ug 
down  to  execute  tbt  aentenee  of  tiie  Wajrwoda  on  ihia  unfortimale  giri.  Re- 
port amdnuee  to  aty,  that  on  fladlnf  wlM  Ike  object  of  their  journey  was, 
and  vlie  wna  die  mheraUe  tuReicr,  you  ImmeUiatrly  interfered ;  ami  oii 
■ome  delay  in  oteyinf  jour  onkra,  yon  were  obligwl  to  btfartn  the  leader  of 
Ito  e«on  that  lotto  Aottlii  iMto  Um  eomply  ;-4hal,  on  (iurtfaer  heaitadon, 
yea  drev  a  pfatol,  aod  told  him,  tiiat  If  lie  did  not  imrncdMiely  ohpy  your 
Olden,  and  eoroe  back  vhh  you  to  ttto  Afi*a  liouee,  you  would  ihoot  Mm 
dead.  Oa  thie,  tlw  man  turned  al«ut  and  went  with  you  to  the  gorwnar^ 
koiM ;  here  you  Mwoeaded,  partly  by  penonal  thteata,  and  partly  fay  biflwry 
and  entreaty,  to  pnevra  Iker  pMdon  on  oondltioa  of  iiar  learing  Adtena.  1 
wai  told  that  you  then  conveyed  her  in  aaiety  to  tlie  conTent,  and  deapatcbed 
her  off  at  nig^bt  to  Thi^xa,  wbetv  she  ibund  a  aafe  aaylum.  Sneh  li  the  story 
I  heard,  aa  neaiiy  aa  I  cam  rocoUeet  it  at  pm-nt.  Should  you  with  to  adr  me 
any  hmbar  qoesdons  about  it,  I  ahall  be  rety  ready  and  wflllnj;  to  aoawer 
llnB.  "  I  renuiu,  my  dear  Byron, 

•'  Touia,  TBty  aincnvly, 

"BLIGO. 
MlamafimUywwUlMidlybtaHttofeMltUaaaMrl:  batIamioh» 

elL" 


poM  I  shall  haar  from  you  to-moirow.  If  not,  thia 
goes  as  it  is ;  but  I  leave  room  for  a  P.  S.,  in  case 
any  thing  requires  an  answer.    Ever,  &o. 

"  No  letteiy-n'fmoof^.  Rogers  thinks  the  Quar- 
terly will  be  at  AM  this  time :  if  so,  it  shall  be  a  war 
of  extermination— no  gvarter.  From  the  youngest 
devil  down  to  the  oldest  woman  of  that  Keview,  all 
shall  perish  by  one  fatal  lampoon.  The  ties  of  na* 
ture  shall  be  torn  asunder,  for  I  will  not  even  spare 
my  bookseller ;  nay,  if  one  were  to  include  reaoers 
also,  all  the  better." 


LETTER  CLXXin. 

TO  MB.  MOO&B. 

•*8apl.8,m«. 

*<  I  am  sorry  to  see  Tod  again,  so  soon,  for  fear 
your  scrupulous  conscience  should'  have  prevented 
you  from  fully  availing  yoursdf  of  his  spoils.  By 
this  coach  I  send  jou  a  copy  of  that  awful  pamphlet, 
'  the  Giaour,'  whtch  has  never  procured  me  half  so 
high  a  compliment  as  your  modest  alarm.  Ton  will 
(it  inclined  in  an  evening),  perceive  that  I  have 
added  much  in  quantity, — a  circumstance  which 
may  truly  diminish  your  modesty  upon  the  subject. 

'*  You  stand  certainly  in  neat  peed  of  a  *lift' 
with  Mackintosh.  My  dear  Aloore,  you  strangely 
underrate  yourself.  I  should  conceive  it  an  affecta- 
tion in  any  other;  but  I  think  I  know  you  well 
enough  to  oelicve  that  you  don't  know  your  own 
value.  However,  'tis  a  fault  that  generally  mends : 
and,  in  your  case,  it  really  ought.  I  have  heard 
him  speak  of  you  as  highly  as  your  wife  could  wish ; 
and  enough  to  give  all  your  friends  the  jaundice. 

"Yesterday  I  had  a  letter  ftom  AU  Pacha! 
brought  by  Dr.  Holland,  who  is  just  returned  from 
Albania.  It  is  in  Latin,  and  begins  *  Excellentis- 
sime,  nee  non  Carissime,'  and  ends  about  a  gun  he 
wants  made  for  him;— it  is  signed  *AM  vizir/ 
What  do  YOU  think  he  has  been  about?  H.  tells 
me  that,  last  spring,  he  took  a  hostile  town,  where, 
forty-two  Years  ago,  his  mother  and  sisters  were 
treated  as  miss  Cunigunde  was  by  the  Bulgarian 
cavalry.  He  takes  the  town,  selects  aU  the  surviv 
ors  of  this  exploit — children,  srandchildren,  &c.,  to 
the  tune  of  s&  hundred,  and  nas  them  shot  before 
his  face.  Recollect,  he  spared  the  rest  of  the  dty, 
and  confined  himself  to  the  Tarqnin  pedigree,-^ 
which  is  more  than  I  would.  So  much  for  *  dearest 
friend.' " 


LETTER  CLXXIV. 

TO  MR.  MOOBB. 

"I  write  to  you  from  Murray's,  and  I  may  say, 
from  Murray,  who,  if  you  are  not  predisposed  m 
favor  of  any  other  publisher,  would  be  happy  to 
treat  with  you,  at  a  fitting  time,  for  your  work.  I 
can  safely  recommend  him,  as  friir,  hberal,  and  at- 
tentive, and  certainly,  in  point  of  reputation,  ha 
stands  among  the  first  of  *  the  trade.'  I  am  sure 
he  would  do  you  justice.  I  have  written  to  you  so 
much  lately  that  you  will  be  glad  to  see  so  littir 
now.    Ever,  ftc,  sc." 


LETTER  CLXXV. 
to  kb.  moobb. 
Thomas  Moobs, 

"  f  Thou  wilt  never  be  called  '  true  Thomas,'  lika 
he  of  Ercildoune,)  why  don't  you  write  to  me  ?— ai 
you  won't,  I  must.    I  was  near  you  at  Aston  tht 
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BYSCMra  WOBKS. 


otiier  day.  and  hopt  I  mwb  riutll  bt  •Mim.  If  to. 
you  must  and  ahall  meet  me,  and  so  to  Matlock  ana 
ebewhere,  and,  Uke  wbat,  in/m  dialeet,  k  noeti- 
eally  tcnned  *  a  lark,'  with  lR>Mn  aad  me  lor  ac- 
eomplioec.  Yeeterday,  at  Uouand  House,  I  wai 
introdneed  to  Southey— the  beit  looking  bard  I  hate 
eeen  for  some  time.  To  have  that  poet*s  head  and 
•boulders,  I  vould  slmoet  have  written  his  Sapphics. 
fie  is  certainly  a  prepossessing  person  to  look  on, 
and  a  man  of  talent,  and  all  that,  and"  ikert  is  his 
•ulogy. 

'*  •  •  read  me  part  of  a  letter  from  you.  By  the 
foot  of  Pharoah,  1  believe  there  was  abuse,  for  he 
stopped  short,  so  he  did,  after  a  fine  saying  about 
our  eorrespondenoe,  and  iooked^l  wish  I  could  re- 
venge myself  by  attacking  you,  or  by  telling  you 
that  I  have  hnd  to  defena  you— an  agreeable  way 
which  one's  friends  have  of  recommending  them- 
selves/ by  saying,-**  Ay,  ay,  /  gave  it  Mr.  Buch-a- 
one  for  what  ho  said  about  your  being  a  plagiary, 
and  a  rake,  and  so  on.*  But  do  you  know  that  you 
are  one  of  the  very  few  whom  I  never  have  the  satis- 
faction of  hearing  abused,  but  the  reverse  ;-^uid  do 
you  suppose  I  will  forgive  tAat  t 

**  I  have  been  in  the  country,  and  ran  away  firom 
the  Doncaster  races.  It  is  odd, — I  was  a  visitor 
in  the  same  house  which  came  to  my  sire  as  a 
residence  with  liady  Carmarthen  (witn  whom  he 
adulterated  before  his  majority--4)y-the-by.  remem- 
ber, the  was  not  my  mamma)--and  they  thrust  me 
into  an  old  room,  with  a  nauseous  picture  over  the 
chimney,  which  I  should  suppose  my  papa  regarded 
with  due  respect,  and  which,  inhentinj}  the  family 
taste,  I  looked  upon  with  ffreat  satisfaction.  I 
stayed  a  week  wiu  the  family,  and  behaved  vexy 
weU— though  the  lady  of  the  house  is  young,  and 
religious,  and  pretty,  and  the  master  is  my  particu- 
lar friencL  I  felt  no  wish  for  any  thing  but  a  poodle 
dog,  which  they  kindly  gave  me.  Now,  for  a  man 
of  my  course,  not  even  to  have  coveted  is  a  sign  of 
great  amendment.  Pray  pardon  all  this  nonsense, 
and  don't  *  snub  me  when  I'm  in  spirits.' 
**  Ever  yours, 

"Bar." 

**  Here's  an  impromptu  for  you  by  a  <  person  of 

2ualit]r»'  written  last  week,  on  being  reproached  for 
>w  spirits. 

•' WbM  fran  te  bMA  vtaM  MHOV  Ills*  *«. 


LETTER  CLXXVI. 
TO  MR.  Kooaa. 

«Octob«t,lSI8. 

"You  have  not  answered  some  six  letters  of 
mine.  This,  therefore,  is  my  penultiijiate.  I  will 
write  to  you  once  more,  but  after  that — I  swear  by 
all  the  saints— I  am  silent  and  supercilious.  I  have 
met  Curran  at  Holland  Houser^— he  beats  every 
body ;— his  imagination  is  beyond  human,  and  his 
humor  (it  is  difficult  to  define  what  is  wit)  perfect. 
Then  he  has  fifty  faces,  and  twice  as  many  voices, 
when  he  mimics ;— I  never  met  his  equaL  Now, 
were  I  a  woman,  and  eke  a  virgin,  that  is  the  man 
I  should  make  my  Seamander.  He  is  quite  fasd- 
natiag.  Remember,  I  hate  met  him  but  once ;  and 
you,  who  have  known  him  long,  may  probably  de- 
duct from  my  panegyric.  I  almost  mar  to  meet 
him  again,  lest  the  impression  should  be  lowered. 
He  talked  a  great  deal  about  your-a  theme  never 
tiresome  to  me,  nor  any  body  else  that  I  know. 
What  a  variety  of  expression  he  conjures  into  that 
naturally  not  yery  fine  oountenance  of  his!  He 
sbsolutely  changes  it  entirely.  I  have  done — ^for  I 
can't  describe  him.  and  you  know  him.  On  Sunday 
I  return  to  •  *,  wnere  I  shall  not  be  fur  from  you. 
Perhaps  I  shall  hear  from  you  in  the  mean  time. 
Goodnight. 


'•Satnid^r  iMfB.— Ymt  letter  hu  cncdUd 
my  anxieties.  I  did  not  tuapeei  you  in  ma 
Modest  again  I  Becanee  I  doirt  do  a  Tsyibi" 
thing,  it  seems,  I  *  don't  fear  your  oompetitioa.'  J 
it  were  reduced  to  an  altcmatiTe  or  prefereact,! 
9houId  dread  you,  as  much  as  Satan  does  MkUl 
But  is  there  not  room  enough  in  oic  m^^ 
regions  ?  Oo  on-^t  will  soon  be  my  tnin  to  {tsffft 
To-day  I  dine  with  Mackintosh  and  Mis.  Steie-t 
John  Bull  mey  be  pleased  to  denominate  Coriue 
whom  I  saw  last  night,  at  Covent  Garden,  jvns^ 
over  the  humor  of  Falstaff. 

**  The  reputation  of  *  gloom,'  if  one's  friend  s* 
not  included  in  the  nputants,  is  of  ^reat  serr^ 
as  it  saves  one  from  a  l^on  of  impertinentit  irt.- 
shape  of  common-place  acquaintance.  But  ttr. 
knowest  I  can  be  a  right  umr  and  conceited  :t- 
low,  and  rarely  *  larmoyant'  Murray  shall  reUtstt; 
your  line  fortnwith.*  I  believe  the  blunder  is  ^ 
motto  was  mine;  and  yet  I  hate,  in  scsenl,: 
memory  for  yo«,  and  am  sure  it  waa  rightiy  pciaJei 
atflrat. 

<«  I  do  <  blosh '  veiy  often,  if  I  may  believe  L«i^ 
H.  and  M.— but  luckily  at  preeent*  no  one  iccik 


LETTER  CLXXVn. 

TO  MA.  XOOBB. 

**  Since  I  last  wrote  to  you,  much  has  occvird 
good,  bad,  and  indifferent,— not  to  make  me  fortf> 
you,  but  to  prevent  me  from  remindinff  you  of  ci? 
who,  nevertneless,  has  often  thought  of  you,  and"-' 
whom  yottr  thoughts,  in  many  a  measure,  hare  v 
quently  been  a  consolation.  "We  were  once  «? 
near  neiffhbors  this  autumn ;  and  a  good  and  » 
neighborhood  it  has  proved  to  me.  Suffice  it  t«  s^t, 
that  your  French  quotation  was  confoundedly  tot' 
purpose,— though  very  uneanMctediy  pertineBt, »' 
you  may  imagine  by  what  I  icud  t)eiore,  ind  s! 
silence  since,  e  •  •  However,  *  Richard's  hiniK  ■ 
again,'  and,  except  all  night  and  some  part  of  t-- 
morning,  I  don't  think  very  much  about  the  mitw 

"  All  convulsions  end  with  me  in  rhyme;  wd  R 
solace  my  midnights,  I  have  scribbled  another  W- 
isb  storyt— not  a  Fragment— which  you  wUl  rec«* 


•  TlMiMaotoilwGiMar.wfalGhiiUhra  ten  one  of  tbe  bUi  IW^ 
hid  baaa  quuted  bgr  Mm  loeoiTecdy  b  the  fint  ediiloM  dike  Poc^  ^ 
oMuk  aAerwud  a  ilaiUtf  mhtah*  In  IhB  Bms  Ham  Bmm  ptbet*" 
nMs  of  AbfooBt 

t  ThiBridtorAbjilas.  To<Mipo— hUBxteaddW—^h***^ 
Ufadug ,  — oiiBdf  tkitgHOm to bmt wre hmiknit  iStmivi^'^ 


UOM,  •*  KmV  J«  dM  iud,"  ac,-^fpOMd  to  hAl«  bMB  WfP*"'"  ^ 

tf,mmg«(QMli»Hr'-wn  tmoiif  (h«  Dumber  of  *eM  b^*"*^' 
vera  •ko  ibooo  venet,  "  Who  hoih  not  jmvod  hem  Mij  ««*  *'^' 
tn.    HaTtaf  at  Am  vitttea  the  Una  Id  otaoa  ^, 

Mlod  4)n  hn  Bp  ud  omrio  la  hH  •«•." 

kto- 

M  Tha  ^Dd  oT  mrie  ImolUDff  h  hH  fcM," 

Biit,ddiDatartUyfnfUm,tho  oest  Mep  oT  oomceoa  hMgM  (^  *" 
what  h  b  It  pnooDt— 

Tto  nhd,  (bo  nde  iMMUBff  fi«m  hH  aot." 

ne  whob  poMofe  wUch  bDooro— 

horaudWooivjhHK,'' 

«aoooDi  h  wcbwJto  oenpo  to  tho  pifntv,  eorreedoa  Hhnrinf  •a"*'^ 
Tba  Um.  *•  And  ilDtt  to-moRov  whh  pnjdKfk  ray,**  wot  flrigMr 


■J." 


ftrfJ- 


(h«  foDovfav  nolo  bdflf  onneaod  ^— '<  Mr.  Mmnjf-Chocm  V-     , 

e|itheu,<liuided,'  or  'ahy,'  may  be  Om  beot;  or,  VtnOi^'^ 
teDnw,uidlw01di«ua  another."  In  (he  loDf  powfe  Jorf  i^J 
the  hz  linea  becfanlnc  "BieU  ai  the  Moeada'a  rtndn,"  JkC  h«*<|4r^ 
do^paleted  to  H»  prinlar  too  lato  f^r  baerdoa,  wen,  I7  Ui  dedic  m*!" 
aaamupage;  the  flnt cooplct,  hi  ha  oriflaal  (bra,  brfqf  ai fcOi**^ 
••  fcaaa  the  MaoM-MiM^^  MdIm  hMlir 
Mm  «h»  haia  JouMgrM  te  to  J^  fti  ^^ 


Lsmxfi. 
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■oon  after  tbis.  It  dttet  BOt  treadk  upon  your  king- 
dom in  the  least*  and,  if  it  did,  yon  would  soon  re- 
duce me  to  my  proper  bouadarieB.  Ton  will  think, 
and  justi^,  tliat  I  run  some  risk  of  losing  the  little 
I  have  gamed  in  fame,  by  this  further  experiment  on 
public  patience;  but  I  rniTe  really  oeased  to  cars  on 
that  head.  I  have  written  this,  and  published  it,  for 
the  sake  of  the  etnploymmUt — ^to  wring  my  thoughts 
from  reality,  and  take  refuge  in  *  im^pnings,'  how- 
erer  *  horrible ; '  and,  at  to  success !  uiose  who  suc- 
ceed will  console  me  for  a  failure — exoepting  your- 
eelf  and  one  or  two  more,  whom  luckily  I  love  too 
well  to  wish  one  leaf  of  their  laurels  a  tint  yellower. 
This  is  the  work  of  a  week,  and  will  be  the  reading 
of  an  hour  to  yon,  or  even  less,— and  so  let  it  go  • 

«<  P.  6.  Ward  and  I  teZft  of  going  to  Holland, 
want  to  see  how  a  Dutch  canallooEs,  after  the  Boe- 
phorus.    Pray  nspond." 


LETTER  CLXXVIII. 

TO  LBIOK  HUNT. 

«  4,  BeiwM  lOwt,  Dw.  9;  ItllL 
•<Mt  DBA&  BOL, 

**  Few  things  oould  be  more  welcome  than  your 
note,  and  on  Saturday  morning  I  will  avail  myself  of 
your  permission  to  thank  ^ou  for  it  in  person.  My 
time  has  not  been  passed,  smoe  we  met,  either  profit* 
ably  or  agreeably.  A  very  short  period  after  my 
last  visit,  an  inciaent  occurred,  witn  which,  I  fear, 
you  are  not  unacquainted,  as  report,  in  many  mouths 
and  more  than  one  paper,  was  busy  with  the  topic. 
That,  naturally,  gave  me  much  uneasiness.  Tnen 
1  nearly  incurred  a  lawsuit  on  the  sale  of  an  estate ; 
but  this  is  now  arraiuped :  nert^-^ut  why  should  I 
go  on  with  a  series  of  selfish  and  silly  details  ?  I 
merely  wish  to  assure  you  that  it  was  not  the  frivo- 
lous forgetfulness  of  a  mind  occupied  by  what  is 
called  pleasure,  (not  in  the  true  sense  of  Epicurus,} 
that  kept  me  away ;  but  a  perception  of  my,  then, 
unfitness  to  share  uie  society  of  those  whom  I  value 
and  wish  not  to  displease.  I  hate  being  larmayant^ 
and  making  a  serious  face  among  those  who  are 
cheerful. 

"  It  is  my  wish  that  our  acquaintance,  or,  if  you 
please  to  accept  it,  friendship,  may  be  permanent. 
I  have  been  lucky  enough  to  preserve  some  friends 
from  a  very  early  neriod,  and  1  hope,  as  I  do  not  (at 
least  now)  select  tnem  Ushtly,  I  shall  not  lose  them 
capriciously.  I  have  a  thorough  esteem  for  that  in- 
dependence of  spirit  which  you  nave  maintained  with 


In  ft  tew  boon  after,  UMlher  Mnip  was  Mat  o^  coatolnbif  the  Qnea  tl 

«  Bart  at  tfN  Moeaiii'k  atrnh  fltiMB  MaeeaV  douM^ 
Whkh  valcoRM  Fahh  Id  ilaw  har  Pkopteli  ttmb^** 


wbethar  k  la  than  or  M 
I  fln(  liaaa  or  my 


uLookonlh  tha  Enpycbpedla,  aitkle  A 
lAdta  te  PnplMl  k  antonbod.    If  at  1 


••DUytMlodtootr    la  k  JJiril— 
4ckar   DonHnakaiMUaaiiheiMtqr 
afaanee,  ok  I  vnukl  aara  jpoa  Iha 
dthapokit. 


"BaataaS 
Tadnk 


oafHfaoaa.   1  hwne  na  book  of 
lAlHalkaaafDod 


thaooailBtlB 


Sterling  talent  and  at  the  expense  of  some  suiEbring. 
You  have  not,  I  trust,  abandoned  the  poem  you  w«re 
composing,  when  Moore  and  I  partoox  of  your  hos- 
pitautv  in  the  summer.  I  hope  a  time  will  come 
when  ne  and  I  may  be  able  to  repay  you  in  kind  fbt 
the  latUr^tox  the  rhyme,  at  least  in  quantity,  ^ou 
are  in  arrear  to  both. 

**  Believe  me  very  truly  and  affectionately  yours, 

"BYaow." 


LETTER  CLXXIX. 

TO  H&.  IJtOO&B. 

•'Dee.8,18taL 

"  Tour  letter,  like  all  the  best,  and  even  kindest, 
things  in  this  world,  is  both  painful  and  pleasing. 
But,  first,  to  what  sits  nearest.  Do  you  know  I  was 
actually  about  to  dedicaVs  to  you, — ^not  in  a  formal 
inscription,  as  to  one's  elders^ — but  through  a  short 
prefatory  letter,  in  which  I  boasted  myse^  your  in« 
timate.  and  held  forth  the  prospect  of  your  Poem, 
when,  10 !  the  recollection  oi  your  strict  ii^unctions 
of  secrecy  as  to  the  said  Poem,  more  than  ance  re- 
peated by  word  and  letter,  flashed  upon  me,  and 
marred  my  intents.  I  could  have  no  motive  for  re- 
pressing my  own  desire  of  alluding  to  you,  (and  not 
a  day  passes  that  I  do  not  think  and  talk  of  you,) 
but  an  idea  that  you  might,  yourself,  dislike  it.  You 
cannot  doubt  my  sincere  admiration,  waiving  per- 
sonal friendship  for  the  present,  which,  by-the-by, 
is  not  less  sincere  and  deep-rooted.  I  have  you  by 
rote  and  by  heart;  of  which  '  ecce  signum ! '  When 
I  was  at  •  e,  on  my  first  visit,  I  have  a  habit.  In 
passing  my  time  a  good  deal  alone,  of— I  won't  call 
It  singing,  for  that  I  never  attempt  except  to  mysdf 
—but  of  uttering,  to  what  I  thinx  tunes,  your  •  Oh 
breathe  not,*  <  when  the  last  glimpse,'  and  *  When 
he  who  adores  thee,'  with  others  of  the  same  min- 
strel ;— the]r  are  my  matins  and  vespers.  I  assured- 
ly did  not  intend  them  to  be  overbeard,  but,  one 
morning,  in  comes,  not  La  Donna,  but  II  Marito, 
with  a  very  grave  face,  saying,  *  Byron,  I  must  re- 
quest you  won't  sine  any  more,  at  least  of  thou 
songs.'^  I  stared,  and  said,  '  Certainly,  but  why  ?  ' 
— •*  To  tell  you  the  truth,'  quoth  he,  '  they  make  my 
wife  cry,  and  so  melancholy,  that  I  wish  her  to  hear 
no  more  of  them/ 

<*  Now,  my  dear  Moore,  the  effect  must  have  been 
from  your  words,  and  certainly  not  my  music.  I 
merely  mention  this  foolish  story,  to  show  you  how 
much  I  am  indebted  to  you  for  even  your  pastimes. 
A  man  may  praise  and  praise,  but  no  one  recollecto 
but  that  which  pleases — at  least,  in  composition. 
Though  I  think  no  one  equal  to  you  in  that  depart- 
ment, or  in  satire,— and  surely  no  one  was  ever  so 
popular  in  both,— I  certainly  am  of  opinion  that 
you  have  not  yet  done  all  you  can  do,  though  more 
than  enough  for  any  one  else.  I  want,  and  the 
world  expecta,  a  longer  work  lh)m  you ;  and  I  see 
in  you  what  I  never  saw  in  poet  before,  a  strange 
diffidence  of  your  own  powers,  which  I  cannot 
account  for,  and  which  must  be  unaccounteble, 
when  a  Cotsaek  like  me  can  appal  a  eutrcuner. 
Your  story  I  did  not,  could  not,  xnow — I  thought 
only  of  a  Peri.  I  wish  you  had  confided  in  me, 
not  for  your  sake,  but  mine,  and  to  prevent  the 
world  flrom  losinff  a  much  better  poem  than  my 
own,  but  which,  I  vet  hope,  this  clashing  will  not 
even  now  deprive  them  of.  Mine  is  the  work  of  a 
week,  written,  why  I  have  partly  told  yon,  and 
partly  I  cannot  tell  you  by  lettei^--some  day  I  will. 
•       ••••••• 

"  Go  on— I  shall  reaUy  be  very  unhappy^  If  I  at  all 
interfere  with  you.  llie  success  of  mine  is  vet 
problematical ;  though  the  public  will  probably 
purchase  a  certain  quantity,  on  the  presumption  of 
their  own  propensity  for  'the  Oiaour'  and  su^ 
'horrid  mystenes.'    The  only  advantege  I  hav«  if 
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bdng  ott  tb«  ipot;  and  that  mmtSj  aaoimti  to 
Baring  me  the  trouble  of  turning  over  books,  which 
I  had  better  read  again.  If  your  chamber  waa 
furnished  in  the  aame  iray,  you  have  no  need  to  go 
there  to  describe — I  mean  only  as  to  occunitfy— be- 
cause I  drew  it  from  recollection. 

♦       ••••••• 

"  This  last  thing  of  minentay  have  the  same  fate, 
and  I  assure  you  I  have  great  doubts  about  it.  But, 
eren  if  not,  ito  little  day  will  be  over  before  you  are 
ready  and  willing.  Come  out — *  screw  your  courage 
to  the  sticking-place.'  Except  the  Post  Bag  (and 
surely  you  cannot  complain  of  a  want  of  success 
there),  you  have  not  been  regularly  out  for  some 
years.  No  man  stands  higher, — ^whatcTer  you  may 
think  on  a  rainy  day,  in  your  proTincial  retreat. 
'Aucun  homme,  dans  aucune  langue,  n*a,  ^te, 
peut-dtre,  plus  compl^tement  le  po«te  du  coDur  et  le 
poCte  des  femmea.  Les  critiques  lui  reprochcnt  de 
n'avoir  represent^  le  monde  ni  tel  qu'il  est,  ni  tel 
qu*il  doit  Ctre ;  mait  U^femmee  r^nderU  qu*U  Pa 
repreeerU^  tel  qu'ellea  le  tUairerU.—'l  should  haye 
thought  Sismondi  had  written  this  for  you  instead 
of  Metostaslo. 

"  Write  to  me,  and  tell  me  of  yourself.  Do  you 
remember  what  ItouBScau  said  to  some  one—'  BLaye 
we  quarrelled  ?  you  hare  talked  to  me  often,  and 
neyer  once  mentioned  yourself.' 

'*  P.  S.  The  last  sentence  is  an  indirect  apology 
for  my  own  egotism,— but  I  belieye  in  letters  it  is 
allowed.  I  wish  it  was  muttial,  I  hare  met  with 
an  odd  reflection  in  Orimm ;  it  shall  not-Hit  least, 
the  bad  part, — ^be  applied  to  you  or  me,  though  one 
of  us  has  certainly  an  indifferent  name—but  this 
it  is :  *  Many  people  hare  the  reputation  of  being 
wicked,  with  whom  we  should  be  too  happy  to  pass 
our  lives.'  I  need  not  add  it  is  a  woman^s  saying— 
a  Mademoiselle  de  Sommery's." 


LETTER  CLXXX. 


TO  MR.  MUEBAT. 


L4,t 


"  I  haye  redde  through  your  Persian  Tales,*  and 
haye  taken  the  liberty  of  making  some  remarks  on 
the  blank  pages.  There  are  maxiy  oeautiful  passag 
and  an  interesting  story;  and  I  cannot  giye  you  a 
stronger  proof  that  such  is  my  opinion  than  by  the 
date  of  the  hour—iun  o'clock,  till  which  it  has  kept 
me  awake  uxithout  a  yawn.  The  conclusion  is  not 
quite  correct  in  costume:  there  is  no  Muetuiman 
tuicide  on  record, — at  least  for  love.  But  this  mat- 
ters not.  The  tale  must  haye  been  written  by  some 
one  who  has  been  on  the  spot,  and  I  wish  him,  and 
he  deserves,  success.  WiU  you  apologize  to  the 
author  for  the  liberties  I  have  taken  with  his  MS.? 
Had  I  been  less  awake  to,  and  interested  in,  his 
theme,  I  had  been  less  obtrusive ',  but  you  know  / 
always  take  this  in  good  part,  and  I  hope  he  will. 
It  is  difficult  to  say  what  toill  succeed,  and  still 
more  to  pronounce  what  toiU  not.  /  am  at  this 
moment  in  t/uit  uncertainty,  (on  ouroirn  score,)  and 
it  is  no  small  proof  of  the  author's  powers  to  be 
able  to  charm  and^/Sjr  a  mind's  attention  on  similar 
subjects  and  climates  in  such  a  predicament.  That 
he  may  have  the  same  effect  upon  all  his  readers  is 
yery  smoerely  the  wish,  and  hardly  the  douU,  of 
yours  truly, 

"B." 


lUaini,*e.,t7Mr.Kiii|(tf. 


UTTBBGUUl 


Mt  Dbab  Sib, 

**  I  hope  yon  will  consider  whei 
request,  that  it  is  the  reyerse  ol 
tion,  and  is  addressed  no^  to  *: 
Quarterly  Beriew/  but  to  Mr. 
understand  this,  and  on  that  po 
yon  no  farther. 

<*  Ton  haye  been  good  enoogh 
of  mine  in  MS.*— a  Turkish  st 
feel  gratified  if  yon  would  do  it  th 
probationary  state  of  printing, 
cannot  say  for  amusement,  nor  * 
and  request  of  friends,'  but  in 
from  eirenmstancas  whioh  oecasio 
youth;'  that  rendered  it  neoesaai 
my  nnnd  to  something,  any  thinf 
under  this  not  yery  bxuliant  inspi 
posed.  Being  done,  and  having 
me  from  myself,  I  thought  you  y 
be  offended  if  Mr.  Mniray  ftnwar 
has  done  so,  and  to  apologize  ft 
second  time  is  the  object  of  my  p 

**  1  beg  you  will  not  send  me  i 
sure  you  yeir  sincerely  I  know 
occupied,  and  it  is  enough,  mor 
you  read ;  you  are  not  to  be  bor< 
of  answers. 

A  word  to  Mr.  Murary  will  be  s 
it  either  to  the  flames,  or 


On  wbigi  or  vindi  le  fly  or  aO  ■! 

It  deserves  no  better  than  the 
of  a  week,  and  scribbled  <  stans 
the-by,  the  only  foot  I  haye  to 
promise  never  to  trouble  yon  t 
csntos,  and  a  yoyage  between  eac 
«  Belieye  me  ever 

<•  Your  obliged  and  affeeti 


LETTER  CLXX: 

TO  MR.  XURBAl 

"  Two  friends  of  mine  (Mr. 
Sharpe)  have  advised  me  not  t 
any  single  publication  separately 
sons.  As  tney  have  not  seen  the 
they  can  have  no  bias  for  or  agai 
it  has  any)  or  the  faults  of  the  ] 
our  conversation.  You  say  all  th 
our '  are  gone—at  least  out  of  y* 
if  you  think  of  publishing  any  ne 
Isitt  additions  which  have  not  ye 
reader,  (I  mean  distinct  from  the 
cation,)  we  can  add  the  *  Bride  < 
will  thus  steal  quietly  into  the  vi 
can  then  throw  off  some  copies  f( 
of  former  '  Giaours ; '  and^f  not, 
any  future  publication.  What  thi 
no  judge  of  those  things,  an< 
urai  partiauty  for  one's  own  pre 
rather  follow  any  one's  judgment 

"  P.  S.  Pray  let  me  haye  the 
to-night.  I  have  some  alteratioi 
make  speedily.  I  hope  the  prooi 
rate  pages,  and  not  all  huddled  t 
long  ballad-singing  sheet,  as  th 
sometimes  are ;  for  then  I  can't  r 
^7"_ 


•at 


von  TO  XR.  mrBBiT. 

««N«r.It,18ia. 

•*  Wm  T<m  forward  the  letter  to  Mr.  Oiffbrd  with 
the  inroof  r  There  is  an  alteration  I  may  make  in 
Zuleika's  speech,  in  second  canto  (the  onlj  one  of 
Aer«  in  that  canto.)    It  is  now  thus : — 

"  And  wn»,  If  1  eeaU  com,  «w  dmr. 

It  miut  b^- 


**  ETer  yonzs. 


«B. 


"lo  the  last  MS.  lines  sent,  instead  of  Miring 
hearty'  oonrert  to  *quiyering  heart.'  It  is  in  the 
line  9th  of  the  MS.  passatto. 

"  Ever  Tonrs  again, 

"  B.*' 


KOTB  TO  Mil.  XUERAT. 

*'  Alteration  of  a  line  in  canto  second, 
lasteadof^ 

«  Ami  thta  townow  virk  a  >wM  njr, 
«« And  dwte  m-mnno^  wUh  jw  »fi*tii  wy. 
**  IV  tvanljif  baun  tiMt  niOM  dw  dondi  kwaj, 
And  dati  to-mumMr  with  pcophetio  nji 
gilds 
**  And  duli  liM  hope  of  maniag  with  fei  nj; 
**  And  ga^M-wimvli  boya  whk  hwmi(7  ny. 

*<  I  wish  jou  would  ask  Mr.  Gifford  which  of  them 
is  best,  or  rather  not  toorst.  **  Erer,  &c 

**  Tou  can  send  the  request  contained  in  this  at 
the  same  time  with  the  revue,  after  1  hare  seen  the 
»aid  revue  " 


VOTE  TO  MB.  HUB&AT. 

*«Nw.tS,18U. 

'*  Certainly.  Do  ;^ou  suppose  that  no  one  bnt  the 
O&Uleans  are  acquainted  with  Adanit  and  Eve,  and 
CatHf*  and  Noah  f  Surelj,  I  might  hare  had  Solo< 
mon,  and  Abraham,  and  Darid,  and  even  Moses. 
When  TOU  know  that  Zuleika  is  the  Pereian  poetical 
name  for  Potiphar'e  wife,  on  whom  and  Joseph 
there  is  a  long  poem,  in  the  Persian,  this  will  not 
surprise  you.  If  you  want  authority,  look  at  Jones, 
D*Herbelot,  Vathek,  or  the  notes  to  the  Arabian 
Nights ;  and,  if  you  think  it  necessary,  model  this 
into  a  note.f 

**  Alter,  in  the  inscription,  '  the  most  affectionate 
Tespect,'  to  *with  every  sentiment  of  regard  and 
respect.* " 

VOTE  TO  M&.  HUBIU.T. 

<•  Nor.  14,1818. 

'*  I  send  you  a  note  for  the  ipwrantfX  but  I  really 
wonder  at  finding  you  among  them.  I  don't  care 
one  lump  of  sugar  for  ttkj poetry;  but  for  myoos- 
tume  and  my  eorrecbMte  on  those  points,  (of  which 
I  think  the  funeral  was  a  proof,)  I  will  combat 
lustily.  "  Yours,  &o.'* 

•«Il9r.U,l81S. 

**  Let  the  reTise  which  I  sent  just  now  (and  not 
the  proof  in  Mr.  Oifford*s  possession)  be  returned 
to  the  printer,  as  there  aro  seTeral  additional  correc- 
tions, and  two  new  lines  in  it. 

«« Yours,  &c.» 


*  Pome  doubt  bad  boen  ezpnated  by  Mr.  Mumj  u  to  the  proprfely  of 
bU  puuinf  the  nane  of  C«]n  Into  tbe  moolb  ofm 
t  Sf*  Dote  80,  Id  tte  Bride  of  Abfdoi. 
1  See  not*  38,  t>  Ibe  Bridi  flf  AbjdM 
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LBTTBB  CLXXXni. 


TO    KB.  XUBBA.T. 

"Nor.»,18IL 

'*  Mr.  Hodffson  has  looked  over  and  stopped,  ot 
rather  pointM,  this  reyise,  which  must  be  tne  one 
to  print  from.  He  has  also  made  some  suggestions, 
with  most  of  which  I  have  complied,  as  he  has 
always,  for  these  ten  years,  been  a  Tory  sincere,  and 
by  no  means  (at  times)  flattering,  intimate  of  mine. 
He  likes  it  (you  will  think  Jfatteringly,  in  this 
instance)  better  than  the  Giaour,  but  doubts  (and 
so  do  I)  its  being  so  popular,  but,  contrary  to  some 
others,  adrises  a  separate  publication.  Cfn  this  we 
can  easily  decide.  I  confess  I  like  the  double  fbrm 
better.  Hodgson  savs,  it  is  better  vernjted  than 
any  of  the  otners ;  wnich  is  odd,  if  true,  as  it  has 
cost  me  less  time  (though  more  hours  at  a  time) 
than  any  attempt  I  eyer  made. 

*<  P.  S.  Do  attend  to  the  punctuation :  I  can't, 
for  I  don't  know  a  comma — at  least,  where  to  place 
one. 

"  That  tory  of  a  printer  has  omitted  two  lines  of 
the  opening,  and  perhagM  more^  which  were  in  the 
MS.  Will  you,  pray,  give  him  a  hint  of  accuracy  ? 
I  haye  re-insertra  the  Ueo,  but  they  were  in  the 
manuscript,  I  can  swear.'* 


LETTER  CLXXXIV. 

TO  KB.  MirBBAT. 

"Nor.  17,1818, 

<*  That  you  and  I  may  distinctly  understand  each 
other  on  a  subject,  which,  like  '  the  dreadful  reck- 
oning when  men  smile  no  more,'  makes  oonyersa- 
tion  Bot  yery  pleasant,  I  think  it  as  well  to  uriU  a 
few  lines  on  the  topic.  Before  I  left  town  for  York- 
shire, you  said  that  you  were  ready  and  willing  to 
give  flye  hundred  guineas  for  the  copyright  of  *  The 
GKaour ; '  and  my  answer  was,  from  which  I  do  not 
mean  to  recede,  that  we  would  discuss  the  point  at 
Christmas.  The  new  story  may  or  may  not  succeed; 
the  probability,  under  present  circumstances,  seems 
to  be,  that  it  may  at  least  pay  its  ez]>enses ;  but 
cren  that  remains  to  be  proved,  and  till  it  is  proved 
one  way  or  another,  we  will  say  nothing  about  it. 
Thus  taen  be  it :  I  will  postpone  aU  arrangement 
about  it,  and  the  Oiaour  also,  till  Easter,  1814 ;  and 
you  shall  then,  according  to  vour  own  notions  of 
fairness,  make  your  own  offer  for  the  two.  At  the 
same  time,  I  do  not  rate  the  last  in  my  own  estima- 
tion at  half  the  Giaour :  and  according  to  your  own 
notions  of  its  worth  and  its  success  within  the  time 
mentioned,  be  the  addition  or  deduction  to  or  from 
whatever  sum  may  be  ^our  proposal  for  the  first, 
which  has  already  had  its  success. 

**  The  pictures  of  Phillips  I  consider  as  mine,  all 
three,  and  the  one  (not  tne  Amaout)  of  the  two 
best  is  much  at  your  service,  if  you  will  accept  it  as 
a  present. 

*»  P.  S.  The  expense  of  engraving  from  the  min- 
iature send  me  in  my  account,  as  it  was  destroyed 
by  my  desire ;  and  have  the  goodness  to  bum  tnat 
detestable  print  from  it  immediately. 

"  To  make  you  some  amends  for  eternally  pester- 
ing you  with  alterations,  I  send  you  Coooett,  to~ 
confirm  your  orthodoxy. 

"  One  more  alteration  of  a  into  the  in  the  MS. ;  it 
must  be — *  The  heart  whose  softness,*  &o. 

<'  Remember — and  in  the  inscription  *  to  the  Right 
Honorable  Lord  Holland,'  wthout  the  previoui 
names,  Henry,  &c." 

KOTB  TO  MB.  MVBBAT. 

N«r.lB,l8UL 

**  More  work  for  the  Bow.  I  am  doing  my  best 
to  beat  the  *  GKaour  '—no  difficult  task  for  any  oni 
but  the  author  " 


ios 


BYRON'S  WOKES. 


"Nov,  9^  1^13, 

*1  lj>*ve  na  time  to  t^wtt-lnrewtfgiite,  but  I  b^Vwwe 
ftnd  hope  d]  it  right.  1  core  li^  tban  you  will 
belieTe  ilaotit  its  snt-cEss,  but  I  cun't  aufviTe  it 
single  mijtprmt:  it  rAoA«  me  to  ice  wotda  mhased 
by  the  tiniiten.  Pray  look  ovct,  in  taie  of  lome 
ejfe*«ore  esca)>mg  me. 

**  r.  S*  Send  the  eailiwt  conies  to  Mr.  Frerc  Mr 
i^'i?'J^^'  ^^h*"'  *^'-  GiiTcird,  Lord  Colland; 
Urd  Sfdbaume  (Whitehftn.)  Lody  Caroline  Lamb 
(Biorkfct.lMr.  Hcidgson  tCiutibridge.J  Mr,  Mcrri- 
vuk%  Mr.  M  aid.  from  the  author." 

NoTi  TO  irtl,  MUBHAT, 

"lou  wanted  some  reflcotSoits,  und  I  send  Toti 
pf^  .V/i»i  faee  his  B]i«ech  in  cjtnto  IL,  Dace  46  ) 
eighteen  Ime*  m  ducrtit  couplets,  ufa  penafvT^  if  not 
an  rfAfCfl^  tendenoy.  One  mofu  rpvis*?— positively  the 
hj8t,  If  doceuUy  done— nt  imy  rnte  the  pennltlmnti,. 
Wr  Caimitiga  approbonon  (if  he  did  approve )  I 
need  not  say  maU  me  protid.  As  to  printiig. 
pmt  aa  you  will  and  hov^  joii  will-bv  itseff,  if  you 
like  ,  but  k't  me  hnve  a  few  €or>iea  ia  *A«f*. 


■4r  HoHand,    vnd   Lady  Carvdoit 

The  "•"'**' ~- ^--- 


Sbarpei  and    xm 

I^rob,  DopioA  of  ♦  f  he  Bride/  'as  soSn  ** lin^SISr 

•*  R  S.  Mr.  Ward  »tid  myielf  atilJ  >^^*^ _ 

purpose  J  biit  I  ..hall  not  trouble  Tim  m  mi 
afrangflrtjeut  on  tho  score  of  the  GJ^^  ^  S 
r«jilfJ^°"^  returner,  at  anji^tw,  belbt*  JftT 
i8l4--tbat  M,  su  month*  from  henoir^d  I.  ' 
that  time  you  will  be  able  to  a<«etaiii  b«  fe 


a?y«ai 
Bftali 


proporHoTiably ;  and  il  not,  I  eh.Il  SSt  ™.^?^ 
^llow  voa  10  ^o  hfffher  than  vonr  prcetit  |™S! 
wh  ch  li  Terr  h.n.l*om^.  amf  mote^luwi  IkTi*^ 
1  have  had— but  thxa  must  be  fnfrv  mm.--* 
sT?\/^'*  '"'12''  ?.?  *he  Bubject  of  <Tbe  Bride,'  fi^ 
there^thi.  ev^nrng,  wh«h  it  |a  now  to<i  te  S 


*■  You  muat  pufdou  mp  otiee  more*  as  it  b  all  for 
your  good  :  it  mun  be  tbu*-^  *^  «  lui  loz 

»W^h".v  "if'""."  •"  'he  Pi»«"»««;  of  Tacitus,  from 


LETT£E  CLXXXV. 

tro  MB.  Mt-KaAT. 

If  rou  look  over  this  care  full  v  by  th^  iasijnmf 
mth  my  eorrojilionj.  it  13  pmh^y  right;  thli  t,.<^ 

Ibe  oofiK^   I  mentioned  to  be    sent   to  dilferent 

nIiJi^LJ^'^V"'^^^,.^"**  **y»./  ^^  4>>o  author  of 
Srtff^!i  J  ' '     rhii.  epme,  of  lending  the  drawings 

Sf^"  *?**^^  *^*'  criticism*  on  ibe  f«/i|y«^ 
JSJI™*  JS°* V-^  !^f.^  ^^  ^"**t>  amusing  and 
ftrimu.  The  Ort«i/a/|-,m-whieh  I  hear  is  Terr 
epIendid-Hjf  the  melodrame  (who^oertr  it  ia,  anH 
am  enr«  I  dou^t  know)  i,  a*  ^^od  ^  an  ad^'ert^se- 

^th  gfer  °'''''  ^^'  "^^^  '^^"  ^^**^ 

»m' w^;i,P''  T^3  °^  ^^^^"^."'y  the  truth,  that  I 
«n  n^  the  melodramaiist^if  any  ono  chaJijes  me 
m  joir  presence  with  the  performiice."     ^ 


I  tend  you  m  time  an  tatito  pttge,  co«itAa^ 
an  omissmn  of  mme  which  muat  bTihi.  a4ded^ 
It  Js  too  late  for  iiijtprtioo  in  the  teit,  ^ru"™^ 
-  an  imitation  altogether  &QI11  Medea  In  o£Z^ 
incoinplete  without  these  two  iinea.  ^wM 
tbifi  be  done,  and  dir^etly;  it  ia  usu^u**'  wM 2 
oae  page  to  yo-or  bobk  imMng}^  miidiwm%m 
harm,  and  is  yet  in  thue  for  the  pukUc.  Aq>^ 
me,  thou  oracle,  in  the  aJBimatife/  You  c«  mad 
the  loose  pa^es  to  those  who  har^  copi«  alye^MlT  tf 

hoiJc™  •   *  """^^^  *^  *"  thr^iii:^^^ 

however,  I  eould  not  sleep,  whethir  iJld  ,^JS 
IdoSft'i?'  ^^^^^^-^S^"  ^i^  «^  «  «l  opi.^ 

KOTB  TO  MR*  JTCRaAY* 

rotiArtiwJboAflda^  lY/'  to  much   imrtneev  m 
allDjF  so  Btupid  a  blunder  to  <tand ;  it  l.i  notTSJ 
a&0,    but  'carmxffB;  ^  and  if  jou  don't  want  ^ 
uut  ray  own  throat,  aee  it  altenjd. 
"  I  am  verj^  sorry  to  hear  of  the  6dl  of  J 


LETTEE  CLXXXVIL 


TO  kill.  ittr&]L4r. 


'*  tim.  B,  Uts.  2 


LETTEE  CLXXXVl. 

TO  M&.   MtTJtRAT, 

„fi  '*N«^.5»,  Ilia 

^n^r  ?^"V»*^I  *=^T   (if   not    too   mueh    of   a 

"'^■— end  I  will  relmquish  my  oy^n.    Alao,  to  Mr, 


Yoii  will  act  ns  you  please  upofi  thmt 
but  whether  I  go  or  stav,  I  shall  not  aay  1 
word  on  the  subject  till  May— not  then 
I  quite  convenient  to  yourself/  I  have  miusy  thSi 
1  wish  to  leave  to  your  care,  princmaUy  p™i 
.The  tiMM  need  not  now  b«  unt,  «i  Itif Wm4k 
'gone  to  Scotland.  You  are  tight  about  the  «b 
pnee  \  place  it  at  the  begiwiTiig.  Mr.  t^mnml 
Imle  pfpmature  in  hie  Bomplim™t.|  thm^am^ 
|hnrm  by  exciting  ejcpeclatlon.  and!  thiiilt  w^^£ 
to  be  above  U-thou|prh  I  «ee  the  neit  parunpini 
on  the  JourTif^i,f  which  muket  mt  iu«p«^«  a 
'the  author  of  both.  •*»F«:i  jfem  m 

**  Would  it  not  haT*  been  aa  well  to  bare  »ld  'ia 
TVo  Cantoa'  m  the  idTmisement  ?  they  will  elS 

ircll  for  Qtwe  like  om  mm  in  a  vieie  .*  bit  ^o*  -»M 
not  hmld  a  town  of  them.    The  B^de,  aucb^ 


18,  is   my  first  erUtre  composition  of  mny  liatfc 


Jexcopt  the   Satire,   and  be   d—d  to  „ 

Gmour  is  but  a  s^g  of   pasaogea,   ^i'd  diiUt 
!Haroldia,  audlrnther  think  alwa^  nkl  be,  ^MOr 

'  Mr.  Mvinj  loil  o^hred  bim  k  tbeimal  -^—  w  1^ _^ 


1 


LtTTXKS. 


Si8 


Mr.  Hay*!  ttote,  with  tkinks  toHI7.  which  mwi  be  ooRMted  with  tiia  /mh.  if  mo 

other  way  remains;   it  ia  the  omisaion  ot  'not* 


•Indaa.    I., 
him  miki.  you. 

"  There  have  been  lonie  epifframs  on  Mr.  Ward 
one  I  see  to-day.  The  first  1  cUd  not  see,  but  heard 
yesterday.  The  aeeond  aeems  Tery  bad.  I  only 
hope  that  Mr.  Ward  does  not  beUoTO  that  I  had 
any  connexion  with  either.  I  like  and  valne  him 
too  well  to  allow  my  politics  to  contract  into  spleen, 
or  to  admire  any  thing  intended  to  annoy  hmi  or 
his.  Ton  need  not  take  the  trouble  to  answer  this, 
as  I  shall  see  yon  in  the  conise  of  the  afternoon. 

"P.  8.  I  haTe  said  this  muoh  about  the  epi- 
grams, because  I  lired  so  much  in  the  opvo§ite 
cam/»,  and,  from  mv  post  as  an  engineer,  mignt  be 
snspeoted  as  the  flinger  of  these  band-gemadoes ; 
but  wvith  a  worthy  foe,  I  am  all  for  open  war,  and  not 
this  T»>ish-fighting,  and  have  not  had,  nor  will  have, 
any  thing  to  do  with  it.  I  do  not  know  the 
author.**  m  t 

HOTI  TO  MB.  MtrUULT. 

«•  Nor.  IS,  ma 

*  *  Prfait  this  at  the  end  of  off  ^Ao^  w  o/  «A#  *  Bride 
of  AhydoB,*  as  an  errata  page. 

•*Bw. 
**  Omitted,  canto  II.,  page  47,  after  line  oecczlix, 


Bead,* 

■*TlMn  If  nu  Ip  onet  muimar,  h  nnMt  b* 
No  rifh  fcrnft^,  Int «  pnfar  Jbr  tee  I " 

NOTB  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

'•  ToMdaj  ev«ntny,  No?.  SO,  ISlSL 

"For  the  sake  of  correctness,  particularly  in  an 
errata  page,  the  alteration  of  the  couplet  i  have 
Just  sent  (half  an  hour  ago)  must  take  place,  in 
spite  of  delay  or  cancel ;  let  me  see  the  proof  early 
to-morrow.  I  found  out  murmur  to  be  a  neuter 
verbf  and  hare  been  obliged  to  alter  the  line  so  as 
to  make  it  a  substantiye,  thus — 

**  Hm  deepait  marmar  of  Ab  Hp  AaO  bo 
No  lirh  lir  «at7,  bai  a  fnjor  far  dwo  I 

I 

Don't  send  the  copies  to  the  country  till  this  is  all 
right." 

NOTB  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

"Dee.  9,18131 

**  When  you  can,  let  the  couplet  enclosed  be 
inserted  either  in  the  page,  or  in  the  errata  page. 
I  trust  it  is  in  time  /or  some  of  the  copies.  This 
alteration  is  in  th&  same  part— the  page  but  one 
before  the  last  correction  sent. 

"  P.  S.  I  am  afraid,  from  all  I  hear,  that  people 
are  rather  inordinate  in  their  expectations,  which 
is  very  unlucky,  but  cannot  now  be  helped.  This 
comes  of  Mr.  Perry  and  one's  wise  frienas ;  but  do 
not 
for 


you  wind  your  hopes  of  i 
iear  of  accidents,  and  I 


success  to  the  same  pitch, 
[  can  assure  you  that  my 

^hy  will  stand  the  test  very  faurlv;  and  I 

are  done  eyery  thing  to  ensure  you,  at  all  events, 
from  positive  loss,  which  will  be  some  satisfaction  to 
both.^ 

NOTB  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

"0o*.I^UISl 

**  I  send  you  a  eerateh  or  twof  the  which  heat. 
The  Christian  Observer  is  very  savage,  but  certainly 
well  written— and  quite  uncomfortable  at  the  naugh- 
tiness of  book  and  author.  I  rather  suspect  jou 
won't  much  like  the  preeent  to  be  more  moral,  if  it 
is  to  share  also  the  usual  fiate  of  your  virtuous 
volumes. 

**  Let  me  see  a  proof  of  the  m  before  inoorpoiap 
tion." 

NOTB  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

"  Mowby  OfOPhiff,  Xtao.  1^  UU. 

<'  It  is  very  well,  except  that  the  lines  sie  not 
Bumbcred  psoperly,  and  a  diabolical  mistake,  page 


before  *  Hiamyreeabie,*  in  the  note  on  the  amber 
rosary.  This  is  really  horrible,  and  nearly  as  bad 
as  the  stumble  of  mine  at  the  threshold-—!  mesn 
the  misnomer  of  Bride.  Pray  do  not  let  a  copy  go 
without  the  *not;*  it  is  nonsence  and  worse  than 
nonsense  as  it  now  stands.  I  wish  the  printer  was 
saddled  with  a  vampire. 

<*P.  8.  ItisatmAoainsteadofAoeeinpageaO; 
never  was  any  one  so  mieueed  aa  I  am  by  your  dev^ 
of  printers. 

"P.  8.  I  hope  and  trust  the  *not*  was  inserted 
in  the  first  edition.  We  must  have  something— 
any  thing^-4o  set  it  n^ht.  It  is  enough  to  answer 
for  one's  own  bulls,  without  other  people's." 


LETTER  CLXXXVni. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

MDeo.fr,  VOL 

"Lord  Holland  is  laid  up  with  the  ffout,  and 
would  feel  very  much  obliged  if  you  could  obtain, 
and  aend  as  soon  as  possible,  Madame  D'Arblay*s 
(or  even  Miss  Edgeworth's)  new  work.  I  know 
the]^  are  not  out ;  but  it  is  p<9:haps  possible  for  your 
Majeaty  to  command  what  we  cannot  with  much 
suing  purchase,  as  yet.  I  need  not  say  that  when 
you  are  able  or  willing  to  confer  the  same  favor  on 
me,  I  shall  be  obliged.  I  would  almost  fall  sick 
myself  to  get  at  Madame  B'Arblay's  writings. 

*<  P.  S.  Ton  were  talking  to-day  of  the  Ameriean 
edition  of  a  certain  unquenchable  memorial  of  my 
younger  days.  As  it  can't  be  helped  now,  I  own  1 
have  some  curiosity  to  see  a  copy  of  Transatlantio 
typography.  This  you  will  perhaps  obtain,  and  one 
for  yourself;  but  I  must  beg  tnat  you  will  not 
import  more,  because,  eeriouely,  I  do  with  to  have 
that  thing  forgotten  as  nuach  ss  it  has  been  forgiven. 

<'If  jovL  send  to  the  Globe  editor,  say  that  I 
want  neither  excuse  nor  contradiction,  but  merely 
a  discontinuance  of  a  most  ill-g^^ounded  ohaxge.  1 
never  was  consistent  in  any  thing  but  my  poBties ; 
and  as  my  redemption  depends  on  that  soUtszy 
virtue,  it  is  murder  to  carry  away  my  last  anchor.** 


LETTEE  CLXXXIX. 

TO  MB.  ASBB.* 


•M  BoBDOi  tfieoc,  8L  JuMoS  Doa.  14,  UHL 
«'8lB, 

**  I  leave  town  for  a  few  days  to-morrow :  on  my 
return,  I  will  answer  your  letter  more  at  length. 
Whatever  may  be  your  situation,  I  cannot  but 
commend  your  resolution  to  abjure  and  abandon 
the  publication  and  composition  of  works  such  as 
those  to  which  you  have  alluded.  Depend  upon  it, 
they  amuse /«to,  disgrace  both  reader  and  writer, 
and  benefit  ROtM.  It  will  be  my  wish  to  assist  you, 
as  far  as  my  limited  means  will  admit,  to  break 
such  a  bondage.  In  your  answer,  inform  me  what 
sum  you  thinJk  would  enable  you  to  extricate  your- 
self from  the  hands  of  your  employers,  and  to 
regain  at  least  temporary  independence,  and  I  shall 
be  glad  to  contribute  niy  mite  towards  it.  At 
present  I  must  conclude.  Tour  name  is  not 
unknown  to  me,  and  I  regret,  for  your  t»wn  sake, 


Aothororo  imbDeMloB  lelMiiiff  to  the 

atao  of  '*  TmTCb  Onroach  Ametlai,'*  oad  o6er 

wilUon  to  lionl  ^^iw,  uloslnr  pofoity  lo  ■■ 


Oaeod,  odod^TkoBookt' 


rSMvaoMMl* 


kMMOtomgkTaMi. 
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BYRON*S  WOHKS. 


that  jott  limTe  eret  leant  it  to  the  irorki  you  meij- 
*^^  Iri  BiTing  tlii#»  I  merelr  repeat  tout  mm 
words  m  ymir  letter  to  me.  and  huTe  no  wish  what- 
erer  to  say  %  lingle  iy liable  that  m^y  nppe^  tfi* 
intuit  your  misfortunes.  If  I  have,  exciuie  me :  it 
Li  unmtoatiunal.  ■*  VtJiini,  ^c. 

*'BYao»." 
[In  tniwei-  to  this  letter,  Ashe  mcntioTied  at  the 
■urn  tiecesaary  to  extricate  him  from  hi*  difficuUieB, 
IM/.— and,  some  short  deUy  baring  occurred  in  the 
reply  to  thia  demand,  he*  m  renowiog  his  tiiil 
cotDplttaed.  it  Appcwf»,  of  neglect] 


LETTER  CXC. 

TO  ME,  AJHE. 


110W  wUtumntf,  itImtMt  all  towmaa  vvor  vm^a 
thtre  ad  well  u  here,  I  ahiU  be  tmly  irlkd  ia^  m 

««'*i?"  ^^  ^  ^iieve  1  leave  town  fer  a  day  or  tito 
on  Monday,  but  after  that  I  am  alwan  m!t  ham 
mud  happy  to  »ee  you  untU  hall  pa^  two,  ' 


LETTER  CXCIL 


'*SlR, 


•*  Ju.  S,  tStt. 


When  ^on  accnae  a  stranger  of  fieglect  tou 
forget  that  it  ia  possible  business  or  nbstnce  from 
London  may  have  ijitcrfprod  to  delay  his  answer,  as 
ta  actually  occurred  in  the  present  iustiinoe.  But 
to  tlie  pomt.  1  am  wiHing  to  do  what  I  can  to 
.eipicate  you  from  vour  situ[ition.  Your  first 
icheme  I  waa   coDiideringj    but  your  own  impa- 

Wt^^^ffr"/'' nt7  ^^''^^}^  ^*  abortive,  if  iot 
rre^<jra6le,  I  will  deposit  m  Mr.  MurTay'^  hands 
(with  his  consent)  the  *ura  yuu  Mentioiied»  to  bo 
advanced  for  the  tiuie  at  ten  poundji  per  month. 

m»l«™;  }'^^^f.l}^  poateet  hurij,  which  may  I 
make  my  letter  n  little  abrupt;  but,  aa  I  said  before  ' 
1  a&ve  no  wish  to  diaticfa  your  feeliogt.*' 


LETTER  CXCL 

TO  nil-    OALT, 

**Mv  Deah  Qalt.  '^t>-ij.«ia 

*!."  ^5*^^  ^**  °°  offcnce-.thcre  eould  be  none.*  I 
thought  It  by  no  mpEini  impoanible  thnt  we  might 
haTc  m\  on  something  similar,  particukrly  as  tou 

nlm  !ln;^'''\'^'^^  I.had  i^ot  wiUingjIy  .eizol  upon 
W^^^^^l^^^^^K'^^  incident;  and  \  am  very  glad 

Sell*  ^%!;!!  ll'"''^  V^""^  trenched  up<jn  four 
■Q^ect«.  Something  Htill  more  aingular  is,  that  the 
jmt  part,  where  Tou  havu  found  a  coinridence  in 
some  events  within  Tour  obftpnationa  on  /;/c/waa 
drawn  from  tfb»et^%mk  of  mine  also;  and  I"  meant 
tL^w^f-^rT  ''\r^^  ^}f  ^'^^ty*  but  on  second 

i5™™.i%?V''**  ^i'^^*''  *^^"^^  admitting 
I^^L^^  fPBling  and  description,  yet  lit  not 
f£?rt^^ -^^  "^l*  \^  **^*^  *^"«  country,  though 
the  fin^t  works  of  the  Greeks,  or^o  of  Sebill^'s 
and  Alfierjs  in  modem  time*,  beside*  scTeml  of 
our  aW  (and  beat)  dramiitistn,  have  been  grounded 
on  incidents  of  A  Bimilur  cjut.    1  thw^foi?  altered 

en^d  the  whole  by  intcrmptmg  th<-  trmn  of  thoufirht  i 
and,  in  eom position  I  do  not  thin  k  ac^iirf  thought^ 
wo  the  bMt  though  Emiond  exprossiona  may  im- 
prove the  first  ideaii.  *^  ^  *™ 

th«  hllri*  *''?'^  how  other  men  feel  towards  tho^e 
^%^I%  ?,^*.''^i^S^'  ^'"^  ^^  '^^^'  t^^'-e  **^w»  *^  kind 
of  tie  eatablkhed  between  all  who  have  met  to- 
gether ,n  a  foreign  countrj^  as  if  we  had  Tet  in  a 
,«ato  of  p,eeMi«tence  and  iero  talking  ovZl  life 
^at  has  ceased ;  but  I  alwaya  look  forward  to  re* 
iiewing  my  travels,  and  though  y^u,  I  thSik,  Le 


'^  t  am,  indeed,  *  in  jotir  debt'— and  what  b  ^SD 
wor^e;  am  obliged  to  follow  roya J  biample,  flie  ^ 
juflt  apprized  hia  erediton  that  they  mnst  wait  ^ 
tbo  meeting,]  and  entreat  your  indulgco«c  fbr  I 
hope,  a  very  short  time.  T&c  nearest  ^Iftlios,  ^ 
almost  the  only  friend  I  poasesa.  bu  beea  jTW 
aon  for  a  week,  nnd  le^Tes  it  to-morrow,  witli  mcLfW 
berown  residcnec,  I  return  immedJat«£lT ;  l»tw 
meet  ao  seldom,  and  are  *o  fwiuW«J  wheo  w«  ffl<«t 
tVj?  \  I*  ^  ^^*  ^R  ^^  en|ra^eiiient»,  till  ii«v. 
iftithout  reluctance.  On  mj  return.  I  must  sve  m 
to  comole  myaejf  for  my  p»t  disappointnifait..  I 
should  feel  liigbly  honored  in  Mr.  &-—'.»««: 
axon  to  make  his  aequiintince,  and  tfi^^  r^mZetm 
"*X^'  ^«r  It  it  a  promiw  of  1a*t  summcVitlikil 
atiU  hoM  III  »ee  pcffi^ncd.  Yesterday  I  had  » let- 
ter from  Mom ;  you  h»?e  probabl  v  hcar^  froin  ia 
lately  ;  but  »f  not,  yon  will  be  gla^to  lears  that  he 
in  the  same  m  heart,  head,  and  health  " 


LETTER  CXdlL 

TO  MIL   KEMVALE, 

**Mt  Bear  Merivalk.  "^^vm. 

■*  I  have  rcdde  Roncesvaux  with  Terr  ax^t  bla. 
sure,  and  (if  I  were  «o  diaposed)  «i  W  IS 
room  for  mticinm.  There  b  a  choic<s  of  rJUt;" 
n  one  of  the  last  canto»,^I  think  '  Live  and  pt*- 
tect  better,  became/ Oh  whoP'impUe.  m  dnuUd 
Koland  s  power  of  mehnation.  I  would  mXl&w  li* 
—but  that  pomt  you  yourself  must  detenniue  oo- 
i  menu  the  doubt  as  to  where  to  plaee  a  part  of  liit 
popm,  whether  betjyeen  the  actions  or  nS.  Only  ff 
you  wi^h  to  have  nil  the  stiecesa  yon  deaerve 
^tm  tojriund^^  and-as  1  am  not  the  least 
blcaomc  of  the  numbej--lca*t  of  aH  to  roe 

**I  hope  you  will  be  out  soon,  MmA  ^ 
Manh,  la  the  month  for  the  trade,  uid  th«rtn«C 
be  conatdercd.  You  haie  written  «  Terv  aefeb 
Docm,  t^nd  nothing  but  the  dete*table  Ca^te  of  ^ 
day  can  do  you  harm,— but  I  think  you  will  beat  iL 
tour  measure  la  uncommonly  well  ehDi^  mM 
wielded."    •    •    •  '  "™   ™* 


LETTER  CXCiy, 

TO  HE.  MUBHAT. 

u  lV^;'^i^f'=*^ii«^irty  paper— it  u  the 'iviral^nisto 
half.sheet  of  tLqmr^  thanks  for  your  ^^Se 
Ln  Chroa.  whjch  I  return.  The  Corsair  is  «ipi% 
and  now  at  Lord  HolUnd^s  j  but  I  wish  Sir.  oSS 
to  have  it  to-mght.  «uii«« 

f JiifJ- k^*?"i?^  ^  ^^  P*™«*i*  ■  BO  that  I  haf«  of^ 
fended  both  him  and  you,  when  t  really  meant  liSc 
good,  at  lewt  to  one,  and  certaiiaj  iot  to  * 


j[«BrrBB8. 


80« 


'.ifclMr.*    Brt  I  ■hdl  anuctt  him,  I  iMpa.    Ii 
..  .  ratty  eaufldtnt  of  th«  JWe  itself;  bat  chm  cannot 
.  .^re  sore.     If  I  set  it  from  Iiord  Holland,  it  shall  he 

'  Bint.     Tours,  fto." 


LETTER  CXCV. 

—  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

MlukCilSli. 

.  <<  I  hare   got  a  deril  of  a  long  story  in  the  press, 
'-  Entitled  '  I*he  Corsair/  in  the  reffular  heroic  mea- 
ure.     It  101  ft  pirate's  isle,  -peopled  with  my  own 
■  'reatares,  ^ftnd  jou  may  easily  suppose  they  do  a 
roxld  of  mdschief  through  the  Uuree  cantos.    Now 
ar  your  Desdlcation— if  you  will  accept  it.    This  is 
oBitiTely  my  last  experiment  on  public  Uterary 
-.  'pinion,  till  1  turn  my  thirtieth  year, — ^if  so  be  I 
'    ourish  until  that  downhill  period.    I  have  a  con- 
^ ,  .denoe  for  you— a  perplexing  one  to  me,  and,  just 
,      .t  present,  in  a  state  of  abeyance  in  itself.    •   •    • 
-   however,  we  shall  see.    lu  the  mean  time,  you 
Uaay  amuse  yourself  with  my  suspense,  and  put  all 
-he  justices  of  the  peace  in  requisition,  in  case  I 
. .  ::::ome  into  your  county  with  *  hack  but  bent' 
' ,"   **  Seriously,  whether  I  am  to  hear  from  her  or  him, 
-  ,t  is  a  pause,  which  I  shall  flU  up  with  as  few 
"'.houghts  of  mr  own  as  I  can  borrow  from  other 
.)eople.    Any  thing  is  better  than  stagnation ;  and 
/.riow,  in  the  interregnum  of  my  autumn  and  a 
'.    itrange  summer  adventure,  which  I  don't  like  to 
.  Miink  of,  (I  don't  mean  •  •*s,  however,  which  is 
'.Aughable  only,)  the  antithetical  state  of  my  lucu- 
brations makes  me  alive,  and  Macbeth  can  '  sleep 
"'\o  more:' — ^he  was  lucky  in  getting  rid  of  the 
irowsy  sensation  of  waking  agam. 
:.£«•'    «  Pray  write  to  me.    I  must  send  you  a  copy  of 
the  letter  of  Dedication.    When  do  you  come  out  ? 
(  am  sure  we  don't  clash  this  time,  for  I  am  all  at 
"^   ^ea,  and  in  action, — and  a  wife,  and  a  mistress,  &c., 

&c. 
,  'T-;:    "  Thomas,  thou  art  a  happy  fellow ;  but  if  you 
wish  us  to  be  so,  you  must  come  up  to  town,  as  you 
^..^did  last  year ;  ana  we  shall  have  a  world  to  say,  and 
"''    to  see,  and  to  hear.    Let  me  hear  itom  you. 

*♦  P.  S.  Of  course  you  will  keep  my  secret,  and 
,^^r  don't  even  talk  in  your  sleep  of  it.  Happen  what 
"'^."  may,  your  Dedication  is  ensured,  being  already 
„ .^ .  written ;  and  I  shall  copy  it  out  fkir  to-night, 
J- in  case  business  or  amusement— ^Imant  aUerna 
'.  -Canumm" 

KOTB  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 
-.    :•  »J«B.7,1814. 

;.'  *«You  don't  like  the  Dedication— very  well; 
'  l  there  is  an  other ;  but  you  will  send  the  other  to  lib. 
:  ;  Moore,  that  he  may  know  I  had  written  it.  I  send 
I  ''  also  mottos  for  the  cantos.  I  think  you  will  allow 
'■■'•'' 'I  that  an  elephant  may  be  more  sagacious,  but  can- 

' '  not  be  more  docile.  **  Yours, 

"Bw. 
i(  "■ ;     **  The  name  ia  again  altered  to  Medora."f 


LETTER  GXCVI. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

^"^  AS  It  would  not  be  fair  to  press  you  into  a  Dedi- 

(    cation,  without  previous  notice,  I  send  you  two^  and 
'-'"^y,  I  will  tell  why  two.    The  first,  Mr.  Murray,  who 
,  sometimes  takes  upon  him  the  critio  (and  I  bear  it 
f^''K  from  astonishment)  says,  may  do  you  harm    Gtod 
[i-.  forbid!  this  alone  msJces  me  listen  to  him.    The 


t-1* 

>• 


•  B*  ted  wte  »  pi«nl«riht  0D|9ilchl  afdM  Coanlrio  Ifr.  IMhi, 


f  BMbHAataKkBrnk 


fret  is,  he  is  a  damaed  Tory^  and  has,  I  dare  swear, 
something  of  self,  which  1  cannot  divine,  at  the 
bottom  of  his  objection,  as  It  is  the  allosion  to  Lre- 
land  to  which  he  objects.  Bat  he  be  d— d,  though 
a  good  feUow  enough,  (your  sinner  would  not  be 
worth  a  d— n.) 

<<Take  your  choice;  no  one,  bave  he  and  Mr. 
Dallas,  has  seen  either,  and  D.  is  quite  on  my  side, 
and  for  the  flrst.*^  If  I  can  but  testify  to  you  ana 
the  world  how  truly  I  admire  and  esteem  you,  I 
shall  be  quite  satisfied.  As  to  prose,  I  don't  know 
Addison's  from  Johnson's ;  but  I  will  try  to  mend 
my  cacology.  Pray  perpend,  pronounce,  and  don't 
be  offended  with  either. 

**  My  last  epistle  would  probably  put  you  in  a 
fidget.  But  the  Devil,  who  ought  to  be  civu  on  such 
occasions,  proved  so,  and  took  my  letter  to  the  right 
place.         •  •  ♦  •       . 

'<Is  it  not  odd  ?  the  very  fate  I  said 'she  had  ee> 
caped  from  *  *,  she  has  now  undergone  from  the 
worthy  *  * .  Like  Mr.  Fitzgerald,  shall  I  not  lay 
claim  to  the  character  of  *  Vatcs  ?'  as  he  did  in  the 
Morning  Herald  for  prophesying  the  fidl  of  Bona- 
parte, who,  by-the-by,  idon't  think  is  yet  frJlen.  I 
wish  he  would  rally  and  rout  your  Intimate 
sovereigns,  having  a  mortal  hate  to  all  royaTentails. 
But  I  am  scrawling  a  treatise.  Good  night.  Ever, 
&c." 

VOTB  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

"Jm.  11, 1814. 

**  Correct  this  proof  by  Mr.  Oiffbrd's  (and  from 
the  MSS.)  particularly  as  to  the  pointing,  I  have 
added  a  section  for  GulnarCf  to  fill  up  the  parting 
and  dismiss  her  more  ceremoniously.  If  Mr.  Oi? 
ford  or  you  dislike,  'tis  but  a  sponge,  and  another 
midnight  better  employed  than  in  yawning  over 
Miss  *  *;  who,  by-the-by,  may  soon  return  the 
compliment. 

'*  Wfldnetdir  or  Thnndty. 

**  P.  S.  I  have  redde  •  *.  It  is  full  of  praises  of 
Lord  Ellenborough !  !  I  (from  which  I  infer  near  and 
dear  relations  at  the  bar,)  and       •        •        • 

'<I  do  not  love  Madame  de  Stael,  but  depend 
upon  it,  she  beats  all  your  natives  hollow  as  an  au- 
thoress, in  my  opinion ;  and  I  would  not  say  this  if 
I  could  help  ft. 

'*  P.  S.  Pray  report  my  best  acknowledgements  to 
Mr.  Qifford  in  any  words  that  may  best  exoress  how 
truly  his  kindness  obliges  me.  I  won't  bore  him 
with  Up  thanks  or  notes,'* 

VOTB  TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

««J«it.  19,1814. 

*<I  have  but  a  moment  to  write,  but- all  is  as  it 
should  be.  I  have  said  really  far  short  of  my  opin- 
ion, but  if  you  think  enough,  I  am  content.  Will 
you  retxim  the  proof  by  the  post,  as  I  leave  town  on 
Sunday,  and  have  no  other  coirected  copy.  I  put 
*  servant,'  as  being  less  familiar  before  the  public^  W 
cause  I  don't  like  presuming  upon  our  fhendship  to 
infringe  upon  forms.  As  to  the  other  word,  yoQ 
may  be  sure  it  is  one  I  cannot  hear  or  repeat  too 
often. 

'*  I  write  in  an  agony  of  haste  and  oonfusioB.^ 
Perdonate." 


*  The  flnt  VM  Oh  one  {xdhnnd.    Tto  ocbar  was  aa  Mlowi  i 

«<Jan.7,M14. 
>  Uy  Den  Moon, 

«« 1  ted  witom  »  TM  a  lai«  totter  ardedbtffcn,  vMah  I  aappiM,  basknai, 
thaoghhwoiyaadHiafliy^Rlaiinf  tejouwUdiemyootkadbaaailad  ' 
le  haw,  jittlwn  was  loo  mueh  aboat  poHlka,  ami  poaaf,  aod  ail  ihfatfi 
.rhMwaTif,  cpdtof  wMt  that  lopfc  oa  wMch  iwm  neu  an  fluent,  and  bom 
v«7  muadag'  OMft  ttlf.  It  ml^  hare  been  n^vrittea— bat  to  what  pti^ 
poaa  i  Mj  piain  eould  add  oothiAf  to  tow  wdl-oanird  aad  flrml;  mDA 
lUwd  lamB ;  and  with  m/  maac  heaitx  admindon  of  jomr  lalonta,  and  deSghl 
la  your  eoavenatloa,  jeu  are  alraady  aoqaainteri.  la  avaHiof  lajMlT  af 
-  ddi  poeia  toyoQ,  1  oaaanljwiAlh* 
roar  ngaidii  dear  to 
Toon,  awat  aflbcdooalri/  awl  UibruliT, 

•*BTBOB." 


^ 
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LETTER  CXCVn. 


TO  XR.  MrRAAT. 

««Jm.U,  ni4. 

"  Before  any  proof  goes  to  Mr.  Gifford,  it  may  be 
M  well  to  rerise  this,  where  there  are  vfords  omitted^ 
faults  committed,  and  the  deril  knows  what.  As  to 
the  dedication,  I  cut  out  the  parenthesis  of  Mr* 
but  not  another  word  shall  move  unless  for  a  better. 
Mr.  Moore  has  seen,  and  decidedly  preferred,  the 
part  your  Tory  bile  sickens  at.  If  crery  syllable 
were  a  rattlesnake,  or  every  letter  a  pestilence,  they 
should  not  be  expunged.  Let  those  who  cannot 
swallow,  chew  the  expressions  on  Ireland :  or  should 
even  Mr.  Croker  array  himself  in  all  nis  terrors 
against  tiiem,  I  care  for  none  of  you,  except  Clif- 
ford :  and  he  won't  abuse  me  except  1  deserve  it — 
which  will  at  least  reconcile  me  to  his  justice.  As 
to  the  poems  in  Hobhouse's  Tolume,t  the  transla- 
tion from  the  Romaic  is  well  enough ;  but  the  best 
of  the  other  volume  (of  mine,  I  mean)  have  been 
already  printed.  But  do  as  you  please — only,  as  I 
■hidl  be  absent  when  you  jcome  out,  do^  pray%  let 
Mr.  JkMoM  uid  you  have  a  care  of  the  ot^m. 

••  Yours,  &c.- 

NOTE  TO  MR.  MITRRAT. 

[in4,  Im.  1C.J 

<*  I  do  believe  that  the  Devil  never  created  or  per- 
verted inch  a  fiend  as  the  fool  of  a  printer.  I  aoi 
obliged  to  enclose  you,  luckily  for  me,  this  tMOwf 
proof,  correctedt  because  there  u  an  ingenuity  in  his 
blunders  peculiar  to  himself.  Let  the  press  be 
guided  by  the  present  sheet.  "  Yours,  &e. 

"  Bum  the  other. 

'<  Correct  this  also  by  the  others  in  some  things 
which  I  may  have  forgotten.  There  is  one  mistake 
he  made,  wnich,  if  it  had  stood,  I  would  most  cer- 
tainly have  broken  his  neck." 


LETTER  CXCVIII. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

**  N«w«nd  AbiMT,  Jau.  SI,  1914. 

<*  You  will  be  glad  to  hear  of  mv  safe  arrival  here. 
The  time  of  my  return  will  depend  upon  the 
weather,  which  u  so  impracticable  that  this  letter 
has  to  advance  through  more  snows  than  ever 
opposed  the  emperor's  retreat.  The  roads  are  im- 
passable, and  return  impossible  for  the  present; 
which  I  do  not  regret,  as  I  am  much  at  my  ease, 
and  sij>and^wenty  complete  this  day— a  very  pretty 
ago,  if  it  would  alwavs  last.  Our  coals  are  excel- 
Imit,  our  fire-places  large,  my  collar  full,  and  my 
koad  empty ;  and  I  have  not  yet  recovered  my  joy 
at  leavinff  London.  If  axnr  unexpected  turn  oc- 
curred with  my  purchasers,  I  believe  I  should  hardly 
quit  tho  place  at  all ;  but  shut  my  door  and  let  my 
board  STOW. 

**  1  ftrgot  to  mention  (and  I  hope  it  is  unneces- 
sary) that  the  lines  hegimdtig-^RememberhimtX  &«., 
must  not  appear  with  the  Corsair,  You  may  slip 
thorn  in  with  the  smaller  pieces  newly  annexed  to 
ChUde  Harold;  but  on  no  account  permit  them  to 
be  appended  to  the  Corsair.  Have  tne  goodness  to 
recollect  this  particularly. 

**  The  bookis  I  have  nronght  with  me  are  a  great 
consolation  for  the  confinement,  and  I  bought  more 
as  we  came  along.  In  short,  I  never  consult  the 
thermometer,  and  shall  not  put  up  prayers  for  a 
thaWf  unless  I  thought  it  would  sweep  away  the 
rascally  invaders  of  France.  Was  ever  such  a 
thing  as  Blucher's  proclamation  ? 


•  B*  bad,  u  int,  sAer  dw  wonb  "  Scott  «Jooe,"  iiuerted,  in  a  parNiCh*- 
dv-"  Ha  viU  •*e*m  ths  Mr,—'  w«  do  not  aajr  Mr.  Cnaar.'  ** 
I  Ow  Poani,  p.  SaS. 
8aa  Pmbb,  ^  94S. 


<  Just  ^elbrto  I  loft  town,  : 
compliment  of  desiring  nM  1 
wish  I  could,  but  flwl  m^  i 
siding— not  before  it  was  tim 
check  it  at  all.  If  I  len^hei 
think  it  is  coming  on  agam ;  i 


P.  S.  If  you  hear  any  ne' 
on  the  part  of  the  Allies,  (toi 
send  it.  He  has  my  best  ^ 
fields  of  Franee  with  an  ina 
invaders  of  all  countries,  and 
the  cowardlv  cry  of  exultatioi 
name  you  all  turned  whiter  tli 
you  are  indebted  for  your  triui 

**  I  open  my  letter  to  thaici 
receivea.  The  '  lines  to  a  La 
with  the  Corsair.  I  care  not! 
on  this  point.  My  politics  am 
mistress  to  an  old  man — the  i 
fonder  I  become  of  them.    As 

Portuguese  Translation,'* 
addition  to  the  Corsair. 

"  In  all  points  of  difference 
and  Mr.  Dallas,  let  the  first  k 
all  difference  between  Mr.  Oiii 
else,  I  shall  abide  bv  the  fore 
can't  help  it.  But  I  would  ra 
any  other  person.  So  there  t 
ter.  After  all  the  trouble  he  hs 
mine,  I  should  be  very  ungi 
otherwise.  Besides,  in  point  o 
to  be  lowered  bv  a  comparison 
be  right  too ;  but  that  with 
can't  torify  my  nature." 


LETTER  C^ 

TO  MR.  MUR 

**  I  need  not  say  that  your  ol 
weloome,  and  not  the  less  so  i 

**  It  doubtless  gratifies  me  t 
has  pleased,  and  that  the  curt 
You  deserve  it  should,  for  j 
good  nature  in  arranging  ic 
Dallas ;  and  I  can  assure  you 
entering  so  warmly  into  the  s 
me  so  soon  upon  it,  as  a  perse 
shall  now  part,  I  hope,  satisi 
I  was  and  am  quite  in  eamca 
mise  not  to  intrude  any  more ; 
affectation,  but  a  thorough  oo 
best  policy,  and  is  at  least  res| 
as  it  shows  I  would  not  willing 
feiting  their  fkvor  in  future, 
views  and  objects,  and  think  1 
resolution ;  for,  since  I  left  Lor 
moio-bound,  and  tAatc-bound, 
kinds  of  paper,  the  dirtiest  of 
of  pens,  I  have  not  even  been 
put  them  to  their  combined  u 
of  business.  My  rhyming  pro 
and  I  feel  much  as  I  did  at 
from  my  fever— weak,  but  in  h 


Rla  tnuwiatioa  of  (to  pictty  Pbrtagoaia 
lamplad  to  tiy  anodiar  varfon  tllhk  k 
kapi,  «ill  moca  happy. 

««  Ton  eaU  ma  iHn  tow  A«-«li  I  i 

Life  b  aa  tniMieai  ■  Ih' IMOM 

■aj,  ntliar,  I'm  yoar  aoul,  mmt 

For,  nn  tha  ao<  mjr  lava  aao  j 

t  It  wOI  bo  reeoneeiDd  ikat  taa  bad  aaw 
pralucoon  wtto  wtaica  ha  ihaiila  t 


UTTBB8. 
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of  a  rolapM     I  do  most  frequently  hope  I  nerer 
shall. 

"  I  see  bT  the  Morning  Chronicle  there  hath  been 
discussion  in  the  Courier:  and  I  read  in  the  Morning 
Post  a  vrrathftil  letter  about  Mr.  Moore,  in  which 
some  Protestant  Reader  hss  made  a  sad  confusion 
abont  IneUa  and  Ireland. 

**  You  are  to  do  as  yon  please  about  the  smaller 
poems ;  but  I  think  remoTing  them  now  from  the 
Corsair  looks  like  fear;  and  if  so,  you  must  allow 
xne  not  to  be  pleased.  1  should  also  suppose  that, 
after  the  fuu  of  these  newspaper  esquires,  they 
vrould  materially  assist  the  circulation  of  the  Cor- 
sair ;  an  object!  should  imtigine  Ktjpreseni  of  more 
importance  to  youne^f  than  Cnilde  Harold's  seTenth 
appearance.  t>o  as  yon  like ;  but  don't  allow  the 
'Withdrawing  that  poem  to  draw  any  imputation  of 
dismay  upon  me.* 

*<  Pray  make  my  respects  to  Mr.  Ward,  whose 
praise  I  yalue  most  highly,  as  you  well  know ;  it  is 
in  the  approbation  of  such  men  that  fiime  becomes 
worth  haTiuff.  To  Mr.  Gifford  I  am  always  grate- 
ful, and  surely  not  less  so  now  than  eyer.  And  so 
good  night  to  my  authorship.  • 

,         **  I  haye  been  sauntering  and  dozing  here  very 
'     quietly  and  not  unhappily.    Ton  will  be  happy  to 
>     hear  that  I  haye  completely  established  my  title 
deeds  as  marketable,  and  that  the  purchaser  has 
succumbed  to  the  terms,  and  ftilfils  them,  or  is  to 
fulfil  them  forthwith.    He  is  now  here  and  we  go  on 
yety  amicably  together— one  in  each  wing  of  the 
Abbey.    We  set  off  on  Sunday— I  for  town,  he  for 
I     Cheshire. 

**  Mrs.  Iioigh  is  with  me— mivh  pleased  with  the 
I  place,  and  less  so  with  me  for  parting  with  it,  to 
I  which  not  eyen  the  price  can  reconcile  her.  Your 
parcel  has  not  yet  amyed — at  least  the  Mage.  &c. ; 
but  I  haye  receiyed  Childe  Harold  and  tiie  Corsair. 
I  belieye  both  are  yery  correctly  printed,  which  is  a 
great  satisfaction. 

"  I  thank  yon  for  wishing  me  in  town ;  but  I 
think  one's  success  is  most  felt  at  a  distance,  and  I 
eni'oj  my  solitary  self-importance  in  an  agreeably 
sulky  way  of  my  own,  upon  the  strength  of  your 
letter — ^for  which  I  once  more  thank  yon,  and  am, 
yery  truly,  &c. 

"  P.  8.  Don't  you  think  Bonaparte's  next  pubU- 
cation  will  be  rather  expensiye  to  the  Allies  ?  Per- 
ry's Paris  letter  of  yesterday  looks  yery  reyiying. 
What  a  Hydra  and  Briareus  it  is !  I  wish  they 
would  pacify :  there  is  no  end  to  this  campaigning. '' 


pendiz.  I  am  sony  that  Childe  Harold  reqnire« 
some  snd  such  abetments  to  make  him  moye  off: 
but,  if  you  remember,  I  told  you  his  populsrity 
would  not  be  permanent.  It  \a  yery  lucky  for  ths 
author  that  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  a  tempo- 
rary reputation  in  time.  The  truth  is,  I  do  not 
think  that  any  of  the  present  day  (and  least  of  aU, 
one  who  has  not  consulted  the  flattering  side  ox 
human  nature)  haye  much  to  hope  from  posterity ; 
and  you  may  think  it  affectation  yery  probably,  but 
to  me,  my  present  and  past  success  has  appeared 
yery  singular^  since  it  was  in  the  teeth  of  so  many 
prejudices.  I  almost  think  people  like  to  be  contra- 
dicted. If  Childe  Harold  flags,  it  wiU  hardly  be 
worth  while  to  go  on  with  the  engrayings ;  but  do 
as  yon  please ;  I  haye  done  with  the  whole  concern : 
and  the  enclosed  lines  written  years  ago,  and  copied 
i^m  my  skull-eap,  are  among  the  last  with  which 
yon  will  be  troubled.  If  you  like,  add  them  to 
Childe  Harold,  if  only  for  the  sake  of  another  oat- 
cry.  You  reoeiyed  so  long  an  answer  yesterday^ 
that  I  will  not  intrude  on  you  further  than  to  repeat 
myself,  ••  Yours,  &e. 

"  P.  S.  Of  course,  in  reprinting  (if  you  haye  oc- 
casion) you  will  take  great  care  to  be  correct.  The 
present  editions  seem  yery  much  so,  except  in  the 
last  note  of  Childe  Harold,  where  the  word  respois- 
tibU  occurs  twice,  nearly  together;  correct  the 
second  into  an8%DerabUJ'* 


KOTB  TO  MB.  MUIULLT. 

•«N«v«ifc,Mi.«,18M. 

'<!  am  thns  far  on  my  way  to  town.  Master 
Bidge*  I  haye  seen,  and  he  owns  to  haying  reprinted 
some  sheets,  to  make  up  a  few  complete  remaining 
copies  !  I  haye  now  giyen  him  fair  warning,  and  if 
he  plays  such  tricks  again,  I  must  either  Ret  an  in- 
junction, or  call  for  an  account  of  profits,  fas  I 
neyer  have  parted  with  the  copyright,)  or,  in  snortt 
any  thing  ycxatious  to  repay  him  In  his  own  way. 
If  the  weather  does  not  relapse,  I  hope  to  be  In 
town  in  a  day  or  two.  *'  Yours,  At.** 


KOTB  TO  MB.  HVBXAT. 


LETTBB  CC. 

TO  MB.  M17BBAT. 

"  Nc««Hid  AUMy,  Feb  S,  1S14. 

**  I  quite  fonot,  in  my  answer  of  yesterday,  to 
mention  that  I  haye  no  means  of  ascertaining 
whether  the  Newark  PiraU  has  been  doing  what 
you  say.f  If  so,  he  is  a  rsscsl,  snd  s  skabbp  rasoal 
too ;  and  if  his  oflbnce  is  punishable  by  law  or  pugil- 
ism, he  shall  be  fined  or  buffeted.  Do  you  t^and 
discoyer,  and  I  will  make  some  inquiry  here.  Per* 
haps  some  other  in  town  may  have  gone  on  printing, 
and  used  the  same  deception. 

**The  fao'sisnik  is  omitted  in  Childe  Harold, 
which  is  yery  awkward,  and  there  is  a  note  expressly 
en  the  subject.    Pray  rtplaoe  it  as  usual, 

**  On  seoond  and  third  thoughts,  the  withdraw- 
ing the  small  poems  from  the  Corsair  (even  to  add 
to  Childe  Harold)  looks  like  shrinking  snd  shuf- 
fiing,  after  the  fbas  made  upon  one  of  them  by 
the  Tories.    Pray  replaoe  them  in  the  Corsair's  ap- 


9omm,p.Hr. 


■  t»«itlMMtoflBrf»ff  «W««f»eM«li*»«ra  ngnaBo*.**— 


**  I  see  all  the  papers  in  a  sad  commotion  with 
those  eight  lines  ;f  and  the  Morning  Post,  in  par- 
ticular, nas  found  out  that  I  am  a  sort  of  Richard 
III. — deformed  in  mind  and  body.  The  last  piece 
of  information  \b  not  yery  new  to  a  man  who  passed 
fiye  years  at  a  public  sehooL 

"I  am  yery  sorry  you  cut  out  those  lines  fof 
Childe  Harold.  Pray  reinsert  them  in  their  old 
place  in  *  The  Corsair.'^  '* 


LETTER  CCI. 

TO  MB.  B0D080W. 

"  There  Is  a  yonngster— and  a  eleyer  one,  named 
Reynolds,  who  has  just  published  a  poem  called 
*  Safie,'  published  by  Cawthome.  He  is  in  the  most 
natural  and  fearful  apprehension  of  the  Reviewers 
—and  as  you  and  I  both  know  by  experience  the 
effeet  of  such  things  upon  a  young  mind,  I  wish 

r  would  take  his  production  into  dissectiony  and 
it  gently.  I  cannot,  because  it  is  inscribed  to 
me;  but  I  assure  you  this  is  not  my  motiye  for 
wishing  him  to  be  tenderly  treated,  but  because  I 
know  tne  miseiy,  at  his  time  of  life,  of  untoward 
remarks  upon  first  appearance. 


•  TtepilaiB 
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««Now  for  M,  P»y  thank  /our  coiwn— it  is 
last  as  it  should  be»  to  my  liking,  and  probably 
more  than  will  suit  any  one  ebc's.  I  hope  and  trust 
that  you  are  well,  ana  well  doing.  Peace  be  with 
TOO.    Ever  yours,  my  dear  firiend.  ' 


LBTTER  ecu. 

TO  M&.   MOOBB. 

"  Feb.  10, 1814. 

"  I  arriTed  in  town  late  yesterday  erening,  baring 
been  absent  three  weeks,  which  I  passed  in  Notts. 
qnietly  and  pleasantly.  You  can  nave  no  concep- 
tion of  the  uproar  the  eight  lines  on  the  little 
Royalty's  weeping  in  1812  (now  republished)  have 
occasioned.  The  Regent,  who  had  always  thought 
them  yown^  chose — God  knows  why — on  discover- 
ing  them  to  be  mine,  to  be  aff^ected,  <  m  sorrow  rather 
than  anger.'  The  Morning  Post,  Sun,  Herald, 
Courier,  nave  all  been  in  hysterics  ever  since.  Mur- 
ray is  in  a  fright,  and  wanted  to  shuffle — and  the 
abuse  against  me  in  all  directions  is  vehement,  un- 
ceasing, loud— some  of  it  good,  and  all  of  it  hearty. 
I  feel  a  little  compunctious  as  to  the  Regent's 
ref/ret; — *  would  he  had  been  only  angry !  but  I  fear 
him  not.' 

*'  Some  of  these  same  assailments  you  have  pro- 
bably seen.  My  person  (which  is  excellent  for  '  the 
nonce ')  has  been  denounced  in  verses,  the  more  like 
the  subject,  inasmuch  as  they  halt  exceedingly. 
Then,  in  another,  I  am  an  atheut — a  rebel— tokd,  at 
last,  the  devUf  {binteux,  I  presume.)  My  demonism 
seems  to  be  a  female's  conjecture:  if  so,  perhaps  I 
oould  convince  her  that  I  am  but  a  mere  mortal,— if 
a  queen  of  the  Amazons  may  be  believed,  who  says 
aptvTw  xo^'*i  ot^((*  I  quote  from  memory,  so  my 
Greek  is  probably  deficient;  but  the  passage  is 
meant  to  mean  •♦♦•••. 

*<  Seriously,  I  am  in,  what  the  learned  call,  a  di< 
lemma,  and  the  vulgar,  a  scrape ;  and  my  friends 
desire  me  not  to  be  in  a  passion,  and  like  Sir  Fret- 
ful, I  assure  them  that  I  am  'quite  calm,' — but  I  am 
nevertheless  in  a  fury. 

«  Since  I  wrote  thus  far,  a  friend  has  come  in,  and 
we  have  been  talking  and  bufiboning,  till  I  have 
quite  lost  the  thread  of  my  thoughts ;  and,  as  I 
won't  send  them  unstrung  to  you,  good  morning, 
and  **  Believe  me  ever,  &c. 

*<P.  S.  Murray,  during  my  absence,  omitted  the 
Tears  in  several  of  the  copies.  I  have  made  him 
replace  them,  and  am  very  wroth  with  his  qualms ; 
-»'  as  the  wine  is  poured  out,  let  it  be  drank  to  the 
dregs.'" 

NOTE  TO  MB.  XUBBAT. 

«'  Feb.  10, 1814. 

« I  am  much  better,  and  indeed  quite  well  this 
morning.  I  have  received  two,  but  I  presume  there 
are  more  of  the  Ana,  subsequently,  and  also  some- 
thing previous,  to  which  the  Morning  Chronicle 
replied.  You  aJso  mentioned  a  parody  on  the,  SkuU. 
'I  wish  to  see  them  all,  because  there  may  be  things 
that  require  notice  either  by  pen  or  person. 

"  Yours,  &c. 

"  You  need  not  trouble  yourself  to  answer  this  ; 
5ut  send  me  the  things  when  you  get  them." 

VOTB  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

•«  Fflk  IS,  1814. 

"If  you  have  copies  of  the  'Intercepted  Let- 
ters,'* Lady  Holland  would  be  slad  of  a  volume, 
lyid  when  you  have  served  others,  nave  the  goodness 
to  think  of  your  humble  servant. 

'« You  have  played  the  devil  by  that  Injudicious 
.^^  ^j^gj^  y^  ^^  totally  without  my  con- 


^  have 
ow  I  (fo  no 
although  I 


sent.    Some  of  the 

might  be  expected. 

supposed  to  shrink, 

thmg  belonging  to  me  were  to 

memory.  "  Y 

*  P.  S.  Pray  attend  to  what  I  s 
technical  topics." 


LETTER  CCin 

to  MB.  HUNT. 

"Mr  Dbab  Sib, 

«I  have  been  snow-bound  ai 
(two  compound  epithets  for  you 
the  shadow '  of  Newstead  Abbey  f 
and  have  not  been  four  hours  reti 
Nearly  the  first  use  I  make  of  my 
is  to  thank  you  for  your  very  h^< 
volume*  you  h^ve  just  put  fort] 
be  followed  by  others  on  subjects 
notice  than  the  works  of  contem 
self,  you  speak  only  too  highly,  ai 
me  strangely  spoiled,  or  perverse! 
suspect  that  any  remarks  of  yow 
candid  criticism,  could  possibly  i 
Had  they  been  harsh,  instead  of 
they  are.  in  the  indelible  ink  an< 
tion,  haa  they  been  the  harshei 
know  that  you  are  above  any  persi 
against  your  fellow^ards,  oeliev 
not  have  caused  a  remonstrance, 
rankling  on  my  part.  Your  poen 
in  the  'Reflector,'  and  it  is  not  m 
best  '  Session '  we  have,  and  wit! 
subject,  for  we  are  neither  so  goo< 
ing  the  best  and  worst)  as  tne 
time. 

"  To  your  smaller  pieces  I  have 
to  do  justice  by  perusal,  and  I  l 
unanswered,  and  I  hope  unansv 
wade  through  before  I  sleep,  but 
me  through  your  volume.  I  an 
have  tracked  Gray  among  the  I^ 
perhaps  find  a  friencLor  two  of 
thougn  not  to  the  same  extent ; 
thought  the  Italians  the  most  poe^ 
Milton  and  Spenser,  and  Snak 
through  translations  of  their  Tal< 
can,  and  surely  it  is  far  superior  to ' 
You  are  hardly  fair  enough  to  R 
you  might  surely  have  given  hira 
sandwich.  Murray  has,  I  hope, 
bantling,  'The  Corsair.'  I  have 
every  inn  on  the  road  by  lampoon 
conceits  on  myself  in  the  minisi 
casioned  by  the  republication  of  tw 
in  1812,  in  Perry's  paper.  The 
Morning  Post  are  quite  mterestinj 
have  not  seen)  of  something  terri 
Courier :  all  which  I  take  with  tl 
ence '  of  Sir  FretfVil  Plagiary.  T 
has  one  copy  of  devices  upon  my 
certainly  vriil  admit  of  no  'hisi 
'  Dickon  my  master's ; '  another  \ 
which  is  not  quite  so  clear ;  and  ai 
rightly  says,  '  I  am  the  devil,  (hi 
have  added,)  and  a  rebel,  and  wl 
my  accuser  of  diabolism  may  be  B 
if  so,  it  would  not  be  difficult  to  e 
am  a  mere  man.  I  shall  break  in 
or  two ;  distanee  has  hitherto  de 
hope  to  find  you  well,  and  mjself 
"  Ever  your  obliged  ai 
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'•  P.  8.  Since  this  letter  was  written,  I  lutTe  been 
at  your  text,  which  has  much  jfood  hamor»  in  everr 
sense  of  the  word.  Your  notes  are  of  a  very  high 
order  indeed,  particnlarly  on  Wordsworth^" 


LETTBB  CCIV. 


"MflMhjfFBh.MtUI^ 

**  Before  I  left  town  yesterday,  I  wrote  you  a  note, 
which  I  jpresume  yon  reoeiTea.  I  have  heard  so 
many  different  accounts  of  your  proceedings,  or 
rather  of  those  of  others  towards  you^  in  eonse- 
quence  of  the  publieation  of  these  ererliistinff  lines, 
tnat  I  am  anxious  to  hear  from  yourself  the  real 
state  of  the  case.  Whatever  responsibility,  oblo- 
quy, or  effect  is  to  arise  from  the  publication,  should 
surely  not  fall  upon  you  in  any  degree ;-  and  I  can 
Have  no  objeetion  to  your  statins,  as  distinctly  and 
publicly  as  you  please,  your  unwillingness  to  publish 
them,  and  my  own  obstinacy  upon  the  subject. 
Take  any  course  you  please  to  vrndieate  yourtelf, 
but  leave  me  to  fight  my  own  way,  and,  as  I  before 
said,  do  not  eompromite  me  by  any  thing  which  may 
look  like  tAftiMtn$r  on  siy  part ;  as  for  your  own, 
make  the  best  of  it  *<  Tours, 

"Bh.' 


LETTER  CCY. 


TO  MB.  SOOBM. 


"  Fib.  U,  1814. 


'•  Mt^iab  Rooebs, 

**  I  wrote  to  Lord  Holland  briefiy,  hut  I  hope  dis- 
tinctly, on  the  subject  which  has  lately  oecupied 
much  of  my  oonTersation  with  him  and  you.*  As 
things  now  stand,  upon  that  topic  my  determination 
must  be  unalterable. 

**  I  declare  to  you  most  sinoeroly  that  there  is  no 
human  being  on  whose  r^fpud  and  esteem  I  set  a 
higher  value  than  on  Lord  HoUsnd's ;  and,  as  far  as 
concerns  himself,  I  would  conoede  even  to  humilia- 
tion without  any  view  to  the  ftxture,  and  soldv  from 
my  sense  of  his  conduct  as  to  the  past,  for  the 
rest,  I  conceive  that  I  have  already  done  all  in  my 
power  by  the  snppression.t  If  that  is  not  enough, 
they  must  act  as  they  please ;  but  I  will  not  *  teach 
my  tongue  a  most  inherent  baseness,'  come  what 
may.  You  will  probably  be  at  the  Marquis  Lans- 
downe's  to-night.  I  am  asked,  but  I  am  not  sure 
that  1  shall  be  able  to  ^o.  Hobhouse  will  be  there. 
I  think,  if  you  knew  lum  well,  you  would  like  him. 

**  Believe  me  idways,  yours  very  affectionatelv, 


LETTER    GOTI. 


«*nkis,isi4. 

**lf  Lord  Holland  is  satisfied,  as  fiur  as  regards 
himself  and  Lady  Hd.,  and  as  this  letter  expresses 
him  to  be,  it  is  enough. 

"  As  for  any  impression  the  public  may  receive 
from  the  revival  of  the  lines  on  Lord  Carlisle,  let 
them  keep  it-— the  more  favorable  for  him,  and  the 
worse  for  me— better  for  all. 

"  All  the  sayings  and  doings  in  the  world  shall 
not  make  me  utter  another  word  of  conciliation  to 


foribss 


any  thing  that  hreatiies.  1  shall  bear  what  I  can, 
and  what  I  cannot,  I  shall  resist.  The  worst  they 
could  do  would  be  to  exclude  me  from  society.  I 
have  never  courted  it,  nor,  I  may  add,  in  the  gen- 
eral sense  of  the  word,  eiyoyed  it— end  'there  is  a 
world  elsewhere  I ' 

"Any  thinx  remarkably  injurious,  I  have  the 
same  means  of  repaying  as  othte  men,  with  such  in- 
terest as  circumstances  may  annex  to  it. 

«  Nothing  but  the  necessity  of  adhering  to  regi* 
men  prevents  me  from  dining  with  you  to-moirow. 
'*  I  am  yours  most  truly, 

««Bw" 


LETTER  CCVn. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

«FBk^ia,uii. 

"Ton  mav  be  assured  that  the  only  prickles  that 
sting  from  the  Royal  hedgehog  are  those  which  pos- 
sess a  torpedo  property,  and  may  benumb  some  of 
my  friends.  I  am  quite  silent,  and  '  hush'd  in  grim 
repose.'  The  frequency  of  the  assaults  has  weak- 
ened their  effects,— if  ever  they  had  any ; — and,  if 
they  had  had  much  I  should  hardly  have  held  my 
tongue,  or  withheld  my  fingers.  It  is  something 
quite  new  to  attack  a  man  for  abandoning  his  resent- 
ments. I  have  heard  that  previous  praise  and  sub- 
uent  vituperation  were  rather  ungrateful,  but  I 
did  not  know  that  it  was  wrong  to  endeavor  to  do 
justice  to  those  who  did  not  wait  till  I  had  made 
some  amends  for  former  and  boyish  preiudices,  but 
received  me  into  their  iriendship,  when  I  might  still 
have  been  their  enemy. 

**  Ton  perceive  justly  that  I  must  intentionaUv 
have  made  my  fortune,  like  Sir  Francis  Wrongheaa. 
It  were  better  if  there  were  more  merit  in  mv  inde- 
pendence ;  but  it  really  is  something  now-a-oays  to 
be  independent  at  all,  and  the  lets  temptation  to  be 
otherwise,  the  more  uncommon  the  case,  in  these 
times  of  paradoxical  servility.  I  believe  that  most 
of  our  hates  and  likings  have  been  hitherto  nearly 
the  same ;  but  from  henceforth,  they  must,  of  ne- 
cessity, be  one  and  indivisible,->-and  now  for  it!  I 
am  for  any  weapon, — ^the  pen,  till  one  can  find 
somethiug  sharper,  will  do  for  a  beginning. 

**  Ton  can  have  no  conception  of  the  ludicrous 
solemnity  with  which  these  two  stansas  have  been. 
treated.  The  Morning  Post  gave  notice  of  an  in- 
tended motion  in  the  House  of  my  brethren  on  the 
subject,  and  Ood  knows  what  proceedinj^  besides ; 
— and  all  this,  as  Bedridden  in  the  'Nights '  savs, 
'  for  makine  a  cream  tart  without  pepper.'  This 
last  piece  of  intelligence  is,  I  presume,  too  laugh- 
able to  be  true ;  ana  the  destruction  of  the  custom- 
house appears  to  have,  in  some  degree,  interfered 
with  mine ; — added  to  which,  the  last  battle  of  Bona- 
parte has  usurped  the  column  hitherto  devoted  to 
my  bulletin. 

'*  I  send  you  from  this  day's  Mominff  Post  th« 
best  whith.have  hitherto  appeared  on  this  *  impu- 
dent doggerel,'  as  the  Conner  calls  it.  There  was 
another  about  mv  <iM.  when  a  boy^-not  at  all  bad^ 
some  time  sso ;  but  the  rest  are  but  indifferent. 

'*  I  shall  think  about  your  oratorieal  hint  ;*— 4mt 
I  have  never  set  much  upon  '  that  cast,'  and  am 
grown  as  tired  as  Solomon  of  everv  thing^  and  of 
myself  more  than  any  thins.  This  is  bemg  what 
the  learned  call  philosophical,  and  the  vulgar,  laok- 
a-daisical.  I  am,  however,  always  glad  of  a  bles- 
inc  :t  pvay  repeat  yours  soon,— «t  least,  your  letter, 
nd  I  shall  think  the  benediction  included. 

"Ever,  &c." 


>  Mr.  Moon  had  i 
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BYR0N*8  WORKS. 


LETTER  CCVIII. 


TO  MR.  DALLAS. 

"  P*w  IT,  1814. 

**  The  Courier  of  this  evening  accuses  me  of  hav- 
ing '  received  and  pocketed  '  large  sums  for  my 
works.  I  have  never  yet  received,  nor  wish  to  re- 
ceive, a  farthing  for  any.  Mr.  Murray  offered  a 
thousand  for  the  Giaour  and  Bride  of  Abvdos, 
which  I  said  was  too  much,  and  that  if  he  could  af- 
ford it  at  the  end  of  six  months,  I  would  then  direct 
how  it  mif^ht  be  disposed  of:  but  neither  then,  nor 
at  any  other  period,  have  I  ever  availed  myself  of 
the  profits  on  my  own  account.  For  the  republica- 
tion of  the  Satire,  I  refused  four  hundred  guineas  ; 
and  for  the  previous  editions  I  never  asked  nor  re- 
ceived a  soitSf  nor  for  any  writing  whatever.  I  do 
not  wish  you  to  do  any  thing  disagreeable  to  vour- 
self ;  there  never  was  nor  shall  be  any  condftions 
nor  stipulations  with  regard  to  any  accommodation 
that  I  could  afford  you ;  and,  on  your  part,  I  can  see 
nothing  derogatory  in  receiving  the  copyright.  It 
was  only  assistance  afforded  to  a  worthy  man,  by 
one  not  ouite  so  worthy. 

"  Mr.  Murrav  is  going  to  contradict  this  ;•  but 
your  name  will  not  be  mentioned:  for  your  own 
part,  you  are  a  free  agent,  and  are  to  do  as  you 
please.  I  only  hope  that  now,  as  always,  you  will 
think  that  I  wish  to  take  no  unfair  advantage  of  the 
accidental  opportunity  which  circumstances  permit- 
ted me  of  being  of  use  to  you. 

"Ever,  &c." 


In  consequence  of  this  letter,  Mr.  Dallas  addressed 
an  explanation  to  one  of  the  newspapers,  of  which 
the  following  is  a  part : — 


TO  THE  EDITOB  OF  THE  MOBNING  POST. 

"  Sir,  , 

**  I  have  seen  the  paragraph  in  an  evening  paper. 
in  which  Lord  Byron  is  ac(rused  of  *  receiving  and 
pocketing'  large  sums  for  his  works.  I  believe  no 
one  who  knows  him  has  the  slightest  suspicion  of 
this  kind ;  but  the  assertion  being  public,  I  think  it 
a  justice  I  owe  to  Lord  Byron  to  contradict  it  pub- 
licly. •        •         • 

"  I  take  upon  mc  to  affirm  that  Lord  Byron  never 
received  a  shilling  for  any  of  his  works.  To  my 
certain  knowledge,  the  profits  of  the  Satire  were  left 
entirely  to  the  publisher  of  it.  The  gift  of  the 
copyright  of  Childe  Karold's  Pilgrimage,  I  have 
already  publicly  acknowledged  in  the  dedication  of 
the  new  edition  of  my  novels  :  and  I  now  add  my 
acknowledgment  for  tnat  of  the  Corsair,  not  only 
for  the  profitable  part  of  it,  but  for  the  delicate  anci 
delightful  manner  of  bestowing  it  while  yet  unpub- 
lished. With  respect  to  his  two  other  poems,  the 
Giaour  and  the  Bride  of  Abydos,  Mr.  Alurray,  the 
publisher  of  them,  can  truly  attest  that  no  part  of 
the  sale  of  them  has  ever  touched  his  hands,  or  been 
disposed  of  for  his  use.'* 


LETTER  CaX. 


TO  •  •  •  •  . 


"Feb.  30, 1814. 


"8lK, 

•*  My  absence  from  London  till  within  these  last 
few  days,  and  business  since,  have  hitherto  pre- 
vented my  acknowledgment  of  the  volume  I  have 
lately  received,  and  the  inscription  which  it  contains, 
for  both  of  which  I  beg  leave  to  return  you  my 
thanks,  and  best  wishes  for  the  success  of  the  book 


It  of  the  Coiiricr«  te. 


and  its  anthor.  The 
young  man,  is  crediti 
mises  better  for  futur 
now  recollect.  Whei 
poetical  career,  I  do  n 
to  inquire — ^but,  in  w! 
are  directed,  I  think 
they  do  not  eventual 
ness  must  of  course  d 
fame  itself  would  b« 
self-reproach.  You  "' 
man  perhaps  not  mai 
grave  airs  of  seniorit 
much  advantage  in  tl 
thrown  very  early  up 
deal  in  it  in  more  cli 
chase  experience  whii 
greater  service  to  ai 
business  with  you  is  i 
to  that  I  will  confine 

"  The  first  thing  a 
yet  can  least  of  all 
bear  it— a  few  years, 
passed  over  my  heac 
subject  are  attended  ^ 
sionate  comparison,  i 
provocation  warrante 
— that  might  be  an  e 
to  me  it  is  none  :  the 
to  write  bettei*— and  i 
do  you  justice,  the  w< 
you  should  not  be  dis( 
to  be  vanquished,  tl 
mistake  every  scratc 
is  a  saying  of*  Dr.  Jol 
remember,  that  '  no  r 
cept  by  himself.'  I 
meet  with  as  few  obi 
but  if  you  should,  yo 
stepped  over ;  to  kir/c 
of  a  young  and  fiery  e 
at  the  time— but  not 
speak  of  a  man's  owti 
or  say,  is  a  secondary 
been  so  with  me,  bu 
maxim  :  he  who  wou] 
must  let  the  world  be 
and  accommodate  hi 
ance  of  its  regulation 
you  for  your  pleasing 
**  And  hav 

"  Your  obliged  and 
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*'  Dallas  had,  perha 
—but  that  was  his  c 
correct,  and  his  motiv 
I  wished  him  well  thr 
tations  of  the  lines,  I 
pret  them  as  they  plci 
to  my  taciturnity,  unl 
occurs  to  render  this  i 
word.  If  any  one  is  1 
cipally  concerned.  1 
that  every  one  (to  me 
man  they  personally  m 
some  C  •  ♦  e,  others 
do  not  know,  and  hav( 
discovered,  and  he  tur 
left  to  his  wages  ;  if  a 
hold  out  his  iron.* 

"  I  had  some  thoug] 
Croker,  but  Hobhousc 
dissuade  me,  if  it  w( 
means  not ,— '  that  I  h 
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•vspiolon/  fto.,  fte.  Whetiier  Hbbhoiue  is  oorree^ 
I  am  not  ftware,  but  he  beliercs  himielf  lo,  lad 
•ays  there  can  be  bat  one  opinion  on  that  subject. 
Tills  I  am,  at  least,  sure  of,  that  he  wonld  nersr 
prevent  me  £rom  doing  what  he  deemed  the  dntr  of 
a  prmiz  eheralier.  In  such  cases  at  least,  in  this 
countty— 'we  mast  set  acoovding  to  usages.  In 
eofnsidering  this  instance,  I  dismiss  my  own  Mir> 
•onal  iselings.  Any  man  will  and  mnst  ilght,  wnen 
neoessary,— even  without  a  motiye.  ffsrs,  I  should 
take  it  up  really  without  much  resentment;  for 
unless  a  woman  one  likes  is  in  the  way,  it  is  some 
years  since  I  felt  a  long  anger.  But,  undoubtedly, 
could  I,  or  may  I,  trace  it  to  a  man  of  station,  I 
should  and  shall  do  what  is  proper. 

«  •  «  was  angerly,  but  tried  to  conceal  it.  You 
are  not  called  upon  to  stow  the  'Twopenny,'  and 
would  only  gratiry  them  by  so  doing.  I)o  you  not 
see  the  great  object  of  all  these  fooleries  is  to  set 
him,  and  you,  and  me,  and  all  persons  whatsoever, 
by  the  ears  ^— more  especially  those  who  are  on 
good  terms— and  nearly  sncceeaed.  Lord  H.  wished 
Bcie  to  oMiMirfs  to  Lord  Carlisle— concede  to  the  deyil ! 
—to  a  man  who  used  me  ill  ?  I  told  him,  in  answer, 
that  I  would  neither  concede,  nor  recede  on  the  sub- 
ject, but  be  silent  altogether;  unless  any  thing 
more  could  be  said  about  Xady  H.  and  himself,  who 
had  been  since  my  yery  good  mends ;— ^uod  there  it 
ended.    This  was  no  twie  -for  concessions  to  Lord  C. 

*'  I  haye  been  interrupted,  but  shall  write  again 
soon.    Belieye  me  eyer,  my  dear  Moore,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXI. 
TO  w  •  •  w  •  ♦,  xsa  •■ 

"FM.  91, 1811. 

"  I  haye  but  a  fiew  moments  to  write  to  you.  Si- 
lenee  is  the  only  answer  to  the  things  you  mention ; 
nor  should  I  regard  that  man  as  my  ftiend  who  said 
a  word  more  on  the  subject.  I  carelittle  for  attacks, 
but  I  will  not  submit  to  defencm;  and  I  do  hope 
and  trust  that  you  have  never  entertained  a  serious 
thought  of  engaging  in  so  foolish  a  controversy. 
Dallas's  letter  was,  to  his  credit,  merely  as  to  the 
facts  which  he  had  a  right  to  state ;  /  neither  have 
nor  shall  take  the  least  publie  notice,  nor  permit 
any  one  else  to  do  so.  If  I  discover  the  writer, 
then  I  may  act  in  a  different  manner ;  but  it  will 
not  be  in  writing. 

"  An  expression  in  your  letter  has  induced  me  to 
write  this  to  you,  to  entreat  you  not  to  intorfere  in 
any  way  in  such  a  business,— 4t  is  now  nearly  over, 
and  depend  upon  it  they  are  much  more  chagrined 
by  my  nlenoe  than  they  could  be  by  the  best  defence 
in  the  world.  I  do  not  know  any  thing  that  would 
vex  me  more  than  any  further  reply  to  tnese  things. 
<*  By«p  ▼onzs.  in  haste. 


'  Ever  youis,  in  haste* 


LETTER  CCXn. 


B.* 


TO  mu  xooxa. 


bS,MM. 


*'Mt  Dbab  FBmrD, 

**I  have  a  great  mind  to  tell  you  that  I  am  'un- 
comfortable,' if  only  to  make  von  come  to  town ; 
where  no  one  ever  more  delignted  in  seeing  you, 
nor  if  there  anj  one  to  whom  1  would  sooner  turn 
for  consolation  m  my  most  vaporish  moments.  The 
truth  is,  I  have  '  no  lack  of  argument '  to  ponder 
upon  of  the  most  gloomy  description,  but  this 


fcwtotJima— dipdtfand  Um  !■  nJaSoo  to  Ite  "Tvo 


srisea  from  Mtr  csnses.  Some  dmr  or  other,  when 
we  are  vtimtmMt  I  may  tell  you  a  tals  of  present  and 
past  times;  and  it  u  not  from  want  of  confidence 
that  I  do  not  now,-^mi— but— always  a  dwf  to  the 
end  of -the  chapter. 

«  There  is  nothing,  however,  upon  the  mt  eitiier 
to  love  or  hate ;— but  I  (MOtainly  have  suDjects  far 
both  at  no  very  great  distance*  and  am  besides 
embarrassed  between  ihrte  whom  I  know,  and  one 
(whose  name  at  least)  I  do  not  know.  All  this 
would  be  very  well,  if  I  had  no  heart ;  but,  unluck- 
ily, 1  have  round  that  there  is  snch  a  thing  stiU 
about  me,  thouffh  in  no  veiy  good  repair,  and,  dso, 
that  it  has  a  habit  of  attaching  itself  to  one,  whe- 
ther I  will  or  no.  '  Divide  et  unpera,'  I  begin  to 
think,  will  only  do  for  politics. 

"If  I  discover  the  'toad,'  as  you  call  him,  I 
shall  <  tread,' — andpnt  spikes  in  my  shoes  to  do  it 
more  effiectually.  The  effect  of  all  these  fine  thhigs. 
I  do  not  inquire  much  nor  perceive.  I  believe  *  ^ 
felt  them  more  than  either  of  us.  People  are  dvil 
enough,  and  I  have  had  no  dearth  of  invitations, — 
none  of  which,  however,  I  have  accepted.  I  went 
out  verv  little  last  year,  and  mean  to  go  about  still 
leas,  i  have  no  passion  for  circles,  and  have  long 
regretted  that  I  ever  Rave  way  to  what  is  cadled  a 
town  life ;— which,  of  all  the  hves  I  ever  saw  (and 
they  are  nearly  as  many  as  Plutarch's)  seems  to  me 
to  leave  the  least  for  the  past  and  future. 

** How  proceeds  the  Poem?  Do  not  neglect  it* 
and  I  have  no  fears.  I  need  not  say  to  you  that 
your  fsme  is  dear  to  me, — ^I  really  mignt  say  dearet 
than  my  own ;  for  I  have  lately  begun  to  think  my 
things  nave  been  strangely  overrated  \  and,  at  any 
rate,  whether  or  not*  I  have  done  with  them  for 
ever.  I  may  say  to  you*  what  I  would  not  say  to 
every  body,  that  the  last  two  were  written,  the 
Bride  in  four,  and  the  Corsair  in  ten  days,— which  I 
take  to  be  a  most  humiliating  confession,  as  it 
proves  my  own  want  of  judgment  in  publishing, 
and  the  public's,  in  reading  things,  which  cannot 
have  atamina  for  permanent  attention.  '  So  mncb 
for  Buckingham.' 

*'  I  have  no  dread  of  your  beins  tpo  hasty,  and  I 
have  still  less  of  your  failing,  fiut  I  think  a  vear 
a  very  lair  allotment  of  time  to  a  composition  which 
is  not  to  be  Epic ;  and  even  Horace's  *  Nonum  pre- 
matur '  must  nave  been  intended  for  the  Millenni- 
um, or  some  lonffer-Uved  generation  than  ours.  I 
wonder  how  mucn  we  should  have  had  of  Aim,  had 
he  observed  his  own  doctrines  to  the  letter,  reace 
be  with  you!  Remember  that  I  am  always  and 
most  truly  yours,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  I  never  heard  the  '  report '  you  mention, 
nor,  rdare  say,  many  others.  But,  in  course,  yol^ 
as  well  as  others,  nave  *  damned  good-natured 
friends,'  who  do  their  duty  in  the  usual  way.  0ns 
thmg  will  make  you  laugh        •««.*> 


LETTER  OCXHl. 

TO  KB.  XOOBH. 

"Ifafohn^MM. 

"Guess  darkly,  and  you  will  seldom  err.  At 
present,  I  shall  say  no  more,  and,  perhaps— but  no 
matter.  I  hope  we  shall  some  day  meet,  and  what- 
ever years  may  precede  or  succeed  it.  I  shall  mark 
it  with  the  '  white  stone '  in  my  calendar.  I  am 
not  sure  that  I  shall  not  soon  be  in  your  neighbor- 
hood again.  If  so,  and  I  am  alone,  (as  will  proba- 
bly be  toe  case,)  I  shall  invade  and  carry  you  off, 
and  endeavor  to  atone  for  sony  faze  by  a  sincere 
welcome.  I  don't  know  the  person  absent  (barring 
*  ^e  sect ')  I  should  be  so  glad  to  see  agsin. 

**  I  have  nothing  of  the  sort  you  mention  but  thi 
/msf,  (the  Weepers,)  if  you  like  to  have  them  in 
the  Bag.    I  wisn  to  give  them  all  possible  eirools 
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tion.  The  VauH  reflection  is  downright  actionable, 
%nd  to  print  it  would  be  peril  to  the  publisher ;  but  I 
think  the  Tears  have  a  natural  right  to  be  bagged, 
and  the  editor  (whoever  he  may  be)  might  bupply  a 
facetious  note  or  not,  as  he  pleased. 

•*  I  cannot  conceive  how  the  Vault*  has  got  about, 
—but  80  it  is.  It  is  too  farouche;  but,  truth  to  say, 
my  satires  are  not  very  playful.  I  have  the  plan  of 
an  epistle  in  mv  head,  at  him  and  to  him ;  and,  if 
they  are  not  a  little  quieter,  I  shall  embody  it.  I 
should  say  little  or  nothing  of  myself.  As  to  mirth 
and  ridicule,  that  is  out  of  my  way ;  but  I  have  a 
tolerable  fund  of  sternness  and  contempt,  and,  with 
Juvenal  before  me,  I  shall  perhaps  read  him  a  lec- 
ture he  has  not  lately  heard  in  the  Court.  From 
{)articular  circumstances,  which  came  to  my  know- 
edge  almost  by  accident,  I  could  *  tell  him  wliat  he 
is — I  know  him  well.' 

*'  1  meant,  mv  dear  M.  to  write  to  you  a  long 
letter,  but  I  am  hurried,  and  time  clips  my  inclina- 
tion down  to  yours,  &c. 

*•  P.  S.  Think  again  before  you  shelf  your  poem. 
There  is  a  youngster,  (older  than  nie.  by-the-by, 
but  a  younger  poet,)  Mr.  G.  Knight,  with  a  vol.  of 
Eastern  Talcs,  written  since  his  return,  for  he  has 
been  in  the  countries.  He  sent  to  me  last  summer, 
and  I  advised  him  to  write  one  in  each  measure, 
without  any  intention,  at  that  time,  of  doing  the 
same  thing.  Since  that,  from  a  habit  of  writing  in 
a  fever,  I  have  anticipated  him  in  the  variety  of 
measures,  but  quite  unmtentionally.  Of  the  stories 
I  know  nothing,  not  having  seen  them  ;  but  he  h.is 
some  lady  in  a  sack,  too,  like  the  Giaour : — he  told 
me  at  the  time. 

"  The  best  way  to  make  the  public  *  forget  *  me 
is  to  remind  them  of  yourself.  \  ou  cannot  suppose 
that  /  would  ask  vou  or  advise  you  to  publish,  if  I 
thought  you  would  fail.  I  really  have  no  literary 
envy ;  and  I  do  not  believe  a  friend's  success  ever 
sat  nearer  another  than  yours  do  to  mv  best  wishes. 
It  is  for  elderly  gentlemen  to  *  bear  no  brother  near,' 
and  cannot  become  our  disease  for  more  years  than 
we  may  perhaps  number.  I  wish  you  to  be  out 
before  Eastern  subjects  are  again  before  the  public,  ' 


vert  them.  Pray  publish  it ; 
myself  if  I  think  that  I  have 
"  Make  my  compliments  to 
him  I  wish  him  success ;  his  i 
of  it ;  and  I  shall  be  the  last  ] 
motives.    Yours,  &c. 

*  P.  8.  If  you  do  not  pub 
will.  You  cannot  suppose  mc 
to  shrink  from  discussion, 
that  I  think  it  a  good  noci 
redde ;)  and  that  is  the  only  p 
sider.  How  odd  that  eight  lir 
birth,  I  really  think,  to  eigh 
all  that  has  been  said,  and  wil 


LETTER  C 

TO  MR.  MUB 

«*  All  these  news  are  very  fii 
want  my  books,  if  you  can  fin 
found  for  me, — if  only  to  lend 
•  the  island  of  Elba,'*during  ] 
(if  convenient,  and  you  hav( 
should  be  glad  to  speak  with 
this  evening,  as  I  have  had  a  ] 
and  wish  to  ask  you,  as  the  b 
time  for  him  to  publish  the  W( 
I  need  not  say,  that  I  have 
heart ;  not  only  because  he  is 
thing  much  better — a  man  of 
he  is  less  sensible  than  I  b 
enemies.  If  you  can  so  far 
donvn,  do  so ;  and  if  you  ar 
say  nothing  about  it.  I  shall 
the  course  of  next  week. 

**P.  S.    I  see  Sotheby*s 
The  Death  of  Darnley  is  a  fa 
the  best,  I  should  think,  for 
me  have  a  copy,  when  ready. 

"Mrs.  Leigh  was  very  m 
books  and  desired  me  to  th 
I  believe,  to  write  to  you  her 


LETTER  CCXIV. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

•*  Miutb  12.  1814. 

*'  I  have  not  time  to  read  the  whole  MS.f  but 
what  I  have  seen  seems  very  well  written,  (both 
prose  and  rcrac,)  and,  though  I  am  and  can  be  no 
judge,  (at  least  Kfair  one  on  this  subject,)  contain- 
ing nothing  whicn  you  ought  to  hesitate  publishing 
upon  my  arcount.  If  the  author  is  not  Dr.  Busby 
himself,  I  think  it  a  pity,  on  his  own  account,  that 
he  should  dedicate  it  to  his  subscribers ;  nor  can  I 
perceive  what  Dr.  Busby  has  to  do  with  the  matter, 
except  as  a  translator  of  Lucretius,  for  whose  doc- 
trines he  is  surely  not  responsible.  I  tell  you  open- 
ly, and  really  most  sincerely,  that,  if  published  at 
all,  there  is  no  earthly  reason  why  you  should  not ; 
on  the  contrary  I  should  receive  it  as  the  greatest 
compliment  you  could  pay  to  your  good  opinion  of 
my  candor,  to  print  and  circulate  that,  or  any  other 
work,  attacking  me  in  a  manly  manner,  and  with- 
out any  malicious  intention,  from  which,  as  far  as  I 
have  seen,  I  must  exonerate  this  writer. 

*' He  is  wrong  in  one  thing, — /  am  no  atheist; 
but  if  he  thinks  I  have  published  principles  tending 
to  such  opinions,  he  has  a  perfect  right  to  contro- 


*  The  line*  od  the  opeoinf  of  tiw  vault  that  ceoUiaed  Uw  renudo*  of 
Botry  VIII.  aod  Charlea  I. 

t  The  manuscript  of  a  loof  graTe  mire,  eoUlIed  "  Auti- Byron,"  which 
tod  been  aenl  to  Mr.  Murray,  and  by  him  rorwarded  to  Lord  Brrvn,  vritb  a 
TeqoMt— not  meant,  1  belieTe,  tcrioualy— that  he  would  gire  hit  opinioo  ai  to 
7  or  puUtahiaff  iu-JMborfc 


LETTER  C 

TO  MR.   MO 


"  Viscount  Althorp  is  abou 
have  gotten  his  spacious  bt 
Albany,  to  which  you  will,  I 
answer  to  this  mine  epistle. 

"  I  am  but  just  returned  to 
may  infer  that  I  have  been  < 
been  boxing,  for  exercise,  wit 
month  daily.  I  have  also  be 
one  occasion,  with  three  oth« 
Tree,  from  six  till  four,  yea,  t 
We  clareted  and  champagned 
and  finished  with  a  kind  of  rc] 
of  Madeira,  brandy,  and  gr 
being  admitted  therein.  Then 
without  once  quitting  the  tal 
home,  which  I  did  alone,  anc 
a  hackney-coach  and  my  ov 
were  deemed  necessary  for  ( 
so,^I  am  very  well,  and  th( 
constitution. 

"  I  have  also,  more  or  less, 
the  favorite  commandments ; 
and  marry, — ^if  any  one  will  i 
time,  the  other  day  I  nearh 
collar  of  brawn,  which  I  swaJ 


! :      i  ' 

lit      :— - 


tcr  Tou  and  foufi, 
:i  peraon  I 


Wlie  Et  will  yon 


cteo  an  Odo  on  the  Ml  of  NRpoleQn, 
ike*  I  will  coftjr  oul^  nod  muke  ]rou  i 
>^  Meiivale  htu  s^en  [>iirt  of  )t»  and 
1  may  show  it  to  Mr.  Giffajndr  and 
t,  aa  you  please — ^it  U  of  no  intrnsc* 
pn tains  nothing  in  Aid  favor,  and 
a.%cvei  to  our  own  govojritmeat  or  tlie 

in  the  moflanro  of  mj  stanzas  at  the 
K^rrold^  which  were  much  liked,  be^ 
.  thott  art  deadf'  &e*  Th^^  4Ure  ten 
ninety  Unttj  in  all.*^ 

fOTB  TO  Mm.  inmE^r* 

"Afoan,  iiM. 
ou  a  letfeerr^  fromi  Mrs^  Leigh, 
-eat  nof  to  put  my  name  to  our  Ode  ; 
ny  a»  openly  as  yon  like  that  it  ii 
a  inscribe  it  to  Mr^  Hobhouae  from 
ieh  will  murk  jl  sufficiently..  After 
of  not  publishing,  though  ii  Is  a 
length  and  l«s  ctmReC|iitnce,  it  will 
lather  that  it  is  {Lnonyiiiona ;  but  we 
D  it  in  the  first  tome  of  ouia  that  you 
s  wish  to  publislu 

**  YouiB  alwaVi 

'*  B. 
12  you  got  a  note  of  alteratioUB,  sent 

ly  books  I  my  books  I  will  you  HBTer 

mi  speir  to  *  mticJteninff  ip^ll :'  the^ 
U9  says)  *  is  a  vile  phrase/  and  meona 
[cs  being  common-place  and  Ho§a- 


rOTB  TO  XB.  Htmni^T. 

L  few  notes  and  trifling  alteratioitt, 
lal  nnotto  fi-om  Gibbon^  whjeh  you  wUl 
If  appfopfiaie,  A  *  Good-Natured 
f!  there  i»  n,  most  scurrilous  attack  on 
Uacobin  RcTicw,  which  yoa  haTO  nsi 
»  as  I  nm  in  that  state  of  languor 
ve  beneSt  frem  getting  Itito  a  pat- 


LETTER  CCXVn, 

TO   KIU   MOORE, 

l^lad  to  hear  thai  yon  are  to  be  trtn- 
rdeld  so  Tery  sooni  and  was  taken  in 
-t  of  your  letter.+  Indeed,  for  aught 
may  be  treating  mc  as^  Slipalop 
naing'  even  now.  I  shall  »ay  Both- 
er, which  had  nothing  of  humtur  in 
t  to  take  even  a  critie,  and  still  moro 
is  word,  and  never  to  doubt  that  I 


Itttterlntjfl  CaHdirlN^  Emno«fi— "Mjit«tiM  iMu  EIm 
lApBrt*?*— 1  «Qjr]:^4  h  to  b«  dtber  f^fcnid^  or  SsB 
pM  uid  nuiiCcrl;  pcirtriilft  of  bU  (be  Vfti-ttM  tik*!  pm^ 
%  irl(w  In  llieni  vbieta  •vl^d  Mtw  rtn  to  ih^  thil 

Uke<  10  knov  mhM  »W  tyskOfHH  amSlmt    &ri 
MiU  lotlii  Ebat  ft  k  Ub  WHk  or  (b«  «D{Mr  «f  tbll 
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hum  been  wntinir  ctiratd  nonsenuB  if  they  wiy  to 
Thirre  wa»  a  mental  renerration  in  injr  piujt  'ititfi  the 
publict  in  ht^holf  of  mmuytneM  ;  and,  even  had  there 
not«  tho  prQii^^^caticTa  was  iueh  lu  to  make  it  phjs!> 
Gslly  Impo3!ii.ble  to  prtse  ov^r  this  damnable  epoeh 
of  triumphant  tamt.>net!i.  ^Tis  a  ourBed  bmioess: 
and,  iiJt«r  all,  I  shall  thtnk  higher  of  rhjme  and 
reaaoii,  nnd  Tcry  httmhlj  of  your  heroic  people,  till 
— Elbii  heeonlt^a  a  Tolcauo,  and  lei^ds  him  out  again. 
I  {!anH  think  it  all  ov«r  tet< 

**Mjr  dopaj-ture  fot  the  Continent  depends,  in 
aome  mctkitupPi  on  the  i/icontincnt.  1  ha^e  two 
enuntry  mvitAtiont  at  home,  and  don*!  kno^w  what 
to  nay  or  do.  In  the  mran  time,  I  have  bought  a 
mac»»w  und  a  parrot^  and  have  got  up  my  hooka  \ 
and  1  boK  and  fonee  daily*  find  ffoont  very  little, 

'*At  ihit  pn^ent  wntiDg,  LouiJi  the  Gouty  l» 
wlieclinp  in  triumph  into  Piccadilly »  in  all  the 
pomp  aud  tabblement  of  royalty,  I  had  an  offer  of 
a(tat«  Lo  free  them  paaa  \  hot,  a«  I  have  leen  a  flultan 
going  to  laotoue,  and  been  at  Aw  Teception  of  an 
Kn^aawiori  too  n*ost  Christian  King  '  hath  no  at- 
traetlonA  for  me  : '^though  in  £ome  coming  year  of 
thrr  H«igini,  I  should  not  di«like  to  ace  tTie  place 
wrere  hti  hud  reignedr  ehortfy  after  the  second  rero* 
lu  3on,  and  a  happy  fiOTcrcignty  of  two  monthf ,  the 
In  It  six  w«ck«  being  ciTi]  war* 

"  Pray  wrlto^  and  deem  mo  eresr,  &€." 


LETTER  CCXX. 


TO  Km.  MtrutLT. 


LETTER  CCXVIU- 
Ta  MB.  ifirBju.T. 

•*  Many  thanks  with  the  letters  which  I  return 
xou  knuw  I  am  a  Jacobin*  and  could  not  wear 
KhitCi  nor  sec  the  installation  of  Louis  the  Gouty. 

"  This  11  sad  news,  and  very  hard  upon  the  suf- 
fcfors  at  any,  tmt  more  at  »mh  a  time — I  mean  the 
Bayunno  iortle. 

*'  You  should  urge  Moore  to  come  OiU. 

**  P.  S.  I  wjvnt  Mforeri  to  purchase  for  good  and 
all.    1  have  a  Btiyle,  but  want  Moren  too, 

"  P.  S.  Ferry  hath  a  ^lece  of  compliment  to-day  ; 
hut  1  tliitik  the  name  might  hSTe  been  as  well  omit* 
ted,  Ko  matter ;  tliey  can  but  throw  tile  old  story 
3f  ineonsjriteney  in  my  teeth, —let  them*^I  mean  as 
to  not  publishing.  UowvTer,  note  I  will  keep  my 
word.  Nutbing'btit  the  o«ea«ioi],  whieh  waa  phtfs- 
ioaUflf  irTe»i«tiblG«  made  me  swerve;  and  I  thought 
in  QMufiymB  within  my  joor^  with  the  plibUc.  It  is 
the  only  thing  1  h arc  or  shall  sot  about.** 


**  I  have  been  thinking  that  it  nufflit  b«  tawAu 
ptiblhh  no  more  of  the  Ode  firpa^itl«y,  tmt  iB«Bf» 
rate  it  with  itny  of  the  other  thin^^  &nii  m^ait 
the  smalk3>  |H>em  too  fin  that  ca^)— wiiiek  1  mm 

Erertouftly  eorrect,  neverthetessi.  I  cmti^t  Urn  Ik 
ead  of  me,  add  a  line  worth  seri\iblj£ig  ;  ta|'  ■  v^^ 
is  qtsite  gone,  and  mv  pnnenl  occupati0fia  vm  tfT 
tho  gym  nail  tic  order — hoxing  and  f#aieiiigt — «q4  ttf 
principal  converiiation  m  with  my  macaw  aod  Baffe 
want  my  Mcreri,  and  I  want  Athen^u*- 

*'P.  S.  I  hope  you  sent  h^ck  thm.1  ppctj^ 
packet  to  the  addrcfs  which  I  forvardfld  fa  wm^  m 
Sundays  if  not^  pray  do ;  or  I  shall  hmvm  mm  W^ 
thor  screaming  alter  hia  Epic." 


LETTER  CCXXl. 


LETTER  CCXIX. 

TO  MEU   HUBSAY. 

"  Apli  •A^  ISH. 

'♦Let  Mr.  OlfTord  have  the  Icttet  and  return  it  at 
his  leisure.  I  would  hare  offered  it,  had  I  thought 
that  he  liked  things  of  the  kind. 

"Boyotiwantthelastpage  immedi^Utly  f  I  have 
duuUt  tho  lines  being  worth  printiiig;  at  any 
rate*  I  must  see  them  again,  and  alter  some  pai- 
Aogfli,  beftire  thcj  go  forth  in  any  sh,ipe  into  the 
oc«sfi  of  citciilation  ;  a  lery  conceited  phmsp,  by- 
the-by :   well  then— cA^uifii?/  of  publication  will  do. 

*'  *I  am  not  i'  the  vein,'  or  I  could  knock  off  a 
iton^a  or  three  for  the  Ode,  that  might  answer  the 
purpoae  better.  At  all  events,  I  mtat  see  the  lines 
afjrani  Jirit,  as  there  be  two  1  have  altered  in  my 
mind 'a  manuftcript  already.  Hmf  any  one  seen  and 
judged  of  them  ?  that  is 'the  criterion  bv  which  I 
wjU  abide — onlv  give  ine  a  fair  report,  and  *  nothing 
sjEtenuaie/  aa  I  will  in  that  case  do  something  cUe* 

**  Eter,  &c. 

''I  wwt  Jtfborei  and  on  Jthenmti.** 


TO  MK.  llirBlU.T. 

I  have  no  gness  at  your  author ,^ — hut  ft  ii 
a  noble  Poem,*  and  worth  a  thousand  Ode«  of  isii 
body*S4  I  suppose  I  may  keep  this  copy;— atfbi 
reudiii^  \t,  I  really  regret  having  written  myi^ws,  I 
say  this  very  erncerely,  albeit  uniued  to  t&al 
humblv  of  mrielf. 

I  don't  like  tho  additional  ttanxas  at  ^U^mt 
they  had  better  be  left  out  The  fjaet  is,  I  ott"^ 
do  any  thing  I  am  asked  to  do,  linwerex  gbidtyl 
would;  and  at  the  end  of  a  week  taj  intei^fi  la  i 
composition  goes  off,  Thia  will  account  to  jm  if 
my  doing  no  bettor  for  your  'Stamp  Duty  Pesf- 
script, 

"  The  8*  R.  b  very  civil — but  what  do  thej  =  ■ 
by  Childe  Harold  rfsembling  Morroion?  and  l 
next  two,  Giaour  and  Bride,  nof  resembling  §cc:i 
I  certainly  never  intended  to  copy  him;  hni,  . 
there  be  any  eopyism,  it  must  bo  in  the  two  po<Si 
where  the  same  versification  is  adopted,  Hopet]^. 
they  exempt  the  Corsair  from  all  rcsemblaneeteMi 
tiling, — though  1  rather  wonder  at  his  «apt. 

''  If  ever  I  did  any  thing  oriffiuaj,  it  vai  ia 
ChUde Harold,  which /prefer  to  the  ottiiO' ihjip 
alwaya,  after  the  first  week.  Testei^j  I  tt^mi 
English  Bards ;— bating  the  nm^tet,  it  ia  tlialai. 


LETTER  GCXXIL 


TO  MA.  UW^SUX* 

''BiaeSie, 

*^  I  enclose  a  draft  for  the  money :  whiai  |ialdtfii 
the  copyright,  t  releaac  yon  from  tlie  thoa^s 
pounds  agreed  on  for  the  Oiaour  and  Biidca 
there's  an  end, 

"If  any  accident  occurm  to  me,  yen  may  ilo fka 
as  ^ou  ulcELse;  but,  with  the  eiccepflim  of  in 
copies  of  each  for  yottr&trlf  only,  I  e^trnet  «a4  la 
quest  that  the  advertiscmenta'  be  withdnia9«  tt 
the  remaining  copies  of  ^U  d«stifi^ed:  ami  asf « 
pen«e  «o  incurred,  I  wilt  be  glad  to  de^y-f- 

**■  For  all  thin,  it  might  tte  as  weU  to  k«%a  mm 
reason.  I  have  none  to  give,  except  lay  ow»  m 
price,  and  I  do  not  consider  the  CLrcnmslnBce  of  en 
sequence  enou§^  to  rcouirc  explanation. 

"  Ln  course^  I  need  oardly  aasnre  jmt  tbal  lii 
never  shall  be  published  with  mj  o<m«eiit,  i 


LETTSB8. 
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or  iadireotlj,  br  any  mraon  w)kAttoeTer,^4hat  t  am 
perfectly  satisfied  ana  have  every  reason  so  to  be, 
\nih  your  eondnct  in  all  tiansacti^na  between  us  as 
publisher  and  author. 

"  It  will  give  me  great  i^asure  to  preserve  jour 
aoouidntance,  and  to  consider  you  as  my  friend. 
Bdieve  me  very  truly,  and  for  much  attention, 
•<  Tour  obliged  and  very  obedient  servant, 

<*  Btbok. 

*'  P.  8.  I  do  not  think  that  I  have  overdrawn  at 
Hammer«ley*s ;  but  if  thai  be  the  case,  I  can  draw 
for  the  suporflux  on  Hoares.  The  draft  is  61  short, 
but  that  1  will  make  up.  On  payment"-Mo<  before 
-^retain  the  copyright  papers.*' 


LETTBE  CCXXni. 

TO  ICR.  MUltBAT. 

«*Mt7l,in4. 

**  If  vour  present  note  is  serious,  and  it  really 
would  be  inconvenient,  tiiere  is  an  end  to  the 
matter :  tear  my  jdraft,  and  go  on  as  usual :  in  that 
case,  we  will  recur  to  our  former  basis.  That  / 
was  perfectly  teriotu,  in  wishing  to  suppress  all 
future  pubUeation,  is  true;  but  certainly  not  to 
interfere  with  the  convenience  of  others,  and  more 
particulary  your  own.  Some  day,  I  will  tell  you 
the  reason  of  this  apparently  strange  resolution. 
At  present,  it  may  be  enough  to  say  that  I  recall  it 
at  your  suggestion:  and  as  it  appears  to  have 
annoyed  you,  i  lose  no  time  in  saying  so. 
"  Tours,  truly, 

"B.'* 

NOTB  TO  m.  MOO&B. 

«  Last  night  we  supp'd  at  E       fe*a  board,  &c 
•       ••••••• 

**  X  wish  people  would  not  shirk  their  tUnnen— 
ought  it  not  to  have  been  a  dinner  ^-<uld  that  d*-d 
anchovy  sandwich  1 

**  That  plaguy  voice  of  yours  made  me  sentimen- 
tal, and  almost  fall  in  love  with  a  girl  who  was 
recommending  herself,  during  your  song,  b]r  hating 
music.  But  the  song  is  past,  and  my  passion  can 
wait,  till  ^Qpvcelle  is  more  harmonious. 

«  Bo  you  go  to  Lady  Jersey's  to>night  ?  It  is  a 
large  pax^,  and  you  won't  be  bored  into  *  softening 
rocks,  una  all  that.  Othello  is  to-morrow  and 
Saturday  too.  Which  day  shall  we  go?  When 
ahall  I  see  you  }  If  you  call,  let  it  be  after  three 
and  as  near  four  as  you  please.    Ever,  &e." 


XOTB  TO  MB.  MOO&B. 

•«lfi7  4,1814. 
*'  DXAR  TOM, 

"  Thou  hast  asked  me  for  a  song,  and  I  enclose 
you  an  experiment,  which  has  cost  me  something 
more  than  trouble,  and  is,  therefore,  less  likely  to 
be  worth  your  taking  any  in  your  proposed  setting.* 
Now,  if  it  be  so,  throw  it  into  the  fire,  without 
phrate  **  Ever  yours, 

••Bybon." 


.  KOTB  TO  MS.  MOOBB. 


at 


<*Will  you  and  Eoeen   eome  to  my  boat 
Ck>vent,  then  ?    I  shall  oe  there,  and  none 
I  won't  be  there,  if  you  twrin  would  like  to  go 
without  me.    Tou  will  not  get  so  good  a  place 


hustling  among  the  publican  hoxen,  with  damnable 
apprentices  (six  feet  high)  on  a  back  row.  Will 
you  both  oblige  me  and  come— or  one— or  neither— 
or,  what  you  will  ? 

"  P.  8.  An'  you  will,  I  will  call  for  you  at  half 
past  six,  or  any  time  of  your  own  dial." 


NOTB  TO  MR.  VOOSB. 

'*  I  have  gotten  a  box  for  Othello  to-night,  and 
•end  the  ticket  for  your  friends  the  K — fc's.  I 
seriously  recommend  to  von  to  recommend  to  them 
to  go  for  half  an  hour,  if  only  to  see  the  third  act— 
they  will  not  easily  have  another  opnortunity.  Wc 
— «t  least,  I— cannot  be  there,  so  tnere  will  be  no 
one  in  the  wa^r.  Will  you  give  or  send  it  to  them  ? 
it  will  come  with  a  better  grace  &t»m  you  than-me. 

"  I  am  in  no  good  plight,  but  will  dine  at  •  •  's 
with  you,  if  I  can.  Tliere  is  music  and  Covent-g.— 
Will  you  go,  at  all  events,  to  my  bdx  there  after- 
ward, to  see  a  dihut  of  a  young  sixteen,*  i«i  the 
•Child of  Nature?'" 


NOTB  TO  KB.  MOOBE. 


'*  Was  not  lago  perfection  ?  particularly  the  last 
look.  I  was  eto80  to  him  (in  the  orchestra,)  and 
never  saw  an  English  countenance  half  so  expres- 
sive. I  am  acGuainted  with  no  immaterial  sensual- 
ity so  delightful  as  good  acting ;  and,  as  it  is  fitting 
there  should  be  ^ood  plays,  now  and  then,  besides 
Shakspeare's,  I  wish  you  or  Campbell  would  write 
one ;  the  rest  of  *n8  youth'  have  not  heart  enough. 

**  Tou  were  cut  up  in  the  Champion — ^is  it  not 
so  ?  this  day,  so  am  1— even  to  thocking  the  editor. 
The  critic  writes  well ;  and  as,  at  present,  poesy  is 
not  my  passion  predominant,  and  my  snake  of 
Aaron  has  swallowed  up  all  the  other  serpents,  I 
don't  feel  fhietious.  I  send  you  thepaper,  whieh  I 
mean  to  take  in  for  the  future.  We  go  to  M.'s 
together.  Perhaps  I  shall  see  you  before,  but  don't 
let  me  bore  you,  now,  nor  ever. 

"  Ever,  as  now,  truly  and  affectionately,  &c." 


NOTE  TO  KB.  MOOBE. 

"Maj  9,1814. 

"Do you  go  to  Lady  Cahir's  this  even?  If  you 
do— «na  whenever  we  are  bound  to  the  same  foUies 
— ^let  us  embark  in  the  same  *  Shippe  of  Fooles.'  I 
have  been  up  till  five,  and  up  at  nine:  and  feel 
heavy  with  only  winking  for  the  last  three  or  four 
nighto. 

*'  I  lost  my  party  and  place  at  supper,  trying  to 
keep  out  of  the  way  of  *  *  *  *.  I  would  have  gone 
away  altogether,  but  that  would  have  appeared  a 
worse  affectation  than  t'  other.  Tou  are  of  course 
engaged  to  dinner,  or  we  may  go  quietly  together 
to  my  box  at  Covent  Garden,  and  afterward  to  this 
assemblage.    Why  did  you  go  away  so  soon  ? 

"  Ever,  &c. 

P.  8.  Ought  fio<  E  *  *  *  fe's  supper  to  have  been 
a  dinner?  Jackson  is  here,  ana  I  must  fatigue 
myself  into  spirits." 


NOTE  TO  MB.  MOOBE. 

**  May  IS,  1814. 

"Thanks— and  punctuality.  What  has  passed 
at  •  *  *  *  House  ?  I  suppose  that  /  am  to  know, 
and  'pan  fai'  of  the  conference.  I  regret  that 
your  *  *  *  s  will  detain  you  so  late,  but  X  suppose 
you  will  be  at  Lady  Jersey's.  I  am  going  earlier 
with  Hobhottse.  Tou  reoollect  that  to-morrow  we 
s«p  and  see  Eean. 

^  P.  8.  Two  to-morrow  is  the  hour  of  pugilism.' 
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LETTEE  CCXXIV. 


TO  MK.  nooaa. 

**  I  mu$t  Ecf\d  you  tlic  Ja^a  gdvernmeat  g&ietic 
of  July  3,  1813,  jusi  senl  tpt  by  Murray.  Only 
think  *jf  our  (for  it  ia  jou  *ad  I)  setting  paper 
warrioTH  in  ntray  in  the  ludlan  aeai.  Does  not  tniji 
Bound  IJke  frinie^^-iiomethi tig  a.1ma»t  like  jtmlffHtyf 
it  iji  something  to  ha\e  scnbblcri  squabbliiig  about 
u»  five  tlioua^nd  miles  off,  while  we  arc  igfcdnR  ao 
wtiU  at  home.  Bring  it  with  you  in  your  pocket ; 
It  wiU  make  j-ou  bugh^  as  it  hath  me. 

**  Ever  youTft 


*  ?.  S.  Oil,  the  Anecdote  ! 


"B. 


LETTER  CCXXV* 

TQ  UK.   UOUEE. 

**  Ai  I  shall  probablv  »ot  aee  you  bore  to-day,  I 
wnte  to  re^ue^t  that  if  not  inconvcnicQt  to  your* 
sol f,  you  wkll  stay  m  town  till  Simdap ;  if  not  to 
gratify  me,  yet  to  pkose  a  great  many  othcre,  who 
will  be  very  Morry-  to  loae  you.  Ai*  for  mviclf,  I  can 
only  fopoat  that  I  wbh  you  would  either  remain  a 
long  time  with  uit,  or  not  come  at  all ;  for  these 
MmUeAaa  of  Bociety  make  the  eubacquent  separations 
bitterer  than  etcr. 

;*  t  helieve  you  think  that  I  have  not  been  ouite 
fair  mth  that  Ali^ha  and  Oin^a  of  beautj,  Aa., 
Jith  whom  you  would  willingly  have  united  mo 
Jiut  if  you  consider  what  her  sister  said  on  the 
iubjecl  you  will  Imh  wonder  that  my  prido  should 
have  taken  the  alarm ;  particularly  as  nothicff  but 
tho  evep'-tlay  flirtation  of  overy-day  people  ever 
occurred  between  yom  horolne  and  myaerf.  Had 
AMfky  *  *  •  appi»rrd  to  wish  it,  or  ©Ten  nat  to 
oppose  It,  1  would  have  gone  on,  and  very  poasihly 
marri^  ('^'^^^^*/  the  other  had  been  equal  y 
accordant)  with  the  same  indifferenco  which  haa 
froxen  over  the  ^  Blatk  Sea"  of  almost  all  my  pss^ 
aioos.  It  IS  that  very  inditfercncc  wWch  makes  me 
ao  uiieertfliu  and  apparently  capricious.  It  is  not 
eifferncsB  of  new  pursuits,  but  that  nothinj?  im* 
prcsaes  mo  sufficiently  to  Ai^;  neither  do  I  feel 
diajfusted,  .but  simply  indifferent  to  almost  all 
eiteiterat-nts,  llie  proof  of  this  is,  that  obstitdes, 
the  slightest  even,  itop  me.  This  can  hardly  be 
rmtfiiijf^  for  I  have  done  ftome  impudent  thlnas  too. 
m  my  time  :  and  in  almost  all  ca«e»,  opposition  is  i 
rtimoltts.  In  mine,  it  is  not  i  if  a  fttravv  were  in  my 
way,  1  could  not  stoop  to  pick  it  up. 

"  I  ha%c  sent  this  long  tirade,  beeauso  I  would 
not  have  you  suppose  that  I  haye  been  /Wrfmff 
dosiffuedlr  with  you  or  others.  If  you  think  so,  ih 
the  numi*  of  bt.  Hubert  {the  patron  of  antlers  and 
hunters)  Itit  TO©  ho  mnrried  out  of  hand— I  doii4 


to  he  able  U  near  thirst  like  a  eainet.--tke  i 
arc  sn  few,  and  inost  of  thtia  so  mnddj 

I  he  newspapers  wiJf  tell  you  ail  th^t  k  16  k 
told  of  emperors,  &c.  They  hive  dined,  and  awBrf 
and  shown  thflir  flat  facea  m  all  thoroMlifiwJQ 
aeveial  saloons.  Their  imiioms  are  tot  hfr^whT 
but  rather  short  in  the  akirU;  arid  tlie^^^w 
tion  IS  a  catechisna,  for  which  and  the  aauiiMl 
refer  yon  to  those  who  kaTc  heard  it. 

*  I  thmk  of  leaving  town  for  Newatead  coon.  H 
.  *  shall  not  be  remote  from  jo«r  leoouy  ^ 
funJess  Hrs.  M.  detains  you  at^  homT^  Z 
caudle-cup  and  a  new  cradle),  we  will  H,*e£,  tS 
sb^l  come  to  me,  or  I  to  you,  as  you  like  it| 
mg^we  wilL    An  UiTitation  from  .Ijtoa  hu  j 


^Tw™    ^11     r®'.°^>  ^**  3^**"'  «  you   like  iti-^ 
meet  we  will    An  uiTitation  from  .Ijtoa  bu  »vuM 

hrnrd  of  •  •  *— I  should  like  to  tee  h«r  UAin.  '- 1 


hm  not  met  her  for  years  ;  and  tliougli^tb*  I  r  ► 
tftat  Beer  can  $hmo  again*  ia  ftf?t,  t   do  nm  k^.  . 
that  *  one  deur  smile  tike  th<i«e  of  old'   mkht 
make  me  for  a  moment  foryel  the  *  dulotM^  UiV, 

-  I  *m  going  to  R  •  •  •'.  to-ntefei^ta  «n«  tf 

those  suppera  which  '  m*ff/a  to  be  d&ier*/  1  tafi 
hardlT  mea  her,  and  never  him,  ainoe  you  set  eat 
I  told  you,  3^u  were  the  Wt  liiik  af  tlifct  ckak 
-  ^°^  1"^"^  **^'"*  ""*  syllabled  one  anotli^r*i  m>m 
since.  The  post  wiU  not  permit  toe  to  ecibt£»ie« 
scrawl.     More  anon.  **  Ever  dear  Moowi,  tj' 

'*P.  S.  Keep  the  Journal,  1  care  not  vkA 
becomes  of  it,  and  if  it  has  amused  y«ii,  I  uq  ^ 
that  I  kept  it.  *  Lara '  h  finkk^d,  tnd  I  im  <£? 
mg  him  ^or  my  third  yoL  nt^  COlWtijig  rbS^ 
aiyona/e  puhhcation/*  * 

irOTS  TO  MS.  ux:m3lax^ 

'^  return  your  packet  of  this  tnomT^u*' "b^, 
you  heard  that  Bprtrand  has  tetamed  to  FaiM  i^ 
the  account  of  Napoleon's  hating  lost  h^  mms,^^ 
It  is  a  r^rt-  but,  if  true,  I  must,  like  Mf*  1 
gwiald  and  Jcreminh,  (of  lamentable  meznorp^  i-r 
claim  to  prophecy  ;  that  is  to  aar,  of  *ft vin«^  k 
ouffhitufo  out  of  his  aensee,  In  the  ht^^^m^ 
stanza  of  a  eertain  Ode  .-the  which,  h^via*  |m 
pronounced  nomaije  by  several  prrarotiiidliftM^ 
naa  a  still  further  pretension,  by  iU  nnintcJlJA^hiliiiL 
to  inspiration.  ''Erm^it^ 


care  to  whom,  so  that  it  amuaes  any  body  ebe,  and 
don  t  luterfore  with  me  much  in  the  day-time. 

"JSver,  &e.' 


LETTBE  CCXXTU. 

TO  um,  BooKas. 

'^I  am  always  obliged  to  trouble  ymi  irir 

awkwardnesses,  and  now  I  have  a  freeh  ona^ 

iY    1.^    ^^  ^^  "*"  several  iimea,  and  I  hare  mimmt 

the  honor  of   makin(j  hi*  aequo  in  tan  ce,  wkkk  1 

v?hich  yori,  who  know  my  dcMi!|nTT  mi 


LETTER  CCXXVI. 

TO  Ma.  ICOORK. 

"jiiflBii.iiH. 
"  I  cQuiti  be  very  sentimental  now,  but  I  won't, 
i  He  truth  is,  that  I  have  been  all  my  life  tryiug  to 
tiarden  my  heart,  and  have  not  yet  quite  siiecetdcd— 
though  there  are  Rrcnt  hopes— and  yon  do  not 
know  how  It  sunk  with  your  depmnre;  What  adds 
to  my  regTfct  IS  having  seen  so  little  of  you  during 
your  stay  in  ihia  ca^wded  desert  where  one  ought  I 


regrec,  put  .,  ...^„  jfv-t  nnw  ^uun  tuv  u^^-Mi^iarj  tut 
uneertam  habits,  will  not  wonder  at,"  M^d  wfll,  I  m 
sure,  attribute  to  any  thing  but  a  wiati  to  oikiil  i 
person  who  has  ehown  me  much  kindiuM.  ^4 
possesses  character  and  taleata  entitled  to  grrwt^ 
respect.  My  moniinga  «»  late,  and  |iaia«<  fe 
fencing  and  boiing,  and  a  yariatv  of  miMi  mkot^ 
*^  «terci*es,  very  wholesome,  &c.,  but  VfM&i  Is 


▼ery 
to 


Ji  J^     fJJiiHi-'SUUllf,    etc.,    Dili    PtNHH  IS 

fj  ajMRreeablc  to  my  frieods,  whom  I  am  tOsBrnd 

aaolnde  during  their  operation.    I  ii«yw  pTS 

nil  the  evenmg,  and  I  have  not  betii  ibfMUte 

enough  to  meet  Mr.  W.  at  Lord  Lft&adovD«^  m 

Lord  Jersey's,  where  I  had  hoped  to  par  ^dmm 

respects,  '    '  ' 

"  I  would  have  written  to  him,  but  a  few  nm* 

I  from  you  will  go  further  than  all  the  enolwrtkil 

|aeaquipedahties  I  could  musler  on  tii^e  oi^itt.  II 

J 19  only  to  aay  that,  without  intending  ii.  I  mnS^m 

to  behave  very  m  to  eveiy  b*idy,  anfam  vwj  Mim 

'^°^^^-  *'  £v^.  dear  B./tc" 


LETTERS 
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The  foUowinfr  u&dated  notes  to  Hr.  Bogers  were 
written  about  tnis  time. 

"Amdaj. 

*•  Your  non-attendance  at  Corinne'a  is  rery 
apropos,  as  I  was  on  the  eve  of  sending  you  an 
excuse.  I  do  not  feel  well  enough  to  go  there 
this  erening,  and  haye  been  obligea  to  despatch  an 
apology.  I  belieye  I  need  not  add  one  for  not 
accepting  Mr.  Sheridan's  invitation  on  Wednesdayi 
ivhich  I  fancy  both  you  and  I  understood  in  the 
same  sense: — ^with  him  the  saying  of  Mirabeau, 
that  *  iDords  are  things,'  is  not  to  be  taken  literally. 

"  Ever,  &c. 

**  I  will  call  for  you  at  a  quarter  before  seven,  if 
that  will  suit  you.  I  return  you  Sir  Proteus,*  and 
shall  merely  add  in  reti^n,  as  Johnson  said  of,  and 
to,  somebocty  or  other,  *  Are  we  alive  after  all  this 
censure  ?  *  **  Belieye  me,  &c." 


*<  Sheridan  was  yesterday,  at  first,  too  sober  to 
remember  your  invitation,  but  in  the  dregs  of  the 
third  bottle  he  fished  up  his  memory.  The  Sta6l 
out-talked  Whitbread,  was  ironed  by  Sheridan,  con- 
founded Sir  Humphrey,  axkd  utterly  perplexed  your 
slave.  The  rest  (great  names  in  the  red  book, 
neyertheless),  were  mere  segments  of  the  circle. 
Ma'mselle  oanced  a  Russ  saraband  with  great 
vigor,  grace,  and  expression.  **  Ever,  &c" 


KOTB  TO  HB.  MTTSRAT. 

**  June  fll,  1814. 

'* I  suppose  'Lara'  is  gone  to  the  devil,— which 
is  no  great  matter,  only  let  me  know  that  I  may  be 
saved  the  trouble  of  copying  the  rest,  and  put  the 
first  part  into  the  fire.  I  really  have  no  anxiety 
about  it,  and  shall  not  be  sorry  to  be  saved  the 
copying,  which  goes  on  very  slowly,  and  may  prove 
to  you  that  you  may  apeak  ou^— or  I  should  be  less 
sluggishf  "  Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXXVIIL 

TO  MB.  B00BB8. 

ujiiB«,3r,]814. 

"  You  could  not  have  made  me  a  more  acceptable 
present  than  Jacqueline, — she  is  all  grace,  ana  soft- 
ness, and  poetry ;  there  is  so  much  of  the  last,  that 
we  do  not  feel  the  want  of  story  which  is  simple, 
yet  enough,  I  wonder  that  you  do  not  oftener 
unbend  to  more  of  the  same  kind.  I  have  some 
sympathy  with  the  aofier  affections,  though  very 
Uttle  in  my  way,  and  no  one  can  depict  them  so 
truly  and  successfully  as  yourself.  1  have  half  a 
mind  to  pay  you  in  kind,  or  rather,  tmkind,  for  I 
have  just  *  supped  full  of  horror '  in  two  cantos  of 
darkness  and  dismay. 

"  Do  you  go  to  Lord  Essex's  to-night  ?  if  so,  will 
you  let  me  call  for  you  at  your  own  hour  ?  I  dined 
with  Holland-House  yesterday  at  Lord  Cowper's ;  my 
lady  very  gracious,  which  she  can  be  more  than  any 
one,  when  she  likes.  I  was  not  sorry  to  see  them 
a^ain,  for  I  can't  forget  that  they  have  been  very 
kmd  to  me.  **  Ever  yours  most  truly, 

**P.  S.  Is  there  any  chance  or  possibility  of 
making  it  up  with  Lord  Carlisle,  as  I  foci  disposed 
to  do  any  tBng  rensonable  or  unreasonable  to  effect 
it  ?  I  would  before,  but  for  the  *  Coxirier,'  and  the 
possible  misconstructions  at  such  a  time.  Perpend, 
pronounce." 


'InlliUl 


nos"" 


trhieh  all  the  viiten  o(  lb*  d«y  vera  nltaeked. 


LETTER  CCXXIX. 


TO  MB.  MOOBE. 

"JdyS,  1814. 

"  I  returned  to  town  last  night,  and  had  some 
hopes  of  seeing  you  to-day,  and  would  have  called, 
— ^but  I  have  been  (though  in  exceeding  disten^- 
pered  good  health)  a  little  headachy  with  free  liv- 
ing, as  it  is  called,  and  am  now  at  the  freezing 
gomt  of  returning  soberness.  Of  ^urse,  I  should 
e  sorry  that  our  parallel  lines  did  At  deviate  into 
intersection  before  you  return  to  the  country,— after 
that  same  nonsuit  whereof  the  papers  have  told  us, 
-»but,  as  you  must  be  much  occupied,  I  won't  be 
affronted,  should  your  time  and  business  militate 
against  our  meeting.  « 

*'  Rogers  and  I  havfe  almost  coalesoed  into  a  joint 
invasion  of  the  public.  Whether  it  will  take  place 
or  not,  I  do  not  yet  know,  and  I  am  afraid  Jacque- 
line (which  is  very  beantiftil)  will  be  in  bad  com- 
pany.* But,  in  tnis  case,  the  lady  will  not  be  the 
sufierer. 

"  I  am  going  to  the  sea,  and  then  to  Scotland ; 
and  I  have  been  doing  nothUig— that  is,  no  good,<*- 
and  am  very  truly,  &c." 


#  LETTER  GCXXX. 

TO  KB.  MOOBB. 

**I  suppose,  by  your  non-appearance,  that  the 
philosophy  of  my  note,  and  the  previous  silence  of 
the  writer,  have  put  or  kept  you  m  humeur.  Never 
mbid— it  is  hardly  worth  whue. 

"  This  day  have  I  received  information  from  my 
man  of  law  of  the  non — and  never  likely  to  be— 
performance  of  purchasef  by  Mr.  Claughton,  of 
tmpecuniary  memory.  He  don't  know  what  to  do, 
or  when  to-  pay ;  and  so  all  my  hopes  and  worldly 
projects  and  prospects  are  gone  to  the  devil.  He 
(the  purchaser,  and  the  devil  too,  for  aught  I  core) 
and  I,  and  my  legal  advisers,  are  to  meet  to-morrow, 
—the  said  purchaser  having  first  taken  special  care 
to  inqiire  *  whether  I  would  meet  him  with  tem- 
per ?  '—Certainly.  The  question  is  this — ^I  shall 
either  have  ^e  estate  back,  which  is  as  ^ood  as  ruin, 
or  I  shall  go  on  with  him  dawdling,  which  is  rather 
worse.  I  nave  brought  my  pigs  to  a  Mussulman 
market.  If  I  had  but  a  wife  now,  and  children,  of 
whose  paternity  I  entertained  doubts,  I  should  be 
happy,  or  rather  fortunate,  as  Candide  or  Scarmen- 
taoo.  In  the  mean  time,  if  you  don't  come  and 
see  me,  I  shall  think  that  Sam's  bank  is  broke  too ; 
and  that  you,  having  assets  there,  ate  despairing  of 
more  than  a  piastre  m  the  pound  for  your  dividend. 

"Ever,  *c." 

KOTB  TO  MB.  MTTBBiLT. 

««Jal/ll,1814. 

"  You  shall  have  one  of  the  pictures.  I  wish  you 
to  send  the  proof  of  *  Lara '  to  Mr.  Moore,  83  Bury 
street,  to-night,  as  he  leaves  town  to-morrow,  and 
wishes  to  see  it  before  he  ffoes ;  and  I  am  also  wil- 
ling to  have  the  benefit  of  his  remarks. 

"Yours,  Ac.'- 

NOTE  TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

"I  think  yotfwiU  be  satisfied  even  to  repletion 
with  our  northern  friends,!  and  I  won't  deprive  you 
longer  of  what  I  think  will  give  you  pleasure :  for 
my  own  part,  my  modesty  or  my  vanity  must  bo 
silent. 


Lan  aad  Joetoalioe,  tin  totter  hf  Mr.  Bogsn,  both  •fpmaa  in  te- 

■MM  ▼eluRie. 

t  PaidioM  of  Newiteod  AUwjr.    B«b  Leucr  oUL 

X  lie  iuro  rer<:n  to  an  aiucl«  in  tbo  inunber  oUw  EdiDbarg\  UeTlew,  Jm 
(hail  publtsbod,  (No.  45,)  (Hltbe  Coiwir  and  BnSc  of  Abvdo*. 
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**  P.  8.  If  you  could  spare  it  for  on  hour  in  the 
BTening,  I  wish  you  to  send  it  up  to  Mrs.  Leigh, 
jour  neighbor,  at  the  London  Hotel,  Albemarle 
street." 


LETTER  CCXXXL 

#    TO  KB.  liUIUlAT. 

*«Jol7a3,m4. 

"  I  am  soriT  to  say  that  the  print*  is  by  no  means 
approved  of  by  those  who  have  seen  it,  who  are 
pretty  conversant  with  the  original,  as  well  as  the 
picture  from  whence  it  is  taken.  I  rather  suspect 
that  it  is  from  the  copy  and  'not  the  exhibited  por- 
trait, and  in  this  dilemma  would  recommend  a  sus- 
pension, if  not  an  abandonment  of  the  pre/ixion  to 
the  volumes  which  you  purpose  infUcting  upon  the 
public. 

**  With  regard  to  Lara  don't  be  in  any  hurry.  I 
have  not  yet  made  up  my  mind  on  the  subject,  nor 
know  what  to  think  or  do  till  I  hear  from  you ;  and 
Mr.  Moore  appeared  to  me  in  a  similar  state  of 
indetermination.  I  do  not  know  that  it  may  not  be 
better  to^  reserve  it  for  the  entire  publication  you 
proposed,  and  not  adventure  in  hardy  singleness, 
or  even  backed  by  the  fairy  Jacqueline.  I  have 
been  seized  with  aU  kinds  of  doubts,  &c.,  %b.,  since 
I  left  London. 

**  Pvaj  let  me  hear  from  you, 
**  And  believe  me,  &c.' 


LETTER  CCXXXIL 

TO  UIL  MUBAAT. 

«'Jal7  91,1814. 

"  The  minority  must,  in  this  case,  carry  it,  so 
pray  let  it  be  so,  for  I  don't  care  sixpence  for  any  of 
the  opinions  you  mention,  on  such  a  subject;  and 
Phillips  must  be  a  dunce  to  agree  with  them.  For 
my  own  part,  I  have  no  objection  at  all ;  but  Mrs. 
Leigh  and  my  cousin  must  be  better  judgea  of  the 
likeness  than  others ;  and  they  hate  it ;  &nd  so  I 
won't  have  it  at  all. 

'•Mr.  Hobhouse  is  right  as  for  his  conclusion; 
but  I  deny  the  premises.  The  name  only  is  Span- 
ish ;t  the  country  is  not  Spain,  but  the  ^forca. 

"  Waverley  is  the  best  and  most  interesting  novel 
I  have  redde  since — I  don't  know  when.  I  like  it 
as  much  as  I  hate  •  ♦,  and  •  ♦,  and  ♦  ♦,  and  all  the 
feminine  trash  of  the  last  four  months.  Besides,  it 
is  all  easy  to  me,  I  have  been  in  Scotland  so  much, 
(thouffh  then  young  enough  too,)  and  feel  at  home 
with  the  people,  Lowland  and  Gael. 

**  A  note  will  correct  what  Mr.  Hobhouse  thinks 
an  error,  (about  the  feudal  system  in  Spain ;)  it  is 
fud  Spain.  If  he  nuts  a  few  words  of  prose  any 
where,  it  will  set  all  right. 

"  I  have  been  ordered  to  town  to  vote.  I  shall 
disobey.  There  is  no  good  in  so  much  prating, 
since  *  certain  issues  strokes  should  arbitrate.'  If 
you  have  any  thing  to  say,  let  me  hear  from  you. 

"  Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXXXIII. 

TO  MB.  MUB&A.T. 

"Aug.  9,  mi. 

"It  is  certainly  a  little  extraordinary  that  you 
nave  not  sent  the  Edinburgh  Review,  as  I  re- 
quested, and  hoped  it  would  not  require  a  note 
i.  day  to  remind  you.    I  sec  advertitemenU  of  Lara 


«"r**1lC  bj  .Afw  ftom  Ftailili»*t  peranl;  «r  Mm. 
Klbf  loLum.  * 


and  Jacqueline ;  prav  whvt  wh 
to  postpone  publication  till  m^r  i 

"  I  have  a  most  amusing  episi 
bard — Hogg ;  in  which,  spcokinj 
whom  he  denominates  the  *  shai 
for  not  'lifting  his  bills,'  he 
words,  « G — d  (t— n  him  and  th 
a  pretty  prelude  to  asking  you 
said  Hogg ;)  but  this  he  wishes ; 
you  and  I  will,  talk  it  over.  He 
for  the  press,  (and  your  bills  tot 
bestows  some  benedictions  on 
abduction  of  Lara  from  the  forth 

"  P.  S.  Sincerely,  I  think  M 
you  very  well;  ana  surely  he 
powers,  and  deserving  of  encou 
knock  out  a  tale  for  him,  and 
events  consider  before  you  rejec 
gone  to  the  Orkneys  in  a  gale 
says  that,  during  the  said  gale 
Scott  is  not  ouite  at  his  ease,  to 
Ah !  I  wish  these  home-keeping 
Mediterranean  white  squall,  or  i 
wind,  or  even  the  Bay  of  Bisca 
alL" 


LETTER  CCXl 

TOUB.  UOOB] 

"  By  the  time  this  reaches  yo 
(God  wot)  be  in  town  again  pro 
been  renewing  my  acquaintance 
Ocean ;  and  I  find  his  bosom  a 
for  an  hour  in  the  morning  as'hi 
phos  could  be  in  the  twilight, 
ming  and  eating  furbot,  and  sm 
dies  and  silk  handkerchiefs, — a 
friend  Hodgson's  raptures  aboui 
of  his,— and  walking  on  cliffs,  a 
hills,  and  making  the  most  of  th 
for  the  last  fortnight.  I  met  i 
kine's,  who  says  he  has  been  rat 
the  *  happiest  of  men ;  *  and  1 1 
said  H.  who  is  also  the  *  happii 
is  worth  while  being  here,  if  o 
superlative  felicity  of  these  fox< 
their  tails,  and  would  persuade  t 
their  brushes  to  keep  them  in  co 

"  It  rejoices  me  that  you  like 
out  with  his  forty-fifth"  numbei 
you  have  got.  He  is  only  too 
share  of  it,  and  I  begin  to  fan* 
pheasant,  upon  the  strength  of  1 
with  he  hath  bedecked  me,, 
amari,'  &'c. — the  gentlemen 'of 
Perry,  have  got  hold  (I  know  nc 
dolatory  address  to  Lady  J.  on 
tion  by  our  Regent,  and  have  pu 
my  name,  too,  smack — ^without 
or  inauiring  whether  or  no !  D— 
and  a — ^n  every  thing.  It  has  ] 
ticnce,  and  so  I  shall  say  no  moi 

"You  shall  have  Lara  and  < 
some  additions)  when  out,  but  I 
and  delaying,  and  in  a  fuss,  and 
way. 

"  Newstead  is  to  be  mine  agai 
feits  twenty-five  thousand  poun 
prevent  me  ftom  being  very  i 
mean  to  bury  myself  there— and 
— and  hate  you  all. 

"  Oh !  I  have  had  the  most  aT 
Hogg,  the  Ettrick  minstrel  A 
wants  me  to  recommend  him 
speaking  of  his  present  bookse 
are  never  'lifted,'  he  adds,  toti 


■N 
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d~k  him  and  thorn  both.'  I  laaghed,  and  so  would 
you  too,  at  the  way  in  which  this  extrication  was 
introduced.  The  said  Hogg  is  a  strange  being,  but 
of  great,  though  uncouth,  powers.  1  think  very 
hignly  of  him  as  a  poet ;  but  he,  and  half  of  these 
Scotch  and  Lake  troubadors,  are  spoiled  bv  living 
in  little  circles  and  petty  societies.  Lonaon  and 
the  world  is  the  only  place  to  take  the  conceit  out 
of  a  man — ^in  the  milling  phrase.  Scott,  he  said,  is 
gone  to  the  Orkneys  in  a  gale  of  wind;— during 
which  wind,  he  affirms,  the  said  Scott,  '  he  is  sure 
is  not  at  his  ease, — to  say  the  best  of  it,'  Lord, 
Lord,  if  these  home-keeping  minstrels  had  crossed 
vour  Atlantic,  or  my  Mediterranean,  and  tasted  a 
little  open  boating  in  a  white  squall-— or  a  gale  in 
'  the  Gut ' — or  the  *  Bay  of  Biscay,  with  no  gale  at 
all— ^ow  it  would  enliven  and  introduce  them  to  a 
few  of  the  sensatiodk  !— to  say  nothing^f  an  illicit 
cuaour  or  two  upon  shore,  in  the  way  of  essay  upon 
the  Passions,  beginning  with  simple  adultery,  and 
compounding  it  as  they  went  along. 

"  1  have  forwarded  your  letter  to  Murray, — ^b^  the 
way,  you  had  addressed  it  to  Miller.  Pray  wnte  to 
mc,  and  say  what  art  thou  doing  ?  *  Not  finished ! ' 
— Oons  !  how  is  this  ? — these  *  flaws  and  starts 
must  be  'authorized  by  your  grandam,'  and  are 
becoming  of  any  other  author.  I  was  sorry  to  hear 
of  your  discrepancy  with  ♦  •s,  or  rather,  your  abju- 
ration of  agreement.  I  don't  want  to  be  imperti- 
nent, or  buffoon  on  a  serious  subject,  and  am  there- 
fore  At  a  loss  what  to  say. 

"I  hope  nothing  will  induce  you  to  abate  from 
the  proper  price  of  your  poems,  as  long  as  there  is 
a  prospect  of  getting  it.  For  my  own  part,  I  hav^ 
Beriously  and  not  tohminglyt  (for  that  is  not  my  way 
—at  least,  it  used  not  to  be,)  neither  hopes,  nor 
prospects,  and  scarcely  even  wishes.  I  am,  in  some 
respects,  happy,  but  not  in  a  manner  that  can  or 
ought  to  last,— but  enoueh  of  that.  The  worst  of 
it  is,  I  feel  quite  enervated  and  indifferent.  I  really 
do  not  know,  if  Jupiter  were  to  offer  me  my  choice 
of  the  contents  of  his  benevolent  cask,  what  I 
would  pick  out  of  it.  If  I  was  born  as  the  nurses 
say  witn  a  *  silver  spoon  In  my  mouth,'  it  has  stuck 
in  my  throat,  and  spoiled  my  palate  so  that  nothing 
put  into  it  is  swallowed  wiia  much  relish, — ^unless 
it  be  cayenne.  However,  I  have  grievances  enough 
to  occupy  me  that  way  too ;  but  for  fear  of  adding 
to  yours  by  this  pestilent  Iqpg  diatribe,  I  postpone 
the  reading  tliem,  sine  die. 

I  *'  Ever  dear,  M.,  yours,  &c. 

"P.  S.  Don't  forget  my  godson.  Yo»  could 
not  have  fixed  on  a  fitter  porter  for  his  sins  than 
me,  being  used  to  carry  double  without  inconven- 
ience."       •-•         *         ♦         ♦•♦ 


LETTER  CCXXXVI. 


LETTER  CCXXXV. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

"  Aug.  4, 1814. 

"  Not  having  received  the  slightest  answer  to  my 
last  three  letters,  nor  the  book  (the  last  number  of 
the  Edinburgh  Review)  which  they  requested,  I 
presume  that  you  were  the  unfortunate  person*  who 
perished  in  tne  pagoda  on  Monday  last,  /tnd  ad- 
dress this  rather  to  your  executors  than  yourselT, 
regretting  that  you  should  have  have  had  the  ill 
luck  fo  be  the  sole  victim  on  that  joyous  occasion. 

*'  I  beg  leave  then  to  inform  these  gentlemen 
(whoever  they  may  be)  that  I  am  a  little  surprised 
at  the  previous  neglect  of  the  deceased,  «nd  also  at 
observing  an  advertisement  of  an  auproaching  pub- 
lication on  Saturday  next,  against  tne  which  I  pro- 
tested, and  do  protest,  for  the  present. 

"  Yours,  (or  theirs,)  &c., 

"B." 


'  6m  Note  to  Uliiti  rrom  Uonce,  p.  478. 


TO  MB.   MURRAY. 

"  kMg.  5, 1814. 

"The  Edinburgh  Review  is  arrived— thanks.  1 
enclose  Mr.  Hobhouse's  letter,  from  which  you  will 

Serceive  the  work  you  have  made.  However,  I  have 
one:  you  must  send  my  rhymes  to  the  devil  your 
own  way.  It  seems  also  that  the  '  faithful  and  spir- 
ited likeness '  is  another  of  your  publications.  J 
wish  you  joy  of  it ;  but  it  is  no  likeness — ^that  is  the 
point.  Seriously,  if  thave  delayed  your  journey  to 
Scotland,  I  am  sorry  that  you  carried  your  com 
plaisance  so  far;  particularly  as  upon  trifles  you 
nave  a  more  summary  method ; — witness  ^he  gram- 
mar of  Hobhouse's  ♦  bit  of  prose,'  which  has  put 
him  and  me  into  a  fever. 

"Hogg  must  translate  his  own  words:  *  lifting* 
is  a  quotation  from  his  letter,  togcmer  with  '  G— d 
d — n,'  &c.,  which  I  suppose  requires  no  translation. 

"  I  was  unaware  of  the  contents  of  Mr.  Moore's 
letter ;  I  think  your  offer  very  handsome,  but  of  that 
you  and  he  must  judge.  If  he  can  get  more,  you 
won't  wonder  that  he  should  accept  it. 

*'  Out  with  Lara,  since  it  must  be.  The  tome 
looks  pretty  enough — on  the  outside.  I  shall  be  in 
town  next  week,  and  in  the  mean  time  wish  you  i» 
pleasant  journey.  »« Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXXXVIL 

TO  MR.  MOORE. 

«Au;.12.18l4. 

"  I  was  not  alone,  nor  will  be  while  I  can  help  it. 
Newstead  is  not  yet  decided.  Claughton  is  to  make 
a  grand  effort  by  Sa'turday  week  to  complete, — ^if  not, 
he  must  give  up  twenty-five  thousand  pounds,  and 
the  estate,  with  expenses,  &c.,  &c.  If  I  resume 
the  Abbacy,  you  shall  have  due  notice,  and  a  cell 
set  apart  for  your  reception,  with  a  pious  welcome. 
Rogers  I  have  not  seen,  but  Larry  and  Jacky  came 
out  a  few  days  ago.  Of  their  effect,  I- know  noth- 
ing.       **•«»»» 

"  There  is  something  very  amusing  in  your  being 
an  Edinburgh  Reviewer.  You  know,  1  suppose, 
that  Thurlow  is  none  of  the  placidcst,  and  may  pos- 
sibly enact  some  tiagedy  on  being  told  that  he  is 
only  a  fool.  If,  now,  Jeffrey  were  to  be  slain  on 
account  of  an  article  of  yours,  there  would  be  a  fin^ 
conclusion.  For  my  part,  as  Mrs.  Winifred  Jenkins 
says,  *  he  has  done  the  handsome  thin^  by  me,'  par- 
ticularly in  his  last  number;  so,  he  is  the  best  of 
men  and  the  ablest  of  critics,  and  I  won't  have  him 
killed, — though  I  dare  say  many  wish  he  were,  for 
being  so  good-humored. 

'•  Before  I  left  Hastings,  I  got  in  a  passion  with 
an  ink-bottle,  which  I  flung  out  of  the  window  one 
night  with  a  vengeance ; — and  what  then  ?  why. 
next  morning  I  was  horrified  by  seeing  that  it  h:'ul 
struck,  and  split  upon,  the  petticoat  of  Euterpe's 
graven  image  in  the  garden,  and  grimed  her  as  ifi: 
were  on  purpose.*  Only  think  bf  my  distress,  .ind 
— the  epigrams  that  might  be  engendered  on  tho 
Muse  ana  her  misadventure. 

"I  )iad  an  adventure,  almost  as  ridiculous,  at 
some  private  theatricals  near  Cambridge— though 
of  %,  different  description — since  I  saw  you  last.  I 
quarreled  with  a  man  in  the  dark,  for  asking  me 
who  I  was,  (insolently  enough,  to  be  sure,^  and  fol- 
lowed him  into  the  green-room  (a  stable)  m  %  rage, 
among  a  set  of  people  I  never  saw  before.  He 
turned  out  to  be  a  low  comedian,  engaged  to  aot 
with  the  amateurs,  and  to  be  a  oiTil-spoken  man 


Hb  terrant  Iiat)  brought  Um  op  a  larfB  Jar  of  ink,  into  which,  not  mp- 
pomf  it  lo  bo  full,  he  had  tbroit  bb  pen  down  Co  the  tnj  bottom.  Ennigtd, 
cm  ilndinfc  it  come  oat  all  amearad  wUh  iak,  ha  floof  Uw  botlla  oat  oT  th« 
window  Into  tlie  gudoo,  when  it  Uglitad,  aa  hen  deKribed,  upon  oii«  o 
eight  leailen  Mium,  that  bad  been  imported,  mbw  dme  bafare,  from  Uo'lxeA 

e  ninth  h.\ring  been,  hj  aome  aecident,  Icfk  b        ~ 
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enough,  when  he  found  out  that  nothing  verr  nlea- 
■ant  was  to  be^*t  by  rudeness.  But  you  would  have 
been  amused  with  the  row,  and  the  dialogue,  and 
the  dresser  rather  the  undress— of  the  party, 
where  I  had  introduced  myself  in  a  devil  of  a  hurry, 
and  the  astonishment  that  ensued.  I  had  gone  out 
of  the  theatre,  for  coolness,  into  the  garden ;  there 
I  had  tumbled  OTer  some  dogs,  and,  coming  away 
from  them  in  very  ill-humor,  encountered  the  man 
in  a  worse,  which  produced  all  this  confusion. 

«*Well — and  why  don't  you  'launch?* — Xowis 
your  time.  The  people  are  tolerably  tired  with  me, 
and  not  very  much  enamored  of  Wordsworth,  who 
has  just  spawned  a  ouarto  of  metaphysical  blank 
verse,  which  is  nevertheless  only  a  part  of  a  poem. 

'•  Murray  talks  of  divorcing  Larry  and  JacKv— a 
bad  sign  tor  the  authors,  who,  I  suppose,  will  be 
divorcwl  too,  ipd  throw  the  blame  upon  one  another. 
Seriously,  I  don't  care  a  cigar  about  it,  and  I  don't 
see  why  Sam  should. 

*'Let  me  hear  from  and  of  you  and  my  godson. 
If  a  daughter,  the  name  will  do  quite  as  v.ell. 
•         •••••«• 

"  Ever,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXXXVin. 

TO  HB.  HOO&E. 

••  Aag.  13, 1814. 

«« I  wrote  yesterday  to  Mayfield,  and  have  just 
now  enfranked  your  letter  to  mamma.  My  stay  in 
town  is  so  uncertain  (not  later  than  next  week)  that 
your  packets  for  the  north  may  not  reach  me  ;  and 
as  I  know  not  exactly  where  I  am  going, — ^however, 
Netottead  is  my  most  probable-  destination,  and  if 
you  send  your  despatches  before  Tuesday,  I -can 
forward  them  to  our  new  ally.  But,  after  t'hat  day, 
you  had  better  not  trust 'to  tneir  arrival  in  time. 

'*  ♦  •  has  been  exiled  from  Paris,  on  dit,  for  say- 
inp;  the  Bourbons  were  old  women.  The  Bourbons 
might  have  been  content,  I  think,  with  returning 
the  compliment.        ♦        •        ♦        ♦        • 

**  I  told  you  all  about  Jacky  and  Larry  yesterday ; 
—they  are  to  be  separated, — ^at  least,  so  says  the 
prand  Murray,  and  I  know  no  more  of  the  matter. 
Jeffrey  has  done  me  more  than  'justice; '  but  as  to 
tragedy — um ! — I  have  no  time  for  fiction  at  present. 
A  man  cannot  paint  a  storm  with  the  vessel  under 
bare  poles,  oh  a  lee  shore.  When  I  get  to  land,  I 
will  try  what  is  to  be  done,  and,  if  I  founder,  there 
be  plenty  of  mine  elders  and  betters  to  console 
Melpomene. 

"  When  at  Newstead,  you  must  come  over,  if  only 
for  a  day — should  Mrs.  M.  bo  exigeante  of  your 
presence.  The  place  is  worth  seeing,  as  a  ruin,  and 
1  can  assure  you  there  teas  some  fun  there,  even  in 
my  time ;  but  that  is  past.  The  ghosts,  however, 
and  the  gothics,  and  the  waters,  and  the  desolation, 
make  it  very  lively  still. 

•*  Ever,  dear  Tom,  yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXXXIX. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY.  * 

••  Ncwrtwd  Abbej,  B^pC  t,  1814. 

*'  iTam  obliged  by  what  you  have  sent,  but  would 
rather  not  see  any  thing  of  the  kind  \*  we  have  had 
enough  of  these  things  already,  good  and  bad,  and 
next  month  you  need  not  trouble  yourself  to  collect 
even  the  higher  generation— on  my  account.  It 
gives  me  much  pleasure  to  hear  of  Mr.  Hobhouse's 
and  Mr.  Merivalc's  good  entreatment  by  the  jour- 
nals you  mention. 


•  Th«Bevleiraaiidlft(ulaMorth8ii 


*'I  Still  think  Mr.  Hogg  uid  y 
out  an  alliance.  DodsletTs  was, 
decent  thing  of  the  kind,  and  hi 
in  its  day.  and  lasted  several  yea: 
the  double  advantage  of  emtio 
The  Spleen,  and  several  of  Or 
Shenstofie,  and  many  others  of  ( 
their  first  appearance  in  his  coll 
the  support  of  Scott,  Wordswoi 
see  little  reason  why  you  should 
if  once  fairly  establisned,  you  wo 
from  the  youngsters,  I  dare  say. 
(whose  *  Bonaparte  '  is  excellent 
and  Moore,  and  Hobhouse,  am 
now  and  then,  (if  permitted,)  ar 
Campbell,  too,  into  it.  By-th( 
published  (though  printed)  poen 
many,  (Bavaria,  I  think,)  whifc '. 
is  perfectly  magnificent,  and  « 
wonder  ho  don't  publish  it. 

••  Oh !— do  you  recollect  S«*,  1 
letter  about  not  engraving  Philli 
Foie^  f  (as  he  blundered  it ;)  wel 
I  think.  It  seems,  by  the  pax 
Johanna  Southcote's  is  named  J 
way  account  for  the  said  S***i 
ana  ideas,  but  by  that  of  his  ' 
Johanna  and  her  apostles.  It 
not  say  Lord  Tozer.  You  kn< 
S»*  is  a  believer  in  this  new  (old 
impregnation. 

"I  long  to  know  what  she  will 
with  child  at  sixty-five  is  indeed 
getting  any  one  to  beget  it,  a  gr 

**  If  you  were  not  going  to  I 
could  send  you  some  game :  if  } 
know. 

"  P.  S.  A  word  or  two  of  « Lai 
closure  brings  before  me.  It  is  < 
separately ;  but,  as  connected  wi 
it  will  do  very  well  for  the  voli 
publish.  I  would  recommend  1 
Childo  Harold,  the  smaller  Poe] 
Corsair,  Lara;  the  last  comple 
its  very  likeness  renders  it  necei 
Cawthome  writes  that  they  are 
Bards  in  Ireland :  pray  inquire 
it  must  he  stopped.' 


LETTER  CCX 

TO  MR.  MURRA 
(*Newttc 

"  I  should  think  Mr.  Ho^^,  fa 
well  as  yours,  would  be  *  critical' 
his  editorial  capacity ;  and  that 
would  answer  his  purpose,  and  ^ 
erable  management.  You  shoul 
^ood  number  to  start  with — ^Ime 
m  these  days,  there  can  be  little 
up  to  the  mark  in  quantity.  Tl 
*  tine  things '  in  Wordsworth ;  hi 
difficult  to  make  six  ouartos  (1 
whole)-all  fine,  particularly  the 
the  poem ;  but  there  can  be  no  6 
to  do  almost  any  thing. 

«*  I  (^i  *  very  idle.*  I  hare  ret 
had  >vith  me,  and  been  forced  to 
gument.  I  have  caught  a  great 
some  carp,  which  is  a  comfort,  as 
one's  labor  willingly. 

"  Pray,  who  corrects  the  press 
I  hope  *  The  Corsair '  is  printec 
corrected  with  the  additional  line 
and  some  fiotes  from  Sismondi  ai 
gave  you  to  add  thereto.  The  a 
well. 


LBTXUBS. 


aai 


•  My  cursed  people  have  not  sent  my  papers  sins* 
Sunday,  and  I  hare  lost  Johanna's  oivorce  from 
Jupiter.  Who  hath  gotten  her  vrith  prophet  ?  Is 
itSharpe?  and  how?  •  •  *  ♦  • 
I  should  like  to  buy  one  of  her  seals :  if  salvation 
can  be  had  at  half  a  guinea  a  head,  the  landlord  of 
the  Crown  and  Anchor  should  he  ashamed  of  him- 
self for  charging  double  for  tickets  to  a  mere  terres- 
trial banouet.  I  am  afraid,  seriously,  thjit  these 
matters  will  lend  a  sod  handle  to  your  profane  scof- 
fers, and  give  a  loose  to  much  damnaUe  laughter. 

"  I  have  not  seen  Hunt's  Sonnets  nor  Descent  of 
Liberty ;  he  has  chosen  a  pretty  place  wherein  to 
compose  the  last  Let  me  hear  from  you  before 
you  embark     Ever,  &c.*' 


LETTER  CCXLL 

TO  MB.  MOOCB. 

"MewMBwt  Abbey,  BqiC  IS,  1814. 

"This  is  the  fourth  letter  I  have  begun  to  you 
within  the  month.  Whether  I  shall  finish  or  not, 
or  bum  it  like  the  rest,  I  know  not.  When  wo 
meet,  I  shall  explain  why  I  have  not  written — why 
I  have  not  asked  you  here,  as  I  wished— with  a  great 
many  other  whys  and  wherefores,  which  will  keep 
cold.  In  short,  you  must  excuse  all  my  seeming 
omissions  and  commissions,  and  grant  me  more  re- 
mission than  St.  Athanasius  will  to  yourself,  if  you 
lop  off  a  single  shred  of  mystery  from  his  pious 
puzzle.  It  is  my  creed  (ana  it  may  be  St.  Atha- 
nasius*8  too)  that  voui  article  on  T^*  will  get  somo- 
bocly  killed,  and  tW,  on  the  Saints^  get  him  d— d 
afterward,  which  will  be  quite  enow  for  one  num- 
ber. Oons,  Tom !  you  must  not  meddle  just  now 
with  the  incomprehensible ;  for  if  Johanna  South- 
cotc  turns  out  to  be  •  •  • 

"Now  for  a  little  egotism.  My  affairs  stand 
thus.  To-morrow,  I  shall  know  whether  a  circum- 
stance of  importance  enough  to  change  many  of 
my  plans  will  occur  or  not.  If  it  does  not,  I  am  off 
for  Italy  next  month,  and  London,  in  the  mean 
time,  next  week.  I  have  got  bock  Newstead,  and 
twenty-five  thousand  pounds  (out  of  twenty-eight 
paid  already,) — as  a  <  sacrifice,'  the  late  purchaser 
calls  it,  and  he  may  choose  His  own  name.  I  have 
paid  some  of  my  debts,  and  contracted  others ;  but 
I  have  a  few  thousand  pounds,  which  I  can't  spend 
after  my  own  heart  in  this  climate,  and  so,  I  shall 
e;o  back  to  the  south.  Hobhonse,  I  think  and 
hope,  will  go  with  me;  but,  whether  he  will  or  not, 
I  shall.  I  want  to  see  Venice,  and  the  Alps,  and 
Parmesan  cheeses,  and  look  at  the  coast  of  Greece, 
or  rather  Epirus,  from  Italy,  as  I  once  did— or  fan- 
cied I  did— that  of  Italy,  when  off  Corfu.  All  this, 
however,  depends  upon  an  event,  which  may,  or 
may  not,  happen,  whether  it  will,  I  shall  Know 
probably  to-morrow,  and  if  it  does,  I  can't  well  go 
abroad  at  present. 

<*  Pray  pardon  this  parenthetical  scrawl.  You 
shall  hear  from  me  again  soon  ;-~I  don't  call  this 
un  answer. 

"  Ever  most  affectionately,  &c." 

The  "  circumstance  of  importance,"  to  which  he 
alludes  in  this  letter,  was  his  second  proposal  for 
Miss  Milbanke,  of  which  he  was  now  waiting  the 
result. 


LETTER  CCXLII. 


TO  KS.  UOORE. 


<«Nd.,8aiit1S,UM. 


«*  I  have  written  to  you  one  letter  to-night,  hut 
mnst  send  you  this  much  more,  as  I  have  not  franked 


my  number,  to  say  that  I  rcjoiee  ia  mv  goddaughter, 
and  will  send  her  a  coral  and  bells,  wnich  I  hope  she 
will  accept,  the  moment  I  got  book  to  liOndon. 

"  My  head  is  at  this  moment  in  a  state  of  confu- 
sion, aom  various  causes,  which  I  can  neither  de- 
scribe nor  explain — ^but  let  that  pass.  My  employ- 
ments have  been  very  rural— Ashing,  shooting, 
bathing,  and  boating.  Books  I  have  but  few  here, 
and  those  I  have  read  ten  times  over,  till  sick  ol 
them.  So,  I  have  taken  to  breaking  soda  water 
bottles  with  my  pistols,  and  jumping  into  the  water, 
and  rowing  over  it,  and  firing  at  the  fowls  of  the  air. 
But  why  should  I  *  monster  my  nothings '  to  you 
who  ore  well  employed,  and  happily  too,  I  should 
hope.  For  my  port,  I  am  happy  too,  in  my  way— 
but,  as  usual,  have  contrived  to  get  into  three  or 
fOur  perpcxities,  which  I  do  not  see  my  way 
through.  But  a  few  days,  perhaps  a  day,  will  deter* 
miuo  one  of  them. 

*'  You  do  not  say  a  word  to  me  of  your  Poem.  I 
wish  I  could  sec  or  hear  it.  I  neither  could,  not 
would,  do  it  or  its  author  any  harm.  I  believe  I 
told  you  of  Lorrv  and  Jacquy.  A  friend  of  mine 
was  reading- at  least  a  friend  of  his  was  reading- 
said  Lorry  and  Jacauy  in  a  Brighton  coach.  A 
passenger  took  up  a  book  and  oueried  as  to  the  au« 
thos*  The  proprietor  said  'there  were  <too '*^to 
which  the  answer  of  the  unknown  was,  *  Ay,  ay^— a 
joint  concern,  I  suppose,  tummot  like  Stemhold  and 
Hopkins.' 

"  Is  not  this  excellent  ?  I  would  not  have 
missed  the  *  vile  comparison'  to  have  scaped  beins 
one  of  the  *  Arcades  bo  et  contare  pares,'  Qooa 
night.    Again  yours." 


LETTER  CCXLIII. 

TO  XE.  KOOBB. 

«<  NewKOMl  lUwTi  Sept*  90k  ISU. 

<*  Bcn'fe  to  htr  viw  loof 

Hath  waked  the  poet'i  A^  I 
The  i^ri  wbo  fare  to  wnf 
What  gold  wuld  nerer  buj. 

*'  My  dear  Moore,  I  am  going  to  be  married— that 
is,  I  am  accepted,  and  one  usually  hopes  the  rest 
will  follow.  My  mother  of  the  Gracchi  (that  are  to 
be)  you  think  too  strait-laced  for  me,  although  the 
paraxon  of  onlv  children,  and  invested  with  ^golden 
opinions  of  all  sorts  of  men,'  and  full  of  <  most 
blessed  conditions'  as  Desdamona  herself.  Miss 
Milbanke  is  the  lady,  and  I  have  her  father's  invi- 
tation to  proceed  there  in  my  elect  capacity,-^whieh, 
however,  I  cannot  do  till  I  have  settled  some  bnsi* 
ness  in  London,  and  got  a  blue  coat. 

<<  She  is  said  to  be  an  heiress,  but  of  that  I  really 
know  nothing  certainly,  and  shall  not  inouire.  But 
I  do  know,  that  she  has  talents  and  excellent  quali- 
ties} and  you  will  not  deny  her  judgment,  alter 
having  refused  six  suitors  and  taken  me. 

**  Jiow,  if  you  have  any  thing  to  say  against  this* 
pray  do ;  my  mind's  made  up,  positively  fixed,  de- 
termined, and*  therefore  I  wul  listen  to  reason,  be* 
cause  now  it  can  do  no  harm.  Things  may  occur  to 
break  it  off,  but  I  will  hope  not  In  the  mean  time, 
I  tell  YOU  (a  eecretf  by-the-by,— at  least,  till  I  know 
she  wishes  it  to  be  public)  that  I  have  proposed  and 
am  accepted.  You  need  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  wish 
me  joy,  for  one  may'nt  be  married  for  months.  I  am 
going  to  town  to-morrow ;  but  expect  to  be  here, 
on  my  way  there,  within  a  fortnight. 

**  If  this  had  not  happened  I  snould  have  gone  to 
Italv.  In  my  way  down,  perhaps,  you  will  meet  me 
at  rfottingham,  and  come  over  with  me  here.  I 
need  not  say  that  nothing  will  give  me  greater  plea 
sure.  I  must,  of  course,  reform  thoroughly ;  and. 
seriously,  if  I  can  contribute  to  her  happmess,  I 
shall  secure  my  own.  She  is  so  good  a  persoi^ 
that — that — ^in  short,  I  wish  I  was  a  better. 

•*Ever,&c." 
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LETTER  CCXLIV. 

TO  THB  OOUKTBSB  OF  •  •  •. 


'*AU)««7,OeL5. 1814. 

**Yoar  recollection  and  inritation  do  me  great 
honor ;  but  I  am  going  to  be  '  married,  and  can't 
come.'  My  intends  ia  two  hundred  miles  off,  and 
the  moment  my  business  here  is  arranged,  I  must 
set  out  in  a  great  hurry  to  be  happy.  Miss  Milbanke 
is  the  good-natured  person  who  has  undertaken  me, 
and,  of  course,  I  am  yery  much  in  lore  and  as  silly 
as  all  single  ffentlemen  must  be  in  that  sentimental 
situation.  I  nave  been  accepted  these  three  weeks ; 
but  when  the  event  will  take  place,  I  don't  exactly 
know.  It  depends  partly  upon  lawyers,  who  are 
neTer  in  a  hurry.  One  can  be  sure  of  nothing ;  but, 
at  present,  there  appears  no  other  interruption  to 
this  intention,  which  seems  as  mutual  as  possible, 
and  now  no  secret,  though  I  did  not  tell  first,— 
and  all  our  relatives  are  congratulating  away  to 
right  and  left  in  the  most  fatiguing  manner. 

**  Tou  perhaps  know  the  lady.  She  is  niece  to 
Lady  Melbourne,  and  cousin  to  Lady  Cowper,  and 
others  of  your  acquaintance,  and  has  no  fault,  ex- 
cept being  a  great  deal  too  good  for  me,  and  tkat  / 
must  pardon,  if  nobody  else  should.  It  might  hare 
been  tteo  years  ago,  and,  if  it  had,  would  have  saved 
me  a  world  of  trouble.  She  has  employed  the  inter- 
val in  reftising  about  half  a  dosen  of  my  particular 
friends,  (as  she  did  me  once,  by  the  way,)  and  has 
taken  me  at  last,  for  which  I  am  very  much  obhged 
to  her.  I  wish  it  was  well  over,  for  1  do  hate  bustle, 
and  there  is  no  marrying  without  some  ; — and  then 
I  must  not  marry  in  a  black  coat,  they  tell  me,  and 
I  can't  wear  a  blue  one. 

*'  Pray  forgive  me  for  scribbling  all  this  nonsense. 
Vou  know  I  must  be  serious  all  the  rest  of  my  life, 
and  this  is  a  parting  piece  of  buffoonery,  which  I 
write  with  tears  in  my  eyes,  expecting  to  be  agi- 
tated. Believe  most  seriously  and  sincerely  your 
obliged  servant,  "  Bt&on. 

**  P.  S.  My  best  rems.  to  Lord  •  •  on  his  re- 
turn." 


LETTER  CCXLV. 

TO  MIL  MOORE. 

••Oct.  7, 1814. 

^*  Notwithstanding  the  contradictory  paragra, 
in  the  Morning  Chronicle,  which  must  have  been 
•ent  by  •  ♦,  or  perhaps — ^I  know  not  why  I  should 
suspect  Claughton  of  such  a  thing,  and  yet  I  partly 
do,  Dccausc  it  might  interrupt  his  renewal  of  pur- 
chase, if  so  disposed ;  in  short,  it  matters  not,  but 
we  are  all  in  the  road  to  matrimony — ^lawyers  set- 
tling, relations  congratulating,  my  intended  as  kind 
•0  heart  could  wish,  and  every  one,  whose  opinion 
I  value,  very  glad  of  it.  All  her  relatives,  and  all 
mine  too,  seem  equally  pleased. 

*•  Perr^  was  very  sorry,  and  has  r^contradictcd, 
as  you  will  perceive  by  this  day's  paper.  It  was,  to 
be  sure,  a  devil  of  an  insertion,  since  the  first  para- 
graph came  from  Sir  Ralph's  own  County  Journal, 
and  this  in  the  teeth  of  it  would  appear  to  him  and 
his  as  my  denial.  But  I  have  written  to  do  away 
that,  enclosing  Perry's  letter,  which  was  very  polite 
and  kind. 

"Nobody  hates  bustle  so  much  as  I  do;  but 
there  seems  a  fatality  over  eycry  scene  of  my  drama, 
always  a  row  of  some  sort  or  other.  No  matter- 
Fortune  is  my  best  friend,  and  as  I  acknowledge  my 
obligations  to  her,  I  hope  she  will  treat  me  better 
than  she  treated  the  Athenian,  who  took  some 
merit  to  himtelf  on  some  occasion,  but  (after  that) 
took  L.0  more  towns.  In  fact,  the,  that  exquisite 
goddess,  has  hitherto  carried  me  through   every 


thing,  and  will,  I  hope,  now ;  m 
all  Mr  doing. 

"Well,  now  for  thee.  You 
perfection  itself.  You  must  not 
By  Jove,  I  believe  you  can  do  s 
wit,  and  taste,  and  learning 
(though  not  a  whit  less  severe 
line  of  that  critique.        •       • 

*'  Next  to  your  being  an  E. '. 
of  the  same  kidney,  and  Jeffi 
friend  to  both,  are  among  the  e 
ceive  were  not  calculated  upoz 
name's  ?— •*  Essay  on  Probabuiti 

"But,  Tom,  I  say— Oons! 
*  Lord  of  the  Isles.'  Do  you 
or  lay  bv,  till  this  wave  has  bro 
(of  booksellers,  not  rocks— a  b 
the  way.)  You  otipht  to  be  afin 
your  modesty  is  really  as  prove 
sary  as  a  ♦  •'«.  I  am  very  mc 
been  writing  some  elegiac  stanc 
Sir  P.  Parker.*  He  was  my  fir 
met  since  boyhood.  Our  relatii 
I  have  scribbled  and  given  it 
chronicle  it  to-morrow.  I  am  i 
one  could  be  for  one  I  never  saw 
but  should  not  have  wept  mel< 
the  request  of  friends.' 

"  I  hope  to  get  out  of  town  u 
shall  take  Newstead  in  my  way, 
me  at  Nottingham  and  accomp 
bey.    I  will  tell  you  the  day  wn 

"  P.  S.  By  the  way,  my  wife- 
and  I  hear  of  nothing  but  her  n 
ders,  and  that  she  is  *  very  prel 
tions,  I  am  told,  are  great ;  bu 
asked.    I  have  not  seen  her  the 


LETTER  CCX 
TO  MB.  hun: 

"My  Dear  Hukt, 

"  I  send  you  some  game,  of  \t 
ceptance.  I  specify  the  quai 
against  the  porter;  a  hare,  a 
brace  of  partridges,  which  I  h 
stay  in  town  has  not  been  long, 
agonies  of  quitting  it  again  nei 
preparatory  to  *a  change  of 
called  by  the  talkers  on  such  m 
to  be  married  :  and  am,  of  cour 
of  a  man  in  pursuit  of  happine 
two  hundred  miles  off,  ana  the 
with  lawyers,  &c.,  &c.,  to  jo 
nexions,  are  for  a  personage  oj 
veterate  habits,  to  say  nothing 
prodigious  !  I  sincerely  hope  ; 
your  paper  intimated  lately,  and 
mg  freedom  will  find  you  in  full 


LETTER  CCX 

to  MB.   MOOU 

An'  thwe  were  any  thing  in  i 
make  a  difference  between  friei 
larly  in  your  case,  I  would  *  no 
sets  off  for  Durham  next  week, 
him,  taking  Newstead  and  yoi] 
tainly  did  not  address  Miss  ^ 

*  PoenM,  p.  M 


LETTERS. 
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?iewS|  bat  it  is  likely  she  may  proye  a  considerable 
varti.  All  her  father  can  give,  or  leave  her,  he  will ; 
and  from  her  childless  "uncle,  Lord  AVentworth, 
whose  barony,  it  is  supposed,  will  devolve,  on  Ly. 
Milmbke,  (his  sister,)  she  has  expectations.  But 
these  will  depend  upon  his  own  disposition,  which 
seems  very  partial  towards  her.  She  is  an  only 
child,  and  Sir  Ralph's  estates,  though  dipped  by 
electioneering  are  considerable.  Part  of  tnem  are 
settled  on  her;  but  whether  Maf  will  be  dowered 
now,  I  do  not  know, — though,  from  what  has  been 
intimated  to  me,  it  probably  will.  The  lawyers  are 
to  settle  this  among  them,  and  I  am  getting  my 
aroperty  into  matrimonial  array,  and  myself  ready 
\oT  the  journey  to  Seaham,  which  I  must  make  in  a 
week  or  ten  days. 

*'  I  certainly  did  not  dream  that  she  was  attached 
to  me,  which  it  seems  she  has  been  for  some  time. 
I  also  thought  her  of  a  very  cold  disposition,  in 
which  I  was  also  mistaken — it  is  a  long  story,  and  I 
won't  trouble  you  with  it.  As  to  her  virtues,  &c., 
&c.,  you  will  hear  enough  of  them  (for  she  is  a  kind 
of  pattern  in  the  north),  without  my  running  into  a 
display  on  the  subject.  It  is  well  that  one  of  us  is 
of  such  fame,  since  there  is  a  sad  deficit  in  the 
morale  of  that  article  upon  my  part, — all  owing  to 
my  *  bitch  of  a  star/  as  Captain  Tranchemont  says 
of  his  planet. 

*'  Don't  think  you  have  not  said  enough  of  me  in 
your  article  on  T  *  * ;  what  more  could  or  need  be 
said?        •        ♦        ♦ 

•*  Your-long  delayed  and  expected  work — I  sup- 
pose vou  will  take  fright  at  *  The  Lord  of  the  Isles' 
and  i^cott  now.  You  must  do  as  you  like, — I  have 
said  my  say.  You  ought  to  fear  comparison  with 
none,  ami  any  one  would  stare  who  heard  you  were 
so  tremulous, — though,  after  all,  I  believe  it  is  the 
surest  sign  of  talent.  Good  morning.  I  hope  we 
Eliall  meet  soon,  but  I  will  write  again,  and  perhaps 
you  will  meet  me  at  Nottingham.    Fray  say  so. 

"P.  S.  If  this  union  is  productive,  you  shall 
name  the  first  fruits." 


LETTER  CCXLVin. 

TO  MR.  HENRT  DRURY. 

«  Ott  18, 1814. 

"  Mt  Dear  Drurt,  • 

"  Many  thanks  for  your  hitherto  unacknowledged 
*  Anecdotes.*  Now  for  one  of  mine — ^I  am  going  to 
be  married,  and  have  been  engaged  this  month.  It 
is  a  long  storv,  and  therefore  I  won'tHbll  it, — an  old 
and  (though  1  did  not  know  it  till  lately)  a  mutual 
attachment.  The  very  sad  life  I  have  led  since  I 
was  your  pupil  must  partly  account  for  the  ofFs  and 
Otis  in  this  now  to  be  arranged  business.  "We  are 
only  waiting  for  the  lawyers  and  settlements,  &c., 
and  next  week,  or  the  week  after,  I  shall  go  down 
to  Seahara  in  the  new  character  of  a  regular  suitor 
for  a  wife  of  mine  own.        ♦        •        ♦ 

"I  hope  Hodgson  is  in  a  fair  way  on  tho  same 
T  uya*ge — I  saw  him  and  his  idol  at  Hastings.  I  wish 
ho  would  be  married  at  the  same  time.  I  should 
like  to  make  a  party, — ^like  people  electrified  in  a 
TOW,  by  for  rather  through)  tnc  same  chain,  holding 
one  another's  hands,  and  all  feeling  the  shock  at 
once.  I  have  not  yet  apprized  him  of  this.  He 
makes  such  a  serious  matter  of  all  these  things, 
nnd  is  so  *  melancholy  and  gentlemanlike,'  that  it  is 
quite  overcoming  to  us  choice  spirits.      ♦       •       ♦ 

*'  They  say  one  shouldn't  be  married  in  a  black 
coat.  I  won't  have  a  blue  one,^that's  flat.  I  hate 
*t.  "Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXLIX. 


TO  KB.  COWBLL. 

«Oet.3:,1814. 

"Mt  Dear  Cowell, 

"  Many  and  sincere  thanks  for  your  kind  lettei^^ 
the  bet,  or  rather  forfeit,  was  one  hundred  to 
Hawke,  and  fifty  to  Hay,  (nothing  to  Kelly,)  for  a 
guinea  received  from  each  of  the  two  former.*  I 
shall  feel  much  obliged  by  your  setting  me  right  il 
I  am  incorrect  in  tnis  statement  in  any  way,  and 
have  reasons  for  wishing  you  to  recollect  as  much  at 
possible  of  what  passed,  and  state  it  to  Hodgson. 
My  reason  is  this :  some  time  ago  Mr.  *  *  required 
a  bet  of  me  which  I  never  made,  and  of  course,  re- 
fused to  pay,  and  have  heard  no  more  of  it;  to  pre- 
vent similar  mistakes  is  my  object  in  wishing  you  to 
remember  well  what  passed,  and  to  put  Hoogson  in 
possession  of  your  memory  on  the  subject. 

"  I  hope  to  see  you  soon  in  my  way  through  Cam- 
bridge. Remember  me  to  H.,  and  believe  me  ever 
and  truly,  &c." 


LETTER  CCL. 

TO  MR.  UOORS. 

"1)00.14,1814. 

Mt  Dearest  Tom, 

**  I  will  send  the  pattern  to-morrow,  and  since 
you  don't  go  to  our  friend  ('  of  the  keeping  part  of 
the  town  ')  this  evening,  I  shall  e'en  sulk  at  home 
over  a  solitary  potation.  My  self-opinion  rises 
much  bv  your  eulogy  of  my  social  qualities.  As  my 
friend  Scrope  is  pleased  to  say,  I  believe  I  am  very 
well  for  a  *  nolida^  drinker.'  Where  the  devil  are 
you  ?  with  Woolndge,  I  conjecture — ^for  which  you 
deserve  another  abscess.  Hoping  that  the  Ameri* 
can  war  will  last  for  many  years,  and  that  all  the 
prizes  may  be  registered  at  iBcrmoothes,  believe  me, 

'*  P.  S.  I  have  just  been  composing  an  epistle  to 
the  archbishop  for  an  especial  license.  Oone!  it 
looks  serious.  Murray  is  impatient  to  see  you,  and 
would  call,  if  you  will  give  him  audience.  Your 
new  coat ! — I  wonder  you  like  the  color,  and  don't 
go  about,  like  Dives,  in  purple." 


LETTER  CCLI. 

to  MR.  MURRAY. 

«Doe.81.1814. 

"  A  thousand  thanks  for  Gibbon :  afl  the  actdi- 
tions  are  very  great  improvements. 

**  At  last,  I  must  be  most  peremptory  with  you 
about  the  print  from  Phillips's  picture:  it  is  pro- 
nounced on  all  hands  the  most  stupid  and  disagree- 
able possible ;  so  do,  pray,  have  a  new  engraving, 
and  let  me  see  it  first ;  there  really  must  be  no  more 
from  the  same  plate.  I  don't  much  care,  myself; 
but  every  one  I  honor  torments  me  to  death  about 
it,  and  abuses  it  to  a  degree  beyond  repeating.  Now, 
don't  answer  with  excuses ;  but,  for  my  sake,  have 
it  destroyed :  I  never  shall  have  peace  till  it  is.  I 
write  in  the  greatest  haste. 

"  P.  S.  I  have  written  this  most  illegibly :  but  it 
is  to  beg  you  to  destroy  the  print,  and  have  another 
'by  particular  desire*  It  must  be  d— d  bad,  to  be 
sure,  since  every  body  sa3rs  so  but  the  original ;  and 
he  don't  know  what  to  say.  But  do  do  it :  that  is, 
bum  the  plate,  and  employ  a  new  etcher  from  the 
other  picture.    This  is  stupid  and  sulky." 


*  He  had  %gncA  to  Cicfdt  Umm  lunw  to  tbt  penona  mrallomd,  AouU  kf 


!!i 


IM 


BTEON'S  WOBKS. 


LETTER  CCLH. 


TO  KH.  mTBBAT. 

**  Tht  marriage  took  place  on  the  2d  initant ; 
pray,  make  haste  and  congratulate  away. 

«  Thanks  for  the  Edinburgh  Beview  and  the  abo- 
lition of  the  print.  Let  the  next  be  from  the  Gther 
of  Phillips— -I  mean  (not  the  Albanian,  but)  the 
original  one  in  the  exhibition ;  the  last  was  from 
the  COOT.  I  should  wish  my  sister  and  Lady  Byron 
to  deciae  upon  the  next,  as  they  found  fault  with  the 
last.  J  have  no  opinion  of  my  own  upon  the  sub> 
jcct. 

*'  Mr.  Kinnaird  will,  I  dare  say,  have  the  goodness 
to  furnish  copies  of  the  Melodies,*  if  you  state  my 
wish  upon  the  subject.  Tou  may  have  them,  if  you 
think  them  worth  inserting.  The  volumes,  in  their 
collected  state,  must  be  inscribed  to  Mr.  Hobhousc, 
but  I  have  not  yet  mustered  the  expressions  of  my 
inscription ;  but  will  supply  them  in  time. 

"  With  many  thanks  for  your  good  wishes,  which 
have  all  been  realized,  I  remain  very  truly, 

"  Yours, 
"  Byron." 


LETTER  CCLIII. 

TO  MS.  NATHAN. 

"Jin.  7, 18b. 

*<I)ba&  Nathan, 

«  Murray,  being  about  to  publish  a  complete  edi- 
tion of  my  jfoetical  efftiMtUt  has  a  wish  to  include 
the  stansas  of  the  Hebrew  Melodies.  Will  you 
allow  him  that  privilege  without  considering  it  an 
infringement  on  your  copyright }  I  certainly  wish 
to  oblige  the  gentleman,  out  you  know,  Nathan,  it 
is  against  all  good  fashion  to  give  and  take  back.  T 
therefore  cannot  grant  what  is  not  at  my  disposal 
Let  me  hear  from  you  on  the  subject.    Dear  Nathan, 


**  Yours  trul] 


By 


moN.' 


LETTER  CCLIV. 


TO  lOU  MOO&B. 


«<njiudb7,  DarilnetOB,  Jui.  10, 1815. 

"  I  was  married  this  day  week.  The  parson  has 
pronounced  it— Perry  has  announced  it— 4ind  the 
Morning  Post,  also,  under  the  head  of  *  Lord  By- 
ron's marriaffe  '—as  if  it  were  a  fabrication,  or  the 
puiMireet  •fa  new  stay-maker. 

"Now  for  thine  affairs.  I  have  redde  thee  upon 
the  Fathers,  and  it  is  excellent  well.  Positively, 
you  must  not  leave  off  reviewing.  You  shine  in  it 
-~you  kill  in  it ;  and  this  article  has  been  taken  for 
Sydney  Smith's,  (as  I  heard  in  town,)  which  proves 
not  only  your  proficiency  in  parsonology,  but  that 
you  have  all  tiie  airs  of  a  veteran  critic  at  your  first 
onset.    So,  prithee,  go  on  and  prosper. 

"Scott's  <Lordof  the  Isles ^  is  out— < the  mail- 
eoach  copy  *  I  have,  by  special  license  of  Murray. 

"  Now  is  your  time ;— you  will  come  upon  them 
newly  and  freshly.  It  is  impossible  to  read  what 
you  have  lately  done  (verse  or  prose)  without  seeing 
that  you  have  trained  on  tenfold.  *  *  has  floun- 
dered. **  has  foundered.  /  have  tired  the  rascals 
(i.  e.  the  public)  with  my  Harr>'s  and  Larrys,  Pil- 
grims ana  Pirates.  Nobody  but  Southev  has  done 
any  thing  worth  a  slice  of  bookseller's  pudding ;  and 
Atf  nas  not  luck  enough  to  be  found  out  in  doing  a 


*  TlMBibnvMeladki,«liUkboliadenploj«diuiMeIflnvtidnjrclarln; 
Ui  nocat  itay  in  London. 


ffood  thing.  Now,  Tom,  is  thy  tin 
I  would  not  take  a  knight^ooi  fc 
me  hear  from  you  soon,  and  belc 
"P.S.  Lady  Byron  ia  vastly  w 
Moore  and  Joe  Atkinson's  *Gi 
present  our  women  to  one  aaoth 


LETTER  CCL 

TO  MB.  KOOR] 

"Egad!  I  don't  think  he  U 
prophecy— like  most  auguries,  si 
18  not  annulled,  but  inverted. 

"  To  your  question  about  ihe 
my  *  mother  I  won't  sar  any  thii 
about  her;  but  how  long  a  *: 
may  recollect  paramours  or  coi 
thirst  being  the  two  great  and  o 
the  amatory  or  the  amicable), 
rather,  you  know  as  well  as  I  coul 
for  canine  recollections,  as  far  a 
a  cur  of  mine  own,  f always  bati 
dearest,  and,  alas  !  tne  maddest  ( 
(half  a  wolf  by  the  she  side)  that 
years  old,  and  very  nearly  ate  mi 
I  thought  he  was  going  to  enact 
the  backside  of  my  breeches,  an( 
sent  to  any  kind  of  recognition 
kinds  of  bones  which  I  offered  hii 
blush,  and  Homer  too,  as  far  as 
quadruped  memories.f 

"  I  humbly  take  it,  the  motb 
that  pavs  her  jointure — a  mistre 
•  •  ana  refiises  salary— a  friend 
loses  cash  and  character,  and  a  ( 
he  changes  him. 

"  So,  you  want  to  know  abou 
But  let  me  not,  as  Roderick  Ran 
the  chaste  mysteries  of  Hymen ' 
I  had  nearly  spelled  it  with  a  sn 
as  well  as  you  do  (or  did,  you  vi 
that  is  (or  was)  saying  a  great  dc 

"Address  your  next  to  Seal 
Tees,  where  we  are  going  on  8a 
the-way)  to  see  father-in-law,  fi 
lady's  lady-motherj^  Write — a 
length-^both  to  the  public  and 
"  Yours  ever  most  a&i 


LETTER  CCL'' 


TO  MR.  MOORl 


"I have  heard  from  London 
Chatsworth  and  all  the  women 
musy  '§  about  you,  personally  an 
in  parUcubur,  that  <  When  first  1 1 
qmte  overwhelming  in  its  effect, 
one  of  the  best  things  you  ever  ^ 
dog  Power  wanted  you  to  omil 


Mr.  Moon  iMfd  ]u«  boMi  KMlittf  Bir.  Bone 

•nd,  whh  icfeKDOO  to  ui  Incident  la  It«  had  po 

Loid  Bjrron :— <•  t  ■hmtM  like  to  know  from  you, 

Qrnk  Met,  whether  fc  b  at  all  probaUe,  that  an; 

could  reeognbe  a  master,  vhom  ndther  hbown 

to  find  oat.    I  doo*t  tan  about  U1]rneo*  de^,  fte 

you,  (who  ■!•  noovoed  aa  •  rricDd  of  the  doj 

whether  each  a  thioff  ia  ptobaUe." 

t  DoQ  Joan,  canto  Ui.,  ataoa  xxIB.,  letter  xeSL 

I  The  letter  II  is  blotted  In  tho  MS. 

I  It  waa  tiitia  that,  accoidlnf  Ui  hb  account,  1 

■Inycr  and  actor,  nmjl  tjniaenlljr  to  prooouoflO  lb 


L^K 


LETTERS. 


&re  all  regretting  your  absence  at  diatsworth,  ac- 
cording to  my  iBformaQt — '  all  the  ladies  quite.  &c., 
&c.,  iSrc.'    Stap  my  vitals ! 

*'  Well,  now  you  have  got  home  again — ^which  I 
dare  say  is  as  agreeable  as  a  *  draught  of  oool  small 
beer  to  the  scorched  palate  of  a  waking  sot  *•— now 
you  have  got  home  again,  I  say,  probably  I  shall 
near  from  you.  Since  I  wrote  last,  I  have  been 
transferred  to  my  father-in-law's,  with  my  lady  and 
lady's  nmid,  &c.,  &c.,  &e,,  and  the  treacle-moon  is 
Dver,  and  I  am  awake,  and  find  myself  married. 
My  spouse  and  I  agree  to— ;dud  in — admiration. 
Swift  says,  *no  toise  man  ever  married; '  but,  for  a 
fool,  I  think  it  the  most  ambrosial  of  all  possible 
future  states.  I  still  think  one  ought  to  marry 
upon  lease;  but  am  very  sure  I  should,  renew  mine 
at  the  expiration,  though  next  term  wore  for  ninety 
und  nine  years. 

*'  I  wish  you  would  respond,  for  I  am  here  *  obli- 
tusque  meorum  oblinscendus  et  illis.*^  Pray  tell 
mo  what  is  going  on  in  the  way  of  intriguery,  and 

how  the  w s  and  rogues  of  the  upper  Beggar's 

Opera  go  on— or  rather  go  off— in  or  after  marriage; 
or  who  are  going  to  break  any  particular  command- 
ment. Upon  this  dreary  coast,  we  have  nothing 
but  country  meetings  and  shipwrecks ;  and  I  have 
this  day  dined  upon  fish,  which  probably  dined  upon 
the  crews  of  several  colliers  lost  in  the  late  ^aies. 
But  I  saw  the  sea  once  more  in  all  the  glories  of 
3urf  and  foam,— ^almost  equal  to  the  Bay  of  Biscay^ 
md  tho  interesting  white  squalls  and  short  seas  oi 
Archipelago  memory. 

**My  papa,  Sir  llalpho,  hath  recently  made  a 
speech  at  a  Durham  tax-meeting ;  and  not  only  at 
Durham,  but  here,  several  times  since,  after  dinner. 
He  is  now,  I  believe,  speaking  to  himself  (I  left 
liini  in  the  middle)  over  various  decanters,  which 
:an  neither  interrupt  him  nor  fall  asleep, — as  might 
possibly  hav9  been  the  case  with  some  of  his  au- 
liencc.  "Ever  thine, 

"B. 

"  I  must  go  to  tea — damn  tea.  I  wish  it  Tras  Kin* 
laird's  brandy,  and  with  you  4o  lecture  me  about 
t." 


JC^TTER  CCLVIl. 

TO  MIL  HURBAT. 


I,  F«b.  9,1815. 

"  You  will  oblige  me  very  much  by  making  an 
occasional  inquiry  at  Albany,  at  my  chambers, 
whether  my  books,  &6.,  are  kept  in  tolerable  order, 
and  how  far  my  old  woman*  continues  in  health  and 
industry  as  keeper  of  my  old  den.  Your  parcels 
hnve  been  duly  received  and  perused;  but  I  had 
[loped  to  receive  <  Ouy  Mannering '  before  thiff  time. 
(  won't  intrude  ftirther  for  the  present  on  your  avo- 
cationA,  professional  or  pleasurable,  but  am,  i 
osual,  ••Very  truly,  &e." 


<  Yon  can,  at  any  rate,  try  Jefirey's  inclination. 
Your  late  proposal  from  him  made  me  hint  this  to 
*  *,  who  is  a  much  better  proser  and  scholar  than  I 
am,  and  a  very  superior  man  indeed.  Excuse  haste 
—answer  this.  "  Ever  yours  most, 

"B. 

'  P.  S.  All  is  well  at  home.  I  wrote  to  you  yet- 
terday." 


LETTER  CCIX. 

TO  KB.  MOOBB. 

"i^LiOjins. 

Mt  Dear  Thom, 

"  Jeffirey  has  been  so  very  kind  about  me  and  my 
damnable  works,  that  I  would  not  be  indirect  or 
equivocal  with  him,  even  for  a  friend.  So,  it  may 
be  as  well  to  tell  him  that  it  is  not  jnine ;  but  that, 
if  I  did  not  firmly  and  truly  believe  it  to  be  much 
better  than  I  could  offer,  I  would  never  have  trou- 
bled him  or  you  about  it.  You  can  jud^e  between 
you  how  far  it  is  admissible,  and  reiect  it,  if  not  of 
the  right  sort.  For  my  own  part,  I  nave  no  interest 
in  the  article  one  way  or  the  other,  father  than  ta . 
oblige  *  * ;  and  should  the  composition  be  a  good 
one,  it  can  hurt  neither  party, — nor,  indeed,  any 
one,  saving  and  excepting  Mr.  ♦  •  •  •, 

•  *  0  • 

"  Curse  catch  me  if  I  know  what  H  •  •  means,  or 
meaned,  about  the  demonstrative  pronoun,*  but  I 
admire  your  fear  of  being  inoculated  with  the  same. 
Have  you  never  found  out  that  you  have  a  particu- 
lar style  of  your  otv*n,  which  is  as  distinct  ttom  all 
other  people,  as  Haflz  of  Shiraz  from  Hafiz  of  the 
Morning  rost? 

•♦  So  you  allowed  B  •  •  and  such  like  to  hum  and 
haw  you,  or,  rather,  Lady  Jersey,  out  of  her  com- 
pliment, and  me  out  of  mino.f  Sunburn  me  but 
this  was  ]^itiful-hearted.  However,  I  will  tell  her 
all  about  it  when  I  see  her. 

**  Bell  desires  me  to  say  all  kinds  of  civtlities,  and 
assure  you  of  her  recognition  and  high  considera- 
tion. I  will  tell  you  of  our  movements  south, 
which  may  be  in  about  three  weeks  from  this  present 
writing.  By-the-way,  don't  engage  yourself  in  any 
travelling  expedition,  as  I  have  a  plan  of  travel  into 
Italy,  which  we  will  discuss.  And  then,  think  of 
the  poesy  wherewithal  we  should  overflow  from 
Venice  to  Vesuvius,  to  say  nothing  of  Greece, 
through  all  which— God  willing— we  might  per- 
ambulate in  one  twelvemonth.  If  I  take  my  wife, 
Sou  can  take  yours ;  and  if  I  leave  mine,  you  may 
o  the  same.  *  Mind  you  stand  by  me,  in  either 
case.  Brother  Bruin.' 

«  And  believe  me  inveterately  yours, 

"B." 


LETTER  CCLX. 


TO  MB.  MOOBB. 


LETTER  CCLVIII. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

"  I  enclose  you  half  a  letter  from  •  •,  which  will 
explain  itself— at  least  the  latter  part— the  former 
refers  to  private  business  of  mine  own.  If  Jefirey 
will  take  such  an  article,  and  jou  will  undertake  the 
revision,  or,  indeed,  any  portion  of  the  article  itself, 
(for  unless  you  do,  by  Phcebus,  I  will  have  nothine 
to  do  with  it,)  we  can  cook  up,  between  us  three,  as 
pretty  a  dish  of  sour-crout  as  ever  tipped  over  the 
^ngue  of  a  book-maker.       •       •       •       • 


■«FU>.ai,i 


•  Mn.  Hide,  lis  hoiiwkMper. 
104 


«'  Yesterday,  X  Bcnt  off  tho  packet  and  letter  to 
Edinburgh,  it  consisted  of  forty-one  pages,  so  that 
I  have  not  added  a  line;  but  in  my  letter,  1  men- 
tioned what  passed  between  you  and  me  in  autumn, 
as  my  inducement  for  presuming  to  trouble  him 
cither  with  my  own  or  ♦  •'s  lucubrations.  I  am 
any  thing  but  sure  that  it  will  do ;  but  I  have  told 
Jeffrey  that  if  there  is  any  decent  raw  material  in  it, 
he  may  cut  it  into  what  snapo  he  pleases,  and  warp 
it  to  his  liking. 


•  Some  icmazkwhkhbwlbMnmdo  with  respect  to  Ifco  fiuiiwnl  ma  tt 
the  demoMimiTO  pniMMiD,  boch  br  UiDMlf  whl  l7  Sir  W.  Scott. 

t  Venn  to  Udf  Jeney  (eoatainlBf  m  illiMlaii  to  Uad  B/nnh  wMA 
Mr.  Mogn  had  writtea,  vhiia  at  Cfaativorth,  bill  HAMinida  dnttoytd 
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**  So  joi  won't  go  abroad,  then,  with  m«— but 
alone.  I  fully  purpose  starting  much  about  the 
time  you  mention,  and  alone,  too. 

•  ••••• 

*'  I  hope  Jeffrey  won't  think  me  yery  impudent  in 
Bending  ♦  ♦  only  ;  there  was  not  room  for  a  sylla- 
ble. I  have  avowed  «  *  as  the  author,  and  said  that 
you  thought  or  said,  when  I  met  you  last,  that  he 
(J.)  would  not  be  angry  at  the  coalition,  (though 
alas  !  we  have  not  coalesced,)  and  so,  if  I  have  got 
into  a  scrape,  I  must  get  out  of  it — Heaven  knows 
how. 

*'  Your  Anacreon*  is  come,  and  with  it  I  sealed 
(its  first  impression)  the  packet  and  epistle  to  our 
patron. 

"Curse  the  Melodies,  and  the  Tribes  to  boot. 
Braham  ui  to  assist— or  hath  assisted— but  will  do  no 
more  good  than  a  second  ph;|rsician.  I  merely  inter- 
fered to  oblige  a  whim  of  Kinnaird's  and  all  I  have 
got  by  it  was  *  a  speech,'  and  a  receipt  for  stewed 
oysters. 

"  '  Not  meet ' — ^prav  don't  say  so.  "We  must  meet 
somewhere  or  somenow.  Newstead  is  out  of  the 
question,  being  nearly  sold  again,  or,  if  not,  is  un- 
mhabitable  for  my  spouse.  Pray  write  again.  I 
will  soon. 

*•  P.  S.  Pray  when  do  vou  come  out  ?  ever,  or 
bever  ?  I  hope  I  have  made  no  blunder ;  but  I  cer- 
tainly think  you  said  to  me  (after  Wordsworth, 
whom  I  first  pondered  upon,  was  given  up)  that 
♦  ♦  and  I  might  attempt  ♦  ♦  ♦.  His  length  alone 
prevented  me  from  trying  my  part,  though  I  should 
have  been  less  seWre  upon  the  Review6e. 

**  Your  seal  is  the  best  and  prettiest  of  my  set, 
and  I  thank  vou  very  much  therefor.  I  have  just 
been— or,  rather,  ought  to  be — very  much  shocked 
by  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  Dorset.  We  were  at 
school  together,  and  there  I  was  passionately  at- 
tached to  aim.  Since,  we  have  never  met— but  once, 
I  think,  since  1805 — and  it  would  be  a  paltry  affec- 
tation to  pretend  that  I  had  any  feeling  for  him 
worth  the  name.  But  there  was  a  time  in  my  life 
when  this  event  would  have  broken  my  heart ;  and 
all  I  can-iay  for  it  now  is,  that-— it  is  not  worth 
breaking.  **  Adieu— it  is  all  a  farce.'^ 


LETTER  CCLXI. 

TO  MB.  MOOItC. 

M««h  9, 1818. 

««  Mt  Dbar  Thom, 

"  Jeffrey  has  sent  me  the  most  friendly  of  all  pos- 
sible letters,  and  has  accepted  •  ♦'s  article.  lie 
says  he  has  long  liked  not  only,  &c.,  &c.,  but  my 
'character.'  This  must  be  your  doing,  you  dog — 
arn't  vou  ashamed  of  yourself,  knowing  me  so  well  ? 
This  is  what  one  gets  for  having  you  for  a  father 
confessor. 

*♦  I  feel  merry  enough  to  send  you  a  sad  Bong.f 
You  once  asked  me  for  some  words  which  you  would 
set.  Now  you  may  set  or  not,  as  you  like, — but 
there  they  are,  in  a  legible  hand,|  and  not  in  mine, 
but  of  my  own  scribblmg ;  so  you  may  say  of  them 
what  you  please.  Why  don't  you  write  to  mo  ?  I 
shall  make  you  *  a  speech  '§  if  you  don't  respond 
quickly.  • 

"I  am  in  such  a  state  of  sameness  and  stagna- 


rv 


*  A  wol,  wbh  the  head  of  Anacieon,  which  Mr.  Moore  h«d  given  him. 

1  Tbs  vene*  eaeloKd  vers  thoee  mcUncholy  ooes,  now  printed  iu  bta 
voriu. 

"  There*!  not  t  Joy  the  world  can  giro  liko  tlat  it  taJces  awaj." 

Poeim,  p.  549. 

X  The  MS.  waa  in  the  handwrlUnf  of  Ladj  Bttoii. 

f  TheeaalliMbfiatoa  "epeecb"  are  eoamelBd  widi  a  little  incident,  not 
woidi  menUonlnf ,  which  had  amond  aa  both  when  I  waa  in  town.  Ha  waa 
lather  fimd  (and  bad  been  alwajra  aa,  aa  ma/ be  aeen  iu  hie  eaifjr  lettm)  eT 
tiMia  haipinf  on  aome  eoovMdonal  pfanua  er  Jaka^Msorw. 


tion,  and  so  totally  occupied  ii 
— and  sauntering — and  playin] 
—and  yawning— and  trying 
Registers  and  the  daily  papers- 
on  the  shore— and  watching  tl 
gooseberry  bushes  in  the  gar 
ther  time  nor  sense  to  say  moi 

**  P.  S.  I  open  my  letter  agt 
to  you.  What  would  Lady  C< 
ionable  Pidcock  give,  to  collec 
me  to  one  party.  I  have  been 
which  suggested  this  dainty 
laughing  at  the  thoughts  of  ^ 
ana  our  anxiety  to  keep  the  A 
mor  during  the  early  part  ol 
we  got  drunk  enough  to  make 
think  the  critic  would  have  mi 
one,  at  least — ^for  I  don't  thin: 
social)  is  a  disease  of  yours." 


LETTER  CC; 

TO  MB.*MOO 

"  An  event — the  death  of  p 
recollection  of  what  I  once  fel 
felt  now,  but  could  not— set 
finally  into  the  train  of  thougl 
your  hands.  I  am  Very  glaa 
dattcr  myself  they  will  pass  as 
style.  If  I  could  imitate  it  wc 
great  ambition  of  originality— 
you  exclaim  with  Dennis,  *  Tl 
G— d ! '  I  wrote  them  with  a 
them,  and  as  a  present  to  Pow 
the  words,  and  you  did  not  thii 
for  once  iu  a  way.  by  marrying 

**  Sunburn  Nathan !  why  do 
with  his  vile  'Ebrew  nasolitic! 
you  it  was  all  K.'s  doing,  and 
cility  of  temper  ?  But  thou  w 
and  see  what  you  get  for  i 
venge. 

•*  Depend-r-and  prepend— «]: 
ion  of  ♦  ♦  'spoem  >vill  travel  t] 
the  quintuple  correspondents, 
and  the  liver  of  the  author.* 
ever,  is  truly  laughable ;  but  h 
a  potato  ?  You  *  a  brother '  (g 
the  throne,'  to  confide  to  a 
(who  has  '  bought,'  or  rather 
ions '  about  him)  such  a  dan 
*  Between  you  and  me,'  quothi 
passage  in  the  Heir  at  Law— < '. 
Duberly,  I  suppose ' — *  No— tel 
dredpcopie  ;  *  and  your  confide 
will  doubtless  be  in  circulation 
short  time,  with  several  addit 
letters,  all  signed  L.  H.  R.  O. 

'  We  leave  this  place  to-mc 
on  our  way  to  town  (in  the 
house  there)  at  Col.  Leigh* 
where  any  epistle  of  yours  ^ 
way. 

*'  I  have  been  very  comfortal 
that  d — d  monologue,  which  el 


*  He  hen  ailudea  to  a  eircumetanee  which 
preceding^  totter.  In  writinf  to  one  of  the  nun 
pubilihin*  eataUIahinent,  (widi  which  I  have  i 
a  itaora  iudmato  conuecdon,)  1  had  aald  e 
rtferenee  to  a  poem  that  Ind  Juat  appeared 
not  much  admire  Mr.  •  "  *•  poem."  The  ie 
was  answcmt  throng  the  rejiitar  Uuinfae  d 
eluded  widi  the  (Aiomlng  worJa  s— ••fK«  are 
«  oTMr.  *  *  "a  new  poem,  and  are  jaac  t 


I 
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onrprsatioii,  and  in  which  my  pious  father-in-lair 
epeats  himself  erery  evening,  save  one,  when  he 
tlayed  upon  the  fiddle.  Howeyer,  they  have  been 
ery  kind  and  hospitable,  and  I  like  them  and  the 
tlace  yastlv,  and  I  hope  they  will  liye  many  happy 
aonths.  Bell  is  in  health,  and  unyaried  good  nu- 
Qor  and  behavior.  But  we  are  all  in  the  agonies  of 
lacking  and  parting ;  and  I  suppose  by  this  time 
o-moiTow  I  snail  be  stuck  in  the  chariot  with  my 
hin  upon  a  bandbox.  I  have  prepared,  however, 
nother  carriage  for  the  abigail,  and  all  the  trump- 
ry  which  our  wives  drag  along  with  them. 

"  Ever  thine,  most  affectionately, 
**  B." 


LETTER  CCLXIII. 

TO  XB.  MOOSE. 

"Much  97, 1815. 

"  I  meant  to  write  to  you  before  on  the  subject  of 
our  loss  ;*  but  the  recollection  of  the  uselessness 
ad  worthlessness  of  any  observations  on  such 
rents  prevented  me.  I  shall  only  now  add,  that  I 
ijoice  to  see  you  bear  it  so  well,  and  that  I  trust 
me  will  enable  Mrs.  M.  to  sustain  it  better.  Every 
ling  should  be  done  to  divert  and  occupy  her 
1th  other  thoughts  and  cares,  and  I  am  sure  all 
lat  can  be  done  will. 

*'  Now  to  your  letter.  Napoleon — but  the  papers 
ill  have  told  you  all.  I  quite  think  with  you  upon 
10  subject,  and  for  my  real  thoughts  this  time 
ist  year,  I  would  refer  you  to  the  last  pages  of  the 
ournal  I  ^avc  you.  I  can  forgive  the  rogue  for 
ttcrly  falsifying  every  line  of  mine  Ode — ^\vhich  I 
ikc  to  be  the  last  and  uttermost  stretch  of  human 
lagnanimity.  Do  you  remember  the  story  of  a  cer- 
lin  abBc,  who  wrote  a  Treatise  on  the  Swedish 
onstitution,  and  proved  it  indissoluble  and  eternal  ? 
ust  as  he  had  corrected  the  last  sheet,  news  came 
lat  Gustavus  III.  had  destroyed  this  immortal  ffov- 
•nraent :  » Sir,*  quoth  the  abbe,  *  the  king  of  Swe- 
en  may  overthrow  the  constitution^  but  not  my 
x>k  a*    I  think  of  the  abb6,  but  not  with  him. 

"Making  every  allowance  for  talent  and  most 
)nsummate  daring,  there  is,  after  all,  a  good  deal 
I  luck  or  destiny.  He  might  have  been  stopped  by 
ir  frigates— or  ^vrccked  in  the  gulf  of  Lyons,  whicn 

particularly  tempestuous— or — a  thousand  things, 
ut  he  is  certainly  Fortune's  favorite,  and 

•'  Ooee  fairlj  K(  out  oo  hit  putj  of  plooaun, 
T.ikii)g  towiw  at  hit  liking  and  ctowtm  at  hia  kimue, 
Kr  'III  EJtn  to  Ljona  and  Paria  he  goea,  • 
Mdkin/^  balls /or  the  ladies,  and  bou$  to  hk  torn. 

ou  must  have  seen  the  account  of  his  driving  into 
le  middle  of  the  royal  army,  and  the  immediate 
feet  of  his  pretty  speeches.  And  now,  if  he  don't 
rub  the  allies,  there  is  '  no  purchase  in  money.' 
r  he  can  take  France  by  himself,  the  devil's  in't  if 
Q  don't  repulse  the  invaders,  when  backed  bv  those 
^Icbratcd  sworders — those  boys  of  the  blaae,  the 
nperial  Guard,  and  the  old  and  new  arm  v.  It  is 
apossible  not  to  be  daazled  and  overwhelmed  by 
is  character  and  career.  Nothing  ever  so  disap- 
ainted  me  as  his  abdication,  ana  nothing  could 
Eive  reconciled  me  to  him  but  some  such  revival  as 
is  recent  exploit;  though  no  one  could  anticipate 
ich  a  complete  and  brilliant  renovation. 
**  To  your  question^  I  can  only  answer  that  there 
ive  been  some  symptoms  which  look  a  little  ges- 
ktory.  It  is  a  subject  upon  which  I  am  not  partic- 
larly  anxious,  except  that  I  think  it  would  please 
er  uncle,  Lord  Wentworth,  and  her  father  and 
other.  The  former  (Lord  WJ  is  now  in  town, 
id  in  very  indifferent  health.  You  perhaps  know 
tat  his  property,  amounting  to  seven  or  eight  thou- 
^nd  a  year,  will  eventually  devolve  upon  Bell. 


'  The  death  of  U«  Inlkot  goddkuchier,  Olhrb  QyioB  Mooie. 


But  the  old  gentleman  has  been  so  rery  kind  to  he^ 
and  me,  that  I  hardly  know  how  to  wish  him  in 
heaven,  if  he  can  be  comfortable  on  earth.  Her  fa- 
ther is  still  in  the  country. 

**  We  mean  to  metropolize  to-morrow,  and  you 
will  address  your  next  to  Piccadilly.  We  have  got 
the  Duchess  of  Devon's  house  there,  she  being  in 
France. 

**I  don't  care  what  Power  says  to  secure  the 
property  of  the  Song,  so  that  it  is  not  complimenta- 
ry to  me,  nor  any  thing  about  *  condescending ' 
or  *  noble  authors  ' — ^both  ♦  vile  phrases,'  as  Poloni- 
us  says.       •••••• 

**  ^ay  let  me  hear  from  you,  and  when  you  mean 
to  be  in  town.  Tour  continential  scheme  is  imprac- 
ticable for  the  present.  I  have  to  thank  you  for  a 
longer  letter  than  usual,  which  I  hope  will  induce 
you  to  tax  my  gratitude  still  farther  in  the  same 
way. 

"  Ton  never  told  me  about  'Longman,'  and  *  next 
winter,'  and  I  am  no^  a  <  milestone.** 


LETTER  CCLXIV. 
TO  MS.  colehibge. 

"  PlEcadnir,  March  31, 18IS. 

"  Dear  Sir, 

"  It  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  comply  with 
your  request,  though  I  hope  there  is  still  taste 
enough  left  among  us  to  render  it  almost  unneces- 
sary, sordid  and  interested  As,  it  must  be  admitted, 
many  of  *  the  tiado  *  are,  where  circumstances  give 
them  an  advantage.  I  trust  you  do  not  permit 
yourself  to  be  depressed  by  the  temporary  partiality 
of  what  is  called  *  the  public '  for  the  favorites  ot 
the  moment ;  all  experience  is  against  the  perma- 
nency of  such  impressions.  You  mu^  have  lived 
to  see  many  of  these  pass  away,  and  will  survive 
many  more — I  mean  personally,  for  poetically^  I 
would  not  insult  you  by  a  comparison. 

<<  If  I  may  be  permitted,  I  would  suggest  that 
there  never  was  such  an  opening  for  tragedy.  In 
Kean,  there  is  an  actor  worthy  of  expressing  the 
thoughts  of  the  characters  which  you  have  every 
power  of  embodying ;  and  I  cannot  but  regret  that 
the  part  of  Ordonio  was  disposed  of  before  his 
appearance  at  Drury  Lane.  We  have  nothing  to  be 
mentioned  in  the  same  breath  with  '  Remorse  *  for 
very  many  years ;  and  I  should  think  that  the  recep- 
tion of  that  play  was  sufficient  to  encourage  the 
highest  hopes  of  author  and  audience.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  you  are  proceeding  in  a  career  which 
could  not  but  be  successful.  With  my  best  respects 
to  Mr.  Bowles,  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 

**  Your  obliged  and  very  obedient  servant, 

"  By  HON. 

**  P.  S.  You  mention  my  *  Satire,*  lampoon,  or 
whatever  you  or  others  please  to  call  it.  I  can  only 
say,  that  it  was  written  when  I  was  very  young  and 
very  angry,  and  has  been  a  thorn  in  my  side  ever 
since;  more  particularly  as  almost  all  the  persons 
animadvertca  upon  became  subsequently  my  ac* 
(juaintances,  and  some  of  them  my  friends,  whlc^ 
is  *  heaping  fire  upon  an  enemy's  head,*  and  forgiv- 
ing me  too  readily  to  permit  me  to  forgive  myself. 
The  part  applied  to  you  is  pert,  and  petulant,  and 
shallow  enough;  but  although  I  have  long  done 
everj'thing  in  my  power  to  suppress  the  circulation  ol 
the  whole  thing,  1  shall  always  regret  the  wanton- 
ness or  generality  of  many  cf  its  attempted  at- 
tacks." 


•  I  hwl  aceuaed  Mm  of  haviaf  enUnlj  biyet  Oa&t,  !■  •  prceeding  letter, 
had  itifomied  htm  of  mj  iaieniion  to  puUiab  whb  iho  Mmm.  Lonfima  Ic 
the  enaubtf  wioter,  and  addod  that,  In  ghhif  him  thb  fatfinnailon,  1  Ibaiic 
1  had  beeB^-4o  tias  an  ktah  meuphor^  -"  vhiaUing  Jiga  to  a  mUeitooe.' 
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LKTTER  CCLXV. 


TO  UB.    WRUAY. 


"llrt«,18U. 


**  Thanks  for  the  books.  I  haye  ^eat  objection 
to  your  proposition  about  inscribing  tho  vase,* 
which  is,  that  it  would  appear  ostentaiiow  on  my 
part ;  and  of  course  I  must  send  it  as  it  is,  without 
any  alteration.  **  Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCLXVI. 

TO  KB.  MOO&Z. 

«  April  si;  ISIS. 

^  *'  Lord  Wentworth  died  last  week.  The  bulk  of 
his  property  (from  seven  to  eight  thousand  per 
ann.)  is  entaued  on  Lady  Milbanke  and  Lady 
Byron.  The  first  is  gone  to  take  possession  in 
Leicestershire,  and  attend  the  funeral,  &c.,  this 
day.         *         *         *         •         •         •         •' 

**  I  hare  mentioned  the  facts  it  the  settlement  of 
Lord  W.'s  property,  because  the  newspapers,  with 
their  usual  accuracy,  hare  been  making  all  kinds  of 
blunders  in  their  statement.  His  will  is  just  as 
expected— the  principal  part  settled  on  Lady  Mil- 
banke (now  Noel)  and  Bell,  and  a  separate  estate 
left  for  sale  to  pay  debts,  (which  are  not  great,)  and 
legacies  to  his  natural  son  and  daughter. 

**  Mn.  *  *'s  tragedy  was  last  night  damned.    They 
may  bring  it  on  again,  and  probably  will ;  but  damned 
it  was,— not  a  word  of  the  last  Act  audible.    I  went 
(malgri  that  I  ought  to  have  staid  at  home  in  sack 
cloth  for  unc.,  but  I  could  not  resist  HtMjirat  night 
of  any  thing)  to  a  private  and  quiet  nook  in  my 
private  box,  and  witnessed  tho  whole  process.    The 
first  three  acts,  with  transient  gushes  of  applause, 
oozed  patiently  but  heavily  on.    1  must  say  it  was 
badly  acted,^articularly  by  ♦  ♦,  who  was  groaned 
upon  in  the  Tnird  act, — something  about  *  horror — 
such  a  horror'  was  the  cause.    Well,  the  fourth 
act  became  as  muddy  and  turbid  as  need  be ;  but 
the  fifth— what  Garrick  used  to  call  (like  a  fool)  the 
concoction  of  a  play— the  fifth  act  stuck  fast  at  the 
King's  praver.    You  know  he  says,  *  he  never  went 
to  bed  without  saying  them,  and  did  not  like  to 
omit  them  now.'    But  he  was  no  sooner  upon  his 
knees,  than  the  audience  got  upon  their  legs — the 
damnable  pit^-Hind  roared,  and  groaned,  and  hissed, 
and  whistled.    Well,  that  was  choked  a  little ;  but 
the  ruffian  scene — ^the  penitent  peasantry — and  kill- 
ing the  Bishop  and  the  Princess— oh,  it  was  all 
over.    Tho  curtain  fell  upon  unheard  actors,  and 
tho  announcement  attempted  by  Kean  for  Monday 
was  equally  ineffectual.    Mrs.  Bartley  was  so  fright- 
ened, that,  though  the  people  were  tolerably  quiet, 
the  Epilogue  was  quite  maudible  to  half  the  house. 
In  short,— you  know  all.    I  clapped  till  my  hands 
were  skinless,  and  so  did  Sir  James  Mackintosh, 
who  was  with  me  in  the  box.    All  the  world  were 
in  the  house,  from  the  Jerseys,  Greys,  &c.,  &c., 
downwards.    But  it  would  not  do.    It  is,  after  all, 
not  an  acting  play, — good  language,  but  no  power. 
•  ••••• 

Women  (saving  Joanna  Baillie)  cannot  write  trag- 
edy ;  they  have  not  seen  enough  nor  felt  enough  of 
life  for  It.  I  think  Semiramis  or  Catherine  II. 
might  have  wiitten  (could  they  have  been  un- 
qucened)  a  rare  play.         •         ♦         ♦        ♦        ♦ 

"  It  is,  however,  a  good  warning  not  tor  risk  or 


write  tngedies.    I  nerer  hac 

but,  if  I  had,  this  would  ha^ 

"  Ever,  carisf 


LETTER  CC 

TO  MB.  xu: 

"You  must  have  thought 
ungrateful,  that  I  made  no 
in^s,*  &c.,  when  I  had  the 
this  morning.  The  fact  is,  i 
had  not  seen  them,  nor  hearc 
were  carried  up  into  the  lil 
been  till  just  now,  and  no  ii 
their  coming.  The  present 
that— in  short,  I  leave  Lady  ] 
it  herself,  and  merely  send  t 
piece  of  apparent  and  unint 
own  part. 


LETTER  CCl 

TO  SIB.  HI 
•«  IS  Flottdinj 

"Mt  Dbab  Hunt, 

**I  am  as  glad  to  hear  ft 
you.  We  came  to  town  wh 
season;  and  since  that  tim 
Byron's  uncle  (in  the  first  pi 
cate  state  of  health,  have  ] 
from  going  out  much ;  howc 
and  in  a  fair  way  of  going  < 
whole  process  of  beginning  a 

*'  I  have  the  alternate  weeli 
Drury-Lane  Theatre ;  this  is 
you  an  admission  to  it  for  '. 
and  Saturday  next,  in  case  y 
him  quietly ;  it  is  close  to  t 


by  the  pnvate-box  door,  anc 

the  bore  of  crowding,  jos"" 

enclose  you  a  parcel  of  rcce 


*  A  brg«  Kpuichnl  Toae  ofdlvflr,  prawntecl  bj  Lsid  Bjna,  Uinugii  Mr. 
Miirraj,  to  Sir  Walbr  Scott.  It  wu  fuU  of  dead  meii'a  tooei,  aiHl  had  ia- 
■oiiMkKwontwoMdetarthaiMM.  One  ran  (ba»-<*  The  boiM  contained  bi 
llih  ura  wen  foand  fo  cefliin  wicicnt  ■rpulrhrea  widiia  Iha  bud  wall*  of 
AUwna  io  ibe  montii  of  Fcbruao  Mil."    The  oiher  Cue  bean  ihe  Jiaes  of 

«  Eipfude-H]inl  Uni  n  duea  raimiio  iavniiee. 
—Men  Mb  fiRletur  q  nutule  beminum  coipuacub."— Juv.  jt. 


perhaps  you  may  find  som 
amuse  yourself  or  your  rea< 
beg  you  will  prevent  your  c( 
mixing  up  any  of  the  Engli 
matter  contained  therein,  w 
discovery  of  the  writer ;  and 
sure  to  travel  back  to  Paris, 
scrape,  to  sav  nothing  of  his  c 
At  any  rate,  1  hope  and  think 
you.  Whenever  you  come 
nappy  to  make  you  aoquain 
whom  you  will  find  any  thin 
species  of  animal  whom  you 
more  than  myself.  Thanks  i 
is  not  only  poetry  and  thov 
much  research  and  good  old 
tory  manner.  I  hope  you  hs 
narrative  poem,  of  which  I  h 
progress.— It  rejoices  me  to  ] 
and  regeneration  of  the  '  Fe 
own  selfish  reasons  for  wish 
you  stand  almost  single  in  yoi 
IS  natural  that  I  should,  as  be 
unpopular  offcnresconco :  pas 
it  is  too  little  narrative,  am 
please  the  greater  number 
however,  much  consolation  j 
which  you  furnish  me.  Fro 
heard  very  lately  j  I  fear  he 


Mr.  Mufny  had  pmmted  Ladj  Bj 
Btocbard,  iraui  Loid  Bji«b'«  Pocina. 
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)eesQ8e  I  am  a  lasr  conrespondent ;  bat  that  shall 
ye  mended.  **  £%'er  your  obliged 

**  And  very  sincere  friend, 
"  Btbok. 
"P.  S.    'Politics!*  The  barking  of  the  war-dogs 
br  their  carrion  has  sickened*  me  of  them  for  the 
[>re8ent." 


LETTER  CCLXIX. 

TO  ICS.  MOOSE. 

•*  18,  Fietwiill*  T^m«.  JoM  19^  I8IS. 

**  I  hare  nothing  to  offer  in  behalf  of  my  late 
lilence,  except  the  most  inyeterate  and  ineffable 
aziness ;  but  I  am  too  supine  to  invent  a  lie,  or  I 
ertaiiUy  should,  being  ashamed  of  the  truth.  Kin- 
laird,  I  hope,  has  appeased  Your  magnanimous 
ndignation  at  his  blunders.  1  wished  and  wish 
'ou  were  in  committee,  with  all  my  heart.*  It 
corns  so  hopeless  a  business,  that  the  company 
»f  a  friend  would  be  quite  consoling, — ^but  more 
•f  this  when  me  meet.  In  the  mean  time,  you  are 
ntrcated  to  prevail  upon  Mrs.  Esterre  to  engage 
icrsclf.  I  believe  she  has  been  written  to,  but  your 
afluence,  in  person,  or  proxy,  would  probably  go 
arther  than  our  proposals.  What  they  are,  I  know 
LOt ;  all  my  new  function  consists  in  listening  to 
he  despair  of  Cavendish  Bradshaw,  the  hopes  of 
Linnaiitl,  the  wishes  of  Lord  Qasex,  the  complaints 
f  Whitbread,  and  the  calculatons  of  Peter  Moore, 
-all  of  which,  and  whom,  seem  totally  at  variance. 
;.  Bradshaw  wants  to  light  the  theatre  with  gcUt 
r'hich  mav,  perhaps,  (if  the  vulgar  be  believed,) 
•oi3on  half  the  audience,  and  all  the  Dramatu 
^ergoruB,  Essex  has  endeavored  to  persuade  Kean 
lot  to  get  drunk,  the  conaequence  of  which  is,  that 
le  has  never  been  sober  since.  Kinnaird,  with 
qual  success,  would  have  convinced  Raymond  that 
c,  the  said  Raymond,  had  too  much  salary.  Whit- 
rcad  wants  us  to  assess  the  pit  another  sixpence,— 
d— d  insidious  proposition, — ^which  will  end  in 
n  0.  P.  combustion.  To  crown  all,  Roluns,  tho 
uctioneer,  has  the  imnudence  to  be  displeaaed, 
ecause  he  has  no  divioend.  Tho  villain  is  a  pro- 
•rietor  of  shares,  and  a  long-lunged  orator  in  the 
leetings.  I  hear  he  has  prophesied  our  incapacity, 
-*  a  foregone  conclusion,'— whereof  I  hope  to  give 
jm  signed  proofs  before  we  are  done. 

**  Will  you  give  us  an  Opera  ?  no,  I'll  be  sworn, 
ut  I  wish  you  would.         •         •         •         • 

"  To  go  on  with  the  poetical  world, — ^Walter  Scott 
as  gone  back  to  Scotland.  Murray,  the  bookseller, 
as  been  cruelly  cudgelled  of  misbegotten  knaves, 
in  Kendal  green,'  at  Newington  Butts,  in  his  way 
omo  from  a  purlieu  dinner— and  robbed— would 
on  believe  it  r — of  three  or  four  bonds  of  forty 
ounds  apiece,  and  a  seal-rin^  of  his  gprandfaiher's, 
orth  a  million  1  This  is  his  version, — ^but  others 
pine  that  D'Israeli,  with  whom  he  dined,  knocked 
im  down  with  his  last  publication,  *  the  Quarrds 
r  Authors,'^n  a  dispute  about  copyright.  Be 
lat  as  it  may,  the  newspapers  have  teemed  with 
is  *  injuria  formo,'  and  he  has  been  embrocated 
ad  invisible  to  all  but  the  apothecary  ever  since. 
"  Lady  B.  is  better  than  three  months  advanced  in 
er  progress  towards  maternity,  and,  we  hope,  like- 
'  to  go  well  through  with  it  We  have  been  very 
ttle  out  this  season,  as  I  wish  to  keep  her  quiet  in 
cr  present  situation.  Her  father  and  mother  have 
langed  their  names  to  Noel,  in  compliance  with 
ord  Wentworth's  will,  and  in  complaisance  to  the 
ropcrty  bequeathed  by  him. 
**  I  hear  that  you  have  been  gloriously  received  by 
ic  Irish, — and  so  you  ought.  But  don't  let  them 
ill  you  with  claret  and  kindness  at  the  national 


e  flf  MMMfoa  of  Dnaj-Laui*  ThMln. 


dinner  in  ^our  honor,  which,  I  hear  and  hope,  is  in 
contemplation.  If  you  will  tell  me  the  day,  I'll  get 
drunk  myself  on  this  aide  of  the  water,  and  wait 
you  an  applauding  hiccup  over  the  ChanneL 

*'  Of  politics,  we  have  nothing  but  the  yell  for 
war;  and  Castlereagh  is  preparing  his  head  for  tho 

Slke,  on  which  we  snail  see  it  carried  before  he  has 
one.  The  loan  has  made  every  body  sulky.  I 
hear  often  from  Paris,  but  in  direct  contradiction  to 
tho  home  statements  of  our  hirelings.  Of  domestic 
doings,  there  has  been  nothing  smce  Lady  D  *  *. 
Not  a  divorce  stirring, — ^bnt  a  good  many  in  embiyo, 
in  the  shape  of  marriages. 

••  I  enclose  you  an  epistle,  received  this  morning 
from  I  know  not  whom ;  but  I  think  it  will  amuse 
you.    The  writer  must  be  a  rare  fellow. 

P.  S.  A  gentleman  named  D'Alton  (notour 
Dalton)  hds  sent  me  a  national  poem  called  m3c# 
mid.'  The  same  cause  which  prevented  my  writing 
to  you  operated  against  my  wish  to  write  to  him  an 
epistle  of  thanks.  If  vou  see  him,  will  vou  make 
all  kinds  of  fine  speeenes  for  me,  and  tell  him  that 
I  am  the  laziest  and  most  ungrateful  of  mortals  ? 

**A  word  more; — don't  let  Sir  John  Stevenson 
(as  an  evidence  on  trials  for  copyright,  &c.)  talk 
about  the  price  of  your  next  poem,  or  they  will 
come  upon  you  for  the  Property  Tax  for  it.  I  am 
serious,  and  nave  Tust  heard  a  long  story  of  the  ras- 
cally tax-men  making  Scott  pay  for  his.  So,  take 
care.  Three  hundred  b  a  devil  of  a  deduction  out 
of  thres  thousand. 


LETTER  CCLXX. 

TO  MB.  ICOOEE. 

««Ja:77,U15. 

<  •  Grata  supcrveniet  *  &c.,  &c.  I  had  written  to 
you  again,  but  burnt  the  letter,  because  I  began  to 
think  you  seriously  hurt  at  my  indolence,  and  did 
not  know  how  the  ouffooncry  it  contained  might  be 
taken.  In  tho  mean  time  I  have  yours,  and  all  is 
well. 

♦•  I  had  given  over  all  hopes  of  yours.  By-the-by, 
my  'grata  superveniet'  should  be  in  the  present 
tense ;  for  I  perceive  it  looks  now  as  if  it  applied  to 
this  present  scrawl  reaching  you,  whereas  it  is  to 
the  receipt  of  thy  Kilkenny  epistle  that  1  have 
tacked  that  venerable  sentiment. 

"Poor  Whitbread  died  yesterday  morning,—- a 
sudden  and  severe  loss.  His  health  had  been 
wavering,  but  so  fatal  an  attack  was  not  apprc* 
bended.  He  dropped  down,  and,  I  believe,  never 
spoke  afterward.  I  perceive  Perry  attributes  his 
death  to  Drury  Lane, — a  consolatory  encourage- 
ment to  the  new  committee.  I  have  no  doubt  that 
•  •,  who  is  of  a  plethoric  habit,  will  be  bled  imme- 
diately ;  and  as  I  nave  since  my  marriage,  lost  much 
of  my  paleness,  and, — *horresco  referens*  (for  I 
hate  even  moderate  fat)— that  happy  slendcnicss, 
to  which,  when  I  first  knew  you,  1  nad  attained,  I 
by  no  means  sit  easy  under  this  dispensation  of  the 
Morning  Chronicle.  Every  one  must  regret  the 
loss  of  Whitbread;  he  was  surely  a  groat  and  very 
good  man. 

**  Paris  is  taken  for  the  second  time.  I  presume 
it,  for  the  future,  will  have  an  anniversary  capture. 
In  the  late  battles,  like  all  the  world,  I  have  lost  a 
connexion,-^poor  Frederick  Howard,*  the  best  of 
his  race.  I  nad  little  intercourse,  of  late  years, 
with  his  family,  but  I  never  saw  or  heard  but  good 
of  him.  Hobhouse's  brother  is  killed.  In  short, 
the  havoo  has  not  left  a  family  out  of  its  tender 
mercies. 

"  Every  hope  of  a  republic  is  over,  and  we  must 
go  on  under  the  old  system.  But  I  am  sick  at 
heart  of  politics  and  slaughters  ;    and  the  luel 


*  flat  CbiUe  Hftrokl,  cftn-jo  UL— lUiaa  ulx 
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whlth  Providence  U  plensed  to  lavisli  oti  Lord  •  *, 
is  unh'  a  proof  of  the  little  value  the  gods  set  upon 
pTo-iprritjTi  when  they  permit  such  *  *  *  «  a*  he 
and  that  dxunken  corporal,  oM  J31iicher,  to  bully 
their  betters.  From  lhi&,  however,  Wellington 
should  be  exeapti^d,  ITc  is  ft  roniit — and  the  Scipio 
of  our  HiinnibaL  HoweTcr,  he  may  thank  the 
Hu&^ian  frostHp  vvhicli  dei»troyed  the  r^  fHite  of  the 
French  aruiy»  for  the  sucec»sea  of  Waterloo. 

**Ltil  Moore — htivt  yon  bla&pheniQ  about  *Par- 
nn^su^*  iiiid  *  Moies ! '  I  am  ftshamcd  fot  ynu, 
\Vori*t  you  do  any  thing  for  the  drama  ?  Wc  be- 
seerh  an  opera*  Kinnaird's  blunder  "wras  partly 
mine.  I  wanted  yoa  of  all  thingi  in  the  commit- 
tt^e,  and  no  did  he.  But  we  wi>  now  glad  you  were 
wisor ;  fot  it  19,  I  dnubCf  a  bitter  bnpinesfiH 

''  VV'hen  all  all  vrfi  sco  you  in  England  ?  Sir  Ralph 
^XiiW  itate  Milbanko — ho  don't  promise  to  be  httf 
>CmE  in  a  hurry)  finding  that  ono  man  ean't  inhabit 
tuo  hciUftcs,  hciEt  given  ni^  place  in  the  north  to  me 
for  u  habitation  J  and  there  Lady  B,  threatcnti  to 
he  hrnught  tu  bed  in  Xovembcr*  Bir  H.  and  my 
Lady  Mother  arc  to  quarter  at  Kirby — Lord  Went* 
%rorth'ii  that  was.  pQrhapfl  you  nnd  Mrs.  Moore 
will  pay  na  a  visit  at  Seahnm  in  tiic  course  of  the 
fintuuin.^  If  50,  YOU  and  I  (icithout  our  wire$)  irill 
tivke  a  lark  to  Edinburgh  nnd  embrace  Jeffrey*  It 
is  not  much  above  one  hundred  niik^Ji  from  us.  But 
all  this,  &nd  other  high  matters  ue  will  di^tme^  at 
ineetitif,  which  I  hope  wlU  he  on  your  return.  Wc 
duii't  lenvo  town  till  August, 

**  Ever,  £c- 


IBTTER  CCLXXL 


TO   MIL   SOTllEBr* 


points  on  vfaich  you  will  wmt  t 
tion  I  stated  was  merely  on  t 
formers,  and  is  general  and  nc 
instance.  I  thought  it  as  W( 
once^and  some  of  the  reharsa 
see,  notwithstanding^. 

' '  Rae,  I  rather  think,  has  hii 
him!}clf.  He  is  a  more  popu 
Dartley,  and  certainly  the  cast  ^ 
him  in  it ;  besides,  he  is  one  oi 
will  feci  doubly  interested  if  h( 
naeities.  Mrs.  Bartley  will  be  P 
r^mnrci^s,  I  know  not  what  to 
truth  is  we  are  not  amply  fu 
women  ;  but  make  the  best  of 
can  tttko  yoiur  choice  of  them, 
hopes  of  the  success — on  which 
coiiflidorations,  we  are  partu 
liriTig  the  first  tragedy  to  be  br< 
old  committee. 

"  By-thc-wav — ^I  have  a  char 
the  gri;at  Mr.  l)cnnis  roared  oi 
sion — *  By  G — d,  that  is  my  t 
exclaim  *  This  is  my  lightnin 
sricech  of  Ivan*s,  in  the  scene 
tne  Empress,  where  the  though 
sum  are  similar  to  Conrad's  in 
the  Corsair.  I,  however,  do  no 
^  on,  but  to  exempt  myself  fron 
IS  a  priority  of  six  mouths'  pub! 
between n  the  appearance  of  that 
your  tragedies. 

"  George  Lambe  meant  to  1 
If  yon  don't  like  to  confer  wi 
prcijcnt,  I  will  attend  to  yo! 
them.  *'  Youra 


'^  *  Ivan  '  *  is  acocptcd,  and  will  be  put  in  progress 
on  Krcin's  arrivaL 

*'  1  he  theatrical  gentlemen  have  a  conSdenI  hope 
pf  iU  success,  I  know  not  that  any  alterations  ior 
the  stiige  will  be  necessary :  if  any,  they  will  be 
trilliiif;,  and  you  flhall  be  duly  apiiriied.  I  would 
fitjuj^rst  that  you  vhould  not  nUcnd  any  except  the 
liUtcr  rehearfial^!' — the  managers  have  requfated  me 
to  stito  this  to  you.  You  can  see  them,  viz.,  Dibdin 
find  11  ae,  wheuevtr  you  ph-jise,  aiid  1  will  do  any 
thing  you  wiah  to  be  done,  on  your  sugi^o&tion,  in 
the  niejm  time, 

■*  Mrs,  JIardvn  ifl  not  yet  out,  nnd  nothing  can  be 
deter  ruined  till  she  has  made  her  appearance^  I 
mean  ns  to  her  capacity  for  the  part  you  mention, 
"hii  }i  1  take  it  for  granted  is  not  m  Ivan— as  1 
think  Ivan  mav  be  performed  very  well  without  her. 
But  of  that  hereafter* 

"  Ever  yours,  very  truly  ^ 

**  Bruoj?. 

"  r.  8,  You  Tsdll  be  glad  to  hear  that  the  season  has 
bcffim  uncommonly  well — great  and  constant  houacs 
^the  performers  m  much"  harmony  with  the  com- 
mittee and  one  an  others  and  as  much  good-humor 
as  can  lie  preserved  in  such  eomplleatedand  exten- 
sive interests  as  the  Drury-Laae  proprietary,*' 


LETTER  CCLX 

TO  MR.  TATL 
"  13,  Tcmoe,  1 

De\r  Sik, 

**  I  am  sorry  you  should  feel 
by  no  means  troubled  me.* 
correspondents,  and  readers,  ar< 
objectioTi  to  be  the  theme  of  all 
find  room  for, — provided  his  li 
tincd  to  me  only. 

It  in  a  long  time  since  thing 
censed  to  *  fright  me  from  my  j 
know  any  similar  attack  which 
turn  again,  unless  it  involve 
with  mo,  wnose  qualities,  I  be 
exempt  them  in  the  eyes  of  thoi 
will  to  myself.  In  such  a  case, 
cuTj^to  reverse  the  saying  of  D 
the  law  could  not  do  forme,  I  w 
be  tho  consequences  what  they  i 
1  return  you,  with  many  tl 
the  letters.  'The  poems,  I  hope, 
keep  ^---at  least,  I  shall  do  so,  1 
<r«ry.  «*  '^ 


LETTER  CCLXXIL 
TO  mt*  aOTHKBT. 

DKAa  Bin, 

*'  1  think  it  would  he  advisable  for  you  to  see  the 
acting  manogera  when  convenient,  as  there  tnust  be 


■  A  fjlfMr,  1^  Mr.  Soibc^. 


LETTER  CCLX: 

TO  MB.   MUBJli 

'*  Will  you  publish  the  Drury  1 
what  ia  more,  will  you  give  fl 
pounda  for  the  copyright  of  the 


Xt*  ncuck  OD  Lord  and  Lady  Ottud,  ia  I 
Mtf  Ti>1  jt  iru  proprietor. 


6$1 


STTEE  CCLXXVII* 


TO  JCfi-    HUNT. 


'*(Ht.li,  IIU. 


B  thinEf  wh&so  greatest  ?alEie  If  itt 
*  the  pnesetit  iropj  coiitnina  ftomo 
ectinns  pTet-iotis  to  an  edition  ^vbitii 
t  not  publish ^d,  rni'Jt  In  short,  all 
oppressed  edition,  tbc>  '■*'^-    pt 

addition,  fof  trhich  ii.  t 

ij  Uflfore  m<*.    Thr^rc  ;  y 

atti^red,  ULnd  sor  .  ; 

I  vthh  that  it  b  r- 

r  scndittg  TOU  t^u-  ..  :ij 

&^ion,  tiultaa  one  oi  hadv  ii/a  iifc 

^ecni  at  tsitiancc  with  tbU  statc- 
cftson  for  thk  is  vei-y  ditrercjit ;  it  j&i 
ly  gift  I  Aate  inade  of  the  kind  ttdi 

kTobttbW  knoB^  tbttt  it  is  not  in  priut 
r  will  bo  (if  I  can  Ldp  it  J  aguia/' 


ITTER  CCLXXVIII, 

to  HK.   ItUFt. 

**  Oct.  ^,  (titf. 

c celled  jrouwelfj  if  not  nil  jant  con* 
he  canto  wbich  I  have  jnst  finisbed* 
e  the  former  books;  but  that  ifl  as 
rises  with  the  subject,  th^  concep- 
me  perfect,  and  the  «xci!Qtion  pcr- 
fto  u  T^ffii?  will  admits  There  is 
'  than  I  pccoUcct  to  have  Ecan  elati- 
le  same  compass,  and  frcquont  and 
!  of  expresfiion.  In  short,  I  must 
tSt  or  what  appetif*to  be  aiieh  tsj  me: 
Aov,  nor  sQch  ils  may  not  be  easily 
iilnio«t  all  perbali  and  of  the  stuniS 
pnded  to  point  out  in  the  foTinoi 
■*?IoT>;il  qiiiufttnGBs  and  obscuntr,  and 
■  ■.  ot  colloquLil  comitoinidlrt^  df 
■  I  saying  coinmcii  thingi)  m  the 
U'  est  propria  CO laiunnla  diecrc/ 
in  have  met  with  in  you  a  Uteral 
ave  made  a  few,  and  but  a  few  pcn- 
e  MS.  which  you  can  follow^  or  not, 

m  a  whole,  wil!  pivc  yon  aTmjhigh 

;  tho  con  elusion  ?    Don*t!etit 

on    You  can  aHays  dtday  as 

ingt  Ihoupfh  I  am  not  sure,  in 

lloriice,  that  the  *nonum,'  &e  i  ii^ 
.d\  an  tape,  unless  ^e  read  "monthi** 
im  glad  thtj  book  srnt*  reached  yon* 
[1  vott  the  storv  of  its  siapprf'ssion, 
e  longer  than  I  can  make  iu  My 
in*?  that  poem  wiis,  I  fear,  not  bo  fair 
ig  to  believe  it ;  1  was  angry,  and  de- 
ivitty,  andt  fighting  in  a  crovvd,  dealt 

o&rairiat  all  alike,  witliont  distinetion 
.  When  I  came  home  from  the  East, 
Miracmiaiintances  and  friends, politic* 
f  the  Nottingham  rtotcra,  (of  whkh 
landholder,  and  Lord  HoDaiid  Be- 
own,)  led  ine  by  the  eood  office t  of 
to  the  society  of  Lord  Holland,  who, 
!land,  was  particularly  k tod  to  me  ; 
1812,  this  introduction  took  place, 
ly  first  speech  on  the  Frame  Bill,  in 
Ltc  in  which  Lord  Holland  Bpoko. 
,  I  was  corrceting  the  fifth  edition  of 
pre*g,  when  Rogers  Tcpreiented  t9 
w  Lord  artd  Lady  Holland  would  not 
« — » 

r  tM  Rii|Iliii  Buib  msaA  aeoleh  RttTtneii. 


'       t- 


m 


«ia 


BYBCnra  WORKS. 


LJ— ^  *" 


be  sorry  if  I  siwprMsed  any  farther  pablication  of 
that  poem ;  and  I  immediately  acquiesced,  and  \nth 
great  pleasare,  for  I  had  attacked  them  upon  a  fan- 
cied and  false  proTOcation  with  many  others ;  and 
neither  was,  nor  am  sorry,  to  have  done  what  I 
could  to  stifle  that  ferocious  rhapsody.  This  was 
subsequent  to  my  acquaintance  with  Lord  UoUand, 
and  was  neither  expressed  nor  understood,  as  a  con- 
dition of  that  acquaintance.  Rogers  told  me  he 
thought  I  ought  to  suppress  it;  I  thought  so  too, 
and  did  as  far  as  I  coula,  and  that's  all.  I  sent  you 
my  copy,  beeause  I  consider  your  haying  it  much 
the  same  as  having  it  myself.  Lady  Byron  has  one ; 
I  desire  not  to  have  any  other,  and  sent  it  only  as  a 
curiosity  and  a  memento." 


LETTER  CCLXXIX. 

TO  KR.  MOOBE. 

"  18,  Temee,  PlocadOlj,  Oct  SS,  1815. 

'*  Tou  are,  it  seems,  in  England  again,  as  I  am 
to  hear  from  every  body  but  yourself;  and  I  sup> 

{>ose  you  punctilious  because  I  did  not  answer  your 
ast  Irish  letter.  When  did  you  kave  the  *  swate 
country  ?'  Never  mind,  I  forgive  you ; — a  strong 
proof— I  know  not  what— to  give  the  lie  to — 

**  'He  nrrer  pudoM  who  hath  daot  iht  wfoaf.' 

"  You  have  written  to  ♦  ♦.    You  have  also  writ 


own,  Drury  Lane  will  bo  set  up ; — and,  sooth  to  say, 
it  is  in  grievous  waut  of  such  a  lift.  Wc  began  at 
speed,  and  are  blown  already.  When  I  say  *  we,*  I 
mean  Kinnaird,  who  is  the  *  all  in  all  sufEcient,*  and 
can  count,  which  none  of  the  rest  of  the  committee 
can. 

"  It  is  really  very  good  fun,  as  far  as  the  daily 
and  nightly  stir  of  these  strutters  and  fretters  go ; 
and,  if  the  concern  could  be  brought  to  pay  a  shil- 
ling in  the  pound,  would  do  much  credit  to  the  man- 
agement. Mr.  —has  an  accepted  tragedy,  •  •  •  ♦, 
wnose  first  scene  is  in  his  sleep,  (I  don't  mean  the 
aul hor's. )  It  was  forwarded  to  us  as  a  prodi^ous  fa- 
vorite of  Kean's ;  but  the  said  Kean,  upon  interro- 
gation, denies  his  eulogy,  and  protests  against  his 
part.    How  it  will  end,  T  know  not. 

**I  say  so  much  about  the  theatre,  because  there 
is  nothing  else  alive  at  this  season.  All  the  world 
are  out  of  it,  except  us,  who  remain  to  lie  in, — ^in 
December  or  perhaps  earlier.  Lady  B.  is  very  pon- 
derous and  prosperous,  apparently,  and  X  wish  it 
well  over. 

*'  There  is  a  play  before  me  from  a  personage  who 
signs  himself  *  Hibemicus.'  The  hero  is  ItuiUchi, 
the  Irishman  and  king ;  and  the  villain  and 
usurper,  Tur^esius,  the  Dane.  The  conclusion  is 
fine.  Turgeaius  is  chained  by  the  leg  (vido  stage 
direction)  to  a  pillar  on  the  stage;  and  'King 
Malaohi  makes  him  a  speech,  not  unlike  Lord  Cas- 
tlereagh's,  about  the  balance  of  power  and  the  law- 
fulness of  legitimacy,  which  puts  Turgesius  into  a 
phrensy— as  Castlereagh's  would,  if  his  audience 
was  ohained  by  the  leg.  He  draws  a  dagger  and 
rushes  at  the  orator;  out,  finding  himself  at  the 
end  of  his  tether,  he  sticks  it  into  his  own  carcass, 
and  dies,  saying,  he  has  fulfilled  a  prophecy. 

**Now,  this  IS  serious,  downrioht  matter  of /act, 
and  the  gravest  part  of  a  trageay  which  is  not  in- 
tended for  burlesque.  I  tell  it  you  for  the  honor  of 
Ireland.  The  writer  hopes  it  will  be  represented : — 
but  what  is  Hope  ?  nothing  but  the  paint  on  the 
face  of  Existence ;  the  least  touch  of  Truth  rubs  it 
off,  and  then  we  see  what  a  hollow-cheeked  harlot 
we  have  get  hold  of.    I  am  norsure  that  I  have  not ' 


•aid  this  last  tuperflne  re£ 
mind, — it  will  ao  for  the 
which  I  can  append  it. 

"  Well,  but  how  dost  tl 
a  thousand,  but  three  thou 
Sir  John  Pianoforte,  had 
not  made  it  public  at  the 
Dublin.  I  tell  you  why 
Longman  to  do,  and  honi 
but  It  will  set  all  the  *  hui 
jawed  judges '  upon  the 
they  be  d— d !— the  *  Jeffr* 
are  confident  against  the 
way,  if  poor  Coleridge— ti 
talent,  and  in  distress,  a 
vols,  of  Poesy  and  Biogr 
worse  used  by  the  critics 
you,  if  he  comes  out,  proi 
vorably  in  the  £.  R.  ?  '. 
must,  but  you  will  also 
things  the  most  difficult, 
him.  ^ 

*'  This  must  be  a  secret 
Jeffirey  might  not  like  su 
might  Coleridge  himself  I 
only  wants  a  pioneer,  and 
plode  most  gloriously. 

**  Ever  youi 


LETTER 


» 18,  Temce 

"  Mt  Dbab  Hunt, 

**Many  thanks  for  yi 
alreadv  know  my  opinion 
should  not  disturb  you  as 
still  more  within  than  wit! 
fer  from  you  on  Wordsin 
agreed  with  you ;  at  that 
a  promise,  which  is  unfi 
capacity  warrants  all  you  t 
performances  since  *  Lyric 
inade<)uate  to  the  ability ' 
there  is  undoubtedly  mucl 
the  *  Excursion,'  but  it  is  : 
stands  and  stagnates,  or  i 
falls  without  fertilizing.  "^ 
Let  those  who  do,  make 
Behmcn,  Swedenborg,  am 
mere  types  of  this  arch-ap 
ticism.  But  I  have  done,- 
I  have  two  petty,  and  peri 
in  small  matters  to  make 
pretensions  to  accurate 
against  Pope's  false  trans 
scene  in  Homer,*  I  wonder 
— these  be  they :— He  sayj 
his  books,  that  it  is  a  land 

u  *  iSlarrt,  /krfUtp&dnf 
Uuder  a  oope  of  raiio] 

The  rivers  are  dry  half  th« 
ren,  and  the  shores  still  ai 
ranean  can  make  them  4 
variegated,  being  for  mont 
ly,  deeply,  beautifully  bl 
notes,  wlicre  he  talks  of  c 
together  in  the  busy.  &c., 
pared  with  the  '  still  seoli 
tery  in  some  remote  place, 
one  monument  in  our  chux 
the  Turkish,  and  so  crowti 
between  them ;  that  is,  di 
road ;  and  as  to  '  remote  p] 
trouble,  in  a  barbarous  coi 


LXTTBBS. 


rery  ftr ;  they  most  hiv6  lired  new  to  vrhtan  they 
were  buried.  There  ere  no  cemeteriee  in  *  remote 
places,'  except  snch  as  have  the  cypress  and  the 
tombstone  still  left,  \vhere  the  olive  and  the  habitat 
tion  of  the  living  have  perished. . .  .  These  things  I 
ivas  struck  with,  as  coming  peculiarly  in  my  own 
way ;  and  in  both  of  these  he  is  wrong :  yet  I  should 
bave  noticed  neither,  but  for  his  attack  on  Pope  for 
a  like  blunder,  and  a  peevish  affectation  about  him 
of  despising  a  popularity  which  he  will  never  obtain. 
[  write  in  great  haste,  and,  I  doubt,  not  much  to  the 
purpose,  but  you  have  it  hot  and  hot,  mst  as  it 
comes,  and  so  let  it  go.  By-the-wav,  both 
you  go  too  far  against  Pope's  *  So  when  the  moon,' 


&c. ;  it  is  no  translation,  I  know ;  but  it  is  not  such 
false  description  as  asserted.  I  have  read  it  on  the 
spot ;  there  is  a  burst,  and  a  liahtness,  and  a  glow 
about  the  night  in  the  Troad,  which  makes  the 
I  planets  vivid,*  and  the  '  pole  glaring.'  The  moon 
is,  at  least  the  sky  is,  clearness  itself;  and  I  know 
no  more  appropriate  expression  for  the  expan- 
sion of  such  a  heaven— o'er  the  scene — ^che  plain — 
the  sea — the  sky — Ida — the  Hellespont — Simois — 
Scamandeg^—and  the  Isles— than  that  of  a  *  flood  of 
glory.'  I  am  getting  horribly  lengthy,  and  must 
stop :  to  the  whole  of  your  letter  1  sa^  '  ditto  to 
Mr.  Burke,'  as  the  Bristol  candidate  cned,  by  way 
of  electioneering  harangue.  You  need  not  speak  of 
morbid  feeUngs  and  vexations  to  me ;  I  have  plen- 
ty ;  but  I  must  blame  partly  the  times,  and  chiefly 
myself:  but  let  us  forget  them.  /  8h<all  bo  very  apt 
to  do  so  when  I  see  you  next.  Will  you  come  to 
the  theatre  and  see  our  new  management  ?  You 
shall  cut  it  up  to  ^our  heart's  content,  root  and 
branch,  afterwards,  if  you  like,  but  come  and  see  it ! 
If  not,  I  must  come  and  see  you. 

"  Ever  yours,  very  truly  and  affectionately, 

"  Bybon, 

"P.  S.  Not  a  word  from  Moore  for  these  two 
months.  Pray  let  me  have  the  rest  of  Rimini.  You 
have  two  excellent  points  in  that  poem— originality 
and  Italianism.  I  will  back  yon  as  a  bard  against 
half  the  fellows  on  whom  you  have  thrown  away 
much  good  criticism  and  eulogy  ;  but  don't  let  your 
bookseller  publish  in  quarto-— \i  is  the  worst  size  pos- 
sible for  circulation.  I  say  this  on  bibliopoiical 
authority.  "  Again,  yoms  ever, 

"B, 


LETTER  CCLXXXL 

TO  XR.  MOORB. 

'<  Tnrue,  PlccadUljr,  Oct.  81, 1815. 

"1  have  not  been  able  to  ascertain  precisely  the 
time  of  duration  of  the  stock  market ;  but  I  bdicve 
it  is  a  good  time  for  selling  out,  and  I  hope  so. 
First,  because  I  shall  sec  you ;  and,  next,  because  I 
shall  receive  certain  moneys  on  behalf  of  Lady  B., 
the  which  will  materially  conduce  to  my  comfort,— 
T  wanting  (as  the  duns  say)  *  to  make  up  a  sum.' 

•'Yesterday  I  dined  out  with  a  largeish' party, 
where  were  Sheridan  and  Colman.  Harry  Harris  of 
C.  G.,  and  his  brother.  Sir  Gilbert  Heathcotc,  Ds. 
Kinnaird,  and  others  of  note  and  notoriety.  Like 
other  parties  of  the  kind,  it  was  flrst  silent,  then 
talky,  then  argumentative,  then  disputatious,  then 
unintelligible,  then  altogethery,  then  inarticulate, 
and  then  drunk.  When  we  had  reached  the  last 
step  of  this  glorious  ladder,  it  was  difficult  to  get 
down  again  without  stimibling ; — and,  to  crown  all, 
Kinnaird  and  I  had  to  conduct  Sheridan  down  a 
d--d  corkscrew  staircase,  which  had  certainly  been 
constructed  before  the  discovery  of  fermented 
liquors,  and  to  which  no  legs,  however  crooked, 
could  possibly  accommodate  themselves.  We  de- 
positca  him  safe  at  home,  where  his  man,  evidently 
used  to  the  business,  waited  to  receive  him  in  the 
hall 


''Both  he  and  Cotanan  were,  as  uraal,  very  good: 
but  I  carried  away  much  wine,  and  the  inne  had 
previously  carried  away  my  memory;  so  that  all 
was  hiecnp  and  happiness  for  the  last  hour  or  so, 
and  I  am  not  impregnated  with  any  of  the  conver- 
sation. Perhaps  you  heard  of  a  late  answer  of 
Sheridan  to  the  watchman,  who  found  him  bereft  of 
that '  divine  particle  of  air,'  called  reason, —    *    e 

*  *  *  *.  He,  the  watchman,  found  Sheny  in 
the  street,  fuddled  and  bewildered,  and  almost  in 
sensible.      *Who     are    you,    sirP'^r-no   answer. 

*  What's  your  name  ?  '—a  hiccup.  *  What's  your 
name  ?  '—Answer,  in  a  slow,  deliberate,  and  impas- 
sive tone,—*  Wilbcrforce ! ! ! '  Is  not  that  Sherry 
all  over  ? — and  to  my  mind  excellent.  Poor  fellow  1 
kit  very  dregs  are  better  than  the  *  first  sprightly 
runnings '  of  others. 

<'  My  paper  is  full,  and  I  have  a  grievous  head- 
ache. 

**  P.  S.  Lady  B.  is  in  full  progress.  Next  month 
will  bring  to  light  (with  the  aid  of  *  Juno  Luoisa, 
fer  opem,*  or  rather  ope»,  for  the  last  are  most 
wanted)  the  tenth  wonder  of  the  world ;  Oil  Bias 
beiuff  the  eighth,  and  he  (my  son's  father)  the 
ninth." 


LETTER  CCLXXXIL 

TO  MB.  ICOOHS. 

"Nor.  4, 1818. 

*'Had  you  not   bewildered  my  head  with  the 

stocks,'  vour  letter  would  have  been  answered 

directly.    Hadn't  I  to  go  to  the  city }  and  hadn't  I 

to  remember  what  to  ask  when  I  got  there?  and 

hadn't  I  forgotten  it  ? 

'  I  should  be  undoubtedly  delighted  to  see  you ; 
but  I  don't  like  to  urge  against  your  reasons  my 
own  inclinations.  Come  you  must  soon,  for  stay 
you  toorCi.  I  know  you  of  old ; — ^you  have  been  too 
much  leavened  with  London  to  keep  long  out  of  it. 

"Lewis  is  goyi^  to  Jamaica  to  suck  his  sugars 
canes.  He  sails  in  two  days;  I  enclose  you  his 
farewell  note.  I  saw  him  last  night  at  D.  L.  T.,  for 
the  last  time  previous  to  his  voyage.  Poor  fellow  t 
he  is  really  a  good  man— an  excellent  man— he  left 
me  his  walking-stick,  and  a  pot  of  preserved  ginger. 
I  shall  never  eat  the  last  without  tears  in  my  eyes, 
it  is  so  hot.  We  have  had  a  devil  of  a  row  among 
our  baUarinas :  Miss  Smith  has  been  wronged  about 
a  hornpipe.  The  committee  have  interfered;  but 
Byrne,  the  d — d  ballet-master,  won't  bud^e  a  step. 
/  am  furious,  so  is  George  Lambe.  Kinnaird  is  very 
glad,  because— ho  don't  know  why ;  and  I  am  veir 
sorry,  for  the  same  reason.  To-day  I  dine  with  Ko. 
— ^we  are  to  have  Sheridan  ilnd  Colman  asrain ;  and 
to-morrow,  once  more  at  Sir  Gilbert  Heathcote's. 
•  •  *  •  « 

"  Leigh  Hunt  has  written  a  real  good  and  very 
original  poem^  which  I  think  will  be  a  great  hit. 
You  can  have  no  notion  how  very  well  it  is  written, 
nor  should  I,  had  I  not  redde  it.  As  to  us,  Tomt^ 
eh,  when  art  thou  out  ?  If  you  think  the  venes 
worth  it,  I  woidd  rather  they  were  embalmed  in  ifaa 
Irish  Melodies,  than  scattered  abroad  in  a  separate 
song ;  much  rather.  But  when  are  thy  great  things 
out  r  I  mean  the  Po  of  Pos ;  thy  Shah  Nameh. 
It  is  very  kind  in  Jeffrey  to  like  the  Hebrew  Melo- 
dies. Some  of  the  fellows  here  preferred  Stemhold 
and  Hopkins,  and  said  so ;— *  the  fiend  receive  their 
souls  therefor ! ' 

**  I  must  go  and  dress  for  dinner.  Poor,  dear 
Murat,— >what  an  end!  You  know,  I  supposet 
that  his  white  plume  used  to  be  a  ralhong  point  ia 
battle,*  like  Henry  the  Fourth's.  He  refused  a 
confessor  and  a  bandage ;  so  would  neither  enifiBV 
his  soul  or  body  to  be  oandaged.  You  shall  haw 
more  to-morrow  or  next  day.  "  Ever,  fto." 


! 


I ;. 


BYBOITS  W0EK8. 


LBTTER  CCLXXXm. 


TO  MR.  inJ&BAT. 

"Not.*,  All. 

«  When  70U  have  been  enabled  to  form  an  opinion 
tn  Mr.  Coleridge*8  MS.,  you  will  oblige  me  br  re- 
turning it,  at,  in  fact,  I  have  no  authority  to  let  it 
out  of  my  hands.  I  think  most  highly  of  it,  and 
feel  anxious  that  you  should  be  the  publisher ;  but 
K  yon  are  not,  I  do  not  despair  of  finoing  those  who 
will. 

"  I  hare  written  to  Leigh  Hunt,  stating  your  wil- 
lingness to  treat  with  him,  which,  when  I  saw  you, 
I  understood  you  to  be.  Terms  and  time  I  leaye  to 
his  pleasure  and  your  discernment ;  but  this  I  will 
•ay,  that  I  think  it  the  safost  thing  you  ever  en- 
gaged in.  I  speak  to  yoii  as  a  man  of  business ; 
were  I  to  talk  to  you  as  a  reader  or  a  critic,  I  should 
say,  it  was  a  very  wonderful  and  beautiful  perform- 
ance, with  jtist  enough  of  fault  to  make  its  beauties 
more  remarked  and  remarkable. 

"And  now  to  the  last:  ray  own,  which  I  feel 
ashamed  of  after  the  others : — publish  or  not,  as  you 
Uke,  I  don't  care  one  damn.  If  you  don't,  no  one 
else  shall,  and  I  never  thought  or  dreamed  of  it, 
except  as  one  in  the  collection.  If  it  is  worth  being 
in  the  fourth  volume,  put  it  there  and  nowhere  else ; 
and  if  not,  put  it  in  the  fire.  **  Yours, 


LBTTER  CCLXXXIV. 

TO  MR.  XUBHAT. 

*•  Nov.  14,  ItU. 

« I  return  you  your  bills  not  accepted,  but  cer- 
tainly not  tmhonored.  Your  present  offer  is  a  favor 
which  I  would  accept  from  you,  if  I  accented  such 
from  any  man.  Had  such  been  my  intention,  I  can 
assure  you  I  would  have  asked  you  fairly,  and  as 
freely  as  vou  would  give ;  and  I  cannot  say  more  of 
my  confidence  or  your  conduct. 

*'The  circumstances  which  induce  me  to  part 
with  my  books,*  though  sufficiently,  are  not  immB- 
dieUeljf,  pressing.  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to 
them,  and  there  s  an  end. 

**  Had  I  been  disposed  to  trespass  on  your 
kindness  in  this  way,  it  would  have  been  before 
now  ;  but  I  am  not  sorry  to  have  an  opportunity  of 
declining  it,  as  it  sets  mv  opinion  of  you,  and  indeed 
of  human  nature,  in  a  different  light  from  that  in 
which  I  have  been  accustomed  to  consider  it. 

•  Believe  me  very  truly,  &c.'* 


LBTTER  CCLXXXV. 

TO  MB.  MVK&AT. 

«*Doe.«,18U. 

**I  send  some  lines,  written  eome  time  ago, 
•ad  intended  as  an  opening  to  the  *  Siege  of  Cor- 
inth.' I  had  forgotten  them,  and  am  not  sure  that 
they  had  not  better  be  left  out  now :  on  that,  yon 
and  your  synod  can  dBtenniae.t     **  Yours,  fte.^ 


nU.GMMRTB    OF    LBTTBBS   WXITTBlf    ABOUT    THIS 
TIMB  TO  MB.  HUNT. 

*<  With  rmrd  to  the  EngUsh  Bards  and  Scotch 
Reviewers,  I  have  no  oonoealments,  nor  desire  to 


•  lB«oiiMqaMetorUtpMnlu7«ntenMnMaliattkliliiM,lMhid«s. 
fNMluiaiMiiiMioriwiliiirwIikUibDofei.  OslMufa«rUib,>b.Man«j 
lMluM|7fa«ud«l  him  UOOI.,wiik  aa  HmraDM  ilMt  aiwcher  nm  W  the 

.|UMUiMMmtahoaIdb«athhMrTiMtaaCBWwwhi,uMl  that  If  such  aal*- 
MM  dMMld  HOC  be  MOdeiit,  Mr.  Mamjr  «n  miM  tmOf  to  dbpoH  of  Ihd 

«  «pynghla  of  an  hb  pMtiraito  for  Ui  «D. 


have  any,  frtnn  yon  or  yonrs 
curred  (I  am  as  sure  as  I  eai 
the  manner  stated:  I  have 
but  yery  often  the  eompositio 
of  a  great  deal  in  it.  As  t 
allude  to,  I  have  no  light, 
prevent  it ;  but,  on  the  cont 
all  other  writers,  I  do  and  oug 
ptiment. 

*<The  paper  on  the  Mel 
agree  with  the  writer  on  onept 
he  perhaps  differ;  that  an  s 
yery  generally  the  result  of  * 
uneasy  body;*  disease  or  del 
attendants  of  many  of  our  1 
Chatterton,  1  think,  mad- 
crooked— Milton  blind-*Oray 
last  was  afflicted  by  an  inca 
ous  distemper,  though  not  g 
others  I  haye  somewhere  rea 
rarefy  go  mad.  I  suppose  t] 
their  insanity  efiervesoes  and 
may  be  so. 

**I  haye  not  had  time  to 
which  ought  to  be  done,  were 
syetem.    80,  by-and-by,  have  ; 


"Of  'Rimini,'  Sir  Henry 
man  in  the  blue  circles,  and  a 
where,  sent  to  Murray,  in  1 
eulogy ;  and  with  regard  to  tl 
iieter  and  cousin  (wno  are  n 
the  last  since  gone  away  to 
fixed  perusal  and  delight  with 
critical,'  but  fair,  natural,  u 
standing  persons.  Frere,  an^ 
I  hear,  are  also  unanimous  in 
poem." 


LETTER  CCL: 

TO  MB.  MO< 

"I  hope  Mrs.  M.  is  quit 
little  girl  was  bom  on  the  10 
her^  name  is  Augusta  Ada, 
antique  family  name,— I  belie 
reign  of  King  John.)  Sh 
flourishing  ana  fat,  and  recko 
days — squalls  and  sucks  ii 
answered?  Her  mother  is  d( 
again. 

**  I  have  now  been  married 
of  this  month — ^heigh-ho! 
lately  much  worth  noting,  ex( 
general  of  the  Oauls,  once  oj 
of  doors.  S  ♦  ♦  is  a  fine,  fo 
ing,  intelligent,  and  very  agrc 
patriot  is  more  of  the  petit 
but  I  should  think  not  at  all  0 
calibre  with  the  Corsican — ^wli 
is,  and  a  cousin  of  Napoleon'i 

**  Are  you  never  to  be  exp 
To  be  sure,  there  is  no  one  he 
dred  fillers  of  hot  rooms,  c 
world.  My  approaching  papi 
adyice,  &c.,  &c., — though  1 1^ 
as  any  where  else  on  this 
Oibraltar. 

**  I  would  gladly— or,  rathei 
with  ^our  request  of  a  dirge 
mention.*   But  how  can  I  wr 
seen  or  known  ?    Besides,  y< 


*  1  had  awnlloaed  to  him,  m  m  iiitject  tr 
a  iiieIJUKbol7  eveat  vfakh  had  Jon  oocuni 
which  I  btTO  mjielf  ouule  aUialoa  b  om  o 


tSTTBRB. 


88d 


rmnMlf.  I  ooold  not  write  upon  teuy  Hiinff,  witb< 
Bttt  some  peiBonal  experience  and  foondLtion ;  fu 
lets  on  a  tneme  so  peculiar.  Now,  you  hare  botl 
in  this  case;  and,  if  you  had  neither,  you  have 
more  imagination,  and  would  never  faiL 

"  This  IS  but  a  duU  scrawl,  and  I  am  hut  a  dull 
fellow.  Just  at  present,  I  am  absorbed  in  five 
tiundred  contradictory  contemplations,  though  with 
t>ut  one  object  in  yiew^which  will  probably  end  in 
lothing,  as  most  things  we  wish  do.  But  never 
oiind-- «3  somebody  says,  '  for  the  blue  sky  bends 
3Ter  all.'  I  only  could  be  glad,  if  it  bent  over  me 
where  it  is  a  little  bluer;  hke  the  'skyish  top  of 
tdue  Olympus.'  which,  by-the-way,  looked  yery 
irhite  men  I  last  saw  it.  **  Ever,  &c." 


LBTTBB  CCLXXXVII. 

TO  KB.  HtTNT. 
^  _  **JaB.Si^l8]0. 

'*  Dbab  Huht, 

"  I  return  your  extract  with  thanks  for  the  peru* 
Ml,  and  hope  you  are  by  this  tune  on  the  verge  of 
publication.  My  pencil-marks  on  the  margin  of 
four  former  manuscripts  I  never  thought  worth  the 
trouble  of  dedpherine,  but  I  had  no  such  meaning 
18  you  imagine  for  their  being  withheld  from  Mur- 
ray, from  whom  I  differ  entlsehr  as  to  the  temu  of 
foxu  agreement ;  nor  do  I  think  you  asked  a  piastre 
too  much  for  the  poem.  However,  I  doubt  not  he 
^111  deal  fairly  by  you  on  the  whole ;  he  is  really  a 
ferj  good  fellow,  and  his  faults  are  merely  the 
eaven  of  his  *  trade '— '  the  trade !  *  the  slave-trade 
>f  many  an  unlucky  writer. 

"  The  said  Murray  and  I  are  just  at  present  in  no 
pod  humor  with  each  other;  but  he  is  not  the 
vorse  for  that :  I  feel  sure  that  he  will  give  your 
vork  as  fiur  or  a  fairer  chance  in  every  way  than 
rour  late  publishers ;  and  what  he  can*t  do  for  it, 
t  will  do  for  itself. 

"  Continual  business  and  occasional  indisposition 
lave  been  the  causes  of  my  negligence  (for  I  deny 
leglect)  in  not  writing  to  you  immediately.  These 
ure  excuses ;  I  wish  they  may  be  more  satisfactory 
;o  you  than  they  are  to  me.  I  opened  my  eyes 
yesterday  morning  on  your  compliment  of  Suntuiy. 
[f  you  knew  what  a  hopeless  and  lethargic  den  of 
lumess  and  drawling  our  hospital  is  during  a 
lebate;  and  what  a  mass  of  corruption  in  its 
)atients,  you  would  wonder,  not  that  I  very  seldom 
ipeak,  but  that  I  ever  attempted  it,  feenng,  as  I 
xust  I  do,  independently.  However,  when  a  nroper 
ipirit  is  manifested  *  without  doors,'  I  will  enaeavor 
lot  to  be  idle  within.  Do  you  think  such  a  time  is 
M>ming?  Methinks  there  are  gleams  of  it.  My 
brefathers  were  of  the  other  side  of  the  question 
D  Charles'  days,  and  the  fruit  of  it  was  a  title  and 
he  loss  of  an  enormous  property. 

*'  If  the  old  struggle  comes  oil,  I  may  lose  the 
>ne,  and  shall  never  regain  the  other,  but  no  mat- 
er; there  are  things,  even  in  this  world,  better 
hak  either.  "  Very  truly,  ever  yours, 

"  B." 


JLETTER  CCLXXXVm. 

**»  MB.  BOOSB8. 

''Fek8,int. 

**  Do  not  mistake  me — ^I  really  returned  your 
took  for  the  reason  assigned,  ana  no  other.  It  is 
GO  good  for  so  careless  a  fellow.  I  have  parted 
^ith  all  my  own  books,  and  positively  won't  deprive 
'7tt  of  so  valuable  *  a  drop  of  that  immortal  man.' 

**  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  you,  if  you  like  to 
all,  thouffh  I  am  at  present  contending  with  '  the 
ings  ana  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune,'  some  of 


which  have  struck  me  from  a  quarter  whence  I  did 
not  indeed  expect  them.  But  no  matter,  'there 
is  a  world  elsewhere,'  and  I  will  cut  my  way  through 
this  as  I  can. 

"  If  you  write  to  Moore,  will  you  tell  him  that  I 
shall  answer  his  letter  the  moment  I  can  mustoc 
time  and  spirits  ?  **  Ever  yours, 

"Bk'* 


LETTER  CCLX2XIX. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

«Ftt».8B^lSli. 

"I  have  not  answered  your  letter  for  a  time; 
and,  at  present,  the  reply  to  part  of  it  might 
extend  to  such  a  length,  that  I  shall  delay  it  till  it 
can  be  made  in  person,  and  then  I  will  shorten  it  as 
much  as  I  can. 

'*In  the  mean  time,  I  am  at  war  'with  all  the 
world  and  his  wife ; '  or  rather,  *  all  the  world  and 
my  wife'  are  at  war  with  me,  and  have  not  yet 
crushed  me,  whatever  they  may  do.  I  do?i't  know 
that  in  the  course  of  a  hair-breadth  existence  I  was 
ever,  at  home  or  abroad,  in  a  situation  so  com- 
pletely uprooting  of  present  pleasure,  or  rational 
hope  for  the  future,  as  this  same.  I  say  tiiis, 
because  I  think  so,  and  feel  it.  But  I  shall  not 
sink  under  it  the  more  for  that  mode  of  considering 
the  question.    I  have  made  up  my  mind. 

**  By-the-way,  however,  you  must  not  believe  all 

Sou  hear  on  the  subject;  and  don't  attempt  to 
efend  me.  If  you  succeeded  in  that,  it  would  be  a 
mortal,  or  an  immortal,  offence— who  can  bear 
refutation?  I  have  but  a  very  short  answer  for 
those  whom  it  conoems ;  and  all  the  activity  of 
myself  and  some  vigorous  friends  have  not  yet  fix^d 
on  any  tangible  ground  or  personage,  on  which  or 
with  whom  I  can  disouss  matters,  in  a  summary 
way,  with  a  fair  pretext,  though  I  neaily  had  nailed 
one  yesterday,  but  he  evaded  by— -what  was  judged 
by  others— ft  satisfactory  explimation.  I  speak  of 
etfictt/Sa^orv— against  whom  I  have  no  enmity,  though 
I  must  act  according  to  the  common  code  of  usage, 
when  I  hit  upon  those  of  the  serious  order. 

**  Now  for  other  matters— Poesy,  for  instance. 
Leigh  Hunt's  poem  is  a  devilish  good  one— quaint, 
here  and  there,  but  with  the  substratum  of  orisi- 
nality,  and  with  poetry  about  it  that  will  stand  lAe 
test.  I  do  not  say  this  because  he  has  inscribed  it 
to  me,  which  I  am  sorry  for,  as  I  should  otherwise 
have  begged  you  to  review  it  in  the  Edinburgh.  It 
is  really  aeeervixig  of  much  praise,  and  a  favorable 
critique  in  the  £.  R.  would  but  do  it  justioe,  and 
set  it  up  before  the  public  eye  where  it  ought  to  be. 

"  How  are  you  ?  and  where  ?  I  have  not  the  most 
distant  idea  what  I  am  going  to  do  myself,  or  with 
myself— or  where — or  what.  I  had,  a  few  weeks' 
ago,  some  things  to  say,  that  would  have  made  you 
laugh ;  but  they  tell  me  now  that  I  must  not  laugh, 

id  so  I  have  been  very  serious— and  am. 

"I  have  not  been  very  well— with  a  Hver  com- 
plaint—but am  much  better  within  the  last  fort- 
night, though  still  under  latrical  advice.  I  have 
latterly  seen  a  little  of       ♦       •       ♦       •       • 

**  I  must  go  and  dress  to  dine.  My  little  girl  ii 
in  the  country,  and,  they  tell  me,  is  a  very  fine 
child,  and  now  nearly  tnree  months  old.  Lady 
Noel  (my  mother-in-law,  or  rather,  ai  law)  is  at 


present  overlooking  it.  Her  daughter  (Miss  Mil- 
oanke  that  was)  is,  I  believe,  in  London  with  her 
father.  A  Mrs.  (Tharlmont,*  (now  a  kind  of  house 
keeper  and  spy  of  Lady  N.'s,)  who,  in  her  better 
days,  was  a  washerwoman,  is  supposed  to  be— by 
the  leamed-^ery  much  the  occult  cause  of  our  late 
domestic  discrepancies. 

**  In  all  this  business,  I  am  the  sorriest  fbr  Sir 
Ralph.     He  and  I  are  equally  punished,  tiiough 
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nMffis  pares  quern  similes  in  our  affliction.  Yet  it  is 
hard  for  both  to  suffer  for  the  fault  of  one,  and  so 
it  is — I  shall  be  separated  from  my  wife ;   he  will 


retain  his. 


*  Ever,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXC. 


TO   MR.   HUNT. 


'<  Feb.  98,  1818. 


"Dba-R  Hunt, 

"  Your  letter  would  have  been  answered  before, 
had  I  not  thought  it  probable  that,  as  you  were  in 
town  for  a  day  or  so,  I  should  have  seen  you ; — 1 
don't  mean  this  as  a  hint  at  reproach  for  not  call- 
ing, but  merely  that  of  course  I  should  have  been 
very  glad  if  you  had  called  in  your  way,  home  or 
abroad,  as  I  always  would  have  been,  and  always 
shall  he.    With  regard  to  the  circumstances  to  which 
you  allude,  there  is  no  reason  whv  you  should  not 
speak  openly  to  me  on  a  subject  already  suHiciently 
rife  in  the  mouths  and  minds  of  what  is  called  •  the 
world.'    Of  the  •  fifty  reports,'  it  follows  that  forty- 
nine  must  have  more  or  less  exaggeration ;  but  I 
am  sorry  to  say,  that  on  the  main  and  essential 
point  of  an  intended,  and,  it  may  be,  an  inevitable 
separation,  I  can   contradict  none.     At  present  I 
shall  say  no  more,  but  this  is  not  from  want  of  con- 
fidence ;    in  the  mean  time  I  shall  merely  request  a 
suspension   of   opinion.     Your  prefatory  letter  to 
•  Rimini '  I  accepted  as  it  was  meant,  as  a  public 
compliment  and  a  private  kindness.    I  am  only 
sorry  that  it  may  perhaps  operate  against  you  as  an 
inducement,  and,  with  some,  a  pretext  for  attack 
on  the  part  of  the  political  and  personal  enemies  of 
both;   not  that  this  can  be  of  much  consequence, 
for  in  the   end  the  work  must  be  judged  by  its 
merits,  and,  in  that  respect,  you  are  well  armed. 
Murray  tells  me  it  is  going  on  well,  and,  vou  may 
depend  upon  it,  there  is  a  substratum  of"  poetr>', 
which  is  a  foundation  for  solid  and  durable  fame. 
The  objections  (If  there  be  objections,  for  this  is  a 
presumption,  and  not  an  oasumption)  will  be  merely 
as  to  the  mechanical  part,  and  such,  as  I  stated 
before,  the  usual  consequences  of  either  novelty  or 
revival.      I   desired   Murray   to   forward  to  you  a 
pamphlet  with  two  things  of  mine  in  it,  the  most 
part  of  both  of  them,  and   of   one  in  particular, 
vrntten  before  others  of  my  composing,  which  have 
preceded  them  in  publication ;  thev  are  neither  of 
them  of  much  pretension,  nor  intended  for  it.    You 
will  perhaps  wonder  at  my  dwelling  so  much  and  so 
frequently  on  former  subjects  and  scenes ;  but  the 
fact  is,   that  I   found  them  fading  fast  from  my 
memory ;  and  I  was,  at  the  same  time,  so  partial  to 
their  place^  rand  events  connected  with  it,)  that  I 
have  stamped  them  while  I  could,  in  such  colors  as 
•  I  could  trust  to  now,  but  might  have  confused  and 
misplaced    hereafter,    had    I    longer    delayed    the 
attempted  delineation." 


.V 


LETTER  CCXCL 

TO  Mil.   MOORE. 

••March  8, 1818. 

"I  rejoice  in  your  promotion  as  Chairman  and 
Uhantable  Steward,  &c.,  &c.  These  be  dignities 
which  await  only  the  virtuous.  But  then,  recollect, 
you  are  six-nnd-thirtu,  (I  speak  this  enviously— not 
of  your  age,  but  the  '  honor— love— obedience- 
troops  of  friends,'  which  accompany  it,)  and  I  have 
eight  years  good  to  run  before  I  arrive  at  such 
hoary  pcr.^ection  ;  by  which  time,— if  I  am  at  all,— 
It  will  probably  be  in  a  state  of  grace  or  progressing 

"  I  must  set  you  right  in  one  point,  however. 
IJie  lAult  was  not—no,  nor  even  the  misfortun*,— 


in  my  *  choice  *  (unless  in  d 
not  believe,  and  I  must  say 
all  this  bitter  business,  that 
or  even  a  brighter,  a  kinder, 
agreeable  being  than  Lady  B 
have,  any  reproach  to  roak 
Where  there  is  blame,  it  bel 
I  cannot  redeem,  I  must  bea: 
"Her  nearest  relatives  ai 
stances  have  been  and  are 
fusion — my  health  has  been  £ 
and  my  mind  ill  at  ease  for 
Such  are  the  causes  (I  do  not 
which  have  frequently  drivei 
disqualified  my  temner  for 
also  may  be  attributed  to  the 
habits  which,  becoming  my  o 
age,  and  scrambling  about, 
world,  may  have  induced, 
that,  if  I  had  had  a  fair  chan 
even  a  tolerable  situation,  ] 
fairly.  But  that  seems  hopcl 
ing  more  to  be  said.  At  prcs( 
which  is  better  (it  is  odd,  but 
any  kind  gives  a  rebound  to  r 
up  for  the  time)— I  have  to  bj 
unpleasantnesses,  including 
difficulties,  &c.,  &c. 

"  I  believe  I  may  have  said 
but  I  risk  repeating  it.  It  h 
privatiofis  of  advcrsit/,  or,  i 
tune  ;  but  my  pride  recoils 
However,  I  have  no  quarrel  -^ 
which  will,  I  think,  buckle 
thing.  If  my  heart  could 
would  have  been  so  years  ag< 
afllicting  than  these. 

"I  agree  with  you  (to  turn 
shop)  that  I  have  written  t 
things  were,  however,  publish 
me,  and  for  reasons  I  will  ex 
I  know  not  why  I  have  dwelt 
scenes,  except  that  I  find  thcr 
(if  such  a  word  may  be)  in 
midst  of  present  turbulence  ai 
anxious  to  stamp  before  the 
now  break  it.  With  those  c 
connected  with  them,  all  mv  r 
begin  and  end.  Were  I  to  'tr> 
ing  of  any  other  subject,  and  t 
exnausted.  <  Wo  to  him,'  say 
all  he  could  say  on  any  subje 
on  which,  perhaps,  I  could  1 
but  I  leave  them  all,  and  not  1 
*•  Do  you  remember  the  linei 
year,  which  you  still  have  ?  ] 
Fitzgerald,  in  the  Morning  Po 
acter  of  'Vates'  in  all  its  tr 
they  not  a  little  prophetic  ? 
ning  'There's  not  a  joy  the  v 
on  which  I  rather  pique  mysel 
though  the  most  melancholy,  ] 
**  What  a  scrawl  have  I  sent 
ing  of  yourself,  except  that  y( 
churchwarden,  and  an  encoui 
When  are  you  out  ?  and  how 
child  is  very  well  and  flouiis 
must  see  also.  I  feel  no  disp( 
the  contagion  of  its  grandmot] 
I  am  unwilling  to  take  it  from 
weaned,  however,  and  somethi 
decided. 


[The  letter  that  follows  wa 
received  from  Mr.  Murray,  in  w 
him  a  draft  for  a  thousand  gi 
right  of  his  two  poems,  the  S 
Parisina.] 


•  WmPeam,^B 
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TO  MB.  mrBAAT. 

**  Tour  oSu  h  liberal  in  the  eztrame.  (you  see  I 
■e  the  word  to  yon  and  of  you,  though  I  voold  not 
Misent  to yonr  using  it  of  younelf  to  Mr.  ****,) 
ad  much  more  than  the  two  poems  enn  possibly  be 
orth ;  but  I  cannot  accept  it,  nor  will  not.  You 
re  most  welcome  to  them  as  additions  to  the  eol- 
icted  Tolumes,  without  any  demand  or  expectation 
a  my  part  whatever.  But  I  cannot  consent  to 
leir  separate  publication.  I  do  not  like  to  risk 
tiy  fame  (whether  merited  or  not)  which  I  have 
Ben  favored  with,  upon  compositions  which  I  do 
ot  feel  to  be  at  all  equal  to  my  own  notions  of 
hat  they  should  be,  f  and  as  I  flatter  myself  some 
ave  beertf  here  and  tnere,)  though  they  may  do 
ery  well  as  things  without  pretension,  to  add  to 
le  publication  with  the  lighter  pieces. 

**  I  am  very  glad  that  the  handwriting  was  a  fa- 
orable  omen  of  the  morals  of  the  niece :  but  you 
lust  not  trust  to  that,  for  my  copyist  would  write 
at  any  thing  I  desired  in  all  the  i^orance  of  inno- 
mce — ^I  hope,  however,  in  this  instance,  with  no 
reat  peril  to  either. 

"  P.  S.  I  have  enclosed  your  draft  torn,  for  fear 
r  accidents  by  the  way — I  wish  you  would  not 
irow  temptation  in  mine.  It  is  not  from  a  disdain 
r  the  universal  idol,  not  from  a  present  superfluity 
r  his  treasures,  I  can  assure  you,  that  I  roftise  to 
orship  him ;  but  what  is  right  is  right,  and  must 
ot  yield  to  circumstances." 


LETTER  CCXCm. 


TO  H] 

"  I  wrote  to  you  hastily  this  morning  by  Murray, 

>  say  that  I  was  glad  to  do  as  Mackintosh  and  you 
iggestcd  about  Mr.  *  *.  It  occurs  to  me  now, 
1  at  as  I  have  never  seen  Mr.  *  *  but  once,  and 
>n8equently  have  no  claim  to  his  acquaintance, 
lat  you  or  Sir  J.  had  better  arrange  it  with  him  in 
ich  a  manner  as  may  be  least  oflBansive  to  his 
elings,  and  so  as  not  to  have  the  appesrance  of 
ficiousness  nor  obtrusion  on  my  part.  I  hope  you 
ill  be  able  to  do  this,  as,I  should  be  very  seriy  to 

>  any  thing  by  him  that  mhj  be  deemed  indelicate, 
he  sum  ^mrray  offered  and  offen  was  and  is  one 
lousand  and  fifty  pounds:  this  I  refused  before, 
icause  I  thought  it  more  than  the  two  things  were 
orth  to  Murray,  and  from  other  objections,  which 
e  of  no  consequence.  I  have,  however,  closed 
tth  M.,  in  consequence  of  Sir  J.*8  and  your  sue- 
^stion,  and  propose  the  sum  of  six  hundred  pounds 

>  be  transferred  to  Mr.  *  *  in  such  manner  as  may 
•em  best  to  your  friend,— the  remainder  I  think  of 
r  other  purposes. 

**  As  Murray  has  offered  the  money  down  for  the 
ipyrights,  it  may  be  done  directly.  I  am  ready  to 
^  and  seal  immediately,  and  perhaps  it  had  better 
>t  be  delayed.  I  shall  feel  very  glad  if  it  can  be 
'  any  use  to  *  * :  only  don't  let  him  be  plagued, 
)r  think  himself  obliged  and  all  that,  which  makes 
iople  hate  one  another,  fte. 

"  Tonit,  very  truly. 


LETTER  CGXCIY. 

TO  KB.  miRBAT. 

•«Kbwn,l8IC 

**  When  the  sum  offered  by  you,  and  even  prtued 
f  yov,  was  decUBod,  it  was  with  refercnoe  to  a  sep- 
ale  publication,  m  yoB  know  and  I  know.    That 


it  was  large,  I  admitted  and  admit ;  and  that  mado 

Krt  of  my  consideratiqn  in  refusing  it,  till  I  knew 
tter  what  yon  were  likely  to  make  of  it.  With 
regard  to  what  is  past,  or  is  to  pass,  about  Mx,  *  •, 
the  case  is  in  no  respect  different  from  the  transfer 
of  former  copyrights  to  Mr.  Dallas.  Had  I  taken 
you  at  your  word,  that  is,  taken  your  money,  I 
might  have  used  it  as  I  pleased ;  and  it  could  be  in. 
no  respect  different  to  you  whether  I  paid  it  to  a 
w— ,  or  a  hospital,  or  assisted  a  man  of  talent  in 
distress.  The  truth  of  the  matter  seems  this :  you 
offered  moriB  than  the  poems  are  worth.  I  mui  so» 
and  I  think  so ;  but  you  know,  or  at  least  ought  to 
know,  your  own  business  best ;  and  when  you  recol^ 
leet  what  passed  between  you  and  me  upon  pecu- 
niary subjects  before  this  occurred,  you  wiU  acquit 
me  of  any  wish  to  take  advantage  of  your  impru- 
dence. 

'*  The  things  in  question  shall  not  be  published  ftt 
all,  and  there  is  an  end  of  the  matter.  - 

"Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCXCV 

TO    MB.   KUBBA.T. 

"MudkSylSIB. 

•  •  «  •  « 

<'  I  sent  to  you  to-day  for  this  reason— the  books 
you  purchased  are  again  seized,  and,  as  matters 
stand,  had  much  better  be  sold  at  once  by  public 
auction.  I  wish  to  see  you,  to  return  your  bill  for 
them ;  which,  thank  Odd,  is  neither  due  nor  paid. 
Thai  pait,  as  far  as  ffou  are  concerned,  being  set* 
tled«  (which  it  can  be,  and  shall  be.  when  I  see  you 
to-morrowj  I  have  no  further  delicacy  about  the 
matter.  Tnis  is  about  the  tenth  execution  in  as 
many  months ;  so  I  am  pretty  well  hardened ;  but 
it  is  fit  I  should  pay  the  forfeit  of  my  forefather's 
extiavaffanoe  and  my  own ;  and  whatever  my  faults 
ma^r  be,  I  Suppose  they  will  be  pretty  well  explained 
in  time-— or  eternity.  *'  Ever,  &c. 

"P.  S.  I  need  hardly  sa^  that  I  knew  nothing 
till  this  dof  of  the  new  eeixwre.  I  had  releasea 
them  from  former  ones,  and  thought,  when  you 
took  them,  that  they  were  vours. 

**  You  shall  have  your  bill  again  to-morrow  *' 


LETTER  CCXCVI. 

TO  MB.  «rBBAT. 

•«FW>.S,181S. 

"I  sent  for  'Marmion,*  which  I  return,  because 
it  occurred  to  me,  there  might  be  a  resemblance 
between  part  of  '  Porisina '  and  a  similar  scene  in 
canto  IX.  of  '  Marraion.'  I  fear  there  is.  tfiough  I 
never  thought  of  it  before,  and  could  haruly  wish  to 
imitate  that  which  is  inimitable.  I  wish  you  would 
ask  Mr.  OifZbrd  whether  I  ought  to  say  any  thing 
upon  it  ;-*I  had  completed  the  story  on  the  passage 
from  Gibbon,  which  indeed  leads  to  a  like  scene 
naturally,  without  a  thought  of  the  kind:  but  it 
comes  upon  me  not  very  comfortably. 

*'  There  are  a  few  words  and  phrases  I  want  to 
alter  in  the  MS.,  and  should  like  to  do  it  before  you 
print,  and  will  return  it  in  an  hour. 

"  Yours  oter. 


LETTER  CCXCVII. 

TO  MB.  MtnBAT. 

•  o  o  o  • 

«To  retam  to  our  busin—o  i  your  epistles  art 
vastly  agiMable.    With  xogard  to  the  obseiratms 
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on  cirelcssncsg,  5:c.,  T  think,  with  all  humility, 
that  the  gentle  reader  has  considered  a  rather  un- 
common, and  designedly  irregular,  versification  for 
haste  and  negligence.  The  measure  is  not  that  of 
any  of  the  other  nocma,  which  (I  believe)  were 
allowed  to  be  tolerably  correct,  according  to  Bysshe 
and  the  fingers— or  ears — by  which  bards  write,  and 
readers  reckon.     Great  part  of  the  '  Siege  *  is   in 

il  think)  what  the  learned  called  Anapests,  (though 
am  not  sure,  being  heinously  forgetful  of  my 
metres  and  my  'Gradus,')  and  many  of  the  line's 
intentionally  longer  or  shorter  than  its  rhyming 
companion ;  and  rhyme  also  occurring  at  greater  or 
less  mtervalB  of  caprice  or  convenience. 

"  I  mean  not  to  say  that  this  is  right  or  good,  but 
merely  that  I  could  have  been  smoother,  had  it 
appeared  to  me  of  advantage ;  and  that  I  was  not 
otherwise  without  being  aware  of  the  deviation 
though  I  now  feel  sorry  for  it,  as  I  would  undoubt 
edly  rather  please  than  not.  My  wish  has  been  to 
try  at  something  different  from  my  former  efforts ; 
as  I  endeavored  to  make  them  aiffer  from  each 
other.  The  versification  of  the  *  Corsair '  is  not 
that  of  '  Lara  ; '  nor  the  *  Giaour  *  that  of  the 
*  Bride ;  *  '  Childe  Harold '  is  again  varied  from 
these  ;  and  I  strove  to  vary  the  last  somewhat 
from  all  of  the  others. 

•*  Excuse  all  this  d d  nonsense  and  egotism. 

The  fact  is,  that  I  am  rather  trving  to  think  on  the 
subject  of  this  note,  than  really  thinking  on  it. — I 
did  not  know  you  had  called :  you  are  always  ad- 
mitted and  welcome  when  you  choose. 

"Yours,  &c.,  &c. 

*'  P.  8.  You  need  not  be  in  any  apprehension  or 
^ef  on  my  acoount:  were  I  to  be  beaten  down  by 
the  world  and  its  inheritors,  I  should  have  suc- 
cumbed to  many  things  years  ago.  You  must  not 
mistake  my  not  bullying  for  dejection  ;  nor  imagine 
that  because  I  feel,  1  am  too  faint : — but  enough  for 
the  present. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  Sotheby's  row.  WTiat  the  devil 
is  it  about?  I  thought  it  all  settled;  and  if  I  can 
do  an?  thing  about  him  or  Ivan  still,  I  am  ready 
and  willing.  I  do  not  think  it  proper  for  me  just 
now  to  be  much  behind  the  scenes,  but  I  will  see 
the  committee  and  move  upon  it,  if  Sotheby  likes. 

"  If  you  see  Mr.  Sotheby,  will  you  tell  him  that  I 
irrote  to  Mr.  Coleridge,  on  getting  Mr.  Sotheby's 
note,  and  have,  I  hope,  done  what  Air.  S.  wished  on 
that  subject  ? " 


LETTER  CCXCVIII. 

TO  MR.   K0GER8. 

"  Murch  M,  1818, 

**  You  are  one  of  the  few  persons  with  whom  I 
have  lived  in  what  is  called  intimacy,  and  have 
heard  me  at  times  conversing  on  the  untoward 
topic  of  my  recent  family  disquietudes.  Will  you 
have  the  goodness  to  say  to  me  at  once,  whether 
you  ever  heard  me  speak  of  her  with  disrespect, 
with  uukindness,  or  defending  myself  at  her  ex- 
pense by  any  serious  imputation  of*^  any  description 
against  hert  Did  you  never  hear  me  say,  'that 
when  there  was  a  right  or  a  >^Tong,  she  had  the 
right  r^-'HYie  reason  I  put  these  questions  to  vou  or 
others  of  my  friends  is,  because  I  am  said,  by  her 
and  hers,  to  have  resorted  to  such  means  of  excul- 
pation. '*  Ever  very  truly  yours, 

*'B.' 


in  my  boat  round  the  lake ;  ! 
sprig  of  Gibbon's  acacia  and  s 
his  garden,  which,  with  part  ( 
just  seen.  You  will  find  bono 
Life,  made  of  this  *  acacia,'  w] 
the  night  of  concluding  his  \ 
and  summer- hottse,  where  he 
glected,  and  the  last  utterly  de 
show  it  as  his  •  cabinet,'  and 
of  his  memory. 

**  My  route,  through  Flandei 
to  Switzerland,  was  all  I  expec 

'*  I  have  traversed  all  Rom 
the  Heloise  before  me,  and  am 
that  I  cannot  express  with  the 
of  his  descriptions,  and  the  be; 
Meillerie,  Clarens,  and  Vevay, 
Chillon,  are  places  of  which  I 
cause  all  I  could  say  must  fall ; 
sions  they  stamp.* 

"  Three  days  ago,  we  were 
squall  off  Meillerie,  and  driver 
risk,  being  so  near  the  rocks,  a 
but  our  party  were  wet,  and 
deal.  The  wind  was  strong  ei 
some  trees,  as  we  feund  at  land 
righted  and  right,  and  we  are  th 

"Dr.  Polidori  is  not  here, 
behind  in  the  hospital  with  a  sp 
he  acquired  in  tumbling  from  a 

••  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  yo 
received  for  me  certain  helms' a; 
Waterloo  which  I  rode  over  wit 

"  I  have  finished  a  third  cani 
(consisting  of  one  hundred  and 
longer  than  either  of  the  two 
parts,  it  may  be,  better ;  but  ( 
cannot  determine.  I  shall  sen 
looking  opportunity. 


LETTER  CC 


TO  MR.  MURRi 


LETTER  CCXCIX 

TO  MR,  MURRAY. 

•*  Ooehy,  netr  Lkonnne,  Jam  ZT,  1811. 

•*I  am  thus  far  (kept  by  stress  of  weather)  on  my 
way  hack  to  Diodati,  (near  Geneva,)  from  a  voyage 


"  Diodad,  ne 

"  I  wrote  to  you  a  few  weeki 
dori  received  your  letter ;  but 
made  its  appearance,  nor  the  e] 
gave  notice  therein.  I  enclose 
mont,f  which  was  copied  by 
which  appears  to  be  about  t 
imposition  that  ever  issued  fr 
need  hardly  say  that  I  know 
trash,  nor  whence  it  may  spring 
lena,'  •  Farewells  to  England,' 
can  be  disavowed,  or  is  worth  di 
full  authority  to  do  so.  I  never 
a  line  on  any  thing  of  the  kind,  a: 
other  things  with  which  I  was  i 
about  •  Gaul,'  and  another  about 
and  as  to  the  <  Lily  of  France,'  I  e 
of  celebrating  a  turnip.  « On 
daughter's  birth,'  I  had  other 
than  verses ;  and  should  neve 
such  an  invention,  till  Mr.  Johiu 
let's  advertisement  broke  in  U| 
light  on  the  crafts  and  subtleti 
printing, — or  rather  publishing. 
"  I  did  hope  that  some  succee< 
superseded  the  thousand  and  oi 


*  See  notes  to  canto  BL  of  ChQde  Hanid. 

t  The  {o^^awmg  was  (he  advertiaetncat  encloi 

"  Neatly  printed  aod  hot-prcas 

Lord  Byeon'a  PaieweU  Co  Gnflaod,  with  thi 

Ueiena,  To  my  Daujrhier  on  her  Birthday,  ai 

••  Printed  by  J.  Johnston,  Cheapsidc, 

*'The  above  beautiful  poems  will  be  read  vUl 

k  b  profanble  they  wiU  be  the  last  of  the  author 

lud."— (They  were  viitteo  bgr  a  Mr.  John  Agg 


LBTTBBS. 


6dt 


mnlated  during  last  winter.  I  can  forgire  irliateTer 
mar  be  said  oi  or  against  me,  but  not  what  they 
make  me  say  or  sing  for  myself.  It  is  enough  to 
answer  for  what  I  naye  written ;  bat  it  were  too 
much  for  Job  himself  to  bear  what  one  has  not.  I 
suspect  that  when  the  Arab  patriarch  wished  that 
his  '  enemy  had  written  a  book/  he  did  not  antici- 
pate his  own  name  on  the  title-page.  I  feel  qnite 
as  much  bored  with  this  foolery  as  it  deserves,  and 
more  than  I  should  be  if  I  had  not  a  headache. 

**  Of  Olenarron,*  Madame  de  Stael  told  me  (ten 
days  ago  at  Copet)  marvellous  and  grievous  things; 
but  I  have  seen  nothing  of  it  but  the  motto,  which 
promises  amiably  *  for  us  and  for  our  tragedy.'  If 
such  be  the  posy,  what  should  the  ring  be? — 'a 
name  to  all  succeeding, 'f  &c.  The  generous  mo- 
ment selected  for  the  publication  is  probably  its 
kindest  accompaniment,  and — ^truth  to  say — ^the 
time  was  well  chosen.  I  have  not  even  a  guess  at 
the  contents,  except  from  the  very  vague  accounts 
I  have  heard. 

•  «•••• 

"  I  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  the  egotism  of  this 
letter.  It  is  not  my  fault  altogether,  and  I  shall  be 
but  too  happy  to  drop  the  subject,  when  others  will 
allow  me. 

« I  am  in  tolerable  plight,  and  in  my  last  letter 
told  you  what  I  had  done  in  the  way  of  all  rhyme. 
I  trust  that  you  prosper,  and  that  your  authors  are 
in  good  condition.  I  should  suppose  your  stud  has 
received  some  increase  bv  what  I  hear.  Bertram! 
must  be  a  good  horse ;  aoes  he  run  next  meeting  r 
I  hope  yon  will  beat  the  Bow. 

"  Yours  alway,  &c." 


LBTTBB  CCCI. 

TO  MB.  BOaBBB. 

«  OkdMi,  iMW  OwwVB,  Jal7  99,  UlS. 

**  Do  yon  recollect  a  book,  Mathieson's  Letters, 
rhich  you  lent  me,  which  I  have  still,  and  yet  hope 
o  return  to  your  library  t  Well,  I  have  encoun- 
»rcd  at  Conet  and  elsewhere  Orav's  correspondent, 
;hat  same  Bonstetten,  to  whom  i  lent  the'transla- 
don  of  his  correspondent's  epistles  for  a  few  days ; 
>ut  all  he  could  remember  of  Gray  amounts  to  ut- 
ile, except  that  he  was  the  most  *  melancholy  and 
gentlemanlike '  of  all  possible  poets.  Bonstetten 
limself  is  a  fine  and  very  lively  old  man,  and  much 
•steemed  by  his  compatriots ;  he  is  also  a  iitUra- 
eur  of  good  repute,  and  all  his  friends  have  a  ma- 
lia  of^aadresslng  to  him  volumes  of  letters— 'Mathie- 
on,  MuUer  the  historian,  &o.,  &c.  He  is  a  good 
[eal  at  Copet,  where  I  have  met  him  a  few  times. 
LU  there  are  well,  except  Rocca,  who,  I  am  sorry 
o  say,  looks  in  a  veir  Imd  state  of  health.  Sohlegel 
i  in  nigh  force,  and  Madame  as  brilliant  as  ever. 

*'  I  came  here  by  the  Netherlands  and  the  Rhine 
onte,  and  Basle,  Berne,  Morat,  and  Lausanne.  I 
.ave  circumnavigated  the  Lake,  and  go  to  Chamou- 
i  with  the  first  fair  weather ;  but  really  we  have 
ad  lately  snoh  stupid  nvists,  fogs,  ana  perpetual 
ensity,  that  one  would  think  Castlereagh  had  the 
sreign  affairs  of  the  kingdom  of  Heaven  also  on 
is  hands.  I  need  say  nothing  to  you  of  these  parts, 
ou  having  traversed  them  already.  I  do  not  think 
f  Italy  before  September.  I  have  read  Glenarvon. 
nd  have  also  seen  Ben.  Constant's  Adolphe,  and 
is  preface,  denying  the  real  people.  It  is  a  work 
hich  leaves  an  unpleasant  impression,  but  very 


*  A  noral,  bj  ImAj  Caroliaa  Luao :  Lotd  B/fon,  nacUr  UMther  n 
10  one  of  Ub  priaclptl  ebuMlm. 
t  Ttemooob— 

•«BilaftAauBatoall> 
Liiik'd  vfChoM  rlrtiM  uul  A  tl 


consistent  with  the  consequences  of  not  being  in 
love,  which  is  perhaps  as  disagreeable  as  any  thing, 
except  being  so.  I  doubt,  however,  whether  all  sndi 
lient  (as  he  calls  them)  terminate  so  wretchedly  as 
his  hero  and  heroine's. 

**  There  is  a  third  canto  (a  longer  than  either  of  ' 
the  former)  of  Childe  Harold  finished,  and  some 
smaller  things, — among  them  a  story  on  the  Chat- 
eau de  Chillon.  I  only  wait  a  good  opportunity  to 
transmit  them  to  the  grand  Murray,  who,  I  hope, 
flourishes.  Where  is  Moore  ?  Why  is  he  not  out  ^ 
My  love  to  him,  and  my  perfect  consideration  and 
remembrances  to  all,  particularly  to  Lord  and  Lady 
Holland,  and  to  your  Puchess  of  Somerset. 

"  Ever,  &o. 

**  P.  S.  I  send  yon  tifae  timile,  a  note  of  Bon- 
stetten's,  thinking  you  might  like  to  see  the  hand  of 
Gray's  correspondent." 


LETTER  CCCIL 

TO  XB.  HTrBBAT. 

"Dipdati,  Sept.  99,1811. 

« I  am  very  much  flattered  by  Mr.  Giflbrd's  good 
opinion  of  the  MSB.*  and  shall  be  still  more  so,  if 
it  answers  your  expectations  and  justifies  his  kind- 
ness. I  liked  it  myself^  but  that  must  go  for  no- 
thing. The  feelings  with  which  most  of  it  was  writ- 
ten need  not  be  envied  me.  With  regard  to  the 
Srice,  /  fixed  none,  but  left  it  to  Mr.  Kinnaird,  Mr. 
helley,  and  yourself,  to  arrange.  Of  course,  they 
would  do  their  best;  and  as  to  yourself,  I  knew 
you  would  make  no  difficulties.  But  I  agree  with 
Mr.  Kinnaird  perfectly,  that  the  concluding  ^iw 
htmdred  should  be  only  conditional;  and  for  mv  own 
sake,  I  wish  it  to  be  added,  only  in  case  of  yonr 
selling  a  certain  number,  thai  number  to  be  fixed  by 
yourse^.  I  hope  this  is  fair.  In  every  thing  of 
this  kind  there  must  be  risk  ;  and  till  that  be  past, 
in  one  way  or  the  other,  I  would  not  willingly  ada 
to  it,  particularlv  in  times  like  the  present.  And 
pray  always  recollect  that  nothing  could  mortify  me 
more— no  failure  on  my  own  part—than  having 
made  you  lose  by  any  purchase  from  me. 

"  The  Monodyt  was  written  by  reouest  of  Mr. 
Kinnaird  for  the  theatre.  I  did  as  well  as  I  could ; 
but  where  I  have  not  my  choice,  I  pretend  to  an- 
swer for  nothing.  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  myself  are 
just  returned  from  a  journey  of  lakes  ana  moun- 
tains. We  have  been  to  the  Grindelwald,  and  tilie 
Jungfrau,  and  stood  on  the  summit  of  the  Wengen 
Alp ;  ana  seen  torrents  of  nine  hundred  feet  iniall, 
and  glaciers  of  all  dimensions ;  we  have  heard  shep- 
herd^ pipes,  and  avalanches,  and  looked  on  the 
clouds  toaming  up  from  the  valleys  below  us,  like 
the  spray  of  the  ocean  of  heU.t  Chamouni,  and 
that  which  it  inherits,  we  saw  a  month  ago ;  bit, 
though  Mont  Blanc  is  higher,  it  is  not  equal  in 
wildness  to  the  Jungfrau,  the  Eighers,  the  ohreck- 
honijand  the  Rose  Glaciers. 

**  We  set  off  for  Italy  nexf  week.  The  road  is 
within  this  month  infested  ^th  bandits,  but  wa 
must  take  our  chance  and  such  precautions  as  are 
requsite.  "Ever,  &<r. 

"  P.  S.  My  best  remembrances  to  Mr.  Gifford. 
Pray  say  all  that  can  be  said  from  me  to  him. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  Mr.  Maturin  did  not  like  Phil- 
lips' picture.  I  thought  it  was  reckoned  a  good  one. 
If  he  had  made  the  speech  on  the  original,  perhaps 
he  would  have  been  more  readily  forgiven  by  tos 
proprietor  and  the  painter  of  the  portrait."    *    * 


•  CliU«Iknld,CMiolL 

t  OBtfMdwikor8kaiklu,p(Min,p.a 
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LETTER  CCCIII. 


TO  MB.   MURKAY. 


•'  DiMlatl,  Sept.  80,  Ult. 

*«I  answered  your  obligin*]:  letters  yesterday  :  to- 
day the  Monody*  arrived  with  its  tUie-pa^et  which 
»»,'I  presume,  a  separate  publication,  '  The  request 
of  a  friend  :— 

•  Ohli*fld  hy  hangtn  and  reqiint  of  friead*.' 

1  will  request  you  to  expunge  that  same,  unless 
you  please  to  add,  *  by  a  person  of  quality,'  or  '  of 
wit  and  humor  about  town.'  Merely  say,  •  written 
to  be  spoken  at  Drury  Lane.'  To-morrow  I  dine  at 
Copet.  Saturday  I  strike  tents  for  Italy.  This 
evening,  on  the  lake  in  my  boat  with  Mr.  Hob- 
house,  the  pole  which  sustains  the  mainsail,  slipped 
in  tacking,  and  struck  me  so  violently  on  one  of  my 
legs,  (the  worst,  luckily,)  as  to  make  me  do  a  foolish 
thing,  viz.,  to  faint— a  downright  swoon  ;  the  thing 
must  have  jarred  some  nerve  or  other,  for  the  bone 
is  not  injured,  and  hardly  painful,  (it  is  six  hours 
since,)  and  cost  Mr.  Hobhouso  some  apprehension 
and  much  sprinkling  of  water  to  recover  me.  The 
sensation  was  a  very  odd  one  :  I  never  had  but  two 
such  before,  once  rrom  a  cut  on  the  head  from  a 
■tone,  several  years  ago,  and  once  (long  ago  also) 
in  falling  into  a  great  wreath  of  snow  ; — a  sort  of 
gray  giddiness  first,  then  nothingness  and  a  total 
loss  of  memory  on  beginning  to  recover.  The  last 
part  is  not  disagreeable,  if  one  did  not  find  it  again. 
"You  want  the  original  MSS.  Mr.  Davies  has 
the  first  fair  copy  in  my  own  hand,  and  I  have  the 
rough  composition  here,  and  will  send  or  save  it  for 
you,  Stnce  you  wish  it. 

"  With  regard  to  your  new  literary  project,  if  anv 
thing  falls  in  the  way  which  will,  to  the  best  of  my 
judgment,  suit  you,  1  will  send  vou  what  I  can.  At 
present  I  must  lay  by  a  little, 'having  pretty  well 
exhausted  myself  in  what  I  have  sent  you.  Italy 
or  Dalmatia  and  another  summer  may,  or  may  not, 
set  me  off  again.  I  have  no  plans,  and  am  nearly 
as  indilferent  what  may  come  as  where  I  go.  I  shall 
lake  Felicia  Hcmans'  Restoration,  &c.,  with  me  ; 
it  is  a  good  poem — verj*. 

••  Pray  repeat  my  best  thanks  and  remembrances 
to  Mr.  Gilford  for  all  his  trouble  and  good  nature 
towards  me. 

*'  Do  not  fanc^'  mc  laid  up,  from  the  beginning  of 
this  scrawl.  I  tell  you  the  accident  for  want  of  bet- 
ter to  say  ;  but  it  is  over,  and  I  am  only  wondering 
what  the  deuce  was  the  matter  with  me. 

*«  I  have  lately  been  over  all  the  Bernese  Alps  and 
their  lakes.  I  think  many  of  the  scenes  (some  of 
which  were  not  those  usually  frequented  by  the 
English)  finer  than  Cliamouni,' wliich  I  visited  some 
time  before.  I  have  been  to  Clarens  again,  and 
crossed  the  mountains  behind  it ;  of  this  tour  I  kept 
a  short  journal  for  my  sister,  which  I  sent  yester- 
day in  three  letters.  It  is  not  all  for  perusal ;  but 
if  vou  like  to  hear  about  the  romantic  part,  she 
will,  I  dare  say,  show  vou  what  touches  upon  the 
rocks,  ^c. 

*'  Christabcl — I  wont  have  any  one  sneer  at  Chris- 
tabel :  it  is  a  fine,  vrild  poem.  ♦  ♦ 

♦♦♦••♦ 
♦♦•••♦ 
"  Madame  de  StaCl  wishes  to  see  the  Antiquary-, 
and  I  am  going  to  take  it  to  her  to-morrow.     She 
oas  made  Copet  as  agreeable  as  society  and  talent 
3an  moke  any  place  on  earth.        «*  Yours  ever, 


LETTER  C< 


TO  XK.   MUB 


•  •  •  < 

Save  mc  a  copy  of  *  Buck 
lished  by  Longman  ;  but  do  nc 

I  have  too  many. 

*•  The  '  Monody  '  is  in  too  mi 
makes  it  unintelligible  to  me  ; 
stands  it  in  the  present  form, 
ever,  as  it  cannot  be  rectified 
has  been  already  published,  < 
the  collection — it  will  fill  up  th 
epistle. 

'«  Strike  out  '  by  request  of  i 
trash,  and  must  have  been  do 
lous. 

*'  Be  careful  in  the  printing  1 

**  Though  the  dny  of  m J  d( 

which  I  think  well  of  as  a  com 

*'  'The  Antiquary'  is  not  th 

but  much  above  all* the  last  twi 

elder   brothers.     Holcroft's  M 

as  showing  the  strength  of  en 

which  is  worth  more  than  all  tl 

"And  80  you  have  been  pub 

Anjou '  and'an  Assyrian  tak,  t 

Waterloo,   and   the   *Hue  am 

which  most  to  admire,  your 

ances.     I  believe  that  prose  is,  i 

putable;  for  certes,  if  onecoulci 

o  on — that  is,  with  this  sent 

fear,   incurable.     God  help 

this  scribbling,  I  shall  have  frii 

before  I  am  thirty ;  but  it  is  at 

nie.     For  the  presents-good  e^ 


LETTER  CC< 


TO  MB.  MUBB 


'  OatheilHthofShvkiMi.    8MUtMratt«Im. 


**  Thus  far  on  my  way  to  It 
passed  the  *  Pisse  Vache  '  (one 
iji  Switzerland)  in  time  to  viev 
sun  flings  along  it  before  noon. 

"  1  have  written  to  you  twice 
I  hear,  is  arrived.  He  brings  th 
you  wi.shed  to  see.  Recollect  1 
to  be  from  that  which  Mr.  Sli 
recollect  also  that  the  conclndii 
Harold  (those  to  my  datujhter 
made  up  my  mind  whether  to  { 
they  were  Jirst  written,  (as  you 
the  margin  of  the  first  copy,)  1 
determined  to  publish  with  the  \ 
in  the  copy  which  you  received  1 
fore  I  sent  it  to  England. 

*'  Our  weather  is  very  fine,  wh 
summer  has  been. — At  Milan  I  i 
from  you  Address  either  to  Mi 
or  by  way  of  Geneva,  to  the  care 
Banquier.  I  write  these  few  lin 
letter  should  not  reach  you  ;  I 
will. 

"  P.  S.  My  best  respects  and 
ford.  Will  you  tell  him,  it  may 
to  put  a  short  note  to  that  par^  i 
merely  to  say,  that  of  course  th 
not  refer  to  that  particular  spot 


11.554. 


rmma&d  of  sMaciy  tnmnd  it  ?  Ido  not  know  that 
Ids  is  necessarr,  and  le&Te  it  to  Hr.  0.'b  choice,  as 
■7  editor,— if  oe  wiU  allow  ma  to  callhimaoattkia 


USTTEB  CCCVI. 

TO  MB.  XUBXAT. 

••iih«A,o«.i5,inf. 

« I  hear  that  Mr.  DaviM  has  arrired  in  England, 
-but  that  of  some  letters,  ftc,  committed  to  his 
are,  by  Mr.  HobfaousOt  only  half  have  been  deliv- 
red.  This  intelligence  natoralfy  makes  me  feel  a 
ittle  anxious  for  mine,  and  among  them  for  the  MS. 
rhich  I  wished  to  have  compared  with  the  one  sent 
J  me  through  the  hands  of  Mr.  Shelley.  I  trust 
hat  it  has  arrived  safely,— and  indeed  not  less  saj 
hat  some  little  crystals,  ftc,  from  Mont  Blanc,  for 
ly  daughter  and  mv  nieces,  have  reached  theur  ad- 
ress.  Pray  have  the  goodness  to  ascertain  from 
f  r.  Davies  that  no  accident  (bv  enstom  house  or 
)ss)  has  befallen  them,  and  satisfy  me  on  this  point 
t  your  earliest  oonyenience. 

"  If  I  recollect  rightly,  you  told  me  that  Mr.  Oif- 
>rd  had  kindly  undertaken  to  correct  the  press  (at 
ly  request)  during  my  absence— ^t  least  I  hope 
0.    It  will  add  to  my  many  obligations  to  th&t  gen- 


**  1  wrote  to  you,  on  my  way  here,  a  short  note, 
ated  Martigny.  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  myself  ar- 
iyed  here  a  few  days  ago,  by  the  Simplon  and  Lago 
laggiore  route.  Of  course  we  visited  the  Borro- 
lean  Islands,  which  are  fine,  but  too  artificial, 
'he  Simplon  is  magnificent  in  its  nature  and  its 
rt, — ^both  Ood  and  man  have  done  wonders,—- to 
iy  nothing  of  the  devil,  who  must  certainly  have 
ao'a  hand  (or  a  hoof)  in  some  of  the  rocKS  and 
ivines  through  and  over  which  the  works  are  car- 
led. 

"  Milan  is  strikin^the  cathedral  supeib.  The 
tt^  altogether  remmds  me  of  Seville,  but  a  little 
lienor.  We  had  heard  divers  bruits,  and  took  pre- 
autions  on  the  road.  Bear  the  frontier,  against  some 
many  worthy  fellows  (t.  e.  felons)  that  were  out,' 
nd  had  ransacked  some  preceding  travellers,  a  few 
'eeks  ago,  near  Sesto,— or  Cesto,  I  forget  which, — 
f  cash  and  raiment,  besides  putting  them  in  bodily 
«r,  and  lodging  about  twenty  slugs  in  the  retreat- 
ig  part  of  a  eonrier  belonging  to  Mr.  Hope.  But 
e  were  not  molested,' and,  I  do  not  think,  in  any 
anger,  except  of  making  mistakes  in  the  way  of 
9ckjnff  and  priming  whenever  we  saw  an  old  house, 
r  an  ul-looking  thicket,  and  now  and  then  sus> 
acting  the  '  true  men,'  who  have  very  much  the  ap- 
earance  of  the  thieves  of  other  countries.  What 
le  thieves  may  look  like,  I  know  not,  nor  desire  to 
now,  for  it  seems  they  come  upon  you  in  bodies  of 
lirty  (*  in  buckram  and  Kendiui  green')  at  a  tune, 
>  that  voyagers  have  no  great  chance.  It  is  some- 
ling  like  poor  dear  Turkey  in  that  respect,  but  not 
)  good,  for  there  you  can  have  as  ^reat  a  body  of 
)gue8  to  match  the  regular  banditti ;  but  here  the 
ens  d'axmes  are  said  to  be  bo  great  things,  and  as 
>r  one's  own  people,  one  can't  carry  them  about, 
ke  Robinson  Crusoe,  with  a  gun  on  each  shoulder. 

**  I  have  been  to  the  Ambrosian  library— >it  is  a  fine 
allection— >foll  of  MSS.  edited  and  unedited.  I  en- 
lose  you  a  list  of  the  fonner  recent^  published; 
lese  are  matters  for  your  ItteratL  For  me,  in  my 
jnple  way,  I  have  been  most  delighted  with  a  eor- 
3Sponde&oe  of  letters*^  all  origiiud  and  asiatorj, 
Btween  LuereUa  Boryta  and  CardituU  Bembo,  pre- 
srved  there.  I  have  nored  oyer  them  and  a  lock  of 
air,  the  prettiest  ana  fairest  imaginable— I  never 
&w  iairei^-and  shall  go  repeatedly  to  read  the 
[Hstlea  over  and  over ;  and  if  I  can  obtain  some  of 
le  hair  by  fair  means,  I  shall  try.  I  have  already 
anroaded  the  libraxim  to  piomiie  mm  oopiM  of  the 
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letters,  and  I  hope  he  will  not  disappoint  me.  They 
are  short,  but  very  simple,  sweet,  and  to  the  pur* 
pose ;  there  are  some  copies  of  verses  in  Spanish 
also  by  her ;  the  tress  of  ner  hair  is  long,  and  as  I 
said  before,  beautiful.  The  Brera  gallery  of  paint- 
ings has  some  fine  pictures,  but  nothing  of  a  col- 
lection. Of  painting  I  know  nothing;  but  I  like  a 
Guerdno— a  picture  of  Abraham  putting  away  Hi^ 
gar  and  Ishmael — which  seems  to  me  natural  and 
goodly.  The  Flemish  school,  such  as  I  saw  it  in 
FlanoerSj  I  utterly  detested,  despised,  and  a1>' 
horred ;  it  might  be  painting,  but  it  was  not  nature ; 
the  Italian  is  pleasing,  and  their  idecU  very  noble. 

**  The  Italiws  I  have  encountered  here  are  veiy 
intelligent  and  agreeable.  In  a  few  days  I  am  to 
meet  Monti.  By  the  way,  I  have  just  heard  an  an* 
ecdote  of  Beccaria,  who  published  such  admirable 
thin^  against^he  punishment  of  death.  As  boob 
as  his  book  was  out,  his  servant  (having  read  it,  I 
presume)  stole  his  patch,  and  his  master,  while  cor- 
recting the  press  of  a  second  edition,  did  all  he 
could  to  have  him  hanged  by  way  of  advertise- 
ment. 

**  I  forgot  to  mention  the  triumphal  arch  begun 
by  Napoleon,  as  a  gate  to  this  dty.  It  is  unfinished, 
but  the  part  completed  worthy  of  another  age  and 
the  same  country.  The  society  here  is  very  oddly 
carried  on,— at  the  theatret  ana  the  theatre  oaly,— 
which  answers  to  our  opera.  People  meet  there  ae 
at  a  rout,  but  in  veiy  small  circles.  From  Milan  I 
shall  go  to  Venice.  If  you  write,  ^write  to  Geneva, 
as  berore— the  letter  will  be  forwarded. 

"  Yours  ever." 


LETTER  CCCVII. 


TO  X&.  XVBBAT. 


r.  1,  vm. 

**  I  have  recently  written  to  you  rather  frequently, 
but  without  any  late  answer.  Mr.  Hobhouse  ana 
myself  set  out  for  Venice  in  a  few  days  ;  but  you 
had  better  itill  address  to  me  at  Mr.  Hentscn's, 
Banquier,  Geneva ;  he  will  forward  your  letters. 

•*  1  do  not  know  whether  I  mentioned  to  you, 
some  time  ago,  that  I  had  parted  with  the  Br.  Polx- 
dori  a  few  weeks  previous  to  my  leaving  Diodati.  I 
know  no  great  harm  of  him ;  but  he  had  an  alacri^ 
of  getting  into  scrapes,  ondwastoovoun^  and  heed- 
less ;  and  having  enough  to  attend  to  in  my  own 
concerns,  and  without  time  to  become  his  tutor,  I 
thought  it  much  better  to  give  him  his  cong6.  He 
arrived  at  Milan  some  weeks  before  Mr.  Hobhouse 
and  myself.  About  a  week  ago,  in  consequence  of 
a  quarrel  at  the  theatre  with  an  Austrian  ofilcer,  in 
which  he  was  exceedingly  in  the  wrong,  he  has  con- 
trived to  get  sent  out  oi  the  territor^r,  and  is  ffone 
to  Florence.  I  was  not  present,  the  pit  having  oeen 
the  scene  of  altercation ;  but  on  being  sent  for  from 
the  Cavalier  Breme*s  box  where  I  was  quietly 
staring  at  the  ballet,  I  found  the  man  of  medicine 
begirt  with  grenadiers,  arrested  by  the  guard,  con- 
veyed into  the  guard-room,  where  there  was  much 
swearing  in  several  languages.  They  were  going 
to  keep  nim  there  for  the  night ;  but  on  giving  my 
name,  and  answering  for  his  apparition  next  mom- 
ins,  he  was  permitted  egress,  x^ext  day  he  had  an 
order  from  the  government  to  be  gone  in  twenty- 
four  hours,  and  accordingly  gone  he  is,  some  days 
ago.  We  did  what  we  could  Tor  him,  but  to  no  pur- 
pose ;  and  indeed  he  brought  it  upon  himself,  as  far 
as  I  could  learn,  for  I  was  not  present  at  the  squab- 
ble itself.  I  believe  this  was  the  real  state  of  his 
oase;  and  I  tell  you  it  because  I  believe  thingt 
sometimes  reaehjrou  in  Eufrland  in  a  false  or  exag- 
gerated form,  we  found  lulan  very  polite  and  hoe- 
pitable,  and  have  the  same  hopes  of  Verona  asd 
Venice.   I  have  fiUed  my  paper. 

"Ever  yours,  *c.' 
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LETTER  CCCVIIL 


TO   Mil.   MOOBE. 

"  My  Deak  Moore, 

"  Your  letter,  written  before  my  departure  from 
iingland  and  addressed  to  me  in  London,  only 
reached  me  recently.  Since  that  period,  I  have 
been  over  a  portion  of  that  part  of  Europe  which  I 
had  not  really  seen.  About  a  month  since,  I  crossed 
the  Alps  from  Switzeriand  to  Milan,  which  I  left  a 
few  days  a^o  and  am  thus  far  on  my  way  to  Venice, 
Where  I  shall  probably  winter.  Yesterday  I  was  on 
the  shores  of  the  Benacus,  with  his  fiuctvbui  et 
/reniUu.  Catullus's  Sinnium  has  still  its  name  and 
site,  and  is  remembered  for  his  sake ;  but  the  very 
heavy  autumnal  ruins  and  mists  prevented  our  quit- 
tmg  our  route  (that  is,  Hobhouse  a«d  mvself,  who 
are  at  present  voyaging  together,)  as  it  Was  better 
not  to  see  it  all  than  to  a  great  disadvantage. 

1  found  on  the  Benacus  the  same  tradition  of  a 
city  still  visible  in  calm  weather  below  the  waters 
which  you  have  preserved  of  Lough  Ncagh,  'When 
the  clear,  cold  eve's  declining.'  I  do  not  know  that 
It  18  authorized  by  records ;  but  they  tell  you  such  a 
story,  and  say  that  the  city  was  swallowed  up  by  an 
earthquake.  AVe  moved  to-day  over  the  frontier  to 
Verona,  by  a  road  suspected  of  thieves—'  the  wise 
eonveif  it  call,'— but  without  molestation.  I  shall 
remain  here  a  day  or  two  to  gape  at  the  usual  mar- 
vels—amphitheatre, paintings,  and  all  that  time-tax 
of  travel— though  Catullus,  Claudian,  and  Shaks- 
peare  have  done  more  for  Verona  than  it  ever  did 
i^Vit  K  V'7.  l^ill  pretend  to  show,  I  believe, 
the  'tomb  of  all  the  Capulets  '—we  shall  see. 

Among  many  things  at  Milan,  one  pleased  me 
particularlv,  viz.,  the  correspondence  (in  the  pret- 
tiest  love-letters  in  the  world)  of  Lucretia  Borgia 
with  Cardinal  Bembo,  (who,  you  say,  made  a  very 
good  cardinal,)  and  a  lock  of  her  hair,  and  some 
bpanish  verses  of  hers,— the  lock  very  fair  and 
beautiful  I  took  one  single  hair  of  it  as  a  relic 
and  wished  sorely  to  get  a  copy  of  one  or  two  of  the 
letters;  but  it  is  prohibited :  <Aa^  I  don't  mind  ;  but 
It  was  impracticable ;  and  so  I  only  got  some  of  them 

I-  u^^t'  /^^*>'  """^  ^*^P*  '^^  **^<^  Anibrosian  Library, 
which  I  often  visited  to  look  them  over— to  the 
scandal  of  the  librarian,  who  wanted  to  enlighten  me 
with  sundry  valuable  MSS.,  classical,  philosophical, 
and  pious  But  I  stick  to  the  Pope's  daughter,  and 
wish  myself  a  cardinal.  5        .    "u 

"I  have  seen  tlie  finest  parts  of  Switzerland,  the 
llhme,  the  lihone,  and  the  Swiss  and  Italian  lakes; 
for  the  btrauties  of  which  I  refer  you  to  the  guide- 
book     The  north  of  Italy  is  tolerably  free  from  the 
rVf     vf'  i"''*  ^\^  ^*'"^^  swarms  with  them,  I  am 
told.     Madame  do  Stael  I  saw  frequently  at  Copet, 
which  she  renders  remarkably  pleasant.     She  has 
bepn   particularly   kind   to   me.     I   was    for    some 
months   her  neighbor,  in  a  country-house  called 
IJiodati,  which  1  had  on  the  Lake  of  Geneva.     My 
plana  are  very  uncertain;    but  it  is  probable  that 
you  will  see  me  m  England  in  the  spring.     1  have 
some  business  there.     If  you  write  to  me,  will  you 
address  to  the  care  of  ftlons.  Hentsch,  Banquier, 
Oeneva,   who    receives    and   forwards    my   letters. 
Itemember  me  to  Rogers,  who  WTote  to  me  lately, 
With  a  short  account  of  your  poem,  which,  I  trust, 
»  A^i^  ^^*'   '?^**-     ^^e  speaks  of  it  most  highly. 
31y  health  is  very  endurable,  except  that  I  am 
subject  to  casual  giddiness  and  faintnesses,  which 
IS  so  like  a  fine   ady,  that  I  am  rather  ashamed  of 
the  disorder.    AVhen  I  sailed,  I  had  a  physician  with 
me,  whom,  after  some  months  of  patience,  I  found 
It  expedient  to  part  with,  before  I  left  Geneva  some 
lime.    On  arriving  at  Milan,  I  found  this  gentleman 
wJr/.l''''/^  society,  where  he  prospered  for  some 
Tfth  V^   A^'  at.icngth,  at  the  theatre,  he  quarrelled 
with  an  Austrian  officer,  and  was  sent  out  by  the 
government  in  twenty- four  hours.    I  was  not  present 
St   hm  squabble;   but  on  hearing  that  he  was  put 


under  arrest,  I  went  and  got 

ment,  but  could  not  preve 

which,  indeed,  he  partly  de 

the  wrong,  and  having  begui 

I  had    preceded    the  Austr 

weeks  myself,  in  giving  him  : 

He  is  not  a  bad  fellow,  bu" 

headed,  and  more  likely  to 

cure  them.     Hobhouse  and  i 

to  intercede  for  him.    This 

before  we  left  Milan.    He  is  j 

"  At  Milan  I  saw,  and  was 

most  celebrated  of  the  lirir 

seems  near  sixty :  in  face  he 

the  actor.     His  frequent  chi 

made  him  verj'  unpopular  as 

more  of  their  literati ;    but  d 

well   known  in  England,  ex 

much  with  the  Italians,  part 

quis    of   Breme's   family,   wl 

intelligent  men,  especially  th« 

famous  improvisatore  who  h< 

there.     His  fluency  astoni8he< 

understand  Italian,  and  speak 

ness  than  accuracy,)  I  could 

very  common-place  mytholog 

line  about  Artemisia,  and  ai 

with  sixty  words  of  an  entire  t 

and  Polyniccs.     Some  of  the 

others  called  his  performance  ' 

good  word,  by-the-way)— and 

trovcrsy  about  him. 

"  The  state  of  morals  in  th 
sort  lax.     A  mother  and  son 
the  theatre,  as  being  pronoui 
world  to  be  of  the  Theban  d 
all.     The  narrator  (one  of  th( 
seemed  to  be  not  sufficientli 
taste  or  the  tie.     All  society  ir 
at  the  opera :   they  have  pfiva 
play  at  cards,  or  talk,  or   a 
(except  at  the  cassino)  there 
or  balls,  &c.,  &c.         •        • 
♦♦♦••• 
«        •        •        *        « 

"The  peasant  giris  have  al 

and  many  of  them  are  beauti 

two   dead   bodies   in  fine  pres 

Carlo  Boromeo,  at  Milan ;    th( 

but  a  chief,  named  Visconti, 

which    appeared  very   agreeabl 

Baromean  isles,  (the  Isola  bell 

laurel— the    largest  known— oi 

staying  there  just  before  the 

carved  with  his  knife  the  word 

the  letters,  now  half  worn  out  i 

•*  Excuse  this  tedious  letter. 

the  privilege  of  old  age  and  abs< 

of  the  latter,  and  the  former  I  h 

I  do  not  speak  to  you  of  my  oy 

from  want  of  confidence,  but  to  s 

My  day  is  over— what  then  ?— I 

sure,  1  have  shortened  it;*  ai 

much  by  this  letter,  it  would 

But  you  will  forgive  that,  if  not 

'*  Yours,  ever  and  most  £ 


*  P.  S.  I  have  been  over  Ve 
theatre  is  wonderful — ^beats  eve 
truth  of  Juliet's  story,  they  sc 
degree,  insisting  on  the  fact— gii 
and  showing  a  tomb.  It  is  a  plai 
decayed  sarcophagus,  with  withe 
a  wild  and  desolate  conventual  g 
etcry,  now  ruined  to  the  very  gra 
struck  me  as  very  appropriate  to 
blighted  as   theu:  love.    I  have 


*  8ae  Dm  Jou,  caato  L»  « 


1    a. 


UTTBB8. 
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>  n  pieoot  of  tbo  Knnite,  to  glvo  my  danghtar 
d  my  nieces.     Or  the   other   mar^eu   of   this 

•  .7,  paintfaifff,  antiqnitieii  &c.,  ezoeptiiig  the 
mbs  of  the  ScoUger  prinoei,  I  haye  no  pretensions 
judffe.  The  Oothic  monuments  of  the  Soallgen 
eased  me,  bat  '  a  poor  Tirtnoso  am  1/  and 

"Brer  yours.* 


LETTEB  CCCIX. 

TO  MB.  MOORB. 

»y«nlw,NaT.17,Ult. 

1  wrote  to  you  from  Verona  the  other  day  in  my 

*ogress  hither,  which  letter  I  hope  you  will  receiye. 

)me  three  years  ago,  or  it  may  be  more,  I  recollect 

nur  telling  me  that  you  had  receiyed  a  letter  from 

ir  Mend  8am,  dated  *  On  board  his  jppondola.'    My 

)ndola  is,  at  this  present,  waiting  tor  me  on  the 

mal ;  but  1  prefer  writing  to  you  in  the  house,  it 

sing  autumn— and  rather  an  £nglish  autumn  than 

herwise.    It  is  my  intention  to  remain  at  Venice 

aring  the  winter,  probably,  as  it  has  always  been 

lext  to  the  East)    the   ^eenest   island   of  my 

aagination.    It  has  not  disappointed  me ;  thougn 

■s  eyident  decay  would,  perhaps,  have  that  effect 

pon  others.    But  I  haye  been  familiar  with  ruins 

>o  long  to  dislike   desolation.    Besides,  I  haye 

Jlen  in  loye,  which,  next  to  falling  into  the  canal, 

vhich  would  be  of  no  use.  as  I  can  swim,)  is  the 

,3st  or  the  worst  thing  I  could  do.    I  have  got 

^mo  extremely  good  apartments  in  the  house  or  a 

Merchant  of  Venice,'  who  is  a  good  deal  occupied 

.ith  business,  and  has  a  wifi^  in  her  twenty-second 

ear.    Marianna  (that  is  her  name)  is  in  her  ap- 

earanoe   altogether  like  an  antelope.     She   has 

[urge,  black,  oriental  eyes,  with  that  peculiar  ex- 

ression  in  uem  which  is  seen  rarely  among  £iiro- 

eaiM — eyen  the  Italians— and  whica  man^  of  the 

*urkish  women  give  themselyes  by  tingmg   the 

ye-Ud,— an  art  not  known  out  of  the  country,  I 

elieve.    This  expression  she  has  tia/uns/^^-and 

omething  more  than  this.     In  short,  I  cannot 

.escribe  the  effect  of  this  kind  of  eye,— at  least 

.pen  me.     Her  features  are  regular,  and  rather 

cquiline — ^mouth  small— skin  clear  and  soft,  with  a 

;ind  of  hectic  color— forehead  remarkably  good ; 

ler  hair  is  of  the  dark  gloss,  curl,  and  color  ofLady 

Tersey's :  her  figure  is  light  and  pretty,  and  she  is  a 

amous  songstress— scientifically  so :    her  natural 

'oice  (in  conyersation,  I  mean)  is  yery  sweet ;  and 

he  naivete  of  the  Venetian  dialect  is  always  pleasing 

n  the  mouth  of  a  woman. 

••Nov.aa 

*<You  will  perceiye  that  my  description,  which 
ras  proceeding  with  the  minuteness  or  a  passport, 
las  been  interrupted  for  seyeral  days.  In  the  mean 
ime,  •  •  ♦  •  • 

'•Does. 

<*  Since  my  former  dates,  I  do  not  know  that  I 
laye  much  to  add  on  the  subject,  and,  luckily, 
LOthing  to  take  away ;  for  I  am  more  pleased  than 
!yer  with  my  Venetian,  and  begin  to  feel  yery  seri- 
tus  on  that  point,— so  much  so,  that  I  shall  be 
ilent.  •  ♦  ♦  • 

**  By  way  of  diyertisement,  I  am  studying  daily, 
t  an  Armenian  monastery,  the  Armenian  language. 

found  that  ray  mind  wanted  something  cragsy  to 
ireak  upon ;  and  this — as  the  most  difficult  tfamg  I 
ould  oiscoyer  here  for  an  amusement — ^I  haye 
hosen,  to  torture  me  into  attention.  It  Is  a  rich 
ttnguage,  howeyer,  and  would  amply  repay  any  one 
he  trouble  of  learning  it.  I  try,  and  shall  ^o  on ; 
ut  I  answer  for  nothing,  least  of  all  for  my  mten- 
ions  or  my  success.  Tnere  are  some  yery  curious 
iSS.  in  the  monastery,  as  well  as  books ;  transU- 
lona  also  from  Greek  origimli,  now  lott,  and  from 


Persian  and  Srriae,  &c. ;  betides  works  of  thsb 
own  people.  Four  years  ago  the  French  instituted 
an  Armenian  professorship.  Twenty  pupils  pro- 
sented  themselyes  on  Monday  morning,  full  of  noble 
ardor,  ingenuous  youth,  and  impregnable  industry. 
They  pecseyered,  with  a  courage  wortiby  of  the 
nation,  and  of  uniyersal  conquest,  till  lltursday ; 
when  fifteen  of  the  twenvty  succumbed  to  the  six- 
and-twentieth  letter  of  the  alphabet  It  is,  to  be 
sure,  a  Waterloo  of  an  alphabet— that  must  be  «ald 
for  them.  But  it  is  so  like  these  fellows,  to  do  by 
it  as  they  did  by  their  soyereigns— abanaon  both; 
to  parody  the  old  rhymes,  <  Take  a  thing  and  giye  a 
thing '— *  Take  a  king  and  giye  a  king.^    They  an 


"II 


IIB«»  Vt    •■UUUU9,   C^AWWIf   kUVU    VWUUMOtVAS* 

hear  that  Hodgson  is  your  neiffnbor,  hayinfl 
ig  in  Derbyshire.  You  will  find  nim  an  exceP 
lent-hearted  fellow,  as  well  as  one  of  the  cleyerest ; 
a  little,  perhaps  too  much,  japanned  by  preferment 
in  the  cAurch,  and  the  tuition  of  youth,  as  well  as 
inoculated  with  the  disease  of  domestic  feUdty, 
besides  being  oyerrun  with  fine  feelings  about 
woman  and  constancy^  (that  small  change  of  loye, 
which  people  exact  so  r^dly,  reeeiye  in  such  conn* 
terfeit  coin,  and  repay  in  baser  metal ;)  but,  other- 
wise, a  yery  worthy  man,  who  has  lately  got  a  pretty 
wife,  and  (I  suppose)  a  child  by  this  tune.  Pray 
remember  me  to  him,  and  say  that  I  know  not  whioA 
to  enyy  most— his  neighborhood,  him,  or  you. 

"Of  Venice  I  shall  say  little.  Tou  must  hay* 
seen  many  descriptions ;  and  they  are  most  of  them 
like.  It  is  a  poetical  place ;  and  classical,  to  us, 
from  Shakspeare  and  Otway.*  I  haye  not  yet 
sinned  against  it  in  yerse,  nor  do  I  know  that  I 
shall  do  so,  haying  been  tuneless  since  I  crossed  the 
Alps,  and  feeling,  as  yet,  no  renewal  of  the  *estro. 
By-the-way,  I  suppose  you  haye  seen  'Qlenar* 
yon.'  Madame  de  StaCl  lent  it  to  me  to  read  fKftL 
Copet  last  autumn.  It  seems  to  me,  that  if  the 
authoress  had  written  the  tmiky  and  nothing  but 
the  truth— 4he  whole  truth-^he  romance  woula  not 
only  haye  been  more  romofitfic,  but  more  entertain* 
ing.  As  for  the  likeness,  the  Picture  oan*t  be  good 
—I  did  not  sit  long  enough,    when  ; 


'ou  haye  lei- 
sure, let  me  hear^from  and  of  you,  'belieying  me 
oyer  and  truly  yours,  most  afiectionately,        "  B. 

"  P.  S.  Oh !  vour  0O«m— is  it  out  ?  I  hope  Long- 
man has  paid  nis  thousands :  but  don't  you  do  as 
Horace  Twiss'  father  did,  who,  haying  made  money 
by  a  Quarto  tour,  became  a  yinegar  merchant ;  when 
lo  I  his  yinegar  turned  sweet  (and  be  d— d  to  it)  and 
ruined  him.  My  last  letter  to  you  (from  Verona) 
was  enclosed  to  Murray'—hayeyou  got  it T  Direct 
to  me  A«r»,  jpoeU  rettante.  Tnere  are  no  English 
here  at  present.  There  were  seyeral  in  Switsenand 
—some  women ;  but,  except  Lady  Dalrymple  Ham- 
ilton, most  of  them  as  ugly  as  yirtue— at  least,  those 
that  I  saw." 


LETTER  CCC&. 

TO  MB.  XOOKB. 

*'V«Bio^Doe.9l,lBlS. 

"  I  haye  taken  a  fit  of  writing  to  you,  which  poi^ 
tends  postage  onee  fh>m  Verona— once  tnmy^ 
nice,  and  again  from.  Venice— Mrice  that  is.  For 
this  you  may  thank  yourself,  for  I  heard  that  you 
complained  of  my  silence— so,  here  goes  for  a  gax^ 
ruli^r. 

"  I  trust  that  you  reoeiyed  my  other  twain  of  let> 
ters.  My  <  way  of  life '(or  <  May  of  life,' which  is 
it,  aecoroing  to  the  oommentators  ?) — ^my  *  way  of 
life '  is  fallen  into  great  regularity.  In  the  morn- 
ings I  go  oyer  in  my  gondola  to  nobble  Armenian 
with  the  flriars  of  tne  conyent  of  St.  Lasarus,  and 
to  help  one  of  them  in  ooirecting  the  English  of  am 
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English  and  Armenian  grammar  which  he  is  pnb- 
Kshing.  In  the  evenings  I  do  one  of  many  nothings 
-— eitlier  at  the  theatres,  or  some  of  the  conversa- 
siones,  which  are  like  our  routs,  or  rather  worse,  for 
the  women  sit  in  a  semicircle  by  the  lady  of  the 
mansion,  and  the  men  stand  about  the  room.  To 
be  sure,  there  is  one  improvement  upon  ours — instead 
of  lemonade  with  their  ices,  they  hand  aliout  stitf 
rxtm-punch—putich^  by  my  palate!  and  this  they 
think  English.  I  would  not  disabuse  them  of  so 
agreeable  an  error, — 'no,  not  for  Venice.' 

*'Last  night  I  was  at  the  Count  Governor's, 
which,  of  course,  comprises  the  best  society,  and  is 
▼ery  much  like  other  gregarious  meetings  in  every 
country,— as  in  ours,— except  that,  instead  of  the 
bishop  of  Winchester,  you  have  the  patriarch  of 
Venice  j  and  a  motley  crew  of  Austrians,  Germans, 
Boble  Venetians,  foreigners,  and,  if  you  see  a  quiz, 
you  may  be  sure  he  is  a  consul.  Oh,  by-the-wav,  I 
forgot,  when  I  UTote  from  Verona,  to  tell  you  that  at 
Milan  I  met  with  a  country-man  of  yours— a  Colonel 

•  ♦  ♦  ♦,  a  very  excellent,  good-natured  fellow,  who 
knows  and  shows  all  about  Milan,  and  is,  as  it  were, 
a  native  there.  He  is  particularlv  civil  to  strangers, 
and    this    is    his    history,— at    least,    an    episode 

"  Six-and-twenty  years  ago  Col.  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦,  then  an 
ensign,  being  in  Italy,  fell  in  love  with  the  Marchesa 

*  •  •  ♦,  and  she  with  him.  The  lady  must  be,  at 
least,  twenty  years  his  senior.  The  war  broke  out ; 
he  returned  to  England,  to  serve— not  his  countn' 
for  that's  Ireland— but  England,  which  is  a  different 
thing ;  and  «/te— heaven  knows  what  she  did.  In 
the  year  1814,  the  first  annunciation  of  the  defini- 
tive treatjr  of  peace  (and  tyranny)  was  developed  to 
the  astonished  Milanese  by  the  arrival  of  Col.  *  •  •  • 
who,  flinging  himself  full  length  at  the  feet  of 
Madame  *  *  ♦  ♦,  murmured  forth,  in  half-forgotten 
Insh  Italian,  eternal  vows  of  indelible  constancy. 
The  lady  screamed  and  exclaimed,  •  Who  are  vou  ? ' 
The  Colonel  cried,  *  What,  don't  you  know  me  ?  I 
am  so  and  so,"  Ac,  Ac,  &c. ;  till,  at  length,  the 
Marchesa,  mounting  from  reminiscence  to  remi- 
^scence,  through  the  lovers  of  the  intermediate 
twenty-five  years,  arrived  at  last  at  the  recollection 
of  hGTpovero  sub-lieutenant.  She  then  said,  *  Was 
there  ever  such  virtue  ? '  (that  was  her  very  word,) 
and,  being  now  a  widow,  gave  him  apartments  iii 
her  palace,  reinstated  him  in  all  the  rights  of  wrong 
and  held  hiin  up  to  the  admiring  world,  as  a  mira- 
cle of  incontinent  fidelity,  and  the  unshaken  Abdiel 
Of  absence. 

•*  Mcthinks  this  is  as  pretty  a  moral  tale  as  any  of 
Marmontel's.  Here  is  another.  The  same  lady, 
several  vears  ago,  made  an  escapade  with  a  Swede, 
Count  Fcrsen,  rthe  same  whom  the  Stockholm  mob 
miartercd  and  lapidated  not  very  long  since,)  and 
they  arrived  at  an  osteria  on  the  road  to  Rome,  or 
thereabouts.  It  was  a  summer  evening,  and,  while 
they  were  at  supper,  they  were  suddenly  regaled  by 
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a  symphony  of  fiddles  in  an  adjacent  apartment,  so 
rettily  played,  that,  wishing  to  hear  them  more 
istinctly,  the  Count  rose,  and  going  into  the  mu- 
sical society,  said,  •  Gentlemen,  I  am  sure  that,  as 
a  company  of  gallant  cavaliers,  you  will  be  delighted 
to  show  your  skill  to  a  lady,  who  feels  anxious,' 
*c.,  &c.  The  men  of  harmony  were  all  acquies- 
cence—every instrument  was  tuned  and  toned,  and, 
striking  up  one  of  their  most  ambrosial  airs,  the 
whole  band  followed  the  Count  to  the  lady's  apart- 
ment. At  their  head  was  the  first  fiddler,  who, 
bowing  and  fiddling  at  the  same  moment,  headed 
nis  troop  and  advanced  up  the  room.  Death  and 
discord  !— it  was  the  Marquis  himself,  who  was  on  a 
serenading  party  in  the  country,  while  his  spouse 
J»ad  run  away  from  town.  The  rest  may  be  im- 
agined—but,  first  of  all,  the  lady  tried  to  persuade 
mm  that  she  was  there  on  purpose  to  meet  him, 
and  had  chosen  this  method  for  an  harmonic  sur- 
prise. So  much  for  this  gossip,  which  amused  me 
When  1  hwtfd  it,  and  I  send  it  to  you,  in  the  hope  ill 


may  have  the  Uke  eflTect. 
V  enice. 

"The  day  after  to-mor 
Christmas  day)  the  Camivi 
the  Countess  Albrizzi  and 
opera*  On  that  day  the  PI 
office  but  the  theatre  of  tha 
got  me  a  box  there  for  the  si 
one  of  which  is,  that  the  mc 
The  Contessa  Albrizzi,  of  wl 
tion,  is  the  De  Sta»»l  of  Vei 
verjr  learned,  unaffected,  gon 
pohte  to  strangers,  and,  I  b 
lute,  as  most  of  the  women 
very  well  on  the  works  of  Cai 
of  characters,  besides  other  ] 
of  Corfu,  but  married  a  dc 
dead  since  he  married. 

My  flame  (my  •  Donna  ') 
former  epistle,  my  Marianna 
pleases.  She  is  by  far  the  r 
seen  here,  and  the  most  lo^ 
any  where — as  well  as  one  of 
believe  I  told  you  the  rise  and 
in  my  former  letter.  Lest 
reached  you,  I  will  merely  rep 
tian,  two-and  twenty  years 
chant  well  to  do  in  the  world, 
black  oriental  eyes,  and  all  X 
eyes  promise.  \Vhether  bein 
steeled  me  or  not,  I  do  not 
seen  many  other  women  wl 
nobility,  in  particular,  are  a 
gentry  rather  better.  And 
doing  ? 

"  Whiii  »rr  yoQ  ddiij 

Oh,  TlfeniM  Mo. 

Wh«i  air  you  duio, 

Oh,  ThoiDM  Mo< 

Siphirig-  or  tuiiig  nc 

Rhyming:  or  wooing 

Billing  or  cooJDg  no 

Whicii,  Tboioat , 

Are  you  not  near  the  Lnddit 
there's  a  row,  but  I'll  be  am 
the  weavers— the  breakers  of  £ 
of  politics— the  reformers  ? 

**  A*  (bt  liberty  ladi  o'er  the 

BoapUl  their  freedom,  umI 

So  wp,  boyi,  we. 

Wilt  di«  fighting^,  or  H; 

And  down  with  (ill  king*  b 

■'  When  the  web  that  w«  w« 

^     And  the  ahuule  exchanged 

We  will  rtiug  ibc  wiiul 

O'er  the  do«pu(  at  our  i 

And  dye  it  deep  !u  the  gon 

"  Thoagh  black  as  hb  heart  it 

Since  hk  veins  are  corrupts 

Yet  thii  ia  the  dew 

Wiiich  the  txwe  ihall  rei 

Of  liberty,  planted  by  LudU 

There's  an  amiable  chanson  for 
I  have  written  it  principally  to 
Hodgson,  who  is  all  clergy  anc 
innocence — ^milk  and  water. 

"  But  the  CamlTal'a  < 

Oh,  Thomaa  Mm 

The  Cariiival'a  com 

Oh,  Thomaa  Mo( 

Madiinf  and  bunin 

Fifinp  and  dnxmniii 

Ouitarrin;  and  strui 

Oh,  Tboimaa  Mou 


The  Other  night  I  saw  a  new  pL 
The  subject  was  the  sacrifice  < 
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n«  xad^,  and  thtjr  called  for  th«  antkor   nccordwg 

D  continental  custom— <tnd  he  presented  himself,  a 
oble  Venetian  Mali,  or  Malapiero,  by  name.  Mala 
ras  his  name,  and  seMtma  his  production, — at  least, 

thought  so,  ana  I  ought  to  know,  having  read 
lore  or  less  of  five  hundred  Drury'Lane  omrings, 
urint^  my  coadjutorship  with  the  sub-and-super 
ommittee. 

"  When  does  TOUT  poem  of  poems  come  out  ?  I 
ear  that  the  Edinburgh  ReTxew  has  out  up  Cole- 
ldge*B  Christabel,  and  declared  against  me  for  pxais- 
ig  it.*  I  praised  it,  firstly,  because  I  thought  well 
f  it ;  secondly,  because  doleridge  was  in  great  dis- 
ress,  and,  after  doing  what  little  I  could  for  him  in 
ssentials,  I  thought  that  the  public  avowal  of  mv 
cod  opinion  mignt  help  him  farther,  at  least  witu 
le  booksellers.  I  am  very  sorry  that  Jeffrey  has 
ttacked  him,  because,  poor  feUow !  it  will  hurt  him 
1  mind  and  pocket.  As  for  me,  he*8  welcome — I 
ball  never  think  less  of  Jeffrey  for  any  thing  he 
lay  say  aginst  me  or  mine  in  fiiture.f 

<*  I  suppose  Murray  has  sent  you,  or  will  send 
For  I  do  not  know  whether  they  are  out  or  no,)  the 
oem,  or  poesies  of  mine,  of  last  summer.  Bv  the 
kass !  they're  sublime — *  Ganion  Coheriza ' — gainsay 
rho  dares!  Pray,  let  me  hear  from  you,  and  of 
ou,  and  at  least,  let  me  know  that  you  have  received 
liese  three  letters.  Direct,  right  here,  poste  reetante. 
"  Ever  and  ever,  &c. 

"  P.  S.  I  heard  the  other  day  of  a  pretty  trick  of 
bookseller,  who  has  published  some  d— d  nonsense, 
ivearing  the  bastards  to  me,  and  saying  he  gave  me 
ve  hundred  guineas  for  them.  He  Res--I  never 
Tote  such  stuff,  never  saw  the  poems,  nor  the  pub- 
sher  of  them,  in  my  life,  nor  had  any  communica- 
on,  directly  or  indirectly,  with  the  fellow.  Pray 
ly  as  much  for  me,  if  need  be.  I  have  written  to 
lurray,  to  make  him  contradict  the  impostor. 


LETTER  CCCXI. 

TO  mu  MVERAT. 

••  Veniw,  Nor.  !B,  1818. 

<<  It  is  some  months  since  I  have  heard  from  or  of 
ou — ^I  think,  not  since  I  left  Diodati.   From  Milan 

wrote  once  or  twice;  but  have  been  here  some 
ttle  time,  and  intend  to  pass  the  winter  without 
amoving.  I  was  much  pleased  with  the  I<ago  di 
^arda,  and  with  Verona,  particularly  the  amnhi- 
leatre,  and  a  sarcophagus  in  a  convent  garoen, 
hich  they  show  as  Juliet's ;  they  insist  on  the  truth 
f  her  history.  Since  my  arrival  at  Venice,  the  lady 
r  the  Austrian  governor  told  me  that  between 
'erona  and  Vicenza  there  are  still  ruins  of  the 
istle  of  the  Montecchi,  and  a  chapel  once  apper- 
lining  to  the  Capulets.  Romeo  seems  to  nave 
een  of  Vicemat  '^Y  the  tradition ;  but  I  was  a  ffood 
eal  surprised  to  find  so  firm  a  faith  in  Bandello's 
ovel,  which  seems  really  to  have  been  founded  on  a 
ict. 

**  Venice  pleases  me  as  much  as  I  expected,  and  I 
cpected  much.  It  is  one  of  those  puices  which  I 
now  before  I  see  them,  and  has  always  haunted  me 
le  most  after  the  East.  I  like  the  gloomy  gavety 
f  their  gondolas,  and  the  silence  of  their  canals.  I 

0  not  even  dislike  the  evident  decay  of  the  city, 
lough  I  regret  the  singularity  of  its  vanished  cos- 
une :  however,  there  is  mnch  left  still ,  the  Cami- 
il,  too,  is  coming. 

' '  St.  Mark's,  and  indeed  Venice,  is  most  alive 
;  night.  The  theatres  are  not  open  till  nine, 
id  the  society  is  proportionably  late.     All  this  is 

1  my  taste,  but  most  of  your  countrymen  miss 
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and  r«iai«t  the  rattle  of  haekBey*ootches,  without 
which  they  can't  sleep. 

*'I  have  got  remarkably  good  apartments  in  a 
private  house ;  I  see  something  of  the  inhabitants, 
(having  had  a  good  many  letters  to  some  of  them ;) 
I  have  got  my  gondola ;  I  read  a  little,  and  luckily 
could  speak  itolian  (more  fluently  than  correctly; 
long  ago.  I  am  studying,  out  of  curiosity,  the 
Venetian  dialect,  which  is  very  naive,  and  soft,  and 
peculiar,  though  not  at  all  classical ;  I  go  out  fre- 
quently, and  am  in  very  good  contentment. 

"  The  Helen  of  Canova  (a  bust  which  is  in  the 
house  of  Madame  the  Countess  d'Albrizri,  whom  I 
know),  is  without  exccmtion,  to  any  mind,  the  most 
perfecUy  beautiful  of  human  conceptions,  and  far 
beyond  my  ideas  of  human  execution. 

•  In  this  beloved  nwitterlew,'  to." 

Talking  of  the  *  heart '  remindf  me  that  I  have 
fallen  in  love,  which,  except  falling  into  the  canal, 
(and  that  would  be  useless,  as  I  swim,)  is  the  best 
(or  worst)  thing  I  could  do.  I  am  therefore  in  love 
— fathomless  love ;  but  lest  you  should  make  some 
splendid  mistake,  and  envy  me  the  possession  of 
some  of  those  princesses  or  countesses  with  whose 
affections  your  English  voyagers  ore  apt  to  invest 
themselves,  I  heg  leave  to  tellyon  that  my  goddess 
is  only  the  wife  of  a  *  Merchant  of  Vemce ;  *  but 
then  she  is  pretty  as  an  antelope,  is  but  two-and- 
twenty  years  old,  has  the  large,  black,  oriental  eyes, 
with  tne  Italian  countenance,  and  dark  glossy  hair, 
of  the  curl  and  color  of  Lady  Jersey's.  Then  she 
has  the  voice  of  a  lute,  and  the  song  of  a  seraph, 
(though  not  quite  so  sacred,)  besides  a  long  post- 
script of  graces,  virtues,  and  accomplishments, 
enough  to  furnish  out  a  new  chapter  of  Solomon's 
Song.  But  her  great  merit  is  in  finding  out  mine,— 
there  is  nothing  so  amiable  as  discernment.  Our  little 
arrangement  is  completed,  the  usual  oaths  having 
been  taken,  and  every  thing  fulfilled  according  to 
the  *  understood  relations  *  of  such  liaieom, 

"  The  general  race  of  women  appear  to  be  hand- 
some :  but  in  Italy,  as  on  almost  all  the  continent, 
The  highest  orders  are  by  no  means  a  weU-looking 
generation,  and  indeed  reckoned  by  their  country- 
men very  much  otherwise.  Some  are  exceptions, 
but  most  of  them  are  as  ugly  as  Virtue  herself. 

*'  If  you  write,  address  to  me  here,  poete  reetante, 
as  I  shall  probably  stay  the  winter  over.  I  never  see 
a  newspaper  and  know  nothing  about  England,  ex- 
cept in  a  letter  now  and  then  from  my  sister.  Of 
the  MS.  sent  you,  I  know  nothing,  except  you  have 
received  it,  and  are  to  publish  it,  &c.,  &c. ;  but  when, 
where,  ana  how,  you  leave  mo  to  guess ;  but  it  don't 
much  matter. 

"I  suppose  you  have  a  world  of  works  passing 
through  your  process  for  next  year  ?  When  does 
Moore's  Poem  appear  ?  I  sent  a  letter  for  him» 
addressed  to  your  core  the  other  day." 


LETTER  COCXn. 

TO  MR.  MtTBBAT. 

••yeDlM,DM.4,in«. 

*  I  have  written  to  you  so  freouently  of  late,  that 
you  will  think  me  a  bore ;  as  I  tnink  you  a  very  im- 

goHte  oerson  for  not  answering  my  letters  from 
witzerWd,  Milan,  Verona,  and  Venice.  There  are 
some  things  I  wanted,  and  want  to  know;  vis. 
whether  Mr.  Davies,  of  inaccurate  memory,  had  or 
had  not  delivered  the  MS.  as  delivered  to  him ;  be- 
cause, if  he  has  not,  you  will  find  that  he  will  boun- 
tifully bestow  transcnptions  on  all  the  curious  of  hia 
acquaintance,  in  which  cose  you  may  probably  find 
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your  publication  anticipated  by  the  *  Cambridge,*  or 
other  Chronicles.  In  the  next  place— I  forget  what 
was  next ;  but,  in  the  third  place,  I  want  to  hear 
whether  you  have  yet  published,  or  when  you  mean 
to  do  so,  or  why  you  have  not  done  so,  because  in 
your  last,  (Sept.  20, — you  may  be  ashamed  of  the 
date,)  you  talked  of  this  being  done  immediately. 

"  From  England  I  hear  nothing,  and  know  no- 
thing of  any  thing  or  any  body.  I  nave  but  one  cor- 
respondent, (except  Mr.  Kinnaird  on  business  now 
and  then,)  and  her  a  female ;  so  that  I  know  no 
more  of  your  island,  or  city,  than  the  Italian  version 
of  the  French  papers  chooses  to  tell  me,  or  the  ad- 
vortisemcnts  of  Mr.  Colbum  tagged  to  the  end  of 
your  Quarterly  Review  for  the  year  ago.  I  wrote  to 
you  at  some  length  last  week,  and  have  little  to  add, 
except  that  I  have  begun,  and  am  proceeding  in,  a 
study  of  the  Armenian  Linguage,  which  I  acquire, 
as  well  as  I  can,  at  the  Armenian  convent,  where  I 
CO  every  day  to  take  lessons  of  a  learned  friar,  and 
nave  gained  some  singular  and  not  useless  informa- 
ti()n  with  regard  to  the  literature  and  customs  of  that 
oriental  people.  They  have  an  establishment  here 
—a  church  and  a  convent  of  ninety  monks — very 
learned  and  accomplished  men,  some  of  them.  They 
have  also  a  press,  and  make  great  efforts  for  the  en- 
lightening of  their  nation.  I  find  the  language 
(which  is  twin,  the  literal  and  the  vtUfjar)  difficult, 
but  not  invincible,  (at  least,  I  hope  not.)  I  shall  go 
on.  I  found  it  necessary  to  twist  my  mind  round 
some  severe  study,  and  this,  as  being  the  hardest  I 
could  devise  here,  will  be  a  file  for  the  serpent. 

*'  I  mean  to  remain  here  till  the  spring,  so  address 
to  me  directly  to  VenicCy  poste  restante. — Mr.  Hob- 
house,  for  the  present  has  gone  to  Rome,  with  his 
brother,  brother's  wife,  and  sister,  who  overtook 
him  here ;  he  returns  in  two  months.  I  should 
have  gone  too,  but  I  fell  in  love,  and  must  stay  that 
over.  I  should  think  that  and  the  Armenian  alpha- 
bet will  last  the  winter.  The  lady  has,  luckily  for 
me,  been  less  obdurate  than  the  language,  or,  be- 
tween the  two,  I  should  have  lost  my  remains  of 
sanity.  By-the-way  she  is  not  an  Armenian  but  a 
Venetian,  as  I  believe  I  told  you  in  my  last.  As 
for  Italian,  I  am  fluent  enough,  even  in  its  Venetian 
modification,  which  is  something  like  the  Somerset- 
shire version  of  English  ;  and  as  for  the  more  clas- 
sical dialects,  I  had  not  forgot  my  former  practice 


much  diufing  my  voyaging. 
"  Yt 


ours,  ever  and  truly, 


and  I  desire  that  it  may  recei^ 
unqualified  contradiction.  I  ( 
is  any  punishment  for  a  thinp 
there  were,  I  should  not  feel  c 
ingenious  mountebank  farthfi 
for  his  confutation ;  but  thus 
ry  to  proceed. 

"  \  ou  will  make  what  use  ) 
ter ;  and  Mr>  Kinnaird,  who 
me  in  my  absence,  will,  I  am  i 
in  any  steps  which  it  may  be  ] 
gard  to  the  absurd  falsenood 
As  you  will  have  recently  re 
from  me  on  my  way  to  Venice 
ten  since  my  arrival,  I  will  n< 
you  farther. 

"  P.  8.  Pray  let  me  hear  th 
this  letter.     Address  to  Venic 

"  To  prevent  the  recurren 
tions,  you  may  state,  that  I  c( 
sible  for  no  publication  from  t 
present  date,  which  is  not  froi 
of  course  from  that  period, 
Cawthorne  and  Ridge  had  botl 
of  mine.  '  A  Pilgrimage  to  , 
devil  should  I  write  about  Jer 
yet  been  there  ?  As  for  '  A  T 
tempest  when  I  left  England,  b 
and  as  to  an  <  Address  to  Litt] 
way,  is  a  year  old  to-morrow,) 
about  her,  except  in  *  Farewel 
of  Childe  Harold." 


LETTER   CC 

TO  MIL  MUR 


"  P.  S.  Remember  me  to  Mr.  Gifford.* 


B. 


i^ 


LETTER  CCCXIII. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

MVctiin,  Dee.9, 18M. 

••  In  a  letter  from  England,  I  am  informed  that  a 
man  named  Johnson  has  taken  upon  himself  to 
publish  some  poems  called  a  '  Pilgrimage  to  Jeru- 
salem, a  Tempest,  and  an  Address  to  my  Daughter,' 
&c.,  and  to  attribute  them  to  me,  adding  that  he 
had  paid  five  hundred  guineas  for  them.  The  an- 
swer to  this  is  short :  I  never  terote  sttchpoernSy  nev- 
er received  t/ic  sum  he  mentions^  nor  any  other  in  the 
tame  quarter ^  fwr  (as  far  as  moral  or  mortal  certainty 
can  be  sure),  ever  had,  directly  or  indirectly ,  the 
iliphtest  communication  with  Johnson  in  my  life; 
not  being  aware  that  the  person  existed  till  this 
intelligence  gave  me  to  understand  that  there  were 
such  people.  Nothing  surprises  me,  or  this  perhaps 
wouldy  and  most  things  amuse  me,  or  this  probably 
would  *iot.  With  regard  to  myself,  the  man  has 
merely  lied;  that's  natural — his  betters  have  set 
him  tne  example  :  but  with  -egari  to  you,  his  asser- 
tion ia»y  perhaps  injure  }ou  in  your  publications; 


•*  As  the  demon  of  silence 
sessed  you,  I  am  determined  t 
postage :  this  is  my  sixth  oi 
summer  and  Switzerland.  M] 
tion  to  contradict  and  consi 
Cheapside  impostor,  who  (I  h 
your  island)  had  thought  prop 
to  his  spurious  poesy,  of  whicl 
of  his  pretended  purchase  o 
you  have,  at  least,  received  th 

**  As  the  news  of  Venice  mi 
to  you,  I  will  regale  you  with  i 

"  Yesterday,  being  the  feast 
mouth  was  put  in  motion.  Tl 
fiddling  and  playing  on  the  vi 
of  conceits  and  divertisement 
this  aquatic  city.  I  dined  wit) 
Ka  and  a  Paduan  and  Venetian 
went  to  the  opera,  at  the  F 
opens  for  the  Carnival  on  that 
the-way,  I  have  ever  seen:  i 
hollow  in  beauty  and  scenery, 
and  Brescia  bow  before  it.  TY 
were  much  like  other  operas 
subject  of  the  said  opera  was  8< 
turned — the  plot  and  conduct 
narrated  by  Livy  of  a  hundred 
dies  having  poisioned  a  hundn 
in  good  old  times.  The  bache 
this  extraordinary  mortality  t< 
mon  effect  of  matrimony  or  a 
surviving  Benedicts,  being  all 
examined  into  the  matter,  ai 
possets  had  been  drugged ;  * 
which  was,  much  scandal  and 
This  is  really  and  truly  the  su 
piece  at  the  Fenice ;  and  you 
pretty  things  are  sung  and  r< 
horrenda  strafe.  The  conclusi 
about  to  be  chopped  off  by  a  li 
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10  9»j)  he  laft  It  on,  and  uhb  got  up  rad  rang  a  trio 
nth  the  ttvo  Centals,  the  Senate  in  the  back  ground 
}e^n^  chorus.  The  ballet  was  distinfuiiihed  by 
lothmg  remarkable,  except  that  the  principal  she- 
lancer  went  into  convulsions  because  she  was  not 
ipplauded  on  her  first  appearance ;  and  the  man- 
tger  came  forward  to  ask  if  there  was  *  ever  aphysi- 
!ian  in  the  theatre.'  There  was  a  Greek  one  in  mv 
wx,  whom  I  wished  very  much  to  volunteer  his 
«rvice8,  being  sure  that  m  this  case  these  would 
lave  been  the  last  eonvukions  which  would  have 
roubled  the  ballarina;  but  he  would  not.  The 
•rowd  was  enormoos,  and  in  oominp  out.  having  a 
ady  tinder  my  arm,  I  was  obliged,  m  malcing  way, 
ilmost  to  *boat  a  Venetian,  and  traduce  the  state,' 
leing  compelled  to  re^e  a  person  with  an  English 
mncn  in  tne  ffuts,  which  sent  him  as  far  back  as  the 
queeze  and  tne  passage  would  admit.  He  did  not 
«k  for  another,  but  with  great  signs  of  disapproba- 
ion  and  dismay,  appealed  to  his  compatriots,  who 
aughed  at  him. 

*<  I  am  going  on  with  my  Armenian  studies  in  a 
noming.  and  assisting  and  stimulating  in  the  Eng- 
ish  portion  of  an  English  and  Armenian  grammar, 
low  publishing  at  the  convent  of  St.  Lasarus.  * 

«  The  superior  of  the  friars  is  a  bishop,  and  a  fine 
dd  fellow,  with  the  beard  of  a  meteor.  Father 
?aschal  is  also  a  learned  and  pious  soul.  He  was 
wo  years  in  England. 

« 1  am  still  dreadfully  in  love  with  the  Adriatic 
ady  whom  I  spake  of  in  a  former  letter  (and  noe  in 
hi* — ^I  add,  for  fear  of  mistakes,  for  the  only  one 
nentioned  in  the  first  part  of  this  epistle  is  elderly 
ind  bookish,  two  thinn  which  I  have  ceased  to 
idmire,)  and  love  in  this  part  of  the  world  is  no 
inecure.  This  is  also  the  season  when  every  body 
nake  up  their  intrigues  for  the  ensuing  year,  and 
!ut  for  partners  for  the  next  deal. 

**  And  now,  if  you  don't  write,  I  don't  know  what 
;  won't  say  or  do,  nor  what  I  will.  Send  me  some 
lews    good  news. 

"  Tours,  very  truly,  &c.,  fto.,  ftc, 
"B. 

*•  P.  S.  Bemember  me  to  ICr.  Giilbrd,  with  all 
luty. 

**  I  hear  that  the  Edinburgh  Review  has  cut  up 
;oleridffe's  Christabel,  and  me  for  praising  it,  whicn 
imen,  I  think,  bodes  no  neat  good  to  your  forth- 
lome  or  coming  canto  ana  Castle  (of  Chillon.)  My 
un  of  luck  witnin  the  last  year  seems  to  have  taken 
,  turn  every  way ;  bat  never  mind,  I  will  bring  my- 
elf  througn  in  the  end— if  not,  I  can  be  but  where  I 
•egan.  In  the  mean  time,  I  am  not  displeased  to 
te  where  I  am — I  mean  at  Venice.  My  Adriatic 
lymph  is  this  moment  here,  and  I  must  therefore 
opose  from  this  letter." 


LBTTBB  CCCXV. 

TO  MB.  XVBllAT. 

••YaalBt,jMk9^1Sir. 

•<  Your  letter  has  arrived.  Pray,  in  publishing 
he  third  eanto,  have  you  omitted  any  passages  ?  I 
I  ope  not;  and  indeed  wrote  to  you  on  my  way  over 
)ie  Alps  to  prevent  such  an  incident.  Say  in  your 
ext  whether  or  not  the  whole  of  the  canto  (as  sent 
o  yon)  has  been  published.  I  wrote  to  you  again 
he  other  day,  {twieo  I  think,)  and  shall  oe  glad  to 
,ear  of  the  reception  of  those  letters. 
^  «•  To-day  is  the  2d  of  January.  On  this  day  three 
ears  aco  the  Corsair's  publication  is  dated,  I  think, 
,1  mv  letter  to  Moore.  On  this  day  two  years  I 
liarried  (*  Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  ehasteneth,'— 
,  shan't  forget  the  day  in  a  hurry,)  and  it  is  odd 
plough  that  I  this  day  received  a  letter  from  jou 
pinouncing  the  pvbUcation  of  Childe  Haiold,  fto.. 


ftc,  on  the  day  of  tiie  date  of  the  'Corsair; '  and 
I  also  received  one  from  my  sister,  written  on  the 
10th  of  December,  my  daughter's  birth-day,  (and 
relative  chiefly  to  my  daughter,)  and  arriving  on 
the  day  of  the  date  of  my  marriage,  this  present 
2d  of  January,  the  month  of  my  birth, — and  various 
other  astrologous  matters,  which  I  have  no  time  to 
enumerate. 

**  By  the  way,  von  might  as  well  write  to  Hentsch, 
my  Geneva  banxer,  and  inquire  whether  the  two 
packete  consigned  to  his  care  were  or  were  not  de- 
livered to  Mr.  St.  Aubyn,  or  if  they  are  still  in  his 
keeping.  One  contains  papers,  letters,  and  all  the 
original  MS.*  of  your  third  canto,  as  first  conceived ; 
and  the  other  some  bones  from  the  field  of  Morat. 
Many  thanks  for  your  news,  and  the  good  spirits  in 
which  your  letter  is  written. 

"Venice  and  I  agree  very  well;  but  I  do  not 
know  that  I  have  any  thing  new  to  say  except  of 
the  last  new  opera,  which  I  sent  in  my  late  letter. 
The  Carnival  is  commencing,  and  there  is  a  good 
deal  of  fun  aore  and  there-~besides  business ;  for 
all  the  world  are  making  up  their  intrigues  for  the 
season,  changing,  or  going  on  upon  a  renewed 
lease.  I  am  very  well  off  with  Marianna,  who  is 
not  at  all  a  person  to  tire  me ;  firstly,  because  I  do 
not  tire  of  a  woman  pertonaUy^  but  because  they 
are  {generally  bores  in  their  usposition;  and,  se- 
condly, because  she  is  amiable,  and  has  a  tact  which 
is  not  always  the  portion  of  the  fair  creation ;  and, 
thirdly,  she  is  very  pretty ;  and,  fourthly, — there  is 
no  occasion  for  farther  specification.  4  •  • 
So  far  we  have  gone  on  very  well ;  as  to  the  future, 
I  never  anticipate,— caf7>0  <»«n— the  past  at  least  is. 
one's  own,  which  is  one  reason  for  making  sure  of 
the  present.    So  much  for  my  proper  Uaieon. 

'*  The  general  state  of  morals  here  is  much  the 
same  as  in  the  Doges'  time :  a  woman  is  virtuous 
(according  to  the  code)  who  limits  herself  to  her 
husband  and  one  lover ;  those  who  have  two,  three, 
or  more,  are  a  little  wild;  but  it  is  only  those  who 
are  indiscriminately  diffuse,  and  form  a  low  connex- 
ion, such  as  the  Princess  of  Wales  with  her  courier, 
(who,  by  the  way,  is  made  a  knight  of  Malta,)  who 
are  considered  as  overstepping  the  modesty  of  mar- 
riage. In  Venice,  the  nobility  have  a  trick  of  mar^ 
rying  with  dancers  and  singers ;  and,  truth  to  say, 
tne  women  of  their  own  order  are  by  no  means 
handsome ;  but  the  general  race,  the  women  of  the 
second  and  other  orders,  the  wives  of  the  mer- 
chants, and  proprietors,  and  untitled  gentry,  are 
mostly  6er  eangue,  and  it  is  with  these  that  the 
more  amatory  connexions  are  usually  formed.  There 
are  also  ii«stances  of  stupendous  constancy.  I  knew 
a  woman  of  fifty  who  never  had  but  one  lover,  who 
dyinff  early,  she  became  devout,  renouncing  all 
but  ner  husband.  She  piques  herself,  as  may  be 
presumed,  upon  this  miraculous  fidelity,  talking  of 
it  occasionally  with  a  species  of  misplaced  moral- 
ity, which  is  rather  amusing.  There  is  no  convinc- 
ing a  woman  here  that  she  is  in  the  sm  sliest  degree 
deviating  from  the  rule  of  right  or  the  fitness  of 
things  in  having  an  amoroeo.  The  great  sin  seems 
to  lie  in  concealing  it,  or  having  more  tl.an  one, 
that  is,  unless  such  an  extension  of  the  prerogative 
is  understood  and  approved  of  by  the  prior  claimant. 
In  my  case,  I  do  not  know  that  I  had  any  prede- 
cessor, and  am  pretty  sure  that  there  is  no  partici- 
pator ;  and  am  inclined  to  think,  from  the  youth  of 
the  party,  and  from  the  frank,  undisguised  way  in 
which  every  body  avows  every  thing  in  this  part  of 
the  world,  when  there  is  any  thing  to  avow,  atf  well 
as  from  some  other  circumstances,  such  as  the  mar- 
riage being  recent,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.,  that  this  is  dM 
premier  pae.    It  does  not  much  signify. 

**  In  another  sheet,  I  send  you  some  sheets  of  a 

Sammar,  English  and  Armenian,  for  the  use  of 
e  Armenians,  of  which  I  promoted,  and  indeed 
induced,  the  publication.    (It  cost  me  but  a  thou* 
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Sftud  francs — French  livres.)  I  still  pursue  my 
lessons  in  tlie  lanRuagc  without  any  rajnd  progress, 
b'.it  advancing?  a  little  daily.  Padre  Paschal,  with 
somejittle  help  from  me,  as  translator  of  his  Italian 


uv'iuw  unit.  .»tij/  ijwiii  iiiu,  tto  viaiiSLUkur  oi  Ills  xtaiian 
into  English,  is  also  proceeding  in  a  MS.  grammar 
for  the  EtKjUsh  acquisition  of  Armenian,  which  will 
be  printed  also  when  finished. 

"  We  want  to  know  if  there  are  any  Armenian 
types  and  letter-press  in  England,  at  Oxford,  Cam- 
bridge, or  elsewhere  ?  You  know,  I  suppose,  that, 
manv  years  ago,  the  two  Whistons  published  in 
England  an  ori^nal  text  of  a  history  of  Armenia, 
with  their  own  Latin  translation  ?  Do  those  types 
itill  exist  ?  and  where  ?  Pray  inquire  among  your 
learned  acquaintance. 

•*  \Vhen  this  grammar  (I  mean  the  one  now  print- 
ing) is  done,  will  you  have  any  objection  to  take 
forty  or  fifty  copies,  which  will  not  cost  in  all  above 
five  or  ten  guineas,  and  try  the  curiosity  of  the 
learned  with  a  sale  of  them  ?  Say  ves  or  no,  as  you 
like.  I  can  assure  you  that  they  have  some  very 
cunous  books  and  MSS.,  chieflv  translations  from 
Greek  originals  now  lost.  They  are,  besides,  a 
much-respected  and  learned  community,  and  the 
Btiidy  of  their  language  was  taken  up  with  great 
ardor  by  some  literary  Frenchmen  in  Bonaparte's 
time.  *^ 

"I  have  not  done  a  stitch  of  poetry  since  I  left 
Switzerland,  and  have  not  at  present  the  estro  upon 
me.  Ihe  truth  is,  that  you  are  afraid  of  having  a 
fourth  canto  bvjore  September,  and  of  another  copy- 
right, but  I  have  at  present  no  thoughts  of  resum- 
ing that  po«m,  nor  of  beginning  any  other.  If  I 
write,  I  think  of  trying  prose,  but  I  dread  intro- 
ducing hvmg  people,  or  applications  which  might 
be  made  to  hving  people.  Perhaps  one  day  or  other 
1  may  attempt  some  work  of  fancy  in  prose,  descrip- 
tive of  Italian  manners  and  of  human  passions; 
but  at  present  I  am  preoccupied.  As  for  poesy, 
mine  is  the  dream  of  the  sleeping  passions ;  when 
they  are  awake,  I  cannot  speak  their  language, 
only  in  their  somnambulism,  and  just  now  they  are 
not  dormant.  ^ 

•*  If  Mr.  Gifford  wants  carte  blanche  as  to  the  Siege 
ot  Corinth,  he  has  it,  and  may  do  as  he  likes  with 

••  I  sent  you  a  letter  contradictory  of  the  Cheap- 
Bide  man  (who  invented  the  story  you  speak  of)  the 
other  day.  My  best  respects  to  "ilr.  Gifford,  and 
such  of  my  friends  as  you  may  see  at  your  house. 
1  wish  you  all  prosperity  and  new  year's  gratula- 
tion,  andam.  "  Yours,  iStc." 


LETTER  CCCXVI. 

TO   M&.   MOORE. 

"  Venice,  Jon.  28,  1817. 

"Your  letter  of  the  8th  is  before  me.  The  reme- 
dy for  your  plethora  is  simple— abstinence.  I  was 
obliged  to  have  recourse  to  the  like  some  years  ago 
I  mean  in  point  of  diety  and,  with  the  exception  of 
some  convivial  weeks  and  days,  (it  might  be  months 
now  and  then,)  have  kept  to  Pythagoras  ever  since. 
I'or  all  this,  let  me  hear  that  you  are  better.  You 
must  not  imluhjc  in  *  filthy  beer,'  nor  is  porter,  nor 
eat  5w;v^«*--thc  last  arc  the  devil  to  those  who 
swallow  dinner.  ♦  ♦  ♦  « 

"I  am  truly  sorry  to  hear  of  your  father's  mis- 
lortune—cruel  at  any  time,  but  doubly  cruel  in 
advanced  life.  However,  you  will,  at  least,  have 
the  satisfaction  of  doing  your  part  by  him,  and, 
depend  upon  it,  it  will  not  be  in  vain.  Fortune,  to 
be  sure,  is  a  female,  but  not  such  a  b— h  as  the  rest 
•  (always  excepting  your  wife  and  my  sister  from 
such  sweeping  terms;)  for  she  generally  has  some 
justice  m  tlie  long  run.  I  have  no  spite  against 
her,  though,  between  her  and  Nemesis,  I  have  had 
some  sore  gauntlets  to  run— but  then  I  hare  done 


my  best  to  descrre  no  bett< 
pood  deal  in  arrear,  and  she 
if  she  don't:  you  have  th« 
pendence,  of  talent,  spirit, 
you.  What  you  can  do  for 
and  will  do ;  and  surely  thi 
the  world  who  would  not  b< 
you  would  allow  them  to 
attempt  it. 

"  I  think  of  being  in  Eng 
there  is  a  row,  by  the  seep 
I'll  be  one;  and  if  there  ia 
tinuance  of  *this  weak,  pi] 
will  take  a  cottage  a  hundre 
your  abode»  and  become  y 
will  compose  such  canticle 
logues,  as  shall  be  the  terrox 
ing  the  newspaper  of  that  i 
and  honor,  and  praise  of  t 
and  posterity. 

"  I  rejoice  to  hear  of  your 

ary — though  I  tremble  for  1 

you  attribute  to  the  new  Chil 

you  like  it;  it  is  a  fine,  indij 

desolation,  and  my  favorite. 

the  time  of  its  composition 

mountains,  lakes,  love  unej 

unutterable,  and  the  nightn 

quences.     I  should,  many  a 

my  brains  out,  but  for  the'  re< 

have  given   pleasure  to  mv 

even  ihm,  if  I  could  have' 

her,  and  fling  the  shattered 

and  occiput  in  her  frightful  1 

upon  these  trifling  family  ma 

"  Venice  is  in  the  estro  i 

have  been  up  these  last  tw 

and  the  opera,  and  all  that 

for  an  adventure.     A  few 

brought  me  a  billet  without  a 

ing  a  wish  on  the  part  of  t 

either  in  gondola,  or  at  the  it 

at  a  third  rendezvous   indie 

know  the  country's  disposil 

*  they  do  let  heaven  see  thos 

show,'  &c.,  &c. ;  so  for  all 

neither  of  the  three  places 

would  either  be  at  home  at 

be  at  the  ridotto  at  midnij 

might  meet  me  masked.    A 

home  and  alone,  (Marianna  \ 

band  to  a  conversazione,)  ¥ 

apartment  opened,  and  in  \ 

and  (for  an  Italian)  bionda  g 

who  informed  me  that  she  w 

ther  of  my  aynoroso^   and  in 

conversation  with  me.      I  r 

and  we  had  some  talk  in  Ital 

mother  being  a  Greek  of  Cc 

very  few  minutes  in  march* 

astonishment,  Marianna  S  «  < 

and,  after  making  a  most  ] 

sister-in-law  and  to  me,  wil 

seizes  her  said  sister-in-law 

stows  upon  her  some  sixteei 

have  made  your  ear  ache  on! 

I  need  not  describe  the  sere; 

The  luckless  visiter  took  flight 

who,  after  several  vain  efforts  1 

of  the  enemy,  fairly  went  into 

in  spite  of  reasoning,  eau  de  ( 

a  pint  of  water,  and  God  knc 

besides,  continued  so  till  past  ] 

**  After  damning  my  scrvan 

in  withbut  apprizing  me,  I  foi 

the  morning  had  seen  her  sisi 

on  the  stairs ;  and,  suspecting 

boded  her  no  good,  had  either 

accord,  or  been  followed  by  her 

spy  of  her  people  to  the  conver 

she  returned  to  popetrate  th 
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ij  own  ecrapoa  \  and  aa  pTecci^ta  with- 

aro  uat  thi*  most  giTieioui  liomilics,  1 

Jtter  to  give  him  his  conKe  s  but  I  know 

of  him.  And  aomo  goool    Mnia  clever 


m    lylj     »4Ula  *^*4V-    BUliJtflV    |jVk/Ui«  AJ.  V    JA  VAIfTBI 

Ihhcd;  knows  hh  profitMioiii  b|^  kU 
sll;  and  iii  honorable  in  hiis  dc«Artng«, 
aU  malovok'ot.  1  think,  with  luek^ lit 
It  a  Uiit'ful  niembcr  of  socUny,  {from 
11  lop  tht  disioftted  EHcmbcrn,)  and  the 
^hysLcions^  If  you  can  be  i>r  vmj  aie 
now  any  one  who  coni  pmy  be  so,  us  he 
itie  to  make.  He  bus  Vtnt  n  medimi 
\T  the  cyt*  of  T'fffr«,  (the  n^5^  surgeon 
lent  J  at  Pisa :  Tacc^  has  cwrreeted  it, 
roDtain  some  valtiable  hinti  or  inform^" 

practice  of  this  countrj.  If  you  can 
fiiibliBhing  this  aliso,  bv  yont  isfluenoo 
ithreit.  do;  I  do  iiot  a&k  you  to  piibHsh 
twkn&o  that  sort  of  r^qtiost  h  too  [>pr- 
ihaiT«tasEn^.  He  haa  nUo  a  tragedy ^  of 
g  Been  nothinj^t  I  BQ.y  nothing:  btit  th« 
taace  of  his  hairiiig  made  these  Aborts 
DclycffbrtM)i  at  owe- uud- twenty,  is  ia 
1  fjioveii  him  to  have  ffood  disptrtitions 

inipTovcdiGtit.  So  if,  in  the  way  of 
iti  ot  ri^eomnK'ndatloni  you  Qiin  nid  his 

your  Rovornment  fricnd«,  I  wish  yoii 
lould  think  some  of  your  Admiralty 

be  likely  to  have  it  In  their  power." 


LETTER  CCCXYIIL 

TO   )EE.    ltUILkAT« 

**  V^km,  Feb.  19,  IB17« 

received  your  two  Ic^tters,  but  not  tho 
mention .  A^  the  AVnterioo  spoils  mq 
Q  mal  I  of  them»  if  you 

;ept  V I 

t  exai  r  iVom  your  letter 

en  proiltii*l|  m  wli^i  not,  in  the  pwbli- 
[  shall  iCe  probably  aome  da^  or  othpr. 
ittributc  anv  but  n  tjCfOti  motive  to  Mr» 
irself  in  snco  osnisbion  ;  but  as  ourpoti- 
?Ty  opposite,  w©  shoutd  probably  aifTer 
sjigcs.  Howeverj  if  it  is  onlv  Sl  ttote  or 
ac  or  Eo,  it  cannot  signifv,  \'ou  say  ** 
poem !     You    ghji    tell  me    iu  your 

lobhonae'B  quarrel  with  the  Quarterlr 
LOW  very  little  esee^it  •  •'»  artidc  itaelfi 
ttttlnly harsh  enough :  but  I  quite  agT«;e 
I  have  been  better  not  to  answeir — par- 
r  Mr.  M''.  IF.  who  never  more  will  troubla 
<  ou*  I  hive  be  tn  uu  l'as  y ,  heeause  Mr,  H. 
iii,^  letter  or  priface  was  to  be  addf  eased 
•f  he  und  I  are  frientls  of  many  ymn ; 
obligatiutis  in  him,  and  he  DO&e  to  me, 
not  ocefi  con  colled  and  mote  than  r«- 
r*  Giflford  and  I  are  friends  ahto,  and  he 
r  been  literally  so  through  thiek  and 
pite  of  didtrrtince  of  ycar^,  momls, 
i\  t!n  poliiii'i ;  and  tlieteforc  t  hel  in  %, 
d  Ejt nation  between  the  two,  Mr,  Off- 
friend  Hohhousei  and  can  only  wiAh 
d  no  dilfereaco,  or  that  auch  aa  they 
^ommodiited.  Tht!  anewer  I  have  no! 
is  odd  euoiij^h  for  people  so  intimate — 
hou.-ie  a.ud  I  are  vpry  Bpariuff  of  ouj  Uu 
^nces.  For  eatamplts  t)ie  othfT  diiy  ho 
ve  aMS.  of  the  third  canto  to  read  ovh 
r,  Jtc.,  whieh  waa  refu^^ed  ; — and  I  hove 
is  Journals,  nor  he  mine^ — (I  oulf  kept 
?  of  the  m<*antaiiia  for  my  siHteT)^nor 
mt  hardly  ever  he  or  I  anw  any  of  the 
iction*  prci-iou.i  to  their  publication* 
:le  in  the  Edlngburgh  Review  on  Cole- 
no  t  seen ;  but  whether  I  qju  attacked 
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In  it  or  not,  or  in  any  other  of  the  same  journal,  I 
•hall  never  think  ill  of  Mr.  Jelfrey  on  that  account, 
nor  forget  tliat  his  conduct  towanU  mc  has  been 
certainly  most  handsome  during  the  last  four  or 
more  years. 

'*  I  fortjot  to  mention  to  you  that  a  kind  of  poem 
in  dirxlot^ne*  (in  blank  vorso)  or  drama,  from  which 
*Tho  Incantation'  is  an  extract,  bei^un  last  summer 
in  Switzerland,  is  finished  ;  it  is  in  tliree  acts  ;  but  of 
a  very  wild,  metaphysical,  and  inexplicable  kind. 
Ahno'st  all  the  persons — but  two  or  three — are 
8i)irits  of  the  earth  and  air,  or  the  waters  ;  the 
scene  is  in  the  Alps;  the  hero  a  kind  of  mac^ician, 
who  is  tormented  by  a  pprriris  --^f  remorse,  the  cause 
of  wliiih  is  lef«.  half  nnrxplaiiifd.  Ho  wanders 
about  in vokin;^  these  spirit;,  which  appear  to  him, 
And  ai"e  of  no  use ;  he  at  last  rocs  to  the  very  abode 
of  the  Evil  Prine-pl*',  m  proprifi  j>cr.su)ifP,  to  evocate 
a  ghost,  wliieli  appinns,  and  gives  him  nn  ambiguous 
and  disaf^ceal.L'  aTiswer;  and  in  the  tliird  act  he  is 
found  by  liis  attendants  dyinj^  in  a  tower  where  he 
had  studied  bis  art.  You  may  perceive  by  this  out- 
line that  I  liave  no  great  opinion  of  this  piece  of 
phantasy ;  but  I  have  at  least  rendered  it  <;iute  im- 
possib/r  for  the  stage,  for  which  my  intercourse  with 
I)run'  Lane  has  given  me  the  greatest  contempt. 

*'  I  have  not  even  copied  it  off,  and  feel  too  lazy 
at  present  to  attempt  the  whole ;  but  when  I  have, 
I  will  send  it  you,  and  you  may  either  throw  it  into 
the  fire  or  not." 


LETTER  CCCXIX. 


TO   Mil.   MURRAY. 


"  Vcnlor,  Feb.  25,  1817. 

"I  \\T0te  to  you  the  other  day  in  answer  to  your 
letter  ;  at  nrescnt,  I  would  trouble  you  with  a  com- 
mission, if  you  would  be  kind  enough  to  under- 
take it. 

"You  perhaps  know  Mr.  Love,  the  jeweller,  of 
Old  Bond  street.    In  1813,  when  in  the  intention  of 


a  good  deal ;  but  I  hare  at 
temperance  of  Lent  before  mc 

*'  P.  S.  Remember  me  to 
not  received  your  parcel  or 
*  Moore's  (Dr.  Moore's)  Viev 
one  of  the  volumes  you  will  f 
Dofje  Valitn-e  (it  ought  to  be 
!?piracy,  or  the  motives  of  it. 
ine.  and  send  it  in  a  letter  tc 
and  cannot  find  so  good  an  ac< 
here;  ihough  the  veiled  pc 
where  he  was  crowned,  and  aj 
still  exist,  and  are  shown.  1 1 
histories;  but  the  policy  of  th 
their  wiiters  silent  on  his  moli 
vate  giievance  against  one  of 

•'  I  mean  to  write  a  tragedy 
appears  to  me  very  dramatic ; 
and  conspirinfj  against  the  si 
the  actually  reigning  chief.  1 
makes  it  the  most  remarkabl 
kind  in  all  history  of  all  natioi 


LETTER  CC< 

TO  MR.  MOO 


returning  to  Turkey,  I  purchased  of  him.  and  paid 
(arc/ent  comptant)  about  a  dozen  snull-boxes,  of 
more  or  less  value,  as  presents  for  some  of  my  Mus- 
sulman acouaintance.  These  I  have  now  wi'th  me. 
The  other  day,  having  occasion  to  make  an  altera- 
tion in  the  lid  of  one,  (to  place  a  portrait  in  it,)  it 
has  turned  out  to  be  silver-gilt  instead  of  gold,  for 
^hich  last  it  was  sold  and  paid  for.  This  was  dis- 
covered bv  the  workman  in  trjnng  it,  before  taking 
oir  the  hinges  and  working  upon  the  lid.  I 
have  of  course  recalled  and  preserved  the  box  in 
ttci^u  quo.  What  I  wish  you  to  do  is,  to  see  the 
said  Mr.  Love,  and  infonn  him  of  this  circum- 
stance, adding  from  me,  that  I  will  take  care  he 
shall  not  have  done  this  with  impunity. 

"If  there  is  no  remedy  in  law,  there  is  at  least 
the  equitable  one  of  making  known  his  ^rwiT^,— that 
is,  his  silver  gilt,  and  be  d~d  to  him. 

•'  I  shall  carefully  preserve  all  the  purchases  I 
made  of  him  on  that  occasion  for  my  return,  as  the 
plague  in  Turkey  is  a  barrier  to  travelling  there  at 
present,  or  rather  the  endless  quarantine  which 
would  be  the  consequence  before  one  could  land  in 
coming  back.  Pray  state  the  matter  to  him  with 
due  ferocity. 

•*  I  sent  you  the  other  day  some  extracts  from  a 
kind  of  drama  which  I  had'  begun  in  Switzerland 
and  finished  here ;  you  will  tell  me  if  they  are  re- 


ceived.  They  were  only  in  a  letter.  I  have  not  yet 
had  energA'  to  copy  it  out,  or  I  would  send  you  the 
whole  in  different  covers. 

"  The  carnival  closed  this  day  last  week. 

"  Mr.  Hobhouse  is  still  at  Rome,  I  believe.  I  am 
at  present  a  little  unwell ;  sitting  up  too  late  and 
iome  subsidiary  dissipations  have  lowered  my  blood 


"Yon  will,  perhaps,  compl 
frequency  of  my  letters  now, 
do  of  their  rarity.  I  think  thi 
as  many  moons.  I  feel  anxioi 
even  more  than  usual,  becausi 
that  you  were  unwell.  At  pre 
valid  regimen  myself.  The  C 
latter  part  of  it— and  sitting  u 
knocked  me  up  a  little.  Bu 
is  now  Lent,  with  all  its  ab 
music. 

"  The  mumming  closed  with 
Fenice,  where  I  went,  as  al 
ridottas,  &c.,  &e. ;  and  though 
much  upon  the  whole,  yet  1  find 
out  the  scabbard,'  though  I  hav( 
comer  of  twenty-nine. 

"  Bo  weHl  go  no  more  «  rori 

So  lale  Into  the  iiif  ht, 
Thoiigt  the  heart  be  »tni  u 

And  the  moon  be  uill  u 
For  the  ntord  oulwvon  itt 

And  the  aoul  we«n  out  ( 
And  the  henrt  mutt  pauae  I 

And  lore  it»elf  have  irat 
Thoiifh  the  flight  wua  mad 

And  the  day  rrtumt  too  i 
Yet  we'll  go  do  monj  a  rov 

Bj  (he  lif  ht  of  Um  moua 

I  have  lately  had  some  news 
heard  the  editor  of  the  Monthl' 
upon  a  time.  I  heai-d  that  W' 
lishing  and  responding  to  the  j 
terly,  in  the  learned  Perrv's  CI 
poesies  last  autumn,  an^,  amc 
epitaph  on  his  bull-dog,  and 
But  I  beg  leave  to  assure  him  ( 
Partridge)  that  I  am  not  only 
alive  also  at  the  time  he  wrote 'i 


Hobhouse  has  (I  hear,  also)  ex 
against  the  Quarterly,  addressi 
awkwardly  situated  between  hii 
being  my  friends. 

"And  this  is  your  month  of 
the  body  of  Diana  !  fa  Venetia 
anxious — but  not  fearml  for  yoi 
self  coming  out  in  a  work  of  hi 
you  knoW|  be  the  antipodes  c 
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poblioattoiis.  I  don't  thdnk  ^oa  have  anj  thing  to 
OfCMidbtit  your  own  repatation.  You  must  keep 
up  to  that  As  yon  nerer  showed  me  a  line  of  your 
work,  I  do  not  eren  know  your  measure ;  but  von 
must  send  me  a  copy  by  Murray  forthwith,  and  then 
yon  ahall  hear  what  I  think.  I  dare  say  you  are  in 
a  packer.  Of  all  authors,  you  are  the  only  really 
fnod^tt  one  I  ever  met  with,  which  would  sound 
oddly  enough  to  those  who  recollect  your  morals 
when  yon  were  yonng— that  is,  when  you  were  ex- 
tremely young— I  don't  mean  to  stigmatise  you 
either  with  years  or  morality. 

"  I  believe  I  told  you  that  the  Edinburgh  Review 
liad  atttacked  me,  in  an  article  on  Coleridge  (I  have 
not  seen  ity^Bt  <u,  Jeffrey?'^* there  is  nothing 
but  roguery  in  villanous  man/  But  I  absolve  him 
of  all  attacks,  present  and  future ;  for  I  think  he 
had  already  pushed  his  clemency  in  my  behoof  to 
the  utmost,  and  I  shall  always  think  well  of  him. 
I  only  wonder  he  did  not  begin  before,  as  my  domes- 
tio  destruction  was  a  fine  opening  for  all  the  world, 
of  which  aSlf  who  could,  did  well  to  avail  themselves. 

"  If  I  live  ten  years  longer,  you  will  seO)  however. 
that  it  IB  not  over  with  me— I  don't  mean  in  litera- 
tore,  for  that  is  nothing;  and  it  may  seem  odd 
enough  to  say,  I  do  not  think  it  my  vocation.  But 
yon  will  see  that  I  shall  do  something  or  other— 
the  times  and  fortune  permitting^-that  'like  the 
ooimoffony,  or  creation  of  the  world,  will  puszlo 
the  philosophers  of  all  aves.'  But  I  doubt  whether 
my  constitution  will  hola  out.  I  have,  at  intervals, 
exorcised  it  most  deviliahly. 

<*  I  have  not  yet  fixed  a  time  of  return,  but  I 
think  of  the  spring.  I  shall  have  been  away  a  year 
in  April  next.  You  never  mention  Rogers,  nor 
Hodgson,  your  clerical  neighbor,  who  has  lately  sot 
a  livmff  near  you.  Has  he  also  got  a  child  yetT— 
hiB  desideratum  when  I  saw  him  last. 

•  ••••• 

"  Pray,  let  me  hear  firom  you,  at  your  time  and 
leisure,  oelieving  me  ever  and  truly,  and  affection- 
ately, &c." 


LETTER  CCCXXI. 

TO  MB.  KVRBAT. 

*'T«nlM,AbMkl,Un7. 

*'  In  acknowledging  the  arrival  of  the  article  firom 
the  '  Quarterly,'*  which  I  received  two  days  aao,  I 
cannot  express  myself  better  than  in  the  woros  of 
my  sister  Augusta,  who  (speaking  of  it)  says,  that 
it  is  written  m  a  spirit  '  of  the  most  feehng  and 
kind  nature.'  It  is,  however,  something  more :  it 
aeems  to  me  (as  far  as  the  subject  of  it  may  be 
permitted  to  judge)  to  be  very  well  written  as  a 
composition,  and  I  think  will  do  the  journal  no 
discredit,  because  even  those  who  condemn  its 
partiality  must  praise  its  generosity.  The  temp- 
tations to  take  another  and  a  less  favorable  view 
of  the  Question  have  been  so  great  and  numerous, 
that,  wnat  with  public  opinion,  politics,  &c.,  he 
must  be  a  gallant  as  well  as  a  good  man,  who  has 
ventured  in  that  place,  and  at  this  time,  to  write 
such  an  article  even  anonymously.  Such  things 
are,  however,  their  own  reward,  and  I  even  flatter 
myself  that  the  writer,  whoever  he  may  be,  (and  I 
have  no  guess,)  will  not  regret  that  the  perusal  of 
this  has  given  me  as  much  gratification  as  any 
romposition  of  that  nature  could  give,  and  more 
than  any  other  has  given.— and  I  have  nad  a  good 
many  in  my  tune  of  one  kind  or  the  other.  It  is 
not  the  mere  praise,  but  there  is  a  tact  and  a  deli- 
cacy throughout,  not  only  with  regard  to  me,  but 
to  others,  which,  as  it  had  not  been  observed  eUe- 


r  xxiL  flfttds  Bvflnr,  wiittM,  M  Lart  lyiM  ■•»> 


white,  I  had  till  now  doebted  whether  it  could  be 
observed  any  where. 

"  Perhaps  some  day  or  other  you  will  Imow  or 
tell  me  the  writer's  name.  Be  assured,  had  the 
article  been  a  harsh  one,  I  should  not  have  asked  it. 

"I  have  lately  written  to  you  frequently,  with 
exira^,  &e.,  which  I  hope  you  have  i^ceived^  or 
will  receive,  with  or  before  this  letter. — ^£ver  since 
the  conclusion  of  the  Carnival  I  have  been  unweU, 
(do  not  mention  this,  on  any  account,  to  Mn. 
Leigh :  for  if  I  grow  worse,  sne  will  know  it  too 
soon,  and  if  I  get  better,  there  is  no  occasion  that 
she  should  know  it  at  all,)  and  have  hardly  stirred 
out  of  the  hooso.  However,  I  don't  want  a  physi- 
cian, and  if  I  did,  very  luckily  those  of  Italy  are 
the  worst  in  the  world,  so  that  I  should  still  have  a 
chance.  They  have,  I  believe,  one  famous  surgeon, 
Vaoca,  who  lives  at  Pisa,  who  might  be  useral  in 
case  of  dissection :— but  he  is  some  hundred  miles 
off.  My  malady  is  a  sort  of  siowish  fever,  originat- 
ing from  what  my  *  pastor  and  master,'  Jackson, 
would  call  *  taking  too  much  out  of  one's  self 
However,  I  am  better  within  this  day  or  two. 

**  I  missed  seeing  the  new  Patriarch's  processUm 
to  St.  Mark's  the  other  day,  (owing  to  ;Biy  indispo- 
sition,) with  six  hundred  and  fifty  priests  in  his 
rear— a  *  goodly  army. '  The  admirable  government 
of  Vienna,' in  its  edict  from  thence,  authorizing  hia 
installation,  prescribed,  as  part  of  the  pageant  '  a 
coocA  and  four  horses.*  To  show  how  very  *ger- 
man  to  the  matter'  this  was,  you  have  only  to 
suppose  our  parliament  commanding  the  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury  to  proceed  from  Hyde  Park  Comer 
to  St.  Paul's  Cathedral  in  the  Lord  Mayor's  barge, 
or  the  Margate  hoy.  There  is  but  St.  Mark's 
Place  in  aU  Venice  broad  enough  for  a  carriage  to 
move,  and  it  is  paved  with  large  smooth  flag  stones, 
so  that  the  chariot  and  horses  of  Elijah  himself 
would  be  puzzled  to  manoeuvre  upon  it.  Those  of 
Pharaoh  might  do  better ;  for  the  canals,— «nd 
particularly  the  Grand  Canal,  are  sufficiently  ca- 
pacious and  extensive  for  his  whole  host.  Of 
course,  no  coach  could  be  attempted ;  but  the 
Venetians  who  are  very  naive  as  well  as  areh, 
were  much  amused  wth  the  ordinance. 

"The  Armenian  Grammar  is  published;  but  my 
Armenian  studios  are  suspended  for  the  present  tiU 
my  head  aches  a  little  less.  I  sent  you  the  other 
day,  in  two  covers,  the  first  act  of  *  Manfred,'  a 
drama  as  mad  as  Nat.  Lee's  Bedlam  trasedy,  which 
was  in 'twenty-five  acts,  and  some  odd  scenes  ^— 
mine  is  but  in  three  acts. 

"  I  find  I  have  begun  this  letter  at  the  wrong  end : 
never  mind ;  I  must  end  it,  then,  at  the  right. 
**  Tours  ever,  very  truly  and  obligedly,  Ac  ** 
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"Ymloe,  Much  >.  1817. 

*'  In  remitting  the  third  act*  of  the  sort  of  dra- 
matic poem,  of  which  you  will  by  this  time  have 
received  the  first  two,  (at  least  1  hope  so,)  which 
were  sent  within  the  laat  three  weeks,  I  have  little 
to  observe,  except  that  you  must  not  publish  it  (if  it 
ever  is  published^  without  giving  me  previous  notice. 
I  have  really  and  truly  no  notion  whether  it  is  good 
or  bad ;  and  as  this  was  not  the  case  with  the  prin- 
cipal of  my  former  publications,  I  am,  therefore, 
inclined  to  rank  it  very  humbly.  You  will  submit 
it  to  Mr.  Gifford,  ana  to  whomsoever  you  please 
besides.  With  regard  to  the  <^uestion  of  copyright, 
(if  it  ever  comes  to  publication,)  I  do  not  know 
whetiier  you  would  thmk  three  hundred  guineas  aa 
over-estimate;  if  you  do,  you  may  dimiiiish  it*  1 
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do  not  think  it  vrorih.  more ;  so  you  may  see  I  make 
some  ditference  between  it  and  the  others. 

**  I  have  received  your  two  reviews,  (but  not  the 
*  Tales  of  My  Landlord ; ')  the  Quarterly  I  acknow- 
ledged particularly  to  you,  on  its  arrival,  ten  days 
ago.  What  you  tell  me  of  Perry  petrifies  me  ;  it'is 
a  rank  imposition.  In  or  about  February'  or  March, 
1816,  I  was  given  to  understand  that  Mr.  Croker 
was  not  only  a  coadjutor  in  the  attacks  of  the 
Courier  in  1814,  but  the  author  of  some  lines  tolera- 
bly ferocious,  then  recently  published  in  a  morning 
paper.  Upon  this  I  wrote  a  reprisal.  The  whole  of 
the  lines  I  have  forgotten,  and  even  the  purport  of 
them  I  scarcely  remember ;  for  on  your  assurmg  me 
that  he  was  not,  &c.,  &c.,  I  put  them  into  the  Jire 
before  your  face,  and  there  never  was  but  that  mie 
rough  copy.  Mr.  Da\-ics,  the  only  person  who  ever 
heard  them  read,  wanted  a  copy,  which  I  refused. 
If,  however,  by  some  imj)08sibilii}/,  which  I  cannot 
divine,  the  ghosts  of  these  rhymes  should  walk  into 
the  world,  1  never  will  deny  what  I  have  really 
written,  but  hold  myself  personally  responsible  for 
satisfaction,  though  I  reserve  to  myself  the  right  of 
disavowing  all  or  any  fabricntio7U.  To  the  previous 
facts  you  are  a  witness,  and  best  know  how  far  my 
recapitulation  is  correct;  and  I  request  that  you 
will  inform  Mr.  Perry  from  me,  that  I  wonder'  he 
should  permit  such  an  abuse  of  my  name  in  his 

Saper ;  I  say  an  abuse,  because  my  absence,  at  least, 
emands  some  respect,  and  my  presence  and  posi- 
tive sanction  could  alone  justify  him  in  such  a  pro- 
ceeding, even  were  the  lines  mine;  and  if  false, 
there  are  no  words  for  him.  I  repeat  to  you  that 
the  original  was  burnt  before  you  on  your  assurance, 
and  there  never  was  a  copy,  nor  even  u.  verbal  repeti- 
tion,— very  much  to  the  discomfort  of  some  zealous 
Whigs,  who  bored  mo  for  them  (having  heard  it 
bruited  by  Mr.  Davics  that  there  were  such  matters) 
to  no  purpose  ;  for,  having  written  them  solely  with 
the  notion  that  Mr.  Croker  was  the  aggressor,  and 
for  my  oum  and  not  party  reprisals,  I  would  not  lend 
me  to  the  zeal  of  any  sect  when  I  was  made  aware 
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that  he  was  not  the  writer  of  the  offensive  passages. 
You  know,  if  there  was  such  a  thing,  I  would  not 
deny  it.  I  mentioned  it  openly  at  the  time  to  you, 
and  you  will  remember  why  and  where  I  destroyed 
it ;  and  no  power  nor  wheedling  on  earth  should 
have  made,  or  could  make  me,  (if  I  recollected 
them,)  give  a  copy  after  that,  unless  I  was  well 
assured  that  Mr.  Croker  was  really  the  author  of 
that  which  you  assured  mc  he  was  not. 

"  I  intend  for  England  this  spring,  where  I  have 
some  affairs  to  adjust;  but  the  post  hurries  me. 
For  this  month  oast  I  have  been  unwell,  but  am 
getting  better,  and  thinking  of  moving  homewards 
towards  May,  without  going  to  Rome,  as  the  un- 
healthy season  comes  on  soon,  and  I  can  return 
when  I  have  settled  the  business  I  go  upon,  which 
need  not  be  long.  ♦  •  ♦  ♦  I  should  have  thought 
the  Assyrian  tales  verv  succeedable. 

**I  saw,  in  Mr.  W.  Vv.'s  poetry,  that  ho  had  writ- 
ten my  epitaph  :  I  would  rather  have  written  his. 

"The  thing  I  have  sent  you,  you  wU  see  at  » 
glimpse,  could  never  be  attempted  or  thought  of  for 
the  stage ;  I  much  doubt  it  for  publication  even.  It 
is  too  much  in  my  old  style;  but  I  composed  it 
actually  with  a  horror  of  the  stage,  and  with  a  view 
to  render  the  thought  of  it  impracticable,  knowing 
the  zeal  of  my  friends  that  I  should  try  that  for 
which  I  have  an  invincible  repugnance,  viz.,  a  repre- 
sentation. 

"  I  certainly  am  a  devil  of  a  mannerist,  and  must 
leave  ofl';  but  what  could  I  do  }  Without  exertion 
of  some  kind,  I  should  have  sunk  under  mv  imagi- 
nation and  reality.  My  best  respects  to  kr.  Gif- 
fcrd,  to  Walter  Scott,  and  to  all  friends. 

•*  Yours  ever." 


"I  wrote  again  to  you  lat( 
won't  be  sorry  to  have  another 
unwell  this  last  month,  with  a 
fever,  which  fixes  upon  me  at  r 
the  morning ;  but,  however,  I 
spring  it  is  nrobable  we  may  mc 
for  England,  where  I  have  bu 
meet  you  in  your  restored  he 
laurels. 

*'  Murray  has  sent  me  the  Quj 
burgh.  When  I  tell  you  that 
author  of  the  article  in  the  fon 
with  me  that  such  an  article  is 
to  him  than  to  myself.  I  am  p 
Jeffrey's  also,  which  I  wish  you 
remembrances — not  that  I  s'upp 
sequence  to  him,  or  ever  could 
I  am  pleased  or  not, — but  simp] 
tion  to  him,  as  his  well-wishe 
day,  as  his  acquaintance.  I  vi 
add, — what  you  know, — that  I  \ 
am  not  even  now,  the  misantL 
gentleman  he  takes  me  for,  bi 
panion,  well  to  do  with  those  w 
mate,  and  as  loquacious  and  la 
a  much  cleverer  fellow. 

••I  suppose  now  I  shall  never 
my  sables  in  public  imaginatior 
since  my  moral  *  •  clove  down  r 
nor  that,  nor  more  than  that,  \ 
my  spirit,  which  always  rises  wi 

"  At  Venice  we  are  in  Lent,  a 
moved  out  of  doors, — my  fev 
tuiiet, — and — by  way  of  being  r 
tne  Siguora  Marianna  just  come 
elbow. 

*'  Have  you  seen  ♦  ♦  ♦'s  boo 
you  have  seen  it,  are  you  not 
And  have  you — I  really  cannot 
pair  of  great  black  eyes  looking 
like  the  angel  Icaningover  St.  3i 
frontispiece  to  the  Evangelist 
turn  and  answer  them  instead  of 
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*•  I  have  at  last  learned,  in  d 
writing,  (or  not  %vriting — which 
am  not  very  clear  as  to  the  appl 
default,)  from  Murray,  two  par  tic 
ing  to)  you ;  one,  that  you  are  rei 
wliich  is,  I  presume,  to  be  nearei 
other,  that  your  poem  is  annour 
Lalla  Rookh.  I  am  j^lad  of  it,- 
to  have  it  at  last,  andnext,  I  lik 
self— witness  the  Giaour  and  Ch 
choked  half  the  Blues  at  starting 
talk  of  Alcibiadcs's  dog, — not  t 
want  eitl^er  dog  or  tail.  Talkins 
had  not  called  it  a  ^Persian  Ta 
or  '  romance,'  but  not  •  tale.'  I 
I  called  some  of  my  own  thing 
think  that  they  are  somethinff  b< 
have  had  Arabian,  and  Hiuaoo, 
Assyrian  Tales.  But,  after  all, 
me  ;  you  won't,  however,  mind  r 

'  Really  and  truly,  I  want  yo 
hit,  if  only  out  of  self-love,  becau 
old  cronies,  and  I  have  no  dou 
sure  you  can.    But  you  are,  I'll  \ 
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%f  a  paclcar;  and  1  tm  nei  tA  your  «Ibow,  and 
Roffers  w.  I  envy  him ;  which  is  not  fair,  because 
he  does  not  enyy  any  body.  Mind  yon  send  to  me 
— *that  is,  mi^e  Murray  send— the  moment  yo;i  are 
forth. 

**  I  haTe  been  very  ill  with  a  slow  fever,  which  at 
last  took  to  flying,  and  became  as  ouick  as  need  be. 
Sut,  at  length,  alter  a  week  of  hau  deliiium,  bum- 
ioff  skin,  thirst,  hot  headadie,  horrible  pulsation, 
axLo.  no  sleep,  by  the  blessing  of  barley  water,  and 
reftiainc  to  see  any  physician,  I  recovered.  It  is  an 
epidemic  of  the  place,  which  is  annual,  and  visits 
strangers.  Here  follow  some  versicles,  which  I 
made  one  sleepless  night : 

«'lrMdtlM«ClkifaCalNli* 


Do«j' 


Itrhdat'lkkiim;' 

Ahml 
I  iwd  «  ■hMi  or  •  Muf'm  of  ilf|^ ; 

GMyoM? 
I  wm'd  «  pige  of  •  •  •  ti  Waiarloo  I  * 

Poob  1  Poohl 
I  looind  «t  yronbworth't  mllk-whi 

HBIol 
I  icmI  *  Gkmrron  *  too,  I7  *  •  •  * 


•  ••••« 

"  I  have  not  the  least  idea  where  I  am  going, 

nor  what  I  am  to  do.    I  wished  to  have  gone  to 

Rome ;  but  at  present  it  is  pestilent  with  English, 

—«  parcel  of  staring  boobies,  who  go  about  gaping 

'  and  wishing  to  be  at  once  cheap  and  magnmcent. 

A  man  is  a  Tool  who  travels  now  in  France  or  Italy, 

'  till  this  tribe  of  wretches  is  swept  home  again.    In 

two  or  three  years  the  first  rush  will  be  over,  and 

the  Continent  will  be  roomy  and  agreeable. 

'*  I  stayed  at  Venice  chiefly  because  it  is  not  one 

'  of  their  *  dens  of  thieves ; '  and  here  they  but  pause 

and  pass.     In  Switzerland  it  was  really  noxious. 

Luckily,  I  was  early,  and  had  got  the  prettiest  place 

.  on  all  the  lake  before  they  were  quickened  into 

motion  with  the  rest  of  reptiles.    But  they  crossed 

me  every  where.    I  met  a  family  of  children  and 

.  old  women  half  wav  up  the  Wengen  Alp  fby  the 

^  Jungfrau)  upon  mules,  some  of  them  too  old  and 

.  others  too  young  to  be  the  least  aware  of  what  they 

saw. 

**  By-the-way,  I  think  the  Jungfrau,  and  all  that 
region  of  Alps,  which  I  traversed  in  September- 
going  to  the  very  top  of  the  Wengen,  which  is  not 
'  the  highest,  (the  Jungfrau  itself  is  inaccessible,) 
but  the  best  point  of  view—much  finer  than  Mont 
Blanc  and  Chamouni,  or  the  Simplon.  I  kept  a 
joamal  of  the  whole  for  my  sister  Augusta,  part  of 
^    which  she  copied  and  let  Murray  see. 

*'  I  wrote  a  sort  of  mad  drama,  for  the  sake  of 
'  introducing  the  Alpine  scenery  in  description ;  and 
''  this  I  sent  lately  to  Murray.  Almost  all  the  dram. 
\  ner».  are  spirits,  ghosts,  or  magicians,  and  the  scene 
\  18  in  the  Alps  and  the  other  world ;  so  you  may  sup- 
'"  pose  what  a  bedlam  tragedy  it  must  be :  make  him 
'  show  it  you.  I  sent  him  all  three  acts  pieoemeal, 
■  bjthe  post,  and  suppose  they  have  arrived. 
^  *'  I  have  now  written  to  you  at  least  six  letters,  or 
'  lettered,  and  all  I  have  receive^  in  retom  is  a  note 
■'.  about  the  length  you  used  to  write  from  Bury  street 
'  to  St.  James's  street,  when  we  used  to  dine  with 
/  Rogers,  and  talk  laxly,  and  go  to  parties,  and  hear 
'  poor  Sheridan  now  and  then.  Do  you  remember 
one  night  he  was  so  tipsy  that  I  was  forced  to  put 
;'    his  cocked  hat  on  for  him,<^or  he  could  not,— and 

>  I  let  him  down  at  Brookes's,  much  as  he  must  since 
have  been  let  down  into  his  grave.    Heigh  ho !  I 

>  wish  I  was  drunk— 4mt  I  have  nothing  but  uiis  d— d 
;     barl^  water  before  me. 

''        '*  1  am  still  in  love— whieh  is  a  dreadltd  drawback 

in  quitting  a  place,  and  I  can't  stay  at  Yenioe  much 

I*     longer.     WlMt  I  shall  do  on  tbiia  point  I  don't 


know.  The  girl  means  to  go  with  me,  but  I  do  act 
like  this  for  ner  own  sake.  I  have  had  so  many 
conflicts  in  my  own  mind  on  this  subject,  that  I  am 
not  at  all  sure  they  did  not  help  me  to  the  fever  I 
mentioned  above.  I  am  certiinly  very  much  at* 
tached  to  her,  and  I  have  cause  to  be  so,  if  you 
knew  all.  But  she  has  a  child ;  and  though,  like 
all  the  '  childroi  of  the  sim,'  she  consults  nothing 
but  passion,  it  is  necessary  I  should  think  for  both ; 
and  it  is  only  the  virtuous,  like  *  *  *  *,  who  can 
afford  to  give  up  husband  and  child,  and  live  happy 
ever  after. 

'*The  Italian  ethics  ore  the  most  singular  ever 
met  with.  The  perversion,  not  only  of  action,  but 
of  reasoning,  is  singular  in  the  women.  It  is  not 
that  they  do  not  consider  the  thing  itself  as  wront 
and  very  wrong,  but  love  (the  tetUimmU  of  love)  is 
not  merely  an  excuse  for  it,  but  makes  it  an  acUuU 
virtue,  provided  it  is  disinterested,  and  not  a  caprice^ 
and  is  confined  to  one  object.  They  have  awful  no- 
tions of  constancy ;  for  I  have  seen  some  ancient 
figures  of  eighty  pointed  out  as  amorosi  of  forty, 
flfty,  and  sixty  years'  standing.  I  can't  say  I  have 
ever  seen  a  husband  and  wife  so  coupled. 

"Ever,  &c 

<  P.  S.  Marianna,  to  whom  I  have  just  translated 
what  I  have  written  on  our  subject  to  you,  says— 
'  If  you  loved  me  thoroughly,  you  wouldf  not  nutko 
so  many  fine  reflections,  whicn  are  only  good  for^ 
&trn  t' scafT^i,'— that  is,  *to  clean  shoes  withal,'^— a 
Venetian  proverb  of  appreciation,  which  is  applioa* 
cable  to  reasoning  of  all  kinds." 
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"Veiile«,Mifeha,M17. 

*Your  letter  and  enclosure  are  safe;  but*£ng* 
lish  gentlemen  *  are  very  rare— at  least  in  Venice.  I 
doubt  whether  there  are  at  present  any  save  the 
consul  and  vice-consul,  with  neither  of  whom  I  have 
the  slightest  acquaintance.  The  moment  I  can 
pounce  upon  a  witness,  I  will  send  the  deed  properly 
signed :  but  must  he  necessarily  be  genteel  ?  Veniee 
is  not  a  place  where  the  English  are  ffregarious ; 
their  pigeon-houses  are  Florence,  Naples,  Rome, 
&c. ;  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  this  was  one  reason 
why  I  stayed  here  till  the  season  of  the  purgation 
of  Rome  from  these  people,  which  is  infected  with 
them  at  this  time,  should  arrive.  Besides,  I  abhor 
the  nation,  and  tne  nation  me ;  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  describe  my  ovm  sensation  on  that  point,  but 
it  may  suiilce  to  say,  that,  if  I  met  with  any  of  the 
race  in  the  beautiful  parts  of  Switzerland,  the  most 
distant  glimpse  or  aspect  of  them  poisoned  the 
whole  scene ;  and  I  do  not  choose  to  have  the  Pan- 
theon, and  St.  Peter's,  and  thd  Capitol,  spoiled  for 
me  too.  This  feeling  may  be  probably  owing  to 
recent  events;  but  it  does  not  exist  the  less,  and 
while  it  exists,  I  shall  conceal  it  as  little  as  any 
other. 

**  I  have  been  seriously  ill  with  a  fever,  but  it  is 
gone.  I  believe  or  suppose  it  was  the  indigenous 
fever  of  the  place,  whicn  comes  every  year  at  this 
time,  and  of  which  the  physicians  change  the  name 
annually,  to  despatch  tne  people  sooner.  It  is  a 
kind  of  typhus,  and  kills  occasionally.  It  was  pret 
ty  smart,  but  nothing  particular,  and  has  left  me 
some  debility  and  a  great  appetite.  There  are  a 
good  many  iU  at  present,  I  suppose  of  the  same. 

**  I  feel  sorry  for  Homer,  if  there  was  any  thing 
in  the  world  to  make  him  like  it:  and  still  more 
sorry  for  his  friends,  as  there  was  much  to  make 
them  regret  him.  I  had  not  heard  of  his  death  till 
by  your  letter. 

«  Some  weeks  ago  I  wrote  to  you  my  acknow 
ledgmento  of  Walter  Scott's  article.    Now  I  knov 
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It  to  be  his,  it  cannot  add  to  my  good  opinion  of 
him,  but  it  adds  to  that  of  myself,  //e,  and  Gilford, 
and  Moore  are  the  only  regulars  I  ever  knew  who 
had  nothing  of  the  oam^son  about  their  manner  : 
no  nonsense,  nor  affectations,  look  you !  As  for 
the  rest  whom  I  have  known,  there  was  always 
more  or  less  of  the  author  about  them — the  pen 
peeping  from  behind  the  ear,  and  the  thumbs  a  little 
mky  or  so. 

*•  *  Lalla  Rookh  * — Tou  must  recollect  that  in  the 
way  of  title,  the  *  (jiaour*  has  never  been  pro- 
nounced to  this  day  ;  and  both  it  and  Childe  Harold 
Bounded  very  facetious  to  the  blue-bottles  of  wit 
and  humor  about  town,  till  they  were  taus^ht  and 
startled  into  a  proper  deportment ;  and  therefore 
Lalla  Kookh,  which  is  very  orthodox  and  oriental, 
is  as  good  a  title  as  need  be,  if  not  better.  I  could 
wish  rather  that  he  had  not  callad  it  *  a  Persian 
Tale  ;  *  firstly,  because  we  have  had  Turkish  Tales, 
and  Hindoo  Tales,  and  Assyrian  Tales  already  ;  and 
tale  is  a  word  of  which  it  repents  me  to  have  nick- 
named poesy.  *  Fable'  would  be  better ;  and,  sec- 
ondly, '  Persian  Tale '  reminds  one  of  the  lines  of 
Pope  on  Ambrose  Phillips  ;  though  no  one  can  say, 
to  be  sure,  that  this  tale  has  been  *  turned  for  half- 
R-crown  ; '  still  it  is  as  well  to  avoid  such  clashings. 
*  Persian  Story  * — why  not  ?^-or  Romance  ?  I  ftcl 
as  anxious  for  Moore  as  I  could  do  for  myself,  for 
the  soul  of  me,  and  I  would  not  have  him  succeed 
otherwise  than  splendidly,  which  I  trust  he  will  do. 

•*  With  regard  to  the  '  Witch  Drama,'  I  sent  all 
the  three  acts' by  post,  week  after  week,  within  this 
last  month.  I  repeat  that  I  have  not  an  idea  if  it 
is  good  or  bad.  If  bad,  it  must,  on  no  account,  be 
risked  in  publication  ;  if  good,  it  is  at  your  service. 
I  value  it  at  three  hundred  guineas,  or  less,  if  vou 
like  it.  Perhaps,  if  published,  the  best  way  will  be 
to  add  it  to  your  winter  volume,  and  not  publish 
separately.  The  price  will  show  you  I  don't  pique 
myself  upon  it ;  so  speak  out.  You  may  put  it  in 
the  fire,  if  you  like,  and  Gilford  don't  like. 

'*  The  Armenian  Grammar  is  published — that  is, 
one;  the  other  is  still  in  MS.  Mv  illness  has  pre- 
vented me  from  moving  this  month  past,  and  I  have 
done  nothing  more  with  the  Armenian. 

*•  Of  Italian  or  rather  Lombard  manners,  I  could 
tell  you  little  or  nothing  :  I  went  two  or  three  times 
to  the  governor's  conversazione,  (and  if  you  go 
once,  you  are  free  to  go  always,)  at  which,  as  I  only 
saw  very  plain  women,  a  formal  circle,  in  short,  a 
worst  sort  of  rout,  I  did  not  go  again.  I  went  to 
Academie  and  to  Madame  Albrizzi's,  where  I  saw 
pretty  much  the  same  thing,  with  the  addition  of 

some  literati,  who  are  the  same  6/w*',*  by ,  all 

the  world  over.  I  fell  in  love  the  first  week  with 
Madame  •  ♦,  and  I  have  continued  so  ever  sincCi 
because  she  is  very  pretty  and  pleasing,  and  talks 
Venetian,  which  amuses  me,  ana  is  naive.  I  have 
Been  all  their  spectacles  and  sights ;  but  I  do  not 
Know  any  thing  very  worthy  of  observation,  except 
that  the  women  kiss  better  than  those  of  any  other 
nation,  which  is  notorious,  and  attributed  to  the 
worship  of  images,  and  the  early  habit  of  osculation 
induced  thereby.  "  Very  truly,  &c. 

*'  P.  8.  Pray  send  the  red  tooth-powder  by  a  safe 
hand,  and  speedily. 

«  «  •  •  •  « I 

••  To  hook  the  reader,  yoii,  John  Murrajr, 

Have  publahed  '  Anjou't  Marg-Aret,' 
Wtiich  won't  Le  •old  ofl'  in  a  huny, 

(At  least,  it  boa  not  been  aa  jet ;) 
And  then,  atill  farlht-r  to  bewilder  'em, 
Without  nrtTtorae  you  let  up  •  Ilderim  j ' 

So  mind  you  don't  gti  into  debt, 
Becqijie  as  how,  If  you  should  fdl, 
Theae  booka  would  b«  but  baddiah  bail. 


**  Awl  nrind  jwi  do  fM  le<  «w«pe 
Tbeae  rbyniea  to  Morning  Poal 
W  oich  would  be  wry  ireacfaen 

And  ^ci  mt!  lulo  auch  a  scnipe  I 
•  For,  firstly,  I  should  hare  tu  aa 

All  in  nny  liuk  boat,  a^nat^ 
And  should  I  chance  to  shy  th< 
ii»*e  uext  xo  eorobit  whb  the  f 
And,  prick 'd  to  death,  expire  n 
A  aon  Ql  end  which  i  abduld  u 

*'  You  may  show  these  matte 
select,  but  not  to  XYiq  profane  ; 
I  wonder  he  don't  write  to  uae 


LETTER  CCC3 

TO  MB.   MOOB 


•  Whenever  a  word  or  paasnge  occura,  (oj  in  this  instance,)  which  Lonl 
Byron  wotild  have  pronounced  emphatically  in  speaking,  it  app'.'ars,  in  hb 
flHtdwritinfr,  as  if  wiiuen  with  something:  of  tho  same  t«  hcmcnce.— A/oore. 

f  Here  follows  tba  same  rhynaea  ('<  I  read  the  Clu-istabel,"  tu..)  which 
111*  llready  twn  ^ren  in  one  of  his  letters  to  mys«lf.--Jtfoor«. 


"  You  will  begin  to  think  my 
(to  whatever  altar  vou  please  to 
prodigal.  But  until  you  answe 
because  you  deserve  no  better, 
because  I  hear  of  your  voyaRini 
environs,  which  I  rejoice  to  leai 
alarmed  me  by  the  purgation  ar 
in  prognosticated.  I  also  hej 
the  press ;  all  which,  methinli 
nished  you  with  subject  mattei 
letter;  considering  that  I  am  in 
that  the  last  month's  advertise 
would  be  absolute  news  to  me  £f( 
country. 

•'  I  told  you,  in  my  last,  I  hai 
There  is  an  epidemic  in  the  pi 
from  the  symptoms,  that  mine 
own,  and  had  nothing  in  comm( 
gar  typhus,  which  is  at  this  mc 
Venice,  and  which  has  half-unp 
accounts  be  true.  This  malady 
ft  ted  my  serving  men,  who  war 
away,  and  get  me  to  remove 
nutural  perv'orsitv,  I  was  seasi 
the  continual  whispers  of  the  pi 
hensious  of  contagion.  Beside 
sion  would  not  prevent  it :  anc 
love,  and  *  forty  thousand  *  feve 
me  stir  before  my  minute,  while 
of  that  paramount  delirium.  I 
there  is  a  malady  rife  in  the  cit] 
t  hey  s.iy.  However,  mine  did  ni 
it  was  not  pleasant. 

'*  This  is  passion-week — and  t 
world  are  at  vespers.  They  ha^ 
ing,  as  in  all  Catholic  countries, 
oted  as  they  seemed  to  be  in  Spj 

•*  I  don't  know  whether  to  be 
you  are  leaving  Mayficld,  Had 
stead  during  your  stay  there, 
winter  of  1813-14,  when  the  roa 
ble,)  we  should  have  been  withi 
like  to  have  made  a  giro  of  the 
know  that  country  well  having 
a  boy.  Was  you  ever  in  Doveda 
there  are  things  in  Derbyshire  a 
Switzerland.  But  you  had  alw 
London,  and  I  don't  wonder  at  i 
as  anv  body  myself,  now  and  th 

'*  Will  you  remember  me  t 
presume  to  be  flourishing,  andv 
poetical  papa.  You  are  his  lav 
illegitimate.  Has  he  begun  j 
If  you  see  our  republican  t'riena 
present  my  remerabrancos.  I  sa^ 
ago  that  he  was  in  a  row  (like  m 
with  the  Quarterly  Reviewers. 


»Mr.Ga]]<yKai«Ut,aM 


!    \ 


]     •«. 


•mild  widantaad  thoM  qvurali  of  aufhon  with 
critics  and  with  one  another.  *  For  God*t  sake, 
gentlemen,  what  do  thej  mean  ? ' 

"  What  think  tou  of  joor  countryman,  Matniin  ? 
I  take  some  credit  to  myself  for  haying  done  mv 
beet  to  bring  out  Bertram ;  bat  I  must  saj  my  col- 
leagues were  quite  as  ready  and  willing.  Walter 
Scott,  howeyer,  was  thafirti  who  mentioned  him, 
which  he  did  to  me,  with  great  commendation,  in 
1815 ;  and  it  is  to  this  casualty,  and  two  or  three 
other  nooidents,  that  this  yenr  clerer  fellow  owed  his 
first  and  well-merited  public  success.  What  a 
chance  is  fame ! 

"  Did  I  tell  you  that  I  haye  translated  two  Epis- 
tles ?— «  oonespondenoe  between  St.  Paul  and  the 
Corinthians,  not  to  be  found  in  our  yersion,  but  the 
Anneman— -but  which  seems  to  me  yezy  orthodox. 
Mid  I  haye  done  it  into  scriptural  prose  English. 

"Eyer,&c" 


LETTER  OCCXXVIl. 

TO  KB.  KTTBBAT. 

"TMriw,  April  t,ISir, 

"  I  sent  you  the  whole  of  the  drama  at  three  sev- 
tral  times,  act  by  act,  in  separate  coyers.  I  hope 
that  you  haye,  or  wHl  receiye,  some  or  the  whole 
of  it. 

"  So  Loye  has  a  conscience.*  By  Diana !  I  shall 
make  him  take  back  the  box,  though  it  were  Pando- 
ra's. The  disooyery  ot  its  intrinsic  silyer  occurred 
on  sending  it  to  haye  the  lid  adaotcd  to  admit  Mari- 
anna's  portrait.  Of  course  I  had  the  box  remitted 
inetatuquot  and  had  the  picture  set  in  another^ 
which  smts  it  (the  picture)  very  well.  The  default- 
ing box  is  not  touched,  hardly,  and  was  not  In  the 
man's  hands  above  an  hour. 

'*  1  am  aware  of  what  you  say  of  Otway ;  and  am 
a  very  sreat  admirer  of  hi8,*-all  except  of  that  maud- 
lin b—h  of  chaste  lewdness  and  blubbering  curiosi< 
ty,  Belyidera,  whom  I  utterly  despise,  abhor,  and 
detest.  But  the  story  of  Manno  Faliero  is  different, 
and,  I  think,  so  much  finer,  that  I  wish  Otway  had 
taken  it  instead :  the  head  conspiring  against  the 
body  for  refusal  of  redress  for  a  real  miury,— jeal- 
ousy,—treason, — ^with  the  more  fixed  and  inveterate 
passions  (mixed  with  policy),  of  an  old  or  elderly 
man— the  devil  himself  could  not  have  a  finer  sub- 
ject, and  he  is  your  only  tragic  dramatist.  *  * 
**  There  is  still,  in  the  Doge's  palace,  the  black 
veil  painted  over  Faliero's  picture,  and  the  staircase 
whereon  he  was  first  crowned  Doge,  and  subsequent- 
ly decapitated.t  This  was  the  thing  that  most 
struck  my  imagination  in  Venice — more  than  the 
Bialto,  which  I  visited  for  the  sake  of  Shylock ; 
and  more,  too,  than  Schiller's  *^rmefium,'  a  novel 
which  took  a  great  hold  of  me  when  a  boy.  It  is 
also  called  the  *  Ohost  Seer,'  and  I  never  walked 
down  St.  Mark's  by  moonlight  without  thinking  of 
it,  and  *  at  nine  o'clock,  he  died !  * — ^But  I  hate 
things  aUJletion;  and  therefore  the  Merchant  and 
Othello  have  no  great  associations  to  me :  but  Pierre 
has.  There  should  always  be  some  foundation  of 
iact  for  the  most  airy  fabnc,  and  pure  invention  is 
but  the  tslent  of  a  liar. 

"  Maturin's  tragedy.— By  your  account  of  him 
last  year  to  me,  he  seemed  a  bit  of  a  coxcomb,  per- 
sonalljr.  Poor  feUow !  to  be  sure,  he  had  had  a  long 
seasoning  of  adversity  which  is  not  so  hard  to  bear 
as  t'other  thing.  I  hope  this  wont  throw  him  back 
into  the  *  slougn  of  despond.' 

<*You  taik  of  *  marriage;' — ever  since  my  own 
ftineral,  the  word  makes  me  giddy,  and  throws  me 
into  a  cold  sweat.    Pray,  don't  repeat  it. 
«  You  should  dose  with  Madame  de  Stael.    This 


M6 

win  be  her  best  work,  and  penaaaentlr  Mstofleal ; 
it  is  on  her  father,  the  Revolution,  ana  Bonaparte, 
&o.  Bonstetten  told  me  in  Switserland  it  was  osry 
greaL  I  have  not  seen  it  myself,  but  the  author 
often.  She  was  very  kind  to  me  at  Copet.  *  * 
*<  There  have  been  two  articles  in  the  Venice  pa* 
pers,  one  a  review  of  Glenarvon  •  •  •  ♦,  and  tho 
other  a  review  of  Childe  Harold,  in  which  it  nro* 
claims  me  the  most  rebellious  and  contumacious 
admirer  of  Bonaparte  now  surviving  in  Europe. 
Both  these  articles  are  translations  firom  the  Literary 
Gasette  of  German  Jean. 

•  «  •  •  •  o 

<«  Tell  me  that  Walter  Scott  is  better.  I  would 
not  have  him  ill  for  the  world.  I  suppose  it  was  by 
sympathy  that  I  had  my  fever  at  the  same  time. 

**  I  joy  in  the  suocess  of  your  Quarterly,  but  I 
must  still  stick  by  the  Edinburgh ;  Jeffirey  has  done 
so  by  me,  I  must  say,  through  everything,  and  this 
is  more  than  I  deserve  from  nim.— I  have  more  than 
once  acknowledged  to  you  bv  letter  the  <  Article ' 
(and  articles ;)  say  that  you  nave  received  the  ssid 
letters,  as  I  do  not  otherwise  know  what  letters  ar- 
rive—Both Reviews  came,  but  nothing  more.  M.'s 
play  and  the  extract  not  yet  come. 

•  •  ••  •  • 

Write  to  say  whether  my  Magician  has  airivedt 
with  all  his  scenes,  spells,  &c. 

*'  Yours  ever,  fto. 
<*  It  is  useless  to  send  to  the  Foreign  OMee:  no- 
thing arrives  to  me  by  that  conveyance.    1  suppose 
some  sealous  clerk  thinks  it  a  tory  duty  to  prevent 
it." 


LETTER  CCCXXVUI. 


TO  XB.  BOQBBS. 


•  ■MUnvfleufLftoMr.Momy. 

t  fN  CUMi  Bum,  MSo  Ir.,  Mum  zTfl. 


•'y«iDfla,Apdt4,1817. 

**  It  is  a  considerable  time  since  I  wrote  to  yott 
last,  and  I  hardly  know  why  I  should  trouble  you 
now,  except  that  I  think  you  will  not  be  sony  to 
hear  from  me  now  and  then.  You  and  I  were  neyer 
correspondents,  but  always  some  thing  better,  which 
is,  very  good  friends. 

**I  saw  your  friend  Sharp  in  Switzerland,  oi 
rather  in  the  German  territory ^  (which  is  and  is  not 
Switzerland,)  and  he  gave  Hobhouse  and  me  a  vezr 
good  route  for  the  Bernese  Alps ;  however,  we  took 
another  from  a  German,  and  went  by  Clarens,  the 
Dent  de  Jaman  to  Montbovon  and  through  Sim- 
menthal  to  Thoun,  and  so  on  to  Lauterbrounn : 
except  that  from  thence  to  the  Grindelwald  instead 
of  round  about,  we  went  right  over  the  Wengen 
Alps'  lerr  summit,  and  being  dose  under  the  Jun^- 
frau  saw  It,  its  glaciers,  and  heard  the  avalanches  m 
all  their  glory,  having  famous  weather  there/br. 
We  of  course  went  from  the  Grindelwald  over  the 
Sheidech  to  Brientx  and  its  lake  :  past  the  Reich* 
enbach  and  all  that  mountain  road,  which  reminded 
me  of  Albania,  and  .Stolia,  and  Greece,  except 
that  the  people  here  were  more  civilized  and  rascal- 
ly. I  did  not  think  so  very  much  of  Chamouni 
(except  the  source  of  the  Arveron,  to  which  we 
went  up  to  the  teeth  of  the  ice,  so  as  to  look  into 
and  touch  the  cavity,  against  the  warning  of  the 
guides,  only  one  of  whom  would  go  with  us  so 
close),  as  of  the  Jungfrau,  and  the  Fissevache,  and 
Simpion,  which  are  quite  out  of  all  mortal  compe- 
tition. 

'*  I  was  at  Milan  about  a  moon,  and  saw  Monti 
and  some  otiier  living  curiosities,  and  thence  on  to 
Verona,  where  I  did  not  forget  your  stoir  of  the 
assassination  during  your  sojourn  there,  and  brought 
away  with  me  some  fragments  of  Juliet's  tomb, 
and  a  lively  recollection  of  the  amphitheatre.  The 
Countess  Goetz  (the  ffovemor's  wife  here),  told  me 
1  a  rumed  castle  of  the  MonteechI 


that  there  is  still  i 
between  Verona 


and  Vioensa.     I  have  been  «l 
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Venice  since  Norember,  but  shall  proceed  to  Rome 
shortly.  For  my  deeds  here,  are  they  not  wTitten 
In  my  letters  to  the  unrcplying  Thomas  Moore  ?  to 
him  I  refer  you :  he  has  received  them  all,  and  not 
answered  one. 

**  Will  you  remember  me  to  Lord  and  Lady  Hol- 
land ?  I  nave  to  thank  the  former  for  a  book  which 
I  have  not  yet  received,  but  expect  to  reperuse 
with  great  pleasure  on  my  return,  viz.,  the  second 
edition  of  Lope  de  Vega.  I  have  heard  of  Moore's 
forthcoming  poem :  he  cannot  wish  himself  more 
success  th:m  I  wish  and  augur  for  him.  I  have 
also  heard  great  things  of  '  Talcs  of  my  Landlord,' 
but  I  have  not  yet  received  them  ;  by  all  accounts 
thoy  beat  even  Waverly,  &c.,  and  are  by  the  same 
author.  Maturin's  second  tragedy  has,  it  seems, 
failed,  for  which  I  should  think  any  body  would  be 
sorry.  My  health  was  very  victorious  till  within 
the  last  month,  when  I  had  a  fever.  There  is  a 
typhus  in  these  parts,  but  I  don't  think  it  was 
that.  However,  I  got  well  without  a  physician  or 
drugs. 

"I  forgot  to  tell  you  that,  last  autumn,  I  fur- 
nished Lewis  with  'bread  and  salt*  for  some  days 
at  Diodati,  in  reward  for  which  (besides  his  con- 
versation) he  translated  *  Goethe's  Faust'  to  me  by 
word  of  mouth,  and  I  set  him  by  the  ears  with 
Madame  de  Sta"!  about  the  slave  trade.  •!  am 
indebted  for  many  and  kind  courtesies  to  our  Lady 
of  Copet,  and  I  now  love  her  as  much  as  I  always 
did  her  works,  of  which  I  was  and  am  a  great 
admirer.  When  are  you  to  begin  with  Sheridan  .' 
what  are  you  doing,  and  how  do  you  do  ? 

"  Ever  very  truly,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCXXIX. 
TO  MH.  muhhay. 

,,  _  ,  "  Venice,  April  9,  1817. 

"  Your  letters  of  the  18th  and  20th  ai-e  arrived. 
In  my  own  I  have  given  you  the  rise,  progress, 
declme,  and  fall  of  my  recent  malady.  It  is  gone 
to  the  devil;  I  won't  pay  so  bad  a  compliment  as 
to  say  It  carac  Irom  him :— he  is  too  much  of  a 
gentleman.  It  was  nothing  but  a  slow  fever,  which 
quickeued  its  pace  towards  the  end  of  its  journey 
I  had  been  bored  with  it  some  weeks—with  noc- 
turnal burnings  and  morning  perspirations ;  but  I 
am  quite  well  again,  which  I  attribute  to  having 
had  neither  medicine  nor  doctor  tliorefor. 

"  In  a  few  days  I  set  off  for  Rome :  such  is  my 
purpose.  I  shall  change  it  very  often  before  Mon- 
day next,  but  do  you  continue  to  direct  and  address 
to  lemcej  as  heretofore.  If  I  go,  letters  will  be 
forwarded :  I  say  '  //,'  because  I  never  know  what  I 
snail  do  till  It  IS  done ;  and  as  I  mean  most  firmly 
to  set  out  for  Rome,  it  is  not  unlikely  I  may  hnil 
myself  at  St.  Petersburg.  ^  ^ 

*i  y°^„*^^^  ^^  *°  '  ^^^^^  c"c  of  myself ;  '—faith 
and  I  ^nll.  I  won't  be  posthumus  yet,  if  I  can  help 
It.  Nowithstanding,  only  think  what  a  'Life  and 
Adventures,'  while  I  am  in  full  scandal,  would  be 
worth,  together  with  the  remembra*  of  my  writing- 
desk  the  sixteen  beginnings  of  poems  never  to  be 
finished!  Do  you  think  I  would  not  have  shot 
myself  last  year,  had  I  not  luckily  recollected  that 
Mrs.  Chairmont,  and  Lady  Noel,  and  all  the  old 
women  in  England  would  have  been  delighted;— 
besides  the  agreeable  '  Lunacy '  of  the  '  Crowner's 
Uuest,    tmd  the  regrets  of  two  or  three  or  half  a 

?^f"-\ Be  assured  that  I  «^,./rf 

tite  for  two  reasons,  or  more ;— there  are  one  or  two 
people  whom  I  have  to  put  out  of  the  world,  and  as 
many  uito  it,  before  I  can  'depart  in  peace; '  if  I 
^nJi  ^^^^^"^»  I  ^^"'^  not  fulfilled  my  mission. 
Besides,  when  I  turn  thirty,  I  will  turn  ^devout;  I 

SLlXniLr^e^^^^:*^^^^^^^^^  ^^-^^-' 


"  So  •  •  U  writing  again 
in  Scotland  ?  nor  thumb-s 
handcuff?  I  went  upon  mj 
some  years  ago,  to  prevent  1 
political  pamphlet,  which  W( 
livelier  idea  of  *  Habeas  Cc 
will  derive  from  his  present 
suspended  subject,  which  wi] 
by  the  suspension  of  other 
jects. 

'*  I  condole  with  Drury  ] 
*  *, — that  is,  in  a  modest 
end  of  the  new  tragedy. 

*'  You  and  Leigh  Hunt  ha 
seems?  ♦  ♦  •  ♦  ♦  I  i 
poem  to  you,  in  the  hope 
the  union  would  be  benencia 
is  eternal  enmity ;  and  yet  I 
intentions  :  I  introduce  *  •  < 
with  your  money:  mv  frien 
too,  with  the  Quarterly:  an( 
am  the  innocent  istmlius  (da 
spell  it,  though  I  have  cros 
dozen  times),  of  these  eniniti 
**  I  will  tell  you  something 
De  Luc,  ninety  years  old,  a 
him,  and  is  pleased  with  it, 
lie  said  that  he  was  toith  lioi 
that  the  description  is  pcrfe 
is  not  all :  I  recollect  sometl 
find  the  following  passage  i 
vol.  3,  page  247,  liv.  8. 

"  '  De  tons  ces  amusemer 
davantage  fut  une  piomenad 
je  fis  en  bateau  avec  Dc  Luc 
Jilsy  et  ma  Therise.  Nous  mi 
toumee  par  le  plus  beau  tei 
gaidai  le  vif  souvenir  des  sitei 
a  I'autre  extremitc  du  Lac, 
scription,  quelques  annees  ap 
Hcloise.' 

"  This  nonagenarian,  De  Li 
'  deux  fils.'  lie  is  in  Englauc 
faculty.  It  is  odd  that  he  i 
long,  und  not  wanting  in  odd 
have  made  this  voyage  witl 
afterward,  at  such  an  interval 
Englislnnan  (who  had  made  p 
cumnavigation),  upon  the  saui 
"  As  for  '  Manfred,'  it  is  of  i 
nothing  of  that  kind  comes, 
diflbrciit  times.  The  two  firj 
the  third  so  so;  but  I  was  blo^ 
second  heats.  You  must  call 
no  Drama,  and  I  do  not  choos 
so  *  ♦  a  name — a  '  Poem  in 
tomime,  if  you  will ;  any  thii 
synouyme,  and  this  is  your  mo 

'  ThWB  are  more  (hing:i  In  hcarei 
Thaji  &re  dreaiul  of  in  jour  pliii 

*'  My  love  and  thanks  to  Mr. 


LETTER  CCC 

TO  MR.   MOOI 


"  I  shall  continue  to  write  to 
on  me,  by  way  of  penance  upon 
complaints  of  long  silence.  I 
blush,  if  you  coulcf,  for  not  ans 
I  set  out  for  Rome.  Having  s 
I  should  like  to  look  at  t'  ot 
I  want  to  see  the  Pope,  and  sh 
him  that  I  vote  for  the  Catholic 

"  I  shan't  go  to  Naples.  It 
best  sea-view,  and  I  have  seen 


UmiEBS. 
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■-»  Conatantfaiople  aad  liabon,  (by-fta-way,  the 
«t  is  but  a  review ;  however,  ther  reckon  it  after 
tamboul  and  Naples,  and  before  Genoa,)  and 
esuvias  is  silent,  and  I  have  passed  by  Etna.  So 
sliall  e'en  retam  to  Venice  in  July;  and  if  you 
rite,  I  pray  you  address  to  Venice  which  is  my 
oad,  or  rather  mv  A«0ft-quarters. 
'*  My  late  physician,  Br.  PoKdori,  Is  here,  on  his 
B,v  to  England,  with  the  present  Lord  Gailford 
ad  the  widow  of  the  late  earl.  Doctor  Polidori 
as,  just  now,  no  more  patients,  because  his  patients 
re  no  more.  He  had  lately  three,  who  are  now  all 
ead — one  embalmed.  Homer  and  a  child  of 
'liomas  Hope's  are  interred  at  Pisa  and  Rome. 
(Ord  Ouilford  died  of  an  inflammation  of  the 
owels ;  so  ther  took  them  out,  and  sent  them  (on 
ccount  of  then:  discrepancies),  separately  from  the 
arcass,  to  England.  ConeciTe  a  man  going  one 
ray,  and  bis  intestines  another,  and  his  immortal 
oul  a  third ! — ^was  there  ever  such  a  distribution  ? 
>ne  certainly  has  a  soul ;  but  how  it  came  to  allow 
tself  to  be  enclosed  in  a  body  is  more  than  I  can 
Enagine.  I  only  know  if  once  mine  gets  out,  I'll 
Lave  a  bit  of  a  tustle  before  I  let  it  get  in  agsui  to 
hat  or  any  other. 

**  And  so  poor  dear  Mr.  Maturin's  second  tragedy 
las  been  neglected  by  the  disceminff  public.  *  *  * 
vill  be  d— ^  ^lad  of  this,  and  d — a  without  being 
(lad,  if  ever  his  own  plays  come  upon  '  any  stage.' 

'*  I  wrote  to  Rogers  the  other  oay,  witn  a  mes- 
lage  for  you.  ^I  hope  that  he  flourianes.  He  is  the 
rithonns  of  poetry^immortal  already.  Ton  and  I 
xiaat  wait  for  it. 

**  I  hear  nothings— know  nothing.  You  may 
ssMily  suppose  that  the  English  don't  seek  me,  and 
C  avoid  them.  To  be  sure,  there  are  but  a  few  or 
done  here,  save  passengers.  Florence  and  Naples 
sure  their  Margate  and  Ramsgate,  and  much  the 
same  sort  of  company  too,  by  aU  accounts,  which 
hurts  us  among  the  Italians. 

*'  I  want  to  near  of  Lalla  Rookh— are  you  out  ? 
Death  and  fiends !  why  don't  you  tell  me  where  you 
are,  what  you  are,  and  how  you  are  i  1  shall  go  to 
Bologna  by  Ferrara,  instead  of  Mantua;  because  I 
would  rather  see  the  cell  where  they  caged  Tasso, 
and  where  he  became  mad  and  *  *,  than  his  own 
MSS.  at  Modena^  or  the  Mantuan  bhthplace  of  that 
harmonious  plagiary  and  miserable  flatterer,  whose 
cursed  hexameters  were  drilled  into  me  at  Harrow. 
I  saw  Verona  and  Vicensa  on  my  way  here— Padua 
too. 

'*  I  go  o/ofM— but  ofofM,  because  I  mean  to  return 
here.  I  only  want  to  see  Rome.  I  have  not  the 
least  curiosify  about  Florence,  though  I  must  see  it 
for  the  sake  of  the  Venus,  &c.,  &c. ;  and  I  wish 
also  to  see  the  Fall  of  Temi.  I  think  to  return  to 
Venice  by  Ravenna  and  Rimini  of  both  of  Which  I 
mean  to  take  notes  for  Leigh  Hunt,  who  will  be 
glad  to  hear  of  the  sceneiT  of  his  Poem.  There 
was  a  devil  of  a  review  of  him  in  the  Quarterly,  a 

?rear  ago,  which  he  answered.  All  answers  are 
mprudent ;  but,  to  be  sure,  poetical  flesh  and  blood 
must  have  the  last  word—that's  certain.  I  thought, 
and  think,  very  highly  of  his  Poem ;  but  I  warned 
him  of  the  row  his  fhvoiite  antique  phraseology 
would  bring  him  into. 

"  You  have  taken  a  house  at  Homsey ;  I  had 
much  rather  you  had  taken  one  in  the  Apenines. 
If  you  think  of  coining  out  for  a  summer  or  so, 
tell  me,  that  I  may  be  upon  the  hover  for  you. 

"BTer,&c" 


LETTER  CCCXXXL 

TO  MB.  MITBBAT. 

MYaabt,AprtM,ltli. 

By  the  favor  of  Dr.  Polidori,  who  is  here  on 
his  way  to  England,  with  the  present  Lord  Ghiilford, 
(the  late  earl  having  gone  to  England,  by  another 
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road,  accompanied  by  his  bowels  in  a  separate 
coffer,)  I  remit  to  you,  to  deliver  to  Mtb.  Leigh, 
two  minieUures;  but  previously  you  will  have  the 
goodness  to  desire  Mr.  Love  fas  a  peace-offerins 
between  him  and  me)  to  set  tnem  in  plain  gold, 
with  my  arms  complete,  and  *  Painted  by  Prepiani, 
—Venice,  1817/  on  the  back.  I  wish  also  that  vou 
would  desire  Holmes  to  make  a  copy  of  eofA— ^hat 
is,  both — ^for  myself^  and  that  you  will  retain  the 
said  copies  till  my  return.  One  was  done  while  I 
was  very  unwell;  the  other  in  my  health,  which 
may  account  for  their  dissimilitude.  I  trust  that 
they  wiU  reach  their  destination  in  safety. 

"I  recommend  the  doctor  to  your  good  offices 
with  your  government  friends ;  and  if  you  can  be 
of  any  use  to  him  in  a  literary  point  of  view,  pray 
be  so. 

**  To-day,  or  rather  yesterday,  for  it  is  past  mid- 
night, I  nave  been  up  to  the  battlements  of  the 
highest  tower  in  Venice,  and  seen  its  view,  in  all 
the  glory  of  a  clear  Italian  sky.  I  also  went  over 
the  Manfrini  Palace,  famous  for  its  pictures.  Among 
them,  there  is  a  portrait  of  Ariotto  by  TViuifi,  sur- 
passing all  my  anticipation  of  the  power  of  painting 
or  human  expression :  it  is  the  poetry  of  portrait, 
and  the  portrait  of  poetry.  There  was  also  one  of' 
some  learned  lady,  centuries  old,  whose  name  I 
forget,  but  whose  features  must  always  be  re 
membered.  I  never  saw  greater  beauty,  or  sweet- 
ness, or  wisdom :— it  is  a  Kind  of  face  to  go  mad 
for,  because  it  cannot  walk  out  of  its  frame.  There 
is  also  a  famous  dead  Christ  and  live  Apostles,  for 
which  Bonaparte  offered  in  vain  five  thousand 
louis ;  and  of  which,  though  it  is  a  capo  d*opera  of 
Titian,  as  I  am  no  connoisseur,  I  say  little,  and 
thought  less,  except  of  one  figure  in  it.  There  are 
ten  thousand  others,  and  some  very  fine  Oiorgiones 
among  them,  &c.,  &c.  There  is  an  original  Laura 
and  Petrarch,  very  hideous  both.  Petrsrch  has  not 
only  the  dress,  but  the  features  and  air  of  an  old 
woman,  and  Laura  looks  by  no  means  like  a  young 
one,  or  a  pretty  one.  What  struck  me  most  in 
the  general  collection  was  the  extreme  resem- 
blance of  the  style  of  the  female  faces  in  the 
mass  of  pictures,  so  many  centuries  or  generations 
old,  to  those  vou  see  and  meet  eTery  day  among 
the  existing  Italians.  The  queen  of  Cyprus  and 
Giorgione's  wife,*  particularly  the  latter,  are  Vene- 
tians as  it  were  of  yesterday ;  the  same  eyes  an<f 
expression,  and,  to  my  mind,  there  is  none  finer. 

*<You  must  recollect,  however,  that  I  know 
nothing  of  painting;  and  that  I  detest  it,  unless 
it  reminds  me  of  something  I  have  seen,  or  think 
it  possible  to  see,  for  which  reason  I  spit  upon  and 
abhor  all  the  saints  and  subiects  of  one  half  the 
impostures  I  see  in  the  churcnes  and  palaces ;  and 
when  in  Flanders,  I  never  was  so  disgusted  in  my 
life,  as  with  Rubens  and  his  eternal  wives  and 
infernal  glare  of  colors,  as  they  appeared  to  met 
and  in  Spain  I  did  not  think  much  of  MurUlo  and 
Velasquez.  Depend  upon  it,  of  all  the  arts,  it  is 
the  most  artificial  and  unnatural,  and  that  by 
which  the  nonsense  of  mankind  is  most  imposed 
upon.  I  never  yet  saw  the  picture  or  the  statue 
which  came  a  league  within  my  conception  or  ex- 
pectation; but  I  nave  seen  many  mountains,  and 
seas,  and  rivers,  and  views,  and  two  or  three 
women,  who  went  as  fur  beyond  it,— besides  some 
horses,  and  a  lion  (at  Veli  Pacha's)  in  the  Morea ; 
and  a  tiger  at  supper  in  Exeter  *Change. 

'^Whenyon  write,  continue  to  address  to  me  at 
FaiMOS.  Where  do  yoii  suppose  the  books  you 
sent  me  are?  At  Tttrinf  This  comes  of  <<A« 
Fortign  Qfic§,*  which  is  foreign  enough,  Qod 
knows,  for  any  good  it  can  be  of  to  mci  or  any 
one  else,  and  be  d— d  to  it,  to  its  last  dark  and 
first  charlatan,  Castlereaffh. 

This  makes  my  hnndreth.  letter  at  least. 

•<Y«iiri,*e.** 


i 
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BYBON'8  WORKS.  > 


LETTER  CCCXXXU. 

TO   HR.  MUBBAT. 


<•  Venke,  April  14,  1817. 

*'  The  present  proofs  ♦  (of  the  "whole)  begins  only 
at  the  17th  page ;  but  as  I  had  corrected  and  sent 
back  the  first  act,  it  does  not  signify. 

"  The  third  act  is  certainly  d d  bad,  and,  like 

the  Archbishop  of  Grenada's  homily,  (which  savor- 
ed of  the  palsy,)  has  the  dregs  of  my  fever,  during 
which  it  was  written.  It  must  on  no  account  be  pul> 
lishcd  in  its  present  state.  I  will  try  and  reform  it, 
or  rewrite  it  altogether;  but  the  impulse  is  gone, 
and  I  have  no  chance  of  making  any  thing  out  of  it.' 
I  would  not  have  it  published  as  it  is  on  any  ac- 
count. The  speech  of  Manfred  to  the  sun  is  the 
only  part  of  this  act  I  thoui?ht  good  mvsclf ;  the  rest 
18  as  bad  as  bad  can  be,  and  I  wonder  what  the  devil 
possessed  me. 

"I  am  very  glad  indeed  that  you  sent  me  Mr.  Gif- 
ford  s  opmion  witliout  deduction.  Do  you  suppose 
me  such  a  booby  as  not  to  be  very  muct  obliged  to 
him  ?  or  that  in  fact  I  was  not,  and  am  not,  con- 
x-mced  and  convicted  in  my  conscience  of  this  same 
overt  act  of  nonsense  } 

"  I  shall  try  at  it  again ;  in  the  mean  time  lav  it 
upon  the  shelf,  (the  whole  drama,  I  mean  ;)  but  pray 
correct  your  copies  of  the  first  and  second  act  from 
the  original  MS. 

*'  I  am  not  coming  to  England ;  but  going  to  Rome 
in  a  few  days.  I  return  to  Venice  in  June;  so,  pray, 
address  all  letters,  &c.,  to  me  here,  as  usual,  that  is, 
to  Venice.  Dr.  PoHdori  this  day  left  this  city  with 
Lord  Guilford  for  England.  He  is  charged  with 
some  books  to  your  care  (from  me),  and  two  minia- 
tures also  to  the  same  address,  both  for  my  sister. 

"  Recollect  not  to  publish,  upon  pain  of  I  know 
not  what,  until  I  have  tried  again  at  the  third  act 
\a"J  not  sure  that  I  shall  trj-,  and  still  less  that  I 
shall  succeed  if  I  do ;  but  I  am  very  sure,  tliat  (as  it 
i«)  It  18  unfit  for  publication  or  perusal ;  and  unless 
I  can  make  it  out  to  my  own  satisfaction.  I  won't 
nave  any  part  published. 

"  I  write  in  haste,  and  after  having  lately  written 
very  often.  w  Yours,  i&c  " 


i^ 


LETTER   CCCXXXin. 

TO  MR.   MUttRAY. 

•*  PoIIngn,  April  as,  1817. 

"I  ^ote  to  you  the  other  day  from  Florence,  in 
closing  a  MS.  entitled  *  The  Lament  of  Tasso.'  It 
was  written  in  consequence  of  myha\nng  been  lately 
at  Ferrara.  In  the  last  section  of  this  MS.  but  one 
(that  IS,  the  penultimate),  I  think  that  I  have  omitted 
a  hne  m  the  copy  sent  you  from  Florence,  via.,  after 
the  uno— 

.  "  And  woo  eornpanion  to  «  bI5  »htod  nams, 

"  Settling  the  natenee  vhkh  ray  Bm  proelalm. 

The  context  will  show  you  the  sense,  which  is  not 
clear  m  this  quotation.  Remember,  I  write  this  in 
the  supposition  that  you  have  received  my  Florentine 
packet. 

"  At  Florence  I  remained  but  a  day,  having  a 
nurry  for  Rome,  to  which  I  am  thus  far  advanced 
However  I  went  to  the  two  galleries,  from  which  one 
returns  drunk  with  beauty.  The  Venus  is  more  for 
admiration  than  love:  but  there  are  sculpture  and 
painting,  which  for  the  first  time  at  aU  gave  me  an 
Idea  of  what  people  mean  by  their  cant  and  what 
«hn„f?K  ""^^""^  'entusimusy  '  (i.  e.  enthusiasm,) 
about  those  two  most  artificial  of  the  arts.  What 
■truck  me  most  were,  the  mistress  of  Raphael,  a 


portrait ;  the  mistress 
of  Titian  in  the  Medici 
Venus  also,  in  the  otl 
is  also  in  the  other  i 
Palace  gallery:)  the  , 
picture ;  and  the  Anti 
or  two  not  very  decent 
of  Death,  a  sleeping  fi] 
"I  also  went  to  the 
in  great  slabs  of  vario 
mcmorate  fifty  rotten  s 
unfinished  and  will  ren 
"  The  church  of  *  i 
illustrious  nothing.  1 
Michael  Angelo,  Galile 
the  Westminster  Abbej 
of  these  tombs— beyo] 
Alfieri  is  hcavj',  and  a] 
loaded.  \^'Tiat  is  neccs 
and  perhaps  a  date  ?  tht 
of  whom  I  am  one.  B 
logy  is  infernal,  and  ^ 
English  numskulls  upoi 
ary  of  the  reign  of  Cha 
"When  you  write,  "i 
mean  to  return  there  in 
in  England  for  a  long 
Lord  and  Lady  Jersey, « 
all  well;  children  grown 
butsmiburnt;  he  very  i 
Paris.  There  are  not 
and  those  who  are,  mos 
return  till  business  ma 
where  I  am  in  health,  <S 
"  For  the  sake  of  my 
send  me  immediately  to 
IVaites's  tooth-jyowcler, 
magnesia,  of  the  best  qn 
by  safe,  sure,  and  speed 
do  it. 

"I  have  done  nothii 
You  must  wait;  I'll  ha^ 
so. 


LETTER 


TO  MR. 


"  By  this  post  (or  nex 
two  other  covers,  the  ni 
I  have  re-written  the  f 
what  is  not  altered  in  thi 
Abbot  is  become  a  good 
brought  in  at  the  death 
some  good  poetry  in  this 
and  if  so,  print  it,  withou 
under  Mr.  Gifford's  cor. 
goodness  to  overlook  it 
Venice,  aa  usual ;  I  mei 
days. 

^*  *  The  Lament  of  Tasi 
rence,  has,  I  trust,  an 
these  be  good  rhjTnes,*  t 
when  he  was  a  boy.  For 
— you  will  disburse  to  me  i 
guineas.  You  xnUl  perha 
the  same  price  upon  this 
besides  that  I  look  upon  i 
than  three  hundred  guii 
two  together  will  make 
than  the  '  Siege '  and  *  Pi 
yourself  let  off  very  eas 
poems  are  good  for  any 
believe. 
'*  I  have  been  some  day 
I  h 


*  OfMaofrad. 


I  am  seeing  sights,  and  \ 
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pt  the  new  Iftlrd  nei  for  ron.  I  bare  tMi  monSng 
«n  a  lire  pope  anda  4eaa  caidJnal:  Pfau  YII.  has 
>en  Imrying  Caxdinal  Braoeld,  whoM  bodr  I  saw 
state  at  the  Chiesa  Nuora.^  Borne  has  de- 
sMed  me  beyond  every  thing,  since  Athens  and 
onstantinople.  Bnt  I  shall  not  zemain  long  this 
sit.     Address  to  Venice. 

'<STer,ftc. 
*'  P.  8.  I  have  got  my  saddle-hones  here,  and 
Jtve  ridden,  and  am  riding,  all  abont  the  country." 


LBTTBB  CCCXXXV. 

TO   KB.  MUBIUT. 

"  Boom,  tbj^Wa, 

^  **  Address  all  answers  to  Venice ;  for  there  I  s]iali 
r  turn  in  fifteen  days,  Ood  willing. 

**I  sent  yon  from  Florence  *  The  Lament  of  Tasso,' 
>id  from  Rome,  the  third  act  of  Manfred,  both  of 
.  bleb,  I  tnist,  wUl  duly  arriTO.  The  terms  of  these 
,  ro  I  mentioned  in  my  last,  and  will  repeat  in  this : 

is  three  hundred  for  each,  or  aix  htmored  guineas 
-.  r  the  two— that  is,  if  you  like,  and  they  aie  good 
..r  any  thing. 

*'  At  last  one  of  the  psre^  is  airired.    In  the 

ttes  to  Childe  Harold  there  is  a  blander  of  touts 
•'  mine:  you  talk  of  arriyal  at  St,  Otngo^  ana  im- 

.  ediately  after,  add— <  on  the  height  is  the  chateau 

.'  Clarens.'*    This  is  sad  work :  Clarens  is  on  the 
.  her  side  of  the  lake,  and  it  is  quite  impossible  that 
.  should  baTC  so  bungled.    Look  at  the  MS. ;  and, 
.  m  any  rate,  rectify. 
:  **The  'Tales  of  my  Landlord'  I  haye  read  with 

.-eat  pleasure,  and  perfectly  understand  now  why 

y  sister  and  aunt  are  so  very  positiTe  in  the  very 
.  Toneous  persuasion  that  they  must  hare  been 
'  'ritten  by  me.  If  tou  knew  me  as  well  as  they  do, 
,;>u  would  hare  fallen,  perhaps,  into  the  some  mis- 

fike.  Some  day  or  other,  I  will  explain  to  you  toku 
'■']  -when  I  haTe  time;  at  present  it  does  not  mucn 

'latter ;  but  you  must  haye  thought  this  blunder  of 
^  leirs  Tery  odd,  and  so  did  I,  till  I  had  read  the 

3ok.    Croker'f  letter  to  you  is  a  very  great  compb- 
..,4ent ;  I  shall  return  it  to  tou  in  my  next. 
>  (( I  perceiTe  you  are'  publishing  a  life  of  BaffMl 

'Urbino :  it  may  perhaps  interest  you  to  hear  that 
r^  set  of  German  artists  here  allow  their  hair  to  grow, 

nd  trim  it  into  Ait  faahion  thereby  drinking  the 

anmun  of  the  disciples  of  the  old  philosopher;  if 
'  f'xej  would  cut  their  hair,  convert  it  into  brushes, 

na  paint  like  him,  it  would  be  more  'fferman  to  the 

latter.' 

<*  I'll  tell  you  a  story :  the  other  day,  a  man  here 
:  -an  English— mistaking  the  statues  of  Charle- 
\  iiagne  and  Constantine,  which  are  e^net^rtan,  for 
,1  hose  of  Peter  and  Paul,  asked  another  wAtcA  was 

^anl  of  these  same  horsemen  ?— ^  which  the  reply 
:[  ms— 'I  thought,  sir,  that  St.  Paul  had  nerer  got 
i;»n  horseback  since  his  aecidmtt' 
''.'■i  *<rU  tell  you  another:  Henry  Fox,  writing  to 
ome  one  from  Naples  the  other  day,  after  an  ill- 
,^iess,  addi^-'and  I  am  so  changed,  that  my  ddttt 

'redUon  would  hardly  knowme.^ 
:  J.  •<  I  am  delighted  with  Rome— as  I  would  be  with 

'^^  bandbox— that  is,  it  is  a  flue  thing  to  see,  finer  than 

.;heece ;  but  I  haye  not  been  here  long  enough  to 

'^ffeet  it  ss  a  residence,  and  I  must  go  back  to  Lorn- 
'  .'taj&^f  beeause  I  am  wretched  at  befaig  away  ' — 

Alananna.     I  haye  been  riding  my  saddle-n( 


n.  But  1  ean't  describe,  because  my  first  inmres- 
dons  are  always  strong  and  confused,  ana  my 
memory  Mleeit  and  reduces  them  to  order,  like  dia* 
tanca  m  the  landscape,  and  blends  them  better, 
idthough  they  may  be  less  distinct.  There  must  be 
a  sense  or  two  more  than  we  haye,  us  mortals ;  for 
•  •  •  •  •  where  there  is  much  to  be  grasped  we  are 
always  at  a  loss,  and  yet  feel  that  we  ouffht  to  hays 
a  higher  and  more  extended  comprehension. 

•*  1  haye  had  a  letter  from  Moore,  who  is  in  some 
alarm  about  his  poem.    I  don't  see  why. 

**  1  haye  had  another  fh>m  my  poor  dear  Augusta, 
who  is  in  a  sad  ftus  about  my  late  illness ;  do,  pray, 
tell  her,  (the  troth,)  that  I  am  better  than  oyer,  and 
in  importunate  hesLith,  growine  (if  not  grown)  large 
and  ruddy,  and  congratulated  by  impmnent  per 
sons  on  my  robustious  appearance,  when  I  ought  to 
be  pale  and  interesting. 

'''Sou  tell  me  that  George  Byron  has  got  a  son, 
and  Augusta  says,  a  daughter ;  which  is  it  ?— it  is 
no  great  matter :  the  father  is  a  good  man,  an  ex* 
cellent  officer,  and  has  married  a  yenr  nice  little 
woman,  who  will  bring  him  more  baoes  than  in- 
come :  howbeit  she  had  a  handsome  dowry,  and  is  a 
Tery  charming  girl ;— but  he  may  as  well  get  a  ship. 

'*  1  haye  no  thoughts  of  conung  among  you  yet 
awhile,  so  that  I  can  fight  off  busmess.  If  I  could 
but  make  a  tolerable  sale  of  Newstead,  there  would 
be  no  occasion  for  my  return ;  and  I  can  assure  you 
yery  sincerely,  that  1  am  much  happier  (or,  atleastt 
haye  been  so),  out  of  your  island  than  in  it. 

"  Yours  oyer. 

**  P.  S.  There  are  few  English  here,  but  seyeral  of 
my  aoqusintance :  among  others,  the  Marquis  of 
Lansdowne,  with  whom  I  dine  to-morrow.  I  met 
the  Jerseys  on  the  road  at  Foligno— all  weU. 

"  Oh— I  forgot— the  Italians  haye  printed  Chil- 
Ion,  &c.,  a  piracy,-^  pretty  little  edition,  prettier 
than  yours— and  pnbhshed,  as  I  found  to  my  Kreat 
astonishment  on  arriving  here ;  and  what  is  odOjis, 
that  the  English  is  auite  oorrcctly  printed.  Why 
they  did  it,  or  who  did  it,  I  know  not;  but  so  it  is : 
—I  suppose,  for  the  EngUsh  people.  I  will  send 
you  a  copy." 


;«y«rf  dftT,  and  been  to  Albano,  its  lakes,  and  to  the 
'  ,;«op  of  me  Alban  Mount,  and  to  Frescati,  Azicia, 

'itc,  Ac,  with  an  ftc,  Ac,  fte.,  about  the  atf,  and 
>■  n  the  eity:  for  all  of  whidi-^vide  guide-boox.    Aa 

'■^i  whole,  sndent  and  modem,  it  beats  Greece,  Oon- 
;>!  itantiaople,  evefy  thing— at  least  that  I  have  ever 


LETTER  CCCXXXVI. 

TO  MB.  MOOBa. 

"ltoaH,M^IS^1S17. 

« I  haye  receiyed  your  letter  here,  where  I  haye 
taken  a  cruise  latdy;  but  I  shall  return  back  to 
Venice  in  a  few  days,  so  that  if  you  write  again, 
address  there,  as  usuaL  I  am  not  for  returning  to 
England  so  soon  as  you  imsgine ;  and  by  no  means 
at  ul  as  a  residence.  If  you  cross  the  Alps  in  your 
projected  expedition,  you  will  find  me  somewhere  in 
Lombardy,  and  yery  glad  to  see  you.  Only  giye  me 
a  word  or  two  beforehand,  for  I  would  really  diyeige 
some  leagues  to  meet  you. 

'*  Of  Rome  I  say  nothing :  it  is  quite  indescriba- 
ble, and  the  guide-book  is  as  good  as  any  other.  I 
dined  yesterday  with  Lord  Lansdowne,  who  is  on 
his  return.  But  there  are  few  Eiiglish  here  at  pres- 
ent: the  winter  is  their  time.  I  haye  been  on 
horseback  most  of  the  day,  all  days  since  my  ar- 
rival, and  have  taken  it  as  I  did  Constantinople. 
But  Rome  is  the  elder  sister,  and  the  finer.  I  went 
some  days  ago  to  the  top  of  the  Alban  Mount,  which 
is  superb.  As  for  the  CoUseum,  Pantheon,  St.  Pe- 
ter's, the  Vatican,  Palatine,  ftc,  ftc— as  I  said, 
vide  guide-book.  They  are  quite  inoonoeiyable,  and 
must  be  $eeh.  The  Apollo  Belvidere  is  the  image  ol 
Lady  Adelaide  Forbes— I  think  I  neyer  saw  such  a 
likeness. 

'<I  have  seen  the  Pope  aliye,  and  a  cardinal  dead, 
—both  of  whom  looked  yery  well  indeed.  The  lat- 
ter was  in  state  in  the  Chiesa  Nuova,  preyioos  tt 
hie  inlsnDcnt. 
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"Yoiir  poetical  alnrms  are  grounuless;  go  on 
and  prosper.  Here  is  Hobliouse  just  come  in,  and 
my  horses  at  the  door,  so  that  1  must  mount  and 
tatce  the  field  in  the  Campus  Martius,  which,  by- 
the-way,  is  all  built  over  by  modem  Rome. 

"  Yours  very  and  ever,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  Hobhousc  presents  his  remembrances,  and 
is  eager,  ^ith  all  the  world,  for  your  new  poem.'* 


LETTER  CCCXXXVIL 

TO  MR.   MUILRAT. 

••  Venice,  May  SO,  1817. 

"  I  returned  from  Rome  two  days  at?o,  and  have 
received  your  letter ;  but  no  sign  nor  tidings  of  the 
parcel  sent  through  Sir  C.  Stuart,  which  you  men- 
tion. After  an  interval  of  mouths,  a  packet  of 
*  Talcs,'  &c.,  fouud  me  at  Rome ;  but  this  is  all,  and 
may  be  all  that  ever  will  find  me.  The  post  seems 
to  be  the  only  sure  conveyance,  and  that  onli/  for 
letters.  From  Florence  I  sent  you  a  poem  on  'fasso, 
and  from  Rome  the  new  third  act  of  *  Manfred,'  and 
by  Dr.  Polidori  two  portraits  for  my  sister.  I  left 
Borne  and  made  a  rapid  journey  homo.  You  will 
continue  to  direct  here,  as  UHual.  Mr.  Ilobhouse  is 
cone  to  Naples :  I  should  have  run  downi  there  too 
for  a  week,  but  for  the  quantity  of  English  whom  I 
heard  of  there.  I  prefer  hating'  them  at  a  distance  ; 
unless  an  earthquake,  or  a  good  real  eruption  of 
Vesuvius,  were  ensured  to  reconcile  me  to  their 
Ticinity. 

•  «  «  •  •  « 

*'  The  day  before  I  left  Rome,  I  saw  three  robbers 
gnilotined.  The  ceremony — including  the  marked 
.  priests  ;  the  half-naked  executioners  ;  the  bandaged 
criminals ;  the  black  Christ  and  his  banner,  the 
scaffold ;  the  soldiery ;  the  slow  procession,  and  the 
quick  rattle  and  heavy  fall  of  the  axe ;  the  splash 
of  the  blood,  and  the  ghastliness  of  the  exposed 
heads — is  altogether  more  impressive  than  the  vul- 

{i;ar  and  ungentlemanly  dirty  '  new  drop,'  and  dog- 
ike  agony  of  intliction  upon  the  sutferers  of  the 
English  sentence.  Two  of  these  men  behaved 
calmly  enough,  but  the  first  of  the  three  died  with 
great  terror  or  reluctance.  Wliat  was  very  horrible, 
he  would  not  lie  down ;  then  his  neck  was  too  large 
for  the  aperture,  and  the  priest  was  obliged  to 
drown  his  exclamations  by  still  louder  exhortations. 
The  head  was  off  before  the  eve  could  trace  the 
blow ;  but  from  an  attempt  to  ((raw  back  the  head, 
notwithstanding  it  was  held  forward  by  the  hair, 
the  first  head  was  cut  oft*  close  to  the  cars :  the 
other  two  were  taken  otf  more  cleanly.  It  is  better 
than  the  oriental  way,  and  (I  should  think)  than 
the  axe  of  our  ancestors.  The  pain  seems  little, 
and  yet  the  effect  to  the  spectator,  and  the  prepa- 
ration to  the  criminal,  is  very  striking  and  chilling. 
The  first  turned  me  quite  hot  and  thirstv,  and  made 
me  shake  so  that  I  could  hardly  holi  the  opera 
glass ;  (I  was  close,  but  was  determined  to  see,  as 
as  one  snould  see  every  thing,  once,  with  attention;) 
the  second  and  third,  (which  shows  how  dreadfully 
Boon  things  grow  indifferent,)  I  am  ashamed  to  say, 
had  no  effect  on  me  as  a  horror,  though  I  would 
have  saved  them  if  I  could.  "  Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCXXXVIIL 

TO  MB.   XU&IIAY. 

"  Yeoiee,  Jine  4, 1817. 

"I  have  received  the  proofs  of  the  *  Lament  of 
Tasso,'  which  makes  me  hope  that  you  have  also 
received  the  reformed  third  act  of  lianfred,  from 


Rome,  which  I  sent  boot 
My  date  will  apprize  you  o 
these  few  days.  For  me, 
your  packets,  except,  aftei 
of  my  Landlord,'  which  I 
do  not  at  all  understand  t 
— ^no  Manuel,  no  letters,  nc 
from  Moore's  Italy  concei 
NOTHING — as  a  man  hallc 
dett's  elections,  after  a  lot 
tille  !  No  governorities  ! 
or  what ;— but  his  ne  plus  i 
— and  my  receipts  of  your  j 
his  meaning.  I  want  the  e 
very  much,  and  the  tooth- 
sia ;  I  dou't  care  so  much 
letters,  or  Mr.  Maturin's  1 
of  the  things  sent  by  the 
proofs  and  letters  ;  therefoi 
ero.by  the  post,  in  a  letter. 
••  I  was  delighted  with  B 
back  all  round  it  many  houi 
rest  of  my  time,  botherii 
excursed  and  skirred  the 
Tivoli,  Frescari,  Licenza,  & 
ed  twice  the  Fall  of  Terui,  v 
On  my  way  back,  close  to 
I  got  some  famous  trout  c 
the  prettiest  little  stream  ii 

Eost  from  Foligno  and  Spol 
'lorence,  being  anxious  to 
having  already  seen  the  gal 
I  left  my  commendatory  let 
went ;  so  I  saw  nobody. 

'•  To-day,  Pindemonte, 
Verona,  called  on  me ;  hi 
with  acute  and  pleasing 
good  and  gentle;  his  app( 
philosophical :  his  age  abo 
is  one  of  their  best  going 
as  he  speaks,  or  reads  rati 
will  find  there  a  favorable  a 
inquired  after  his  old  Cn 
Greathcad,  Mrs.  Piozzi,  ant 
hud  known  in  his  youth, 
account  of  them  as  I  could 
'Solomon  Lob'  does  to  *'J 
•  all  gone  dead,'  and  damn 
twenty  years  ago;  that  th 
guisher  was  Gifford ;  that  tl 
scribes  after  all,  and  no  gr 
way.  He  seemed,  as  wj 
pleased  with  this  account  of 
and  went  away  greatly  grat 
Forsyth's  sententious  para^ 
own  (Pindemonte's)  favor, 
little  libertine  in  his  youtl 
and  takes  prayers,  and  talks 
the  devil;  but  for  all  that, 
old  gentleman. 

*'  I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  yo 
suppose  him  to  be  exaspei 
and  your  refusal  to  deiU;  i 
and  edits  a  paper,  I  should 
too  strong  for  literary  natu 
human.  I  can't  conceive  in 
abuses  you:  what  have  yoi 
author,  nor  a  politician,  noi 
know  no  scrape  you  have  ti 
more  sorry  for  this  becaus 
Hunt,  and  because  I  believe 
but  till  I  know  the  particula 
ion. 

"  Let  me  know  about  Lai 
be  out  by  this  time. 

"  I  restore  the  proofs,  but 
be  corrected.  I  feel  too  lar 
80  beg  and  pray  Mr.  Gifibr 


*  ChUde  nnrold,  canto  It.,  gtana 
t  ChMe  Harold,  canto  in,  ttma 
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'-mice.    In  a  few  daya  I  go  to  my  inUeffffuUura,  in 

casino  near  the  Brenta,  a  few  miles  only  on  the 
lain  land.  I  hare  determined  on  another  year,  and 
lany  yean  of  residence,  if  I  can  compass  them, 
lananna  is  with  me,  hardly  recovered  of  the  fever, 
rhich  haa  been  attacking  all  Italy  last  winter.  I 
m  afraid  ehe  is  a  little  hectic ;  but  I  hope  the  best. 

**  EvcTi  &c. 

'•  P.  8.  Thowaldsen  has  done  a  bust  of  me  at 
lorae  for  Mr.  Hobhouse,  which  is  reckoned  very 
;ood.  He  iff  their  best  after  Canova,  and  by  some 
•referred  to  him. 

**I  have  had  a  letter  from  Mr.  Hodges.  He  is 
err  happy,  has  got  a  living,  but  not  a  cnild :  if  he 
lad  stuck  to  a  curacv,  babes  would  have  come  of 
ourse,  because  he  could  not  have  maintained  them. 

"  Remember  me  to  all  friends,  &c.,  &c. 

*'  An  Austrian  officer,  tho  other  day,  being  in  love 
irith  a  Venetian,  was  ordered,  with  his  regiment, 
nto  Hungary.  Distracted  between  love  and  duty, 
te  piirchasea  a  deadly  drug,  which,  dividing  with 
lis  mistress,  both  swallowed.  The  ensuing  pains 
fere  terrific,  but  the  pills  were  purgative,  and  not 
)oisonou8,  by  the  contrivance  of  the  unsentimental 
ipothecary ;  so  that  so  much  suicide  was  all  thrown 
Lway.  Tou  may  conceive  Uie  previous  confusion 
ind  the  final  laughter ;  but  the  mtention  was  good 
m  all  sidM." 


LETTER  CCCXXXIX. 

TO  MB.  MV&AA.T. 

"  Vookt,  Juno  8, 1817. 

**  The  present  letter  will  be  delivered  to  you  by 
two  Armenian  friars,  on  their  way,  by  England,  to 
Madras.  They  will  also  convey  some  copies  of  the 
grammar,  which  I  think  you  agreed  to  take.  If 
you  can  be  of  any  use  to  them,  either  among  your 
naval  or  East  Indian  acquaintances,  I  hope  you 
will  so  far  oblige  me,  as  they  and  their  order  have 
been  remarkably  attentive  and  fri^dly  towards  me 
since  my  arrival  at  Venice.  Their  names  are  Fa- 
ther Sukias  Somalian,  and  Father  Sarkis  Thcodoro- 
sian.  They  speak  Italian,  aud  probably  French,  or 
a  little  English.  Repeating  earnestly  my  recom- 
mendatory request,  believe  me  very  truly  youm, 

"  Bybon. 

*'  Perhaps  you  can  help  them  to  their  passage,  or 
give  or  get  them  letters  ror  India." 


LETTER  CCCXL. 

TO  M&.  MU11BA.T. 

«  U  Mks  BMT  Veniee,  June  14, 1817. 

"  I  ^Tite  to  you  from  the  banks  of  the  Brenta,  a 
few  miles  from  Venice,  where  I  have  colonized  for 
six  months  to  come.    Address,  as  usual,  to  Venice. 

"Three  months  after  date,  (17th  March,) — ^likc 
the  unnegotiable  bill  despondingly  received  by  the 
reluctant  tailor,^yoar  despatch  has  arrived,  con- 
taining the  extract  from  Moore's  Italy  and  Mr.  Ma- 
turings l>ankrupt  tragedv.*  It  is  the  absurd  work 
of  a  clever  man.  I  think  it  might  have  done  upon 
the  stage  if  he  had  made  Manuel  (by  some  trickeiy, 
in  a  mask  or  vizor),  fight  his  own  battle  instead  of 
employing  Molineux  as  his  champion;  and,  after 
the  defeat  of  Torrismond,  have  made  him  spare  the 
son  of  his  enemy,  by  qome  revulsion  of  feeling,  not 
incompatible  with  a  character  of  extravagant  and 
distempered  emotions.  But  as  it  is,  what  with  the 
Justiza,  and  the  ridiculous  conduct  of  the  whole 
dram.  pers.  (for  theyare  all  as  mad  as  Manuel,  who 


Burelv  mutt  have  had  more  interoat  with  a  corrapt 
bench  than  a  distant  relation  and  heir  presumptive, 
somewhat  suspected  of  homicide,)  I  do  not  wondez 
at  its  failure.  As  a  play,  It  is  impracticable ;  as  a 
poem,  no  great  things.  Who  was  the  *  Greek  that 
grappled  with  glory  naked?'  the  Olympic  wrest- 
lers r  or  Alexander  the  Great,  when  he  ran  stark 
naked  round  the  tomb  of  t'other  fellow  ?  or  the  Spar- 
tan who  was  fined  by  the  Ephori  for  fighting  with- 
out his  armor  ?  or  who  ?  And  as  to  *  flaying  off  life 
like  a  garment,'  helas !  that's  in  Tom  Thumb — see 
king  Arthur's  soliloquy : 

*  Zjift'i  a  men  la;,  not  wath  a  priooe'i  veaifnf ; 
I'UoaMkoff.' 

And  the  stage-directions — 'Staggers  among  the 
bodies ; '  the  slain  are  too  numerous,  as  well  as  the 
blackamoor  knijghts-penitent  being  one  too  many : 
and  Do  Zelos  is  such  a  shabby  Monmouth-street 
\'illain,  without  any  redeeming  quality— Stap  mr 
vitals!  Maturin  seems  to  be  declining  into  Nat. 
Lee.  But  let  him  try  again ;  he  has  talent,  but  not 
much  taste.  I  'gin  to  fear,  or  to  hope,  that  Sothe- 
bv  after  all  is  to  be  the  ^schylus  of  the  age,  unlcsa 
Mr.  Shiel  be  really  worthy  his  success.  Toe  more  I 
see  of  the  sta^^e,  the  less  I  would  wish  to  have  any 
thing  to  do  with  it ;  as  a  proof  of  which,  I  hope 
you  nave  received  the  third  act  of  Manfred,  which 
will  at  least  prove  that  I  wish  to  steer  very  clear  of 
the  possibility  of  being  put  into  scenery.  I  sent  it 
from  Rome. 

"I  returned  the  proof  of  Tasso.  By-the-way, 
have  you  never  received  a  transhition  of  St.  Paul, 
which  I  sent  you,  not  for  publication,  before  I  went 
to  Rome  ? 

*'  I  am  at  present  on  the  Brenta.  Opposite  is  a 
Spanish  marquis,  ninety  years  old ;  next  Ms  casino 
is  a  Frenchman's, — ^besides  the  natives ;  so  that,  as 
somebody  said  the  other  day,  we  are  exactly  one  of 
Goldoni's  comedies,  (La  Vedova  Scaltra,)  where  a 
Spaniard,  English,  and  Frenchman  are  introduced : 
but  we  are  all  very  good  neighbors,  Venetians,  &c., 
&c.,  &c. 

"  I  am  just  getting  on  horseback  for  my  evening 
ride,  and  a  visit  to  a  physician,  who  has  an  agreea- 
ble family,  of  a  wife  ana  four  unmarried  daughters, 
all  under  eighteen,  who  arc  friends  of  Signora  S  *  *, 
Olid  enemies  to  nobody.  There  are,  and  are  to  be, 
besides,  conversaziones  and  I  know  not  what,  at  a 
Countess  Ijabbia's  and  I  know  not  whom.  The 
weather  is  mild ;  the  thermometer  110  in  the  ran 
this  day,  and  80  odd  in  the  shade. 

•'Yours,  &c,  «*N." 


LETTER  CCCXLI. 

TO  MB.  inrBBAT. 

<•  La  Mira,  near  Vaoke,  June  17, 1817. 

"  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  of  Moore*s 
success,  and  the  more  so  that  I  never  doubted  that 
it  would  be  complete.  Whatever  good  you  can  tell 
me  of  him  and  his  poem  will  be  most  accq)table :  I 
feel  very  anxious  indeed  to  receive  it.  I  hope  that 
he  is  as  happy  in  his  fame  and  reward  as  I  wish  him 
to  be ;  for  I  know  no  one  who  deserves  both  more— 
if  any  so  much. 

**  Now  to  business  ;•♦•••♦  I  say  unto  you, 
verily,  it  is  not  so ;  or,  as  the  foreigner  said  to  the 
waiter,  after  asking  him  to  bring  a  ^lass  of  water,  to 
which  the  man  answered,  *  I  will,  sir,* — *  You  will! 
— G— d  d — ^n, — I  say,  you  miuh  ! '  And  I  will  sub- 
mit this  to  the  decision  of  any  person  or  persons  to 
be  appointed  by  both,  on  a  fair  examination  of  the 
circumstances  of  this  compared  with  the  {^receding 
publications.  So,  there's  for  you.  There  is  always 
some  row  or  other  previously  to  all  our  publications : 
it  should  seem  that,  on  approximating,  we  can  never 


862 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


quite  get  over  the  natiiml  antipnthy  of  author  and 
bookseller,  and  that  more  particularly  the  ferine 
nature  of  the  latter  must  break  forth. 

"  You  are  out  about  the  third  canto :  I  have  not 
done,  nor  designed,  a  line  of  continuation  to  that 
poem.  I  was  too  short  a  time  at  Rome  for  it,  and 
have  no  thought  of  recommencing         •        •        • 

*'  I  cannot  well  explain  to  you  by  letter  what  I 
conceive  to  be  the  origin  of  Mrs.  Leigh's  notion 
about   'Tales   of  My   Landlord;'   but  it  is   some 

Eoints  of  the  characters  of  Sir.  E.   Manley   and 
lurlcy,  as  well  as  one  or  two  of  the  jocular  por- 
tions, on  which  it  is  founded,  probably. 

"If  you  have  received  Dr.  Polidon,  as  well  as  a 
parcel  of  books,  and  you  can  be  of  use  to  him,  be 
so.  I  never  was  much  more  disgusted  with  any 
human  production  than  with  the  eternal  nonsense, 
and  tracasscries,  and  emptiness,  and  ill  humor,  and 
vanity  of  that  young  person;  but  he  has  some 
talent,  and  is  a  man  of  nonor,  and  has  dispositions 
of  amendment,  in  which  he  has  been  aided  by  a 
little  subsequent  experience,  and  may  turn  out  well. 
Therefore  use  your  government  interest  for  him, 
for  he  is  improved  and  improvable. 

«« Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCXLIL 

TO  ME.   XURRAT. 

•<  La  Mini,  nev  ▼adM,  June  18, 1817. 

**  Enclosed  is  a  letter  to  Dr.  Holland  from  Pinde- 
monte.  Not  knowing  the  doctor's  address,  I  am 
desired  to  inquire,  and  perhaps,  being  a  literary 
man,  you  will  know  or  discover  iiis  haunt  near  some 
populous  churchyard.  I  have  written  to  you  a 
scolding  letter — I  believe,  upon  a  misapprehended 

Jjassage  in  your  letter— but  never  mind :  it  will  do 
or  next  time,  and  you  will  surely  deserve  it.  Talk- 
ing of  doctors  reminds  me  once  more  to  recommend 
to  you  one  who  will  not  recommend  himself,^the 
Doctor  Polidori.  If  you  can  help  him  to  a  pub- 
lisher, do;  or,  if  you  have  any  sick  relation,  I 
would  ad  rise  his  advice :  all  the  natients  he  had  in 
Italy  are  dead — Mr.  •  ''s  son,  Mr.  Horner,  and 
Lord  Guildford,  whom  he  embowelled  with  great 
success  at  Pisa.        •♦♦•♦• 

*'  Remember  me  to  Moore,  whom  I  congratulate. 
How  is  Rogers  ?  and  what  is  become  of  Campbell 
and  all  t'other  fellows  of  the  Druid  order  ?  I  got 
Maturin's  Bedlam  at  last,  but  no  other  parcel ;  I 
am  in  tits  for  the  tooth-powder,  and  the  magnesia. 
I  want  some  of  Burkitt's  Soila  powers.  Will  you 
tell  Mr.  Kinnaird  that  I  have  written  him  two  let- 
ters on  pressing  business,  (about  Newstead,  &c.,^  to 
which  I  humbly  solicit  his  attendance.  I  am  just 
returned  from  a  gallop  along  the  banks  of  the 
Brftstfr^time  sunset.  "  Yours, 

««B." 


LETTER  CCCXLIIL 

TO  Xa.   MURllAT. 

«  La  Mint,  nm  Venice,  July  1, 1817. 
**  Since  my  former  letter,  I  have  been  working  up 
«y  impressions  into  2i  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Har- 
rold,  of  which  I  have  roughened  off  about  rather 
better  than  thirty  stanzas,  and  mean  to  go  on  ;  and 
probably  to  make  this  *  Fyttc'  the  concluding  one 
of  the  poem,  so  that  you  may  propose  against  the 
autumn  to  draw  out  the  conscription  for  1818.  You 
must  provide  moneys,  as  this  new  resumption 
bodes  you  certain  disbursements.  Somewhere 
Hbout  the  end  of  September  or  October  I  propose  to 
be  underway,  (i.  e.  in  the  press;)  but  1  have  no 
idea  yet  of  ihg  probable  length  or  calibre  of  the 


canto,  or  what  it  will  be  goo 
as  mercenary  as  possible,  an 
any  individual  in  particula 
person  or  persons  of  our 
which  I  should  have  follow 
might  still  have  been  a  pros 

**  No  tooth-powder,  no  lei 
of  you. 

'*  Mr.  Lewis  is  at  Venice 
stay  a  week  with  him  there- 
thusiasms  also  to  like  the  ci 

"  I  ftood  b  Veoioe  oo  the  '  Bi 

«*The  •  Bridge  of  Sighs' r 
is  that  which  divides,  or  rati 
the  Doge  to  the  prison  of 
passages :  the  criminal  wen 
ment,  and  returned  by  the 
strangled  in  a  chamber  adjc 
a  mecnanical  process  for  the 

"  This  is  the  first  stanza 
now  for  a  line  of  the  second 

•*  In  Vf  nice,  Taico'i  «bo^ 
And  lilent  rova  (he  Bun^e 
Ber  palaces,  &«.,  Ac 

"Yon  know  that  tormerl 
always,  and  Tasso's  Gierusa 
Venice  is  built  on  sevcnty-t^ 

'*  There !  there's  a  brick  o 
now,  sirrah  I  what  say  you  t 

"  P.  8.  I  shall  write  again 


LETTER  C( 

TO  M&.  Xt 

"UN 

If  you  can  convey  the  en 
dress,  or  disco v'er  the  person 
you  will  confer  a  favor  upoi 
of  a  deceased  Englishman, 
his  executor,  for  nouse-rent 
solvent  defunct  is,  or  was,  1 
to  the  account  of  the  pli 
suspect  ought  to  be  Waltc 
our  mode  of  collocation.  If 
any  dead  man  of  the  like  na 
pray  dig  him  up,  and  tell  hii 
fair  flesh'  or  the  ducats  are 
you  deny  them,  fie  upon  you 

•*  I  hear  nothing  more  fr 
poem,  Rogers,  or  other  litcn 
morrow  being  post-day,  wi 
tidings.  I  write  to  you  witl 
tian  all  about,  so  that  you  n 
ter  to  be  all  English. 

"  The  other  day,  I  had  a  s( 
as  follows :  I  was  riding  pi 
home  about  eight  in  the  ev< 
party  of  people  in  a  hired  ( 
poking  his  head  out  of  th 
ing  to  me  in  an  inarticulate 
wheeled  my  horse  round,  a 
the  coach,  and  said,  *Sign 
mands  for  me  V  He  replied 
ner,  *No.*  I  then  asked  1: 
that  unseemly  noise,  to  t] 
passers-by.  He  replied  by 
nence,  to  which  I  answered 
slap  in  the  face.  I  then 
passed  at  the  window,  I  bei 
and  opening  the  door,  desire 
would  give  nim  another.  B 
him  except  as  to  words,  of  ^ 
a  profusion  in  blasphemies. 


LBTTE8S. 
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r>  ihe  pofiee  and  «nmeh  a  battenr  sans  proTocation. 
said  he  Ued,  and  was  a  «  ^  and  if  lie  did  not  hold 
hla  tong^,  should  be  dragged  out  and  beaten  anew. 
He  then  held  his  tongue.  I  of  course  told  him 
my  name  and  residence,  and  defied  him  to  the 
death y  if  he  were  a  gentleman,  or  not  a  gentleman, 
and  had  the  inclination  to  be  genteel  in  the  waj  of 
combat.  He  went  to  the^voHce,  but  there  haring 
been  bystanders  in  the  road,— particularly  a  soldier 
who  had  seen  the  business,— «8  well  as  my  senranL 
notwithstanding  the  oaths  of  the  coachman  and 
fiTe  inaides  bendes  the  plidntiS;  and  a  good  deal  of 
paying  on  all  sides,  his  complaint  was  dismissed, 
he  having  been  the  aggressor  ;^«nd  I  was  subse- 
qaently  mformed  that,  had  I  not  given  him  a  blow, 
he  mignt  have  been  had  into  durance. 

"  80  sot  down  this,—*  that  in  Aleppo  once'  I  *  beat 
a  Venetian ;'  but  I  assure  you  that  he  deserved  it, 
for  I  am  a  quiet  man,  like  Candide,  though  with 
wraaewhat  of  his  fortune  in  being  forced  to  forego 
■ay  nafmal  meeknees  erery  now  and  then. 

*<  Tours,  &o. 
"B." 


LBTTE&  OCCXLV. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAY. 

*«V«iM,Ji4r  1.1817. 

**  I  have  got  the  sketch  and  extracts  from  Lalla 
Bookh-^wUoh  I  humbly  suspect  will  knock  up  •  *, 
and  show  young  gentlemen  that  something  more 
than  having  been  across  a  earners  hump  is  necessary 
to  write  a  good  oriential  tale.  The  plan,  as  well  as 
the  extracts  I  have  seen,  please  me  very  much  in- 
deed, and  I  feel  impatient  for  the  whole. 

'*  With  regard  to  the  critique  on  *  Manfred,'  you 
have  been  in  such  a  devil  of  a  hurry  that  you  have 
only  sent  me  the  half:  it  breaks  off  at  page  294. 
Send  me  the  rest ;  and  also  page  270,  where  there 
is  *  an  account  of  the  supposed  origin  of  this  dread* 
ful  story,'— in  which,  by  the  way,  whatever  it  may 
be,  the  conjectnrer  is  out,  and  knows  nothing  of 
the  matter.  I  had  a  better  origin  than  he  can  de- 
vise or  divine,  for  the  soul  of  him. 

<*You  say  nothing  of  Manfred's  luek  in  the 
world ;  and  I  care  not.  He  is  one  of  the  best  of 
my  misbegotten,  say  what  they  wilL 

'<  I  got  at  last  an  extract,  but  noparc9lt.  They 
will  come,  I  suppose,  some  time  or  other.  I  am 
come  up  to  Yemce  for  a  day  or  two  to  bathe,  and 
am  just  going  to  take  a  swim  in  the  Adriatic ;  so, 
good  evening— the  post  waits.       '*  Yours,  &c. 

«<F.  8.  Pray  was  Manfred's  speech  to  ths  tun 
wtiH  retained  in  act  third  ?  I  hope  so :  it  is  one  of 
the  best  in  the  thing  and  better  than  the  Colosseum. 
I  have  done  Jifty-nx  of  canto  fourth,  Childe 
Harold ;  so  down  with  your  ducats." 


o/fe 


something  more  than  to  have  been  upon  the  haunch 
of  a  dromedary  to  compose  a  good  oriental  stozy.  I 
am  glad  you  nave  changed  the  title  from  *  Persian 
Tale.' 

"  I  suspect  you  have  written  a  devilish  fine  com- 
position, and  I  nyoioe  in  it  from  my  heart ;  because 
*  the  Douglas  and  the  Percy  both  together  are  con- 
fident against  a  world  in  arms.'  I  nope  ^ou  won't 
be  affronted  at  my  looking  on  us  as  *  birds  of  a 
feather ;'  though  on  whatever  subject  you  had  writ- 
ten, I  should  have  been  very  happy  in  your  success. 

**  There  is  a  simile  of  an  orauflre  tree's  *  flowers 
and  ftnits/  which  I  should  have  liked  better,  if  I 
did  not  believe  it  to  be  a  reflection  on 

•  ••#•* 

'*Do  you  remember  Thurlow's  poem  to  Sam,* 
Wfun  ttogers,  and  that  d— d  supper  of  RancUffe's, 
that  ought  to  have  been  a  dinner  t  'Ah,  Master 
Shallow,  we  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight ' — 
But 

•<  My  iMt  h  oa  the  ■bore.t  *e. 

This  should  have  been  written  fifteen  moons 
ago— the  first  stansa  was.  I  am  just  come  out  from 
an  hour's  swim  in  the  Adriatic :  and  I  write  to  you 
with  a  black-eyed  Venetian  girl  before  me,  reading 
Boccaccio.         ♦  •  • 

**  Last  week  I  had  a  row  on  the  road  (I  came  up 
to  Venice  from  my  casino,  a  few  miles  on  the  Pa- 
duan  road,  this  blessed  day  to  bathe)  with  a  fellow 
in  a  carriage,  who  was  impudent  to  my  horse.  I 
gave  him  a  swinging  box  on  the  esr,  which  sent 
him  to  the  poUce,  who  dismissed  his  complaint,  and 
said,  that  if  I  had  not  thumped  him,  tney  would 
have  trounced  him  for  being  Impertinent.  Wit- 
nesses had  seen  the  transaction.  lie  first  shouted  in 
an  unseemly  way,  to  frighten  my  palfrey.  I  wheeled 
round,  rode  up  to  the  window,  and  asked  him  what 
he  meant.  He  Q;rinned,  and  said  some  foolery, 
which  produced  him  an  immediate  slap  in  the  face, 
to  his  utter  discomfiture.  Much  blasphemy  ensued, 
and  some  menace,  which  I  stopped  b^  dismounting 
and  opening  the  caniage-door,  and  intimatinff  an 
intention  of  mending  the  road  with  his  immediate 
remains,  if  he  did  not  hold  his  tongue.    He  held  it. 

"  The  fellow  went  sneakingly  to  the  police :  but  a 
soldier,  who  had  seen  the  matter,  and  thought  me 
right,  went  and  counter-oathed  him;  so  that  he 
had  to  retire— and  cheap  too: — ^I  wish  I  had  hit 
him  harder. 

«  Monk  Lewis  is  here—'  hcrw  pleasant  !'t    He  is  a 
very  good  fellow,  and  very  much  yours.    So  is  Sam 
-eo  IS  every  body— and  among  the  number, 

*'  Tours  ever, 
"B. 

"  P.  8.  What  think  you  of  Manfred  ?        •        • 

**  If  ever  you  see  *  •  *,  ask  him  what  he  means 
by  telling  me,  'Oh,  my  friend^  invent  portwnf*-^ 
What  •  portum  ?'  rort  wine,  I  suppose— the  only 
port  he  ever  sought  or  found,  since  I  knew  him." 


LETTER  CCCXLVI. 


TO  MB.  KOOBB. 


**  Murray,  the  Mokanna  of  booksellers,  has  eonk- 
trived  to  se^  me  extracts  from  Lalla  Hookh  by  the 
post  They  are  taken  from  some  magaiine,  and 
contain  a  short  outline  and  quotations  from  the  first 
two  poems.  I  am  very  much  delighted  with  what 
is  before  me,  and  very  thirsty  for  the  rest.  You 
have  caught  the  colors  as  if  you  had  been  in  the 
rsinbow,  and  the  tone  of  the  East  is  perfectly  pre- 
served ;  so  (hat  *  •  *  and  its  author  must  be  some- 
what in  the  >>ack-ground,  and  leam  that  it  requires 


LETTER  CCCXLVn. 

TO  KB.  XVBBiLT. 

••La  liiift.  Mar  V«k»^ hOf  iM,  IHT. 

"  I  have  finished  (that  is,  written-^the  file  comM 
afterward)  ninety  and  eight  stanzas  of  the  fourth 
canto,  wuch  I  mean  to  be  the  concluding  one.  It 
will  probably  be  about  the  same  length  as  the  tMrd, 
being  already  of  the  dimensions  of  the  first  or 
second  cantos.  I  look  upon  parts  of  it  as  vei^ 
good,  that  is,  if  the  three  former  are  good,  but  this 


I  h  tlNMMm)toaaa 
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wc  shall  see ;  and  at  any  rate,  good  or  not,  it  is 
rather  a  difTcrcnt  style  from  the  last — less  meta- 
physical— which  at  any  rate,  will  be  a  variety.  1 
sent  you  the  shaft  of  the  column  as  a  specimen  the 
other  day,  i,  e.  the  first  stanza.  So  you  may  be 
thinkin}^  of  its  arrival  towards  autumn,  whose 
winds  will  not  be  the  only  ones  to  be  raised,  if  so  be 
as  /into  that  it  is  ready  by' that  time. 

"  I  lent  Lewis,  who  is  at  Venice  (in  or  on  the 
Canahiccio,  the  Grand  Canal),  your  extracts  from 
Lulla  Uookh  and  Manuel,  and,  out  of  contradiction, 
it  may  be,  he  likes  the  last,  and  is  not  much  taken 
with  the  first,  of  these  perfonniinces.  Of  Manuel 
I  think,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  capers,  it  is  as 
heavy  a  nightmare  as  was  ever  bestrode  by  indi- 
gestion. 

"  Of  the  extracts  I  can  but  judge  as  extracts, 
and  I  prefer  the  •  Peri'  to  the  'Silver  Veil.'  He 
Bcem^  not  so  much  at  home  in  his  versification  of 
the  •  Silver  Veil,'  and  a  little  embarrassed  with  his 
horrors  ;  but  the  conception  of  the  character  of  the 
impostor  is  fine,  and  the  plan  of  great  scope  for  his 
genius,— and  I  doulit  not  that,  as  a  whole,  it  will  be 
very  Arabesque  and  beautiful. 

••  Your  late  epistle  is  not  the  most  abundant  in 
information,  and  has  not  vet  been  succeeded  by  any 
other ;  so  that  I  know  nothing  of  your  own  concerns, 
or  of  any  concerns,  and  as  1  never  hear  from  any  body 
but  yourself  who  docs  not  tell  me  something  as  dis- 
agreeable as  possible,  I  should  not  be  sorry  to  hear 
from  you :  and  as  it  is  not  very  probable, — if  I  can, 
by  any  device  or  possible  arrangement  with  regard 
to  my  personal  affairs,  so  arrange  it, — that  I  shall 
return  soon,  or  reside  ever  in  England,  all  that  you 
tell  me  will  be  all  I  shall  know  or  inquire  after,  as 
to  our  beloved  realm  of  Grub  street,  and  the  black 
brethren  and  blue  sisterhood  of  that  extensive 
suburb  of  Babylon.  Have  you  had  no  new  babe  of 
literature  sprung  up  to  replace  the  dead,  the  dis- 
tant, the  tired,  and  the  retired  ?  no  prose,  no  verse, 
no  nolhiiw  t " 

^    •  •  •  •  •  • 


LETTER  CCCXLVIII. 

TO  MK.   MURRAY. 

"  YeniM,  July  30, 1817. 

*'  I  wTite  to  give  you  notice  that  I  have  completed 
the  fourth  and  ultimate  canto  of  Childe  Harold.  It 
consists  of  one  hundred  and  twenty-six  stanzas,  and 
is  consequently  the  longest  of  the  four.  It  is  yet 
to  be  copied  and  polished ;  and  the  notes  are  to 
come,  of  which  it  will  require  more  than  the  third 
canto,  as  it  necessarily  treats  more  of  works  of  art 
than  of  nature.  It  shall  be  sent  towards  autumn; 
—and  now  for  our  barter.  What  do  you  bid  }  eh  } 
you  shall  have  samples,  an'  it  so  please  you:  but  I 
wish  to  know  what  I  am  to  expect  (as  the'  saying  is) 
in  these  hard  times,  when  poetry  does  not  let  for 
half  its  value.  If  you  are  disposed  to  do  what  Mrs. 
Winifred  Jenkins  calls  *  the  handsome  thing,'  I  may 
perhaps  throw  you  some  odd  matters  to  the  lot, — 
translations,  or  slight  originals  ;  there  is  no  saying 
what  may  be  on  the  anvil  between  this  and  the  book- 
ing season.  Recollect  that  it  is  the  last  canto,  and 
completes  the  work  ;  whctlieras  good  as  the  others, 
I  cannot  judge,  in  course — least  of  all  as  yet,  but  it 
shall  be  as  little  worse  as  I  can  help.  l"  may  per- 
haps, give  some  little  gossip  in  the  notes  as  to  the 
present  state  of  Italian  literati  and  literature,  being 
acquainted  with  some  of  their  cajn — men  as  well  as 
books  ;--but  this  depends  upon  my  humor  at  the 
time.     So,  noAv,  pronounce  :  I  say  nothing. 

J'  When  you  have  got  the  whole  four  cantos,  I 
think  you  might  venture  on  an  edition  of  the  whole 
poem  in  quarto,  with  spare  copies  of  the  last  two  for 
the  purchasers  of  the  old  edition  of  the  first   two. 


There  is  a  hint  for  you,  "w 
now,  perpend — pronounce. 

"  I  have  not  received  a  w 
of  *  Manfred '  or  *  Tasso,'  w 
whether  they  have  failed  or 

"  As  this  18  a  scrawl  of  bi 
ly  written  at  length  and  oft 
will  only  add  that  I  am,^&c. 


LETTER  C( 

TO  MB.  Mr 

"UM] 

"  Your  letter  of  the  18th 
you,  as  it  did  me,  that  par 
natured  aid  and  abetment 
rived. — Messrs.  Lewis  and  ] 
former  in  the  same  bouse,  tl 
yards  distant. 

"  You  say  nothing  of  M 
failure  may  be  inferred ;  b 
should  not  say  so  at  once, 
hear  absolutely  nothing,  of 
in  England  ;  and  there  are 
that  all  you  say  will  be  m 
thing,  or  things.  I  am  at 
about  Newstead,  and  sorry  1 
England  at  this  minute,  tho 
so,  and  would  rather  he  sho 
although  it  may  not  in  thi 
profit. 

*•  If  I  understand  rightly, 
land's  1500/;  as  the  agree 
two  thousand  gitincas,  the 
six  hundred  powm/s,  and  not 
hundred  being  the  extra  to  i 
hundred  and  thirty  pounds 
for  Manfred  and  Tasso,  ma 
hundred  and  thirty,  I  belie vi 
calculator.  I  do  not  wish  t< 
you  fairly  that  it  will  be  a  co 
It  paid  as  soon  as  it  can  t 
yourself. 

'  The  new  and  last  canto  U 
stanzas  in  length  ;  and  may  1 
have  fixed  no  price,  even  in  i 
of  what  it  may  be  good  for.  T 
in  it ;  at  least,  I  think  not.  \ 
iscdme  a  copy  of  Tasso's  Wi 
some  curious  things  to  say  a 
isina's  stoiy,  and  perhaps  a  i 
of  light  upon  the  present  stj 
I  shall  hardly  be  ready  by  ( 
matter.  I  have  all  to  cop; 
notes  to  %vrite. 

I  do  not  know  whether 
I  have  called  him  the  '  Arioi 
text*    If  he  should  not,  say 

**  LcAvis,  Hobhouse,  and  I 
the  circumcision  of  a  suckin 
three  men's  heads  and  a  chil 
Italy.  The  ceremonies  are 
long  for  detail  in  this  weathf 

'*  An  Italian  translation 
lately  to  be  printed  at  Vei 
Petrotini)  refused  to  sanctio 
had  seen  me  on  the  subject, 
not  recognize  the  slightest 
book  and  myself;  but  that,  v 
be  upon  that  subject,  /  woul 
pose  the  publication  of  any  I 
on  my  own  private  account;  s 
his  inclination)  to  permit  th< 
lish  his  labors.  It  is  going  1 
You  may  say  this,  with  my  ( 
thor. 

*  C&Dtoir.,iU 


i  JJfc 


LBTTBS8. 


8M 


LBTTEB  OOCL. 


TO  UVk,  MXriUULT. 


•«y«nia».Aaff.l9|lB17. 

**  I  bave  been  very  sony  to  hear  of  the  death  of 
Kadame  de  Sta«l,  not  only  because  she  had  been 
▼•ry  kind  to  me  at  Copet,  but  because  now  I  can 
never  requite  her.  In  a  general  point  of  view  she 
^viU  leave  a  great  gap  in  society  and  literature. 

'*  ^Witkk  regard  to  death.  I  doubt  that  we  have 
^^7  riglit  to  pity  the  dead  for  their  own  sakes. 

"  The  €X>pies  of  Manfred  and  Tasso  are  arrived, 
thanks  to  Mr.  Croker's  cover     Ton  have  destroyed 
tlie  whole  effect  and  moral  of  the  poem  by  omitting 
the  last  line  of  Manfred  s  speaking ;  and  why  this 
was  done,  I  know  not.    Why  you  persist  in  saying 
nothing  of  the  thing  itself,  I  am  equally  at  a  loss 
to  conjecture.    If  it  is  for  fear  of  telling  me  some- 
thing disagreeable,  yon  are  wrong ;  because  sooner 
or  later  I  must  know  it,  and  I  am  not  so  new  nor 
Bo  raw,  nor  so  inexperienced,  as  not  to  be  able  to 
bear»  not  the  mere  i^altry,  petty  disappointments  of 
authorship,  but  things  more  serious,— at  least  I 
hope  so,  aiid  that  what  you  may  think  irritability  is 
mereW  mechanical,  and  only  acts  like  ffalvanism  on 
a  dead  body,  or  the  muscular  motion  which  survives 
'     sensation. 

I  *'  If  it  is  that  you  are  out  of  humor,^  because  I 

wrote  to  you  a  sliarp  letter,  recollect  that  it  was  part- 
ly from  a  misconception  of  your  letter,  and  partly 
because  you  did  a  tiling  you  had  no  right  to  do  with- 
out consulting  me. 

'*  I  have,  however,  heard  good  of  Manfred  from 
two  other  quarters,  and  from  men  who  would  not  be 
scrupulous  in  saying  what  they  thought,  or  what 
was  said ;  and  so  *  good-morrow  to  you,  good  master 
Lieutenant.' 

*  'I  wrote  to  you  twice  about  the  fourth  canto,  which 
TQu  will  answer  at  your  pleasure.  Mr.  Hobhouse 
and  I  hav^come  up  for  a  dav  to  the  city;  Mr. 
Ijewis  is  gone  to  England;  ana  I  am 

"Tours." 


LETTER  CCCLI. 

TO  MB.  XUH&AT. 

"  La  Mirn,  naar  Venice,  Aaf .  91, 1817. 

**  I  take  you  at  your  word  about  Mr.  Hanson,  and 
will  feel  obliged  if  you  will  ^o  to  him,  and  request 
Mr.  Davies  also  to  visit  him  bv  my  desire,  and 
repeat  that  I  trust  that  neither  Mr.  Kinnairil's  ab- 
sence nor  mine  will  prevent  bis  taking  all  proper 
steps  to  accelerate  and  promote  the  sale  of  New- 
stead  and  Rochdale,  upon  which  the  whole  of  my 
future  personal  comfort  depends.  It  is  impossible 
for  me  to  express  how  much  any  delays  upon  these 
points  would  inconvenience  me ;  and  X  do  not  knoyr 
a  greater  obligation  that  can  be  conferred  upon 
me  than  the  pressing  these  things  upon  Hanson, 
and  making  him  act  according  to  my  wishes.  I 
wish  vou  would  speak  outf  at  least  to  me,  and  tell 
me  wKat  you  allude  to  by  your  cold  way  of  men- 
tioning him.  All  mysteries  at  such  a  distance  are 
not  merely  tormenting  but  mischievous,  and  minr 
be  prejudicial  to  my  interests ;  so  pray  expound, 
that  I  may  consult  with  Mr.  Kinnaird  when  he  ar- 
rives; ana  remember  that  I  prefer  the  mostdisa- 
sreeable  certainties  to  hints  and  inuendoes.  The 
devil  take  every  body ;  I  never  can  get  any  person 
to  be  explicit  about  any  thing  or  any  body,  and  my 
whole  life  is  passed  in  conjectures  of  what  people 
mean :  yo^  all  talk  in  the  style  of  Caroline  Lamo's 
novels. 

"  It  is  not  Mr.  St.  John,  but  Mr.  St.  Aubyn,  son 
of  Sir  John  St.  Aubyn.  Polidori  knows  hira,  and 
introduced  him  to  me.  He  is  of  Oxford,  and  has 
got  my  parcel.  The  doctor  will  ferret  him  out,  or 
ought.  The  parcel  contains  many  letters,  some  of 
109 


Madame  de  Sta^Vs,  and  other  people's,  beiidef 

MSS.,  &c.    By ,  if  I  find  the  gentleman,  snd 

he  don't  find  the  parcel,  I  will  say  something  Im 
won't  like  to  hear. 

<*  Tou  want  a  *  civil  and  delicate  ( 
the  medical  tragedy  ?    Take  it— 

"  Dan  Doctor,  1  lnf«  nmI  jmir  pby, 
WUch  b  k  food  one  in  to  way ; 
Parfet  th«  ejrat,  ud  move*  (be  bowd^ 
And  dnnehn  hudkochie'i  like  towel* 
Wkh  Inn,  tiMl,  la  a  Sw  of  pH 
Afiad  bTMMfcaal  rrlief 
To  riiatter*d  nerrea  and  qttkban'd  pahi^ 
Wbkh  jour  eataainpte  eenrabea. 

"  I  Bka  jovr  moral  and  nukchlneij : 
Tour  plot,  loo,  haa  lueb  wope  lor  aeaaaqrl 
Tour  dtalofue  b  agl  and  amait; 
Tho  piay'a  eonooctlou  full  of  ait ; 
Toar  hero  rnvaa,  your  heiolDe  oka, 
AU  Mab,  and  tifwrj  body  diai. 
Ib  ■bort,  jvn  tngpAj  would  be 
The  very  tfahif  lo  hear  and  aee  t 
And  tor  a  (liaoa  of  paUleatioa, 
If  I  daeUoe  on  ihia  occaalon, 
It  ia  not  that  I  am  not  aeiMible 
To  merite  In  tbemanire*  oelenilble, 
Bob— and  I  grieve  to  ipeak  It— pkye 
Are  druge    inere  dnge,  eir    nsmm  <■»»■ 
1  had  a  heavy  Iom  by  '  Maowel,'- 
Too  lucky  If  fc  prove  net  annual,— 
And  Sotbeby,  whh  hia  •  Oreetea,' 
(Whicb,  l9-Uw-by,  the  autbor'a  beM  hp 
Baa  hdn  ao  veiy  long  on  hand 
Tlwt  1  deepair  of  all  demand. 
I've  advertiwd,  but  aee  my  boofa, 
Or  only  waieh  my  ihopman'a  loekB  ^- 
Sdll  Ivan,  Ina,  and  eoeli  Inmber, 
Mj  baek.dhep  glut,  my  ahctvci  ■iiwilw. 

**  There's  Byron,  too,  who  once  dU  beOer, 

Baa  aent  me,  folded  bi  a  letter, 

A  Boit  of-fc'i  no  mora  a  dmoa 

Than  DanUey,  Ivan,  or  Kehamnt 
'  Bo  aller'd  dnee  laat  year  Us  pen  li, 

I  think  Ik's  kNt  hb  wlu  at  Vettka. 


In  abort,  dr,  what  with  one  aitd  t'  othar, 
I  date  not  venture  on  another. 
I  write  In  haate;  exeuae  each  Uondw; 
The  eoecbea  dmmgh  the  rtnet  ao  Ibootel 
My  raem'a  ao  Ml-we've  GiSbid  ban 


Pronouocbig  on  the  nouna  and  paitUH 
Of  eome  of  our  fiirtfaeomlng  AhJcIbb. 

••  The  Quaiieily^-Ab,  ilr.  If  yoa 


A  amait  critique  upon  St.  Bekaa, 

Or  if  you  only  would  but  «eU  fai  a 

Short  eompaM  what— 4Mt  to  tmuam  I 

As  I  was  saying,  sir,  the  room— 

The  room's  so  full  of  wlu  and  baida, 

OtaUHa,  Campbella,  Orohen,  Fmea,  iftd  Wm 


11  persoas  in  tlie  dieasoT  gent^ 
Fram  Mr.  Hammond  to  Dug  Dent. 


•  lbelrWB7i 


All  dever  men,  who  n 

They're  at  ihb  momeot  bi  d 

On  pbor  De  BtMl's  kte  dbsoludeo. 

Her  book,  thry  say,  was  fai  advanee— 

Pray  Heaven,  she  tell  the  truth  of  Fnaotl 


"  Thus  run  oar  time  and  loague*  awar.— 
Bot,  to  return,  sir,  to  yonr  play  •. 


Unhas  'twara  acted  by  O'Nelii. 
My  hands  so  ful,  itxj  bead  so  busy, 
I'm  almost  dead,  and  alwaya  dicv ; 


Dear  Doctor,  I  am  youis, 

••JOHK  MUBRAT." 

**  F.  8.  I'Te  done  the  fourth  and  last  canto,  wfaiek 
amounts  to  one  hundred  and  thirty-three  stansas 
I  desire  yoa  to  name  a  price;  if  you  don't,  1 
wiU ;  so  1  advise  you  in  time.  <*  Tows,  &e. 

"  There  wiU  be  a  good  many  notes." 


ii 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


LETTER   CCCLII. 
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L 


TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

"8*111.4,1817. 

«*  Your  letter  of  the  16th  has  conveyed  with  its 
eontcnts   the  impression  of  a  seal,  to  which    the 

*  Saracen's  Head '  is  a  seraph,  and  the  '  Bull  and 
Mouth  •  a  delicate  device.  I  knew  that  calumny 
had  sufficiently  blackfmed  me  of  later  days,  but  not 
that  it  had  given  me  the  features  as  well  as  com- 
plexion of  a  negro.  Poor  Augusta  is  not  less,  but 
rather  more,  shocked  than  myself,  and  says  *  people 
seem  to  have  lost  their  recollection  strangely,'  when 
they  engraved  such  a  '  blackmoor.'  Pray  don't  seal 
(at  least  to  me)  with  such  a  caricature  of  the  hu- 
man numskull  altogether  ;  and  if  vou  don't  break 
the  seal-cutter's  head,  at  least  crack  his  libel  (or 
kikeness,  if  it  should  be  a  likeness)  of  mine. 

"  Mr.  Kinnaird  is  not  yet  arrived,  but  expected. 
He  has  lost  by  the  way  all  the  tooth-powder,  as  a 
letter  from  Sna  informs  me. 

•'  By  Mr.  Hose  I  received  safely,  though  tardily, 
magnesia  and  tooth-powder,  and  •  •  •  ♦.  Why 
do  you  send  me  such  trash— worse  than  trash,  the 
Sublime  of  Mediocrity  ?  Thanks  for  Lalla,  how- 
ever, which  is  good,  and  thanks  for  the  Edinburgh 
and  Quarterly,  both  very  amusing  and  well-written. 
Pans  in  1815,  &c.— good.  Modern  Greece*— good 
for  nothmg  ;  written  by  some  one  who  has  never 
been  there,  and  not  being  able  to  manage  the  Spen- 
ser stanza,  has  invented  a  thing  of  its  own,  consist- 
ing of  two  elegaic  stanzas,  a  heroic  line,  and  an 
Alexandrine,   twisted  on  a  string.     Bi-sides,   why 

*  modem  f*  You  mav  say  modem  Greeks,  but  sure'- 
ly  Greece  itself  is  rather  more  ancient  than  ever  it 
was. — Now  for  business. 

"You  offer  fifteen  hundred  guineas  for  the  new  can- 
to :  I  won't  take  it.  I  ask  t^-o  thousand  five  hundred 
guineas  for  it,  which  you  will  either  give  or  not,  as 
you  think  proper.  It  concludes  the  poem,  and  con- 
sists of  one  hundred  and  forty-four  stanzas.  The 
notes  aro  numerous,  and  chiefly  written  by  Mr. 
Hobhouse,  whose  researches  have  been  indefati- 
gable, and  who,  I  will  venture  to  say,  has  more 
real  knowledge  of  Rome  and  its  environs  than 
any  Englishman  who  has  been  there  since  Gib- 
bon. By-the-way,  to  prevent  any  mistakes,  I  think 
It  necessary  to  state  the  fact  that  he,  Mr.  Hob- 
house,  has  no  interest  whatever  in  the  price  or  profit 
to  be  derived  from  the  copyright  of  either  poem  or 
notes  directl^r  or  indirectly  ;  so  you  are  not  to  sup- 
pose that  it  IS  by,  for,  or  througli  him,  that  I  require 
more  for  this  canto  than  the  preceding.— No :  but  if 
Mr.  Eustace  was  to  have  had  two  thousand  for  a 
poem  OB  Education  ;  if  Mr.  Moore  is  to  have  three 
thousand  for  Lalla,  &o.  ;  if  Mr.  Campbell  is  to  have 
three  thousand  for  his  prose  on  poetry — I  don't 
mean  to  disnarage  these  gentlemen  m  their  labors— 
but  I  ask  the  aforesaid  price  for  mine.  You  will 
tell  me  that  their  productions  aro  considerably 
loHoer :  very  true,  and  when  they  shorten  them,  I 
will  lengthen  mine,  and  ask  less.  You  shall  sub- 
mit the  MS.  to  Mr.  Gifford,  and  any  other  two  gen- 
tlemeu  to  be  named  by  you,  (Mr.  Frere,  or  Mr. 
Croker,  or  whomever  you  please,  except  such  fel- 
lows as  your  ♦  *s  and  ♦  ♦s,)  and  if  they  pronounce 
this  canto  to  be  inferior  as  a  xchole  to  the  preced- 
ing, I  will  not  appeal  from  their  award,  but  bum 
the  manuscript,  and  leave  things  as  they  are. 

"  Yours  very  truly. 
"  P.  8  Tn  answer  to  a  former  letter,  I  sent  you 
a  short  statement  of  what  I  thought  the  state  of 
our  present  copyright  account,  viz.,  six  hundred 
ftounds  still  (or  lately)  due  on  Childe  Harold,  and 
SIX  hundred  ffuineaa,  Manfred  and  Tasso,  making  a 
total  of  twelve  hundred  and  thirty  pounds.  If  we 
agree  about  the  new  poem,  I  shall  take  the  liberty 
Z  '^^^r^  *^®  choice  of  the  manner  in  which  i't 
should  be  published,  via.,  a  quarto,  certes."    ♦    • 


LETTEI 


'  S»  Mm.  HeiBUik 


"  T  set  out  yesterday 
of  paying  my  respects,  j 
permission  to  walk  over 
ing  at  Padua,  I  found  tl 
trian  troops  had  engro 
those  I  could  procure  i 
and  their  weakness,  tog 
finding  none  at  all  at  th 
and  consequently  eithei 
Este,  or  so  late  as  to  be  i 
same  evening,  induced  e 
visit  to  Arqua,  instead  o 
even  thus  I  hardly  got  bi 

"Next  week  I  shall  be 
meet  Lord  Kinnaird  anc 
pccted  in  a  few  days, 
together  with  that  occ 
march  of  the  Austrian 
will  not  allow  me  to  \ 
availing  myself  of  your 
wish  to  tafce  the  earlies 
absent,  you  will  have  th< 
your  servants  to  show  m 
or  as  much  of  either  as  t 
rate,  I  shall  take  the  fir 
over,  and  regret  very  mu 
prevented. 

*•  1  have  the  honor 


LETTER 

TO  MR. 

*'  I  enclose  a  sheet  for  ( 
to  another  edition.  Y 
blunder  in  printing  mak 
teau  was  over  St.  Gingo 
opposite  shore  of  the  La) 
arate  the  paragraphs,  oth 
seem  as  maccurate  as 
occasion. 

**  The  other  day  I  wrote 
with  regard  to  the  fourth 
have  gone  over  and  exten 
fifty  stanzas,  which  is  ah 
two  were  originally,  and 
of  the  smaller  poems  ca 
Hobhouse  has  made  sorr 
rate  notes,  of  considcrabl 
sure  that  I  ^^ill  do  for  tl 
finish  with  decency.  I  lo 
m^'  best;  and  as  I  begu 
with  it.  But  I  make  no 
as  I  broke  mv  former  int( 
'Corsair.'  llowever,  I  f< 
better ;  and  yet,  not  bein 
some  moons  to  come,  on 
as  far  as  intellect  go«8,  foi 
I  have  had  a  devilish  deal 
and  body  in  my  time,  besi 
often  and  much  already, 
ment  to  do  what  may  be 
every  thing  else,  for  1  dou 
•'  1  have  read  *  Lalla  Re 
cient  attention  yet,  for  I 
and  ponder,  and — two  oi 
that  my  reading  is  very  de 
tive  as  it  used  to  be.  I  an 
popularity,  for  Moore  is  a 


*  A  countrj'hoaK  on  (he  EugBnmn 
who  WM  then  the  Gng'lUh  cotnul-^e 
occupied,  and  which  Lord  Bjmm  sften 
faniU 


rri%e*«  life  I  pisn^d^v  ail  ftltAck  upon 
ummittH  of  D.  L.  Theatre  for  nt^tlug 
nd  an  attack  upoji  Hnturin*a  Bt?Ttriim 
:;u<d.  Cotifiilcrltig  nil  thiitgif  thu  is  nof 
il  nor  graceful  on  the  part  of  ihc  ttrorthf 
I  her ;  and  1  would  tLiutwer^  if  I  bad  not 
I-  PuttinR  my  own  pain*  to  fonvard  the 
ieridffi;  out  of  the  qtiwition,  I  Jinrm  th^nt 
rery  dii^pusition,  on  the  part  ■ 
tn  Win  u  fortiTEUfl  anv  prndu' 
ible*  TliD  pluj  he  orfered*  t!i'-  -._  .  ,  „  .,- 
tLppcor  at  all  praeticaljle,  aiid  bertr;iTii 
\ence  thia  U>nfl!  timde,  trhich  U  the  bist 
-  n[,^ab<Jnd  life. 

i:n^  Maturin  mny  defend  hU  onrii 

,rke?t  it  well  tMiuugh ;  I  Je^ve  tlac 

)iuj.[i   and   the   new  orator   Henley   in 

■  bet  weed  tlienu  i-itlifled  to  hnvc  done 

could  for  bot/i.    1  may  say  this  to  wn^ 

t.  •    ,        •  *  •      ^    • 

erid^TP  may  console  lilm^clf  with  the  fer- 

iim^t  roli^ioii^  ft^rvur  of  hisi  and  Wurd«^- 

iplp!*,  US  he  calls  it.     If  he  means  that 

of  thciT  ments,  T  will  find  hitn  a*  much 

tichidf  of  Kiehsofd  Broth trt  nind  JoaDnA 

s  ever  ffatliered  over  his  pages  or  round 

■  *  •  «  # 

iver  to  youf  proposition  abont  the  fourth 
till  have  received^  iiijd  I  await  yours ; — 
may  not  ngiTee.  1  have  Aincc  written  a. 
jigfity- four  octave  stTinxas)^  humorous^ 
the  excellent  manner  of  Mr.  WhUtle- 
1  I  take  to  he  Frere)*  on  a.  Venetian 
lich  amuaed  mpi — but  till  I  have  your 
.11  say  nothing  more  about  it, 
jhou^e  doe-s  not  return  to  England  in 
tui  he  intended,  but  will  winter  here; 
is  to  convey  the  poem,  or  pocmSj— -for 
erhjiijjs  U-e  more  than  the  two  ineutioned 
.he way,  I  shall  not  perhaps  include  in 
Lblieatton  or  agreement)— I  shall  not  he 
lish  so  soon  as  eipeeted  i  hut  I  suppose 
I  arm  in  the  delaj, 

iffttcii  and  sfnt  your  former  topyrigkU 
naird,  biit  ^mt  the  receipt,  bec/tusc^  the 
i  yet  paid.  5Ir.  Kinnaird  ha^J  a  power 
o  ifign  for  nie,  and  will,  when  necessarv- 
latika  for  the  Edinhwrgh  RcvieTv%  which 

dboHt  Mjttjfredj  and  defends  it«  ortgi- 
h  1  did  tint  koow  ihat  any  body  had 

itevfff  retitfj  and  do  not  know  that  I 
e  '  FaufltuH  of  Miirlow/  and  had,  and 
kmattc  works  by  me  In  Eiialiih,  except 
thing*  yon  sent  me  ;  but  1  heard  Mr. 
late  verbrdly  some  acenes  of  Qocihe's 
h  were»  some  good  and  some  bad)  last 
lieh  is  ain  knovf  of  the  history  of  that 
sonagc ;  and  a^  to  the  germs  ^f  Man- 
ly  be  fimnd  in  the  Journal  whieh  I  sent 
h  (part  of  which  you  saw)  vrhen  I  went 
%  Dent  de  iranisn,  uud  then  the  Wengen 
:g  Alp  and  Sheidpck,  and  made  the  giro 
frnn,  Sbreekhorn,  &c.,  ^e.,  shortly  be- 
vitrcrland,  I  have  the  whole  seene  of 
ore  tnc  as  if  it  was  but  yesterday |  and 
,t  out,  spot  by  spot,  torrent  and  afi. 
^rom^theus  of  ^sehylun  I  was  pa«$ion- 
i  a  boy  (it  WLis  one  of  the  Greek  plays 
ee  a  year  at  Harrow)  ;  indeed  that  and 
'  were  the  only  one4s,  cjtcept  the  *SeTeii 
!s,'  which  ever  much  pleased  van^  A* 
iBtWi  of  Mario Wp'  1  never  read^  ueYer 
jd  of  it— at  least,  thought  of  it.  eieept 

Mr.  Gifford  mentioned,  in  a  note  of  ma 
tent  me,  »o^ethia^  about  the  eatastro* 
>t  ;Mi  having  any  thing  to  do  with  mmer 
)r  may  not  resemble  it,  for  any  thing  I 

nietheiis,  if  aot  exactly  in  my  plan,  bai 
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Blwa3r8  been  bo  much  in  my  head,  that  I  can  easily 
conceive  its  influence  over  all  or  any  thing  that  I 
have  written ; — but  I  deny  Marlow  ana  his  progeny, 
and  beg  that  you  wiU  do  the  same. 

**  If  you  can  send  me  the  paper  in  question,* 
which  the  Edinburgh  Review  mentions,  do.  The 
review  in  the  magazme  you  say  was  written  by  Wil- 
son ?  it  had  all  the  air  of  being  a  poet's,  and  was  a 
▼erv  good  one.  The  Edinburgh  lie  view  I  take  to 
be  Jeffrey's  own  by  its  friendliness.  I  wonder  they 
thought  It  worth  while  to  do  so,  so  soon  after  the 
former ;  but  it  was  evidently  with  a  good  motive. 

*'  I  saw  Hoppner  the  otlier  day,  whose  country- 
house  at  Estc  I  have  taken  for  two  years.  If  you 
come  out  next  summer,  let  mc  know  m  time.  Love 
to  Gifford.  *'  Yours  ever  truly. 

"  Cnbhe,  MnleolTn,  Hamilton,  and  ChanlKj, 
An  ail  paruken  of  mj  panliy. 

These  two  lines  are  omitted  in  your  letter  to  the 
doctor,  after — 

•«  All  dcrer  men  who  amkB  thdr  waj." 


LETTEE  CCCLVII. 

TO  MR.  MU&BAT. 

MVeidee,  OeCSS,  1817. 

**  Your  two  letters  are  before  me,  and  our  bargain 
is  so  far  concluded.  How  sorry  I  am  to  hear  that 
Gifford  is  unwell!  Pray  tell  me  he  is  better;  I 
hope  it  is  nothing  but  cold.  As  you  say  his  illness 
originates  in  cold,  I  trust  it  will  get  no  farther. 

*'  Mr.  Whistlecraft  has  no  greater  admirer  than 
myself:  I  have  written  a  story  in  eighty-nine  stan- 
zas, in  imitation  of  him,  called  Bt^ppo  (the  short 
name  for  Giuseppe,  that  is,  the  Joe  of  the  Italian 
Joseph),  which  I  shall  throw  you  into  the  balance 
of  the  fourth  canto,  to  help  you  round  to  vour 
money ;  but  you  perhaps  had  better  publisli  it 
anonymously  :  but  this  we  will  see  to  by-and-by. 

"In  the  notes  to  canto  fourth,  Mr.  Ilobhouse 
has  pointed  out  several  errors  of  Gibbon.  You  may 
depend  upon  H.'s  research  and  accuracy.  You  may 
print  it  in  what  shape  you  please. 

*•  With  regard  to  a  future  large  edition,  you  may 
print  all,  or  any  thing,  except  'English  Bards,'  to 
the  renublicatiou  of  which  at  no  time  will  I  consent. 
I  would  not  reprint  them  on  any  consideration.  I 
don't  think  them  good  for  much,  even  in  point  of 
poetry ;  and  as  to  the  other  things,  you  are  to  recol- 
lect that  I  gave  up  the  publication  on  account  of 
the  Hollaaas,  and  I  do  not  think  that  any  time  or 
circumstances  can  neutralize  the  suppression.  Add 
to  which,  that,  after  being  on  terms  with  almost  all 
the  bards  and  critics  of  the  day,  it  would  be  savage 
at  any  time,  but  worst  of  all'  note,  to  revive  this 
foe  lish  lampoon. 

•  ««««« 

•  ••«•» 
"The  re^new  of  Manfred  came  very  safely,  and 

1  am  much  pleased  with  it.  It  is  o*dd  that  they 
snould  say  (that  is,  somebody  in  a  magazine  whom 
the  Edinburgh  controverts),  that  it  was  taken  from 
Marlow's  Faust,  which  I  never  read  nor  saw.  An 
American,  who  came  the  other  day  from  Germany, 
told  Mr.  Hobhouse  that  Manfred  was  taken  from 
Goethe's  Faust.  The  devil  may  take  both  the 
Faustuses,  German  and  English — ^I  have  taken 
neither. 

**  Will  you  send  to  Hnnsont  and  say  that  he  has 
not  written  since  9th  September  ? — at  least  I  have 
had  no  letter  since,  to  my  great  surprise. 


''Will  you  desire  Mee 
whatever  additional  sum 
credit  immediately,  alwa 
spondents?  It  is  two  n 
me  out  an  additional  cred 
I  was  very  glad  of  it,  hi 
devil  it  came ;  for  I  can  o 
of  Hanson's  payment,  ai 
five  hundred  came  from 
seems,  as  by  yours  of  the 
just  paid  the  1230/.  balan 

'.'Mr.  Kinnaird  is  on 
signments.  I  can  fix  m 
canto  fourth,  which  depe 
Hobhouse  home ;  and  1  < 
be  immediate. 

*'  Yours,  in  greal 

"P.  8.  Morlands  hai^ 
bankers,  apprising  the  p 
pray  desire  them  to  do  so 

'I  Ask  them  about  tl 
which  I  know  five  hundrc 
and  make  out  the  othc 
whence  it  came." 


LETTER 


•  A  paper  in  tha  Edinbur^  Ma^sae,  In  which  h  wu  fufgeMed  that 
Ihe  general  cooccpUon  of  Manfred,  and  much  of  what  ia  excellent  In  the 
manner  of  iti  ezscuiion,  had  been  bonowed  fi 
of  Dr.  Fauatut,"  of  Marlow. 


fma  <•  TiM  I'nffieai  Hktoiy 


"  Mr.  Kinnaird  has  pro 
by  this  time,  and  will  ha 
dmgs  you  may  wish  to  ha 
come  back  to  Venice  for  t 
will  probably  set  off  in  I 
week,  I  know  not.  He  : 
present. 

"I  wrote  yesterday  in 
very  good  humor  to  Mr 
about  Newstead  and  th< 
whom  I  hear  notliing  sin 
place,  except  in  a  few  un 
unintelligible  woman. 

"  I  am  as  sorry  to  hear 
as  one  can  be  for  a  persoi 
like,  and  something  of  c 
well,  tell  me,  and  how  hi 
Poor  fellow !  how  came  h 

**  I  fear  the  doctor'a 
WUl  hardly  ult  \1 

Methought  he  was  going 
Portuguese  phvsic  (of  wn 
ration),  with  the  Danish  < 

«  •  • 

"  Your  new  canto  has 
and  sixty-seven  stanzas, 
and  as  for  the  notes  by 
will  be  of  the  heroic  size, 
in  good  humor,  for  he  is  c 
your  Review  and  all  whicl 
editor,  the  Admiralty,  ant 
think  that  /  was  a  good  d 
propre  and  noli  me  tangen 
are  worst,  after  all,  about 

"  Do  you  remember  my 
ago,  the  Marquis  Moncac 
tion  and  fourscore  years,  i 
Mira  ?  Well,  about  six  ^ 
with  a  Venetian  girl  of  f 
character:  took  her  into 
with  all  his  former  frient 
(except  me  who  gave  him 
present  concubine  and  fu 
himself  and  furniture.  A 
which  she  demeaned  hers 
found  eut  a  correspondcnc 
fonner  keeper,  ana  after 
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'er  o«t  of  the  hoiue,  to  the  neat  scandal  of  the 

■  -eeping   part  of  the  town,  and  ^th  a  prodigioas 

claty  whioh  haa  occupied  all  the  canals  and  coffee- 

-  oases  in  Venice.    He  said  she  wanted  to  poison 

im ;  and  she  saTs-^od  hnowa  what;  hat  between 

hem   tbey  have  made  a  great  deal  of  noise.     I 

.no\r  a  little  of  both  the  parties :  Moncada  seemed 

.  very  sensible  old  man,  a  character  which  he  has 

LOt  <mite  kept  up  on  this  occasion ;  and  the  woman 

.JB  ntther  showy  than  pietty.    For  the  honor  of  re- 

:  iRion,  she  was  bred  in  a  content,  and  for  the  credit 

->x  Ghrernt  Britain,  taught  by  an  Englishwoman. 

"Yours,  &c." 


•     LETTER  CCCLIX. 

TO  MR.  MVULAT. 

••reiiiee,Dw.9,U17. 

\   *  *  A  Venetian  lady,  learned  and  somewhat  stricken 
.-in  yean,  having,  in  her  intervals  of  love  and  devo- 
.tion,  taken  upon  her  to  translate  the  letters,  and 
write  the  life  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague,— 
to  which   undertaking   there   are   two  obstacles, 
firstly,  ignorance  of  English,  and,  secondly,  a  total 
dearth  of  information  on  the  subject  of  ner  pro- 
ejected  biography, — ^has  applied  to  me  for  facts  or 
'  falsities  uoon  this  promismg  project.     Lady  Mon- 
tage Uvea  the  last  twenty  or  more  years  of  her  life 
'-  in  or  near  Venice,  I  believe ;  but  nere  they  know 
.  nothing,  and  remember  nothing,  for  the  story  of 
*  to-day  is  succeeded  by  the  scandal  of  to-morrow ; 
=  and  tne  wit,  and  beauty,  and  gallantry,  which  might 
'  render  your   countrywoman  notorious  in  her  own 
-  country,  must  have  been  here  no  great  distinction 
— ^because  the  first  is  in  no  request,  and  the  two  lat- 
'■  ter  are  common  to  all  women,  or  at  least  the  last  of 
>  them.    If  ^ou  can  therefore  tell  me  any  thing,  or 
get  any  thmg  told,  of  Lady  Wortley  Montague,  I 
r!  shall  take  it  as  a  favor,  and  will  transfer  and  trans- 
:    late  it  to  the  *  Dama '  in  question.    And  I  pray  you 
r   besides  to  send  me,  by  some  quick  and  safe  voy- 
r.    ftger,  the  edition  of  her  letters,  and  the  stupid  life, 
f    by  Dr.  DaUaway,  published  by  her  proud  and  fooV- 

uh  family. 

;       "  The  death  of  the  Princess  Charlotte  has  been 

'    a  shock  even  here,  and  must  have  been  an  earth- 

f    quake  at  home.*    The  Courier's  list  of  some  three 

hundred  heirs  to  the  crown  (including  the  house  of 

t     Wittemberg,  with  that  •  •  ♦,  P ,  of  disreputa* 

ble  memory,  whom  I  remember  seeing  at  various 

,     balls  during  the  visit  of  the  Muscovites,  &c.,  in 

1814),  must  be  very  consolatory  to  all  true  lieges, 

k     as  well  as  foreigners,  except  eignor  Travis,  a  rich 

p     Jew  merchant  of  this  city,  who  complains  spriev- 

ously  of  the  length  of  British  mourning,  which  has 

countermanded  all  the  silks  which  he  was  on  the 

Joint  of  transmittin|;,  for  a  year  to  come.  The 
eath  of  this  poor  girl  is  mefancholv  in  every  re- 
spect, dying  at  twenty  or  so,  in  childbed— of  a  6oy, 
too,  a  present  princess  and  future  queen,  and  just 
as  she  began  to  be  happ]^,  and  to  ei^oy  herself  and 
the  hopes  which  she  inspired.    *•••♦♦ 

•'  I  think,  as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  she  is  the  first 
Toval  defunct  in  childbed  upon  record  in  our  history. 
I  reel  sonr  in  every  respect — for  the  loss  of  a  female 
reign,  ana  a  woman  hitnerto  harmless ;  and  all  the 
lost  rejoicings,  and  addresses,  and  drunkenness, 
and  disbursements  of  John  Ball  on  the  occasion. 
•  «    .      •  •  •  e 

"  The  Prince  will  marry  again,  after  divorcing  his 
wife,  and  Mr.  Southey  will  write  an  elegy  now,  and 
an  ode  then;  the  Quarterly  urill  have  an  article 
against  the  press,  and  the  Edinburgh  an  article 
half  and  hair,  about  reform  and  right  of  divorce ; 
•  •  •  the  Britisl^  will  give  you  Dr.  Chalmers's 
faaeral  sennon  much  commended,  with  a  place  in 


the  stars  for  deeeased  royalty ;  and  the  Mominft 
Post  will  have  already  yelled  forth  Its  'syllables  of 
dolor.' 

'Wo,  wo,  Nvdllnj  I-«1m  jomg N«]||aj I ' 

"  It  is  some  time  since  I  have  heard  from  you : 
are  you  in  badliumor  ?  I  suppose  so.  I  have  beoa 
so  myself,  and  it  is  your  turn  now,  and  by-and-by 
mine  will  come  round  again.       ■  '*  Tours  truly, 

«*B. 

<*  P.  S.  Countess  Albrizri,  come  back  from  Paris^ 
has  brought  me  a  medal  of  herself,  a  present  frma 
Denon  to  me,  and  a  likeness  of  Mr.  Rogara  (belaiig* 
ing  to  her),  by  Denoa  also." 


LETTER  CCCLX. 

TO  MR.  HOPPNER. 

•«y«doe,Dea.li,»7. 

*  I  should  have  thanked  you  before,  for^  your 
favor  a  few  days  ago,  had  I  not  been  in  the  inten- 
tion of  paying  my  respects,  personally,  this  eve- 
ning, from  which  I  am  deterred  by  the  recollection 
that  ;rou  will  probably  be  at  the  Count  QoeA's  this 
evening,  which  has  made  me  postpone  my  intrusion. 

"  I  think  your  elegy  a  remarkably  good  one,  not 
only  as  a  composition,  but  both  the  politics  and 
poetry  contain  a  far  greater  portion  of  truth  and 

f generosity  than  belongs  to  the  times,  or  to  the  pro- 
cssors  of  these  opposite  pursuits,  which  usually 
agree  only  in  one  pomt,  as  extremes  meet.  I  do  not 
know  whether  you  wished  me  to  retain  the  copy, 
but  I  shall  retain  it  till  you  teU  me  otherwise;  and 
am  very  much  obliged  by  the  perusaL 

"  My  own  sentiments  on  Venice,  ftc.  such  at 
they  are,  I  had  already  thrown  into  verse  last  sum* 
mer,  in  the  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold,  now  in 
preparation  for  the  press ;  and  I  think  much  more 
hignly  of  them  for  being  in  coincidence  with  yours. 
**  Believe  me  yours,  &o." 


LETTER  CCCLXI. 

TO  MB.  MURRAY. 

*•  VwM^  Jai 
■MjdcvMr.Mumyi 

Toa'n  In  a  dama'd  hrniy 

To  nc  ap  lUs  aMmats  canto ; 
Bat  (It  thej  don't  rob  «), 
YwiUI  oeo  Mr.  HobhouM 

WiB  bring  It  nfii  in  Us  pnUMiiMM. 

"  For  the  Joiinna  yoa  Mut  ot. 
A»  mdy  to  priot  off, 

No  dmibtyou  do  right  lo eoDuoond  k; 
But  ao  yet  I  ho««  vrit  off 
TtMdoTaaUtof 

Ow  '  Bepiio : '— vbea  copM,  I'D  oeod  it 
•  ••••• 

••  Then  you'TO  •  •  -'a Toar^— 
Mo  great  thlngi,  to  be  aiire,— 

You  could  harJly  begfn  wUi  a  Im  «wk{ 
For  the  peropoue  rankOlaa 
WbodonHipeakliBllaa 

Nor  Fnueh,  BUM  hare  aeribUMt  by 


*  Yon  can  make  any  loeo  up 
Witli  '  Spenee '  awl  Mi  gMrip, 

A  worit  wUdi  mot  101 
Then  aueen  Blary*!  EpM»«nft, 
Whh  Sie  nmr  *  l^tte '  of  •  WhkSNnA,' 

Mort  flMhi  pe^  poRbMi  and  loefd. 

••  Tliea  Toa're  Genend  Qordon, 
Who  gbded  Ui  svord  on, 

To  eerra  wtth  a  Moeeoolla  aaelM^ 
ladhrtphbatepoSrii 


Tbejr  tiwaglit  ihavbg  tfadr  b 
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•*  For  th<!  p>  or  imn,  •  poor  ind  thrtwd,'' ' 
With  whom  you'd  conduJe 

A  compact  whboot  more  delaj, 
PMliapa  Boim  inch  pen  ii 
Btill  extant  io  Vcnke ; 

But  pksM,  air,  to  Baeotkm  yowrjMy." 


LETTER  CCCLXII. 


TO  MB.   MURRAT. 


"Yeoiee.Jaui.  IS,  1818. 

•*  I  lend  you  the  storyt  in  three  other  separate 
•overt.  It  won't  do  for  your  Journal,  being  full  of 
political  allusions.  Prini  alorie,  icithotU  name; 
alter  nothing ;  get  a  scholar  to  see  that  the  Italian 
phrases  are  coiTCctly  published  (your  printing,  by- 
the-way,  always  makes  me  ill  with  its  eternal  blun- 
ders, which  are  incessant),  and  God  speed  you. 
Hobhouse  left  Venice  a  fortnight  ago,  saving  two 
days.    I  have  heard  nothing  of  or  from  him. 

"  Yours,  &c. 

*'  He  •hag  the  whole  of  the  MSS. ;  so  put  up 
prayers  in  your  back  shop,  or  in  the  printer's 
*  chapel.' " 


LETTER  CCCLXIII. 

TO  MB.  MURRAY. 

"  Ventoe,  hn.  7t,  1818. 

**  My  father — that  is,  my  Armenian  father,  Padre 
Pasquali — in  the  name  of  all  the  others  of  our  cou- 
Yent,  sends  you  the  enclosed,  greeting: 

*'  Inasmuch  as  it  has  pleased  the  translators  of 
the  long-lost  and  lately-found  portions  of  the  text 
of  Eusebius  to  put  forth  the  enclosed  prospectus, 
of  which  I  send  six  copies,  you  are  hereby  implored 
to  obtain  subscribers  in  the  two  universities,  and 
among  the  learned,  and  the  unlearned,  who  would 
unlearn  their  ignorance.  This  they  (the  convent) 
request,  I  request,  and  do  you  request. 

*•  I  sent  you  Beppo  some  weeks  agone.  You 
must  publisn  it  alone  ;  it  has  politics  and  ferocity, 
and  won't  do  for  your  isthmus  of  a  Journal. 

*'  Mr.  Hobhouse,  if  the  Alps  have  not  broken  his 
neck,  is,  or  ought  to  be,  swimming  with  my  com- 
mentaries and  his  own  coat  of  mail  in  his  teeth  and 
right  hand,  in  a  cork  jacket,  between  Calais  and 
Dover. 

"  It  is  the  height  of  the  Carnival,  and  I  am  in  the 
extreme  and  agonies  of  a  new  intrigue  with  I  don't 
exactly  know  whom  or  what,  except  that  she  is  in- 
satiate of  love,  and  won't  take  money,  and  has  light 
hair  and  blue  eyes,  which  are  not  common  here,  and 
that  I  met  her  at  the  masque,  and  that  when  her 
mask  is  off,  I  am  as  ^-ise  as  ever.  I  shall  make 
what  I  can  of  the  remainder  of  my  youth." 


LETTER  CCCLXIV. 

TO  MR.   MOORB. 

"  Venice,  Feb.  2, 1818. 

"  Your  letter  of  Dec.  8,  arrived  but  this  day,  by 
fome  delay,  common,  but  inexplicable.  Your  do- 
mestic calamity  is  very  grievous,  and  I  feel  with  vou 
as  much  as  I  dare  feel  at  all.  Throughout  life, 
your  loss  must  be  my  loss,  and  your  gain  my  gain ; 


-  vide  your  k 


and,  though  my  heart  ma 
a  drop  for  you  among  th( 
*  I  know  how  to  feel  v 
ness  being  always  the  sn 
clay)  I  am  quite  wrapt  y\\ 
sides  my  little  legitimate, 
an  illegitimate  since  (to  s 
and  I  look  forward  to  oi 
my  old  age,  supposing  t 
hope  I  never  shall — that 
a  great  love  for  my  little 
may  torture  me,  like 
*        •        «        « 

"Your  offered  address 
you  can  wish.  I  don't  mi 
of  the  world  think  of  m 
care  a  good  deal  what  yo% 
what  you  like.  You  kn 
and,  as  to  being  savage^  s 
cumstances.  However,  s 
in  your  society,  there  is  r 
cause  it  would  be  an  ei 
other»vise. 

"  I  don't  know  what  >! 
ing  or  quoting.  I  called  ( 
of  present  poesy ;  and  sa 
them — cUl  of  '  m  youth '  v 
I  never  said  that  we  did 
will  be  hurt  by  admiratm 
say  ouTy  I  mean  all  (lak 
postscript  of  the  August 
(from  the  quantity  and 
tumble  and  break  their  n 
runs  away  with  us ;  but  \> 
we  broke  the  rascal,  and  < 
to  mount,  he  is  the  devi 
fellows  must  go  back  to 
mam  gp,  and  learn  to  ride 

'*  Talking  of  horses,  1 
ported  my  own,  four  in  m 
in  English,)  a  strip  of  ( 
Adriatic,  a  mile  or  two  fr 
only  get  a  row  in  mv  ^on 
lop  of  some  miles  daily 
beach,  from  the  fortress 
contributes  considerably  i 

*'  I  have  hardly  had  a 
past.  We  are  in  the  ago 
days,  and  I  must  be  up  a 
to-morrow.  I  have  had  s 
ventures  this  Carnival,  bi 
I  shall  not  say  on.  I  v 
youth  to  the  last  veins  of 
night.     I  have  lived,  and 

••Hobhouse  went  away 

so  that  he  had  little  or  nc 

some  time  to  be  thorough 

but  of  all  this  anon,  in  sc 

«  •  • 

**  I  must  dress  for  the  e 
ridotta,  and  I  know  not  v 
ever  and  ever  yours, 

"P.  S.  I  send  this  wi 
errors.  I  delight  in  the  i 
and  again  congratulate 


LETTER 

TO  MR. 


"  I  hare  to  thank  Mr. ' 
you  for  the  contents,  of  1 
week,  much  quicker  thai 
Croker's  kind  attention  j 


'[{  i 
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bagft ;  aokd  all  aafe,  aeept  much  friction  among 
-'""^nosia,  of  whidi  only  two  bottles  came  entire; 
.'.it  is  all  very  well,  and  I  am  exceedingly  obliged 
T     -on. 

T  •.    '  The  books  I  have  read,  or  rather  am  reading. 

r-  -y,  nrho  may  be  the  SezM^enarian,  whose  gosnp 

■  /  ery  amusing  ?    Many  of  His  sketches  I  recognise, 

•dcnlarly  Gtfford,  Mackintosh,  Dmmmond,  Du- 

^  -•  1,  H.  Walpole,  Mrs.  Inohbald,  Obie,  &e.,  with 

..■ .  Scotts,  Loughborongh,  and  most  of  the  diTines 

_  ^ .  lawyers,  besides  a  few  shorter  hints  of  authors, 

..'..,.  a  few  lines  about  a  certain  '  nobis  author,*  char- 

.  "trized  as  malignant  and  sceptical,  according  to 

''  ,~*     good  old  story,  *  as  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is 

.  /,  but  not  always  shall  be : '  do  you  know  such  a 

'":  "  '  sou,   Ma»-ter  Mutray  ?  eh  ^ — ^And  prav,  of  the 

l.ksellers,  which  be  yottf  the  dry,  the  dirty,  the 

V'^est,  the  opulent,  the  finical,  the  splendid,  or  the 

-V'     comb  bookseller  ?    8tap  my  ritals,  but  the  au- 

'^   '     r  grows  scurrilous  in  his  gmnd  climacteric. 

'  -  '  I  remember  to  have  seen  Porson  at  Cambridge, 

^      '  :he  hall  of  our  college,  and  in  private  parties,  but 

".'.'• --^  f^reqnentiy ;  and  I  never  can  recollect  nim  except 

»:  ■*  '^'^Iraiik  or  brutal,  and  generally  both :  I  mean  m 

,^eyening,  for  in  the  haU,  he  dmcd  at  the  Dean's 

;„  Tf  "le,  and  I  at  the  Ticemaster's,  so  that  I  was  not 

i  i-   \r  him  ;  and  he  then  and  there  appeared  sober  in 

^<T  ^.  -  demeanor,  nor  did  I  ever  hear  of  excess  or  out- 

e  on  his  part  in  public,— commons,  college,  or 

•  I .  ipel;  bat  1  have  seen  him  in  a  private  par^  of 

'   'lergraduates,   many   of    them    freshmen    and 

[,-  y  angers,  take  up  a  poker  to  one  of  them,  and 

.r  jj-,'  ird  him  use  langfuage  as  blackguard  as  his  action. 

l.-^.-iave    seen  Shendan  drunk,  too,  with  all   the 

.; :: ; .  rid  ;  but  his  intoxication  was  that  of  Bacchus,  and 

^ ',    •  rson's  that  of  Silenus.     Of  all  the  disgusting 

^,.  ttes,  sulky,  abusive,  and  intolerable,  Porson  was 

^T^.  i  most  bestial,  as  far  as  the  few  times  that  I  saw 

'^^l-  n  went,  which  were  only  at  William  Bankes's 

^  ^*'.  r,  le  Nubian  diseoverer's)  rooms.    I  saw  him  once 

T""^.''^  away  In  a  rage,  because  nobody  knew  the  name 

•  ^,;  .;  the  *  Cobbler  of  Messina,'  insulting  their  igpo- 

J/.;  ice  with  the  most  vulgar  terms  of  reprobation. 

'  ^^~^  v;^  was  tolerated  in  this  state  among  the  young 

'^^;  '.  .m  for  his  talents,  as  the  Turks  think  a  madman 

■  --  'r;,5pired,  and  bear  with  him.    He  used  to  recite  or 

•^'^^'jaker  vomit  pages  of  all  languages,  and  could  hie- 

c  -''";•  p  Greek  like  a  Helot ;  and  certainly  Sparta  never 

:"^ .  r^ocked  her  children  with  a  grosser  exhibition  than 

.'i;  -  '.*,*  is  man's  intoxication. 

;;•->«  I  perceive,  in  the  book  you  sent  me,  a  long  ac- 
.»:*  Vunt  of  him,  which  is  very  savage.  I  cannot 
L.  ■  "^''^  dge,  as  I  never  saw  him  sober,  except  in  hall  or 
j-^'n  '  f  mbination-room ;  and  then  I  was  never  near 
A  '^iough  to  hear,  and  hardly  to  see  him.  Of  his 
.-'•^  '-unken  deportment,  I  can  be  sure,  because  I 
\;-'wit. 

:,r'^K.  "With  the  Reviews,  I  have  been  much  enter- 

'  ;  ,ined.    It  requires  to  be  as  far  from  England  as  I 

^•:r-^'''n  torelisha  periodical  paper  properly:  it  is  like 

j^f;..:>^,')da-water  in  an  Italian  summer.    But  what  cruel 

'     ork  you  make  with  Lady  Morgan!    Yon  should 

.f,-::'-  icoUectthatsheis  a  woman;  tnough,  to  be  sure, 

'],^,jii*"  ley  are  now  and  then  very  provoking ;  still  as  au- 

Z^^      loresses  they  can  do  no  great  harm ;  and  I  think 

,"L«s*;isa  pity  so  much  good  invective  should  have 

;';^^v^een  laid  out  upon  her,  when  there  is  such  a  fine 

^'tui^^eld  of  us.  Jacobin  gentlemen,  for  jrou  to  work 

pi^     pon.    It  is,  perhaps,  as  bitter  a  critione  as  ever 

ras  written,  and  enough  to  make  sad  work  for 

'^)r.  Morgan,  both  as  husband  and  apothecary;— 

nless  she  should  say,  as  Pope  did  of  some  attack 

..  ^poD  him,  *  That  it  is  as  good  for  her  as  a  dose  of 

^SlP'  artihom,' 

^  <*I  heard  from  Moore  lately,  and  was  sorry  to  be 

to^    aade  aware  of  his  domestic  loss.      Thus  it  is— 

medio  de  fonte  leporum  '—in  the  acm^  of  his  Same 

,  /-^ind  his  happiness  comes  a  drawback  ss  usual. 

ict^r^     •  *^*^  .  •      •      •      P 


been  made  the  father  of  a  very  fine  boT.*<*ttothsr 
and  child  doing  very  well  indeed,  dj  tins  tim« 
Hobhouse  riLOuId  be  with  you,  and  also  certain  poek* 
eta,  letters,  ftc,  of  mine,  sent  since  his  departare 
I  am  not  at  all  well  in  health  within  this  last  elgh 
days.  My  xemembranoea  to  Gifford  and  all  fii^s. 
"Yours,  &c,, 

"B. 

"  P.  S.  In  the  course  of  a  month  or  two,  Hanapn 
will  have  probablv  to  send  o£f  a  clerk  with  convey- 
ances to  sign,  (l^ewstead  being  sold  in  NovemMir 
last  for  ninety-four  thousand  five  hundred  pounds,) 
in  which  case  I  8tti>plicate  supplies  of  articles  as 
usual,  for  which,  desire  Mr.  Kinnaird  to  settle  from 
funds  in  then:  bank,  and  deduct  from  my  account 
with  him. 

**  P.  8.  To-morrow  night  I  am  going  to  see 
Otello,*  an  opera  from  our  *  Othello,'  and  one  &t 
Rossini's  best,  it  is  said.  It  will  be  curious  to  see 
in  Venice  the  Venetian  story  itself  represented, 
besides  to  discover  what  they  will  make  of  Shah 
speare  in  music.  ^ 


LETTER  CCCLXVI. 

TO  MB.  HOPFNEE. 

•<V«n!ea.Frtk.a,UIi. 

Mt  Dba&  Sib, 

"  Our  friend,  il  Conte  M.,  threw  me  into  a  cold 
sweat  last  night,  by  telling  me  of  a  menaced  ver- 
sion of  Manfred  (in  Venetian  I  hope,  to  complete 
the  thing),  by  some  Italian,  who  had  sent  it  to  you 
for  correction,  which  is  the  reason  wh^  I  take  the 
liberty  of  troubling  you  on  the  subject.  If  you 
have  any  means  of  communication  with  the  man. 
would  jou  permit  me  to  convey  to  him  the  offer  ox 
any  price  he  may  obtain,  or  thmk  to  obtain^  for  his 
project,  provided  he  will  throw  his  translation  into 
the  fire,  and  promise  not  to  undertake  any  other  of 
that  or  any  other  of  my  things:  I  will  send  him 
his  money  immediately  on  this  condition. 

**  As  I  did  not  write  to  the  Italians;  nor  for  the 
Italians,  nor  of  the  Italians,  (except  m  a  poem  not 
yet  pubUshed,  where  I  have  said  all  the  ffood  I  know 
or  do  not  know  of  them  and  none  of  the  harm,)  I 
confess  I  wish  that  they  would  let  me  alone,  and  not 
dnig  me  into  their  arena  as  one  of  the  glad£ators,  in 
a  sillT  contest  which  I  neither  understand  nor  have 
ever  mterfered  with,  having  kept  clear  of  all  theix 
literary  parties,  both  here  and  at  Milan,  and  else- 
where.^I  came  into  Italy  to  feel  the  climate  and 
be  quiet  if  possible.  Mossi's  translation  I  would 
have  prevented  if  I  had  known  it,  or  could  have 
done  so ;  and  I  trust  that  I  shall  yet  be  in  time  to  stop 
this  new  eentleman,  of  whom  I  heard  yesterday  fox 
the  first  time.  He  will  only  hurt  himself,  and  do 
no  good  to  his  party,  for  in  partjf  the  whole  thing 
originates.  Our  modes  of  thinking  and  writing  are  so 
unutterably  different,  that  I  can  (Conceive  no  greater 
absurdity  than  attempting  to  make  any  approaeh 
between  the  English  and  Italian  poetry  of  the  pres- 
ent day.  I  like  the  people  very  much,  and  their 
literature  very  much,  but  I  am  not  the  least  ambi- 
tious of  being  the  subject  of  their  discussions  litera- 
ry and  personal,  (which  appear  to  be  pretty  much 


Od  the  Urth  of  tfab  eUid.  who  wm  chftaanad  Join  WQUui 
Loid  BjTTM  wvou  Hm  fcur  foOowIuf  line*,  whkh  ara  Id  no  othfer  i 
ufcdile  thn  tbtt  Iter  vert  thoagbt  wonhj  of  iMbr  meiriatUy  tnu 
DO  Im  d«a  m  dilfiscm  iaagmfn ;  nuBtij,  Qtmk,  Latia,  1 
(dMiathi  VaBfttfu  dkkei.)  Ootmb,  FnDeh,Spulih,II^ 


la  Urn,  I  bope,  wiB  ihMTi  flt  M  j 

Wkh  (nai  to  hMp  Um  In  good  «M»,) 

Thi  hMkh  Mid  apiMdiB  of  Riao." 


«'»' 


'^j}    «Mr.  Hoppner,  whom  I  saw  this  mommg,  hastfriaiBdfciaMHiiv 
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the  game  thing,  as  is  the  case  in  most  countries  ;) 
and  if  you  can  aid  me  in  impeding  this  publication, 
you  y'lil  add  to  much  kindness  already  received  from 
you  by  yours.  "  Ever  and  truly, 

"  Byron. 
"  P  8.  How  is  the  son,  and  mamma  ?    Well, 
dare  say." 


LETTER  CCCLXVII. 

TO  MB.   ROGERS. 

«<  Veitloe,  March  8, 1818. 

"  I  have  not,  as  you  say,  *  taken  to  wife  the  Adri- 
atic' I  heard  of  Moore's  loss  from  himself  in  a 
letter  which  was  delayed  upon  the  road  three  months. 
I  was  sincerely  sorry  for  it,  but  in  such  cases  what  are 
words  ? 

*♦  The  villa  you  speak  of  is  one  at  Este,  which 
Mr.  Hoppner  (consul-general  here),  has  transferred 
to  me.  I  have  ftiken  it  for  two  years  as  a  place  of 
Villeggiatura.  The  situation  is  very  beautiful  in- 
deed, among  the  Euganean  hills,  and  the  house  very 
fair.  The  vines  are  luxuriant  to  a  great  degree, 
and  all  the  fruits  of  the  earth  abundant.  It  is  close 
to  the  old  castle  of  the  Estes,  or  Guelphs,  and  with- 
in a  few  miles  of  Arqua,  which  I  have  visited  twice, 
and  hope  to  visit  often. 

"  Last  summer  (except  an  excursion  to  Rome),  I 
passed  upon  the  Brenta.  In  Venice  I  winter, 
transporting  my  horses  to  the  Lido,  bordering  the 
Adriatic,  (where  the  fort  is,)  so  that  I  get  a  gallop 
of  some  miles  daily  along  the  strip  of  beach  which 
reaches  to  Malamocco,  when  in  health  ;  but  within 
these  few  weeks  I  have  been  unwell.  At  present  I 
*m  ffctting  better.  The  Carnival  was  short  but  a 
jood  one.  I  don't  go  out  much,  except  during  the 
time  of  masks  ;  but  there  are  one  or  two  conversa- 
zioni, where  I  go  regularly,  just  to  keep  up  the  sy 
tern,  as  I  had  letters  to  their  givers;  and  they  a: 


particular  on  such  points  ;  and  now  and  then,  though 
very  rarely,  to  the  Governor's. 

"  It  is  a  very  good  place  for  women.  I  like  the 
dialect  and  their  manner  very  much.  There  is  a 
nalvcU  about  them  which  is  verv  winning,  and  the 
romance  of  the  place  is  a  migh"ty  adjunct ;  the  bel 
tarwue  is  not,  however,  now  among  the  dame  or 
higher  orders  ;  but  all  under  i  fazzioliy  or  kerchiefs, 
(a  white  kind  of  veil  which  tiie  lower  orders  wear 
upon  their  heads  ;)— the  testa  zendale,  or  old  na- 
tional female  costume,  is  no  more.  The  city,  how- 
ever, is  decaying  daily,  and  does  not  gain  in  popu- 
lation. However,  I  prefer  it  to  any  other  in  Italy ; 
and  here  have  I  pitched  my  staff,  and  here  do  I 
purpose  to  reside  for  the  remainder  of  my  life,  un- 
less events,  connected  with  business  not  to  be  trans- 
acted out  of  England  compel  me  to  return  for  that 
purpose ;  otherwise  I  have  few  regrets,  and  no  de- 
sires to  visit  it  again  for  its  own  sake.  I  shall 
probably  be  obliged  to  do  so,  to  sign  papers  for  my 
affairs  and  a  proxy  for  the  Whigs,  and  to  see  Mr. 
Waite,  for  I  can't  find  a  good  dentist  here,  and  eve- 
nr  two  or  three  years  one  ought  to  consult  one.— 
About  seeing  my  children,  I  must  take  my  chance. 
One  I  shall  have  sent  here ;  and  I  shall  be  very 
t^^Z  *o  see  the  legitimate  one  when  God  pleases, 
which  he  perhaps  will  some  day  or  other.  As  for 
my  mathematical  wife,  I  am  as  well  without  her. 

V,y°^^  account  of  your  visit  to  Fonthill  is  very 
•tnk'jig:  could  you  hes  of  /tim  for  me  a  copy  in 
Mb.  of  the  remaining  Tales  f  I  think  I  deserve 
them,  as  a  strenuous  and  public  admirer  of  the  first 
one.  I  will  return  it  when  read,  and  make  no  ill 
use  of  the  copy,  if  granted.  Murray  would  send 
me  out  any  thing  safely.  If  ever  I  return  to  Eng- 
land, 1  should  like  very  much  to  see  the  author,  with 
ma  permission.    In  the  mean  time,  you  could  not 


oblige  me  more  than  bv  obtaii 
request,  in  French  or  fenglisl: 
though  I  prefer  Italian  to  eitb 
copy  of  Vathek,  which  I  box 
cjin  read  French  with  great 
though  I  neither  speak  nor  v 
I  can  speak  with  some  fluenc; 
ly  for  my  purposes,  but  I  do; 
nrose  at  all ;  it  is  very  heavy, 
Machiavelli. 

•'  They  say  Francis  is  Juniu 
like  it.  I  remember  meeting 
dinner.  Has  not  he  lately  ma 
and  was  not  he  Madame  Talle 
ve/Ue  in  India  years  ago  ? 

**  I  read  my  death  in  the  ps 
true.  I  see  they  are  man-ying 
ncss  of  the  royal  family.  Th 
Fazio  with  great  and  deserve 
Garden;  that's  a  good  sign, 
directory,  to  have  it  done  at  1 
overruled.  If  you  think  of  cc 
try,  you  will  let  me  know  pe 
suppose  Moore  won't  move, 
him  the  other  night  at  Madam 
of  returning  in  May.    My  lov< 

"P.  S.  They  have  been  en; 
an  opera,  {Otello,  by  Rossini;) 
lugubrious  ;  but  as  for  the  wor 
with  lago  cut  out,  and  the  g 
stead  ;  the  handkerchief  turn 
and  the  first  singer  would  nc 
some  exquisite  reasons  assignee 
ing,  dresses,  and  music,  very  { 


LETTER  CCCL 


TO  MR.  moo: 


I  contiatatloo  ofTailwk,  bj  Mr.  Backfeed. 


My  Dear  Tom, 

'*  Since  my  last,  which  I  hop 
ceived,  I  have  had  a  letter  from 
He  talks  of  Italy  this  summ 
with  him  ?  I  don't  know  whel 
our  Italian  way  of  life  or  not. 

•  •  •  ♦ 

•  ♦  •  ♦ 
"They  are  an  odd  people.    1 

telling  a  girl,  •  you  must  not  c 
cause  Marguerita  is  coming  at 
are  both  about  live  feet  ten  inc 
black  eyes  and  fine  figures — fit 
from — and  I  had  some  difficulty 
upon  a  rencontre  once  before)— 
to  be  friends,  and  ' — the  answer 
by  a  declaration  of  war  against 
said  would  be  a  '  Guerra  di  Can 
that  the  lower  order  of  Venetia 
proverbially  to  that  famous  con 
so  fatal  to  the  Republic  ? 

"  They  have  singular  exprei 
Italians.  For  example,  *  Vis< 
say,  *my  love,' or  *my  heart,'  s 
tenderness.  Also,  *  I  would  go 
of  a  hundred  knives.* — ^  Mazsa 
tachment, — literally,  •  I  wish  v( 
ing.'  They  then  say,  (insteadf  ( 
think  I  would  do  you  so  muc 
think  I  would  assasshiate  you  i 
— *  Tempo  perfide^  bad  weathe: 
bad  roads — with  a  thousand  c 
metaphors,  taken  from  the  st 
habits  in  the  middle  ages. 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  about  max 
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n  fna—a^  \.  e.  a  msi  deal,  a  moM,  instead  of 
inteipretatvn  I  nave  given  it.  But  of  the  other 
jises  1  am  sore. 

Three  o'  th*  clock— I  must  <  to  bed,  to  bed,  to 
.'  as  mother  Siddons  (that  tragical  Mend  of  the 
ihematical  wife)  says,       •       •       ♦       •       • 

«  m  m  h  m  m 
Have  you  ever  seen— I  foreet  what  or  whom— 
Enatter.  They  tell  me  Laoy  Melbourne  is  very 
veil.  I  shall  be  so  sorry,  ^e  was  my  greatest 
tid^  of  the  feminine  gender : — when  I  sav  'friend,* 
ean  not  mistress,  for  that's  the  antipodes.  Tell 
all  about  you  and  every  body— how  Sam  is— how 
L  like  your  neighbors,  the  Marquis  and  Mar- 
•a,  &c.,  &c.  «*Bver,&o." 


LETTER  CCCLXIX. 

TO  XB.  MtnUULT. 

«'y«iln,Mudi»,1lia. 

'  I  have  your  letter,  with  the  account  of '  Beppo,' 
which  I  sent  you  four  new  stanzas  a  fortnight 
J,  iu  case  you  print  or  reprint. 

•  «♦♦  •  • 

"  Croker*8  is  a  good  guess ;  but  the  style  is  not, 
iglinh — it  is  Italian ;— Bemi  is  the  original  of  all. 
liistlecraft  was  my  immediate  moael;  Rose's 
Lnitnali '  I  never  saw  till  a  few  days  ago, — they  are 
cellent.  But  (as  I  said  above^,  Bemi  is  the  father 
that  kind  of  writing,  whicn  I  think  suits  our 
Q^uagc,  too,  very  weU ;— we  shall  see  by  the  ex- 
iriment.  If.it  does,  I  shall  send  you  a  volume  in 
year  or  two,  for  I  know  the  Italian  way  of  life  well, 
id  in  time  may  know  it  vet  better ;  and  as  for  the 
Tse  and  the  passions,  I  liave  them  still  in  tolera- 
e  vigor. 

**  If  you  think  that  it  will  do  you  and  the  work, 
•  works,  any  good,  you  may  put  my  name  to  it ; 
ft  first  eonsuu  ths  fenowing  ones.  It  will,  at  any 
.te,  show  them  that  I  ean  write  cheerfully,  and 
ipel  the  charge  of  monotony  and  mannerism. 
I  "  Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCLXX. 

TO  MB.  MTTBBAT. 

"TeriNtAiMlll,  mt. 

,  •*  Win  you  send  me  by  letter,  packet,  or  parcel, 
alf  a  dozen  of  the  colored  prints  from  Holmes*s 
.liniature,  (the  latter  done  shortly  before  I  left  your 
Wntry,  and  the  prints  about  a  year  ago ;)  I  shall 
e  obliged  to  you,  as  some  people  here  nave  asked 
,ie  for  the  like.  It  is  a  picture  of  my  upright  sel^ 
.one  for  Sorope  B.  Davies,  Esq. 

"  Why  have  you  not  sent  me  an  answer,  and  lists 
'f  subscribers  to  the  translation  of  the  Armenian 
Imebiusf  of  which  I  sent  you  printed  copies  of  the 
;ro8pectu8  (in  French)  two  moons  ago.  Have  you 
lad  the  letter?— I  shall  send  you  another:— you 
nust  not  neglect  zny  Axmenians.  Tooth-powder, 
^nagnesia,  tincture  of  myrrh,  tooth-brushes,  diachy- 
lon plaster,  Peruvian  bark,  are  my  personal  de- 
Aianos. 


Ths  woiti  thou  deemert  mart  divine— 
Tbt  <  Art  of  Coobny,'  tnd  mlae, 
MrMvnj. 

"  Tom,  "nrnvdi^  Ehoto,  loo,  1  wlu. 
And  aHmeno  to  tl^  ran  briof  ffrirt ; 
And  tea  thou  bM  Uw  *  NaTjr  UM,' 

idliha 


WKbeot  tto  •  Bond  or  LoBgfcudo,' 
r  popor  wouk^ 
Uj  Momj  I » 


LETTER  CCCLXXL 


TO  MB.  XXTBBAT. 


«  Voako,  Apfl  13, 181S. 

"This  letter  win  be  deUvered  by  Sipor  Gioe. 
Bata.  Missiaglia,  proprietor  of  the  Apollo  library, 
and  the  mrindpai  publisher  and  bookseller  now  in 
Venice.  He  sets  out  for  London  with  a  view  to 
business  and  correspondence  with  the  English  book- 
sellers :  and  it  is  in  the  hope  that  it  may  be  for  your 
mutual  advanta^  that  I  furnish  him  with  this  let- 
ter of  introduction  to  you.  If  you  ean  be  of  use  to 
him,  either  by  recommendation  to  others,  or  by  any 
personal  attention  on  your  own  part,  you  will  obUge 
him,  and  gratify  me.  You  may  also  perhaps  both 
be  able  to  derive  advantage,  or  establish  some  mode 
of  literary  communication,  pleasiug  to  the  pnblie, 
and  beneficial  to  one  another. 

*<  At  any  rate,,  be  civil  to  him  for  my  sake,  as  well 
as  for  the  nonor  and  glory  of  publishers  and  authors 
now  and  to  come  for  evermore. 

**  With  him  I  also  consign  a  great  number  of  MS. 
letters,  written  in  English,  French,  and  Italian,  by 
various  English  established  in  Italy  during  the  last 
century : — the  names  of  the  writers.  Lord  Hervey, 
Lady  M.  W.  Montague,  (hers  ore  but  few — some 
biUets-doux  in  French  to  Algarotti,  and  one  letter 
in  English,  Italian,  and  all  sorts  of  jargon,  to  the 
same,)  Gray,  title  poet,  (one  letter,)  Mason,  (two  or 
three,)  Garrick,  Lord  Chatham,  David  Hume,  and 
many  of  less  note, — all  addressed  to  Count  Alga- 
rotti. Out  of  these,  I  think,  with  discretion,  an 
amusing  miscellaneous  volume  of  letters  might  be 
extracted,  provided  some  good  editor  were  disposed 
to  undertake  the  selection,  and  preface,  and  a  few 
notes,  &c. 

**  The  proprietor  of  these  is  a  friend  of  mine,  Dr, 
Agliettu — a  great  name  in  Italy, — and  if  you  are 
disposed  to  publish,  it  will  be  for  hU  ben^,  and  it 
is  to  and  for  him  that  you  will  name  a  pnoe,  if  you 
take  upon  you  the  work.  I  would  edit  it  myself, 
but  am  too  far  off,  and  too  lazy  to  undertake  it ;  but 
I  wish  that  it  could  be  done.  The  letters  of  Lord 
Hervey,  in  Mr.  Rose's  opinion  and  mine,  are  good ; 
and  the  thort  French  love-letters  certainly  are  Lady 
M.  W.  Montague's — the  French  not  good,  but  the 
sentiments  beautiful.  Gray's  letter  good;  and 
Mason's  tolerable.  The  whole  correspondence  must 
be  well  weeded;  but  this  being  done,  a  small  and 
pretty  popular  volume  might  be  made  of  it.  There 
are  many  ministers'  letters— Gray  the  ambassador 
at  Naples,  Horace  Mann,  and  others  of  the  same 
kind  of  animaL 

**  I  thought  of  a  preface,  defending  Lord  Hervey 
against  Pope's  attack,  but  Pope— ^iiood  Pope,  the 
poet-^gainst  all  the  world,  in  the  uz^ustiilable  at- 
tempts begun  by  Warton,  and  carried  on  at  this  day 
by  tne  new  school  of  critics  and  scribblers,  who  thinx 
themselves  poets  because  they  do  not  wri'te  like  Pope. 
I  have  no  patience  with  such  cursed  humbug  and 
bad  taste ;  your  whole  generation  are  not  worth  a 
canto  of  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  or  the  Essay  on 
Man,  or  the  Dundad,  or  '  any  thhug  that  is  his.* 
But  it  is  three  in  the  matin,  ana  I  must  go  to  bedi 
"Yours  alway,&'" 
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LETTER  CCCLXXII. 


TO  ME.  MURBA-T. 


»,  April  17, 1818 

"  A  few  days  apfo,  I  wrote  to  you  a  letter  request- 
ing you  to  desire  Hanson  to  desire  his  messenger  to 
come  on  from  Geneva  to  Venice,  because  1  won't  go 
from  Venice  to  Geneva ;  and  if  this  it  not  done,  the 
messenger  may  be  damned,  with  him  who  mis-sent 
him.     Pray  reiterate  my  request. 

"  With  the  proofs  returned,  I  sent  two  additional 
stanzas  for  canto  fourth :  did  they  arrive  ? 

"Your  monthly  reviewer  has  made  a  mistake: 
Cavaliere  alone  is  well  enough  ;  *  Cavalier  serrymte' 
has  always  the  e  mute  in  conversation,  and  omitted 
in  writing ;  so  that  it  is  not  for  the  sake  of  metre ; 
and  pray  let  Griffiths  know  thia^  with  my  compli- 
ments. I  humbly  conjecture  that  I  know  as  much 
of  Italian  society  and  language  as  any  of  his  neo- 
ple ;  but  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  I  askea,  at 
the  Countess  Benzona's,  last  night,  the  question  of 
more  than  one  person  in  the  office;  and  of  these 
*  cavalier*  servent* '  (in  the  plural',  recollect,)  I  found 
that  they  all  accorded  in  pronouncing  for  *  cavalier 
servente '  in  the  singular  number.  I  Avish  Mr.  ♦  *  *  * 
(or  whoever  Griffith's  scribbler  may  be)  would  not 
talk  of  what  he  don't  understand.  Such  fellows  are 
not  fit  to  be  intiiistcd  with  Italian,  even  in  a  quota- 
tion.       ♦        ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

*•  Dia  you  receive  two  additional  stanzas,  to  be 
inserted  towards  the  close  of  canto  fourth  ?  Re- 
spond, that  (if  not)  they  may  be  sent. 

"  Tell  Mr.  ♦  ♦  and  Mr.  Hanson,  that  they  may  as 
well  expect  Geneva  to  come  to  me,  as  that  I  should 
go  to  Geneva.  The  messenger  may  go  or  return^ 
as  he  pleases  ;  I  won't  stir :  and  I  look  upon  it  lis  a 
piece  of  singular  absurdity  in  those  who  know  me, 
imagining  that  I  should — not  to  say  malice,  in  at- 
tempting unnecessary  torture.  If,  on  the  occasion, 
my  interests  should  suffer,  it  is  their  neglect  that  is 
to  blame ;  and  they  may  all  be  d  d  together. 
«««««« 

"  It  is  ten  o'clock,  and  time  to  dress. 

*•  Yours,  &c." 


I  ■;'V 


LETTER  CCCLXXIIL 

TO  MB.  MUBBAY. 

"April  83, 1318. 

**  The  time  is  past  in  which  I  could  feel  for  the 
dead, — or  I  should  feel  for  the  death  of  Lady  Mel- 
bourne, the  best,  and  kindest,  and  ablest  female  I 
ever  knew,  old  or  young.  But  ♦  1  have  supped  full 
of  horrors ; '  and  events  of  this  kind  have  only  a 
kind  uf  numbness  worse  than  pain,  like  a  violent 
blow  on  the  elbow  or  the  head.  There  is  one  link 
less  between  England  and  myself. 

*♦  Now  to  business.  I  presented  you  with  Beppo, 
as  part  of  the  contract  for  canto  fourth, — consider- 
ing the  price  you  are  to  pay  for  the  same,  and  in- 
tending to  eke  you  out  in  case  of  public  caprice  or 
my  own  poetical  failure.  If  you  choose  to  suppress 
it  entirely,  at  Mr.  ♦  ♦  ♦  •'s  suggestion,  you  may  do 
as  you  please.  But  recollect  it  is  not  to  be  pub- 
lished in  a  garbled  or  mutilated  state.  I  reserve  to 
my  friends  and  myself  the  right  of  correcting  the 
press : — if  the  publication  continue,  it  is  to  continue 
in  its  present  form. 

"As  Mr.  «  ♦  says  that  he  did  nor  write  this  let- 
ter, &c.,  I  am  ready  to  believe  him ;  but  for  the 
firmness  of  my  fomier  persuasion,  I  refer  to  Mr. 
•  ♦  ♦  ♦,  who  can  inform  you  how  sincerely  I  erred 
on  this  point.  He  has  also  the  note — or,  at  least, 
had  it,  for  I  gave  it  to  him  with  my  verbal  com- 
ments thereupon.  As  to  *  Beppo,*  I  will  not  alter 
or  suppress  a  syllable  for  any  man's  pleasure  but  my 
own. 


"  Yon  may  tell  them  thi 
but  force  or  necessity  shall 
the  places  to  which  they  w 
«  •  « 

"  If  your  literary  mattei 
If  *  Beppo  *  pleases,  you  g 
or  two  in  the  same  mood, 
to  yon^  good  Master  Lieuti 


LETTER  C( 


"  Your  letter  is  almost 
canto  fourth,  and  it  has  by 
— at  least,  does  not  tell  me 
been  received  by  the  pub 
great  things, — firstly,  froir 
ness ; '  secondly:  from  wha 
zas  running  into  each  othei 
yours,  but  a  notion  you  ha> 
'Blues.  The  fact  is,  that  tl 
ians,  which  always  ruT^s  on 
into  experiments,  and  car€ 
conceit  into  carelessness — i 
failure  will  be  probable,  a 
peme,*  end  in  a  fish  ;  so  th 
like  the  mermaid,  my  fami 
canto  for  a  tail  thereunto, 
public,  however,  for  the 
right ;  and  if  I  miss  now, 
— and  so  '  the  gods  give  us 

"You  like  Beppo;  that 
have  not  had  the  Fudges  3 
weed  not  say  that  your  fiuc< 
way,  Lydia  White  is  here 
my  copy  of  *  Lalla  Rookh. 

**  Hunt's  letter  is  probab 

far  coxcombry  you  might  ( 
le  is  a  good  man,  with  so 
his  chaos ;  but  spoiled  by 
pital  and  a  Sunday  newsp 
the  Surry  jail,  which  cone 
But  he  IS  a  good  man. 
MSS.,  I  told  him  that  I  de 
bottom,  disfigured  only  b 
answer  was,  that  his  styh 
system,  or  some  such  cant ; 
of  system,  his  case  is  hop 
to  him,  and  very  little  to  a 
"  He  believes  "his  trash  ol 
into  compound  barbarisms 
we  may  say  of  it  as  Aimw 
bet's  regiment,  when  the 
corps,' — '  the  oldest  in  P^u 
your  uniform.'  He  sent  on 
Shelley,  and,  of  all  the  inc 
ever  begotten  by  self-lovt 
think  this  monstrous  sagiti 
He  (Leigh  H.)  is  an  honesi 
suadcd  himself  into  a  belie 
and  talks  Punch  in  pure  sii 
himself  (as  poor  Fitzgera] 
Morning  Post)  for  Vales  i 
senses,  of  the  word.  Did 
tions  of  his  own  which  he  ] 
per,  and  says  so  ?— Did 
skamble  about  ♦  ♦  being  s 
profession  in  the  eye^  of  th* 
thought  that  poetry  was  an 
not  a  profession  i — but  be  i 


'  Mr.  Moon  had  nid,  Id  hb  Jetter  10 
•  ttbkxaa.  into  a 
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it  tlie  head  of  voter  proftsdoii  in  yoftr  eyes  ?  IH 
>e  cursed  if  he  is  of  mine^  or  erer  shall  be.  He  is 
he  only  one  of  us  (bnt  of  ns  he  is  not)  whose  eoro- 
lation  I  would  oppose.  Let  them  take  Scott, 
Campbell,  Crabbe,  or  you  or  me,  or  any  of  the  lir- 
ng,  and  throne  him  ;^- but  not  this  new  Jacob 
B^itnen,  this  ••♦♦••♦ 
ivhose  pride  might  hare  kept  him  trae,  OTen  had 
lis  principles  tuned  as  penrerted  as  his  mri-ditaiiU 
joetay. 

*'  But  Leigh  Hunt  is  a  good  man,  and  a  good 
father — see  his  odes  to  all  the  Masters  Hunt;  a 
l^ood  husband— see  his  sonnet  to  Mrs.  Hunt; — a 
pood  ftiend— see  his  epistles  to  different  people  :— 
ind  a  great  coxcomb,  and  a  very  vulgar  person  in 
srery  thing  about  him.  But  that's  not  nis  fault, 
»ut  of  eircumstanoes. 


•  •«««« 

"I  do  not  know  any  good  model  for  a  life  of 
Bheridan  but  that  of  saw»ge,  ReooUect,  faowerer, 
that  the  life  oi  such  a  man  may  be  made  far  more 
amusing  than  if  he  had  been  a  Wilberforce ;— ^md 
this  without  offending  the  living  or  insulting  the 
dead.  The  Whigs  abuse  him ;  howcTer,  he  ncTcr 
left  them,*  and  such  blunderers  deserve  neither 
credit  nor  compassion.  As  for  his  creditors,-Hre- 
member,  Sheridan  ntner  had  a  shilling,  and  was 
thrown,  with  great  powers  and  passions,  into  the 
thick  of  the  world,  and  placed  upon  the  pinnacle 
of  success,  with  no  other  external  means  to  support 
him  in  his  elevation.  Did  Fox  *  *  *  pay  his  debts  ? 
—or  did  Sheridan  take  a  subscription  ?  Was  the 
Puke  of  Norfolk's  drunkenness  more  excusable 
than  his }  Were  his  intrigues  more  notorious  thm 
those  of  all  his  contemponuries  ?  and  is  his  memory 
to  be  blasted,  and  theirs  respected?  Don't  let 
yourself  be  led  away  by  clamor,  but  compare  him 
with  the  coalitionerFox,  and  the  pensioner  Burke, 
as  a  man  of  principle,  and  with  ten  hundred  thou- 
sand in  personal  views,  and  with  none  in  talent, 
for  he  beat  them  all  out  and  out.  Without  means, 
without  connexion,  without  character  (which  might 
be  false  at  fint,  and  made  him  mad  afterward  from 
desperation),  he  beat  them  all,  in  all  he  ever  at- 
tempted. But  alas,  poor  human  nature  I  Good 
night— or,  rather,  morning.  It  is  four,  and  the 
dawn  fleams  over  the  Orand  Canal,  and  unshadows 
the  Rialto.  I  must  to  bed ;  up  all  night— bnt,  as 
George  Philpot  says,  *  it's  life,  though,  damme,  it's 
life!'  «Bver  yours, 

"B." 
**  Excuse  errors— no  time  for  revision.    The  post 
goes  out  at  noon,  and  I  shan't  be  up  then.    I  will 
write  again  soon  about  yovapian  for  a  publication." 


LBTTBR  CCCLXXV. 
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'*  Since  you  desire  the  story  of  Margarita  Cogni, 
you  shall  be  told  it,  though  it  may  be  lengthy. 

*<  Her  ((MM  is  the  fine  Yenetiaa  east  of  the  old 
time;  her  figure,  though  perhaps  too  tall,  is  not 
less  fine— and  taken  alt<^ethar  in  the  national 
dress. 

"  In  the  summer  of  1817,  ♦  ♦  ♦  •  ♦  and  myself 
were  sauntering  on  horseback  along  the  Brenta  one 
erenmff,  when,  among  a  group  of  peasants,  we  re- 
msrked  two  ghrls  as  the  pnttiest  we  had  seen  for 
some  time.  About  this  period  there  had  been  peat 
distress  in  the  country,  and  I  had  a  little  relieved 
some  of  the  people.  Generosity  makes  a  great 
figure  St  vetT  little  cost  in  Venetian  livres,  and 
none  hadprooably  been  exaggerated  as  an  English- 
man's, whether  they  remarked  us  looking  at  them 
or  no,  I  know  not;  but  one  of  them  called  out  to 
me  in  Ysnetbiit  *Why  do  not  you,  who  relieve 


others,  think  of  us  also  ? '  I  turned  voimd  snA 
answered  her—'  Cara,  tu  sei  troppo  bella  e  giovane 
per  aver*  bisogna  del'  socoorso  mio.'  She  answerady 
'  If  you  saw  my  hut  and  mv  food,  you  would  »ot 
say  so.'  All  this  passed  hslf  jesthtgly,  and  I  saw 
no  more  of  her  for  some  days. 

"A  few  eveninn  after,  we  met  with  these  two 
girls  again,  and  tney  addressed  us  more  seriously, 
assuring  us  of  the  truth  of  their  statement  They 
were  cousins ;  Margarita  married,  the  other  single* 
As  I  doubted  still  of  the  circumstances,  I  took  the 
business  in  a  different  light,  and  made  an  appoint- 
ment with  them  for  the  next  evening. 

e  e  e  e  e  « 

*  In  short,  in  a  few  evenings  we  arranged 
our  aflkirs,  and  for  a  long  space  of  tmie  she  was  the 
onlv  one  who  preserved  over  me  an  ascendency 

'hich  was  often  disputed,  and  never  impaired. 

**  The  reasons  for  this  were,  firstly,  her  person ;-- 
very  dark,  tall,  the  Venetian  ikce,  very  fine  black 
eyes.  She  was  two-and-twenty  years  old,  *  « 
*  ^  *.  She  was  besides  a  thorough  Vene- 
tian in  her  dialect,  in  her  thoughts,  in  her  counte- 
nance, in  every  thing,  with  all  their  naTvet  and 
pantaloon  humor.  Besides,  she  could  neither  read 
nor  write,  and  could  not  plague  me  with  letters, 
—except  twice  that  she  paid  sixpence  to  a  public 
scribe,  under  the  piassa,  to  make  a  letter  for  her, 
upon  some  occasion  when  I  was  ill  and  could  not 
see  her.  In  other  respects,  she  was  somewhat 
fierce  and  <prepotente,'  that  is  overbeariag,  uid 
used  to  walx  in  whenever  it  suited  her,  with  no 
very  great  regard  to  time,  place,  nor  persons ;  and 
if  she  found  any  women  in  her  way,  she  knocked 
them  down. 

**When  I  first  knew  her,  I  was  in  <relasione' 
(liaison)  with  la  Signora  •  «,  who  was  silly  enough 
one  evening  at  Dolo,  accompained  by  some  of  her 
female  friends,  to  threaten  her;  for  the  gossme 
of  the  Villeggiatura  had  already  found  out,  by  tne 
neighing  of  my  horse  one  evening,  that  I  used  to 
late  in  the  night*  to  meet  the  Fomarina 
Margarita  threw  back  her  veil  (faoiolo),  and  replied 
in  very  explicit  Venetian:  *  lou  are  no<  his  wffs. 
/  am  fio<  nis  wife:  you  are  his  Donna,  and  /  am 
his  Domna:  your  husband  is  a  6eeeo,  and  mine  U 
another.  For  the  rest,  what  ri^ht  have  you  to 
reproach  me  ?  If  he  prefers  me  to  you,  is  it  my 
fault }  If  you  wish  to  secure  him,  tie  him  to  your 
petticoat-string.  But  do  not  think  to  speak  to  mo 
without  a  tewff  beoause  you  happen  to  be  richer 
than  I  am.'  Having  delivered  this  pretty  piece  ol 
eloquence  (which  I  translate  as  it  was  translated 
to  me  by  a  bystander),  she  went  on  her  way,  leaving 
a  numerous  audience,  with  Madame  *  *  to  ponder 
at  her  leiaure  on  the  dialogue  between  them. 

"  When  I  came  to  Venice  for  the  winter  she  fol- 
lowed ;  and  as  she  found  herself  out  to  be  a  favor- 
ite, she  came  to  me  pretty  often.  But  she  had 
inordinate  self-love,  and  was  not  tolerant  of  other 
women.  At  the  '  Cavalchina,'  the  masked  ball  on 
the  last  night  of  the  Carnival,  where  all  the  world 
goes,  she  snatched  off  the  mask  of  Madame  Con- 
tsxini,  a  lady  noble  by  birth,  and  decent  in  conduct, 
for  no  other  reason  but  because  she  happened  to 
be  leaning  on  my  arm.  You  may  suppose  what  a 
eorsed  noise  this  made ;  but  this  is  only  one  of  hsv 
pranks. 

<*At  last  she  quarrelled  with  her  husband,  and 
one  evening  ran  away  to  my  house.  I  told  her  this 
would  not  do ;  she  said  she  would  lie  in  the  street, 
bnt  not  go  back  to  him;  that  he  beat  her,  (the 
gentle  tigrees !)  spent  her  money,  and  scandalously 
neglected  her.  As  it  was  midnijB^ht,  I  let  her  stay, 
ana  next  day  there  was  no  moving  her  at  all.  Her 
husband  came  roaring  and  crying,  and  entreating 
her  to  come  back— iio<  shel  He  then  applied  to 
the  police,  and  they  applied  to  me:  I  told  them 
and  ner  husband  to  take  her ;  I  did  not  want  her} 
she  had  come,  and  I  could  not  fling  her  ou*  of  the 
window ;  but  they  might  conduct  her  through  thai 
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or  the  door  if  they  chose  it.  She  went  before  the 
commissary,  but  was  oblisfed  to  return  with  that 

*  becco  etti'co,'  as  she  called  the  poor  man,  who  had 
ft  phthisic.  In  a  few  days  she  ran  away  again. 
After  a  precious  piece  of  work,  she  fixed  herself  in 
my  house,  really  and  truly  without  my  consent; 
but,  owing  to  my  indolence,  and  not  being  able  to 
keep  my  countenance — for  if  I  began  in  a  rage,  she 
always  finished  by  making  me  laugh  with  some 
Venetian  pantaloonery  or  another;  and  the  gipsy 
knew  this  well  enough,  as  well  as  her  other  powers 
of  persuasion,  and  exerted  them  with  the  usual  tact 
ana  success  of  all  she-things  ; — high  and  low,  they 
are  all  alike  for  that. 

*'  Madame  Benzoni  also  took  her  under  her  pro- 
tection, and  then  her  head  turned.  She  was  always 
in  extremes,  either  crying  or  laughing,  and  so  fierce 
when  angered,  that  slic  was  the  terror  of  men,  wo- 
men, and  children — for  she  had  the  strength  of  ah 
Amazon,  with  the  temper  of  Medea.  She  was  a 
fine  animal,  but  quite  untameable.  /  was  the  only 
person  that  could  at  all  keep  her  in  any  order,  and 
when  she  saw  me  really  angry  (which  they  tell  me 
is  a  savage  sight),  she  subsided.  But  she  had  a 
thousand  fooleries.  In  her  fazziolo,  the  dress  of 
the  lower  orders,  she  looked  beautiful ;  but,  alas ! 
she  longed  for  a  hat  and  feathers ;  and  all  I  could 
Bay  or  do  (and  I  said  much)  could  not  prevent  this 
travestie.  I  put  the  first  into  the  fire ;  but  I  got 
tired  of  burnmg  them  before  she  did  of  buying 
them,  so  that  sne  made  herself  a  figure — for  they 
did  not  at  all  become  her. 

*•  Then  she  would  have  her  gowns  with  a  tail — 
like  a  lady,  forsooth ;  nothing  would  serve  her  but 

*  I'abita  colla  coua^*  or  cua  (tiiat  is  the  Venetian  for 

*  la  cola,'  the  tail  or  train),  and  as  her  cursed  pro- 
nunciation of  the  word  made  me  laugh,  there  was 
an  end  of  all  controversy,  and  she  dragged  this 
diabolical  tail  after  her  every  where. 

*'  In  the  mean  time,  she  beat  the  women  and 
•topped  my  letters.  I  found  her  one  day  ponder- 
ing over  one.  She  used  to  try  to  find  out  by  their 
shape  whether  they  were  feminine  or  no ;  and  she 
used  to  lament  her  ignorance,  and  actually  studied 
her  alphabet,  on  purpose  (as  slie  declared)  to  open 
all  letters  addressed  to  me,  and  read  their  contents. 

**  I  must  not  omit  to  do  justice  to  her  housekeep- 
ing qualities.     After  she  came  into  my  house  as 

*  donna  di  govcmo,'  the  expenses  were  reduced  to 
less  than  half,  and  every  body  did  their  duty  bettor 
—the  apartments  were  kept  in  order,  ancl  every 
thing,  and  everj'  body  else,  except  herself. 

"  That  she  had  a  sufficient  regard  for  me  in  her 
wild  way,  I  had  many  reasons  to  believe.  I  will 
mention  one.  In  the  autumn,  one  day  going  to  the 
Lido  with  my  gondoliers,  we  were  overtaken  by  a 
heavy  squall,  and  the  gondola  put  in  peril — hats 
blown  away,  boat  filling,  oar  lost,  tumbling  sea, 
thunder,  rain  in  torrents,  night  coming,  and  wind 
unceasing.  On  our  return,  after  a  tight  struggle, 
I  found  her  on  the  open  steps  of  the  Mocenigo 
palace,  on  the  Grand  Canal,  with  her  great  black 
eyes  flashing  through  her  tears,  and  the  long  dark 
hair,  which  was  streaming,  drenched  with  rain, 
over  her  brows  and  breast.  She  was  perfectly  ex- 
posed to  the  storm ;  and  the  wind  blowing  her  hair 
and  dress  about  her  thin  tall  figure,  and  the  light- 
ning flashing  around  her,  and  the  waves  rolling  at 
her  feet,  made  her  look  like  Medea  alighting  from 
her  chariot,  or  the  sibyl  of  the  tempest  that  was 
rolling  around  her,  the  only  living  thing  within 
hail  at  that  moment  except  ourselves.  On  seeing 
me  safe,  she  did  not  wait  to  greet  me,  as  might 
have  been  expected,  but  calling  out  to  me — *  Ah ! 
can'  della  Madonna,  xe  esto  il  tempo  por  andar'  al' 
Lido  ? '  (Ah !  do^  of  the  Virgin,  is  this  a  time  to 
go  to  Lido  ?)  ran  into  the  house,  and  solaced  her- 
self with  scolding  the  boatmen  for  not  foreseeing 
the  *temporale.'  I  am  told  by  the  servants  that 
■he  had  only  been  prevented  from  coming  in  a  boat 
(o  look  after  me,  by  the  refusal  of  all  the  gondoliers 


of  the  canal  to  put  out  int 

moment;  and  that  then  she 
in  all  the  thickest  of  the  sq 
be  removed  nor  comforted, 
again  was  moderately  mixed 
me  the  idea  of  a  tigress  over 
'  But  her  reign  drew  neai 
quite  ungovernable  some  ra 
currence  of  complaints,  som 
— 'a  favorite  has  no  friend 
part  with  her.  I  told  her 
return  home,  (she  had  acq 
vision  for  herself  and  moth* 
and  she  refused  to  quit  the  1: 
she  went  threatening  knivet 
her  that  I  had  seen  knives  c 
and  that  if  she  chose  to  bc| 
and  fork  also,  at  her  service 
intimidation  would  not  do. 
was  at  dinner,  she  walked  in 
a  glass  door  that  lead  from 
staircase,  by  way  of  prol< 
straight  up  to  the  table,  sn 
my  hand,  cutting  me  slightl 
operation.  Whether  she  m< 
herself  or  me,  I  know  not — p 
— ^but  Fletcher  seized  her  by 
her.  I  then  called  my  boati 
to  get  the  gondola  ready,  a 
own  house  again,  seeing  car( 
self  no   mischief  by  the  wa 

auiet,  and  walked  down  s 
inner. 

•'  We  heard  a  great  noise, 
them  on  the  staircase,  carrvi 
had  thrown  herself  into  thi 
tended  to  destroy  herself, 
when  we  consider  the  fear 
can't  swim  have  of  deep  or 
(and  the  Venetians  in  parti 
on  the  waves,)  and  that  it  wj 
and  very  cold,  it  shows  that  i 
of  some  sort  within  her. 
without  much  difficulty  or 
salt  water  she  had  swallowc 
had  undergone. 

•♦  I  foresaw  her  intention  t 
for  a  surgeon,  inquiring  ho^ 
require  to  restore  her  from 
named  the  time.  I  then  a 
time,  and  more  if  you  requir 
tion  of  this  prescribed  peric 
the  house,  /will.* 

"  All  my  people  were  co 
always  been  frightened  at  1 
lyzed:  they  wanted  me  to  ! 
guard  myself,  &c.,  &c.,  lik 
servile  boobies,  as  they  were 
kind,  thinking  that  I  might 
another ;  besides,  I  had  been 
and  knew  their  ways. 

"  I  had  her  sent  home  qui( 
and  never  saw  her  since,  exc 
at  a  distance  among  the  aud; 
attempts  to  return,  but  no  m 
this  is  the  story  of  Margai 
relates  to  me. 

"I  forgot  to  mention  ths 
and  would  cross  herself  if 
time  strike.    *  ♦ 

«  «  • 

**  She  was  quick  in  reply 
day  when  she  had  made  mc 
ing  somebody  or  other,  I  ca 
in  Italian,  is  a  sad  affront.) 
She  turned  round,  curtsied, 
tuaj  'celenza,*  (i.  e.  eccellenj 
your  Excellency.'  In  short 
fore,  a  very  fine  animal,  of  ( 
energy,  with  many  ^ood  and 
ties,  but  wild  ajs  a  witch  and 
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d  to  boast  irablidT  of  her  ascriiduiey  OTer  me, 
itrasting  it  with  tnat  of  other  women,  and  as- 
Qing  for  it  sundry  reasons,  *  *  *.  True  it  was, 
^t  they  all  tried  to  get  her  away,  and  no  one 
:ceedea  till  her  own  absurdity  helped  them. 
*  I  omitted  to  tell  you  her  answer,  when  I  re- 
>aclied  her  for  snatching  Madame  Contarini's 
Isk  at  the  Cavalchina.  I  represented  to  her  that 
a  -was  a  lady  of  high  birth,  *  una  Dama,*  &c. 
e  answered,  *  Se  ella  e  dama  mi  (io)  son  Vene- 
n  :  * — •  if  she  is  a  lady,  I  am  a  Venetian/  This 
»uld  ha^e  been  fine  a  hundred  years  affo,  the  pride 
the  nation  rising  up  against  the  prioe  of  aristoc- 
^y  :*  but,  alas !  Venice,  and  her  people,  and  her 
bles,  are  alike  returning  fast  to  the  ocean ;  and 
lere  there  is  no  independence,  there  can  be  no 
al  self-respect.  I  believe  that  I  mistook  or  mis- 
ated  one  of  her  phrases  in  my  letter;  it  should 
Lve  been — *  Can'  dcdla  Madonna,  cosa  vus'  tu  ? 
to  non  ^  tempo  per  andar'  a  Lido  ? ' 


LETTER  CCCLXXVI. 

TO  MB.  ICURKAT. 

»  Vmlee,  Jum  18, 1818. 

**  Business,  and  the  utter  and  inexplicable  silence 
f  all  my  correspondents,  renders  me  impatient  and 
roublesome.  I  wrote  to  Mr.  Hanson  for  a  balance 
rhich  is  (or  ought  to  be)  in  his  hands ; — ^no  answer, 
expected  the  messenger  with  the  Newstead  papers 
wo  months  ago,  and  instead  of  him,  I  received  a 
equisition  to  proceed  to  Geneva,  which  (from  ♦  ♦, 
rho  knows  my  wishes  and  opinions  about  approach- 
ng  Bn gland)  could  only  be  irony  or  insult. 

**  I  must,  therefore,  trouble  you  to  pay  into  my 
>anker8  immediately  whatever  sum  or  suras  you 
:an  make  it  convenient  to  do  on  our  agreement; 
>therwiRe,  I  shall  be  put  to  the  severest  and  most 
mmediate  inconvenience ;  and  this  at  a  time  when, 
»y  everf  rational  prospect  and  calculation,  I  ought 
;6  be  in  the  receipt  of  considerable  sums.  Pray  do 
lot  neglect  this ;  you  have  no  idea  to  what  incon- 
venience you  will  otherwise  put  me.  *  *  had  some 
ibsurd  notion  about  the  disposal  of  this  money  in 
unnuity,  (or  God  knows  what,)  which  I  merely  lis- 
tened to  when  he  was  here  to  avoid  squabbles  and 
sermons ;  but  I  have  occasion  for  the  principal,  and 
had  never  any  serious  idea  of  approbating  it  other- 
wise than  to  answer  my  personal  expenses.  Hob- 
house's  wish  is,  if  possible,  to  force  me  back  to 
England:  he  will  not  succeed;  and  if  he  did,  I 
would  not  stay.  I  hate  the  country,  and  like  this ; 
and  all  foolisn  opposition,  of  course,  merely  adds 
to  the  feeling,  lour  silence  makes  me  doubt  the 
success  of  canto  fourth.  If  it  has  failed,  I  will 
make  such  deduction  as  you  think  proper  and  fair 
from  the  original  agreement;  but  I  could  wish 
whatever  is  to  be  paid  were  remitted  to  me,  without 
delay,  through  the  usual  channel,  by  course  of  post. 
**  When  I  tell  you  that  I  have  not  heard  a  word 
from  Bngland  since  very  early  in  May,  I  have  made 
the  culogium  of  my  friends,  or  the  persons  who  call 
themselves  so,  since  I  have  written  so  often  and  in 

the  greatest  anxiety.     Thank  God,  the  longer  I  am 

absent,  the    less    cause  I  see  for  regretting  the 

country  or  its  living  cor  tents. 

^'  I  am  yours,  &c. 
"P.S.  TellMr.  ♦♦•  that  ♦  • 

and  that  I  never  will  forgive  him,  (or  any  body,)  the 
atrocity  of  their  late  silence  at  a  time  wlien  I  wished 
particularly  to  hear,  for  every  reason,  from  my 
friends." 


>  CMIde  RuoM,  cwito  Ir., 


,  xllLr-"! 


I  Oke  a  ■ntned  Into 
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TO  MS.  MURRAY. 


"  Veoiee,  Ji^jr  10, 1818. 

*  I  have  reeeiyed  your  letter  and  the  credit  from 
Morlands,  &c.,  for  whom  I  have  also  drawn  upon 
jovL  at  sixty  days'  sight  for  the  remainder,  accord- 
ing to  your  proposition. 

*'  I  am  still  waiting  in  Venice,  in  expectancy  of 
the  arrival  of  Hanson's  clerk.  What  can  detain 
him,  I  do  not  know :  but  I  trust  that  Mr.  Hobhonse 
and  Mr.  Kinnaird,  when  the  political  fit  is  abated, 
will  take  the  trouble  to  inquire  and  expedite  him, 
as  I  have  nearly  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  de- 
pending upon  the  completion  of  the  sale  and  t)\0 
signature  of  the  papers. 

*•  The  draft  on  you  is  drawn  up  by  Siri  and  Will- 
halm.  I  hope  that  the  form  is  correct.  I  signed  it 
two  or  three  days  ago,  desiring  them  to  forward  it 
to  Messrs.  Morland  and  Ransom. 

"  Your  projected  editions  for  November  had  bet- 
ter be  postponed,  as  I  have  some  things  in  project, 
or  preparation,  that  may  be  of  use  to  you,  though 
not  very  important  in  themselves.  I  have  completed 
an  ode  on  Venice,*  and  have  two  stories,  one  seri- 
ous and  one  ludicrous,  (a  la  Beppo,)  not  yet 
finished,  and  in  no  hurry  to  be  so. 

**  You  talk  of  the  letter  to  Hobhouse  being  much 
admired,  and  speak  of  prose.f  I  think  of  writing 
(for  your  full  edition)  some  memoirs  of  my  life,  to 
prefix  to  them,  upon  the  same  model  (though  far 
enough,  I  fear,  from  reaching  it),  of  Gifiord,  flume, 
&c. ;  and  this  without  any  intention  of  making  dis- 
closures, or  remarks  upon  living  people,  which 
would  be  unpleasant  to  them :  but  I  thinK  it  might 
be  done,  and  well  done.  However,  this  is  to  be 
considered.  I  have  materials  in  plenty,  but  the 
greater  part  of  them  could  not  be  used  by  me,  nor 
for  these  hundred  years  to  come.  However,  there 
is  enough  without  these,  and  merely  as  a  literary 
man,  to  make  a  preface  for  such  an  edition  as  you 
meditate.  But  this  is  by-the-way:  I  have  not 
made  up  my  mind. 

**I  enclose  you  a  note  on  the  subject  of  'Parv- 
sini,*X  which  Hobhouse  can  dross  for  you.  It  is  an 
extract  of  particulars  from  a  history  of  Ferrara. 

*'  I  trust  you  have  been  attentive  to  Missiaglia, 
for  the  English  have  the  character  of  neglecting 
the  Italians  at  present,  which  I  hope  you  will  re- 
deem. "  Yours  in  haste, 

"B." 


LETTER  CCCLXXVin. 

TO  MR.    MURRAY. 

"  Voake,  Jdjr  17, 1SI8. 
**  I  suppose  that  Aglietti  will  take  whatever  yon 
offer,  but  till  his  return  from  Vienna  I  can  make 
him  no  proposal ;  nor,  indeed,  have  you  authorized 
me  to  do  so.  The  three  French  notes  are  by  Lady 
Mary;  also  another  half-English-French-Italian. 
They  are  vcr}'  pretty  and  passionate;  it  is  a  pity 
that  a  piece  of  one  of  them  is  lost.  Alga- 
rotti  seems  to  have  treated  her  ill;  but  she  was 
much  his  senior,  and  all  women  are  used  ill — or  say 
so,  whether  they  are  or  not. 

"  I  shall  be  glad  of  your  books  and  powders.  I 
am  still  in  waiting  for  Hanson's  clerk,  but  luckily 
not  at  Geneva.  All  my  good  friends  wrote  to  me 
to  hasten  there  to  meet  him,  but  not  one  had  the 
good  sense,  or  the  good  nature,  to  write  afterward 
to  tell  me  that  it  would  be  time  and  a  joume* 


*  ScepBfBSZS.  The  two 
t  DcUicaliou  to  the  rovilh 
X  See  nuWna,  oolc, 


■toifee  »«ra  Meaepp*  and  Don  Juea. 
CMMo  of  ChBdi  HmoM. 
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thrown  away,  as  lie  could  not  set  off  for  some 
months  after  the  period  appointed.  If  I  nad  taken 
the  journey  on  the  general  suggestion,  I  never 
would  have  spoken  again  to  one  of  you  as  long  as  1 
existed.  I  have  written  to  request  Mr.  Kmnaird, 
when  the  foam  of  his  politics  is  wiped  away,  to  ex- 
tract a  positive  answer  from  that  ♦  ♦  ♦  *,  and  not 
to  keep  me  in  a  state  of  suspense  upon  the  subject. 
I  hope  that  Kinnaird,  who  has  my  power  of  attor- 
ney, keeps  a  look-out,  upon  the  gentleman,  which  is 
the  more  necessary,  as  1  have  a  great  dislike  to  the 
idea  of  coming  over  to  look  after  him  myself. 

"  I  have  several  things  begun,  verse  and  prose, 
but  none  in  much  forwardness.  I  have  written 
some  six  or  seven  sheets  of  a  life,  which  I  mean  to 
continue,  and  send  you  when  finished.  It  may  per- 
haps serve  for  your  projected  editions.  If  you 
would  tell  me  exactly  (for  I  know  nothing  and  have 
no  correspondents,  except  on  business)  the  state  of 
the  reception  of  our  late  publications,  and  the  feel- 
ing upon  them,  without  consulting  any  delicacies,  (I 
am  too  seasoned  to  require  them,)  I  should  know 
how  and  in  what  manner  to  proceed.  I  should  not 
like  to  give  them  too  much,  which  may  probably 
have  been  the  case  already ;  but,  as  I  tell  you,  I 
know  nothing. 

"  I  once  \vrote  from  the  fulness  of  my  mind  and 
the  love  of  fame,  (not  as  an  end,  but  as  a  meanSy  to 
obtain   that  influence  over  men's  minds  which  is 

Eower  in  itself  and  in  its  consequences,)  and  now 
:om  habit  and  from  avarice ;  so  that  the  effect  may 
probably  be  as  different  as  the  inspiration,  I  have 
the  same  facility,  and  indeed  necessity,  of  composi- 
tion, to  avoid  'idleness,  (though  idleness  in  a  hot 
country  is  a  pleasure,)  but  a  much  greater  indiffer- 
ence to  what  is  to  become  of  it,  after  it  has  served 
my  immediate  purpose.     However,  I  should  on  no 

account  like  to ,  but  I  won't  go  on,  like  the 

archbishop  of  Granada,  as  I  am  very  sure  that  you 
dread  the  fate  of  Gil  Bias,  and  with  good  reason. 

«'  Yours,  &c." 
*'  P.  S.  I  hare  written  some  very  savage  letters  to 
Mr.  Hobhouse,  Kinnaird,  to  you,  and  to  Hanson,  be- 
cause the  silence  of  so  lon^  a  time  made  me  tear 
off  ray  remaining  rags  of  patience.  I  have  seen  one 
or  two  late  English  publications  which  are  no  great 
things,  except  Kob  Roy.  I  shall  be  glad  of  Whis- 
tlecraft." 


LETTER  CCCLXXIX. 


TO  Ma.  MURRAY. 


sible  for  me  to  keep 
tience. 

*<  Enclosed  is  a  list 
would  be  glad  to  recei\ 
letters,  if  you  are  disp 
of  fifty  pounds  sterling 
have  as  part,  and  the  r 
and  you  may  carry  it  ti 
which  is  in  balance  agj 
ingly.  So  that  the  w 
them,  at  any  rate;  i 
hunt  for  more  Lady-l 
thinks  of  finding.  1 1 
the  article,  and  believe 


"Venioe,  ADg.98,1818. 

"You  may  go  on  with  your  edition,  wthout  cal- 
culating on  the  memoir,  which  I  shall  not  publish 
at  present.  It  is  nearly  finished,  but  will  be  too 
long ;  and  there  are  so  many  things,  which,  out  of 
regard  to  the  living,  cannot  be  mentioned,  that  I 
have  written  with  too  much  detail  of  that  which  in- 
terested me  least;  so  that  my  autobiographical 
essay  would  resemble  the  tragedy  of  Hamlet  at  the 
country  theatre,  recited  *  with  the  part  of  Hamlet 
left  out  by  particular  desire.*  I  shall  keep  it  among 
my  papers ;  it  will  be  a  kind  of  guide-post  in  case 
of  death,  and  prevent  some  of  the  lies  which  would 
otherwise  be  told,  and  destroy  some  which  have 
been  told  already. 

••  The  tales  also  are  in  an  unfinished  state,  and  I 
can  fix  no  thne  for  their  completion  ;  they  are  also 
not  in  the  best  manner.  You  must  not,  therefore, 
calculate  upon  any  thing  in  time  for  this  edition. 
The  memoir  is  already  above  forty  sheets  of  very 
large,  long  paper,  and  will  be  about  fifty  or  sixty ; 
but  I  wish  to  go  on  leisurely ;  and  when  finished, 
although  it  might  do  a  good  deal  for  you  at  the 
time,  I  am  not  sure  that  it  would  serve  any  good 

purpose  in  the  end  either,  as  it  is  full  of  many  pas-  turn  out.     I  suppose 
•ions  nnd  prejudices,  of  which  it  has  been  impos- '  England  by  your  stay 


LETTE] 


"  Dear  Sir, 

"Dr.  Aglictti  is  th 
Venice,  but  in  Italy  ; 
Canal,  and  easily  foun 
am  probably  the  only 
know  it.  1  here  is  no 
any  of  the  other  medi( 
much  to  hear  of  yom 
myself  the  honor  of  -m 
I  am  up.  I  write  thii 
received  the  letter  and 
that  nothing  but  the  < 
could  have  prevented  i 
or  coming  in  person, 
minute.  I  have  the  h 
"Yo 


LETTE3 


"  An  English  news] 
and  an  opposition  one 
extracts  from  extrac 
gazettes,  nothing  of  1 
Lombard  public,  wh( 
pressed  in  Europe. 
England  are  mostly 
my  solicitor,  Mr.  Han 
notion,  or  extensive 
attributes  ;  for  he  on 
view,  and,  looking  at 
see  you  have  got  into 
only  sentence  I  ever 
matters,  or  the  men  t 

"  My  first  news  of  } 
sequently,  been  from 
be  forgotten  in  a  hui 
your  enemies,  I  hope 
some  of  the  former,  i 
you  joy  with  all  my  1 
have  been  a  good  d 
Abbey, — besides  beinj 
(many  years  hence,  I 

"  I  am  sorry  to  per 
your  letter,  that  eve 
•  surgit  amari,'  &c.,  a 
has  been  gathering  i 
Berraoothes'— or  rati 
some  items  of  the  afi 
one  ;  and,  if  it  grows 
trip  over  here  for  a 
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,  I  have  passed  between  the  age  of  one-and- 

ity  and  tbirtj,  half  the  intervenient  jean  out 

without  regrettmff  any  thing,  except  that  I 

returned  to  r  at  all,  and  the  gloonr  ]>rospeot 
re  me  of  buainess  and  parentage  oluiging  me, 
day,  to  return  again,— «t  least,  for  the  transao- 

or  affairs,  the  signing  of  papers,  and  inspect- 
of  children. 

I  haye  here  my  natural  daughter,  by  name  Al- 
&, — a  pretty  little  girl  enoush,  and  reckoned  like 
I.  Her  mamma  is  EngHsn,— bnt  it  ii  a  long 
7, — and— there*e  an  end.  She  is  about  twen^r 
thsold.  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  i 

I  hare  finished  the  first  canto,  (a  long  one,  of 
It  one  hundred  and  eighty  octayes,)  of  a  poem  in 
style  and  manner  of  *  Beppo'encouragea  by  the 
i  success  of  the  same.    It  is  called  '  Don  Juan,' 

is  meant  to  be  a  little  qtiietly  facetious  upon 
-y  thing.  But  I  doubt  whether  it  is  not — at 
t,  as  fiur  as  it  has  yet  gone — too  free  for  these 
r  modest  days.  However,  I  shall  try  the  experi- 
it,  anonymously  and  if  it  don't  take,  it  will  be 
ontinued.  It  is  dedicated  to  Southey  in  g^od, 
pie,  savage  verse,  upon  the  •  ♦  •  ♦'s  politics,* 

the  way  ne  got  them.  But  the  bore  of  copying 
ut  is  intoleraole ;  and  if  I  had  an  amanuensis  he 
lid  be  of  no  use,  as  my  writing  is  so  difficult  to 
ipher. 

«*  M7  pom'h  jpfe,  ud  hiiMMit  to  be 

DMdfld  b  twelve  boohi,  ewh  boek  oeotoininf 
With  lore  ud  w,  •  bcary  gate  at  eoe— 
A  Ikt  of  ahipe,  and  ceptakia,  and  Unge  idgniaf— 


The  above  are  two  stanzas,  which  I  send  you  as  a 
sk  of  my  Babel,  and  by  which  you  can  judge  of 
!  texture  of  the  structure. 
*  In  writing  the  life  of  Sheridan,  never  mind  the 
^  lies  of  the  humbug  Whigs.  Recollect  that  he 
s  an  Irishman  and  a  clever  fellow,  and  that  we 
re  had  some  very  pleasant  days  with  him.  Don't 
get  that  he  was  at  school  at  Hairow,  where,  in  my 
le,  we  used  to  show  his  name— R.  B.  Sheridan, 
>6— as  an  honor  to  the  walls.    Remember  * 

pend  upon  it  that  there  were  worse  folks  going, 
that  ganx ,  than  ever  Sheridan  was. 
'<  What  did  Parr  mean  hy  *  haughtiness  and  cold- 
Bs  ?  I  listened  to  him  with  admiring  ignorance, 
d  respectful  silence.  What  more  could  a  talker 
'  fame  have  ? — they  don't  like  to  be  answered.  It 
iS  at  Payne  Knight's  I  met  him,  where  he  gave  me 
>re  Greek  thtrn  1  could  carry  away.  But  I  cer- 
inly  meant  to  (and  did)  treat  him  with  the  most 
ipectftd  deference. 

"  I  wish  you  a  good  night  with  a  Venetian  bene- 
Jtion,  '  Benedetto  te,  e  la  terra  che  ti  far* !  ' — 
lay  you  be  blessed,  and  the  earth,  which  vou  will 
zke  '—is  it  not  pretty  ?  You  would  think  it  still 
ettier  if  you  haa  heard  it,  as  I  did  two  hours  ago, 
)m  the  lips  of  a  Venetian  girl,  with  large  black 
es,  a  face  Uke  Faustina's,  and  the  figure  of  a 
mo— tall  and  energetic  as  a  Pythoness,  with 
es  flashing,  and  her  dark  hair  streaming  in  the 
oonlight— one  of  those  women  who  may  be  made 
ly  thing.  I  am  sure  if  I  put  a  poniard  into  the 
uid  of  this  one,  she  woula  plunge  it  where  I  told 
?r,— sod  into  me,  if  I  offended  her.  I  like  this  kind 
:  animal,  and  am  sure  that  I  should  have  preferred 
Ledca  to  any  woman  that  ever  breathed,  x  ou  may, 
srhaps,  wonder  that  I  don't  in  that  case      * 

could  have  forgiven  the  dagger  or  the  bowl,  any 
ling,  but  the  deliberate  desolation  piled  upon  me, 
'hon  I  stood  alone  upon  my  hearth,  with  my  house- 
old  gods  shivered  around  me.*  •  •  ♦ 
)o  yott  suppose  I  haveforgotten  or  forgiven  it  ?  It 
as  comparatively  swallowed  up  in  me  every  other 
seling,  and  I  am  only  a  spectator  upon  eurth,  till 


a  tenfold  opportunity  oifeis.  It  may  oome  yet 
There  ace  others  more  to  be  blamed  than  *  * 
*  *,  and  it  is  on  these  that  my  eyes  are  fixed  uo- 
eeasingly." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXH 

TO  XR^  MURRAY 

««yaiiae,Seiit.SI,  ISia 

'  In  the  one  himdred  and  thirty-second  stansa  of 
canto  fourth,  the  stanza  runs  in  the  manuscript 

**  And  dioa,  who  mver  jet  of  humeii  wnmf 
U/t  liw  iinhehiBoiid  eewle,  gwart  Nemeib  I 

and  not  *  lost,  which  is  nonsense,  as  what  losing  a 
scale  means,  I  know  not ;  but  leavina  an  unbalanced 
scale,  or  a  scale  unbalanced,  is  intelligible.*  Correct 
this,  I  pray,— not  for  the  public,  or  the  poetry,  but  I 
do  not  choose  to  have  blunders  made  in  addressing 
any  of  the  deities  so  seriously  as  this  is  addressed. 

"  Yours,  &c. 
"  P.  S.  In  the  translation  from  the  Spanish,  alter 

«« lo  inaeMiiic  «|indRMM  flev, 
"  To  B  aricHlj  eqaadiaa  grew. 

"What  does  *  thy  waters  xcasted  them'  in  the 
canto  ?)     J%at  is  not  me.f  Consult  the  MS.  always. 

**  I  have  written  the  first  canto  (one  hundred  and 
eighty  octave  stanzas)  of  a  poem  t  in  the  style  of 
Beppo,  and  have  Mazeppa  to  finish  besides. 

**  In  referring  to  the  mistake  in  stanza  one  hun- 
dred and  thirty-two,  I  take  the  opportunity  to  desire 
that  in  future,  in  all  parts  of  my  writings  referring 
to  religion,  you  will  be  more  careful,  and  not  forget 
that  it  is  possible  that  in  addressing  the  Deity  a 
blunder  may  become  a  blasphemy ;  and  I  do  not 
choose  to  suffer  such  inCunous  perversions  of  my 
words  or  of  my  intentions. 

**  I  saw  the  canto  by  accident." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXUI. 

TO  U7L  XT7RRAT. 

e  e  e  •  e  e 

"  The  opinions  which  I  have  asked  of  Mr.  Hob- 
house  and  others  were  with  regard  to  the  poetical 
merit,  and  not  as  to  what  they  may  think  due  to  the 
cant  of  the  day,  which  still  reads  the  Bath  Guide, 
Little's  Poems,  Prior,  and  Chaucer,  to  say  nothing 
of  Fielding  and  Smollett.  If  published,  publish  en- 
tire, with  the  above-mentioned  exceptions  ;  or  vou 
may  publish  anonymously,  or  not  at  all.  In  the  lat^ 
ter  event,  print  fifty  on  my  account,  for  private  dis- 
tribution. "Yours,  &c. 

**  1  have  written  to  Messrs.  Kinnaird  and  Hob- 
house,  to  desire  that  they  will  not  erase  more  than  I 
have  stated. 

**  The  second  canto  of  Bon  Juan  is  finished  ui 
two  hundred  and  six  stanzas." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXIV. 

TO  XR.  MURRAY. 

*«VenlGe,J«B.9S,ltlSL 

«  You  will  do  me  the  favor  to  print  privatdy  (for 
private  distribution)  fifty  copies  of   *I)on  /«■&.' 


•  Cuiumi  In  tUe  ediuen. 

tThiipeewgeii 

fee  Oea  iuta,  flutfo  b.. 


;^ 
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The  list  of  the  men  to  whom  I  wish  it  to  be  presented, 
I  will  send  hereafter.  The  other  two  poems  had  best 
be  added  to  the  collective  edition  :  I  do  not  approve 
of  their  beinf^  published  separately.  Print  Don  Juan 
efUirCt  omitting,  of  course,  the  lines  on  Castlereagh, 
as  I  am  not  on  the  spot  to  meet  him.  I  have  a  sec- 
ond canto  ready,  which  will  be  sent  by-and-by.  By 
this  post,  I  have  written  to  Mr.  Ilobhouse,  addressed 
to  your  care.  **  Yours,  &c. 

*•  P.  S.  I  have  acquiesced  in  the  request  and  re- 
presentatioiT ;  and  having  done  so,  it  is  idle  to  detail 
my  arguments  in  favor  of  my  own  self-love  and 
Poeshic  ;  but  I  protest.  If  the  poem  has  poetry,  it 
would  stand ;  if  not,  fall ;    the  rest  is  •  leather  and 

SruncUa,*  and  has  never  vet  atfcctcd  any  human  pro- 
uction  •  pro  or  con.'  Dufness  is  the  only  annihilator 
in  such  cases.  As  to  the  cant  of  the  day,  I  despise 
it,  as  I  have  ever  done  all  its  other  finical  fashions, 
which  become  you  as  paint  became  the  ancient  Bri- 
tons. If  you  admit  this  pruder}',  you  must  omit 
half  Ariohto,  La  Fontaine,  Shakspeare,  Beaumont, 
Fletcher,  Massinger,  Ford,  all  the  Charlei  Second 
writers;*  in  short,  something  of  most  who  have 
written  before  Pope  and  are  worth  reading,  and  much 
of  Pope  himself.  Rt'ad  him — most  of  you  don't — 
but  da — and  I  wiU  forgive  you;  though  the  inoita- 
ble  consequence  would  be*  that  you  would  bum  all 
I  have  ever  wTittcn,  and  all  your  other  wretched 
Claudians  of  the  day  (except  Scott  and  Crabbe), 
into  the  bargain.  I  wrong  Claudian,  who  %oaa  fipoety 
by  naming  him  with  such  fellows ;  but  he  was  the 
*  ultimus  Ilomanorum,'  the  tail  of  the  comet,  and 
these  persons  are  the  tail  of  an  old  gown  cut  into  a 
waistcoat  for  lackey  ;  but  being  both  tails,  I  have 
compared  one  with  the  othor,  though  very  unlike, 
like  all  similes. f  I  wTite  in  a  passion  and  a  sirocco, 
and  1  was  up  till  six  this  morning  at  the  Carnival ; 
but  1  protest,  as  I  did  in  my  former  letter." 


«*  "Within  this  last  fortnij 
indisposed  with  a  rebellion  c 
retain  nothing,  (liver,  I  sup 
or  fantasy,  not  to  be  able  t 
relish  but  a  kind  of  Adria 
which  happens  to  be  the  moi 
viands.  However,  within  tl 
bettejp,  and  very  truly  yours. 


LETTER  CCC 
TO  XB.  Mr 


LETTER  CCCLXXXV. 

TO   MR.   MURRAY. 

VcdIco,  Feb.  1,  1819 

*'  After  one  of  the  concluding  stanzas  of  the  first 
canto  of  *  Don  Juan,'  which  ends  with  (I  forget  the 
number) — 

"TohiiTe, 

wimi  the  orifi^nnl  It  diiat, 
A  oook,  a  d— <1  tiod  picturr,  and  worn  biM(,| 

Insert  the  following  stanza  :— 

"  Whit  are  the  hopri  of  man,  A«. 

"I  have  written  to  you  several  letters,  some  with 
additions,  and  some  upon  the  subject  of  the  poem 
itself,  which  my  cursed  puritanical  committee  have 
protested  agaitist  publishing.  But  we  will  circum- 
vent them  on  that  point.  I  have  not  yet  begun  to 
copy  out  the  second  canto,  which  is  finished,  from 
natural  laziness,  and  the  discouragement  of  the 
milk  and  water  they  have  throwTi  upon  the  first.  I 
say  all  this  to  them  as  to  you,  that  is,  for  you  to  say 
to  them,  for  I  will  have  nothing  underhand.  If  they 
had  told  me  the  poetry  was  bad,  I  would  have 
acquiesced  ;  but  they  say  the  contrary,  and  then 
talk  to  me  about  m(n-ality — the  first  time  I  ever 
hoard  the  word  from  any  body  who  was  not  a  rascal 
that  used  it  for  a  purpose.  I  maintain  that  it  is  the 
most  moral  of  poems  ;  but  if  people  won't  discover 
the  moral,  that  is  their  fault  not  mine.  I  have  al- 
ready written  to  beg  that  in  any  case  you  will  print 
fijty  for  private  distribution.  I  will  send  you  the 
list  of  persons  to  whom  it  is  to  be  sent  afterward. 


•  8»»  Don  Juan,  canto  It.,  itRnTai  xt\M. 
t  Sec  Letten  (o  Bowles  and  ELickwoxI. 
J  lo  the  printed  rcraioo,  "  ■  wirtcbed  pictaiv." 


"The  second  canto  of  1 
Saturday  last,  by  post,  in  foi 
and  two  of  three  sheets  eac 
hundred  and  seventeen  sti 
But  I  will  permit  no  curt; 
mentioned  about  Castlcreag] 

•  ♦  'You  shan't  make 
The  poem  will  please,  if  it  i 
it  will  fail :  but  I  will  have 
cutting  and  slashing.  If  you 
mwnyynously  :  it  will,  perhaj 
battle  my  way  a^rainst  them 

♦•  So  you  and  Mr.  Foscolo, 
take  what  you  call  a  *  great 
I  suppose,  or  some  sucn  pyr 
thing ;  I  hate  tasks.  Anc 
years  ! '  God  send  us  all  well 
let  alone  years.  If  one's 
employed  than  in  swcatin 
better' be  a  ditcher.  And 
Harold  nothing  ?  You  have  a 
is  it  nothing  to  have  written 
any  of  your  worn-out  machin 
have  spun  the  thoughts  of  t 
poem  into  twenty,  had  I  wac 
its  passion  into  as  many  mo 
you  want  lenf/th,  you  shall 
for  I'll  make  fifty  cantos.* 

"  And  Foacolo,  too  !  Wh 
thing  more  than  the  Letters 
and  pamphlets  ?  He  has  go 
his  command  than  I  have :  w 
time  ? — proved  his  genius,  d' 
its  fame,  nor  done  his  utmos 

*'  Besides,  I  mean  to  write 
imif  and  it  will  take  me  nine 
to  master  the  language  ;  and 
and  I  exist  too,  I  will  try  wh 
to  the  estimation  of  the  Eng 
let  them  calculate  what  it 
insult  me  ^vith  their  insolent 

•*  I  have  not  written  forth< 
pleased,  it  is  that  they  chose 
flattered  their  opinions,  nor 
Neither  will  I  make  '  Ladies 
fcmine  e  la  plebe.'t  I  have  v 
of  my  mind,  from  passion,  fr 
motives,  but  not  for  their  •  s\ 

•*  I  know  the  precise  wortl 
for  few  scribblers  have  had  m 
to  swerve  into  their  paths,  I 
sume  it.  But  I  neither  love 
though  I  buy  with  ye,  and  se 
eat  with  ye,  drink  with  ye,  nt 
made  me,  without  my  searc 
idol ;  they,  without  reason  or 
caprice  of  their  good  pleasure 
from  its  pedestal :  it  was  nol 
and  they  would,  it  seems,  ag: 
shall  not. 

"  You  ask  about  my  hcaltl 
of  the  year  I  was  in  a  state 


•  8«!  Don  Jxxtm,  canto  s 
t  ChildeUarokl, canton 
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ided  by  such  debili^  of  stomach  that  nothing 
Aiin.d  \ipon  it ;  and  I  was  obliged  to  reform  my 
r  of  life,*  which  was  conducting  mo  "from  the 
low^  leaf  to  the  ground,  with  all  deliberate 
d.  I  am  better  in  health  and  morals,  and  very 
h  yours,  &c. 

P.  S.  1  have  read  Hodgson's  '  Friends.'  ♦  • 
•  He  is  right  in  defending  Pope  agahist  the 
ard  pelicans  of  the  poetical  \vinter  day,  who  add 
It  to  their  parricide  by  sucking  the  blood  of  the 
int  of  Kiiglish  real  poetry — poetry  without  fault 
id  then  spurning  the  bosom  which  fed  them." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXVII. 

0  TSB    EDITOR  OP  OALIONAXI*S  UESSBNGEB. 

"  7ralce.  April  71,  I8I9L 
IB,, 

*  In  various  numbers  of  your  journal,  I  have  seen 
ntioned  a  work  entitled  *  the  Vampire,*  with  the 
lition  of  my'name  as  that  of.  the  author.  lam 
t  the  author,  and  never  heard  of  the  work  in 
t?stion  until  now.  In  a  more  recent  paper  I  per- 
ve  a  formal  annunciation  of  *  the  Vampire,*  with 
3  addition  of  an  account  of  my  *  residence  on  the 
and  of  Mitylene,*  an  island  which  I  have  occa- 
•nally  sailed  by  in  the  course  of  travelling  some 
ars  ago  through  the  Levant — and  where  I  should 
vc  no  objection  to  reside,  but  where  I  have  never 
t  resided.  Neither  of  these  performances  are  mine, 
d  I  presume  that  it  is  neither  unjust  nor  ungracious 
request  that  you  will  favor  me  by  contradicting 
e  advertisement  to  which  I  allude.  If  the  book 
clever,  it  would  be  base  to  deprive  the  real  writer, 
Kocvcr  he  may  be,  of  his  honors ;  and  if  stupid,  I 
?sire  the  responsibility  of  nobodv's  dulness  but  my 
vn.  You  will  excuse  the  troublp  I  give  you ;  the 
\putation  is  of  no  great  importance,  and  as  long 
:  it  was  confined  to  surmises  and  reports,  I 
lould  have  received  it,  as  I  received  many  others, 

1  silence.  But  the  formality  of  a  pubhc  adver- 
senicnt  of  a  book  I  never  wrote,  ani  a  residence 
here  I  never  resided,  is  a  little  too  much ;  particu- 
irly  as  I  have  no  notion  of  the  contents  of  the  one, 
or   the  incidents  of  the  other.     I  have  besides, 

personal  dislike  to  *  Vampires,*  and  the  little 
cquaintance  I  have  with  them  would  by  no  means 
iduce  me  to  divulge  their  secrets.  You  did  me 
luch  less  imury  by  your  paragraphs  about  *  my  de- 
otion  •  and  *  abandonment  of  society  for  the  salce  of 
?li.£pon,'  which  appeared  in  your  Messenger  during 
ist  Lent,  all  of  wliich  are  not  founded  on  fact,  but 
oil  see  I  do  not  contradict  them,  because  they  are 
icrely  personal,  whereas  the  others  in  some  degree 
oncem  the  reader.  You  will  oblige  me  by  comply- 
ng  >nth  my  request  of  contradiction — I  assure  you 
hat  I  know  nothing  of  the  work  or  works  in  question, 
,nd  have  the  honor  to  be  (as  the  correspondents  to 
dagaxines  say)  <  your  constant  reader,*  and  very 
**  Obt.  humble  servt., 

"  Byron.* 


LETTER  CCCLXXXVIII. 

TO  MB.  MURBAT. 

*<  Tenk?,  M17  IS,  Mil. 
•  •••«« 

"  I  have  got  your  extract,  and  the  *  Vampire.**  I 
need  not  say  it  is  not  mine.  There  is  a  rule  to  go 
by:  you  are  my  publisher,  (till  we  quarrel,)  and 
irliat  is  not  pubhshed  by  you  is  not  >vritten  by  me.  • 


Til 


Next  week  I  set  out  for  Romagna— at  least  iik 
all  probability.      You  had  better  go  on  with  the 
ublications,  without  waiting  to  hear  farther,  for  I 
ave  other  things  in  my  head.     *  Mazeppa '  and  the 
Ode  *  separate  ? — what  think  you  ?    Juan  anony- 
mous, wUkout  the  dedication;  for  I  won't  be%habby, 
and  attack  Southey  under  cloud  of  night. 

"Yours  &c.*' 


In  another  letter  on  the  subject  of  the  Vampire, 
are  the  following  particulars. 

LETTER  CCCLXXXIX. 

TO  MR.   MT7RRAY. 

*Thc  story  of  Shelley's  agitation  is  true.*  I 
can't  tell  what  seized  him,  for  he  don't  want  courage. 
He  was  once  with  me  in  a  gale  of  wind,  in  a  small 
boat,  right  under  the  rocks  between  Meillerie'and 
St.  Oingo.  We  were  five  in  the  boat— a  servant, 
two  boatmen,  and  ourselves.  The  sail  was  mis* 
managed,  and  the  boat  was  filling  fast.  He  can't 
swim.  I  stripped  off  my  coat,  made  him  strip  o£f 
his,  and  take  hold  of  an  oar,  telling  him  that  I 
thought  (being  myself  an  expert  swimmer)  I  could 
save  him,  if  ho  would  not  straggle  when  I  took 
hold  of  him— unless  we  got  smashed  against  the 
rocks,  which  were  high  and  sharp,  with  an  awk- 
ward surf  on  them  at  that  minute.  We  were  then 
about  a  hundred  yards  from  the  shore,  and  the  boat 
in  peril.  He  answered  me,  with  the  greatest  cool- 
ness, *  that  he  had  no  notion  of  being  saved,  and 
that  I  would  have  enough  to  do  to  save  myself,  and 
begged  not  to  trouble  me.*  Luckily,  the  boat 
riglited,  and,  bailing,  we  got  round  a  point  into  St. 
Gingo,  where  the  inhabitants  came  down  and  em- 
braced the  boatmen  on  their  escape,  the  wind  hav- 
ing been  high  enough  to  tear  up  some  huge  trees 
from  the  Alps  above  us,  as  we  saw  next  day. 

**  And  yet  the  same  Shelley,  who  was  as  cool  as 
it  was  possible  to  bo  in  such  circumstances,  (ot 
which  I  am  no  jud^e  myself,  as  the  chance  of  swim- 
ming naturally  gives  self-possession  when  near 
shore,)  certainly  had  the  fit  of  fantasy  which  Poli- 
dori  describes,  though  not  exactly  as  he  describes  it. 

«*  The  story  of  the  agreement  to  write  the  gkost- 
books  is  true ;  but  the  ladies  are  not  sisters.     •     • 

,    ♦  •  ♦  •  ♦  ♦ 

Mary  Godwin  (now  Mrs.  Shelley)  wrote  Franken- 
stein, which  vou  have  reviewed,  thinking  it  Shel- 
ley *s.  Methinks  it  is  a  wonderful  book  for  a  girl  of 
nineteen,  not  nineteen,  indeed,  at  that  time.  I  en 
close  you  the  beginning  of  mine,t  by  which  you  will 
see  how  far  it  resembles  Mr.  Colburn's  publication. 
If  you  choose  to  publish  it,  you  may,  stating  why, 
ana  with  such  explanatory  proem  as  you  please.  I 
never  went  on  wth  it,  as  you  will  perceive  by  the 
date.  I  began  it  in  an  old  account-book  of  Miss 
Milbanke*8,  which  I  kept,  because  it  contained  the 
word  *  Household,*  written  by  her  twice  on  the  in- 
side blank  page  of  the  covers,  being  the  only  two 
scraps  I  have  m  the  world  in  her  writing,  except  her 
name  to  the  deed  of  separation.  Her  letters  I  sent 
back,  except  those  of  the  quarrelling  correspond- 
ence, and  tnose,  being  documents,  are  placed  m  the 
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'  By  Doctor  PoUdorl. 


•  Tbkf(0i7,MciveBhitlwPre(M«  to  Um  ••  Vampire,"  »■•  fcllowi  :- 
'•  h  nppeu*  lint  oue  cveninf  Loid  B.,  Mr.  P.  B.  Sbelifj,  two  la«lw«,  uid 
ihc  griitternon  bdbre  »fluded  to,  afur  havin j  penaed  a  Gennaii  work  called 
Pb.Aiilainwp)rU,  tcjan  p-latiiij  ghart  •:«.ri-»,  w»v;i»  lib  kmhWp  harbg 
n-cilfd  ibe  brjinnlng  of  Chrlrtnbcl,  l!«n  unpuoiWied,  the  whoto  took  to 
Hrxmg  a hoM  of  Mr.  ShclLy'i  mlml,  that  h©  tuddcnljr  ■taitod  op,  and  nn 
out  of  th<»  room.  The  phvUciaii  and  Lonl  BjrTw»  Wtoweri,  and  dbnrwred 
Wm  leaning  ngnlnrt  a  manUs-pteee,  whh  eoUl  diope  of  penpifatkm  trlckllnj 
down  hU  r.ic«?.  Alirr  »«»log  given  him  eotneihlng  to  ivticeh  him,  upon 
inqiiinng  into  lh<e  cmee  of  Im  alArm,  tJny  found  thxt  hie  wild  lni»giii»tio» 
having  plciured  to  Itim  the  bowrn  of  one  of  th-.'  la*Jl.«i  with  eye*,  (which  WM 
Rportod  of  a  lady  in  tli<«  n'«f<jh!xiriioo.!  w}vri  he  Ihred,)  be  wa*  c 
Vvjvr  the  room  in  orkr  to  il"»in»y  ihc  ii 

T  S;e  Fnginent. 
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hands  of  a  third  person,  with  copies  of  severja  of 
my  own  v  so  that  I  have  no  kind  of  memorial  what- 
ever of  her,  but  these  two  words,r-and  her  action* 
I  have  torn  the  leaves  containing  the  part  of  the 
tale  oMt  of  the  book,  and  enclose  them  with  this 
sheet.  •♦♦•♦••** 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?  First,  you  seem  hurt  by 
my  letter,  and  then,  in  your  next,  you  talk  of  its 

•  power.'  and  so  forth.  *  This  is  a  d— d  blind  story, 
Jack ;  but  never  mind,  go  on/  You  may  be  sure  I 
said  nothing  on  purpose  to  plague  you,  but  if  you 
will  put  me  *  in  a  frenzy,  I  will  never  call  you  Jack 
again.'  I  remember  nothing  of  the  epistle  at 
present. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  Polidori's  Diarvf  Why, 
I  defy  him  to  say  any  thing  about  me,  but  he  is 
welcome.  I  have  notning  to  reproach  me  with  on 
his  score,  and  I  am  much  mistaken  if  that  is  not 
his  own  opinion.  But  why  publish  the  name  of  the 
two  girls  r  and  in  such  a  manner  ? — ^what  a  blun- 
dering piece  of  exculpation '.  He  asked  Pictet,  &c., 
to  dinner,  and  of  course  was  left  to  entertain  them. 
I  went  into  society  solely  to  present  him,  (as  I  told 
him,)  that  he  might  return  into  good  company  if  he 
chose ;  it  was  the  best  thing  for  nis  youth  and  cir- 
cumstances :  for  myself,  I  nad  done  with  society, 
and,  having  presented  him,  withdrew  to  my  own 

*  way  of  life.'  It  is  true  that  I  returned  without 
entering  Lady  Dalrymple  Hamilton's,  because  I  saw 
it  full.  It  is  true  that  Mrs.  Hervey  (she  writes 
novels)  fainted  at  my  entrance  into  Copct,  and  then 
came  back  again.  On  her  fainting,  the  Duchcsse  de 
Broglie  exclaimed,  *  This  is  too  much  at  sixty-Jive 
years  of  age ! '  I  never  gave  the  '  English '  an 
opportunity  of  avoiding  me,  but  I  trust  that  if  ever 
I  do,  they  will  seize  it.  With  regard  to  Mazeppa 
and  the  Ode,  you  may  join  or  separate  them,  as  you 
please,  from  the  two  cantos. 

•'  Don't  suppose  I  want  to  put  you  out^)f  humor. 
I  have  a  great  respect  for  your  good  and  gentle- 
manly qualities,  and  return  your  personal  friendship 
towards  me ;  and  although  I  think  you  a  little 
spoiled  by  '  villainous  company,' — >vit8,  persons  of 
humor  about  town,  authors,  and  fashionables,  to- 


of  reference  to  Hobhou! 
and  you  will  put  as  mo 

'  Di£cil«  cat  piuprk  ( 

"  A  few  days  ago  I  e 
dori's  Vampire.  He  m 
pleases,  but  I  wish  he  v 
own  compositions.  If 
his  possession,  the  ma 
controversy ;  but  I  scar 
knows  me  would  bcliev 
to  be  mine,  even  if  th 
glyphics. 

**  I  write  to  you  in  th 
annihilates  me ;  and  J 
do  four  things  since  dii 
ted  in  very  hot  wcathe 
to  play  at  billiards  fn 
influence  of  lighted  lar 
thirdly,  to  go  afterward 
of  the  Countess  Benzc 
this  letter  at  three  in  th 
it  must  be  finished. 
**  Ever  very  truly 

"  P.  8.  I  petition  for 
nesia.  Macassar  oil,  (or 
Nl.  Wraxall's  Memoirs 
besides,  a  bull-dog,  a  te 
dogs ;  and  I  want  (is  i 
Third,  advertised  by  L< 
I  asked  for  it  at  least  tl 
man's  advertisement." 


A  journey  in  an  It 

and  if  I  was  not  the  mi 

\,  ana  laanionauies,  *o-J^^„  u^ -«„•««;««  e^n^ 

gether  with  your  « I  am  just  going  to  call  at  Carlton j?;>-i^^%\^,--8/-^ 

House,  are  you  walkmg  thatjvay?  —I  say.  not-  ^^»^  England,  let  thei 

look  at  my  house  and 

scold; — and  deal  out  t 

with  an  air  of  reluctant 

and  put  queer  questio 

nose  when  he  answers. 

'  Make  my  respects 

Chevalier— and  to  Scot 

countesses  of  our  acqu 

*  And  believe  me  c 

«  Your  disconsc 


withstanding  •  pictures,  taste,  Shakspeare,  and  the 
musical  glasses,'  you  deserve  and  possess  the  es- 
teem of  those  whose  esteem  is  worth  having,  and  of 
none  more  (however  useless  it  may  be)  th^  ^-ours 
very  truly,  &c. 

'•  P.  S.  Make  my  respects  to  Mr.  GifFord.  I  am 
perfectly  aware  that  '  Don  Juan '  must  set  us  all  by 
the  ears,  but  that  is  my  concern,  and  my  beginning. 
There  will  be  the  *  Edinburgh  '  and  all,  too,  against 
it,  so  that,  like  *  Rob  Roy,^  I  shall  have  my  hands 
full." 


LETTER  CCCXC. 

TO  MB.   MURRAY. 

*<  VenlM,  NUjr  SS,  1819. 

•  I  have  received  no  proofs  by  the  last  post,  and 
shall  probably  have  quitted  Venice  before  the  arrival 
of  the  next.  There  wanted  a  few  stanzas  to  the 
termination  of  canto  first  in  the  last  proof:  the  next 
will,  I  presume,  contain  them,  and  the  whole  or  a 
portion  of  canto  second ;  but  it  will  be  idle  to  wait 
for  farther  answers  from  me,  as  I  have  directed  that 
my  letters  wait  for  my  return,  (perhaps  in  a  month, 
and  probably  so ;)  therefore  do  not  wait  for  farther 
advice  from  me.  You  may  as  well  talk  to  the  wi|id, 
and  better — for  it  will  at  rcn«Jt  convey  your  accents 
a  little  farther  than  they  would  otherwise  have 
gone  ;  whereas  /  shall  neither  echo  nor  .'f^quiesce  in 
your  'exquisite  reasons.'    You  ma^  omit  the  note 


LETTE 


LETTI 


**  I  am  at  length  joi 
settled  like  a  sausage, 
if  this  weather  contini 
galdo  on  my  part  for 
which  was  a  very  agree 
at  Ferrara,  and  was  mi 
Mosti.  and  the  little  tl 
mitted  me  to  see  of  hii 
versazione,  which  is  vc 
of  the  kind  at  Veniee- 
— several  pretty — and  tl 
The  lady  of  the  mansi( 


•  A  ciCTk  of  the  Enfltah  Com 
coDtnl  bit  secouuu. 
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d,  and  with  child,  appeared  verj'  pretty  by  candle- 
;ht,  (I  did  not  sec  ncr  by  day,)  pleasing  in  her 
uincrs,  and  Very  lady-like,  or  thorough-bred,  as 
;  call  it  in  England,^-a  kind  of  thing  which  rc- 
Inds  one  of  a  racer,  an  antelope,  or  an  Italian 
cyhound.  She  seems  very  fona  of  her  husband, 
lo  is  amiable  and  accomplished ;  he  has  been  in 
r. gland  two  or  three  times,  and  is  young.  The 
>tcr,  a  Countess  somebody — I  forget  what — (they 

0  both  Maffci  by  birth,  and  Veronese  of  course )-|- 
a  lady  of  more  display ;  she  sings  and  plays  di- 

ncly;  but  I  thought  she  was  a  d— d  long  time 
)out  it.  Her  likeness  to  Madame  Flahant  (Miss 
ercer  that  was)  is  something  quite  extraordinary. 
•'  I  had  but  a  bird's-eye  view  of  these  people,  and 

1  all  not  probably  see  them  again ;  but  I  am  very 
u(  h  obliged  to  Mengaldo  for  letting  me  see  them 
;  all.  ^Vnenever  I  meet  with  any  thing  agreeable 
I  this  world,  it  surprises  me  so  much,  and  pleases 
lO  so  much,  (when  my  passions  arc  not  interested 
no  way  or  the  other,)  that  I  go  on  wondering  for  a 
cck  to  come.  I  feel,  t^o,  in  ^reat  admiration  of 
10  Cardinal  Legate's  red  stockmgs. 

•*  I  found,  too,  such  a  pretty  epitaph  in  the  Cer- 
3sa  cemetery,  or  rather  two :  one  was— 


he  other, 


«  Martial  Lirfffi 
JaiploTA  pace ;  • 


•  Lucmia  I^eiul 

Iir.p'ora  ctema  qulrtc.' 


.""hat  was  all :  but  it  appears  to  me  that  these  two 
nd  three  words  comprise  and  compress  all  that  can 
10  said  on  the  subject, — and  then,  in  Italian,  they 
.re  absolute  music.  They  contain  doubt,  hope,  and 
lumility;  nothing  can  be  more  pathetic  than  the 
implora '  and  the  modesty  of  the  request ; — they 
Kivc  liad  enough  of  life — they  want  nothing  but 
i^st — they  implore  it,  and  *  etema  quiete.*  It  is  like 
I  Greek  inscription  in  some  good  old  heathen  *  city 
)f  the  dead.'  Pray,  if  I  am  shovelled  into  the  lido 
•hurchyard  in  your  time,  let  me  have  the  *  implora 
rxccy*  and  nothing  else,  for  my  epitaph.  I  never 
net  with  any,  ancient  or  modem,  that  pleased  me  a 
:cnth  part  so  much. 

'•  In  about  a  day  or  two  after  yon  receive  this  let- 
ter, I  wiU  thank  you  to  desire  Edgecombe  to  pre- 
pare for  my  return.  I  shall  go  back  to  Venice  before 
L  village  on  the  Brenta.  I  shall  stay  but  a  few  days* 
in  Bologna.  I  am  just  going  out  to  see  sights,  but 
shall  not  present  my  introductory  letters  for  a  day 
or  two,  till  I  have  run  over  a^in  the  place  and  pic- 
tures;* nor  perhaps  at  all,  if  I  find  that  I  have 
books  and  sights  enough  to  do  without  the  inhabit- 
ants. After  that,  I  shall  return  to  Venice,  where 
you  may  expect  me  about  the  eleventh,  or  perhaps 
"sooner.  Pray  make  my  thanks  acceptable  to  Men- 
galdo; my  respects  to  the  Consuless,  and  to  Mr. 
Scott. 

"  I  hope  my  daughter  is  well. 

**  Ever  yours,  and  truly. 

"P.  S.  I  went  over  the  Ariosto  MS.,  &c.,  &c., 
again  at  Ferrara,  with  the  castle,  and  cell,  and 
house,  &c.,  &c. 

•♦  One  of  the  Ferrarcsc  asked  me  if  I  knew  *  Lord 
Byron,'  an  acquaintance  of  his  now  at  Naples.  I 
told  him  *Nor  which  was  true  both  ways ;  for  I 
knew  not  an  impostor,  and,  in  the  other,  no  one 
knows  himself.  Ho  stared  when  told  that  I  was 
<  the  real  Simon  Pure.'  Another  asked  me  if  I  had 
not  translated  *  Taaso.'  You  see  vrhatfame  js !  how 
accurate  !  how  boundleat !  I  don't  know  how  others 
feel,  but  I  am  always  the  lighter  and  the  better 
looked  on  when  I  have  got  rid  of  mine ;  it  sits  on 
me  like  armor  on  the  Lord  Mayor's  champion ;  and 
I  got  rid  of  all  the  husk  of  literature,  and  the  attend- 
ant babble,  byansweiing,  that  I  had  not  translated 
Tasso,  but  a  namsesakc  had ;  and  by  the  blessing  of 
Heaven,  I  looked  so  litllc  like  a  poet,  that  every 
oody  believed  mc." 


LETTER  CCCXCIII. 

TO  MH.   MURRAY. 

•«  Bolo^a,  Juna  7, 1619. 

**  Tell  Mr.  Hobhousc  that  I  wrote  to  him  a  few 
day«  ago  from  Ferrara.  It  will  therefore  be  idle  in 
him  or  you  to  wait  for  any  farther  answers  or  returns 
of  proofs  from  Venice,  as  I  have  directed  that  no 
English  letters  be  sent  after  me.  The  publication 
can  be  proceeded  in  without,  and  I  am  already  sick 
of  your  remarks,  to  which  I  think  not  the  letist  at- 
tention ought  to  be  paid. 

"  Tell  Mr.  Hobhouse,  that  since  I  wrote  to  him, 
I  had  availed  myself  of  my  Ferrara  letters,  and 
found  the  society  much  younger  and  better  there 
than  at  Venige.  I  am  very  much  pleased  with  the 
little  the  shortness  of  my  stav  permitted  me  to  sec 
of  the  Gonfaloniere  Count  Mosti,  and  his  family 
and  friends  in  general. 

'*  I  have  been  picture-gazing  this  morning  at  the 
famous  Domenichino  and  Guiao,  both  of  which  are 
superlative.  I  afterward  went  to  the  beautiful  cem- 
etery of  Bologna,  beyond  the  walls,  and  found,  be- 
sides the  superb  burial-ground,  an  original  of  a 
custode,  who  reminded  one  of  the  grave-digger  in 
Hamlet.  He  has  a  collection  of  capuchins'  bkuIIs, 
labeled  on  the  forehead,  and  taking  down  one  of 
them,  said,  '  This  was  Brother  Desiderio  Berro, 
who  died  at  forty— one  of  my  best  friends.  I  begged 
his  head  of  his  brethren  after  his  decease,  and  they 
gave  it  me.  I  put  it  in  lime,  and  then  boiled  it. 
Here  it  is,  teeth  and  all,  in  excellent  preservation. 
He  was  the  merriest,  cleverest  fellow  I  ever  knew. 
Wherever  he  went  he  brought  joy ;  and  whenever 
any  one  was  melancholy,  the  sight  of  him  was 
enough  to  make  him  cheerful  again.  He  walked  so 
actively,  you  might  have  taken  him  for  a  dancer- 
he  joked— he  laughed — oh  J  he  was  such  a  Fratc  as 
I  never  saw  before,  nor  ever  shall  acain  ! ' 

'*  He  told  me  that  he  had  himself  planted  all  the 
cypresses  in  the  cemetery  ;  that  he  had  the  greatest 
attachment  to  them  and  to  his  dead  people ;  that 
since  1801  they  had  buried  fiftv-three  tnousand  per- 
sons. In  showing  some  ol(fer  monuments,  there 
was  that  of  a  Roman  girl  of  twenty,  with  a  bust  by 
Bernini.  She  was  a  princess  Barlorini,  dead  two 
centuries  ago :  he  said,  that  on  opening  her  grave, 
they  had  found  her  hair  complete,  and  ♦  as  yellow 
as  gold.'  Some  of  the  epitaphs  at  Ferrara  pleased 
me  more  than  the  more  splendid  monuments  at 
Bologna ;  for  instance — 

*■  MutinI  Lalgi 
Iniplon  pace ; ' 

<  LuoTtia  Pirini 

Impldra  etema  qukrtc* 

Can  anything  be  more  full  of  pathos  ?  Those  few 
words  say  all  that  can  be  said  or  sought ;  the  dead 
had  had  elaough  of  life ;  all  they  wanted  was  rest, 
and  this  they  implore !  There  is  all  the  helpless- 
ness, and  humble  hope,  and  deathlike  prayer,  that 
can  arise  from  the  grave — '  implora  pace.'  I  hope 
whoever  may  survive  me,  and  shall  see  me  put  in 
the  foreigners'  burying-ground  at  the  Lido,  within 
the  fortress  by  the  Adriatic,  will  see  those  two  words, 
and  no  more,  put  over  me.  I  trust  they  won't  think 
of  *  pickling,  and  bringing  me  home  to  Clod  or 
Blunderbuss  Hall.'  I  am  sure  my  bones  would  not 
rest  in  an  English  grave,  or  my  clay  mix  with  the 
earth  of  that  country.  I  believe  the  thought  would 
drive  me  mad  on  my  death-bed,  could  I  suppose  that 
any  of  my  friends  would  be  base  enough  to  convey 
my  carcass  back  to  your  soil. — I  would  not  even  feed 
your  worms,  if  I  could  help  it. 

"  So,  as  Shakspeare  says  of  Mowbray,  the  ban- 
ished Duke  of  Norfolk,  who  died  at  Venice,  (see 
Richard  2d,)  that  he,  after  fighting 

'  4gaiiut  black  Pafana,  Turtu,  and  S«jmeef«, 
An  1  tuilM  with  voka  of  war,  ittlied  h' 
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hands  of  a  third  person,  with  copies  of  se vera) 
nv  ownv  80  that  1  have  no  kind  of  memorial  v^ 


4^ 


ever  of  her,  but  these  two  words.r-and  her  ar  ^ 
I  have  torn  the  leaves  contommg^eptt*  ^. 
Ulc  oMt  of  the  book,  and  enclose  them  ▼  |;  ^ 
sheet.    •♦♦•♦*•       J     C 

*'  What  do  you  mean  ?    First,  you  se'       ^^     *, 
my  letter,  and  then,  in  your  next,  yo" 
•  power,'  and  so  forth.     *  This  is  ad- 
Jack  ;  but  never  mind,  go  on.      Yc 
said  nothing  on  purpose  to  plapif 
will  put  me  '  in  a  frenzy,  I  will  r 
a;?ain.'      1  remember   nothing        ; 
present. 

*•  What  do  you  mean  by  Pr 
I  defy  him  to  say  any  thr  ■         .:  C 
welcome.    I  have  notnin' 
his  score,  and  I  am  muf 


,•{ 


% 


% 


*,<' 


Buf 


his  o\Bn  opinion, 
two  girls?  and  in  »«' 
dering  piece  .of  excul' , 
to  dinner,  and  of  <K   \ 
I  went  into  80cie^/ 
him,)  that  he  mr/ 
chose ;  it  was  t' ' 
cumstances:  ' 
and,  harinfT 
« way  of  lif 
entering  J 
it  fiill. 


J' 


aat 

.mily 

-ving  my 

,^n,  he  was 

-ad  destruction 

vnink  that,  in  less 

ent — a  severe,  domes 

oinmon  calamity — would 

o  road,  or  stamp  his  name  in 

Did  he   (who   in  his  sexa- 

reflect  or  consider  what  wiy  feel- 

novelB>  '®  been,  when  wife,  and  child,  and 

came  *  nawej  and  fame,  and  country,  were  to  be 

Bt(K        fii^  ^^  ^^  \^%aX  altar — and  this  at  a  moment 

yer        ar  ^^^^  ^^^  declining,  my  fortune  enibar- 

o*      I^  <i^^  ^^  mind  had  been  shaken  by  many  kinds 

'     /^Appointment — while  I  was  yet  young,    and 

<^  jit  hare  reformed  what  might  oe  \vrong  in  my 

^jftci,  and  retrieved  what  was  perplexing  in  my 

^5  J    But  ho  is  in  his  grave,  and     •     ♦     ♦     ♦. 

J^t  a  long  letter  I  have  scribbled  ! 

•'  Yours,  &c. 
«'P.  S.  Here,  as  in  Greece,  they  strew  flowers 
on  the  tombs.  I  saw  a  quantity  of  rose-leaves, 
gnd  entire  roses,  scattered  over  the  graves  at  Fcr- 
rsra.  It  has  the  most  pleasing  effect  you  can  im- 
agine." 


LETTER  CCCXCIV. 

TO  MR.   HOPPNER. 

xRarnina,  June  90,  1819. 
•  •«••« 

•*  1  wrote  to  you  from  Padua,  and  from  Bologna, 
and  since  from'Ravenna.  I  And  my  situation  very 
agreeable,  but  want  my  horses  yery  much,  there  be- 
ing good  riding  in  the  environs.  I  can  fix  no  time 
for  my  return  to  Venice— it  may  be  soon  or  late— or 
not  at  all — ^it  all  depends  on  the  Donna,^  whom  I 
iMUid  very  seriously  in  bed  with  a  cough  and  spit- 
ting blood,  &c.,  all  of  which  has  subsiacd.    * 

I  found  all  the  people  here  firmly  persuaded  that 
■he  would  n^ver  recover ; — they  were  mistaken,  how- 
•rer. 


^h  and  six  horse! 

completely  go 

I.     The  pcop 

as  he  had  tn 

ives— this  is 

avenncse,  b; 

yong  them. 


off  Av 
'ith^ 

\ 

jnces^ 

tf  biut  a  shabby 

"And! 


LETTER  C( 


TO  MR.  MU 


Sht  manages  very  well— 

bnt  if  I  come  away  with  a  stiletto  in  my  gizzard 
some  fine  afternoon,  I  shall  not  be  astonished.  I 
can't  make  him  out  at  all — he  visits  me  frequently, 
•nd  takes  me  out  (like  Whittington,  the  Lord  May- 


*  sir  Bamuel  Romillj.    He  eommitted  Mifcide. 
t  Bee  Letter  codzzrtii. 
IThfoCoualflHGukeioa. 


"  The  letters  have  been  f< 
but  I  trust  that  you  will  not 
alterations — I  will  make  n 
spare  Romilly— ask  the  won 
nothing  from  the  truth  b( 
couldf  now  did  he  behave  to 
the  wind,  which  will  carry 
caves,  which  will  echo  you — 
subject  of  a  ♦  *  *  who 
dead  or  alive. 

"I  have  no  time  to  return 
lish  without  them.  I  am  gli 
good ;  and  as  to  '  thinking  o 
of  the  sale,  and  leave  me  to 
who  may  point  their  quills  a 

**  I  have  been  here  (at  Rav 
having  left  Venice  a  month  s 
♦Ainica,*  the  Countess  Guicc 
still  continues,  very  unwell. 
♦  ♦  ♦ 

She  is  only  twenty  years  old, 
stitution.  ♦  ♦ 

She  has  a  perpetual  cougb 
fever,  but  bears  up  most  gall 
the  word.  Her  husband  (th 
the  richest  noble  of  Ravenr 
magna ;  he  is  also  not  the  y( 
of  threescore,  but  in  gooa 
will  appear  strange  to  you,  v 
the  meridian  morality,  nor  o 
respects,  and  I  cannot  at  pn 
ference ; — but  you  would  find 
these  parts.  At  Faenza  thez 
an  opera  girl ;  and  at  the  inn 
Neapolitan  Prince,  who  serve 
faloniere  of  that  city.  I  am 
see  *  Cosi  fan  t\xUi  e  tjiUe.* 

"  I  have  my  horses  here, 
riage,  and  ride  or  drive  every 
Pineta^  the  scene  of  Boccac 
den't  fable  of  Honoria,  &c 
Dama  every  day  ♦♦•♦♦< 
uneasy  about  her  health,  wh 
rious.  •  In  losing  her,  I  shoul 
run  great  risks  on  my  accou 
every  reason  to  love— ^)ut  I  m 
sible.  I  do  not  know  what  I 
but  I  ought  to  blow  my  braini 
I  should.  Her  husband  is  a  *< 
but  I  wish  he  would  not  can 
and  six  like  Whittixigton  and 

•*  Yon  ask  me  if  I  mean  t 
&o.    How  should  I  know  ? 
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LETTER  CCCCn. 


••Bolo^a,  AugTwta4,18I9. 

to  you  by  last  post,  enclosing  a  buffoon- 
r  publication,  addressed  to  the  buffoon 

0  has  thought  proper  to  tie  a  canister 
dl.  If  was  written  off-hand,  and  in  the 
Dumstances  not  very  favorable  to  face- 
that  there  may,  perhaps,  be  more  bit- 

i  enough  for  that  sort  of  small  acid 

1  will  tell  me. 

3  anoiiymousj,  in  any  case :  it  helps  what 
ly  be.  But  if  the  matter  grows  serious 
'ttarif  and  you  feel  yottrself  in  a  scrape, 
oum  that  lam  the  author.  J  will  never 
{{you  do,  I  can  always  answer  you  in 
I  of  Guatimozin  to  his  minister — each 
own  coals.* 

at  I  had  been  in  better  spirits ;  but  I 

s's,  out  of  nerves,  and  now  and  then  (I 

u  it  of  mv  senses.    All  this  Italy  has 

,^     not  England.    I  defy  all  you,  and 

I '       'Ot,  to  make  me  mad.    But  if  ever 

a  bedlamite,  and  wear  a  strait  * 

9  brought  back  among  you; 

be  proper  company. 

N  T  here  sav  and  feel  has  noth- 

'■  either  in  a  literary  or  per- 

my  present  plcasiires  or 

e  opera.    And  after  all, 

\ll  this  arises  from  my 

>ftry  for  three  days,  (at 

^levcr  live  but  for  one 

assure  you,  that  one 

y  know  by  the  con- 

rcessftil  m  life,)  1 


aii4 

y  or  . 
tion  to  It^ 
ion  never  U 
8et  on  a  de»r. 
or**  orTo^"* 


^I»iin 


m  Venice,  and 
ider  a  purple 
in,  ana  talk 
^m  greater 


Countess  GuipoiM-  * 

I  sent  you.  &>;*  V     Tl-g^^f 

DidyougetitN^^^^^V,,vVr"J^: 


he  Cam- 
two— 
vidl 
and 
ich 
'h 


TTER  CCCXCVIII. 

TO  MB.  MURRAY. 

•lunders  reminds  me  of  Irek^j 
^    WhatisthisIseeinG^S^ 
^--a9ent-deputy--.appeal-atteS^ 
iat  IS  the  matter  ?    f s  it  any  tWJ 
ads  can  be  of  use  to  him?^  pS| 

I  hear  nothing  farther  from  you  • 
apers  don't  seem  so  fierce  as  the 
le  seemed  to  anticipate,  bv  their 
a  Gahgnani's  Messenger,  t  never 
f  fellows  as  you  are!  And  then 
exculpate  the  modest  publisher^ 
forsooth !  I  will  write  a  preface 
ite  you  and  •  •  ♦,  &c.,  completely 
t,  at  the  same  time,  I  will  cut  you 
fou  have  no  more  soul  than  the 
(who  assured  his  fnends,  on  his 
0  had  none,  and  that  he  must 
they  whether  he  had  one  or  no), 
than  a  water-melon !  And  I  see 
stensks,  and  what  Perry  used  to 
tmg  and  slashing  *— but,  never 

te.  To-morrow  I  set  off  for  Bo- 
ron with  thunder,  lightning,  &c., 
)f  heaven  whistling  through  my 
et  of  preparation  to  boot  *  My 
hath  fed  my  heart  upon  smUes 
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and  Trine '  for  the  last  t\\'o  months,  sot  off  with  her 
husband  for  Boloj^a  this  morning,  and  it  seems 
that  I  foUoif  him  at  three  to-morrow  morning.  I 
cannot  teU  hovr  our  romance  will  end,  but  it  hath 
gone  on  hitherto  most  erotically.  Such  perils  and 
escapes !  Juan's  are  as  child's  play  in  comparison. 
The  fools  think  that  all  my  poeshie  is  always  allu- 
sive to  my  own  adventures :  I  have  had  at  one  time 
or  another  better  and  more*  extraordinary  and  peri- 
lous and  pleasant  than  these,  every  day  of  the  week, 
if  I  might  tell  them ;  but  that  must  never  be. 
"  I  hope  Mrs.  M.  has  accouched. 

*'  Yours  ever.' 


LETTER  CCCXCIX. 

TO  MR.  XURRAT. 

"Bolopna,  Augiwt  19, 1819. 

'*  I  do  not  know  how  far  I  may  be  able  to  reply  to 
your  letter,  for  I  am  not  very  well  to-day.  Last 
ni^ht  I  went  to  the  representation  of  Alfieri's 
Mirra,  the  last  two  acts  of  which  threw  me  Into 
convulsions.  I  do  not  mean  by  that  word  a  lady's 
hysterics,  but  the  agony  of  reluctant  tears,  and  the 
cnoking  shudder,  whicii  I  do  not  often  undergo  for 
fiction.  This  is  but  the  second  time  for  any  thing 
under  reality :  the  first  was  on  seeing  Kean's  Sir  Giles 
Overreach.  The  worst  was,  that  the  *Daroa,'  in 
whose  box  I  was,  went  off  in  the  same  way,  I  really 
believe  more  from  fright  than  any  other  syrapathy^- 
at  least  with  the  players :  but  sne  had  been  ill  and 
I  have  been  ill,  and  we  are  all  languid  and  pathetic 
this  morning,  with  great  expenditure  of  sal  volatile. 
But,  to  retiun  to  your  letter  of  the  23d  of  July. 

"  You  are  right,  Oifford  is  right,  Crabbe  is  right, 
Hobhouse  is  right— ^you  are  all  right,  and  I  am  all 
wrong;  but  do,  pray,  let  me  have  that  pleasure. 
Cut  me  up  root  and  branch ;  quarter  me  in  the 
Quarterly ;  send  round  my  *  disjecti  membra  poeta?,' 
like  those  of  the  Levite  s  concubine;  make  me  if 
you  will  a  spectacle  to  men  and  angels ;  but  don't 
ask  me  to  alter,  for  I  won't: — I  am  obstinate  and 
lazy — and  there's  the  truth. 

*'  But,  nevertheless,  I  will  answer  your  friend 
Perry,  who  objects  to  the  quick  succession  of  fun 
and  gravity,  as  if  in  that  case  the  gravity  did  not 
(in  intention,  at  least)  heighten  the  fun.  His  met- 
aphor is,  that  *  we  aro  never  scorched  and  drenched 
at  the  same  time.*  Blessings  on  his  experience ! 
Ask  him  these  questions  'oout  *  scorching  and 
drenching.'  Did  he  never  play  at  cricket,  or  walk 
a  mile  in  hot  weather  ?  Did  he  never  spill  a  dish 
of  tea  over  himself  in  handing  the  cup  to  nis  ehann- 
er,  to  the  great  shame  of  his  nankeen  breeches  ? 
Did  he  never  swim  in  the  sea  at  noonday  with  the 
sun  in  his  eyes  and  on  his  head,  which  all  the  foam 
of  ocean  could  not  cool  ?  Did  he  never  draw  his 
foot  out  of  too  hot  water,  d — ning  his  eyes  and  his 
valet's?  ••♦♦«. 

Was  he  ever  in  a  Turkish  bath — that  marble  para- 
dise of  sherbet  and  ♦  ♦  ?  Was  he  ever  in  a  cauldron 
of  boiling  oil,  like  St.  John  ?  or  in  the  sulphureous 
waves  of  h — 1  ?  (where  he  ought  to  be  for  his  *  scorch- 
ing and  drenching  at  the  same  time.')  Did  he 
never  tumble  into  a  river  or  lake,  fishing,  and  sit 
in  his  wet  clothes  in  the  boat,  or  on  the  bank  after- 
ward, *  scorched  and  drenched,*  like  a  true  sports- 
man ?  ♦  Oh  for  breath  to  utter !  * — ^but  make  him 
my  compliments ;  he  is  a  clever  fellow  for  all  that—  | 
a  very  clever  fellow.  | 

'•  Tfou  ask  me  for  the  plan  of  Donny  Johnny:  J I 
hav€  no  plan ;  I  had  no  plan ;  but  I  nad  or  nave ' 
materials;  though  if,  like  Tony  Lumpkin,  'I  am! 
to  be  snubbed  so  when  I  am  in  spirits,'  the  poem  | 
will  be  nought,  and  the  poet  turn  serious  again.  If 
it  don't  take,  I  will  leave  it  off  where  it  is,  with  all 


1  'i 


'  Doo  iiaa,  OMBto  sir.,  • 


due  respect  to  the  public ;  bu 
be  in  my  own  way.  You  mi^ 
let  (or  l^iggory)  '  act  mad  *  i 
trammel  my  buffoonery,  if  I 
their  gestiures  and  my  thougl 
bly  absurd  and  ludicrousl]^  coi 
the  soul  of  such  writing  is  it 
liberty  of  that  license^  if  oi 
should  abuse  it.  It  is  like  tr 
and  the  habeas  corpus — a  ver 
in  the  reversion;  oecause  nc 
for  the  mere  pleasure  of  pro^ 
the  privilege. 

"  But  a  truce  with  these  re 
earnest  and  eager  about  a  w 
be  serious.  Do  you  suppose 
intention  but  to  giggle  and  i 
ful  satire,  with  as  little  poet 
was  what  I  meant.  And  ai 
pray,  read  in  Boswell  what 
moralist,  says  of  Prior  and  I 

*'  Will  you  get  a  favor  done 
your  government  friends,  Or 
old  schoolfellow  Peel,  and 
Will  you  ask  them  to  appe 
emolument)  a  noble  Italian 
afterward)  consul  or  vice-con 
is  a  man  of  very  large  pro; 
he  wishes  to  have  a  British 
changes.  Ravenna  is  near  t 
emolument  whatever  That  \ 
ful,  I  know ;  as  I  lately  sent 
Trieste  a  poor  devil  of  an  Ei 
remained  there  sick,  sorry,  t 
been  set  ashore  in  1814),  f 
accredited  agent  able  or  willJ 
wards.  Will  you  get  this  do 
then  send  his  name  and  cond 
to  rejection,  if  not  approved  ^ 

**  I'  know  that  in  the  Levi 
and  vice-consuls,  perpetuallj 
man  is  a  patrician,  and  has  t^ 
His  motive  is  a  British  prot 
invasions.  Don't  you  think 
us  ?  To  be  sure,  my  itUereat 
a  brother  wit  in  the  tory  line 
at  the  re<)uest  of  so  harmle 
whig,  particularly  as  .there  is 
of  an£^sort  to  be  annexed  to 

"I  can  assure  you,  I  shoi 
great  obligation ;  but,  alas !  1 
may,  very  probably,  operate 
deed,  it  ought ;  but  I  have,  at 
and  an  open  eneniy.  Amon 
government  connxions,  coulc 
get  our  Bibulus  made  a  cons 
that  I  may  make  him  my  v 
sured  that,  in  case  of  accide 
be  no  feeble  adjunct— aa  yo 
knew  his  patrimony. 

•'  AVhat  is  all  this  about  To 
I  ask  ?  since  the  state  of  iny 
permit  me  to  be  of  use  to  ' 
greatly  improved  since  1816, 
more  fuck  and  a  little  pruden 
It  seems  his  claimants  are 
There  goes  Nemesis!  Moon 
is  always  thus  in  tl\e  long  rux 
You  have  seen  evefy  trampl 
Bonaparte  to  the  simplest  i 
how  some  were  avenged  eve 
cance,  and  how  in  turn  ♦  ♦  ♦ 
It  js  an  odd  world;  but  the 
spring,  after  all. 

"So  the  prince  has  been  r 
Fitzgerald's  forfeiture  ?    JSca 

"  To  be  the  f-Uicr  of  the  i 

"  There,  you  dogs !  there's 
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>n't  have  such  as  that  in  a  hurry  from  Mr.  Fitz- 
trald.  You  may  publish  it  with  my  name,  an'  ye 
3ol.  He  deserves  all  praise,  bad  and  good;  it 
IS  a  Tery^  noble  piece  of  principality.  Would  you 
kc  an  epigram — a  translation  ? 

**  ir  lor  aUrer,  or  Tor  gM, 
You  could  melt  tra  thoaund  pimple* 
Into  haJr  ■  donn  dimple*, 

Then  your  fue  we  mt^t  behold, 
lAKAing  douUlea*  much  man  maf  I7, 
Vet  ev'n  tfun  'twould  be  d— d  ngly. 

•*  This  was  written  on  some  Frenchwoman,  by 
tuhieresy  I  believe.  "  Yours." 


LETTER  CCCC. 

TO  Hit.  UURBAT. 

<«  Belofna,  AufntSS,  1818. 

"  1  send  you  a  letter  to  Roberts,  signed  *  Wortley 
Clutterbuck,'*  which  you  may  publish  in  what  form 
YOU  please,  in  answer  to  his  article.  I  have  had 
many  proofs  of  men's  absurdity,  but  he  beats  all 
in  folly.  Why,  the  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing  has 
tumbled  into  the  very  trap !  We'll  strip  him.  The 
letter  is  MTittcn  in  great  haste,  and  amid  a  thou- 
sand vexations.  Your  letter  only  came  yesterday, 
so  that  there  is  no  time  to  polish :  the  post  goes 
out  to-moiTow.  The  date  is  *  Little  Pialington.' 
Let  «  *  *  •  correct  the  press :  he  knows  and  can 
read  the  handwriting.  Continue  to  keep  the  anon- 
l/htous  about  •  Juan ;  *  it  helps  us  to  fight  against 
overwhelming  numbers.  I  have  a  thousand  dis- 
tractions at  present ;  so  excuse  haste,  and  wonder 
I  can  act  or  \Vrite  at  all.    Answer  by  post,  as  usual. 

•«  Yours." 
*'  P.  S.    If  I  had  had  time,  and  been  quieter  and 
nearer,  I  would  have  cut  him  to  hash ;  but  as  it  is, 
you  can  judge  for  yourselves. 


LETTER  CCCCI. 

TO  Tin:   COfXTESS  GUICCIOLA. 

[Written  in  the  last  page  of  her  copy  of  Madame  De 
Staers  "Corinna."] 

*<  My  dearest  Teresa, — I  have  read  this  book  in 
your  garden ; — my  love,  you  were  absent,  or  else  I 
could  not  have  read  it.  It  is  a  favorite  book  of 
yours,  and  the  writer  was  a  friend  of  mine.  You 
will  not  understand  these  English  words,  and  others 
Avill  not  understand  them, — which  is  the  reason  I 
have  not  scrawled  them  in  Italian.  But  you  will 
rccot^nise  the  handwriting  of  him  who  passionately 
loved  you,  and  you  will  divine  that,  over  a  book 
which  was  yours,  he  could  only  think  of  love.  In 
that  word,  beautiful  in  all  languages,  but  most  so  in 
yours — Amor  moi — is  comprised  my  existence  here 
nnd  hereafter.  I  feel  I  exist  here,  and  I  fear  that  I 
hhall  exist  hereafter, — to  what  purpose  you  will 
decide ;  my  destiny  rests  with  you,  and  you  are  a 
woman,  ei^liteen  vears  of  age,  and  two  out  of  a 
lonvcnt.  I  wish  that  you  had  stayed  there,  with 
nil  my  heart, — or,  at  least,  that  I  "had  never  met 
you  in  your  married  state. 

'*  But  all  this  is  too  late.  I  love  you,  and  you 
love  me,— at  least,  you  say  80^  and  act  as  if  you  did 
so,  which  last  is  a  great  consolation  in  all  'events, 
fiat  I  more  than  love  you,  and  cannot  cease  to  love 
you. 

"  Think  of  mo,  sometimes,  whf  n  the  Alps  and  the 
ocean  divide  us,— but  they  neve,  will,  unless  you 
icw/»it.  "Bthov* 

"BUopia,  August  25,  1819. 
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LETTER  CCCCn. 


*'  Boloyna,  An^nat  94, 1819. 

V I  wrote  to  you  by  last  post,  enclosing  a  buffbon« 
ing  letter  for  publication,  addressed  to  the  buffoon 
Roberts,  who  has  thought  proper  to  tie  a  canister 
to  his  own  tail.  If  was  written  off-hand,  and  in  the 
midst  of  circumstances  not  very  favorable  to  face- 
tiousness,  so  that  there  may,  perhaps,  be  more  bit- 
terness than  enough  for  that  sort  of  small  acid 
punch : — ^you  will  tell  me. 

**  Keep  the  anotiymotiBf  in  any  case :  it  helps  what 
fun  there  may  be.  But  if  the  matter  grows  serious 
about  Don  Juan,  and  you  feel  yourself  in  a  scrape, 
or  me  either,  own  that  I  am  the  author.  J  will  never 
shrink ;  and  if  you  do,  I  can  always  answer  you  in 
the  question  of  Guatimozin  to  his  minister— each 
bring  on  his  own  coals.* 

'*  I  wish  that  I  had  been  in  better  spirits ;  but  I 
am  out  of  serfs,  out  of  nerves,  and  now  and  then  (I 
begin  to  fear)  out  of  xny  senses.  All  this  Italy  has 
done  for  me,  and  not  England.  I  defy  all  you,  and 
your  climate  to  boot,  to  make  me  mad.  But  if  ever 
I  do  really  become  a  bedlamite,  and  wear  a  strait 
waistcoat,  let  me  be  brought  back  among  you; 
your  people  will  then  be  proper  company. 

**  I  assure  you  what  I  here  say  ana  feel  has  noth- 
ing to  do  with  England,  either  in  a  literary  or  per- 
sonal point  of  view.  All  my  present  pleasures  or 
plagues  are  as  Italian  as  the  opera.  And  after  all, 
they  ore  but  trifles;  for  all  this  arises  from  my 
*  Dama's  *  bein^  in  the  country  for  three  days,  (at 
Capo-fiume.)  But  as  I  could  never  live  but  for  one 
human  being  at  a  time,  (and,  I  assme  you,  that  one 
has  never  been  myself ^  as  you  may  know  by  the  con- 
sequences, for  the  selfish  are  successful  m  life,)  1 
feel  alone  and  unhappy. 

**  I  have  sent  for  my  daughter  from  Venice,  and 
I  ride  daily,  and  walk  in  a  garden,  under  a  purple 
canopy  of  grapes,  and  sit  bv  a  fountain,  ana  talk 
with  the  gardener  of  his  tools,  which  seem  greater 
than  Adam's,  and  with  his  wife,  and  with  his  son's 
wife,  who  is  the  youngcat  of  the  party,  and,  I  think, 
talks  best  of  the  three.  Then  I  revisited  the  Cam- 
10  Sarito,  and  my  old  friend,  the  sexton,  has  two— 
ut  0}ie  the  prettiest  daughter  imaginable ;  and  I 
amuse  mysclr  with  contrasting  her  beautiful  and 
innocent  'face  of  fifteen,  with  the  skulls  with  which 
he  has  peopled  several  cells,  and  particularly  with 
that  of  one  skull  dated  1766,  which  was  once  covered 
(the  tradition  goes)  by  the  most  lovely  features  of 
Bologna — ^noble  and  rich.  When  I  look  at  these, 
and  at  this  girl — ^when  I  think  of  what  they  were, 
and  what  she  must  be — why,  then,  my  dear  Murray, 
I  won't  shock  you  by.  saying  what  I  think.  It  is 
little  matter  what  becomes  of  us  *  bearded  men,'  but 
I  don't  like  the  notion  of  a  beautiful  woman's  last- 
ing less  than  a  beautiful  tree— than  her  own  pic- 
ture— her  own  shadow,  which  won't  change  so  to 
the  sun  as  her  face  to  the  mirror.  I  must  leave  off, 
for  my  head  aches  consumedlr.  I  have  never  been 
quite  well  since  the  night  of  the  representation  ol 
Alficri's  Mirra,  a  fortnight  ago. 

«*  Yours  ever." 


LETTER  CCCOIII. 

TO    HH.    MURRAY. 

*<  Bologna,  Augwt  29, 1819. 

**I  have  been  in  a  rage  these  two  days,  and  am 
still  bilious  therefrom.  You  shall  hear.  A  cap- 
tain of  dragoons,  *  *,  Hanoverian  by  birth,  in  the 
Papal  troops  at  present,  whom  I  had  obliged  by  a 
loan,  when  noboay  would  lend  him  a  paul,  recom- 
mended  a  horse  to  ftie,  on  sale  by  a  Lieutenant  *  *, 
an  officer  who  unites  the  sale  of  cattle  to  the  pur 


>  '*  Am  1  nev  zeposinf  oo  a  Iml  of  votm  X  "— 
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chase  of  men.  1  bought  it.  The  next  day,  on 
shoeing  the  horse,  we  discoTered  the  thrush^ — ^the 
animal  being  warranted  sound.  I  sent  to  reclaim 
the  contract  and  the  money.  The  lieutenant  ae- 
sired  to  speak  with  me  in  person.  I  consented.  He 
came.  It  was  his  own  particular  request.  Ho  be- 
gan a  story.  I  asked  him  if  he  would  return  the 
money.  He  said  no— but  he  would  exchange.  He 
asked  an  exorbitant  price  for  his  other  horses.  I 
told  him  that  he  was  a  thief.  He  said  he  was  an 
officer  and  a  man  of  honor,  and  pulled  out  a  Par- 
mesan passport  signed  by  General  Count  Neif^erg. 
I  answered,  that  as  he  was  an  officer,  I  would  treat 
him  as  such  ;  and  that  as  to  his  being  a  gentleman, 
he  might  prove  it  by  returning  the  money ;  as  for 
his  Parmesan  passport,  I  should  have  valued  it 
more  if  it  had  been  a  Parmesan  cheese.  lie  ans- 
wered in  high  terms,  and  said  that  if  it  were  in  the 
Momuvf  (it  was  about  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening) 
he  would  have  satisfaction.  I  then  lost  my  temper : 
'  As  for  THAT,'  I  replied,  *you  shall  have  it  directly, 
—■it  will  be  mutual  satisfaction,  I  can  assure  you. 
You  are  a  thief,  and,  as  you  say,  an  officer ;  my 
pistols  are  in  the  next  room,  loaded ;  take  one  of 
the  candles,  examine,  and  make  your  choice  of 
weapons.'  He  replied  that  pistols  were  English 
weapons ;  he  always  fought  with  the  sword.  I  told 
him  that  I  was  able  to  accommodate  him,  having 
three  regimental  swords  in  a  drawer  near  us;  and 
ho  might  take  the  longest,  and  put  himself  on 
guard. 

"AH  this  passed  in  presenctof  a  third  person. 
He  then  said  JVo,  but  to-morrow  morning  he  would 
give  me  the  meeting  at  anv  time  or  place.  I  ans- 
wered that  it  was  not  usual* to  appoint  meetings  in 
the  presence  of  witnesses,  and  that  we  had  best 
speak  man  to  man,  and  appoint  time  and  instru- 
ments. But  as  the  man  present  was  leaving  the 
room,  the  Lieutenant  *  ♦,  before  he  could  shut  the 
door  after  him,  ran  out,  roaring  *  help  and  murder ' 
most  lustily,  and  fell  into  a  sort  of  hysteric  in  the 
arms  of  about  fifty  people,  who  all  saw  that  I  had 
no  weapon  of  any  sort  or  kind  about  me,  and  fol- 
lowed him,  asking  him  what  the  devil  was  the  mat- 
ter with  him.  Nothing  would  do:  he  ran  away 
without  his  hat,  and  went  to  bed,  ill  of  the  fright. 
We  then  tried  his  complaint  at  the  police,  which 
dismissed  it  as  frivolous.  He  is,  I  believe,  gone 
away,  or  going.  ** 

"T^e  horse  was  warranted,  but,  I  believe,  so 
worded  that  the  villain  will  not  bo  obliged  to  re- 
fund, according  to  law.  He  endeavored  to  raise  up 
an  indictment  of  assault  and  battery,  but  as  it  was 
m  a  public  inn,  in  a  frequented  street,  there  were 
too  many  witnesses  to  the  contrary ;  and,  as  a  mili- 
tary man,  he  has  not  cut  a  martial  figure,  even  in 


and  80 /good  morrow  to  yon,  f 
ant.*    With  regard  to  other 
soon,  but  I  have  been  quarreH: 
can  scribble  no  more." 


LETTEE  CCC 


TO  MK.  HOPP» 


the  opinion  of  the  priests.  Ho  ran  off  in  such 
hurrj'  that  he  left  his  hat,  and-  never  missed  it  till 
he  got  to  his  hostel  or  inn.  The  facts  are  as  I  tell 
you,  I  can  assure  you.  He  began  by  « coming  Cap- 
tain Grand  over  me,'  or  I  should  never  have  thought 
of  tiving  his  'cunning  in  fence.'  But  what  could 
1  do  ?  He  talked  of  *  honor,  and  satisfaction,  and 
IMS  commission ; '  he  produced  a  military  passport ; 
there  are  severe  punishments  for  regular  duels  on 
the  contment,  and  trifling  ones  for  rencontres,  so 
that  It  18  best  to  fight  it  out  directly ;  he  had  rob- 
bed, and  then  wanted  to  insult  me ;— what  could  I 
do  f  My  patience  was  gone,  and  the  weapons  at 
hand,  fair  and  equal.  Besides,  it  was  just  after 
dinner,  when  my  digestion  was  bad,  and  I  don't 
iT  n  ®  disturbed.  His  friend  •  *  is  at  Forli ;  we 
shall  meet  on  my  way  back  to  Ravenna.  The  Hano- 
verian seems  the  greater  rogue  of  the  two ;  and  if 
my  valor  does  not  ooze  away  like  Acres's— •  Odds 
flints  and  triggers  J '  if  it  should  be  a  rainy  morn- 
ing, and  niy  stomach  in  disorder,  there  may  he  some- 
thing for  the  obituary.  •  ' 

*«Now,  pray,  «Sir  Lucius,  do  not  you  look  upon 
me  as  a  very  ill-used  gentleman  ? '  1  send  my  licu- 
lonact  W  match  Mr  Hobhouse's  Major  CartwVight ; 


I  am  glad  to  hear  of  your 
know  how  to  congratulate  yoi 
differently  of  Venice  from  wha 
you  thought  always.  I  am,  bca 
your  troubles  by  requesting  you 
Mr.  Edgecombe  and  myself  in 
imputed  peculation  and  irregu! 
part  of  that  phccnix  of  secrctari 
you  had  not  parted  friends,  at  t 
refused  for  my  own  part  any  ju^ 
offered  him  nis  choice  of  an; 
scoundrel  native  to  be  found  in" 
umpire;  but  he  expressed  him 
your  impartiality,  that  he  dec 
This  is  in  his  favor.  The  papei 
to  you  the  default  in  his  accou 
his  explanation,  and  decide,  if  il 
shall  not  appeal  (rom  the  decisic 

"As  he  complained  that  his 
cient,  I  determined  to  have  his 
and  the  enclosed  was  the  resul 
and  white  with  documents,  anc 
Fletcher  to  explain  for  rather  to ; 

"  I  have  had  mucn  civiUty  an< 
Dorville  during  your  journey, 
accordingly. 

^  •*  Your  letter  reached  me  at  y< 
displeased  me  very  much: — ^n'oi 
be  true  in  its  statement  and  kii 
but  you  have  lived  long  enoug 
less  all  such  representations  ct 
in  cases  where  the  passions  are  < 
son  with  men  in  such  a  situatioi 
with  a  drunkard  in  his  cups— tl 
will  get  frem  him  is  that  he  is 
drunk. 

"  Upon  that  subject  we  will  (ii 
You  might  only  say  what  would 
out  answeriuf^  an^  purpose  whi 
too  many  obligations  to  you  to 
same  style.  So  that  you  should 
have  also  that  advantage  over  : 
you  soon. 

**  I  suppose  you  know  that  tl 
that  I  was  arrested  at  Bologna 
story  about  as  true  as  their  v 
Moore  has  been  here — I  lodged  1 
Venice,  and  went  to  sec  him  dail 
at  that  time  quit  La  Mira  entircl' 
not  very  far  from  meeting  in  ^ 
my  best  respects  to  Mrs.  Hoppn 
and  truly,  &c. 

"  P.  S.  Allegra  is  here  in  good 
— I  shall  keep  her  with  me  till 
which  will  perhaps  be  in  the  s] 
occurred  to  me  that  you  mays 
undertake  the  office  of  judge' b^ 
combe  and  your  humble  servan 
Mr.  Listen  (the  comedian,  not 
says,  *  it  is  all  hoptumtU; '  but  I 


Mr.  HoppiMr,  bcfura  hi*  dcputun  fmn  y 
ten  a  letter  to  Lord  Bjrou,  enuvatinp  him 
jr«i  Iw  bid  a  wtule  aUn,  and  urging  him  not  to  ri 
appewred  aoabipmlj  attached  to-n«  well  at  bb  t 
\sj  poaiioa,  whkh  eouU  onijr  be  a 
pnitica."  In  the  lame  letter  Mr.  Hoppicr  infoni 
had  heard  laieij  at  Veoiee,  which,  tboii^  paaHbl, 
much  inaeued  hia  aiuilaty  nmpeaing  iha  com 
Ibrmed  bj  him.— Atorc. 
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CO.  I  do  not  Tdsh  to  find  bim  a  rascal,  if  it  can 
voided,  and  would  rather  think  him  guilty  of 
Lessness  than  cheating.  The  case  is  this — can 
:  not,  give  him  a  character  for  honesty  f  It  is 
my  intention  to  continue  him  in  my  scrTicc." 


LETTER  CCCCV. 

TO  MB.  HOPFXBA. 

•<Octatea,mt. 

You  need  not  have  made  any  excuses  about  the 
:cr ;  I  never  said  but  that  you  might,  could, 
uld,  or  'would  have  reason.  1  merely  described 
o\vn  state  of  inaptitude  to  listen  to  it  at  that 
le,  and  in  those  circumstances.  Besides,  you  did 
:  speak  from  your  oxtm  authority— but  from  what 
1  said  you  bad  heard.  Now  my  blood  boils  to 
ir  an  Italian  speaking  ill  of  another  Italian,  be- 
isc,  though  they  lie  in  particular,  they  speak 
Lth  in  general  by  speaking  ill  at  all— and  although 
3y  know  that  thev  are  trying  and'  wishing  to  lie, 
cy  do  not  succeca,  merely  because  they  can  say 
tning  so  bad  of  each  other,  that  it  may  not,  and 
jst  not  be  true  from  the  atrocity  of  their  long- 
based  national  character. 

"  With  regard  to  Edgecombe,  you  will  perceive 
most  irregular,  extravagant  account,  without 
oper  documents  to  support  it.  He  demanded  an 
crease  of  salary,  which  made  me  suspect  him ;  he 
ipported  an  outrageous  extravagance  of  expendi- 
ire,  and  did  not  hke  the  dismission  of  the  cook ; 
tj  never  complained  of  him — as  in  duty  bound — ^at 
ic  time  of  his  robberies.  I  can  only  say,  that  the 
ousc  expense  is  now  under  one-half  ol  what  it  then 
'as,  as  he  himjelf  admits.  He  charged  for  a  comb 
if//ttc<i7i  francs,— the  real  price  was  eight.  He 
harmed  a  passage  from  Fusma  for  a  person  named 
anibcIU,  who  paid  it  herself,  as  she  will  prove,  if 
iccessary.  He  fancies,  or  asserts  himself,  the  vio- 
im  of  a  domestic  complot  against  him  ; — accounts 
ire  accounts — prices  are  prices :— let  him  make  out 
I  fair  detail.  /  am  not  prejudiced  against  him^- 
m  the  contrary,  I  supported  him  against  the  com- 
jlaints  of  his  wife,  and  of  his  former  master,  at  a 
Limo  when  I  could  have  crushed  him  like  an  ear- 
wig, and  if  he  is  a  scoundrel,  he  is  the  greatest  of 
scoundrels,  an  ungrateful  one.  The  truth  is,  pro- 
bably, that  he  thought  I  was  leaving  Venice,  and 
determined  to  make  the  most  of  it.  At  present  he 
keeps  bringing  in  account  after  account,  though  he 
had  always  money  in  hand — as  I  believe  you  know 
TOY  system  was  never  to  allow  longer  than  a  week's 
bills  to  run.  Pray  read  him  this  letter— I  desire 
nothing;  to  be  concealed  against  which  he  may  de- 
fend himself. 

•'  Pray  how  is  your  little  boy  ?  and  how  are  you 
—I  shall  be  up  in  Venice  very  soon,  and  we  will  be 
bilious  together.  I  hate  the  place  and  all  that  it 
inherits.  "Yours^  &c.'* 


LETTER  CCCCVI. 

TO  H&.  BOPPKES. 

"Octobers,  1819. 

•  ♦«•«« 

"I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  letter,  and  your 
compliment  to  Don  Juan.  I  said  nothing  to  you 
about  it,  understanding  that  it  is  a  sore  subject  with 
the  moral  reader,  and  nas  been  the  cause  of  a  great 
row;  but  I  am  glad  you  like  it.  I  will  say  nothing 
about  the  shipwreck,  except  that  I  hope  you  think 
It  is  as  nautical  and  technical  as  verse  could  admit 
in  the  octave  measure.  * 

"  The  poem  has  not  sold  well,  so  Murray  says — 
<bnt  the  best  judges,  &c.,  say,  &c.,'  so  says  that 
worthy  man.  i  have  never  seen  it  in  print.  The 
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third  canto  is  in  advance  about  one  hundred  etan 
zas ;  but  the  failure  of  the  first  two  has  weakened 
my  estro,  and  it  will  neither  be  so  good  as  the  former 
two,  nor  completed,  unless  I  get  a  little  more  riscat' 
data  in  its  behalf.*  I  understand  the  outcry  was 
beyond  every  thing.— Pretty  cant  for  people  who 
read  Tom  Jones,  and  Roderick  Random,  and  the 
Bath  Guide,  and  Ariosto,  and  Dryden,  and  Pope- 
to  say  nothing  of  Little's  Poems.  Of  course  I  re- 
fer to  the  morality  of  these  works,  and  not  to  any 
pretension  of  mine  to  compete  with  them  in  any 
thing  but  decency.  I  hope  yours  is  the  Paris  edi- 
tion, and  that  yon  did  not  pay  the  London  price. 
I  have  seen  neither,  except  in  the  newspapers. 

•*  Pray  make  my  respects  to  Mrs.  H.,  and  take 
care  of  your  little  ooy.  All  my  household  have  the 
fever  and  ague,  except  Fletcher,  Allegra,  and  mysen, 
(as  we  used  to  say  in  Nottinghamsjiire,)  and  the 
horses,  and  Mutz,  and  Moretto.  In  the  beginning 
of  Noven4)er,  perhaps  sooner,  I  expect  to  have  the 
pleasure  o?  seeing  you.  To-day  I  got  drenched  by 
a  thunder-storm,  and  my  horse  and  groom  too,  and 
his  horse  all  bemired  up  to  the  middle  in  a  cross- 
road. It  was  summer,  at  noon,  and  at  five  we  were 
bewintered ;  but  the  lightning  was  sent,  perhaps,  to 
let  us  know  that  the  summer  was  not  yet  over.  If 
is  queer  weather  for  the  27th  of  October. 

«*  Yours,  &o." 


LETTER  CCCCVII. 

TO  MB.  ICUBBAT. 

*«  Vauke,  Oatuder  3S,  1818. 

'*  Tours  of  the  15th  came  yesterday.  I  an^sorry 
that  you  do  not  mention  a^arge  letter  addressed  to 
your  care  for  Lady  Byron,  from  me,  at  Bologna,  two 
months  ago.  Pray  tell  me  was  this  letter  received 
and  forwitfded  ? 

**  Yon  say  nothing  of  the  vice-consulate  for  the 
Ravenna  patrician,  from  which  is  to  bo  inferred  that 
the  thing  will  not  be  done. 

"I  had  written  about  a  hundred  stanzas  of  a 
third  eanto  to  Bon  Juan,  but  the  reception  of  the 
first  two  is  no  encouragement  to  yon  nor  me  to  pro-  • 
ceed. 

**  I  had  also  written  about  six  hundred  lines  of  a 
poem,  the  Vision  (or  Prophecy)  of  Dante,  the  sub- 
ject a  view  of  Italy  in  the  a^es  down  to  the  present 
— supposing  Dante  to  speak  in  his  own  person,  pre- 
vious to  his  death  and  embracing  all  topics  in  the 
way  of  prophecy,  like  Lycophron's  Cassandra ;  but 
this  and  the  other  are  both  at  a  stand -still  for  the 
present. 

**  I  gave  Moore,  who  is  gone  to  Rome,  my  life  in 
MS.  in  seventy-eight  fslio  sheets,  brought  down  to 
1816.  But  this  I  put  into  his  hands  for  his  care,  as 
he  has  some  other  MSS.  of  mine — a  journal  kept  in 
1814,  &c.  Neither  are  for  publication  during  my 
Ufe,  but  when  I  am  cold,  you  may  do  what  you 
please.  In  the  mean  time,  if  you  like  to  read  them 
you  may,  and  show  them  to  any  body  you  like— I 
care  not. 

**  The  life  is  memoranda  and  not  confessions.  X 
have  left  out  all  my  loves,  (except  in  a  general  way,) 
and  many  other  oi  the  most  important  things,  (oe- 
cause  I  must  not  compromise  other  people,)  so  that 
it  is  like  the  play  of  Hamlet—*  The  part  of  Hamlet 
omitted  by  particular  desire.'  But  yon  will  find 
many  opinions,  and  some  fun,  with  a  detailed  ac« 
count  of  my  marriage  and  its  consequences,  as  true 
as  a  party  concerned  can  make  such  account,  for  I 
suppose  we  are  all  prejudiced. 

"I  have  never  read  over  this  life  since  it  was 
written,  so  that  I  know  not  exactly  what  it  may  re- 

Seat  or  contain.    Moore  and  I  passed  some  merry 
ays  together.  •  •  •  • 

^      m  •  •  •  •  • 


>  Bm  Letter,  opdaxc 
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"  I  probablj  must  return  for  business,  or  in  my 
way  to  America.  Pray,  did  you  get  a  letter  for  Hob- 
house,  who  will  have  told  you  the  contents  ?  I  un- 
derstand that  the  Venezulean  commissioners  had 
orders  to  treat  with  emigrants ;  now  I  want  to  go 
there.    I  should  not  make  a  bad  South  American 

{»lanter,  and  I  should  take  my  natural  daughter,  Al- 
egra,  with  me,  and  settle.  I  wrote,  at  length,  to 
Hobhouse,  to  get  information  from  Perry,  who,  I 
suppose,  is  the  best  topographer  and  trumpeter  of 
the  new  republicans.    Pray  write. 

**  Yours,  ever. 
"  P.  S.  Moore  and  I  did  nothing  but  laugh.  He 
will  tell  you  of  *  my  whereabouts,'  and  all  my  pro- 
ceedings at  this  present ;  they  are  as  usual.  You 
should  not  let  those  fellows  publish  false  'Don 
Juans ;'  but  do  not  put  my  namef  because  I  mean 
to  cut  Roberts^  up  like  a  gourd  in  the  preface,  if  I 
continue  the  poem." 


LETTER  CCCCVIII. 

TO  U&.  UOFPNSE. 

••Octobw  29,1819. 

"  The  Fcrrara  story  is  of  a  piece  with  all  the  rest 
of  the  Venetian  manufacture,* — ^you  may  judge :  I 
only  changed  horses  there  since  I  wrote  to  you,  after 
my  visit  in  June  last.  *  Cotivent,*  and  *  carry  off,' 
quotha!  and  *atrV  I  should  like  to  know  wJio 
has  been  carried  off,  Accept  poor  dear  me.  I  have 
been  more  ravished  myself  than  any  body  since  the 
Trojan  war ;  but  as  to  the  arrest,  and  its  causes,  one 
is  as  true  as  the  other,  and  I  can  account  for  the 
inven|ion  of  neither.  I  suppose  it  is  some  confu- 
sion of  the  tale  of  th#  romaretta  and  of  Me. 
Guiccioli,  and  half  a  dozen  more ;  but  it  is  useless 
to  unravel  the  web,  when  one  has  only  to  brush  it 
away.  I  shall  settle  with  Master  £.,  who  looks 
very  blue  at  your  in-decition^  and  swears  that  he  is 
the  best  arithmetician  in  Europe ;  and  so  I  think 
also,  for  he  makes  out  two  and  two  to  be  five. 

*<  You  may  see  me  next  week.  I  have  a  horse  or 
two  more,  Tnve  in  all,)  and  I  shall  repossess  myself 
•of  Lido  and  I  will  rise  earlier,  and  we  will  go  and 
shake  our  livers  over  the  beach,  as  heretofore,  if 
you  like— and  we  will  make  the  Adriatic  roar  again 
with  our  hatred  of  that  now  empty  oyster-shell, 
without  its  pearl,  the  city  of  Venice, 

'*  Murray  sent  me  a  letter  yesterday :  the  impos- 
tors have  published  Udo  new  third  cantos  of  Don 
Juan : — the  devil  take  the  impudence  of  some  black- 
guard bookseller  or  other  there/or/  Perhaps  I  did 
not  make  myself  understood ;  he  told  me  the  sale 
had  been  great,  twelve  hundred  out  of  fifteen  hun- 
dred quarto,  I  believe,  (which  is  nothing,  after,  sell- 
ing thirteen  thousand  of  the  Corsair  in  one  day;) 
but  that  the  <  best  judges,'  &c.,  had  said  it  was 
Tcrv  fine,  and  clever,  and  particulary  good  English, 
and  poetry,  and  all  those  consolatory  things,  which 
are  not,  however,  worth  a  single  copy  to  a  book- 
seller :  and  as  to  the  author,  of  course  I  am  in  a 
d — ned  passion  at  the  bad  taste  of  the  times,  and 
swear  there  is  nothing  like  posterity,  who,  of  course, 
must  know  more  of  the  matter  than  their  grand- 
fathers. There  has  been  an  eleventh  eomraond- 
ment  to  the  women  not  to  read  it,  and  what  is  still 
more  extraordinaxr,  they  seem  not  to  have  broken 
it.  But  that  can  be  of  little  import  to  them,  poor 
things,  for  the  reading  or  non-reading  a  book  will 
never  ♦♦•♦•• 

"  Count  G.  comes  to  Venice  next  week,  and  I  am 
requested  to  consign  hia  wife  to  him,  which  shall  be 
done.  •  ♦  ♦  ♦  What  you 

saj  of  the  long  evenings  at  the  Mira,  or  Venice,  re- 
mmds  me  of  what  Curran  said  to  Moore :— •  So  I 
hear  you  have  married  a  pretty  woman,  and  a  very 


good  creature,  too, — an  ( 
um ! — hoto  do  you  poM  Vi 
of  a  question  that,  ana 
with  a  wife  as  with  a  mis 
**  If  you  go  to  Milan, 
CormUr^the  only  vice  tl 
Venice.    D'Orvule  is  a  { 

50  to  England  in  the  i 
(rs.  Hoppner  at  Berne 
months.  I  wish  you  hf 
mean,  not  the  Mira)  whe 
venr  merry  and  tipsy.  B 
ana  swore  it  was  a  sad  p! 
**  So  Madame  Albnzzi 
woman !  ♦  ♦ 

Moore  told  me  that  at 
devil  of  a  story  of  the  '. 
seduced !— «ubsequent  al 
Grand  Canal,' — and  her 
finis  in  consequence  !'  ] 
was  nearest  being  madi 
them!  Don't  you  thii 
character  of  a  very  ill- 
your  little  boy  is  well.  2 
a  pomegranate  blossom. 
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"  Mr.  Hoppner  has  len 
Paris  edition,  which  he  1 
land  by  clergymen  and  la 
probation.  In  the  secon 
lorty-ninth  stanza  to 

'<  IVu  tvUiffiA,  mA  tbe 
Over  tlie  vuie  of  wa 

Which  if  wlthdnwa  wc 
or  pnc  wlioK  luila  ia 

Tliui  10  ihclr  hopelcH  P] 
And  grimlj  (Jorkicd  o 

And  the  dim  dewhte  dt 

Bmd  tlidr  fiuniUiir,  sod 

"  X  have  been  ill  these 
fever,  caught  in  the  co 
thunder-storm.  Yestcrd 
the  two  last  were  very  sn 
the  last  being  preceded 
fever  of  the  place  and  th4 
but  not  unwell,  in  the  i 
and  lassitude. 

•  Count  GuiccioU  has  ; 
presented  his  spouse  (wj 
months  for  her  health  an 
Aglictti)  with  a  naper  of 
hours,  and  conauct,  an 
which  he  insist  on  her  aci 
refusing.  I  am  expressh 
by  this  treaty,  as  an  indi 
that  they  are  in  high  dii 
suit  may  bo,  I  know  noi 
consulting  friends. 

*•  To-night,  as  Counte 
poring  over  *Don  Juai 
chance  on  the  one  hw 
stanza  of  the  first  cant 
meant.  I  told  her,  *Ni 
band  is  coming.'"  As] 
some  emphasis,  she  start 
'  Ohy  my  Gody  is  he  con 
oion,  who  either  was  or 
theatre.  You  may  supp 
found  out  the  mistake, 
was ;  it  happened  not  thi 

*  I  wrote  to  you  last ' 
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tiiTk^  to  *he  third  canto  since  my  ferer,  nor  to  *  The 
^ropliecy  of  Dante.'  Of  the  former  there  ore 
bout  a  hundred  octayes  done ;  of  the  latter  about 
ive  liundred  lines — ^perhaps  more.  Moore  saw  the 
'bird  Jixan,  as  far  as  it  then  went.  I  do  not  know 
f  iny  fever  will  let  me  go  on  with  either,  and  the 
.ertiati  lasts,  they  say,  a  good  while.  I  had  it  in 
Slalta.  on  my  way  home,  and  the  malaria  fever  in 
Grreece  the  year  before  that.  The  Venetian  is  not 
very  fierce,  but  I  was  delirious  one  of  the  nights 
vvltH  it,  for  an  hour  or  two,  and,  on  my  senses 
coxni-nof  back,  found  Fletcher  sobbing  on  one  side  of 
the  bed,  and  La  Contessa  OuiccioU  weeping  on  the 
otber  ;  so  that  I  had  no  want  of  attendance.  I  have 
not  yet  taken  any  physidan,  because,  though  I 
tbinltL  they  may  rttiere  in  chronic  disorders,  such  as 
gout  and  the  like,  &c.,  &e.,  &c.,  (though  they  can't 
cure  them)-— just  as  surgeons  are  necessary  to  set 
bones  and  tend  wounds — ^yet  I  think  fevers  quite 
out  of  their  reach,  and  remediable  only  by  diet  and 
nature. 

**  I  don't  like  the  taste  of  bark,  but  I  suppose 
that  I  must  take  it  soon. 

**  Tell  Rose  that  somebody  at  Milan  (an  Aus- 
trian, Mr.  Hoppner  says)  is  answering  his  book. 
W'illiam  Bankes  is  in  quarantine  at  Trieste.  I  have 
not  lately  heard  from  you.  Excuse  this  naper :  it  is 
Ions  paper  shortened  for  the  occasion.  What  folly 
is  tnis  of  Carlisle's  trial  ?  why  let  him  have  the 
honors  of  a  martyr  ?  it  will  only  advertise  the  books 
in  question.  "Yours,  &c. 

•*  P.  S.  As  I  tell  vou  that  the  Guiccioli  business 
is  on  the  eve  of  exploding  in  one  way  or  the  other, 
X  ^'ill  just  add,  that  mtnout  attempting  to  influ- 
ence the  decision  of  the  Contessa,  a  good  deal  de- 
pends upon  it.    If  she  and  her  husband  make  it  up, 
y  OTi  will  perhaps  see  me  in  England  sooner  than  you 
cxj^cct.    If  not,  I  shall  retire  with  her  to  France  or 
Amoricn,  change  my  name,  and  lead  a  quiet  pro- 
vincial life.    All  this  may  seem  odd,  but  I  have  got 
the  poor  girlinto  a  scrape ;  and  as  neither  her  birth, 
nor  her  rank,  nor  her  connexions  by  birth  or  mar- 
riage, arc  inferior  to  my  own,  I  am  in  honor  bound 
to  support  her  through.     Besides,  she  is  a  very 
prctt}'  woman — ask  Moore— and  not  yet  one-and- 
twcnty. 

"  If*  she  gets  over  this,  and  I  get  over  my  tertian,  I 
will  perhaps  look  in  at  Albemarle  street,  some  of 
these  days,  enpasaarU  to  Bolivar." 


LETTER  CCCCX. 

TO    MB.    BAXK£S. 

"  Venice,  Norember  90, 1819. 

"  A  tertian  a^e  which  has  troubled  me  for  some 
time,  and  the  mdisposition  of  my  daughter,  have 

f»i  even  tod  me  from  replying  before  to  your  welcome 
ctter.  I  have  not  been  ignorant  of  your  progress 
nor  of  ^'our  discoveries,  and  I  trust  that  you  arc  no 
worse  in  health  from  your  labors.  You  may  rely 
ii])un  finding  every  body  in  England  eager  to  reap 
the  fruits  of  them ;  ana  as  you  have  done  more  than 
other  men,  I  hope  you  will  not  limit  yourself  to 
Buying  less  than  may  do  justice  to  the  talents  and 
time  you  have  bestowed  on  your  perilous  researches. 
The  first  sentence  of  my  letter  will  have  explained 
to  you  why  I  cannot  join  you  at  Trieste.  I  was  on 
the  point  of  setting  out  for  England,  (before  I 
knew  of  your  arrival,)  when  my  child's  illness  has 
m.idc  her  and  me  dependent  on  a  Venetian  Proto- 
Medico. 

•*  It  is  now  seven  years  since  you  and  I  met ; — 
which  time  you  have  employed  better  for  others, 
and  more  honorably  for  yourself,  than  I  have  done. 

"In England  you  will  find  considerable  changes, 
public  and  private,— you  will  see  some  of  our  old 
college  contemporaries  turned  into   lords  of  the 


treasury,  admirality  and  the  like,— others  become 
reformers  and  orators, — ^man^  settled  in  Ufe,  as  it  is 
called,— and  others  settled  in  death;  amon^  the 
latter  (by-the-way,  not  our  fellow-collegians), 
Sheridan,  Curran,  Lady  Melbourne,  Monk  licwis, 
Frederick  Douglas,  &c.,  &c.,  &c. ;  but  you  will  still 
find  Mr.  *  *  living  and  all  hiis  family,  as  also  * 

•  «♦««• 

**  Should  you  come  up  this  way,  and  I  am  still 
here,  you  need  not  be  assured  how  glad  I  shall  be 
to  see  you ;  I  long  to  hear  some  part,  from  you,  of 
that  which  I  expect  in  no  long  time  to  see.  At 
length  you  have  had  better  fortune  than  any  tra- 
veller of  equal  enterprise,  (except  Humboldt,)  m  re^ 
tiuming  safe;  and  after  the  fate  of  the  Brownes, 
and  the  Parkes,  and  the  Burckhardts,  it  is  hardly 
less  surprise  than  satisfaction  to  get  you  back 
again.        *'  Believe  me  mer 

<*  And  very  affectionately  yours, 

•*  Bteox." 


LETTER  CCCCXI. 

TO  UB.  KXmilAT. 

•'  Veniee,  Dec  4,  1819. 

**  You  may  do  as  you  please,  but  you  are  about  a 
hopeless  experiment.*  Eldon  will  decide  against 
you,  were  it  only  that  my  name  is  in  the  record. 
You  will  also  recollect  that  if  the  publication  is 
pronounced  against,  on  the  grounds  you  mention, 
as  indecent  ana  blas^phemouSj  that  /  loec  all  right  in 
mv  daughter's  puarUianship  and  education^  in  short, 
all  paternal  authority,  and  every  thing  concerning 
her,  except  ♦  •  •  ♦  * 

It  was  so  decided  in  Shelley's  case,  because  he  had 
written  Queen  Mab,  &c.,  &c.  However,  you  can 
ask  the  llKryers,  and  do  as  you  like :  I  do  not  in- 
hibit you  trying  tho  question ;  I  merely  state  one 
of  the  consecjuences  to  me.  With  regard  to  the 
copyright,  it  is  hard  that  you  should  pay  for  a  non- 
entity :  I  will,  therefore,  refund  it,  which  I  can  very 
well  do,  not  having  spent  it,  nor  begun  upon  it ; 
and  so  we  will  be  quits  on  that  score.  It  lies  at  my 
banker's. 

*'  Of  the  Chancellor's  law  I  am  no  judge ;  but  take 
up  Tom  Jones,  and  read  his  Mrs.  Waters  and  Molly 
Scagrim ;  or  Prior's  Hans  Carvel  and  Paulo  Pur- 

Cti ;  Smollett's  Roderick  Random,  the  chapter  of 
d  Strutwell,  and  many  others ;  Peregrine  Pickle, 
the  scene  of  the  Beggar  Girl ;  Johnson's  London^ 
for  coarse  expressions ;  for  instance,  the  words  *  * 
♦,'  and  *  ♦  • ;  •  Anstey's  Bath  Guide,  the  •  Hearken 
Lady  Betty,  hearken ; ' — ^tako  up,  in  short.  Pope, 
Prior,  Congrcve,  Dryden,  Fielding,  Smollett,  and 
let  the  council  select  passages,  and  what  becomes  ol 
their  copyriirht,  if  his  Wat  Tyler  decision  is  to  pass 
into  a  precedent  ?  f  I  have  nothing  more  to  say  : 
you  must  judge  for  yourselves. 

'*  I  wrote  to  you  some  time  ago.  I  have  had  a 
tcritan  ague;  my  daughter  Allegra  has  been  ill  also, 
and  I  have  been  almost  obliged  to  run  away  mth  a 
married  woman;  but  with  some  difficulty,  and  many 
internal  struggles,  I  reconciled  the  lady  with  her 
lord,  and  cured  the  fever  of  the  child  with  bark,  and 
my  own  with  cold  water.  I  think  of  setting  out  for 
England  by  the  Tyrol  in  a  few  days,  so  that  I  could 
wish  you  to  direct  your  next  letter  to  Calais.  Ex- 
cuso  my  writing  in  great  haste  and  late  in  the  morn- 
ing, or  night,  whichever  you  please  to  call  it.  The 
third  canto  of  *  Don  Juan '  is  coxnpleted,  in  about 
t>vo  hundred  stanzas ;  very  decent,  I  believe,  but  do 
not  know,  and  it  is  useless  to  discuss  until  it  be 
ascertained,  if  it  may  or  may  not  be  a  property. 

**  My  present  determination  to  quit  Italy  was  nn« 


*  Mr.  Mormy  bMd  commenoeJ  a  rait  apliut  a  Loadon  bookKller,  Sot  •( 
kiMngenicnt  of  bU  eopjnight,  in  pubDahln;  a  pirated  edition  of  Don  Juan. 

tr    -        ^    ■ 
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looked  for ;  but  I  hare  explained  the  reasons  in  let 
ters  to  my  sister  and  Dou{;las  Kinnaird,  a  week  or 
two  ago.  My  progress  Nvill  depend  upon  the  snows 
of  the  Tyrol,  and  the  health  of  my  child,  who  is  at 
(iresent  quite  recovered : — but  I  hope  to  get  on  well, 
and  am  '*  Yours  ever  and  truly. 

*«  P.  S.  Many  thanks  for  your  letters,  to  which 
you  are  not  to  consider  this  as  an  answer,  but  as  an 
acknowledgement." 


LETTER  CCCCXII. 

TO  THE  C»UNTE88  OUICCIOLl. 

"You  are,  and  ever  will  be,  my  first  thought, 
but  at  this  moment,  I  am  A  a  state  most  dreadful, 
not  knowing  which  way  to  decide  ;^K)n  the  one 
hand,  fearing  that  I  should  compromise  you  for  ever, 
by  my  return  to  Ravenna,  and  the  consequences  of 
such  a  step,  and,  on  the  other,  dreading  that  I 
shall  lose  both  you  and  myself,  and  all  that  I  have 
ever  known  or  tasted  of  happiness,  by  never  seeing 
you  more.  I  pray  of  yoti,  I  implore  you  to  be  com- 
forted, and  to  believe  that  I  cannot  cease  to  love 
you  but  with  my  life. 

•  •♦••♦ 

(*  I  go  to  save  you,  and  leave  a  country  insupport 
able  to  me  without  you.  Your  letters  to  F  ♦  ♦ 
and  myself  do  wrong  to  my  motives— but  you  will 
yet  see  your  injustice.  It  is  not  enougn  that  I 
must  leave  you — from  motives  of  which  ere  long 
you  will  bo  convinced — it  is  not  enough  that  I  must 
ny  from  Italy,  with  a  heart  deeply  wounded,  after 
having  passed  all  m^  days  in  solitude  since  your 
departure,  sick  both  m  body  and  mind— but  I  must 
also  have  to  endure  vour  reproaches  without  an- 
swering and  without  deserving  them.  Farewell ! — 
in  that  one  word  is  comprised  the  death  Of  my  hap 
piness." 


LETTER  CCCCXIIL 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OUICCIOLl. 

<i  p  «  «  «  ^11  already  have  told  you,  with  her 
accustomed niblimity^  that  Love  has  gained  the  vic- 
tory. I  could  not  summon  up  resolution  enough  to 
leave  the  country  where  you  are,  without,  at  least, 
once  more  seeing  you.  On  yourself,  perhaps,  it 
will  depend,  whether  I  ever  again  sliall  leave  you. 
Of  the  rest  we  shall  speak  when  wc  meet.  Vou 
ought,  by  this  time,  to  know  which  is  most  condu- 
cive to  your  welfare,  my  presence  or  my  absence. — 
For  myself,  I  am  a  citizen  of  the  world — all  coun- 
tries arc  alike  to  me.  You  have  ever  been,  since 
our  first  acquaintance,  the  sole  fihject  of  my  thoufjhts. 
My  opinion  was,  that  the  best  course*  I  could  adopt, 
both  ror  your  peace  and  that  of  all  your  family,  would 
have  been  to  depart  and  go  far,  far  away  from  you  ; 
—since  to  have  been  near  and  not  approach  you 
would  have  been,  for  me,  impossible.  You  have 
however  decided  that  I  am  to  return  to  Ravenna.  I 
shall  accordingly  return — and  shall  do — and  60  all 
that  you  wish.    I  cannot  say  more." 


LETTER  CCCCXIV. 

TO  MR.   IIOPPNEa. 

«  Mt  Dear  Hoppxfii, 

"  Partings  are  but  bitter  work  at  best,  so  that  I 
•hall  not  venture  on  a  second  with  you.  Pray  make 
my  respects  to  Mrs.  Hoppncr,  and  assure  her  of  my 


unalterable  reverence  for  th 
her  disposition,  which  is  not 
in  this  world — for  those  who 
in  human  virtues  would  disc 
give  them  a  better  opinion  oi 
and — what  is  still  more  diffi 
being  of  the  same  species.  1 
preaching  its  doblcr  models, 
cuscs  you  can  for  my  omissi 
leave-taking.  If  we  all  me 
my  humblest  apology :  if  nol 
you  all  well :  and,  if  you  ca: 
given  you  a  great  deal  of  tro 


LETTER  C( 

TO  MB.  MU 


"  Since  I  last  wrote,  I  hs 
and  shall  not  come  to  Engla 
template  the  more  I  dislike 

5)ect.  You  may  therefore  s 
lere^  thoujjh  I  mean  to  go  to 
finished  the  third  canto  of  D 
I  have  read  and  heard  discoi 
cation — at  least  for  the  presc 
copy  question,  but  vou'll  los( 
cant  is  up.  I  should  have  : 
the  price  of  the  cop}Tight,  ai 
Kinnaird  by  this  post  on  tl 
him. 

*'  I  have  not  the  patience, 
enough  in  the  question,  to  c< 
in  their  own  slanft ;  but  I  pe 
Magazine  and  one  or  two  0 
have  been  hyperbolical  in  thi 
cal  in  their  abuse.  I  like  an 
he  should  not  have  indulged 
gpous  license.*  It  is  overdo 
What  would  he  say  to  the  j 
sion  and  the  misanthropy  u 
liver's  Travels  } — When  he 
business,  he  talks  of  what  he 
and  you  may  tell  him  tliat  nc 
public  investigation  of  that  a 

"  I  sent  homo  by  Moore 
has  my  journal  also)  my  1 
1816,  and  I  gave  him  leave  t< 
pleased,  but  not  to  publish,  ( 
may  read  it,  and  you  may  let 
likes — not  for  his  public  opi 
for  I  like  the  man,  and  car 
magazine.  And  I  could  wi 
read  it,  that  she  may  have  it 
any  thing  mistaken  or  missti 
bly  appear  after  ray  extincti 
but  fair  she  should  see  itj — 
willing. 

*  Perhaps  I  may  take  a  J 
sprin|]; ;  but  I  have  been  ill  ai 
decisive,  because  few  thingt 
fellows  first  abused  mo  for  be 
they  are  t^TOth  that  I  am,  or 
tious.  I  have  got  such  a  col 
can  hardly  see  what  I  scrawl 
as  sharp  as  needles.  Some  t 
rather  fully  about  my  Italiar 
can  say  no  more  except  that 
by-and,-by. 

"  Your  Blackwood  accuses 
harshly :  it  may  be  so,  but  I 


Thia  h  oa«  of  the  imnj  mUukM  into 
of  literary  operatJona  led  him.  The  <p*ntlc 
the  magazine  i*  hrrc  nttributpd,  ha>  nerer, 
the  ribjwt  of  the  noUe  pori'i  chancter  or 
ft«lin;of  ■dminttiou  w  euthutl.^a(k  n  h  is 
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tyr  ;  my  ^hole  life  has  been  sacrificed  to  them  and 
in/  them.  I  mean  to  leaye  Venice  in  a  few  davs,  but 
you  wiU  address  yonr  letters  A«r0 as  usual,  when  I 
tix  else-irhere,  you  shall  knotr." 


LETTER  CCCCXVI. 

TO  UB.  HOFPNER. 

*'  I  haye  been  here  this  veek,  and  was  obliged  to 
put  on  my  armor  and  ^o  the  night  after  my  arriTal 
to  the  Marquis  Cavalli's,  where  there  were  between 
two  and  three  hundred  of  the  best  company  I  have 
seen  in  Italy,— >more  beauty,  more  youth,  and  more 
diamonds  among  the  women  than  have  been  seen 
these  fiftyyears  in  the  Sea-Sodom.*— I  neyer  saw 
such  a  difference  between  two  places  of  the  same 
latitude,  (or  j^latitude,  it  is  all  one,)— music,  danc- 
ing, and  play,  all  in  the  same  salie.  The  G.'s  object 
appeared  to  be  to  parade  her  foreign  lover  as  much 
as  possible,  and,  faith,  if  she  seemed  to  gloi^  in  the 
scandal,  it  was  not  for  me  to  be  ashamed  of  it.  No- 
body seined  surprised ;— all  the  women,  on  the  con- 
trary, were,  as  it  were,  delighted  with  the  excellent 
example.  The  vice-legate,  and  all  the  other  vices, 
were  as  polite  as  <y>uld  be ;— and  I,  who  had  acted 
on  fhe  reserve,  was  fairly  obliged  to  take  the  lady 
under  my  arm,  and  look  as  much  like  a  cicisbeo  as 
I  cotdd  on  so  short  a  notice, — ^to  say  nothing  of  the 
embarrassment  of  a  cocked  hat  and  sword,  much 
more  formidable  to  me  than  ever  it  will  be  to  the 
enemy. 

•*  I  write  in  great  haste — do  you  answer  as  hastily. 
I  can  understand  nothing  of  all  this ;  but  it  seems 
as  if  the  O.  had  been  presumed  to  be  planted,  and 
was  determined  to  show  that  she  was  not,— y/an/a- 
tiotit  in  this  hemisphere,  being  the  greatest  moral 
misfortune.  But  this  is  mere  conjecture,  for  I  know 
nothing  about  it — excejpt  that  every  body  are  very 
kind  to  her,  and  not  discourteous  to  me.  Fathers, 
and  all  relations,  quite  agreeable. 

<«  Yours  ever, 
"B. 
*<  P.  8.    Best  respects  to  Mrs.  H. 
"  I  would  send  the  compiimentt  of  the  season ; 
but  the  season  itself  is  so  little  complimentary  with 
snow  and  rain  that  I  wait  for  sunshme." 


LETTER  CCCCXVII. 


TO  MB.  UOO&E. 


*<  Mt  Dbah  Moorb, 


hJabouj  8,100. 


OrMtw— 


And  aU  Um  IbUti  would  Maie 

ir  wife  iboakl  dine  •«  Etinnii«oa, 

And  lilMMild  dine  uWi2«.' 

"Here^BAlappf  MwyMrl  but  with  Mhob, 
I  beg  youll  pmah  mi  lo  my-- 
WMi  me  flUBiy  ictnira  of  tiM  MMoik 
Out  u  ykw  Myoa  pleua  of  the  Mt. 


**  To  change  the  subject,  are  yon  in  England  ?  1 
^end  you  an  epitaph  for  Castlereagh. 

♦  ••  •^^  • 

Another  for  Pitt— 

**  with  death  doomM  to  gnppi« 
Beneath  ibliedd  dab,  be 
Who  Ued  in  the  Chapel 
Now  Uee  in  the  Abbey. 

"  The  gods  seem  to  have  made  me  poetical  thu 
day  :«— 

**  In  dif gin;  up  yom  bonet,  Tom  Rdne, 

WUl.  Cotbeu  ImM  done  well  t 
YiM  vhk.  hdm  eo  caith  agsbtf 

Hell  vUt  70U  in  hell. 
**  Yon  come  to  Mm  en  earth  aftlu, 

Ile'H  go  wlih  jroQ  (o  beO. 

"  Pray  let  not  th^se  versiculi  go  forth  witn  mp 
name,  except  among  the  initiated,  because  my  friend 
Hobhouse  has  foamed  into  a  reformer,  and  I  greatly 
fear,  will  subside  into  Newgate ;  since  the  Honora- 
ble House,  according  to  Galignani's  Reports  of  Par 
liamentary  Debates,  are  menacing  a  prosecution  to 
a  pamphlet  of  his.  I  shall  be  very  sorry  to  hear  of 
any  thing  but  good  for  him,  particularly  in  these 
miserable  squabbles ;  but  these  are  the  natural  ef- 
fects of  taking  a  part  in  them. 

"  For  my  own  part,  I  had  a  sad  scene  since  you 
went.  Count  Gu.  came  for  his  wife,  and  nofie  ot 
those  consequences  which  Scott  prophesied  ensued. 
There  was  no  damages,  as  in  England,  and  so  Scott 
lost  his  wager.  But  there  was  a  great  scene,  for 
she  would  not,  at  first,  go  back  with  him— at  least, 
she  did  go  back  with  him ;  but  he  insisted,  reason- 
ably enough,  that  all  communication  should  be 
broken  off  between  her  and  me.  So,  finding  Italy 
very  dull,  and  having  a  fever  tertian,  I  packed  up 
my  valise  and  prepared  to  cross  the  Alps ;  but  my 
daughter  fell  ill,  and  detained  me. 

"  After  her  arrival  at  Ravenna,  the  Guiccioli  fell 
ill  again  too  ;  and,  at  last  her  father  (who  had,  all 
fiJong,  opposed  the  liaison  most  violently  till  now) 
wrote  to  me  to  say  that  she  was  in  such  a  state  that 
he  begged  me  to  come  and  see  her,— «nd  that  her 
husband  had  acouiesced,  in  consequence  of  her  re- 
lapse, and  that  m  (her  father)  would  guarantee  all 
this,  and  that  there  would  be  no  farther  scenes  in 
consequence  between  them,  and  that  I  should  not 
be  compromised  in  any  way.  I  set  out  soon  after, 
and  have  been  here  ever  since.  I  found  her  a  good 
deal  altered,  but  getting  better : — all  this  comes  of 
reading  Corinne. 

**  The  Carnival  is  about  to  begin,  and  I  saw  about 
two  or  three  hundred  people  at  the  Marquis  Cavalli's 
the  other  evening,  with  as  much  youth,  beautjr,  and 
diamonds  among  the  women,  as  ever  averaged  in  the 
like  number.  My  appearance  in  waiting  on  the 
Guiccioli  was  considered  as  a  thing  of  course.  The 
Marquis  is  her  uncle,  and  naturally  considered  me 
as  her  relation. 

'The  paper  is  out,  and  so  is  the  letter.  Pray 
write.    Address  to  Venice,  whence  the  letters  will 


*'  My  this  present  writing  is  to  direct  you  thati 
if  the  chooeeSf  she  may  see  the  MS.  memoir  in  your 
possession.  I  wish  her  to  have  fair  play  in  all  cases, 
even  though  it  will  not  be  published  till  after  my 
decease.  For  this  purpose,  it  were  but  iust  that 
Lady  B.  should  know  what  is  there  said  of  her  and 
hers,  that  she  may  have  full  power  to  remark  on  or 
respond  to  any  part  or  parts,  as_may  seem  fitting 

events. 


!  is  fair  aealing,  I  presume,  in  all 


"Otahnna  of  (ha  valen  I  i  on  8ea-Sodom  1 " 


be  forwarded* 


*  Yours,  &c,. 


LETTER  CCCC?XVin. 


TO  HS.  HOFPNSU. 


**  Ravenna,  Hamary  90, 1830. 

"  I  have  not  decided  any  thing  about  remaimng 
at  Ravenna.  I  may  stay  a  day,  a  week,  a  year,  all 
my  life;  but  all  this  depends  upon  what  I  can 
neither  see  nor  foresee.  I  came  because  I  was 
called,  and  will  go  the  moment  that  I  perceive 
what  may  render  my  departure  proper.  My  attach- 
ment has  neither  the  blindness  of  the  beginning, 
nor  the  microscopic  aecuracy  of  the  close  to  such 
liaisons;  but  *timc  and  the  hour'  must  decide 
upon  what  I  do.  I  can  as  yet  say  nothing,  because 
1  nardly  know  any  thing  beyond  what  I  have  tnld  you 
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"  I  wrote  to  yon  lagt  post  for  my  moTablcs,  as 
there  is  no  getting  a  lodging  vnth  a  chair  or  tafile 
here  ready ;  and  as  I  have  already  some  things  of 
the  sort  at  Bologna  which  I  had  last  summer  there 
for  my  daucfhter,  I  have  directed  them  to  be  moved; 
and  wish  the  like  to  be  done  %nth  those  of  Venice, 
that  I  may  at  least  get  out  of  the  *  Albergo  Im- 
pcriale,'  uhich  's  imperial  in  all  true  sense  of  the 
epithet-  '^i.liai  m;iy  be  paid  for  his  poison.  I 
forgot  to  thank  you  and  Mrs.  Hoppner  tor  a  whole 
treasure  of  toys  for  Allegra  before  our  departure ;  it 
\\Ms  very  kindf,  and  we  are  very  grateful. 

"  Your  account  of  the  wedding  of  the  Governor's 
party  is  very  entertaining.  If  you  do  not  under- 
stand the  consular  exceptions,  I  do  ;  and  it  is  right 
that  a  man  of  honor,  and  a  woman  of  probity, 
should  find  it  so,  particularly  yi  a  place  where  there 
arc  not  '  ten  righteous.*  As  to  nobility— in  Eng- 
land none  are  strictly  noble  but  peers,  not  even 
peers'  sons,  though  titled  by  courtesy ;  nor  knights 
of  the  garter,  unless  of  the  peerage,  so  that  Castle- 
reagh  himself  would  hardly  pass  through  a  foreign 
herald's  ordeal  till  the  death  of  his  father. 

*•  The  snow  is  a  foot  deep  here.  There  is  a  thea- 
tre, and  opera,— the  Barber  of  Seville.  Balls  be^in 
on  Monday  next.  Pay  the  porter  for  never  looking 
after  the  gate,  and  ship  mv  chattels,  and  let  me 
know,  or  let  Castelli  let  me  know,  how  my  lawsuits 
go  on — but  fee  him  only  in  proportion  to  his  suc- 
cess. Perhaps  wo  may  meet  in  the  soring  yet,  if 
you  are  for  England.  I  sec  Hobhouse  nas  got  into 
a  scrape,  which  does  not  please  me ;  he  should  not 
have  gone  so  deep  among  those  men,  without 
calculating  the  conseouences.  I  used  to  think 
myself  the  most  imprucient  of  all  among  my  friends 
arid  acquaintances,  but  almost  begin  to  doubt  it. 

**  Yours,  &o. 


LETTER  CCCCXIX. 

TO  MIL  HOPPXER. 

••  Rarcnna,  Janirarj  31,  I  WO. 

"  You  would  hardlj  have  been  troubled  with  the 
removal  of  my  furniture,  but  there  is  none  to  be 
had  nearer  than  Bologn:^,  and  I  have  been  fain  to 
have  that  of  the  rooms  which  I  fitted  up  for  my 
daughter  there  in  the  summer  removed  here.  The 
expense  will  be  at  least  as  great  of  the  land  car 
riage,  so  that  you  see  it  was  necessity,  and  not 
choice.  Here  they  get  every  thing  from  Bologna, 
except  some  lighter  articles  from  Forli  or  Faenza. 

•'If  Scott  is  returned,  pray  remember  me  to  liim, 
and  plead  laziness  the  whole  and  sole  cause  of  my 
not  replying :— dreadful  is  the  exertion  of  letter- 
writing.  The  Carnival  hero  is  less  boisterous,  but 
we  have  balls  and  a  theatre.  I  carried  Bankes  to 
both,  and  he  carried  away,  I  believe,  a  much  more 
favorable  impression  of  the  society  here  than  that  of 
Venice — ^recollect  that  I  speak  of  the  native  society 
only.  , 

*•  I  am  drilling  very  hard  to  learn  n<Jw  to  double  a 
shawl,  and  should  succeed  to  admiration  if  I  did 
not  always  double  it  the  wrong  side  out ;  and  then  I 
sometimes  confuse  and  bring  away  two,  so  as  to  put 
all  the  Senrenti  out,  besides  keeping  their  Semite  in 
the  cold  till  every  body  can  get  back  their  property. 
But  it  is  a  dreadfully  moral  place,  for  you  must  not 
look  at  any  body's  wife  except  your  neighbor's,— if 
you  go  to  the  next  door  but  one,  you  are  scolded,  and 
presumed  to  be  perfidious.  And  Ihen  a  rclazione  or 
an  amicizia  seems  to  be  a  regular  affair  of  from  five 
to  fifteen  years,  at  which  period,  if  there  occur  a 
widowhood,  it  finbhcs  by  a  sposalizio ;  and  in  the 
mean  time,  it  has  so  many  rules  of  its  own  that  it 
is  not  much  better.    A  man  actually  becomes  a 

Siece  of  female  property,— they  won't  let  their 
_  erventi  marry  until  there  is  a  vacancy  for  them- 
selves. I  know  two  instances  of  this  in  one  family 
here. 


"  To-night  there  was  a  — * 
it  is  an  odd  ceremony.  Bai 
of  it,  and  buffooned  toeeth 
gone  to  Firenze.  Mrs.  J  •  • 
my  postscript ;  there  was  no 
you  in  person.  I  never  ir 
squabbles, — she  may  scratch 

**  The  weather  here  has 
several  feet — a  Jiume  broki 
flooded  heaven  knows  how  r 
came — and  it  is  still  thawii 
horse||have  a  sinecure  till  t 
practicable.  Why  did  Le(p 
blockhead— I  must  have  him 

*'  Will  you  pay  Missiaglia 
of  the  Gran  Bretagna  ?  II 
is  at  Paris ;  I  had  previov 
London,  but  he  has  not  yc 
rently. 


LETTER  C( 


TO  MR.   MU 


**  I  have  had  no  letter  from 
but  since  I  came  here  in  I 
you  a  letter  for  Moore,  who 
in  Paris  or  London,  I  prcsun 
cut  the  third  canto  of  Don  Ji 
was  too  long ;  and  I  tell  you  t 
in  case  of  any  reckoning  betv 
two  are  only  to  go  for  o/ie,  a: 
form,  and,  m  fact,  the  two  t( 
than  one  of  the  first :  so  rer 
made  this  division  to  double 
to  suppress  some  tediousnes 
thing.  I  should  have  served 
had  sent  you,  for  example, 
each. 

I  am  translating  the  i 
Morgante  Maggiorc,  and  hs 
these  last  days  of  the  Carn 
rupt  every  thing. 

'*I  have  not  yet  sent  off 
some  doubt  whether  they  ouj 
they  have  not  the  spint  of 
has  not  frightened  but  it  h 
not  written  con  eunore  this  ti 
however,  and  as  dull  as  '  the 

•*  I  think  my  translations  c 
stare.  It  must  be  put  by  t 
stanza,  and  verse  for  verse ;  j 
was  permitted  in  a  Catholic  < 
age  to  a  churchman,  on  th 
and  so  tell  those  bufibons  wh 
ing  the  Liturgy. 

**  I  write  in  the  greatest  ha 
of  the  corso,  and  I  must  go 
rest.  My  daughter  Allegra 
Countess  G.,  in  Count  G.'s  ( 
the  cavalcade,  and  I  must  i 
of  the  Ravenna  world.  Qui 
and  the  new  one  not  appoint< 
ing  goes  on  the  same,  tne  vie 
governor.  We  have  had  hie 
but  all  is  mild  again. 


LETTER  CC( 

TO  MIU  BAfi 

"1 

**  I  have  room  for  you  in  th 
in  Venice,  if  you  think  fit  tc 
do  not  expect  to  find  the  sa 
tapestried  halls.     Neither  d 


'  The  won!  bcrr  Ixin^  under 
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icats  haro  cvex  prevented  your  penetrating  wherever 
'ou  had  a  mind  to  it,  and  why  should  the  snow 
low  ? — ^Italian  snow— fie  on  it ! — so  pray  come, 
rila's  heart  yearns  for  you,  and  mayhap  for  your 
ilver  broad  pieces :  and  your  playfellow,  the 
iionkey,  is  alone  and  inconsolable. 

"  I  forget  whether  you  admire  or  tolerate  red 
I  air,  so  that  I  rather  dread  showing  you  all  that  I 
lave  about  me,  and  around  me  in  this  city.  Come, 
icverthcless,— 5'ou  can  pay  Dante  a  morning  visit, 
iiid  I  will  undertake  that  Theodore  and  Honoria 
riir  be  most  haj;>py  to  see  you  in  the  forest  hard 
)y.  We  Goths,  also,  of  Ravenna  hope  you  will  not 
I'espise  our  arch-Goth,  Theodoric.  I  must  leave  it 
o  these  worthies  to  entertain  you  all  the  fore  part 
)f  the  day,  feeing  that  I  have  none  at  all  myself— 
he  lark,  that  rouses  me  from  my  slumbers,  Deing  an 
ifternoon  bird.  But,  then,  all  your  evenings,  and 
IS  much  as  you  can  give  me  of  your  nights,  will  be 
nine.  Ay !  and  you  will  find  me  eating  fiesh,  too, 
ike  yourself  or  any  other  cannibal,  except  it  be 
ipon  Fridays.  Then,  there  are  more  cantos  (and 
)e  d^l  to  them)  of  what  the  courteous  reader,  Mr. 
3aunders,  calls  Grub  street,  in  my  drawer,  which  I 
lave  a  little  scheme  to  commit  to  your  charge  for 
Bngland ;  only  I  must  first  cut  up  (or  cut  down) 
:wo  aforesaid  cantos  into  three,  because  I  am  grown 
jaso  and  mercenary,  and  it  is  an  ill  precedent  to  let 
ny  Mccacnas,  Murray,  get  too  much  for  his  money. 
[  am  busy,  also,  with  Fulci — translating — servilely 
ranslating,  stanza  for  stanza,  and  line  for  line— 
wo  octaves  every  night,— the  same  allowance  as  at 
Venice. 

**  "Would  you  call  at  your  banker's  at  Bologna, 
ind  ask  hira  for  some  letters  lying  there  for  me, 
md  bum  them  ?— or  I  will — so  do  not  bum  them, 
)ut  bring  them, — and  believe  me  ever  and  very 
iffcctionatcly  *'  Yours, 

"  Byron. 

•*P.  S.  I  have  a  particular  wish  to  hear  from 
f'ourself  something  about  Cyprus,  so  pray  recoUcct 
ill  that  you  can.    Good  uiglit.** 


LETTER  CCCCXXII. 


TO  MR.  muiihay. 


«« Ravenna,  Feteuaiy  31, 1890. 

**  The  buU-dop  will  be  very  agreeable.  |  have 
)nly  those  of  this  coimtry,  who,  though  gooa,  have 
lot  the  tenacity  of  tooth  and  stoicism  in  endurance 
)f  my  canine  fellow-citizens :  then  pray  send  them 
n'  the  readiest  conveyance — ^perhaps  best  by  sea. 
sir.  Kinnaird  will  disburse  for  them,  and  deduct 
Tom  the  amount  on  your  application  or  that  of 
L'aptain  Tyler. 

'*  I  see  the  good  old  King  is  gone  to  his  place. 
3ne  can't  help  being  sorry,  though  blindness,  and 
igc,  and  insanity  are  supposed  to  be  drawbacks  on 
luman  felicity ;  but  I  am  not  at  all  sure  that  the 
attcr  at  least  might  not  render  him  happier  than 
my  of  his  subjects. 

'•  I  have  no  thoughts  of  coming  to  the  corona- 
:ion,  though  I  should  like  to  see  it,  and  though  I 
lave  a  right  to  bea  puppet  in  it ;  but  my  division 
.vith  Lady  *Byron,  which  nas  drawn  an  e<^uinoctial 
line  between  me  and  mine  in  all  other  things,  will 
>pcrate  in  this  also  to  prevent  my  being  in  the  same 
procession. 

'  *'  By  Saturday's  post  I  sent  yon  four  packets, 
containing  cantos  third  and  fourtn.  Recollect  that 
these  two  cantos  reckon  only  as  one  with  yon  and 
me,  being  in  fact  the  third  canto  cut  into  two, 
Dccausc  I  found  it  too  long.  Remember  this,  and 
ilon't  imagine  that  there  could  bo  any  other  motive. 
The  whole  is  about  two  hundred  and  twenty-five 
stanzas,  more  or  less,  and  a  lyric  of  ninety-six 
i^es,  s«  that  they  pre  no  longer  that  the  fli-st  sittffle 


cantos :  but  the  truth  is,  that  I  made  the  first  too 
long,  and  should  have  cut  those  down  also  had  1 
thought  better.  Instead  of  saying  in  future  for  8« 
many  cantos,  say  so  many  stanzas  or  pages :  it  was 
Jacob  lonson's  way,  and  certainly  the  best;  it 
prevents  mistakes.  1  might  have  sent  you  a  dozen 
cantos  of  forty  stanzas  each, — those  of  *The  Min- 
strel *  TBeattie's)  arc  no  longer, — and  mined  you  at 
once,  if  you  don't  suffer  as  it  is.    But  recollect  that 

f^ou  are  not  pinned  down  to  any  thing  you  say  in  a 
etter,  and  that,  calculating  even  these  two  cantos 
as  one  only  (which  they  were  and  are  to  be 
reckoned),  you  are  not  bound  by  your  offer.  Act 
as  may  seem  fair  to  all  parties. 

*•  I  nave  finished  ray  translation  of  the  first  canto 
of  the  *Morgante  Maggiore*  of  Pulci,  which  I 
will  transcribe  and  send.  It  is  the  parent,  not  only 
of  Whistlecraft,  but  of  all  jocose  Italian  poctiy. 
You  must  print  it  side  by  side  with  the  original* 
Italian,  because  I  wish  the  reader  to  judge  of  the 
fidelity :  it  is  stanza  for  stanza,  and  oftenr  line  for 
line,  if  not  word  for  word. 

"You  ask  me  for  a  volume  of  manners,  &c.,  on 
Italy.  Perhaps  I  am  in  the  case  to  know  more  of 
them  than  most  Englishmen,  because  I  have  lived 
among  the  natives,  and  in  parts  of  the  country 
where  Englishmen  never  resided  before  (I  speak  of 
Romagna  and  this  place  particularly);  but  there 
are  many  reasons  why  I  do  not  choose  to  treat  in 
print  on  such  a  subject.  I  have  lived  in  their 
houses  and  in  the  heart  of  their  familibs,  sometimes 
merely  as  'amico  di  casa,'  and  sometimes  as  *  amico 
di  cuore '  of  the  Dama,  and  in  neither  case  do  I 
feel  myself  authorized  in  making  a  book  of  them. 
Their  moral  is  not  your  moral;  their  life  is  not 
your  life ;  you  would  not  understand  it ;  it  is  not 
£nglish,  nor  French,  nor  German,  which  you  would 
all  understand.  The  conventual  education,  the  cav- 
alier servitude,  the  habits  of  thought  and  .living  arc 
so  entirely  different,  and  the  difference  becomes  so 
much  more  striking  the  more  you  live  intimately 
with  them,  that  I  know  not  how  td  make  you  com- 
prehend a  people  who  are  at  once  temperate  and 
profligate,  serious  in  their  characters  and  buffoons 
in  their  amusements,  capable  of  impressions  and 
passions,  which  are  at  once  svdden  and  durable 
(what  you  find  in  no  other  nation),  and  who  actual- 
ly have  no  society  (what  we  would  call  so),  as  you 
may  see  by  their  comedies;  they  have  no  real* 
<!omedy,  not  even  in  Goldoni,  and  that  is  because 
they  have  no  society  to  draw  it  from. 

"  Their  conversazioni  are  not  society  at  all.  They 
go  to  the  theatre  to  talk,  and  into  company  to  hold 
their  tongues.  The  tcomen  sit  in  a  circle,  and  the 
men  gather  into  groups,  or  they  play  at  dreary 
faro,  or  '  lotto  reale,'  for  small  sums.  Their  acade- 
mie  are  concerts  like  our  own,  with  better  music 
and  more  form.  Their  best  things  are  the  carnival 
balls,  and  masquerades,  when  every  body  seems  mad 
for  six  weeks.  After  their  dinners  and  sappers 
they  make  extempore  verses  and  buffoon  one 
another;  but  it  is  in  a  humor  which  you  would 
not  enter  into,  ye  of  the  north. 

"In  their  houses  it  is  better.  I  should  know 
something  of  the  matter,  having  had  a  pretty  gene- 
ral expenence  among  their  women,  from  the  fisher- 
man's wife  up  to  the  Nobil  Dama,  whom  I  serve. 
Their  system  nas  its  rules,  and  its  fitnesses,  and  its 
decorums,  so  as  to  be  reduced  to  a  kind  of  discipline 
or  game  at  hearts,  which  admits  few  deviations, 
unless  you  wish  to  lose  it.  They  are  extremely 
tenacious,  and  jealous  as  furies,  not  permitting 
their  lovers  even  to  marry  if  they  can  help  it,  and 
keeping  them  always  close  to  them  in  public  as  in 
private,  whenever  they  can.  In  short,  they  trans- 
fer marriage  to  adultery,  and  strike  the  not  out  of 
that  commandment.  The  reason  is,  that  they 
marry  for  their  parents,  and  love  for  themselves, 
lliey  exact  fidelity  from  a  lover  as  a  debt  of  honor, 
while  they  pay  the  husband  as  a  tradesman,  that  isj 
not  at  all.    Yon  hear  a  person's  character,  male  or 
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female,  canvassed,  not  as  depending  on  their  con- 
duct to  their  husbands  or  wives,  but  to  their  mis- 
tress or  lover.  If  I  vrtote  a  ouarto,  I  don't  know 
that  I  could  do  more  than  amplify  what  I  have  here 
noted.  It  is  to  be  observed  that  while  t^ey  do  all 
tills,  the  greatest  outward  respect  is  to  be  paid  to 
the  husbands,  not  only  by  the  ladies,  but  by  their 
Serventi— particularly  if  the  husband  serves  no  one 
himself  (which  is  not  often  the  case,  however) ;  so 
that  you  would  often  suppose  them  relations— the 
Serventi  making  the  figure  of  one  adopted  into  the 
family.  Sometimes  the  ladies  run  a  little  restive 
and  elope,  or  divide,  or  make  a  scene ;  but  this  is 
at  smarting,  generally,  when  they  know  no  better, 
or  when  they  fall  in  love  with  a  foreigner,  or  some 
such  anomaly, — and  is  always  reckoned  unnecessary 
and  extravagant. 

**  You  inquire  after  Dante's  Prophecy :  I  have  not 
done  more  than  six  hundred  lines,  but  will  vatici- 
nate at  leisure. 

"  Of  the  bust  I  know  notWng.  No  cameos  or 
seals  are  to  bo  cut  here  or  elsewhere  that  I  know 
of,  in  aynr  good  style.  Hobhouse  should  write  him- 
self to  Thorwaldsen :  the  bust  was  made  and  paid 
for  three  years  ago. 

"  Pray  tell  Mrs.  Leigh  to  request  Lady  Byron  to 
urge  forward  the  transfer  from  the  funds.  I  wrote 
to  Lady  Bpon  on  business  this  post,  addressed  to 
the  care  of  Mr.  D.  Kinnaird." 


LETTER  CCCCXXIIL 

TO  MR.   BANKES. 

«  RtTcnna,  Pebnaiy  96, 1890. 

"  Pulci  and  I  are  waiting  for  you  with  impatience ; 
but  I  suppose  we  must  give  way  to  the  attraction  of 
the  Bolognese  galleries  for  a  time.  I  know  nothing 
Df  pictures  myself,  and  care  almost  as  little ;  but  to 
me  there  are  none  like  the  Venetian — above  all, 
Giorgione.  I  remember  well  his  judgment  of  Sol- 
omon in  the  Mariscalchi  in  Bologna.  The  real 
mother  is  beautiful,  exquisitely  beautiful.  Buy  her, 
by  all  means,  if  you  can,  ana  take  her  home  with 
you:  put  her  in  safety— for  be  assured  there  are 
troublous  times  brewing  for  Italy ;  and  as  I  never 
could  keep  out  of  a  row  in  my  life,  it  will  be  ihy 
fate,  I  dare  say,  to  be  over  head  and  ears  in  it ;  but 
no  matter,  these  are  the  stronger  reasons  for  com- 
ing to  see  me  soon. 

"  I  have  more  of  Scott*s  novels  (for  surely  they 
are  Scott's)  since  we  met,  and  am  more  and  more 
delighted.  I  think  that  I  even  prefer  them  to  his 
poetry,  which  (by-the-way)  I  reddo  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life  in  your  rooms  in  Trinity  college. 

•*  There  are  some  curious  commentaries  on  Dante 
preserved  here,  which  you  should  see.  Believe  me 
ever  faithfully  and  most  affectionately,' 

"Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCCXXIV. 

TO  MB.  UURBAT. 

"Ratronm,  March  l.Un. 

"  I  sent  you  by  last  post  the  translation  of  the 
first  canto  of  the  Morgante  Maggiore,  and  wish  you 
to  ask  Rose  about  the  word  *  sbergo,'  i.  e.,  *  nsbergo/ 
which  I  have  translated  cuirass.  I  suspect  that  it 
means  helmei  also.  Now,  if  so,  which  of  the  senses 
is  best  accordant  with  the  text  ?  I  have  adopted 
cuirass,  but  will  be  amenable  to  reasons.  Of  the 
natives,  some  say  one,  and  some  t'other ;  but  they 
arc  no  great  Tuscans  in  Romagna.  However,  I  will 
tik  Sgricci  (the  famous  improvisatore)  to-morrow. 


who  is  a  native  of  Arczzo.  Tl 
who  is  reckoned  a  very  cultivi 
the  dictionary,  say  cuirass,  I 
but  helmei  runs  in  my  head  x 
run  in  verse  very  well,  whilk  ij 
I  will  ask  the  Sposa  Spina  Spii 
tine  bride  of  Count  Gabriel  R 
from  Florence,  and  get  the 
body. 

•'  I  have  just  been  visiting  t 
arrived  the  day  before  yesterda; 
seems  a  ^ood  old  gentleman,  p 
not  quite  like  his  predecessor, 
in  the  worldly  sense  of  the  woi 

"  Enclosed  is  a  letter  which 
ago  from  Dallas.  It  will  expls 
answefed  it.  This  comes  of 
At  one  time  or  another  (inclm 
person  has  had  about  fourtec 
my  money,  and  he  writes  wha 
mous  work  about  me,  and  a  sci 
me  of  treating  him  ill,  when  '. 
thing.  It  is  true  that  I  left  o 
have  done  with  almost  ever>'  b 
see  how  that  was  misusing  hin 

"Hook  upon  his  epistle  ai 
my  not  sending  him  anothc 
which  he  wrote  to  me  for  al 
and  which  I  thought  proper  to 
had  his  share,  methought,  of 
upon  others. 

*'  In  your  last  you  ask  me 
domestic  wants:  I  believe  th( 
bull-dogs,  magnesia,  soda-pov 
brushes,  and  every  thing  of  th( 
unattainable.  You  still  ask  i 
land :  alas !  to  what  purpose  ? 
what  you  are  requiring.  Reti 
some  day  or  other  (if  I  live), 
it  will  not  be  for  pleasure,  nor 
You  inquire  after  my  health 
letters:  my  health  can't  be  v 
mjself  of  a  sharp  tertian  ag 
with  cold  water,  which  had  h( 
dolier  for  months,  notwithstam 
the  apothecary,— a  circumsta 
Dr.  Aglietti,  who  said  it  was  a 
na,  particularly  in  so  epidemi 
out  of  dislike  to  the  taste  of 
bear),  and  succeeded,  contrary 
every  body  by  simply  taking  n 
spinet  they  are  unequal,  now 
other  people's,  I  suppose,  and 
cumstances. 

*  Pray  send  me  "W.  Scott's 
are  theur  names  and  charactc 
his  former  ones,  at  least  once 
so.  The  last  are  too  hurried 
wood's  name,  and  calls  him  i 
man ;  and  Girder,  the  cooper,  i 
and  now  Johtit  and  he  don't  m 
trose;  but  Dalgetty  is  excelh 
Ashton,  and  the  b— h  her  mo 
hoef  and  what  do  you  call  h 
tvfot  Pray  make  him  write  al 
like  no  reading  so  well. 

"  The  editor  of  the  Bologni 
me  a  paper  with  extracts  froz 
name  always  reminds  me  of  M 
roceo)  'Atheism  answered,'  i 
long  eloffium  of  my  poesy,  ax 
mento '  tor  riiy  misery.  I  nev 
what  they  mean  by  accnsin 
However,  they  may  nave  it  tl 
gentleman  seems  to  be  my  gre 
what  he  says  in  good  part,  as 
kindness,  to  which  I  can't  fu:( 
invincible. 
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LBTTBE  CCCCXXY. 


TO  lOL.  MUBKAY. 


,  Much  •»  1890. 

"In  easCi  Sn  your  country,  tou  should  not  readily 
iay  hands  on  the  Morgante  Maggiore,  I  send  you 
^he  original  text  of  the  first  canto,  to  correspond 
▼ith  the  translation  which  I  sent  you  a  few  days  ago. 
it  is  from  the  Naples  edition  in  (Quarto  of  1732,— 
kited  Florence,  howerer,  by  a  tnck  of  the  trader 
▼hich  YOU,  as  one  of  the  allied  soverei^s  of  the 
)rofessxon,  will  perfectly  understand  without  any 
'arther  spiegasione. 

,  **  It  is  stnnge  that  here  nobody  understands  the 
'eal  precise  meaning  of  *sbergo,'  or  *  usbcrgo,'*  an 
tld  Tuscan  word,  which  I  have  rendered  cuiraea^ 
but  am  not  sure  it  is  not  helmet.^  I  have  asked  at 
east  twenty  people,  learned  and  ignorant,  male  and 
emale,  including  poets,  and  officers  civil  and  mili- 
ary. The  dictionary  savs  cuirass,  but  gives  no 
.uthoritjr ;  and  a  female  friend  of  mine  says  poei- 
ively  cuirass,  which  makes  me  doubt  the  fact  still 
nore  than  before.  Oinguene  says,  *  bonnet  de  fer ' 
vith  the  usual  superficial  ^cision  of  a  Frenchman, 
o  that  I  can't  beueve  him :  and  what  between  the 
dictionary,  the  Italian  woman,  and  the  French- 
aan,  there's  no  trusting  to  a  word  they  say.  The 
ontext  too,  which  should  decide,  admits  equally  of 
•ither  meaning,  as  you  will  perceive.  Ask  Rose, 
lobhouse,  Merivale,  and  Foscolo,  and  vote  with 
he  majority.  Is  Frere  a  good  Tuscan  ?  if  he  be, 
•other  nim  too.  I  have  tried,  you  see,  to  be  as 
Uscurate  as  I  well  could.  This  is  my  third  or  fourth 
etter,  or  packet,  within  the  last  twenty  days." 


LETTER  CCCCXXVI. 


TO  MB.  mrBBAT. 


14,1890. 

•*  Enclosed  is  Dante's  Prophecy— Vision — or  what 
lot.  Where  I  have  left  more  than  one  reading, 
which  I  have  done  often,)  you  may  adopt  that 
Vhich  Qifford,  Frere,  Rose,  and  Hobhouse,  and 
)thers  of  your  Utican  Senate  think  the  best,  or 
east  bad.  I'he  preface  will  explain  all  that  is 
explicable.  These  are  but  the  first  four  cantos: 
f  approved^  I  will  go  on. 

*'TTay  mind  in  printing :  and  let  some  good  Ital- 
an  scliolar  correct  the  Italian  quotations. 

"  Four  days  ago  I  was  overturned  in  an  open  car^ 
iage,  between  the  river  and  a  steep  bank, — ^wheels 
lashed  to  pieces,  slight  bruises,  narrow  escape,  and 
ill  that :  but  no  harm  done,  though  eoachman,  foot- 
nan,  horses,  and  vehicle  were  all  mixed  together 
ike  macaroni.  It  was  owing  to  bad  driving,  as  I 
iay ;  but  the  coachman  swears  to  a  start  on  the 
part  of  the  horses.  We  went  against  a  post  on  the 
rerge  of  a  steep  bank,  and  capsized,  i  usually  go 
>ut  of  the  town  in  a  carriage,  and  meet  the  sadcQe 
lorses  at  the  bridge ;  it  was  in  going  there  that  we 
)oggled ;  but  I  got  my  ride,  as  usual,  after  the  acci- 
icnt.  They  say  here  it  was  all  owing  to  St.  Ante* 
lio  of  Padua  (serious,  I  assure  you), — ^who  does 
:hirteen  miracles  a  day,— that  worse  aid  not  come 
>f  it.  I  have  no  objection  to  this  being  his  four- 
lecnth  in  the  four-and-twenty  hours.  He  presides 
>vcr  overturns  and  all  escapes  therefrom,  it  seems ; 
ind  they  dedicate,  pictures,  Ac,  to  him,  as  the 
lailors  once  did  to  Neptune,  after  '  the  high  Roman 
ashion.'  **  Yours,  in  haste." 


•  Uibergo  fa  obfvfcntdj  tha  Mine  u 
;<^naii  Aato-tor/Ti  orcovorluf  oftlw  neck. 
Auberk'*  tvtoted  imD." 
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LIPTISE  CCCCXXYII. 

TO  mu  MVJUtAT. 

«•  R«*Mln^  Moth  SO,  ISM. 

"  Last  post  I  sent  you,  *  The  Vision  of  Dante,'-- 
first  four  cantos.  Enclosed  you  will  find  line  for 
line,  in  third  rhyme  (terza  rtnia,*)  of  which  your 
British  blackguard  reader  as  yet  understands  no- 
thing, Fanny  of  Rimini.  Tou  know  that  she  was 
bom  here,  and  married,  and  slain,  from  Gary,  Boyd, 
and  such  people.  I  have  done  it  into  cranyj  Eng- 
lish, Une  for  line,  and  rhyme  for  rh^'me,  to  try  the 
possibility.  You  had  best  append  it  to  the  poems 
already  sent  by  last  three  posts.  I  shall  not  allow 
you  to  play  the  tricks  you  did  last  year,  with  the 
prose  you  oof^scribed  to  Mazeppa,  which  I  sent  to 
you  not  to  be  published,  if  not  in  a  periodical  paper, 
— and  there  you  tacked  it,  without  a  word  of  expla- 
nation.  If  this  is  published,  publish  it  with  the 
original,  and  togeth&r  with  the  Pulci  transUdon,  cr 
the  Dante  imitation.  I  suppose  you  have  both  bv 
now,  and  the  Juan  long  before. 


LETTER  CCCCXXVin. 

TO  MB.  MUBBAY. 

*'  Ravenna,  Maith  80, 1820. 

**  I  have  received  your  letter  of  the  7th.  Besides 
the  four  packet  you  have  already  received,  I  have 
sent  the  rulci  a  few  days  after,  and  since  (a  few 
days  ago)  the  first  four  cantos  of  Dante's  Prophec}[, 
rthe  best  thing  I  ever  wrote,  if  it  be  not  unintelligi- 
hie,)  and  by  last  post  a  literal  translation,  word  for 
worci  (versed  like  the  original)  of  the  episode  of 
Francesca  of  Ritnini.  I  want  to  hear  what  you 
think  of  the  new  Juans.  and  the  translations,  and 
the  Vision.  They  are  all  things  that  are,  or  ought 
to  be,  very  different  from  one  another. 

"  If  you  choose  to  make  a  print  from  the  Vene- 
tian, you  may:  but  she  don't  correspond  at  all  to 
the  character  you  mean  her  to  represent.  On  the 
contrary,  the  Contessa  G.  does  (except  that  she  is 
fair),  and  is  much  prettier  than  the  Fomarina;  but 
I  have  no  picture  of  her  except  a  miniature,  which 
is  very  ill  aone ;  and,  besides,  it  would  not  be  pro- 
per, on  any  account  whatever,  to  make  such  a  use 
of  it,  even  if  you  had  a  copy. 

**  Recollect  that  the  ttoo  nevr  cantos  only  count 
with  us  for  otie.  You  may  put  the  Pulci  ana  Dante 
together :  perhaps  that  were  best.  So  you  have  put 
your  name  to  Juan  after  all  your  panic.  You  are  a 
rare  fellow. — I  must  now  put  myself  in  a  passion  N 
continue  my  prose. 

'  *  I  have  caused  H.  to  write  to  Thorwaldsen.  Pray 
be  careful  in  sending  my  daughter's  picture— I  mean, 
that  it  be  not  hurt  m  the  carriage,  for  it  is  a  journey 
rather  long  and  jolting." 


LETTER  CCCCXXIX. 

TO  HB.  MTJBBAI. 

t  *'  Ravenna,  Maicb  9S,  ISO. 

"  Snclofled  is  a  *  Screed  of  Doctrine '  for  you,  of 
which  I  will  trouble  you  to  acknowledge  the  receipt 
bj  next  post.  Mr.  Hobhouse  must  have  the  correc- 
tion of  it  for  the  press.  You  may  show  it  first  to 
whom  you  please. 

**  I  wish  to  know  what  became  of  my  two  epistles 
from  St.  Paul,  (translated  from  the  Armenian  three 
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years  ago  and  more,)  and  of  Che  letter  to  Roberts! ones  than  any  at  Venice.    1 
of  last  autumn,  which  you  never  have  attended  to  ?  hazard,  that  is,  faro,  where  i 


There  are  two  packets  with  this. 

"  P.  S.  I  have  some  thoui^hts  of  pnblishinp  the 
•  Hints  from  Horace,'  written  ten  years  ago— if  Hob- 
house  can  rummage  them  out  of  my  papers  left  at 
his  father's,— -with  some  omissions  and  alterations 
previously  to  be  made  when  I  see  the  proofs." 


LETTER  CCCCXXX. 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

"  RnrennR,  Mnrdi  39,  ISBO. 

«•  Herewith  you  will  receive  a  note  (enclosed)  on 
Pope,  which  you  will  find  tally  with  a  part  of  the 
text  of  last  post.  I  have  at  last  lost  all  patience 
with  the  atrocious  cant  and  nonsense  about  Pope, 
with  which  our  present  •  •«  are  overttowina;,  and 
am  determined  to  make  such  head  against  it  as  an 
individual  can,  by  prose  or  verse ;  and  I  will  at  least 
do  it  with  good  will.  There  is  no  bearing  it  any 
longer ;  and  if  it  goes  on,  it  will  destroy  what  little 
good  writing  or  taste  remains  among  us.  I  hope 
there  are  still  a  few  men  of  taste  to  second  me ;  but; 
if  not,  I'll  battle  it  alone,  convinced  that  it  is  in  the 
best  cause  of  English  literature. 

"I  have  sent  you  so  many  packets,  verse  and 
prose,  lately,  that  you  will  be  tired  of  the  postage, 
if  not  of  the  perusal.  I  want  to  answer  some  parts 
of  your  last  letter,  but  I  have  not  time,  for  I  must 
*boot  and  saddle,*  as  my  Captain  Craigcngilt  (an 
officer  of  the  old  Napoleon  Italian  army)  is  in  wait- 
ing, and  my  groom  and  cattle  to  boot. 

"  You  have  given  me  a  screed  of  metaphor  and 
what  not  about  I'ulci,  and  manners,  *  going  without 
clothes,  like  our  Saxon  ancoators.'  Now,  the  Sax- 
ons did  not  go  without  clothes ;  and,  in  the  next 
place,  they  are  not  my  ancestors,  nor  yours  cither ; 
for  mine  were  Normau,  and  yours,  I  take  it  by  your 
name,  were  Giu-l.  And,  in  the  next,  I  differ  fnim 
you  about  the  '  refinement '  which  has  banished  the 
comedies  of  Congreve.  Are  not  the  comedies  of 
Sheridun  acted  to  the  thinnest  houses  ?  I  hww  (as 
ex-cotnmitteej  that  'The  School  for  Scandal'  was 
the  worst  stock-piece  upon  record.  I  also  know  that 
Congreve  gave  up  writing  because  Mrs.  Centlivre's 
balderdash  drove  his  comedies  off.  So  it  is  not  de- 
cency, but  stupidity,  that  does  all  this ;  for  Sheridan 
is  as  decent  a  writer  as  need  be,  and  Congreve 
no  worse  than  Mrs.  Centlivrc,  of  whom  Wilkes 
^the  actor)  siiid,  'not  only  her  play  would  be 
damned,  but  she  too.'  He  alluded  to  'A  Bold 
Stroke  for  a  Wife,'  But  last,  and  most  to  the  pur- 
pose, Pulci  is  not  an  indecent  writer — at  least  in  his 
first  canto,  as  you  will  have  perceived  by  this  time. 

"You  talk  of  refinement :^nTC  yo'u  all  more 
moral  ?  a^e  you  so  moral  ?  No  such  thing.  /  know 
what  the  world  is  in  England,  by  my  own  proper 
experience  of  the  best  of  it^at  least  of  the  loftiest ; 
and  I  have  described  it  every  where  as  it  is  to  be 
found  in  all  places. 

•'  But  to  return.  I  should  like  to  see  the  pi-oofs 
of  mine  answer,  because  there  will  be  something  to 
omit  or  to  alter.  But  pray  let  it  be  carefully  printed. 
When  convenient  let  me  have  an  answer. 

"Yours." 


than  a  shilling  or  two ;— otl: 
much  talk  and  coffee  as  yo 
docs  and  says  what  they  plea 
lect  any  disagreeable  event 
times  falsely  accused  of  flirt 
robbed  of  six  sixpences  by  a 
Count  ♦  ♦  ♦.  I  did  not  sus] 
linquent ;  but  the  Countess 
quis  L  ♦  ♦  •  t«ld  me  of  it  dii 
was  a  way  he  had,  of  filchinj 
it  before'him;  but  I  did  not 
but  contented  myself  with 
did  it  again,  I  should  anticip 

*'  There  is  to  be  a  theatre  i 
an  opera,  and  another  oper 
fine  weather  of  nature's  givii 
Forest  of  Pine.  With  my  i 
ner,  believe  me  ever,  &c. 

"  P.  S.  Could  you  give  me 
remain  at  Venice  ?  1  don*t  v 
know  whether  the  few  that 
and  were  not  lost  by  the  way. 
have  got  all  your  wine  safe,  a 
Allegra  is  prettier,  I  think, 
mule,  and  as  ravenous  as  a  vx 
judjic  of  the  complexion — tei 
vanity  and  ocrtinacity.  She 
some  and  will  do  as  she  pleas 


LETTER  CCC( 


TO  MR.   MUI 


LETTER  CCCCXXXL 

TO  MR.   HOFPNER. 

*<  RaTcniM,  Much  81,  WO. 
♦♦••♦• 

<<  Ravenna  continues  much  the  same  as  I  de- 
scribed it     Conversaxioni  all  Lent,  and  much  better 


**  In  the  name  of  all  the  < 
office,  why  don't  you  write 
receipt  of  the  second,  third,  ai 
the  JPulci  translation  and  02 
the  Observations  on,  &c.  ? 
keep  me  in  hot  water  tiU  I  k 
arrived,  or  if  I  must  have  the 
•  •  «  4 

**  Have  you  gotten  the  c 
Francesca  of  Rimini,  from  t 
have  seat  you  a  warehouse  ol 
month,  and  you  have  no  sort 
a  pastry-cook  would  have  ha( 
and  thanked  me  at  least  for  t; 
To  make  the  letter  hea^ 
Cardinal  Legate's  (our  Camt 
conversazione  this  evening.  J 
the  Pope's  ^lara-tion,  and 
even  of  the  Lutheran  creed, 
And  there  viiil  be  a  circle,  1 
shillings,  that  is,  they  don't 
all  the  beauty,  nobility,  and 
present.  The  cardinal  him 
natured  little  fellow,  bishop 
here, — a  decent  believer  in  al] 
church.  He  has  kept  his  hoi 
years  •  ♦  ♦  •,  but  is  re 
and  a  moral  liver. 

"  I  am  not  (|uite  sure  that  1 
this  autumn,  tor  I  find  that  b 
what  with  trustees  and  law) 
*  with  all  deliberate  speed.'  ' 
vestments  in  Ireland. 

••  Between  dw  dsrfl  mad 
fitflweea  (bo  UwTer  u 

I  am  puzzled ;  and  so  much  t 
being  upon  the  spot,  what  w 
rejoinders,  that  it  may  be  I  mi 
it;  for  one  says  do,  and  t'ol 
know  not  which  way  to  turn : 
manage  without  me. 


UBTTKRS. 
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P.  S.  I  kftv«  b€ffun  a  tragedy  on  the  subject  of 
darino  Fatiero,  tue  Doge  of  Venice;  but  you 
ihan't  see  it  these  six  years,  if  }ron  don't  acknow- 
edge  my  packets  with  more  quickness  and  preci- 
lion.  AhMyt  write,  if  but  a  Hne,  by  return  ofpost, 
vhen  any  tmn^  aniTes,  which  is  not  a  mere  letter. 
"Addnss  direct  to  RaTenna;  it  saves  a  week's 
ame,  and  much  postage." 


LBTTEB  CCCCXXXm. 


TO  MB.  irUB&AT. 


M,  April  18,  Uas. 

"Post  after  post  arrives  without  bringing  any 
icknowledgment  from  you  of  the  different  packets 
excepting  the  first}  wnich  I  haye  sent  within  the 
ast  two  months,  all  of  which  ought  to  be  aiTived 
ong  ere  now ;  and  as  they  were  announced  in  other 
etters,  you  ought  at  least  to  say  whether  they  sxe 
jome  or  not.  You  are  not  expected  to  write  fre- 
[uent  or  long  letters,  as  your  time  is  much  occu- 
)ied ;  but  when  parcels  that  have  cost  some  pains 
n  the  composition,  and  great  trouble  in  the  copy- 
ng,  are  sent  to  you,  I  should  at  least  be  put  out  of 
luspense,  by  the  immediate  acknowledgment,  per 
etum  of  post,  addressed  directly  to  lUtvemia.  I 
im  naturally— knowing  what  continental  poate  are 
^«nxious  to  hear  that  they  are  arrived :  cspeciallv 
18  I  loath  the  task  of  copying  so  much,  that  if 
:here  was  a  human  being  that  could  copy  my  blot- 
:cd  MSS.,  he  should  have  all  they  can  ever  bring 
br  his  trouble.  All  I  desire  Is  two  lines,  to  say, 
tuch  a  day  I  received  such  a  packet.  There  are  at 
east  six  unacknowledged.  This  Is  neither  kind  nor 
;ourteous. 

**  I  have,  besides,  another  reason  for  desiring  ^rou 
:o  be  speedy,  which  is,  that  there  is  that  brewing 
n  Italy,  which  will  speedily  cut  off  all  security  or 
communication,  and  set  all  your  Anglo- travellers 
lying  in  every  direction,  with  their  usual  fortitude 
n  foreign  tumults.  The  Spanish  and  French  af- 
'airs  have  set  the  Italians  in  a  ferment;  and  no 
ivonder:  they  have  been  too  long  trampled  on. 
This  will  make  a  sad  scene  for  your  exquisite  travel- 
er, but  not  fbr  the  resident,  wno  naturally  wishes  a 
>eople  to  redress  itself.  I  shall,  if  permitted  b; 
ihe  natives,  remain  to  see  what  will  come  of  it,  ani 
perhaps  to  take  a  turn  with  th<Sm,  like  Dugald  Dal- 
i^etty  and  his  horse,  in  case  of  business ;  mr  I  shall 
think  it  by  far  the  most  interesting  spectacle  and 
noment  in  existence,  to  see  the  Italians  send  the 
jarbarians  of  all  nations  back  to  their  own  dens.  I 
lave  lived  long  enough  among  them  to  feel  more 
for  them  as  a  nation  than  for'  any  other  people  in 
existence.  But  they  want  union,  and  tney  want 
principle;  and  I  doubt  their  success.  However, 
they  will  try,  probably,  and  if  they  do,  it  will  be  a 
rood  cause.  No  Italian  can  hate  an  Austrian  more 
than  I  do :  unless  it  be  the  English,  the  Austrians 
)eem  to  me  the  most  obnoxious  race  under  the  sky. 

**  But  I  doubt  if  any  thing  be  done,  it  won't  be  so 
quietly  as  in  Spain.  To  be  sure,  revolutions  are 
lot  to  be  made  with  rose  water,  where  there  are 
foreigners  as  masters. 

'   "  write  while  you  can ;  for  It  is  but  the  toss  ui 
)f  a  paul  that  tnere  will  not  be  a  row  that  wij 
lomewhat  retard  the  maiLby-and-by. 
I  "Yours,  &c." 


tETTEB  CCCCXXXIV. 

TO  MS.  H077HBB. 

•'BmiiiM»A|rtll^lsn. 

•«  I  havt  SMMed  yo«i  to  writ*  to  Sui  and  Wilhalm 

f  send  with  Yinoensay  in  a  boat,  the  eamp-bedi  and 


swords  left  in  their  esa»  when  I  quitted  Yeniae. 
There  are  also  several  pounds  of  MantorCe  beatpow' 
der  in  a  japan  case ;  bid  unless  I  felt  sure  of  getting 
it  away  from  Y.  without  seizure,  I  won't  have  it 
ventured.  I  can  get  it  in  here,  by  means  of  an  ac- 
quaintance in  the  customs,  who  has  offered  to  get  it 
ashore  for  me ;  but  should  like  to  be  certiorated  of 
its  safety  in  leaving  Yenioe.  I  would  not  lose  it 
for  its  weight  in  gold-^here  is  none  such  in  Italy, 
as  I  take  it  to  be. 

"  I  wrote  to  Tou  a  week  or  so  ago,  and  hope  you 
are  in  good  pligot  and  spirits.  Sir  Humplvey  Davy 
is  here,  and  was  last  night  at  the  cardinal's.  As  I 
had  been  there  last  Sunday,  and  yesterday  was 
warm,  I  did  not  go,  which  I  should  have  done,  if  I 
had  thought  of  meeting  the  man  of  chemistry.  He 
called  this  morning,  and  I  shall  go  in  search  of  him 
at  Corso  time.  I  believe  to-day,  being  Monday, 
there  is  no  great  conversazione,  and  only  the  fanmy 
one  at  the  Marchese  Cavalli's,  where  I  go  as  a  reia- 
Hon  sometimes,  so  that,  unless  he  stays  a  day  or 
two,  we  should  hardly  meet  in  public. 

"  The  theatre  is  to  open  in  May  for  the  fair,  if 
there  is  not  a  row  in  all  Italy  by  that  time, — the 
Spanish  business  has  set  them  all  a  constitutioning, 
and  what  will  be  the  end  no  one  knows — ^it  is  also 
necessary  thereunto  to  have  a  beginning. 

*'  Yours,  &c." 

<  P.  S.  My  benediction  to  Mrs.  Hoppner.  How 
is  your  little  ooy  ?  AUegra  is  Rowing,  and  has  in- 
creased in  good  looks  and  obstmacy.*'^ 


LBTTEE  CCCCXXXY. 

Xp  MB.  MUBBAT. 

«<BavMma,Aiafl9S,UM. 

>n*he  proofii  don't  contain  the  last  stansas  of 
canto  second,  but  end  abruptly  with  the  one  hun* 
dred  and  fifth  stansa. 

"  I  told  you  long  ago  that  the  new  cantos*  were 
not  good,  and  I  also  told  you  a  reason.  BecoUeet, 
I  do  not  oblige  you  to  publish  them ;  you  may  sup- 
press them,  if  you  like,  but  I  can  alter  nothing.  I 
nave  erased  the  six  stanzas  about  those  two  impos- 
tors, ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  (which  I  suppose  will  give  you 
great  pleasure,)  but  I  can  do  no  more.  I  can  neitker 
recast,  nor  replace ;  but  I  give  you  leave  to  put  it 
all  into  the  fire,  if  you  like,  or  no^  to  publish,  and  I 
think  that's  sufficient. 

"  I  told  you  that  I  wrote  on  with  no  good-will— 
that  I  had  been,  not  frightened,  but  hurt  by  Ae 
outcry,  and,  besides,  that  when  I  wrote  last  Novem- 
ber, I  was  ill  in  body,  and  in  very  great  distress  of 
mind  about  some  private  things  of  my  own ;  but 
you  tootsld  have  it :  so  I  sent  it  to  you,  and  to  make  it 
lighter,  cut  it  in  two— 4rat  I  can't  piece  it  together 
again.  I  can't  cobble  :  I  must  *  either  make  a  spoon 
or  spoil  a  horn,'— end  there's  an  end ;  for  there^s  no 
remeid:  but  I  leave  you  free  will  to  suppress  th* 
whole,  if  you  like  it. 

"About  the  Morgante  Maggiore^  lyaorit  have  a 
line  omitted.  It  may  circulate,  or  H  may  not ;  but 
all  the  criticism  on  earth  shant  touch  a  line,  unless 
it  be  because  it  is  badly  translated.  Now  you  say, 
and  I  say,  and  others  say,  that  the  translation  is  a 
good  one;  and  so  it  shall  go  to  press  as  it  is.  Puld 
must  answer  for  his  own  irreltgion :  I  answer  fbr  the 
translation  only. 

"  Pray  let  Mr.  Hobhonse  look  to  the  ItaUan  nsKt 
time  in  the  proofs :  this  time,  while  I  am  seribbling 
to  you,  they  sre  corrected  by  one  who  passes  for  the 
prettiest  woman  in  Bomagna,  and  even  the  MarcbMy 
as  far  as  Ancona,  be  the  other  who  she  mi 


"  I  am  glad  you  like  my  answer  to  your 
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about  Italian  society.     It  is  fit  you  should  like 
BomethinOf  and  be  d        d  to  you. 

*'  My  love  to  Scott.  I  shall  think  higher  of 
knighthood  ever  after  for  his  being  dubbed.  By- 
the-way,  he  is  the  first  poet  titled  for  his  talent  m 
Britain :  it  has  happened  abroad  before  now ;  but 
on  the  continent  titles  are  tiniversal  and  worthless. 
Why  don't  you  send  me  Ivanhoe  and  the  Monas 
tcry  ?  I  have  never  written  to  Sir  Walter,  for  I 
know  he  has  a  thousand  things,  and  I  a  thousand 
nothings  to  do ;  but  I  hope  to  see  him  at  Abbots- 
ford  before  very  long,  and  I  will  sweat  his  claret  for 
him,  though  Italian  abstemiousness  has  made  my 
brain  but  a  shilpit  concern  for  a  Scotch  sitting 
'inter  pocula.'*  I  love  Scott,  and  Moore,  and  all 
the  better  brethren ;  but  I  hate  and  abhor  that  pud- 
dle of  water-worms  whom  you  have  taken  into 
your  troop.  *•  Yours,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  You  say  that  onc-Ao^  is  very  good  :  you 
are  wrotig ;  for,  if  it  were,  it  would  be  the  finest 
poem  in  existence.  Where  is  the  poetry  of  which 
one-hdif  is  good  ?  is  it  the  jEneid  t  is  it  Milton' 9  f 
is  it  DryderCtf  is  it  any  one's  except  Pope's  and 
Goldsmith's,  of  which  all  is  good  ?  and  yet  these 
last  two  are  the  poets  your  pond  poets  would  ex- 
plode. But  if  one-half  of  the  two  new  cantos  be 
good  in  your  opinion,  what  the  devil  would  you 
have  more  ?  No — no  ;  no  poetry  is  gefierally  good 
—only  by  fits  and  starts — and  you  are  lucky  to  get  a 
sparkle  here  and  there.  You  might  as  well  want  a 
midniffht  cUl  stars  as  rhyme  all  perfect. 

**  We  are  on  the  verge  of  a  row  here.  Last  night 
they  have  overwritten  all  the  city  walls  with  *  Up 
the  republic ! '  and  •  Death  to  the  Pope  !  '  &c.,  «S:c. 
This  would  be  nothing  in  London,  where  the  walls 
are  privileged.  But  here  it  is  a  different  thing  : 
they  are  not  used  to  such  fierce  political  inscriptions, 
and  the  police  is  all  on  the  alert,  and  the  Cardinal 
glares  pale  through  all  his  purple. 


LETTER  CCCC 


TO  MR.  MUE 


"  April  9Mi,  lau,  8  o'cioek.  P.  M. 

**  The  police  have  been,  all  noon  and  after,  search- 
ing for  the  inscribcrs,  but  have  caught  none  as  yet. 
They  must  have  been  all  night  about  it,  for  the 
*  Live  republics — Death  to  Popes  and  Priests,'  are 
innumerable,  and  plastered  over  all  the  palaces  : 
ours  has  plenty.  There  is  '  Down  with  the  Nobili- 
ty,' too;  they  are  down  enough  already,  for  that 
matter.  A  very  heavy  rain  and  wind  having  come 
on,  I  did  not  go  out  and  •  skirr  the  country; '  but 
I  shall  mount  to-morrow,  and  take  a  canter  among 
the  peasantry,  who  arc  a  savage,  resolute  race,  al- 
ways riding  with  guns  in  their  hands.  I  wonder 
they  don't  suspect  the  sercnaders,  for  they  play 
on  the  guitar  here  all  night,  as  in  Spain,  to  their 
mistresses. 

"Talking  of  politics,  as  Caleb  Quotem  says, 
pray  look  at  the  conclusion  of  my  Ode  on  Waterloo, 
written  in  the  year  1815,  and  comparing  it  with  the 
Duke  de  Berri's  catastrophe  in  1820,  tell  me  if  I 
have  not  as  good  a  right  to  the  character  of'Vates,' 
in  both  senses  of  the  word,  as  Fitzgerald  and  Cole- 
ridge ? 

*CrInMoo  temn  will  foUow  jei-~* 

and  have  not  they  ? 

•'I  can't  pretend  to  foresee  what  will  happen 
among  you  Englishers  at  this  distance,  but  I  vatici- 
nate a  row  in  Italy ;  in  whilk  caiie,  I  don't  know 
that  I  won't  have  a  finger  in  it.  I  dislike  the  Aus- 
trians,  and  think  the  Italians  infamously  oppressed  ; 
and  if  they  begin,  why,  I  will  recommend  ♦  the 
erection  of  a  sconce  upon  Drumsnab,'  like  Dugald 


"  From  your  not  havinpj  wi 
tion  which  your  letter  of  the  ' 
have  to  presume  that  the  *  Pr 
not  been  found  more  worthy 
in  the  eyes  of  your  illustrious 
you  will  be  in  some  perplex 
repeat  to  you,  that  you  are  nc 
as  bound  or  pledged  to  publisl 
is  mine,  but  always  to  act  ac 
views,  or  opinions,  or  those  ol 
be  sure  that  you  in  no  degree 
ing  the  article,'  to  use  a  tc 
2)rose  observations  on  John  \ 
not  intend  for  publication  at  t 
a  copy  of  verses  to  Mr.  Kinna 
last  year  on  crossing  the  Po,) 
published  either.  I  mentio 
probable  he  may  give  you  a 
this,  as  they  are  mere  verses  c 
upon  private  feelings  and  pa 
oyer,  I  can't  consent  to  any 
sions  of  Pulci :  the  original  h 
such  in  Italy,  the  capital  of 
translation  may  be  so  in  Engl 
think  it  strange  that  they  shoi 
freedom  for  many  centuries  to 
the  other  day  they  confiscate 
tion  of  the  fourth  canto  of  Ch 
persecuted  Leoni,  the  translat 
and  so  I  could  have  told  him, 
before  its  publication.  This  s] 
politics  interest  men  in  these  ] 
Half  a  dozen  invectives  again 
Childe  Harold  in  a  month ;  f 
cantos  of  quizzing  monks  and 
government,  arc  let  loose  for  c 
oni's  account. 

"  '  Non  ignorera  forse  che  la 
canto  del  Childe  Harold  fu  cor 
cd  io  stesso  ho  dovuto  sotfrir  \ 
ridicole  quanto  illibcrali,  ad  5 
fossero  csclusi  dalla  ccnsura. 
non  fa  d'ordinario  che  accresi 
quel  carme  suU'Italia  ^  ricci 
penso  di  farlo  ristampare  in  In 
escludere.  Sciagurata  condi 
patria!  se  patria  si  pui)  chin 
avvilita  dalla  fortuna,  dagli 
bima.' 

Rose  will  translate  this  to 
letter  ?     I  enclosed  it  to  you  m 

"  This  intended  piece  of  pu 
suade  him  from,  or  he  may  clij 
of  St.  Angclo's.  The  last  ser 
the  common  and  pathetic  senti 
trynien. 

'*  Sir  Humphrey  Davy  was  hi 
I  was  in  his  company  in  the  hi 
Italian  lady  of  rank,  who,  by  \ 
learning  in  presence  of  the 
describing  his  fourteenth  ascen 
vius,  asked  '  if  there  was  not 
Ireland  f  My  only  notion 
consisted  of  the  lake  of  Killa 
rally  conceived  her  to  mean  ;  bi 
I  divined  that  she  alluded  to  L 
—and  so  it  proved,  though  she 
ic  topography  for  some  time  \ 
pertinacity  of  ♦  the  feminie.*  I 
to  me,  and  asked  me  various 
Humphrey's  philosophy,  and  I 
an  oracle  his  skill  in  gasen  sa 
gluing  the  Pompeian  MSS.    *  1 


•  lee  Letterlo  Um  tdilar  of  Baekvood 
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lini?'MidBlie.  'A great okcmUt/ quoth L  'What 
can  he  do  ? '  repeated  the  lady.  '  Almost  any  thing/ 
■aid  I.  *  Oh,  tneni  mio  caro,  do  pray  beg  him  to 
giTe  me  something  to  dye  my  eyebrows  black.  I 
Eaye  tried  a  thousand  tnings.  and  the  colors  all 
oomeoff;  and  besides,  they  don't  grow;  can't  he 
brent  something  to  make  them  grow  ? '  All  this 
mth  the  greatest  earnestness  ;  and  what  you  will  be 
Btiiprised  at,  she  is  neither  ignorant  nor  a  fool,  but 
really  well  educated  and  cleyer.  But  they  speak 
like  children,  when  first  out  of  their  consents; 
and,  after  all,  this  is  better  than  an  English  blue- 
itockinff. 

"  I  did  not  tell  Sir  Humphrey  of  this  last  piece  of 
philosophy,  not  knowing  now  he  might  take  it.— 
Dayy  was  much  taken  with  RaTenna,  and  the 
PRixiTiTB  ItaUanism  of  the  people,  who  are  un- 
ised  to  foreigners :  but  he  only  staid  a  day. 

"  Send  me  Scott's  novels  and  some  news. 

"P.  S.  I  have  begun  and  advanced  into  the 
lecond  act  of  a  tragedy  on  the  subject  of  the  Doge's 
conspiracy,  (i.  e.  the  stoiy  of  Marmo  Faliero ;)  out 
ny  present  feeling  is  so  Uttle  encouraging  on  such 
natters  that  I  begin  to  think  I  have  mined  my  tal- 
mt  out,  and  proceed  in  no  great  phantasy  of  finding 
I  new  vein. 

''  P.  S.  I  sometimes  think  (if  the  Italians  don't 
ise)  of  coming  over  to  England  in  the  autumn 
ifter  the  coronation,  {zt  which  I  would  not  appear 
>n  account  of  my  fanuly  schism,)  bijt  as  yet  I  can 
ledde  nothing.  The  place  must  be  a  sreat  deal 
hanffed  since  I  left  it,  now  more  than  four  years 
«o.'*^ 


LETTER  CCCCXXXVIL 

TO  KB.  KrRRAT. 

«IUTfsiM,Ma]r90,t8». 

**  Murray,  my  dear,  make  my  respects  to  Thomas 
/Smpbell,*  ana  tell  him  from  me,  with  faith  and 
riendship,  three  things  that  he  must  right  in  his 
oets  :  (irstlv,  he  says  Anstey's  Bath  Quide  char- 
cters  are  taken  from  Smollett.  'Tis  impossible: 
-the  Guide  was  published  in  1766,  and  Humphrey 
/linker  in  1771 — aunmte,  'tis  Smollett  who  has  taken 
rom  Anstey.  Seconolv,  he  does  not  know  to  whom 
!owper  alludes  when  ne  says  that  there  was  one 
'ho  *  built  a  church  to  Godj  and  then  blasphemed 
is  name : '  it  was  *  Deo  erexit  Voltaire,*  to  whom 
lat  maniacal  Calvinist  and  coddled  poet  aUudes.— 
hirdly,  he  misquotes  and  spoils  a  passage  from 
hakspeare,  *  to  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily,' 
c. ;  for  lily  he  puts  rotet  ana  beaevils  in  more 
ords  than  one  the  whole  quotation. 

"  Now,  Tom  is  a  fine  fellow ;  but  he  should  be 
>rrect :  for  the  first  is  an  injustice j  (to  Antsey),  the 
icond  an  ij^nortmce,  and  the  third  a  blunder.  Tell 
im  all  this,  and  let  him  take  it  in  good  part ;  for  I 
ight  have  rammed  it  into  a  review  and  rowed  him 
•instead  of  which,  I  act  like  a  Christian. 

•♦  Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCCXXXVm. 

TO  KB.  XX7BBAT. 

'«BaTCUM,Mi7S0,t8». 

•<  Jbirst  and  foremoBt,  you  must  forward  my  letter 
Moore  dated  2d  January,  which  I  said  yon  might 
en,  but  desired  you  to  fonoaird.  Now,  you  should 
lUt  not  forget  these  little  things,  because  they  do 
scnief  among  friends.    Ton  are  an  excellent  man, 


*  iMDMJaMiaMlov 


a  great  man,  and  live  among  great  men,  bet  do  pray 
recollect  your  absent  fHends  and  authors. 

"In  the  first  place,  your  packet*;  then  a  letter 
flrom  Kinnaird,  on  the  most  urgent  business;  au« 
other  horn  Moore,  about  a  communication  to  Lady 
Bvron  of  importance ;  a  fourth  from  the  mother  of 
Allegra ;  and  fifthly^  at  Ravenna,  the  Contessa  Q. 
is  on  the  eve  of  being  divorced. — But  the  Italian 
public  are  on  our  side,  particularly  the  women,— and 
the  men  also,  because  they  say  that  he  had  no  busi- 
ness to  take  the  business  up  now  after  a  year  of  tol- 
eration. All  her  relations  (who  are  numerous,  high 
in  rank  and  powerful)  are  furious  againet  him  for 
bis  conduct.  I  am  warned  to  be  on  my  guard,  as  he 
is  verv  capable  of  employing  sicam— this  is  Latic 
as  well  as  Italian,  so  you  can  -understand  it ;  but  I 
have  arms,  and  don't  mind  them,  thinking  that  I 
could  pepper  his  ragamuffins,  if  they  don't  come  un- 
awares, and  that  if  they  do,  one  may  as  well  end  that 
way  as  another ;  and  it  would  besides  serve  you  aa 
an  advertisement. 


*  M«B  onj  Meup*  from  tof^  or  pm,  As., 
Bat  Iw  who  takM  i 


"Yours." 


"  p.  S.  I  have  looked  over  the  press,  but  heaven 
knows  how.  Think  what  I  have  on  hand,  and  the 
post  going  out  to-morrow.  Do  you  remember  the 
epitaph  on  Voltaire  ? 


The  original  is  in  Qrimm  and  Diderot,  &e.,  &o.,  «• 


LETTER  CCCCXXXIX. 


TO  KB.  KOOBB. 


May  M,  WO. 

**  1  wrote  to  you  a  few  days  ago.  There  U  also  a 
letter  of  January  last  for  you  at  Murray's  which 
will  explain  to  vou  why  I  am  here.  Murray  ought 
to  have  forwaraed  it  long  ago.  I  enclose  you  an 
epistle  fSrom  a  countrywoman  of  yours  at  Paris, 
which  has  moved  my  entrails.  You  will  have  the 
goodness,  perhaps,  to  inquire  into  the  truth  of  her 
story,  and  I  will  help  her  as  far  as  I  can,— though 
not  m  the  useless  way  she  proposes.  Her  letter  is 
evidently  unstudied,  Bnr\  so  natural,  that  the  orthog 
raphv  is  also  in  a  state  of  nature. 

"  Here  is  a  poor  creature,  ill  and  solitary,  who 
thinks,  as  a  last  resource,  of  translating  you  or  me 
into  French !  Was  there  ever  such  a  notion  ?  It 
seems  to  me  the  consununation  of  despair.  Pray 
inquire,  and  let  me  know,  and,  if  vou  could  draw  a 
bill  on  me  here  for  a  few  hundrca  francs,  at  your 
banker's  I  mil  duly  honor  it, — that  is,  if  she  is  not 
an  impostor.  If  not,  let  me  know,  that  I  mav  set 
something  remitted  by  my  banker  Longbi,  of  Bo- 
logna, for  I  have  no  correspondence,  myself,  at  Paris; 
but  tell  her  she  must  not  translate ; — ^if  she  does,  it 
will  be  the  height  of  ingratitude. 

"  I  had  a  letter  (not  of  the  same  kind,  but  in 
French  and  fiattery)  trom  a  Madame  Sophie  Oail,  of 
Paris,  whom  I  take  to  be  the  spouse  of  a  GaUo- 
Oreek  of  that  name.  Who  is  she  ?  and  what  is 
she  ?  and  how  came  she  to  take  an  interest  in  my 
poeehie  or  its  author  ?  If  you  know  her,  tell  her, 
with  my  compliments,  that,  as  I  only  read  French, 
I  have  not  answered  her  letter;  but  would  have 
done  so  in  Italian,  if  I  had  not  thought  it  would 
look  like  an  affectation.  I  have  just  been  scoldins 
my  monkey  for  tearing  the  seal  of  her  letter,  and 
spoilhig  a  mock  book,  in  which  I  put  rose  leaves. 
1  had  a  civet-oat  the  o Aer  day,  too ;  bat  it  run  awaj 
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after  scratching  my  monkey's  cheek,  and  I  an\  in  to  me  some  remarks,  trhic^ 


teaxch  of  it  still.     It  was  the  fiercest  beast  I  ever 
saw,  and  like  ♦  •  in  the  face  and  manner. 

"  I  have  a  world  of  things  to  say  ;  but  as  they  are 
not  come  to  a  d-^nouement^  I  don't  care  to  begin 
their  history  till  it  is  wound  up.  After  you  went  I 
had  a  fever,  but  got  well  again  without  bark.  Sir 
Humphrey  Davy  was  here  the  other  day,  and  liked 
Ravenna  very  much.  He  will  tell  you  any  thing  you 
may  wish  to  know  about  the  place  and  your  humble 
•ervitor. 

**  Your  apprehensions  (arising  from  Scott's)  were 
unfounded.  There  are  no  duniages  in  this  country, 
but  there  will  probably  be  a  separation  between  them, 
as  her  family,  which  is  a  principal  one,  by  its  con- 
nexions, are  very  much  against  Ami,  for  the  whole 
of  his  conduct ; — and  he  is  old  and  obstinate,  and 
she  is  young  and  a  woman,  determined  to  sacrifice 
every  thing  to  her  affections.  I  have  ^iven  her 
the  best  advice,  viz.,  to  stay  with  him, — pomtingout 
the  state  of  a  separated  woman,  (for  the  priests 
■won't  let  lovers  live  openly  together,  unless  the  hus- 
band sanctions  it,)  and  making  the  most  exquisite 
moral  reflections, — but  to  no  purpose.  She  savs, 
*  I  will  stay  with  him,  if  he  will  let  you  remain  with 
me.  It  is  hard  that  I  should  be  the  only  woman  in  Ro- 
magna  who  is  not  to  have  her  Amico ;  but,  if  not,  I 
will  not  live  with  him  ;  and  as  for  the  consequences, 
love,'  &c.,  &c.,  &c., — you  know  how  females  reason 
on  such  occasions. 

**  He  says  he  has  let  it  go  on,  till  he  can  do  so  no 
longer,  fiut  he  wants  her  to  stay  and  dismiss  me  ; 
for  he  doesn't  like  to  pay  back  her  dowry  and  to 
make  an  alimony.  Her  relations  are  rather  for  the 
separation,  as  they  detest  him — indeed,  so  does 
every  body.  The  populace  and  the  women  are,  as 
usual,  all  for  those  who  are  in  the  wrong,  viz.,  the 
lady  and  her  lover.  I  should  have  retreated,  but 
honor  and  an  erysipelas  which  has  attacked  her, 
prevent  me, — to  say  nothing  of  love,  for  I  love  her 
most  entirely,  though  not  enough  to  persuade  her 
to  sacrifice  every  thing  to  a  frenzy.  '  I  see  how  it 
will  end ;  she  will  be  the  sixteontH  Mrs.  Shufilcton. 

*'  My  paper  is  finished,  and  so  must  this  letter. 
**  Yours  ever, 
"B. 

•♦  P.  S.  I  regret  that  you  have  not  completed 
the  Italian  Fudges.  Pray,  how  come  you  to  be  still 
In  Paris  ?  Murray  has  four  or  five  things  of  mine  in 
hand — the  new  Don  Juan,  which  his  baik-shop  synod 
don't  admire ;— a  translation  of  the  first  canto  of 
Pulci's  Morgante  Maggiore,  excellent; — a  short 
ditto  from  Dante,  not  so  much  approved ; — the 
Prophecy  of  Dante,  very  grand  and  worthy,  &c., 
&c.,  &c. ;— a  furious  prose  answer  to  Blackwood's 
Observations  on  Don  Juan,  with  a  savage  Defence 
of  Pope — likely  to  make  a  row.  The  opinions 
above  I  quote  from  Murray  and  his  Utican  senate  ; 
—you  will  form  your  own,  when  you  see  the  things. 

*'  You  will  have  no  great  chance  of  seeing  me, 
for  I  begin  to  think  I  must  finish  in  Italy.  But,  if 
you  come  my  way,  you  shall  have  a  tureen  of  maca- 
roni. Pray  tell  me  about  yourself  and  your  in- 
tents. 

"  My  trustees  are  going  to  lend  Earl  Blessington 
sixty  thousand  pounds  (at  six  per  cent.)  on  a  Dub- 
lin mortgage.  Only  think  of  my  becoming  an  Irish 
absentee . 


upon  Manfred! — and  if  I  m 
admiration  (generally  put 
lous  by  us),  and  the  word  * 
thing  but  favorable.  I  shal 
have  been  proud  of  Groetl 
shan't  alter  my  opinion  o: 
should  be  savage. 

"  Will  you  excuse  this  t 
favor  ?— never  mind — soften 
proof — having  had  good  anc 
cm  languages. 


LETTER   C 


LETTER  CCCCXL. 


TO  MR.    HOPPNER. 


"  Rareiina,  Maj  25,  1830. 

"A  German  named  Ruppsecht  has  sent  me, 
heaven  knows  why,  several  Deutsche  Gazettes,  of 
all  which  I  understand  neither  word  nor  letter.  I 
hare  sent  you  the  enclosed  to  beg  you  to  translate' 


"I  have  received  a  Paris 
which  I  prefer  answering 
worthy  be  still  at  Paris,  ar 
sional  visiter  of  yours.  In  j 
to  me  a  well-meaning  letter, 
sons  of  his  own,  his  belief  tl 
elfccted  between  Lady  B.  a 
answered  as  usual ;  arid  he  i 
repeating  his  notions,  whic 
answered,  having  had  a  the 
think  of.  He  now  writes  as 
had  offended  me,  by  touchin 
wish  you  to  assure  him  that 
but  on  the  contrary,  oblig* 
At  the  same  time  acquaint 
siblc.  You  kfiow  thiSf  as  w 
it  end. 

"  I  believe  that  I  Bho\i 
autumn  last.  He  asks  me 
laureate'  at  Paris,* — someb 
most  sanguinary  Epitre'  ags 
in  French,  or  Dutch,  or  on  > 
and  he  don't  say, — except  th 
he  says  it  is  the  best  thing 
If  there  is  any  thing  of  tn< 
know,  you  will  doubtless  tel 
be  something  of  the  usual  s 
remember  the  author's  name 

•'  I  wrote  to  you  some  ten 
an  answer  at  your  leisure. 

"  The  separation  business 
the  world  are  imnlicated,  inc 
dinals.  The  public  opinion 
because  he  ought  to  have  ci 
Ar«^  and  not  waited  twel 
He  has  been  trying  at  evid^ 
sufjficieiU ;  for  what  would 
England  won't  do  here — thei 
cicU'd  proofs.  ♦  ♦ 

"It  is  the  first  cause  of 
Ravenna  for  these  two  hund 
they  often  separate,  they  ass 
You  know  that  the  contir 
more  delicate  than  the  Engli 
claiming  their  coronation  m 
body  doubts  it. 

"  All  her  relations  are  furi 
father  has  challenged  him — 
he  don't  fight,  though  suspe 
tions — one  of  the  famous  Mo 
ing  was  given  me  not  to  take 
Pine  Forest  without  being  o 
my  stiletto  and  a  pair  of 
during  my  daily  rides. 

"IwonH  stir  from  this  p] 
settled  one  way  or  the  other, 
firm  as  possible ;  and  the  opi: 
him,  that  the  advocates  aei 
cause,  because  they  say  that 
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TOf  memory  through  the  ear,  not 
e;  I  meiktit  that  ter  ijuarerA  perple* 
r,  but  they  art;  ti  help  when  h^nrd. 
!  glad  to  9c«  the  woriU  without  their 
;— to  my  mind  they  look  none  tht 
uudit}'* 

plier  ha*  iimde  a  botch  of  your  life— 
ther  *t  vmuFfthle  oM  gtmtlenian/ 
if  *  Addiaou/  and  dowager  coud^ 
dftmmed  fellow  iva*  to  icrite  rny  life. 
Iv  ^X;*  Aw.  Aiid  then  at  the  Dub- 
haTS  'mude  a  spc«cht'  (da  you  r^ 
i^lM  K.'«.  'Sir,  he  mads  me  ■ 
omplmieiitar>*  to  the  '  living  poett«' 
rc-dolsnt  of  univer^l  priust?,  /  am 
iu  itj  but  •  •  * 

*  m  m 

Lot  lent  me  any  poptieol  or  portanai 
f .  Why  do  n '  t  y  ou  corn  piptcnn  Ital* 
Fudgps  ?  I  have  juat  bcc'ii  tiiminK 
ch  1  knew  by  htnzt  In  Vmi,  be  ing 
?enth  surmncr.  Hoigho !  I  holmre 
f  I  have  ev€r  doin*,  or  suTjg,  hag 
fiat  confonnded  bncik  of  joure. 
[  told  you  of  a  cargo  of  *  Poeshie/ 
t  to  M.  at  hii  own  impatient  desire ; 
laa  got  it,  he  doa't  like  it»  and  de- 
he  Is  right.  I  have  no  ^^eat 
>f  mr  last  shipment,  except  a  tmns- 
i,  which  is  wgrd  for  word,  and  ven^ 

third  act  of  a  tragcd?  ;  but  whether 
?d  or  not,  I  know  not:  I  hare,  at 
many  paji^ions  of  my  own  on  hand 
thoae  of  the  dead.  Beiidcs  the 
mod  in  my  last,  I  bfiTG  incurrod  a 
IB  Pope's  corahinicni,  or  gem- 
ave  petitioned  the  ca^rdinal  agninst 
iemblitig  too  nearly  their  own  lousy 
particuLnrly  objc^ct  to  the  epaidettea, 
>rld  with  ys  have  npon  paJ«  days, 
of  the  culori  eonfoniiijiE  to  my 
mm  the  fantily  hne  ever  since  tha 

a  trenchiiit  reply,  zm  yon  mny  stip- 
giTen  lo  understand' that,  if  any 

reipeutahie  corps  insult  my  ser- 
7  likewise  by  tbyir  gallant  com- 
tiave  directed  my  ragamuJ^n^,  six 

aio  tijlcrably  aava^ei  to  defend 
we  of  Agreaaian  ;  anfl,  on  holydayg 
[  «hall  iirm  the  whole  set^  ineludinff 
rl  accidents  or  treachery.  I  naeS 
11  at  the  broadsword,,  once  upon  a 
t ;  but  I  should  like  the  piatol^  our 
'fcr  weapon,  better^  though  I  am 
t  present,  HoweTcr,  I  can  *  wink 
e  nun.*  It  make«  me  think  (the 
s)  of  Homeo  and  Juliet— '  now j^ 
ct  thy  stnashim^  blow.' 
ids,  however,  with  the  cavaUei  for 
'  troopers  for  my  liveries,  are  very 
;t  man,  who  doe9  his  best  to  please 
id  bnga  for  fellowship  and  good- 
*♦  I  am  yonrH>  ^e.* 


rXBR  CCCCXLIT. 


TO  ME*  MOOAfl. 

"  Runnna,  Jujj  IJ,  Ug& 

increase  your  Irish  anxiety  aboui 
hisp/  *  I  answer  Tour  letter  forth- 
:hat  afi  T  am  tt  *  ti*itiof  the  Wisp/  I 
it  out  of  it.  But,  first*  a  word  on 
have  no  objection^  nay>  I  would 
rrect  copy  was  tjiken  and  depos 

rildi  phmH  iit  Utiag  In  t  ufVLpt^ 


V 
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Itcd  la  honorable  hands,  in  case  of  accidents 
happening  to  the  original;  for  you  know  that  I 
have  none  and  have  never  even  re-read,  nor,  indeed 
read  at  all  what  is  there  written;  I  only  know  that 
1  wrote  It  with  the  fullest  intention  to  be  '  faithful 
and  true  in  my  narrative,  but  iwt  iinpartial-no, 
V  ^^""^^^  ' .  \  ^^-^^  ^  pretend  to  be  that,  while  I 
feel.  But  I  ^vish  to  give  every  body  concerned  the 
opportunity  to  contradict  or  correct  me 
whlJ  \T7\.  """  objection  to  any  proper  person  seeinj? 
Tx/rv  "  *^^'^^^^""en,--seeing  it  was  written,  like 
eAery  thing   else,  for  the  p.irpose  of  being   read, 

"With  regard  to  'the  wliisp,'  the  Pone  has 
pronounced  their  ^ejmration.  Ihe  decree  came 
-sterday  from  Babylon,-it  was  ./..  aud^^^rVS 
Vho  demanded  it,  on  the  grounds  of  her  husband's 
fyhen(,ble  Count  Cavalier's)  extraordinary  us  ge! 
i/d  opposed  It  with  all  his  might,  becaune  of  tl^e 
alimony,  which    has   been   assigned,   with    all   hnr 

him.  In  Italy  they  can't  divorce.  He  insisted  on 
her  giving  me  un,  and  he  would  forgive  every  thin^ 
-even  the  aduftery  which  he  swears  that  Ccan 
pro>eby  *  famous  wmesses.'     But,  in  this  country 

It.li^;'n,^'r"''''^"^^^'*"^.^P'^^*«  ''^  '^bhoiTence?tlt: 
♦K*^l  ?K  \'''K^?  ^"*^^  »"ore  delicate  in  pubic 
than ^the  English,  as  they  are  more  passion^in 

"  The  friends  and  relatives,  who  are  numerous 
and  powerful,  reply  to  him-'  You  >ourseTa?e 
either  fool  or  knav-e,-fool,  if  you  did  not  see  t^e 
consequences  of  the  approximation  of  these  two 
young  persons.-knaTe,  if  you  connive  at  it  Take 
your  ctioice,-.but    don't    Break   out   (after  twelve 

^ve^  ^'/^   '^^  ^^"^^^^^  ''^^^^^'^V  ^^nder  your  own 
eyes  and  positive  sanction)  witli  a  scandal  which 
can  only  make  you  ridiculous  and  her  un"iappy  ' 
nuroW^l"^'"?,  ^^'^*  }\  '^","8lit  our  intercourse  was 

conLrv      To  ti"'*^"'^'''^^  testimony  proved  the 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


wisp*    was    not    an    unknown '  person,    and    that 


T»i«  ^rC  \ T       .      '"''   F"'ciaimea  tne  purity  of 

my  morals  :-that  her  brother,  a  year  a^o    wroto 

^Hr.tT  1'°,  ^"^^"    him,    that  'h?s  wile' ^onld 

to  take,  ^3c™'''"''''  '"  "^  ^^^^  ^^  «^»l^<^^<^d 
"  Now,  he  says,  that  he  encouraged  my  return  to 

short,  ^''''''^^  ^°  ^^"'^^  hiiu  in.     In 

"  Ce  ne  fut  p.u  |e  tmit ;  n  fmime  k  plai^ nit- 
VtkxA-Xa  pnreiufi  ic  Jcim  p„  „c.isr  cl  dU 
Uiic  du  DoeUuT  vcnoii  (oui  le  n..t..v»i,  mtWm-^ ; 
Que  eet  ho.nn..  c.oit  r.,.,,  qu-  «  ,.„.„«  i^^,  l,^ 
On  fit  c;mer  le  nuriA^.' 

flU"  ^^r}!"  ^""^  ^^"^ ''''™"'  '^^"^^ »"  the  way  of  con- 
flict,  for  they  arc  sure  to  win  ai^ainst  the  finlrl  9h« 
retnrns  to  her  father's  house.  a'ndTLaronlyte  he? 
under  great  restrictions-such  is  the  custom  of  he 
country.  1  herelations  behaved  very  weU  ;-I  offered 
any  settlement  but  they  refused  to  accept  it  «id 
.   Bwear  she  «;m;,7  live  with  G.,  (as  he  has  trk'd  Jo 

and'^-n  fl/r'^'T'^  '"'  '''^'  ^^  «^'^"  ma?ntaCi  he  ; 
dav'  I  » ^  ^  Jy^lg'nent  to  this  effect  came  yester^ 
enokgh.        '        '''''"^^'  "*  *^  awkward  situation 

nrotL^^!.  J"^"?  °°  1?'^^.''  ^^  *hc  carabiniers  who 
Far  fho  ^^'"'^  "?!  ^"■^"^''-  1'hey  are  not  popu- 
other  nf.hr"'^  Boldiers,  and,  in  a  small  ro«?  ?he 
dh^rs  m^  ';o%'v^'?\'^'"^'  ^^l^^«'  ^vounded  and 
yiuth  llnlrnA^\^'  ^>'  '°'"«  °^  ^he  Romagnuole, 
The  knife  THp  n  '''r';  ^"^  ««n^ewhat  liberal  of 
T  )f««  J  J^.^  perpetrators  are  not  discovered  but ' 
I  hope  and  beheve  tfiat  none  of  my  ragamuffins  w^^^^  i 
V  1 '  ^?",^u  ^^^y  ^""^  somewhat  savage,  and  secret- ' 
^  armed,  hke  most  of  the  inhabitants  It  is  the  r 
way,  and  saves  somet;„,es  a  good  deal  of  U  iga   on 


"t'^^,*^'!  **  *  TCTolution  at  Naples.     ] 
PJ^bably  leave  a  card  at  Ravenna  in  ite  ^ 

/*  Vour  publishers  seem  to  have  use 
mme.  Murray  has  shuffled,  and  almost 
tnat  my  List  productions  are  dvll,  I 
damme,  dull!  I  believe  he  is  right,  B 
the  completion  of  my  tragedy  on  Marii 
none  of  which  has  yet  gone  to  England, 
act  is  nearly  completed,  but  it  is  drcadf 
forty  sheets  of  long  paper,  four  pages  » 
one  hundred  and  fifty  when  printed:  bi 
of  pastime  and  prodigality '  that  I  think 
Fray  send  and  publish  your  poem  upo 
don  t  be  afraid  of  praising  me  too  highl 
pocket  my  blushes.  ^ 

"'Not  actionable !  »—C;^«n/re  d'cnfer 
that  s  'a  speech,'  and  I  won't  put  up  w 
pietty  title  to  give  a  man  for  doubting  i 
any  such  place  !  ** 

•'  So  my  Gail  is  gone— and  Miss  Mali 
take  money.  I  am  very  glad  of  it— I  1 
bte^m  ""*  ^'"''^  ""^  expense.  But  beg  her  no 
*'  Oh,  pray  tell  Galignani  that  I  shall  st 
screed  of  doctrine  if  he  don't  be  more 
Somebody  r<?(7w/^r/y  di'tahu  two,  and  s 
four,  of  his  messengers  by  the  wav. 
entreat  him  to  be  more  precise.  News 
money  in  this  remote  kingdom  of  the  Ost 
Pray,  reply.  I  should  like  much  to  si 
pi  your  champagne  and  La  Fittc,  but  I  an 
lan  for  Pans  in  general.  Make  Murray 
letter  to  you  if  it  is  full  of  qjigrams. 

"Youi 


LETTER  CCCCXLV. 


TO  MR.   MURRAY. 


1  have  received  some  books,  and  Qu 
and  Edinburghs,  for  all  which  I  am  gratef 
cont.^,n  all  I  know  of  England,  except  by 
ni  8  newspaper. 

'I  The  tragedyt  w  completed,  but  now  « 

task  of  copy  and  correction.     It  is  very  lorn 

two  sheets  of  long  paper,  of  four  pages  eacl 

believe  must  make  more  than  one  hundred  i 

or  one  hundred  and  fifty  pages,  besides  n: 

torical  extracts  as  notes,'  which  I  mean  to 

liistorv'  is  closely  followed.     Dr.  Moore's  at 

m  some  respects  false,  and  in  all  foolish  i 

pant      ^07ieof  the  chronicles  (and  I  have  c 

vSanuto,  Sandi,  Navagero,  and  an  anonymo 

ot  /ara,  besides  the  histories  of  Laugicr.  D 

mpndi,  Ac.)  state,  or  even  hint,  that  he  bej 

lite;  they  merely  say  that  he  did  not  deny 

spirary.     He  was  one  of   their  great  men 

inander  at  the  siege  of  Zara,-bejrt  eighty  tl 

Hungarians,   killing   eight   thousand,   and 

same  time  kept  the  town  he  was  besieging  i, 

—took  Capo  d;istria,-wa8  ambassador  at 

Kome,  and  finally  Doge,  where  he  fell  for  l 

m  attempting  to  alter  the  government,  b 

^anuto  calls  a  judgment  on  him  for,  man 

belore,   (when    podesta  and    captain   of    T 

having  knocked  down  a  bishop,  who  was  s 

m  carrj  mg  the  host  at  a  procession.     He  * 

h,\?l  ""l  Thwackum  did  Square,  '  with  a  judj 

i  •  I    Y  .^^  ""^  mention  whether  he  had  bet 

I  ished  at  the  time  for  what  would  apijear  very  s 

even  now,  and  must  have  been  still  more  s 

age  of  papal  power  and  glory.     Sanuto  aa. 

Heaven  took  away  his  senses  for  this  buii 


t  Marino  Faliew.  «—  w  »  pw 


i;btteb8. 


9<tt 


kduMd  him  to  eoaupira.  *Pei6  fti yaiiuettu  ehe fl 
aliero  peidette  l*  inteltetto/  fto. 

"  I  do  not  know  what  your  parlor-bourden  will 
link  of  the  dxama  I  have  foanaed  upon  this  eztra- 
rdinary  event.  The  only  similar  one  in  history  is 
le  stoxy  of  Agis,  King  of  Sparta,  a  prinoe,  tnth 
le  commons  aaainst  the  aristoeraey,  and  losing  his 
fe  therefor.    But  it  shall  be  sent  when  copied. 

"  I  should  be  glad  to  know  why  your  Qaartertn^ 
eviewers,  at  the  close  of  '  the  Fall  of  Jerusalem/ 
(cose  me  of  Manicheism  ?  a  compliment  to  which 
le  sweetener  of  '  one  of  the  mightiest  spirits '  by 
>  means  reconciles  me.  The  poem  the^  review  is 
•ry  noble;  but  oould  they  not  do  justice  to  the 
riter  without  converting  him  into  my  religious 
itidote?  I  am  not  a  lianichean,  nor  an  Anif* 
jean.  I  should  like  to  know  what  harm  my 
•oeshies'  have  done?  I  c&n*t  tell  what  people 
saa  bv  making  me  a  hobgoblin." 


LETTER  CCCCXLVI. 

TO  MB.  MTJBBAT. 

*  1  have  *put  my  toul '  into  the  tragedy,  (as  you 
t ;)  but  you  know  that  there  are  d— d  soub  as 
U  as  tragedies.  Recollect  that  it  is  not  a  politi- 
play,  though  it  ma^r  look  like  it:  it  is  strictly 
torical.  Read  the  historv  and  judge. 
^  Ada's  picture  is  her  mother's.  I  am  glad  of  it 
he  motner  made  a  good  daushter.  Send  me 
ford's  opinion,  and  never  mina  the  Archbishop, 
in  neither  send  you  away,  nor  give  you  a  hundred 
toles,  nor  a  better  taste ;  I  send  you  a  tragedy, 
I  you  asked  for  'facetious  epistles;'  a  little  like 
[it  predecessor,  who  advised  Dr.  Prideaux  to  *  put 
ic  more  humor  into  his  Life  of  Mahomet.' 
Bankes  is  a  wonderful  fellow.  There  is  hardly 
of  my  school  or  college  contemporaries  that  has 
'  turned  out  more  or  less  celebrated.  Feel,  Pal- 
'stoD,  Bankes,  Hobhouse,  Tavistock,  Bob  Mills. 
xglas  Kinnaiid,  &o.,  &c.,  have  all  talked  and 
a  talked  about. 

♦  •  •  •  «  « 

We  vre  here  going  to  fight  a  little  next  month, 
xe  Huns  don't  cross  the  ro,  and  probably  if  they 
I  can't  say  more  now.  If  any  thing  happens, 
'  have  matter  for  a  posthumous  work  in  MS. ;  so 
/  be  civil.  Depend  upon  it,  there  will  be  savage 
jc,  if  once  they  oegin  nere.  The  French  courage 
•eeds  from  vanit)[,  the  German  from  phlegm,  the 
icish  from  fanaticism  and  opium,  the  Spanish 
1  pride,  the  English  from  coolness,  the  Dutch 
1  obstinacy,  the  Russian  from  insensibility,  but 
liaUan  from  anjfer;  so  you  see  that  they  will 
e  nothing." 


LETTER  CCCCXLVn. 

TO  KB.  XOOBB. 

**  Bavfloiia,  Avgort  H,  lOI. 

l>-.-ii  your  *  mexzo  oammin  '* — ^you  should  say 
prime  of  life,'  a  much  more  consolatorv  phrase. 
deB,  it  is  not  correct.  I  was  bom  in  17o8,  and 
eauently  am  but  thirty-two.  You  are  mistaken 
nother  point.  The  '  Sequin  Box '  never  came 
requiaiuon,  nor  is  it  likely  to  do  so.  It  were 
>r  that  it  had,  for  then  a  man  is  not  bomd,  you 
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know.  As  to  reftirm,  I  did  reform—what  would  you 
have  ?  *  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it.' 
I  verily  believe  that  nor  you,  nor  any  man  of  poeti- 
cal temperament,  can  avoid  a  strong  passion  of 
some  kind.  It  is  the  poetry  of  life.  What  should 
I  have  known  or  written,  had  I  been  a  quiet,  mer- 
cantile  politician,  or  a  lord  in  waiting)  A  man 
must  travel  and  turmoil,  or  there  is  no  existence. 
Besides,  I  only  meant  to  be  a  cavalier  servente, 
and  had  no  idea  it  would  turn  out  a  romance,  in  the 
Anglo  fashion. 

"  However,  I  suspect  I  know  a  thin^  or  two  of 
Italy— more  than  Lady  Morgan  has  picked  up  in 
her  posting.  What  do  Englishmen  know  of  Ital- 
ians beyond  their  museums  and  saloons— and  some 
haek*«,  en  paatanlf  Now,  I  have  lived  in  the 
heart  of  their  houses,  in  parts  of  Italy  freshest  and 
least  inilueneed  by  strangers, — ^have  seen  and  be- 
come (pam  moffna  fuij  a  portion  of  their  hopes. 
and  fears,  and  passions,  and  am  almost  inoculated 
into  a  family.  This  is  to  see  men  and  things  as 
they  are. 

<*You  say  that  I  called  you  <  quiet 'f— I  don't 
recolleot  any  thing  of  the  sort.  On  the  contrary 
you  sre  always  in  scrapes. 

<*  What  think  /on  of  the  Queen  ?  I  hear  Mr. 
Hoby  says,  *  that  it  makes  him  weep  to  see  her,  she 
reminds  him  so  much  of  Jane  Shore.' 


»  Mr.  BdVf  ilM 


hMiCbqiriliMM, 

■  UmlUakoriuwaban; 


Pray,  excuse  this  ribaldry.    What  is  your  poem 
about }    Write  and  tell  me  all  about  it  and  you. 

"  Yours,  &c." 

"  P.  S.  Did  ^ou  write  the  lively  quis  on  Peter 
Bell }  It  has  wit  enough  to  be  yours,  and  almost 
too  much  to  be  anv  body  else's  now  going.  It  was 
in  Qalignaai  the  other  day  or  week." 


LETTER  CCCCXLVni. 


TO  MH.  XUILKAT. 


"In  correcting  the  proofs  you  must  refer  to  the 
manuscript,  because  there  are  in  it  various  readim. 
Pray  attend  to  this,  and  choose  what  Gifford  thinks 
best.    Let  me  hear  what  he  thinks  of  the  whole. 

'*  You  speak  of  Lady  *  *'s  illness ;  she  is  not  of 
those  who  die:— the  amiable  only  do;  and  those 
whose  death  would  do  good  live.  Whenever  she  is 
pleased  to  return,  it  may  be  presumed  she  will  take 
ner  *  divining  rod'  along  with  her:  it  may  be  of 
use  to  her  at  home,  as  well  as  to  the  *  rich  man '  of 
the  Evangelists. 

*'  Pray,  do  not  let  the  papers  paragraph  me  back 
to  England.  They  may  say  what  they^  please,  any 
loathsome  abuse  but  that.    Contradict  it. 

*'  My  last  letters  will  hare  taught  you  to  expect 
an  explosion  here :  it  was  primed  and  loaded,  but 
they  hesitated  to  fire  the  train.  One  of  the  cities 
shirked  from  the  league.  I  cannot  write  more  at 
large  for  a  thousand  reasons.  Our  *puir  hOl  folk' 
off&ed  to  strike,  and  raise  the  first  banner,  but  Bo- 
logna paused :  and  now  'tis  autumn,  and  the  season 
hiOfoTer.  '0  Jerusalem!  Jerusalem!'  The  Huns 
are  on  the  Po ;  but  if  once  they  pass  it  on  their  way 
to  Naples,  all  Italy  will  be  behind  them.  The  dogs 
—the  wolves— may  they  perish  like  the  host  of 
Sennadierib !  If  you  want  to  publish  the  Prophecy 
of  Dante,  yon  never  will  have  a  better  time." 
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LEITER  CCCCXLIX. 


TO  MB.   MUILRAT. 


"BareniM,  Sept.  11,  1830. 

"  Here  is  another  historical  note  for  you.  I  want 
to  be  as  near  truth  as  the  drama  can  be. 

"  Last  post  I  sent  you  a  note  fierce  as  Faliero 
himself,*  in  answer  to  a  trashy  tourist,  who  pre- 
tends that  he  could  have  been  introduced  to  me. 
Let  me  have  a  proof  of  it,  that  I  may  cut  its  lava 
into  some  shape. 

"  What  Giri'ord  says  is  very  consolatory,  (of  the 
first  act.)  English,  sterling  (/etiuine  English^  is  a 
desideratum  among  you,  and  t  am  glad  that  I  have 
got  so  much  left;  though  Heaven  knows  how  I 
retain  it :  I  hear  none  bad  from  my  valet,  and  his  is 
Nottinghamshire ;  and  I  tee  none  but  in  your  new 
publications,  and  their's  is  no  language  at  all,  but 
jargon.  Even  your  ♦  ♦  ♦  •  is  terribly  stilted  and 
aiiected,  with  •  tJery,  very '  so  soft  and  pamby. 

'•  Oh  !  if  ever  I  do  come  among  you  again,  I  will 
give  you  such  a  *  Baviad  and  Ma;viad  !  *  not  a*  good 
as  the  old,  but  even  better  merited.  There  never 
was  such  a  set  as  your  ranamnJ/itiSj  (I  meant  not 
yours  only,  but  everv  boay's.)  What  with  the 
Cockney's,  and  the  Lakers,  and  the  folloioera  of 
Scott,  and  Moore,  and  Byron,  you  are  in  the  ver^' 
uttermost  decline  and  degradation  of  literature.  1 
can't  think  of  it  without  all  the  remorse  of  a  mur- 
derer. I  wish  that  Johnson  were  alive  again  to 
oruah  them ! " 


LETTER  CCCCL. 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

••RavMBa,  Sepc  M,  1890. 

"  What !  not  a  line  ?  Well,  have  it  in  your  own 
way. 

*'  I  wish  you  would  inform  Perry  that  his  stupid 
paragraph  is  the  cause  of  all  my  newspapers  being 
stopped  in  Paris. f  The  fools  believe  me  in  your 
infernal  country,  and  have  not  sent  on  their  ga- 
settes,  80  that  I  know  nothing  of  your  beastly  trial 
of  the  Queen. 

**  I  cannot  avail  myself  of  Mr.  Gifford's  remarks, 
because  I  have  received  none,  except  on  the  first 
act.  '*  Yours,  &c. 

"P.  8.  So,  pray,  beg  the  editors  of  papers  to 
say  any  thing  blackguard  they  please ;  but  not  to 
put  mo  among  their  arrivals.  They  do  me  more 
mischief  by  such  nonsense  than  all  their  abuse  can 
do." 


LETTER  CCCCLI. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

"  Ravenna,  Sept.  21,  1880. 

**  So  you  are  at  vour  old  tricks  again.  This  is 
the  second  packet  I  have  received  unaccompanied 
by  a  single  line  of  good,  bad,  or  indifferent.  It  is 
strange  that  you  have  never  forwarded  any  farther 
observations  of  Gilford's.  How  am  I  alter  or 
amend,  if  I  hear  no  farther  ?  or  docs  this  silence 
mean  that  it  is  well  enough  as  it  is,  or  too  bad  to 
be  repaired  ?  if  the  last,  why  do  you  not  say  so  nt 
once,  instead  of  playing  pretty,  while  you  know 
that  soon  or  late  you  must  out  with  the  truth. 

'•  Yours,  &c. 

'<  r.  S.    My  sister  tells  me,  that  you  sent  to  her 


•  Bee  Dotca  to  Matino  Palim. 
t  It  had  been  reported  tltat  be  had  wxived  in 
Q,aee&*s  tiial. 


to  inquire  where  I  was,  belieTinff  in  ir 
'  driving  a  curricle^  &c.,  &c.,  into  Palace- 
you  think  me  a  coxcomb  or  a  madman,  tc 
ble  of  such  an  exhibition  ?  My  sister 
better,  and  told  you,  that  could  not  be 
might  as  well  have  thought  me  entering  c 
horse/  like  Death  in  the  Revelations." 


LETTER  CCCCLIL 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

"BaTcoaa,  Sept, 

**  Get  from  Mr.  Hobhouse,  and  sesid  n 
(with  the  Latin)  of  my  Hints  from  Horai 
now  the .  nofium  premtUure  in  annttm  CM>n 
its  production,  being  written  at  Athens  ii 
have  a  notion  that,  with  some  omissions 
and  passtigcs,  it  will  do  ;  and  I  could  pul 
observations  i^or  PopMs  among  the  notes, 
date  of  1820,  and  so  on.  As  far  as  vei 
goes,  it  is  good;  and  on  looking  back  t 
wrote  about  that  period,  I  am  astonished  U 
little  I  have  trained  on.  I  wrote  better  t 
now ;  but  that  comes  of  my  having  fallen 
atrocious  bad  taste  of  the  times.  If  I  ca 
for  present  publication,  what  with  the  oth 
you  have  of  mine,  you  will  have  a  volume 
variety  at  least,  for  there  will  be  all  measur 
and  topics,  whether  pood  or  no.  I  am  ai 
hear  what  Gifford  thinks  of  the  tragedy; 
me  know.  I  really  do  not  know  what 
myself. 

**  If  the  Germans  pass  the  Po,  thev  will  T 
to  a  mass  out  of  the  Cardinal  de  itetz's  . 
♦  ♦  's  a  fool,  and  could  not  understand  th 
will.  It  is  as  pretty  a  conceit  as  you  woul 
see  on  a  summer's  Say. 

"  Nobody  here  believes  a  word  of  the 
against  the  queen.  The  very  mob  cr^'  sham 
tiicir  countrymen,  and  sny  that  for  half  tl 
spent  upon  the  trial,  any'testiraony  what 
be  brought  out  of  Italy.'  This  you  may : 
as  fact.  I  told  you  as  much  before.  A; 
travellers  report,  what  are  travellers  T  Nc 
lived  among  the  Italians — not  Florencedy  ani 
and  galleried,  and  conversationcd  it  for  a  fc^^ 
and  then  home  again ;  but  been  of  their 
and  friendships,  and  feuds,  and  loves,  and 
and  correspondence,  in  a  part  of  Italy  leas 
to  foreigners, — and  have  been  among  the 
classes,  from  the  Conte  to  the  Contadine ; 
may  be  sure  of  what  I  say  to  you. 

••Youn 


LETTER  CCCCLIII. 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

•'  RaTemw,  Sept.  1 

*  I  thought  that  I  had  told  you  long  ago 
never  was  intended  nor  written  with  any  vi 
stage.  I  have  said  so  in  the  preface  too. 
long  and  too  regular  for  your  stage,  the  pei 
few,  and  the  unity  too  much  observed.  I 
like  a  play  of  Alfieri's  than  of  your  stag* 
this  humbly  in  speaking  of  that  great  m 
there  is  poetry,  and  it  is  equal  to  Manfred, 
know  not  what  esteem  is  held  of  Manfred. 
**  I  have  now  been  nearly  as  long  out  of 
as  I  was  there  during  the  time  I  saw  you  fn 
I  came  home  July  14th,  1811,  and  left  ag:: 
2oth,  1816:  80  that  Sept.  28th,  1820,  br 
within  a  very  few  months  of  the  same  dm 
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m«  of  my  itty  «rd  ur  abtenoe.  In  eamm,  I  eaa 
now  nothing  of  tLi  ^niMic  taste  and  feelings,  but 
om  wh&t  I  glean  fi^  m  l«ttefs,  &g.  Both  seem  to 
!  as  bad  as  possible. 

"  I  thought  AnaHMtftt  etceUeni :  did  I  not  say 
I  ?  i^Iatthews's  Diary  most  ex  seUent ;  it,  and  For- 
th, and  parts  of  Hobliomie,  are  all  we  hare  of 
ath  (T  sense  upon  Italy.  Th<»  letter  to  JaUa  xerr 
K>d  .'ndeed.  I  do  not  deapise  «•••*•:  bat  U* 
e  knit  blue  stockings  instead  of  wearing  them,  it 
>ixld  be  better.  You  are  taken  m  by  that  false, 
ilted,  trashy  style,  which  is  a  mixture  of  all  the 
rics  of  the  day,  which  are  cUl  boKtbaUie,  (I  don't 
eept  iry  ownr-^to  one  has  done  more  through 
glipence  to  oorrapt  the  laugnage ;)  but  it  is  neither 
i^lish  nor  poetry.  Time  will  show. 
'  I  am  sorry  Oifford  has  made  no  fiirther  remarks 
fond  the  first  act :  does  he  think  all  tXi  English 
nally  sterling  as  he  thought  the  first  ?  You  did 
ht  to  send  the  proofs;  I  was  a  fool;  but  I  do 
lly  detest  the  si|ht  of  proofs :  it  is  an  aheurdity ; 
t  comes  from  lazmess. 

'Ton  can  steal  the  two  Juans  into  the  world 
etly  tagged  to  the  others.  The  play  as  you  will 
he  i)ante  too ;  but  the  Pulei  I  am  proud  of:  it  is 
)erb;  you  have  no  such  translation.  It  is  the 
t  thin^  I  erer  did  in  my  life.  I  wrote  the  play 
n  beginning  to  end,  aud  not  a  nn^le  scene  u-iih- 
interruption^  and  being  obliged  to  break  off  in 
middle ;  for  I  had  my  hands  full,  and  my  head, 
,  just  then ;  so  it  can  be  no  great  shakes — ^I  mean 
play ;  and  the  head  too,  if  you  like. 
P.  S.  Politics  here  still  savage  and  uncertain, 
vever,  we  are  all  in  our  '  bandaliers '  to  join  the 
ghlandersif  they  cross  the  Forth,'  »*.  a.,  to  crush 
Austrians  if  they  pass  the  Po.  The  raaeals  !— 
that  dog  liTerpool,  to  say  their  subjects  are 
rjy!  If  ever  I  come  back,  I'll  work  some  of 
e  ministers. 

"Scptsa. 

I  open  my  letter  to  say  that  on  reading  more  of 
four  Tolumes  on  Italy,  where  the  auuor  says 
lined  on  introduction,'  I  perceive  (horretco  re- 
\s)  it  is  written  by  a  WOMAN!!!  In  that 
vou  must  suppress  my  note  and  answer,*  and 
have  said  about  the  book  and  the  writer.  I 
r  dreamed  of  it  until  now,  in  my  extreme  wrath 
at  precious  note.    I  can  only  say  that  I  am 

that  a  lady  should  say  any  thing  of  the  kind. 

I I  would  nave  said  to  one  of  the  other  sex  you 
r  already.  Her  book  too  (as  a  the  book)  is  not 
:  one ;  out  she  evidently  don't  know  the  Ital- 

or  rather  don't  like  tnem,  and  forgets  the 
a  of  their  misery  and  profligacy.  (Matihewe 
^orsyth  are  your  men  for  the  truth  and  tact,) 
las  gone  over  Italy  in  eompanf  alwaye  a 
•Ian :  you  must  be  alone  with  people  to  know 
well.  Ask  her,  who  was  the  <  deecendant  of 
M,  W,  MontaguSt*  and  by  whom  ?  by  Alga^ 

suspeot  that  in  Marino  Faliero,  you  and  yours 
like  the  poUtiee  which  are  perilous  to  yon  in 
times ;  but  recollect  that  it  is  not  a  polttieal 
uid  that  I  was  obliged  to  put  into  the  mouths 
characters  the  sentiments  upon  which  they 
I  hate  all  thinos  written  Bke  Pisarro,  to 
ent  France,  EngUnd,  and  so  forth.  All  I 
lone  ia  meant  to  be  puiely  Venetian,  even  to 
ry  prophecy  of  its  present  state. 
»ar  Angles  in  general  know  little  of  the  /to/- 
rho  detest  them  for  their  numbers  and  their 
I.  treachery.  Besides,  the  English  travellers 
ot  been  composed  of  die  best  company.  How 
they  ?— out  of  one  hundred  thousand,  how 
gentlemen  were  there,  or  honest  men  ? 
tchell's  Aristophanes  is  excellent.  Send  me 
t  of  it. 

ese  fools  will  force  me  to  write  a  book  about 
nyself,   to  give  them  'the  loud  lie.'     They 


prstsaboatasssasiiiatloa:  what  Is  it  but  ths  srigis 
of  dnelHngT-aad  'a  wUd  juttice,*  as  Lord  Bacon 
calls  it?  It  is  the  fount  of  the  modem  point  o| 
honor  in  what  the  laws  can't  or  %oonH  reach.  Every 
man  is  liable  to  it  more  or  less,  according  to  eir» 
cumstanoes  or  place.  For  instance,  I  am  living 
here  exposed  to  it  daily,  for  I  have  happened  tc 
make  a  powerful  and  unprincipled  man  my  enemy ; 
— and  I  never  sleep  the  worse  for  it^  or  ride  in  less 
solitary  places,  because  precaution  is  useless,  and 
one  tunks  of  it  as  of  a  msease  which  may  or  may 
not  strike.  It  is  true,  that  there  are  those  hers, 
who,  if  he  did,  would  '  live  to  think  on't ;  *  but  that 
would  not  awake  my  bones :  I  should  be  sorry  If  it 
would,  were  they  once  at  rest" 


LETTER  OGOCLIV 
TO  KB.  mntBAT. 


"  Ton  will  have  now  received  all  the  acts,  cor- 
rected, of  the  Marino  Faliero.  What  you  say  of 
the  *  bet  of  one  hundred  guineas,'  made  by  some 
one  who  says  that  he  saw  me  last  week,  reminds 
me  of  what  nappened  in  1810 ;  you  can  easily  ascer* 
tain  the  fact,  and  it  is  an  odd  one. 

"  In  the  latter  end  of  1811, 1  met  one  evening  at 
the  Alfred  my  old  school  and  form-fellow,  (for  we 
were  within  two  of  each  other,  he  the  higher,  though 
both  very  near  the  top  of  our  remove^  Peel^  tns 
Irish  Secretary.  He  told  me  that,  in  1810,  he  met 
me,  as  he  thought,  in  St.  James'  street,  but  we 
passed  without  speaking.  He  mentioned  this,  and 
it  was  denied  as  impossible ;  I  being  then  in  Tur 
key.  A  day  or  two  afterwards,  he  pointed  out  tp 
his  brother  a  person  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way : 
— *■  There,'  said  he, '  is  the  man  whom  I  took  mr 
Byron.'  His  brother  instantlv  answered,  *  Why  it 
is  Byron,  and  no  one  else.'  But  this  is  not  all :— -I 
was««0»  by  some  body  to  %Brite  down  mv  name 
among  the  inquirers  after  the  king's  healtn^  then 
attacked  br  insanity.  Now,  at  this  very  penod,  as 
nearly  as  I  could  make  out,  I  was  ill  of  a  ttrong 
fever  at  Patras,  caught  in  the  marshes  near  Olyn^ 
pia,  fh>m  the  maiaria.  If  I  had  died  there,  this 
would  have  been  a  new  ghost  story  for  you.  You 
can  easily  make  out  the  accuracy  of  this  from  Peel 
himself,  who  told  it  in  detail.  I  suppose  you  will 
be  of  the  opinion  of  Lucretius,  who  (denies  the  im- 
mortality of  the  souL  but)  asserts  that  from  the 
'  flying  off'  of  the  surfaces  of  bodies,  these  surfaces 
or  cases,  like  the  coats  of  an  onion,  are  sometimes 
seen  entire  when  they  are  separated  from  it,  so  that 
the  shapes  and  shadows  of  both  the  dead  and  living 
are  frequently  beheld.' 

**  But  if  they  are,  are  their  coats  and  waistcoats 
also  seen  ?    I  do  not  disbelieve  that  we  may  be  two 


fy  some  unoonsoious  process,  to  a  certain  sign,  but 
rhieh  of  these  two  I  happen  at  present  to  be,  I 
leave  you  to  decide.  I  only  hope  that  Votherme  }»> 
haves  like  a  gemman. 

*'  I  wish  you  would  set  Peel  asked  how  far  I  am 
accurate  in  my  recollection  of  what  he  told  tae; 
for  I  don't  like  to  say  sueh  things  without  author- 
ity. 

"I  am  not  sure  that  I  was  not  noJten  with, 
but  this  also  vou  can  ascertain.  I  have  written 
to  you  sueh  letters  that  I  stop. 

«« Yours,  &c. 

«P.  8.  LastyearCin  June,  1819)ImetatOount 
Moati's,  at  Ferrara,  an  Italian,  who  asked  me  *  if  1 
knew  Lord  Byron } '  I  told  him  mo.  (no  one  knows 
himself,  you  know.)  <  Then,'  says  he, '  I  do ;  I  met 
him  at  Naples  the  otiier  day.'  I  pulled  out  my 
eard  and  asked  him  if  that  was  the  way  he  spelled 
his  name :  he  answered,  yss.  I  suspeot  that  it  was 
a  blackgnsrd  navy  smgeout  who  attended  a  yonaf 
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travelling  madman  about,  and  passed  himself  for  a 
lord  at  the  post-houses.  He  was  a  vulgar  dog — 
quite  of  the  cockpit  order — and  a  precious  repre- 
sentative I  must  have  had  of  him,  if  it  was  even  so  ; 
but  I  don't  know,  He  passed  himself  off  as  a  gen- 
tleman, and  squired  about  a  Countess  •  •  (of  this 
place)  then  at  Venice,  an  ugly  battered  woman,  of 
Bad  morals  even  for  Italy." 


LETTER  CCCCLV. 

'     TO  MB,   MCBJU.T. 

**  Ravenna,  8fara  80,  1820. 

•*  Foscolo's  letter  is  exactly  the  thing  wanted  ; 
firstly,  because  he  is  a  man  of  genius  ;  and,  next, 
because  he  is  an  Italian,  and  therefore  the  best 
judgo  of  Italics.    Besides, 

'  He's  more  ui  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane ;  * 

that  is,  he  is  more  of  the  ancient  Greek  than  of 
the  modern  Italian.  Though  *  somewhat,*  as  Du- 
gal  Dalgetty  says,  *  too  wild  and  sa/vage,  (like 
*  Ronald  of  the  Mist,')  'tis  a  wonderful  man,  and 
my  friends  Hobhouse  and  Rose  both  swear  by  him  ; 
and  they  are  good  judges  of  men  and  of  Italian  hu- 
manity. 

*  Heic  an  in  all  I10O  a'onhy  voket  gsia'd  i ' 

Gifford  says  it  is  good  *  sterling,  genuine  English,' 
and  Foscolo  says  that  the  characters  are  right  Ve- 
netian. Shakspeare  and  Otway  had  a  million  of  ad- 
vantages over  me  besides  the  incalculable  one  of 
being  dead  from  one  to  two  centuries,  and  having 
been  both  born  blackguards,  (which  are  such 
attractions  to  the  gentle  living  reader ;)  let  me  then 
preserve  the  only  one  which  I  could  possibly  have — 
that  of  having  been  at  Venice,  and  entered  more 
into  the  local  spirit  of  it.     I  claim  no  more. 

**  I  know  what  Foscolo  means  about  Calendaro's 
•pitting  at  Bertram  ;  tfuit's  national — the  objection, 
1  mean.  The  Italians  and  French,  with  those  'flags 
of  abomination,'  their  pocket-handkerchiefs,  spit 
there,  and  here,  and  every  where  else — in  your  face 
almost,  and  therefore  object  to  it  on  the  stage  as  too 
familiar.  But  we  who  spit  nowhere— btit  in  a  man's 
face  when  we  grow  savage — are  not  likely  to  feel 
this.  Remember  Ma^siiujer^  and  Keau's  Sir  Giles 
Overreach — 

'  Lord  I  Aim  1  apU  at  ttwe  and  at  thy  eoiuuel  I ' 

Besides,  Calendaro  does  not  spit  in  Bertram's  face 
he  spits  at  him,  as  I  have  seen  the  Mussulmans  do 
upon  the  ground  when  they  are  in  a  rage.  Again, 
he  do93  fwt  in  fact  despise  Bertram,  though  he  affects 
it, — as  we  all  do,  when  angry  with  one  we  think  our 
inferior.  He  is  angry  at  not  being  allowed  to  die 
in  his  own  way,  (although  not  afraid  of  death ;) 
and  recollect  that  he  suspected  and  hated  Bertram 
from  the  first.  Israel  Bertuccio,  on  the  other  hand, 
Iff  a  cooler  and  more  concentrated  fellow :  he  acts 
upon  jyrinriple  and  impuhe;  Calendaro  u^on  impulse 
and  example. 

**  So  there's  argument  for  you. 

**  The  Doge  repeats  ;-~<rue^  but  it  is  from  engross- 
ing passion,  and  because  he  sees  different  persons, 
and  IS  always  obliged  to  recur  to  the  cause  upper- 
most in  his  mind.  Plis  speeches  are  long ; — true, 
but  I  wrote  for  the  closetf  and  on  the  French  and 
Italian  model  rather  than  yours,  which  I  think  not 
very  highly  of,  for  all  your  old  dramatists  who  are 
long  enough,  too,  God  knows : — look  into  any  of 
them. 

"  I  return  you  Foscolo's  letter,  because  it  alludes 
also  to  his  private  affairs.  I  am  sorry  to  see  such 
a  man  in  straits,  because  I  know  what  they  are,  or 
vhat  they  were.    I  never  met  but  three  men  who 


would  hare  held  out  a  ftni 
self,  the  other  William  ' 
nobleman  long  ago  dead : 
the  only  one  who  offered  i 
the  second  from  good-will 
Bankes's  aid,  ana  would  ] 
had,  (though  I  love  and  es 

**  So  jrou  see  that  I  hav( 
in  my  tune.  As  for  your 
when  I  was  in  actual  uncc 
rejected  it ;  but  I  have  no 
you  probably  have. 

"  P.  S.  Foscolo's  Rice 
leaves  uncut^  to  some  Itali 
so  that  I  have  had  no  opp 
decision,  or  of  reading  il 
Foscolo's,  on  account  of 
and  printing,  directly.  ] 
reprint  it  here.  The  Ita 
F'oscolo  as  they  can  of  a 
crable  as  they  are,  and  wii 
cnt  to  read,  nor  head  noi 
thing  but  extracts  from  F: 
Lugano  Gazette. 

*•  We  are  all  looking  at 
on  their  prey  in  pursuit,  i 
falling  on  to  do  unutter 
great  world  in  chaos  or  a: 
please  ;  but  out  of  chaos  ( 
hell — I  don't  know  whal 
there,  and  he  was  a  fine  fe 

"  You  need  never  favor 
publication,  except  the  E< 
an  occasional  Blackwood ; 
ly  Review :  for  the  rest 
enough  to  look  beyond  th( 

To  be  sure  I  took  in 
finely.     He  fell  precisely 
for  him.     It  was  inconcei^ 
absurd  as  to  imagine  us  sci 

"  Recollect,  that  if  yot 
Juan  '  in  these  canting  da 
pose  my  guardian  right  of 
on  the  plea  of  its  containi] 
the  perils  of  a  foolish  jest, 
at  the  time,  but  you  will  fi 
and  you  may  be  sure  that  1 
slip.  Now  I  prefer  my  ch; 
and  so  should  you,  as  havi 

*•  Let  me  know  your  noi 

"If  you  turn  over  the e? 
tingdon  peerage  story,  you 
name  Ada  was  in  the  eiu 
found  it  in  my  own  pedigr 
and  Henry,  and  gave  it  t 
also  the  name  of  Charlemi 
carlv  chapter  of  Genesis,  \ 
of  Iiamech;  and  I  suppo 
of  Adam.  It  is  short,  s 
been  in  my  family,  for  whi 
daughter." 


LETTER  ( 


"  By  land  and  sea  carria^ 
ty  of  books  have  arrived  ; 
grateful :  but  •  medio  de  fo 
aliquid,'  &c.,  &c. ;  which, 

"  I'm  thankrol  bt  yonr  ! 
But  why  not  lend  Seo 

the  only  book  in  four  livin 


*  The  panifrnph  b  left  thu 
^  9«e  Letter  eeUzzix. 
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re  a  btioeolo  to  see— *lMtiii^  fhe  VMt  of  tbe 
ithor,  and  an  ocoMional  Bdinburgh  and  Quarterly, 
brief  chroniclers  of  the  times.  Instead  of  this, 
ire  are  Johnny  Keat8*8  *  *  poetry,  and  tliree  noT- 
},  by  God  knoirs  whom,  except  that  there  is 
>g  •  «  «*g  name  to  one  of  thfpn— a  spinster  whom 
thought  we  had  sent  back  to  her  spinning.  Cray- 
is  Tery  good ;  Hogg's  Tales  rough  but  ilact,  and 
ilcome. 

"  Books  of  travel  are  ezpensiTe,  and  I  don't  want 
sm,  having  traTelled  already ;  besides,  thcv  lie.-— 
tank  the  author  of  '  The  Profligate '  for  nis  (or 
r;  present.  Fray  send  me  no  more  poetry  out 
at  IS  rare  and  decidedly  good.  There  is  such  a 
Ah  of  Keats  and  the  like  upon  my  tables  that  I 
Ojihamed  to  look  at  them.  I  say  nothing  against 
ir  parsons,  vour  Smith's,  and  your  Croly's — ^it  is 
very  fine— but  pray  dispense  me  from  the  plea- 
e.  Instead  of  poetry  if  you  will  favor  me  with  a 
f  soda  powders,  I  shall  be  delighted;  but  all  prose 
ating  trayeU  and  norels  xot  by  Scott)  is  wel- 
ne,  especially  Scott's  Tales  of  My  Landlord,  and 
on. 

'  In  the  notes  to  Marino  Faliero,  it  may  be  as  well 
jay  that '  BemrUende '  was  not  really  of  the  Teti^ 
merely  Gnmd  Chancellor^  a  separate  office,  (al- 
ugh  important:)  it  was  an  arbitrary  alteration  of 
le.  The  Doges  too  were  all  bitried  m  St.  Mark*» 
)re  Faliero.  It  is  singular  that  when  his  pre- 
pssor,  Andrea  Dandolo  died,  the  Ten  made  a  law 
t  all  the/uture  Doges  should  haburied  with  their 
liliee,  in  their  own  chureheey-^ne  would  think  by 
ml  of  presentiment.  So  that  ell  that  is  said  of 
ancestral  Doges,  as  buried  at  St.  John's  and 
I's,  is  altered  from  ,the  fact,  they  being  in  St. 
'/c's.  Make  a  note  of  this,  and  put  Editor  as  the 
icriptlon  to  it. 

As  I  make  such  pretensions  to  accuracy,  I  should 
like  to  be  twitted  even  with  such  trifles  on  that 
c.  Of  the  play  they  may  soy  what  they  please, 
not  so  of  my  costume  and  dram.  pers.  tliey 
ag  been  real  existences. 

[  omitted  Foscolo  in  my  list  of  living  Venetian 
hies  in  the  notes,  considering^  him  as  an  Italian 
^neraL,  and  not  a  mere  provincial  like  the  rest ; 
IS  an  Italian  I  have  spoken  of  him  in  the  pre- 
to  canto  fourth  of  Chude  Harold. 
The  French  translation  of  us  ! ! !  oim^l  omii!-^ 
the  German ;  but  I  don't  understand  the  latter, 
his  long  dissertation  at  the  end  about  the 
ts.  Excuse  haste.  Of  politics  it  is  not  sftfe  to 
(,  but  nothing  is  decided  as  yet. 
am  in  a  very  fierce  humor  at  not  having  Scott's 
i»tcry.— You  are  too  liberal  in  quantity,  and 
what  careless  of  the  quality,  of  your  missives. 
he  Quarterlies  (four  in  number)  I'  had  had  be- 
rom  you,  and  two  of  the  Edinbugh ;  but  no 
?r,  we  shall  have  new  ones  by-and-by.  No 
Keats,  I  entreat : — ^flay  him  alive ;  if  some  of 
on't,  I  must  skin  him  myself.  There  is  no 
1^  the  drivelling  idiotism  o\  the  manikin, 
don't  feel  inclined  to  care  farther  about '  Don 
'  What  do  you  think  a  very  pretty  Italian 
(aid  to  mo  the  other  day  ?  She  had  read  it  in 
rcnch,  and  paid  me  some  compliments,  with  due 
BACKS,  upon  it.  I  answered  that  what  she 
.-a8  true,  but  that  I  suspected  it  would  live 
r  than  Childe  Harold. — *  Ah,  but*  fsaid  she,) 
uld  rather  have  the  fame  of  Childe  Harold  for 
/ears  than  an  imskortalitt  of  Don  Juan!* 
-nth  is  that  it  is  too  tbvb,  and  the  women 
lany  things  which  strip  off  the  tinsel  of  sen- 
',  and  they  are  right,  as  it  would  rob  them  of 
weapons.  I  never  knew  a  woman  who  did  not 
)0  CrranitnonVs  Memoirs  for  the  same  reason : 
,adv  •  ♦  used  to  abuse  them. 
>sc  8  work  I  never  received.  It  vras  seised  at 
!.  Such  is  the  liberality  of  the  Huns,  with 
,vo  hundred  thousand  men,  that  thcj  dare 
such  a  volume  as  his  oirculate  " 
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TO  K&.  KUBIULT. 


*'  The  Abbot  has  just  arrived ;  many  thanks ;  at 
also  for  the  Monastery-^when  you  send  it!!! 

**  The  Abbot  will  have  a  more  than  ordinsxy  in« 
terest  for  me,  for  an  ancestor  of  mine  by  the  mo- 
ther's side.  Sir  J.  Gordon  of  Gight,  the  handsomest 
of  his  day,  died  on  a  scaffold  at  Aberdeen  for  his 
loyalty  to  Mary,  of  whom  he  was  an  imputed  para- 
mour as  well  as  her  relation.  His  fate  was  much 
commented  on  in  the  Chronicles  of  the  times.  If  I 
mistake  not,  he  had  something  to  do  with  her  es- 
cape fW)m  Loch  Leven,  or  with  her  captivity  there 
But  this  you  will  know  better  than  I. 

"  I  recollect  Loch  Leven  as  it  were  but  yesterday. 
I  saw  it  in  ray  way  to  England,  in  I79S,  being  then 
ten  ^ears  of  ago.  My  mother  who  was  as  Laugtity  as 
Lucifer  with  her  descent  from  the  Stuarts,  and  ner 
right  line  from  the  old  Gordons,  not  the  Seuton  Gar* 
dons,  as  she  disdainfully  termed  the  ducal  branch, 
told  me  the  story,  always  reminding  me  how  supe- 
rior her  Gordons  were  to  the  southern  Byrons,— 
notwithstanding  our  Norman,  and  always  masculine 
descent,  which  has  never  lapsed  into  a  female, 
as  my  mother's  Gordons  had  done  in  her  own  per 
son. 

*'  I  have  written  to  you  so  often  lately  that  the 
brevity  of  this  will  be  welcome.        * 

"Tours,  &0." 


LETTER  CCCCLVIII. 


TO  KB.  MUB&AT. 


•  170,  isas. 

**  Enclosed  is  the  Dedication  of  Marino  Faliero 
to  Ookhe.  Query,— is  his  title  Baron  or  not  ?  I 
think  yes.  Let  me  know  your  opinion,  and  so 
forth. 

"  P.  S.  Let  me  know  what  Mr.  Hobhouse  and 
you  have  decided  about  the  two  prose  letters  and 
their  publication. 

**I  enclose  you  an  Italian  abstract  of  the  German 
translator  of  Manfred's  Appendix,  in  which  you 
will  perceive  quoted  what  Goethe  says  of  the  whole 
body  of  English  poetry,  (and  not  of  me  in  particu- 
lar.) On  this  the  Deaication  is  founded,  as  you  xnH 
perceive,  thoxigh  I  had  thought  of  it  before,  for  I 
look  upon  him  as  a  great  man." 

"  '  Dedieationto Baron  Ooethe,  ^.,  ^., ^. 
•* «  Sir, 

**  *  In  the  Appendix  to  an  English  work  lately 
translated  into  German  and  published  at  Leipsic,  a 
judgment  of  yours  upon  English  poetry  is  quoted  as 
follows :  **  That  in  English  poetry,  great  genins, 
universal  power,  a  feeling  of  profundi^,  with  suffi- 
cient tenderness  and  force,  are  to  be  found;  but 
that  etUogether  these  do  not  constitute  poets,*'  fto., 
&c. 

I  regret  to  see  a  great  man  falling  into  a  great 
mistake.  This  opinion  of  yours  only  proves  that 
the  '*  Dictumary  of  ten  thousand  living  English  a*^ 
thors  **  has  not  been  translated  into  German.  Yon 
will  have  read,  in  your  friend  Schlegel's  version,  th« 
dialogue  in  Macbeth— 

"  Then  oM  IM  AoMoiKi  ; 
AKkAcA.    G«c«e,  vlUaln  ? 

iluAor't  ilr.'* 


Now,  of  these  *'  ten  thousand  authors,"  there  ai# 
actually  nineteen  hundred  and  eighty-seven  poet*, 
all  alive  at  this  moment,  whatever  their  works  may 
be,  as  their  booksellers  well  know ;  and  among  these 
there  are  several  who  possess  a  far  gxtater  reputa 
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tion  than  mine,  although  eonfliderahly  less  than 
yours.  It  is  owing  to  this  neglect  on  the  part  of 
TOUT  German  translators  that  you  are  not  aware  of 
the  works  of  •  ♦  *  •  • 

•  •. 

**  *  There  is  also  another,  named  •  •  • 

•  •«*•• 

•  •  •  «. 

*'  *  I  mention  these  poets  by  way  of  sample  to 
enlighten  you.  They  form  but  two  bricks  of  our 
Babel,  (Windsor  bricks,  by-the-way,)  but  may  serve 
for  a  specimen  of  the  building. 

"  '  It  is,  moreover,  asserted  that  "  the  predomi- 
imnt  character  of  the  whole  body  of  the  present 
English  poetry  is  a  disg^ist  and  contempt  for  life." 
But  I  rather  suspect  that,  by  one  single  work  of 
prose,  yon  yourself  have  excited  a  greater  contempt 
for  life  than  all  the  EngUsh  volumes  of  poesy  that 
ever  were  written.  Madame  de  Stael  savs,  that 
"  Werthcr  has  occasioned  more  suicides  than  the 
most  beautiful  woman ;  "  and  I  reallv  believe  that 
he  has  put  more  individuals  out  of  this  world  than 
Napoleon  himself, — except  in  the  way  of  his  profes- 
sion. Perhaps,  illustrious  sir,  the  acrimonious 
iudgment  passed  by  a  celebrated  northern  journal 
upon  you  in  particular,  and  the  Germans  in  general, 
has  rather  indisposed  you  towards  English  poetry  as 
well  as  criticism.  But  you  must  not  regard  our  crit 
ics,  who  are  at  bottom  good-natured  fellows,  con 
sidering  their  two  professions — taking  uo  the  law 
in  court,  and  laying  it  down  out  of  it.  "So  one  can 
more  lament  their  hasty  and  unfair  judgment,  in 
your  particular,  than  I  do ;  and  I  so  expressed  my- 
self to  your  friend  Schlegel,  in  1816,  at  Copet. 

*' '  In  behalf  of  my  *'  ten  thousand  "  hving  bre- 
thren, and  of  myself,  I  have  thus  far  taken  notice  of 
an  opinion  expressed  with  regard  to  **  English  po- 
etry^' in  general,  and  which  merited  notice,  because 
it  was  TOURS. 

•*  *  My  principal  object  in  addressing  you  was  to 
testify  my  sincere  respect  and  admiration  of  a  man, 
who,  for  half  a  century,  has  led  the  literature  of  a 
great  nation,  and  will  go  down  to  posterity  as  the 
first  literary  character  of  his  age. 

**  *  You  have  been  fortunate,  sir,  not  only  in  the 
writings  which  have  illustrated  your  name,  but  in 
the  name  itself,  as  being  sufficiently  musical  for  the 
articulation  of  posterity.  In  this  you  have  the  ad- 
vantage of  some  of  your  countrymen,  whose  names 
would  perhaps  be  immortal  also^if  any  body  could 
pronounce  them. 

•'  •  It  may,  perhaps,  be  supposed,  by  this  appa- 
rent tone  of  levity,  that  I  am  wanting  m  intention- 
al respect  towards  you ;  but  this  will  be  a  mistake : 
I  am  always  flippant  in  prose.  Considering  you,  as 
I  really  and  warmly  do,  in  common  with  all  your 
own,  and  with  most  other  nations,  to  be  by  far  the 
first  literary  character  which  has  existed  in  Europe 
since  the  death  of  Voltaire,  I  felt,  and  feel,  desirous 
to  inscribe  to  you  the  following  work, — not  as  being 
either  a  tragedy  or  a/Toem,  (for  I  cannot  pronounce 
upon  its  pretensions  to  be  either  one  or  the  other, 
or  both,  or  neither,)  but  as  a  mark  of  esteem  and 
admiration  from  a  foreigner  to  the  man  who  has 
been  hailed  in  Germany  "  thb  o&bat  oobthb." 
** '  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 

*«  *  With  the  truest  respect, 
"  *  Your  most  obedient 

"  *  And  very  humble  servant, 

"  *  Byjion.'  " 


**  Ravenna,  Bbre  14o,  180. 

"  P.  8.  I  perceive  that  in  Germany,  as  well  as  in 
Italy,  there  is  a  great  struggle  about  what  they  call 
*  Classical  f  and  *RomantiCt* — terms  which  were  not 
•ubjects  of  classification  in  England,  at  least  when 
I  left  it  four  or  five  years  ago.  Some  of  the  English 
scribblers,  it  is  true,  abused  Pope  and  Swift,  but  the 
reason  was  that  they  themselves  did  not  know  how 
to  write  either  prose'  or  verse ;  but  nobody  thought 


them  worth  making  a  sec 
be  something  of  the  kind 
have  not  heard  much  aboi 
bad  taste  that  I  shall  be  v 


LETTER 

TO  MS. 


•*  You  owe  me  two  lette 
know  what  you  are  abou 
and  you  will  be  back  to  I 
it  was  not  Sophia  Gaily  h\ 
lish  word  Gay — who  was 
you  tell  who  she  is,  as  yo 

'*  Have  you  gone  on  "w 
recei*'cd  the  French  of  mi 
traduced  into  a  foreign  lai 
nable  travesty  !  It  is  use 
help  it. 

'•  Have  you  got  my  nvem 
a  continuation.  Shall  I  s 
gone  ? 

*•  I  can't  say  any  thing 
government  here  look  up' 
eye,  as  I  am  well  infonnei 
I,  a  solitary  stranger,  cou 
because  I  am  fond  of  rii 
believe ;  for  they  took  the 
cartridges  I  consumed, — t 

"  Y'ou  don't  deserve  a  1< 
all — for  your  silence.  Yoi 
it  seems,  whom  they  have 
perhaps  the  honor  of  the 
Did  you  write  the  go< 
Laker  ?  •  • 

"The  queen  has  ma 
the  journals.  Was  there 
lished  ?  Why  it  is  worse 
'  Don  Juan.*  If  you  don* 
you  a  speech.* 


LETTER 

TO  MB.  ] 


"  Pray  forward  the  end 
is  on  business. 

*•  In  thanking  you  for 
grand  mistakes,  oir  John 
but  of  Bogagicht,  and  a  s( 
fered  not  tor  his  loyalty,  b 
had  nothing  to  do  witn  I 
dead  some  time  at  the  p( 
finement ;  and,  fourthly,  ] 
the  Queen's  paramour  o: 
not  allude  to  this,  though 
list  he  gives  of  her  adra 
the  close  of  *  the  Abbot.* 

**  I  must  have  made  all 
lecting  my  mother's  accou 
she  was  more  accurate  t 
upon  points  of  genealogy, 
Scotch.  She  had  a  long 
Lucius  O'Trigger's,  most 
in  the  old  Scotch  Chronicl 
and  doing  mischief.  I  rei 
Levcn,  as  well  as  the  Qu 
our  way  to  England  in  17' 

*'You  had  better  not 
the  Robert's  prose,  except 
have  let  the  time  slip  by." 


"V 


L8/TER  CCOCLXI. 


TO   X&.   WUtOLkT. 


**1  have  reoeiTed  from  Mr.  Oalignani  the  en- 
Med  letters,  duplicates,  and  receipts,  which  ex- 
ain  themfleWes.*  As  the  poems  are  your  propertr, 
'  purchase,  liffht,  and  justice,  all  matten  of  pub- 
HUioni  &o.,  Ac,  arejbr  you  to  decide  ttpon.  I 
tow  not  how  ba  my  compnance  with  Mr.  OaH^- 
ni'fl  request  might  be  legal,  and  I  doubt  that  it 
laid  not  be  honest.  In  case  you  choose  to  ar- 
ige  with  him,  I  enclose  the  permits  to  you,  and 
80  doing  I  wash  my  hands  or  the  business  alto- 
ther.  Isign  them  merely  to  enable  you  to  exert 
>  power  ^ou  justly  possess  more  properly.  I  will 
re  nothmg  to  do  with  it  farther,  except,  in  my 
iwer  to  Mr.  Oalignani,  to  state  that  the  letters, 
.,  &c.,  are  sent  to  you,  and  the  causes  thereof. 
'  If  you  can  check  these  foreign  pirates,  do ;  if 
;,  put  the  permissiye  papers  in  the  fire.  I  can 
re  no  Tiew  nor  object  whatever,  but  to  secure  to 
I  your  property.  "  Yours,  &c. 

'  P.  S.  I  hare  read  part  of  the  Quarterly  just  ar- 
id ;  Mr.  Bowles  shall  be  answered :  he  is  not  quite 
rect  in  his  statement  about  English  Bards  and 
tch  Reviewers.  Thej^  support  Pope,  I  see,  in 
Quarterly :  let  them  continue  to  do  so ;  it  is  a 
and  a  sname,  and  a  damncUion  to  think  that 
)e!  I  should  require  it— but  he  does.  Those 
erable  mountebanks  of  the  day,  the  poets,  dis- 
:e  themselves  and  deny  Ood  m  running  down 
le,  the  most  fauUleu  of  poets,  and  almost  of 


LETTEB  CCCOLXIL 


TO  KE.  M OOBB. 


Thanks  for  your  letter,  which  hath  come 

;  costively,— but  better  late  than  never.  Of  it 
.  Mr.  Galiffnani,  of  the  press,  hath,  it  seems, 
sub-plantedand  sub-inrated  by  another  Parisian 
sher,  who  has  audaciously  printed  an  edition 

B.'s  Works,  at  the  ultra-hberal  price  of  ten 
8,  and  (as  Oalignani  piteously  obeerres)  eight 
s  only  for  booksellers!  <horreseo  referens.' 
ic  of  a  man's  whole  works  produoing  so  little ! 
Oalignani  sends  me,  post  naste,  a  permission 
'm  from  me,  to  publish,  ftc,  &c.,  which  flMrmt^ 
e  signed  and  sent  to  Mr.  Murray,  of  Albe- 

street.  Will  you  explain  to  O.  that  I  have 
:ht  to  dispose  of  Murray's  works  without  his 
}  and  therefore  I  must  refer  him  to  M.  to  get 
(rmit  out  of  his  claws— no  easy  matter  I  sos- 

I  have  written  to  O.  to  say  as  much ;  but  a 
>f  mouth  from  a  *  great  brother  author'  would 
toe  him  that  I  could  not  honestly  have  oom- 
vith  his  vrish,  though  I  might  legally.  What 
i  do  I  haye  done,  vis.,  signed  the  warrant  and 

to  Murray.    Let  the  dogs  divide  the  careass, 

killed  to  their  Uking. 
im  glad  of  /our  epigram.    It  is  odd  that  we 

both  let  our  wits  run  away  with  our  senti- 

;  for  I  am  sure  that  we  are  both  Queen's  men  at 

I.     Bat  there  is  no  resisting  a  dinclb— it  is  so 

AproiKM  of  that-^we  have  a  'dipthong' 

this  part  of  the  world— not  a  Orsels,  but  a 
h  one— <do  you  understand  me^-^which  is 
o  blowup  the  whole  alphabet.  It  was  first 
need  at  Naples,  and  is  spreading ;  but  we  are 


lueh  legal  ilcfat  ant 
te  tnAiWaer  In  ~ 


to  Lnd  BTioa  wUi  ttevtMroTp 
tbsM  VMfa  «r  Ui  or  wH*  hi  h 


Oil 

nearer  the  baibariani ;  who  are  in  great  force  on 
the  Po,  and  will  pass  it,  with  the  u-st  legivimato 
pretext. 

"There  will  be  the  devil  to  pay,  and  there  is  no 
saying  who  will  or  who  will  not  be  set  down  in  his 
bill,  if  *  honor  should  come  unlookcd  for*  to  any 
of  your  acquaintance,  make  a  melody  of  it,  that  his 
ghost,  like  poor  Yorick's,  may  have  the  satisfaction 
of  being  plaintively  pitied— or  still  more  nobly  com- 
memorated, like  '  Oh  breathe  not  his'  name.'  In  cose 
rou  should  not  think  him  worth  it,  here  is  a  chant 
tor  you  instead^- 

•*WlMamuih«lhaoftMdamtoflfl4brMhaMi,  ' 
Ul  Um  eonlml  for  thai  of  hb  ottighbeitj 
L«  him  iMak  of  th»  fhwiea  of  OnoM  aad  of  HaoH* 
Aad  fw  knock'd  <w  Ite  bwd  far  i*  labem. 

•*  Tb  do  food  to  aHiilind  btht  eUralKMi  plan, 
And  ia  alwajM  aa  noUy  nquhed  { 
Than  haute  far  fnedam  wheierer  70a  eaiit 
▲od,  r  ■Mabol  or  baaff'd,  jrou'U  §■«  kniffciDd. 

**  So  you  have  gotten  the  letter  of  <  Epigrams'— I 
am  glad  of  it.*  You  will  not  be  so,  for  1  shall  send 
you  more.  Here  is  one  I  wrote  for  the  endorse- 
ment of  *  the  Deed  of  Separation'  in  1816 ;  but  the 
lawyers  objected  to  it,  as  superfluous.  It  was 
written  as  we  were  gettinc  up  tne  signing  and  seal- 
ing.    *  *  has  the  original. 

**  Bndoreement  to  the  Deed  of  Stparation,  in  the 
April  of  1816. 

•<Aj«arafi.yoai«a«,  iMidriiel  ' 

*  To  love,  to  honor,'  and  ao  forth  i 

Such  waa  the  tow  jrou  pledfed  tn  nw, 

And  hcre'a  auecljr  what  Hb  worth. 

*'  For  the  annivexvary  of  January  2, 1821, 1  have 
a  small  grateful  anticipation,  which,  m  case  of  ac- 
cident, I  add— 

<«  To  Penelope,  January  2, 1821. 

»  TUi  di7>  of  an  oiir  dap,  has  doM 
The  wont  ferine  and  jroo— 
*na  )!■(  ais  yaais  iinoe  w«  w«n  OM^ 
And  jfeo  rinee  w«  wen  haow 

Fray,  excuse  all  this  nonsense ;  for  I  most  talk 
nonsense  just  now  for  fear  of  wandering  to  more 
serious  topics,  which,  in  the  present  state  of  things, 
is  not  safe  by  a  foreign  post. 

<<  I  told  you  in  my  last,  that  I  had  been  going  on 
with  the  'Memoirs,'  and  have  got  as  far  as  twelve 
more  sheets.  But  I  suspect  they  will  be  inteimpted. 
In  that  case  I  will  send  them  on  by  post,  though  I 
feel  remorse  at  making  a  friend  pay  so  much  for 
postage,  for  we  can't  frank  here  beyond  the  frontier. 

"I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  of  the  event  of  the 
Queen's  conoem.  As  to  the  ultimate  effect,  the 
most  inevitable  one  to  you  and  me  (if  they  and  we 
live  so  long^  will  be  that  the  Miss  Moores  and  Mis« 
Byrons  will  present  us  with  a  great  variety  of 
grandchildren  by  different  fathers. 

"  Pray,  where  did  you  get  hold  of  Goethe's  Flo- 
rentine husband-killuig  story  ?  upon  such  matters, 
in  general,  I  may  say,  with  Beau  Clincher,  in  reply 
to  JSrrand's  wife— 

'*  *  Oh  the  villain,  he  hath  murdered  my  poor 
Timothy ! 

'* '  Clincher,  Damn  your  Timothy !— I  tell  you, 
woman,  your  husband  has  murdered  lae— he  has 
carried  away  my  fine  jubilee  clothes.' 

•*  So  Bowles  has  been  telUng  a  story,  too,  ('tis  in 
the  Quarterly.)  about  the  woods  of  *  Maderia,'  and 
so  forth.  I  snail  be  at  Bowles  again,  if  he  is  not 
quiet.  He  misstates,  or  mistakes, In  a  point  or  two. 
The  paper  is  finished  and  so  is  the  letter. 

"Tonit,&c" 


^ 
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BYK0N*8  WORKS. 


LETTER  CCCCLXIII. 

TO   MR.   MURKAT. 

"  Raveniw,  9bre  9,  1830. 

*•  The  talent  you  approve  of  is  an  amiable  one, 
and  might  prove  a  •national  service,'  but  unfortu- 
nately 1  must  be  angry  with  a  man  before  I  draw 
his  real  portrait;  and  I'can't  deal  in  *  generals  f'  so 
that  I  trust  never  to  have  provocation  enough  to 
miike  Q.  ffullery.  If  *  the  parson'  had  not  by  many 
little  dirty  sneaking  traits  provoked  it,  I  should 
have  been  silent,  though  1  had  observed  him. 
Here  follows  an  alteration  :  put — 


"  DpvU,  with  aueh  delight  In  dinning, 
TVvtC  if  at  the  rwnrrrciion 
Unto  him  tlw  free  election 
or  hia  iutuns  could  br  giren, 
'Twoukl  iw  nttiwr  Heli  than  Ilearen  ; 

that  is  to  say,  if  these  two  new  lines  do  not  too 
much  lengthen  out  and  weaken  the  amiability  of  the 
original  thought  and  expression.  You  have  a 
discretionary  power  about  showing.  I  should  think 
that  Croker  would  not  disrelish  a  sight  of  these 
light  little  humorous  things,  and  may  be  indulged 
now  and  then. 

*•  Why,  I  do  like  one  or  two  vices,  to  be  sure , 
but  I  can  back  a  horse  and  fire  a  pistol  *  without 
thinking  or  blinking'  like  Major  t>turgeon  ;  I  have 
fed  at  times  for  two  months  together  on  sheer  bis- 
cuit and  water,  (without  metaphor  ;)  I  can  get  over 
seventy  or  eighty  miles  a  day  riditiff  nost,  and  stnm 
iive  at  a  stretch,  as  at  Venice,  in  lSl8,  or  at  least  I 
could  do,  and  have  done  it  once. 

•'  I  know  Henry  Matthews ;  he  is  the  image,  to 
the  very  voice,  of  his  brother  Charles,  only  darker 
— his  couffh  his  in  particular.  The  first  time  I  ever 
met  him  was  in  Scrope  Davies's  room  after  his 
brother's  death,  and  I  nearly  dropped,  thinking 
that  it  was  his  ghost.  I  have  also  dined  with  him 
m  his  rooms  at  King's  College.  Ilobhouse  once 
mirposed  a  similnr  memoir;  but  I  am  afraid  the 
letters  of  Charles's  correspondence  with  me  (which 
are  at  Whitton  with  my  other  papers)  would  hardlv 
do  for  the  i)ublic  ;  for  our  lives  were  not  over  strict, 
and  our  letters  somewhat  lax  upon  most  subjects. 
♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

"Last  week  I  sent  you  a  correspondence  with 
Galignani,  and  some  documents  on  your  property. 
You  have  now,  I  think,  an  opporUmity  of  cherkhif/, 
or  at  least  lunitinij,  those  Frciwh  rejmhlications. 
lou  may  let  all  your  authors  publish  what  they 
please  against  me  and  mine.  A  publisher  is  not, 
and  cannot  be  responsible  for  all  the  works  that 
issue  from  his  printer's. 

"The  *  White  Lady  of  Arvenel,'  is  not  quite  so 
good  as  a  real  well  authenticated  (•  Dona  IJianca') 
vVhite  Lady  of  Colallo,  or  spectre  in  the  Murca 
Trivigiana,  who  has  been  reneatedly  seen.  There 
is  a  man  (a  huntsman)  now  alive  who  saw  her  also. 
Hoppner  could  tell  you  all  about  her,  and  so  can 
llose,  perhaps.  I  myself  have  no  doubt  of  the  fact, 
historical  and  spectral.  She  always  appeared  on 
particular  occasions,  before  the  deaths  of  the  family, 
^'c,  &c.  I  heard  Madame  Benzoni  say,  that  she 
knew  a  gentleman  who  had  seen  her  cross  his  room 
at  Colalto  Castle,  lioppner  saw  and  spoke  with 
th*»  huntsman,  who  met  her  at  the  chase,  and  never 
hmited  afterward.  She  was  a  girl  attendant,  who, 
one  day  dressing  the  hair  of  a  Countess  Colalto, 
was  seen  by  her  mistress  to  smile  upon  her  husband 
in  the  glass.  The  Countess  had  her  shut  up  in  the 
wall  of  the  castle,  like  Constance  de  Beverly.  Ever 
after,  she  haunted  them  and  all  the  Colaltos.  She 
»s  described  as  very  beautiful  and  fair.  It  is  well 
authenticated. 


LETTER  XCCLXn 


TO  MB.  MUSBAT. 


"RsTen 

"  The  death  of  Waite*  is  a  shock 
as  well  as  to  the  feelings  of  all  w! 
Good  God,  he  and  Blakcf  both  gon< 
both  in  the  most  robust  health,  and 
of  the  national  loss  in  so  short  a  tim 
They  were  both  as  much  superior  to 
rational  greatness,  as  he  who  preserv 
the  teeth  is  preferable  to  •  bloody  1 
rior'  who  gains  a  name  by  breaki 
knocking    out    grinders.      AVho    s 
Where  is  tooth-powder,  mild,  and  y 
where   is    tincture — where    are    clea 
brushes  now  to  be  obtained  }    Pray  c 
formation  you  can  upon  these    *  1 
tions.'     My  iaws  ache  to  think  on't, 
I  anticipated  seeing  both  again ;  an 
gone  to  that  place  where  both  teeth 
lonTJjer  than  they  do  in  this  life, 
thousand  graves  opened,  and  always 
whatever  was  gone,  the  teeth  andV/o 
those  who  h:.d  died  with  them.     Is 
Thev  go  the  very  first  things  in  youfj 
the  longest  in  the  dust,  if  people  will 
serve  them  !     It  is  a  qu«er  life,  and 
that  of  mortals. 

*'  I  knew  that  Waite  had  marri 
thought  that  the  other  decease  was  s 
take  him.  Then  he  was  such  a  d 
coxcomb,  such  a  jewel  of  a  man  !  T 
at  Bologna  so  like  him  !  and  also  at 
profession.  Do  not  neglect  this  comi 
or  what  can  replace  him  ?  What  say 
**  I  remand  you  the  preface.  Den 
the  Italian  extract  from  the  Chro 
translated.  With  regard  to  what  y 
touching  the  Juans  and  the  Hints, 
well ;  but  I  can't  furbish.  I  am  liki 
poesy,)  if  I  miss  the  first  spring  I  go 
to  my  jungle.  There  is  no  second :  I 
I  can't,  and  I  won't.  Nobody  ever  t 
great  or  small.  Tasso  remade  the 
Jerusalem ;  but  who  ever  reads  tha 
the  world  goes  to  the  first.  Pope  c 
Rape  of  the  Lock,'  but  did  not  red 
must  take  my  things  as  they  happen  t 
are  not  likely  to  suit,  reduce  their  eSi 
ingly.  I  would  rather  give  them  st 
and  hew  them.  I  don't  say  that  you 
I  merely  repeat  that  I  cannot  better  t 
'  either  make  a  spoon  or  spoil  a  horn 
an  end. 

•'  P.  S.  Of  the  praises  of  that  little 
I  shall  observe,  as  Johnson  did  when 
actor  got  Si  pension,  '  What !  has  he  g( 
Then  it  is  time  that  I  should  give  up 
body  could  be  prouder  of  the  praise  of  1 
than  I  was,  or  more  alive  to  their 
showed  in  English  Bards  and  Scotch  1 
present,  all  the  meti  they  have  ever  p 
graded  by  that  insane  article.  Why  < 
view  ana  praise  •  Solomon's  Guide 
it  is  better  sense  and  as  much  poet] 
Keats. 

Bowles  must  be  bowled  down.  'Ti 
at  cricket  if  he  can  get  any  notches  j 
pense.  If  he  once  get  into  *  Lord's 
continue  the  pun,  because  it  is  fooli; 
could  beat  him  in  one  innings.  You  c 
perhaps,  that  I  was  once  (fiot  metap 
really)  a  good  cricketer,  particularly  i 
I  played  in  the  Harrow  match  against 
in  1805,  gaining  more  notches  (as  one 
eleven)  than  any,  except  Lord  Ipswic 
man,  on  our  side." 


•  Ilia  dentUt. 
t  A 
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LKTTBB  CCCCLXV. 


TO  MB.  MVB&AT. 


Wliat  you  said  of  the  late  Charles  Skinixer  Mat- 
ws  hat  set  me  to  my  recollections;  but  I  hare 
been  able  ta  torn  up  axiy  thing  which  wonld  do 
:he  purposedmemoir  of  his  brother^eTen  if  he 
previouslr  done  enough  during  his  lifo  to  aanc- 
the  introauction  of  anecdotes  so  merely  person- 
He  was,  howerer,  a  very  extraordmary  man, 
would  have  been  a  great  one.    No  one  evev  sue- 
led  in  a  more  surpassinff  degree  than  he  did,  as 
IS  he  went.  He  was  indolent  too ;  but  whenever 
tripped,  he  overthrew  all  antaffonists.    His  con- 
its  will  be  found  registered  at  Cambridge,  partic- 
ly  his  Downing  one,  which  was  hotly  and  highly 
:estcd,  and  jret  easily  iron.    Hobhouse  was  his 
t  intimate  friend,  and  can  tell  you  more  of  him 
1  anv  man.    William  Dankcs  also  a  great  deal, 
yscif  recollect  more  of  his  oddities  than  of  his 
lemical  qualities,  for  we  lived  most  together  at  a 
•  idle  period  of  my  life.    When  I  went  up  to 
dty  in  1805,  at  the  age  of  seventeen  and  a  half, 
IS  miserable  and  untowai-d  to  a  degree.     I  was 
:ched  at  leaving  Harrow,  to  which  I  nad  become 
ched  during  the  last  two  years  of  my  stay  there  ; 
:ched  at  gomg  to  Cambridge  instead  of  Oxford, 
re    were   no   rooms  vacant  at  Christchurch,) 
.ched  from  some  private  domestic  circumstances 
ifferent  kinds,  and  consequently  abotit  as  unso 
as  a  wolf  taken  from  the  troop.     So  that,  al 
igh  I  knew  Matthews,  and  met  him  often  then 
ankes's,  (who  was  my  collegiate  pastor,  and  mas- 
and  patron,)  and  at  Khodes's,  Milnes's,  Price's, 
;'s,  Macnamara's,  Farreirs,  Galley  Knight's, 
:>thers  of  that  tet  of  contemporaries,  yet  1  was 
icr  intimate  with  him  nor  witn  any  else,  except 
>ld  schoolfellow  Edward  Long,  (with  whom  I 
-to  pass  the  dav  in  riding  and  swimming,)  and 
Sim  Bankes,  wno  was  good-naturedly  tolerant 
y  ferocities. 

-t  was  not  till  1807>  after  I  had  been  upwards  of 
t-  away  from  Cambridge,  to  which  I  had  retum- 
»un  to  reside  for  my  degree,  that  I  became  one 
.  tthews's  familiais,  by  means  of  Hobhouse,  who, 
hating  me  for  two  years,  because  I  '  wore  a 
hat  and  a  grav  coat,  and  rode  a  gray  horse,* 
3  says  himself,;  took  me  into  his  good  graces 
s^c  1  had  written  some  poetry.  I  nad  always 
a  good  deal,  and  got  oruuk  occasionally,  in 
company ;  but  now  wo  became  really  friends  in 
rning.  Matthews,  however,  was  not  at  this 
1  re^iidcnt  in  college.  I  met  Aim  chiefly  in 
:3n,  and  at  uncertain  periods  at  Cambridge. 
<)iu<e,  in  the  mean  time,  did  great  things :  he 
cd  the  Cambridge  •  Whig  Club,*  (which  he 
.  to  hnvc  forcotten,)  and  the  *  Amicable  Socie- 
irhich  was  clissolved  in  consequence  of  th^ 
tors  constantly  quarrelling,  and  made  himself 
popular  with  '  us  youth,'  and  no  less  formida- 
all  tutors,  professors,  and  heads  of  colleges, 
m  Bankos  was  .gone;  while  he  stayed  he  ruled 
ast,  or  rather  tne  roasting,  and  was  father  of 
ichicfs. 

atthews  and  I,  meeting  in  London,  and  else- 
became  great  cronies.    He  was  not  good- 
•cd — ^nor  am  I— but  with  a  little  taot  his  tem- 
s  manageable,  and  I  thought  him  so  superior 
that  I  was  willing  to  sacrifice  something  to 
mors,  -which  were  often,  at  the  same  time, 
g  and  provoking.    What  became  of  his  oa- 
ind  he  certainly  had  many,)  at  the  time  ofnis 
was  never  known.  I  mention  this  by  the  way, 
to   skip  it  over,  and  as  he  wrote  remarkably 
>th  in  Latin  and  English.      We  went  (^own 
'Stead  toffethor,  where  I  had  got  a  famous 
ind  tnonUs'  dresses  from  a  masquerade  wore- 
We  were  a  company  of  some  seven  or  eight, 
I    ocoasional  neighbor  or  so  for  visitors,  and 
lid 


mtd  to  tit  up  late  in  oar  frUrs'  dresses,  drinkii^f 
Burgundy,  elaret,  champagne,  and  what  not,  out  ot 
the  skull^cup,  and  all  sorts  of  glasses,  and  buffoon* 
ing  all  round  the  house,  in  our  conventual  gar- 
ments. Matthews  always  denominated  me  *the 
Abbot,*  and  never  called  me  by  any  other  name  in 
his  good  humors,  to  the  day  of  his  death.  The  har- 
mony of  these  our  symposia  was  somewhat  inter- 
rupted, a  few  days  after •  our  assembling,  bv  Mat^ 
thews's  threatening  to  throw  '  bold  Webster,'^  (as  he 
was  called,  from  wuminff  a  foot-match,  and  a  horse- 
match,  the  first  from  Ipuwich  to  Ijondon,  and  the 
second  from  Brightelmstone,)  by  threatening  to 
throw  *  bold  Webster '  out  of  a  windotOt  in  conse- 
quence of  I  know  not  what  commerce  of  jokes 
ending  in  this  epigram.  Webster  came  to  me  and 
said,  that  '  his  respect  and  regard-  for  me  as  host 
would  not  permit  him  to  call  oat  any  of  my  guests, 
and  that  he  should  go  to  town  next  morning.*  He 
did.  It  was  in  vain  that  I  represented  to  him  that 
the  window  was  not  high,  and  that  the  turf  under 
it  was  particularly  soft.    Away  he  went. 

**  Matthews  and  myself  had  travelled  down  from 
London  together,  talking  all  the  way  incessaptly 
upon  one  single  topic.  When  we  got  to  Loughbor 
ough,  I  know  not  what  chasm  had  made  us  mvem 
for  a  moment  to  some  other  subject,  at  which  he 
was  indignant.  *  Come,'  said  he,  *  don't  let  us  break 
through — ^let  us  go  on  as  we  began,  to  our  journey's 
end ;  *  and  so  ho*continued,  and  was  entertaining  as 
ever  to  the  very  end.  He  had  previously  occupied, 
during  my  year's  absence  from  Cambridge,  my 
rooms  in  Trinitv,  with  the  furniture ;  and  Jones  the 
tutor  in  his  oddT  way,  had  said  on  putting  him  in, 
'  Mr.  Matthews,  I  recommend  to  your  attention  not 
to  damage  any  of  the  moveables,  for  Lord  Byron, 
sir,  is  a  young  man  of  twnultuous  passions,*  Mat> 
thews  was  delighted  with  this ;  and  whenever  any 
body  came  to  visit  him,  begged  them  to  handle  the 
very  door  with  caution ;  and  used  to  repeat  Jones's 
admonition,  in  his  tone  and  manner.  There  was  a 
large  mirror  in  the  room,  on  which  he  remarked^ 
*that  he  thought  his  friends  were  grown  uncoBk- 
monly  assiduous  in  coming  to  see  him,  but  he  soon 
discovered  that  they  only  came  to  see  thsmselv&s.' 
Jones's  phrase  of  *  twnuUuous  passions,*  and  the 
whole  scene  had  put  him  into  such  good  humor,  that 
I  verily  believe,  that  I  owed  to  it  a  portion  of  bis 
good  graces. 

**  When  at  Ne^vstead,  somebody  by  accident  ralK 
bed  against  one  of  hb  white  silk  stockings,  one  daj 
before  dinner ;  of  course  the  gentleman  apologisea. 
'  Sir,'  answered  Matthews,  '  it  may  be  all  very  weU 
for  you,  who  have  a  great  many  silk  stockings,  to 
dirty  other  people's ;  out  to  me,  who  have  only  this 
one  pair,  which  I  have  put  on  in  honor  of  the 
*  Abbot'  here,  no  apology  can  compensate  for  sueb 
carelessness ;  besides  the  expense  of  washing.'  Hr 
had  the  same  sort  of  droll  sardonic  way  about  every 
thing.     A  wild  Irishman  named  F  *  *,  one  evening 


the  oracle,  *  Orson  is  endowed  witk  reason**  Yon  « 
mav  easily  suppose  that  Orson  lost  what  reason  he 
haa  acquired,  on  hearing  this  compliment.  When 
HobhouQe  published  his  volume  of  poems,  the  Mie- 
ccllanv,  f  wnich  Matthews  would  call  the  *  MisS'Sel^^ 
avy,*Jn\\  that  could  be  drawn  fW>m  him  was,  that 
the  preface  was  '  extremely  like  Walsh.*  Hobhonae 
thouG^ht  this  at  first  a  compliment ;  but  we  never 
could  make  out  what  it  was,  for  all  we  know  ef 
Walsh  is  his  Ode  to  King  William,  and  Pope's  epi- 
thet of  *  knowing  Walsh.*     'When  the  NewsteMd 


party  broke  up  for  London,  Hobhouse  and  Mat- 
thews, who  were  the  greatest  friends  possible, 
agreed,  for  a  whim,  to  walk  together  to  town.  They 
qurrellcd  by  the  way,  and  actually  walked  the 
latter  half  of  their  journey,  occasionally  passing 
and  repassing;,  without  speaking.  When  Matthews 
had  got  to  Highgate,  he  had  spent  all  his  money  bat 
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threepence  halfpenny,  and  determined  to  spend  that 
also  in  a  pint  of  beer,  which  I  believe  he  was  drink- 
'ng  before  a  public  house,  as  Ilobhouse  passed  him 
(still  without  speaking),  for  the  la>t  time  on  their 
route.     They  were  recorciled  in  London  again. 

"  One  of  Matthews'*  passions  was  *  the  Fancy  ; ' 
and  he  sparred  uncommonly  well.     But  he  always 

fot  beaten  in  rows,  or  combats  with  the  bare  fist, 
n  swimming  too,  he  swarfi  well ;  but  with  ejjort  and 
laboTy  and  too  hujh  out  of  the  water ;  so  that  Scrope 
Davies  and  myself,  of  whom  he  was  therein  some- 
what emulousi  always  told  him  that  he  would  be 
drowned  if  ever  he  came  to  a  difficult  pass  in  the 
water.  He  was  so  ;  but  surely  Scrope  and  myself 
would  have  been  most  heartily  glad  that 

•"The  Dean  had  lived. 
And  our  pr«dtcik>a  pcttvcd  a  Ua.' 

*'  His  head  was  uncommonly  handsome,  very  like 
what  Pope's   was  in  his  youth. 

*•  His  voice,  and  laugh,  and  features  are  strongly 
resembled  by  his  brother  Henry's,  if  Henry  be  he  of 
King's  College.  His  passion  for  boxing  was  so  great, 
that  he  actually  wanted  me  to  match  him  with 
Dogherty,  (whom  I  had  backed  and  made  the  match 
for  against  Tom  Belcher,)  and  1  saw  them  spar  to- 

E ether  at  my  own  lodgings,  wth  the  gloves  on.  As 
e  was  bent  upon  it,  1  would  have  backed  Dogherty 
to  please  him,  but  the  match  went  otf.  It  was  of 
course  to  have  been  a  private  fight  in  a  private 
room. 

**  On  one  occasion,  being  too  late  to  go  home  and 
dress,  he  was  equipped  by  a  friend,  (Mr.  Bailey,  I 
believe,)  in  a  magnificently  fashionable  and  some- 
what exaggerated  shirt  and  neckcloth.  He  pro- 
ceeded to  the  Opera,  and  took  his  station  in  Fop's 
Alley.  During  the  interval  between  the  opera  and 
the  ballet,  an  acquaintance  took  his  station  by  him, 
and  saluted  him  :  *  Come  round,*  said  Matthews, 
•  come  round.'  '  Why  should  1  come  round  ?  '  said 
the  other  ;  *  you  have  only  to  turn  your  head — I  am 
close  by  vou.^  *  That  is  exactly  what  I  cannot  do,' 
answered  Matthews :  '  don't  you  see  the  state  I  am 
in? 'pointing  to  his  buckram  shirt-collar,  and  in- 
flexible cravat ;  and  there  he  stood  with  his  head 
always  in  the  same  perpendicular  position  during 
the  whole  spectacle. 

•'  One  evening,  after  dining  together,  as  we  were 
going  to  the  opera,  I  happened  to  have  a  spare 
opera  ticket,  (as  subscriber  to  a  box,)  and  presented 
it  to  Matthews.  *  Now  sir,'  said  he  to  Ilobhouse, 
afterward,  *  this  I  call  courteous  in  the  Abbot — 
another  man  would  never  have  thought  that  I 
might  do  better  with  half  a  guinea  than  throw  it  to 
a  door-keeper ;  but  here  is  a  man  not  only  asks  me 
to  dinner,  but  gives  me  a  ticket  for  the  theatre.' 
These  were  only  his  oddities,  for  no  man  was  more 
liberal,  or  more  honorable  in  all  his  doings  and 
dealings  than  Matthews.  He  gave  Ilobhouse  and 
me,  before  we  set  out  for  Constantinople,  a  most 
splendid  entertainment,  to  which  we  did  ample 
justice.  One  of  his  fancies  was  dining  at  all  sorts 
of  out-of-the-way  places.  Somebody  popped  upon 
him,  in  I  know  not  what  coftee-housc  \\\  the  Strand 
—and  what  do  you  think  was  the  attraction  .'  Why, 
that  he  paid  a  shilling  (I  think)  to  dine  with  his  hat 
on.  This  he  called  his  '  hat  house,'  and  used  to 
boast  of  the  comfort  of  being  covered  at  meal- 
times. 

**  When  Sir  Henry  Smith  was  expelled  from 
Cambridge  for  a  row  with  a  tradesman  named 
'Hiron,'  Matthews  solaced  himself  with  shouting 
under  Hiron's  windows  every  evening, 

*  Ah  me  I  what  periU  do  environ 
The  man  who  meddlea  wUi  hoi  Hiron.* 

•'  He  was  also  of  that  band  of  profane  scoflTers, 
who,  under  the  auspices  of  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦,  used  to  rouse 
Lort  Mansel  Tlate  bishop  of  Bristol)  from  his  slum- 
bers in  the  lodge  of  Trinity,  and  when  he  appeared 


at  the  window  foaming  w 
*  I  know  you,  gentleuiet 
to  reply,  *  We  beseech  th 
good  Lort  deliver  us !  * 
name.)  As  he  was  vcrj 
upon  all  kinds  of  subject 
either  dissolute  or  intemj: 
as  I  was  no  less  independ 
correspondence  used  to  i 
to  a  considerable  degree. 
«  «  « 

"  You  must  be  almost  \ 

will  have  cost  a  mint  of  p 

»« Salute  Gitford  a 


LETTER  ( 

TO  U£.  ] 


"The  'Hints,*  Hobhi 
good  deal  of  slashing  to 
be  a  work  of  time,  for  I  i 
just  now.  Whatever  eff< 
perhaps  be  greater  in  a 
also  must  have  my  nam 
publish  them  in  the  san 
they  identify  Don  Juan 
think  worth  a  chancery  i 
guardianslup,  as  in  your 
poem  is  sutiicient  to  tali 
his  family. 

••  Of  the  state  of  thingi 
and  not  very  prudent  to 
opening  all  letters.  I  wo 
when  they  have  opened  t 
in  my  most  legible  ha 

DAMNED  SCOUNDRELS  AN 

BMPEUOR  A  FOOL,  and  tl 
he;  all  which  they  mav 
thing  that  I  care.  Tli 
masters  of  the  Papal  polit 
but  some  day  or  other  th 
not  be  very  soon,  becaus 
have  no  consistency  amoi 
pose  that  Providence  will 
«  •  • 


LETTER  ( 

TO  MR. 


"  Besides  this  letter,  yo 
ets,  containing,  in  all. 
Memoranda,  which,  I  fei 
postage  than  they  will  ev( 
ed  in  the  next  century,  j 
if  you  could  make  any  1 
way  of  reversion^  (that  is, 
be  very  glad, — as,  with  al 
geny,  I  prefer  you  to  yoi 
not  Longman  or  Murray  \ 
note,  pledging  themsclve 
lished  till  after  my  deccj 
say  you  ? 

"Over  these  latter  shoe 
cretionary  power ;  becaus 
thing  or  two  which  is  too 
I  consent  to  your  dispos: 
where  would  be  the  harm 
would,  in  your  case,  ma) 
them,  not  publish,  now 
likely)  surriTO  me,  add  w 
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nm  knowledge,  and,  above  oU,  eOHtradiei  any  thing, 
f  I  have  mtii-stated ;  for  my  first  object  ia  the  truth, 
fven  at  my  own  expenae. 

'*I  have  some  knowledge  of  your  countryman, 
Inlay  Moloch,  the  lecturer.  He  wrote  to  me  aeve- 
sd  letters  upon  Chriatianity,  to  convert  me;  and,  if 
had  not  been  a  Christian  already,  I  should  proba- 
ly  ha?e  been  now,  in  conaequence.  I  thought 
lere  was  something  of  wild  talent  in  him,  mixed 
ith  a  due  lea?en  of  absurdity ,—>aa  there  must  be 
1  all  talent  let  loose  upon  the  world  without  a 
artingale. 
«  The  ministers  seem  still  to  peraecute  the  Queen 

«  •  «  •  e  •  e  l,ut  they  unm't  go  out,  the 
ns  of  b— es.  Damn  reform — I  want  a  place — 
lat  say  you  ?  Tou  must  applaud  the  honesty  of 
e  declaiation,  whatever  you  may  think  of  the 
tention. 

"  I  have  quantities  of  paper  in  England,  original 
d  translated— tragedy,  &c,  &c.;  and  am  now 
pying  out  a  fifth  canto  of  Don  Juan,  one  hundred 
d  forty-nine  stansas.  So  that  there  will  be  near 
iM  thin  Albemarle,  or  two  thick  Tolumes  of  all 
rts  of  my  Muses.    I  mean  to  plunge  thick,  too, 

0  the  contest  upon  Pope,  and  to  lay  about  me 
e  a  dragon  till  I  make  manure  of  *  *  *  for  the 
)  of  Parnassus. 

'  Those  rogues  are  right — we  do  laugh  at  toothers 
ih?  don't  we?*  You  shall  see— ^on  shall  see 
at  things  111  sav,  an'  it  pleases  Proyidehce  to 
re  us  leisure.  But  in  these  parts  they  are  all 
ng  to  war ;  and  there  is  to  be  liberty,  and  a  row, 

1  a  constitution— when  they  can  get  them.  But 
on't  talk  politics— it  is  low.  Let  us  talk  of  the 
»en,  and  ner  bath,  and  her  bottle— that*s  the 
y  motley  now-a-days. 

If  there  axe  anv  aoquaintances  of  mine,  salute 
tn.  The  priests  nere  are  trying  to  persecute  me, 
at  no  matter.  **  Yours,  fto." 


LETTEB  CCCCLXVm. 

TO  MB.  XOORB. 

<*  Bavmna,  Dec  9,  ISBO. 

I  open  my  letter  to  tell  you  a  fact,  which  will 
V  the  state  of  this  country  better  than  I  can. 

commandantf  of  the  troops  is  now  lying  dead 
ly  house.  He  was  shot  at  a  little  past  eight 
)ck,  about  two  hundred  paces  from  my  door.    I 

putting  on  my  great-coat  to  visit  Madame  la 
^essa  G.  when  I  heard  the  shot.    On  coming 

the  hall,  I  found  all  my  servants  on  the  bol- 
,  exclaiming  that  a  man  was  murdered.  I 
ediatcly  ran  down,  calling  on  Tita  (the  bravest 
lem)  to  follow  me.  The  rest  wanted  to  hinder 
*om  going,  as  it  is  the  custom  for  every  body 

it  seems,  to  run  away  from  *  the  stricken  deer.' 
lowever,  down  we  ran,  and  found  him  tying  on 
back,  almost,  if  not  quite,  dead,  with  five 
ds,  one  in  the  heart,  two  in  the  stomach,  one 
e  finger,  and  the  other  in  the  arm.  Some 
$rs  cocked  their  guns,  and  wanted  to  hinder 
om  passing.  However,  we  passed,  and  I  found 
>,  the  adjutant,  crying  over  him  Uke  a  child— 
geon,  who  said  nothmg  of  his  profession — a 
,  sobbing  a  frijghtened  praver — and  the  com- 
ant,  all  this  time,  on  his  back,  on  the  hard, 
pavement,  without  light  or  assistance,  or  any 
around  him  but  confusion  and  dismay, 
s  nobody  could,  or  would,  do  any  thing  but 
and  pray,  and  as  no  one  would  stu:  a  finger  to 

him,  for  fear  of  consequences,  I  lost  my  pa- 


hen  allode*  to  a  bumoroiM  axtlefe,  of  vhkb  I  had  told  Uia,  ta 
xl'a  Magaxlne,  vhen  the  poett  of  the  daj  wen  aJl  grooped  to* 
•  vmrietj  of  flu»ta«k  ahapet,  with  *•  Laid  Brion  and  Btda  Moon 
behind,  as  IT  Chey  wooM  apTit,'*  at  tha  leatof  Ih*  'tUnnitj^Moon. 
Don  Juaa,  ouitti  t.,  ata 


tience— made  my  servant  and  a  eonple  of  the  mob 
take  up  the  bod^— sent  off  two  soldiers  to  the  gvard 
—despatched  Diego  to  the  Cardinal  with  the  news, 
and  had  the  commandant  carried  up  stairs  into  my 
own  quarter.  But  it  was  too  late,  he  was  gone— 
not  at  all  disfigured — bled  inwardly — ^not  above  an 
ounce  or  two  came  out. 

"I  had  him  partly  stripped — made  the  surgeon 
examine  him,  and  examined  him  myself.  He  had 
been  shot  bv  cut  balls,  or  slugs.  I  felt  one  of  the 
slugs,  whicn  had  gone  through  him,  all  but  the 
skin.  Every  body  conjectures  why  he  was  killed, 
but  no  one  knows  how.  The  run  was  found  close 
by  him — an  old  gun,  half  filed  down. 

"  He  only  said,  *  0  Dio ! '  and  '  Gesu ! '  two  or 
three  times,  and  appeared  to  have  suffered  little. 
Poor  fellow !  he  was  a  brave  officer,  but  had  made 
himself  much  disliked  by  the  people.  I  knew  him 
personally,  and  had  met  him  often  at  conversaxioni 
and  elsewhere.    My  house  is  full  of  soldiers,  dra- 

>ons,  doctors,  priests,  and  all  kinds  of  persons,— 

Longh  I  have  now  cleared  it,  and  clapped  sentinels 
at  the  doors.  To-morrow  the  bod^  is  to  be  moved. 
The  town  is  in  the  greatest  oonAision,  as  yon  may 
suppose. 

*' You  are  to  know  that,  if  I  had  not  had  the  body 
moved,  they  would  have  left  him  there  till  morning 
in  the  street,  for  fear  of  conse|iuences.  I  would  not 
choose  to  let  even  a  dog  die  in  such  a  nuuiner, 
without  succor ;— «nd,  as  for  consequences,  I  caie 
for  none  in  a  duty.  "  Yours,  &c. 

"  P.  S.  The  lieutenant  on  duty  by  the  body  is 
smoking  his  pipe  with  great  composure.—-A  queer 


LETTER  CCCCLXIX, 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

•'Bai«naa,Dae.9l,im. 

**  You  will  or  ought  to  have  received  the  packet 
and  letters  which  I  remitted  to  your  address  a  fort- 
night ago,  (or  it  may  be  more  days,)  and  I  shall  be 
glad  of  an  answer,  as,  in  these  times  and  plaees, 
packets  per  post  are  in  some  risk  of  not  reaching 
their  destination. 

**I  have  been  thinking  of  a  project  for  yon  and 
me,  in  ease  we  both  get  to  London  again,  which  (if 
a  Neapolitan  war  don't  suscitate)  may  be  calculated 
as  possible  for  one  of  us  about  the  spring  of  1821. 
I  presume  that  you,  too,  will  be  baok  by  that  time, 
or  never ;  but  on  that  you  will  give  me  some  index. 
The  project,  then,  is  for  you  ana  me  to  set  up  ioint* 
ly  a  netofpoiMr— nothing  more  nor  less— weekly,  or 
so,  with  some  improvement  or  modifications  upon 
the  plan  of  the  present  scoundrels,  who  degrade 
that  department,— but  a  newspaper^  which  we  will 
edit  in  due  form,  and,  nevertheless,  with  some  at- 
tention. 

**  There  must  always  be  in  it  a  piece  of  poesy 
from  one  or  other  of  us  two,  leaving  room,  however, 
for  such  dilettanti  rhymers  as  nay  be  deemed  worthy 
of  appearing  in  the  same  columns ;  but  thie  must  be 
a  nne  qua  non;  and  also  as  much  prose  aa  we  can 
compass.  We  will  take  an  qfiee-^owt  names  nwi 
announced,  but  tuspeeted— and,  by  the  blessing  of 
Providence,  give  the  age  some  new  lights  upon  pol- 
icy, poesy,  biography,  criticism,  morality,  theology, 
and  all  other  tama,  aUty,  and  oiopy  whataoever. 

«  Why,  man,  if  we  were  to  take  to  this  in  good 
earnest,  your  debts  would  be  paid  off  in  a  twelve- 
month, and  by  dint  of  a  little  diligence  and  prac- 
tice, I  doubt  not  that  we  could  distanoe  the  com- 
mon-place blackguards,  who  have  so  long  disgraced 
common  sense  and  the  common  reader.  They  hav« 
no  merit  but  practice  and  impudence,  both  of  whiob 
we  may  acquire,  and,  aa  for  talent  and  culture,  th« 
devil's  in't  if  such  proofis  as  we  have  given  of  bofh 
can't  furnish  out  something  better  than  the  '  fruM- 
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nl  baked  meats '  which  have  coldly  set  forth  the 
breakfast  table  of  all  Great  Britain  for  so  man; 
years.  Now,  what  think  you  ?  Let  me  know ;  ani 
recollect  that,  if  we  take  to  snch  an  enterprise^  we 
must  do  so  in  good  earnest.  Here  is  a  hint,— do 
you  make  it  a  plan.  We  will  modify  it  into  as  lite- 
rary and  classical  a  concern  as  you  please,  only  let 
us  put  out  our  powers  upon  it,  and  it  will  most 
likely  succeed.  But  you  must  live  in  London,  and 
I  also,  to  bring  it  to  bear,  and  toe  must  keep  it  a 
secret. 

"  As  for  the  living  in  London,  I  would  make  that 
not  difficult  to  you,  (if  you  would  allow  me,)  until 
we  could  see  whether  one  means  or  other  (the  suc- 
cess of  the  plan,  for  instance)  would  not  make  it 
quite  easy  for  you,  as  well  as  for  your  family ;  and, 
in  any  case,  we  should  have  some  fun,  composing, 
correcting,  supposing,  inspecting,  and  suppmg  to- 
gether over  our  lucubrations.  If  you  think  this 
worth  a  thought,  let  me  know,  and  I  will  begin  to 
lay  in  a  small  literary  capital  of  composition  for 
the  occasion.  **  Yours  ever,  affectionately, 

"B. 

"  P.  S.  If  you  thought  of  a  middle  plan  between 
a  Spectator  and  a  newspaper,  why  not  ? — only  not 
on  a  Sunday.  Not  that  Sunday  is  not  an  excellent 
day,  but  is  engngod  alread^y.     We  will  call  it  the 

*  Tenda  Rossa,'  the  name  I'assoni  gave  an  answer 
of  his  in  a  controversv,  in  allusion  to  the  delicate 
hint  of  Timour  the  Lame,  to  his  enemies,  by  a 

*  Tenda  *  of  that  color,  before  he  gave  battle.  Or 
we  will  call  it '  Gli,'  or  '  I  Carbonari,'  if  it  so  please 
you— ^r  any  other  name  full  of  *  pastime  and  prodi- 
gality,* which  you  may  prefer.  •♦••♦• 
Let  me  have  an  answer.  I  conclude  poetically,  with 
the  bellman,  *  A  merry  Christmas  to  you ! ' " 


LETTER  i 


ADDRESS 

TO  THE  NEAPOLITAN   OOVEKXMBNT. 
rTmiuIatkm  fnoi  tin  orifbul  Italian.] 

"An  Englishman,  a  friend  to  Uberty,  having  un- 
derstood that  the  Neapolitans  permit  even  foreign- 
ers to  contribute  to  the  good  cause,  is  desirous  that 
they  should  do  him  the  honor  of  accepting  a  thou- 
sand louis,  which  he  takes  the  liberty  of  offering. 
Having  already,  not  long  since,  been  an  ocular 
witness  of  the  despotism  of  the  barbarians  in  the 
States  occupied  by  them  in  Italv,  he  sees,  with  the 
enthusiasm  natural  to  a  cultivated  man,  the  gene- 
rous determination  of  the  Neapolitans  to  assert 
their  well-worn  independence.  As  a  member  of  the 
English  House  of  Peers,  he  would  be  a  traitor  to 
the  nrinciples  which  placed  the  reigning  family  of 
England  on  the  throne,  if  he  were  not  grateful  for 
the  noble  lesson  so  lately  given  both  to  people  and 
to  kings.  The  offer  which  he  desires  to  make  is 
small  in  itself,  as  must  always  be  that  presented 
from  an  individual  to  a  nation ;  but  he  trusts  that 
it  will  not  be  the  last  they  will  receive  from  his 
countrymen.  His  distance  from  the  frontier,  and 
the  feeling  of  his  personal  incapacity  to  contribute 
efficaciously  to  the  service  of  the  nation,  prevents 
him  from  proposing  himself  as  worthy  of  the  low- 
est commission,  for  which  experience  and  talent 
might  be  requisite.  But  if,  as  a  mere  volunteer, 
his  presence  were  not  a  burden  to  whomsoever  he 
might  serve  under  he  would  repair  to  whatever 
place  the  Neapolitan  government  might  point  out, 
there  to  obey  the  orders  and  participate  in  the  dan- 
gers of  his  commanding  officer,  without  any  other 
motive  than  that  of  sharing  the  destinv  of  a  brave 
nation,  defejiding  itself  against  the  self-called  Holy 
Alliance,  which  but  combines  the  vice  of  hypocrisy 
With  desjotisra  "  jv        3 


•*Your  entering  into  n 
is  pleasant  to  me.  But 
dear  Mad^  MacF  •  ♦,  wl 
always  shall — ^not  only  be 
tached  to  her  personally^ 
a  dozen  others  of  that  sex 
in  the  grand  conflict  of 
whether  the  Memoir  coulc 
and,  indeed,  I  had  rath( 
always  looks  dead  after  hi; 
should  certes  not  survive 
The  first  part  I  cannot  < 
though  Mad«  de  Stael's  o] 
stant,  and  my  remarks  upc 
(which  is  surely  great,  an 
said  so — at  least,  I  ought, 
grandchildren  in  unsophis 
"As  to  Madame  de  Si 
bound  to  be  her  boadsm; 
civil  to  me  in  person  than 
dear  defunct  friend,  Matt 
great  a  bore  ever  to  lie,  ) 
some  word  of  honor,  thn 
Madame  de  StaOl  was  op 
and,  when  asked,  in  Su 
changed  her  opinion,  repli 
ity,  that  I  had  named  her  i 
Rousseau,  &c.,  &c.,  and  tl 
through  decency.  Now,  I 
but  I  have  been  generous, 
the  late  Captain  Whitby  o 
his  seamen  (when  '  ma'rrit 
tor ') — '  two  dozen,  and  let 
dozen  *  were  with  the  cat-'- 
off  easy '  was  rather  his  < 
the  natient. 

**  My  acquaintance  with 
arises  from  ray  having  bee 
ships  of  war  and  naval  he 
voyages  in  the  ^Icditerran( 
gallant  action  off  Lissa  in 
a  disciplinarian.  When  h« 
parrot^  which  was  taught 

sounds (It  must  be  rem 

by  was  the  image  of  Fawcci 

and  figure,  and  that  he  sqi 

*'  The  parro 

"'Whitby!  Whithj' !  fu 

dozen,  and  let  you  off  eas\' 

Now,  if  Madame  de  B. 

ter  be  taught  a  French  pari 

••  With  regard  to  our  put 

it  what  you  please,  but  it  s 

make  it  pay.     We  can  ca 

like — or  any  thing. 

*'  I  feel  exactly  as  you  d< 
comes  over  me  in  a  kind 
then,  like  «  ♦  • 
don't  write  to  empty  my  mil 
regular,  uninterrupted  lovi 
describe  in  your  friend,  I 
foel  it  as  a  torture,  whicl 
never  as  a  pleasure.  On  th 
position  a  great  pain. 

'•  I  wish  you  to  think 
scheme — for  I  am  as  serioui 
world,  about  any  thing.  A 
are  high  and  mighty — bu 
much  about  the  state  of  t 
Abel.  There  is,  in  fact,  ni 
all ;  and  it  is  wonderful  hov 
out  them.  Excepting  a  i 
(every  body  killing  whom 
being*  killed,  in  turn,  by  a  f 
defunct,)  there  is  as  quiet 
a  Carnival  as  can  be  met 
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Qe  by  TOVR  owx  old  or  new  taflon' 
g  80  easy  as  intricate  confusion  of 
Mrs.  Centlivrei  in  comedy,  has  ten 
I  of  Congreve;  but  are  tney  to  be 
I  yet  she  dzove  Con^eYe  m>m  th« 


5TTER  CCCCLXXII. 

TO  MB.  M17&&AT. 

*«  RaveniUi,  Juouy  1S^  1S|1. 

e  29th  ultimo  hath  arriyed.  I  mut» 
ously  request  that  you  will  beg  cf 
or  EUisto^  to  let  the  Doge  alone :  it 
;  play;  it  will  not  serve  their  pur- 
stroy  yourst  (the  sale} ;  and  it  will 
:  is  not  courteous,  it  is  hardly  even 
)  persist  in  this  appropriation  of  a 
to  their  mountebanics. 
jady  sent  you  by  last  post  a  short 
ubuc,  (against  tnis  proceeding) ;  in 
persist,  which  I  trust  that  they  will 
hen  publish  it  in  the  newspapers.  I 
im  off  with  that  only,  if  they  ffo  on ; 
jer  appeal  on  that  subject,  and  state 
e  injustice  of  their  mode  of  behavior. 
t  I  should  have  all  the  buffoons  in 
with— pira/c»  who  v)ill  publish,  and 
7  act — ^when  there  are  tnousands  oi 
ho  can  neither  get  bookseller  nor 
re  nor  money. 

inswered  me  a  word  about  Oalignani, 
use  the  two  documents^  do ;  if  not, 
io  not  choose  to  leave  them  in  any 
n;  suppose  some  one  found  them 
tters,  what  would  they  think  t  why, 
tn  doing  the  oppoeite  of  what  I  have 
sferred  the  whole  thing  to  you— «n 
at  least,  which  required  saying,  *  I 
your  letter.'  I  thought  tnat  you 
ae  hold  upon  those  publications  by 
me  it  can  be  no  interest  one  way  or 

Knto  of  Don  Juan  ia  *  dull,'  but  you 
lip  with  it :  if  the  first  two  and  the 
ire  tolerable,  what  do  you  expect? 
[  neither  dispute  with  you  on  it  as  a 
ism  or  as  a  matter  of  business, 
bat  am  I  to  understand?  you,  and 
lird,  and  others,  write  to  me,  that 
iblished  cantos  are  among  the  best 
te,  and  are  reckoned  so;  Augusta 
ey  are  thought  'execrable*  (bitter 
in  author— ch,  Murray?)  as  a  com- 
and  that  she  had  heard  so  much 
bhat  she  would  never  read  them,  and 
that  as  it  may,  I  can't  alter ;  that  is 
If  you  publish  the  three  new  ones 
ition,  they  may  perhaps  succeed, 
sh  the  Dante  and  tne  Pulci,  (the 
nte,  I  mean.)  I  look  upon  the  Pulei 
lerfonnance.  The  remainder  of  the 
be  they  ?  Now,  bring  them  all  out 
i  time,  otherwise  'the  vdriety*  yon 
ess  obvious. 

lad  humor: — some  obstructioni  in 
hose  plaffuy  trustees,  who  object  to 
IS  loan  which  I  was  to  fdmish  to  a 
Dortgage  because  his  property  is  in 
kown  me  how  a  man  is  treated  in 
•h,  if  I  do  come  back,  I  will  make 
e  dream* of  it  nnn,— or  they  or  I 

•  •  •  « 


.  if 


;i  jl  i 

i  ! 

'■'*  i 

1  • 
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LETTER  CCCCLXXIII. 


TO  MR.   MURBAT. 

•' January  90,  1831. 

"  I  did  not  think  to  have  troubled  vou  with  the 

flague  and  postage  of  a  doiMe  letter  this  time,  but 
have  just  read  in  an  Italian  paper,  ♦  That  Lord 
Byron  has  a  tragedy  coming  out,'  &c.,  &c.,  &c., 
and  that  the  Courier  aud  Morning  Chronicle,  &c., 
&c.,  are  pulling  one  another  to  pieces  about  him, 
&c. 

**  Now  I  do  reiterate  and  desire,  that  every  thing 
may  be  done  to  prevent  it  from  coming  out  on  any 
theatre^  for  which  it  never  was  designed,  and  on 
which  fin  the  present  state  of  the  stage  of  London) 
It  coula  never  succeed.  I  have  sent  you  my  appeal 
by  last  post,  which  you  mttst  publish  in  case  of 
need;  and  I  reciuire  you  eveu  in  vour  own  name  (\i 
my  honor  is  dear  to  you)  to  declare  that  such 
representation  would  be  contrary  to  my  wish  and  to 
my  judgment.  If  you  do  not  wish  to  drive  me  mad 
altogether,  you  will  hit  upon  some  way  to  prevent 
this.  *'  Yours,  &c. 

•*  P.  S.  I  cannot  conceive  how  Harris  or  EUiston 
should  be  so  insane  as  to  think  of  acting  Marino 
Faliero  ;  they  might  as  well  act  the  Prometheus  of 
JEschylus.  I  speak  of  course  humbly,  and  with 
the  greatest  sense  of  the  distance  of  time  and  merit 
between  the  two  performances ;  but  merely  to  show 
the  absurdity  of  the  attempt. 

"The  Italian  uaper  speaks  of  a  'party  against 
it :  *  to  be  sure  tnere  would  be  a  party.  Can  you 
imagine,  that  after  having  never  flattered  man,  nor 
beast,  nor  opinion,  nor  politics,  there  would  not  be 
a  party  against  a  man,  who  is  also  a  popular  writer 
— ^t  least  a  successful  ?  Why,  all  parties  would  be 
a  party  against." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXIV. 

TO   Mtt.   MUIIRAT. 

"  Ravenaa,  Jaounry  80,  1821. 

"  If  Harris  or  EUiston  persist,  after  the  remon- 
strance which  I  desired  you  and  Mr.  Kinnaird  to 
make  on  my  behalf,  and  which  I  Impe  will  be  suffi- 
cient— but  ij\  I  say,  they  do  persist^hQn  I  pray  you 
to  present  in  person  the  enclosed  letter  to  the'Lord 
Chamberlain  :  I  have  said  i>i  person,  because  other- 
wise I  shall  have  neither  answer  nor  knowledge  that 
it  has  reached  its  address,  owing  to  the  '  insolence 
of  office.* 

"  I  wish  you  would  speak  to  Lord  Holland,  and 
to  all  my  friends  and  yours,  to  interest  themselves 
in  preventing  this  cursed  attempt  at  representation. 

•'God  help  me!  at  this  distance,  I  am  treated 
like  a  corpse  or  a  fool  by  the  few  people  that  I 
thought  I  could  rely  upon ;  and  I  was  a  fool  to 
think  any  better  of  tnem  than  of  the  rest  of  man- 
kind. 

'•  Pray  write.  "  Yours,  &c. 

"  P.  8.  I  have  nothing  more  at  heart  f  that  is,  in 
literature)  than  to  nrevent  this  drama  irom  going 
upon  the  stage  :  in  snort,  rather  than  permit  it,  it 
must  be  suppressed  altogether,  and  only  forty  copies 
ttruck  off  privately  for  presents  to  my  friends. 
What  cursed  fools  those  speculating  buffoons  must 
be  not  to  see  that  it  is  unfit  for  their  fair— or  their 
kooth  \  '* 


LETTER  CCCCLXXV. 

TO  MB.   MOORS. 

'*  Rarenaa,  January  23,  UBl. 

"  Pray  get  well.  I  do  not  like  your  complaint. 
So,  let  me  have  a  lin  e  to  say  vou  are  up  and  doing 
again.    To-day  I  am  thirty-three  years  of  age. 


'*ThioaghrUe%] 

"  Have  you  heard  that  1 
have,  or  mean  to  present  an : 
house,  *  in  armor,'  and  wit 
splendor  of  brazen  apparel 

•«  The  BrazSm,  b  aeenH,  ara  pre 
An  addrrsa,  and  preaent  it  ibei 
A  Miperfliioui  pngt^ant — br,  by 
Tbajr'U  find  where  Uwy'ra  goit 

There's  an  ode  for  you,  is  i 

M  Of  •  •  •  •,  the  grand  inetaqt 
A  man  of  vast  incrit,  thougii  fc 
The  penuai  of  whom  (nc  1  loli 
1  owe,  lu  grcml  put,  to  my  pu 

**  Mesti,  and  Fusina  are 
ferries,'  to  Venice ;  but  it  i 
and  I  embarked,  though 
rhyming '    has    made    me 
voyage. 

••So,  you  have  had  a  b( 
am  glad  of  it,  and  shall  b 
volume. 

♦'  I  am  in  a  peck  of  tr< 
mine,  which  is  tit  only  fo 
and  which  it  seems  that  tl 
rif/ht  over  published  po€ 
enact,  whether  I  will  or  no 
tions  by  Mr.  Dibdin,  I  pres 
Murray,  to  the  Lord  Cham 
interfere  and  preserve  me  f 
I  want  neither  the  impertii 
the  insolence  of  their  appla 
reader,  aud  care  for  nothin 
tion  of  those  who  close  one 
and  quiet  contentment. 

••  Now  if  you  would  also 
to  beg  of  him  to  mediate 
to  forbear  this  intent,  yo 
The  play  is  quite  unfit  fo 
glance  will  show  them,  a 
them  ;  and,  if  it  were  ever 
any  thing  to  do  willinglv  w 
••Vol 


LETTER  CO 

TO  MR.   M 


"  I  differ  from  you  about 
should  be  published  with  t 
you  please :  vou  must  be 
own  craft,  f  agree  with  y< 
plav  may^  be  good  or  bad, 
it  is  orfginal  as  a  picture 
which  to  my  mind  is  so 
vinced  that  I  should  have 
Doge  did  on  those  provocal 

*'  I  am  glad  of  Foscolo's 

*•  Excuse  haste.  I  belie 
that 1  forget  what  it  wa 

♦♦  Thanks  tor  your  com] 
hope  that  it  will  be  pleaf 
speak  with  reference  to  J 
rej^ards  myself,  where  I  h 
pointment — lost  an  impo 
trustees  of  Lady  BjTon  i 
advantageous  loan  to  be  m 
Lord  Blessington,  &c.,  &< 
four  seasons.  These,  and 
things,  made  a  year  of  hi 
England.  Luckily,  things 
for  me  here,  else  1  should  h 
Hannibal's  ring. 


>  GHrenbilibJoai 


USTTBBS. 


Mf 


••PnytiuakeiffiDrdftvaUliiflgoodneMas.  The 
winter  is  M  cold  here  m  Pazrv*s  polaritiee.  I  nnist 
now  take  a  eaater  in  the  forest;  ray  horses  are 
waiting.  *'  YouiB  erev  and  tmly." 


LETTEB  CCOCLXXVII. 


TO  XB.  If  UBILA.T. 

«  Bbtbum,  FriNMi7  S,  IBR. 

«<  Your  letter  of  excuses  has  aniTed.  I  reeeiTS 
the  lottery  bnt  do  not  admit  the  excuses,  except  in 
courtesy,  as  when  a  man  treads  on  your  toes  and 
begs  your  par^n  the  pardon  is  granted,  but  the 
joint  aches,  espeoiallv  if  there  be  a  com  upon  it. 
however,  I  shall  scold  you  presently. 

*'  In  the  last  speech  of  the  Doge,  there  occurs  (I 
think  firom  memory)  the  phrase— 


change  this  1 


nt.is,i«. 
**  In  the  month  of  March  will  arrive  from  Bar* 
oeiona  Signor  Curiom^  engaged  for  the  opera.  H« 
'  is  an  acquaintance  of  mine,  and  a  gentlemanly 
young  man,  high  in  his  profession.  I  must  request 
your  personal  kindness  and  patronage  in  his  favor. 
Pray  mtroduce  him  to  such  of  the  theatrical  people, 
editors  of  papers,  and  others,  as  may^be  usefm  to 
him  in  his  profession,  publicly  and  privately. 

"  The  fifth  is  so  far  from  being  tne  last  of  Don 
Juan,  that  it  is  hardly  the  beginning.  I  meant  to 
take  htm  the  tour  of  Europe,  with  a  proper  mixture 
of  siege,  battle  end  adventure,  and  to  make  him 
finish  as  AnticharM  Cloota^  in  the  French  Revolu- 
tion. To  how  many  cantos  this  may  extend,  I 
know  not  nor  whether  (even  if  I  Uve)  I  shall  com 
plete  it  j  but  thin  was  my  notion.  I  meant  to  have 
made  him  a  cavalier  servento  in  Italy,  and  a  cause 
for  a  divorce  in  England,  and  a  sentimental 
'  Werther- faced  man*  in  Germany,  so  as  to  show  the 
different  ridicules  of  the  society  in  each  of  those 
countries  and  to  have  displayed  him  gradually  odf/ 
and  hlat*  as  he  grew  older,  as  is  natural.  But  I  had 
not  quite  fixed  whether  to  make  him  end  in  hell,  or 
in  an  unhappy  marriage,  not  knowing  which  would 
be  the  severest;  the  Spanish  tradition  says  hell; 


but  it  is  probably  onlvan  allegory  of  the  other  state. 
You  are  now  in  possessii 
subject, 
it- 


ision  of  my  notions  on  the 


that  is  to  say^  if  the  verse  runs  equally  well,  and 
Mr.  Giffbrd  thinks  expression  improved.  Pray  have 
the  bounty  to  attend  to  this.  You  are  grown  quite 
a  minister  of  state.  Mind  if  some  of  these  days 
Tou  are  not  thrown  out.  *  *  will  not  be  always  a 
Tory,  though  Johnson  says  the  first  Whig  was  the 

*•*  You  have  learned  one  secret  from  Mr.  Qalig- 
nani's  (somewhat  tardily  acknowledged)  corre- 
spondence :  this  is,  that  an  BngUah  author  may  dis- 
pose of  his  exclusive  copyright  in  Fnmce, — a  fact 
of  some  consequence  (in  time  of  peace)  in  the  case 
of  a  popular  wnter.  Now  I  will  tell  you  what  you 
shall  do,  and  take  no  advantage  of  you,  though  you 
were  scurvy  enough  never  to  acknowledge  mv  letter 
for  three  months.  Offer  GuUgnani  the  rerasal  of 
the  copvright  in  France ;  if  he  refuses,  appoint  any 
bookseller  in  France  you  please,  and  I  will  sign  a^ 
assignment  you  please,  and  it  shall  never  cost  you 
a  eou  on  my  account. 

"  Recollect  that  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  it, 
except  as  far  as  it  may  secure  the  copyright  to  your- 
self. I  will  have  no  oargain  but  with  the  English 
booksellers,  and  I  desire  no  interest  out  of  that 
country. 

"  Now,  that's  fair  and  open,  and  a  little  hand- 
somer than  vour  dodging  silence,  to  see  what 
would  come  of  it.  You  are  an  excellent  fellow,  mio 
caro  Moray,  but  there  is  still  a  little  leaven  of 
Fleet  street  about  you  now  and  then — a  orum  of 
the  old  loaf.  You  have  no  right  to  act  suspiciously 
with  me,  for  I  have  given  you  no  reason.  I  shau 
always  be  frank  with  yon ;  as,  for  instance,  when- 
ever you  talk  with  the  votaries  of  Apollo  arith- 
metically, in  guineas,  not  pounds — ^to  poets,  as  well 
as  physicians,  and  bidders  at  auctions. 

"  I  shall  say  no  more  at  present,  save  that  I  am 

**  Yours,  &c 

«*  P.  8.  If  you  ventoxe,  as  you  say,  to  Ravenna  |i»«l/W«,  was  surely  much  better  than  that, 
this  year,  I  will  exerdse  the  rites  of  hospitality  |.  *^  So  Foscolo  says  he  will 
while  you  live,  and  bury  you  handsomely,  (though 
not  in  holy  gpround,)  if  you  get  *  shot  or  slashed  m 
a  creagh  or  splore,'  which  are  frequent  here  of  late 
among  the  native  parties.  But  perhaps'  your  visit 
may  oe  anticipated;  I  may  probably  come  to 
your  country ;  m  which  case  write  to  her  ladyship 
the  duplicate  of  the  epistle  the  king  of  France 
wrote  to  Prinoe  John." 


UfiTTBR  CCCCLZXVin. 


TO  MB.  MUBHAT. 


You  say  the  Doge  will  not  be  popular :  did  I  ever 
write  tot  popularity?  I  defy  you  to  show  a  work  of 
mine  (except  a  tale  or  two)  of  a  popular  style  or 
complexion.  It  appears  to  me  that  there  is  room 
for  a  different  style  of  the  drama ;  neither  a  ser- 
vile following  of  the  old  drama,  which  is  a  grossly 
erroneous  one,  nor  yet  too  French,  like  those  who 
succeeded  the  old  writers.  It  appears  to  me  that 
good  English,  and  a  severer  approach  to  the  rules, 
might  combine  something  not  dishonorable  to  our 
literature.  I  have  also  attempted  to  make  a  play 
without  love,  and  there  are  neither  rin^,  nor  mis- 
takes, nor  starts,  nor  outrageous  ranting  villains, 
nor  melodrame  in  it.  All  this  wiU  prevent  its  pop- 
ularity, but  does  not  persuade  me  that  it  is  therefore 
faulty.  Whatever  faults  it  has  will  arise  from  de- 
ficiency in  the  conducf,  rather  than  in  the  concep- 
tion, which  is  simple  and  severe. 

**  So  you  migrammaHze  upon  my  epigram  f  I  wiU 
pay  you  for  tkatf  mind  if  I  don't,  some  day.  I  never 
let  any  one  off  in  the  lon^  run,  {who  Jirtt  hegiia.\ 
Remember  *  *  *,  and  see  if  I  don't  do  you  as  gooa 
a  turn.  You  unnatural  publisher !  what !  quix  your 
own  authors  ?  you  are  a  paper  cannibal ! 

"  In  the  letter  on  Bowles,  (which  I  sent  by  Tues- 
day's post,)  after  the  words  *aUempte  had  been 
made'  (alluding  to  the  republication  of  'English 
Bards,')  add  the  words,  *in  Ireland;*  for  I  believe 
that  English  pirates  did  not  begin  their  attempts 
till  after  I  had  left  England  the  second  time.  Pray 
attend  to  this.  Let  me  know  what  you  and  your 
synod  think  on  Bowles. 

'<  I  did  not  think  the  second  eeal  so  bad;  surelr 
it  is  far  better  than  the  Saracen's  head  with  which 
you  have  sealed  yonr   Uut  Utter;  the  lurger  in 

"*  '  '  *     ter  than  that. 

get  you  a  teal  cut  better 
in  Italy  ?  he  means  a  ^Aroo^— that  is  the  only  thing 
thev  do  dexterously.  The  Arts— all  but  Canova's, 
and  Morghen's,  and  Ovid' a  (I  don't  mean  poetry}^ 
are  as  low  as  need  be :  look  at  the  seal  which  I  gave 
to  William  Bankes,  and  own  it.  How  came  George 
Bankes  to  quote  *  English  Bards'  in  the  House  of 
Commons  ?  All  the  world  keep  flinging  that  poem 
in  my  face. 

**  Belzoni  it  a  grand  traveller,  and  his  English  it 
▼enr  prettily  broken. 
[    "Am  for  news,  the  barbarians  are  ™^^^'"f  oa 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


«'  With  regard  to  the  difl 
perceived  none ;  it  ia  ftivoi 
neither  side,  but  may  be  at 
the  sea,  a  considdntble  i» 
point  of  the  coast  which 
make,  but  still  bearing  up 
but  if  you  calculate  well 
My  own  experience  and  ihi 
nounce  the  passage  of  Lear 
Any  young  naan,  in  gotxi 
swimming,  might  succeed 
was  three  hours  in  swiini 
which  is  much  more  haza 
longer  than  the  Hellespont 
in  swimming,  I  will  mentio; 
1818.  the  Chevalier  Menj 
Bassano,)  a  good  swimmer, 
friend  Mr.  Alexander  Sco 
seemed  particiihirly  anxiou 
diilged  him.  We  all  three 
of  the  Lido  and  swam  to  \ 
of  the  Grand  Canal,  Scott 
ahead,  and  we  saw  no  mon 
which,  however,  was  of  nc 
was  a  gondola  to  hold  his  c 
Scott  swam  on  till  past  tl 
out,  less  from  fatigue  than  i 
four  hours  in  the  water,  w 
cept  what  is  to  be  obtaim 
back — this  being  the  conditi 
I  continued  my  course  on 
prising  the  whole  of  the  Gi 
distance  from  the  Lido,)  i 
Laguna  once  more  opens  to 
the  water,  by  my  watch,  wii 
never  touching  ground  or 
twenty  minutes.  To  this  i 
greater  part  of  its  perform; 
consul-general,  was  witness 
to  many  others.  Mr.  Turn 
fact,  if  lie  thinks  it  worth  wi 
Ploppner.  The  distance  w 
ascertain  ;  it  was  of  course 
"I  crossed  the  Hellespoi 
minutes  only.  I  am  now  tei 
twenty  in  constitution,  thai 

jovescstos  was  a  more  prominent' ^^f  ^'^'^^^^-^?'*",'^y^*  ^""^ 
starting-place,  and  the  frigate,  which  fay  below  i:;*'^"";;?/^^^::""?^^ 
close  uncfer  the  Asiatic  castWformed  a  better  poin  '  ^..0^ thm  Ih  T  b.i  nn  «  ; 
of  view  for  us  to  swim  towards;  and,  in  fact,  well'^'f' '  though  I  had  on  a  ] 
landed  immediately  below  it.  »  "  '  °  '*"'  ^^^coutremcnt  which  by  no  n 
-Mr.  Turner  says.  MVhatcver  is  thrown  mto'fnhr  w'.f^r^  TJnT?^^ 
the  stream  on  this  part  of  the  European  bank,  mmt  i  ."  !^?7JL"*  qon.tl  n^  • 
arrive  at  the  Asiatic  shore.'  This  is  so  far  from  ^Tu^vfi'  S^«".^^^"^«^ 
being  the  case,  that  it  m,i.t  arrive  in  the  Archi-L  *  „^V*^/\V7/-3"1"^,?/" 
pelago,  if  left  to  the  current,    although    a   strong' ^f'^'J^  ^'^^  """^  °"^>  '^^l 

Wind  in  the  Asiatic  directioii  might  Lve  such  a^i'H'!\^^  JT'^'F''"''""' T' 
effect  occasionally.  ^  "^^  doubt  that  Leander'sexplo 

"Mr.  Turner  attempted   the    passage  from  the  ^^^^'^  *      ^^   *^'^^   mdividua 


Naples,  and  if  they  lose  a  single  battle,  all  Italy 
will  be  up.  It  will  be  like  the  Spanish  row,  if  they 
have  any  bottom. 

"  *  Letters  opened  ?'^to  be  sure  they  are,  and 
that's  the  reason  why  I  always  put  in  mv  opinion  of* 
the  German  Austrian  scoundrels.  There  is  not 
an  Italian  who  loathes  them  more  than  I  do ;  and 
whatever  I  could  do  to  scour  Italy  and  the  earth  of 
their  infamous  oppression  would  be  done  con  amore. 

"Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXIX. 

TO  M&.   MURRAY. 

"Rirenna,  Feb.  31,  1S31.« 

"In  the  forty-fourth  page,  volume  first,  of 
Turner's  Travels,  (which  you  lately  sent  me,)  it  is 
stated  that  •  Lord  Byron,  when  he  expresssd  such 
confidence  of  its  practicability,  seems  to  have  for- 
gotten that  Leander  swam  both  ways,  with  and 
against  the  tide;  whereas  he  (Lord  Byron)  only 
pcrfonned  the  easiest  part  of  the  task  by  swim- 
ming with  it  from  Europe  to  Asia.'  I  certainly 
could  not  have  forgotten,  what  is  known  to  every 
schoolboy,  that  Leander  crossed  in  the  night,  and 
returned  towards  the  moniing.  My  object  was,  to 
ascertain  that  the  Hellespont  could  be  crossed  at  afl 
by  swimming,  and  in  this  Mr.  Ekenhead  and  myself 
both  succeeded,  the  one  in  an  hour  and  ten  minutes, 
and  the  other  in  an  hour  and  five  minutes.  The 
tide  was  not  in  our  favor ;  on  the  contrary,  the 
great  difficulty  was  to  bear  up  against  the  current, 
which,  so  far  from  helping  us  into  the  Asiatic  side, 
set  us  dowi  right  toward  the  Archipelago.  Neither 
Mr.  Ekcn'wt  A*.,  myself,  nor,  I  will  venture  to  add, 
any  person  ^n  board  the  frigate,  from  Captain 
Bathurst  downwards,  had  any  notion  of  a  difference 
of  the  current  on  the  Asiatic  side,  of  which  Mr. 
Turner  speaks.  I  never  heard  of  it  till  this  mo- 
ment, or  I  would  have  taken  the  other  courjic. 
Lieutenant  Ekenhead's  sole  motive,  and  mine  also 
for  setting  out  from  the  European  side  was,  that 
the  little  cape  above  Scstos  was 


Asiatic  side,  and  failed :  •  After  >e-and-twcnty 
minutes,  in  which  he  did  not  advance  a  hnndrecl 
yards,  he  gave  it  up  from  complete  exhaustion. 
This  is  very  possible,  and  might  have  occurred  to 
him  just  as  readily  on  the'  European  side.  He 
should  have  set  out  a  couple  of  miles  higher,  and 
could  then  have  eoinc  out  below  the  European 
castle.  I  particularly  stated,  and  Mr,  Hobhouse 
has  done  so  also,  that  we  were  obliged  to  make  the 
real  passage  of  one  mile  extend  to  between  three 
and/bur,  owing  to  the  force  of  the  stream.  I  can 
assure  Mr.  Turner,  that  his  success  would  have 
given  me  great  pleasure,  as  it  would  have  added  one 
more  instance  to  the  proofs  of  the  probability.  It 
is  not  quite  fair  in  him  to  infer,  that  because  he 
failed.  Leander  could  not  succeed.  There  are  still 
four  instances  on  record:  a  Neapolitan,  a  young 
Jew,  Mr.  Ekenhead,  and  myself;  the  last  done  in 
the  presence  of  hundreds  of  English  witnesses. 


•  Am  Dm  Iou,  aoio  fl.,  rin  met.,  fee. 


passage  of  the  Hellespont, 
less  ?  But  Mr.  Turner  faile 
ing  a  plausible  reason  for 
blame  on  the  Asiatic  side  0 
to  swim  directly  across,  inst( 
to  take  the  vantage  ;  he  mig 
Jiy  over  Mount  Athos. 

"That  a  young  Greek  0 
love,  and  with  his  limbs  in 
succeeded  in  such  an  attem] 
nor  doubtful.  Whether  he 
another  question,  because  1 
small  boat  to  save  him  the  tr 
"I 

"  P.  S.  Mr.  Turner  says  tl 
Europe  to  Asia  was  '  the  ecu 
I  doubt  whether  Leander  foi 
return ;  however,  he  had  sev 
intervtds.  The  argument 
higher  up,  or  lower  down  tfa 
siderably  that  he  could   sa 


urrrsBS. 


«9I 


^, '  19  ciAf  cood  foit  JnwHfcwMrt  Bwinmiflnj 
L  o^  any  practice  or  skill  will  always  comldar 
Ibe  (Ustaiee  lest  than  the  strength  of  the  atream. 
If  Bkenhead  and  myself  had  thought  of  crossfaig 
at  the  narrowest  point,  instead  of  going  up  to  the 
Cape  above  it,  we  should  hare  been  swept  down  to 
Tenedos.  The  strait,  howerer,  is  not  so  extremely 
wide  even  where  it  broadens  aboTe  and  below  the 
forts.  As  the  frigate  was  stationed  some  time  in 
the  Dardanelles  waiting  Sot  the  firman,  I  bathed 
often  in  the  stMlts  subsequently  to  our  trajectj  and 
generally  on  the  Asiatie  side,  without  perceiTing 
tne  greater  strength  of  the  opposite  stream  by 
which  the  diplomatic  traveller  psUiates  his  o?m 
ftulure.    Our  amusement  in  the  small  bay  which 

ris  immediately  below  the  Asiatie  fort  was  to 
ibr  the  z.a.nd  tortoises,  which  we  flung  in  on 
purpose,  as  they  amphibiously  crawled  along  the 
bottom.  Tku  does  not  argue  any  greater  yiolence 
of  current  than  on  the  European  shore.    With  re- 

Sird  to  the  modest  insinuation  that  we  chose  the 
uropean  side  as  *  easier,'  I  appeal  to  Mr.  Hob- 
house  and  Captain  Bathurst  if  it  be  true  or  no, 
(poor  Ekenhead  beinp  since  dead.)  Had  we  been 
aware  of  any  such  difference  of  current  as  is  as- 
serted, we  would  at  least  have  ]^roved  it,  and  were 
not  likely  to  have  given  it  up  m  the  twenty-flve 
minutes  of  Mr.  Turner's  own  experiment.  The 
secret  of  all  this  is,  that  Mr.  Turner  failed,  and 
that  we  succeeded ;  and  he  is  consequently  disap- 
pointed, and  seems  not  unwilling  to  overshadow 
whatever  little  merit  there  might  be  in  our  success. 
Why  did  he  not  try  the  European  side  ?  If  he  had 
succeeded  there,  after  failing  on  the  Asiatic,  his 

5 lea  would  have  been  more  graceful  and  gracious. 
Ir.  Turner  may  find  what  fault  he  pleases  with  my 
poetry,  or  my  polities;  but  I  recommend  him  to 
leave  aouatic  reflections  tilt  he  is  able  to  swim 
'  flve-and-twenty  minutes'  without  being  'exhautied^* 
though  I  believe  he  is  the  first  modem  Tory  who 
ever  swam  's^otiM^  the  stream*  for  half  the  time." 


LETTBB  CCCCLXXX. 

TO  Xa,  XOOBS. 

"BafWM,F«bwSS,int 

*'  As  I  wish  the  soul  of  the  late  Antoine  Oalignani 
to  rest  in  peace,  (you  will  have  read  his  death  pub- 
lished by  himself,  in  his  own  newspaper),  you  are 
requested  particularly  to  inform  his  children  and 
heirs,  that  of  their  <  Literary  Gaaette/  to  which  I 
subscribed  more  than  two  months  ago,  I  have  only 
received  one  nmmbor,  notwithstanding  I  have  writ- 
ten to  them  repeatedly.  If  they  have  no  regard  for 
me,  a  subscriber,  they  ought  to  have  some  for  their 
deceased  parent,  who  is  undoubtedly  no  better  off 
in  his  present  residence  for  his  total  want  of  atten- 
tion, if  not,  let  me  have  my  francs.  They  were 
paid  by  Missiaglia,  the  H^enetian  bookseller.  You 
may  also  hint  to  them  that  when  a  gentleman  writes 
a  letter,  it  is  usual  to  send  an  answer.  If  not,  I 
shall  make  them  *  a  speech,*  which  will  comprise  an 
eulosv  on  the  deceased. 

**  We  are  here  tail  of  war,  sad  within  two  davs  of 
the  seat  of  it,  expecting;  inteUiffenee  momentlT.^ 
We  shall  now  see  if  our  Italian  friends  are  good  for 
any  thing  but '  shooting  round  a  comer,*  Hke  the 
IrishmaiTs  gun.  Excuse  haste,— I  write  with  my 
spurs  putting  on.  Mt  horses  are  at  the  door,  and 
an  Italian  Count  waiting  to  accompany  me  in  my 
ride.  *'  xouxs,  fto. 

**  P.  S.  Pray,  among  my  letters,  did  you  getone 
detailing  the  death  of  me  oommaadaat  here?  He 
was  killed  near  n^  door,  and  died  in  my  house. 


<«  BOWLES  AND  CAMPBELL. 


To  the  air  of  <  Hoto  now,  MadatM  FUrt/  in  the  Beg- 
gar's Opera. 


**  yntft  how  DOW,  muej  Tbm, 
ir  foo  am  umi  Mmfale, 


•  Wlor,b«roov,lU7Ba«K 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXL 

TO  MS.  MUABAT. 

«>fanh9^1«. 

*'This  was  the  beginning  of  a  letter  which  X 
meant  for  Perry,  but  stopped  short  hoping  that  you 
would  be  able  to  prevent  the  theatres.  Of  course 
you  need  not  send  it ;  but  it  explains  to  you  my 
feelings  on  the  subieot.  Ton  say  that  '  there  is 
nothing  to  fear,  let  them  do  what  they  please,*  that 
is  to  say,  that  you  would  see  me  damned  with  great 
tranquillity.    Ton  are  a  fine  fellow." 


LBTTEE  CCCCLXXXn. 

TO  MB.  PEB&T. 


,j«0.ai,iei. 

**  Dbab  Si&i 

**  I  have  received  a  strange  piece  of  news,  which 
cannot  be  more  disagreeable  to  your  public  than  it 
is  to  me.  Letters  and  the  gasettes  do  me  the  honor 
to  say,  that  it  is  the  intention  of  some  of  the  London 
managers  to  bring  forward  on  their  stage  the  poem 
of  '  Marino  Faliero,'  &c.,  which  was  never  intended 
for  such  an  exhibition,  and  I  trust  will  never  under- 
ffoit.  It  is  certainly  unfit  for  it.  I  have  never  written 
but  for  the  solitary  reader ,  and  require  no  experi- 
ments for  applause  beyond  his  silent  approbation.— 
Since  such  an  attempt  to  drag  me  fortn  as  a  gladia- 
tor in  the  theatrical  arena  is  a  violation  of  all  the 
courtesies  of  literature,  I  trust  that  the  impartial 

f^art  of  the  press  will  step  between  me  and  this  pol- 
ution.  I  say  pollution,  Because  every  violation  of 
a  right  is  such,  and  I  claim  my  right  as  an  authot 
to  prevent  what  I  have  written  from  being  turned 
into  a  stage-play.  I  have  too  much  respect  for 
the  public  to  permit  this  of  my  own  free  will  Had 
I  sought  their  favor,  it  would  nave  been  by  a  ptn- 
tomine. 

**  I  have  said  that  I  write  only  fbr  the  reader.— 
Beyond  this  I  cannot  consent  to  any  publication,  or 
to  the  abuse  of  any  publication  of  mine  to  the  pur- 
poses of  histrionism.  The  applauses  of  an  audi- 
ence would  give  me  no  pleasure ;  their  disapproba- 
tion might,  however,  nve  me  pain.  The  wager  is 
therefore  not  equal.  You  may,  perhaps,  say,  *  How 
can  this  be?  if  their  disapprobation  gives  pain, 
their  praise  might  afford  pleasure  ? '  By  no  means : 
the  kidK  of  an  ass  or  the  sting  of  a  wasp  may  be 
painfol  to  those  who  would  find  nothing  agree- 
able in  the  braying  of  the  one  or  the  bussing  of  the 
other. 

<*  This  mar  not  seem  a  oourteons  comparison,  bo* 
I  have  no  otner  ready ;  and  it  occurs  naturally. 
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BYROirS  WORKS. 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXm. 

TO   MR.   MURRAY. 


**  Dear  Moray, 

*«  In  my  packet  of  the  12th  instant,  in  the  last 
•heet,  (not  the  half*  sheet,)  last  page,  omit  the 
sentence  which  (detining,  or  attempting  to  define, 
what  and  who  are  gentlemen)  begins  '  I  should  say 
at  least  in  life  that  most  military  men  have  it,  and 
lew  naval ;  that  several  men  of  rank  have  it,  and 
few  lawyers,'  &c.,  &c.  I  say,  omit  the  whole  of  that 
sentence,  because,  like  the  '  cosmogony,  or  creation 
of  the  world,'  in  the  *  Vicar  of  Wakefield,'  it  is  not 
much  to  the  purpose. 

"  In  the  sentence  above,  too,  almost  at  the  top  of 
the  same  page,  after  the  words  *  that  there  ever  was, 
or  can  be,  an  aristocracy  of  poets,'  add  and  insert 
these  words—'  I  do  not  moan  that  they  should  write 
in  the  style  of  the  song  by  a  person  of  quality,  or 
parte  euphuism  ;  but  thcie  is  a  nobility  of  thought 
and  expression  to  be  found  no  less  in  Shakspeare, 
Pope,  and  Burns,  than  in  Dante,  Alficri,'  &c.,  &c., 
and  so  on.  Or,  if  you  please,  perhaps  you  had  bet- 
ter omit  the  whole  of  the  latter  digression  on  the 
vulgar  poets,  and  insert  only  as  far  as  the  end  of 
the  sentence  on  Pope's  Homer,  where  I  prefer  it  to 
Cowper's  and  quote  Dr.  Clarke  in  favor  of  ite  accu 
racy. 

"Upon  all  these  points,  take  an  opinion;  take 
the  sense  (or  nonsense)  of  your  learned  visitants, 
*  firu  *\^^*^V'  ^  ^™  ^®^y  tractable—in  piiosB. 
Whether  I  have  made  out  the  case  for  Pope,  I 
know  not ;  but  I  am  very  sure  that  I  have  been 
Bealous  m  the  attempt.  If  it  comes  to  the  proofs, 
we  sliall  beat  the  blackguards.  I  will  show  more 
imagery  in  twenty  lines  of  Pope  than  in  any  equal 
length  of  quotation  in  English  poesy,  and  that  in 
places  where  they  least  expect  it.  For  instance,  in 
hjs  Imes  on  .S/wrw^,— now,  do  just  read  them  over— 
the  subject  is  of  no  consequence  (whether  it  be  sa- 
tire or  epic)— we  are  talking  of  poetnj  and  imagery 
from  nature  and  art.  Now  mark  tho  images  seoa 
'ately  and  arithmetically : —  -o  i' 

"  1.  The  thing  of  silk, 

2.  Curd  of  Orss's  milk, 

3.  The  butterfly. 

4.  The  wheel. 

6.  Bujj;  with  gilded  wings. 

6.  Faulted  child  of  dirt. 

7.  Whose  buzz. 

8.  Well-bred  spaniels, 

9.  Shallow  streams  run  dimpling, 

10.  Florid  impotence. 

11.  Prompter.     Puppet  squeaks. 

12.  The  ear  of  Ece. 

13.  Familiar  toad. 

14.  Half  froth,  half  veno7n,  spits  himself  nbrostd. 

15.  Fop  at  the  toilet. 

16.  Flatterer  at  tlie  board. 

17.  Amphibious  thing. 

18.  Now  trips  a  Uuhj. 

19.  Now  struts  a  lord. 

20.  A  cherub's  face. 

21.  A  reptile  all  the  rest. 

22.  The  Rabbins. 

23.  Pride  that  licks  the  dusi-^ 

•  Bauty  that  thock*  you,  parta  that  none  vfll  tnut. 
Wit  thai  Mil  Civep,  and  prid*  that  Ucka  the  dutt,' 

"  Now,  is  there  a  line  of  all  the  passage  without 
the  most  forcible  imagery,  (for  his  purpose  ?)  Look 
at  the  vanefy—nt  the  poetry  of  the  pansage— at  the 
tmagination:  there  is  hardly  a  line  from  which  a 
painting  might  not  be  made,  and  is.  But  this  is 
nothing  in  comparison  with  his  higher  passages  in 
the  Essay  on  Man,  and  many  of  his  other  poems, 
■enous  and  comic.     There  never  was  such  an  unjust 


outcry  m  this  world  u  thi 
trying  against  Pope. 

*'A8k  Mr.  Gilford  if, 
I>oge»'  you  could  not  cont 
of  the  Veil  is  passed)  to  ii 
Marino  Falicro'a  answer  ? 

"  But  let  h  be  M.    It  wIH  b. 

The  TcU  which  Wackcni  o 
And  hiitet,  or  Mema  to  h* 
Shall  draw  nMrv  fpuen  il 
Which  f^iiaer  round  it  in  i 
Y9ur  Uf  kgatad  aUw    t 


P.  S.  Upon  pvhlic  m 
you  will  all  hear  soon  ei 
throughout  Italy.  There  : 
step  than  the  expedition  t( 
**  I  wish  to  propose  to 
painter,  to  come  out  to  me 
his  expenses,  and  any  sum 
to  take  my  daughter's  pic 
vent),  and  the  Countess  ( 
peasant  girl,  which  latter  1 
Raphael.  It  is  a  comple 
Italian  peasant's  and  quite 
rina  style.  Her  figure  is  U 
not  at  all  comparable  with 
superb.  She  is  not  seventc 
have  her  face  while  it  lasl 
very  handsome,  but  'tis  qui 
completely  blonde  and  fa 
Italy  ;  yet  not  an  English  i 
a  Swede  or  a  Norwegian.  J 
larlv  the  bust,  is  uncomm 
Holmes ;  I  like  him  because 
rate  likenesses.  There  is  a 
traveller,  with  but  little  ba^ 
with  politics,  has  nothing  t 
the  diligence.    Don't  forge 


LETTER  CCC( 

TO  MR.  HO] 


'  Socond  letter  in  annrer  to  Bovloa. 


"Thanks  for  the  transla 
some  books,  w^hich  I  do  i 
have  read  or  no— you  nee 
any  case.  I  enclose  you  alsi 
have  neither  spared  trouble  i 
of  the  child  ;  and  as  she  t* 
complete,  and  quite  above  \ 
vants — and  as  a  man  living  \ 
the  head  of  his  house  can 
nursery — I  had  no  resource 
time  Tat  a  high  pension  too)  i 
Cavalli,  (twelve  miles  off,)  i 
and  where  she  will,  at  least, 
vanced,  and  her  morals  and 
had  also  another  reason  ; — t 
such  a  state  here,  that  I  had 
my  own  personal  safety  as  j 
and  I  thought  the  infant  besi 
the  present. 

"  It  is  also  fit  that  I  sho 
means  intended,  or  intend,  tc 
an  English  education,  becau 
tages  of  her  birth,  her  afte 
doubly  difficult.  Abroad,  wil 
tion  and  a  portion  of  five  or 
she  might  and  may  marry 
England  such  a  dowry  would 
elsewhere  it  is  a  fortune.  Il 
that  she  should  be  a  Roman  i 
upon  as  the  best  religion,  as  i 


UKTTBB8. 


wt  of  tt«  TMrkrat  iMmeliM  of  Chxiitianitjr.  I  hare 
DOW  otplained  mj  notions  as  to  theotoes  where  she 
now  lB-»4t  is  the  beet  I  could  find  for  the  present ; 
but  I  haTO  no  prejudices  in  its  favor. 

*<  I  do  not  speak  of  politics,  becanse  it  seems  a 
hopeless  sabject,  as  long  as  those  sooundrels  are 
to  be  permitted  to  bnlly  states  out  of  their  inde- 
pendenee.    Beliefo  me 

**  Tonrs  orer  and  traly. 

"  P.  8.  There  is  a  report  here  of  a  change  in 
France ;  but  with  what  tnitb  is  not  yet  known. 

"P.  S.    My  respects  to  Mrs.  H.    I  Aoos  the '  best 

Siinion  *  of  her  countrywomen ;  and  at  my  time  of 
Bf  (three-and-thirty,  22d  January,  1821,)  that  is 
to  say,  after  the  life  I  have  led,  a  good  opinion  is 
the  only  rational  one  which  a  man  should  entertain 
of  the  whole  sex : — ^up  to  thirtVt  the  worst  possible 
opinion  a  man  can  have  of  them  in  ffenenU,  the 
better  for  himself.  Afterward,  it  is  a  matter  of 
no  importance  to  tAenif  nor  to  him  either,  what 
tminion  he  entertains— his  day  is  over,  or,  at  least 
snould  be. 
**  Ton  see  how  sober  I  am  become. 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXV. 

TO  MB.  MUBIU.T. 

"Rn«M»«,  April  Sl,  1881. 

"  I  enclose  ;rou  another  letter  on  Bowles.  But  I 
promiM  tiiat  it  is  not  like  the  former,  and  that  I  am 
not  at  all  sure  how  mucA,  if  any,  of  it  should  be  pub- 
lished. Upon  this  point  you  can  consult  with  Mr. 
Gtifford,  and  think  i%tnc0  before  you  publish  it  at  all. 
••Yours  truly, 
^«B. 

"  P.  S.  You  may  make  my  subscription  for  Mr. 
Scott's  widow,  &c.,  thirty  instead  of  the  proposed 
ten  pounds:  but  do  not  put  down  my  ftame;  put 
down  N.  N.  onlv.  The  reason  is,  that,  as  I  have 
mentioned  him  m  the  enclosed  pamphlet,  it  would 
look  indelicate.  I  would  give  more,  but  my  disap- 
pointments last  vear  about  Bochdale  and  the  trans- 
fer from  the  fUnos  render  me  more  economical  for 
the  present." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXVL 

TO  MK.  8HBLLBT. 

"BavnuM,  April  «,USL 

"  The  child  continues  doing  well,  and  the  accounts 
are  regular  and  favorable.  It  Ib  mtifying  to  me 
that  you  and  Mrs.  Shelley  do  not  disapprove  of  the 
step  which  I  have  taken,  which  is  merely  tempo- 
rary. 

"  I  am  very  sony  to  hear  what  yo*  say  of  Keats^ 
is  it  aetMoUy  true  r  I  did  not  think  criticism  had 
been  so  killing.  Though  I  differ  from  you  essenti- 
ally in  your  estimate  of  his  perfDrmanees,  I  so  much 
abhor  aU  unneeessary  pain,  that  I  would  rather  he 
had  been  seated  on  the  highest  peak  of  Pamasras 
'  than  have  nerished  in  such  a  manner.  Poor  feUow! 
though  with  such  inordinate  solf-love  he  would  pro- 
bably have  not  been  very  happy.  I  road  the  review 
of  *  Endvmion '  in  the  Quarterly.  It  was  severe, 
but  surely  not  so  severe  as  my  reviews  in  that  and 
other  journals  upon  others. 

"  I  reooUeot  the  effect  on  me  of  the  Edinburgh  on 
my  first  poem;  it  was  rage,  and  resistance,  and 
redress  but  not  despondency  nor  despair.  I  grant 
that  those  are  not  amiable  laeUngs;  but,  in  this 
world  of  bustle  and  broil,  and  especially  in  the  ca- 
reer of  writing,  a  man  should  calculate  upon  his 
powers  of  ruittmM  before  he  goes  into  the  arena. 


"  Ton  know  my  opinion  ef  that  second-hand  school 
of  poetry.  You  also  know  my  high  opinion  of  your 
own  poetry,— because  it  is  of  no  school.  I  read 
Cenct^bttt,  besides  that  I  think  the  eulf^ecf  essen- 
tially tmdramatic,  I  am  not  an  admirer  of  our  old 
dramatists,  at  modela,  I  deny  that  the  English 
have  hitherto  had  a  drama  at  all.  Tour  Cend, 
however,  was  a  work  of  power  and  poetry.  As  to 
my  drama,  pray  revenge  yourself  upon  it,  by  being 
as  free  as  I  have  been  wiui  yours. 

**  I  have  not  yet  got  your  Prometheus,  which  I 
long  to  see.  I  have  heard  nothing  of  mine,  and  do 
not  Know  that  it  is  yet  published.  I  have  published 
a  pamphlet  on  the  Pope  controversy,  which  you  will 
not  Uke.  Had  I  known  that  Keats  was  dead— or 
that  he  was  alive  and  so  sensitive— I  should  have 
omitted  some  remarks  upon  his  poetiy,  to  which  I 
was  provoked  by  his  attack  upon  Fope,  and  my  dis- 
approbation of  ma  own  style  of  writing. 

''You  want  me  to  undertake  a  great  poem,— 1 
have  not  the  inclination  nor  the  power.  As  I  ^pnm 
older,  the  indifference— no<  to  life,  for  we  love  it  by 
in8tinct-4)ut  to  the  stimuli  of  life,  increases.  Be- 
sides, this  late  failure  of  the  Italians  has  latterly 
disappointed  me  for  many  reasons,— «ome  pubUci 
some  personal.    My  respects  to  Mrs.  S. 

**  Yours  ever. 
P.  S.    Could  not  you  and  I  oontrive  to  mcel 
this  summer?     Could  not  you  take  a  run  hen 


Nor  dam  llM  doom  ^fl 


B  iflvmnd  finr  U»a.* 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXyn. 

TO  MB.  KUBBAT. 

«*B«TwmATrtSI,m. 

*'I  sent  you  by  last  poetie  a  large  packet,  whioh 
will  not  do  for  publication,  (I  suspect,)  beinff,  as 
the  apprentices  say,  *  damned  low.'  I  put  off  also 
for  a  week  or  two  sendins  the  Italian  scrawl  which 
will  form  a  note  to  it.  The  reason  is,  that  letten 
betngopened,  I  wish  to  '  bide  a  wee.' 

"  Well,  have  you  published  the  tragedy  ?  and  does 
the  letter  take  ? 

"Is  it  true  what  Shelley  writes  me,  that  poor 
John  Keats  died  at  Rome  of  the  Quarterly  Review  ? 
I  am  very  sorry  for  it,  though  I  think  he  took  the 
wrong  line  as  a  poet,  and  was  spoUed  by  Cockney- 
fying,  and  suburtting,  and  versifying  Tooke's  Pan- 
theon and  Lempriere's  Dictionary.  I  know,  by 
experience,  that  a  savage  review  is  hemlock  to  a 
sucking  author;  and  the  one  on  me  (which  pro- 
duced the  English  Bards,  Ac.)  knocked  me  dowxb— 
but  I  got  up  again.  Instead  of  bursting  a  blood- 
vessel, I  drank  three  bottles  of  claret,  ana  begun  an 
answer,  finding  that  there  was  nothing  in  the  artide 
for  which  I  could  lawfhlly  knock  Jefl^y  on  the 
head,  in  an  honorable  way.  However,  I  would  not 
be  the  person  who  wrote  the  homicidal  article  for 
aU  the  honor  and  glory  in  the  world,  though  I  bv 
no  means  approve  of  that  school  of  scribbling  which 
it  treats  upon. 

'*  You  see  the  Italians  have  made  a  sad  business 
of  it— all  owing  to  treachery  and  disunion  among 
themselves.  It  has  given  me  great  vexation.  The 
execrations  heaped  upon  the  Neapolitans  by  the 
other  Italians  are  quite  in  unison  with  those  of  the 
rest  of  Europe.  "  Yours,  Ac 

**  P.  S.  Your  latest  packet  of  books  is  on  its 
way  here,  but  not  arrived.  Kenilworth  excellent. 
Thanks  for  the  pocket-books,  of  which  I  have  mads 
presents  to  those  ladies  who  like  cuts,  and  land* 
scapes,  and  all  that.  I  have  got  an  Italian  book  of 
two  which  I  should  Uke  to  send  you  if  I  had  an  op* 
portunity. 
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BTf  RON'S  WORKS. 
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«  I  am  not  at  oresent  in  tne  Tf»ry  highest  health, 
—spring,  probably ;  so  I  have  lowered  my  diet  and 
taken  to  Epsom  salts.      , 

*'  As  you  say  my  prose  is  ^ood,  why  don't  jou 
treat  with  Moore  for  the  reversion  of  the  Memoirs  ? 
'-^onditioiiallv^  recollect;  not  to  be  published  before 
decease.  He  has  the  permission  to  dispose  of  them, 
and  I  advised  him  to  do  so." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXVIII. 

TO  MB.   MOORB. 

**  Ravvoaa,  April  9B,  1891. 

"  You  cannot  have  been  more  disappointed  than 
myself,  nor  so  much  deceived.  I  have  been  so  at 
some  personal  risk  also,  which  is  not  yet  done  away 
with.  However,  no  time  nor  circumstances  trhall 
alter  my  tone  nor  my  feelings  of  indignation  against 
tyranny  triumphant.  The  present  business  has 
been  as  much  a  work  of  treacncry  as  of  cowardice, 
—though  both  may  have  done  their  part.  If  ever 
you  and  I  meet  again,  I  will  have  a  talk  with  you 
upon  the  subject..  At  present,  for  obvious  reasons, 
I  can  write  but  little,  as  all  letters  are  opened.  In 
mine  thcv  shall  always  find  my  sentiments,  but 
nothing  tnat  can  lead  to  the  oppression  of  others. 

*•  You  will  please  to  recollect  that  the  Neapolitans 
are  nowhere  now  more  execrated  than  in  Italy,  and 
not  blame  a  whole  people  for  the  vices  of  a  province. 
That  would  be  like  condemning  Great  Britain  be- 
cause they  plunder  wrecks  in  Cornwall. 

**  And  now  let  us  be  literary  ; — a  sad  falling  ofi", 
but  it  is  always  a  consolation.  If  *  Othello's  occu 
pation  '  be  gone,  let  us  take  to  the  next  best ;  and, 
if  we  cannot  contribute  to  make  mankind  more  free 
and  wise,  we  may  amuse  ourselves  and  those  who 
like  it.  What  are  you  writing  }  I  have  been  scrib- 
bling at  intervals,  and  Murray  will  bo  publishing 
about  now. 

"  Lady  Noel  has,  as  you  say,  been  dangerously 
ill ;  but  it  may  console  you  to  leam  that  she  is  dan- 
gerously well  again. 

'*  I  have  written  a  sheet  or  two  more  of  Memo- 
randa for  you;  and  I  kept  a  little  journal  for  about 


a  month  or  two,  till  I  haa  filled  the  paper-book. 
then  left  it  off,  as  things  grew  busy,  and,  afterward, 
too  gloomy  to  set  down  without  a  painful  feeling! 
This  1  should  be  glad  to  send  you,  if  I  had  an  op- 
portunity ;  but  a  volume,  however  small,  don't  go 
well  by  such  posts  u  exist  in  this  inquisition  of  a 
country. 

**  I  have  no  news.  As  a  verv  pretty  woman  said 
to  me  a  few  nights  ago,  with  the  tears  in  her  eyes, 
as  she  sat  at  the  harpsichord,  '  Alas !  the  Italians 
must  now  return  to  making  operas.'  I  fear  that 
and  macaroni  are  their  forte,  and  'motley  their 
only  wear.'  However,  there  are  some  high  spirits 
among  them  still.    Pray  write, 

"  And  believe  me,  &c." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXIX. 

TO  MB.   MOORE. 

xiUremia,  Mays,  1831. 

**  Though  I  wrote  to  you  on  the  28th  ultimo,  I 
tnust  acknowledge  yours  of  this  day,  with  the 
lines.*  They  are  sublime,  as  well  as  beautiful, 
and  in  your  very  best  mood  and  manner.  Thev  are 
also  but  too  true.  However,  do  not  confound  the 
scoundrels  at  the  ?wel  of  the  boot  with  their  betters 


at  the  top  of  it.    I  assure 

loftier  spirits. 

"  Nothing,  however,  can 
or  more  deserved  by  the  I 
abhorred  and  disclaimed  i 
We  will  talk  over  these  tl 
day,  and  I  will  recount  my 
which  have  been  a  little  ha 

••  So  you  have  got  the 
not  recollect  to  have  said 
could  otfend, — certainly,  nc 
for  ♦  ♦,  I  meant  him  a  co 
whole  ofF-hand,  without  co 
poctiug  then  every  day  to 
What  have  I  said  of  you  ? 
must  be  something  ol"  regi 
of  Bowles.  And  did  you 
\yould  I  had  known  that 
given  him  some  more  gru< 
make  fun  of  all  these  fellow 
I  don't  know. 

**  As  to  Pope,  I  have  alw; 
greatest  name  in  our  poetr 
rest  are  barbarians.  He  ii 
a.  Gothic  Cathedral  on  on 
Mosque  and  all  sorts  of  fan 
venticlcs  about  him.  Yo 
and  Milton  pyramids,  if  yoi 
Temple  of  Ihcscus  or  the  I 
of  burnt  brick-work. 

*'  The  Murray  has  written 
of  its  publication,  when  it  s 
I  have  heard  of  late  from 
Murray's  other  publicatic 
nothing, — nor  whether  he 
to  have  done  so  a  month  ag 
something,  or  that  we  were 
**Ever  yours  i 


LETTER  C 


"V 


»  kjt  don  10  the  duM  with  tham.  lUre*  u  they  are,**  Ac,  te. 


"  I  have  just  got  your  p 
Mr.  Bowles,  and  Mr.  Bowl 
having  restored  him  to  good 
and  you  to  publish,  what 
subject.  I  desire  nothing  I 
ties.  Of  course,  after  the  r 
you  will  not  publish  my  < 
would  be  brutal  to  do  so  aftc 
rather  too  rough,  like  his  ow 
You  may  tell  him  what  I  sa 
rv,  (it  is  praised,  as  it  dese 
tnere  are  any  passages  not  j 
yet  bearing  upon  the  quest 
to  the  reprint  (if  it  is  repr 
to  you.  UpAii  this  consult 
don't  let  any  thing  be  addc 
affect  Mr.  Bowles. 

*  In  the  enclosed  notes, 
the  democracy  of  poetry  cam 
but  to  the  Cockney  and  wat 

**  I  hope  and  trust  that  E 
ted  to  act  the  drama!  Su 
grace  to  wait  for  Kean's  reti 
it;  though,  even  then,  /she 
the  attempt  as  ever. 

"  I  have  got  a  small  pack« 
Waldegrave,  Oxford,  nor  I 
them.  Why  don't  you  repu 
Harold's  Monitor  and  Latin 
cellent.    Think  of  this,— th 


OOCCXd. 


TO  MB.  HOPPXBIL 


**  If  I  had  but  known  your  notion  about  Swltsor- 
land  before,  I  should  have  adopted  it  at  onoe.  As 
it  is,  I  shall  let  the  ehild  remain  in  her  oonvent, 
where  she  seems  healthj  and  happy,  for  the  present; 
but  I  shall  feel  moeh  obliged  if  you  will  in^ire, 
when  you  are  in  the  cantons,  about  the  usual  and 
better  modes  of  education  there  for  females,  and  let 
me  know  the  result  of  your  opinions.  It  is  some 
consolation  that  both  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shelley  hare 
written  to  approve  entirely  my  placing  the  child 
with  the  nuns  for  the  present.  I  can  refer  to  my 
whole  conduct,  as  having  neither  spared  care,  kind- 
ness, nor  expense,  since  the  child  was  sent  to  me, 
The  people  may  say  what  they  please,  I  must  con* 
tent  myself  with  not  desenrlng  (in  this  instance) 
that  they  should  speak  ill. 

*<The  place  is  a  country  town,  in  a  eood  airi 
where  there  is  a  large  establishment  for  education, 
and  many  children,  some  of  considerable  rank, 
placed  in  it.  As  a  country  town,  it  is  less  liable 
to  objections  of  crery  kind.  It  has  always  appeared 
to  me,  that  the  moral  defect  in  Italy  does  not  pro- 
ceed from  a  conventual  education,— because,  to  my 
certain  knowledge,  they  came  out  of  their  convents 
innocent  even  to  iyyu^rance  of  moral  evil, — ^but  to 
the  state  of  society  into  which  they  are  directly 
plunged  on  coming  out  of  it.  It  is  like  educating 
an  infant  on  a  mountain-top,  and  then  taking  him 
to  the  sea  and  throwing  him  into  it  and  desiring 
him  to  swim.  The  evil,  however,  though  still  too 
general,  is  partly  wearing  away,  as  the  women  are 
more  psrmitted  to  marry  from  attachment ;  this  is, 
I  believe,  the  case  also  in  France.  And,  after  idl, 
what  is  the  higher  society  of  England }  According 
to  my  own  experience,  and  to  all  that  I  have  seen 
and  heard,  (and  I  have  lived  there  in  the  ver;^  high- 
est and  what  is  called  the  6m<,)  no  wa]r  of  life  can 
be  more  corrupt.  In  Italy,  however,  it  is,  or  rather 
was,  more  fvttematued,  but  now,  they  themselves 
are  ashamea  of  reoular  senrentism.  In  England, 
the  only  homage  which  they  pay  to  virtue  a  hypoc- 
risy. I  speak  of  course,  of  tne  tone  of  high  hie,— 
the  middle  ranks  may  be  very  virtuous. 

"  I  have  not  got  any  copy  (nor  have  yet  had)  of 
the  letter  on  Bowles ;  of  course  I  should  be  delight- 
^  to  send  it  to  you.  How  is  Mrs.  H.  ?  well  again, 
I  hope.  Let  me  know  when  you  set  out.  I  regret 
that  I  cannot  meet  yon  in  tne  Bernese  Alps  this 
summer,  as  I  onoe  hoped  and  intended.  \^th  my 
best  respects  to  madam,  **  I  am  ever,  &c. 

"  P.  S.  I  gave  to  a  musiciaoisr  a  letter  for  you 
flNymctimo  ago ;  has  he  presented  himself  ?    Perhaps 

Sou  could  mtroduee  him  to  the  Ingrams  and  other 
ilettanti.  He  is  simple  and  unassuming— two 
strange  things  in  his  profession— ^ind  he  fiddles 
Uke  Orpheus  himself  or  Amphion ;  'tis  a  phy  that 
he  can't  make  Venice  dance  away  from  the  omtal 
tyrant  who  tramples  upon  it." 


LETTER  OOCCXCII. 


TO  MR.  MURRAY. 


"Mir  14.1 


**A  Milan  paper  statos  that  the  play  has  been 
represented  and  universally  condemned.  As  re- 
tnonstranee  has  been  vain,  complaint  would  be  use- 
less. I  presume,  however  for  your  own  sake,  (if 
not  for  mine,)  that  you  and  my  other  friends  will 
have  at  least  published  my  different  protests  aeainst 
its  being  brought  upon  tne  stage  at  all;  ana  have 
shown  that  Eiliston  (in  spite  of  the  writer) /orved 
it  upon  the  theatre.  It  would  be  nonsense  to  say 
that  this  has  not  vexed  me  a  good  deal,  but  I  am 


tS6 

BOl  dejected,  and  IshaR  not  take  tiis  usaal  resooree 
of  blaming  the  public,  (which  was  in  the  right.)  ot 
my  friends  for  not  preventing^— what  they  could  not 
hdp,  nor  I  neithei^Hi /broerf  representation  by  a 
speculating  manager.  It  is  a  pity,  that  you  did  not 
show  them  its  \mjitnes9  for  the  stage  before  the  play 
waspttft/uAet/,  and  exact  a  promise  from  the  mana- 
gers not  to  act  it.  In  case  of  their  refusal,  we  would 
not  have  published  it  at  all.    But  this  is  too  late. 

«•  Yours. 

"  P.  S.  I  enclose  Mr.  Bowles's  letters ;  thank 
him  in  my  name  for  their  candor  and  kindness.-* 
Also  a  letter  for  Hodgson,  which  pray  forward.  The 
Milan  paper  states  that  I  *  brouuM _fortoard  the 
play!!!*  This  is  pleasanter  still.  But  don't  let 
yourself  bo  worried  about  it ;  and  if  (as  is  likely) 
the  foUy  of  Eiliston  checks  the  sale,  I  am  ready  to 
make  any  deduction,  or  the  entire  cancel  of  your 
agreement. 

"  You  will  of  course  not  publish  my  defence  of 
Gilchrist,  as  after  Bowles's  good  humor  upon  tlM 
subject,  it  would  be  too  savage. 

**  Let  me  hqpr  from  you  tne  particulars ;  for,  as 
yet,  I  have  only  the  simple  fact. 

**  If  you  knew  what  I  have  had  to  go  through 
here,  on  account  of  the  failure  of  these  rascaUy 
Neapolitans,  you  would  be  amused :  but  it  is  now 
apparently  over.  They  seemed  disposed  to  throw 
the  whole  project  and  plans  of  these  parts  upon  me 
chiefly."    •^   -^  "^  *-  *- 


LETTER  CCCCXCin. 

TO  -XIL  MOORE. 

*'  May  14,  ISA. 

"  If  any  part  of  the  letter  to  Bowles  has  (uniii 
tentionally,  as  far  as  I  remember  the  contents) 
vexed  you,  you  are  fully  avenged ;  for  I  see  by  an 
Italian  paper,  that,  notwithstanding  all  my  remon- 
strances throuffh  all  my  friends,  (and  yourself 
among  the  rest,)  the  managers  persisted  in  attempt- 
ing the  tragedy,  and  that  it  has  been  *  unanimously 
hissed ! ! '  Tnis  is  the  consolatory  phrase  of  the 
Milan  paper,  (which  detests  me  cordially,  and 
abuses  me,  on  all  occasions,  as  a  Liberal,)  with  Uie 
addition,  that  I  *  brought  the  play  out '  of  my  own 
good-will. 

"All  this  is  vexatious  enough,  and  seems  a  sort 
of  dramatic  Calvinism  —  predestined  damnation, 
without  a  sinner's  own  fault.  I  took  all  the  pains 
poor  mortal  could  to  prevent  this  inevitable  catas- 
trophe— ^partly  by  appeals  of  all  kinds  up  to  the 
Lord  Chamberlain,  and  partly  to  the  fellows  them 
selves.  But.  as  remonstrance  was  vain,  complaint 
is  useless.  I  do  not  understand  it — ^for  Murray's 
letter  of  the  24th,  and  all  his  preceding  ones,  gave 
me  the  strongest  hopes  that  there  would  be  no  re 
presentation.  As  yet,  I  know  nothing  but  the  fact, 
which  I  presume  to  be  true,  as  the  date  is  Paris,  ano 
the  80th.  They  must  have  been  in  a  hell  of  a  huzfy 
for  this  damnation,  since  I  did  not  even  know  thai 
it  was  published ;  and,  without  its  being  first  pub- 
lished, the  histrions  could  not  have  got  nold  of  it. 
Any  one  might  have  seen,  at  a  glance,  that  it  was 
utterly  impracticable  for  the  stage ;  and  this  little 
accident  will  by  no  means  enhance  its  merit  in  the 
closet. 

**  Well,  patience  is  a  virtue;,  and,  I  suppose,  prac- 
tice will  make  it  perfect.  Since  last  year,  (spring 
that  is,)  I  have  lost  a  lawsuit,  of  ^at  importance, 
on  Rochdale  collieries— have  occasioned  a  oivorce— 
have  had  my  poesy  disparaged  by  Murray  and  the 
Clitics— my  fortune  refused  to  be  placed  en  an  ad* 
vantageous  settlement  (in  Ireland)  by  the  trusteei 
—my  life  threatened  last  month— (they  put  about  a 
paper  here  to  excite  an  attempt  at  my  assassination, 
on  account  of  politics,  and  a  notion  which  the  priests 
disseminated  tbat  I  was  in  a  league  against  the  Ger 
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mans) — aiid,  finally,  my  mother-in-law  recovered 
la«t  fortnight,  and  mjr  play  was  damned  last  week  !♦ 
These  are  like  *  the  eight-and-twenty  misfortunes  of 
Harlequin.'  But  they  must  be  oorne.  If  I  give  in, 
it  shall  be  after  keeping  up  a  spirit  at  least.  I  should 
not  have  cared  so  much  about  it,  if  our  southern 
neighbors  had  not  bungled  us  all  out  of  freedom  for 
these  five  hundred  years  to  come. 

**  Did  you  know  John  Keats  ?  They  say  that  he 
was  killed  by  a  review  of  him  in  the  Quarterly — if 
he  be  dead,  which  I  really  *don't  know.f  I  don't 
understand  that  yit'ldhuf  sensitiveness.  What  I 
feel  (as  at  this  present;  is  an  immense  rage  for 
eight-and-forty  hours,  and  then,  as  usual— unless 
this  time  it  should  last  longer.  I  must  get  on  horse- 
back to  quiet  me.  **  Yours,  &c. 

'*  Francis  I.  wrote,  after  the  battle  of  Pavia,  *  All 
U  lost  exceot  our  honor.*  A  hissed  author  may  re- 
verse it — *  Noihiny  is  lost  except  our  honor.'  But 
the  horses  arc  waiting,  and  the  paper  full.  I  wrote 
laflt  week  to  you." 


LETTER  CCCCXCIV. 

TO  MR.  MUBRAT. 

•  RAvenm,  Mny  19,  1821. 

"By  the  papers  of  Thursday,  and  two  letters 
of  Mr.  Kinnaird,  I  perceive  that  the  Italian  Gazette 
had  lied  most  Italically,  and  that  the  drama  had  not 
been  hissed,  and  that  my  friends  had  interfered  to 
prevent  the  representation.  So  it  seems  they  con- 
tinue to  act  it  in  spite  of  us  all :  for  this  we  must 

*  trouble  them  at  ^size.'  Let  it  by  all  means  be 
brought  to  a  plea  :  I  am  determined  to  try  the  right, 
and  will  meet  the  expenses.  The  reason  of  the 
Lombard  lie  was  that  the  Austrians — who  keep  up 
an  Inquisition  throughout  Italy,  and  a  list  of  name* 
of  all  who  think  or  speak  of  any  thing  but  in  favor 
of  their  despotism — have  for  five  years  past  abused 
me  in  every  form  in  the  Gazette  of  Milan,  &c.  I 
wrote  to  you  a  week  ago  on  the  subject. 

"  Now,  I  should  bo  glad  to  know  what  compensa- 
tion Mr.  Elliston  would  make  me,  not  only  for  drag- 
ging my  writings  on  the  stage  in  Jive  days,  but  for 
being  the  cause  that  I  was  kept  for /owr  days  (from 
Sunday  to  Thursday  morning,  the  only  post  days) 
in  the  bidicf  that  the  tragedy  had  been  acted  ana 

•  unanimously  hissed  ;  *  and  this  with  the  addition 
that  /  '  had  brought  it  upon  the  stage,*  and  conse- 
quently that  none  of  my  friends  had  attended  to  my 
request  to  the  contrary."  Suppose  that  I  had  burst 
a  blood-vessel,  like  John  Keats,  or  blown  my  brains 
out  in  a  fit  of  rage — neither  of  which  would  have 
been  unlikely  a  few  years  ago.  At  present  I  am, 
luckily,  cahner  than  I  used  to  be,  and  yet  I  would 
not  pass  those  four  days  over  again  for — I  know  not 
what. 

**  I  wrote  to  you  to  keep  up  yo\a  spirits,  for  re- 
proach is  useless  always,  and  irritatmg — but  my 
feelings  were  ven- much  hurt,  to  be  dragged  like  a 
gladiator  to  the  fate  of  a  gladiator  by  that  '  retia- 
riu8,'  Mr.  Elliston.  As  to  his  defence  and  offers  of 
compensation,  what  is  all  this  to  the  purpose  ?  It 
is  like  Louis  the  XIV.  who  insisted  upon  bu3ring 
at  any  price  Algernon  Sydney's  horse,  and,  on  his 
refusal,  on  taking  it  by  force,  Sydney  shot  his 
horse.  I  could  not  shoot  my  tragedy,  but  I  would 
have  fiung  it  into  the  fire  rather  than  have  had  it 
represented. 

**  I  have  now  written  nearly  three  acts  of  another, 
intending  to  complete  it  in  five,)  and  am  more  anx- 
ious than  ever  to  be  preserved  from  such  a  breach 
of  all  literary  courtesy  and  gentlemanly  considera- 
tion. 

"  If  we  succeed,  well ;  if  not,  previous  to  any  fu- 

*  8«e  Idttber  eeecxeiz. 

t  Bee  Dob  Juan,  canto  xL,  ■tumssx. 


ture  publication  we  wij 
aeted,  which  I  would 
their  object,)  or  I  will 
you  will  proioably  not  i 

"TheQhancellorha 
also  conducted  yours 
manner ;  and  I  have  i 
but  the  sta^e-players, 
always  so  civil  to  Ellis 
to  have  been  the  last  t 

**  There  is  a  most  ra 
away  at  this  present  w 
by  day,  nor  by  candle, 
nitiff  light :  the  flashei 
gaseous  glow  of  theg 
ney  board  has  just  bee 
wind :  I  thought  it  w 
*  Brisk  Lightning  '  in 
be  too  many.    There  it 

*  I  tax  not  jroa,  jre  < 
1  BCTcr  gare  ye  /» 

as  I  have  done  by  and 
*'  Why  do  you  not  ^ 
send  me  a  b'ne  of  part 
but  by  Galignani  and  1 
"  Well,  and  how  d< 
on  ?  and  the  pamphle 
any  news  :  the  Austria 
ters. 

"  P.  S.  I  could  have 
and  some  real  informs 
ters  pass  through  the 
have  no  wish  to  infer 
utter  abhorrence  of  t 
only  conquered  by  trej 


LETTE 

TO  THE  COX 

"  You  wiU  see  here 
you  the  other  day  !  I 
without  knowing  the 
tragedy  in  question  is 
for,  or  adapted  to,  the 
is  not  romantic ;  it  is 
wise  ;^in  point  of  uni 
regular,  and  failing  bu 
You  well  know  whethi 
have  it  acted,  since  it  v, 
a  period  assuredly  rati 
man  than  as  an  author 
peril.  In  the  mean  til 
that  a  cabal  and  party 
self  have  never  taken 
ness.  It  is  said  that  t 
here,  probably,  at  Rai 
haps  to  Fletcher  ! !  !— 
acter,  &.,  &c. 


LETTEl 


**  Since  I  wrote  to  y« 
English  letters  and  pat 
what  I  took  for  an  Ital 
lie  of  the  Gazette  de  i 
falsehoods  in  as  man 
Lord  B.  did  not  bring  1 
the  same  ;  and,  secon( 
is  continued  to  be  ad 
author,  Lord  Chancell 
the  contrary)  of  audie 
least— the  latest  date  « 
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**  Voa  win  oiUlge  me,  ttien»  Vy  catuiiiff  ICt.  Oft- 
Mtte  of  France  to  contradiet  hfaoself,  which,  I  mip- 
pose,  he  it  used  to.  I  never  aaewer  a  foreufn  criH- 
mm;  bat  this  is  a  mere  matter  Qifady  and  not  of 
opin<0fi9.  I  presume  that  you  hare  English  and 
French  interest  enough  to  do  this  for  me— though, 
to  be  sure,  as  it  is  nothing  and  the  truth  -which  we 
wish  to  state,  the  insertion  may  be  more  difficult. 

"  As  I  hsTe  written  to  yon  often  lately  at  some 
length,  1  won*t  bore  yon  tardier  now,  than  by  beg- 
ging yon  to  comply  with  my  request ;  and  I  presume 
the  *  esprit  du  corps,'  (is  it  *  dn '  or  '  de  ? '  for  this  is 
more  than  I  know)  will  sufficiently  urge  you,  as  one 
of  *  oMTt,'  to  set  this  affair  in  its  real  aspect.  Be- 
Here  me  always  yours  ever  and  most  affectionately, 

"  BTmoir/' 


LKTTBB  CCCCXCVIL 

TO  KB.  HOrPNBB. 

••BavMiM,Mii7»,l8n. 

**  1  am  very  much  pleased  with  what  you  say  of 
Bwitserlsnd,  and  will  ponder  upon  It.  I  would 
rather  she  married  there  than  here  for  that  matter. 
For  fortune,  I  shall  make  it  all  that  I  can  spare,  (if 
I  live  and  she  is  correct  in  her  conduct,)  ana  if  I  die 
before  she  is  settled,  I  have  left  her  b^  will  flye 
thousand  pounds,  which  is  a  fair  provision  mtt  of 
Bngland  for  a  natural  child.  I  shaU  increase 
it  ail  I  can,  if  circumstances  permit  me ;  but,  of 
course  (like  all  other  human  things)  this  is  very  un- 
certian. 

**  Ton  will  oblige  me  very  much  by  interfering  to 
have  the  facts  or  the  play-acting  stated,  as  ^ese 
■conndrels  appear  to  be  oi^fanizing  a  sTstem  of  abuse 
against  me  because  I  am  in  their  '  Un.*  I  oare  noth- 
ing for  their  oritieitmf  but  the  matter  of  Ihot.  I  have 
written  four  acts  of  another  tragedy,  to  yon  see 
Okev  aul^t  bully  me. 

"Ton  know,  I  suppose,  that  they  aotually  keep  a 
hat  of  all  indiTiduau  in  Italy  who  dislike  themf— it 
must  be  numerous.  Their  suspicions  and  actual 
alarms,  about  my  conduct  and  presumed  intentions 
in  the  late  row,  were  truly  ludicrous — ^though,  not 
to  bore  you,  I  touched  upon  them  lightly.  They 
believed,  and  still  believe  nere,  or  affect  to  believe 
U,  that  the  whole  plan  and  project  of  rising  was 
settled  by  me,  and  the  meam  furnished,  &c.,  &o. 
All  this  was  more  fomented  by  the  barbarian  agents, 
who  are  numerous  here,  (one  of  them  was  stabbed 
yesterday,  bv-the-way,  but  not  dangerously :) — and 
although,  when  the  Commandant  was  shot  here  be- 
fore mv  door  in  Deeember,  I  took  him  into  my  house, 
where  ne  had  every  assistance  till  he  died  on  Fletch- 
er's bed ;  and  although  not  one  of  them  dared  to 
receive  him  into  their  houses  but  myself,  they  leav- 
ing him  to  perish  in  the  night  in  the  streets,  they 
put  up  a  p«per  about  three  months  sgo,  denouncing 
me  as  the  Coief  of  the  Liberals,  and  stirring  up  per- 
sons to  assassinate  me.  But  this  shall  never  si- 
lence nor  bully  my  opinions.  All  this  eame  firomtfae 
Gennan  barbarians.'* 


JLBTTEE  CCCCXCVm. 

TO  KB.  MUUUkT. 

•'Mb.  Mo&at, 

<*  Since  I  wrote  the  enclosed  a  week  ago,  and  for 
some  weeks  before,  I  have  not  had  a  line  from  you : 
now,  I  should  be  glad  to  know  upon  what  prinoiple 
^  common  or  imcommon  feeling,  you  leave  me 
without  any  information  but  what  I  derive  from  gar- 
bled gaaettes  in  Bnslish,  and  abusive  ones  in  Ital- 
laa,  (the  Oamana  AAtiag  moi  as  a  codl-hmwmj 


while  all  this  kick-up  has  been  going  on  about  the 
play  ?  You  rh abb y  fellow ! ! !  Were  it  not  for  twc 
letters  from  Douglas  Kinnoird,  I  should  have  beer 
as  ignorant  as  you  are  negligent. 

*«  So,  1  hear  Bowles  has  been  abusing  Hobhouse  ? 
if  that's  the  case,  he  bos  broken  the  truce,  like 
Morillo's  successor,  and  I  will  cut  him  out,  as 
Cochrane  did  the  Esmeralda. 

**  Since  I  wrote  the  enclosed  packet  I  have  com- 
pleted (but  not  copied  out)  four  acts  of  a  new 
tragedy.  When  I  have  finished  the  fifth  I  wiU 
copy  it  out.  It  is  on  the  subject  of  *  Sardonapalus,' 
the  last  lung  of  the  Assyrians.  The  words  Queen 
and  Pavilion  occur,  but  it  is  not  an  allusion  to  hJ^ 
Britannic  Mi^ty,  as  yon  may  tremulously  imagine. 
This  yon  will  one  dav  seo,  (if  I  finish  it,)  as  Ihave 
made  Sardanapalus  ^roee,  (though  voluptuous,  as 
history  represents  him,)  and  also  as  amiable  as  my 
poor  powers  could  render  him>-eo  that  it  could 
neither  be  truth  nor  satire  on  any  living  monarch. 
1  have  strictly  preserved  all  the  unities  hitherto, 
and  mean  to  continue  them  in  the  fifth,  if  pos-iible ; 
but  not  for  the  wtag^i.  Yours,  in  haste  and  hatred, 
you  shabby  corres;  indent !  •*  N  " 


LKTTBB  CCCCXCIX.     • 

TO  MB.  MVBBAT. 

**  Since  my  last  of  the  26th  or  25th,  I  have  dashed 
oif  my  fifth  act  of  the  tragedy  called  'Sardanap- 
alus.' But  now  comes  the  copying  over,  which 
may  prove  heavy  work— 4ieavy  to  the  writer  as  to 
the  reader.  I  have  written  to  you  at  least  six  times 
sans  answer,  which  proves  you  to  be  a — ^bookacUer. 
I  pray  yon  to  send  me  a  copy  of  Mr.  Wrangham*9 
reformation  of  *  LanghomB*9  Plutarch.*  I  have  the 
Greek,  which  is  somewhat  small  of  print,  and  the 
Italian,  which  is  too  heavy  in  style,  and  as  false  as 
a  Ne«K>litan  proclamatiou.  I  pray  you  also  to  send 
me  a  Life,  published  some  years  ago,  of  the  Magician 
ApoUonivs  of  Tyana.  It  is  in  English,  and  I  think 
loited  or  written  by  what  Martin  Marprelate  calls 
a  bouncinq prieH.*  I  shall  trouble  you  no  farther 
with  this  sheet  than  with  the  postage. 

♦«  Yours,  &c., 

"N. 
**  P.  S.  Since  I  wrote  this,  I  determined  to  enclose 
it  (as  a  half  sheet)  to  Mr.  Kinnsird,  who  will  have 
the  goodness  to  forward  it.  Besides,  it  saves  sealing- 
wax." 


LETTER  D. 


TO  KB.  MT7BBAT. 


M^f  91  an. 

**  DbAB  MOBJLT, 

"You  say  you  have  written  often:  I  have  only 
received  yours  of  the  eleventh,  which  is  very  short. 
By  this  post,  in^M  packets,  I  send  you  the  tragedy 
of  Sardanapalus,  which  is  written  in  a  rough  hand: 
perhaps  Mrs.  Leigh  can  help  you  to  dedpher  it. 
Yon  will  please  to  acknowledge  it  by  retttm  of  poet. 
You  will  remark  that  the  uniHee  are  all  ttrietlifi 
observed.  The  scene  passes  in  the  same  haU 
always:  the  time,  a  eummer'M  night,  about  nine 
hours,  or  less,  though  it  begins  before  sunset  and 
ends  before  sunrise.  In  the  third  act,  when  Sar- 
danapalus calls  for  a  mirror  to  look  at  himself  in 
his  armor,  recollect  to  quote  the  Latin  passage 
flrom  Juomal  upon  Otho^  (a  similar  character,  who 
did  the  same  tiling  :--Ginard  will  help  you  to  it. 
The  trait  is  perhaps  too  familiar,  but  it  is  historical, 
(of  OthOt  at  least,)  and  natoral  in  an  eff'enlBatt 
chatioter/' 


I      1 
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LETTER  DI. 


TO  UR.   HOPFKBB. 


t 


**  Bavenna,  May  81,  USl. 

••  1  enclose  you  another  letter,  which  will  only 
confirm  what  1  have  said  to  you. 

*•  About  AUegra — I  will  talce  some  decisive  step  in 
the  course  of  the  year  ;  at  present,  she  is  so  happy 
where  she  is,  that  perhaps  she  had  better  have  her 
alphabet  imparted  in  her  convent. 

"  What  you  bay  of  the  Datite  is  the  first  I  have 
ncard  of  it — all  seeming  to  be  merged  in  the  row 
about  the  trao^edy.  Continue  it ! — Alaj* !  what  could 
Dante  himself  iww  prophecy  about  Italy  ?  I  am 
;lad  you  like  it,  however,  but  doubt  that  you  will 
>c  singular  in  your  opinion.  My  nex/o  tragedy  is 
completed. 

*•  The  Benzoni  is  riqht, — I  ought  to  have  men- 
tioned her  humor  and  amiability^  but  I  thought  at 
her  sixty,  beauty  would  be  most  agreeable  or  least 
likely.  However,  it  shall  be  rectified  in  a  new 
edition  ;  and  if  any  of  the  parties  have  either  looks 
or  qualities  which  they  wish  to  be  noticed,  let  me 
have  a  minute  of  them.  I  have  no  private  or  per- 
sonal dislike  to  Venice,  rather  the  contrary,  but  I 
merely  speak  of  what  is  the  subject  of  all  remarks 
and  all  writers  upon  her  present  state.  Let  me 
hear  from  you  before  you  start.     Believe  me, 

"  Ever,  «S:c. 

;'P.S.  Did  you  receive  two  letters  of  Douglas 
Kmnaird's  in  an  endorse  from  me  ?  Remember  me 
to  Mengaldo,  Soranzo,  and  all  who  care  that  I 
should  remember  them.  The  letter  alluded  to  in 
the  enclosed,  ♦  to  the  Cardi/uil,'  was  in  answer  to 
%omc  queries  of  the  government,  about  a  poor  devil 
of  a  Neapolitan,  arrested  at  6inigaglia  on  suspicion, 
who  came  to  beg  of  me  here  ;  being  without 
breeches,  and  consequently  without  pockets  for 
halipence,  I  relieved  and  forwarded  him  to  his 
country,  and  they  arrested  him  at  Pesaro  on  sus- 
picion, and  have  since  intenogated  me  (civilly  and 
politely,  however),  about  him.  I  sent  them  the 
poor  man's  petition,  and  such  information  as  1  had 
about  him,  which,  I  trust,  will  get  him  out  again. 
that  IS  to  say,  if  they  give  him  a  fair  hearing. 

"I  am  content  with  the  article.  Pray  did  you 
receive,  some  posts  ago,  Moore's  lines,  which  " 
enclosed  to  you,  written  at  Paris  ? " 


LETTER  DIL 


TO   MR.   MOORE. 


"  RaroDiu,  Jofw  4,  1831. 

••  You  have  not  written  lately,  as  is  the  usual 
custom  with  literary  gentlemen,  to  console  their 
friends  with  their  observations  in  cases  of  magni- 
tude. I  do  not  know  whether  I  sent  you  my  •  Elegy 
on  the  recovery  of  Lady  Noel ; ' — 


"  B<«hoIf1  the  blnwfn^pi  of  h  lucVy  lot— 
My  p|«r  ia  damnM,  dimI  Lady  Noel  noL 

"  The  papers  (and  perhaps  your  letters)  will  have 
put  you  in  possession  of  Muster  Elliston's  dramatic 
^havior.  It  is  to  be  presumed  that  the  play  was 
Jitted  for  the  stage  by  Mr.  Dibdin,  who  is  the  tailor 
upon  such  occasions,  and  will  have  taken  measure 
with  his  usual  accuracy.  I  hear  that  it  is  still  con- 
tinued to  be  performed— a  piece  of  obstinacy  for 
which  it  is  some  consolation  to  think  that  the 
discourteous  histrio  \\'ill  be  out  of  pocket. 

*-'?°?  ^'ill  bo  surprised  to  hear  that  I  have 
finished  another  tragedv  in  five  acts,  observing  all 
the  unities  strictly.  It  is  called  '  Sardanapalus,' 
and  was  sent  by  last  poit  to  England.  It  is  not  for 
the  stage,  any  more  than  the  other  was  intended 


for  it,— and  I  shall  take  be 
they  don't  get  hold  on't. 

"  I  have  also  sent,  two 
letter  on  Bowles,  &c. ;  but 
up  with  my  « respect '  (aa  1 
in  the  former  case,  that  I  ai 
be  published,  being  somewh 
and  prodigality.'  I  learn  fr 
of  Bowles's,  that  you  we 
asterisks.'  Who  would  haT 
what  mischief  that  clergym 
notes  without  names.  Ho 
suppose  that  the  first  four  a 
bell '  and  tioi  •  Pope,'  and  1 
meant  Thomas  Moore?  Y 
being  familiar  vrith.  parsons, 
yet  reached  me,  but  I  und< 
that  he  (H.)  is  attacked  ii 
case,  Bowles  has  broken  the 
self  proclaimed,  by-the-way 
him  again. 

•'  Did  yon  receive  my  lette 
concluding  sheets  of  Memor 

•*  There  are  no  news  here 
German  spy  {boasting;  hims 
last  week,  but  twt  moitally. 
that  he  went  about  buUvin 
easy  for  me,  or  any  one  else, 
occur  to  him,  which  I  did,  a 
two  days  after.  He  has  got  ( 
incision. 

"  A  row  the  other  night 
place,  between  her  various 
midnight  discharge  of  pis  toll 
Great  scandal,  however — pla 
thrashed  by  her  husband; 
regular  servente,  who  is  com 
and  she  herself  retired  in  coi 
try,  althout^h  it  is  the  acm* 
All  the  women  furious  ag 
having  been  censorious)  for 
is  a  pretty  woman — a  Count 
Visigoth  name,  or  Ostrogoth 

**  The  Greeks !  what  thir 
old  acquaintances — ^but  wha 
Let  ua  hope,  howsomever. 


LETTER 


TO  KB.   MC 


"Your  dwarf  of  a  letter  ( 
is  right ; — keep  to  your  *  m? 
perate  away.  Now," if  we  we 
to  combine  our  *  Journal  of 
useless  to  sigh,  and  yet  ver 
you  and  I  draw  better  togeth 
than  any  two  other  living  aut 

"  I  forgot  to  ask  you,  if  yo 
panegyric  in  the  correspond 
house  and  Colonel  Berkelej 
moral  is  not  quite  exact;  b 
elFective;  and  all  poetry  ol 
mean  Asiatic,  as  the  Roinans 
ry,'  and  not  because  the  scei 
be  tried  bv  that  test  only.  I 
I  shall  allow  the  Miss  tiyrons 
imatc)  to  read  Lalla  Rookh- 
account  of  this  said  passion 
that  they  may  n't  discover  t 
poet  than  papa. 

*'  You  say  nothing  of  pol 
can  be  said  ? 

»'  The  world  la  a  bundle  o 

Mankind  are  the  aaan 

Carh  tujfTB  it  a  different  i 

0  AadUHfinitMaf  aJi 


tBTTBBS. 


flm 


*'How  do  you  oall  yovr  now  inojeot?  I  havo 
•ent  to  Muzrmy  a  new  traged^r,  ycleped  *  Saidanap- 
alns/  writ  aoooidug  to  Axiatotlfr—All,  save  tae 
chon|t— I  eonld  not  reconcile  mo  to  tlmf.  I  haTe 
began  another*  and  am  in  the  second  nut ;— eo  you 
loe  I  saunter  on  as  usual. 

"Bowles's  answers  have  TVachcd  nie  but  I 
ean't  go  on  disputing  for  ever.  — par'^'ouiurly  in  a 
polite  manner.  I  suppose  he  will  takr  ■  .g  Ment 
Mr  silenceiL  He  has  been  so  civil  tha  -  .i«*t  find 
it  in  m^  liver  to  be  facetious  with  him»-»  «.  i  had  a 
•avage  joke  or  two  at  his  service. 

4  •  •  •  •  • 

**  I  can't  send  you  the  little  journal,  because  it  is 
in  boards*  and  1  can*t  trust  it  per  post.  Don't 
suppose  it  is  any  thing  particular;  biil  it  will 
show  the  intentions  of  the  natives  at  tint  I  time— 
and  one  or  two  other  things,  chiefly  persuual,  like 
the  former  one. 

<*So,  liongman  don't  bite.— It  was  my  wish  to 
have  made  Sat  work  of  use.  Could  you  not  raise  a 
sum  upon  it,  (^however  small,)  reserving  the  power 
of  redeeming  it  on  payment  ? 

**  Are  you  in  Paris,  or  a  villaging  ?    If  yon  are 
III  the  city,  you  will  nover  resist  the  Anglo-invasion 
speak  of.    I  do  not  see  an  Englishman  in  half 


preachmont  in  it  upon  mtjf  opinions.    She  i ^ 

savs  that  she  is  dying,  and  that  as  I  had  contribu- 


you  I. 

a  year ;  and  when  I  do,  I  turn  my  norse's  head  the 
otner  way.  The  fact,  which  you  will  find  in  the 
last  note  to  the  Doge,  has  given  me  a  good  excuse 
for  quite  dropping  the  least  connexion  with  travel- 
lers. 

(*  I  do  not  recollect  the  speech  you  speak  of,  but 
suspect  it  is  not  the  Doge's,  but  one  of  Israel  Ber- 
tuccio  to  Calendaro.  I  hope  you  think  that  Elliston 
behaved  shamefully — ^it  is  my  only  consolation.  I 
made   the  Milanese   fellows    contradict  their  lie, 


R^c! 


ours,  &c. 


LETTER  DIV. 


TO  MR.  MOOBB. 


i." 


**  How  could  you  suppose  that  I  ever  would  allow 
•oy  thing  that  could  be  said  on  your  account  to 
weigh  wita  met  I  only  regret  that  Bowles  had  not 
M^  that  you  were  the  writer  of  that  note  until 
afterward,  when  out  he  comes  with  it  in  a  private 
letter  to  Murray,  which  Murray  sends  to  me.  D — ^n 
the  controversy ! 

"  D— o  Tvlzda, 
D— n  the  beil, 
Aad  d— B  (^  fool  who  raaf  It— WeD  I 
Pmn  all  tmeh  fUgon  I'D  qinekiy  te  ddvowL 

•*  I  have  had  a  friend  of  your  Mr.  Irving's  •— a  very 
pretty  lad — a  Mr.  pooUdge,  of  Boston — only  some- 
what too  ftill  of  poesy  and  '  cntusymusy.'  I  was 
Tery  civil  to  him  during  his  few  hours'  stay,  and 
talked  with  him  much  of  Irvins,  whose  writings  are 
zny;  delight.  But  I  quspect  that  he  did  not  take 
quite  so  jnuch  to  me,  from  his  haring  expected  to 
meet  a  misanthropical  gentleman,  in  wolf-skin 
breeches,  and  answering  in  fierce  monasyllables, 
instead  of  a  man  of  this  world.  I  can  never  ^et 
people  to  understand  that  poetry  is  the  cxnression 
of  excited  passion,  and  that  there  is  no  sucn  tiling 
as  a  life  of  passion  any  more  than  a  continuous 
earthquake,  or  an  eternal  fever.  Besides,  who 
would  ever  shave  themselves  in  such  a  state. 

"  I  have  had  a  curious  letter  to-day  from  a  girl 
in  England,  (I  never  saw  her,)  who  says  she  is  given 
over  of  a  decline,  but  could  not  go  out  of  the  world 
without  thanking  me  for  the  delight  which  my 
poesy  for  several  years,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  It  is  signed 
aimply  N.  N.  A.,  and  has  not  a  word  of  •  cant'  or 
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suoh  a  letter,  in  such  ciroomstances,  as  better  tnaii 
a  diploma  from  Gottingen.  I  once  had  a  letter 
from  Drontheim,  in  Norway ,  (but  not  from  a  dying 
woman,)  in  verse,  on  the  same  score  of  gratulatton. 
These  are  the  things  which  make  one  at  tioaea 
believe  one's  self  a  poet.*  But  if  I  must  believe 
that  •••••♦,  ana  such  fellows,  are  poets  also,  it 
:s  jetter  to  be  out  of  the  corps. 

**  I  am  now  in  the  fifth  act  of  *  Foscari,'  being  the 
third  tragedy  in  twelve  months,  besides  proses;  so 
you  perceive  that  I  am  not  at  all  idle.  And  are  you, 
too,  busy?  I  doubt  that  your  life  at  Paris  draws 
too  much  upon  your  time,  which  is  a  pity.  Can't 
you  divide  your  day,  so  as  to  combine  both?  I 
nave  had  plenty  of  all  sorts  of  worldly  business  on 
my  hands  last  year, — and  yet  it  is  not  so  diflicult  to 
ive  a  few  hours  to  the  Muses,    This  sentence  is  so 

ke  •  •  •  •  that "  Ever,  &c. 

"  If  we  were  together,  I  should  publish  both  my 
plays  (periodically)  in  our  joint  journal.  It  shoifld 
be  our  plan  to  publish  all  our  best  things  in  that 
way." 


Si 


LETTER  DV. 

TO  MB.  MX7BBAT. 

•<IUvaiin,J«i|y».  Ml. 

"In  agreement  with  a  wish  expressed  by  Mr. 
Hobhouse,  it  is  my  determination  to  omit  the  stan- 
sa  upon  the  horse  of  Semiramis*  in  the  fifth  canto 
of  Don  Juan.  I  mention  this,  in  case  rou  are,  or 
intend  to  be,  the  publisher  of  the  remaining  oibitos. 

**  At  the  particular  request  of  the  Contessa  G.,  I 
have  pomised  not  to  continue  Don  Juan.  Tou  indtt 
therefore  look  upon  these  three  cantos  as  the  last 
of  the  poem.  She  had  read  the  first  two  in  the 
French  translation,  and  never  ceased  beseeching 
me  to  write  no  more  of  it.  The  reason  of  this  is 
not  kt  first  obvious  to  a  superficial  observer  of  roB- 
EiQN  manners ;  but  it  arises  from  the  wish  of  all 
women  to  exalt  the  sentiment  of  the  passions,  and 
to  keep  up  the  illusion  which  is  tneir  empire. 
Now  Don  Juan  strips  off  this  illusion,  and  laughs 
at  that  and  most  other  things.  I  nerer  knew  a 
woman  who  did  not  protect  Rousseau,  nor  one  who 
did  not  dislike  De  (mmmont,  Gil  Bias,  and  all  the 
eomedy  of  the  passions,  when  brought  out  natually. 
But  *  Kings'  blood  must  keep  word,'  as  Seqeant 
Bothwell  says." 


LETTER  DVL 

TO  MB.  MUBBAT. 

«ji4ri4,m. 
**  I  trust  that  Sardanapalus  will  not  be  mistaken 
r  tL  political  play,  which  was  so  far  from  my  inten- 
tion, that  I  thought  of  nothing  but  Asiatic  mstory. 
The  Venetian  play,  too,  is  rigidly  historical.  My 
object  has  been  to  dramatise,  like  the  Greek,  (a 
modest  phrase,)  striking  passages  of  history,  as  ihm 
did  of  history  and  mythology.  You  will  find  all 
this  very  tmUVe  Shakspeare ;  and  so  much  the  be^ 
ter  in  one  sense,  for  I  took  upon  him  to  be  the 
worst  of  models,  though  the  most  extraordinary  of 
writers.  It  has  been  my  object  to  be  as  simple  and 
severe  as  Alfieri,  and  I  have  oroken  down  the/wsAy 
as  nearly  as  I  could  to  oommon  language.  The 
hardship  is,  that  in  these  times  one  oan       '"^    ' 
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•peak  of  kings  or  qnecns  without  Riispicion  of  poli- 
tics or  personalities.     I  intended  neither. 

**  I  am  not  very  well,  and  I  write  in  the  midst  of 
unpleasant  scenes  here :  they  have,  without  trial  or 
process,  banished  several  of  the  first  inhabitants  of 
the  cities — here  and  ail  around  the  Roman  States — 
among  them  many  of  my  personal  friends — so  that 
every  thing  is  in  confusion  and  grief:  it  is  a  kind  of 
thing  which  cannot  be  described  without  an  equal 
pain  as  in  beholding  it. 

**  You  are  veiy  niggjirdly  in  yonr  letters. 

*•  Yours  truly, 


LETTER 


TO  MB.  H( 


LETTER  DVII. 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

"  RsTenna,  July  22,  1821. 

"The  printer  has  done  wonders; — he  has  read 
what  I  cannot — my  own  handwriting. 

•'  I  opjyose  the  *  delay  till  winter ;  *  I  am  particu- 
larly anxious  to  print  wliile  the  tcinfer  theatres  are 
closed,  to  gain  time,  in  case  they  try  their  former 
piece  of  politeness.  Any  loss  sha'll  be  considered  in 
our  contract,  whether  occasioned  by  the  season  or 
other  causes ;  but  print  away  and  publish. 

"  I  think  they  must  own  that  I  have  more  sti/les 
than  one.  '  Sardauapalus '  is,  however,  almost  a 
comic  character:  but  for  that  matter,  so  is  Richard 
the  Third.  Mind  the  unities,  which  are  my  great 
object  of  resear(;h.  I  am  glad  that  Gifford  likes  it : 
as  for  *  the  million,'  you  see  I  have  carefully  con- 
Bulted  any  thing  but  tJie  taste  of  the  dav  for  extrav- 
agant '  coups  de  thrcatre.'  Any  probable  loss,  as  I 
said  before,  will  Iw  allowed  for  in  our  accompts. 
The  reviews  (except  one  or  two,  Blackwood's,  for 
instance)  are  cold  enough ;  but  never  mind  those 
fellows:  I  shall  send  them  to  the  right  about,  if  I 
take  it  into  my  head.  I  always  found  the  English 
baser  in  some  thi:i^s  than  any  other  nation.  You 
•tare,  but  it's  true  as  to  f;ratitufl^,—-perhiipfi,  be- 
cause they  ai-e  prouder,  and'  proud  people  hate  obli- 
gations. 

^   •♦  The  tyranny  of  the  government  here  is  break- 
ing out.     They  have  exiled  about  a  thousand  people 
of  the  best  families  all  over  the  Roman  States.     As 
many  of  my  friends  are  among  them,  ]   think  of 
moving  too,  but  not  till  I  have  had  your  answers. 
Continue  vour  address  to  me  Aere,  as  usual,  and 
quickly.     What  you  will  fiot  be  sorry  to  hear  is, 
that  the  poor  of  the  place,  hearing  that  I  meant  to 
go,  got  together  a  petition  to  the  Cardinal  to  re- 
quest that  he  would  request  me  to  remain.     I  only 
heard  of  it  a  day  or  two  a^o,  and  it  is  no  dishonor 
to  them  nor  to  me ;  but  it  \vi\\  have  di-snleased  the 
higher  powers,  who  loijk  upon  me  as  a  chief  of  the 
'    coal-heavers.     They  arrested  a  servant  of  mine  for  a 
street-quarrel  with  an  officer,  (they  drew  upon  one 
another  knives  and  pistols,)  but  as  the  officer  was 
out  of  uniform,  and  in  the  icronq  besides,  on  my 
protesting   stoutly,   he   was  released.      I   was  not 
present  at  the  affray,  which  happened  by  night  near 
my  stables.     My  man,   (an  Italian,)  a  very  stout 
and  not  over-patient  personage,  would  have  taken  a 
fatal  revenge   afterwards,  if  I  had   not  prevented 
him.    As  it  was,  he  drew  his  stiletto,  and,  but  for 
passengers,  would  have  carbonadoed  the  captain, 
who,  I  understand,  made  but  a  poor  figure  in  the 
quarrel,  except  by  beginning  it.     He  applied  to  me, 
*nd  I  offered  him  any  satisfaction,  either  by  turning 
away  the  man,  or  otherwise,  because  he  had  drawn 
a  knife.      He   answered  that  a  reproof  would  be 
sufficient.     I  reproved  him ;  and  yet,  after  this,  the 
shabby  dog  complained  to  the  ^occr»»//ic7i^,— after 
Seing  quite  satisfied,  as  he  said.     This  roused  me, 
and  I  gave  them  a  remonstrance,  which  had  some 
effect.     The  captain  has  been  reprimanded,  the  ser- 
Vint  released,  and  the  business  at  present  rests  there." 


"This  country  being  in 
and  all  my  friends  exiled 
family  of  Gamba  obliged  t 
present—the  father  and  s( 
Guiccioli  because  menaced 
father  is  no^  here,)  I  have 
Switzerland,  and  they  also 
not  supposed  to  be  partic 
been  the  case  for  this  t\ 
therefore  not  the  primary  c 

**I  have  written  by  thi 
junior,  the  banker  of  Gen 
sible)  a  house  for  me,  anol 
(the  father,  son,  and  daugl 
the  lake  of  Geneva,  fumi 
(for  me  at  least)  for  eigh 
Allegra  with  me.  Could  y 
in  his  researches  ?  The  G 
but  have  authorized  me  t 
know,  or  do  not  kno\v,  thai 
—and  both — but  the  son 
fellows.  This  I  know,  for 
in  very  awkward  situations- 
sonal — and  they  behaved  li 
ing  nor  retracting. 

"  You  have  no  idea  whc 
this  country  is  in — they  ar 
of  high  and  low  throughc 
some  and  confined  others, 
even  accusation!!  Every 
have  done  the  same  by  m 
openly.  My  motive,  howeT 
cause  every  ofie  of  my  acqu 
of  hundreds  almost,  have  b 

"  Will  you  do  what  you 
couple  of  houses  /^mwAc 
Hentsch  for  us  ?  We  care 
and  are  only  anxious  for  a 
aiiylum  and  individual  freed 

*'  P.  S.  Can  you  give  me 
ative  expenses  of  S^ntzerh 
have  forgotten.  I  speak  m( 
livinff,  horses,  &c.,  and  not 
inc.  Do  not,  however,  deci 
till  I  have  your  answer,  as  ] 
think  upon  these  topics  c 
&c.,  &c/' 


LETTER 


TO  MR.  Mr 


"  Enclosed  is  the  best  ace 
ero,  which  was  only  sent  to  i 
other  day.  Get  it  translat 
note  to  the  next  edition, 
pleased  to  sec  that  my  conce 
were  correct,  though  T  iegre 
this  extract  before.  JTou  wi 
self  said  exactly  what  he  is 
Bishop  of  Treviso.  You  will 
very  little,  and  those  only  ^ 
dain,'  after  his  arrest,  which 
except  when  he  breaks  out  a 
But  his  speech  to  the  cons 
MS.  than  in  the  play.  I  wi 
it  in  time.  Do  not  forget  th 
tion. 

"  In  a  former  note  to  the  J 
taire,  I  have  quoted  his  famo 
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whioh  is  an  eiror ;  it  should  be  '  Zsire,*  vouipUurez** 
Becolleet  this. 

<*  I  am  so  busy  here  about  those  poor  proscribed 
exiles,  who  are  scattered  about,  ana  irith  trying  to 
get  some  of  them  recalledi  that  I  have  hardly  time 
or  patience  to  write  a  short  preliace,  which  will  be 
proper  for  the  two  plays.  Howereri  I  will  make  it 
oat  on  reoeiTing  the  next  proofo. 

**  Tours  cTer,  Ac. 

*'  P.  S.  Please  to  append  the  letter  about  M« 
HeUmpmt  as  a  note  to  your  next  opportunity  of  the 
Tenes  on  Leander,  &c.|  &c.,  &q.,  in  Childe  Harold. 
Don't  forget  it  amid  your  multitudinous  ayocations, 
which  I  think  of  celebrating  in  a  Dithyrambio  Ode 
to  Albemarle  street, 

'*  Are  you  aware  that  Shelley  has  written  an  Ele- 
gron  Keats,t  and  accuses  the  Quarterly  of  killing 

'  Who  UI'd  John  Itett." 

•  I,'  mj»  lln  Q;auttr|y, 

So  rnngib  Md  T^utftrfj ; 
'  TvM  OM  of  nj  fcata.* 


•  Tte  poUi^rinl  Mflmus 
<Be  leodj  to  UU  nu,) 


"Ton  know  Tory  well  that  I  did  not  approve  of 
Keats*s  poetry,  or  principles  of  poetry,  or  of  his 
abuse  of  Pope ;  but,  as  he  is  dead,  omit  all  that  is 
■aid  aiboui  Aim  in  MSS.  of  mine,  or  Dublication. 
His  Hyperion  is  a  fine  monument,  ana  will  keep 
his  name.  I  do  not  envy  the  man  who  wrote  the 
article ;— you  Review-people  have  no  more  right  to 
kill  than  any  other  foot-pads.  However,  he  who 
would  die  of  an  article  in  a  Review  would  probably 
have  died  of  something  else  equally  trivial.  The 
same  thing  nearly  happened  to  Kiike  White,  who 
died  afterward  of  a  consumption/' 


which  gives,  I  think,  three  or  lour  stansas,  sent 
t^em  (they  s&j)  for  the  nonce  by  a  correspondent* 
perhaps  himself.  The  fact  is  easily  proved ;  for  I 
don't  understand  German,  and  there  was,  I  believe, 
no  translation — at  lefutt,  it  was  the  first  time  that  I 
ever  heard  of,  or  saw,  either  translation  or  original. 

*'I  remember  having  some  talk  with  Scmesel 
about  Alfieri,  whose  merit  ho  denies.  He  was  also 
wroth  about  the  Edinburgh  Review  of  Goethe,  which 
was  sharp  enough,  to  be  sure.  He  went  about  say- 
ing, too,  of  the  French — *  I  meditate  a  terrible  ven- 
geance against  the  French — I  wHl  prove  that  Mo- 
liere  is  no  poet.'       ♦  •  #  ♦  • 

"  I  don't  see  why  you  should  talk  of  *  declining.' 
When  I  saw  you,  you  looked  thinner,  and  yet 
younger,  than  you  did  when  we  parted  several  years 
before.  You  may  rely  upon  this  as  fact  If  it  were 
not,  I  should  say  notnifUf,  for  I  would  rather  not  saj 
unpleasant  personal  thmgs  to  any  one — ^but,  as  it 
was  the  pleasant  truth,  I  tell  it  you.  If  you  had  led 
my  life,  indeed,  changing  climates  and  connexions 
'-khinnina  yourself  with  fasting  and  purgative^^ 
besides  tne  wear  and  tear  of  the  vulture  passions, 
and  a  very  bad  temper,  besides,  you  might  talk  in 
this  way — ^but  you  I  I  know  no  man  who  looks  so 
well  for  his  years,  or  who  deserves  to  look  better 
and  to  be  better,  in  all  respects.  You  are  a  *  *  ♦, 
and,  what  is  perhaps  better  for  your  friends,  a  good 
fellow.  So,  don't  talk  of  decay,  but  put  in  for 
eighty,  as  you  well  may. 

**I  am,  at  present,  occupied  principally  about 
these  unhappy  proscriptions  and  exiles,  which  have 
taken  place  here  on  account  of  politics.  It  has 
been  a  miserable  sight  to  see  the  general  desolation 
in  families.  I  am  doing  what  I  can  for  them,  high 
and  low,  by  such  interest  and  means  as  I  possess  or 
can  bring  to  bear.  There  have  been  thousands  of 
these  proscriptions  within  the  last  month  in  the 
Exarchate,  or  (to  speak  modemly^  the  Legations. 
Yesterday,  too,  a  man  got  his  back  oroken,  m  extri- 
cating a  aog  of  mine  from  under  a  mill-wheel.  The 
dog  was  killed,  and  the  man  is  in  the  greatest  dan- 
ger. I  was  not  present-'it  happened  before  I  was 
up,  owing  to  a  stupid  boy  taking  the  dog  to  bathe  in 
a  dangerous  spot.  I  must,  of  course,  provide  for 
the  poor  fellow  while  he  lives,  and  his  family,  if  he 
dies.  I  would  gladly  have  g^ven  a  much  greater 
sum  than  that  will  come  to  that  he  had  never  been 
hurt  Pray,  let  me  hear  from  you,  and  excuse  haste 
and  hot  weather.  **  Yours,  Ac. 

•  ••«•# 

"  You  may  have  probably  seen  all  sorts  of  attacks 
upon  me  in  some  gazettes  m  England  some  months 
ago.  I  only  saw  them,  by  Murray's  bounty,  the 
other  day.  They  call  me  *  Flagiary,'  and  what  not 
I  think  I  now,  In  my  time,  have  been  acoused  of 
every  thing. 

"I  have  not  given  you  details  of  little  events 
here :  but  they  have  been  trying  to  make  me  out  to 
be  chief  of  a  conspiracy,  and  nothing  but  their 
want  of  proofs  for  an  Sngluh  investigation  has 
stopped  them.  Had  it  been  a  poor  native,  the  sus- 
picion were  enough,  as  it  has  been  for  hundreds. 

"  Why  don't  you  write  on  Napoleon  ?  I  have  no 
spirits,  nor  *  estro*  to  do  so.  His  overthrow,  from 
tne  beginning,  was  a  blow  on  the  head  to  me. 
Since  that  period,  we  have  been  the  slaves  of  fools. 
Excuse  this  long  letter.,  Beeo  a  translation  literal 
of  a  French  epigram. 

*«  Bffk,  baaotjr  uid  poet,  bM  tvo  Ihllo  alM% 


LETTER  DX. 

TO  MR.  MOO&B. 

•'  lUveam,  AnfoA  9, 18n< 

**  I  had  certainly  answered  your  last  letter,  though 
but  briefly,  to  the  part  to  which  you  refer,  merely 
■aying,  *  damn  the  controversy ; '  and  quoting  some 
Terses  of  George  Colman's,  not  as  allusive  to  you, 
but  to  the  disputants.  Did  you  receive  this  letter  ? 
It  imports  me  to  know  that  our  letters  are  not  inter- 
cepted or  mislaid. 

*'  Your  Berlin  drama^  is  an  honor,  unknown  since 
the  days  of  Elkanah  Settle,  whose  *  Emperor  of 
Morocco'  was  represented  by  the  court  ladies,  which 
was,  as  Johnson  says,  *  the  last  blast  of  inflamma- 
tion '  to  poor  Dryaen,  who  could  not  bear  it,  and 
fell  foul  of  Settle  without  mercy  or  moderation,  on 
account  of  that  and  a  firontispiece,  which  he  dared 
to  put  before  his  play. 

**  Was  not  your  showing  the  Memoranda  to  *  * 
aomewhat  penlous  ?  Is  there  not  a  facetious  allu- 
sion or  two  which  might  as  well  be  reserved  for 
posterity? 

**  I  know  Schlegel  well— that  is  so  say,  I  have  met 
hfan  occasionally  at  Copet  Is  he  not  also  touched 
lightly  in  the  Memoranda  ?  In  a  review  of  Childe 
Aarold,  canto  fourth,  three  years  ago,  in  Black- 
wood's Maffazine,  they  quote  some  stansas  of  an 
jlegy  of  Schlegel's  on  Rome,  from  which  they  say      ..  ^  ^  ^  „  ^,^         ^  ^ 

£^U«'ir;rer^^:;i\r4r^  ia^^^^fetA^^^ 

**  Is  there  no  chance  of  your  return  to  England,  ' 
t  Tfata  Boto  «M  onittad.  ^^^  ^^  ^^^  joumal  ?    I  would  have  publish^  the 

|TbHeh«ib<oci.ad»rttbMiNftif«,|NdbRMdotdMCo«tofBaib^a  two  plavs  in  it— two  or  three  scenes  per  numbei^ 
4»iMiofimDdodoiiihoFoaaorLdURoohh,uiwtikhUHpnoaatBnpaiw  and,  indeed,  a/7  of  mine  in  it    If  yon  went  to  Bag- 

3rBuiriKpenaBalBdFBniiion,udlhoEmpnHUlka«ohh.  land,  I  WOUld  dO  80  StilL" 


"  I  am  going  to  ride,  having  been  warned  not  to 
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LETTER  DXI. 


TO  in.  MUIL&AT. 


"  RATenaa,  Auguat  10, 1881. 

"Y«nr  condTict  to  Mr.  Moore  is  certainly  Tcry 
handsome ;  and  I  would  not  say  so  if  I  coula  help 
it,  for  you  are  not  at  present  by  any  means  in  my 
good  graces. 

**  With  regard  to  additions,  &c.,  there  is  a  jour- 
nal which  I  kept  in  1814,  which  you  may  ask  him 
for ;  also  a  journal  which  you  must  get  from  Mrs. 
Leigh,  of  my  journey  in  the  Alps,  which  contains 
nil  the  germs  of  Manfred.  I  have  also  kept  a  small 
diiory  here  for  a  few  months  last  winter,  which  I 
would  send  you,  and  any  continuation.  You  would 
find  easy  access  to  all  my  papers  and  letters,  and  do 
TUit  neglect  this  (in  case  of  accidents),  on  account  of 
the  mass  of  confusion  in  which  they  are  ;  for  out  of 
that  chaos  of  papers  jrou  will  find  some  curious  ones 
of  mine  and  others,  if  not  lost  or  destroyed.  If 
circumstances,  however,  (which  is  almost  impos- 
siblL',)  made  me  ever  consent  to  a  publication  in  my 
lifetime,  you  would,  in  that  case,  I  suppose,  make 
Moore  some  advance,  in  proportion  to  the  likelihood 
or  non-likelihood  of  success.  You  arc  both  sure  to 
•urvive  me,  however. 

*'  You  must  also  have  from  Mr.  Moore  the  cor- 
respondence between  me  and  Lady  Byron,  to  whom 
I  otiered  the  sight  of  all  which  regards  herself  in 
those  papers.  Tliis  is  important.  He  has  her 
I'Uter,  and  a  copy  of  my  answer.  I  would  rather 
Moore  edited  me  than  another. 

**  I  sent  vou  Valpy's  letter  to  decide  for  yourself, 
and  Stockdale's  to  amuse  you.  /  am  always  loyal 
with  you,  as  I  was  in  Oalignani's  affair,  and  you 
with  me — now  and  then. 

•'  I  return  you  Moore's  letter,  which  is  yery  credit- 
able to  him,  and  you,  and  me.        «'  Yours,  ever." 


LETTER  DXII. 

TO  MB.  MURB.A.T. 

*•  RateoDft,  Aufiwt  16,  1831. 

*•  1  regret  that  Holmes  can't  or  won't  come :  it  i^ 
rather  shabby,  as  I  was  always  very  civil  and  p.'iic- 
tual  with  him.  But  he  is  but  one  ♦  ♦  more.  One 
meets  with  none  else  among  the  English. 

*•  I  wait  the  proofs  of  the  MSS.  with  proper  iiu- 
patience. 

*•  So  you  have  published,  or  mean  to  publish,  the 
new  Juans  ?  Arn't  you  afraid  of  the  Constitutional 
Assassination  of  Bridge  street  ?  When  first  I  saw 
the  name  of  Murray  I  thought  it  had  been  yoiirs; 
but  was  solaced  by  seeing  that  your  synon) m*-  iis  an 
attorney,  and  tk.at  you  are  not  one  of  that  atrocious 
crew. 

*'  I  am  in  a  gp-eat  discomfort  about  the  probable 
war,  and  with  my  trustees  not  getting  me  out  of  the 
fimis.  If  the  funds  break,  it  is  my  intention  to  go 
open  the  highway.  All  the  other  English  profes- 
sions are  at  present  so  ungentlomanly  by  the  con- 
duct of  those  who  follow  them,  that  open  robbing  is 
the  only  fair  resource  left  to  a  man  of  any  princi- 
ples ;  it  is  even  honest,  in  comparison,  by  being  un- 
disguised. 

*♦  I  wrote  to  you  by  last  post,  to  say  that  you  had 
done  the  handsome  thing  by  Moore  and  the  Memo- 
randa. You  are  very  good  as  times  go,  and  would 
probably  be  still  better  but  for  the  'march  of 
events,'  (as  Napoleon  called  it,)  which  won't  permit 
any  body  to  be  better  than  they  should  be. 

"  Love  to  Gifford.     Believe  me,  &c. 

"P  8.  I  restore  Smith's  letter,  whom  thank  for 
his  good  opinion.  Is  the  bust  by  Thorwaldsen  ar- 
tived? 


LETTEI 


TO  ICB.  : 


"  Enclosed  are  the  two 
gard  to  the  charges*  aboi 
that  I  told  both  you  and 
that  there  was  not  a  sin 
taken  from  fact ;  not,  inc 
wreck,  but  aU  from  actua! 
Almost  all  Don  Juan  is  r 
or  from  people  I  knew, 
description  of  the  fumiti 
from  Tully'M  Tripoli^  (pn 
from  my  own  ooserTatic 
meant  to  conceal  this  ai 
stated  it,  because  Don  «) 
name  to  it.  If  you  think : 
statement,  do  so  in  your  c 
charges,  convinced  that 
less,  or  made  his  materia! 
is  coincidence:  for  insta 
really  excellejit  book,  I  a 
Venice  an  ocean  iiome ;  I 
sion  in  Foscari,  and  yet  y< 
written  months  ago,  an( 
*  Italv*  I  received  only  on 

**  Your  friend,  like  the 
my  dramatic  simplicity 
I  must  continue  so ;  no 
first.  I  admire  the  old 
this  is  quite  another  fiel 
with  theirs.  I  want  to  ; 
drama,  no  matter  wheth 
which  is  not  my  object, — 

**  P.  S.  Can't  accept  yoi 

«  For  Oiford  and  Ibi 
You  gvre  much  ro 
Which  ia  not  tiuri; 


«<  Bkkum  ir  a  Rve  d 
Be  worth  a  tkn  fai 
A  Um  lord  muit  b 


«  And  tr,  M  the  opin 
Vene  hath  a  beilei 
Cenei,  I  ahould  ha: 


■•  But  now  this  aheK 
^,  ir  you  mU,  1  al 
And,  if  you  wonH, 


"  These  matters  must 
Douglas  Kinnaird.  He  is 
honor.  To  him  yoii  can  i 
reasons,  which  you  might 
personally,  such  as,  '  lieay 
'  don't  go  off'—*  lordship  ' 
take  aovice'^  *  declining 
for  the  trade' — '  make  vcr 
by  him'^*  pirated  edition 
vcre  criticisms,' &c.,  with 
for  an  oration,  which  I  le 
orator,  to  answer. 

''You  can  also  state  thf 
person,  as  between  you  ant 
duce  some  smart  postsc 
adorn  our  mutual  arcnives. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  the  Que 
you  are." 


-v 


*  Some  crttfci  had  accoa 

*  See  Appendix  to  tha  • 


1  ^ 


UlTtHBS. 


•M 


xjrrTBiiDXiy 

TO  XB-XOOU. 


•*  rom  of  the  5fh  only  yMterd^  whik  I  had 
letters  of  the  8th  from  London.  Doth  the  poci 
diftble  into  our  letters  ?  Whaterer  agreement  yon 
aiake  with  Murray,  if  satisfactory  to  you,  must  be 
so  to  me.  There  need  be  no  scruple,  because, 
though  I  used  sometimes  to  buffoon  to  myself, 
losing  a  quibble  as  well  as  the  barbarian  hixnself. 
(Shakspeare,  to  wit)— *  that,  like  a  Spartan,  I  would 
■eQ  m;^  Ufe  as  lUarfy  as  possible'— it  nerer  was  my 
intention  to  turn  it  to  personal,  pecunianr  account, 
but  to  bequeath  it  to  a  friend— yourself— in  the 
erent  of  surriTorship.  I  anticipated  that  period, 
because  we  happenea  to  meet,  and  I  urged  you  to 
make  what  was  possible  now  by  it,  for  reasons 
which  are  obrious.  It  has  been  no  possible  0r»i»- 
HoH  to  me,  and  therefore  does  not  require  tne  ac- 
knowledgments you  mention.  80,  for  God's  sake, 
don't  consider  it  like  •  •  •  • 

"  By-the-way-,  when  you  write  to  Lady  Morgan, 
will  you  thank  her  for  ner  handsome  speeches  in 
in  her  book  about  my  books  ?  I  do  not  know  her 
address.  Her  work  is  fearless  and  excellent  on  the 
subject  of  Italy — ^pray  tell  her  so— and  I  know  the 
country.  I  wish  she  had  fallen  in  with  me,  I  could 
haye  told  her  a  thing  or  two  that  would  have  con- 
flrmod  her  positions. 

**  I  am  glad  that  you  are  satisfied  with  Murray, 
who  seems  to  value  dead  lords  more  than  live  ones. 
I  have  just  sent  him  the  following  answer  to  a  pio- 
yoflition  of  his  ;— 

**  For  OifiKduid  lirWaldccmve,  Se. 

The  argument  of  the  above  is,  that  he  wanted  to 
•  stint  me  of  my  sizings,'  as  Lear  says— ^hat  is  to 
say,  noi  to  propose  an  extravagant  pnce  for  an  ex- 
travagant poem,  as  is  becoming.  Pray  take  his  gui- 
neas by  all  mean»— /  taught  him  that.  He  mode 
me  a  mthy  offer  of  poundt  once,  but  I  told  him  that, 
fike  physfcians,  poets  must  be  dealt  with  in  guineas, 
as  being  the  only  advantage  poets  could  have  in  the 
associatiott  with  them,  as  votaries  of  Apollo.  I 
write  to  you  in  a  hurry  and  bustle,  which  1  wiU  ex- 
pound in  my  next.  **  Yours,  ever,  &c. 

"  P.  S.  You  mention  something,  of  an  attorney 
on  his  way  to  me  on  legal  business.  I  have  had 
no  warning  of  such  on  apparition.  What  can  the 
fallow  want  ?  I  have  some  lawsuits  and  business, 
hut  have  not  heard  of  any  thing  to  put  me  to  the 
txpesM  of  a  travelling  lawyer.  They  do  enough, 
fai  that  way  at  home. 

**  Ah,  poor  Queen  f  but  perhaps  it  is  fbr  the  best, 
if  Herodotus's  anecdote  is  to  be  believed       *       * 

**  Remember  me  to  any  friendly  Angles  of  our 
mutual  acquaintance.  Wnat  are  you  domg  ?  Here 
I  have  had  my  hands  fall  of  tyrants  and  their 
victims.  There  never  toot  such  oppression,  even  in 
Ireland,  scarcely ! " 


IJETTBE  DXV. 


TO  MB.  If  ITBIAT. 


ths  note  on  Bacon  and  Toltsire  ?  and  one  of  tk« 
oonduding  stansas  sent  as  an  addition  ?— beoanse  it 
ended,  I  suppose,  with— 

"  And  do  not  Ifatk  two  Tbtncwi  uak  Ihr  Rib 
Into  that  moral  cmMur,  ou  and  vUb* 


'  Now,  I  must  say,  once  for  all,  that  I  will  not 
permit  any  human  being  to  take  such  liberties  wltii 
my  writings  because  I  ajn  absent.  I  "desire  the 
omission  to  be  replaced  (except  the  stanxa  on 
Semiramis),— particularly  the  stanza  upon  the 
Turkish  marriages ;  and  I  request  that  the  whole 
be  caxeAilly  gone  over  with  the  MS. 

**  I  never  saw  such  stuff  as  is  printed ;— OuZfeyai 
instead  of  Qu/beyaz,  &c.  Are  you  aware  that 
Gulbeyas  is  a  real  name  and  the  other  nonsense  r 
I  copied  the  eantoe  out  carefully,  so  that  there  is  no 
excuse,  as  the  printer  read,  or  at  least  prints,  the 
MS.  of  the  plays  without  error. 

"  If  you  have  no  feeling  for  yoipr  own  reputatioDi 
pray  have  some  littie  for  mine.  I  have  read  over 
the  poem  carefully,  and  I  tell  you,  it  ie  poetry^ 
Your  little  envious  knot  of  parson-poets  may  say- 
what  they  please :  time  will  show  that  I  am  not  in 
this  instance  mistaken. 

'  Desire  my  friend  Hobhouse  to  correct  the  press, 
especially  of  the  last  canto,  from  the  manuscript  as 
it  IS.  It  is  enough  to  drive  one  out  of  one's  reason 
to  see  the  infemiu  torture  of  words  from  the  orig- 
inal.   For  instance,  the  line- 


Also  * precarioiu*  for  ^precocioua;*  and  this  Hoe, 
8tanzal33w 


**AMilUattr9ifm 


«  4^M  l»  Sr«  M  lH^«r. 


fA^gwtsiiUn. 

•'  1  have  received  the  Juaas,  which  are  printed  so 
eareletely,  espedallv  the  fifth  canto,  as  to  be  dis- 
graceful to  me,  and  not  creditable  to  you.  It  really 
must  be  ^ofie  over  again  with  the  manuseript,  the 
errors  are  so  gross ;— words  added«-H>hanffed— so  as 
to  make  caco])hony  and  nonsense.  You  have  been 
careless  of  this  poem  because  some  of  your  squad 
don't  approve  of  it ;  but  I  tell  you  that  it  will  be 
long  before  you  see  any  thing  half  so  good  as  poetry 
m  writing.    'Dpon  what  principle  have  you  omitted 


Now  do  turn  to  the  manuscript,  and  see  if  I  ever 
wrote  such  a  liiu;  it  is  iht  verse. 

*'  No  wonder  the  poem  should  fail,  (which,  how- 
ever, it  won't,  you  will  see,)  with  such  things  allowed 
to  creep  about  it.  Replace  what  is  omitted,  and  cor- 
rect what  is  so  shamenilly  misprinted,  ana  let  the 
poem  have  fair  play ;  and  I  fear  nothing. 

**  I  see  in  the  last  two  numbers  of  the  Quarterly  a 
strong  itching  to  assail  me,  (see  the  review  of  *  The 
Etonian;*)  let  it,  and  see  if  they  shan't  hav« 
enough  of  it.  I  do  not  allude  to  Gnfford,  who  has 
always  been  my  friend,  and  whom  I  do  not  considev 
as  responsible  for  the  articles  written  by  others. 

**  You  will  publish  the  plays  when  ready.  I  am 
in  such  a  humor  about  this  printing  of  Don  Juan 
so  inaccurately  that  I  must  dose  this. 

"Yours. 

"  P.  8.  I  presume  that  you  have  not  lost  ths 
ttanxa  to  which  I  allude  ?  It  was  sent  afterward: 
look  over  my  letters  and-flnd  it." 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

•  *•••• 


LETTER  DXVLt 

TO  MB.  MUBIULT. 

'*  Th6>  enclosed  letter  is  written  in  bad  humor,  but 
not  without  provocation.  However,  let  it  (that  is, 
the  bad  humor)  go  for  little ;  but  I  must  reciuest 
your  serious  attention  to  the  abuses  of  the  printer, 
which  ought  never  to  have  been  peimitted.  You 
forget  that  all  the  fools  in  London  (ths  chief  pur- 
chasers of  your  publications)  will  condemn  in  me 
tiie  stupidity  of  your  printer.  For  instance,  in  tho 
notes  to  canto  fifth,  *  tiie  AdnaHe  shore  of  the  Bos 


•  CometBdiitkfaadltloa. 

t  WsitiMfatte€Bt«lDf»iril»p«adl«MM» 
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phoTim'  iiiRtead  of  the  Asiatic!  f  All  this  may! 
seem  little  to  you,  so  fine  a  gentleman,  with  your 
ministerial  connexions,  but  it  is  serious  to  me,  who 
am  thousands  of  miles  otf,  and  have  no  opportunity 
of  not  proving  myself  the  fool  your  printer  makes 
me,  except  your  pleasure  and  leisure,  forsooth. 

*'The  gods  prosper  you,  and  forgive  you,  fori 
Mn't." 

•  ••••• 


LETTER  DXVII. 

TO  MR.   MOORE. 

"RmTenoa,  BojA.  9,  IIBI. 

"  By  Mr.  Mawman,  (a  paymaster  in  the  corps,  in 
which  you  and  I  are  privates,)  I  yesterday  expedited 
to  your  address,  under  cover  one,  two  paper  books, 
containing  the  Giaour-n&\,  and  a  thinj?  or  two.  It 
won't  do— even  for  the  posthumous  public — but  ex- 
tracts from  it  may.  It  is  a  brief  and  faithful  chroni- 
cle of  a  month  or'so— parts  of  it  not  very  discreet, 
but  sufficiently  sincere.  Mr.  Mawman  saith  that  he 
will,  in  person  or  per  friend,  have  it  delivered  to  you 
in  your  Elysian  fields. 

"  If  you  have  got  the  new  Juans,  recollect  that 
there  are  some  very  gr«ss  printer's  blunders,  partic- 
ularly in  the  fifth  canto, — such  as  •  praise  *  for  *  pair  ' 
—  *  precarious  *  for  *  precocious  '  —  •  Adriatic  *  for 
*  Asiatic  '— '  case  *  for  *  chase  * — ^besides  gifts  of  addi- 
tional words  and  syllables,  which  make  but  a  ca- 
cophonous rhythraus.  Put  the  pen  through  the  said, 
as  I  would  mine  through  Murray's  ears  if  I  were 
along  side  of  him.  As  it  is,  I  have  sent  him  a  rat- 
tling letter,  as  abusive  as  possible.  Though  he  is 
Sublisher  to  the  *  Board  of  Lon</itude,'  he  is  in  no 
anger  of  diKcovering  it. 

**  1  am  packing  for  Pisa— but  direct  your  letters 
here,  till  farther  notice. 

**  Yours  ever,  &c.** 

[One  of  the  **  paper  books  "  mentioned  in  this  let- 
ter as  intrusted  to  >Ir.  Mawman  for  me,  contained 
a  portion,  to  the  amount  of  nearly  a  hundred  pages, 
of  a  prose  story,  relating  the  adventures  of  a  young 
Andalusian  nobloman,  which  had  been  begun  by  him, 
at  Venice,  in  1817,  of  which  the  following  is  an  ex- 
tract.—3foortf.] 


**  A  few  hours  after>vard  we  were  very  good  friends, 
and  a  few  days  after  she  set  out  for  Arragon,  with 
my  son,  on  a  visit  to  her  father  and  mother.  I  did 
not  accompany  her  immediately,  having  been  in 
Arragon  before,  but  was  to  join  the  family  in  their 
Moorish  chateau  within  a  few  weeks. 

"During  her  journey  I  received  a  very  affection- 
ate letter  from  Donna  Josepha,  apprizing  me  of  the 
welfare  of  herself  and  my  son.  On  her  arrival  at 
the  chateau,  I  received  another  still  more  affection- 
ate, pressing  me,  in  very  fond,  and  rather  foolish 
terms,  to  join  her  immediately.  As  I  was  preparing 
to  set  out  from  Seville,  I  received  a  third — this  was 
from  her  father,  Don  Jose  di  Cardozo,  who  requested 
me,  in  the  politest  manner,  to  dissolve  my  marriage. 
I  answered  him  with  equal  politeness,  th'at  I  would 
do  no  such  thing.  A  fourth  letter  arrived — it  was 
from  Donna  Josepha,  in  which  she  informed  me 
that  her  father's  letter  was  written  by  her  particular 
desire.  I  requested  the  reason  by  return  of  post — 
she  replied,  by  express,  that  as  reason  had  nothing 
to  do  with  the  matter,  it  was  unnecessary  to  give 
any — but  that  she  was  an  injured  and  excellent 
woman.  I  then  inquired  why  she  had  written  to  me 
the  two  preceding  affectionate  letters,  reoucsting 
me  to  come  to  Arragon.  She  answered,  that  was 
because  she  believed  me  out  of  my  senses — that, 
being  unfit  to  take  care  of  myself,  I  had  only  to  set 
out  on  thi«  journey  alone,  and  make  my  way  with- 


out difficulty  to  Don  Jose 
there  have  found  the  tei 
strait  waistcoat. 

"  I  had  nothing  to  reply 
but  a  reiteration  of  my  req 
the  subject.  I  was  answei 
be  related  to  the  Inquisiti 
our  domestic  discrepancy  h 
of  discussion  ;  and  the  woi 
justly,  not  only  in  Arragon 
mined  that  I  was  not  only 
Spain  could  produce  nob 
case  was  supposed  to  comp 
could,  and  several  which  c 
and  little  less  than  an  auto 
the  result.  But  let  no  mai 
doned  by  our  friends  in  ad 
reverse.  Mine  thronged 
adWse,  and  console  me  wit 
Thev  told  me  all  that  was, 
on  the  subject.  They  sho< 
horted  me— deplored  me,  ^ 
and — went  to  oimier." 


LETTER  ; 

TO  MR.  Ml 


"By  Saturday's  post,  I 
furibund   Utter  upon  the 
blunders  in  Don  Juan.     1 1 
tion  to  the  topic,  though 
into  sullenncss. 

•'  Yesterday  I  received 
yours,  and  because  he  is  a  fi 
more  than  I  would  do  in  ar 
those  whom  I  honor.  I  ws 
among  packages  even  to  th 
for  I  am  going  to  Pisa  in 
sent  and  am  sending  ofi"  m; 
me  that,  my  books  and  eve 
could  not  send  you  a  few  t 
but  they  were  all  sealed  an( 
made  it  a  month's  work  to 
gave  him  an  envelope,  wit! 
alluded  to  in  my  Gilchrist  i 
make  it  out  for  you,  and  i 
and  him  too,  the  apclliiitr  p 
cani^^  of  whom  they  call  m 
mean  '  Americans,'  which 
Roinaffna  to  a  part  of  the  ( 
to  the  popular  part,  the  tri 
They  are  originally  a  socio 
est,  who  took  the  name  of 
ent  comprise  some  thousan 
you  farther  into  the  secret, 
puted  with  the  post  maste 
me  their  chief,  I  know  n 
'  Legion,  being  many.'  E 
more  honor  than  pront,  for 
secuted,  it  is  fit  that  I  sho 
have  done,  as  far  as  my  me 
will  rise  again  some  day,  f 
ernraent  are  blundering  :  th 
nothituji  for  they  have  arre 
of  their  oicn  party,  and  let  < 
their  friends. 

*'  What  think'st  thou  of 

"  Address  to  me  here  as 
ther  from  me. 

*  By  Mawman  I  have  sei 
but  it  won't  do  for  the  publ 
of  it  won't  \— parts  may. 

"  I  read  over  the  Juans 
Your  squad  are  quite  wron| 


>  An  uKkkjiiioiM  IcCter  vbich  be  had  i 
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m,  ftnd  to  bare  entered  into  iu 
ns,  quorum  jmrteM  fuimtis.  Both 
d  by  ttiu  much  wbich  Dotking  dn/tt 
t  UR.  *'Yoai-i, 

oae  of  your  brethren,  another  of 
|fna  of  Gfttb  street,  the  other  day, 
at,  by  whom  I  soiU  duo  homaac  to 
',  To-tnorrQiflf's  poet  may  perhapt 
m  yon,  but  you  arc  the  most  un- 
p-acious  of  correApoDd(?nts.  But 
use  for  youj  with  your  perpetual 
ni,  parsons,  seribblen,  and  Loun- 
I  will  gWe  you  apoetiul  catalo«>)^ 


LETTER  DXX, 

TO   MIL    MOOEB. 

lines,*  AS  you  will  directly  per- 
by  the  Rct.  W.  L.  Bowles,    01 
m  to  deny  them  if  they  are  not* 
mra  eTcr  and  most  afTectifiiialely, 

"B. 
m  forgive  this  ?  It  is  only  a  reply 
[Hit  my  ttaliaiis.  Of  course  I  wiQ 
against  all  mciL^  but  it  is  hearts 
icn  things  in  a  people  as  the  re- 
iiredeemcd  •••***  in  an  op- 
I  our  apotheosis  h  now  rf?dnced  to 
welcome,  aijd  their  gratitude  to 
ed  by  their  atrocious  adulation  of 


ETTER  DXXL 


fO   »l^    MO  ORG. 


s  sweat,  dust,  and  blasphemy  of  k 
of  all  my  things,  furniture,  &e>, 
1  go  for  the  wmter*  The  cause 
of  all  my  fellow  Carlson ies,  and, 
the  whole  family  of  Madame  G., 
raji  divorced  from  hei*  hnsband  laat 
,t  of  P.  P.  clerk  of  thia  pariah,* 
i  to  join  her  father  and  relatives, 
!,  to  avoid  being  shut  up  in  a  mo- 
he  Pope's  decree  of  separation  re- 
side in  c€isa  patema,  or  else,  for 
n  a  eonrent.  As  I  eould  not  say, 
!^t  thee  to  a  nunnery,'  i  am  prepar* 
1. 

ork,  this  love,  and  prcTents  all  a 
good  or  glory^  1  wanted  to  go  to 
every  thing  seems  up  here)  with 
is  a  ver>'  tine,  brave  fellow,  (1  hate 
he  proof,)  and  wild  about  lilMsrty* 
a  woman  who  has  left  a  husband 
he  weakne?^  of  otie'^zi  own  heartt 
>  these  projects,  and  I  can  hardly 

led  in  choice  between  Switzerland 
,  I  give  mv  vote  for  Pijfa,  as  nearei 
a  J  whiih  I  love  for  the  sake  of  the 
ashes  and  for  my  young  TeeoUec- 
Switzerlund  is  a  earaed,  selfish, 
of  brutes,  placed  in  the  most  ro- 
th e  world.     I  never  could  bear  the 


V  qC  Cumn  Jn  did  M$  Ufe  »f  ih^l  Lm^  trtahmtu 

Ujo  irnd  of  Uw  vrrft^  iLpa  tbeam  wokIm,  :  {•' 
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inhabitantB,  and  still  less  their  English  visitors ;  for 
*rhich  reason,  after  writing  for  some  information 
about  houses,  upon  hearing  that  there  was  a  colony 
of  English  all  over  the  cantons  of  Geneva,  &c.,  I 
immediately  gave  up  the  thought,  and  persuaded 
the  Gambas  to  do  the  same. 

**  By  last  post  I  sent  you  *  the  Irish  Avatar,*— 
what  think  you  ?  The  last  line — *  a  name  never 
spoke  but  with  curses  or  jeers ' — must  run  either 

*  a  name  only  uttered  with  curses  or  jeers,'  or  '  a 
wretch  never  named  but  with  curses  or  jeers.'  Be- 
case  as  how^  '  spoke '  is  not  grammar,  except  in  the 
House  of  Commons ;  and  I  doubt  whether  we  can 
say  •  a  name  spoken^  for  mentiofied.  I  have  some 
doubts,  too,  about  'repay,* — 'and  for  murder  repay 
with  a  shout  and  a  smile.'  Should  it  not  be,  *  an^ 
for  murder  repay  him  with  shouts  and  a  smile,'  or 

*  retpard  him  witn  shouts  and  a  smile  ? ' 

"So,  pray  put  your  poetical  pen  through  the  MS. 
and  take  the  least  bad  of  the  emendations.  Also, 
if  there  be  any  farther  breaking  of  Priscian's  head, 
will  you  api^ly  a  plaster  ?  I  wrote  in  the  greatest 
hurry  and  fury,  and  sent  it  to  you  the  day  after ;  so, 
doubtless,  there  will  be  some  awful  constructions, 
and  a  rather  lawless  conception  of  rhythmus. 

"Wifc  respect  to  what  Anna  Scw'ard  calls  'the 
liberty  of  transcript,' — when  complaining  of  Miss 
Matilda  Muggleton,  the  accomplished  daughter  of 
a  choral  >'icir  of  Worcester  Cathedral,  who  had 
abused  the  said  '  liberty  of  transcript,'  by  inserting 
in  the  Malvern  Mercury,  Miss  Seward's  '  Elegy  on 
the  South  Pole,'  as  her  oum  production,  with  her 
ovm  signature,  two  years  after  naving  taken  a  copy 
by  permission  of  the  authoress — with  regard,  I  say 
to  the  •  liberty  of  transcript,'  I  by  no  means  oppose 
an  occasional  copy  to  the  benevolent  few,  provided 
it  does  not  degenerate  into  such  licentiousness  of 
verb  and  noun  as  may  tend  to  *  disparage  my  parts 
of  speech  '  by  the  carelcshness  of  the  transcri'bblers. 

*•!  do  not  think  that  there  is  much  danger  of  the 

*  King's  Press  being  abused '  upon  the  occasion,  if 
the  publishers  of  journals  have  any  regard  for  their 
remaining  liberty  of  perse  n.  It  is  as  pretty  a  piece 
of  invective  ns  ever  ptit  publisher  in  the  way  to 
'Botany.'  Therefore,  if  they  meddle  with  it,  it  is 
at  their  peril.  As  for  myself,  I  will  answer  any 
jontleman  —  though   I   by   no    means    recognize  a 

*  right  of  search'  into  an  unpublished  prodiiction 
and  unavowed  poem.  The  same  applies  to  things 
published  sniis  consent.  I  hope  you  like,  at  least, 
the  concluding  lines  of  the /oem/ 

"  What  are  V(mi  doing,  and  where  are  you  ?  in 
England  ?  Nail  Murray — noil  him  to  his  own  coun- 
ter, till  ho  shells  out  the  thirteens.  Since  I  wrote 
to  you,  I  have  sent  him  another  tragedy—'  Cain ' 
byname — ^making  three  in  MS.  now  in  his  hands, 
or  in  the  printer's.  It  is  in  the  Manfred,  metaphys- 
ical style,  and  full  of  some  Titanic  declamation; — 
Lucifer  being  one  of  the  dram.  pers.  who  takes 
Cain  a  voyage  among  the  stars,  and,  afterwards, 
to  *  Hades,'  where  he  shows  the  phantoms  of  q 
former  world,  and  its  inhabitants.  I  have  gone 
upon  the  notion  of  Cuvier,  that  the  world  has  been 
destroyed  three  or  four  times,  and  was  inhabited  by 
mammoths,  behemoths,  and  what  not ;  but  not  by 
man  till  the  Mosaic  period,  as,  indeed,  is  proved  by 
the  strata  of  bones  found ; — those  of  all  unknown 
animals,  and  known,  being  dug  out,  but  none  of 
mankind.  I  have,  therefore,  supposed  Cain  to  be 
shown,  in  the  rational  Preadamites,  being  endowed 


three  acts,  and  entitled  ' 
the  former  Christian  cust 
it  probably  will  remain  to 
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"After  the  stanza  on 
'  His  soul  o'er  the  freedo 
will  it  please  you  to  cause 
following  'Aadenda,'  whi 
to-day's  siesta : 

•«  Erer  floikiHi  Onic 

I  will  tell  you  what  to  d( 
of  the  whole  carefully  anc 
your  lines  were  on  the  Na 
and  distribute  the  rest  a( 
sure. 

"  I  am  in  a  fine  vein,  *  so 
igality  ! ' — So,  here's  to  y 
grog.  Pray  write,  that  I 
post — address  to  me  at  P; 
joy  I 

''Where  are  you?  in  Pi 
will  take  care  that  there 
author's,  as  in  the  Naples 
yttuaat." 
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with  a  higher  intelligence  than  man,  but  totally 
nnlike  him  in  form,  and  with  much  greater  strengtn 
of  mind  and  person.  You  may  suppose  the  small 
talk  which  takes  place  between  him  and  Lucifer 
upon  these  matters  is  not  quite  canonical. 

"The  consequence  is,  tliat  Cain  comes  back  and 
kills  Abel  in  a  fit  of  dissatisfaction,  partly  with  the 
politics  of  Paradise,  which  had  driven  them  all  out 


"  You  need  not  send  '  th 
buff'ooncry,  never  meant  fo 

"  The  papers  to  which  I 
vorship,  ore  collections  of 
sixteen  years  old,  contain 
care  of  Mr.  Hobhouse.  T 
doubled  by  those  I  have  no 
my  last  ostracism.  To  t 
editor  to  have  access,  not  U 
cotifiderireSf  nor  of  hurtin* 
spondcnts  living,  nor  the" 
but  there  are  things  which 
have  left  unnoticed  or  unci 
all  such  things)  time  only 
or  explained,  though  some 
task  will  of  course  require 
not  be  wanting,  if  Moore  ai 
and,  I  may  add,  yourself 
three  do  so  is,  I  assure  yc 
I  am  not  sure  that  long  1 
my  temper  and  constitutioi 
which  of  course  I  suppres 
breaks  out  when  alone,  and 
of  myself.  It  has  been  dec 
long-past  events,  (I  do  no 
&c.— on  the  contrary,  that 
secution  giving  a  fillip  to  ] 
constitutional,  as  I  have  re 
know,  or  you  do  not  know, 
father,  (a  very  clever  man, 
was  strongly  suspected  of 
drowned  in  the  Avon  at  1: 
very  near  relative  of  the  sa 
ana  was  merely  saved  by  an 
these  events  there  was  no  a 
rich,  respected,  and  of  con: 


-  ,  sources,  hardly  forty  yeare 

01  It,  and  partly  because  (as  it  is  written  in  Genesis)  addicted  to  any  unhinging 

Abel's  sacrifice  was  the  more  acceptable  to  the  Dei-  — 

Ijr.    I  trust  that  the  Rhapsody  has  arrived— it  is  in  I  •am  Pom 
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Mil  ft  itnas  wufkSML  oiHng  to  the  naimer  of  fab 
iwlfa  ftii4  Ids  metunNkoij  temper.  The  mdondhad 
ft  eftiiM»  Imt  it  doM  not  bMOOM  me  to  tott«h  vpon 
it:  it  faftfjipeBed  when  I  wfts  far  too  younv  to  be 
ftwire  of  it,  and  I  nerer  heard  of  it  till  after  the 
death  of  that  reUthre,  many  yean  afterward.  I 
think,  then,  that  I  may  caU  thia  dejeetion  eonatU^ 
HonoL  I  had  always  been  told  tiiat  I  reeenbled 
more  mi  maternal  vrandfather  than  any  of  my 
fatkef*$  umily-^thftt  is,  in  the  gloomier  part  of  his 
temper,  for  he  was  what  yon  oall  a  good-natured 
aan,  and  I  am  not. 

**  The  Journal  here  I  lent  to  Moore  the  other  day ; 
bnt  as  it  is  a  mere  diary,  only  pajrti  of  it  would  eyer 
do  for  publication.  The  other  journal  of  the  tour 
in  1810, 1  should  think  Augusta  might  let  you  hare 
ft.  eopy  of. 

"  I  am  much  mortified  that  Gifford  don't  take  to 
my  new  dramas.  To  be  sure,  they  are  as  opposite 
to  the  English  dramft  as  one  thing  can  be  to  an- 
other ;  bnt  I  haye  a  notion  that,  if  understood,  they 
wiU  in  time  find  fayor  fthough  nsi  on  the  stage; 
with  the  reader.  The  simplicity  of  plot  is  inten- 
tional, and  the  ayoidanoe  of  raint  also,  as  also  the 
compression  of  the  speeches  in  the  more  seyere 
situations.  What  I  seek  to  show  in  *  the  Fosoaris ' 
Is  the  mppreuad  passions,  rether  then  the  rant  of 
the  present  dfty.    For  thftt 


•Kir.iriboa'ltiiKNMk, 
rn  ram  M  wdl  M  tfioa  *— 

would  not  be  difficult,  as  I  think  I  haye  shown  In 
my  younger  productions,— Mof  dram<Uie  ones,  to  be 
sure.  But,  as  I  said  before,  I  am  mortified  that 
Oifibrd  don't  like  them ;  but  I  see  no  remedy,  our 
notions  on  that  subject  being  so  diiferent.  How  is 
he ?— well,  I  hope;— 4et  me  know.  I  regret  his 
demur  the  more  that  he  has  been  always  my  grand 
patron,  and  I  know  no  praise  whioh  would  compen- 
sate me  in  my  own  mind  for  his  censure.  I  do  not 
mind  jRsomios,  as  I  oaa  work  them  ftt  their  own 
weapons.  '<  Tofuxs,  Ac." 

"Address  to  me  ftt  Pisoy  whither  I  am  going, 
The  reason  is,  that  all  my  Italian  friends  here  hare 
been  exiled,  end  an  met  there  for  the  present,  and 
I  go  to  join  them,  as  agreed  upon,  for  the  winter." 


LBTTBB  DXXIV. 


TO  XX.  XVBEAT. 


<*  I  haye  been  thinking  oyer  our  late  correspond- 
ence, and  wish  to  propose  to  you  the  following 
artieles  for  our  ftitnre: 

"  Istly.  That  you  shall  write  to  me  of  yourself, 
of  the  health,  wealth,  and  welfare  of  all  friends ;  but 
of  me  (gvoad  me)  little  or  nothing. 

**2dly.  That  you  shall  send  me  soda-powders, 
tooth-powder,  tooth-brushes,  or  sny  such  anti- 
odontalffie  or  chemical  articles,  as  heretofore,  *  ad 
libitum,^  upon  being  reimbursed  for  the  same. 

"  3dly.  That  you  shall  not  send  me  any  modem, 
or  (as  they  are  Mlled)  new  publications,  m  BngUah 
Mphataoeter,  saye  and  excepting  any  writing,  prose  or 
Terse,  of  (or  reasonably  presumed  to  be  of)  Walter 
Scott,  Crabbe,  Moore,  Campbell,  Rooers,  Gilford, 
Joanna  Baillie,  Irvingi  (the  American,)  Hogs,  Wil- 
"'     '  '     '  ""  "  a,)  or  any  especial .  ' 


•on,  (the  Isle  of  Palms  man^, ^  _     ^ 

work  of  faxiey  which  is  thought  to  be  of  eonsidtfar 
ble  merit ;  Voyaaee  and  Travels,  proyided  that  they 
are  neither  m  Greece^  Spaifit  Ana  Minor,  Albania, 
nor  Italy,  wffl  be  welcome.  Haying  trayelled  the 
countries  mentioned,  I  know  that  what  is  said  of 
them  can  conyey  nothing  farther  whioh  I  desire  to 
know  about  them.— No  other  English  works  what- 


whfttBoerer— fio  Bdinburgh,  Quftrterly,  Mont]ifar> 
nor  ftn^  retiew,  magazine,  or  newspaper,  BngfiM 
or  foreign,  of  any  description. 

"ffthfy.  That  you  send  me  no  opinions  whatso 
oyer,  either  jjrood,  oad,  or  indifferent,  of  yourself,  or 
your  friends,  or  others,  concerning  any  work,  of 
works,  of  mine,  past,  present,  or  to  come. 

'*  6thly.  That  all  negotiations  in  matters  of  busi« 
ness  between  you  and  me  pass  through  the  medium 
of  the  Hon.  Douglas  BLinnaird,  my  friend  and  trus- 
tee, or  Mr.  Hobbouse,  as  *  Alter  ego,'  and  tanta 
mount  to  myself  during  m^  absence— or  presence. 

**  Some  of  these  propositions  may  at  first  seem 
strange,  but  the^  are  founded.  The  quantity  of 
trash  1  haye  receiyed  as  books  is  incalculable,  and 
neither  amused  nor  instructed.  Reyiews  and  mag- 
azines are  at  the  best  but  ephemeral  and  superficial 
reading : — who  thinke  of  the  orand  article  of  last 
year  in  any  ffiven  Review  t  In  the  next  place,  if 
they  regara  myself,  they  tend  to  increase  egotiem. 
If  layorable,  I  do  not  deny  that  the  praise  eiatee^ 
and  if  unfayorable,  that  the  abuse  irriiatet.  The 
latter  may  conduct  me  to  infiict  a  species  of  satire^ 
which  would  neither  do  good  to  you  nor  to  your 
friends :  they  may  smile  now,  and  so  may  you ;  but 
if  I  took  you  all  m  hand,  it  would  not  be  difficult  to 
cut  you  up  like  gourds.  I  did  as  muc^  by  as  now^ 
erftti  people  at  nineteen  ^ears  old,  and  I  know  fittla 
as  yet,  in  three-and-thirty,  which  should  preyent 
me  from  making  all  your  ribs  gridirons  for  your 
hearto,  if  such  were  my  propensity:  but  it  is  ftotf 
therefore  let  me  hear  none  of  your  proyocations. 
If  any  thing  occurs  so  yery  gross  as  to  require  my 
notice,  I  shall  hear  of  it  from  my  legal  friends.  For 
the  rest,  I  merely  request  to  be  left  in  iffnoranee. 

*'  The  same  applies  to  opinions,  ^ooa,  bad,  or  tn^ 
different,  of  persons  in  conyersation  or  correspond- 
ence. These  do  not  ifvterrupt,  but  they  toil,  the 
current  of  my  mind,  I  am  sensitive  enough,  but 
not  till  I  am  troubled;  and  here  I  am  beyond  ths 
touch  of  the  short  arms  of  literary  England,  except 
the  few  feelers  of  the  polypus  that  crawl  over  the 
channels  in  the  way  of  extract 

**  All  these  orecautions  in  England  would  be  use- 
less ;  the  libeller  or  the  flatterer  would  there  reach 
me  in  spite  of  all ;  but  in  Italy  we  know  little  of 
literary  England,  and  think  less,  except  what 
reaches  us  through  some  garbled  and  brief  extract 
in  some  miserable  gazette.  For  two  years  (excepts 
ing  two  or  three  articles  cut  out  and  sent  to  youoj 
the  post)  I  neyer  read  a  newspaper  which  was  not 
forceid  upon  me  by  some  accident,  and  know,  upon 
the  whole,  as  littie  of  Ensland  as  you  do  of  Italy, 
and  God  knows  that  is  little  enough,  with  all  your 
trayels,  &c.,  &o.,  &e.  The  English  trsTellers  kno» 
Italy  as  you  know  Guernsey :  how  much  is  that  t 

"If  any  thing  occurs  so  riolentiy  gross  or  penon* 
al  as  requires  notice,  Mr.  Douslas  &inn9ird  will  1st 
me  ibioip  ;  but  of  praise,  I  desire  to  hear  nothing. 

<*  Y<m  will  say,  <  to  what  tends  aU  this?'  Iwili 
answer  that  ; — to  keep  my  nun^Jree  and  unbiased 
by  all  paltry  and  personal  irritebuitieo  of  praise  er 
censure— to  let  my  genius  take  Ite  natural  directiont 
while  my  feelings  are  like  the  dead,  who  know 
nothing  and  iSeei  nothing  of  all  or  aught  that  ia 
said  or  done  in  their  regara. 

**  If  you  can  obserye  these  conditions,  yo«  will 
spare  yourself  and  others  some  pain ;  let  me  not  bo 
worked  upon  to  rise  up ;  for  if  X  do.  it  will  not  ba 
for  a  littw.  If  you  canmft  obsenre  tiiese  comditioBS, 
shall  cease  to  be  oonrespondenta,— but  not 
Mends,  for  I  shall  always  be  yours  and  eyes  truly, 

«*BnH>v. 

"  P.  8.  I  haye  token  these  resolutions,  not  from 
any  irritation  against  you  or  yours,  but  simply  upon 
reflection  that  all  reafing,  either  praise  or  censure, 
of  myself  has  done  me  harm.  When  I  was  ia 
Switzerland  and  Greece,  I  was  out  of  the  way  of 
hearing  either,  and  how  I  ufrote  <Asrv/— in  Italy  1 
am  out  of  the  way  of  it  too;  but  Utterly,  partly 
through  my  frtult,  and  partly  through  your  mmdusm 
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in  wishing  to  send  me  the  netveH  and  most  periodi- 
cal publications,  I  have  had  a  crowd  of  Reviews, 
&c.,  thrust  upon  me,  which  have  bored  me  with 
their  jargon,  of  one  kind  or  another,  and  taken  off 
my  attention  Trom  greater  objects.  You  have  also 
Bent  me  a  parcel  of  trash  of  poetry,  for  no  reason 
that  I  can  conceive,  unless  to  provoke  me  to  write 
a  new  *  English  Bards.'  Now  this  I  wish  to  avoid  ; 
for  if  ever  1  do,  it  will  be  a  strong  production ;  and 
I  desire  peace  as  long  as  the  fools  will  keep  their 
nonsense  out  of  my  way." 


LETTER  DXXV. 

TO  MR.  MOORE. 


97, 18n. 


"  It  was  not  Murray's  fault.  I  did  not  send  the 
MS.  overture,  but  I  send  it  now,*  and  it  may  be 
restored ;— or,  at  any  rate,  you  may  keep  the  orig- 
mal,  and  give  any  copies  you  please.  I  send  it,  as 
written,  and  as  I  read  it  to  you— I  have  no  other 
copy. 

•*  By  last  week's  two  posts,  in  two  packets,  I  sent 
to  your  address,  at  Fam^  a  longish  poem  upon  the 
late  Irishism  of  vour  countrvmen  in  their  reception 
J:  *  *  *•  ^^'^^'  "^^®  y°"  received  it  ?  It  is  in  •  the 
high  Roman  fashion,'  and  full  of  ferocious  fantasv 
As  you  could  not  well  take  up  the  matter  with 
Paddy,  (being  of  the  same  nest,)  I  have;— but  I 
hope  still  that  I  have  done  justice  to  his  great  men 
and  his  pood  heart.  As  for  •  •  ♦,  you  will  find  it 
hud  on  with  a  trowel.  I  delight  in  your  *  fact  his- 
torical '— M  it  a  fact  ?  "  Yours,  &c. 

•*  P.  S.  You  have  not  answered  me  about  Schlcgcl 
—why  not  >  Address  to  me  at  Pisa,  whither  I  am 
going,  to  join  the  exiles— a  pretty  numerous  body, 
at  present.  Let  me  hear  how  you  are,  ar.d  what 
you  mean  to  do.  Is  there  no  chance  of  your  re- 
cros.sing  tlie  Alps  ?  If  the  G.  Rex  marries  again, 
let  hira  not  want  an  Epithalaraiura— suppose  a 
joint  concern  of  you  and  me,  like  Stcrnhold  and 
Hopkins ! " 


it  is  a  long  lease  of  life 
calculation  will  not  be 
'  ar|osie '  will  sink  befoi 
of  flesh*  be  withered  ] 
long  out  of  a  retum. 

"  I  also  wish  to  give  3 
have  really  behaved  vc 
the  business,  and  are  a  1 
your  advantage.  If  by 
can  extract  any  of   m 

(♦♦♦♦•♦  ♦,>; 

collection,  (sinking  of 
such  circumstances  as  nc 
tfiose  of  surv^ivors  ;)  the) 
love  occasionally. 

♦  •  • 

**  I  will  tell  you  who 
letters  of  mine  in  their 
court,  some  to  his  late 
forget  his  place) — but  t 
of  the  Guards,  who  was  > 
early  in  1809 ;  Miss  Eliz 
Notts,  (she  may  be  Mt 
had  a  year  or  two  more  t 
letters,  so  that  you  n 
scruple.  There  are,  or  n 
Rev.  J.  C.  Tattcrsall,  in 
(half-brother)  Mr.  Whca' 
terbury,  I  think.  There  a 
now  at  Duhvich  ;  and  so 
but  these  latter  are  prol 
Bible.  ^ 


LETTER  DXXVI. 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

«  September  89, 1821. 

"I  add  another  cover  to  request  you  to  ask 
Moore  to  obtain  (if  possible)  mv  letters  to  the  late 
Lady  Melbourne  from  Lady  Cowpcr.  They  are 
very  numerous,  and  ought  to  hove  been  restored 
long  ago,  as  I  was  ready  to  give  back  Lady  Mel- 
bourne's in  exchange.  These  latter  are  in  Mr. 
Hohhouse's  custody  with  mv  other  papers,  and 
shall  be  punctually  restored  if  required.  I  did  not 
choose  before  to  apply  to  Ladv  Cowper,  as  her 
mother's  death  naturally  kept  me  from  intruding 
upon  her  feelings  at  the  time  of  its  occurrence. 
Some  years  have  now  elapsed,  and  it  is  essential 
that  I  should  have  my  own  epistles.  They  are 
essential  as   confirming   that  part  of   the    *Mem- 

?5?!??*'i-'^^^^^^*^^^''*  ^°  *^®  *^'°  periods  (1812  and 
1014)  when  my  marriage  with  her  ncice  was  in  con- 
templation, and  will  tend  to  show  what  my  real 
▼lews  and  feelings  were  upon  that  subject. 

•11  y^^j/^^*^^  ""'  ^^  alarmed;  the  'fourteen  years' f 
Will  hardly  elapse  without  some  mortality  among  us  : 


I  mention  these  peo 
as  chances.  Most  of  the 
the  letters,  which  in  fact 
of  them  written  when  t< 
school  and  college. 

*•  Peel  (the  second  brotl 
correspondent  of  mine,  ai 
the  Bishop  of  Clogher ; 
inous  one ;  William  Harr 
another ;  Charles  Drumm 
WilUam  Bankes  (the  voy 
Dallas,  Esq. ;  Hodgson  ; 
you  are  already  aware  of. 

"  I  have  gone  through  1 

•  'Jlw  eoU,  (he  UtU 

because  I  know  that,  li 
sauce,'  you  are  a  researchc 
"Besides  these,  there 
to  literary  men  and  so  fc 
<Src.,  <Src.,  not  worth  much  n 
are  some  hundreds,  too, 
scribbled  with  a  noble  c 
and  dictionary,  in  very  ] 
speak  Italian  very  fluentl 
and  incorrectly  to  a  degree 


-^..J,";  i"*  "  °**  *Vdlington,"  Don  Juan,  unto  «.,  ■binia  I.,  4c, 
irhleh  r  had  mi««J  in  Ihcir  cri-inal  pUco  at  ihe  opcninf  of  the  Uiirvl  wnlo, 
•Dd  look  for  gnntrd  that  tl«j  ),h<J  been  .up,.re»*l  by  hi.p..Lli.h^r.-3/oor». 
t  He  hw  allu.l«to  «  pru.i„^  remartt  In  odo  of  Mr.  Murray'.  Ictlrr., 
Biat,  aa  h»  lonWiip  ,  •■  MrnuTanda  "  were  not  to  be  publi*h«d  in  liii  life- 
Ime,  the  sum  now  paid  for  the  worlc,  -ilOOl.,  would,  moM  protaWT.  upoi.  a 
J«^«e^culaUoa  ol  .urrirorahi,..  amount  a.dnuxe\,  „  «,  le«  U«u. 


LETTER 

TO   MR. 

**  I  send  ^ou  two  rough 
not  much  m  themselves, 
of  them  the  state  of  the  co 
your  friend's  mind,  when  th 
of  them  were  sent  to  th 
you  will  see,  by  the  style 
sincere,  as  I  am  in  signing 


[Of  the  two  enclosures, 
[omg  note,  one  was  a  lettej 
-•adv  Byron,  relative  to  hii 
funds,  of  which  the  followi 


"V 


LBTTBB3. 


**  I  have  reeeiTed  Toui  message,  through  inr 
sister's  letter,  about  English  secui^,  ftc,  fto.  It 
is  considerate,  (and  true,  eren,)  that  nieh  ia  to  be 
found— but  not  that  I  shall  find  it.  Mr.  •  *,  for 
his  own  TiewB  and  purposes,  will  thwart  all  such 
attempts  till  he  has  accomplished  his  own,  vis.,  to 
make  me  lend  my  fortune  to  some  client  of  his 
choosing. 

**  At  this  distance— after  this  absence,  and  with 
my  utter  ignorance  of  affairs  and  business-^with 
my  temper  and  impatience,  I  hare  neither  the 
means  nor  the  mind  to  resist.  •  •  • 

•  •  *  Thinking  of  the  ftmds  as  I 

do,  and  wishing  to  secure  a  rerersion  to  my  sister 
and  her  childr^,  I  should  jump  at  most  expedients. 

**  What  I  told  you  is  come  to  pas*— 4he  Neapol- 
itan war  is  declared.  Your  funds  will  fall,  and  I 
shall  be  in  consenuenee  ruined.  That's  nothing— 
but  my  bloed-relations  will  be  so.  You  and  your 
child  are  provided  for.  Lire  and  prospei^-I  wisn  so 
much  to  both.  lire  and  prosper — ^you  haTe  the 
means.  I  think  but  of  my  real  kin  and  kindred, 
who  may  be  the  rictims  of  this  accursed  bubble. 

**You  neither  know  nor  dream  of  the  con- 
sequences  of  this  war.  It  is  a  war  of  men  with 
monarchs,  and  will  spread  like  a  spark  on  the  dry, 
rank  grass  of  the  Tegetable  desert.  What  it  is 
with  you  and  your  English,  you  do  not  know,  for 
re  sleep.  What  it  is  with  us  here,  I  know,  for  it  is 
before,  and  around,  and  within  us. 

"  Judge  of  my  detestation  of  England  and  of  all 
that  it  inherits,  when  I  aToid  returning  to  your 
country  at  a  time  when  not  only  my  pecuniary 
interest,  but,  it  may  be,  even  my  personal  security 
require  it.  I  can  say  no  more,  for  all  letters  are 
opened.  A  short  time  will  decide  upon  what  is  to 
be  done  here,  and  then  you  will  learn  it  without 
being  more  troubled  with  me  or  my  correspondence. 
Whatever  happens  an  individual  is  little,  so  that 
the  cause  is  forwarded. 

"  I  have  no  more  to  say  to  you  on  the  score  of 
affairs  or  any  other  subject." 

[The  second  enclosure  in  the  note  consisted  of 
some  verses,  written  by  him,  December  10th,  1820, 
on  seeing  the  following  paragraph  in  a  newspaper. 
*'  Ladv  Bvron  is  this  year  the  lady  patroness  at  the 
annual  Cnarity  Ball,  given  at  the  Town  Hall  at 
Hincklj,  Leicestershire,  and  Sir  O.  Crewe,  Bart, 
the  prmcioal  steward."  These  verses  are  Ml  of 
strong  ana  indignant  feeling, — oveiy  stanaa  con- 
cluding pointedly  with  the  words  "  Charity  BaU,"— 
and  the  thought  that  predominates  through  the 
whole  may  be  collected  from  a  few  of  the  opening 
lines. — Moon.] 

*«  WlMl  muMr  At  pufi  of  a  iMriMd  Md  ftktbar. 

If  Mi  aoRMri  ia  ttib  te  giwt  OT  be  aHll, 

8e  dw  Phufaat'k  gloriM  anwnd  bar  ate  fRtter, 

And  tk*  Bdot  pMiMiini  iter  '  Cbutajr  BoIL* 


"WtetB 


A  kMp  ber  ehul^  bMk  Iv  '  Ifae  Bdl,' te.,  *•. 


LBTTEB  DXXYin. 

TO  KB.  MOOBB. 

««aepiMibuu-M   OaiBbwl,  m. 

*'  I  have  written  to  you  lately,  both  in  prose  and 
Terse,  at  great  lenffth,  to  Paris  and  London.  I 
presume  that  Mrs.  Moore,  or  whoever  is  your  Paris 
deputy,  will  forward  my  Mckets  to  you  in  London. 

<*  I  am  setting  off  for  iMsa,  if  a  slight  incipient 
intermittent  fever  do  not  nrevent  me.  I  fear  it  is 
not  strons  enough  to  give  Murray  much  chance  of 
realising  nls  thirt  tens  again.   I  hardly  should  regret 


itf  I  think,  provided  tou  raised  your  price  vp<M| 
him— as  what  Lady  Holdemess  (my  sister's  grand« 
mother,  a  Dutch  woman)  used  to  call  Augusta,  her 
BendoB  Legatoo—Bo  as  to  provide  for  us  all;  mw 
bones  with  a  splendid  and  larmoyante  edition,  and 
joxL  with  double  what  is  extractable  during  my  life- 
time. 

'*  I  have  a  strong  presentiment  that  (bating  some 
out-of-the-way  accident)  you  will  survive  me.  The 
diffiBrence  of  eight  years,  or  whatever  it  is  between 
our  ages,  is  nothing.  I  do  not  feel  Tnor  am,  Indeed 
anxious  to  feel)  the  principles  of  life  in  me  tend  to 
longevity.  My  fkther  and  mother  died,  the  one  at 
thirty-five  or  six,  and  the  other  at  for^r-fiye ;  and 
Doctor  Rush,  or  somebody  else,  says  tnat  nobody 
lives  long,  without  having  one  jMrmU,  at  least,  an 
old  staffer. 

**  I  Mould,  to  be  sure,  Uke  to  see  out  my  eternal 
mother-in-law,  not  so  much  for  her  heritage,  but 
from  my  natural  antipathy.  But  the  indulgence  of 
this  natural  desire  is  too  much  to  expect  from  the 
Providence  who  presides  over  old  women.  I  bore 
you  with  all  this  about  lives  because  it  has  been 

Stt  in  my  way  by  a  calculation  of  insurances  which 
urray  has  sent  mo.  I  really  think  you  should 
have  more,  if  I  evaporate  within  a  reasonable  time. 
**I  wonder  if  my  <Cain'  has  got  safe  to  Eng- 
land. I  have  written  since  about  sixty  stanzas  of  a 
poem,  in  octave  stausas,*  (in  the  Pulci  style,  which 
the  fools  in  England  think  was  invented  by  Whistle- 
craft— it  is  as  old  as  the  hills  in  Italy,)  called  <  The 
Vision  of  Judgment,  by  Quevedo  Redivivus,'  widi 
this  motto— 

•  A  IHbU  eooM  (0  ywdlriMirt,  jm,  a  DuM  I 
I  thsak  ihM,  hm,  tat  ia«hia(  nw  Ihia  vonL' 

**  In  this  it  IS  my  intent  to  put  the  said  Qeoige's 
Apotheosis  in  a  Whig  point  of  view,  not  forgetting 
the  Poet  Laureate  for  his  preface  and  his  other 
demerits. 

*'  I  am  just  got  to  the  pass  where  Saint  Peter, 
hearing  that  the  royal  defunct  had  opposed  Catholio 
Emancipation,  rises  u]^  and,  interrupting  Satan'e 
oration,  declares  he  wiU  change  places  with  Oer- 
berus  sooner  than  let  him  into  heaven,  while  he  has 
the  keys  thereof. 

**  I  must  ^o  and  ride,  though  rather  feverish  and 
chilly.  It  IS  the  ague  season ;  but  the  agues  do  me 
rather  good  than  harm.  The  feel  after  the  /S<  is  as 
if  one  had  got  rid  of  one's  body  for  good  ana  all. 

<*  The  goos  go  with  you ! — ^Address  to  Pisa. 

<*  Ever  yours. 

<*  P.  8.  Since  I  came  back  I  feel  better,  though  I 
stayed  out  too  late  for  this  malaria  season,  under 
the  thin  orescent  of  a  very  young  moon,  and  got  otf 
my  horse  to  walk  in  an  avenue  with  a  Signora  for 
an  hour.    I  thought  of  you  and 

WImb  at  •*•  thou  iotmI 
S!7tk*itartboalof««.' 

But  it  was  not  in  a  romantio  mood,  as  I  should  have 
been  once ;  and  vet  it  was  a  new  woman,  (that  is, 
new  to  me,)  and,  of  oottrse,  expected  to  be  made 
love  to.  But  I  merely  maae  a  few  common-place 
speeches.  I  feel  as  your  poor  friend  Curran  said, 
before  his  death,  'a  mountain  of  lead  upon  my 
heart,'  which  I  believe  to  be  constitutional,  and 
that  nothing  wffl  remove  it  but  the  same  remedy  " 


LBTTEB  DXXIX. 


TO  : 


'<  By  this  DOst  I  have  sent  my  nightmare  to  bal- 
ance tne  incubus  of  Southey's  impudent  anticipation 
of  the  Apotheosis  of  George  the  Third.    I  shouU 


.1 
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like  you  to  take  a  Ice*  over  it,  as  T  think  there  are 
two  or  three  things  in  it  which  might  please  *  our 
puir  hill  folk.' 

"  By  the  last  two  or  three  posts  I  have  written  to 
you  at  length.  My  ague  bows  to  me  every  two  or 
three  days,  but  wc  are  not  as  yet  upon  intimate 
speaking  terms.  I  have  an  intermittent  generally 
every  two  years,  when  the  climate  is  favorable,  (as 
it  is  here,)  but  it  does  me  no  harm.  What  I  find 
worse,  ana  cannot  get  rid  of,  is  the  growing  depres- 
sion of  my  spirits,  without  sufficient  cause.  I  ride — I 
am  not  intemperate  in  eating  or  drinking — and  my 
general  health  is  as  usual,  except  a  slight  ague, 
which  ratlicr  does  good  than  not.  It  must  be  con- 
stitutional ;  for  I  know  nothing  mure  than  usual  to 
depress  me  to  that  degree. 

'•  IIow  do  yott  manage  ?  I  think  you  told  me,  at 
Venice,  that  your  spirits  did  not  keep  up  without  a 
little  claret.  I  can  drink  and  bear  a  good  deal  of 
wine,  (as  you  may  recollect  in  England;)  but  it 
don't  exilirate — it  makes  me  savage  and  suspicious, 
and  even  quarrelsome,  Laudunum  has  a  similar 
effect ;  but  I  can  take  much  of  it  without  any  effect 
at  all.  The  thing  that  gives  me  the  highest  spirits 
Jit  seems  absurd,  but  true)  is  a  dose  of  salts — I  mean 
in  the  afternoon,  after  their  effect.  But  one  can't 
take  thetn  like  champagne. 

"  Excuse  this  old  woman's  letter;  but  my  lemafi' 
choly  don't  depend  upon  health,  for  it  is  just  the 
same,  well  or  ill,  or  here  or  there. 

"  Yours,  &c." 


LETT] 


TO  h: 


LETTER  DXXX. 

TO  Mil.  MUR&AT. 

*■  Rarenna,  October  0|  1821, 

"  You  will  please  to  present  or  convey  the  enclosed 
poem  to  Mr.  Moore.  I  sent  him  another  copy  to 
Paris  ;  but  he  has  probably  left  that  city. 

'•Don't  forget  to  send  mo  my  first  act  of  'Wer- 
ner,* (^if  Hobhousc  can  find  it  among  mv  papers) — 
send  It  by  the  post  to  (Pisa);  and  also  cut  out 
Sonhia  Lee's  '  German's  lale '  from  the  '  Canterbury 
Tales,'  and  send  it  in  a  letter  also.  I  began  that 
tragedy  in  1815. 

•*  By-the-way,  you  have  a  good  deal  of  my  prose 
tracts  in  MS.  ?  Let  me  have  proofs  of  them  all 
again— I  mean  the  controversial  ones,  including  the 
lost  two  or  three  years  of  time.  Another  question  ! 
—The  Epistle  of  St.  Paul,  which  I  translated  from 
the  Armenian,  for  what  reason  have  you  kept  it  back 


*•  //"tho  errors  are  ii 
ass  !  they  are  noty  and 
penalty  'if  they  be.  \ 
(last  but  one  or  two,) 
the  MS.  too  ? 

"As  to  *  honor,'  I  ti 
affairs  of  barter.  I  v 
bargain  is  Hobbes's  ' 
war.'  It  Ls  so  with  all 
and  say,  '  Friend,  lend 
he  either  does  it,  or  saj 
if  I  come  to  Ditto,  and 
lent  house,  or  horse,  oi 
or  pictures,  or  Ac,  &c 
thousand  pounds,  yoi 
hundred,  what  does*  I 
them,  he  huniSy  he  hau 
get  a  bargain  as  cheap 
bargain.  This  is  in  the 
and  the  same  man  who 
sand  pounds  without  in 
of  him  for  half  its  valu 
so :  there's  no  denying 
as  much  as  I  can,  and 
there's  an  end.  All  me 
I  am  only  sorry  that,  ; 
them. 

*'  I  am  filling  anotb 
anecdotes,  to  my  o>vn  1 
catcd,  of  Sheridan,  C 
public  men  as  I  rccolle 
with,  for  I  knew  most  o 
do  what  I  can  to  preve 
quies. 


lette: 


though  you  published  that  stuff  which  gave  rise  to 
the  *  Vampire  ? '  Is  it  because  you  are  afraid  to  print 
any  thing  m  opposition  to  the  c;uit  of  the  Quarterly 
about  Manichcism  ?  Let  me  have  a  proof  of  that 
epistle  directly.  I  am  a  better  Christian  than  those 
parsons  of  yours,  though  not  paid  for  being  so. 

"  Send — Faber's  Treatise  on  the  Cabiri. 

*'  Saint  Croix's  Mystcres  du  Paganisme,  (scarce, 
perhaps,  but  to  be  found,  as  Mitford  refers  to  his 
work  frequently.) 

*•  A  common  Bible,  of  good  legible  print,  (bound 
in  Russia.)  I  have  one;  but  as  it  was  the  last  gift 
of  my  sister,  (whom  I  shall  probably  never  see 
again,)  I  can  only  use  it  carefully,  and  less  fre- 
quently, because  1  like  to  keep  it  in  good  order. 
Don't  forget  this,  for  I  am  a  great  reader  and 
admirer  of  those  books,  and  had  read  them  through 
and  through  before  I  was  eight  years  old,— that  is  to 
say,  the  Old  Testament,  for  the  New  struck  men  as 
a  task,  but  the  other  as  a  pleasure.  I  speak  as  a 
boy  from  the  recollected  impression  of  that  period 
at  Aberdeen  in  1796. 

"Any  novels  "jf  Scott,  or  poetry  of  the  same. 
Ditto  of  Crabbe,  Moore,  and  the  Elect ;  but  none  of 

your  cursed  common-place  trash,— unless  something 

■tarts  up  of  actual  merit,  which  may  very  weU  be,  months  and  some  days,  i 
tor  tis  tune  It  should."  Ud,  like  the  man  froi 


"I  shall  be  (the  gc 
Saturday  next.  This  i 
letter ;  but  I  have  takci 
ter,  to  which  all  my  ch:i 
riaRe.",  and  live  stock  iir 
preparing  to  follow. 

■  The  cause  of  this  r 
or  proscription  of  ail  - 
noxious  here  into  T*«c 
politics  ;  and  where  the; 
merely  remained  till  nJ 
mciits  about  my  daught 
furniture.  &c.,  to  precei 
seat  or  a  bed  hardly,  es 
tables,  and  a  mattress,  f 

"If  you  will  go  on  wi 
you  for  as  long  as  you 
house,  the  Palazzo  Lani 
the  Arno ;)  and  I  have  1 
saddle  horses,  (such  as  i 
all  other  conveniences 
their  owner.  If  you  cou 
cross  the  Apennines  tog 
by  another  road,  we  shiii 
I  address  this  to  the  pos 
you  will  probably  find  i 
Marco.  If  you  arrive 
which  will  be  (barring 
Sunday  at  farthest. 

*'  I  presume  vou  art 
Moore  is  in  Lonaon  incc 
advices  from  those  clima 

*It  is  better  than  a 


i  ^ 


UTnna. 
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^<tiovo  IftOtfbt  at  Loeluiiiilh*B,')  whoM  Mquaint* 
ancei,  indouBK  the  cat  and  the  tecxier,  '  who  caoght 
a  halfpennj  in  his  mouth/  were  all  *  gone  dead/  But 
too  man^  of  our  acquaintances  have  taken  the  same 

Sath.  Lady  Melbovxne,  Gfrattan,  Sheridan,  Cnrran, 
c,  ftc,  lumoat  everj  body  of  much  name  of  the 
old  school.  But '  80  am  not  I,  said  the  foolish  fat 
icuUion/  therefore  let  na  maJce  the  most  of  our 
remainder. 

"  Let  me  find  two  lines  from  you  at  *  the  hostel 
K  Isin.*  **  Years  ever,  &c., 

"  B." 


LETTER  PXXXIU. 


TO  XB.  KOOSB. 


^  Od.  9B,  ISn. 

*<  *  'Tis  the  middle  of  night  by  the  oastle  elock; 
and  in  three  hours  more  I  have  to  set  out  on 
my  way  to  Pisa— sitting  up  all  night  to  be  sure  of 
rising.  I  have  just  made  them  take  off  my  bed- 
clothes—blankets inclusire — in  case  of  temptation 
from  the  apparel  of  sheets  to  my  eyelids. 

'*Samnel  Boaers  is--or  is  to  be-Hit  Bologna,  as 
he  writes  from  Veniee. 

"  I  thought  our  Magfnifieo  would  *  pound  Ton,'  if 
possible.  He  is  trying  to  '  pound '  me,  too :  out  I'll 
specie  the  rogue— or,  at  least,  I'll  haxe  the  odd  shil' 
hngs  out  of  him  in  keen  iambics. 

**  Yomr  approbation  of  <  Sardanapalns '  is  agree- 
able, for  more  reasons  than  one.  Hobhouse  is 
pleased  to  think  as  ^ou  do  of  it,  and  so  do  some 
others — but  the  '  Arimaspian,' whom,  like*  a  gry- 
phon in  the  wilderness,'  I  will  *  follow  for  his  ffola,' 
(as  I  exerted  you  to  do  before,)  did  or  doth  cuspa- 
ra^e  it — '  stinting  me  in  my  sizings.'  His  notable 
opinions  on  the  *  Foecari '  and  *  Cain '  he  hath  not 
as  yet  forwarded ;  or,  at  least,  I  hare  not  yet  re- 
ceived them,  nor  the  proofs  thereof,  though  promised 
by  last  post. 

"  I  see  the  way  that  he  and  his  Quarterly  people 
are  tending — ^they  want  a  row  with  me,  ana  they 
shall  have  it.  I  only  regret  that  I  am  not  in  Eng- 
land for  the  nonce  ;  as,  here,  it  is  hardly  fair  ground 
for  me,  isolated  and  out  of  the  way  of  prompt  re- 
joinder and  information,  as  I  am.  But,  though 
oacked  br  all  the  corruption,  and  infamy,  and  pat- 
ronage of  their  master  rogues  and  slave  rcnegadoes, 
if  they  do  once  rotue  me  up, 

<  Thajr  bMl  BHttr  giD  Uw  dtvil,  adiibuiy.' 

"  I  hare  that  for  two  or  three  of  them,  which 
they  had  better  not  move  me  to  put  in  motion  ;— 
and  yet,  after  all,  what  a  fool  1  am  to  disquiet  my- 
self about  such  fellows  !  It  was  all  Teir  well  ten 
or  twelve  years  ago,  when  I  was  a  *  curlea  darling,' 
and  mmded  such  things.  At  present,  I  rate  them 
at  their  true  value ;  but,  from  natural  temper  and 
bile,  am  not  able  to  keep  quiet. 

**  Let  me  hear  from  you  on  your  return  from  Ire- 
land, which  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  see  you,  after 
fier  Brunswick  blarney.  I  am  of  Longman's  opinion, 
that  you  should  allow  your  friends  to  liquidate  the 
Bermuda  claim.  Why  should  you  throw  away  the 
two  thousand  pounds  (of  the  turn-guinea  Murray) 
ipon  that  cursed  piece  of  treacherous  inveiglement  r 
[  think  you  caxiy  the  matter  a  little  too  far  and 
icrupulouslr.  When  we  see  patriots  begging  pub- 
licly, and  Know  that  Orattan  received  a  fortune 
*rom  his  country,  I  really  do  not  see  why  a  man,  in 
10  whit  inferior  to  any  or  all  of  them,  should  shrink 
^rom  accepting  that  assistance  from  his  private 
rriends,  which  every  tradesman  receives  from  hie 
connexions  upon  much  less  occasions.  For,  after 
ill,  it  was  not  your  debt — ^it  was  a  piece  of  swindling 
tffainst  you.  As  to  *  *  *  *,  and  the  '  what  noble 
3reatures!'  ftc,  &c.,  it  is  all  very  fine  and  very 
prell,  but  till  you  can  persuade  me  that  there  it  no 


ermUt  and  no  s^ff'-umlame  to  be  obtained  by  being 
of  use  to  a  oelebratea  man,  X  must  retain  tfale  same 
oj^inion  of  the  human  specMf ,  which  I  do  of  o«i 
friend  M*>  Specie. 


LETTSB  DXXXIY. 


TO  KB.  MXJBB^T. 


*<The  two  pMtagea  cannot  be  altered  without 
making  Lucifer  talk  like  the  Bishop  of  linooln, 
which  would  not  be  in  the  character  of  the  former. 
The  notion  is  from  Cuvier,  (that  of  the  old  worlde,) 
as  I  have  explained  in  an  additional  note  to  the 
preface.  The  other  passage  is  also  in  character :  if 
nonsemt,  so  much  the  better,  because  then  it  can  do 
no  harm,  and  the  sillier  Satan  is  made,  the  safer  for 
everv  bodv.  As  to  *  alarms,'  ftc,  oo  yon  really 
think  such  things  ever  led  any  body  astray  ?  Are 
these  people  more  impious  than  Milton's  Satan  ?  or 
the  Prometheus  of  ^schylus  ?  or  even  than  the  Sad* 
ducees  of  Milman,  the  *  Fall  of  Jerusalem  *  •  *  ? 
Are  not  Adam,  Eve,  Adah,  and  Abel,  as  pious  as 
the  catechism? 

*'  Giffbrd  is  too  wise  a  man  to  think  that  such 
things  can  have  khj serious  effect:  who  was  ever 
altered  by  a  poedi  ?  I  beg  leave  to  observe,  that 
there  U  no  creed  nor  personal  hypothesis  of  mine  in 
all  this ;  but  I  was  obliged  to  make  Cain  and  Lucifer 
talk  consistently,  and  surely  this  has  always  been 
permitted  to  poesy.  Cain  is  a  proud  man :  if  Luci- 
fer promised  him  Kingdom,  &c..  it  would  elate  him : 
the  object  of  the  Demon  is  to  depress  him  still  far- 
ther in  his  own  estimation  than  he  was  before,  by 
showing  him  infinite  things,  and  his  own  abase- 
ment, till  he  falls  into  the  srame  of  mind  that  leads 
to  the  catastrophe,  from  mere  internal  irritation. 
noi  premeditation,  or  envy  of  Abel,  (which  would 
have  made  him  contemptible,)  but  from  rage  and 
fury  against  the  inadequacy  of  his  state  to  his  con- 
ceptions, and  which  discharges  itself  rather  against 
life,  and  the  Author  of  lifjp,  than  the  mere  livmg. 

**  His  subsequent  remorse  is  the  natural  effect  of 
looking  on  his  sudden  deed.  Had  the  deed  been 
premecUtaied,  his  repentance  would  have  been  tardier. 

**  Either  dedicate  it  to  Walter  Scott,  or,  if  you 
think  he  would  like  the  dedication  of  *  the  Foscaris ' 
better,  put  the  dedication  to  '  the  Foscaris.'  Ask 
him  which. 

**  Your  first  note  was  queer  enou|^h ;  but  your  two 
other  letters,  with  Moore's  and  Oifford's  opinions, 
set  all  right  again.  I  told  you  before  that  I  can 
never  recast  any  thing.  I  am  like  the  tiger:  if  I 
miss  the  first  spring,  I  go  grumbling  back  to  my 
jungle  again ;  but  it  1  do  lut,  it  is  crushing.  *  * 
*  You  disparaged  the  last  three  cantos  to  me.  and 
kept  them  back  above  a  year ;  but  I  have  neard 
from  England  that  (notwithstanding  the  errors  of 
the  press),  they  are  well  thought  or;  for  instance* 
by  American  Irving,  which  last  is  a  feather  in  my 
(fool's)  cap. 

"You  have  received  my  letter  (open)  throng)^ 
Mr.  Kinnaird,  and  so,  pray,  send  me  no  more  re 
views  of  any  kind.  I  will  read  no  more  of  evil  m 
good  in  that  line.  Walter  Scott  has  not  read  a 
review  of  himself  (ox  thirteen  years, 

<'  The  bust  is  not  my  property,  but  Hobhouses't, 
I  addressed  it  to  you  as  an  Admiralty  man,  great  at 
the  custom-house.  Fray  deduct  the  expense  of  the 
same,  and  all  others.  "  Yours,  &c.*' 


LETTER  DXXXV. 


«FiM,Mor.t,im. 

**  I  never  read  the  Memoirs  at  all,  not  even  since 
they  were  written ;  and  I  never  will :  the  pain  of 
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writing  them  was  enough ;  you  may  spare  me  that 
of  a  perusal.  Mr.  Moore  has  (or  may  have)  a  dis- 
cretionary power  to  orait  any  repetition  or  expres- 
sions which  do  not  seem  goo^  to  /ii»i,  who  is  a  better 
judge  than  you  or  I. 

**  Enclosed  is  a  lyrical  drama,  (entitled  *  a  Mys- 
tery,* from  its  subject,)  whicb,  perhaps,  may  arrive 
in  time  for  the  volume.  You  will  find  it  jdoti* 
enouc;h,  I  trust — at  least  some  of  the  chorus  might 
have  been  written  by  Stemhold  and  Hopkins  them- 
selves for  that,  and  perhaps  for  melody.  As  it  is 
longer,  and  more  lyrical  and  Greek  than  I  intended 
at  first,  I  have  not  divided  it  into  actSy  but  called 
what  I  have  sent  Part  First,  as  there  is  a  suspen- 
sion of  the  action,  which  may  either  close  there 
without  impropriety,  or  be  continued  in  a  way  that 
1  have  in  view.  {  wish  the  first  part  to  be  pub- 
lished before  the  second,  because,  if  it  don't  suc- 
ceed, it  is  better  to  stop  there  than  to  go  on  in  a 
fruitless  experiment. 

*'  I  desire  you  to  acknowledge  the  arrival  of  this 
packet  by  return  of  post,  if  you  can  conveniently, 
with  a  proof.  *•  Your  obedient,  &c. 

"  P.  S.  My  "\vish  is  to  have  it  published  at  the 
same  time,  and,  if  possible,  in  the  same  volume, 
with  the  others,  because,  whatever  the  merits  or  de- 
merits of  these  nieces  may  be,  it  will  perhaps  be 
allowed  that  eacn  is  of  a  different  kind,  and  in  a 
different  style  ;  so  that,  including  the  prose  and  the 
Don  Juans,  &^c.,  I  have  at  least  sent  you  variety 
during  the  last  year  or  two." 


LETTER  DXXXVI. 

TO  MR.  MOOBB. 

•«  Pha,  Nov.  It,  1821. 

••  There  is  here  Mr.  Taafe,  an  Irish  genius,  with 
whom  we  are  acquainted.  He  hath  written 
really  excellent  commentary  on  Dante,  full  of 
new  and  true  information,  and  much  ingenui- 
ty. But  his  verse  is  such  as  it  hath  pleased  God  to 
endue  him  withal.  Nevertheless,  ho  is  so  firmly 
pursuadcd  of  its  equal  excellence,  that  he  won't  di- 
vorce the  commentary  from  the  traduction,  as  I 
ventured  delicately  to  hint, — and  not  ha>'ing  the  fear 
of  Ireland  before  my  eyes,  and  upon  the  presump- 
tion of  having  shotten  very  well  in  his  presence 
(with  common  pistols,  too,  not  with  my  Manton's) 
the  day  before. 

**  But  he  is  eager  to  publish  all,  and  must  be  grat- 
ified, though  the  reviewers  will  make  him  suffer 
more  tortures  than  there  are  in  his  original.  Indeed, 
the  notes  are  well  worth  publication  ;  but  he  insists 
upon  the  translation  for  company,  so  that  they  will 
come  out  together,  like  Lady  C  ♦  •  t  chaperoning 
Miss  •  ♦.  I  read  a  letter  of  yours  to  him  yesterday, 
and  he  begs  me  to  write  to  you  about  his  pooshie. — 
He  is  really  a  good  fellow,  apparently,  and  I  dare 
say  that  his  verse  is  very  good  Irish. 

'«  Now,  what  shall  we  do  for  him  ?  He  says  that 
he  will  risk  part  of  the  expense  with  the  publisher. 
He  will  never  rest  till  he  is  published  and  abused — 
for  he  has  a  high  opinion  of  himself — and  I  see 
nothing  left  but  to  gratify  him  so  as  to  have  him 
abused  as  little  as  possible ;  for  I  think  it  would  kill 
him.  You  must  write,  then,  to  Jeffrey  to  be^  him 
not  to  review  him,  and  I  will  do  the  same  to  Gifford, 
through  Murray.  Perhaps  they  might  notice  the 
comment  without  touching  the  text.  But  I  doubt 
the  dogs — the  text  is  too  tempting,  • 

«  •  • 

"  I  have  to  thank  you  again,  as  I  believe  I  did 
before,  for  your  opinion  of  » Cain,'  &c, 

*♦  You  are  right  to  allow  — —  to  settle  the  claim ; 
but  I  do  not  see  why  you  should  repay  him  out  of 
your  legacy— :it  least  not  yet.  If  you  feel  about  it, 
(as  you  are  ticklish  on  such  points,)  pay  him  the 


interest^  now,  and  the 
strong  in  cash ;  or  pay  \ 
him  as  I  do  my  creditors- 
me. 

**  I  address  this  to  you 
Reply  soon,  and  believe  i 

*  P.  S.  What  I  wrote 
however,  very  true.  At 
mate,  &c.,  (I  can  walk  d 

Shick  my  own  oranges,  a 
iarrhcea  in  consequence 
ridian  luxury  of  propri 
much  better.  You  seem 
have  written  the  *  Vision 
of  low  spirits  ; — but  I  thi 
poetry  is  a  distinct  fac 
more  to  do  with  the  evei 
Inspiration  with  the  Pyt 
her  tripod." 

To  Lor 


"  My  Lord, 

"  More  than  two  years 
wife  was  taken  from  me, 
a  very  short  union.  She 
tleness  and  fortitude,  t 
rarely  to  disclose  itself  ii 
as  to  produce  uniform  be 
the  last  hour  of  life,  afte: 
ly  born  and  only  infant, 
inexpressible  affection, 
*  Goa's  happiness  !  God 
second  anniversary  of  he 
papers  which  no  one  had 
which  contain  her  most 
duced  to  communicate  t 
from  these  papers,  which 
to  yourself ;  as  I  have  i 
writer  mention  your  agi 
tings.  . 

"  *  Oh,  my  God,  I  take 
assurance  of  Thy  Word, 
of  one  for  whom  I  have  1 
May  the  person  to  whom 
we  fear,  as  much  distin 
Thee  as  for  the  transcenc 
stowed  on  him)  be  awake 
danger,  and  led  to  seek 
prooer  sense  of  religion, 
world's  enjoj-ments  uual 
grant,  that  his  future  exi 
far  more  extensive  benefi 
writing  have  been  of  e^ 
righteousness,  which,  we 
period,  arise  on  him,  be  I 
darkness  of  those  clouc 
around  him,  and  the  balr 
and  soothing  in  proporti 
agony  which  the  punish 
flicted  on  him  !  May  the 
my  own  efforts  for  t&e  at 
the  approval  of  my  own  ] 
religion,  will  render  this 
the  welfare  of  mankind, 
me  in  the  path  of  duty  ; 
that,  while  we  are  permit 
exertion  by  every  innoc 
the  lesser  streams  which 
current,  but  which,  depri 
of  good,  (a  deep  convict: 
belief  in  the  efhcacy  of  C 
tion  of  those  who  trust  i 
serve  him,^  would  soon  d 
of  every  virtue  as  before. 

"  *  July  31st,  1814. 
**  ♦  Hastings.' " 

**  There  is  nothing,  my 
in  a  literary  sense,  can  a 
may,  perhaps,  appear  U 
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htm  deep  aad  mcpMuire  a  eoneem  for  the  haroi- 
neu  of  others  the  Christian  faith  can  awaken  in  the 
midst  of  youth  and  prosperity.  Here  is  nothing 
poetical  and  splendid,  as  in  the  expostulatory  hom- 
age of  M.  Delamartine?  bat  here  is  the  awUmet 
my  lord ;  for  this  interoession  was  offered,  on  your 
account,  to  the  supreme  Source  of  happiness.  It 
spranff  from  a  faith  more  oonfirmed  than  that  of  the 
Frencn  poet ;  and  from  a  charity  which,  in  combi* 
nation  with  faith,  showed  its  power  unimpaired 
amid  the  languors  and  pains  of  approaching  disso- 
lution.   I  will  hope  that  a  prayer,  which  I 

sure,  was  deeply  sincere,  may  not  be  always  unavail- 
iug. 

**  It  would  add  nothing t  my  lord,  to  the  fame  with 
which  your  genius  has  surrounded  you,  for  an  un- 
known and  obscure  indiyidual  to  express  his  admi- 
ration of  it.,  I  had  rather  be  numbered  with  those 
who  vdsh  and  pray,  that  *  wisdom  from  above/  and 
e,'  aad  'joy,'*  may  enter  such  a  mind. 


'peace,' 


**  John  Shsppaju)."  « 


LBTTBR  DXXXVII. 


TO  MS.  BHBPPAILD. 


••FK0BanbBr8,18n. 
'8IB, 

"  I  have  reeeived  your  letter.  I  need  not  say, 
that  the  extract  which  it  contains  has  affected  me, 
because  it  would  imply  a  want  of  all  feeling  to  have 
read  it  with  indifference.  Though  I  am  not  quite 
aure  that  it  was  intended  by  the  writer  for  me,  yet 
the  date,  the  plaee  where  it  was  written,  with  some 
other  circumstances  that  you  mention,  render  the 
allusion  probable.  But  for  whomerer  it  was  meant, 
I  haye  read  it  with  all  the  pleasure  which  can  arise 
from  so  melancholy  a  topic.  I  say  pleasure~~be- 
cause  your  brief  and  simple  picture  of  the  life  and 
demeanor  of  the  excellent  person  whom  I  trust  you 
will  again  meet,  cannot  be  contemplated  without 
the  admiration  due  to  her  virtues  and  her  pure  and 
unpretending  piety.  Her  last  moments  were  par- 
ticularly striking ;  and  I  do  not  know  that,  in  the 
course  of  rending  the  story  of  mankind,  and  still 
lees  in  my  observations  upon  the  existing  portion,  I 
ever  met  with  any  thing  so  unostentatiously  beauti- 
ftil.  Indisputably,  the  firm  believers  in  the  gospel 
have  a  great  advantage  over  all  others, — for  tnis 
simple  reason,  that,  if  true,  they  will  have  their  re- 
wara  hereafter ;  and  if  there  be  no  hereafter,  they 
can  be  but  with  the  infidel  in  his  eternal  sleep,  hav- 
ing had  the  assistance  of  an  exalted  hope,  through 
life,  without  subscouent  disappointment,  since  (at 
the  worst  for  them)  *  out  of  nothing,  nothing  can 
arise,'  not  even  sorrow.  But  a  man*s  creed  does  not 
depend  upon  himself:  who  can  say,  I  will  believe 
this,  that,  or  the  other  ?  and,  least  of  all,  that 
which  he  least  can  comprehend.  I  have,  however, 
observed,  that  those  who  have  begun  life  with  ex- 
treme faith,  have  in  the  end  greatly  narrowed  it,  as 
Chillingworth,  Clarke,  (who  ended  as  an  Arian,) 
Bayle,  and  Gibbon,  (once  a  Catholic,)  and  some 
others ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  nothing  is  more 
common  than  for  the  early  skeptic  to  end  in  a  firm 
belief,  like  Maupertuis  and  Henry  Kirk  White. 

**  But  my  business  is  to  acknowledge  your  letter, 
and  not  to  make  a  dissertation.  I  am  obliged  to  you 
for  your  good  wishes,  and  more  than  obliged  by  the 
extract  from  the  papers  of  the  beloved  object  whose 
qualities  you  have  so  well  described  in  a  few  words.  I 
can  assure  jou,  that  all  the  fame  which  ever  cheated 
humanity  into  higher  notions  of  its  own  importance 
would  never  weigh  in  my  mind  against  the  pure 
and  pious  interest  which  a  virtuous  being  may  be 
pleased  to  take  in  mv  welfare.  In  this  point  of 
View,  I  would  not  exeuange  the  nrayer  of  the  de- 
cseased  in  my  behalf  for  the  unitea  glory  of  Homer. 
Cnsar,  and  JNapoleon,  could  such  oe  accumuUted 


I  upon  a  Hvlttg  head.    Do  me  at  least  the  Justice  to 
suppose,  that 

*  video  iMBoim  pttnaqge,* 

however  the  '  deteriora  sequor,'  may  have  been  ap 
plied  to  mv  conduct. 

**  I  nave  the  honor  to  be 

"  Your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 
"  Btbon. 
'*  P.  S.  I  do  not  know  that  I  am  addressing  a 
clergyman  ;  but  I  presume  that  you  will  not  be  af- 
fronted by  the  mistake  (if  it  is  one>  on  the  address 
of  this  letter.  One  who  has  so  well  explained,  and 
deeply  felt  the  doctrines  of  reli^on,  will  excuse  the 
error  which  led  nte  to  believe  him  its  minister.*' 


^       LBTTBR  DXXXVIIL 

TO  MR.  MUBHAT. 

••P!n,DMMter4,ISil. 

"Br  extracts  in  the  English  papers, — ^in  your 
holy  ally,  Oalignani's  ^Messenger,'— I  perceive  that 
*  the  two  greatest  examples  of  numan  vanity  in  the 
present  age '  are  firstly,  *  the  ex-emperor  Napoleon,' 
and,  secondly,  *his  lordship,  &c.,  the  noble  poet,' 
meaning  your  humble  servant,  *  poor  guiltless  I.' 

"  Poor  Napoleon  !  he  little  dreamed  to  what  vile 
comparisons  the  turn  of  the  wheel  would  reduce 
him! 

**  I  have  got  here  into  a  famous  old  feudal  palaszo, 
on  the  Amo,  large  enough  for  a  garrison,  with  dun- 
geons below  and  cells  in  the  walls,  and  so  full  of 
ohoata  that  the  learned  Fletcher  (my  valet)  has 
begged  leave  to  change  his  room,  and  then  refused 
to  occupy  his  new  room,  because  there  were  more 
ghosts  there  than  in  the  other.  It  is  quite  true  that 
there  are  most  extraordinary  noises,  (as  in  all  old 
buildings,)  which  have  terrified  the  servants  so  as 
to  incommode  me  extremely.  There  is  one  place 
where  people  were  evidently  walled  up,  for  there  is 
but  one  possible  passage,  broken  through  the  wall, 
and  then  meant  to  be  dosed  again  upon  the  iiitaate. 
The  house  belonged  to  the  LanlVanchi  family,  (the 
same  mentioned  Dv  Ugolino  in  his  dream,  as  his 
perseentor  with  Sismondi,)  and  has  had  a  fierce 
owner  or  two  in  its  time.  The  staircase,  ftc,  is  said 
to  have  been  built  by  Michel  Angelo.  It  is  not  yet 
oold  enough  for  a  fire.    What  a  climate ! 

I  am,  oowever,  bothered  about  these  spectres, 

ias  they  say  the  last  occupants  were,  too,)  of  whom 
have  as  yet  seen  nothing,  nor,  indeed,  heard 
fmyself) ;  but  all  the  other  ears  have  been  regaled 
by  all  kinds  of  supernatural  sounds.  The  first  night 
I  thought  I  head  an  odd  noise,  but  it  has  not  been 
repeated.    1  have  now  been  here  more  than  a  month. 

••  Tours,  &e." 


LETTER  DXXXIX. 


TO  XX.  MVB&AT. 

«Pha,DM«riier1S,ian. 

"  This  day  and  this  hour,  (one,  on  the  dock,)  toj 
daughter  is  six  years  old.  I  wonder  when  I  shaU 
see  her  again,  or  if  ever  I  shall  see  her  at  all. 

"  I  have  remarked  a  curious  coincidence,  which 
olmost  looks  like  a  fatality. 

"  My  mother,  my  wife,  my  daughter,  my  haff* 
eiater,  my  sieter*s  motJier,  my  natural  daughter,  (as 
far  at  least  as  Jam  concerned,)  and  mfftelft  Are  all 
only  children, 

**  Mv  father,  bv  his  first  marriage  with  Lady  Con- 
vers,  (an  only  child,)  had  only  my  sister ;  and  by 
nis  second  marriage  with  an  only  child,  an  onlv 
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i  -I     • 
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child  again.    Lady  Byron,  as  yoa  know,  was  one 
also,  and  so  is  my  daughter,  &c. 

*•  Is  not  this  rather  odd — such  a  complication  of 
only  children  ?  By-the-way,  send  me  my  daughter 
Ada's  miniature.  I  have  only  the  print,  which 
gives  little  or  no  idea  of  her  complexion. 

**  Yours,  &c., 


LETTER  DXL. 

TO  ME.  MOORE. 

'<  Plat,  December  19,  I82I. 

"  What  you  say  about  Galignani'a  two  biogra- 
phies is  very  amusing ;  and,  if  I  were  not  lazy,  I 
would  certainly  do  what  you  desire.  But  I  doubt 
my  present  stock  of  facetiousncss — that  is,  of  good 
serious  humor,  so  as  not  to  let  the  cat  out  of  th^ 
bag.*  I  wish  you  would  undertake  it.  I  vriW  for- 
give and  tnduU/e  you  ^like  a  pope)  beforehand,  for 
any  thing  ludicrou.s,  that  might  keep  those  fools 
in  their  own  dear  belief  that  a  man  is  a  hup  garou. 

"  I  suppose  I  told  you  that  the  Giaour  storv  had 
actuallv  some  foundation  on  facts ;  or,  if  I  did  not, 
you  will  one  day  find  it  in  a  letter  of  Lord  Sligo's, 
written  to  me  after  the  publication  of  the  poem.  I 
should  not  likemarvels  to  rest  upon  any  account  of 
my  own,  and  shall  say  nothing  about  it.  However, 
the  real  incident  is  still  remote  enough  from  the 
poetical  one,  being  just  such  as,  happening  to 
man  of  any  imagination,  might  suggest  such  a 
composition.     The  worst  of  any  real  adventures  is, 

that  they  involve   living  people — else   Mrs. s 

— 's,  <!tc.,  are  as  *  germau  to  the  matter'  as  Mr. 
Maturin  could  desire  for  his  novels. 

•  •  •  •  • 

"The  consummation  you  mentioned  for  poor 
Taafc  was  rear  taking  place  yesterday.  Riding 
pretty  sharply  after  Mr.  Medw'in  and  myself,  in 
turning  the  comer  of  a  lane  between  Pisa  and  the 
iiills,  ho  was  spilt, — and,  besides  losing  some  claret' 
on  the  spot,  bruised  himself  a  good  deal,  but  is  in 
no  danger.  He  was  bled,  and  keeps  his  room.  As 
I  was  a-head  of  him  some  hundred  yards,  I  did  not 
lee  the  accident ;  but  my  servant,  who  was  behind, 
did,  and,  says  the  Aorae'did  not  fall— the  usual  ex- 
cuse of  floored  equestrians.  As  Taafe  piques  him- 
self upon  Ilia  horsemanship,  and  his  horse  is  really 
a  pretty  horse  enough,  I  long  for  his  personal  nar- 
rative,— as  I  never  yet  met  the  man  who  would 
fairly  claim  a  tumble  as  his  own  property. 

*•  Could  not  you  send  me  a  printed  copy  of  the 

*  Irish  Avatar  ?' — I  do  not  know  what  has  become 
of  Rogers  since  we  parted  at  Florence. 

**  Don't  let  the  Angles  keep  you  from  writing. 
Sain  told  mc  that  you  were  somewhat  dissipated  in 
Paris,  which  I  can  easily  believe.  Let  me  hear 
from  you  at  your  best  leisure. 

•*  Ever,  and  truly,  &c. 

MP.B.    December  Is. 

**  I  enclose  you  some  lines,  written  not  long  ago, 
which  you  may  do  what  you  like  with,  as  they  arc 
very  hamiless.f  Only,  if  copied  or  printed,  or  set, 
I  could  wish  it  more  correctly  than  in  the  usual 
way,  in  which  one's  •  nothings  are  monstered,'  as, 
Coriolanus  says. 

"  You  must  really  get  Taafe  published — ^he  never 
will  rest  till  he  is  so.     lie  is  just  gone  with  his 


broken  head  to  Lucca,  at 
a  man  from  being  burnt. 
has  her  peticoats  over  ] 
demned  a  poor  devil  to  t 
wafer-box  out  of  a  chi 
course,  were  up  in  arms  a 
■and  have  been  disturbing 
tence  changed.  Taafe  la 
done. 


LETTEI 


"  Mt  Dbab  Shellbt, 

**  Enclosed  is  a  note  for 
sous  are  all  very  true>  I  di 
may  be  of  personal  incon^ 
does  not  appear  to  mc  to  b 
to  be  burnt  without  trying 
by  any  means  but  remhnstn 
question ;  but  I  do  not  sei 
strance  should  hurt  any  o 
man,  if  he  would  under 
Grand  Duke  personally, 
vail  upon  him  to  interfere 
row,  you  must  be  quick  oi 
any  use  of  my  name  that ; 


LETTEB 


"  I  send  you  the  two  r 
the  story  I  allude  to  of  tl 
allusion  to  his  'fellow-se 
mine.  Goethe's  Mephis 
who  tempted  Eve  '  my  au: 
and  I  always  insist  that  S 
of  her  nephews,  walking 
tail." 


•  Mr.  Oaliirnanl  harinf  pxpre»»d  a  wi»h  to  be  fnmnhwl  with  a  ihort 
Memoir  of  Umi  Byron,  for  the  p"trpo«?  of  prcAxing'  It  to  tlio  FnuKh  edition 
jf  his  work*,  I  had  laid  }«fiiigljr  in  tt  pn>cedinjr  IctttT  to  hia  lortUhlp,  that  it 
»oiiId  l<  but  a  f.Ur  Mtire  on  the  di»po*illon  of  ih/?  world  to  "  bcaion«tCT  hb 
«»turei,"  if  he  would  write  for  tlie  piiMie,  English  aa  well  aa  French,  a  aort 
9f  mock-heroic  account  of  him8<:lf,  outdiMiig,  in  honom  and  wonden,  all  that 
■od  been  vet  related  or  belieTed  of  hJm,  oud  leaving  even  Goeihc'i  atory  of 
(he  douWe  murdtr  at  Florence  far  behind.-  Moort. 

t  Slaiizju  wriitea  on  Uic  road  betwMn  Flcceuce  and  Piia  pag«  STB. 


*'  My  Dear  Lord, 

"Although  strongly  p 
must  be  either  an  entire  u 
exaggeration  as  to  be  near 
able  to  discover  the  truth 
set  your  mind  quite  at  rest 
mination  to  go  myself  t 
Should  it  prove  less  false  t 
1  shall  not  fail  to  exert  m 
can  imagine  may  have  anj 
this.  "  Your  lor 

"  P.  S.  To  prevent  hav^ 
person  to  sending  my  sen 
better  for  you  to  menti 
course,  to  Shelley)  of  my  < 
visit  there  is  one  on  whom 
ence  in  every  way,  both  as 


My  Dear  Lord  Byron 

*'  I  hear  this  morning  th 

tainly  had  been  in  conten 

fellow-serpent,  has  been 

has  been  condemned  to  th< 


■V 
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II  at  Leffliorn ;  and  as  yora  oonrier  applied  to  me  to 
know  imether  he  oaght  to  leave  joor  letter  for  him 
or  not,  I  have  thought  it  beet  since  this  information 
to  tell  him  to  take  it  back. 

*'  Ever  faithfully  yours, 
**  P.  B.  Bhbllbt. 


LETTEB  DXLIII. 

TO  ant  WALTXB  8C0TT,  BART. 

**Ftmi,  Sumuj1M,Vn. 

**  Mt  Dbab  Sib  Waltbx, 

'*  I  need  not  say  how  grateful  I  am  for  your  letter 
but  I  must  own  my  ingratitude  in  not  having  writ- 
ten to  you  again  long  ago.  Since  I  left  England, 
(and  it  is  not  for  all  the  usual  term  of  transporta- 
tion,) I  have  scribbled  to  five  hundred  blockneads 
on  business,  &c.,  without  diificulty,  though  with 
no  great  pleasure ;  and  yet,  with  the  notion  of  ad- 
dressing you  a  hundred  times,  in  my  head  and  al 
ways  in  my  heart,  I  have  not  done  what  I  ought  to 
have  done.  I  can  only  account  for  it  on  the  same 
principle  of  tremulous  anxiety  with  which  one 
sometimes  makes  love  to  a  beautiful  woman  of  our 
own  degree,  with  whom  one  is  enamored  in  good 

:  earnest ;  whereas  we  attack  a  fresh  colored  house- 
maid without  (I  speak,  of  course,  of  earlier  times) 
any  sentimental  remorse  or  mitigation  of  our  virtu- 

,    ous  purpose. 

I  *'  I  owe  to  you  far  more  than  the  usual  obligation 
for  the  courtesies  of  literature  and  common  mend- 
ship,  for  you  went  out  of  your  way  in  1817  to  do  me 
a  service,  when  it  required  not  merely  kindness, 
but  courage  to  do  so ;  to  have  been  recorded  by  you 

;  in  such  a  manner  would  have  been  a  proud  memo- 
rial at  anv  time,  but  at  such  a  time  nvhen  '  all  the 
world  ana  his  wife,*  as  the  proverb  goes,  were  trying 
to  trample  upon  me,  was  something  still  higher  to 
my  self-esteem,—!  allude  to  the  Quarterlv  Review 
of  the  third  canto  of  Childe  Harold,  whicn  Murray 
told  me  was  written  by  you, — and  indeed,  I  should 
have  known  it  without  his  information,  as  there 
could  not  be  two  who  could  and  would  have  done 
this  at  the  time.  Had  it  been  a  common  criticism, 
however  eloquent  or  panegjrrical,  I  should  have  felt 
pleased,  undoubtedly,  ana  grateful,  but  not  to  the 
extent  which  the  extraordinary  good-heartedness  of 
the  whole  proceeding  must  induce  in  any  mind  ca- 
pable of  such  sensations.  The  very  tardiness  of 
this  acknowledgment  will,  at  least  show  that  I 
have  not  forgotten  the  obligation ;  and  I  can  assure 
you  that  my  sense  of  it  has  been  out  at  compound 
interest  during  the  delay.  I  shall  only  add  one 
word  upon  the  subject,  which  is,  that  I  think  that 
you,  and  Jeffrey,  a^d  Leigh  Hunt,  were  the  only 
literary  men,  of  numbers  wnom  I  know,  (and  some 
of  whom  I  have  served,)  who  dared  venture  even  an 
anomymous  word  in  my  favor  just  then ;  and  that 
of  those  three,  I  had  never  seen  one  at  all-— of  the 
second  much  less  than  I  desired — and  that  the  third 
was  under  no  kind  of  obligation  to  me  whatever ; 
while  the  other  ttoo  had  been  actually  attacked  by 
me  ou  a  former  occasion ;  one,  indeed,  with  some 
provocation,  but  the  other  wantonlv  enough.  So 
you  see  you  have  been  heaping  *  coals  of  fire,'  &c., 
in  the  true  gospel  manner,  and  I  can  assure  you 
that  they  have  burnt  down  to  my  very  heart. 

**  I  am  glad  that  ^ou  accepted  the  mscription.  I 
meant  to  have  inscribed  *  the  Foscarini*  to  you  in- 
stead ;  but  first,  I  heard  that  *  Cain*  was  tnonght 
the  least  bad  of  the  two  as  a  composition ;  and, 
2dly,  I  have  abused  Southcy  like  a  pickpocket,  in  a 
note  to  the  Foscarini,  and  I  recollected  that  he  is  a 
friend  of  yours,  f  though  not  of  mine,)  and  that  it 
would  not  be  the  nandsome  thing  to  dedicate  to  one 
friend  any  thing  containing  such  matters  about  an- 
other. However,  I'll  work  the  Laureate  before  I 
have  done  with  him,  as  soon  as  I  can  muster  Bil- 
119 


Ungsgate  therefor.  I  Kke  a  fow,  md  tlwajt  did 
from  a  hoy,  in  the  course  of  which  propensity,  1 
must  needs  say,  that  I  have  found  it  the  most  easy 
of  all  to  be  gratified,  peraonellytnd  poetieaUy.  Tou 
disclaim  <jealou8ies;'but  I  would  ask,  as  ]Boswell 
did  of  Johnson,  '  of  whom  could  you  be  Jealous,* 
of  none  of  the  living,  certainly,  and  (taking  all  and 
all  into  consideration)  of  which  of  the  dead  ?  I 
don't  like  to  bore  you  about  the  Scotch  novels,  (as 
they  call  them,  tnough  two  of  them  are  wholly 
English,  and  the  rest  half  so,)  but  nothing  can  or 
coud  ever  persuade  me,  since  I  was  the  first  tea 
minutes  in  your  company,  that  yon  are  not  the  man. 
To  me  those  novels  have  so  much  of  *  Auld  lang 
syne,  (I  was  bred  a  canny  Scott  till  ten  years  old,) 
that  I  never  move  without  them  ;  and  when  I  re- 
moved from  Ravenna  to  Pisa,  the  other  dav,  and 
sent  on  my  Hbrary  before,  they  were  the  only  "books 
that  I  kept  by  me,  although  I  already  have  them  by 
heart. 

"jMaaf797,  I8B. 

"  I  delayed  till  now  concluding,  in  the  hope  that 
I  should  have  got  *  the  Pirate,'  who  is  now  under 
way  for  me,  but  has  not  yet  hove  in  sight.  I  hear 
that  your  daughter  is  married,  and  I  suppose  by 
this  time  you  are  half  a  grandfather— a  young  one, 
by-the-way.  I  have  heard  great  things  of  Mrs. 
Lock  hart's  personal  and  mental  charms,  and  much 
good  of  her  lord :  that  yon  may  live  to  see  as  many 
novel  Scotts  as  there  are  Soots'  novels,  is  **i«  very 
bad  pun,  but  sincere  wish  of 

<*  Tours  ever  most  affectionately,  &e. 

<«  P.  S.  Why  don't  you  take  a  turn  in  Italy  ?  Yon 
would  find  yourself  as  well  known  and  as  wel- 
come as  in  the  Highlands  among  the  natives.  As 
for  the  English  you  would  be  with  them  as  in  Lon- 
don ;  and  I  need  not  add,  that  I  should  be  de- 
lighted to  see  you  again,  which  is  far  more  than  I 
shall  ever  feel  or  say  for  England,  or  (with  a  few 
exceptions  *of  kitn,  kin,  and  allies*)  any  thing 
that  it  contains.  But  my  <  heart  warms  to  the  tar- 
tan,' or  to  any  thing  of  Scotland,  which  reminds 
me  of  Aberdeen  and  other  parts,  not  so  far  firom 
the  Highlands*  as  that  town,  about  Invercanld  and 
Braemar,  where  I  was  sent  to  drink  goat's  fey  in 
1795-6,  in  consequence  of  a  threatened  decline  sjter 
the  scarlet  fever.  But  I  am  gossipping ;  so,  good 
night — and  the  gods  be  with  your  dreams  ! 

**  Pray  present  my  respects  to  Lady  Scott,  who 
may  pernaps  recollect  having  seen  me  in  town  in 
1815. 

"  I  see  that  one  your  supporters  (for,  like  Sir 
Hildebrand,  I  am  fond  of  Quilin)  Is  a  mermaid:  it 
is  my  crest  too,  and  with  precisely  the  same  enrl  ol 
tail.  There's  concatenation  for  you ! — ^I  am  build 
ing  a  little  cutter  at  Genoa,  to  go  a  cruising  in  the 
summer.    I  know  you  like  the  sea  too." 


LETTER  DXLIV. 

TO  DOUGLAS  KINNAIBD. 

««PIM,FM»«U7«,I8& 

**  *  Try  back  the  deep  lane,'  till  we  find  a  pub- 
lisher for  *  the  Vision ;  *  and  if  none  such  is  to  be 
found,  print  fifty  copies  at  my  expense,  distribute 
them  among  my  acquaintance,  and  you  will  soon 
see  that  the  booksellers  will  publish  them,  even  if 
we  oppose  them.  That  they  are  now  afraid  is  natn* 
ral  -,  but  I  do  not  see  that  1  ought  to  give  way  on 
that  account.  I  know  nothing  of  Rivington's  *  Re- 
monstrance' by  the  *  eminent  Churchman ; '  but  I 
suppose  he  wanti  a  living.  I  once  heard  of  a 
preacher  at  Kentish  Town  against  '  Cain.'  The 
same  outcry  was  raised  against  Priestly,  Hum^ 


'  8MMltlft*'TtoMwd." 
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Gibbon,  ToUairt*,  find  all  the  mon  who  dared  to  put 
tithes  to  the  question. 

"  I  have  got  Southey>  pretended  f  eply,  to  which  I 
am  suqirised  that  you  do  not  allude.  What  re- 
mains to  be  done  is,  to  call  him  out.  The  question 
is,  would  he  come?  for,  if  he  would  not,  the  whole 
thing  would  appear  ridiculous,  if  I  were  to  take  a 
long  and  expensive  journey  to  no  purpose. 

"  You  must  be  my  second,  and;  as  such,  I  "wish  to 
consult  you. 

**  I  apply  to  yon  as  one  well  versed  in  the  duello, 
or  monomachie.  Of  course  I  shall  come  to  Eng- 
land as  privately  as  possible,  and  leave  it  (sup 
nosing  that  I  was  the  survivor)  in  the  same  manner; 
Iiaving  no  other  object  which  could  bring  me  to  that 
country  except  to  settle  quarrels  accumulated 
during  my  absence. 

*'By  the  last  post  I  transmitted  to  you  a  letter 
upon  some  Rochdale  toll  business,  from  which 
there  are  moneys  in  prospect.  My  agent  says  ttco 
thousand  pounds,  but  supposing  it  to  be  onfy  one, 
or  even  otie  hundred^  still  they  he  moneys ;  and  I 
have  hved  long  enough  to  have  an  exceeding  re- 
spect for  the  stniiUcst  current  coin  of  any  realm,  or 
the  least  sum,  which,  although  I  may  not  want  it 
myself,  may  do  something  for  others  who  may  need 
it  more  than  I. 

*•  They  say  that  *  Knowledge  is  Power ; ' — I  used 
to  think  so;  but  I  now  know  that  they  meant 
*  money ;'  and  when  Socrates  declared,  *  that  all  he 
knew  was,  that  he  knew  nothing,'  he  merely  in 
tended  to  declare,  that  he  had  not  a  drachm  in  the 
Athenian  world. 

*'  The  circulars  are  arrived,  and  circulating  like 
the  vortices  (or  vortexes)  of  Descartes.  Still  I 
have  a  due  care  of  the  needful,  and  keep  a  look-out 
ahead,  as  my  notions  upon  the  score  of  moneys  co- 
incide with  yours,  and  with  all  men's  who  have 
lived  to  see  that  every  guinea  is  a  philosopher's 
stone,  or  at  least  his  ^owrA-stone.  You  will  doubt 
me  the  less,  when  I  pronounce  my  firm  belief,  that 
Cash  is  Virtue. 

"  I  cannot  reproach  myself  with  much  expendi- 
ture: my  only  extra  expense  (and  it  is  more  than  I 
have  spent  upon  myself)  being  a  loan  of  two 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  to  Hunt;  and  fifty 
pounds'  worth  of  furniture  which  I  have  bought  for 
nim ;  and  a  boiit  which  I  am  building  for  myself 
at  Genoa,  which  will  cost  about  a  hundred  pounds 
more. 

**  But  to  return.  I  am  determined  to  have  all 
the  moneys  I  can,  whether  by  my  own  funds,  or 
succession,  or  lawsuit,  or  MSS.,  or  any  lawful 
means  whatever. 

*'  I  will  pay  (though  with  the  sincerest  reluctance) 
my  remaining  creditors,  and  every  man  of  law,  by 
Instalments  trom  the  award  of  the  arbitrators. 

"  I  recommend  to  you  the  notice  in  Mr.  Han- 
son's letter,  on  the  demand  of  moneys  for  the 
Rochdale  tolls. 

*'  Above  all,  I  recommend  my  interests  to  your 
honorable  worship. 

*'  Recollect,  too,  that  I  expect  some  moneys  for 
the  various  MSS.,  (no  matter  what;)  and,  in  short, 
*Rem,  mtocimqiie  modo,  Rem  ! ' — the  noble  feeling 
of  cupidity  grows  upon  us  with  our  years. 

*'  Yours  ever,  &c.** 


I  blasphemous;  and  the 
I  gentleman,  *Evil,  be  tl 
I  very  poem,  from  the  m 
!  any  thing  more  in  tha 
[Cain  is  nothing  more 
argument.  If  Lucifer 
murderfcr  and  the  first 
speak,  surely  all  the  re! 
according  to  their  chars 
sions  have  ever  been  pe 

"  I  have  even  avoiaec 
Scripture,  (though  Milt 
either,^  but  have  adopti 
instead,  on  purpose  to 
on  the  subject  by  falli 
spired  men  must  fall 
adequate  notion  of  th 
Jehovah.  The  old  Myi 
rally  enough,  and  all  tli 

•'  The  attercpt  to  buli 
won't  succeed  with  me, 
attempt  as  ever  disgrac 
Gibbon's,  Hume's,  Pr 
publishers  have  been  a 
seventy  years,  are  you  t 
oi  Jiiiiony  not  of  history 
be  something  at  the  h 
enemy  of  your  own :  it 

*'  I  can  only  sav,  *  \ 
— that  any  proceedings 
may  be  transferred  to 
otu/htj  to  endure  them 
money  by  the  publicatii 
of  the  copyright;  that 
both  you  and  Mr.  Giffo 
publication,  as  also  M 
occasioned  it,  and  I  t 
either  legally  or  otherwi 
If  they  prosecute,  I  wil 
if  by  meeting  it  in  n 
yours.  Let  me  know. 
I  can  help  it.  Make 
please. 

"  P.  S.  I  write  to  yoi 
passions  and  absurditic 
( for  here  our  winter  is  c 
lighting  the  winding  A 
and  bridges, — so  quiet 
are  wc  before  the  least  c 
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LETTER  DXLV. 

TO  MB.  MURRAT. 

«  Ftaa,  Feix  8, 189S. 

"Attacks  upon  me  were  to  be  expected,  but  I 
perceive  one  upon  you  in  the  papers,  wnich  I  confess 
that  I  did  not  expect.  How,  or  in  what  manner, 
vou  can  be  considered  responsible  for  what  /  pub- 
lish, I  am  at  a  loss  to  conceive. 

"If  'Caiu'  be  *  blasphemous,'  Paradise  Lost  is 


*  I  am  rather  surp; 
answer  to  my  letter  ai 
dead,  and  it  is  not  impo 
to  England  to  settle  the 
property,  and  what  po 
it ;  all  which  was  left  u: 
separation.  But  I  ho] 
without, — and  I  have  v 
dett  to  be  my  referee,  as 

"Continue  to  addres 
can  avoid  it — at  least,  n 
may  on  another ;  for  I  w 
convey  a  message  of  i: 
meet  me,  either  in  Engla 
ruption)  on  the  coast  of 
fortnight  ago,  and  I  hav 
the  answer.  However, 
therefore  continue  to  ad 

*"•  My  agents  and  trus 
desire  that  I  would  take 
I  am  yours  very  truly  an 

'P.  S.  i  have  had  no 


on InuintM;  and SMnly  kaow,  Amm'soaM  afaiBM  in 
that  taithftd  w  and  d»-tnetor,  OaHgnani,  that  the 
clergy  are  up  against  *Cain.'  There  it  (if  I  am 
not  mistaken)  some  good  ehnroh  preferment  on  the 
Wentworth  eetates;  and  I  will  show  them  what  a 
good  Christian  I  am  bj  patronising  and  prefesring 
Uie  most  pious  of  their  ocder,  shoold  opportoni^ 


**  M.  and  I  am  but  little  in  oorretpondenee»  and  I 
know  nothing  of  literary  matters  at  present.  I 
have  been  wilting  on  business  onlv  lately.  MThat 
aie you  about?  Be  assured  that  there  is  no  such 
coalition  as  yqp  apprehend." 


LETTBE  DXLVn. 

TO  lOL  XOOBS. 

•    "  Your  letter  arriyed  since  1  wrote  the  enclosed. 

It  is  not  like^,  as  I  hare  appointed  agents  and 
-  arbitrators  for  the  Noel  estatcsi  that  I  should  pro- 
',   oeed  to  £nc^d  on  that  acoounty^-though  I  may 

upon  another,  within  stated.    At  any  rate,  continue 

rm  to  address  here  till  you  hear  further  from  me. 
could  wi^  yott  still  to  arrange  for  me,  either  mth 
a  London  or  raris  publisher,  for  the  things,  &c.  I 
shall  not  quarrel  with  any  ^angement  you  may 
please  to  make. 

"  I  have  appointed  Sir  Francis  Burdett  my  arbi< 

trator  to  decide  on  lady  Byron's  allowance  out  of 

'    the  Noel   eetates,  which  are  estimated  at  soTen 

thousand  a  jear,  and  rentM  very  well  i>aid,— «  rare 

thin^  at  this  time.    It  is,  however,  owing  to  their 

'   eonntting  chiefly  in  pasture  lands,  and  therefore 

'  less  affected  by  oom  bills,  &c.,  than  properties  in 

'  tUlage. 

'  JMlieve  me  yours  ever  most  affectionately, 

"Noel  Btkon. 
'       "  Between  xnr  own  property  in  the  funds,  and  my 
wife's  in  land,  I  do  not  know  which  $id€  to  cry  out 
'  on  in  politics. 

"  There  is  nothing  against  the  immortality  of  the 

;  Boul  in  '  Cain '  that  1  recollect.    I  hold  no  such 

opinions :— but,  in  a  drama,  the  first  rebel  and  the 

,  first  murderer  must  be  made  to  talk  according  to 

^  their    characters.     However,  the   parsons  are  all 

preaching  at  it,  from  Kentish  Town  and  Oxford  to 

I*isa ; — ^tfie  scoundrels  of  priests,  who  do  more  harm 

to  religion  than  all  the  inndels  that  ever  forgot  their 

catehism. 

"I  have  not  seen  Lady  NoeVs  death  announced 
In  QalignanL^How  is  that  ?  " 


LETTER  DXLyni. 

TO  KB.  XOORB. 

•  I  begin  to  think  that  the  packet  (a  heavy  one) 
of  five  acts  of  *  Werner,'  &c.,  can  hardly  have 
reached  you.  for  your  letter  of  last  week  (whieh  I 
answeredf)  did  not  aUude  to  it,  and  yet  I  insured  it 
at  the  post-oiBce  here. 

*'  I  have  no  direct  news  firam  England,  ezoept  on 
the  Noel  business,  which  is  proceeoung  quietly,  as  I 
have  appointed  a  gentleman  (Sir  F.  Burdett)  for 
my  arbitrator.  Thev,  too,  have  said  that  they  will 
recall  the  knay§r  wnom  thev  had  chosen,  and  wiU 
name  a  gentlenum  too.  This  is  better,  as  the 
arrangement  of  the  estates  and  of  Lady's  B.'s 
allowanee  will  thus  be  settled  without  qaibUiag. 

•  Tlw  fiwe  Jhf  kaer  mm  mOnmd  h  afc 


M7 

My  lawyers  are  taking  otit  a  license  for  the  name 
and  arms,  which  it  seems  I  am^  to  endue. 

<*  By  another,  and  indirect  quarter,  I  hear  that 
'Cain'  has  been  pirated,  and  that  the  Chancellor 
has  refused  to  give  Murray  any  redress.  Also,  that 
O.  K.*  i^fotir  friend  'Ben'),  hae  expressed  great 
paisonal  indignation  at  the  said  poem.  All  this  is 
curious  enou^  I  think,— after  allowing  Priestly, 
Hume,  and  Gibbon,  and  Bolingbroke,  and  Voltaire 
to  be  published,  without  depriving  the  bookseUan 
of  their  rights.  I  heard  from  Rome  a  day  or  two 
ago,  and,  with  what  truth  I  know  not,  that  •  •  • 

♦*  Youxs,  &0  " 


LETTER  DXLIX. 

TO  MB.  MOOBB. 

"Fl«,]imk  1,180. 

**  As  I  still  have  no  news  of  my  *  Wen&er,'  Ac., 
packet,  sent  to  you  on  the  20th  of  Janaair,  I  oon- 
tinue  to  bore  you,  (for  the  fifth  time,  I  befieve,)  to 
know  whether  it  nas  not  miscairied.  As  it  was 
Curly  copied  out,  it  will  be  vexatious  if  it  be  lost. 
Indeed,  I  insured  it  at  the  post-oi&ce  to  make 
them  teke  more  oare,  and  direotod  it  regularly  to 
you  at  Paris. 

**  In  the  impartial  Oalignani  I  perceive  an  extract 
from  Blaekwood's  Magasine,  in  which  it  ia  said 
that  there  are  people  who  have  disoovered  that  you 
and  I  ore  no  poets.  With  regard  to  one  of  us,  1 
know  that  this  north-west  passage  to  my  magnetic 
pole  had  been  long  disooverad  by  some  sages  and  I 
leave  them  the  full  benefit  of  tnelr  penetration.  I 
think,  as  Gibbon  says  of  his  History,  *  that,  per* 
haps  a  hundred  years  henoe  it  may  still  continue  to 
be  abused.'  However,  I  am  far  from  pretending  to 
compete  or  compare  with  that  illustrious  litwary 
chancter. 

But,  with  regard  to  yon,  I  thought  that  you 
had  always  been  allowed  to  be  a  poet,  even  by  the 
stupid  as  well  as  the  envious— a  bad  one,  to  be  sure 
—immoral,  florid,  Asiatic,  and  diabolically  popular, 
-^ut  still  always  a  poet,  Mem.  coh.  This  diacovery, 
therefore,  has  to  me  all  the  grace  of  novelty,  as 
well  as  of  consolation  (according  to  Bochefoueault) 
to  find  myself  no-poetized  in  such  good  oompony. 
I  am  content  to  *  err  with  Plato; '  and  can  assure 
you  very  sincerely,  that  I  would  rather  be  received 
a  non  poet  with  you,  than  be  crowned  with  all  the 
bays  of  (the  ye^-uncrowned)  Lakers  in  their  society. 
I  believe  you  think  better  of  those  worthies  than  I 
do.    I  know  them       •••••♦ 

*<  As  for  Southey,  the  answer  to  my  proposition 
of  a  meeting  is  not  yet  come.  I  sent  the  message, 
with  a  short  note  to  him,  through  Douglas  Km- 
naird,  and  Douglas's  response  is  not  arrived.  If  he 
accepts,  I  shall  nave  to  go  to  Bn^and ;  but  if  not, 
I  do  not  think  the  Noel  affairs  wm  take  me  theie, 
as  the  arbitrators  can  settle  them  without  my 
presence,  and  tltore  do  not  seem  to  be  any  diffloul- 
ties.  The  license  for  the  new  name  and  armorial 
bearings  will  be  taken  out  by  the  rMpilar  applicap 
tion,  in  such  cases,  to  the  Crown,  ana  sent  to  me. 

u  in  Italy  agaiL 
I  by  me,  I  know ; 


'*Is  there  a  hope  of  seeins  you  in  Italy  again 
.  er  ?  What  are  yon  doing  i-'^bored  by  me,  I  know ; 
but  I  have  explained  wMf  before.    1  have  no  cor- 


respondence now  with  London,  except  through 
relations  and  lawyers,  and  one  or  two  mends.  My 
neatest  friend.  Lord  Clare,  is  at  Rome :  we  met  on 


tne  road,  and  our  meeting  was  quite  sentimental-" 
rso^  pathetic  on  both  sides.  I  nave  always  loved 
him  Dettar  than  any  mmk  thing  in  the  workL 


[The  praeeding  was  enoloaed  in  that  which  fol* 
lows.] 

•llMlht. 
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BYROITB  WORKS. 


LETTER  DL. 


TO  MB  MOORB. 


•«  PtM,  Mafch  4,  laa. 

''Since  I  wrote  the  enclosed,  I  have  waited 
another  post,  and  now  have  jour  answer  acknow- 
ledging the  arrival  of  the  packet—a  troublesome 
one,  I  fear,  to  yea  in  more  ways  than  onei  both 
from  weight  external  and  internal. 

"  The  unpublished  things  in  your  hands,  in 
Douglas  K.'s,  and  Mr.  John  Murray's,  are, 
*  Heaven  and  Earth,  a  lyrical  kind  of  Drama  upon 
the  Deluge,  &c. ; ' — *  Werner,'  now  toith  you  ; — a 
translation  of  the  first  canto  of  the  Morgante  Mag- 
giore ; — ditto  of  an  Episode  in  Dante ; — some  stan- 
zas to  the  Po,  June  Ist,  1819 ; — Hints  from  Horace, 
written  in  1811,  but  a  good  deal,  since,  to  be  omit- 
ted;— several  prose  things,  which  may,  perhaps,  as 
well  remain  unpublished ; — '  The  Vision,  &c.,  of 
Quevodo  Redivivus  '  in  verse. 

*•  Here  you  see  is  *  more  matter  for  a  May  morn- 
ing ; '  but  how  much  of  this  can  be  published  is  for 
consideration.  The  Qucvedo  (one  of  my  best  in 
that  line)  has  appalled  the  Row  already,  and  must 
take  its  chance  at  Paris,  if  at  all.  The  new 
Mystery  is  less  speculative  than  *Cain,'  and  very 
pious  ;  besides,  it  is  chiefly  lyrical.  The  Morgante 
is  the  best  translation  that  ever  was  or  will  be 
made;  and  the  rest  are — whatever  you  please  to 
think  them. 

•*  I  am  sorry  you  think  Werner  even  approaching 
to  any  fitness  for  the  stage,  which  with  my  notions 
upon  it,  is  very  far  from  my  present  object.  With 
regard  to  the  publication,  I  have  already  explained 
that  I  have  no  exorbitant  expectations  of  either 
fame  or  profit  in  the  present  instances ;  but  wish 
them  published  because  they  are  written ;  which  is 
the  common  feeling  of  all  scribblers. 

"  With  respect  to  *  Religion,'  can  I  never  con- 
vince you  that  /  have  no  such  opinions  as  t^ie 
characters  in  that  drama,  which  seems  to  have 
frightened  every  body  ?  Yet  they  are  nothing  to 
the  expressions  in  Goethe's  Faust,  (which  are  ten 
times  hardier,)  and  not  a  whit  more  bold  than  those 
of  Milton's  Satan.  My  ideas  of  a  character  ro«»,y 
run  away  with  me:  like  all  imaginative  men,  I,  of 
course,  embody  myself  with  the  character  while  I 
draw  it,  but  not  a  moment  after  the  pen  is  from  off 
the  paper. 

♦*  I  am  no  enemy  to  religion,  but  the  contrary. 
As  a  proof,  I  am  educating  my  natural  daughter  a 
strict  Catholic  in  a  convent  of  Romagna,  for  I 
think  people  can  never  have  enough  of  religion,  if 
they  are  to  have  any.  I  incline,  myself,  very  much 
to  the  Catholic  doctrines;  but  if' I  am  to  write  a 
drama,  I  must  make  my  characters  speak  as  I  con- 
ceive them  likely  to  argue. 

•*  As  to  poor  li^hellev,  who  is  another  bugbear  to 
Tt)u  and  the  world,  he  is,  to  my  knowledge,  the 


^ 


least  selfish  and  the  mildest  of  men — a  man  who 
has  made  more  sacrifices  of  his  fortune  and  feelings 
for  others  than  any  I  ever  heard  of.  With  his 
speculative  opinions  I  have  nothing  in  common, 
aor  desire  to  have. 

"  The  truth  is,  ray  dear  Moore,  you  live  near  the 
itove  of  society,  where  you  are  unavoidably  influ- 
enced by  its  heat  and  its  vapors.  I  did  so  once— 
and  too  much — and  enough  to  give  a  color  to  my 
whole  future  existence.  As  my  success  in  society 
was  not  inconsiderable,  I  am  surely  not  a  prejudiced 
judge  upon  the  subject,  unless  in  its  favor ;  but  I 
think  it,  as  now  constituted,  fatal  to  all  great 
original  undertakings  of  every  kind.  I  never  courted 
it  ^/^en,  when  I  was  young  and  high  in  blood,  and 
one  of  its  •  curled  aarlings ; '  and  do  you  think  I 
wbuld  do  so  fiotr,  when  I  am  living  in  a  clearer  at- 
mosphere ?  One  thing  only  might  lead  me  back  to 
it,  and  that  is,  to  try  once  more  if  I  could  do  any 
good  in  politics ;  but  not  in  the  petty  politics  I  see 
now  preying  upon  our  miserable  couatry.  ' 


<<  Do  not  let  me  be  m 

you  speak  your  oion  opi 
will  have,  the  greatest  w 
merely  echo  the  '  monde, 
do  so,  being  in  its  favc 
only  regret  that  you  shoi 
which  I  cannot  pay  atter 

*'  But  I  am  prosing. 
as  much  immortality  of 
present  and  all  other  ezi 
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**  The  enclosed  letter 
me ;  though  I  think  it  is 
wish  that  I  should  coni 
may,  therefore,  send  hin 
which  will  save  you  all  fi 
can  you  forgive  me  for  th 
already  put  upon  you  ? 
ashamea  of  naving  giv( 
nonsense. 

**  The  fact  is,  I  can: 
though  violent  enough  in 
that  all  the  world  are  m 
neither  can  nor  ought  1 
really  thought,  it  were  b< 

**  t  have  had  no  other  i 
a  letter  from  Barry  Com 
schoolfellow.  Though  J 
letters  lately,  believe  me 

"P.  S.  In  your  last  1 
Shelley,  that  you  would  a 
bigot '  to  the  '  annihilatit 
in  immortality,  however- 
you  remember  Frederick 
remonstrance  of  the  villag 
against  the  eternity  of 
thus :— *  If  my  faith'ful  si 
sen  prefer  being  eternally 

'  Of  the  two,  I  should 
ter  than  the  agonized  vig 
they  are,  cling  so  to  any 
probably  would  prefer  dar 
they  think  themselves  so 
that  nothing  less  can  ss 
sects !  *• 


LETTE 


"You  will  long  ago  h 
me,  (or  should,)  declaring 
ment  you  have  met  with  ; 
tion.  I  think  it  disgrace! 
secuted  you.  I  make  pe; 
war  was  for  other  reason 
versy.  I  have  written  to 
ward  to  you  the  tragedy  o 
make  or  propose  any  pr 
the  new  Mystery  till  we  si 
don't  sell,  (which  is  not  u 
and  I  suppose  this  is  fair 
it. 

*  Bartolini,  the  celebre 
to  desire  to  take  my  bust 
tion  that  he  also  took  tha 
oli.  He  has  taken  both 
allowed  that  hers  is  beau 
present  of  them  both,  tc 
malice,  and  as  a  compel  a 


1. 
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fqoibble  you  had  aboat  ThorwridMii's.  Of  my  own 
t  can  hardlj  ipealii  except  tiiat  {t  ia  thooght  Yery 
Jike  what  I  now  am,  which  ia  different  from  what 
I  waa,  of  oourae,  aince  you  aaw  me.  The  acnlptor 
ia  a  famona  one ;  and  as  it  waa  done  hy  Aw  oum 
particular  requeat,  will  he  done  well,  prohably. 

*'  What  ia  to  be  done  about  Taafe  and  his  Com- 
mentary ?  He  will  die,  if  he  ia  no<  published ;  he 
will  be  damned  if  he  it;  but  that  m  don't  mind. 
We  must  publiah  him. 

"  All  the  row  about  ma  haa  no  otherwiae  affected 
me  than  by  the  attack  upon  youraelf,  which  ia  un- 
generoua  in  Church  and  State :  but  aa  all  Tiolenoe 
muat  in  time  have  ita  proportionate  reaction,  you 
win  do  better  by-and-by.       "  Youra  Terr  truly, 

«*  NOBL  BYEOlf.' 


LBTTl^B  DLUI. 

TO  MR.  XOOBB. 

«•  PiN,  Much  8. 1S9. 

**  Ton  will  have  had  enough  of  my  letters  by  this 
time— yet  one  word  in  anawer  to  jrour  preaent  mis- 
sive, xou  are  quite  wrong  in  thinking  that  your 
'advice*  had  onendod  me;  but  1  have  already  re- 
plied (if  not  answered)  on  Ihat  point. 

"  With  regard  to  Murray,  as  I  really  am  the 
meekest  and  mildest  of  men  aince  Moses,  (though 
the  public  and  mine  '  excellent  wife '  cannot  find  it 
out,)  I  had  abready  pacified  myself  and  subsided 
back  to  Albemarle  atreet,  as  my  yesterday's  y«pistle 
will  have  informed  yon.  But  I  thought  that  1  had 
explained  my  causes  of  bile— at  leaat  to  you. 

"  Some  instances  of  vacillation,  occasional  neg- 
lect, and  troubleaome  sincerity,  real  or  imagined, 
are  sufficient  to  put  your  truly  great  author  and  man 
into  a  paasion.  JBut  reflection,  with  some  aid  from 
hellebore,  hath  already  cured  me  *  pro  tempore ; ' 
and,  if  it  had  not,  a  request  from  you  and  Uobhouae 
would  have  come  upon  me  like  t\To  out  of  the  <tribus 
Anticyris,' — with  which,  however,  Horace  despairs 
of  purging  a  poet.  I  really  feel  ashamed  of  having 
bored  you  ao  nequently  and  fully  of  late.  But  what 
could  I  do  ?  Tou  are  a  friend— an  absent  one,  alas ! 
—and  aa  I  truat  no  one  more,  I  trouble  you  in  pro- 
portion. 

«>  Thia  war  of  *  Church  and  SUte '  has  aatonished 
Die  more  than  it  diaturbs ;  for  I  really  thought  'Cain' 
It  apeoulative  and  hardy,  but  still  a  harmless  pro- 
lucUon.  Aa  1  aaid  before,  I  am  really  a  great  ad- 
mirer of  tangible  religion ;  and  am  breeding  one  of 
my  daughters  a  Catholic,  that  she  may  have  her 
lands  full.  It  is  by  far  the  most  elegant  worship, 
lardly  excepting  the  Greek  mythology.  What  with 
license,  pictures,  statues,  altars,  shnnes,  relics,  and 
;he  real  presence,  confession,  absolution, — ^there  ia 
wmethins  aensible  to  grasp  at.  Besides,  it  leaves 
lo  poBsibuty  of  doubt ;  for  tnosc  who  swallow  their 
Deity  really  and  truly,  in  transubstantiation,  can 
lardly  find  any  thing  else  otherwise  than  easy  of 
ligeation. 

"I  am  afraid  that  this  sounds  flippant,  but  I 
lon't  mean  it  to  be  ao ;  only  my  turn  of  mind  is  so 
^ven  to  taking  thin^  in  the  absurd  point  of  view, 
;h«t  it  breaks  out  in  spite  of  me  every  now  and 
;hen.  Still,  I  do  assure  you  that  I  am  a  very  good 
IJhristian.  Whether  you  will  believe  me  in  this,  I 
io  not  know ;  but  I  trust  you  will  take  my  word  for 
>eiug       **  Very  truly  and  affectionately  youra,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  Do  tell  Murray  that  one  of  the  conditions 
>f  peace  ia,  that  he  pubhsheUi  (or  obtaineth  a  pub- 
isher  for)  Taafe'a  Commentary  on  Dante,  against 
irhich  there  appaara  in  the  trade  an  unaooountable 
repugnance,  it  will  make  the  man  ao  exuberantly 
nappy.  He  dines  with  me  and  half  a  doaen  English 
to-day ;  and  I  have  not  the  heart  to  tell  him  how 
the  bibliopolar  world  ahxink  from  hia  Commentary ; 
—and  yet  it  ia  full  of  the  most  orthodox  religion 
vaA  monlity.    In  abort,  I  make  it  a  point  that  h* 


ahaU  be  in  print.  He  ia  surh  a  good-nat  ired.  heavy 
*  *  Christian,  that  we  must  give  him  a  above 
through  the  press.  He  naturally  thirsts  to  be  ta 
author,  and  haa  been  the  hapi>ie8t  of  men  for  these 
two  montha,  printing,  correcting,  collating,  dating, 
anticipating,  and  adomg  to  his  treaaures  of  learn- 
ing. Besiaes,  he  has  nad  another  fkll  from  hia 
horse  into  a  ditch  the  other  day,  while  riding  out 
with  me  into  the  country." 


LBTTER  DLIV. 

TO  MR.  MURJiAT. 

"Pfaa,  March  U,.18BS. 

'*  I  am  glad  that  you  and  your  friends  approve  of 
my  letter  of  the  8th  ultimo.  Tou  may  give  it  what 
publicity  you  think  proper  in  the  drcumstancea.  I 
nave  since  written  to  you  twice  or  thrice. 

"As  to  'a  poem  m  the  old  way,'  I  shall  attempt 
of  that  kind  nothing  further.  I  follow  the  bias  of 
my  own  mind,  without  considering  whether  women 
or  men  are  or  are  not  to  be  pleased:  but  this  ia 
nothing  to  my  publisher,  who  must  judge  and  act 
accordmg  to  popularity. 

**  Therefore  let  the  things  take  their  chance :  if 
they  pay,  you 'will  pay  me  in  proportion;  and  if 
they  don't,  I  must. 

"The  Noel  afiairs,  I  hope,  will  not  take  me  to 
England.  I  have  no  desire  to  revisit  that  country, 
unless  it  be  to  keep  you  out  of  a  prison,  (if  this  can 
be  effected  by  my  taking  your  place,)  or  perhaps  to 
get  myself  into  one,  by  exacting  satisfaction  from 
one  or  two  persons  who  take  advantage  of  my  ab- 
sence to  abuse  me.  Further  than  this,  I  have  no 
business  nor  connexion  with  England,  nor  desire  to 
have,  out  of  my  own  family  and  friends,  to  whom  I 
wish  all  prosperity.  Indeed,  I  have  lived  upon  the 
whole  so  little  in  England,  (about  five  years  since  I 
was  one-and-twenty,^  that  my  habits  are  too  con- 
tinental, and  your  climate  would  please  me  aa  little 
as  the  society. 

**  I  saw  the  Chancellor's  Report  in  a  French  pap 
per.  Pray,  why  don't  they  prosecute  the  transla- 
tion of  lAtcretiutf  or  the  original  with  ita 


<Tuatam  Bclifw  pocak  w 

"Tou  must  really  get  aomething  done  for  Mr 
Taafe's  Commentary ;  what  can  I  aay  to  him  ? 

"  Toon,  fte." 


LETTER  DLV. 

TO  MB.  MVSSAT. 

••]>iM,A|diia,ian. 

"  Mr.  Kinnaird  writes  that  there  haa  been  an  *  ex* 
oellent  defence*  of  *Cain,'  against  * Oxoniensis : ' 
you  have  sent  me  nothing  but  a  not  verv  excellent 
offence  of  the  same  poem.  If  there  be  such  a 
*  Defender  of  the  Faith,*  you  may  send  me  his 
thirty-nine  articles,  as  a  counterbalance  to  some  of 
your  late  communicationa. 

"  Are  you  to  publish,  or  not,  what  Moore  and  Mr. 
Kinnaird  have  in  hand,  and  the  '  Vision  of  Judg- 
ment ? '  If  you  publish  the  latter  in  a  very  cheap 
edition,  ao  aa  to  baffle  the  piratea  by  a  low  price, 
you  will  find  that  it  will  do.  The  <  Mystery '  I  look 
upon  aa  good,  and  *  Werner '  too,  and  I  expect  that 
you  will  publish  them  speedily.  Tou  neea  not  put 
your  name  to  Quwedo,  but  publish  it  as  a  forcSgn 
edition,  and  let  it  make  its  way.  Douglas  Kirnaird 
haa  it  still,  with  the  preface,  I  believe. 

"  I  refer  you  to  him  for  documenta  on  the  latf 
row  here.    I  sent  them  a  week  ago. 

"  Youra.  fto'* 
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LETTER  DLVl. 


TO  ME.   MUKRA.Y. 


LETTEB 


TO  SIR  TTAl 


^ 


•«  Ph*.  April  18,  1S22. 

«•  I  have  rccciTed  the  Defence  of  •  Cain.'  Who  is 
my  Warburton  ? — for  ho  has  done  for  me  what  the 
bishop  did  for  the  poet  against  Crousaz.  His  reply 
seems  to  me  conclusive :  and  if  you  understood  your 
own  interest,  you  would  print  it  together  with  the 
poem. 

**  It  is  Tery  odd  that  I  do  not  hear  from  you.  I 
have  forwaraed  to  Mr.  Douglas  Kinnaird  the  docu- 
ments on  a  squabble  here,  which  occurred  about  a 
month  ago.  The  affair  is  still  goin^  on ;  but  they 
make  nothing  of  it  hitherto,  l  think,  what  with 
home  and  abroad,  tliere  has  been  hot  water  enough 
for  one  while.  Mr.  Dawkins,  the  English  minister, 
has  behaved  in  the  handsomest  and  most  gentle- 
manly manner  throughout  the  whole  business. 

••Yours  ever,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  I  have  j^ot  Lord  Glcnbervie's  book,  which 
is  very  amusing  and  able  upon  the  topics  which  he 
touches  upon,  and  part  of  the  preface  pathetic. 
Write  soon.'* 


LETTER  DLVII. 


TO  Xa.  MUBJLAY. 

"  Pba,  AprU  23,  1823. 

"You  will  regret  to  hear  that  I  have  received 
intelligence  of  the  death  of  ray  daughter  Allcgra 
of  a  fever,  in  the  convent  of  Bagna  Cavallo,  where 
she  was  placed  for  the  last  year,  to  commence  her 
education.  It  is  a  heavy  blow  for  many  reasons, 
but  must  be  borne,  with  time. 

*•  It  is  my  present  intention  to  send  her  remains 
to  England  for  sepulture  in  Harrow  church,  (where 
I  once  hoped  to  have  laid  my  own,)  and  this  is  my 
reason  for  troubling  you  with  this  notice.  I  wish 
the  funeral  to  be  very  private.  The  body  is  em- 
balmed, and  in  lead,  it  will  be  embarked  from 
Leghorn.  Would  you  have  any  objection  to  give 
the  proper  directions  on  its  arrival  ? 

••  I  am  yours,  &c. 

••  N.  B. 

"  P.  8.  You  arc  aware  that  Protestants  are  not 
•Uowed  holy  ground  in  Catholic  countries." 


LETTER  DLVIII. 

TO  MR.  8HELLEY. 

*«  April  23,  1833. 

"  The  blow  was  stunning  and  unexpected ;  for  I 
thought  the  danger  over,  by  the  long  interval  be- 
tween her  stated  amelioration  and  the  amval  of  the 
express.  But  I  have  borne  up  against  it  as  I  best 
can,  and  so  far  successfully,  that  I  can  go  about  the 
usual  business  of  life  witn  the  same  appearance  of 
composure,  and  even  greater.     There  is  nothing  to 

Srevent  your  coming  to-morrow ;  but,  perhaps,  to- 
ay,  and  yester-evening,  it  was  better  not  to  have 
met.  I  Qo  not  know  that  I  have  any  thing  to  re- 
proach in  my  conduct,  and  certainly  nothing  in  my 
feelings  and  intentions  towards  the  dead.  But  it  is 
a  moment  when  we  are  apt  to  think  that,  if  this  or 
that  had  been  done,  such  event  might  have  been 
prevented;  though  every  day  and  hour  shows  us 
that  they  are  the  most  natural  and  inevitable.  I 
luppose  that  Time  will  do  his  usual  work — Death 
has  done  his.  *♦  Yours  ever, 

«N.  B." 


**  My  Dear  Sir  Waltei 
*•  Your  account  of  youi 
would  that  I  *  could  ansv 
like ! '  but  I  have  just  lost 
legra,  by  a  fever.  The  on 
is  the  reflection,  that  she  i 
for  her  few  years  (only  f 
having  incurred  any  sin, 
from  Adam. 

•  Wbom  the  fods  I 

•*  I  need  not  say  that  yo 
welcome,  when  they  do  no 
tience ;  and  now  that  our  o 
1  trust  it  will  continue. 

••  I  have  lately  had  so 
trouble,  about  an  awkwai 
may  perhaps  have  heard  i 
behaved  very  handsomely, 
ment  as  well  as  it  is  possil 
to  behave,  which  is  not  sa 
Some  other  English,  and 
brawl  with  a  dragoon,  who 
and  whom  we  mistook  for 
ailed  and  well  mounted,  & 
be  a  sergeant-major.  He 
the  gates  to  arrest  us,  (^ 
which  I  and  another  (an  I 
said  guard ;  but  they  succi 
of  the  party.  I  rode  to 
secretary  to  give  an  accou 
illegal  arrest  to  the  auth 
dismounting,  rode  back  1 
are  near  m^  present  mant 
man,  vaponng  away,  and 
me,  fwho  had  a  cane  in 
arms.)  I,  still  belie^'ing 
his  name  and  address,  ai 
glove  thereupon.  A  servi 
tween  us,  (totally  withoul 
on  my  command.  He  the 
but  about  forty  paces  furt 
dangerously,  (so  as  to  be  i 
Ih'ff  or  other  of  my  people 
handed  folks  about  me,) 
my  direction  or  approval 
been  sabring  our  unarmed 
the  gatef  after  they  were  % 
guards,  aiid  wounded  on( 
verely.  However,  he  got 
like  an  assassin,  and  beinj 
wounded  him,  though  it  w 
of  people,  they  have  never 
prove,  nor  even  the  weap 
air-ffim,  a  stiletto,  a  swc 
and  what  not.  They  hav 
servants  and  people  of  j 
make  out  notning.  Mr. 
assures  me,  that  no  suspii 
man  who  wounded  him  h 
me,  or  anj  of  the  party, 
the  depositions  of  those  ^ 
a  canny  Scot,  (not  an  aca 
latter  part  of  tlie  affair. 

•*  These  are  the  only  11 
have  been  engaged  since 
about  •  Cain  ; '  but  Mr.  ^ 
of  mine  in  his  obstetrical 
— a  Vision — a  Drama — anc 
tell  me  what  you  are  doi 
you  out,  write  what  you  wi 
like  your  son-in-law;  it  i 
me  to  dislike  any  one  cc 
have  no  doubt  that  his  < 
you  describe. 

**I  am  sorry  you  don* 


LBTTBB8. 
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M J  «ri8tf)eracj,  which  is  rerj  fleree,  makes 
him  a  farorite  of  mine.  Recollect  that  those  *  little 
foctions'  comprised  Lord  Chatham  and  Fox,  the 
ftithez;  and  that  toe  lire  in  gigantic  and  exaggerated 
times,  which  make  all  under  Qoff  andMasog  app< 
pigmean.  After  having  seen  Napolean  begin  like 
Tamerlane  and  end  like  Bajazet  m  our  own  time, 
wc  have  not  the  same  interest  in  what  would  other- 
wise have  appeared  important  history.  Bnt  I  must 
conclude. 

*'  Beliere  m«  erer  and  most  truly  yours, 

"  Noel  Btbon." 


LETTER  DLX. 

TO  MB.  KUEBA.T. 

*«PlMi,Mi7lT,Uai. 

••I  hear  that  the  Edinburgh  has  attacked  the 
three  dramas,  which  is  a  bad  business  for  you;  and 
I  don't  wonder  that  it  discourages  you.  However, 
thtU  volume  may  be  trusted  to  tim«,— depend  upon 
it.  I  read  it  over  with  some  attention  smce  it  was 
published,  and  I  think  the  time  will  come  when  it 
will  be  preferred  to  my  other  writinj^,  though  not 
immediately.  I  say  this  without  initation  against 
the  critioa  or  criticism,  whatever  they  mav  be,  (for  I 
have  not  seen  them ;)  and  nothing  that  nas  or  may 
appear  in  Jefiey's  Review  can  muce  me  forget  that 
he  stood  by  me  for  ten  good  years  without  any  mo- 
tive to  do  so  but  his  own  good-will. 

*'  I  hear  Moore  is  in  town;  remember  me  to  him, 
and  believe  me  "  Tours  truly, 

<*  P.  S.  If  you  think  it  necessary,  you  may  send 
me  the  Sdinburgh.  Should  there  be  any  thing  that 
reqiures  aa  answer,  I  will  reply,  but  temperate^  and 
teehnieaUy:  that  is  to  say,  merely  with  respect  to 
the  princtpiet  of  the  criticism,  and  not  personally  or 
ofianaively  ae  to  its  Utenoy  merits." 


LETTER  DLXI. 

« 

TO  n.  XOORB. 


flT.l 


**  I  hear  you  are  in  London.  Tou  will  have  heard 
from  Douglas  Kinnaird  (who  tells  me  you  have  dined 
with  him;  as  much  as  you  desire  to  know  of  my 
aflPairs  at  home  and  abroad.  I  have  lately  lost  mv 
little  girl  Allegra  by  a  fever,  which  has  been  a  seri- 
ous blow  to  me. 

**  I  did  not  write  to  you  lately,  (except  one  letter 
to  Murray's,)  not  knowing  exactly  your  *  where- 
abouts.' Douglas  K.  refused  to  forward  my  mes- 
sage to  Mr.  Southey— wAv,  he  himself  can  explain. 

**  Tou  will  have  seen  tne  statement  of  a  squab- 
ble, &c.,  ftc*  What  are  you  about  ?  Let  me  hear 
from  you  at  your  leisure,  and  believe  me  ever  yours. 


LETTER  DLXIL 


TO  KR.  XXmRAT. 


BiKaar 


**  The  bodv  Is  embarked,  in  what  ship  I  know  not, 
fleither  ooula  I  enter  Into  the  details :  bat  the  Couu- 


•  BmMb«imi«|ieiMM«reNilMlbglT«aaaaiiidB9Mt»arWftlMr 
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tess  G.  O.  has  had  the  goodness  to  give  the  neoes* 
sary  orders  to  Mr.  Dunn,  who  superintends  the 
embarkation,  and  will  write  to  you.  I  wish  it  to 
buried  in  Harrow  church. 

"  There  is  a  spot  in  the  churchyon^,  near  the  fbot* 
path,  on  the  brow  of  the  hill  looking  towards  Wind- 
sor, and  a  tomb  under  a  large  tree,  (bearing  the 
name  of  Peachie,  or  Peacheyi)  where  I  used  to  sit 
for  hours  and  hours  when  a  boy.  This  was  my 
favorite  spot ;  but  as  I  wish  to  erect  a  tablet  to  her 
memory,  the  body  had  better  be  deposited  in  the 
church.  Near  the  door,  on.  the  left  hand  as  you 
enter,  there  is  a  monument  with  a  tablet  containing 
these  words  :— 

*  When  Bmiov  waepi  oVr  VbMe*i  Mcnd  duri. 
Our  Ima  bewow  vm,  and  our  gtM  U  JoM  t 
Baeh  wan  tiM  laui  dw  riwd,  who  fiKuAil  pafi 
Thb  hat  ad  txitnM  of  her  loro  and  pnJn.' 

I  recollect  them,  (after  seventeen  years,)  not  from 
any  thing  remarkable  in  them,  but  oecause  from  my 
seat  in  the  gallery  I  had  generally  my  eyes  turned 
towards  that  montmient.  As  near  it  as  convenient 
I  could  wish  Allegra  to  be  buried,  and  on  the  wall 
a  marble  tablet  placed,  with  these  word : — 

**In  Memory  of 

Daughter  of  qTq,  Lord  Byron, 

who  died  at  Bagna  CavaUo, 

in  Italy,  April  20th,  1822, 

aged  five  years  and  three  months. 

'  I  iWl  |D  to  bar,  but  ate  *d  Ml  ncnm  M  M.' 
9d8MM>i,d.flL 

The  funeral  I  wish  to  be  as  private  as  is  consis- 
tent with  decency ;  and  I  ooula  hope  that  Henry 
Dmrr  will,  perhaps,  read  the  servioe  over  her.  u 
he  should  decline  it,  it  can  be  done  by  the  usual 
minister  for  the  time  being.  I  do  not  know  that  I 
need  add  more  just  now. 

**  Since  I  came  here,  I  hare  been  invited  by  the 
Americans  on  board  their  squadron,  where  I  was 
received  with  all  the  kindness  which  I  could  wish, 
and  with  more  ceremony  than  I  am  fond  of.  I 
found  them  finer  ships  than  your  own  of  the  same 
class,  well  manned  and  omoered.  A  number  of 
American  gentlemen  also  were  on  board  at  the 
time,  and  some  ladies.  As  I  was  taking  leave,  an 
American  lady  asked  me  for  a  roee  which  I  wore, 
for  the  purpose,  she  said,  of  sending  to  America 
something  which  I  had  about  me,  as  a  memorial.  I 
need  not  add  that  I  fdt  the  compliment  properly. 
Captain  Chauncey  showed  me  an  American  and 
very  pretty  edition  of  my  poems,  and  offered  me  a 

Sassage  to  the  United  States,  if  I  would  go  there, 
'ommodore  Jones  was  also  not  less  kind  and  atten- 
tive. I  l\ave  since  received  the  enclosed  letter,  de- 
siring me  to  sit  for  my  picture  for  some  Americans. 
It  is  singular  that,  in  the  same  year  that  Lady  Noel 
leaves  by  will  an  interdiction  for  my  daughter  to  see 
her  father's  portrait  for  many  years,  the  individuals 
of  a  nation  not  remarkable  for  their  liking  to  the 
English  in  particular,  nor  for  flattering  men  in  gen- 
:al,  request  me  to  sit  for  my  *  pourtraicture,  aa 
Baron  Bradwardine  calls  it.  I  am  also  told  of 
considerable  literary  honors  in  Germany.  Ooethe, 
I  am  told,  is  my  professed  patron  ana  protector. 
At  Lelpsic,  this  year,  the  highest  prise  was  proposed 
for  a  translation  of  two  cantos  of  Childe  Harold.  I 
am  not  sure  that  this  was  at  LmptiCf  but  Mr.  Row- 
croft  was  my  authority — a  good  Gcrmsn  scholar,  (s 
young  American,)  ana  an  acqusintanee  of  Goethe's. 
*'  Goethe  and  the  Germans  are  particularly  fbnd 
of  Don  Juan,  which  they  judge  of  as  a  work  of  art 
I  had  heard  something  cf  this  before,  through  Baron 
Lutzerode.  The  translations  have  been  very  fre- 
quent of  several  of  the  works,  and  Gtoethe  made  ■ 
comparison  between  Faust  and  Manfred. 
**  All  this  is  some  compensation  for  your  EngUih 
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native  brutality,  so  fully  displayed  this  year  to  its 
highest  extent. 

**  I  forgot  to  mention  a  little  anecdote  of  a  differ- 
ent kind.  I  went  over  the  Constitution,  (the  Com- 
modore's flag-ship,)  and  saw,  among  other  things 
worthy  of  remark,  a  little  boy  bom  on  board  of  her 
by  a  sailor's  wife.  They  had  christened  him  *  Conr 
stitution  Jones.'  I,  of  course,  approved  the  name ; 
and  the  woman  added,  *  Ah,  sir,  if  he  turns  out  but 
half  as  good  as  his  ndme ! ' 

"Yours  ever,  &c." 


LETTER  DLXIII. 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

"Montenero,  near  Legfa<»ii,  May  29,  I8S2. 

"  I  return  you  the  proofs*  revised.  Your  printer 
has  made  one  odd  mistake : — '  poor  as  a  moutey" 
instead  of  *  poor  as  a  miser.*  The  expression  may 
seem  strange,  but  it  is  only  a  translation  of  *  sem- 
per avarus  eget.'  You  will  add  the  Mystery,  and 
publish  as  soon  as  you  can.     I  care  nothing  for  your 

*  season,'  nor  the  blue  approbations  or  disapproba- 
tions. All  that  is  to  be  considered  by  you  on  the 
subject  is  as  a  matter  of  business ;  and'  if  I  square 
that  to  your  notions,  (even  to  the  running  the  risk 
entirely  myself,)  you  may  permit  me  to  choose  my 
own  time  and  mode  of  publication.  With  regari 
to  the  late  volume,  the  present  run  against  it  or  tnc 
may  impede  it  for  a  time,  but  it  has  the  vital  princi- 
ple of  permanency  w^ithin  it,  as  you  may  perhaps 
one  day  discover.  I  wrote  to  you  on  another  sub- 
ject a  few  days  ago.  "  Yours, 

"  N.  B. 

"P.  8,  Please  to  send  me  the  Dedication  of 
Sardanapalus  to  Goethe.  I  shall  prefix  it  to  Wer- 
ner, unless  you  prefer  my  putting  another,  stating 
that  the  former  had  been  omitted  by  the  publisher. 

**  On  the  title-page  of  the  present  volume,  put 

*  Published  for  the  Author  by  J.  M.'  '* 


but  in  the  proofs :  look  at 
themselves.  Whatever  fai 
from  carelessness,  and  nc 
the  same  of  •  Lara,'  which 
after  coming  home  from 
the  year  of  revelry,  18H. 


"  You  give  me  no  expls 
as  to  the  '  Vision  of  Quev 
best  things :  indeed,  you  i 
and  undecided  lately,  that 
to  write  •  John  Murray,  Ef 
sition  which  would  not  dij 
trade.  I  by  no  means  wis 
like,  but  merely  to  say  wh 
ion  must  be  published  by  t 
ors,'  the  die  is  cast;  and 
will  fight  it  out — at  least  < 


LETTER  DLXIV. 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

•*  Montpnen>.  li-ghom,  Jane  8,  1823. 

**  I  return  you  the  revise  of  Werner,  and  expect 
the  rest.  With  regard  to  the  lines  to  the  Po,  per- 
haps you  had  better  put  them  quietly  in  a  second 
edition  (if  you  reach  one,  that  is  to  say)  than  in 
the  first ;  because,  though  they  have  been  reckoned 
fine,  and  I  wish  them  to  be  preserved,  I  do  not  wish 
them  to  attract  immediate  observation,  on  account 
of  the  relationship  of  the  lady  to  whom  they  are  ad- 
dressed with  the  first  families  in  Romagua  and  the 
Marches. 

"  The  defender  of  *  Cain '  may  or  may  not  be,  as 
you  terra  hira,  *  a  tn'o  in  literature : '  however,  1 
think  both  you  and  I  are  under  great  obb'gation  to 
him.  I  have  read  the  Edinburgh  Review  in  Galig- 
nani's  Magazine,  and  have  not  yet  decided  whether 
to  answer  them  or  not ;  for,  if  I  do,  it  will  be  diffi- 
cult for  me  not  *  to  make  sport  for  the  Philistines,' 
by  pulling  down  a  house  or  two ;  since,  when  I  once 
take  pen  in  hand,  I  must  say  what  comes  upper- 
most, or  fling  it  away.  I  have  not  the  hvpocrisy  to 
pretend  impartiality,  nor  the  temper  (as  Tt  is  called) 
to  keep  always  from  saying  what  may  not  be  pleas- 
ing to  the  hearer  or  reader.  What  do  they  mean 
hy*  elaborate  f*  Why,  you  know  that  they  were 
written  as  fast  as  I  could  put  pen  to  paper,  and 
printed  from  the  origitial  MSS.,  and  never  revised 


LETTEB 

TO  MR. 
*■  Moolenero,  Vnia  Di 

*  I  have  written  to  you 
of  Murray,  and  on  one  su 
loss  of  poor  little  Allegi 
topic  I  shall  say  no  mc 
time. 

*  A  few  days  ago,  my  ea 
Lord  Clare,  came  over  fro 
see  me  before  he  returned 
always  loved  him  (since  I 
better  than  any  (male)  th 
hardly  say  what  a  melancli 
him  for  a  day  only  ;  for  \ 
his  joiumey  immecUately 

«  «  « 

I  have  heard,  also,  many 
quaiutances  which  I  did  n 
that    •  ♦  ♦ 

•  •  • 

in  the  year  of  revelry,  1814 
and  balls  all  over  London  ? 
♦  ''s.  Do  you  recollect 
Lady  •  ♦,  and  my  flirtatior 
the  other  fooleries  of  th 
sighing,  and  Lady  ♦  •  ogl 
hazel  eyes.  But  eight  yea 
that  time,  •  •  has  ♦  ♦  ♦ 
away  with  •♦•♦•;  and 
hamshire  friends  call  the 
have  thrown  myself  out  o 
were  singing,  as  interraai 
and  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  •  have  com< 
speak  merely  of  my  marria 
distresses,  and  calumnies 
more  happy,  on  the  whole, 
have  been  with         ♦ 

I  have  read  the  recen 
faithful  transcription  of  th 
I  suppose  the  long  and  sho 
to  provoke  me  to  reply.  B 
a  good  turn  still  for  his  kin 
I  presume  that  the  present 
ing  me  again  was  irresisti 
him,  knowing  what  human 
but  one  remark  : — what  doc 
The  whole  volume  was  w 
rapidity,  in  the  midst  of  ev< 
and  persecutions,  and  pros< 
rested  me  in  Italy.  They  s 
which  you  know,  was  wntt< 
eries,  and  after  coming  \ 
and  routs,  in  the  summer  o 
I  have  ever  written,  they  ai 
lessly  composed ;  and  their  f 


i  to  Ritphatl,  who  waa  an  ungel  of 
e*.  B>-ihc^way,  rpcoll#ct  tfi  alti*r 
Of  I  m  the  jTffiJw  iteplf  throughout, 
ad  time  to  do  so  in  the  li^t  of  the 
P,  and  MLTOich  otU  all  th^  pencil 
mjtElmg  the  printers.  I  have  iSven 
^ft^edaJtcdiritut'  to  John  Hunt, 
^  yon  from  a  dileouna.  He  mint 
ffi>n  nsk,  ^  it  in  at  his  own  deiire. 
rrei:tj^  ropy  which  Mr.  Kinuajra 
fated  partly^,  and  abo  the  profaoe. 
"  Touts,  &q  '^ 


TTER  DLxym. 

eturncd  jrou  the  packet  of  proofi. 
Jetter  not  publish  in  the  ammo  vol- 
fiiTttni  translation, 
led  a  letter  to  Mr.  John  Hunt  for 
Igment/  which  yon  will  hand  ovw 

'  Fuln/  onffirml  and  Italian,  and 
af  mine ;  for  Wt>  Leigh  Hunt  is 
hinks  of  commencing  a  periodi- 

I  flhali  contribute.  I  do  notpro- 
e  the  pubhshcr,  because  I  know 
!nda  i  but  nil  things  in  vonr  care, 

now  in  the  press,  and  the  mauu- 
of  Mr,   Moore,  can  be  given  for 
ma  ta  they  are  wanted, 
J  what  yon  say  about  your  '  want 

only  remark  that  you  inserted 
I  1'  ttlicro  a^ainat  my  positive  re- 

you  omitted  the  T^edication  of 
Qfltbe^  {place  it  before  the  voltiijje 

both  of  which  were  things  nol 
le,  and  which  I  could  wish  to  be 
aa  they  might  be  with  a  very 
no  memorandum  in  your  pocket- 
si  ble  that  I  may  have  thre«f  or 
n  Joan  ready  by  autumn,  or  a 
Rined  a  perm isa ion  from  my  die- 
^t.^tramtied  alwatfi  it  was  to  be 
QL'corous  and  acntimental  in  the 
n  the  commpncemcnt.  Hob  far 
ave  been  fiilJilled  may  be  seen, 
' ;  but  the  embargo  was  only 
te  stipulations.  Y6u  can  answer 
'*  Yourt,  ^c/' 


rXER  DLXIX. 

3  iriL   MOOBB. 

"  Pi*,  Mj  t%  JHSiL 

0  you  lately,  but  not  In  answer 
r  about  a  fortnight  ago.  I  wish 
9t  an  answE-r  to  that  point)  what 
«8  to  Wellington,*  (m tended  to 

1  Juan  withp)  which  I  sent  you 
.  ^^J^^'J  tia^e  faJten  into  Nluf- 

thc  Tories  will  fluppress  them, 
1  at  hero  at  his  real  valuo.  Pray 
IS  I  have  no  other  copy,  having 
1 ;  and  if  you  have  them,  let  me 
L  co/w  correct.  »  •  # 
Leghorn  two  hundred  Tuscan 
^ism  committee :  it  h  about  a 
re  or  less.  As  Sir  C.  9,,  who 
I  on  sand  a  year  of  the  public 
ord  mofp  than  a  thousand  livies 
salary,  it  would  have  appeared 
nvate  individual  to  pretend  ta 
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nirpaM  him;    and  therefore  I  hare  sent  but  the 
above  sum,  as  you  will  see  by  the  enclosed  receipt. 

*'  Lei^h  Hunt  is  here,  alter  a  voyage  of  eight 
months,  during  which  he  has,  I  presume,  made  the 
Periplus  of  Hanno  the  Carthaginian,  and  with 
mucli  the  same  speed.  He  is  setting  up  a  Journal, 
to  which  1  have  promised  to  contribute  ;  and  in  the 
first  number  the  *  Vision  of  Judgment,  by  Queve- 
do  Iledivi^nia,'  will  probably  appear  with  other  ar- 
ticles. 

"  Can  you  give  us  anything  ?  He  seems  sanguine 
about  the  matter,  but  (entre  nous)  I  am  not.  I  do 
not,  however,  like  to  put  him  out  of  spirits  by  say- 
ing so  ;  for  he  is  bilious  and  unwell.  Do,  pray,  an- 
swer thi^  letter  immediately. 

**  Do  send  Hunt  any  thing,  in  prose  or  verse,  of 
yours,  to  start  him  handsomely — any  lyrical,  meal 
or  what  you  please,  ' 

•'Has  not  your  potato  committee  been  blunder- 
ing ?  Your  advertisement  says,  that  Mr.  L.  Calla- 
phan  (a  queer  name  for  a  banker)  hath  been  dispos- 
mg  of  money  in  Ireland  *  sans  authority  of  the  com- 
mittee.' 1  suppose  it  ^vi\\  end  in  Callaghan's  calling 
out  the  committee,  the  chairman  of  which  carries 
pistol's  in  his  pocket,  of  course. 

"  VVhen  vou  can  spare  time  from  dttettinq,  co- 
quettma  and  clareting  with  your  Hibernians  of  both 
Mxes,  let  me  have  a  line  from  you.  I  doubt  whether 
Fans  18  a  good  place  for  the  composition  of  vour 
new  poesy."  ' 


LETTER  DLXX. 

TO  MR.  MOORE. 

"Flat,  A»p«(8,  last. 

••  You  will  have  heard  bv  this  time  that  Shelley 
and  another  gentleman  (Captain  Williams)  wore 
drowned  about  a  month  ago,  (a  month  yesterday.') 
m  a  squall  off  the  Gulf  of  Spezia.  There  is  th'us 
another  man  gone,  about  whom  the  worid  was  ill- 
naturodly,  and  ignorantly,  and  brutally  mistaken.— 
It  will  perhaps,  do  him  justice  now,  when  he  can 
be  no  better  for  it.  ;  You  were  all  mistaken  about 
bhelleyAvho  was  without  exception,  the  beat  and 
least  selfish  man  I  ever  knew.' 

i'  ^^"^""^  °?*.  ^^"  *^'®  *^""-^  y«"  mention,*  and 
only  heard  of  it  casually,  nor  have  I  any  desire.— 
ihe  price  18,  as  I  saw  in  some  advertisements,  four- 
teen shillings,  which  is  too  much  to  pay  for  a  libel 
on  one  s  self.  Some  one  said  in  a  letter,  that  it  was 
a  Doctor  Watkins,  who  deals  in  the  life  and  libel 
line.  It  must  have  diminished  your  natural  pleas- 
ure, as  a  fncnd,  (vide  llochefoucault,)  to  see  your- 
■eli  m  it.  ^ 

*•  With  regard  to  the  Blackwood  fellows,  I  never 
published  any  thing  against  them  ;  nor,  indeed,  have 
seen  their  Magazine  (except  in  Galignani's  extracts) 
for  these  three  years  past.  I  once  wrote,  a  good 
while  ago,  some  remarksf  on  their  review  of  Don 
Juan,  but  saying  very  little  about  themselves,— and 
these  were  not  published.  If  you  think  that  I  ought 
to  follow  your  example:  (and  I  like  to  be  in  your 
company  when  I  can)  in  contradicting  their  impu- 
dence you  may  shape  this  declaration  of  mine  into 
a  similar  paragraph  for  me.  It  is  possible  that  you 
may  have  seen  the  little  I  did  write  (and  never  pub- 
lished) at  Murray's  ;  it  contained  much  more  about 
Southey  than  about  the  Blacks 

Watkins  s  book,  I  should  not  care  much  about  pub- 

ll!»"I^'"^?!5"!f(r"'^"''  "^^^"^^  it  be  necessary  to 
counteract  the  fellow.     But  in  that  case,  I  should 


like  to  look  over  th 
what  you  think,  or 
least,  not  the  seco: 
actual  confines  of  st 
"  I  have  written  tl 
and  am  hovering  c 
ninth.)  The  reason 
I  sent  vou  is,  that 
detail  (like  the  stom 
and  assault  of  Ism; 
those  butchers*  in  l 
soldiery,  it  is  a  go( 
poem  with  ♦  < 
things  and  these  fell 
ent  clash  of  philosop 
the  scabbard.  I  knc 
but  the  battle  must  l 
ually  for  the  good  of 
for  the  individual  wh 
What  do  you  thii 
yon  remember  Swift' 
— a  fig  for  the  clergy. 
reverence's  motto. 


LETI 


uLaB^^^  ^^  ^'"*  "Ppeared,  entWed  ••  Memoln  of  the  Right  non. 
^«id  nv«If  were  e«.ptojr«l  i«  w«U«,  «ii„.  .g,^  ^  Mugwtae.- 


*It  is  boring  to  t 

gear; '  but  it  must  be 

you  would  inquire  w 

ever  reached  the  comi 

My  reasons,  like  Velli 

doubt  the  accuracy  o 

benevolent  ca^h :  seco 

committee   having  in 

serving,  may  have  ke] 

of  an  obnoxious  poli 

and,  third,  I  feel  preti 

twitted  by  the  goverm 

a  professor  of  love  for 

ward  with  the  others  i 

"  It  is  not,  as  you  ra 

of  having  my  name  i 

that  any  day  in  the  w 

know  if  the  Reverend 

remit  my  subscription 

cany,  or  about  a  thoua 

the  oommitiee  at  Paris 

*'  The  other  day  at 

to  swim  off  to  my  sc 

offing,  and  thence  to  sh 

or  better,  in  all.    Aa  it 

ing  sun,  the  consequen 

and  my  whole  skiu's  co 

the  process  of  one  lar 

by  the  sun  and  sea  tog< 

pain;  not  being  able 

side ;  for  my  shoulders 

Bartholomewed.    But 

new  akitt)  and  am  as 

suit. 

We  have  been  bui 
and  Williams  on  the  s< 
fbr  removal  and  regula 
no  idea  what  an  extrao 
pile  has,  on  a  desolate  s 
background  and  the  s 
appearance  the  salt  an 
flame.  All  of  Shellev 
heart,  which  would  not 
preserved  in  spirits  of  v 
"Your  old  aequaintan 
died  at  North  Cray !  an 
torn  in  pieces  by  the  po 


-V 


•  AUodlDf  loWelEnftoa 


5w 


usmsifl. 


•  ^  «^  the  Inshman  has  heen  in  his  Ofe  and  end.* 
In  him  your  Irish  Franklin  est  mort  I 

"Leigh  Hunt  is  STreating  articles  fo'  his  new 
XonmaT;  and  hoth  he  and  I  think  it  somewhat 
shahby  in  you  not  to  contribute.  Will  yon  become 
one  of  the  properrietorsf  *  Do,  and  we  go  snacks.' 
I  recommend  yon  to  think  twice  before  you  respond 
in  the  negative. 

"  I  have  nearly  {ouit^  three)  four  new  cantos  of 
Don  Juan  ready.  I  obtained  permission  from  the 
female  censor  morum  of  tny  morals  to  continue  it, 
provided  it  were  immaculate;  so  I  have  been  as 
decent  as  need  be.  There  is  a  deal  of  war— a  siege, 
and  all  that,  in  the  style,  graphical  and  technical, 
of  the  shipwreck  in  canto  second,  which  <took,'  as 
they  say,  m  the  Bow.  •*  Yours,  &c. 

'*  P.  S.  That  •  *  •  Qalignani  has  about  ten  lies 
ia  one  paragraph.  It  was  not  a  Bible  that  was 
found  in  Shelley's  pocket,  but  John  Keats's  poems. 
However,  it  would  not  have  been  strange,  for  he 
was  a  gTMt  admirer  of  scripture  as  a  composition. 
/  did  not  send  my  bust  to  the  academy  of  New- 
York  ^  but  I  sat  for  my  picture  to  young  West,  an 
Amencan  artist,  at  the  request  of  some  members  of 
that  academy  to  him  that  he  would  take  my  portrait, 
—•for  the  academy,  I  believe. 

"I  had,  and  still  have,  thoughts  of  South 
America,  but  am  fluctuating  between  it  and  Greece. 
I  should  have  gone,  long  ago,  to  one  of  them,  but 
for  my  liaison  with  the  Countess  G^- ;  for  love,  in 
these  days,  is  little  compatible  with  glory.  She 
would  be  del^hted  to  go  too,  but  I  do  not  choose 
to  expose  her  to  a  long  voyase,  and  a  residence  in 
an  unsettled  country,  where  I  shall  probably  take  a 
part  of  some  sort^" 


LBTTBR  DLXXU. 

TO  MS.  XURBAT. 

"Qanoa,  Oototar  9^  ISHL 

**  1  have  received  vour  letter,  and  as  you  explain 
it,  I  have  no  objection,  on  wntr  account,  to  omit 
those  passages  m  the  new  Mystery,  fwhich  were 
marked  in  the  half-sheet  sent  the  other  day  to  Pisa,^ 
or  the  passage  in  Caini — ^but  why  not  be  open,  ana 
say  so  at  Jiret  t  You  should  be  more  straight- 
forward on  every  account. 

"  I  have  been  very  unwell— four '  days  confined  to 
mv  bed,  in  *  the  worst  inn's  worst  room,'  at  Lerioi, 
with  a  violent  rheumatic  and  bilious  attack,  consti- 
pation, sad  the  devil  knows  what :— no  physician, 
except  a  young  fellow,  who,  howeveri  was  kmd  and 
cautious,  and  that's  enough. 

**  At  last  I  seised  Thompson's  book  of  prescrip- 
tions, (a  donation  of  yours,)  and  physicked  myself 
with  the  first  dose  I  found  m  it ;  and  after  under- 
going the  ravages  of  all  kinds  of  decoctions,  sallied 
from  bed  on  the  fifth  day  to  eross  the  Gulf  to  Seatri. 
The  sea  revived  me  instantly ;  and  I  ate  the  ssilors' 
oold  fish,  and  drank  a  gallon  of  oonntry  vrine,  and 
got  to  Genoa  the  same  night  after  landing  at  Sestri, 
and  have  ever  since  been  keeping  well,  but  thinner, 
and  irith  an  occasional  cough  towards  evening. 

*'  I  am  afraid  the  Journal  is  a  bad  business,  and 
won't  do ;  but  in  it  I  am  sacrificing  myeeiftot  others 
— •/  can  have  no  advantage  in  it.  I  oelieve  the 
hrcihen  Hunte  to  be  honest  men ;  I  am  sure  that 
they  aare  poor  ones:  they  hav«  not  a  nap.  Thej 
ptresaed  me  to  engage  in  this  work,  and  m  an  evu 
hour  I  consented.  Still  I  shall  not  repent,  if  I  can 
do  them  the  least  service.  I  have  done  all  I  can  for 
Leigh  Hunt  since  he  came  here;  but  it  is  almost 
useless :— >his  wife  is  HI,  his  six  children  not  verv 
tractable,  and  In  the  afihirs  of  this  world  he  himself 
is  a  child.    The  death  of  Shelley  left  them  totally 


•rthh  •««DCh«l,ltbefidini,iM(jtl  itMbad  Um^ 


a^pmnid ;  and  I  could  not  see  them  in  snob  a  statt 

without  using  the  common  feelings  of  humanitjTi 
and  what  means  were  in  my  power,  to  set  ^em 
afloat  again. 

**  So  i>ouglas  Einnaird  is  out  of  the  way  ^  He 
was  so  the  last  time  I  sent  him  a  parcel,  and  he 
gives  no  previous  notice.  When  is  he  expected 
again  ?  <«  Yours,  &c. 

"P.  S.  Will  you  say  at  once— do  you  publish 
Werner  and  the  Mystery,  or  not  ?  You  never  once 
allude  to  them. 

"  That  cursed  advertisement  of  Mr.  J.  Hunt  ii 
out  of  the  limits.  I  did  not  lend  him  my  name  to 
be  hawked  about  in  this  way. 

"However,  I  believe— at  least,  hope — ^that  after 
all  you  may  be  a  good  fellow  at  bottom,  and  it  is  on 
this  presumption  that  I  now  write  to  you  on  the 
subject  of  a  poor  woman  of  the  name  of  Fos*y,  who 
is,  or  was,  an  author  of  yours,  as  she  says,  and  pub- 
lished a  book  on  Switzerland,  in  1816,  patronised 
bv  the  *  Court  and  Colonel  M'Mahon.'  But  it  seems 
tnat  neither  the  Court  nor  the  Colonel  could  get 
over  the  portentous  price  of  *  three  pounds  thirteen 
and  sixpence,'  whicn  alarmed  the  too  susceptible 
public;  and,  in  short,  'the  book  died  away,^  and 
what  is  worse,  the  poor  soul's  husband  died  too, 
and  she  writes  with  the  man  a  corpse  before  her; 
but  instead  of  addressing  the  bishop  or  Mr.  Wilber< 
force,  she  hath  recourse  to  that  proscribed,  atheisti» 
cal,  syllogistical,  philogistical  person,  mysen,  as  theyi 
say  in  Notts.  It  is  strange  enough,  but  the  rascaiUe 
English,  who  calumniate  me  in  every  direction  and 
on  every  score,  whenever  they  are  iir  great  distress 
recur  to  me  for  assistance.  If  I  have  had  one  ex- 
ample of  this,  I  have  had  letters  from  a  thousand, 
and  as  far  as  is  in  my  power  have  tried  to  repay  gfooa 
for  evil,  and  purchase  a  shilling's  worth  of  salvation 
as  long  as  my  pocket  can  hold  out. 

<*  Now,  I  am  willing  to  do  what  I  can  for  this  un- 
fortunate person ;  but  her  situation  and  her  wishes 
(not  unreasonable,  however)  reouire  more  than  can 
be  advanced  by  one  individual  like  myself;  for  I 
have  many  claims  of  the  same  kind  just  at  present^ 
and  also  some  remnants  of  debt  to  pay  in  England-^ 
God,  he  knows,  the  kUier  how  reluctantly!  Catt 
the  Literar]^  Fund  do  nothing  for  her?  By  your 
interest,  wmch  is  ^eat  among  the  pious,  I  due  say 
that  something  might  be  collected.  Can  you  get 
any  of  her  books  published  ?  Suppose  you  took  her 
as  author  in  my  place,  now  vacant  among  your  raga- 
muffins :  she  is  a  mond  and  pious  person,  and  will 
shine  upon  your  shelves.  But,  seriously,  do  what 
you  can  for  her." 


LETTER  BLXXni. 

10  MB.  KUUULT. 

«aMK«,sbn9i»iaai 
"  I  haTS  to  tiiank  you  for  a  parcel  of  books,  whiok 
are  very  welcome,  especially  Sir  Walter's  gift  of 
*  Halidon  HilL'  You  hare  sent  me  a  copy  of '  Wei^ 
ner,'  but  without  the  prefaoe.  If  you  nave  pub* 
lished  it  without,  you  wiU  hare  pluiu^ed  me  into  a 
very  disagreeable  dilemma,  beeaose  I  shall  be  ae« 
cused  of  plagiarism  from  Miss  Lee's  German's 
Tales,  wheraas  I  have  ftiUy  and  freely  acknowledged 
that  the  drama  is  entlrsly  taken  from  the  stoiy. 

**  I  return  you  the  Quarterly  Review,  uncut  «id 
unopened,  not  frtim  disrespect,  or  disregaid^  or 
pique,  but  it  is  a  kind  of  raa&g  which  I  luiTe  son» 
time  disused,  as  I  think  the  periodical  style  of 
writing  hurtful  to  the  habits  of  the  mind  by  present 
ing  the  superfioes  of  too  many  things  at  once.  I  de 
not  know  that  it  eontains  any  thing  disagreeaUe  t» 
tt»— it  may  or  it  may  not  ^  nor  do  I  return  ii  on  Sie- 
eount  tiiat  there  may  be  an  artiele  whioh  you  hinted 
at  in  one  of  y«mr  kite  lettera,  hot  because  I  have  left 
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•flF  reading  these  kind  of  works,  and  should  equally 
have  returned  you  any  other  number. 

'*  I  am  obliged  to  take  in  one  or  two  abroad,  be- 
cause solicited  to  do  so.  The  Edinburgh  came 
before  me  by  mere  chance  in  Galignani's  picnic  sort 
of  gazette,  where  he  had  inserted  a  part  of  it. 

*•  You  will  have  received  various  letters  from  me 
lately,  in  a  style  which  I  used  with  reluctance ;  but 
you  left  me  no  other  choice  by  your  absolute  refusal 
to  communicate  with  a  man  you  did  not  like  upon 
the  mere  simple  matter  of  transfer  of  a  few  papers 
of  little  consequence,  (except  to  their  author,}  and 
which  could  be  of  no  moment  to  yourself. 

*'  I  hope  that  Mr.  Kinnaiid  is  better.  It  is  strange 
that  you  never  alluded  to  his  accident,  if  it  be  true, 
M  stated  in  the  papers. 

"I  am  yours,  &c.,  &c. 

*•  I  hope  that  you  have  a  milder  winter  than  we 
have  had  here.  We  have  had  inundations  worthy 
of  the  Trent  or  Po,  and  the  conductor  (Franklin's^ 
of  my  house  was  struck  (or  supposed  to  be  stricken) 
by  a  thunderbolt.  I  was  so  near  the  window  that  I 
was  dazzled,  and  mv  eves  hurt  for  several  minutes, 
and  every  body  in  tne  house  felt  an  electric  shock  at 
the  moment.  Madame  Guiccioli  was  frightened,  as 
you  may  suppose. 

"I  have  thought  since  that  your  bigots  would 
have  'saddled  me  with  a  judgment,'  (as  Thwackura 
did  Square  when  he  bit  his  tongue  in  talking  meta- 
physics,) if  any  thing  had  happened  of  consequence. 
These  fellows  always  forget  Christ  in  their  Christ- 
ianity, and  what  he  said  when  *  the  tower  of  Siloain 
fell.' 

'*  To-day  is  the  9th,  and  the  10th  is  my  surviving 
daughter's  birth-day.  I  have  ordered,  as  a  regale,  a 
mutton  chop  and  a  bottle  of  ale.  She  is  seven  years 
old,  I  believe.  Did  I  ever  tell  you  that  the  day  I 
came  of  a^e  I  dined  on  eggs  and  bacon  and  a  bottle 
of  ale  ?  i  or  once  in  a  way  they  are  my  favorite 
dish  and  drinkable,  but  as  neither  of  them  agree 
with  me,  I  never  use  them  but  on  great  jubilees — 
once  in  four  or  five  years  or  so. 

'•  1  see  somebody  represents  the  Hunts  and  Mrs. 
Shelley  as  living  in  my  house  ;  it  is  a  falsehood. 
They  reside  at  some  distance,  and  I  do  not  sec  them 
twice  in  a  month.  I  have  not  met  Mr.  Hunt  a 
dozen  times  since  I  came  to  Genoa,  or  near  it. 

*•  Yours  ever,  &c.'* 


LETTER  DLXXIV. 

TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

«  OwMW,  lObn  SSo,  1832. 

•*  I  had  sent  you  back  the  Quarterly  without  peru- 
sal, having  resolved  to  read  no  more  reviews,  good, 
bad,  or  inaiflferent ;  but  •  who  can  control  his  wte  ?' 
Galignani,  to  whom  my  English  studies  are  con- 
fined, has  forwarded  a  copy  of  at  least  one-half  of 
it  in  his  indefatigable  catch-penny  weekly  compila- 
tion ;  and  as,  '  like  honor,  it  came  unlooked  for,'  I 
have  looked  through  it.  I  must  say  that,  upon  the 
wholCf  that  is,  the  whole  of  the  /w//"  which  I  have 
read,  (for  the  other  half  is  to  be  the  segment  of 
Galignani's  next  week's  circular,)  it  is  extremely 
handsome,  and  any  thing  but  unkind  or  unfair.  As 
I  take  the  good  in  gooa  part,  I  must  not,  nor  will 
not,  quarrel  with  the  bad.  What  the  writer  says  of 
Don  Juan  is  harsh,  but  it  is  inevitable.  He  must 
follow,  or  at  least  not  directly  oppose,  the  opinion 
of  a  prevailing  and  yet  not  very  firmly  seated  party. 
A  review  may  and  will  direct  and  *  turn  awry  '  the 
currents  of  opinion,  but  it  must  not  directly  oppose 
them.  Don  Juan  will  be  known,  hy-and-by,  for 
what  it  is  intended,  a  Satire  on  cUnaes  of  the  present 
state  of  society,  and  not  an  eulogy  of  vice.*  It 
may  be  now  and  then  ruluptuous  : — I  can't  help 
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that.  Ariosto  is  wors 
well  in  vol.  Li.  of  R 
worse;  and  Fielding 
be  seduced  by  readin 
will  go  to  Little's  poe 
for  that,  or  even  to  the 
will  encourage  her,  an 
that,  and — and — mos 
mind — ca  ira  I 

«  •  i 

"  Now,  do  you  see  v 
by  your  injudicious  r 
sort  of  connexion  whi 
which,  had  the  Hunt! 
probability  have  contii 
them  in  their  adversi 
character,  fame,  mone; 

**  My  original  motivi 
letter  which  you  tho 
are  the  true  ones,  and 
and  I  told  Leigh  Hui 
the  subject  of  that  le 
and  never  will  forgiv< 
help  that.  I  never  ra 
but  if  he  chose  to  que: 
the  plain  truth;  and 
thing  in  the  letter  to  h 
'  a  bore,*  which  1  don't  i 
gone  on  well,  and  I 
better  for  them,  I  shoi 
my  safe  pilotage  off  a  ] 
ous  voyage  by  themsc 
would  not  if  I  could,  \e; 

**  As  to  any  corami 
opinion  between  Leigl 
or  none.  We  meet  rar 
him  a  good-principled 
as  I  would  be  done  by. 
he  has  lived  in,  but  I  h 
none  of  them  like  his 
incognita.  Alas !  po 
have  laughed  had  he 
laugh  now  and  then 
grave  in  the  suburbs  ! 

"You  are  all  mista 
not  know  how  mild,  he 
in  society ;  and  as  p 
crossed  a  drawing-roon 
liked. 

"  I  have  some  thouf 
Naples  (soluSf  or,  at  ii 
ana  writing,  when  I  Y 
fifth  and  sixth  canto  oi 
merely  an  idea  for  th( 
excursions  and  voyage 
are  finished :  are  you  v 


••  P.  S.  Mrs.  Shelley 
at  some  distance  from  i 
and  generally  on  accoi 
Shelley,  I  believe,  will 

**  Count  Gambia's  fa 
and  daughter,  are  resid 
minister's)  recommend 
the  political  persccuti( 
anotner  residence;  bui 
large  house,  and  I  the  o 
are  quite  separate. 

"  Since  I  have  read 
two  or  three  passages  i: 
tos,  in  which  I  had  ligl 
of  your  authors  ;  but  I 
I  liked  what  I  read  of  1 

'*  Mr.  J.  Hunt  is  moi 


•  or  the  burt  of  hinweir  t^  B«i 
Mufnr  ;— "  The  bust  doe«  not  lui 
for  aufhl  I  kttow,  u  il  exuolj  ri 

I  aBaiire  you  Bartollini'i  is  dre 
h  a  hidcotaiy  like.    Ifh  is,  1  cao 
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aew  evitof ;  wlfli  what  prospects  of  soomm  I  know 
not,  nor  does  it  Tery  much  matter,  as  far  as  I  am 
concerned ;  hut  I  hope  it  may  be  of  use  .to  him,  for 
he  is  a  stiff,  sturdy,  conscientious  man,  and  I  like 
him :  he  is  such  a  one  a  Prynne  or  Pym  might  be. 
I  bear  you  no  ill-will  for  deelininff  the  Don  Juans. 

*'Have  you  aided  Madame  de  Yossy,  as  I  re- 
quested ?  I  sent  her  three  hundred  firanca.  Recom- 
mend her,  mil  you,  to  the  Literary  Fund,  or  to 
some  benevolenee  within  your  circles." 


LETTER  DLXXV. 

TO  LADY  — . 

«All»m,Ndr.  IS.  lasa. 

•  •  •     •        •  •  • 

'*  The  Cheralier  persisted  in  declaring  himself  an 
ill-used  gentleman,  and  describing  you  as  i^  kind 
of  cold  Calypso,  who  lead  astray  people  of  an  ama- 
tory disposition  without  giring  them  any  sort  of 
compensation,  contenting  yourself,  it  seems,  with 
only  making  one  fool  instead  of  two,  which  is  the 
more  approTed  method  of  proceeding  on  such  occa- 
sions. For  my  part,  I  think  you  are  quite  right ; 
and  be  assured  from  me  that  a  woman  (as  society  is 
constituted  in  England),  who  gires  any  advantage 
to  a  man  may  expect  a  lorer,  but  will  sooner  or 
later  find  a  tyrant ;  and  this  is  not  the  man's  fault 
either,  perhaps,  but  is  the  necessary  and  natural 
result  of  the  circumstances  of  society  which,  in 
fact,  tyrannize  over  the  man  equally  with  the  woman, 
that  is  to  say,  if  either  of  them  hare  any  feeling  or 
honor. 

**  You  can  write  tome  at  your  leisure  and  inclina- 
tion. I  have  always  laid  it  down  as  a  maxim,  and 
found  it  justified  by  experience,  that  a  man  and  a 
woman  make  far  better  friendships  than  can  exist 
between  two  of  the  same  sex ;  but  thsae  with  this 
condition,  that  they  never  have  made,  or  are  to 
make,  love  with  each  other.  Lovers  may,  and, 
indeed,  generally  are  enemies,  but  they  never  can 
be  friends;  because  there  must  always  be  a  spice 
of  jealousy  and  a  something  of  self  in  all  their 
speculatians. 

*'  Indeed,  I  rather  look  upon  love  altogether  as  a 
sort  of  hostile  transaction,  very  necessary  to  make 
or  to  break  matches,  and  keep  the  world  going, 
but  bv  no  means  a  sinecure  to  the  parties  concerned. 

"Now,  as  my  love-perils  are,  I  believe,  pretty 
well  over,  and  yours,  by  all  accounts,  are  never  to 
begin,  we  shall  be  the  best  friends  imaginable  as  far 
as  both  are  concerned,  and  with  this  advantage, 
that  we  may  both  fall  to  loving  right  and  feft 
through  all  our  acquaintance,  without  either  sullen- 
ness  or  sorrow  flrom  that  amiable  passion  whieh  are 
its  inseparable  attendants. 

**  Believe  me,  &c." 


LETTER  DLXXVL 

TO  MR.  ritOCTOB. 

•*  pm,  Jan.,  nm 
*«  Had  I  been  aware  of  ^onr  tragedy  when  I  wrote 
my  note  to  *  Marino  Faliero,'  altnough  it  is  a  mat- 
ter of  no  consequence  to  you,  I  should  certainly  not 
have  omitted  to  insert  your  name  with  those  of  the 
other  writers  who  still  do  honor  to  the  drama.  My 
ovm  notions  on  the  subject  ^together  are  so  differ- 
ent firom  the  popular  iaeas  of  the  day,  that  we  dif- 
fer essentially,  as  indeed  I  do  from  our  whole  Eng- 
lish literati  upon  that  topic.  But  I  do  not  contend 
that  I  am  right — I  merely  say  that  such  is  my 
opinion,  and  as  it  is  a  sohtary  one,  it  can  do  no 
oreat  harm.  But  it  does  not  prevent  me  from  doing 
Justice  to  the  powers  of  those  who  adopt  a  different 
sy»tem." 


LETTER  BLXXVIL 


TO  MR.  MOORE. 


•«aMMa,Frt>.SO,tflB. 

"My  Dear  Tom, 

"  I  must  again  refer  you  to  those  two  letters  ad 
dressed  to  jovl  at  Passy  before  I  read  your  speech 
in  Galignani,  &c.,  and  which  you  do  not  seem  to 
have  received. 

"  Of  Hunt  I  see  little— once  a  month  or  so,  and 
then  on  his  own  business,  generally.  You  may 
easilv  suppose  that  I  know  too  little  of  Hampsteaa 
and  his  satellites  to  have  much  communion  or  com- 
munity with  him.  My  whole  present  relation  to 
him  arose  ftrom  Shelley's  unexpected  wreck.  You 
would  not  have  had  me  leave  him  in  the  street  with 
his  family,  would  yon  ?  and  as  to  the  other  plan  you 
mention,  you  forget  how  it  would  humiliate  him— 
that  his  writings  should  be  supposed  to  be  dead 
weight !  Think  a  moment— he  is  perhaps  the  vain- 
est man  on  earth,  at  least  his  own  friends  say  so 
pretty  loudly ;  and  if  he  were  in  other  circumstances, 
I  might  be  tempted  to  take  him  down  a  peg ;  but 
not  now,— it  would  be  cruel.  It  is  a  cursed  busi- 
ness; but  neither  the  motive  nor  the  means  rest 
upon  my  conscience,  and  it  happens  that  he  and  his 
brother  hate  been  so  far  benentted  by  the  publiea- 
tion  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view.  His  brother  is  a 
steady,  bold  fellow,  such  as  Prytmey  for  example, 
and  fuU  of  moral,  and,  I  hear,  physical  ooorage. 

'*  And  you  are  really  recanting,  or  softemng  to 
the  clergy !  It  will  do  little  good  for  you— it  is  yov, 
not  the  poem,  they  are  at.  They  will  say  jthey 
frightenea  you — ^foroid  it,  Ireland ! 

"  Yours  ever, 
"N.B." 


LETTER  DLXXVIII. 


•  ••••• 
'  I  presume  that  you,  at  least,  know  enough  of 

me  to  he  sure  that  I  cocdd  have  no  intention  to  in- 
sult Hunt's  poverty.  On  the  contrary,  I  honor  him 
for  it ;  for  I  know  what  it  is,  havinc  Deen  as  much 
embarrassed  as  ever  he  was,  witnout  perceiving 
aught  in  it  to  diminish  an  honorable  man's  self- 
respect.  If  you  mean  to  sav  that,  had  he  been  a 
wealthy  man,  I  would  have  Joined  in  this  J'onmal, 
I  answer  in  the  negative.  •  •  *  I  engaged  in  the 
Journal  from  good- will  towards  him,  added  to  re- 
spect for  his  character,  literary  and  personal ;  and 
no  less  for  his  political  courage,  as  well  as  regret  for 
his  present  circumstances :  I  did  this  in  the  hope 
that  he  might,  with^he  same  aid  fVom  literoy 
friends  of  literary  conmbutions,  (which  is  re<^uisite 
for  all  joumids  of  a  mixed  nature,)  render  himself 
independent. 

♦  •  •  •  •  • 

<  I  have  always  treated  him,  in  our  personal  in- 
tercourse, with  such  scrupulous  delicacy,  that  I  havo 
forebome  intruding  advice,  which  I  thought  might 
be  disagreeable,  lest  he  should  impute  it  to  what  in 
called  *  taking  advantage  of  a  man's  situation.' 

"  As  to  friendship,  it  is  a  propensity  in  which  mv 
cnius  is  very  limited.  I  do  not  know  the  male 
human  being,  except  Lord  Clare,  the  friend  of  my 
infancy,  for  whom  I  feci  any  thing  that  deserves  the 
name.  All  my  others  are  men-of-the-world  friend- 
ships. I  did  not  even  feel  it  for  Shelley,  however 
much  I  admired  and  esteemed  him ;  so  that  vou 
see  not  even  vanity  could  bribe  me  into  it,  for,  of  all 
men,  Shelley  thought  highest  of  my  talents, — and* 
perhaps,  of  my  disposition. 

"  I  will  do  my  duty  by  my  intimates,  upon  the 
principle  of  doing  as  you  would  be  done  by.  I  have 
done  so,  I  trust,  in  most  instances.  I  may  be 
pleased  with  their  conversation-^oice  in  theii 
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luccess — ^be  fflad  to  do  them  a  service,  or  to  receive 
their  counsel  and  assistance  in  return.  But,  as  for 
friends  and  friendship,  I  have  (as  I  already  said) 
named  the  only  remaining  male  for  whom  I  feel  any 
thing  of  the  kind,  excepting,  perhaps,  Thomas 
Moore.  1  have  had,  and  may  have  still,  a  thousand 
friends,  as  they  are  called,  in  /i/c,  who  are  like  one's 
partners  in  the  waltz  of  this  world,  not  much  re- 
membered when  the  ball  is  over,  though  very 
pleasant  for  the  time.  Habit,  business,  and  com- 
panionship in  pleasure  or  in  pain,  arc  links  of  a 
similar  kind,  and  the  same  faith  in  politics  is 
another."        ♦        •        • 


LETTER  DLXXIX. 

TO  LADY  •    •    •  • 

••OMwa,  MaKh28,  laS. 

•  •*#«• 

"  Mr.  Hill  is  here :  I  dined  with  him  on  Saturday 
Oefore  last;  and  on  leaving  his  house  at  S.  P. 
d*  Arena,  my  carriage  broke  down.  I  walked  home, 
about  three  miles, — no  very  great  feat  of  pedestrian- 
iara ;  but  either  the  coming  out  of  hot  rooms  into  a 
bleak  wind  chilled  me,  or  the  walking  up-hill  to 
Albaro  heated  me,  or  something  or  other  set  me 
wrong,  and  next  day  I  had  an  inflammatory  attack 
in  the  face,  to  which  I  have  been  subject  this  win- 
ter for  the  first  time,  and  I  suffered  a  good  deal  of 
pain,  but  no  peril.  My  health  is  now  much  as 
usual.  Mr.  Hill  is,  I  believe,  occupied  with  his 
diplomacy.  I  shall  give  him  your  message  when  I 
see  him  again.* 

**  My  name,  I  see  in  the  papers,  has  been  dragged 
into  the  unhappy  Portsmouth  business,  of  which 
all  that  I  know  is  very  succinct.  Mr.  Hanson  is  my 
aolicitor.  I  found  him  so  when  I  was  ten  years  old 
—at  my  uncle's  death — and  he  was  continued  in  the 
management  of  my  legal  business.  He  asked  me, 
by  a  civil  epistle,  as  an  old  acquaintance  of  his 
family,  to  be  present  at  the  marriage  of  Miss  Han- 
son. I  went  very  reluctantly,  one  misty  morning 
(for  I  had  been  up  at  two  halls  all  night),  to  witness 
the  ceremony,  which  I  could  not  very  well  refuse 
without  affronting  a  man  who  had  never  offended 
me.  I  saw  nothing  particular  in  the  marriage.  Of 
course  I  could  not  know  the  preliminaries,  except 
from  what  he  said,  not  having  been  present  at  the 
wooing,  nor  after  it,  for  1  walked  home,  and  th'ev 
went  into  the  country  as  soon  as  they  had  promised 
and  vowed.  Out  of  this  simple  fact  I  hear  the 
Debats  de  Paris  has  quoted  Miss  H.  as  '  autrefois 
tres  lire  avec  le  cehbre,'  &c.,  &c.  I  am  obliged  to 
him  for  the  celebrity,  but  beg  leave  to  decline  the 
liaison,  which  is  quite  untlbe;  my  liaison  was  with 
the  father,  in  the  unsentimental  shape  of  long  law- 
yers' bills,  through  the  medium  of  which  I  have 
nad  to  pay  him  ten  or  twelve  thousand  pounds 
within  these  few^  years.     She  was  not  pretty,  and  I 

suspect  that  the  indefatigable  Mr.  A was  (like 

all  her  people)  more  attracted  by  her  title  than  her 
charms.  I  regret  very  much  that  I  was  present  at 
the  prologue  to  the  happy  state  of  horsewhipping 
and  black  jobs,  &c.,  &c.,  but  I  could  not  foresee  that 
a  man  was  to  turn  out  mad,  who  had  gone  about 
the  world  for  fifty  years,  as  competent  to  vote,  and 
walk  at  large  ;  nor  did  he  seem  to  ine  more  jnsane 
than  any  other  person  going  to  be  married. 

"  I  have  no  objection  to  be  acquainted  with  the 
Marquis  Palaviciiii,  if  he  wishes  it.  Lately,  I  have 
gone  little  into  society,  English  or  foreign,  for  I  had 
seen  all  that  was  worth  seeing  in  the  former  before 
I  left  England,  and  at  the  time  of  life  when  I  was 
more  disposed  to  like  it ;  and  of  the  latter  I  had  a 
sufficiency  in  the  first  few  years  of  my  residence  in 


*  Tbe  Lul  of  Furuinouth  married  Min  lUnaon.    Attempa  wvic  UMde 
«beat  tUi  doM  io  lb)  KngtiA  carm  lo  prar*  bim  Imuw 


Switzerland,  chiefly  a 
went  sometimes,  till 
and  carnivals,  with  th 
is,  that  if  you  go  once 
daily,  or  rather  nigh 
most  noted  soirees  at 
remained  not  any  tii 
Albrizzi,  and  the  Mic 
dinals  and  the  variov 
in  Romagna  (that  is 
for  the  sake  of  quiet 
Besides,  if  I  go  into  i 
long  run,  into  some 
which  don't  occur  in 
pretty  well  settled  noi 
IS  so  far  lucky  as  it  pr 
said  before,  as  an  ace 
ready  and  willing  to  k 
a  sort  of  connexion  fo 
cini,  of  Bologiuit  I  be 
tive  of  mine  half  a  ce 
the  tact,  as  he  and  1 
five  hundred  pounds  c 
ceased  at  his  demise,  t 
attempted,  naturally 
him.  If  I  can  do  an 
where,  pray  order,  anc 
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"I  have  just  seen 
paid  me  a  visit  yestei 
and  of  you,  I  retun] 
bear-skin  and  teeth, 
enemies. 

"I  have  also  seen 
son,  whom  I  had  not 
pretty  mild  boy  withe 
and  in  delicate  healt 
the  period  of  mine  ec 
I  have  generally  one  i 
think  that  he  has  the 
pression  of  countenaj 
correspondent.  If  to 
talents,  he  will  keep 
freshness  for  half  a  cc 
from  a  transient  glim] 
to  such  impressions; 
those  I  liked  longest 
sight;  and  I  always 
part,  from  some  reser 
part  of  our  destinies 
his  lameness.  But  th 
appears  a  halting  ang 
star :  while  1  am  Le  1 
which,  I  marvel  that, 
utjibrtpj  the  Orthodox 

"Your  other  allies 
agreeable  personages, 
^usCf  travelling  with 
in  the  shape  of  a  *Frei 
phrase  in  the  Beaux' 
air  of  a  Cupidon  d^a 
specimens  I  have  seer 
before  the  Revolutior 
face,  upon  whose  lik 
should  look  again.  1^ 
which,  and  your  hor 
family,  I  attribute  the 
She  is  also  very  pret^ 
cies  of  beauty  on  whi< 
shine  so  frequently  a 
Englishwomen  wear  1 
neighbors  of  the  same 
natured,  but  is  much  t 
all  the  glory  of  gems  a 
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and  theatricals,  and  speeches  in  our  house— ><  I 
mean,  of  peers'  (I  must  refer  you  to  Pope--^hom 
you  don't  read,  and  won't  appreciate--for  that 
quotation,  which  you  must  allow  to  be  poetical), 
and  sitting  to  Stroeling,  tho  painter  (do  yon  remem- 
ber our  Tisit  with  Leckie,  to  the  German  ?)  to  be 
depicted  as  one  of  the  '  heroes  of  Aginconrt/  with 
his  long  sword,  saddle,  bridle,  whack  fal  de,'  ftc, 
Ac.  • 

**  I  hare  been  unwell— -caught  a  cold  Mid  inflam' 
mation,  which  menaced  a  conflagntion,  after 
dining  with  our  ambassador,  Monsieur  HiU,-^:iot 
owing  to  the  dinner,  but  my  carriage  broke  down 
on  the  way  home,  and  I  had  to  walk  some  miles, 
up  hill  partly,  after  hot  rooms,  in  a  «ery  bleak 
wmdy  evening,  and  orer-hotted,  or  over-colaed  my- 
self. I  have  not  been  so  robustious  as  formerly, 
ever  since  the  last  summer,  when  I  fell  ill  after  a 
long  swim  in  the  Mediterranean,  and  have  never 
been  quite  right  up  to  this  present  writing.  I  am 
thin,— perhaps  thinner  than  you  saw  me,  when  I 
was  nearly  transparent,  in  1812, — and  am  obliged 
to  be  moderate  of  my  mouth,  which  nevertheless, 
won't  prevent  me  (tne  gods  willing)  from  dining 
with  your  friends  the  day  after  to-morrow. 

"  They  give  me  a  very  good  account  of  you,  and 
of  your  nearly  *  Emprisoned  Angels/    But  why  did 

JOtt  change  jour  title  ?— you  will  regret  this  some 
ay.  The  bigots  are  not  to  be  conciliated ;  and  if 
they  were,  are  they  worth  it  ?  Isuspeot  that  I  am  a 
more  orthodox  Christian  than  you  are ;  and,  when- 
ever 1  see  a  real  Christian,  either  in  practice  or  in 
theory,  (for  I  never  yet  found  the  man  who  could 
produce  either,  when  put  to  the  proof,)  I  am  his 
aisoiple.  But,  till  then,  I  cannot  truckle  to  tithe- 
mongers,  nor  can  I  imagine  what  has  made  jfou  nir- 
cumoise  your  Seraphs. 


LBTTBE  DLXXXI. 

TO  THB  EABL  07  BLBSSINOTOSr. 

«  April  s,ta». 
'•MtDxab  Lobd, 

**  How  is  your  gout  ?  or  rather,  how  are  you  ?  I 
return  the  Count  ♦  ♦'s  Journal,  which  is  a  very  ex- 
traordinary production,^^  and  of  a  most  melan- 
choly truth  in  all  that  regards  high  life  in  England. 
1  know,  or  knew,  personally  most  of  the  personages 
and  societies,  wluch  he  describes ;  and  after  reading 
bis  remarks  have  the  sensation  fresh  upon  me  as  I 
hod  seen  them  yesterday.  I  would,  however,  plead 
in  behalf  of  some  few  exceptions,  which  I  will  men- 
tion by-and-by.  The  most  singular  thing  is,  how 
he  should  have  penotrated  not  the  fact,  but  the 
mystery  of  the  English  ennui  at  two-and- twenty. 
I  was  about  the  same  a^e  when  I  made  the  same 
discovery,  in  almost  precisely  the  same  cirdes^for 
there  is  scarcely  a  person  mentioned  whom  I  did 
not  see  nightly  or  oaily,  and  was  acquainted  more 
or  leas  intimately  with  most  of  themj — ^but  I  never 
could  have  described  it  to  welL  //  faut  itre  Fran' 
caity  to  effect  this. 

**  But  he  ought  also  to  have  been  in  the  country 
during  the  hunting  season,  with  <  a  select  party  of 
distinguished  guests,*  as  tne  papers  term  it.  He 
ought  to  have  seen  the  gentlemen  after  dinner,  (on 
the  hunting  days,)and  the  aoir^  ensuing  thereupon 
— «nd  the  women  looking  as  if  they  had  hmted, 
or  rather  been  hunted;  and  I  could  have  wished 
that  he  had  been  at  a  dinner  in  town,  which  I  recol- 
lect at  Lord  C  *  «'s— «maU,  but  select,  and  oom- 
poscd  of  the  most  amusing  people.  The  dessert 
was  hardly  on  the  table,  when,  out  of  twelve  I 
counted  j/fve  asleep;  of  that  five,  there  were  Tier' 


ney.  Lord  •  *,— I  forget  the  other  two,  but  they 
were    either  wits  or  orators— perbips  poets. 

"My  residence  in  the  East  aim  in  Italy  has 
made  me  somewhat  indulgent  of  the  siesta — ^but 
then  they  set  regularly  about  it  in  warm  countries, 
and  perform  it  m  soutude,  (or  at  most  in  a  t$te^- 
t6te  with  a  proper  companion,^  and  retire  quietly 
to  their  rooms  to  get  out  of  tne  sun's  way  for  an 
hour  or  two. 

«*  Altogether,  your  friend's  journal  is  a  very  foi^ 
midable  production.  Alas!  our  dearly-beloved 
countrymen  have  only  discovered  that  they  are 
tired,  and  not  that  they  are  tiresome ;  and  I  sus- 
pect that  the  communication  of  the  latter  unpleas- 
ant verity  will  not  be  better  received  than  truths 
usually  are.  I  have  read  the  whole  with  great  at- 
tention and  instruction.  I  am  too  good  a  patriot 
to  say  ^/!0an<r0— at  least  I  won't  say  so,  whatever  I 
may  think.  I  showed  it  ^I  hope  no  breach  of  con 
fidence,)  to  a  young  ItaUan  lady  of  rank  trei  in- 
struUe  also ;  and  who  parses,  or  passed,  for  being 
one  of  the  three  most  celebrated  belles  in  the  dis- 
trict of  Italy,  where  her  families  and  connexions 
resided  in  less  troublesome  times  as  to  politics, 
(which  is  not  Genoa,  by-the-way,)  and  she  was  do- 
lighted  with  it,  and  says  that  she  has  derived  a  bet- 
ter notion  of  English  society  from  it  than  from  all 
Madame  de  Stall's  metaphysical  disputations  on 
the  same  subject,  in  her  work  on  the  Kcvolution.  I 
beg  that  you  will  thank  the  young  philosopher,  and 
make  ray  compliments  to  Lady  B.  and  her  sister 
**  Believe  me  your  very  obliged  and  faithful 

"  N.  B. 

"  P.  S.  There  is  a  rumor  in  letters  of  some  dis- 
turbance or  complot  in  the  French  Pyrenean  army 
— generals  suspected  or  dismissed,  ana  ministers  of 
war  trayelling  to  see  what's  the  matter.  *  Marry, 
(as  Darid  says,)  this  hath  an  angry  favor.' 

"  Tell  Count  *  *  that  some  of  the  names  are  not 
quite  intelligible,  aspecially  of  the  clubs ;  he  speaks 
of  TFa^<»-~perhaps  he  is  right,  but  in  my  time 
Waiters  was  the  Bandy  Club,  of  which  (though  no 
dandy)  I  was  a  member,  at  the  time  too  of  its 
greatest  4;lory,  when  Brummell  and  Mildmay, 
Avanley  and  Pierrepoint,  gave  the  dandy  balls; 
and  we  (the  club,  that  is,)  got  up  the  famous  mas- 
(^uerade  at  Burlington  House  ana  Garden  for  Wel- 
hngton.  He  does  not  speak  of  the  Alfred^  which 
was  the  most  recherche  and  most  tiresome  of  any^ 
as  I  know  by  being  a  member  of  that  too." 


LETTER  DLXXXII. 

TO  THB  BA&L  OF  BLBSSINOTON. 

*' April  S,UBi. 

*  It  would  be  worse  than  idle,  knowing,  as  I  do> 
the  utter  worthlessness  of  words  on  such  occasions, 
in  me  to  attempt  to  express  what  I  ought  to  fed, 
and  do  feel  for  the  loss  you  have  sustained  ;*  and  I 
must  thus  dismiss  the  subject,  for  I  dare  not  trust 
myself  further  with  it  for  yowr  sake,  or  for  my  own. 
I  shall  endeavor  to  see  you  as  soon  as  it  may  not  ap- 
pear intrusive.  Pray  excuse  the  levity  or  my  yes- 
terday's scrawl— I  little  thought  vniti  what  cir^ 
cumstances  it  would  find  you. 

"  I  have  received  a  veiy  handsome  and  flattering 
note  from  Count  *  *.  He  must  excuse  my  appa- 
rent rudeness  and  real  ignorance  in  replying  to  it 
in  English,  throush  the  medium  of  your  kind  mter- 
pretation.  I  would  not  on  any  account  deprive  him 
of  a  production,  of  which  I  really  think  more  than 
I  have  even  stud^  though  you  are  good  enough  not 
to  be  dissatisfied  even  with  that;  but  whenever  it  is 
completed,  it  would  give  me  the  greatest  pleasure  to 
have  a  oqpy^--^ut  how  to  keep  it  secret !   literary 
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iccrcts  are  like  other*.     By  changing  thenamet,  or 

at  least  omitting  several,  and  altering  the  circum- 
stances indicative  of  the  writer's  real  station,  the 
author  would  render  it  a  most  amusing  publication. 
His  countrymen  have  not  been  treated  either  in  a 
literary  or  personal  point  of  view  with  such  defer- 
ence in  English  recent  works,  as  to  lay  him 
under  any  very  great  national  obligation  of  for- 
bearance ;  and  really  the  remarks  are  so  true  and  so 
piquante  that  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  wish  their 
suppression;  though,  as  Dangle  says,  'He  is  my 
friend,'  many  of  these  personages  *  were  my 
J'rieridSf*  but  much  such  friends  as  JDangle  and  his 
allies. 

••  I  return  you  Dr.  Parr's  letter — I  have  met  him 
at  Payne  Knight's  and  elsewhere,  and  he  did  me 
the  honor  once  to  be  a  patron  of  mine,  although  a 
great  friend  of  the  other  branch  of  the  House  of 
Atreus,  and  the  Greek  teacher  (I  believe)  of  my 
moral,  Clytcmncstra — I  say  morale  because  it  is 
true,  and  so  useful  to  the  virtuous,  that  it  enables 
thorn  to  do  any  thing  without  the  aid  of  an 
.^gisthus. 

*'  I  beg  my  compliments  to  Lady  B.,  Miss  P.,  and 
to  your  Alfred.  I  think,  sinoe  his  Majesty  of  the 
same  name,  there  has  not  been  such  a  learned  sur- 
veyor of  our  Saxon  society. 

*'  Ever  yours  most  truly, 
"N.  B./ 


*Mt  Dear  Lord 


•*  Ar-ril,  9,  1823. 
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•*  P.  S.  I  salute  Miladi,  Madamoiselle  Mama,  and 
the  illustrious  Chevalier  Count  *  *  who,  I  hope,  will 
continue  his  history  of  *  his  own  times.'  There  are 
some  strange  coincidences  between  a  part  of  his 
remarks  and  a  certain  work  of  mine,  now  in  MS, 
in  England,  (I  do  not  mean  the  hermetically  sealed 
Memoirs,  but  a  continuation  of  certain  cantos  of  a 
certain  poem,)  especially  in  tr/m/  a  man  may  do  in 
London  with  impunity  where  he  is  *  A  la  mode;" 
which  I  think  it  well  to  state,  that  he  may  not  sus- 
pect me  of  taking  advantage  of  his  coniidenco. 
The  observations  are  very  general  " 


LETTER  DLXXXIII. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  BLESSINQTON. 

"April  14,  1833. 

••  1  am  truly  sorry  that  I  cannot  accompany  you 
in  your  ride  this  morning,  owing  to  a  violent  pain 
in  my  face,  arising  from  a  wart  to  which  I  by  medi- 
cal advice  applied  a  caustic.  "Whether  I  put  too 
much,  I  do  not  know,  but  the  consequence  is,  not 
only  I  have  been  put  to  some  pain  but  the  peccant 
part  and  its  immediate  environ  are  as  black  as  if 
the  printer's  devil  had  marked  me  for  an  author. — 
As  1  do  not  wish  to  frighten  your  horses,  or  their 
riders,  I  shall  postpone  waiting  upon  you  until  six 
o'clock,  when  1  hope  to  have  subsided  into  a  more 
Christianlike  resemblance  to  my  fellow-creatures. 
My  infliction  has  partially  extended  even  to  my  fin- 
gers for  on  trying  to  get  the  black  from  otF  my 
upper  lip  at  least,  I  have  only  transfused  a  portion 
thereof  to  my  right  hand,  and  neither  lemon-juice 
nor  eau  de  cologne,  nor  any  other  eau,  have  been 
able  as  yet  to  redeem  it  also  from  a  more  inky  ap- 
pearance than  is  either  proper  or  pleasant.  But 
*  out  damn'd  spot' — you  may  have  perceived  some- 
thing of  the  kind  yesterday,  for  on  my  return,  I 
aaw  that  during  my  ^isit  it' had  increased,  was  in- 
creasing, and  ought  to  be  diminished ;  and  I  could 
not  help  laughing  at  the  figure  I  must  have  cut 
before  you.  At  any  rate,  I  shall  be  with  you  at  six, 
with  the  advantage  of  twilight. 

**Ever  most  truly,  &c. 


«*  P.  8.  I  wrote  th 
I  regret  to  say  that  tl 
an  itich  square  above 
that  I  cannot  even  a 
equally  unfit  to  appes 
of  its  hospitality.  M 
and  not  mistake  thit 
believe,'  as  you  will  sc 
the  pleasure  of  meeti 
the  moment  I  am,  in 
seen.'  Tell  Lady  B. 
am  rummaging  my  pi 
acceptation.  I  have 
Gamba,  and  as  I  cam 
esty  to  take  the  field 
piece  of  difiidence  on 
dulgence  for  both." 
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"  My  dear  Count  * 
address  you  so  famil 
with  writing  in  you 
mont,  and  succecdir 
succeeded  since  the  d 
the  records  of  Antoni 
into  our  barbarous  1 
stand  and  write,  how< 
serves. 

**  My  *  approbation 
was  very  sincere,  bui 
for  though  I  love  m 
countrymen,  at  least, 
sides  the  seduction  o; 
I  fear  that  to  me  th 
geance.  I  have  seei 
have  described  so  wel 
and  the  reunions  so  d 
is  to  say,) — and  the  p 
not  but  admire  the  ] 
formance. 

*'  But  I  am  sorr^  fo 
acquainted  with  life  i 
of  you  when  the  illui 
but  never  mind — en 
and  that  you  may  ha 
many  advantages  of  y 
you  possess,  is  the 
suppose, — but  it  is  n 
Scotch,  and  my  name 
man :  and  as  for  myi 
for  my  •  Works,'  whi( 
let  them  go  to  the  dev 
many  persons)  they  o 

"  1  have  the  honor  1 


LETTI 

TO  THB  COUNl 

«Dear  Lady  ♦  ♦, 

"  Mv  request  would 
of  Lady  B.,  which  I  h 
late  Lady  Noel,  as  I 
memorial  of  any  kind 
were  in  her  own  posi 
and  we  have  had  no  c< 
on  her  part. 

*  My  message,  with 
ply  to  this  eti'ect — tha 
occurring  to  the  inol 
survivor,  it  would  be 
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Mtried  feitoe Act,  boCh  with  regard  to  the  edneatioB 
of  the  ehild,  and  the  peraon  or  persons  under  whose 
care  Lady  B.  might  be  desirous  that  she  should  be 
nlaced.  It  is  not  my  intention  to  interfere  with  her 
HI  any  way  on  the  subject  during  her  life ;  and  I 
presume  that  it  would  be  some  consolation  to  her  to 
know,  (if  she  is  in  ill  health,  as  I  am  ^iren  to  un- 
derstand,) that  in  no  case  would  any  thing  be  done, 
as  far  as  I  am  concerned,  but  in  strict  conformity 
with  Lady  B.'s  own  wishes  and  intentioiiS"- -left  in 
what  manner  she  thought  proper. 
'<  Believe  me,  dear  I^y  B.,  your  obliged,  Ac." 


LETTER  DLXXXVI. 

TO  THB  COT7KTB88  OP  ♦  •  •. 

**  Attmn,  May  0, 18» 

««Mt  Dbau  Lady  •  ♦  •, 
I  "  I  send  you  the  letter  which  I  had  forgotten,  and 

the  book,*  which  I  ought  to  have  remembered.    It 
contains    (the   book,  1  mean)    some   melancholT 
truths ;  though  I  believe  that  it  is  too  triste  a  work 
ever  to  have  been  popular.    The  first  time  I  ever 
I      read  it,  (not  the  edition  I  send  you,— for  I  got  it 
I      since,)  was  at  the  desire  of  Madame  de  Stael,  who 
I      was  supposed  by  the  good-natured  world  to  be  the 
I      heroine ;— 'Which  she  was  not,  however,  and  was 
I      furious  at  the  supposition.    This  occurred  in.Swit- 
j      serland,  in  the  summer  of  1816,  and  the  last  soasoi^  period 
I      in  which  I  ever  saw  that  celebrated  person.  ^  ' 

I  **I  have  a  request  to  make  to  my  friend  Alfred, 

(since  he  haa  not  disdained  the  title,)  via.,  that  he 
,  would  condescend  to  add  a  cc^  to  the  gentleman  in 
I  the  jacket, — ^it  would  complete  his  costume,— and 
,  naoolik  his  brow,  which  is  somewhat  too  inveterate 
.      a  likeness  of  the  original,  God  help  me  1 

"  I  did  well  to  avoid  the  water-partv,— wAy,  is  a 
mvstery,  which  is  not  less  to  be  wondered  at  than 
all  my  other  mysteries.  Tell  Milor  that  I  am  deep 
in  his  MSS.,  and  will  do  him  justice  by  a  diligent 
peruaal. 
I  **  The  letter  which  I  enclose  I  was  prevented  from 

■ending,  by  my  despair  of  its  doing  any  good.  I 
wae  perfectly  sincere  when  I  wrote  it,  and  am  so 
Btiil.  But  it  is  difficult  for  me  to  withstand  the 
ihouoaad  provocations  on  that  subject,  which  both 
friends  and  foes  have  for  seven  years  been  throwing 
in  the  way  of  a  man  whose  feelings  were  once 
quick,  and  whose  temper  was  never  patient.  Bat 
'returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'or.*  I  feel  this 
aa  much  as  ever  Macbeth  did ;  and  it  is  a  drearv 
sensation,  which  at  least  avenges  the  real  or  imagi- 
nary wrongs  of  one  of  the  two  unfortunate  persons 
whom  it  concerns. 

**  But  I  am  going  to  be  gloomy ;— so  '  to  bed,  to 
bed.'  Good  night,— or  rather  morning.  One  of 
the  reasons  why  I  wish  to  avoid  society  is,  that  I 
can  never  sleep  afker  it,  and  the  pleasanter  it  has 
baan,  the  leas  I  rest. 

"  Ever  most  truly,  &c.,  Ac." 


LETTER  DLXXXVII.t 

TO  LADT  BTRON. 

fTo  the  care  of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Leigh,  London.] 


'*  I  have  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  '  Ada's 
hair,'  which  is  very  Soft  and  pretty,  and  nearly  as 
dark  already  as  mine  was  at  twelve  years  old,  if  I 
may  judge  from  what  I  recollect  of  some  in  Augus- 


*  IddplM,  bjr  M.  Scnjajnia  ConatuL 
t  EaebMdbLMerifiiixJ. 
121 


ta*B  powewion,  taken  at  that  age.    But  it  ios't 

curl,— perhaps  from  its  beingi  let  ^w. 

'*  I  also  ^ank  you  for  the  inscnption  of  the  data 
and  name,  and  I  will  tell  you  why ; — I  believe  that 
they  are  the  only  two  or  three  words  of  your  hand- 
writing in  my  possession.  For  your  letters  I  re- 
tumcd,  and  except  the  two  words,  or  rather  the  one 
word,  '  Household,'  written  twice  in  an  old  account- 
book,  I  have  no  other.  I  burnt  your  last  note,  for 
two  reasons : — Istlv,  it  was  written  in  a  style  not 
very  agreeable ;  ana,  2dly,  I  wished  to  take  your 
word  without  documents,  which  are  the  wordly  re 
sources  of  suspicious  people. 

'*  I  suppose  that  this  note  will  reach  you  aome* 
where  about  Ada's  birthday — ^the  10th  of  December, 
I  believe.  She  will  then  oe  six,  so  that  in  about 
twelve  more  I  shall  have  some  chance  of  meeting 
her ; — perhaps  sooner,  if  I  am  obliged  to  go  to'  Eng- 
land by  business  or  otherwise.  Recollect,  however, 
one  thing,  either  in  distance  or  nearness  }~-every 
day  whicn  keeps  us  asunder  should,  after  so  lon^  a 
period,  rather  soften  our  mutual  feelings,  which 
must  always  have  one  rallying-point  as  long  as  oor 
child  exists,  which  I  presume  we  both  hope  will  be 
long  after  either  of  ^r  parents. 
^  "The  time  which  nas  elapsed  since  the  sepam- 
tion,  haa  been  considerably  more  than  the  whole 
brief  period  of  our  union,  and  the  not  much  longer 
one  of  our  prior  acquaintance.  We  both  made  a 
bitter  mistake ;  but  now  it  is  over,  and  irrevocably 
so.  For,  at  thirty-three  on  mj  part,  and  a  few 
years  less  on  yours,  though  it  is  no  very  extended 


of  life,  still  it  is  one  when  the  habits  and 
thought  are  generally  so  formed  as  to  admit  of  no 
modmcation;  and  as  we  could  not  agree  when 
younger,  we  should  with  difficulty  do  so  now. 

"  I  say  all  this,  because  I  own  to  you  that,  not- 
withstanding every  thing,  I  considered  our  reunion 
aa  not  impossible  for  more  than  a  year  after  the 
separation ;-— but  then  I  gave  up  the  hope  entirely 
and  for  ever.  But  this  very  impossibility  of  reiinion 
seems  to  me  at  least  a  reason  why,  on  all  the  few 
points  of  discussion  which  can  arise  between  us,  we 
should  preserve  the  courtesies  of  life,  and  as  much 
of  its  kindness  as  people  who  are  never  to  meet  may 
preserve,  perhaps  more  easily  than  nearer  connex- 
ions. For  my  own  part  I  am  violent,  but  not  ma- 
lignant ;  for  only  frcsn  provocations  can  awaken  my 
resentments.  To  you,  who  are  colder  and  more 
concentrated,  I  would  just  hint,  that  you  mav  some- 
times mistake  the  depth  of  a  cold  anger  for  oignity, 
and  a  worse  feeling  tor  duty.  I  assure  you  that  I 
bear  you  twto  (whatever  I  may  have  done)  no  re- 
sentment whatever.  Remember,  that  if  you  have 
ii^ured  me  in  aught,  this  forgiveness  is  something ; 
and  that,  if  I  have  injured  you,  it  is  something  more 
still,  if  it  be  true,  as  the  moralists  say,  that  the  most 
offending  arc  the  least  forgiving. 

"  Whether  the  offence  has  been  solely  on  my  side, 
or  reciprocal,  or  on  yours  chiefly,  I  have  cesised  to 
reflect  upon  any  but  two  things, — ^viz.,  that  you  are 
the  motner  of  m^r  child,  and  that  we  shall  never 
meet  again.  I  thmk  if  jou.  also  consider  the  two 
corresponding  points  with  reference  to  myself,  if 
will  be  better  for  all  three.       **  Yours  ever, 

«*NoblBybok." 


LETTER  BLXXXVIII. 

TO  KB.   BLAQtTRlUI. 

«AfeuD|  April  f^Um 

<*  Dbab  Sib, 

•*  I  shall  be  delighted  to  see  you  and  your  Greek 
friend;  and  the  sooner  the  better.  I  have  beeA 
expecting  you  for  some  time,— you  will  find  me  at 
home.  I  cannot  express  to  you  how  much  I  feel 
interested  in  the  cause;  and  nothing  but  the  hopee 
I  entertaiBed  of  witnesaing  the  hbeislBQn  of  Ite^ 
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Itself,  pTtfTcnted  mc  long  ago  from  rctnniing  to  do 

what  little  I  could,  as  an  individual,  in  that  land 

which  it  is  an  honor  even  to  have  visited. 

'•  Ever  j'ours,  tnilv, 

**NoEL  liviiON." 


LETTER  DLXXXIX. 

TO  MR.   BOWBJNO. 

•<G«noa,  Miivlt,  lft28. 

••Si», 

"I  hare  great  pleasure  in  acknowlcdpng  your 
letter,  and  the  honor  which  the  committee  nave 
done  me; — I  shall  endeavor  to  deserve  their  confi- 
dence by  e%erj'  means  in  my  power.  My  first  wish 
is  to  go  up  mto  the  Levant  in  person,  where  I 
might  be  enabled  to  advance,  if  not  the  cause,  at 
least  the  means  of  obtaining  information  which  the 
committee  might  be  desirous  of  acting  upon  ;  and 
my  former  residence  in  the  country,  my  familiarity 
with  the  Italian  language,  (which  is  tliero  univer- 
sally spoken,  or  at  least  to  ^he  same  e.xtent  as 
French  in  the  more  polished  parts  of  the  conti- 
ticnt,)  and  my  not  total  ignorance  of  the  Romaic, 
would  afford  me  some  advantages  of  experience. 
To  this  project  the  only  objection  is  of  a  domestic 
nature,  and  I  shall  try  to  get  over  it— if  I  fail  in 
this,  I  must  do  what  I  can  where  I  am  ;  but  it  will 
be  always  a  source  of  regret  to  me,  to  think  that  I 

might  perhaps  have  done  more  for  the  cause  on  thc'*<^o™plainant8  were  n 
spot.  "     ' 


"  Our  last  information  of  Captain  Blaquierc  is 
from  Ancona,  where  he  embarked  with  a  /air  wind 
for  Corfu,  on  the  loth  ult. ;  he  h  now  probably  at 
his  destination.  My  last  letter /rcwj  him  personally 
was  dated  Rome ;  he  had  been  refused  a  passport 
through  the  Neapolitan  territory,  and  returnea  to 
strike  up  through  Romagna  for  Ancona:  little  time, 
however,  appears  to  have  been  lost  by  the  delay. 

**The  principal  material  wanted  bv  the  Greeks 
appears  to  be,  first,  a  park  of  field  artillery— light, 
and  fit  for  mountain-service;  secondly,  gunpowder; 
thirdly,  hospital  or  medical  stores.  The  readiest 
mode  of  transmission  is,  I  hear,  by  Idra,  addressed 
to  Mr.  Negri,  the  minister.  I  meant  to  send  up  a 
certain  quantity  of  the  two  latter— no  great  deal- 
but  enough  for  an  individual  to  show  his  good 
wishes  for  the  Greek  success;  but  am  pausing,  be- 
cause, in  case  I  should  go  myself,  I  can  take  them 
with  me.  I  do  not  want  to  limit  my  own  contribu- 
tion to  this  merely,  but  more  especially,  if  I  can  get 
to  Greece  myself,  I  should  devote  whatever  re- 
■ources  I  can  muster  of  my  own,  to  advancing  the 
great  object.  I  am  in  correspondence  with  Signer 
Nicolas  Kamdl.is,  (well  known  to  Mr.  Hobhouse.) 
who  is  now  at  Pisa ;  but  his  latest  advice  merely 
ftated,  that  the  Greeks  are  at  present  employed  in 
orj?auizing  their  internal  government,  and  the  de- 
tails of  its  administration  ;  this  would  seem  to  indi- 
cate security,  but  the  war  is  however  far  from  being 
terminated. 


gest— but  merely  as 
from  the  melanchol 
embarked  in  the  Col 
experiment  yet  fairl 
attention  of  the  con 
directed  to  the  «mp 
ence  than  the  enrol 
which  latter  are  apl 
serviceable,  in  irregu 
eignera.  A  small  b< 
artillery;  an  en  gin  ee 
committee  might  det 
nature  which  Captai 
wanted,  would,  I  sho 
ful  accession.  Offic 
served  in  the  Medit( 
as  some  knowledge 
sable. 

**It  would  also  be 
aware  that  they  are 
beef- steak  and  bottl( 
never,  of  late  years,  ve 
— is  at  present  the  co 
This  remark  may  se 
been  led  to  it,  by  obs 
cers,  Italians,  l«'ren( 
fetrer  of  the  latter ^) 
agining  either  that  t 
party  of  pleasure,  or 
motion,  and  a  very  m 
complain,  too,  of  ha 
government  or  inhab 


*'  The  Turks  are  an  obstinate  race,  as  all  former 
wars  have  proved  them,  and  will  return  to  the 
charge  for  years  to  come,  even  if  beaten,  as  it  is 
to  be  hoped  they  will  be.  But  in  no  case  can  the 
labors  of  the  committee  be  said  to  be  in  vain,  for  in 
the  event  even  of  the  Oreeks  being  subdued  and 
dispersed,  the  funds  which  could  be  employed  in 
•uccoring  and  gathering  together  the  remnant,  so 
M  to  alleviate  in  part  their  distresses,  and  enable 
them  to  find  or  make  a  country,  (as  so  many  emi- 
grants of  other  nations  have  been  compelled  to  do,) 
would  bless  ♦  both  those  who  gave  and  those  who 
*°°.KVr*?  ^^®  bounty  both  of  justice  and  of  mftrcy. 

/   V  u^Sr^^S^^^   *°   *^®   formation   of  a  brigade,  ..«..«.«.,.« ,w«.». 

(which  Mr.  Hobhouse  hints  at  in  his  short  letter  introduction  to  Lord  S 


the  hope  of  command 
of  both.  Those  Gre 
deny  the  charge  of  i 
they  shared  their  pit 
their  (oreign  volunte 
•*  I  need  not  sugge 
great  advantage  whi( 
tain  from  the  succe 
probable  commercial 
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♦•  I  beg  that  the  Coi 
any  and  every  way. 
instructions,  I  shall  e 
letter,  whether  conf( 
opinion  or  not.  I  beg 
respect  for  the  gentle 
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**An 

"  P.  S.  The  best  re 
active  exertions  of  the 

controversialist ;  an( 
house  have  taken  hin 
occasion  for  me  to  '  en 
go  up  into  the  country 
as  accurate  and  impj 
stances  will  permit. 

'*  I  shall  write  to  M: 
ligence  from  Captain 
me  some  early  intim 
Provisional  Govemmc 


rv 


this  day's  receipt,  enclosing  the  one  to  which  lias  Lord  S.  is  in  the  g 
IUT8  the  honor  to  reply,)  I  would  presume  to  sug-  hia  reception  could  onJ 
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LBTTEB  DXC. 


TO  MB.  BOWXnfO. 


•*«MM,lbjS,l«i. 

I       -«»• 

I  **  I  reodred  Testerday  the  letter  of  the  Commit- 

I       wee,  dated  the  14th  of  March.    What  has  occasioned 

I       file  delay,  I  know  not.    It  was  forwarded  by  Mr.  Oa- 

lignani,  from  Paris,  who  stated  that  he  had  only  had 

it  in  his  charee  four  days,  and  that  it  was  delivered 

to  him  by  a  Mr.  Orattan.    I  need  hardly  say  that  I 

gladly  accede  to  the  proposition  ef  the  Committee, 

and  nold  myself  highly  honored  by  being  deemed 

worthy  to  be  a  member.    I  have  also  to  return  my 

'       thanks,  particularly  to  yourself,  for  the  accompany- 

'       ing  letter,  which  is  extremely  flattering, 

"  Since  I  last  wrote  to  you,  through  the  medium 
of  Mr.  Hobhouse,  I  have  received  and  forwarded  a 
letter  from  Captain  Blaquiere  to  me,  from  Corfu, 
which  will  show  how  he  gets  on.  Yesterday  I  fell 
in  with  two  young  Germans,  survivors  of  General 
Nermann's  band.  They  arrived  at  Genoa  in  a  most 
deplorable  state— ^thout  food— without  a  sou — 
wiuiont  shoes.  The  Austrions  had  sent  them  out  of 
their  territory  on  their  landing  at  Trieste :  and  they 
had  been  forced  to  come  down  to  Florence,  and  had 
travelled  from  Leghorn  here,  with  four  Tuscan 
Uvrea  (about  three  francs)  in  their  pockets.  I  have 
given  them  twenty  Genoese  scudi,  (about  a  hundred 
and  thirty-three  livres,  French  money,)  and  new 
dioes,  which  will  enable  them  to  get  to  Smtserland, 
where  they  say  that  they  have  friends.  All  that  they 
could  raise  in  Genoa,  besides,  was  thirty  mom.  They 
do  not  complain  of  the  Greeks,  but  say  that  they 
have  suilerea  more  since  their  landinff  in  Italy. 

"I  tried  their  veracity,  firstly,  by  their  pass- 
ports and  papers ;  secondly,  by  topography,  cross- 
2nestioning  them  about  Arta,  Argos,  Athens, 
lissolongbi,  Corinth,  &c. ;  and,  thirdly,  in  J2omat0, 
of  which  I  found  (one  of  tiiem  at  least)  knew  more 
than  I  do.  One  of  them  (they  are  both  of  good 
fiunilies)  is  a  fine,  handsome  young  fellow  of  three- 
and-twenty— a  Wirtembergher,  and  has  a  look  of 
Sandt  about  him— the  other  a  Bavarian,  older,  and 
flat-faoed,  and  less  ideal,  but  a  great,  sturdy,  soldier- 
like personage.  The  Wirtemoergher  was  in  the 
action  at  Arta,  where  the  Philhellenists  were  cut  to 
pieces  after  killing  six  hundred  Turks,  they  them- 
selves being  only  a  hundred  and  fifty  in  number, 
opposed  to  six  or  seven  thousand ;  only  eight 
escaped,  and  of  them  about  three  only  survived ;  so 
that  General  Nermann  *  posted  his  ragamuffins 
where  they  were  well  pepperea— not  thrro  of  the 
Hundred  and  fifty  left  alive — and  they  are  for  the 
town's  end  for  life.' 

"  These  two  left  Greece  by  the  direction  of  the 
Gh^eeks.  When  Churschid  Pacha  overrun  the  Morea, 
the  Greeks  seem  to  hare  behaved  well,  in  wishing 
to  save  their  allies,  when  they  thought  that  the 
game  was  up  with  themselves.  This  was  in  Sep- 
tember last,  (1822;)  they  wandered  from  island  to 
island,  and  got  from  MJlo  to  Smyrna,  where  the 
French  consul  gave  them  a  passport,  and  a  charita- 
ble captain  a  passage  to  Ancona,  whence  they  got  to 
Trieste,  and  were  turned  back  by  the  Austrians. 
They  complain  only  of  the  minister,  (who  has 
always  been  an  indinerent  character ;)  say  that  the 
Greeks  fisht  well  in  their  own  way,  but  were  at 
Jirst  afraia  to  Jlre  their  own  cannon— but  mended 
with  practice. 

"  Adolphe  (the  younger)  commanded  at  Navarino 
for  a  short  time ;  the  other,  a  more  material  person, 
'  the  bold  Bavarian  in  a  lucklew  hour,'  seems  chiefiy 
to  lament  a  fast  of  three  days  at  Argos,  and  the 
loss  of  twenty-fiveparas  a  day  of  pay  in  arrear,  and 
iome  baggage  at  Tripolitza ;  but  takes  his  wounds, 
and  marches,  and  battles  in  very  good  part.  Both 
are  very  simple,  full  of  naivete,  and  quite  unpre- 
tending :  they  say  the  foreigners  quaxreUed  aaong 


themselves,  particularly  tne  French  with  the  Ger- 
mans^ which  produced  duels. 

"The  Greeks  accept  muskets,  but  throw  away 
bmoneta,  and  will  not  be  disciplined.  When  these 
lads  saw  two  Piedmontese  regiments  yesterday 
they  said,  *  Ah,  if  we  had  had  but  these  two,  we 
should  have  cleared  the  Morea : '  in  that  case  the 
Piedmontese  must  have  behaved  better  than  they 
did  against  the  Austrians.  They  seem  to  lay  great 
stress  upon  a  few  regular  troops — say  that  the 
Greeks  have  arms  and  powder  in  plenfy,  but  want 
victuals,  hospital  stores,  and  lint  and  linen,  &c.,  and 
money  very  much.  Altog^ether,  it  would  be  difficuh 
to  show  more  practical  philosophy  than  this  remnant 
of  our  *puir  hill  folk'  have  aone;  they  do  not 
seem  the  least  cast  down,  and  their  way  of  present- 
ing themselves  was  as  simple  and  natural  as  could 
be.  They  said,  a  Dane  here  had  told  them  that  an 
Englishman,  friendly  to  the  Greek  cause,  was  here, 
and  that,  as  they  were  reduced  to  beg  their  way 
home,  they  thought  they  might  as  well  begin  witn 
me.  I  wnte  in  haste  to  snatch  the  post. — BeUeve 
me,  and  truly,  "  Your  obliged,  &c. 

"P.  S.  I  have,  since  I  wrote  this,  seen  them 
again.  Count  P.  Gimba  asked  them  to  breakfast. 
One  of  them  means  to  publish  his  Journal  of  the 
campaign.  The  Bavarian  wonders  a  little  that  the 
Greeks  are  not  quite  the  same  with  them  of  the 
time  of  Themistodes,  (they  were  not  then  very 
tractable,  by-the-by),  and  at  the  difficulty  of  dis- 
ciplining them;  but  he  is  a  'bon  homme'  and  a 
tacticia,  and  a  little  like  Dugald  Balgetty,  who 
would  insist  upon  the  erection  of  '  a  sconce  on  the 
hill  of  Drumsnab,'  or  whatever  it  was ;  the  other 
seems  to  wonder  at  nothing." 


LETTER  DXCI. 

TO  MB.   CHX7BCH,  AMBBICAK  OON8T7L  AT  OBVOJU 


<*  The  accounts  are  so  contradictory,  as  to  what 
mode  will  be  best  for  supplying  the  Greeks,  that  I 
have  deemed  it  better  to  take  up,  (with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  few  supplies,)  what  cash  and  credit  I  can 
muster,  rather  than  lay  them  out  in  articles  that 
might  be  deemed  superfluous  or  unnecessary.  Here 
we  can  learn  nothing  but  from  some  of  the  reftxgees, 
who  appear  chiefly  mterested  for  themselves.  My 
aocounts  from  an  asent  of  the  Committee,  an  Eng» 
lish  gentleman  lately  gone  up  to  Greece,  are  hitherto 
favorable,  but  he  had  not  yet  reached  the  seat  of 
the  Provisional  Government,  and  I  am  anxiously 
expecting  further  advice. 

**  An  American  has  a  better  right  than  any  other, 
to  suggest  to  other  nations  the  mode  of  obtainiiig 
that  Bberty  which  is  the  glory  of  his  own." 


LETTER  DXCn. 

TO  X.  B.  BBTLB, 

Bue  de  RicheUeu,  Pmrit, 

'SiB, 

**  At  present,  that  I  know  to  whom  I  am  indebted 
for  a  flattering  mention  in  the  <  Rome,  Naples,  and 
Florence,  in  1817,  by  Mens.  Stendhal,'  it  is  fit  that 
I  should  return  my  thanks  (however  und^sired  or 
undesirable)  to  Mons.  Beyle,  with  whom  I  had  th« 
honor  of  being  acquainted  at  Milan  in  1816.  To« 
only  did  me  too  much  honor  in  what  you  wsm 
pleased  to  say  in  that  work;  but  it  has  hatdly 
given  ma  lets  pleasan  than  the  piaiae  itMli;  tfl 
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become  at  length  aware  (which  I  have  done  by 
mere  accident)  that  I  am  indebted  for  it  to  one  of 
whose  good  opinion  I  was  really  ambitious.  So 
many  changes  nave  taken  place  since  that  period  in 
the  Milan  circle,  that  I  hardly  dare  recur  to  it; — 
some  dead,  some  banished,  ana  some  in  the  Austrian 
dungeons.  Poor  PelUco !  I  trust  that,  in  his  iron 
solitude,  his  Muse,  is  consoling  him  in  part— one 
day  to  delight  us  again,  when  both  she  ana  her  poet 
are  restored  to  freedom. 

"Of  your  works  I  have  only  seen  *Rome,  &c.,' 
the  Lives  of  Haydn  and  Mozart,  and  the  brochure 
on  Racine  and  Shakspeare.  The  '  Historie  de  la 
Peinture,'  I  have  not  yet  the  good  fortune  to  pos- 
sess. 

"  There  is  one  part  of  your  observations  in  the 
pamphlet  which  I  shall  venture  to  remark  upon ;  it 
regards  Walter  Scott.  You  say  that  *  his  character 
is  little  worthy  of  enthusiasm,'  at  the  same  time 
that  you  mention  his  productions  in  the  manner 
they  deserve.  I  have  known  Walter  Scott  long 
and  well,  and  in  occasional  situations  which  call 
forth  the  real  character — and  I  can  assure  you,  that 
his  character  u  worthy  of  admiration ; — that  of  all 
men  he  is  the  most  op*rn^  the  most  hoiiomblet  the 
most  amiable.  With  nis  politics,  I  have  nothing  to 
do ;  they  differ  from  mine,  which  renders  it  difficult 
for  me  to  speak  of  thcra.  But  he  is  perfectly  sin- 
cere in  them  ;  and  sincerity  may  be  humble,  but  she 
eannot  be  servile.  I  pray  you,  therefore,  to  correct 
Dr  soften  that  passage.  You  may,  perhaps,  attri- 
bute this  officiousness  of  mine  to  a  false  affectation 
of  candor t  as  I  happen  to  be  a  ^vriter  also.  At- 
tribute it  to  what  motive  you  please,  but  believe  the 
truth.  I  say  that  Walter  Scott  is  as  nearly  a 
thorough  f^ood  mun  as  man  can  be,  because  I  kftow 
it  by  experience  to  be  the  case. 

•*  If  you  do  me  the  honor  of  an  answer,  may  I 
request  a  speedy  one  ?  because  it  is  possible  (though 
not  yet  decided)  that  circumstances  may  conduct 
me  once  more  to  Greece.  My  present  address  is 
Genoa,  where  an  answer  will  reach  me  in  a  short 
time,  or  be  forwarded  to  me  wherever  I  may  be. 

"  I  beg  you  to  believe  me,  with  a  lively  recollec- 
tion of  our  brief  acquaintance,  and  the  hope  of  one 
day  renewing  it, 

"  Your  ever  obliged, 

**  And  obedient  humble  Bcr>'ant, 

*•  Noel  Byhom.** 


LETTER  DXCni. 


TO  LADY  •  •  •  ♦. 

'•  M«7 17,  isa. 

*My  voyage  to  Greece  will  depend  upon  the 
Greek  Committee  (in  England)  partly,  and  partly 
on  the  instructions  whicn  some  persons  now  in 
Greece  on  a  private  mission  may  be  pleased  to  send 
me.  I  am  a  member,  lately  elected,  of  the  said 
Committee ;  and  my  object  in  going  up  would  be  to 
do  any  little  good  in  my  power ;  but  as  there  some 
pro3  And  cons  on  the  subject,  with  regard  to  how  far 
the  intervention  of  strangers  may  be  advisable,  I 
knoxv  no  more  than  I  tell  you ;  but  we  shall  prob- 
ably hear  something  soon  from  England  and  Greece, 
which  may  be  more  decisive. 

*•  With  regard  to  the  late  person  (I^rd  London- 
derry) whom  yon  hear  that  I  have  attacked,  I  can 
only  say  that  a  bad  minister's  memory  is  as  much 
an  object  of  investigation  as  his  conduct  while 
alive, — for  his  measures  do  not  die  with  him  like  a 
private  individual's  notions.  He  is  matter  of  fUstory ; 
and,  wherever  I  find  a  tyrant  or  a  villain,  I  ioill 
mark  him,  I  attacked  him  no  more  than  I  had 
been  wont  to  do.  As  to  the  Liberal, — it  was  a 
publication  set  up  for  the  advantage  of  a  persecuted 
author  and  a  very  worthy  man.  But  it  was  foolish 
ia  me  Xfi  engage  in  it ;  and  so  it  has  turned  outn- for 


I  have  hart  myself 
those  for  whose  benef 

'Do  not  defend  m 
only  make  yourself  ei 

**  Mine  are  neither 
but  they  may  be  overl 
which  may  occur  less 
have  happened  in  ou 
present  state  of  thing 

"  I  send  you  this  i 
it,  which  is  all  it  is 
so  much.  I  shall  be 
but  it  will  be  mebuK 
moment. 


LET! 


TO  THB  COUN*] 


"Mt  Dbar  Lady  B 
"  I  am  superstiiiou 
memorials  with  ^poir 
I  will,  therefore  requ 
the /«■«,♦  the  encloscc 
value  that  you  need 
for  something  trom,  ] 
worn  oftener  and  lor 
Venetian  manufactu] 
about  it  is,  that  it  ( 
from,  Venice.  At  G 
same  kind.  I  also  c 
wish  Alfred  to  keep ; 
formed  of  lava^  and  s 
years  and  character, 
goodness  to  acknowl 
and  send  back  the 
which  I  shall  value  n 
night  in  your  custody 
«*  Ever  and 
"  P.  S.  I  hope  you 
will  continue  to  flouri 


LET 

TO  M 

«*  We  sail  on  the  12 
letter  from  Mr.  Bla 
transcription,  but  vt 
government  expects  b 

"  In  conformity  to  t 
correspo^.dents  in  Grc 
deference  to  the  con 
even  *  ten  thousand  p 
sion)  would  be  of  the 
Government  at  preser 
strongly  the  attempt  ( 
be  offered  a  sufficient 
their  way  to  Englanc 
that  the  committee  w: 
effectual. 

'  For  my  own  part 
or  credits,  above  ei^h 
pounds  sterling,  whic 
I  have  in  Italy,  and 
sum  I  must  necessar 
subsistence  of  mvself 
ling  to  apply  in  the  mj 
to  be  useful  to  the  ca 


*  Ha  had  pnritMmtj  piwerti 
oto  atUKpoitaa. 
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gnanntee  or  •amxnuce,  tiiAt  it  itHl  not  be  miMp- 
plied  to  any  individual  speculation. 

If  I  remain  in  Greece,  which  will  mainly  depend 
upon  the  presumed  probable  utility  of  mT  presence 
there,  and  of  tiie  opiidon  of  the  Greeks  tnemselTes 
as  to  its  propriety— in  short,  if  I  am  welcome  to 
them,  I  shall  contmue,  during  my  residence  at  least, 
to  apply  such  portions  of  my  income,  present  and 
fbture,  as  may  forward  the  object — that  is  to  say, 
what  I  can  spare  for  that  purpose.  Privations  I  can, 
or  at  least  could  once,  beal^— abstinence  I  am  accus- 
tomed to— and,  as  to  fatigue,  I  was  once  a  tolerable 
traveller.  What  I  may  be  now,  I  cannot  tell— but  I 
wintry. 

**  I  await  the  commands  of  the  committee- 
Address  to  Geno*— the  letters  will  be  fbrwarded  to 
me,  wherever  I  may  be,  by  my  bankers,  Messrs. 
Webb  and  and  Barry.  It  would  have  given  me 
pleasure  to  have  had  some  more  denned  instructions 
before  I  went,  but  these,  of  course,  rest  at  the 
option  of  the  committee. 

"  I  have  the  honor  to  be 

**  Tour  obedient,  &c. 

'<P.  S.   Great  anziebr  is  expressed  for  a  printing 

Sress  and  types,  &c.  I  nave  not  the  time  to  provide 
lem,  but  recommend  this  to  the  notice  of  the 
committee.  I  presume  the  types  must,  partly  at 
least,  be  Greek :  they  wish  to  publish  paners,  and 
Berhapa  a  journal,  probably  in  Komaic  with  Italian 
Imslations." 


LETTER  DXCVI. 

TO  OOBTHB. 

iLLVSTBiotrs  Sir, 

*'  I  cannot  thank  you  as  you  ought  to  be  thanked 
for  the  lines  which  my  young  friend^  BCr.  Sterlings 
cent  me  of  yoors ;  and  it  would  but  ill  become  me 
to  pretend  to  exchange  verses  with  him  who,  for 
fifty  yeaiSi  has  been  the  undisputed  sovereign  of 
European  literature.  You  must  therefore  accept 
my  most  sincere  acknowledgements  in  prose — andm 
hasty  prose  too ;  for  I  am  at  present  on  my  voyage 
to  Greece  once  more,  and  surrounded  by  hurry  ana 
bustle,  which  hardly  allow  a  moment  even  to  grati- 
tude and  admiration  to  express  themselves. 

"I  sailed  from  Genoa  some  davs  ago,  and  was 
driven  back  by  a  gale  of  wind,  and  have  since  sailed 
(again  and  arrived  here,  *  Leghorn,'  this  mominff,  to 
receive  on  board  some  Greek  passengers  fin  "  ~'~ 
struggling  country. 

**  Here  also  I  found  vour  lines  and  Mr.  Sterling's 
letter,  and  I  eouM  not  have  had  a  more  favorable- 
omen,  a  more  agreeable  surprise,  than  a  word  of 
Goethe  written  by  his  own  hand. 

"  I  am  returning  to  Greece,  to  see  if  I  can  be 
of  any  little  use  tnere :  if  ever  I  eome  back,  I  will 
pay  a  visit  to  Weimar,  to  offer  the  sincere  homage 
of  one  of  the  many  millions  of  your  admirers.  * 
hnve  the  honor  to  be,  ever  and  most, 

••Your  obliged, 

••Noil  Bteow." 


HOTBB  TO  THE  COVKTS88  OmCOIOLI. 


**  Pietro  has  told  you  all  the  gossip  of  the  island, 
— onr  earthquakes,  our  politics,  and  present  abode 
IB  a  ivetty  village.  As  his  opinions  and  mine  on 
the  Gneeks  are  nearly  similar,  I  need  say  little  on 
that  subject.  I  was  a  fool  to  come  here ;  but,  being 
Kere,  I  must  see  what  is  to  be  done." 


**  We  art  etiU  in  Cephalonia,  waiting  for  news  of 
a  more  accurate  descriptioB ;  for  aU  is  oantndiotioA 


and  division  in  the  reports  of  the  stmts  of  the  Qteekf* 
I  shall  fttlill  the  object  of  my  mission  ttom  the  ooi»> 
mittee,  and  then  return  into  Italy.  For  it  does  not 
seem  likely  that,  as  an  individual,  I  can  be  of  ua« 
to  them ; — at  least  no  other  foreigner  has  yet  ap« 
peared  to  be  so,  nor  does  it  seem  likely  tiiat  any  wm 
be  at  present. 

"  F^y  be  as  oheerfiil  and  tranquil  as  you  oan( 
and  be  assured  that  there  is  nothing  here  that  can 
excite  any  thing  but  a  wish  to  be  with  you  affain^— 
though  we  are  very  kindly  treated  by  the  English 
here  of  all  descriptions.  Of  the  Ghreeks,  I  oan't 
say  much  good  hitnerto,  and  I  do  not  like  to  Uptak 
iU  of  them,  though  they  do  of  one  another." 

^  ««0atobcr8ai 

**  You  mav  be  sure  that  the  moment  I  can  join 
you  again  will  be  as  welcome  to  me  as  at  any  period 
of  our  recollection.  There  is  nothing  very  attrao" 
tive  here  to  divide  my  attention ;  but  I  must  attend 
to  the  Greek  cause,  both  f^m  honor  and  mcluiaf«> 
tion.  Messrs.  B.  and  T.  arc  botii  in  the  Morea» 
where  they  have  been  verjr  well  received,  and  both 
of  them  write  in  good  spirits  and  hopes.  I  am  anx- 
ious to  hear  how  tke  Spanish  cause  vrill  be  arranged, 
as  I  think  it  may  have  an  inflaence  on  the  Greek 
contest.  I  wish  that  both  were  fairly  and  favorably 
settled,  that  I  might  return  to  Italy,  and  talk  over 
with  you  ouTf  or  rather  Pietro 's,  adventures,  some  of 
which  are  rather  amusing,  as  also  some  of  the  in- 
cidents  of  onr  voyages  and  travels.  But  I  reserve 
them,  in  the  hope  that  we  may  laugh  over  them 
together  at  no  very  distant  period." 


LETTER  DXCVn. 

TO  KJEU  BOWUKQ. 

<*  This  letter  will  be  presented  to  you  by  Mr. 
Hamilton  Browne,  who  precedes  or  accompanies 
the  Greek  deputies.  He  is  both  capable  and  desi- 
rous of  rendermg  any  service  to  the  cause,  and  in- 
formation to  the  committee.  He  has  already  been 
of  considerable  advantage  to  both,  of  my  own 
knowledffe.  Lord  Archibald  Hamilton,  to  whom  he 
is  related,  will  add  a  weightier  recommendation  than 


Corinth  is  taken,  and  a  Turkish  squadron  said 
to  be  beaten  in  the  Archipelago.  The  publio  pro- 
gress of  the  Greeks  is  ccmsidemble,  but  their  inter- 
nal dissentions  still  continue.  On  arriving  at  the 
seat  of  Government,  I  shall  endeavor  to  mitigate  or 
extinguish  them— though  neither  is  an  easy  task. 
I  have  remained  here  till  now,  partly  in  expectation 
of  the  squadron  in  relief  of  Musolonghi,  ^artlv  oi 
Mr.  Parry's  detachment,  and  partly  to  receive  from 
Malta  or  Zante  the  sum  of  four  thousand  pounds 
sterling,  which  I  have  advanced  for  the  payment  of 
the  expected  squadron.  The  bills  are  negotiating, 
and  will  be  cashed  in  a  short  time,  as  they  would 
have  been  immediatelv  in  anv  other  mart ;  but  the 
miserable  Ionian  merchants  have  little  money,  and 
no  great  credit,  and  are  besides,  poUticallu  s^  on 
this  occasion ;  for,  although  I  had  letters  of  Messrs. 
Webb,  (one  of  the  strongest  houses  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean,) and  also  of  Messrs.  Ransom,  there  is  no 
business  to  be  done  on /air  terms  except  through 
Enfflisb  merchants.  These,  however,  have  proved 
both  able  and  willing,— «nd  upright,  as  usual. 

**  Colonel  Stanhope  has  arrived,  and  will  proceed 
immediately ;  he  shall  have  my  cooperation  in  all 
his  endeavors;  but  from  every  thing  that  I  can 
learn,  the  formation  of  a  brigade  at  present  wfll 
be  extremely  difficult,  to  say  the  least  of  it.  With 
regard  to  the  reception  of  foreigneis,— at  least  ol 
fereign  officers,— I  refer  yon  to  a  passMo  in  Prinet 
Mavrooordato's  recent  letter,  a  copy  ot  which  is  ea- 
dosed  in  my  packet  sent  to  the  deputies.     It  is  mi 
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Intention  to  proceed  by  sea  to  Napoli  di  Romania 
as  soon  ui  I  have  arranged  this  business  for  the 
Greeks  themselves — I  mean  the  advance  of  two 
hundred  thousand  piastres  for  their  tieet. 

*'  My  time  here  haa  not  been  entirely  lost, — as  you 
will  perceive  by  some  former  documents  that  any 
advantage  from  ray  then  proceeding  to  the  Morea 
was  doubtful.  We  have  at  last  moved  the  deputies, 
and  I  have  made  a  strong  remonstrance  on  their  di- 
visions to  Mavrocordato,  which,  I  understand,  was 
forwarded  by  the  legislative  to  the  Prince  With  a 
loan  they  may  do  much,  which  is  all  that  /,  for 
particular  reasons,  can  say  on  the  subiect. 

"  I  regret  to  hear  from  Colonel  Stanhope  that  the 
eommittee  have  exhausted  their  funds.  Is  it  sup- 
posed that  a  brigade  can  be  formed  without  them  ? 
or  that  three  thousand  pounds  would  be  sufficient  ? 
It  is  true  that  money  will  go  farther  in  Greece  than 
in  most  countries ;  but  the  regular  force  must  be 
rendered  a  national  concern,  and  paid  from  a  nation- 
al fund  ;  and  neither  individuals  nor  committees,  at 
least  with  the  usual  means  of  such  as  now  exist, 
will  find  the  experiment  practicable. 

**  i  beg  once  more  to  recommend  my  friend,  Mr. 
Hamilton  Browne,  to  whom  I  have  also  personal 
obligations  for  his  exertions  in  the  common  cause, 
and  have  the  honor  to  be 

**  Yours  Tery  truly." 


LETTER  DXCVIII. 

TO  THB  OENBRAL  OOYERNMENT   OF  GREBCB. 
•'  Cephaionh,  November  tt,  18291 

"The  affair  of  the  loan,  the  expectation  so  long 
and  yainly  indulged  of  the  arrival  of  the  Greek  fleet, 
and  the  danger  to  which  Missolonghi  is  still  exposed, 
have  detained  me  here,  and  will  still  detain  me  till 
■ome  of  them  are  removed.  But  when  the  money 
shall  be  advanced  for  the  fleet,  I  will  start  for  the 
Morea,  not  knowing,  however,  of  what  use  my  pres- 
ence can  be  in  the  present  state  of  things.  We 
have  heard  some  rumors  of  new  dissensions,  nay, 
of  the  existence  of  a  civil  war.  With  all  my  heart, 
I  pray  that  these  reports  may  be  false  or  exag- 
gerated;  for  I  can  imagine  no  calamity  more  serious 
than  this;  and  I  must  frankly  confess,  that  unless 
union  and  order  are  established,  all  hopes  of  a  loan 
will  be  in  vain ;  and  all  tho  assistance  which  the 
Greeks  could  expect  from  abroad — an  assistance 
neither  trifling  nor  worthless — will  be  suspended  or 
destroyed  ;  and,  what  is  worse,  the  great  powers  of 
Europe,  of  whom  no  one  was  an  enemy  to  Greece, 
but  seemed  to  favor  her  establishment  of  an  inde- 
pendent nower,  will  be  persuaded  that  the  Greeks 
are  unable  to  govern  themselves,  and  will,  perhaps, 
themselves  undertake  to  settle  your  disorders  in 
Buch  a  way  as  to  blast  the  brightest  hopes  of  your- 
selves and  of  your  friends. 

"  Allow  me'  to  add,  once  for  all,~-I  desire  the 
well-being  of  Greece,  and  nothing  else;  I  will  do 
all  I  can  to  secure  it ;  but  I  cannot  consent,  I  never 
will  consent,  that  the  English  public,  or  English 
in^viduals,  should  be  deceived  as  to  the  real  state 
of  Greek  affairs.  The  rest,  gentlemen,  depends  on 
you.  You  have  fought  gloriously; — act  honorably 
towards  your  fellow-citizens  and  the  world,  and  it 
will  then  no  mor«  be  said,  as  has  been  repeated  for 
two  thousand  years  with  the  Roman  historians  that 
Philopoemen  was  the  last  of  the  Grecians.  Let  not 
calumny  itself  (and  it  is  difficult,  I  own,  to  guard 
against  it  in  so  arduous  a  struggle)  compare  the 
patriot  Greek,  when  resting  from  his  labors,  to  the 
Turkish  pacha,  whom  his  victories  have  extermi- 
nated. 

"I  pray  you  to  accept  these  my  sentiments  as  a 
sincere  proof  of  my  attachment  to  your  real  inter- 
wts,  and  to  b«Ueve  that  I  am,  and  always  shall  be, 

"  Yours,  &C.*' 


let: 


•*  Prince, 

**  The  present  will 
Stanhope,  son  of  M; 
rington,  &c.,  &c.  H 
fifty  days,  after  havir 
Germany.  He  is  ch; 
in  concert  with  me  fc 
conceive  that  his  na 
sufficient  recommeuc 
any  other  from  a  fo] 
common  with  all  Eu 
courage,  the  talents, 
Prince  Mavrocordato 

"  I  am  very  uneasy 
of  Greece  still  contin 
might  triumph  over 
has  alreadv  triuraphc 
ent,  placed  between 
conquer  her  liberty,  i 
sovereigns  of  Europ 
province.  She  has  1 
alternatives.  Civil  w 
the  two  latter.  If 
Walachia  and  the  C 
morrow;  if  of  that  c 
she  wishes  to  becom 
pendent,  she  must  re 
again  have  the  oppor 
"I  J 
•*  Your  Higl] 

"  P.  S.  Your  High 
that  I  have  sought  tt 
Government,  as  muc 
so  ;  but  I  should  wisl 
vainly  expected  wen 
were  on  the  way;  a: 
ness  should  approac 
the  fleet,  with  a  pub 
manner." 
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**  1  confirm  tho  abo 
that  Mr.  Millingen 
with  Mr.  Tindall,  ai 
harder. 

•*I  have  written  t 
your  perusal)  by  vari 
vate;  also  by  the  de 
Browne. 

••  The  public  succei 
siderable;  Corinth  ta 
and  some  ships  in  thi 
Turks;  but  there  is 
Morea,  but  civil  war 


•  He  here  alludet  to  a  letter, 
who  WM  about  to  Joiu,  in  bla  mi 
ivqueeted  of  the  committee  an 
mcDtlouod  in  liia  letter  "  that 
longtii  had  rendered  unneccmi 
B^nm,  ill  a  note  ou  this  panag 
Dcixy,  the  Muaeulmaui  wen  ad 
the  fleet,  whkh  ou^ht  to  have  be 
the  contrary,  talel; — at  Icaal,  air 
On  another  passage,  in  whic 
any  reinuumijoa  from  the  Gn 
I^rd  Byron  remarin.  In  a  no 
They  hare  not  a  rap,  nor  credit 
may  auccet^d  better  than  olben 
havu  staid  at  home.  Mvich  mor 
t  The  liCgiilBtive  and  Exeeut 
ane«,  the  latter  had  at  length  r 
•Iraadjr  Ukes  pUoe  becweea  ite 


what  cottent  ws  do  not  jei    know,  Vot    hopo 

trifling. 

"  For  aix  weeks  I  hftTe  been  expecting  the  fleet, 
which  hoB  not  arrtpedf  though  I  haTe,  at  the  re- 
quest of  the  Greek  Govemment,  advanced — that  ii) 
prepared,  and  have  in  hand,  two  hundred  thousand 
piastres  (deducting  the  commission  and  bankers' 
charges),  of  my  own  moneys  to  forward  their  pro- 
jects. The  Suliotcs  (now  in  Acamania)  are  very 
anxious  that  I  should  take  them  under  my  direc- 
tions, and  go  over  and  put  things  to  rights  in  the 
Morea,  which,  without  a  force,  seems  impracticable ; 
and  really,  though  very  reluctant  (as  my  letters  will 
have  shown  you)  to  take  such  a  measure,  there 
seems  hardly  any  milder  remedy.  However,  I  will 
not  do  any  tning  rashly ;  and  have  only  continued 
here  so  long  in  uie  hope  of  seeing  things  reconciled, 
and  have  done  all  in  my  power  thereto.  Had  Iffone 
sooner,  they  would  have  forced  me  into  one  party  or 
other,  and  I  doubt  as  much  now ;  but  we  will  do  our 
best  "Yours,  &c.'" 


LETTER  DCL 


TO  MR.  BOW&IirO. 


**  Colonel  Napier  will  present  to  you  this  letter. 
Of  his  military  character  it  were  superfluous  to 
speak ;  of  his  personal,  I  can  sav,  from  my  own 
knowledge,  as  well  as  from  all  public  rumor  or  pri- 
vmte  report,  that  it  is  as  excellent  as  his  militafv ; 
in  short,  a  better  or  a  braver  man  is  not  easily  to  be 
faund.  He  is  our  man  to  lead  a  regular  force,  or  to 
organize  a  national  one  for  the  Greeks.  Ask  the 
army-— ask  any  one.  He  is  besides  a  personal  friend 
of  both  Prince  Mavrocordato,  Colonel  Stanhope, 
and  myself,  and  in  such  concord  with  all  three  that 
we  should^all  put  together — an  indispensable,  as  well 
as  a  rare  point,  especially  in  Ghreece  at  present. 

"  To  enable  a  regular  force  to  be  properly  organ- 
ized, it  will  be  reouisite  for  the  loan-holders  to  set 
apart  at  least  50,000/.  sterling  for  that  particular 
purpose — perhaps  more — but  by  so  doing  they  wiU 
guaranty  their  own  moneys,  *  and  make  assurance 
doubly  sure.'  They  can  appoint  commissioners  to 
see  that  part  properlv  expended—and  I  recommend 
a  similar  precaution  for  tne  whole. 

**  I  hope  that  the  deputies  have  arrived,  as  well  as 
some  of  my  various  despatches  (chiefly  addressed 
to  Mr.  Hobhouse)  for  the  committee.  Colonel 
Napier  will  tell  you  the  recent  special  interposition 
of  the  gods  in  l)ehalf  of  the  Greeks — who  seem  to 
have  no  enemies  in  heaven  or  on  earth  to  be  dreaded, 
but  their  own  tendency  to  discord  among  them- 
selves. But  these,  too,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  be 
mitigated,  and  then  we  can  take  the  field  on  the 
offensive,  instead  of  being  reduced  to  the  petite 
gnerre  of  defending  the  same  fortresses  ^ear  after 
year,  and  takinp^  a  few  ships,  and  starving  out  a 
•astle,  and  makmg  more  fuss  about  them  than 
Alexander  in  his  cups,  or  Bonaparte  in  a  bulletin. 
Oar  friends  have  done  something  in  the  way  of  the 
Qpartan»^tYiOXt%y  not  one-tenth  of  what  is  told)-* 
tmt  have  not  yet  inherited  their  style. 

**  Believe  me  yours,  &o.*' 


LETTEB  DCn. 


TO  MK.  BOWKINO. 


'*  Since  I  wrote  to  you  on  the  10th  instant,  the 
iong-desired  squadron  has  arrived  in  the  waters  of 
Missolonghi  and  intercepted  two  Turkish  corvettes 
—ditto  transports— destroying  or  taking  aU  four— 
fsoept  some  of  the  crews  escaped  on  shore  in  Ithaoa 


M7 

—and  an  unarmed  vessel,  with  passengen,  ehoaed 
into  a  port  on  the  opposite  side  of  XJephalonia. 
The  Greeks  had  fourteen  sail,  the  Turks  fow^Amk 
the  odds  don't  matter— 'the  victory  will  make  a  verr 
good  puff,  and  be  of  some  advantage  besides.  I 
expect  momentarily  advices  from  Pnnce  Mavrooor^ 
dato,  who  is  on  board,  and  has  (I  understand)  des- 
patches from  the  Legislative  for  me;  in  conse- 
quence of  which,  mfter  paving  the  squadron,  (for 
which  I  have  prepared,  ana  am  prepuing,)  I  shall 
probablv  join  him  at  sea  or  on  shore. 

"  I  add  the  above  communication  to  my  letter  by 
Col.  Napier,  who  will  inform  the  committee  of  every 
thing  in  detail  much  better  than  I  can  do. 

**  The  mathematical,  medical,  and  musical  prepa- 
rations of  the  committee  have  arrived,  and  in  good 
condition,  abating  some  damage  from  wet,  and  some 
ditto  from  a  portion  of  the  letter-press  being  spilt 
in  landing— (i  Ought  not  to  have  omitted  the  press 
-^ut  forgot  It  a  moment— excuse  the  same)— they 
are  excellent  of  their  kind,  but  tiU  we  have  an  en- 
gineer and  a  trumpeter  (we  have  chirurgeons  al- 
ready) mere  *  pearls  to  swine,'  as  the  Greeks  are 
quite  ignorant  of  mathematics,  and  have  a  bad  ear 
ror  our  music.  The  maps,  &c.,  I  will  put  into  use 
for  them,  and  take  care  that  all  (with  proper  cau- 
tion) are  turned  to  the  intended  uses  of  tne  com- 
mittee—but  I  refer  you  to  Colonel  Napier,  who  will 
tell  you,  that  much  of  vour  really  valuable  supplies 
should  be  removed  till  proper  persons  arr^e  to 
adapt  them  to  actual  service. 

**  Believe  me,  my  dear  sir,  to  be,  &c. 

"P.  8.  Private. — ^I  have  written  to  our  friend 
Douglas  Kinnaird  on  my  own  matters,  desiring  him 
to  send  me  out  all  the  further  credits  I  can  com- 
mand,—and  I  have  a  year's  income  and  the  sale  of 
a  manor  besides,  he  tdls  me,  before  me,— for  till  the 
Greeks  get  their  loan,  it  is  probable  that  I  shall 
have  to  stand  partly  paymaster — as  far  as  I  am  *good 
upon  Change,^  that  is  to  say.  I  pray  jou  to  repeat 
as  much  to  him,  and  say  that  I  must  m  the  interim 
draw  on  Messrs.  Ransom  most  formidablT.  To  say 
the  truth,  I  do  not  grudge  it,  now  the  fellows  have 
begun  to  fight  cigain — ^and  still  more  welcome  shall 
they  be  if  they  will  go  on.  But  they  have  had,  or 
are  to  have,  some  four  thousand  pounds  (besides 
some  private  extraordinaries  for  widows,  orphans, 
refugees,  and  rascals  of  all  descriptions)  of  mine  at 
one  *  swoop ; '  and  it  is  to  be  expected  tne  next  will 
be  at  least  as  much  more.  Ana  how  can  I  refuse  it 
if  they  wiU  fight  ?— and  especially  if  I  should  hap- 
pen ever  to  be  in  their  companv  ?  I  therefore  re- 
quest and  require  that  you  should  apprize  my  trus^ 
and  trustworthy  trustee  and  banker,  and  crown  and 
sheet  anchor,  Douglas  Kinnaird  the  Honorable, 
that  he  prepare  all  moneys  of  mine,  including  the 
purchase-money  of  Rochdale  manor  and  mine  in- 
come for  the  year  ensuing,  A.  D.  1824,  to  answer, 
or  anticipate,  any  orders  or  drafts  of  mine  for  tiie 
good  cause,  in  good  and  lawful  money  of  Great 
Britain,  &c.,  &c.  Mav  you  live  a  thousand  years ! 
which  is  nine  hundrea  and  ninety-nine  longer  than 
the  Spanish  Cortes  Constitution." 


LETTER  DCIIL 

TO  THB  BOHOKABXI  MIL  DOVOI*AB  XZNVAISO. 

•«OB|ilMdoah,OM.S,l«. 

**  I  shall  be  as  saving  of  my  purse  and  person  •• 
Tou  recommend,  but  you  know  that  it  is  as  well  to 
be  in  readiness  with  one  or  both,  in  the  event  of 
either  being  required. 

**  I  presume  that  some  agreement  has  been  oon« 
eluded  with  Mr.  Murray  about  *  Werner.*  Althougk 
the  copyright  should  only  be  worth  two  or  three 
hundred  pounds,  I  will  ten  you  what  can  be  dons 
witk  tlMm.    For  three  hundred  pnunds  I  oaa  mam 
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BYROSrS  WOBKS. 


tain  in  Greece,  at  more  tban  the  fullest  pay  of  the 
Pro\-ifiional  Government,  rations  included,  one 
hundred  armed  men  for  three  montfu.  You  may 
judi^e  of  this  when  I  tell  you,  that  the  four  thousand 
pounds  advanced  by  me  to  the  Greeks  is  likely  to 
aet  a  fleet  and  an  army  In  motion  for  some  months. 

**  A  Greek  vessel  has  arrived  from  the  squadron 
to  convey  mc  to  Missolonghi,  where  Mavrocordato 
now  is,  and  has  assumed  the  command,  so  that  I 
expect  to  embark  immediately.  Still  address,  how- 
ever, to  Cephalonia,  through  Messrs.  Welch  and 
Barry  of  Genoa,  as  usual ;  and  get  together  all  the 
means  and  credit  of  mine  you  can,  to  face  the  war 
establishment,  for  it  is  'in  for  a  penny,  in  for  a 
pound,'  and  I  mu>t  do  all  that  I  can  for  the  ancients. 

"  I  have  been  laboring  to  reconcile  these  parties, 
and  there  is  fioio  some  hope  of  succeeding.     Their 

Jmblic  atfairs  go  on  well.  1  he  Turks  have  retreated 
irom  Acarnania  without  a  battle,  after  a  few  fruit- 
less attempts  on  Anatoliko.  Corinth  is  taken,  and 
the  Greeks  have  gained  a  battle  in  the  Archipelago. 
The  squadron  here,  too,  has  taken  a  Turkish  cor- 
vette, with  some  money  and  a  cargo.  In  short,  if 
they  can  obtain  a  loan,  I  aui  of  opinion  that  matters 
will  assume  and  oreserve  a  steady  and  favorable 
aspect  for  their  inaependence. 

**  In  the  mean  time  I  stand  paymaster,  and  what 
not ;  and  lucky  it  is  that,  from'  the  nature  of  the 
warfare  and  of  the  country,  the  resources  even  of 
an  individual  can  be  of  a  partial  and  temporary  ser- 
▼ice. 

**  Colonel  Stanhope  is  at  Missolonghi.  Probably 
we  shall  attempt  Patras  next.  The  Suliotes,  who 
are  friends  of  mine,  seem  anxious  to  have  me  with 
them,  and  so  is  Mavrocordato.  If  I  can  but  suc- 
ceed in  reconciling  the  two  parties  (and  I  have  left 
no  stone  unturned)  it  will  be  something ;  and  if 
not,  we  must  go  over  to  the  Morea  with  tlic  western 
Greeks — who  are  the  bravest,  and  at  present  the 
strongest,  haviufr  beaten  back  the  Turks — and  try 
the  eli'ect  of  a  little  physical  advice,  should  they 
persist  in  rejecting  wio/'a<  persuasion. 

'•  Once  more  recommending  to  you  the  reinforce- 
ment of  my  strong-box  ajid  credit  from  all  lawful 
sources  ana  resources  of  mine  to  their  practicable 
extent — for,  after  all,  it  is  better  playing  at  nations 
than  gaming  at  Almack's  or  Newmarket — and  re- 
questing you  to  write  to  me  as  often  as  you  can, 
"I  remain  ever,  &c.* 


LETTER  DCIV. 

TO   MR.   BOWKINO. 

"  lOln  98,  1838. 

"Little  need  be  added  to  the  enclosed,  which 
arrived  this  da^,  except  that  I  embark  to-morrow 
for  Missolonghi.  The  intended  operations  are  de- 
tailed in  the  annexed  documents.  I  have  only  to 
request  that  the  committee  will  use  every  exertion 
to  forward  our  views  by  all  its  influence  and  credit. 

"  I  have  also  to  request  you  pemoiially  from  my- 
self to  urge  my  friend  and  trustee,  Dougliis  Kin- 
naird,  (from  whom  I  have  not  heard  these  four 
months  nearly,)  to  forward  to  me  all  the  resources 
of  my  Oion  we  can  muster  for  the  ensuing  year, 
since  it  is  no  time  to  menager  jmrscy  or,  perhaps, 
person.  I  have  advanced,  and  am  advancing,  all 
that  I  have  in  hand,  but  I  shall  require  all  that  can 
be  got  together — and,  (if  Douglas  has  completed 
the  sale  of  Rochdale,  that  and  my  year's  income  for 
next  year  ought  to  form  a  good  round  sum) — as  you 
may  perceive  that  there  will  be  little  cash  of  their 
own  among  the  Greeks,  ('unless  they  get  the  loan,) 
it  is  the  more  necessary  that  those  of  their  friends 
who  have  any  should  risk  it. 

•*  The  supplies  of  the  committee  are,  some  useful, 
and  all  excellent  in  their  kind,  but  occasionally 
hardly  praciical  enough,  in  the  present  stat«  of 


Greece ;  for  instance,  t 
are  thrown  away — non 
blena  from  a  poker— w< 
afterward.  The  use  c 
doubted,  unless  Const 
the  Hellenists  have 
must  send  us  somebod 
**  We  will  do  our  t 
your  English  hearts  al 
tion  ;  for  m^  part,  I  w; 

Flank  remains  which  c 
quit  it,  it  will  be  by  t 
the  Holy  Allies  or  the 
us  hope  better  things. 

"  P.  S.  I  am  happy  1 
Stanhope  and  myself  a 
together — he  is  likely  1 
the  cause  and  to  the 
well  as  personally  a  vei 
party  on  ever)'  account 
do  who  have  not  been 
some  high-flown  notio 
row  or  Eaton,  &c. ;  bi 
to  rights  on  those  poir 
sary  to  prevent  disgust 
wc  can  set  our  shouldc 
out  quarrelling  with  th 
casionally. 

**  I  can  assure  you  t 
are  as  decided  for  the  c 
of  them  all ;  but  like  r 
try  and  human  life,  tl 
be  permitted  to  view  it 
as  well  as  beauties, — m 
remove  the  former  ffrat 

"  P.  8.  As  much  of 
for  the  committee,  the 
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"  I  received  a  letter  '. 
have  been  too  much  en 
could  wish,  and  even  n< 
•  I  embark  for  Misso 
in  four-and-twenty  he 
(but  it  were  along  storj 
but  now  that  Mavrocc 
their  Kosciusko)  is  emj 
a  safe  cojiscience.  I  cai 
ron*,  tt'c,  and  I  have  i 
supposed  sufficient  to  1 
sonic  of  the  dissentien 
dilFcrences^  but  trifling. 

••It  is  imagined  th 
Patras  or  the  castles  oi 
by  most  accounts,  thti 
the  Suliotes,  who  are  ii 
and  salt,' — expect  that 
and — be  it  even  so ! 
fever,  fatigue,  famine,  o 
the  middle  ace  of  a  brot 
de  la  Vega,  Klcist,  Kf 
nightingfde — see  Bowrii 
der,  or,— or,— somebod 
pray  you  to  remembc 
wine.' 

'•  I  have  hopes  that  t 
whether  it  does  or  no,  s 
as  strictly  as  a  milk  die 
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LBTTBR  BOVI. 


TO  TBB  HOMAKABLB  COUJfKVL  VTANHOPB. 


"  Ht  Dbab  Stahhopb, 

**  We  are  juBt  arrived  here,  that  is,  part  of  mj 
people  and  I,  with  some  things,  &c.|  and  whleh  it 
may  be  as  weH  not  to  specify  in  a  letter,  (which  has 
a  nsk  of  being  intercepted,  perhaps ;  V--hut  Qamba 
and  mj  horses,  negro,  steward,  ana  the  press,  and 
and  all  the  oommittee  things,  also  some  eight  thoa- 
■and  dollars  of  mine  (but  never  mind  we  have  more 
left,  do  yon  understand  ?)  are  taken  by  the  Turkish 
frigates,  and  my  party  and  myself,  in  another  boat, 
have  had  a  nanrow  escape  last  night,  (being  close 
under  their  stem  and  hailed,  but  we  would  not  an- 
swer, and  bore  away,)  as  well  as  this  morning.-* 
Here  we  are,  with  sun  and  clearing  weather,  within 
a  pretty  little  port  enough ;  but  whether  our  Turk> 
ish  friends  may  not  send  in  their  boats  and  take  us 
out,  (for  we  have  no  arms  except  two  carbines  and 
some  pistols,  and,  I  suspect,  not  more  than  four 
fighting  people  on  board,)  is  another  question,  es* 
pecially  if  we  remain  lonf  here,  since  we  are  blocked 
out  of  Missolonghi  by  the  direct  entrance. 

<*  Tou  had  better  send  my  friend  George  Drake 
(Draco,)  and  a  body  of  Siuiotes,  to  escort  us  by 
land  or  by  the  canab,  with  all  convenient  speed. — 
Oamba  and  our  Bombard  are  taken  into  Patras,  I 
suppose ;  and  we  must  take  a  turn  at  the  Turks  to 
get  them  out :  but  where  the  devil  has  the  fleet 
gone  ?— the  Greek,  I  mean ;  leaving  us  to  get  in 
without  the  least  intimation  to  take  heed  that  the 
Moslems  were  out  again. 

"Make  my  respects  to  Mavrocordato,  and  say, 
that  I  am  here  at  his  disposal.  I  am  uneasy  at 
being  here ;  not  so  much  on  my  own  account  as  on 
that  of  a  Greek  boy  with  me,  for  you  know  what 
his  fate  yould  be :  and  I  would  sooner  cut  him  in 
pieces,  and  myself  too,  than  have  him  taken  out 
by  those  barbarians.    We  are  all  very  well. 

"N.B. 

*'  The  Bombard  was  twelve  miles  out  when  taken ; 
at  least  so  it  appeared  to  us,  (if  taken  she  actu- 
ally be,  for  it  is  not  certain ;)  and  we  had  to  escape 
from  another  vessel  that  stood  right  between  us  and 
the  port" 


UETTBR  DCVn. 
TO  XB.  mriB. 

"  OkafMMtfri,  Jan.  8,  IflM. 

<'  Mt  Dbab  Mum, 

**  1  wish  you  many  returns  of  the  season  andhap- 
ptness  therewithal.  Gamba  and  the  Bombard,  (there 
IS  strong  reason  to  believe,)  are  carried  into  Patras  by 
a  Turkish  frigate,  which  we  saw  chase  them  at 
dawn  on  the  Slst;  we  had  been  close  under  the 
stem  in  the  night,  believing  her  a  Ghreek  till  within 
pistol-shot,  and  only  escaped  by  a  miracle  of  all  the 
Saints,  (our  captain  says,)  and  truly  I  am  of  his 
opinion,  for  we  should  never  have  got  away  of  our- 
selves. They  were  signalizing  their  consort  with 
lights,  and  had  illuminated  the  ship  between  decks, 
and  were  shouting  like  a  mob ;— but  then  why  did 
thev  not  fire  }  Perhaps  they  took  us  for  a  Greek 
brmot  and  were  afraid  of  kindling  us— ^hey  had  no 
colors  flying  even  at  dawn  nor  after. 

"  At  daybreak  my  boat  was  on  the  coast,  but  the 
wind  unfavorable  for  the  port!'--^  large  vessel  with 
the  wind  in  her  fkvor  standing  between  us  and  the 
Gulf,  and  another  in  ohase  of  the  Bombard  about 
twelve  miles  off  or  so.  Soon  after  they  stood  (i.  e. 
the  Bombard  and  frigate),  apparently  towards  Pa- 
tras, and  a  Zantiote  boat  making  signals  to  ns  from 
the  shore  to  get  away.  Away  we  went  before  the 
wind,  and  ran  into  a  creek  called  Scrofes,  I  beUere, 
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wliere  I  landed  Luke*  and  another,  (as  Luke's  life 
was  in  most  danger,)  with  some  money  for  them- 
selves, and  a  letter  for  Stanhope,  and  sent  them  up 
the  country  to  Missolonghi,  where  they  would  be  in 
safety,  as  the  place  where  we  were,  could  be  assailed 
by  armed  boats  in  a  moment,  and  Gamba  had  all  our 
arms  except  two  carbines,  a  fowling-piece,  and  some 
pistols. 

■*  In  less  than  an  hour  the  vessel  in  chase  neared 
us,  and  we  dashed  out  again,  and  showing  our  stem, 
(our  boat  sails  very  weU,)  got  in  before  night  to 
Dragomestri,  where  we  now  are.  But  where  is  the 
Greek  fleet  ?  I  don*t  know — do  you  ?  I  told  our 
master  of  the  boat  that  I  was  inclined  to  think  the 
two  large  vessels  (there  were  none  else  in  sight), 
Greeks.  But  he  answered  *  they  are  too  large — why 
don't  they  show  their  colors  ? '  and  his  account  was 
confirmed,  be  it  true  or  false,  by  several  boats  which 
we  met  or  passed,  as  we  could  not  at  any  rate  have 
rot  in  with  that  wind  without  beating  about  for  a 
long  time;  and  as  there  was  much  property  and 
some  lives  to  risk  (the  boy's  especially)  without  any 
means  of  defence,  it  was  necessary  to  let  our  boat- 
men have  their  own  way. 

'*I  despatched  yesterday  another  messenger  to 
Missolonghi  for  an  escort,  but  we  have  yet  no  an- 
swer. We  are  here  (those  of  my  boat)  for  the  flfth 
day  without  taking  our  clothes  off,  and  sleeping  on 
deck  in  all  weathers,  but  are  all  very  well,  and  m  good 
spirits.  It  is  to  be  supposed  that  the  government 
will  send,  for  their  own  sakes,  an  escort,  as  I  have 
sixteen  thousand  dollars  on  board,  the  greater  part 
for  their  service.  I  had  (besides  personal  property 
to  the  amount  of  about  five  thousand  more),  eight 
thousand  dollars  in  specie  of  my  own,  without 
reckoning  the  committee's  stores,  so  that  the  Turks 
will  have  a  good  thing  of  it  if  the  prize  be  good. 

**  I  regret  the  detention  of  GamW  &c.,  but  the 
rest  we  can  make  up  again,  so  tell  Hancock  to  sdt 
my  bills  into  cash  as  soon  as  possible,  and  Corgia- 
legno  to  prepare  the  remainder  of  my  credit  with 
Messrs.  Webt)  to  be  turned  into  monoya.  I  shall 
remain  here,  unless  something  extraordinary  occurs, 
tUl  Mavrocordato  sends,  and  then  go  on,  and  act 
according  to  circumstances.  My  respects  to  the 
two  colonels,  and  remembrances  to  all  friends.  Tell 
'  UUima  Analite'f  that  his  friend  Baidi  did  not 
make  his  appearance  with  the  brig,  though  I  think 
that  he  might  as  well  have  spoken  with  us  ui  or  ^ 
Zante,  to  give  us  a  gentle  hmt  of  what  we  had  to 
expect.  <*  Yours  ever  afiectaonatehr, 

"  N.  B. 

**  P.  S.  Excuse  my  scrawl  on  acoount  of  the  pea 
and  the  frosty  morning  at  daybreak.  I  write  in 
haste,  a  boat  starting  for  Kalamo.  I  do  not  know 
whether  the  detention  of  the  Bombard,  (if  she  be 
detained,  for  I  cannot  swear  to  it,  and  I  can  only 
judge  from  appearances,  and  what  all  these  fellows 
say^  be  an  aiiair  of  the  government,  and  neutralityt  ^ 
and,  &c., — but  she  toaa  stomml  at  leati  twelve  miles 
distant  f^m  any  port,  and  had  aU  her  papers  regu* 
lar  from  Zante  for  KaJamo,  and  im  alto.  I  did  not 
land  at  Zante,  being  anxious  to  lose  as  little  time 
as  possible,  but  Sir  F.  S.  came  off  to  invite  me,  Ac., 
and  every  body  was  as  kind  as  oould  bo,  oven  im 
Cephalonia." 


LETTER  DCVIIL 

TO     MB.    a    HAXOOCK. 

"DBig«nMlii,Ju.S^im. 

*'  Dbab  Sib  <  Anoook,'^ 

'*  Remember  me  to  Dr.  Muir  and  everybody.    I 
have  still  the  sixteen  thousand  dollars  witn  me,  the 
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rest  were  on  board  the  Bombarda.  Here  we  are — 
the  Bombarda  taken,  or  at  least  missing,  with  all 
the  committee  stores,  my  friend  Gamba,  the  horses, 
negro,  bull-dog,  steward,  and  domestics,  with  all 
our  implements  of  peace  and  war,  also  eight  thou- 
sand dollars  ;  but  whether  she  will  be  lawful  prize 
or  no,  is  for  the  decision  of  the  governor  of  the 
Seven  Islands.  I  have  written  to  Dr.  Muir,  by  way 
of  Kalamo,  with  all  particulars.  We  are  in  good 
condition ;  and  what  with  wind  and  weather,  and 
being  hunted  or  so,  little  sleeping  on  deck,  &c.,  are 
in  tolerable  seasoning  for  the  country  and  circum- 
stances. But  I  foresee  that  we  shall  have  occasion 
for  all  the  cash  I  can  muster  at  Zante  and  else- 
where. Mr.  Barff  gave  us  eight  thousand  and  odd 
dollars  ;  so  there  is  still  a  balance  in  my  favor.  We 
arc  not  quite  certain  that  the  vessels  were  Turkish 
which  chased ;  but  there  is  strong  presumption  that 
they  were,  and  no  news  to  the  contrary.  At  Zante, 
every  body,  from  the  resident  downwards,  were  as 
kind  as  could  be,  especially  your  worthy  and  courte- 
ous partner. 

*•  Tell  our  friends  to  keep  up  their  spirits,  and  we 
may  vet  do  well.  I  disembarked  the  boy  and  another 
Greek,  who  were  in  most  terrible  alarm— the  boy,  at 
Ica-st,  from  the  Morea— on  shore  near  Anatoliko,  I 
believe,  which  put  them  in  safety ;  and  as  for  me 
and  mine,  we  must  stick  by  our  goods. 

"I  hope  that  Gamba's  detention  will  only  be 
temporary.  As  for  the  effects  and  moneys,— if  we 
have  them,  well ;  if  otherwise,  patience.  I  wish  you 
a  happy  new  year,  and  all  our  friends  the  same. 

"Yours,  &c/' 


the  Greeks  who  mis 

Save  AiVn,  indeed ! 
be  first  if  I  can '— « 
nounced  with  such  ( 
who  had  leisure  to  1 
uto  after  the  vesse 
twice.  She  sprung 
ther  happened,  exc< 
vous  afterward. 

"To  be  brief,  we 
though  not  contrarj 
erally  for  seven  or 
better  health  (I  sj 
that  I  actually  bath 
the  evening  of  the 
kill  the  fleas,  and  ot 
for  it. 

"  We  were  receive 
of  kindness  and  hoi 
saluting,  &c.,  and 
tumes,  was  really  pi 
taking  an  expeditioi 
dered  with  the  Sulic 

"All  well  at  pre 
ready  arrived,  and  ( 
Remember  me  to  all 


LETTER  DCIX. 

TO  MR.   CHARLES  HANCOCK. 

"Many  thanks  for  yours  of  the  6th :  ditto  to 
Muir  for  his.  You  will  have  heard  that  Gamba  and 
my  vessel  got  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Turks  safe 
and  intact ;  nobody  knows  well  how  or  why,  for 
there's  a  mystery  m  the  story  somewhat  melodra- 
matic. Captain  Valsamachi  has,  I  take  it,  spun  a 
long  yarn  by  this  time  in  Argostoli.  I  attribute 
their  release  entirely  to  Saint  Dionisio,  of  Zunte, 
and  the  Madonna  of  the  Rock,  near  Cephalonia 

V  i  •  ?^r"^"^'"  °^  "^y  separate  luck  were  also 
not  tinishod  at  Dragomestri ;  we  were  convevcd  out 
by  some  Greek  gun-boats,  and  found  the  Leonidas 
brig-of-war  at  sea  to  look  after  us.— But  blowing 
weather  coming  on,  we-  were  driven  on  the  rocks 
JiTM^ein  the  passage  of  the  Scrophes,  and  the  dol- 
lars had  another  narrow  escape.  Two-thirds  of  the 
crew  got  ashore  over  the  bowsprit :  the  rocks  were 
rugged  enough,  but  water  very  deep  close  in  shore, 
so  that  she  was,  after  much  swearing  and  some  ex- 
ertion, got  off  again,  and  awav  we  went  with  a  third 
of  our  crew,  leaving  the  rest 'on  a  desolate  island, 
where  they  might  have  been  now,  had  not  one  of 
the  gun-boats  taken  them  off,  for  we  were  in  no  con- 
dition to  take  them  off  again. 

"Tell  Muir  that  Dr.  Bruno  did  not  show  much 
Bght  on  the  occasion,  for  besides  stripping  to  his 
flannel  waistcoat,  and  running  about  like  a  rat  in  an 
emergency,  when  I  was  talking  to  a  Greek  boy,  (the 
hl^lV.u  ^^^Pli^^  ^['^^  in  Argostoli,)  and  telling 
him  of  the  fact  that  there  was  no  danger  for  the 
passengers,  whatever  there  might  be  for  the  vessel, 

mvtTu"Z.^^"?^4^^.^i.T,^l-J^  ^-'^  .^-  .and 


"P.  8.  You  will, 
realize  the  asseCa.  1 
advanced,  I  have  un 
otes  for  a  year,  (anc 
as  a  chief,  or  which 
government,)  beside 
stand  Brown's  *letfi 
nor  ordered  a  letter 
though  of  course,  if 
sponsible,  I  was  not 
I  would  have  backed 
unnecessary.  As  to 
some  red  cloth  and  o 
ready  to  receive,  bi 
commission,  theothet 
cannot  permit  any  th 
servants'  journey  wil 
that  is  exorbitant, 
not  know  any  thing  r 
really  cannot  defray  1 
the  Frank  adventures 
lis  some  dollars  soon, 
the  present. 

"P.  S.  Will  voB 
Corgialegno  that  I  m 
my  credit  with  Mess 
f<;r  two  thousand  di 
amount,  more  or  less; 
I  shall  make  the  draft 
som  &  Co.,  Pall-MaU 


already  showed  you  e 
them  to  show,)  by  w] 
realizing,  you  will  hi 


limited  to  any  particu 
bankers.  The  Honor 
trustee,  is  a  principai 
having  the  direction  c 
extent  my  present  res 
in  question  were  from 
within  the  cuireiU  yc 
already  advanced  to  tl 
credits  now  in  your  ha 
Barff',)  which  are  all 
have  anticipated  nothi 
year  hitherto.      I  shi 


^TxTc  If      Vu^'"   ,.^^\^  ^""'**  ^'^^e  ooth  him  and  yea'  hitherto.      I  shi 
myseit  without  difficulty,  (though  he  can't  swim,)  disposition  upwards  o 

as  tne  water,  though  deep,  was  ""♦■  ""-"-^ ^      ^i-'Ilara    /;»»i...i;,>„  .,«.. ;« 

wind  not  blowing  riff/ti  on  shore 


iHnH  t.^  kk!>'  ^"®^^h  deep,  was  not  very  rough,— the  I  ^ars,  (including  my  in 
«n    ^  ««,,  1.,        1^     e,  (it  was  a  blunder  of  ^y*  of  a 


rJ^.iri?"'  "^P  '°  ^'-  ^^'"'^^'  '^^  «rae  panicula«  of  tMr  Toran : 
jnd  th«  Doaor  harln,  b.yu,.  hj.  fe,^,  ..  p^^  ,^^^  AucucL.^LSd 


-,.-  -.  -manor  lateli 
without  infringing  on 
including  the  remainii] 
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ftmoimt.  I  will  take  one  hundr«r 
be  rent  luav  be  sent  buck,  mid  I  will 
bant  tm  lilowanee  of  fto  much  per 
t  ia  not  to  bo  done,  you  umst  mdl 
:tion  at  what  price  the  thiugi  may 
d  rather  ineiir  the  dead  loss  of  pari, 
wted  mth  A  quantitj  of  things,  to 
iperfluoiM  Qt  uaelesB,  Why,  I  could 
thr(?e  hundred  men  for  a  month  for 
tern  Greece ! 

ots,  and  the  doUarn,  and  the  neffro, 
'dl  into  the  hands  of  the  Turki,  I 
patience,  as  you  may  have  per- 
t  was  the  work  of  the  elements,  at 
dcnce ;  but  this  ia  a  piece  of  mere 
or  folly,  or  both,  and  I  neither  can 
i>  It.  I  have  occasion  for  every  dol- 
to  keep  the  Grcekfl  together,  and  I 
myeipenae  for  the  eauae;  but  to 
nuch  aa  would  equip,  or  at  least 
ps  of  excellent  ragamufQns  ivith 
anda,  to  furnish  Gamba  and  the 
£  bills,  (see  liat,)  broadcloth,  Hen- 
10 rHo whips,  (the  Uuter  I  own  that 
earned,)  \b  rather  beyond  my  en- 
a  paeifie  person,  as  all  the  world 
it  my  aqquointancei.  I  pray  you 
out  of  thin  damnable  eommerejal 
.mba's,  for  it  is  one  of  those  pieeei 
folly  which  I  don't  forgive  him  in 
3f  course,  lee  StoTens  free  of  ex- 
i«  tfrnnsaetion;  — by-the-way,  the 
»*•  faaa  thought  proper  to  draw  a 
i*c©ttnted  at  twenty -fotu  dollars  j 
BW,  it  should  have  been  protsaitd 

U  here  ill,  and  will  soon  set  ou( 
He  came  to  me  for  some  pills,  and 
reserved  for  particular  friends,  and 
lew  any  body  recorpr  from  under 
bitt  he  b  no  better,  aild  what  i» 
id  as  the  doctors  haTe  had  no  bat- 
\dm  thin  I,  he  goes  to  Argostoli, 
a  and  of  a  conatipation* 
te  my  rcqupgt  for  fmech,  and  that 
e  public  affairs  will  be  at  a  stand- 
e  Undertaken  to  pay  the  SuHotes 
nto  in  March  three  thousand  dol* 
e  gOTemmcnt  for  a  balance  duo 

some  other  smaller  matters  for 
the  press,  Sc^.,  &c,,  &c.  \  so  what 
he  expenses  of  my  suite  which, 
agant,  is  fiKpeusiTe  with  Gamba's 
[  shall  haire  occasion  for  all  the 
ister,  and  I  haire  credits  wbere- 
e  undertakings,  if  rcalisfed,  and 
re  soon, 
)  me  ever  and  truly  yours,  &&" 


3TTEB  DCXII. 

TO  *  •   •  ♦, 

a  of  about  two  thousand  men  b 
ick  on  Lepanto ;  and  for  rcacont 
ard  to  the  native  Capitani,  who 
jminally  at  least}  under  the  com- 
jr,  than  one  of  their  own  body, 
taid,  is  to  be  given  to  me.  Thcr« 
*on,  vrhich  b,  that  jf  a  capitnla- 
Qce^  the  Mussulmans  might  per- 
Ihrtstinn  faith  with  a  Frank  than 
so  be  inclini^  to  aecede  a  point 
pear  to  be  the  moat  obrious  mo- 
ippointnient,  as  far  as  I  can  con 
re  be  &m  rea4<»n  more,  vis-j  that, 
LUDStances,  no  one  else  (not  even 
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MaTTOCordato  himself)  sceros  disposed  to  accept 
■uch  a  nomination — and  though  my  desires  are  as 
far  as  my  deserts  upon  this  occasion,  I  do  not  de- 
cline it,  bciiie  willing  to  do  as  I  am  bidden;  and  as 
.  I  pay  a  considerable  part  of  the  clans,  I  may  as  well 
see  what  they  are  likely  to  do  for  their  money ;  be- 
sides I  am  tired  of  hearing  nothing  but  talk.  •  ♦ 
"  I  presume,  from  the  retardment,  that  he*  is  the 
tame  rarry  who  attempted  the  A'arfA  Pole^  and  is 
(it  may  be  supposed)  now  essaying  the  South.*' 


LETTER  DCXIII. 

TO  MB.   CBA&LB8  HANCOCK. 

"  MlnolonfU,  Feb.  5,  1831. 

*•  Dr.  Muir's  letter  and  yours  of  the  23d  reached 
me  some  days  ago.  TcU  Muir  that  I  am  glad  of  his 
promotion  for  his  sake,  and  of  his  remaining  near 
us  for  all  our  sakes :  though  I  cannot  but  regret  Dr. 
Kennedy's  departure,  which  accounts  for  the  pre- 
Tious  earthquakes  and  the  present  English  weather 
in  this  climate.  "With  all  respect  to  my  medical 
pastor,  I  have  to  announce  to  him,  that  among 
other  firebrands,  our  fire-master  Parry  (just  landed) 
has  disembarked  an  elect  blacksmith,  entrusted  with 
three  hundred  and  twenty-two  Greek  Testaments. 
I  have  given  him  all  facilities  in  my  power  for  his 
works  spiritual  and  temporal,  and  il'  he  can  settle 
matters  as  easily  with  the  Greek  Archbishop  and 
hierachy,  I  trust  that  neither  the  heretic  nur  the 
supposed  skeptic  w^ill  be  accused  of  intolerance. 

**  By-the-way,  I  met  with  the  said  Archbishop  at 
Anatolico  (where  I  went  by  invitation  of  the  rri- 
mate  a  few  days  ago,  ana  was  received  with  a 
heavier  cannonade  than  the  Turks,  probably)  for 
the  second  time,  (I  had  known  him  nere  before;) 
and  he  and  P.  Mavrocordato,  and  the  Chiefs  and 
Primates  and  I,  all  dined  together,  and  I  thought 
the  metropolitan  the  merriest  of  the  party,  aua  a 
Tery  good  Christian  for  all  that.  But  Gumba  (we 
got  wet  through  in  our  way  back)  has  been  ill  with 
a  fever  and  colic ;  and  Luke  has  been  out  of  sorts 
too,  and  so  have  some  others  of  the  people,  and  I 
have  been  very  well,^xcept  that  1  caught  cold 
yesterday  with  swearing  too  much  in  the  rain  at  the 
Greeks,  who  would  not  bear  a  hand  in  landing  the 
committee  stores,  and  nearly  spoiled  our  combusti- 
bles ;  but  I  turned  out  in  person,  and  made  such  a 
row  as  set  them  in  motion,  blaspheming  at  them 
from  the  government  downwards,  till  they  actually 
did  sotne  part  of  what  they  ought  to  have  done  sev- 
eral days  before,  and  this  is  esteemed,  as  it  deserves 
to  be,  a  wonder. 

"lell  Muir  that,  notwithstanding  his  remon- 
strances, which  I  receive  thankfully,  it  is  perhaps 
best  that  I  should  advance  with  the  troops ;  for  if 
we  do  not  do  something  soon,  we  shall  only  have  a 
third  year  of  defensive  operations  and  another  siege, 
and  all  that.  We  hear  that  the  Turks  are  coming 
down  in  force,  and  sooner  than  usual ;  and  as  these 
fellows  do  mind  me  a  little,  it  is  the  opinion  that  1 
should  go, — firstly,  because  they  mil  sooner  listen 
to  a  foreigner  than  one  of  their  own  people,  out  of 
native  jealousies ;  secondly,  because  tne  Turks  will 
sooner  treat  or  caiiitualate  (if  such  occasion  should 
happen)  with  a  Frank  than  a  Greek  ;  and,  thirdly, 
because  nobody  else  seems  disposed  to  take  the 
responsibility — Mavrocordato  bemg  very  busy  here, 
the  foreign  military  men  too  young  or  not  of  author- 
ity enough  to  be  obeyed  by  the  natives,  and  the 
chiefs  (as  aforesaid)  inclined  to  obey  any  one  ex- 
cept, or  rather  than,  one  of  their  own  body.  As  for 
me,  I  am  willing  to  do  what  I  am  bidden,  and  to 
follow  my  instructions.  I  neither  seek  nor  shun 
that  nor  any  thing  else  they  may  vrish.  me  to  at- 


,^ 


*  Purj,  who  had  been  loof  expected  wkh  uiillcfy.  a**. 


tempt;  and  as  for  ] 
ought  not  to  be  a 
man  is  on  the  whole 
and,  after  all,  he  ha 
bark  in  his  body.  I 
sword,  we  are  like  t( 
mad-basket;  and  t< 
to  the  car  rather  tb 
than  marsh-ally  ;'^ 
not  unknown  to  you 
broken  down,  are  th 
in  comparison. 

**  And  now  for  th 
and  Mr.  Barff  for  y 
to  ready  money,  is  i 
assets,  and  balance 
leeno  correspondent 
sold  the  dog  flour, 
shall  request  and  i 
March  ensiling,  abo 
two  months,  i.  e.,  al 
in  the  current  year,  i 
of  the  sums  now  neg 
ments  to  prove  thai 
my  supplies  for  the 
but  I  ao  not  like  to 
could  or  would  adva 
otherwise,  they  will 
(a  disposition  that 
shown;)  and  thoug 
tohen  necessary,  yet 
not  help  a  little,  foi 
they  pretend  to  be  b 


"  I  have  been  intc 
and  aftenvard  by  tb 
not  brought  an  ans< 
surprises  me.  You 
ry  seems  a  fine  rov 
ready  for  the  field  t! 
(I  think)  be  able  U 
not  interfere  with 
department.  He  c( 
cautile  and  enthusyt 
greatly  praises  Gord 
have  given  three  or 
out  himself,  but  Kei 
ed  him,  aiid  thus  t 
subscription  and  cr: 
says  Bo^Ting  is  a  h 
He  sorely  laments 
penses,  and  wishes 
school  in  the  world, 
save  and  except  al 
ship. 

'*  He  complained 
Buri)rise ;  firstly,  be( 
I  have  used  myself  t 
the  animal  heat  an 
and  secondly,  becai 
pected  to  hear  a  v 
(who  is  to  bum  a  w 
atmosphere.  I  ful 
preach  would  have  i 
burning-glasses  of  1 

•*  Well,  it  seems 
chief,  and  the  post 
we  are  not  what  Ma 
most  amicable  offic 
*  boxing  'bout  betwc 
nel,*  I  cannot  tell 
German  barons,  E 
turers  of  all  natio: 
goodly  an  allied  ar 
the  same  banner. 

"Interrupted  aga 
is  time  to  conclud( 
since  on  Mr.  Barff  1 
plete  some  money  w 


Mkid  guwiauwnt  got  cash  on  that  Ull  hmn  and  it 
a  I»roflt ;  but  the  ymj  same  fellow  who  gare  it  to 
them,  after  propoeing  to  gire  me  XDoney  for  other 
bills  on  Bartf  to  the  amount  of  thirteen  hundred 
dollarsi  either  eould  not,  or  thought  better  of  it  I 
had  written  to  Barff  ad-vising  him,  but  had  after- 
ward to  write  to  tett  him  of  me  fellow's  having  not 
come  up  to  time.  Ton  must  reallj  send  me  the 
balanoe  soon.  I  have  the  artillerists  and  my  SuH* 
otes  to  pay,  and  Heayen  knows  what  besides,  and 
aa  every  tnins  depends  upon  punctuality,  all  our 
operations  will  be  at  a  stand-still  unless  you  use 
despatch.  I  shall  send  to  Mr.  Barff  or  to  you  fur- 
ther bills  on  England  for  three  thousand  pounds,  to 
be  negotiated  as  speedilv  aa  yon  can.  I  have  al- 
ready stated  here  and  formerly  the  sums  I  oan 
command  at  home  within  the  year, — ^without  in- 
cluding my  credits,  or  the  bills  already  negotiated 
or  negotiating,  as  Corgialegno's  balance  of  Mr. 
Webb's  letter,— and  my  letters  from  my  finends 
(received  Mr  Mr.  Parrv'a  vessel),  confirm  what  I 
have  alreaoy  stated.  How  much  I  may  require  in 
the  course  of  the  year  I  can't  tell,  but  I  wul  take 
care  that  it  shall  not  exceed  the  means  to  supply  it. 
"  Yours  ever, 

•*N.  B. 
"  P.  8.  I  have  had,  by  desire  of  a  Mr.  Jeroatati, 
to  draw  on  Demetrius  Delladedma  (is  it  our  friend 
in  ultima  analise  ?)  to  pay  the  committee  expenses. 
I  really  do  not  understand  what  the  committee 
mean  by  some  of  their  freedoms.  Parry  and  I  get 
on  very  well  hitherto;  how  long  this  may  l^t. 
Heaven  knows,  but  I  hope  it  will,  for  a  gortd  deal 
for  the  Greek  service  depends  upon  it,  but  he  has 
already  had  some  mifa  with  Col.  8.,  and  I  do  all  I 
can  to  keep  the  peace  among  them.  However, 
Parry  is  a  fine  fellow,  extremely  active,  and  of 
strong,  sound,  practical  talents,  by  all  accounts. 
Enclosed  are  bilb  for  three  thousand  pounds,  drawn 
in  the  mode  directed,  (i.  e.  parcelled  out  in  smaller 
bills.)  A  good  opportunity  occurring  for  Cephalo- 
nia  to  send  letters  on,  I  avail  myself  of  it.  Re- 
member me  to  Stevens,  and  to  all  friends.  Also 
my  compliments  and  every  thing  kind  to  the 
colonels  and  officers. 

"Fflteauy»,ISM. 

"  P.  8.  2d  or  3d.  I  have  reason  to  expeet  a  per- 
son from  England  directed  with  papers  (on  busi- 
ness) for  me  to  sign,  somewhere  in  tne  islands,  by- 
and-by ;  if  such  snould  arrive,  would  you  forward 
him  to  me  by  a  safe  conveyance,  aa  the  papers  re- 
gard a  transaction  with  regard  to  the  adyustment  of 
a  lawsuit,  and  a  sum  of  several  thousand  pounds, 
which  I,  or  my  bankers  and  trustees  for  me,  may 
have  to  receive  (in  England)  in  consequence.  The 
time  of  the  probable  arrival  I  cannot  state,  but  the 
date  of  my  letters  is  the  2d  Nov.,  and  I  suppose  that 
he  ought  to  arrive  soon." 


LETTER  DCXIV. 

TO  iOrDliaW  LOKI>0.« 

**  Dbab  Fbibhd> 

**The  sight  of  your  handwriting  gave  me  the 
ereatest  pleasure.  Grreece  has  ever  been  for  bm,  as 
it  must  be  fbr  all  men  of  any  feeling  or  education, 
the  promised  land  of  valor,  of  the  arts,  and  of  lib- 
erty; nor  did  the  time  I  passed  in  my  youth  in 
travellini^  among  her  ruins  at  all  chill  my  affeetion 
for  the  birth-place  of  heroes.  In  addition  to  tiiis,  I 
am  bound  to  yourself  by  ties  of  friendship  and  grati- 
tude for  the  hospitailty  which  I  experienced  from 
you  during  my  stay  in  that  country,  of  which  you 
are  now  become  one  of  the  first  defenders  and  or- 
naments.   To  see  myself  serving,  by  your  side  and 


'  OMorOMdiMkeUaft. 
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nadw  yofur  eyes,  in  the  cause  of  Greece,  wiU  be  t$ 
me  one  of  the  happiest  events  of  my  life.    In  th« 
mean  time,  with  the  hope  of  our  again  meeting, 
"  I  am  as  ever  Ao.'* 


LETTER  DCXV. 

so  HX0  HIOBJTBSS  TU88T7FF  PACSA. 

"  MknloncW,  SSd  Jut.  IflH. 
'*  HlOHITBSS  ! 

*'  A  vessel,  in  which  a  friend  and  some  domestics 
of  mine  were  embarked,  was  destined  a  few  days 
ago  and  released  by  order  of  your  Hijg;hne88.  I  have 
now  to  thank  yon ;  not  for  Uberatmg  the  vesseli 
which,  as  carrymg  a  neutral  flag,  and  being  under 
BritiBh  protection,  no  one  had  a  right  to  detain; 
but  for  having  treated  my  friends  with  so  much 
kindness  while  they  were  in  your  hands. 

<'  In  the  hope,  therefore,  that  it  may  not  be  alto- 
gether displeasing  to  your  Highness,  I  have  re- 
quested the  govem<Mr  of  this  place  to  release  four 
Turkish  prisoners,  and  he  has  humanely  consented 
to  do  so.  I  lose  no  time,  therefore,  in  sendins  them 
back,  in  order  to  make  as  early  a  return  as  I  could 
for  your  courtesy  on  the  late  occasion.  These  pri- 
soners are  liberated  without  any  conditions:  but, 
should  the  circtunstance  find  a  place  in  your  recol- 
lection, I  venture  to  beg  that  your  Hishness  will 
treat  such  Greeks  as  may  henceforth  faU  into  your 
hands  with  humanity;  more  especially  since  the 
horrors  of  war  are  sufficiently  great  in  themselves, 
without  being  aggravated  by  wanton  cruelties  on 
either  side,  "  Nobl  Bykon  " 


LETTER  DCXVI. 

TO  MB.  BAXFP, 

'•FriKA. 

**I  am  a  good  deal  better,  though  of  course 
weakly  ;  the  leeches  took  too  much  blood  from  my 
temples  the  dav  after,  and  there  was  some  difficulty 
in  stopping  it,  out  I  have  since  been  up  daily,  and 
out  in  boats  or  on  horseback.  To-day  I  have  taken 
a  warm  bath,  and  live  as  temperately  aa  can  well  be« 
without  any  liquid  but  water,  and  without  animal 
food. 

**  Besides  the  four  Turks  sent  to  Patras,  I  have 
obtained  the  release  of  four-and-twenty  women 
and  children,  and  sent  them  at  my  own  expense  to 
Prevesa,  that  the  English  consul-general  may  con- 
sign them  to  their  relations.  I  did  this  by  their 
own  desire.  Matters  here  are  a  little  embroiled 
with  the  Suliotes  and  foreigners,  &c.,  but  I  still 
hope  better  things,  and  will  stand  by  the  cause  as 
long  as  my  health  and  efrcumstanees  will  permit  mo 
to  be  supposed  usefril.* 

**  I  am  obliged  to  support  the  government  here  for 
the  present." 

[The  prisoners  mentioned  in  this  letter  as  having 
been  released  by  him  and  sent  to  Prevesa  had  been 
held  in  captivity  at  Missolonghi  since  the  beginning 
of  the  Revolution.  The  followinff  was  the  letter 
which  he  forwarded  with  them  to  the  English  Con* 
sul  at  Prevesa.] 


LETTER  DCXTII. 


TO  Ml 

"  Sir, 

*  Coming  to  Greece,  one  of  my  principal  objeeti 
was  to  alleviate  as  much  as  possiole  the  miseries  in* 


Ib  k  letter  to  the  mim  gimlleiiuui,  dated  Jnnajy  ST,  he  had  alnMi 
uU,  **  1  hop*  that  thinfv  here  wiD  fo  on  wtU  ■ums  lliM  or  atlHr.  I  «l 
«iek  bgr  Sn  cboh  m  bof  ••  a  OMMOxirii— Imor  ■Mpad." 
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eidoTit  to  a  "warfare  so  cruel  as  the  present.  When 
the  dictates  of  humanity  are  in  question,  I  know  no 
difference  between  Turks  and  Greeks.  It  is  enough 
that  those  who  want  assistance  are  men,  in  order  to 
claim  the  pity  and  protection  of  the  meanest  pre- 
tender to  humane  feelings.  I  have  found  here 
twenty-four  Turks,  including  women  and  children, 
who  have  long  nined  in  distress,  far  from  the  means 
of  support  and  the  consolations  of  their  home. 
The  government  has  consigned  them  to  me :  I 
transmit  them  to  Prevesa,  wnither  they  desire  to  be 
sent.  I  hope  that  you  will  not  object  to  take  care 
th.it  they  may  be  restored  to  a  place  of  safety,  and 
that  the  Governor  of  your  town  may  accept  of  my 
present.  The  best  recompense  I  can  hope  for 
would  be  to  find  that  I  had  inspired  the  Ottoman 
commanders  with  the  same  sentiments  towards 
those  unhappy  Greeks  who  may  hereafter  fall  into 
their  hands.  *•  I  beg  you  to  believe  me,  &c." 


LETTER  DCXVin. 

TO  THE  HONOKADLE  DOUGLAS  XINNAIBD. 
•«  Mlwloagtri,  FVb.  31,  ItN. 

"  I  have  received  yours  of  the  2d  of  November. 
It  is  essential  that  the  money  should  be  paid,  as  I 
have  drawn  for  it  all,  and  more  too,  to  help  the 
Greeks.  Pan-y  is  here,  and  he  and  I  agree  very 
well;  and  all  is  going  on  hopefully  for  the  present, 
considering  circumstances. 

**  We  shall  have  work  this  year,  for  the  Turks 
arc  coming  down  in  force ;  and,'  as  for  me,  I  must 
stand  by  the  cause.  I  shall  shortljr  march  (accord- 
ing to  orders)  against  Lepanto,  with  two  thousand 
men.  I  have  been  here  some  time,  after  some  nar- 
row escanes  from  the  Turks,  and  also  from  being 
shipwrecked.  We  were  twice  upon  the  rocks,  but 
this  you  will  have  heard,  truly  or  falsely,  through 
other  channels,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  bore  you  with 
a  long  story. 

•'  So  far  I  have  succeeded  in  supporting  the  Gov- 
ernment of  Western  Greece,  which  would  other- 
wise have  been  dissolved.  If  you  have  received  the 
eleven  thousand  and  odd  pounds,  these,  with  what 
I  have  in  hand,  and  my  income  for  the  current  year, 
to  say  nothing  of  contingencies,  will,  or  might, 
enable  me  to  keep  the  *  sinews  of  war*  properly 
strung.  If  the  deputies  be  honest  fellows,  and  ob- 
tain the  loan,  they  will  repay  the  4000/.  as  agreed 
upon ;  and  even  then  I  shall  save  little,  or  indeed 
less  than  little,  since  I  am  maintaining  nearly  the 
whole  machine — in  this  place,  at  least — at  my  own 
cost.  But  let  the  Greeks  only  succeed,  and  I  don't 
care  for  myself. 

**  I  have  been  very  seriously  unwell,  but  am  get- 
ting better,  and  can  ride  about  again  ;  so  pray  quiet 
our  friends  on  that  score. 

•*  It  is  not  true  that  I  ever  did,  toill,  wotddf  couldy 
or  should  write  a  satire  against  Gilford,  or  a  hair  of 
his  head.  I  always  considered  him  as  my  literary 
father,  and  myself  as  his  'prodigal  son  ;  *  and  if  1 
have  allowed  his  '  fatted  calf  to  grow  to  an  ox  be- 
fore he  kills  it  on  my  return,  it  is  only  because  I 
prefer  beef  to  veal.  "  Yours,  &c." 


LETTER  DCXIX. 

TQ  MB.   BARFF. 

«« February  83. 

^  My  health  seems  improving,  especially  from 
iding  and  the  warm  bath.  Six  Englishmen  will 
De  soon  in  quarantine  at  Zante  ;  they  are  artificers, 
and  have  had  enough  of  Greece  in  fourteen  days. 
If  you  could  recommend  them  to  a  passage  home,  I 
rould  thank  you ;  tbey  are  good  men  enough,  but 


do  not  quite  nndersta 
these  countries,  and  i 
and  slashing  in  a  di 
forms  here)  a  part  of 
"  If  they  should  ^ 

auarantine,  you  can  a 
ollar  a  day  (among  t 
chase  thein  some  littlt 
are  quite  out  of  their  e 
more  at  present." 


LET! 


**  I  have  heard  fror 
vou  state  *a  report 
having  arrrived  from  I 
but  that  you  do  not  1 
not,  nor  any  body  else 
asserts  that  I  am  the  i 
of  the  kind  on  Giffor 
such  composition  exi 
know  as  well  as  any  b< 
not  written ;  and  you  i 
did  not  deserve  that 
matters. 

"  You  will  perhaps 
from  this  part  of  Gree 
to  invasion  ;)  but  you 
lie  and  private  channe 
the  events  of  a  week, 
culiar  with  the  public 
bled  together  at  presei 

"  On  Sunday,  (the  1 
and  sudden  convulsive 
less,  though  not  mo  tic 
could  not  hold  me;  1 
catalepsy,  cachexy,  c 
exy  or  epty^  the  do( 
whether  it  was  spasm 
was  very  unpleasant,  j 
all  that.  On  Monday, 
pies,  no  difficult  matte 
stopped  till  eleven  at 
near  the  temporal  art 
and  neither  styptic  no 
orifice  till  after  a  hund 

**  On  Tuesday,  a  Tur 
O^n  Wednesday,  great 
attack  her,  thougti  pi 
Turks  burned  her  and 
day  a  quarrel  ensued  b 
Frank  guard  at  the  ai 
killed,  and  a  Suliote  s 
eral  fight  expected,  a 
vented.  On  Friday, 
Captain  Parry's  Engli 
the  pretence  that  thci 
for  quitting  the  counti 

*•  On  Saturday,  we  1 
earthquake  which  I  x 
thirty,  slight  or  smar 
are  in  the  Mediterrane 
charged  their  arms,  u 
the  savages  beat  drum 
of  the  moon:— it  was 
you  had  but  seen  the 
never  been  out  of  a 
again,  if  they  can  h< 
heard  that  the  Vizier  i 
one  hundred  and  odd  t 

'  In  coming  here,  J 
the  Turks,  {one  of  my 
ward  released,)  and  th( 
drove  twice  on  the  roc) 
near  the  coast.) 

•'  I  have  obtained  fn 
eight-and- twenty  Turk 
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tad  ehildren,  and  seat  thorn  to  Pafras  and  Prereu, 
at  my  own  charges.  One  little  girl  of  nine  years 
old,  who  prefers  remaining  with  me,  I  shall  (if  I 
live)  send,  with  her  mother,  prohabW,  to  Italy,  or 
to  England.  Her  name  is  Hato,  or  Hetag^.  She 
is  a  very  pretty,  liyely  child.  All  her  brothers  were 
killed  by  the  Greeks,  and  she  herself  and  her 
mother  merely  spared  by  special  favor  and  owing  to 
her  extreme  youth,  she  being  then  but  five  years 
old. 

**  Mv  health  is  now  better,  and  I  ride  about  again. 
My  office  here  is  no  sinecure,  so  many  parties  and 
difficulties  of  every  kind ;  but  I  will  do  what  I  can. 
Prince  Mavrocordato  is  an  excellent  person,  and 
does  all  in  his  power,  but  his  situation  is  perplexing 
in  the  extreme.  Still  we  have  ^at  hopes  of  the 
success  of  the  contest.  You  will  hear,  however, 
more  of  public  news  from  plenty  of  quarters,  for  I 
have  little  time  to  write. 

«<  Believe  me  yours,  Ac,  &o., 
"N.  Bn." 


**  P.  S.  Tell  Mr.  Murray  tuat  I  vrrote  U  him  the 
other  day,  and  hope  that  he  has  received*  or  will 
receive,  the  letter.*' 


LETTER  DCXXn. 


TO  DB.  KBNHBDT. 


LETTER  DCXXI. 


TO  KB.  MOO&B. 


**Hy  Dba&  Moosb, 

"Your  reproach  is  unfounded— I  have  received 
two  letters  from  you,  and  answered  both  previous 
to  leaving  Cephalonia.  I  have  not  been  '  quiet '  in 
an  lonion  island,  but  much  occupied  with  busiuess, 
—as  the  Greek  deputies  (if  arrived)  can  tell  you. 
Neither  have  I  continued  *Don  Juan,'  nor  any 
other  poem.  You  go,  as  usual,  I  presume,  by  some 
newspaper  report  or  other. 

**  When  the  proper  moment  to  be  of  some  use, 
arrived,  I  came  here ;  and  am  told  that  my  arrival 
(with  some  other  circumstances)  has  been  of,  at 
least,  temporary  advantage  to  the  cause.  I  had  a 
narrow  escape  from  the  Turks,  and  another  from 
shipwreck  on  my  passage.  On  the  15th  (or  16th) 
of  February  I  had  an  attack  of  apoplexy,  or  epilepsy, 
— the  physicians  have  not  exactly  decided  which, 
but  the  alternative  is  agreeable.  My  constitution, 
therefore,  remains  between  the  two  opinions,  like 
Mahomet*s  sarcophagus  between  the  magnets.  AU 
that  I  can  say  is,  that  they  nearlv  bled  me  to  death, 
by  placing  the  leeches  too  near  the  temporal  artery, 
so  that  the  blood  could  with  difficulty  be  stopped, 
even  with  caustic.  I  am  supposed  to  be  getting 
better,  slowly,  however.  But  my  homilies  wiU,  I 
presume,  for  the  future,  be  like  tiie  Archbishop  of 
(Grenada's— in  this  case,  *I  order  you  a  hundred 
ducats  from  my  treasurer,  and  wish  you  a  litUe 
more  taste.' 

**FoT  public  matters  I  refer  you  to  Col.  Stan- 
hope's and  Capt  Parry's  reports,— and  to  all  other 
reports  whatsoever.  There  is  plenty  to  do — ^war 
without,  and  tumult  within— ^ey  'kiU  a  man  a 
week,'  like  Bob  Acres  in  the  country.  Parry's 
artificers  have  gone  away  in  alarm,  on  account  of  a 
dispute,  in  which  some  of  the  natives  and  foreigners 
were  engaged,  and  a  Swede  was  killed,  and  a  Suliote 
wounded.  In  the  middle  of  their  fight  there  was  a 
strong  shock  of  an  earthquake ;  so,  between  that 
and  the  sword,  they  boomed  off  in  a  huiry  in  despite 
of  all  dissuasions  to  the  contrary.  A  Turkish  brig 
ran  ashore^  &c.,  &c.,  Ac* 

"  You,  I  presume,  are  either  publishing  or  medi- 
tating that  same.  Let  me  hear  from  and  of  you, 
and  believe  me,  in  all  events, 

"  Evei^ind  affectionately  yours, 

"N.  B." 


•  Whu  b  omUlod  hen  b  bat  •  npeiUoo  of  ths  ruOam  pmleahn,  i«. 
■peednf  bU  tlutt  wd  btppenod  Miiee Ma aninl,  wUeh  tewafawtybMB 
gNw  la  ite  kMn  to  Irii  (MhCT  eonwpBDd 


**Mt  Deab  Doctos, 

"  I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  two  very  kinc 
letters,  both  received  at  the  same  time,  and  one 
long  after  its  date.  I  am  not  unaware  of  the 
precarious  state  of  my  health,  nor  am,  nor  have 
been,  deceived  on  that  subject.  But  it  is  proper 
that  I  should  remain  in  Greece ;  and  it  were  better 
to  die  doing  something  than  nothing.  My  presence 
here  has  been  so  far  useful  as  to  nave  prevented 
confusion  from  becoming  worse  confounded,  at  least 
for  the  present.  Should  I  become,  or  be  deemed, 
useless  or  superfluous,  I  am  readv  to  retire ;  but  in 
the  interim  I  am  not  to  consider  personal  con- 
sequences; the  rest  is  in  the  hands  of  Providence, 
—as  indeed  are  all  things.  I  shall,  however, 
observe  your  instructions,  and  indeed  did  so,  as  far 
as  regards  abstinence,  for  some  time  past. 

**  Besides  the  tracts,  &c.,  which  you  have  sent 
for  distribution,  one  of  the  English  artificers  (hight 
Brownbill,  a  tinman),  left  to  my  charge  a  number 
of  Greek  Testaments,  which  I  will  endeavor  to 
distribute  properly.  The  Greeks  complain  that  the 
translation  is  not  correct,  nor  in  good  Romaic: 
Bambas  can  decide  on  that  point.  I  am  trying  to 
reconcile  the  clergy  to  the  distribution,  which 
(without  due  regard  to  their  hierarchy)  they  might 
contrive  to  impede  or  neutralize  in  the  effect,  from 
their  power  over  their  people.  Mr.  Brownbill  has 
~;one  to  the  islands,  having  some  apprehension  for 
lis  life,  (not  from  the  priests,  however,)  and  ap- 
parently preferring  rather  to  be  a  saint  than  a 
martvr,  although  his  apprehensions  of  becoming 
the  latter  were  probably  unfounded.  All  the  Eng- 
lish artificers  accompanied  him,  thinking  themselves 
in  danger,  on  account  of  some  troubles  here,  which 
have  apparently  subsided. 

*'  I  have  been  interrupted  by  a  visit  from  Prince 
Mavrocordato  and  others  since  I  began  this  letter, 
and  must  close  it  hastily,  for  the  boat  is  announced 
as  ready  to  sail.  Your  future  convert,  Hato,  or 
Hata^^,  appears  to  me  lively,  and  intelligent,  and 
promising,  and  possesses  an  interesting  counte- 
nance. With  regard  to  her  disposition,  1  can  say 
little,  but  Millingen,  who  has  the  mother  (who  is  a 
middle-a^ed  lady  of  good  character)  in  his  house  as 
a  domestic,  (although  the  family  was  in  good  worldly 
circumstances  previous  to  the  Revolution,)  speaks 
well  of  both,  and  he  is  to  be  relied  on.  As  far  as  I 
know,  I  have  only  seen  the  child  a  few  times  with 
her  mother,  and  what  I  have  seen  is  favorable,  or  I 
shonld  not  take  so  much  interest  in  her  behalf.  If 
she  turns  out  well,  my  idea  would  be  to  send  her  to 
my  daughter  in  England,  (if  not  to  respectable  . 
persons  in  Ital^,)  and  so  to  provide  for  her  as  to 
enable  her  to  hve  with  reputation,  either  singly  or 
in  marriage,  if  she  arrive  at  maturity.  I  will  make 
proper  arrangementa  about  her  expenses  through 
Messrs  Barff  and  Hancock,  and  the  rest  I  leave  to 
your  discretion  and  to  Mrs.  K.'s,  with  a  great  sense 
of  obligation  for  your  kindness  in  undertaking  her 
temporary  superintendence. 

''Of  public  matters  here,  I  have  little  to  add 
to  what  you  will  already  have  heard.  We  are  ffoing 
on  as  well  as  wo  can,  and  with  the  hope  ana  the 
endeavor  to  do  better.    Believe  me, 

••Ever  and  truly,  ace" 
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LETTER  DCXXIII. 


!    ! 


TO   MR.   BAKFF. 


'<  March  5,  1834. 


"  If  Sisseni*  is  sincere,  he  will  be  treated  with, 
and  well  treated;  if  he  is  not,  the  sin  and  the 
shame  may  lie  at  his  own  door.  One  great 
object  is  to  heal  those  internal  dissensions  for  the 
future,  without  exacting  too  rigorous  aji  account  of 
the  past.  Prince  Mavrocordato  is  of  the  same 
opinion,  and  whoever  ia  disposed  to  act  fairly  will  be 
fairly  dealt  with.  I  have  heard  a  (/ood  deal  of  Sis- 
seni,  but  not  a  deal  of  good;  however,  I  never  judge 
from  report,  particularly  in  a  revolution.  Person- 
alty, I  am  rather  obliged  to  him,  for  he  has  been 
very  hospitable  to  all  friends  of  mine  who  have 
passed  through  his  district.  You  may  therefore 
nssure  him  that  any  overture  for  the  advantage  of 
Greece  and  its  internal  pacification  will  be  readily 
and  sincerely  met  here.  I  hardly  think  that  he 
would  have  ventured  a  deceitful  proposition  to  me 
through  you,  because  he  must  bo  sure  that  in  such 
a  case  it  would  eventually  be  exposed.  At  any 
rate,  the  healing  of  these  dissensions  is  so  impor- 
tant a  point,  that  something  must  be  risked  to  ob- 
tain it.'' 


LETTER  DCXXIV. 

TO  MB.   BARFF 

*'  Manh  10. 

"Enclosed  is  an  answer  to  Mr.  Parruca's  letter, 
and  I  hope  that  you  will  assure  him  from  me,  that  I 
h.ive  done  and  am  doing  all  I  can  to  reunite  the 
Greeks  with  the  Greeks. 

**  1  am  extremely  obliged  by  your  offer  of  your 
country-house  (as  for  all  kindness)  in  case  that  my 
health  should  require  my  removal;  but  I  cannot 
quit  Greece  while  there  is  a  chance  of  my  being  of 
any  (even  supposed)  utility  : — there  is  a  stake  worth 
millions  such  as  I  am,  and  while  I  can  stand  at  all, 
I  must  stand  by  the  cause.  When  I  say  this,  I  am 
at  the  same  time  aware  of  the  difficulties  and  dis- 
sensions, and  defects  of  the  Greeks  themselves; 
but  allowance  must  be  made  for  them  by  all  reason- 
able people. 

••  My  chief,  indeed  nine-tetiths  of  my  expenses 
here  are  solely  in  advances  to  or  on  benalf  of  the 
Greeks,  and  objects  connected  with  their  independ- 
ence." 


LRT1 


"Sib, 

"  I  lent  by  Mr.  J 
Signer  C.  Jerostatti 
six  pounds,  on  accou 
mittee,  for  carrving 
But  Count  Deliade< 
hundred  dollars  unti 
from  C.  Jerostatti. 
vance  that  sum  to  i 
put  to  the  laboratory 

'*  I  beg  you  will  u 
Delladecima,  who  ha 
and  that  Mr.  Bartf, 
will  endeavor  to  arra 
when  received  forwar 

**  So  far  is  written 
that  I  must  contini] 
stand  little  or  nothin 
except  that,  like  mos 
will  be  at  a  stand-sti 
and  there  are  few  hei 
take  the  chance  as  u! 

**  You  will  see  wl 
cima  and  Jerostatti 
may  have  some  oui 
somehow  embroiled  t 
correspondents  mure 
are  wont  to  be. 

"  P.  S.  A  thousam 
flower,  the  finest  I  ev 
the  largest  that  ever 
land.  I  have  ^*Tittei 
the  newspaper,  (vrith 
a  writer,  please  to  r( 
fools  of  conductors  tl 
devil ;  but,  like  all 
Gamba,  who  is  any  tl 
to  do  with  it ;  and.,  a 
matters  went  wrong, 
time.  But  I  write  ir 
say,  before  the  boat  s 


LETTTER  DCXXV. 


TO  8&.  PABBUCA. 


•Sir, 


>«  Manh  10, 1894. 


**  I  have  the  honor  of  answering  your  letter.  My 
first  wish  has  always  been  to  brmg  the  Greeks  to 
agree  among  themselves.  I  came  here  by  the  invi- 
tation of  the  Greek  Government,  and  I  do  not  think 
that  1  ought  to  abandon  Roumeali  for  the  Pelopon- 
nesus until  that  Government  shall  desire  it ;  and 
the  more  so^  as  this  part  is  exposed  in  a  greater  de- 
gree to  the  enemy.  Nevertheless,  if  my  presence 
can  really  be  of  any  assistance  in  uniting  two  or 
more  parties,  I  am  ready  to  go  any  where,  either  as 
a  mediator,  or,  if  necessary,  as  a  hostage.  In  these 
affairs,  I  have  neither  private  >'iews,  nor  private  dis- 
like of  any  individual,  but  the  sincere  wish  of 
deserving  the  name  of  the  friend  of  your  country, 
and  of  her  patriots. 

"  I  have  the  honor,  &c." 


•  Thi*  Si«eni,  who  vu  the  CapiUino  of  th«  rich  di»lrJa  iit>oiit  Ga«tounl, 
inJ  hail,  for  twine  limt,  hild  out  ag.uijtt  t»K  feneriil  go»f rnmciit,  wm  now, 
u  appean  by  Oie  ahove  Ipttrr,  making  o^•frtu^^«,  through  M,  Barff,  of  adbe- 
«on.  At  a  pfoof  of  his  •inccrity,  it  wm  rajnirpii  by  ImtxI  Byrt»n  that  be 
•hould  aurrtfutkr  iiilo  Uk  hniida  of  the  ; oveniineoi  ibe  furtrea  of  Chiarenia.— 


«*  P.  8. 
money." 


Mr.  Findla 


LETTI 


"Dear  Sir, 

"You  could  not  di 
Telegraph  more  than 
land  of  liberty,  where 
and  few  as  they  ough 

"I  have  not  writtei 
that  or  any  other  p 
them,  over  and  over 
style.  However,  I  di 
out  either  an  irreligio 
and  thej^  promise  due 
things,  I.  e.  the  editor 

*  If  Bambas  would 
he  might  have  his  his 

"  There  is  a  slight 
her  mother  wishing  t 
natural,  and  I  have  i 
even  Mahomet  made  i 
captives,  the  child  sh( 
the  mother.  But  this 
arrangement,  althou^ 
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]oft  half  her  Ikailjin  th«  war)  is,  as  I  said,  of  good 
eharacter,  and  of  mature  age,  so  as  to  render  her 
respectability  not  liable  to  suspicion.  She  has 
heard,  it  seems,  from  Preresa,  that  her  husband  is 
no  longer  there.  I  have  oonsiffned  vour  Bibles  to 
Dr.  Meyer ;  and  I  hope  that  the  said  Doctor  may 
justify  your  confidence ;  nevertheless,  I  shall  keep 
an  eye  upon  him.  You  may  depend  upon  my  ^ving 
the  society  as  fair  play  as  Mr.  Wilberforce  himself 
would :  and  any  other  commisssion  for  the  good  of 
Oreece  will  meet  with  the  same  attention  on  my  part. 

*'  I  am  trying,  with  some  hope  of  eventual  suc- 
cess, to  reunite  the  Greeks,  especially  as  the  Turks 
are  expected  in  force,  and  that  shortly.  We  must 
meet  tnem  as  we  may,  and  fight  it  out  as  we  can. 

"  I  rejoice  to  hear  that  your  school  prospers,  and 
I  assure  you  that  your  good  wishes  are  reciprocal. 
The  weather  is  so  much  finer,  that  I  get  a  good  deal 
of  moderate  exercise  in  boats  and  on  horseback, 
and  I  am  willing  to  hofM  that  my  health  is  not 
worse  than  when  you  kindly  wrote  to  me.  Dr. 
Bruno  can  tell  you  that  I  adhere  to  your  regimen, 
and  more,  for  I  do  not  eat  any  meat,  even  fish. 

**  Believe  me  ever,  &o. 

*•  P.  S.  The  mechanics  (six  in  number)  were  all 
pretty  much  of  the  same  mind.  Brownbill  was  but 
one.  Perhaps  they  are  leas  to  blame  than  is  imaff- 
ined,  since  Colonel  Stanhope  is  said  to  have  told 
them,  *that  he  could  not  positively  aay  their  lives 
were  safe.*  I  should  like  to  know  where  our  life  is 
safe,  ather  here  or  any  where  else  ?  With  regard 
to  a  place  of  safety,  at  least  such  hermetically- 
sealed  safety  as  these  persons  appeared  to  desider- 
ate, it  is  not  to  be  found  in  Greece,  at  any  rate ;  but 
Missolonghi  was  supposed  to  be  the  place  where 
they  would  be  useful,  and  their  risk  was  no  greater 
than  that  of  others." 


IVBTTBM.  9n 

would  not  act  with  him,  or  any  other,  whether  ii»* 
tive  or  foreigner. 

**  If  Lord  Guilford  is  at  Zante,  or,  if  he  is  not,  if 
Signer  Tricupi  is  there,  you  would  oblige  me  by 
presenting  my  respects  to  one  or  both,  and  oy  tellins 
them,  that  from  the  very  first  I  foretold  to  Colonu 
Stanhope  and  to  P.  Mavrocordato,  that  a  Greek 
newspaper  (or  indeed  any  other)  in  the  present  state 
of  Greece  might  and  probably  would  tend  to  much 
mischief  and  misconstruction,  unless  under  some 
restrictions,  nor  have  I  ever  had  any  thing  to  do 
with  either,  as  a  writer  or  otherwise,  except  as  a  pe- 
cuniary contributor  to  their  support  on  the  outset, 
which  I  could  not  refuse  to  the  earnest  request  of 
the  projectors.  Col.  Stanhope  and  myself  had  con- 
siderable diiferences  of  opimon  on  this  subject,  and 
(what  will  appear  laughable  enough)  to  such  a  de- 

free  that  he  cuarged  me  with  despotic  priuciples,  and 
him  with  ultra-radicalism. 
Dr.  •  ♦,  the  editor,  with  his  unrestrained  free 
dom  of  the  press,  and  who  has  the  freedom  to  exer- 
cise an  unlimited  discretion, — not  allowing  any 
article  but  his  own  and  those  like  them  to  appear,— 
and  in  declaiming  against  restrictions,  cuts,  carves, 
and  restricts  (as  they  tell  me),  at  his  own  will  and 
pleasure.  He  is  the  author  of  an  article  against 
monarchy,  of  which  he  may  have  the  advantage  and 
fame— but  they  (the  editors)  will  get  themselves  into 
a  scrape,  if  they  do  not  take  care. 

*•  Of  all  petty  tyrants,  he  is  one  of  the  pettiest, 
as  are  most  demagogues,  that  ever  I  knew.  He  is 
a  Swiss  by  birth,  and  a  Greek  by  assumption,  having 
married  a  wife,  and  changed  his  religion. 

*<  I  shall  be  very  glad,  and  am  extremely  anxious 
for  some  favorable  result  to  the  recent  pacific  over- 
tures of  the  contending  parties  in  the  Peloponneae.*' 


LETTER  DCXXVIII. 

TO  OOLONBL  8TANH0FB. 

"BAlHotefU,  BCudi  19,  ISM. 

'<Mt  Dear  Stanhope, 

*'  Prince  Mavrocordato  and  myself  will  go  to  Sa- 
lona  to  meet  Ulysses,  and  you  may  be  very  sure 
that  P.  M.  will  accept  any  proposition  for  the  advan- 
tage of  Greece.  Parry  is  to  answer  for  himself  on 
his  own  articles  ;  if  I  were  to  interfere  with  him,  it 
would  only  stop  the  whole  progress  of  his  exertion, 
and  he  is  really  doing  all  that  can  be  done  without 
more  aid  from  the  government. 

**  What  can  be  spared  will  be  sent ;  but  I  refer 
you  to  Captain  Humphries's  report,  and  to  Count 
Oamba's  letter  for  details  upon  all  subjects. 

**  In  the  hope  of  seeing  you  soon,  and  deferring 
Sicch  that  will  be  to  be  said  till  then, 

**  Believe  me  ever,  Ac. 

**  P.  8.  Your  two  letters  (to  me)  are  sent  to  Mr. 
Barfi*,  as  you  desire.  Pray  remember  me  particu- 
larly to  Treawney,  whom  I  shall  be  very  much 
pleased  to  see  agau." 


LETTER  DCXXIX. 

TO  MS.  BARFF. 

«« Ibich  19. 

**  As  Count  Mercati  is  under  some  apprehensions 
of  a  direct  answer  to  him  personally  on  Greek  affairs, 
I  reply  (as  you  authorisea  me)  to  vou,  who  will  have 
the  goodness  to  communicate  to  nim  the  enclosed. 
It  is  the  Joint  answer  of  Prince  Mavrocordato  and 
of  myself,  to  Sisnor  Georgio  Sisseni's  propositions. 
Tou  may  also  add,  both  to  him  and  to  Parruca,  that 
I  am  perfectly  sincere  in  desiring  the  most  amicable 
termination  of  their  internal  dissensions,  and  that 
I  believe  P.  Mavrocordato  to  be  so  also,  otherwise  I 
123 


LETTER   DCXXX. 

TO  MB.   BAKFF. 

"MuchM. 

« If  the  Greek  deputies  (as  seems  probable)  hare 
obtained  the  loan,  tne  sums  I  have  advanced  maj 
perhaps  be  repaid ;  but  it  would  make  no  great  dii- 
rerence,  as  I  should  still  spend  that  in  the  cause,  and 
more  to  boot — though  I  should  hope  to  better  pur« 
pose  than  paying  off  arrears  of  fleets  that  sail  away, 
and  Suliotes  that  won*t  march,  which,  they  say, 
what  has  hitherto  been  advanced  has  been  employed 
in.  But  that  was  not  my  affair,  but  of  those  who 
had  the  disposal  of  affairs,  and  I  could  not  decently 
say  to  them,  *  You  shall  do  so  and  so,  because,  &c., 
&c.,  &c.* 

*•  In  a  few  days,  P.  Mavrocordato  and  myself,  with 
a  considerable  escort,  intend  to  proceed  to  Salona  at 
the  request  of  Ulysses  and  the  chiefs  of  Eastern 
Greece,  and  take  measures  offensive  and  defensive 
for  the  ensuing  campaign.  Mavrocordato  is  almost 
recalled  by  the  new  government  to  the  Morea  (to 
take  the  lead,  I  rather  think),  and  they  have  Ti-ritten 
to  propose  to  me,  to  go  eitner  to  the  Morea  with 
him,  or  to  take  the  general  direction  of  afiairs  in 
this  quarter — with  General  Londo,  and  an^r  other  I 
may  choose,  to  form  a  council.  A.  Londo  is  mv  old 
friend  and  acquaintance  since  we  were  laas  ia 
Greece  together.     It  would  be  difficult  to  give  a 

n'tive  answer  till  the  Salona  meeting  is  over,^  but 
n  vrilling  to  serve  them  in  any  capacity  thev 
please,  either  commanding  or  commanded— it  u 
much  the  same  to  me,  as  long  as  I  can  be  of  any 
presumed  use  to  them. 

"Excuse  haste;  it  is  late,  and  I  have  been  sct- 
eral  hours  on  horseback  in  a  country  so  miry  after 


*  To  ihh  oOer  of  Ibe  Govcmmeat  lo  appolat  him  Goreraor^ieiMnl  cl 
Groeoo,  (that  it,  of  ih«  enTniielitanl  pMt  of  tb*  Contimot,  with  (he  vxospim 
of  the  More*  aoU  Ibo  Uandi,)  hit  annrer  ms,  lint  *'  hs  wm  Aral  gotnif  •• 
Sdona,  and  dial  aftrrwaxd  he  woukl  be  at  their  coRunaiMli ;  that  he  eoold 
have  no  dilBculij  in  aceepUnf  anj  oflhse,  provided  he  could  petwiaik  himeilf 
tfMU  any  good  would  nwh  fiwn  iC"--itfoer*. 
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tiie  rains,  that  cvcrj'  hTindrcd  yards  brinps  yon  to  a 
ditch,  of  whose  depth,  width,  color,  and  contents, 
both  my  horses  and  their  riders  have  brought  away 
maay  tokens." 


D  X  ItUilM  9    W  UJlli.5. 


LETTER  DCXXXI. 

TO   MR.   BARFF. 

"  March  M. 

•*  Since  your  intelligence  with  regard  to  the 
Gh^eek  loan,  P.  Mavrocordato  has  shown  to  me  an 
extract  from  some  correspondence  of  his,  by  which 
it  would  appear  that  three  commissioners  are  to 
be  named  to  see  that  the  amount  is  placed  in  proper 
hands  for  the  service  of  the  country,  and  that  my 
name  is  among  the  number.  Of  this,  however,  we 
have  as  yet  only  the  report. 

*'  This  commission  is  apparently  named  by  the 
committee  or  the  contracting  parties  in  England. 
I  am  of  opinion  that  such  a  commission  will  be 
necessary,  but  the  office  will  be  both  delicate  and 
difficult.  The  weather,  which  has  lately  been  equi- 
noctial, has  flooded  the  country,  and  will  probably 
retard  our  proceeding  to  Siilona'  for  some  aays,  till 
the  road  becomes  more  practicable. 

*•  You  were  already  apprized  that  P.  Mavrocordato 
»nd  myself  had  been  invited  to  a  conference  by 
Ulysses  and  the  chiefs  of  Eastern  Greece.  I  hear 
(and  am  indeed  consulted  on  the  subject)  that  in 
case  the  remittance  of  the  first  advance  of  the  loan 
should  not  arrive  immediately,  the  Greek  General 
Government  mean  to  try  to  raise  some  thousand 
dollars  in  the  islands  iu  the  interim,  to  be  repaid 
from  the  earliest  instalments  on  their  arrival.  W  hat 

Srospcct  of  success  they  may  have,  or  on  what  con 
itions,  you  can  tell  better  than  me :  I  suppose,  if 
the  loan  be  confirmed,  something  might  be  aone  by 
them,  but  subject  of  course  to  the  usual  terms. 
You  can  let  them  and  me  know  your  own  opinion. 
There  is  an  imperious  necessity  for  some  national 
fund,  and  that  snccdily,  otherwise  what  is  to  be 
done  ?  The  auxiliary  corps  of  about  two  hundred 
men  paid  by  mo,  are,  I  believe,  the  sole  regularly 
»nd  propcrlv  furnished  with  the  money,  due  to  them 
weekly,  ancl  the  otticers  niontlily.  It  is  true  that 
the  Greek  government  gives  their  rations,  but  we 
have  hud  three  mutinies,  owing  to  the  badness  of 
the  bread,  which  neither  native  nor  stranger  could 
masticate  (nor  dogs  cither),  and  there  is  still  great 
difficulty  iu  obtaining  them  even  provisions  of  any 
kind. 

*'  There  is  a  dissension  among  the  Germans  about 
the  conduct  of  the  agents  of  t/ieir  committee,  Jind 
an  examination  among  themselves  instituted.  What 
the  result  may  be,  cannot  be  anticipated,  except 
that  it  will  end  in  a  row,  of  course,  as  usual. 

"The  English  are  all  very  amicable,  as  far  as  I 
know  ;  we  get  on  too  with  the' Greeks  very  tolerably, 
always  making  allowance  for  circumstances;  and 
we  have  no  quarrels  with  the  foreigners." 


fip^t  time  that  ron  h: 
cumstances.  Neithe 
could  imagine  that  yo 
assured  of  the  contrai 
tion  was  not  con  temp 
positive  orders  to  con( 
those  of  the  Artiller 
being  desired  to  use  i 
that  any  was  had  re( 
adopted,  because  vou 
proposed  to  put  off  th 
that  he  could  not  re 
guard  for  his  proted 
wife,  and  daughter,  ar 
and  on  that  account  i 
diate  protection.  Th 
As  I  am  not  aware  th 
orders,  I  cannot  take 
but  I  have  no  objecti 
his  conduct.  You  o\ 
into  his  Ajuxiliary  Gre 
at  your  own  sole  req 
incurred  the  obligatic 
country  as  well  as  the 
*'  I  have  the  1 


LETTER  DCXXXII. 


TO( 


L  PRU88IAH  OFFICER. 


"  I  have  the  honor  to  reply  to  your  letter  of  this 
day.  In  consequence  of  an  urgent,  and,  to  all  ap- 
pearance, a  well-founded  complaint  made  to  me 
yesterday  evening,  I  gave  orders  to  Mr.  Hesketh,» 
to  proceed  to  your  quarters  with  the  soldiers  of  his 
guard,  and  to  remove  you  from  your  house  to  the 
seraglio,  because  the  owner  of  your  house  declared 
himself  and  his  familv  to  be  in  immediate  danger 
from  your  conduct,  and  added  that  it  was  not  the 


LETTE 


"  There  is  a  quarrel 
citizens  and  some  of 
has  already  produced 
pie  quite  neutral;  bi 
their  guard. 

*•  Some  days  ago  w€ 
drummed  out  for  th 
wanted  to  flog  him ; 
the  use  of  the  stick  oi 
to  the  police.  Since 
in  his  lodgings ;  and 
cording  to  the  order 
please  his  German  c 
my  text;  and  have  { 
stand,  that  those  who 
to  the  laws  of  the  coi 
but  that  in  all  that 
obeyed  by  foreigner  oi 

*'  I  wish  something 
part  of  the  loan,  for 
every  thing  at  present 


LETTE 


TO 


*  Since  I  wrote,  we 
with  the  citizens  and 
are  under  arms,  our  b( 
on  me  and  fifty  of  my 
taking  our  usual  exci 
day  matters  are  settle 
hour  ago,  the  father- 
house  where  I  am  lod 
said  landlord  is)  was  a 

•  They  are  in  concl 
and  we  have  a  numbei 
come  to  assist,  they  si 
all  ready,  &c. 

"  The  row  has  had 
them  on  the  alert.  "W 
in-law,  I  do  not  know 
actly;  but 

Tomrvrj  ma 


BXTKA0T8  FEOM  A  JOURNAL. 


9?9 


w  the  man  in  Blnebeai^  says  and  sfaigs.  I  "wrote  to 
T<m  upon  matters  at  length,  some  oays  a^  the 
letter,  or  letters,  you  will  receiye  with  this.  We  are 
desirous  to  hear  more  of  the  loan ;  and  it  is  some 
time  since  I  hare  had  any  letters  (at  least  of  an  in- 
terestinff  descriptioiO  from  Bngland,  excepting  one 
of  4th  Feb.,  from  Sowring  (of  no  great  import- 
ance). My  latest  dates  are  of  ^^t  or  of  the  dth 
10t">»  four  months  exactly.  1  hope  you  set  on  well 
in  the  islands  :  here  most  of  us  are,  or  nave  been, 
more  or  less  indisposed,  natives  as  well  as  foreign- 


LBTTER  DCXXXV. 


TO  MR.  BAB7P. 


"April  7. 


«  The  Qreeks  here  of  the  goremment  have  been 
boring  me  for  more  money.    As  I  have  the  brigade 


to  mahitain,  and  the  campaign  Is  apparently  now  to 
open,  and  as  I  have  already  spent  thirty  toousand 
dollars  in  three  months  upon  them  in  one  way  or 
other,  and  more  especially  as  their  public  loan  naa 
succeeded,  so  that  they  ought  not  to  draw  from  indi- 
Tiduals  at  that  rate,  I  have  given  them  a  reftual, 
and — ^as  they  would  not  take  that, — another  reftual 
in  terms  of  considerable  sincerity. 

**  They  wish  now  to  try  in  the  islands  for  a  few 
thousand  dollars  on  the  ensuiuR  loan.  If  you  can 
serve  them,  perhaps  you  will,  (in  the  way  of  infor- 
mation, at  any  rate,)  and  I  will  see  that  ^*ou  have 
fair  play,  but  still  I  do  not  aehise  you,  except  to  aet 
as  you  please.  Almost  every  thing  depends  upon 
the  arrival,  and  the  speedy  arrival,  of  a  portion  of 
the  loan  to  keep  peace  among  themselves.  If  ther 
can  but  have  sense  to  do  this,  I  think  that  they  wil. 
be  a  match  and  better  for  any  force  that  can  be 
brought  against  them  for  the  present.  We  are  all 
doing  as  well  as  we  can.'* 


EXTRACTS   FROM   A  JOURNAL, 


BEGUN    NOVEMBER   14,   1818. 


*•  Ip  tills  had  been  begui  ten  years  ago,  and  f^th- 
fhllv  kept !  1 !— heigho !  there  are  too  many  things  I 
vrisn  never  to  have  remembered,  as  it  is.  Well,-^I 
have  had  my  share  of  what  are  called  the  pleasures 
of  this  life,  and  I  have  SQen  more  of  the  European 
and  Asiatic  world  than  I  have  made  a  good  use  of. 
They  sav  *  virtue  is  its  own  reward,' — ^It  certainlv 
should  DC  paid  well  for  its  trouble.  At  five-and- 
twenty,  when  the  better  part  of  life  is  over,  one 
should  be  tomething: — and  what  am  I  ?  nothing  but 
five-and-twenty — and  the  odd  months.  What  nave 
I  seen  ?  the  same  man  all  over  the  world, — ay,  and 
vroman  too.  Qive  me  a  Mussulman  who*never  asks 
questions,  and  a  she  of  the  same  race  who  saves 
one  the  trouble  of  putting  them.  But  for  this  same 
plague— yellow-fever— and  Newstead  delay,  I  should 
have  been  bv  this  time  a  second  time  close  to  the 
Buxine.  If  I  can  overcome  thi  last,  I  don't  so 
much  mind  your  pestilence ;  and,  at  any  rate,  the 
spring  shall  see  me  there,— provided  I  neither  marry 
myself  nor  nnmarry  any  one  else  in  the  interval.  I 
wish  one  was-->I  don't  know  what  I  wish.  It  is  odd 
I  never  set  myself  seriously  to  wishing  without  at- 
taining it^-and  repenting,  I  begin  to  believe  with 
the  gocd  old  Magi,  that  one  should  only  pray  for 
the  nation,  and  not  for  the  individual ;— but,  on  my 
principle,  this  would  not  be  very  patriotic. 

<*  Ko  more  refleetions.— Let  me  see— last  night  I 
finished  *  Zuleika,'^  my  second  Turkish  Tale.  I 
believe  the  composition  of  it  kept  me  alive— for  it 
was  written  to  dnve  my  thoughts  from  the  recollec- 
tion of— 


At  kast,  erwi  have,  my  haad  woald  tremble  to  write 
it.  This  afternoon  I  nave  burned  the  soenes  of  my 
•onuneneed  oomedy.    I  haive  some  idea  of  expeoto- 


*  TlMBMa«ri]v«lM. 


rating  a  romance,  or  rather  a  tale,  in 
what  romanoe  could  equal  the  events^ 

i«i. 


*<  To-day  Henry  Byron  called  on  me  with  my  littlo 
cousin  Bhsa.  She  will  grow  u^  a  beauty  and  a 
plague ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  it  is  the  prettiest 
child !  dark  eyes  and  eyelashes,  black  and  long  as 
the  wing  of  a  raven.  I  think  she  is  prettier  even 
than  my  niece,  Oeorgiana,— yet  I  don't  like  to  think 
so  neither ;  and,  though  older,  she  is  not  so  clever. 

"Dallas  called  before  I  was  up,  so  we  did  not 
meet.  Lewis,  too — ^who  seems  out  of  humor  with 
every  thing.  What  can  be  the  matter  ?  he  is  not 
married — ^has  he  lost  his  own  mistress,  or  any  other 
person's  wife  ?  Hodgson,  too,  came.  He  is  goinff 
to  be  married,  and  he  is  the  kind  of  man  who  will 
be  the  happier.  He  has  taknt,  cheerfulness,  every 
thing  that  can  make  him  a  pleasing  companion: 
and  nis  intended  is  handsome  and  voung,  and  all 
that.  But  I  never  see  any  one  mucn  improved  by 
matrimony.  All  my  ooupled  contemporaries  are 
bald  and  discontented.  W.  and  S.  have  both  lost 
their  hair  and  good-humor:  and  the  last  of  the  two 
had  a  good  deal  to  lose.  But  it  don't  much  signify 
what  falls  of  a  man's  temples  in  that  state. 

*<  Mem.  i  must  got  a  toy  to-morrow  for  Elisa, 
and  send  the  Heflce  for  the  seals  of  myself  and  *  • 
«  •  «.  Mem.  too,  to  call  on  the  Stael  and  Lady 
Holland  to-morrow,  and  on  *  *,  who  has  advised 
me  (without  seeing  it,  by-the-by)  not  to  publish 
*Zuleika;'  I  believe  he  is  right,  but  experience 
might  have  taught  him  that  not  to  print  is  ]^ymr 
c€My  impossible.  Ko  one  has  seen  it  but  Hodgson 
and  Mr.  Gifford.  I  never  in  my  life  read  a  compo- 
sition, save  to  Hodgson,  as  he  pays  me  in  kind.  It 
is  a  horrible  thing  to  do  too  frequently :— better  printi 
and  they  who  like  may  read,  and,  if  tiiey  don't  lik% 


.  f 
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yon  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  they 
luive,  at  least,  purchased  the  right  of  Baying  so. 

*'  I  have  declined  presenting  the  Debtor's  Peti- 
tion, heing  sick  of  parliamentary  mummeries.  I 
have  spoken  thrice ;  but  I  doubt  my  ever  becoming 
an  orator.  My  first  was  liked ;  the  second  and  third 
—I  don't  know  whether  they  succeeded  or  not.  I 
have  never  yet  set  to  it  con  amore ;  one  must  have 
some  excuse  to  oneself  for  laziness,  or  inability,  or 
both,  and  this  is  mine.     '  Company,  villanous  com- 

Eany,  hath  been  the  spoil  of  me ;  * — and  then,  I 
ave    *  drunk    medicines,'    not   to  make  me  love 
others,  but  certainly  enough  to  hate  myself. 

•*  Two  nights  ago,  I  saw  the  tigers  sup  at  Exeter 
'Change.  Except  Veli  Pacha's  Hon  in  the  Morea, 
—who  followed  the  Arab  keeper  like  a  dog, — the 
fondness  of  the  hyaena  for  her  keeper  amused  me 
most.  Such  a  conversazione  !  There  was  a  *  hip- 
popotamus,' like  Lord  Liverpool  in  the  face;  and 
the  *  Ursine  Sloth  *  hath  the  very  voice  and  manner 
of  my  valet — but  the  tiger  talked  too  much.  The 
elephant  took  and  gave  me  my  money  again — took 
oflf  my  hat— opened  a  door — trunked  a  whip^and 
behaved  so  well,  that  I  wish  he  was  my  butler.  The 
handsomest  animal  on  earth  is  one  of  the  panthers  ; 
but  the  poor  antelopes  were  dead.  I  should  hate  to 
see  one  here  : — the  sight  of  the  camel  made  me  pine 
again  for  Asia  Minor.     '  Oh  quando  te  aspic iam  ? ' 


Bxausi'o  wuilulO. 


"Not.  H. 


"  Went  last  night  with  Lewis  to  see  the  first  of 
Antony  and  Cleopatra.  It  was  admirably  got  up, 
and  well  acted — a  salad  of  Shakspoare  and  Dryden. 
Cleopatra  strikes  me  as  the  epitome  of  her  sex- 
fond,  lively,  sad,  tender,  teasing,  humble,  haughty, 
beautiful,  the  devil !— coquettish  to  the  last,  as  well 
with  the  'asp*  as  with  Antony.  After  doing  all 
she  can  to  persuade  him  that — ^but  why  do  they 
abuse  him  for  cutting  off  that  poltroon  Cicero's 
head  ?  Did  not  Tully  tell  Brutus  it  was  a  pity  to 
have  spared  Antony?  and  did  he  not  speak  the 
Philippics?  and  are  not  'words  things t'  and  such 
*toord8'  very  pestilent  *thhi(/s'  too?  If  he  had 
had  a  hundred  heads,  they  deserved  (from  Antony) 
a  rostrum  (his  was  stuck  up  there)  a-piece— though, 
after  all,  he  might  have  as  well  have  pardoned  him, 
for  the  credit  of  the  thing.  But  to  resume— Cleopa- 
tra, after  securing  him,  says,  '  yet  go  '— '  it  is  your 
interest,'  Sec. ;  how  like  the  sex  !  and  the  questions 
about  Octavia — it  is  woman  all  over. 

*♦  To-day  received  Lord  Jersey's  invitation  to  Mid- 
dleton— to  travel  sixty  miles  to  meet  Madame  de 
Sta^l  !  I  once  travelled  three  thousand  to  get 
among  silent  people  ;  and  this  same  lady  writes 
octavos  and  talks  folios.  I  have  read  her  books- 
like  most  of  them,  and  delight  in  the  last:  so  I 
won't  hear  it,  as  well  as  read.  *  ♦♦•♦♦• 

**  Read  Burns  to-day.  What  would  he  have  been, 
if  a  patrician  ?  We  should  have  had  more  polish- 
less  force— just  as  much  verse,  but  no  immortality 
—a  divorce  and  a  duel  or  two,  the  which  had  he 
survived,  as  his  potations  must  have  been  less  spir- 
ituous, he  might  have  lived  as  long  as  Sheridan, 
.md  outlived  as  much  as  poor  Brinsley.  What  a 
wreck  is  that  man !  and  all  from  bad  pilotage ;  for 
Lo  one  had  ever  better  gales,  tliough  now  and  then 
a  little  to  souallv.  Poor  dear  Sherry  !  I  shall  never 
forget  the  day  he,  and  Rogers,  ani  Moore,  and  I 
passed  together;  when  he  talked,  and  we  listened, 
without  one  yawn,  from  six  till  ot^  in  the  morning 
'•Got  my  seals  ♦♦♦♦*♦.  Have  again  forgot  a 
plavthin^  for  my  petite  cousine  Eliza ;  but  I  must 
send  for  it  to-morrow.  I  hope  Harrv  will  bring  her 
to  me.  I  sent  Lord  Holland  the  proofs  of  the  last 
•Giaour,'  and  the  *  Bride  of  Abydos.'  He  won't 
like  the  latter,  and  I  don't  think  that  I  shall  long. 
It  was  written  in  four  nights  to  distract  my  dreams 
from  •  ♦.     Were  it  not  thus,  it  had  never  been  com- 


bitter  diet!  Hodgsc 
Giaour,  but  nobody  < 
the  Fragment.  I  am 
ray,  t?uU  would  nevet 
the  circumstances  wh 
it  •  ♦  ♦  heigh-h 
"To-night  I  saw 
God ;  the  youngest  so 
sprung  across  the  hoi 
with  me  in  Lady  Holl 
nessess — ^the  mock-bi 
so  like  as  to  remind 
One  quarrels  equally ' 
and  of  distinction. 


"  No  letter  from  • 
The  respectable  Job 
man  complain  ? '  1 1 
that  a  dead  man  can' 
did  complain,  never! 
tired,  and  his  wife  i 
logue,  *  Curse — and  d 
when  but  little  relief 
have  had  a  most  kind 
•  The  Bride  of  Abydos 
Lady  H.  ThU  is  vei 
whom  I  don't  deserve 
at  the  time,  that  my  c 
Holland  House,  and  a 
I  had  not  been  in  sucl 
satire,  of  which  I  wou 
— but  people,  now  the 
verily  believe,  out  of  ( 

"George  Ellis  an(3 
something  about  Sco 
— and  very  right  too. 
I  only  wish  they  won] 
tor.  Even  if  I  had  m; 
earl  of  Warwick  thai 
Jeffrey  and  Gifford  I  U 
in  poetry  and  prose. 
Rokeby  Review,  hav< 
which  I  am  sure  my  f 
W.  Scott's  subjects  a 
to.  I  like  the  man — a 
Mr.  Braham  calls  etUi 
only  vex  him,  and  do 
politics,— (I  hate  all  i 
politics  are  like  the  G 
God  knows  what  othe 
the  two  generally  go  t 

"Harry  has  not  bi 
want  us  to  go  to  the 
but  once.  Another  s 
ing  Rogers  and  me  c 
agent  to  niffht.  I  v 
business  will  be  finis] 
words  to  part  vrith  it- 
What  matters  it  wha 
me  ? — but  let  ma  remi 
sole  myself  with  being 

"  I  wish  I  could  sett 
monotonous,  and  yet  i 
and  flin^  them  down  aj 
burned  it  because  the  s 
for  the  same  reason, 
away   from   facts;    bu 

through,  through 

had  a  letter  from  Lad 
I  ever  had  in  my  life,  a 

"Not  a  word  "from* 
♦  •  ?  or  has  my  last  pr< 
lion's  jaws  ?  If  so— a: 
cious — I  must  clap  oi 
'  hold  out  my  iron.' 
won't  begin  again  at 
would  not  return  his 
wafer-splitter ;  but  the 


F_„„j  .  „_j  ,  ,  T r\ — *"'  *"  """  "^TCi  i/vcii  vuiii-  it  necessary.  Ever  sin 
T^!,,;  l.tl^  ^  °°*  i'V  something  at  that  time,  a  bad  cause  to  support, 
must  have  gone  mad,  by  eating  my  own  heart-l     "  What  strange    tid 
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MiarohT— Bonaparte !  Ever  rinoe  I  defended  my 
bust  of  him  at  Harrow  against  the  rascally  time- 
serrera,  when  the  war  Jl>roke  out  in  180S,  ne  has 
been  a  *  H6ro8  de  Roman '  of  mine,  on  the  conti- 
nent; I  don^'t  want  him  here.  But  I  don't  like 
those  same  flights,  leaving  of  armies,  frc,  &&  I 
am  sure  when  I  fought  for  his  bust  at  school,  I  did 
not  think  he  would  run  away  from  himself.  But  I 
should  not  wonder  if  he  banned  them  yet.  To  be 
beat  by  men  would  be  somethuig ;  but  by  three  stu- 
pid, l^timate-old-dynasty  boobies  of  regular-bred 
Bovereigns — 0-hone-a-rie  **-0-hone-a-rie  \  It  must 
be,  as  Cobbet  says,  his  marriage  with  the  thick- 
lipned  and  thick-headed  Auirickimne  brood.  He 
haa  better  hai»  kept  to  her  who  was  kept  by  Barras, 
I  never  knew  any  good  to  come  of  your  younff  wife, 
and  legal  espousals,  to  any  but  your  *  sooer-Moodea 
boy,'  who  *  eats  fish '  and  drinketh  *  no  sack.'  Had 
he  not  the  whole  opera  ?  all  Paris  ?  all  France  ? 
But  a  mistress  is  just  as  perplexin^-^that  is,  one, — 
two  or  more  are  manaseable  by  division. 

**  I  have  begun,  or  had  begun  a  song,  and  flung 
it  into  the  flre.  It  was  in  remembrance  of  Mary 
Duff,  my  first  of  fiames,  before  most  people  begin  to 
bum.  I  wonder  wh^  the  devil  is  the  matter  with 
me  !  I  can  do  notuhg,  and--^fortunately  there  is 
nothing  to  do.  It  has  lately  been  in  my  power  to 
make  two  persons  (and  their  connexions)  comfixrta- 
ble,  pro  tempore,  and  one  happy  ex  tempore,'^!  re- 
joice in  the  last  particularly,  as  it  is  an  excellent 
man.  I  wish  there  had  been  more  inconvenience 
and  less  mtification  to  my  self-love  in  it,  for  then 
there  had  been  more  merit.  We  are  aJl  selfish 
—-and  I  believe,  ye  gods,  of  Epicurus !  I  beHeve 
in  Rochefottcault  above  meny  and  in  Lucretius,  (not 
Busby's  translation,)  about  yourselves.  Tour  bard 
has  made  you  very  nonchalant  and  blest ;  but  as  he 
has  excused  ua  from  damnation,  I  don't  envy  you 
yoor  blessedness  much — a  little,  to  be  sure.  I  re- 
member last  year,  *  *  said  to  me  at  *  *,  *  Have  we 
not  passed  our  last  month  like  the  gods  of  Lucre- 
tius r'  And  so  we  had.  She  is  an  adept  in  the 
text  of  the  original,  Twhich  I  like  too ;)  and  when 
that  boobv  Bus.  sent  nis  translating  prospectus,  she 
subscribea.  But,  the  devil  prompting  him  to  add  a 
specimen,  she  transmitted  lum  a  subsequent  answer, 
saying,  that,  *  after  perusing  it,  her  conscience  would 
not  permit  her  to  aUow  her  name  to  remain  on  the 
,     ♦  ♦  • 

Last  night,  at  Lord  Holland's 
Ossulstones,  Puysegur,  &c., 
there — I  was  tiying  to  recollect  a  quotation  (as  / 
think)  of  StaCrs,  from  some  Teutonic  sophist  a^ut 
architecture.  '  Architecture,'  says  this  Hacoronica 
Tedescbo,  'reminds  me  of  frozen  music.'  It  is 
somewhere — but  where  ? — the  demon  of  perplexity 
must  know  and  won't  tell.    I  asked  Moore,  and  he 

said  it  was  not  in  her ;  but  P ^r  said  it  must  be 

hera,  it  was  so  like.      ♦       e  •  •  • 

•  •  •  •       H.  laughed,  as  he 

does  at  all  <  De  1' AUemagne,*—- in  which,  nowever,  I 
think  he  goes  a  little  too  fox.  B.,  I  hear,  contemns 
it  too.  But  there  are  fine  passages  ;^and  after  all, 
what  is  a  work— any— or  every  work— but  a  desert 
-with  fountains,  and,  perhaps,  a  grove  or  two,  every 
day's  journey  ^  To  be  sure,  in  Madame,  what  vre 
often  mistaike,  and  *  pant  for,'  as  the  *  cooling 
stream,'  turns  out  to  be  the  *  mirage,*  {critice, 
verbiage  A  but  we  do,  at  last,  get  to  somethmg  like 
the  temple  of  Jove  Ammon,  and  then  the  waste 
we  have  passed  is  only  remembered  to  gladden  the 
contrast. 

«  •  a  •  e  e 

"Called  on  C  •  •,  to  explain  ♦  •  ♦  •.  She  is 
very  beautafril,  to  mjr  taste,  at  least ;  for  on  coming 
home  from  abroad,  I  recollect  being  unable  to  look 
at  any  woman  but  her— they  were  so  fair,  and  un- 
meaning, and  blonde.  The  darkness  and  regularity 
of  her  features  reminded  me  of  my  <Jannat  ai 
Aden.'  But  this  impression  wore  on ;  and  now  I 
cftA  look  at  a  lair  woman  without  longing  for  a 


list  of  subscribers.' 
—Mackintosh,    the 


Homi.  She  was  very  good-tempered,  aadeveny 
thing  was  explained. 

•*  To-day,  great  news,— ^  the  Dutch  have  taken 
Holland,' — ^which,  I  suppose,  will  be  succeeded  by 
the  actual  explosion  of  tne  Thames.  Five  provinces 
have  declflured  for  young  Stadt,  and  there  will  be 
inundation,  confiagration,  constirpation,  conster- 
nation, and  every  sort  of  nation  ana  nations,  fight- 
ing away  up  to  tneir  knees,  in  the  damnable  quags 
of  this  will-o'-the-wisp  abode  of  Boors.  It  is  said, 
Bemadotte  is  amonx  them,  too;  and,  as  Change 
will  be  there  soon,  tney  will  have  (CrownJ  Prince 
Stork  and  King  Log  in  their  Loggery  at  tne  same 
time.    Two  to  one  on  the  new  dynasty ! 

**  Mr.  Murray  has  offered  me  one  thousand  ffitineas 
for  the  '  Oiaour '  and  the  *  Bride  of  Abyaos.'  I 
won't— it  is  too  much,  though  I  am  strongly  tempt- 
ed, merely  for  the  say  of  it.  No  bad  price  for  a 
fortnight  s  (a  week  each)  what  ?— the  gods  know- 
it  was  intended  to  be  caUed  poetry. 

**  I  have  dined  regularljr  to-dav,  for  the  first  time 
since  Sunday  last— this  bein^  Sabbath,  too.  All  the 
rest,  tea  ana  dry  biscuits— six  per  diem.  I  wish  to 
God  I  had  not  dined  now !  It  kills  me  with  heavi- 
ness, stupor,  and  horrible  dreams ; — and  yet  it  was 
but  a  pint  of  bucellas  and  fish. — ^Meat  I  never  touch, 
— ^nor  much  vegetable  diet.  I  wish  I  were  in  the 
country,  to  take  exercise, — ^instead  of  being  obliged 
to  cool  by  abstinence,  in  lieu  of  it.  I  should  not  so 
much  mmd  a  little  accession  of  flesh, — ^my  bones  can 
well  bear  it.  But  the  worst  is,  the  devil  always 
came  with  it, — ^till  I  starve  him  out, — and  I  will  not 
be  the  slave  of  any  appetite.  If  I  do  err,  it  shall 
be  my  heart,  at  least,  that  heralds  the  way.  Oh 
my  head — how  it  aches  ! — the  horrors  of  diges- 
tion !  I  wonder  how  Bonaparte's  dinner  agrees  with 
him? 

"Mem.  I  must  write  to-morrow  to  < Master 
Shallow  who  owes  me  a  thousand  pounds,*  and 
seems,  in  his  letter  afraid  that  I  should  ask  him  for 
it ;— as  if  I  would !— I  don't  want  it  Must  now,  at 
least),  to  begin  vrith;  and  though  I  have  often 
wanted  that  sum,  I  never  asked  for  the  repayment 
of  10/.  in  my  life— from  a  friend.  His  bond  is  not 
due  this  year ;  and  I  told  him  when  it  was,  I  should 
not  enforce  it.  How  often  must  he  make  me  say 
the  same  thing  ? 

"  I  am  wrong— I  did  once  ask  •  •  ♦  to  repay  me. 
But  it  was  under  circumstances  that  excused  me  to 
him,  and  would  to  any  one.  I  took  no  interest,  nor 
required  security.  He  paid  me  soon — at  least,  his 
padre.  My  head  \  I  beUeve  it  was  given  me  to  ache 
with.    Good  even. 

••Not.  »,  1818. 

"  *  Orange  Boven !  *  So  the  bees  have  expnelled 
the  bear  that  broke  open  their  hive.  Well,— if  we 
are  to  have  new  De  Witts  and  De  Ruyters,  God 
speed  the  little  republic!  I  should  like  to  see 
tne  Hague  and  the  village  of  Brock,  where  they 
have  such  primitive  habits.  Yet,  I  don't  know, 
-their  canals  would  cut  a  noor  figure  by  the  memo- 
ry of  the  Bosphorus ;  ana  the  Zuyder  Zee  look 
awkwardly  after  *Ak  Degnity.'  Mo  matter,— the 
bluff  burghers,  puffing  freedom  out  of  their  short 
tobacco-pipes  might  be  worth  seeing ;  though  I  pre- 
fer a  cigar  or  a  hooka,  with  the  rose-leaf  mixed  with 
the  milder  herb  of  the  Levant.  I  don't  know  what 
liberty  means, — never  having  seen  it,— but  wealth 
is  power  all  over  the  world  ;  and  as  a  shilling  per- 
forms the  duty  of  a  pound  (besides  sun  and  sky  and 
beautyfor  nothing)  m  the  filast,— <A«<  is  the  coun- 
try. How  I  envy  Herodes  Atticus! — ^more  than 
Pomponius.  And  yet  a  little  tumtdt,  now  and  then, 
is  an  agreeable  quickener  of  sensation ;  such  as  a 
revolution,  a  battle,  or  an  aventure  of  any  lively 
description.  I  think  I  rather  would  have  been  Bon- 
neval,  Ripperda,  Alberoni,  Hayreddin,  or  Home 
BarbaroBsa,  or  even  Wortley  Montague,  than  Ma- 
homet himself. 

**  Rogers  will  be  hi  town  eoon  !— the  23d  is  fixed 
for  ouT'Middleton  visit.     Shall  I  go?  umph{  *»I]| 


DiJ:&un  0   wuiu^o. 


:  I 


t 


983 

this  island,  where  one  can't  ride  out  without  orer- 
taking  the  sea,  it  don't  much  matter   where  one 

^''''' 

«*  I  remember  the  effect  of  the  Jirst  Edinburgh 
Review  on  me.  I  heard  of  it  six  week  before, — 
read  it  the  day  of  its  denunciation,— dined  and 
drank  three  bottles  of  claret,  (with  S.  B.  Davies,  I 
think,) — neither  ate  nor  slept  the  less,  but  never- 
theless, was  not  easy  till  1  had  vented  my  wrath 
and  my  rhyme,  in  the  same  pages,  against  every 
thing  and  every  body.  Like  George,  m  the  Vicar 
of  Wakefield,  '  the  fate  of  my  paradoxes '  would 
allow  me  to  perceive  no  merit  in  another.  I  re- 
membered only  the  maxim  of  my  boxing-master, 
which,  in  ray  youth  was  found  useful  in  all  general 
yiots,— '  Whoever  is  not  for  you  is  against  you — 
mill  away  right  and  left,'  and  so  I  did;— like 
Ishmael,  my  hand  was  against  all  men,  and  all 
men's  anent  me.  I  did  wonder,  to  bo  sure  at  my 
own  success — 

*  And  murdi  wo  moth  wit  ta  all  hit  owd.* 

as  Hobhouse  sarcastically  says  of  somebody,  (not 
unlikely  myself,  as  we  are  ola  friends  ;) — but  were 
it  to  come  over  again,  I  would  tiot.  I  have  since 
redde*  the  cause  of  niv  couplets,  and  it  is  not  ade- 
quate to  the  etfcct.  C  •  •  told  me  that  it  was  be- 
heted  I  alluded  to  poor  Lord  Carlisle's  nervous  dis- 
order in  one  of  the  lines.  I  thank  heaven  I  did  not 
know  it — and  would  not,  could  not,  if  I  had.  I  must 
naturally  be  the  last  person  to  be  pointed  on  defects 
or  malaoies. 

"  Rogers  is  silent, — and,  it  is  said,  severe.  When 
ne  does  talk,  he  talks  well ;  and,  on  all  subjects  of 
taste,  his  delicacy  of  expression  is  pure  as  his  poe- 
try. If  you  enter  his  house — his  drawing-room — 
his  library — you  of  yourself  say,  tliis  is  not  the 
dwelling  of  a  common  mind.  Tlicre  is  not  a  gem, 
a  coin,  a  book,  thrown  aside  on  his  chimney-niece, 
his  sofa,  his  table,  that  does  not  bespeak  an  almost 
fastidious  elegance  in  the  possessor.  But  this  very 
delicacy  must  be  the  misery  of  his  existence.  On 
the  jarrings  his  disposition  must  have  encountered 
through  life! 

••  Southey  I  have  not  seen  much  of.  His  appear- 
ance is  Epic  ;  and  he  is  the  only  existing  entire  man 
of  letters.  All  the  others  have  some  pursuit  an- 
nexed to  their  authorship.  His  manners  are  mikl, 
but  not  those  of  a  man  of  the  world,  and  his  tali  nts 
of  the  first  order.  His  prose  is  perfect.  Of  his 
poetry  there  are  various  opinions  :  tncrc  is,  perhaps, 
too  much  of  it  for  the  present  generation  ; — poster- 
ity will  probably  select.  He  has  passages  equal  to 
any  thing.  At  present,  he  has  ajxirii/,  but  no  nub - 
lie — except  for  his  prose  writings.  The  life  of  JSel- 
son  is  beautiful. 

•*  •  ♦  is  a  Litt''ra(eur,  the  Oracle  of  the  Coteries, 
of  the  ♦  n,  L  ♦  W  ♦,  (Sidney  Smith's  •  Tory  Vir- 
gin,') Mrs.  Wilmot,  (she,  at  least,  is  a  swan,  and 
might  frequent  a  purer  stream,)  Ludy  B  ♦  ♦,  and  all 
the  Blues,  with  Lady  Caroline  at  their  head — but  1 
»ay  nothing  of  /it?**, — *  look  in  her  face,  and  you  for- 
get them  all,'  and  every  thing  else.  Oh  that  face ! 
—by  *te,  Diva  potens  Cypri,' I  would,  to  be  be- 
loved by  that  woman,  build  and  bum  another 
Troy. 

**  Moore  has  a  peculiarity  of  talent,  or  rather  tal- 
ents,—poetry,  music,  voice,  all  his  own  ;  and  an  ex- 
pression in  each,  which  never  was,  nor  will  be,  pos- 
sessed by  another.  But  he  is  capable  of  still  higher 
flights  in  poetry.  By-the-by,  what  humor,  what— 
every  thing  in  the  '  Tost-Bag ! '  There  is  nothing 
Moore  may  not  do,  if  he  will  but  seriously  set  about 
it.  In  society,  he  is  gentlemanly,  (jentle,  and  alto- 
gether more  pleasing  than  any  individual  with 
whom  I  am  acquainted.  For  his  honor,  principle, 
and  independence,  his  conduct  to  •  •  *  •  speaks 
'  trumpet-tongued.'  He  has  but  one  fault— and 
that  one  I  daily  regret — he  is  not  /lere, 


•  tt  WM  tbm  that  iM,  to  feoeral,  ipelled  thb  vord. 


I  Ward— Hike  Ws 
to  think  I  like  every 
encouraged ;  a  sort  ol 
every  thing  set  befon 
piquant ;  and  in  my  c 
the  House  and  ever)' 
ularly.  Bv-the-by, 
which  may  have  aomi 
is  as  well  not  to  tn 
ner.  I  have  heard  ma 
with  his  burgundy 
lips. 

•  • 

**  I  have  taken  Lc 
Garden  for  the  seaso 
prepare  to  join  Lady 
at  JDrury  Lane,  questi 

••  Hofiand  doesn't  \ 
that  the  yet  unpublis 
on  the  obscurities  of  tl 
reign. — What  is  this 
know  what  to  think, 
dead  ?  If  suddcnlv  a 
grave  without  sendin 
ears  of  postt^rity,  *  Jui 
in  the  parish  of  •  ♦  ' 
church-wardens !  Pi 
ye  booksellers  !  *  I 
alive,  and  will  never 
like  him ;  he  was  a  g 

*♦  Came  home  unw 
sleepy  as  might  be  ( 

•*  I  awoke  from  a  d 
ers  dreamed  ? — Such 
take  me.  I  wish  the 
Ugh  !  how  my  blood 
— and— and— ieigho  ! 

HaTc  Blnick  mo 
ThAii  could  the 
Arm'd  all  in  pn 

I  do  not  like  this  drei 
elusion.'  And  am  I  ^ 
when  they  remind 
dream  thus  again,  I 
the  like  visions.  Sin 
ble  bodily  pain  also  ; 
Lord  Ogleby,  I  am  w 

'*  A  note  from  Mo 
Canning  is  to  be  ther 
Gilford.  I  am  to  be 
six,)  as  Lady  ♦  ♦  said 
They  are  all  good  to  i 
— Ward,  when  he  lik 
to  listen  to  these  intc 

"No letters  to-day 
no  answers.  1  mus 
even  reality.  I  vnW 
the  fog  will  do  for  i 
the  boxing  world  mu 
creases.  1  shall  din 
energy,  even  animal 
have  need  of  both  me 
dined  out,  nor,  inde 
no  music,  have  seen 
Uigh  life  and  low  li 
no; ! ' 

**  I  have  burned  n 
scenes  and  sketch  of 
see,  the  pleasure  of 
that  of  printing.  Th 
done.  1  ran  into  i 
some  would  have  beer 
at. 

*'  Redde  the  Rumii 
a  strange,  but  able,  o 
and  a  half- wild  young 
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Hlghbmd*,  MBed  'ClnUb  Aliriiree.'  The  word 
'  tensibilitf ,'  (always  mj  aToraion)  oooun  a  thou- 
sand times  m  these  essays ;  and,  it  seems,  is  to  be 
aa  exeose  for  all  kinds  of  dJeoontent.  This  young 
man  can  know  nothing  of  life ;  and.  if  he  cherishes 
the  disposition  that  runs  through  his  papers,  will 
become  useless,  and,  perhaps,  not  eyen  a  poet,  after 
aU  which  he  seems  determined  to  be.  God  help 
him !  no  one  should  be  a  rhymer  who  could  be  any 
thing  better.  And  this  is  what  annoys  one,  to  see 
Beott  and  Moore,  and  Campbell  and  Rogers,  who 
might  all  hare  been  agents  and  leaders,  now  mere 
spectators.  For,  though  they  may  hare  other  os- 
tensible aTOcations,  these  last  are  reduced  to  a  sec- 
ondary eonsideration.  *  *,  too,  firitterinnf  away  his 
time  among  dowagers  and  unmarried  girls.  If  it 
adTunced  any  serums  affair,  it  were  some  excuse ; 
but,  with  the  unmarried,  that  is  a  hacardous  specu- 
lation, and  tiresome  enough,  too;  and,  with  the 
veterans,  it  is  not  much  worth  trying,— unless,  per- 
haps, one  in  a  thousand. 

**  If  I  had  anv  views  in  this  country,  they  would 
probably  be  parnamentary.  But  I  have  no  ambition  ; 
at  least,  if  anv,  it  would  be  *  aut  Caesar  aut  nihil/ 
Mj  hopes  are  limited  to  the  arrangemen^«f  my  af- 
fairs, and  settling  either  in  Italy  or  the  East,  (rather 
the  last,)  and  drinking  deep  of  the  languages  and 
literature  of  both.  Past  events  have  unnerved  me  "^ 
and  all  I  can  now  do  is  to  make  life  an  amusement, 
and  look  on,  while  others  play.  After  all— even  the 
highest  game  of  crowns  and  sceptres,  what  is  it  ? 
Vtde  Napoleon's  last  twelvemonth.  It  has  oom 
pletely  upset  my  svstem  of  fatalism.  I  thought,  if 
crushed,  he  would  have  fallen,  when  *firactus  iUa- 
batur  orbis,'  and  not  have  been  pared  away  to  grad- 
nal  insignificance ; — ^that  all  this  was  not  amere/m 
of  the  gods,  but  a  prelude  to  greats  changes  and 
mightier  events.  But  men  never  advance  beyond  a 
certain  point ;— and  here  we  are,  retrocnrading  to  the 
dull,  stupid,  old  system,— 4>alance  of  Europe-^pois- 
ing  straws  upon  kings*  noses,  instead  of  wringing 
them  off!  Cnve  me  a  republic,  or  a  despotism  of 
one,  rather  than  the  mizea  government  of  one,  two, 
three.  A  republic  !-*-look  in  the  history  of  the 
Earth— >Rome,  Ghreece,  Venice,  France,  Holland, 
America,  our  short  (eheu!)  commonwealth,  and 
compare  it  with  what  they  did  under  masters.  The 
Asiatics  are  not  qualified  to  be  republicans,  but  they 
have  the  Uberty  of  demolishins  despots,— which 
is  the  next  thing  to  it.  To  be  tne  first  man— not 
the  Dictatox^not  the  Sylla.  but  the  Washington  or 
the  Aristidee— the  leader  in  talent  and  truth— is 
next  to  the  divinity  I  Franklin,  Penn,  and,  next  to 
these,  either  Brutus  or  Cassius— even  Hirabeau— or 
St.  Just.  I  shall  never  be  any  thing,  or  rather  al- 
ways be  nothing.  The  most  I  can  hope  is,  that  some 
will  say,  *  He  might,  perhaps,  if  he  would.' 


**  Here  are  two  confounded  proofe  from  the  prin- 
ter.  I  have  looked  at  the  one,  but,  for  the  soul  of 
me,  I  can't  look  over  that  *  Oiaour '  again,— at  least. 
Just  now,  and  at  this  houp--and  yet  there  is  no 
moon. 

**  Ward  talks  of  going  to  Holland,  and  we  have 
partly  discussed  an  ensembis  expedition.  It  must 
be  in  ten  days,  if  at  all,  if  we  wish  to  be  in  at  the 
revolution.  And  why  not  ?  *  *  is  distant,  and  will 
be  at  *  *,  still  more  distant,  till  spring.  No  one 
else,  except  Augusta,  cares  for  me— no  ties— no 
trammels— ondiieifno  dtmgue-^^  tormamo,  ben&se 
mm  cA'  importa  t  Old  William  of  Orange  talked  of 
dying  in  *  the  last  ditch  *  of  his  dingy  country.  It  is 
lucky  I  can  swim,  or  I  suppose  I  should  not  well 
weatner  the  first.  But  let  us  see.  I  have  heard 
hyenas  and  jackals  in  the  ruins  of  Asia;  and  bull- 
frogs in  the  marshes,  besides  wolves  and  anory  Mus- 
sulmans. Now,  I  should  like  to  listen  to  the  shout 
of  a  free  Dutchman. 

"Alia!  Viva!  For  ever!  Hourra!  Huzza!  — 
i^ch  is  the  nost  rational  or  musical  of  these 


cries?  'Orange  BoTsn,'  according  to  the  IComJi^ 
Post 

«Weda«ik7,9M. 

"  No  dreams  last  night  of  the  dead  nor  the  liv- 
ing'—so — I  am  *  firm  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the 
rock  '—till  the  next  earthquake. 

"  Ward's  dinner  went  off  well.  There  was  not  a 
disagreeable  person  there — ^unless  /  offended  any 
bod^,  which  I  am  sure  I  could  not  by  contradiction, 
lor  I  said  little,  and  opposed  nothmg.  Sharpe  (a 
man  of  elegant  mind,  and  who  has  lived  much  with 
the  best— rox,  Home  Tooke,  Windham,  Fitspat- 
rick,  and  all  the  agitators  of  other  times  and 
tongues}  told  us  the  particulars  of  his  last  interview 
with  Wmdham,  a  few  days  before  the  fatal  opera- 
tion, which  sent  '  that  gallant  spirit  to  aspire  the 
skies.'  Windham, — ^the  first  in  one  depardnent  of 
oratory  and  talent,  whose  only  fault  was  his  re&M- 
ment  oeyond  the  intellect  of  half  his  hearers, 
Windham,  half  his  life  an  active  participator  in  tike 
events  of  the  earth,  and  one  of  those  who  governed 
nations,— Ae  regretted,  and  dwelt  much  on  that 
regret,  that  *  he  nad  not  entirely  devoted  himself  to 
literature  and  science !  I ! '  Uis  mind  certainly 
would  have  carried  him  to  eminence  there,  as  else- 
where ;  but  I  cannot  comprehend  what  debility  of 
that  mind  could  suggest  such  a  wish.  I,  who  have 
heard  him,  cannot  regret  any  thing  but  tiiat  I  shall 
never  hear  him  again.  What !  would  he  have  been 
a  plodder  ?  a  metaphysician  ? — ^perhaps  a  rhymer  ?  a 
scribbler  ?  Such  an  exchange  must  nave  been  sug- 
gested by  illness.  But  he  is  ffone,  and  Time  '  shall 
not  look  upon  his  like  sjg^ain. 

**  I  am  tremendously  m  arrear  with  my  letters,-* 
except  to  *  *,  and  to  her  my  thoughts  overpower 
me, — ^my  words  never  compass  them.  To  Lady 
Melbourne  I  write  with  most  pleasure— and  her 
answers,  so  sensible,  so  tactique — I  never  met  wiUi 
half  her  talent.  If  she  had  been  a  few  years 
younger,  what  a  fool  she  would  have  made  of  me. 
had  sDe  thought  it  worth  her  while,— and  I  shoula 
have  lost  a  valuable  and  most  agreeable  friend, 
Mem. — a  mistress  never  is  nor  can  be  a  friend. 
While  you  agree,  you  are  lovers ;  and,  when  it  is 
over,  any  thing  but  friends. 

"  I  have  not  answered  W.  Scott's  last  letter,— hut 
I  will.  I  regret  to  hear  from  others  that  he  has 
lately  been  unfortunate  in  pecuniary  involvements. 
He  IS  undoubtedly  the  monarch  of  Parnassus,  and 
the  most  English  of  bards.  I  should  place  Rogers 
next  in  the  living  list — (I  value  him  more  as  the 
last  of  the  beet  school)— Moore  and  Campbell  both 
^Airc^— Southey,  and  Wordsworth,  and  Coleridge-* 
the  rest,  ii  »oAAo» — ^thus : 


There  is  a  triangular  '  Oradus  ad  Pamassum ! '  The 
names  are  too  numerous  for  the  base  of  the  triangle. 
Poor  Thurlow  has  gone  wild  about  the  poetry  oi 
Queen  Bess's  reign— «'esf  dommage,  I  have  ranked 
the  names  npon  my  triangle  more  upon  what  I  \m 


lieve  popular  opinion  than  any  decided  opinion  of 
my  o>Tn.  For,  to  me,  some  of  Moore's  last  Erin 
Bparks— *  As  a  beam  o'er  the  face  of  the  waters  ' — 

*  When  he  who  adores  thee  * — '  Oh  blame  not ' — and 

*  Oh  breathe  not  his  name ' — are  worth  all  the  Epics 
that  over  were  composed. 

*•  ♦  •  thinks  the  Quarterly  will  attack  me  next. 
Let  them.  I  have  been  *  peppered  so  higlily*  in  my 
time,  both  ways,  that  it  must  be  cayenne  or  aloes  to 
make  me  taste.  I  can  sincerely  sav  that  I  am  not 
Tery  much  alive  tiotc  to  criticism.  But — in  tri^jiug 
this — I  rather  believe  that  it  proceeds  from  my  not 
attaching  that  importance  to  authosship  which  many 
do,  and  which,  when  young,  I  did  also.  *  One  gets 
tired  of  every  thing,  my  angel,'  says  Valmont.    The 

*  angels '  are  the  only  things  of  which  I  am  rvot  a 
little  sick — but  I  do  think  the  preference  of  writers 
to  agents — the  mighty  stir  made  about  scribbling  and 
scribes,  by  themselves  and  others — a  sign  of  effemi- 
nacy, degeneracy,  and  weakness.  Who  would  write, 
who  had.  any  thing  better  to  do?  '  Action '—*  ac- 
tion ' — •  action ' — said  Demosthenes  :  '  Actions — ac- 
tions,' I  say,  and  not  writing, — least  of  all  rhyme. 
Look  at  the  querulous  and  monotonous  lives  of  the 

*  genus  ;  * — except  Cervantes,  Tasso,  Dante,  Ari- 
OBto,  Klcist,  (who  were  brave  and  active  citizens,) 
iEschylus,  Sophocles,  and  some  other  of  the  an- 
tiques also — what  a  worthless,  idle  brood  it  is  ! 

*'  13,  Mem  noua. 

*'  Just  returned  from  dinner  with  Jackson  (the 
emperor  of  pugilism)  and  another  of  the  select,  at 
Cribb's  the  champion's.  I  drank  more  than  I  like, 
and  have  brotight  away  some  three  bottles  of  very 
fair  claret — for  1  have  no  headache.  We  had  Torn 
Cribb  up  after  dinner  ;  —  very  facetious,  though 
somewhat  prolix.  He  don't  like  hia  situation- 
wants  to  fight  again — pray  Pollux  (or  Castor,  if  he 
was  the  miller)  he  may  !  Tom  has  been  a  sailor — a 
coal-heaver — and  some  other  genteel  professions, 
•  before  he  took  to  the  cestus.  Tom  has  been  in  ac- 
tion at  sea,  and  is  now  only  three-and-thirty.  A 
great  man  !  has  a  wife  and  a  ui  is  tress,  and  conver- 
sations well — bating  some  sad  omissions  and  mis- 
applications of  the  aspirate.  Tom  is  an  old  friend 
of  mine  ;  I  have  seen  some  of  his  best  battles  in 
my  nonage.  lie  is  now  a  publican,  and,  I  fear,  a 
sinner; — for  Mrs.  •  •  is  on  alimony,  and  •  < 
daughter  lives  with  the  champion.  This  ♦  ♦  told 
me, — Tom  having  an  opinion  of  my  morals,  passed 
her  off  aa  a  legal  spouse.     Talking  of  her,  he  said, 

*  she  was  the  truest  of  women  ' — from  which  I  im- 
mediately inferred  she  could  not  be  his  wife,  and  so 
it  turned  out. 

*'  These  panegyrics  don't  belong  to  matrimony  ; 
for  if  *  true,'  a  man  don't  think  it  necessary  to  say 
Bo  ;  and  if  not,  the  less  he  says  the  better.  •  ♦  *  ♦ 
is  the  only  man,  except  ♦  •  ♦  ♦,  I  ever  heard  ha- 
rangue upon  his  wife's  virtue  ;  and  I  listened  to  both 
with  great  credence  and  patience,  and  stufl'ed  my 
handkerchief  into  my  mouth,  when  I  found  yawning 
irresistible.  By-the-by,  I  am  yawning  now — so, 
good-night  to  thee,  Ntuat^cjK 

"  lliundajr,  98th  Nwrember. 

"Awoke  a  little  feverish,  but  no  headache— no 
dreams  neither — thanks  to  stupor !  Two  letters, 
one  from  •  •  •  ♦,  the  other  from  Lady  Melbourne 
—both  excellent  in  their  respective  styles.  ♦  •  ♦  ♦'s 
contained   also  a  very  pretty  IjTic  on   '  concealed 

griefs  '-^f  not  her  own,  yet  very  like  her.  Why 
id  she  not  say  that  the  stanzas  were,  or  were  not, 
of  her  composition  ? — I  do  not  know  whether  to 
wish  them  hers  or  not.  I  have  no  great  esteem  for 
poetical  persons,  particularly  women  : — they  have 
80  much  of  the  *  ideal  '  in  practics^  as  well  as  ethics. 
"  I  have  been  thinking  lately  a  good  deal  of  Mary 
Duff.  How  very  odd  that  I  should  have  been  so 
utterly,  devotedly  fond  of  that  girl,  at  an  age  when 
I  could  neither  feel  passion,  nor  know  the  meaning 

of  the  word.      And  the  effect  !—Mv  mother  used  .. -- o__ 

always  to  rally  me  about  this  childish  amour ;  and, '  thing  that  consoles  me 


at  last,  many  yean  « 
told  me  one  day,  *  C 

from  Edinburgh,  froB 
old  sweetheart  Mary 
And  what  was  my  ans 
or  account  for  my  fe 
they  nearly  threw  me 
my  mother  so  much, 
generally  avoided  tl 
tented  herself  with  t 
ance.  Now,  what  coi 
her  since  her  mothei 
been  the  cause  of  her 
at  Banff;  we  were  bol 
and  have  been  attache 
yet  I  recollect  all  we  i 
resses,  her  fcaturos,  n 
my  tormenting  my  mc 
her,  which  she  at  last  c 
thought  I  was  wild, 
myself,  became  my  se( 
walks,  and  the  happii 
children's  apartment, 
the  Plainstones  at  At 
Helen  played  with  t 
making  love,  in  our  w 

••  How  the  deuce 
where  could  it  originu 
ideas  for  years  afterv 
love  for  that  girl  wen 
doubt  if  I  have  ever  b 
that  as  it  may,  hearinj 
after,  was  like  a  thui 
me — to  the  horror  of 
ment  and  almost  incre 
is  a  phenomenon  in 
eight  years  old)  which 
me  to  to  the  latest  h 
not  why,  the  recollect 
recurred  as  forcibly  a 
have  the  least  reme'ral 
ber  her  pitying  sister 
mirer  too  ?  How  very 
her  in  my  memory — h( 
eyes — her  very  dress  ! 
see  hcrtioio;  the  real 
destroy,  or  at  least  < 
lovely  Peri  which  then 
in  my  imagination,  a 
sixteen  years.  I  ax 
months 

I  think  my  mothei 
my  hearing  of  her  mai 
certainly  to  the  Pigo 
tioned  it  in  her  answ 
iquainted  with  my  ch 
the  news  on  purpose  U 
"  Next  to  the  begini 
occupied  my  reflection 
That  the  facts  are  th 
and  my  memory  yet 
whisper.  But,  the  m 
bewildered  to  assign  a 
affection. 

Lord  Holland  invi 
three  days'  dining  wo 
eating  at  all  since  ye 
Covent  Garden. 

♦  ♦  • 
*'  Saw  ♦  ♦  •  •  lookin 

different  style  of  beaui 
has  the  finest  eyes  in 
pretends  jiot  to  see,  anc 
saw,  since  Leila's  and 
of  the  light.  She  has 
— ^but  is  1  think,  m^cha 

•  •  « 

*'  I  have  been  ponde; 
ration,  that — oh  how  s 
yet  we  live  ages  in  mo 
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Han  tbftt  mo  iiMBtal  or  ponoiial  aitnmgenmt,  ftom 
onniii  or  diMflreemeBt,  eaa  tako  pUifCo  ;^'«iid  ivhen 
people  meet  Hereafter,  eren  ihovgh  many  changes 
may  have  taken  pUoe  in  the  mean  time,  stiu--«nle8a 
they  are  tired  or  each  othe^-they  are  ready  to  re- 
unite, and  do  not  blame  each  other  for  the  cironm- 
stances  that  severed  them. 


wUEk  b  tiM  M  plw  vhm  «r  MMId  fa|k». 

"I  haTO  missed  a  day;  and,  as  the  Irishman 
said,  or  Joe  Miller  says  for  him,  <  have  gained  a 
loss,*  or  bf  the  loss.  Every  thing  is  settled  for 
Holland,  and  nothing  bat  a  oough,  or  a  caprice  of 
my  feUow-traveller's,  can  stop  us.  Carriage  ordered 
—funds  preparedr-and,  probably,  a  gale  of  wind 
into  the  bargain.^  ^tn^^rto— I  believe,  with  Clym 


o'  the  Clow,  or  Robm  Hood, "  Bv  oar  Mary  (dear 
name !)  that  art  both  Mother  and  May,  I  think  it 
never  was  a  man's  lot  to  die  before  his  dieky.'  Heigh 
for  Helvoetsluys,  and  so  forth  ! 

"  To-night  I  went  with  young  Henry  Pox  to  see 
*  Nourjahad '— a  drama,  which  the  Morning  Post 
hath  laid  to  my  charge,  bat  of  which  I  cannot  even 
^ess  the  autaor.  I  wonder  what  they  will  next 
mfiict  upon  me.  They  cannot  well  sink  below  a 
melodrama;  but  that  is  better  than  a  satire,  (at 
least,  a  personal  one,)  with  which  I  stand  truly  ar- 
raigned, and  in  atonement  of  which  I  am  resolved 
to  bear  silently  all  critidsms,  abases,  and  even 
praises  for  bad  pantomimes  never  composed  by  me, 
—without  even  a  contradictory  Aspect.  I  suppose 
the  root  of  this  report  is  my  loan  to  the  manager  of 
my  Turkish  drawings  for  his  dresses,  to  which  he 
was  more  welcome  uian  to  my  name.  I  suppose  the 
real  author  will  soon  own  it,  as  it  has  succeeded ;  if 
not,  Job  be  my  model,  and  Lethe  my  beverage. 

«<•«««  i^as  received  the  portrait  safe ;  and,  hi 
answer,  the  only  remark  she  makes  upon  it  is,  *  in- 
deed it  is  like  '—and  again,  *  indeed  it  is  like.'  •  ♦  • 
With  her  the  likeness  '  covered  a  multitude  of  sins ;' 
for  I  happen  to  know  that  this  portrait  was  not  a 
flatterer,  but  dark  and  stem,— even  black  as  the 
mood  in  which  my  mind  was  scorching  last  July 
when  I  sate  for  it    All  the  others  of  me— like  most 

S>rtraits  whatsoever— are,  of  coarse,  move  agreea- 
e  than  nature. 

"Bedde  the  Ed.  Review  of  Rogers.  He  is 
ranked  highly— but  where  he  should  be.  There  is  a 
summary  view  of  us  all— Jfoor^  and  me  amonff  the 
rest ;  and  both  (tiiej^r«<  justly)  praised ;  though,  by 
implication  (justly  again)  placed  beneath  our  mem- 
orable frieno.  Mackintosh  is  the  writer,  and  also 
of  the  critic  on  the  Stael.  His  grand  essay  on 
Burke,  I  hear,  is  for  the  Aext  number.  But  I  know 
nothing  of  the  Edinburgh,  or  of  any  other  Review, 
but  from  rumor ;  and  have  long  ceased— indeed,  I 
could  not,  in  justice,  complain  of  any,  even  though 
I  were  to  rate  poetry  in  ffeneral,  and  my  rhymes  m 
particular,  more  highly  than  I  really  do.  To  with- 
draw mveelf  from  myUif  (oh  that  cursed  selfish- 
ness !)  has  ever  been  my  sole,  my  entire,  my  sincere 
motive  in  scribbling  at  all ;  and  publishing  is  also 
the  continuance  of  the  same  object,  by  the  action  it 
affords  to  the  mind,  which  else  recoiu  upon  itself. 
If  I  valued  fame,  I  should  flatter  receivea  opinions, 
which  have  gathered  strength  bv  time,  and  will  yet 
wear  longer  than  any  living  worxs  to  the  contruy. 
But,  for  the  soul  of  me,  I  cannot  and  will  not  nve 
the  lie  to  my  own  thoughts  and  doubts,  come  wnat 
may.  If  I  am  a  fool,  it  is,  at  least,  a  doubtinff 
one  ;  and  I  envy  no  one  the  certainty  of  his  self- 
approved  wisdom. 

**  All  are  inclined  to  believe  what  they  covet,  fkrom 
a  lottery-ticket  up  to  a  passport  to  Paradise;  in 
which,  »om  description,  I  see  nothing  very  tempt- 
ing. My  restlessness  tells  me  that  I  have  some- 
thing within  that  *  passeth  show.'  It  is  for  Him, 
who  made  it,  to  prolong  that  spark  of  celestial  fire 
which  illuminates,  yet  bums,  this  fhtil  tenement: 
Mit  I  tee  no  such  horror  in  a  '  dreamkss  sleep,' aad 
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1.  hsvono  conception  of  any  existence  which  dura- 
tion would  render  tiresome.  How  else  'fell  the 
angels,'  even  according  to  vour  creed !  They  were 
immortal,  heavenly,  and  nappy  as  their  apoetaie 
Abdiel  is  now  by  his  treachery.  Time  must  aecide  ,* 
and  eternity  won't  be  the  less  agreeable  or  more 
horrible  because  one  did  not  expect  it.  In  the 
mean  time»  I  am  grateftil  for  some  good,  and  tol- 
erably patient  under  certain  evils  grace  i  Dieu  et 
mon  Don  temperament. 

«  Sunday,  28th. 

«  Monday,  29th. 

••ToMdijMlh. 

Two  days  missed  in  my  log-book ;  hiatus  hand 
deflendus.^  They  were  as  little  worth  recollection 
as  the  rest,  and,  luckily,  laziness  or  society  pre 
vented  me  from  notehmg  them. 

''Sunday,  I  dined  with  Lord  Holland  in  St 
James's  Square.  Large  party — among  them  Sir  S. 
Romily  and  Lady  Ry. ;  General  Sir  Somebody 
Bentham,  a  man  of  science  and  talent,  I  am  told ; 
Horaer^-eAe  Homer,  an  Edinburgh  Reviewer,  an 
excellent  speaker  in  the  •  Honorable  House,'  very 
pleasing,  too,  and  gentlemanly  in  company,  as  far 
as  I  have  seen— Sharpe— Phillips  of  Lancashire- 
Lord  John  Russell,  and  others,  'good  men  and 
tme.'  Holland's  society  is  very  good ;  you  always 
see  some  one  or  other  in  it  worth  knowing.  Stufled 
myself  with  sturgeon,  and  exceeded  inSiampagne 
and  wine  in  ^^eneral,  but  no  confusion  of  need. 
When  I  do  dine,  I  gorge  like  an  Arab  or  a  boa 
snake,  on  fish  and  vegetables,  but  no  meat.  I  am 
always  better,  however,  on  my  tea  and  biscuit  than 
any  other  regimen,— and  even  that  sparingly. 

"  Why  does  Lady  H.  always  have  that  dammed 
screen  between  the  whole  room  and  the  fire  ?  I. 
who  bear  cold  no  better  than  an  antelope,  and  nevet 

J  ret  found  a  sun  quite  done  to  my  taste,  was  abso- 
utely  petrified,  and  could  not  even  shiver.  All  the 
rest,  too,  looked  as  if  th^  were  just  unpacked,  like 
salmon  in  an  ice-basket,  and  set  down  to  table  for 
that  day  only.  When  she  retired,  I  watched  their 
looks  as  I  oiimisscd  the  screen,  and  every  cheek 
thawed  and  every  nose  reddened  with  the  antid 
pated  glow. 

"  Saturday,  I  went  with  Harry  Fox  to  see  Nour- 
jahad ;  and,  I  believe,  convincea  him,  by  hicessant 
yawning,  that  it  was  mine.  I  wish  the  precious 
author  would  own  it  and  release  me  from  his  fame. 
The  dresses  are  pretty,  but  not  in  costume — ^Mrs. 
Home's,  all  but  the  turban,  and  the  want  of  a 
small  dagger,  (if  she  is  a  Sultana,)  jMr/%ef.  I  never 
saw  a  Turkish  woman  with  a  turban  in  my  life-^nor 
did  any  one  else.  The  Sultanas  have  a  small 
poniaru  at  the  waist.  The  dialogue  is  drowsy— the 
action  heavy— 4he  sceneiT  fine— tne  actors  tblerablft. 
I  can't  say  much  for  their  seraglio ;  Teresa,  Phan 
nio,  or  •  •  *  ♦  worth  them  all. 

"Sunday,  a  very  handsome  note  firom  Mackin- 
tosh, who  is  a  rare  instance  of  the  union  of  very 
transcendent  talent  and  great  good-nature.  To- 
day, (TuesdavO  a  very  pretty  bifiet  from  M.  la  Ba- 
ronne  de  Stael  Holstein.  She  is  pleased  to  be  mueh 
pleased  with  my  mention  of  her  and  her  last  work 
m  my  notes.  I  spoke  as  I  thought  Her  works 
are  my  delight,  and  so  is  she  herself,  for— half  an 
hour.  I  don't  like  her  politico— at  least,  her  havmo 
ehamged  them ;  had  she  been  qutUiU  a6  incmto,  it 
were  nothing.  Bat  she  is  a  woman  by  herself,  and 
has  done  more  than  all  the  rest  of  them  together, 
intelleotaally,— «he  ought  to  have  been  a  man.  She 
ficMen  me  very  prettily  in  her  note ;— bot  I  knotoit. 
The  reason  that  adulation  is  not  displeasing  is,  that, 
though  untrue,  it  shows  one  to  be  of  consequence 
enough,  in  one  way  or  other,  to  induce  people  to 
lie,  to  make  us  their  friend : — that  is  their  concern. 

"  *  *  is,  I  hear,  thriving  on  the  repute  of  a  moi 
(which  was  mim  at  Mackintosh's  dinner  sono  tuM 
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back)   on  Ward,  who  was  asking    *how  much  it 
would  take  to  re-whig  him  ? '     I  answered    that, 

Krobably,  he  ♦  must  first,  before  he  was  re-iohigged, 
e  TG-warded.*  This  foolish  quibble,  before  the  Stael 
and  Mackintosh  and  a  number  of  conversationers, 
has  been  mouthed  about,  and  at  last  settled  on  the 
head  of  •  ♦,  where  long  may  it  remain  ! 

**  George*  is  returned  from  afloat  to  get  a  new 
ship.  He  looks  thin,  but  better  than  I  expected.  I 
like  George  much  more  than  most  people  like  their 
heirs.  He  is  a  fine  fellow,  and  every  inch  a  sailor. 
I  would  do  any  thing,  but  apoittatizey  to  get  him  on 
in  his  profession. 

••Lewis  called.  It  is  a  good  and  good-humored 
man,  but  pestilently  prolix,  and  paradoxical,  and 
personal.  If  he  woultl  but  talk  half,  and  reduce  his 
visits  to  an  hour  ho  would  add  to  his  popularity. 
As  an  author,  he  is  very  good,  and  his  vanity  "is 
ouverie,  hke  Erskine's,  and  yet  not  offending. 

*;  Yesterday,  a  very  pretty  letter  from  Aunabella.f 
which  1  answered.  What  an  odd  situation  and 
friendship  is  ours !  without  one  spark  of  love  on 
either  side,  and  produced  by  circumstances  which 
in  general  lead  to  coldness  on  one  side,  and  aversion 
on  the  other.  She  is  a  very  superior  woman,  and 
very  little  spoiled,  which  is  strange  in  an  heiress— a 
girl  of  tweuty— a  peeress  that  is  to  be,  in  her  own 
right— -an  only  child,  and  a  aavarUef  who  has  al- 
ways had  her  own  way.  She  is  a  poetess— a  mathe- 
matxcian— a  metaphysician;  and  yet,  withal,  very 
kind,  generous,  and  gentle,  with  very  little  preten- 
sion. Any  other  head  would  be  turned  with  half 
her  acquisitions,  and  a  tenth  of  her  adyantages. 

"  WediWMbj,  Doceraber  1,  1813. 

**  To-day  responded  to  La  Baronne  de  StaOl  Hoi- 
stein,  and  sent  to  Leigh  Hunt  (an  acquisition  to  my 
acquaintance— throut^h  Moore— of  last  summer)  a 
copy  of  the  two  Turkish  tales.     Hunt  is  an  extra- 
ordinary character  and  not  exactly  of  the  present 
age.     He  reminds  me  more  of  the  Pvm  and  Hamp- 
ien   times— much   talent,   great    independence    of 
ipirit,  and  an  austere,  yet  aot  repulsive,  aspect.    If 
he  goes  on  qiialis  ab  incepto,  I  know  few  men  who 
will  deserve  more  praise  or  obtain  it.     I  must  go  and 
•ee  him  again ;  the  rapid  succession  of  adventure 
■ince  last  summer,  added  to  some  serious  uneasiness 
and  business,  have  interrupted  our  acquaintance; 
but  he  u  a  man  worth  knowing;  and  though,  for 
His  own  sake,  I  wish  him  out  of  prison,  I  like  to 
study  character  in  such  situations.     He  has  been 
unshaken,  and  will  continue  so.     I  don't  think  him 
deeply  versed  in  life;— he  is  the  bigot  of  virtue, 
(not    religion,)  and  enamored  of    the    beauty  of 
that  empty  name,  as  the  last  breath  of  Brutus  pro- 
nounced, and  everv  day  proves  it.     He  is,  perhaps, 
a  htUe  opinionated,  as  all  men  who  are  the  centre  oi 
ctrclea,  wide  or  narrow— the  Sir  Oracles,  in  whose 
name  two  or  three  are  gathered  togcthe^-raust  be, 
and  as  even  Johnson  was ;  but,  withal,  a  valuable 
man,   and  less  vain    than    success  and  even  the 
consciousness  of  preferring  *  the  right  to  the  expe- 
dient' might  excuse. 

lur'^.'^'iY^^^^-J^ff®  "  *  P*'*y  of  P^'n>l«  at  the 
*bluc'  Miss  •  ♦  ♦-9.  Shall  I  go?  uni!  I  don't 
much  afleot  your  blue-bottles ;  but  one  ought  to  be 
civil.  Thers  will  be,  •  I  guess  now,"  (as  the  Amer- 
icans say.)  the  Sta^jls  and  Mackintoshes— good— 
the  ♦  •  •  6  and  •  •  ♦»— not  so  good-the  ♦  •  •  s, 
&c.,  &c.— good  for  nothing.  Perhaps  that  bluo- 
wmgcd-Kashmirian  butterfly  of  book-leamintf. 
Lady  •  ♦  •  ♦,  will  be  there,  t  hope  so ;  it  is  a  pleas- 
ure to  look  upon  that  most  beautiful  of  faces. 

•>^rote  to  Hodgson;   he  has  been  telling  that 
^ '?  ^  am  sure,  at  least,  /  did  not  mention  k. 


and  I  wish  he  had  n 

obliged  myself  ten  t 

I  did  him ;  and  thei 

'•Baldwin  is  bori 

Bench  petition.    Ij 

and  Stanhope  and  1 

and  mouthed  it  vali 

little  abuse  for  our 

the  vein'   for  this 

here,  she  would  hav 

woman,  who,  amid  a 

a  man  to  usefulness 

she  had  been  my  tut 

*•  Baldwin  is  very  ii 

can't  get  out,  I  can't 

I  am  as  bad  as  that  do 

over  *  a  dead  ass  to  re 

— hypocrite — slave — 

Here  I  cannot  stin 

the  sake  of  these  uul 

half  a  smile  of  ♦  ♦,  l 

(and  urge  it  she  in! 

ways  pressed  me  on 

larly  m  the  cause  of 

me  an  advocate,  if  nc 

foucault  for  being  al^ 

virtue, — or,  at  least,  i 

••  George  Byron  ha 

will  be  an  admiral,  a 

the  bargain.     If  he  ' 

gage  never  to  marry, 
eirship.     He  would 
nephews  better  than  i 
**  I  shall  soon  be  s 
1814.)    Is  there  anv 
possibly  console  us  fo] 

oil  Prima  Tff 
Oh  Giovcntu 


•  Hm  coiisin,  lAenmrJ  Lonl  Byron. 

t  MJM  AliJUiBkc,  afterward  La<;y  Bvron. 

X  Tw<,orll.r«wori.  are  here  «:rafc»«d  out  io  ihe  man«c,ipt,  b«  the 


"  Dallas's  nophew  (j 
General)  is  arrived  in 
that  my  rhymes  are 
States.  These  are  th< 
sounded  like /awtf  to 
banks  of  the  *Ohio ! 
derived,  of  this  kind,  ^ 
the  actor's  life,  from 
the  reading-room  of  > 
perused  English  Bardi 
be  popular  in  a  rising 
posthumous  feel,  very  < 
eclat  and  fete-ing,  bu 
mcnts  of  the  well-dret 
say  that,  during  my  re 
regretted  nothing  but 
stead  of  a  fortnight,  i 
sign. 

••Last  night  1 8uppe< 
though  I  neither  excee 
been  half  dead  ever  sii 
destroyed  by  long  ab 
probably  follow.  Let  i 
The  •  leap  in  the  dark' 
The  Duke  of  ♦  • 
forty  times  that,  exee; 
specified  acquaintances 
is  a  good,  noble,  ducal 
think  so  at  a  distance,  i 
••Gait  called.— Mem. 
to  Raymond  in  favor  c 
low  travellers,  and,  wi 
has  much  strong  sensi 
and  is,  as  far  as  I  have 
sophical  fellow.  I  sho 
the  report  of  the  Turki 
soon  after  it  happene< 
Lewis,  and  Moore,  and  J 
,  have  seen  it.  Murray 
Ihad  been  wiknown,  and 
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imire  him  ;  but  t  won^t 
uld  I  f  I  nmd  Aerag aia 
iO  affectatjoD  m  Cbii.  t 
in  lutej  in  a  hook  1 
ip  again  i  iiad  tta  book 
is  one,  eten  o*w  rendar^ 

t' 

nng  npit  sprine-  Kia 
y  aciccijssful.  Sloore 
>j  I  dati*t  knew  why, 
to  htm,  iiTid  Buch  stud'; 
slf  hj  intftmctiag  aud 

aalinffham— nB^w  Lord 
itidi  Sir  J,  and  Litdy 
Lamb}  with,  I  know 
r,  one— a  clever  laan,) 
ttle  Heniy  Foi.  a  fine 
lad  and  maTiaer, — he 
d  time  to  talk  to  him. 
Im  tkAD  all  the  savanM. 

cer  a»kfld  him  why  the 
of  AbydoB }  It  is  a 
ig  uuanswerahle.  Sh$ 
be  one }  Imt  for»  &ft., 

inf  oat  the  h^l ;  but 

0  ao  Any  good.  I  wap 
ashamed  of  not  bflins 

*  • 

led  a  little  mettled  at 
not  what*  We  were 
hen  Lord  H.  hroui^ht 
of  some  composition 
n  CathoHo  churche*, 
'  Hcire  is  some  tnemie 
1— 'Carry  it  to  Lord 

ag  no  broths  near  the 
mc,  nor  wish  to  have 
c  done — am  at  per/««t 
ternity -^or,  at  leaat^ 
caliy^  but  pfr$imoii^. 
infinite  j^what  docs 
hind  in  a  rao^  where 
r  of  Fame  ui  like  that 
—our  altar^  the  tops 
equally  content  with 
Lnything;  and  those 
lane  Of  Chimboraao, 
ition. 

thus;  for  I  have  just 
e  ignorant  whether  it 
haye  hither ta  heard 
d  no  one  tjin  dt}WH- 
*pt  IB  print.  It  can't 
t  stambled  over  the 
ay  very  title.  But  I 
•  *,  and  my  head  of 

1  t«nj^f)  and  wrote  on 

^hcn  I  am  tired— as 
{ind  dDwu  goes  every 
r ; — and  Ood  knows 
;ain*  If  I  am  sincere 
^B  more  to  one^s  »elf 
age  should  confHite, 
edeoessor. 

^in  Baldwin  the  petl- 
or  nerves  to  preKeot 
Lowii's  has  spoiled 
ipj,  I  have  no  mote 
r.  Would  I  were  an 
n — or  an  J  thing  that 
r  of> 

e  h  dying;,  and  W, 
terminations*  I  dliae 
i  l*(mcU  is  not  dined 
by  the  posthumou 
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•picure«,  before  that  day.  I  wisli  he  may  recover- 
not  for  our  dinner's  sake,  but  to  disappoint  the  un- 
dertaker, and  the  rascally  reptiles  that  may  well 
wait,  since  they  triV/  dine  at  last. 

••  Gcll  called — he  of  Troy — after  I  was  out.  Mem. 
—to  return  his  visit.  But  my  Mems.  are  the  very 
landmarks  of  forgetfulness  : — something  likealight- 
houKe,  with  a  ship  wrecked  under  the  nose  of  its 
lantern.  I  never  look  at  a  Mem.  without  seeing  that 
I  have  remembered  to  forget.  Mem. — I  have  for- 
gotten to  pay  Pitt's  taxes,  and  suppose  I  shall  be 
surcharged.  •  An'  I  do  not  turn  rebel  when  thou  art 
king  '— oons  !  I  believe  my  very  biscuit  is  leavened 
with  that  impostor's  imposts. 

'*  Ly.  M".  returns  from  Jersey's  to-morrow; — I 
must  call.  A  Mr.  Thomson  has  sent  a  song,  which 
I  must  applaud.  I  hate  annoying  them  with  cen- 
Bure  or  silence,  and  yet  I  hate  lettering. 

"  Saw  Lord  Glenber^ie  and  his  prospectus,  at 
Murray's,  of  a  new  Treatise  on  Timber.  Now  hero 
is  a  man  more  useful  than  all  the  historians  and 
rhymers  ever  planted.  For,  by  preserving  our 
woods  and  forests,  he  furnishes  materials  for  all  the 
history  of  Britain  worth  reading,  and  all  the  odes 
worth  nothing. 

•*  Redde  a  good  deal,  but  desultorilv.  My  head 
is  crammed  with  the  most  useless  lumber.  It  is 
odd  that  when  I  do  read,  I  can  only  bear  the  chicken 
broth  of — amj  thing  but  novels.  It  is  many  a  year 
since  I  have  looked  into  one,  (thotigh  they  are  some- 
times ordered,  by  way  of  experiment,  but  never 
taken,)  till  I  looked  yesterday  at  the  worst  parts  of 
the  Monk.  These  descriptions  ought  to  have  been 
written  by  Titx'rias  at  Caprea — they  are  forced — 
the  philtred  ideas  of  a  jaded  voluptuary.  It  is  to 
me  mconceivable  how  they  could  have  been  com- 
posed by  a  man  of  only  twenty — his  age  when  he 
wrote  them.  They  have  no  nature — all  the  sour 
cream  of  cantharides.  I  should  have  suspected 
Buffon  of  writing  them  on  the  death-bed  of  his  de- 
testable dotage.  I  had  never  redde  this  edition,  and 
merely  looked  at  them  from  curiosity  and  recollec- 
tion of  the  noise  thev  made,  and  the  name  they 
have  left  to  Lewis,  but  they  could  do  no  harm 
except  •  ♦  ♦. 

*•  Called  this  evening  on  my  agent — my  business 
as  usual.  Our  strange  adventures  are  the  only  in- 
heriUnces  of  our  family  that  have  not  diminished. 
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**  I  shall  now  smoke  two  cigars,  and  get  me  to 
bed.  The  cigars  don't  keep  well  here.  They  get 
as  old  as  a  donna  di  qttaranti  anni  in  the  sun  of 
Africa.  The  Havana  are  the  best ; — ^but  neither  are 
so  pleasant  as  a  hooka  or  chibouque.  "The  Turkish 
tobacco  is  mild,  and  their  horses  entire — two  things 
as  they  should  be.  I  am  so  far  obliged  to  this  jour- 
nal, that  it  preserves  me  from  verse, — at  least  from 
keeping  it.  I  have  iust  thrown  a  poem  into  the 
fire  (which  it  has  relighted  to  my  great  comfort), 
and  have  smoked  out  of  my  head  the  plan  of  an- 
other. I  wish  I  could  as  eas'ilv  get  rid  of  thinking, 
or,  at  least,  the  confusion  of  tliought. 

"  Taewliiy,  Dee.  7. 

••Went  to  bed,  and  slept  dreamlessly,  but  not 
refreshingly.  Awoke  and  up  an  hour  before  being 
called ;  but  dawdled  three  hours  in  dressing.  When 
one  subtracts  from  life  infancy  (which  is  vegetation) 
— sleep,  eating,  and  swilling — buttoning  and  unbut- 
toning— how  much  remains  of  downright  existence? 
The  summer  of  a  dormouse.         •         •        ♦         • 

**  Redde  the  papers  and  tea-ed,  and  soda-watered, 
and  found  out  that  the  fire  was  badly  lighted.  Ld. 
Glenbervie  wants  me  to  go  to  Brighton— um  ! 

"This  morning  a  very  pretty  billet  from  the  Start 
about  meeting  her  at  Ld.  H.'s  to-morrow.  She  has 
written,  1  dare  sav,  twenty  such  this  morning  to 
different  people,  all  equally  flattering  to  each.  So 
much  the  better  for  her  and  those  who  believe  all 
•he  wishes  them,  or  they  wish  to  believe.  She  has 
been  pleased  to  be  pleased  with  my  slight  eulogy  in| 


the  note  annexed  to 
counted  for  in  severa 
all,  or  any  praise;  c 
because  I  have  nevei 
Scrub  says,  those  wh 
larly  praised,  by  regi 
and  are  glad  when  i 
say  a  civil  thing  ;  an 
natured  creature,  wh 
and,  perhaps,  the  on 

**  A  knock — knoc! 
called.  He  savs  Dut 
land)  is  second-hand 
like  women  every  w 
should  like  to  see  t 
can't  be  expected. 

*•  Went  out — cam 
other — and  *  all  is  vj 
so  say  I,  as  part  of  ] 
vanity — whose  prais 
Inchbald's,  and  that 
because  her  •  Simple 
are,  to  me,  trtte  to  t 
her  short  note  to  R 
lighted  me  more  thai 
burgh  Review.  I  1 
happened  to  be  in  j' 
and  Scotch  Reviewer 
could  have  had  a  spi 
in  Africa^  and  an  e] 
e.  in  the  Morning  P 
certainly  have  displa 
the  Newtonian  systei 

"  I  am  enntnje  be 
yawning  verb,  which 
I  don't  find  that  soc 
I  am  too  lazy  to  shoe 
Augusta,  and  perhaj 
thing  for  George,  on 
for  me  ;  but  I  won't  1 
"  I  have  had  the  1 
do  think  that  man 
hearted  being  I  evei 
talents  are  equal  to  h 
•'  Dined  on  Wednc 
fords,  StaPls,  Cowpe 
Mackintoshes,  &c.,  i 
the  Marquis  and  Ma 
expected  event.  M 
(their  or  his  brothcr-i 
proper,  I  suppose,  bn 
to  happen  at  all,  I  W( 
She  is  handsome,  an< 
and  her  manners  are  ^ 
The  StaC'l  was  at 
less  loquacious  than 
good  friends;  thoug] 
whether  I  had  really  s 
well  have  asked  that 
*  c'est  un  demon.'  T: 
ture,  for  she  could  nc 
she  wants  me  to  dine 
**  Murray  prospers, 
part,  I  adhere  (in  liki 
wonder  that  I  wrote  o 
'•Saw  Lord  Gower 
Took  leave  of  Lord  ( 
and  Germany.  He  t 
him  a  parcel  of  *  Ha] 
the  readers  of  Berlin, 
and  have  taken  a  cap: 
been  German  all  thia 
oriental  f         •  '      • 

*'  Lent  Tiemey  my 
ceived  a  new  comedy 
hers.  I  must  read  it, 
the  author.  I  hate  a 
a  comedy  I  take  to  be 
sitions,  more  so  than  ' 
Gait  says  there  i 
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Int  part  of  ««h»  Brid«'  and  some  stoiy  of  bis^ 
irhetner  published  or  not,  I  know  not,  never  baying 
ieen  it.  He  is  almost  the  last  person  on  whom  any 
»ne  would  eommit  literary  larceny,  and  I  am  not 
conscious  of  any  writing  thefts  on  any  of  the  genus. 
\8  to  originality,  all  pretensions  are  ludicrous,—' 
'  there  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun.' 

"  Went  last  night  to  the  place.  •  ♦  ♦  ♦ 
[nvited  out  to  a  party,  but  did  not  go ; — bright.  Re- 
fused to  go  to  Lady  *  *'&  on  Monday ;— right  again. 
[f  I  must  fritter  away  my  life,  I  would  rather  do  it 
ilone.  I  was  much  tempted; — C  •  *  looked  so 
Turkish  with  her  red  turban,  and  her  regular  dark 
»nd  clear  features.  Not  that  the  and  /  eyer  were, 
or  could  be,  any  thing ;  but  I  loye  any  aspect  that 
reminds  me  of  the  *  children  of  the  sun.* 

**  To  dine  to-day  with  Rogers  and  Bharpe,  for 
which  I  haye  some  appetite,  not  haying  tasted  food 
tor  the  preceding  forty-eight  hours.  Iwish  I  could 
leaye  on  eating  altogether. 

«8il»ida7,0ao.ll. 
••Sondaj,  Deall 

"  By  Gait's  answer,  I  find  it  is  some  story  in  real 
lifi,  and  not  any  work  with  which  my  late  composi- 
tion coincides.  It  is  still  more  singular,  for  mine  is 
drawn  from  exiitence  also. 

**  I  haye  sent  an  excuse  to  M.  de  StaeL  I  do  not 
feel  sociable  enough  for  dinner  to-day ;  and  I  will 
not  go  to  Sheridan's  on  Wednesday.  Not  that  I  do 
not  admire  and  prefer  his  unequalled  conyersation ; 
but— that  *  but  •  must  only  bo  intelligible  to  thoughts 
I  cannot  write.  Sheridan  was  in  good  talk  at  Rog- 
ers's the  other  night,  but  I  only  stayed  till  nine. 
All  the  world  are  to  be  at  the  Stall's  to-night,  and 
I  am  not  sorry  to  escape  any  part  of  it.  I  only  go 
out  to  get  me  a  fresh  appetite  for  being  alone. 
Went  out— did  not  go  to  the  Stael's,  but  to  Ld. 
Holland's.  Party  numerous— conyersation  general. 
Stayed  late— maoe  a  blunder — got  oyer  it — came 
home  and  went  to  bed,  not  baring  eaten.  Rather 
empty,  Xmtjreeeo,  which  is  the  great  point  with  me. 

••  Monday,  Dec  18. 1S13. 

"  Called  at  three  places— read,  and  got  ready  to 
leaye  town  to-morrow.  Murray  has  had  a  letter 
from  his  brother  Bibliopole  of  fSdinburgh,  who  says 
*  he  is  lucky  in  haying  such  a.  poet ' — something  as 
if  one  was  a  pack-horse,  or  '  ass,  or  any  thin^  that 
is  his : '  or,  like  Mrs.  Pack  wood,  who  replied  to 
some  inquiry  after  the  Odes  on  Razors,  *  Ijaw,  sir, 
we  keeps  a  Poet.'  The  same  illustrious  Edinburgh 
bookseller  once  sent  an  order  for  books,  poesy,  and 
cookery,  with  this  agreeable  postscript—'  The  Har- 
old and  Cookery  are  much  wanted.'  Such  is  fame, 
and,  after  all,  quite  as  good  as  any  other  '  life  in 
other's  breath.'  'Tis  much  the  same  to  diride  pur 
chasers  with  Hannah  Glasse  or  Hannah  More. 

"  Some  editor  of  some  Magazine  has  announced 
to  Murray  his  intention  of  abusing  the  thing  *  with- 
TtU  reading  it*  So  much  the  better ;  if  he  redde  it 
first,  he  would  abuse  it  more. 

*'  Allen  (Lord  Holland's  Allen — ^the  best  informed 
and  one  of  the  ablest  men  I  know — a  perfect  Mag- 
liabecchi— a  devonrcr,  a  Helluo  of  books,  and  an 
observer  of  men)  has  lent  me  a  quantity  of  Bums's 
unpublished,  and  neyor-to-be-published,  letters. 
They  are  full  of  oaths  and  obscene  songs.  What 
an  antithetical  mind !— tenderness,  rou^hness^-del- 
Lcacy,  coarseness — sentiment,  sensuahty — soaring 
and  grovelling,  dirt  and  deity — ^all  mixed  up  in  that 
one  compound  of  inspired  clay ! 

*'  It  seems  strange ;  a  true  voluptuary  will  never 
abandon  his  mind  to  the  grossness  of  reality.  It  is 
by  exalting  the  earthly,  the  material,  the  physique 
of  our  pleasures,  by  veiling  these  ideas,  by  forget- 
ting them  altogether,  or,  at  least,  never  naming 
them  hardly  to  one's  self,  that  we  alone  can  prevent 
them  from  disgusting. 


"Dee.  14,11,  It. 

«  Much  done,  but  nothing  t  ^  record.  It  is  qiuta 
enough  to  set  down  my  thoughta ;  my  actions  will 
rarely  bear  retrospection. 

"Dee.  17, 18. 

"  Lord  Holland  told  me  a  curious  piece  of  senti- 
mentality in  Sheridan.  The  other  night  we  wert 
all  delivering  our  respective  and  various  opinions 
on  him  and  other  Aommsss  margtuuUt  and  mine  was 
this.  *  Whatever  Sheridan  has  done  or  chosen  to 
do,  has  been,  par  excellence^  always  the  le$t  of  its 
kind.  He  has  written  the  hett  comedy,  (School  foi 
Scandal,)  the  best  drama,  (in  my  mind,  far  before 
that  St.  Giles's  lampoon,  the  Beffgar's  Opera,)  thf 
best  farce,  (tlie  Cntio — ^it  is  only  too  good  for  a 
farce,)  and  the  best  address,  (Monologue  on  Gar 
rick,)  and,  to  crown  all,  delivered  the  very  best 
oration  (the  famous  Begum  Speech)  ever  conceived 
or  heard  in  this  country.'  Somebody  told  S.  this 
the  next  day,  and  on  hearing  it,  he  burst  into  tears ! 

"  Poor  Brinsley !  if  thev  were  tears  of  pleasure,  I 
would  rather  have  said  these  few,  but  most  sincere 
words,  than  have  written  the  Iliad,  or  made  his  own 
celebrated  Philippic.  Nay,  his  own  comedy  never 
gratified  me  more  than  to  near  that  he  had  derived 
a  moment's  gratification  from  any  praise  of  mine, 
humble  as  it  must  appear  to  my  elders  and  my  bet- 
ters. 

Went  to  my  box  at  Covent  Garden  to-night; 
and  my  delicacy  felt  a  little  shocked  at  seeing 
S  ♦  *  ♦'s  mistress  (who,  to  my  certain  knowledge, 
was  actually  educated,  firom  her  birth,  for  her  pro- 
fession) sittiuB  with  her  mother,  *  a  three-piled 
b— — d,  b— cf-Maior  to  the  army,'  in  a  private 
box  opposite.  I  fcit  rather  indignant ;  but,  casting 
my  eyes  round  the  house,  in  the  next  box  to  me, 
and  the  next,  apd  the  next,  were  the  most  dis^- 

fished  old  ana  youn^  Babylonians  of  quality ;— so 
burst  out  a  laughing.    It  was  really  odd ;  Lady 

♦  •  divorced — Lady  ♦  •  and  her  daughter,  Lady  •  ♦, 
both  divorceahle-^^yin,  ^  *,  in  the  next,  the  like, 
and  still  nearer  e  •  «  •  «  « !  What  an  assemblage 
to  mtf,  who  know  all  their  histories.  It  was  as  if 
the  house  had  been  dirided  between  your  public  and 
your  underetood  courtesans;  but  the  intriguantes 
much  outnumbered  the  regular  mercenaries.  On 
the  other  side  were  only  Pauline  and  her  mother, 
and,  next  box  to  her,  three  of  inferior  note.  Now, 
where  lay  the  difierence  between  her  and  mamma, 
and  Lady  *  *  and  daughter  ?  except  that  the  two 
last  may  enter  Carleton  and  any  other  houte,  and 
the  two  first  are  limited  to  the  opera  and  b 
house.  How  I  do  delight  in  observing  life  as  it 
really  is  1  and  myself,  after  all,  the  worst  of  any. 
But,  no  matter,  I  must  avoid  egotism,  which,  just 
now,  would  be  no  vanity.  , 

"  I  have  lately  written  a  wild,  rambling,  unfin- 
ished rhapsody,  called  <The  Devil's  Drive,'!  th» 
notion  of  which  I  took  from  Person's  *  Devil's 
Walk.' 

**  Redde  some  Italian,  and  wrote  two  sonnets  on 

*  *  *.t  I  never  wrote  but  one  sonnet  before,  and 
that  was  not  in  earnest,  and  many  years  ago,  as  an 
exercise— and  I  will  never  write  another.  They  are 
the  most  puling,  petrifying,  stupidly  platonic  com- 
positions. I  detest  the  Petrarcn  so  much,  that  I 
would  not  be  the  man  even  to  have  obtained  his 
Laura,  which  the  metaphysical,  whining  dotard 
never  could 


"  To-morrow  I  leave  town  for  a  few  days.  I  saw 
Lewis  to-day,  who  has  just  returned  from  Oatlands^ 
where  he  has  been  squabbling  with  Mad.  de  Stae 
about  himself,  plarissa  Harlowe,  Mackintosh,  and 


t  See  Potow,  p.  9BI. 
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I.  My  homaec  has  never  been  paid  in  that  onar- 
.._,  or  we  would  have  ajn'eed  still  worse.  I  don't 
talk — I  can't  flatter,  and  won't  listen,  except  to  a 
pretty  or  a  foolish  woman.  She  bored  Lewis  with 
praises  of  himself  till  he  sickened — found  out  that 
Clarissa  was  perfection,  and  Mackintosh  the  first 
man  in  England.  There  I  agree,  at  least,  one  of 
the  first— but  Lewis  did  not.  As  to  Clarissa,  I 
leave  to  those  who  can  read  it  to  judge  and  dispute. 
I  could  not  do  the  one,  and  am,  consequentlv,  nt)t 
qualified  for  the  other.  She  told  Lewis  wisely,  he 
being  my  friend,  that  I  was  affected,  in  the  first 
place ;  and  that,  in  the  next  place,  I  committed  the 
neiuous  offence  of  sitting  at  dinner  with  my  eyes 
■hut,  or  half  shut.  •  ♦  ♦  I  wonder  if  I  really 
huvo  this  trick.  I  must  cure  myself  of  it,  if  true. 
One  insensibly  acquires  awkward  habits,  which 
should  be  broken  in  time.  If  this  is  one,  I  wish  I 
had  been  told  of  it  before.  It  would  not  so  much 
signify  if  one  was  always  to  be  checkmated  by  a 
plain  woman,  but  one  may  as  well  see  some  of  one's 
neighbors,  as  well  as  the  plate  upon  the  table. 

*'  I  should  like,  of  all  things,  to  have  heard  the 
Amabscan  eclogue  between  her  and  Lewis, — both 
Obbtinate,  clever,  odd,  garrulous,  and  shrill.  In 
fact,  one  could  have  heard  nothing  else.  But  they 
fell  out,  alas ! — and  now  they  will  never  quarrel 
again.  Could  not  one  reconcile  them  for  the 
*  nonce  ? '  Poor  Corinne,— «he  will  find  that  some 
of  her  fine  sayings  won't  suit  our  fine  ladies  and 
gentlemen. 

"I  am  getting  rather  into  admiration  of  *  •,  the 
youngest  sister  of  ♦  ♦.  A  wife  would  be  my  salva- 
tion. I  am  sure  the  wives  of  my  acquaintances 
have  hitherto  done  me  little  good.  •  ♦  is  beautiful, 
but  very  younc,  and,  I  think,  a  fool.  But  I  have 
not  seen  enough  to  judge ;  besides,  I  hate  an  esprit 
in  petticoats.  That  she  won't  love  me  ia  very  pro- 
bable, nor  shall  I  love  her.  But  on  my  system,  and 
the  modern  system  in  general,  that  don't  signify. 
The  business  (if  it  came  to  business)  would  proba- 
bly be  arranged  between  papa  and  me.  She  would 
have  her  own  way;  I  am  good-humored  to  women, 
and  docile ;  and,  if  I  did  not  fall  in  love  with  her, 
which  I  should  try  to  prevent,  we  should  be  a  very 
comfortable  couple.  As  to  conduct,  that  she  must 
look  to.  ♦  •  •  •  •  But  t/  I  love,  I  shall  be  jeal- 
ous ;  —  and  for  that  reason  I  will  not  be  in  love. 
Though,  after  all,  I  doubt  my  temper,  and  fear  I 
should  not  be  so  patient  as  becomes  the  biens^ance 
of  a  married  man  m  my  station.  •  •  •  ♦  ♦  Divorce 
ruins  the  poor  femme^  and  damages  are  a  paltry 
compensation.  I  do  fear  my  temper  would  lead  me 
into  some  of  our  oriental  tricks  of  vengeance,  or, 
at  any  rate,  into  a  summary  appeal  to  the  court  of 
twelve  piices.  So  '  I'll  none  on  't,'  but  e'en  remain 
single  and  solitary ;— though  I  should  like  to  have 
somebody,  now  and  then,  to  yawn  with  one. 

'•  Warcl,  and,  after  him.  •  ♦,  has  stolen  one  of  my 
bufTooncries  about  Mde.  ae  Stall's  Metaphvsics  and 
the  Fog,  and  passed  it,  by  speech  and  letter,  as 
their  own.  As  Gibbet  says,  *  thov  are  the  most  of 
a  gentleman  of  any  on  the  road.'  VV.  is  in  sad 
enmity  with  the  whigs  about  thLs  review  of  Fox,  (if 
he  did  review  him;)-— all  the  epigrammatists  and 
essavista  are  at  him.  I  hate  odds^  and  wish  he  may 
beat  them.  As  for  me,  by  the  blessing  of  inditfer- 
cnce,  I  have  simplified  my  politics  into  an  utter 
detestation  of  all  existing  governments ;  and,  as  it 
is  the  shortest  and  most  agreeable  and  summary 
feeling  imaginable,  the  first  moment  of  a  universal 
republic  would  convert  me  into  an  advocate  for  sin- 
gle and  uncontradicted  despotism.  The  fact  is, 
riches  are  power,  and  poverty  is  slavery,  all  over 
the  earth,  and  one  sort  of  establishment  is  no  bet- 
ter, nor  worse,  for  a  people  than  another.  I  shall 
sdhere  to  my  party,  because  it  would  not  be  honor- 
able to  act  otherwise ;  but,  as  to  opimmis^  I  don't 
think  politics  worth  an  opinion.  Conduct  is  another 
thing : — if  you  begin  with  a  party,  go  on  with  them. 
I  have  no  consistency,  except  in  politics,  and  that 


probably  arises  from 
altogether. 

"  Better  than  a  mc 
most  of  it  out  of  Lo: 
one  and  a  pleasant,  i 
my  return,  I  find  al 
and  town  in  an  upr 
lication  of  two  sta 
weeping  at  Regency' 
They  are  daily  at  it  s 
all  of  it  hearty.  1 
House  upon  it — ^be  it 

"  Got  up— read  th( 
battle  of  Bonaparte, 
house,  and  a  paragra 
grce,  and  vituperativ 

"Ilobhouse  is  ret 
best  friend,  the  most 
sterling  talents  ex  tar 

"  *  The  Corsair '  ha 
lished,  &c.,  since  I  Is 
tell  me  it  has  grcal 
amore,  and  much  frc 
ficd  with  its  progress 
so  with  the  perusal,  I 


Been  to  Hansoi 
and  had  a  note  from 
is  said  that  I  am  *  m 
if  I  really  am  or  not 
'  that  perilous  stuff"  i 
and  it  is  better  they 
suit  of  these  attacks 
ay,  av,  always  but,  to 
"  tiobhouse  has  tc 
of  Napoleon,  all  goc 
the  most  entertainii 
fellow  to  boot. 

Redde  a  little— w 
alone,  which,  Locke  s 
solitary,  be  not  idle  !*■ 
some ;  but  I  can't  sec 
tude.  The  more  I  se 
If  I  could  but  say  si 
well.  Why  can't  I  i 
my  passions  have  hi 
affections  more  than 
yet — ^and  yet — always 
you  are  a  fishmongi 
•  They  fool  mc  to  the 

"  Began  a  letter, 
Redde— but  to  little 
house,  as  I  promised 
loss  is  mine.    Smoket 

*'  Napoleon  ! — this 
seems  against  him ;  I 
win — at  least,  beat  ba 
have  we  to  prescribe  i 
a  republic!  *Brutui 
abounds  in  continents 
nary  man ;  all  in  favo 
but  against  his  bonJ 
should  he,  who  knowj 
despise  and  abhor  the 

"The  greater  the  ( 
evil  is  distributed,  ar 
vision  among  so  man] 

•'More  notes  from 
and  'so  they  shall  rei 
but  reallv  her  societv  i 
that  buries  one  in  glit 
sophistry. 

*  Shall  I  go  to  Mac: 
I  did  not  go  to  Marq 
Berry's,  though  both  a 
—but  I  don't  know — 1 
for  parties ;  at  least,  i 

"1  wonder  how  the 
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neli  a  world;  fbr  what  punpofle  dsndiei,  for  in- 
•tance,  were  ordained— imd  kin^s*-and  fellows  of 
colleges— and  women  of  *  a  certain  ase  '—and  many 
nen  of  any  age— and  myself,  most  of  aU ! 


'  Dlvum  priMO«»  MiM  Ab  bMdhOf 

Nil  IdMI,  mi  pMipat^  ■(  Inflmi 

Da  fMMi,  Mb  dio  UMMri^ 

■  OhL 


**  Is  there  any  thing  beyond  ?— 10AO  knows  ?  He 
that  can't  tell.  Who  tells  thsct  theie  itt  He  who 
don't  know.  And  when  shall  he  know  ?  perhapsi 
irhen  he  don't  expect,  and,  genendly,  when  he  don't 
wish  it.  In  this  last  reneot,  however,  all  are  not 
alike:  it  depends  a  gooa  deal  upon  education,— 
something  upon  nerves  and  habits— bat  most  upon 
digastioo. 

**  Jnst  retamed  from  seefaig  Eean  in  Richard.  By 
Jove,  he  is  a  soul!  Life— stature— truth— without 
exaggeration  or  diminution.  Kemble's  Hamlet  is 
periect !— but  Hamlet  is  not  Nature.  Richard  is  a 
man ;  and  Kean  is  Richard.  Now  to  my  own  con- 
cerns. 

"  Went  to  Waite's.  Teeth  all  right  and  white ; 
but  he  says  that  I  grind  them  in  my  sleep  and  chip 
the  edges.  That  same  sleep  is  no  friend  of  mine, 
though  I  court  him  sometimes  for  half  the  twenty- 
ibiir. 

"FefaniuySO. 

"  Got  up  and  tore  ont  two  leaves  of  this  Journal 
— I  don't  know  whv.  Hodgson  just  called  and 
gone.  He  has  much  bonhommU  with  his  other 
good  qualities,  and  more  talent  than  he  has  yet 
had  credit  for  beyond  his  circle. 

"An  invitation  to  dine  at  Holland  House  to  meet 
Keen.  He  is  worth  meeting;  and  I  hope,  by  get- 
ting into  good  societr,  he  will  be  prevented  from 
falung  like  Cooke.  He  is  oreater  now  on  the  stage, 
and  off  he  should  never  be  less.  There  is  a  stupid 
and  underrating  criticism  upon  him  in  one  of  the 
newspapen.  i  thouffht  that,  last  night,  though 
great,  he  rather  unoeracted  more  than  the  flnt 
time.  This  may  be  the  effiBot  of  these  cavils ;  but  I 
hope  he  has  more  sense  than  to  mind  them.  He 
cannot  expect  to  maintain  his  present  eminence,  or 
to  advance  still  higher,  without  the  envv  of  his 
green-room  fellows,  ana  the  nibbling  of  tneir  ad- 
mirers. But,  if  he  don't  beat  them  aU,  why,  then- 
merit  hath  no  purchase  in  *  these  coster-monger 
days.' 

*<  I  wish  that  I  had  a  talent  for  the  drama;  I 
would  write  a  tragedy  noip.  But  no,— it  is  gone- 
Hodgson  talks  of  one,— he  will  do  it  well  ;-Huid  I 
think  Moore  should  tr^.  He  has  wonderftd  powers, 
and  much  variety ;  besides,  he  has  lived  ana  felt.-^ 
To  write  so  as  to  bring  home  to  the  heart,  the  heart 
must  have  been  tried,— but,  perhaps,  ceased  to  be 
so.  While  you  are  under  the  influence  of  passions, 
you  onlv  feel,  but  cannot  describe  them, — any  more 
than,  when  in  action,  you  could  turn  round,  and  tell 
the  story  to  your  next  neighbor !  When  all  is  over, 
—all,  all,  and  irrevocable, — ^tmst  to  memory— «he  is 
then  but  too  faithful. 

*' Went  out,  and  answered  some  letters,  yawned 
now  and  then,  and  redde  the  Robbers.  Fine,— but 
Fiesco  is  better ;  and  Alfieri  and  Monti's  Aristode- 
mo  best.  They  are  more  equal  than  the  Tedeschi 
dramatists. 

'*  Answered— or,  rather,  acknowledged-^he  re- 
ceipt of  young  Reynolds's  poem,  Safie.  The  lad  is 
Blever,  but  much  of  his  thoughts  are  borrowed,— 
iffhencet  the  Reviewers  may  find  out.  I  hate  dw- 
30uraging  a  young  one ;  and  I  think,~4hough  wild, 
^nd  more  onentalthan  he  would  be,  had  he  seen  the 
scenes  where  he  has  placed  his  tale,— that  he  has 
much  talent,  and  certainly,  fixe  enough. 


**  Received  a  very  singular  epistle ;  and  the  mode 
of  its  conveyance,  through  Lord  H.'s  hands,  as  curi- 
ous as  the  letter  itself.  But  it  was  gratifying  and 
pretty. 

"SoBdaj,  Pebutr. 

**  Here  I  am,  alone,  instead  of  dining  at  Lord 
H.'s,  where  I  was  asked,— hut  not  inclined  to  go 
any  where.  Hobhouse  says  I  am  growing  a  lot^ 
^oroti,— a  solitary  hobgoblin.  True ; — *  I  am  my- 
self alone.'  The  last  week  has  been  passed  in  read- 
ing^--seeing  plays— now  and  then,  visitors— some- 


times yawning  and  sometimes  sighing,  but  no  writ- 
ings-save of  letters.  If  I  could  ^ways  read,  I 
should  never  feel  the  want  of  society.    Do  I  regret 


it  ?— um  ! — *  Man  delights  not  mt,  and  only  one 
woman— at  a  time. 

**  There  is  something  to  me  very  softeniug  in  the 
presence  of  a  woman,— some  strange  influence,  even 
if  one  is  not  in  love  with  them,— ^hich  I  cannot  at 
all  account  for,  having  no  very  high  opinion  of  the 
sex.  But  vet,— I  always  feel  in  better  humor  with 
myself  and  every  thing  else,  if  there  is  a  woman 
within  ken.  Even  Mrs.  Mule,  my  fire-lighted,— 
the  most  ancient  and  withered  of  her  kind  and  (ex* 
cept  to  myself)  not  the  best  tempered— always 
makes  me  uugh,— no  difficult  task  when  I  am  *  f 
the  vein.* 

**  Heigho !  I  would  I  were  in  mfaie  island !— I  am 
not  weU  ;  and  yet  I  look  in  good  health.  At  times, 
I  fear, '  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind ;  '—and  yet  my 
heart  and  head  have  stood  many  a  crash,  ana  what 
should  ail  them  now  ?  They  prey  upon  themselves, 
and  I  am  sick— fick— *  Prithee,  undo  this  button ; 
why  should  a  cat,  a  rat,  a  dog,  have  Ufe,  and  thtm 
no  life  at  all  ? '  Six-and-twentr  years,  as  they  call 
them :— why,  I  might  and  should  nave  been  a  Pasha 
by  this  time.    *  I  'gin  to  be  a  weary  of  the  sun.' 

<*  Bonaparte  is  not  yet  beaten ;  but  has  rebutted 
Blucher,  and  repiqued  Swartsenburg.  This  it  is  !• 
have  a  head.    If  he  again  wins,  *  Vas  viotis ! ' 


On  Tuesday  last  dined  with  Rogers,— Mad*-  do 
9t*«l.  Mackintosh,  Sheridan,  Erskme,  and  Payne 
Knight,  Lady  Donegall  and  Miss  R.  there.  Sheri- 
dan told  a  very  good  story  of  himself  and  M«*  de 
Reeamier's  handkerchief;  Erskine  a  few  stories  of 
himself  only.  She  is  going  to  write  a  big  book  about 
England,  she  says  ; — ^I  believe  her.  Asked  by  her 
how  I  liked  Miss  *  *'s  thinff,  called  *  *,  and  an* 
swered  (very  sincerely)  that  I  thought  it  very  bad 
for  her,  and  worse  than  any  of  the  others.  After- 
ward thought  it  possible  Lady  Donegall,  being  Irish, 
might  be  a  patroness  of  *  *,  and  was  rather  sorry 
for  my  opinion,  as  I  hate  putting  people  into  fusses, 
either  with  themselves,  or  their  favorites ;  it  looks 
as  if  one  did  it  on  purpose.  The  party  went  oB 
very  well,  and  the  fish  was  very  mucn  to  my  gustOi. 
But  we  got  up  too  soon  after  tne  women ;  and  Mrs. 
Corinne  always  lingers  so  long  after  dinner,  that  we 
wish  her  in-^the  drawing-room. 

**  To-day  C.  called,  and,  while  sitting  here,  in  eama 
Merivale.  During  our  colloquy,  C.  (ignorant  that 
M.  was  the  writer)  abused  the  *  mawkishnessof  thf 
(Quarterly  Review  of  Orimm's  Correspondence.'  I 
(knowing  the  secret)  changed  the  conversation  as 
soon  as  i  could ;  ana  C.  went  away,  quite  convinced 
of  having  made  the  most  favorable  impression  oa 
his  new  acquaintance.  Merivale  is  luckily  a  very 
^ood-natured  fellow,  or  Ood  knows  what  might  have 
been  ensendered  from  such  a  malaprop.  I  did  not 
look  at  nim  while  this  was  going  on,  but  I  felt  Ilka 
a  eoal,— for  I  like  Merivale,  as  well  as  the  article  in 
question. 

•  ♦•••♦ 

**  Asked  to  Lady  Keith's  to-monow  evenings— I 
think  I  will  so ;  but  it  is  the  first  party  invitation  I 
have  accepted  ^is  '  season,'  as  the  learned  FletdMi 
called  it,  when  that  youngest  brat  of  La4y  *  **>  cat 
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my  eye  and  cheek  open  with  a  misdirected  pebble— 
*Ncv'er  mind,  my  lord,  the  scar  will  be  gone  before 
the  season ; '  as  lif  one's  eye  was  of  no  importance  in 
the  mean  time. 
*'  Lord  I'^skine  called,  and  gave  me  his  famous 

Eamphlet,  with  a  marginal  note  and  corrections  in 
is  handwriting.     Sent  it  to  be  bound  superbly,  and 
shall  treasure  it. 

"  Sent  my  tine  print  of  Napoleon  to  be  framed. — 
It  is  framed  ;  and  the  emperor  becomes  his  robes 
as  if  he  hud  been  hatched  in  them. 

<•  March  7. 

*•  Rose  at  seven — ready  by  half-past  eight — went 
to  Mr.  llansou'-s,  Berkley  square — went  to  church 
with  his  eldest  daugliter,  Mary  Anne,  (a  good  girl,) 
and  gave  her  away  to  the  Earl  of  Portsmouth. — 
Saw  her  fairly  a  countess — congratulated  the  family 
and  groom  (bride) — drank  a  bumper  of  wine  (whole- 
Bome  sherris)  to  their  felicity,  and  all  that, — and 
came  home.  Asked  to  stay  to  dinner,  but  could 
not.  At  three  sat  to  Phillips  for  faces.  Called  on 
Lady  M. — 1  like  her  so  well,  that  I  always  stay  too 
lung.     (Mem. — to  mend  of  that.) 

**  Passed  the  evening  with  Hobhouse,  who  has 
begun  a  poem,  which  promises  highly ;  wish  he 
would  go  on  with  it.  Heard  some  curious  extracts 
from  a  life  of  Morosini,  the  blundering  Venetian, 
who  blew  up  the  Acropolis  at  Athens  with  a  bomb, 
and  be  d— d  to  him  !  Waxed  sleepy, — just  come 
home, — must  go  to  bed,  and  am  engaged  to  meet 
Sheridan  to-morrow  at  Rogers's. 

"Queer  ceremony  that  same  of  marriage — saw 
many  abroad,  Greek  and  Catholics-one,  at  homCj 
many  years  ago.  There  be  some  strange  phrases  in 
the  prologue,  (the  exhortation,)  which  made  me 
tuni  away,  not  to  laugh  in  the  face  of  the  surplice- 
man.  Made  one  blunder,  when  I  joined  the  hands 
of  the  happy — rammed  their  left  hands,  by  mistake, 
into  one  another.  Corrected  it — bustled  back  to 
the  altar-rail,  and  said  '  Amen.'  Portsmouth  re- 
sponded as  if  he  had  got  the  whole  by  heart ;  and, 
it  any  thing,  was  rather  before  the  priest.  It  is 
now  midnight,  and  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

"  March  10,  Tbor'a  Daj. 

*'  On  Tuesday  dined  with  Rogers — Mackinto.sh, 
Sheridan,  Sharpe — much  talk,  and  good — all,  ex 
cent  my  own  little  prattlement.  Mucn  of  old  times 
— HorncTooke, — the  Trials,— evidence  of  Sheridan 
—and  anecdotes  of  those  times,  when  /  alas  !  was 
an  infant.  If  I  had  been  a  man,  I  would  have  made 
an  English  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald. 

♦•  Set  down  Sheridan  at  Brookes's — where,  by-the- 
by,  he  could  not  have  well  set  down  himself,  as  he 
and  I  were  the  only  drinkers.  Sherry  means  to 
•tand  for  Westminster,  as  Cochrane  (the  stock- 
jobbing hoaxer)  must  vacate.  Brougham  is  a  can 
didate.  I  fear  for  poor  dear  Sherry.  Both  have 
talents  of  the  highest  order,  but  the  youngster  has 
yet  a  character.  We  shall  see,  if  he  lives  to  Sherry's 
age,  how  he  will  pass  over  the  red-hot  ploughshares 
of  public  life.  I  don't  know  why,  but  1  hate  to  see 
the  old  ones  lose;  particularly  Sheridan,  notwith- 
etanding  all  his  mechanrefe. 

*•  Received  many,  and  the  kindest,  thanks  from 
Lady  Portsmouth,  pre  and  vire,  for  my  match- 
making.  I  don't  regret  it,  as  she  looks  the  count 
ess  well,  and  is  a  very  good  girl.  It  is  odd  how  well 
she  carries  her  new  honors.  She  looks  a  different 
woman,  and  high-bred,  too.  I  had  no  idea  that  I 
could  make  so  good  a  peeress. 

"  Went  to  the  play  with  Hobhouse.  Mrs.  Jordan 
Bupcrlative  in  Hoyden,  and  Jones  well  enough  in 
Foppington.  W/iafniay.'i !  wh^t  wit  I — helas  !  Con 
grove  and  Vanbru!;h  are  your  only  comedy.  Our 
society  is  too  insipid  now  for  the  like  copy.  '  Would 
not  go  to  Lady  Koitli's.  Hobhouse  thought  it  odd. 
I  wonder  he  should  like  parties.  If  one  is  in  love, 
and  wants  to  break  a  commandment  and  covet  any 
thing  that  is  there,  they  do  very  well.  But  to  go 
out  among  the  mere  herd,  without  a  motive,  pleas- 


ure, or  pursuit— 'sdei 
me  an  odd  report ;  it 
veritable  Corsair,  am 
supposed  to  have  pa 
sometimes  hit  near  tl 
truth.  H.  don't  km 
after  he  left  the  Levi 
nor — ^nor — ^however, 
equivocation  of  the  f 

•*I  shall  have  lette 
Which,  ♦  ♦,  or  ♦  ♦  J 
♦  ♦  in  my  head,  ♦  ♦ 
heaven  knows  when 
swered.  *  Since  I  ha 
I  must  maintain  it ; ' 
son,'  though  I  think 

'*♦  ♦  called  to-da 
mistress,  who  has  t 
began  a  letter  to  her, 
— 1  finished  it  for  hir 
If  he  holds  out  and 
affected  indifference, 
she  don't,  he  will,  at 
don't  seem  much  i^ 
lad  is  in  love — and  if 
When  they  once  di 
mttsica. 

*'  Sleepy,  and  mui 

"  Dined  yesterday 
Sharpe.  Sfieridan  c 
several  very  amusing 
actor.  Stayed  till  h 
drank  so  much  tea^ 
six  this  morning.  R 
Quarterly— cut  up,  ] 
youth.'  N*xfnporte. 
doors  of  some  debal 
Forum)  in  his  way  t( 
the  walls,  Seotfs  ns 
best  poet  ? '  being 
and  I  suppose  all  the 
our  rhymes  in  vain,  i 
Which  had  the  grei 
know  nor  care ;  but  ] 
as  a  compliment, — t 
better  companv. 

'•W.  W.  called— J 
&c.,  *c.  Wrotii  to  ^ 
she  don't  wonder,  si 
odd  that  one,  who  kr 
tell  me  this  to  my  fa< 
nobody  can. 

•*  Mackintosh  is,  i 
fcnsive  letter  in  the  I 
very  kind,  and  more 

"  Told  Murray  to  s 
nox-els  at  the  sale  to 
nuts.  Redde  a  satire  ( 
and  told  Murray  to  p 
jcct  of  the  autiior  is 
systematic  conspirat( 
Some  of  the  verse  is 
understand.  He  c 
works '  have  had  an  ' 
requires,  &c.,  &c.,  & 
lengthy  poem,  and  a 
nious  title-page.  Lil 
have  got  upon  a  whe 
but,  unlike  the  said  1 
own  raising. 

•'A  letter  from  Be 
be  in  love  with  her  a< 

**  I  shall  begin  a  m 
soon. 

**  I  have  been  span 
this  morning ;  and  n 
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fteatnlAtaiioe  vltk  the  muflef.  H7  oliett,  uid  arms, 
ana  wind  are  in  yerj  good  plight,  and  I  am  not  in 
flesh.  I  uaed  to  be  a  hard  hitter,  and  my  arms  are 
very  long  for  my  height  (5  feet  8  1-2  inchea.)  At 
any  rate,  ezerciee  is  good,  and  thie  the  seTerest  of 
all ;  fencing  and  the  broadsword  never  fatigued  me 
half  so  much. 

"  Redde  the  *  Quarrels  of  Authors  *  (another  sort 
of  sparrmgy-^  new  work,  by  that  most  entertaiu- 
ing  and  researching  writer,  IssaelL  Ther  seem  to 
be  an  irritable  set,  and  I  wish  myself  well  out  of  it. 
*  I'll  not  march  through  CoTent^  with  them,  that's 
flat.'  What  the  deTifhad  I  to  do  with  scribbUng  ? 
It  is  too  late  to  inquire,  and  all  regret  is  useless. — 
But,  an'  it  were  to  do  again,— I  should  write  asain, 
I  suppose.  Such  u  human  nature,  at  least  my  snare 
of  it  ;-»though  I  shall  think  better  of  myself,  if  I 
hare  sense  to  stop  now.  If  I  have  a  wife,  and  that 
wife  has  a  son— by  any  body^-I  will  bring  up  mine 
heir  in  ths  most  anti-poetical  way--make  him  a 
lawyer,  or  a  pirate,  ox^-any  thing.  But  if  he  writes 
too,  I  shall  be  sure  he  is  none  of  mine,  and  out  him 
off  with  a  bank-token.  Must  write  a  letter^— three 
o'clock. 


*<  I  intended  to  go  to  Lady  Hardwicke's,  but  won't. 
1  always  begin  the  day  with  a  bias  towards  going  to 
parties;  but  as  the  evening  advances  my  stimmns 
fells,  and  I  hardly  ever  go  ou^— «nd,  when  I  do,  al- 
vrays  regret  it.  This  might  have  been  a  pleasant 
one ;— at  least  the  hostess  is  a  very  superior  wo- 
man. Lady  Lansdowne's  to-morrow— Lady  Heath- 
oote's  Wednesday.  Um  !-rI  must  spur  myself  into 
goin^  to  some  of  them,  or  it  will  look  like  rudeness, 
and  It  is  better  to  do  as  other  people  do— confound 
them! 

•*  Redde  Maehiavel,  parU  of  Chardin,  and  6is- 
DMmdi,  and  Bandello,— by  starts.  Redde  the  Edin- 
burgh, xliv.,  just  some  out.  In  the  b^inning  of 
the  article  on  *  Edgeworth's  Patronage,'  Ihave  got- 
ten a  high  oonpliment,  I  perceive.  Whether  this 
is  creditable  to  me,  I  know  not ;  but  it  does  honor 
to  the  editor,  because  he  once  abased  me.  Many  a 
man  will  retract  praise;  none  but  a  high-spirited 
mind  will  revoke  its  censure,  or  eon  praise  the  man 
it  has  once  attacked.  I  have  often,  since  my  return 
to  Englsnd,  heard  Jeffrey  most  highly  commended 
by  those  who  know  him  for  things  independent  of 
hu  talents.  I  admire  him  for  <A«r— not  because  he 
has  praited  me  (I  have  been  so  praised  elsewhere 
and  abused,  alternately,  that  mere  habit  has  ren- 
dered me  as  indiiferent  to  both  as  a  man  at  twenty- 
six  can  be  to  any  thing^,  but  because  he  is,  porhaps, 
the  oniy  man  who,  under  the  relations  in  which  ne 
and  I  stand,  or  stood,  with  regard  to  each  other, 
would  have  had  the  liberality  to  act  thus ;  none  but 
a  great  soul  dared  hazard  it.  The  height  on  which 
he  stands  has  not  made  him  giddy ; — a  little  scrib- 
bler would  have  gone  on  cavilling  to  the  end  of  the 
chapter.  As  to  ^e  justice  of  his  panegyric,  that  is 
matter  of  taste,  'fhere  are  plenty  to  question  it, 
and  glad,  too,  of  the  opportunity. 

"  Lord  Erskine  called  to-day.  He  means  to  carry 
down  his  reflections  on  the  war— or  rather  wars — to 
the  present  day.  I  trust  that  he  will.  Must  send 
to  Mr.  Murray  to  get  the  binding  of  my  copy  of  his 
pamphlet  finished,  as  Lord  £.  has  promised  me  to 
correct  it,  and  add  some  marginal  notes  to  it.  Any 
thing  in  his  handwriting  win  be  a  treasure,  which 
will  gather  compound  interest  from  years.  Erskine 
has  high  expectations  of  Mackintosh's  promised 
history.  Undoubtedly  it  must  be  a  classic,  when 
finished. 

**  Sparred  with  Jackson  again  yesterday  morning, 
and  shall  to-morrow.  I  feel  all  Uie  better  for  it,  m 
spirits,  though  my  arms  and  shoulders  are  very  stiff 
from  it  Mem.— to  attend  the  pugilistio  dinner. 
Marquis  Huntley  is  in  the  chair. 

"Lord  Erskine  thinks  that  ministers  must  be  in 
p«il  of  go^  out     80  much  the  better  for  him. 


To  me  it  is  the  same  who  are  in  or  out  r— we  wyit 
something  more  than  a  change  of  miidsters,  aa4 
some  day  we  will  have  it. 

"I  remember,  in  riding  from  Chrisso  to  CaslH 
(Delphos)  along  the  sides  of  Pemassus,  I  saw  six 
eagles  in  the  air.  It  is  uncommon  to  see  so  ma^ 
together ;  and  it  was  the  number— not  the  spedes, 
which  is  common  enough — that  excited  my  atten* 
tion. 

'<  The  last  bird  I  ever  fired  at  was  an  ea^lH,  on  the 
shore  of  the  Oulf  of  Lepanto,  near  Yostitza.  It 
was  only  wounded,  and  I  tried  to  save  it,  tho  eye 
was  so  bright ;  but  it  pined,  and  died  in  a  few  days; 
and  I  never  did  since,  and  never  will,  attempt  the 
death  of  another  bird.  I  wonder  what  put  these 
two  things  into  my  head  just  now  ?  I  have  been 
reading  Sismondi,  and  there  is  nothing  there  thst 
could  induce  the  recollection. 

«  I  am  miffhtily  taken  with  Bracdo  di  Montont, 
Giovanni  Oaleaszo,  and  Eccellino.  But  the  last  k 
not  Bracciaferro,  (of  the  same  name,)  Count  of  Ra- 
venna, whose  history  I  want  to  trace.  There  Is  a 
fine  engraving  in  Lavater,  from  a  picture  by  FuseU, 
of  thatKtselai,  over  the  body  of  Mednna,  punished 
by  him  for  a  hitch  in  her  constancjr  during  his  sb- 
sence  in  the  Crussdes.  He  was  right— but  I  want 
to  know  the  story. 


"Last  night,  oar^y  at  Lansdowne  House.  To- 
night, party  at  Lady  Charlotte  Oreville's— deplora- 
ble waste  of  time,  and  something  of  temper.  No- 
thing imparted— nothing  acquired — talking  without 
ideas — ^if  any  thing  like  thought  in  my  mind,  it  was 
not  on  the  subjects  on  which  we  were  gs^bling. 
Heigho !— and  in  this  way  half  London  pass  what  Is 
called  life.  To-morrow  there  is  Lady  Heatiioote's-^ 
shall  I  go  ?  yes— 4o  punish  myself  for  not  having  a 
pursuit. 

**  Let  me  see— what  did  I  see  ?  The  only  person 
who  much  struck  me  was  Lady  8  *  *  d  s  eldest 
daughter,  Lady  C.  L.  They  say  she  is  not  pretty. 
I  don't  know— every  thing  is  pretty  that  pleases ; « 
but  there  is  an  air  of  toul  about  her — and  her  color 
changes — and  there  is  that  shyness  of  the  antelope 
(which  I  delight  in)  in  her  manner  so  much,  that  I 
observed  her  more  than  I  did  any  other  woman  in 
the  rooms,  and  only  looked  at  any  thing  else  when 
I  thought  she  might  perceive  and  feel  embarrassed 
by  my  scrutiny.  After  all,  there  may  be  something 
of  association  in  this.  She  is  a  friend  of  Augusta's, 
and  whatever  she  loves,  I  can't  help  liking. 

*'  Her  mother,  the  marchioness,  talked  to  me  a 
little ;  and  I  was  twenty  times  on  the  point  of  ask- 
ing her  to  introduce  mo  to  «a  Jllle^  but  I  stopped 
short.    This  comes  of  that  affray  with  the  Carhsles. 

<*  Earl  Orey  told  me,  laughingly,  of  a  paragraph 
in  the  last  MonUeuTt  which  has  stated,  among  other 
symptoms  of  rebellion,  some  particulars  of  tne  mm- 
tation  occasioned  hi  all  our  government  gazettes  hj 
the  'tear'  lines,— ofi/y  amplifying,  in  its  restate- 
ment, an  epigram  (by-the-by,  no  epi^m  except  in 
the  Greek  acceptation  of  the  worn)  mto  a  Romati. 
I  wonder  the  Couriers,  &c.,  ftc,  have  not  translated 
that  part  of  the  Moniteur,  with  additional  com- 
ments. 

*'  The  Princess  of  Wales  has  requested  Fuseli  to 
paint  from  *  tiie  Corsair ; '  leaving  to  him  the  choice 
of  anypassage  for  the  subject :  so  Mr.  Locke  tells 
me.  Tired,  jaded,  selfish,  and  supine— must  go  to 
bed. 

*'  Romany  at  least  Bomanee*  means  a  song  some 
times,  as  in  the  Spanish.  I  suppose  this  is  tho 
Moniteur's  meaning,  unless  he  has  confesed  it  witii 
<  the  Corsair.' 


"  This  night  got  into  my  new  apartments,  rented 
of  Lord  AltDorpe,  on  a  lease  of  seven  years.  Spa- 
eious,  and  room  for  my  books  and  sabres.  In  tho 
hO¥9e^  too,  another  advantage.    The  last  few  dayt^ 
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or  whole  week,  have  been  Terr  abstemious,  regular 
in  exercise,  and  vet  very  unwell. 

**  Yesterday,  dined  tttca-tde  at  the  Cocoa  with 
Scrope  Davies — sate  from  six  till  midnight~drank 
between  us  one  bottle  of  champagne  and  six  of  claret, 
neither  of  which  wines  ever  affect  me.  Offered  to 
take  Scrope  home  in  my  carriage ;  but  he  was  tiosy 
and  pious,  and  I  was  obliged  to  leave  him  on  nis 
knees,  praying  to  I  know  not  what  purpose  or  pagod 
No  headache,  nor  sickness  that  night  nor  to-day 
Got  up,  if  any  thing,  earlier  than  usual — sparred 
with  Jackson  ad  sudorem^  and  have  been  much  bet- 
ter than  for  manv  days.  I  have  heard  nothing  more 
from  Scrope.  Yesterday  paid  him  four  thousand 
eight  hundred  pounds — ^a  debt  of  some  standing, 
and  which  I  wished  to  have  paid  before.  My  mind 
is  much  relieved  by  the  removal  of  that  debit. 

"  Augusta  wants  me  to  make  it  up  with  Carlisle. 
I  have  refused  every  body  else,  but  I  can't  deny  her 
any  thing ;  so  I  must  e'en  do  it,  though  I  had  as 
lief  •  drink  up  Eiscl — cat  a  crocodile."  Let  me  see- 
Ward,  the  Hollands,  the  Lambs,  Rogers,  Akc,  &c., 
—every  body  more  or  less,  have  been  trying  for  the 
last  two  years  to  accommodate  this  couplet  quarrel 
to  no  purpose.     I  shall  laugh  if  Augusta  succeeds. 

'•  Rcdde  a  little  of  many  things — shall  get  in  all 
my  books  to-morrow.  Luckily,  this  room  will  hold 
them — with  *  ample  room  and  verge,  ik.c.,  the  charac- 
ters of  hell  to  trace.'  I  must  set  about  some  em- 
ployment soon;  my  heart  begins  to  eat  t^*e//' again 

"  April  «. 

"  Out  of  town  six  days.  On  ray  return,  find  my 
poor  little  pagod.  Napoleon,  pushecl  off  his  pedestal'; 
the  thieves  jire  in  Paris.  It  is  his  own  fault.  Like 
Milo  he  would  rend  the  oak ;  but  it  closed  again, 
wedged  his  hands,  and  now  the  beasts— lion,  bear^ 
down  to  the  dirtiest  jackal — ^may  all  tear  him.  That 
Muscovite  winter  wedifcd  his  arms ;  ever  since,  he 
has  fought  with  his  feet  and  teeth.  The  last  may 
still  leave  their  marks;  and  *I  guesa  now  (as  the 
Yankees  say)  that  he  will  yet  play  them  a  pass.' 
He  is  in  their  rear — between  them  and  their  homes. 
,  Query— will  they  ever  reach  them  ? 

••Satunlay,  April,  9  1814. 

.    **  I  mark  this  day  I 

"Napoleon  Bonaparte  has  abdicated  the  throne 
of  the  world.  'Excellent  well.'  Methinks  Sylla 
did  better;  for  he  revenged,  and  resigned  in  the 
height  of  his  away,  red  with  the  slaughter  of  his 
foes— the  finest  instance  of  glorious  contempt  of 
the  rascals  upon  record.  Diocletian  did  well  too — 
Amurath  not  amiss,  had  he  become  aught  except  a 
dervise — Charles  the  Fifth  but  so,  so — but  Napoleon, 
worst  of  all.  What!  wait  till  they  were  in  his 
capital,  and  then  talk  of  his  readiness  to  give  up 
what  is  already  gone  ! !  *  What  whining  monk  art 
thou — what  holy  cheat?*  'Sdeath !  Dionysius  at 
Corinth  was  yet  a  king  to  this.  The  •  Isle  of  Elba ' 
to  retire  to !  Well— if  it  had  been  Caprea,  I  should 
have  marvelled  less.    *  X  see  men's  minds  are  but  a 


parcel  of  their  fortunes.'    I  a 
and  confounded. 

*♦  I  don't  know— but  I  think 
compared  with  this  creature,) 
casts  not  a  millionth  part  of  tl 
all,  a  crown  may  be  not  wortl 
outlive  Lodi  for  this ! ! !  Oh  tl 
son  could  rise  from  the  deac 
libras  in  duce  STimmo  invenies 
light  in  the  balance  of  morta 
their  living  dust  weighed  mor 
imperial  diamond  hath  a  flaw  it 
fit  to  stick  in  a  glazier's  pencil 
torian  won't  rate  it  worth  a  du 

••  Psha !  '  something  too  mi 
won't  give  him  up  even  now ; 
rers  have,  '  like  the  Thanes,  fa! 


"  I  do  not  know  that  I  am  1 
but  this  I  am  sure  of,  that  I  n 
society  even  of  her  I  love,  (Go 
the  Devil  probably  too,)  witho 
companv  of  my  lamp  and  my 
tumblerf-over  library.  Even  in 
my  carriage  oftener  than  I  u 
estnnpiot-^  have  not  stirred  on 
these  four  days  past :  but  I  \n 
cisc  (windows  open)  with  Jack 
attenuate  and  keep  up  the  e 
The  more  violent  the  fatigue, 
for  the  rest  of  the  day;  and 
h  lye  that  calm  nothingness  of  1 
delight  in.  To-day  I  have  box 
an  ode  to  Napoleon  Bonapaj 
six  biscuits— drank  four  bottles 
away  the  rest  of  my  time — bes 
a  world  of  advice  about  this  n 
plaguing  him  into  a  phthisic  i 
ousness.  I  am  a  pretty  fellow 
•  the  secL*  No  matter,  my  co 
away. 

"  There  is  ice  at  both  poles, 
extremes  are  the  same — ^misery 
est  and  the  lowest  only, — to  t 
beggar,  when  unsixpenced  an( 
is,  to  be  sure,  a  damned  insipi 
noctial  line — ^no  ore  knows 
maps  and  measurement. 


•AndmUe 

I  will  keep  no  further  journal  o 
torchlight ;  and,  to  prevent  mc 
a  dojj,  to  the  vomit  of  memor 
maimng  leaves  of  this  volume, 
atUia, — '  that  the  Bourbons  are 
up  philosophy.'  To  be  sure,  '. 
myself  and  man,  but  I  never  s] 
species  before — *  0  fool !  I  shs 
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IN  SWITZERLAND. 


[  *  •  Yestbbday,  September  17th,  I  set  out  with  Mr. 

I      Hobhooie  on  an  exonrsion  of  lome  dajB  to  the 
I      mountuas. 

"  Rose  at  fiye ;  left  Diodati  about  seven,  in  one  of 
J  the  oountrf  canukoes,  (a  ohar-ii-bano,)  onr  servants 
I  on  horseback,  weather  tgxt  fine;  the  lakecahn 
t  and  clear;  Mont  Blanc  ana  the  Aigmlle  of  Ar- 
I  Rontidres  both  Ter7  distinct ;  the  borders  of  the 
,  lake  beantifuL  Beached  Lansanne  before  sunset; 
,  stopped  and  slept  at  — >— .  Went  to  bed  at  nine ; 
slept  till  five  o'clock. 

•—    rtt. 


«( Called  by  my  courier;  got  up.  Hobhouse  walk- 
ed on  before.  A  mile  from  Lausanne,  tike  road 
overflowed  by  the  lake;  got  on  horsebaeV  and 
rode  till  withm  a  mile  of  Yevay.  The  colt  young, 
but  went  very  weU.  Overtook  Hobhouse,  and  re- 
sumed the  carriage,  which  is  an  open  one.  Stopped 
at  Yevav  two  hours,  (the  second  time  I  had  visited 
it ;)  walked  to  the  church ;  view  firom  the  church- 
yard superlh  within  it  General  Ludlow  (the  regi- 
cide s)  monuments-black  marble— long  inserintion 
--Ijatm,  but  simple ;  he  was  an  exile  two-and-tnhrty 

S Mrs— one  of  King  Charles's  judges.  Near  him 
rouffhton  (who  read  King  Charles's  sentence  to 
Charles  Stuart)  is  buried,  with  a  queer  and  rather 
canting,  but  stul  a  republican  inscription.  LucUow's 
house  shown ;  it  retains  still  its  inscrit^tion— 'Omne 
solum  forti  patria.'  Walked  down  to  the  lake  side: 
servants,  carriage,  saddle-horses— all  set  off  and 
left  us  plaiU^9  la,  by  some  mistake,  and  we  walked 
on  after  them  towards  Clarens:  Hobhouse  ran  on 
before,  and  overtook  them  at  last.  Arrived  the 
second  time  (first  time  was  by  water)  at  Clarens. 
Went  to  Chillon  through  scen^  worthy  of  I  know 
not  whom ;  went  over  the  Castle  of  Chillon  again. 
On  our  return,  met  an  Bnglish  party  in  a  carnage ; 
a  lady  in  it  fast  asleep— fast  asleep  in  the  most  anti- 
narcotio  spot  in  the  world— excellent  I  I  remembu 
at  Chamouni,  in  the  very  eyes  of  Mont  Blanc,  hear- 
ing another  woman,  BngUsh  also,  exclaim  to  her 


sermons,  and  a  set  of  noisy  children.  Saw  all  worth 
seeing,  and  then  descended  to  the  *  Bosquet  da 
Julie,'  &c.,  ftc;  our  guide  full  of  Bousseau,  whom 
he  is  eternally  confounding  with  St.  Preaux,  and 
mixing  the  man  and  the  book.  Went  again  as  Isr 
as  Chmon  to  re-visit  the  little  torrent  from  the  hill 
behind  it.  Sunset  reflected  in  the  lake.  Have  to 
:et  up  at  five  to-morrow  to  cross  the  mountains  om 
lorseback;  carriage  to  be  sent  round;  lodged  at  mv 
old  cottage^hospitable  and  comfortable ;  tired  witn 
a  longish  ride  on  the  colt,  and  the  subsequent  jolting 
of  the  char-a-banc,  and  my  scramble  in  the  hot  sun. 
"  Mem.  The  corporal  who  showed  the  wonders  of 
CHiillon  was  as  drunk  as  Blucher;  he  was  deaf  also, 
and  thinking  every  one  else  so,  roared  out  tiie 
legends  of  the  castle  so  fearfally. — ^However,  we  saw 
things  from  the  gallows  to  the  dungeons,*  (the 
pcfenoe  and  the  cachataj  and  returned  to  Clarens 
with  more  freedom  than  belonged  to  the  fifteenth 
century. 


glaciers,  clouds,  and  summits  of  eternal  snow  far 
aboTe  them— and  *  rural ! ' 

*'  After  a  slight  and  short  dinner  we  visited  the 
Chateau  de  Clarens ;  *  an  English  woman  has  rented 
it  recently ;  (it  was  not  let  when  I  saw  it  first ;)  the 
roses  are  gone  with  their  summer ;  the  flunily  out, 
out  the  servants  desired  us  to  walk  over  the  interior 
of  the  mansion.  Saw  on  the  table  of  the  saloon 
Blair's  Sermons,  and  somebody  else  (I  forget  who's) 


I  Mis.,  St.  w  Mit  i»cyMi 


«  Rose  at  Ave.  Crossed  the  mountains  to  Mont- 
bovon  on  horseback,  and  on  mules,  and,  by  dint  of 
scrambling,  on  foot  also ;  the  whole  route  beauti- 
ful as  a  dream,  and  now  to  me  almost  as  indistinct. 
I  am  so  tired : — for,  though  healthy,  I  have  not  the 
strength  I  possessed  but  a  few  years  ago.  At  Mont- 
bovon  we  breakfasted ;  afterward,  on  a  steep  ascent, 
dismounted ;  tumbled  down ;  cut  a  finger  open ; 
the  baggage  also  got  loose  and  fell  down  a  ravine, 
a  large  tree;   recovered  baggage; 


till  stopped  by 


horse  tu^  and  drooping :  mounted  mule,  l^it  the 
approach  of  the  summit  of  Dent  Jumentf  dis- 
mounted again  with  Hobhouse  and  all  the  party. 
Arrived  at  a  lake  in  the  very  bosom  of  the  moun- 
tains; left  our  quadrupeds  with  a  shepherd,  and 
ascended  farther ;  came  to  some  snow  m  patches, 
upon  which  my  forehead's  perspiration  roll  like 
rain,  making  Uie  same  dints  as  in  a  sieve ;  the  chill 
of  the  wind  and  the  snow  turned  me  giddy,  but  I 
scrambled  on  and  upwards.  Hobhouse  went  to  the 
highest  pinnacle ;  I  did  not,  but  paused,  within  a 
few  yards  (at  an  opening  of  the  cliff.)  In  coming 
down,  the  guide  tumbled  three  times;  I  fell  a 
laughing,  and  tumbled  too-^the  descent  luckily  soft, 
though  steep  and  slippery :  Hobhouse  also  fell,  but 
nobody  hurt.  The  whole  of  the  mountains  supeib 
A  shepherd  on  a  very  steep  and  high  cUff  playing 
upon  ikiap^;X  veiy  different  from  Arcadia,  where 
I  saw  the  pastors  with  a  long  musket  instead  of  a 
crook,  and  pistols  in  their  Rirdles.  Our  Swiss  shep- 
herd's pipe  was  sweet,  and  his  tune  agreeable.  I 
saw  a  cow  strayed:  am  told  that  theroftea  break 
their  necks  on  ana  over  the  crags.    jDescendsd  to 
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Montbovon;  pretty,  scraggr  Tillage,  with  a  wild 
riTer  and  a  wooden  bridge.  Hobhouse  went  to  fish 
^«aught  one.  Our  carriage  not  come ;  our  horses 
mules,  &c.,  knocked  up  ;  ourselves  fatigued. 

*•  The  view  from  the  highest  points  of  to-day's 
journey  comprised  on  one  side  the  greatest  part  of 
I/ake  Leman  :  on  the  other,  the  TaUeys  and  moun- 
tain of  the  canton  of  Fribour^,  ana  an  immense 
plain,  with  the  lakes  of  Ncufchatel  and  Morat,  and 
all  which  the  borders  of  the  Lake  of  Geneva  in- 
herit ;  we  had  both  sides  of  the  Jura  before  us  in 
one  point  of  view,  with  Alps  in  plenty.  In  passing 
a  ravine,  the  guide  recommended  strenuously 
quickening  of  pace,  as  the  stones  fall  with  great 
rapidity  and  occasional  damage ;  the  advice  is  ex- 
cellent, but,  like  most  good  advice,  impracticable, 
the  road  being  so  rough  that  neither  mules,  nor 
mankind,  nor  horses,  can  make  any  violent  pro- 
gress. Passed  without  fractures  or  menace  thereof. 
^  "  The  music  of  the  cow's  bells*  (for  their  wealth, 
like  the  patriarch's,  is  cattle)  in  the  pastures,  which 
reach  to  a  height  far  above  any  mountains  in  Britain, 
and  the  shepherds  shouting  to  us  from  crag  to  crag, 
and  playing  on  their  reeds  where  the  steeps  appear^ 
almost  inaccessible,  with  the  surrounding  scenery, 
realized  all  that  I  have  ever  heard  or  imagined  of  a 
pastoral  existence : — much  more  so  than  Greece  or 
Asia  Minor;  for  there  we  are  a  little  too  much  of 
the  sabre  and  musket  order,  and  if  there  is  a  crook 
in  one  one  hand,  you  are  sure  to  see  a  gun  in  the 
other:— but  this  was  pure  and  unmixed— solitary, 
savage,  and  patriarchal.  At  we  went,  they  played 
the  *  Rans  des  Vaches '  and  other  airs,  by  way  of 
farewell.  I  have  lately  repeopled  my  mind  with 
nature. 

"September  90. 

"  Up  at  six ;  off  at  eight.  The  whole  of  this  day's 
Joumev  at  an  average  of  between  from  two  thousand 
leven  hundred  to  throe  thousand  feet  above  the  level 
of  the  sea.  This  valley,  the  longest,  narrowest,  and 
considered  the  finest  of  the  Alps,  little  traversed  bv 
travellers.  Saw  the  bridge  of  La  Roche.  The  beS 
of  the  river  very  low  and  deep,  between  immense 
rocks,  and  rapid  as  anger ; — a  man  and  mule  said  to 
have  tumbled  over  without  damage.  The  people 
looked  free,  and  happy,  and  rich  (%vhich  last  implies 
neither  of  the  former) ;  the  cows  superb ;  a  bull 
nearly  leaped  into  the  char-a-banc — •  agreeable  com- 
panion in  a  post-chaise ; '  goats  and  sheep  very 
thrivinff.  A  mountain,  with  enormous  glaciers,  to 
the  right— the  Klitzgerbere ;  farther  on,  the  Hock- 
thorn — nice  names— so  sort  \^Stockkom,  I  believe, 
Ter>'  lofty  and  scraggy,  patched  with  snow  only ;  no 
glaciers  on  it,  but  some  jjood  epaulettes  of  clouds. 

*'  Passed  the  boundaries,  out  of  Vaud  and  into 
Berne  canton  ;  French  exchanged  for  bad  German  ; 
the  district  famous  for  cheese,  hberty,  property,  and 
no  taxes.  Hobhouso  went  to  fish — caught  none. 
Strolled  to  the  river ;  saw  boy  and  kid ;  kid  followed 
him  like  a  dog ;  kid  cotild  not  get  over  a  fence,  and 
bleated  piteously;  tried  myself,  to  help  kid,  but 
nearly  overset  both  self  and  kid  into  the  river. 
Arrived  here  about  six  in  the  evening.  Nine 
o'clock— going  to  bed ;  not  tired  to-day,  but  hope 
to  sleep,  nevertheless. 

*fcpteroberai. 

*'  Off  early.  The  valley  of  Simmenthal  as  before. 
Entrance  to  the  plain  of  Thoun  very  narrow ;  high 
rocks,  wooded  to  the  top;  river;  new  moimtains, 
with  fine  glaciers.  Lake  of  Thoun ;  extensive  plain 
with  a  girdle  of  Alps.  Walked  down  to  the  Cha- 
teau de  Schadau ;  view  along  the  lake ;  crossed  the 
nver  in  a  boat  rowed  by  women.  Thoun  a  very 
pretty  town.    The  whole  day's  journey  Alpine  and 


but  the  baakf  fine, 
edge.  Landed  at  Nen 
entered  upon  a  range  o 
tion,  or  previoui  cono 
scription— two  brothen 
just  the  place  for  it. 
came  to  an  enormous  r< 
the  mountain,  (the  Jur 
glaciers;  torrents;  one 
dred  feet  in  height  of 
the  curate's.  Set  oat 
avalanche  fall,  like  th 
storm  came  on,  thundei 
fection,  and  beautiful, 
wanted  to  carry  my  o 
him,  when  I  recoUecte 
and  I  thought  the  lig 
towards  him;  kept  it  i 
bered  with  it,  as  it  was 
the  horse  was  stupid,  i 
neal.  Got  in,  not  very 
Hobhouse  wet  through 
cottage ;  sent  man,  um 
curate's  when  I  arrived  J 
house  Tery  good  indee 
English  vicarages.  It  : 
torrent  I  spoke  of.  Thi 
over  the  rock,  like  the  t 
ing  in  the  wind,  such 
would  be  that  of  the  *\ 
is  mounted  in  the  Apoc 
nor  water,  but  a  sometl 
mense  height  ^nine  hux 
curve,  a  snreading  here, 
derful  ana  indescribabh 
that  this  day  has  been  t 
ent  excursion. 


"  Left  Thoun  in  a  boat,  which  carried  ns  the 
length  of  the  lake  in  three  hours.     The  lake  small ; 


■^ 
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**  Before  ascending  t 
torrent  (^seven  in  the  mc 
it,  forming  a  rainbow\ 
colors,  but  principally 
moving  as  you  move; 
this;  it  is  only  in  th« 
Wengen  mountain;  at 
the  summit ;  left  the  he 
went  to  the  summit,  sei 
feet)  above  the  level  c 
thousand  above  the  vail 
On  one  side,  our  view  cc 
all  her  glacifers;  then  t 
like  truth  ;  then  the 
Eigher;)  and  the  Great 
and  last,  not  least,  the  "> 
the  Jungfrau  is  thirtee 
sea,  aleven  thousand  afa 
highest  of  this  range, 
ing  every  five  minutes, 
stood,  on  the  Wengen 
view  on  one  side;  on 
from  the  opposite  vallej 
precipices  hke  the  foam 
a  spring  tide— it  was 
immeasurably  deep  in 
ascended  was  (of  cours 
nature;  but  on  arriving 
down  upon  the  other  s 
cloud,  aashing  against 
stood,  (these  crags  on  ( 
lar.)  Stayed  a  quarter 
scend;  quite  clear  from 
mountain.  In  passing  tl 
a  snowball  and  pelted  Hi 

**  Got  down  to  our  hor 
remounted;  heard  the  a 
morass;   Hobhouse  disn 
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X  trod  to  pMt  ay  bone  over ;  tbe  hone  nuik  up 
to  the  diSii,  and  of  ooone  he  and  I  wore  ki  the 
mod  together;  bemired,  bat  not  hurt;  luurhed, 
•ad  rode  oo.  AiriTed  at  the  Grindelwald ;  fined, 
mounted  mgidn,  and  lode  to  the  higher  glacier— 
ube  a  fiiouii  kmrieam.^  Starlight,  beantiAil,  bat 
a  devil  of  a  iMtth  1  Nerer  mind,  got  safe  in ;  a  little 
liffhtning,  but  the  whole  of  the  day  aa  fine  in  point 
of  weather  aa  the  day  on  which  Paradiae  waa  made. 
Paaaed  whoie  woodt  of  vrithmred  pkm,  aU  wUhsred^-f 
tronka  etripped  and  Ufeleaa,  branchea  lifeleaa ;  done 
by  a  aingle  winter.  _ 

'*  Set  off  at  aeren:  npat  five.  Paaaed  the  black 
glacier,  the  moontain  Wetterhom  on  the  right; 
oroaaed  the  Scheideck  mountain :  came  to  the  jRoaa 
glacier,  aaid  to  be  the  largeat  and  fineat  in  Switaer- 
wnd.  7  think  the  fioaaona  glacier  at  Chamonni  aa 
fine;  Hobhoaae  doea  not.  Came  to  thcBeichen- 
bach  waterfall,  two  hundred  Ibet  high;  halted  to 
reat  the  horaea.  Arrived  in  the  valley  of  Oberland ; 
rain  came  on ;  drenched  a  little ;  only  four  houra' 
nin,  however,  in  eiffht  daya.  Came  to  the  lake  of 
Bnenti,  then  to  the  town  of  Brients;  changed. 
In  the  evening,  foor  Swiaa  peaaant  girla  of  Ober- 
hasli  came  andaanB  the  aire  of  their  country ;  two 
of  the  voicea  beaatlflil-4he  tones  alao ;  so  wild  and 
original,  and  at  the  aame  time  of  great  sweetaess. 
The  singing  is  over;  but  below  stairs  I  hear  the 
notes  of  a  fiddle,  which  bode  no  good  to  my  night's 
test ;  I  shall  go  down  and  see  the  dancing. 


'*  The  whole  town  of  Biients  were  apparently 
gathered  together  in  the  rooms  below ;  pretty 
music  and  excdlent  waltzing:  the  dancing  much 
better  than  in  England;  the  English  can't  waits, 
never  could,  never  will.  One  man,  with  hia  pipe 
in  hia  mouth,  but  danced  as  well  as  the  others; 
•ome  other  dances  in  paira  and  in  fours,  and  very 
good.  I  went  to  bed,  but  the  revelrv  continued 
below  late  and  early.  Brienta  but  a  village.  Rose 
oarlv.  Bmbarked  on  the  lake  of  Brienta;  rowed 
by  the  women  in  a  long  boat ;  presently  we  put  to 
anore>  and  another  woman  jumped  in.  It  seems  it 
is  the  custom  here  for  the  boata  to  be  matmed  by 
women:  four  or  five  men  and  three  women  in  our 
bark,  all  the  women  took  an  oaz.  and  but  one  man. 

*'  Got  to  Interlachen  in  three  houra ;  pretty  lake ; 
not  ao  large  aa  that  of  Thoun.  Dined  at  Intor^ 
>    OM  gave  me  aome  fiowerst  and  made  me 
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a  speech  in  Genoaan,  of  which  I  know  nothing ;  I 
do  not  know  whether  the  apeech  was  pret^,  but  aa 
the  woman  was,  I  hope  so.  BeCmbarkea  on  the 
lake  of  Thoun ;  fell  asleep  part  of  the  way ;  aenk 
our  horses  round ;  found  people  on  the  shore, 
blowing  up  a  rock  with  gunpowder;  they  blewil 
up  near  our  boat,  only  tellmg  us  a  minute  before  ;->« 
mere  stapidity,  but  they  might  have  broken  our 
noddles.  Got  to  Thoun  in  the  evening;  thewea- 
tiier  has  been  tolerable  the  whole  di^.  But  as  the 
wild  part  of  our  tour  is  finiahed,  it  don't  matter  to 
us ;  in  all  the  desirable  part,  we  have  been  the  meet 
lucky  in  warmth  and  cleameas  of  atmosphere. 


**  Being  out  of  the  mountains,  my  journal  muat 
be  as  fiat  aa  my  journey.  From  Thoun  to  Berne, 
good  road,  hedgea,  vi^agea,  industry,  property,  ana 
all  sorts  of  tokens  of  msipid  civiuaation.  From 
Berne  to  Fribourg;  different  canton;  Catholics; 
paased  a  field  of  battle ;  Swiss  beat  the  French  in 
one  of 'the  late  wars  against  the  French  republic. 
Bought  a  dog.  The  greater  part  of  this  tour  baa 
been  on  horseback,  on  foot,  and  on  mule. 


<*  Saw  the  tree  planted  in  honor  of  the  battle  of 
Morat ;  three  hundred  and  forty  years  old ;  a  good 
deal  decayed.  Left  Fribourg,  but  first  saw  the 
cathedral;  high  tower.  Overtook  the  baggage  of 
the  nuns  of  La  Trappe,  who  are  removing  to  Nor^ 
mandy,  afterward  a  coach,  with  a  quantity  of  nuni 
in  it.  Proceeded  along  the  banks  of  the  lake  of 
Neufchfttel;  very  pleaaing  and  soft,  but  not  so 
mountainous — at  least,  the  Jura,  not  appearing 
so,  after  the  Bernese  Alps.  Beached  Tverdun  in 
the  dusk ;  a  long  line  of  large  treea  on  the  border 
of  the  lake ;  fine  and  aombre ;  the  Aub^ge  neariy 
AiU— a  German  Princess  and  suite ;  got  rooms. 


**  Paased  through  a  fine  and  flouriahing  country^ 
but  not  mountainous.  In  the  evening  reached  Au- 
bonne,  (the  entrance  and  bridge  something  like  that 
of  Durham,)  which  commands  by  far  the  furest 
view  of  the  Lake  of  Geneva;  twilight;  the  moon 
on  the  lake ;  a  grove  on  the  height,  and  of  very 
noble  treea.  Here  Tavernier  (the  eastern  traveller) 
bought  (or  built)  the  chateau,  because  the  site  re- 
sembled and  equalled  that  of  Erivan,  a  frontier  city 
of  Persia ;  here  he  finished  his  voyages,  and  I  thw 
little  eKcnrsion,— for  I  am  within  a  few  hours  o't 
Diodati  and  have  little  mote  to  aee,  (nd  no  more  to 
aflf." 


EXTRACTS   FROM  A  JOU 


IN  ITALY. 


**  RavMiiK,  Janciuy  4, 1011. 

«*  *  A  SUDDEN  thought  strikes  me.*  Let  me  bcKin  a 
Journal  once  more.  The  last  I  kept  was  in  8wit- 
xerland,  in  record  of  a  tour  made  in  the  Bernese 
Alps,  which  I  made  to  send  to  my  sister  in  1816, 
and  I  suppose  that  she  has  it  still,  for  she  wrote  to 
me  that  she  was  pleased  with  it.  Another,  and 
longer,  I  kept  in  1813-1814,  which  I  gave  to  Thomas 
Moore  in  the  sumo  year. 

"  This  morning  I  gat  me  up  late,  as  usual — 
weather  bad — bad  as  lingland — worse.  The  snow 
of  last  week  melting  to  the  sirocco  of  to-day,  so 
that  there  were  two  a — fl  things  at  once.  Could  not 
even  get  to  ride  on  horseback  in  the  forest.  Stayed 
at  home  all  the  morning — looked  at  the  fire — won 
dered  when  the  post  would  come.  Post  came  at 
the  Ave  Maria,  instead  of  half-past  one  o'clock,  as 
it  ought.  Galignani's  Messengers,  six  in  number — 
a  letter  from  I-aenza,  but  none  from  England. — 
Yery  sulky  in  consequence,  (for  there  ought  to  have 
been  letters,)  and  ate  in  consequence  a  copious  din- 
ner; for  when  I  am  vexed,  it  makes  me  swallow 
quicker — ^but  drank  very  little. 

♦'  I  was  out  of  spirits — read  the  papers — thought 
what /am«  was,  on  reading,  in  a  case  of  murder,  that 
♦  Mr.  Wych,  grocer,  at  Tunbridgo,  sold  some  bacon, 
flour,  cheese,  and,  it  is  believed,  some  plums,  to 
some  gipsy  woman  accused.  He  had  on  his  counter 
(I  quote  faithfully)  a  book,  the  Life  of  Pamela, 
which  he  was  tearing  for  tcaste  paper.  Sec,  &c.  In 
the  cheese  was  found,  &c.,  and  a  ♦  leaf  of  Pamela 
wrapped  rouiui  the  bacon  !  *  What  would  Richardson , 
the  vainest  and  luckiest  of  living  authors  (i.  e.  while 
aliye) — he  who,  with  Aaron  II  111,  used  to  prophecy 
and  chuckle  over  the  presumed  fall  of  Fielding  (the 
prose  Homer  of  human  nature)  and  of  Tope  (the 
most  beautiful  of  poets)— what  would  he  have  said 
could  he  have  traced  his  pages  from  their  place  on 
the  French  prince's  toilets  (nee  Boswell's  Johnson) 
to  the  ffrocer's  counter  ana  the  gipsy-murderess's 
bacon!!! 

••  What  would  he  have  said  ?  what  can  any  body 
•ay,  save  what  Solomon  said  long  before  us  ?  After 
all,  it  is  but  passing  from  one  counter  to  another, 
from  the  bookseller's  to  the  otli-er  tradesman's — 
grocer  or  pastry-cook.  For  my  part,  I  have  met 
with  most  poetry  upon  trunks ;  so  that  I  am  apt 
to  consider  the  trunk-maker  as  the  sexton  of  author 
•hip. 

'<  Wrote  five  letters  in  about  half  an  hour,  short 
and  savage,  to  all  my  rascally  correspondents.  Car- 
riage came.  Heard  the  news  of  three  murders  at 
Faenza  and  Forli — a  carabinier,  a  smuggler,  and  an 
attorney— all  last  night.  The  first  two  iu  a  quarrel, 
the  latter  by  premeditation. ♦ 

«*  Three  weeks  ago— almost  a  month — the  7th  it 
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was— I  picked  up  the  coi 
ed,  out  of  the  street ;  h 
sins  unknown,  but  prest 
wrote  from  Home  last  n 
assisted  him  in  his  last 
was  a  pity  ;  he  was  a  go 
It  was  eight  in  the  even 
We  heard  the  shot ;  mv 
found  him  expiring,  wit 
mortal — by  slugs  they 
but  did  not  go  to  the  di: 

"  Carriage  at  eight  or  £ 
G. — found  her  playing 
till  ten,  when  the  Count 
Count,  her  brother,  Cf 
Pluy,  they  said,  Alfieri's 

"Two  days  ago  the 
through  Bologna  on  his 
vant  Luigi  brought  the 
Bologna  for  a  lamp.  I 
show. 

*'  Came  home  at  eleve 
road  and  weather  are  co 
morrow.  High  time — a 
snow,  sirocco,  one  day- 
sad  climate  for  Italy.  1 
S resent,  are  extraordina 
a  Vinci,  by  Rossi — ^ru 
and  will  go  to  bed. 

**  Rose  late— dull  and 
ping  and  dense.  Snow 
above  in  the  sky,  like  y 
horse's  belly,  so  that  ric 
not  very  feasible.  Add( 
to  Murray.  Read  the 
time  (I  have  read  all  W 
times)  of  the  third  sei 
lord,' — grand  work — S( 
great  English  poet — ^wo 
drunk  with  him. 

**  Dined  versus  six  i 
there  was  a  plum-pudc 
eating  to  my  *  family  of 
I  knew  it.  Drank  ha 
spirits— of  wine;  for  w 
&c.,  &c.,  here  is  nothin 
accordingly.    Did  not  < 

E laced,  by  way  of  dessc 
awk,  and  tame  (but  nc 
ford's  Hi.storv  of  Greei 
the  Ten  Thousand.  I 
writing,  six  minutes  1 
French  hours,  not  Italij 
**  Hear  the  carriage — 
as  usual — necessary  ari 
riage  open,  and  inhabita] 
treacherous  and  highly 
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IbIIowb,  thovglk— good  mstarials  fDranaition.  Oat 
of  cbaoe  Oodmads  a  world,  and  out  of  high  pasaons 
comes  a  people. 

**  Clock  strikes— ^ing  out  to  make  lore.  Some- 
what perilous,  but  not  disagreeable.  Memorandum 
—a  new  screen  put  up  to-day.  It  is  rather  antique, 
but  wiU  do  with  a  little  repair. 

"  Thaw  continues— hopeful  that  riding  may  be 
practicable  to-morrow.  Sent  the  papers  to  Alii — 
grand  oYeints  coming. 

"  Eleven  o'  the  clock  and  nine  minutes.  Yisited 
La  Contessa  O.  Nata  G.  O.  Found  her  beginning 
mj  letter  of  answer  to  tiie  thanks  of  Alessio  del 
Pmto  of  Rome  for  assisting  his  brother,  the  late 
eommandant,  in  his  last  moments,  as  I  had  begged 
''  lier  to  pen  my  reply  for  the  purer  Italian,  I  being  an 
nltra-montane,  little  skilled  in  the  set  phrase  of 
Tuscany.  Cut  short  the  letter— finish  it  another 
dav.  xalked  of  Italy,  patriotism,  Alfieri,  Madame 
Aloany,  and  other  branches  of  learning.  Also  Sal- 
lust's  Conspiracy  of  Catiline,  and  the  war  of  Jugur- 
tha.  At  nine  came  in  her  brother,  II  Conte  Pietro— 
at  ten,  her  father,  Conte  Ruggiero. 

*<  Talked  of  Tarious  modes  of  warfare— of  the 
Hungarian  and  Highland  modes  of  broadsword  ex- 
^  erdse,  in  both  whereof  I  was  once  a  moderate  *  mas- 
;  ter  of  fence/  Settled  that  the  K.  will  break  out  on 
^  the  7th  or  8th  of  March,  in  which  appointment  I 
,;  should  trust,  had  it  not  been  settled  tiiat  it  was  to 
(  have  broken  out  in  October,  1820.  But  those  Bo- 
^  logneee  shirked  the  Romagnuoles. 
I  "  <  It  is  all  one  to  Ranger.'  One  must  not  be  par- 
^  ticular,  but  take  rebellion  when  it  lies  in  the  way. 
^  Came  home— read  the  '  Ten  Thousand '  again,  and 
will  go  to  bed. 

"  Mem.— Ordered  Fletcher  (at  four  o'clock  this 
',  afternoon)  to  copy  out  seven  or  eight  apothegms 
.  of  Bacon,  in  which  I  have  detected  such  blunders  as 
,  a  school-boy  might  detect,  rather  than  commit. — 
[  Such  are  the  sages !  What  must  they  be,  when  such 
as  I  can  stumble  on  their  mistakes  or  mistatements  ? 
I  wHl  go  to  bed,  for  I  find  that  I  grow  cynical. 

•«JunM7a,lSU. 

"  Mist— thaw^-slop — ^rain.     No  stirring  out  on 

horseback.    Read  Spence's  Anecdotes.  Pope  a  fine 

fellow — always  thought  him  so.    Corrected  blunders 

'    in  nins  apothegms  of  Bacon— all  historical — and 

[  read  Mitford's  Greece.  Wrote  an  epig^ram.   Turned 

to  a  passage  in  Ouinguene— ditto,  in  Lord  Hol- 

^    land's  Lope  de  Vega.  Wrote  a  note  on  Don  Juan.* 

^       *'  At  eight  went  out  to  visit.    Heard  a  little  music 

'    —like  music.    Talked  with  Count  Pietro  O.  of  the 

'   Italian  comedian  Yestris,  who  is  now  at  Rome — 

have  seen  him  often  act  in  Venice— a  good  actox^— 

very.    Somewhat  of  a  mannerist;  but  excellent  in 

r   broad  comedy,  as  well  as  in  sentimental  pathetic.  He 

•   has  made  me  frequently  laugh  and  cry,  neither  of 

which  is  now  a  very  easy  mattez^— at  least,  for  a 

'    player  to  produce  in  me. 

'  <*  Thought  of  the  state  of  women  under  the  ancient 
.  Oreek»— convenient  enough.  Present  state,  a  rem- 
nant of  the  barbarism  of  the  chivalry  and  feudal 
agjM — artificial  and  unnatural.  They  ought  to  mind 
home — and  be  well  fed  and  clothed-H)ut  not  mixed 
in  society.  Well  educated,  too,  in  religion— but  to 
read  neither  poetry  nor  politics— nothing  but  books 
of  piety  and  cookery.  Music— drawing— dancing — 
also  a  little  gardening  and  ploughing  now  and  then. 
I  have  seen  them  mending  the  road  in  Epirus  with 
good  success.  Why  not,  as  well  as  hay-making  and 
milking  ? 

**  Came  home,  and  readMitford  again,  and  played 
with  my  mastiff—gave  him  his  supper.  Macte  an- 
other reading  to  the  epigram,  but  tne  turn  the  same. 
To-night  at  the  theatre,  there  being  a  prince  on  his 
throne  in  the  last  scene  of  the  comedy, — the  audi- 
ence laughed,  and  asked  him  for  a  Constiitaum,'^ 
This  shows  the  state  of  the  public  mind  here,  as 
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well  as  the  assassinations.  It  won't  do.  Thsmmurt 
be  a  universal  republic,— and  thore  ought  to  be. 

**  The  crow  is  lame  of  a  leg— wonder  how  it  ha|H 
poied— some  fool  trod  upon  his  toe,  I  suppose.-* 
The  falcon  pretty  brisk— the  cats  large  sudi  noisy-* 
the  monkeys  I  have  not  looked  to  since  the  cold 
weather,  as  they  sufier  by  being  brought  up.  Horsec 
must  be  gay — get  a  ride  as  soon  as  weather  serves, 
Beused  muggy  stillr- an  Italian  winter  is  a  sad  tiling, 
but  all  the  other  seasons  are  charming. 

**  What  is  the  reason  that  I  have  been,  all  my 
lifetime  more  or  less  ennuyit  and  that,  if  any  thing, 
I  am  rather  less  so  now  than  I  was  at  twenty,  as  far 
as  m^  recollection  serves  ?  I  do  not  know  how  to 
answer  this,  but  presume  that  it  is  constitutional,-- 
as  well  as  the  waking  in  low  spirits,  which  I  have 
invariably  done  for  many  years.  Tempenmoe  and 
exercise,  which  I  have  practised  at  times,  and  for  a 
lono;  time  together  vigorously  and  violently,  mad* 
little  or  no  difference.  Violent  passions  did;-~ 
when  under  their  immediate  influence — ^it  is  odd, 
butp— I  was  in  agitated,  but  not  in  depressed  spirits. 

"  A  dose  of  ults  has  the  effect  of  a  temporaij 
inebriation,  like  light  champagne  upon  me.  But 
wine  and  spints  make  me  sullen  ana  savage  to  fe- 
rocity— silent,  however  and  retiring,  and  not  quai« 
relsome,  if  hot  spoken  to.  Swimming  also  raisei 
m^  spirits, — ^but  in  general  they  are  low,  and  ^et 
diuly  lower.  That  is  hopeless;  for  I  do  not  think 
I  am  so  much  ennuy^  as  I  was  at  nineteen.— 
The  proof  is,  that  then  I  must  game,  or  drink, 
or  be  in  motion  of  some  kind,  or  I  was  miser- 
able. At  present,  I  can  mope  in  quietness ;  and 
like  being  alone  better  than  any  company — exeept 
the  lady's  whom  I  serve.  But  I  feel  a  something, 
which  makes  me  think  that,  if  I  ever  reach  near  to 
old  age,  like  Swift,  <  I  shall  die  at  top '  first.  Onlf 
I  do  not  dread  idiotism  or  madness  so  much  as  he 
did.  On  the  contrarv,  I  think  some  quieter  stagec 
of  both  must  be  preferable  to  much  of  what  mem 
think  the  possession  of  their  senses. 

*«J«arat3r7,lsn,9mMkr. 

"  Still  rain— mist— snow— drizzle — and  all  the  in- 
calculable combinations  of  a  climate,  where  heat  and 
cold  struggle  for  mastery.  Read  Spence,  and  turned 
over  Roscoe,  to  find  a  passage  I  have  not  found.— 
Read  the  fourth  vol.  of  W.  Scott*s  second  series  of 
Tales  of  my  Landlord.'  Dined.  Read  the  Lugano 
Gazette.  R«ad — I  forset  what.  At  eight  went  to 
conversazione.  Found  there  the  Countess  Oel- 
trude,  Betti  V.,  and  her  husband,  and  others.- 
Pretty  black-eyed  woman  that— on/y  twenty-two — 
same  age  as  Teresa,  who  is  prettier,  though. 

**The  Count  Pietro  6:  took  me  aside  to  say  that 
the  Patriots  have  had  notice  from  Forli  (twen^ 
miles  off)  that  to-night  the  government  and  its 
party  mean  to  strike  a  stroke — that  the  Cardinal 
here  has  had  orders  to  make  several  arrests  imme- 
diately, and  that,  in  consequence,  the  Liberals  are 
arming,  and  have  posted  patrols  in  the  streets,  to 
sound  the  alarm  and  give  notice  to  fiffht  for  it. 

•*  He  asked  me  *  what  should  be  aone  ? ' — I  an- 
swered, *  fiffht  for  it,  rather  than  be  taken  in  detail ;' 
and  ofiered,  if  any  of  them  are  in  immediate  appre- 
hension of  arrest,  to  receive  them  in  my  house, 
(which  is  defensible,}  and  to  defend  them,  with  my 
servants  and  themselves,  (we  have  arms  and  ammu- 
nition,) as  long  as  we  can,— or  to  try  to  get  them 
away  under  cloud  of  niffht.  On  going  home,  I  offered 
him  the  pistols  which  I  had  about  me— but  he  r»- 
fused,  but  said  he  would  come  off  to  me  in  case  of 
accidents. 

'*  It  wants  half  an  hour  of  midnight,  and  rains  ;•— 
as  Gibbet  says,  *  a  fine  niffht  for  their  enterprise- 
dark  as  hell,  and  blows  like  the  deviL'  If  the  row 
don't  happen  note,  it  must  soon.  I  thought  that 
their  system  of  shooting  people  would  soon  produce 
a  reaction— and  now  it  seems  coming.  I  will  do 
what  I  can  in  the  way  of  combat,  though  a  little  out 
of  exercise.    The  causa  is  a  gced  one. 
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«<  Turned  jver  and  over  half  a  Bcore  of  books  for 
the  passage  in  question,  and  can't  find  it.  Expect 
to  hear  the  drum  and  the  musketry  momently  (for 
thpy  Bwear  to  resist,  and  are  right )--but  I  hear  no- 
thing, as  yet,  save  the  splash  of  the  rain  and  the 
rusts  of  the  wind  at  intervals.  Don't  like  to  go  to 
bed,  because  I  hate  to  be  waked,  and  would  rather 
■it  up  for  the  row,  if  there  is  to  be  one. 

"Mended  the  fire — have  got  the  arms — and  a 
book  or  two,  which  I  shall  turn  over.  I  know  little 
of  their  numbers,  but  think  the  Carbonari  strong 
enough  to  beat  the  troops,  even  here.  With  twenty 
men,  this  house  might  be  defended  for  twenty-four 
hours  against  any  force  to  be  brought  against  it, 
now  in  this  place,  for  the  same  time ;  and,  in  such  a 
time,  the  country  would  have  notice,  and  would 
rise, — if  ever  they  wiil  rise,  of  which  there  is  some 
doubt.  In  the  mean  time,  I  may  as  well  read  as  do 
any  thing  eli>e,  being  alone. 

"January  8,  1821,  Moodaj. 

**  Rose,  and  found  Count  P.  G.  in  my  apartments. 
Sent  away  the  servant.  Told  me  that,  according  to 
the  best  information,  the  government  had  not  issued 
orders  for  the  arrests  apprehended ;  that  the  attack 
in  Forli  had  not  taken  place  (as  expected)  by  the 
Sanfedisti — the  opponents  of  the  Carbonari  or  Lib- 
erals—and that,  as  yet,  they  are  still  in  apprehension 
only.  Asked  me  for  some  anus  of  a  better  sort, 
which  I  gave  him.  Settled  that,  in  case  of  a  row, 
the  Liberals  were  to  assemble  here^  (with  me.)  and 
that  he  had  given  the  word  to  Vincenxo  O.  and 
others  of  the  Chiefs  for  that  purpose.  He  himself 
and  father  are  going  to  the  chase  in  the  forest ;  but 
V.  O.  is  to  come  to  me,  and  an  express  to  be  sent  off 
to  him,  P.  G.,  if  any  thing  occurs.  Concerted  opera- 
tions.    They  are  to  seize — but  no  matter. 

"  I  advised  them  to  attack  in  detail,  and  in  differ 
•nt  parties,  in  diiforcnt  i>lacea^  (though  at  the  same 
time,)  so  as  to  divide  tne  attention  of  the  troops, 
who,  though  few,  yet  being  disciplined,  would  beat 
anv  body  of  people  (not  trained)  in  a  regular  fight— 
unless  di<«persed  in  small  parties,  ana  distracted 
with  different  assaults.  Offered  to  let  them  assem- 
ble here,  if  they  choose.  It  is  a  strougish  post — 
narrow  street,  commanded  from  within — and  tenable 
wails.         ♦        •        • 

••  Dined.  Tried  on  a  new  coat.  Letter  to  Mur- 
ray, with  corrections  of  Bacon's  Apotl>egni8  and 
an  epigram — the  latter  not  for  publication.  At  eight 
went  to  Teresa,  Countess  G.  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  At  nine 
and  a  half  came  in  II  Conte  P.  and  Count  P.  G, 
Talked  of  a  certain  proclamation  lately  issued, 
Count  R.  G.  had  been  with  ♦  •  (the  •  ♦),  to  sound 
him  about  the  arrests.  He,  •  ♦,  is  a  trtmmer,  and 
deals,  at  present,  his  cards  with  both  hands.  If  he 
don't  mind,  they'll  be  full.  ♦  •  pretends  (/doubt 
him — t/iey  don't, — we  shall  see)  that  there  is  no  such 
order,  and  seems  staggered  by  the  immense  exer- 
tions of  the  Neapolitans,  and  the  fierce  spirit  of  the 
Liberals  here.  The  truth  is,  that  *  *  cxires  for  little 
but  his  place  ("which  is  a  ^ood  one)  and  wishes  to 
play  pretty  with  both  parties.  He  has  changed  his 
mind  thirty  times  these  last  three  moons,  to  my 
knowledge,  for  he  corresponds  with  me.  But  he  is 
not  a  bloody  fellow— only  an  avaricious  one. 

"It  seems  that,  just  at  this  moment  (as  Lydia 
Languish  says)  there  will  be  no  elopement  after  all. 
I  wish  that  I  nad  known  as  much  last  night — or, 
rather,  this  morning — I  should  have  gone  to  bed 
two  hours  earlier.  And  yet  I  ought  not  to  com- 
ilaiu ;  for,  though  it  is  a  sirocco,  and  heavy  rain,  I 
lave  not  yawned  for  these  two  days. 

"Came  home — read  History  of  Greece — ^before 
dinner  had  read  Walter  Scott's  Rob  Roy.  Wrote 
address  to  the  letter  in  answer  to  Alessio  del  Pinto, 
who  has  thanked  me  for  helping  his  brother  (the 
ate  commandant,  murdered  here  last  month)  in  his 
last  moments.  Have  told  him  I  only  did  a  duty  of 
Humanity — as  is  true.     The  brother  fives  at  Rome. 

"  Mended  the  fire  with  some  '  sgobole,'  (a  Romag- 
nuoie  word,)  and  gave  the  falcon  some  water.— 


h) 


Drank  some  Seltier-wi 
a  print,  or  etching  of 
Italian  oainter^— differe 
Reynolds's,  and  I  thin 
no  tooTie,  for  Reynolds 
a  button  in  my  new  coi 
"  I  wonder  what  figi 
in  a  regular  row.  I  so 
Irishman's  gun,  (some 
one,)  they  will  only  dc 
ner ; '  at  least  this  sort 
tenor  of  their  exploits 
rials  in  this  people,  an 
rected.  But  who  is  t 
Out  of  such  times  he] 
the  hot-beds  of  high  sp: 
of  the  few  virtues  incu 


"Rose— the  day  fin 
Lega  (my  secretary^  a 
chief  servant)  coming  t 
finished  the  work  in  in 
employed  on  lately,  I  n 
The  painter  has  not  c 
Titian,  &c.,  considerin 
«  «  « 

"Dined.  Read  Jo 
Wishes,' — all  the  exa 
them  sublime,  as  well 
exception  of  an  occas 
much  admire  the  openi 
tioii  of  Sharpe's  (the  co 
in  London,  and  a  very  c 
of  this  poem  was  sunt 
ver)'  best  of  poets  /  1 
once,  only  changing  th 


The  former  line.  '  Let 
heavy  and  useless.  E 
true! — ^true  as  the  10 
lapse  of  ages  change*  \ 
the  earth — the  bounds 
sky,  and  every  thing 
neath  '  man,  except  m 
been,  and  always  will 
infinite  variety  of  Uvea 
the  infinity  of  wishes 
All  the  discoveries  whi 
multiplied  little  but  e: 
ease  is  succeeded  by 
discovered  world  has  1 
except  the  p— first  and 
a  fine  thing,  particulaj 
in  exchange  for  slaver] 
*  the  sovereigns  '  wouh 
present  of  the  two  to  t 

"  At  eight  went  out- 
the  king  of  Naples  hi 
Florence,  to  the  potc* 
wretches  with  crowns 
compulsive,  &c.,  &c.,  i 
rians  are  placed  again 
Let  them — *  they  come 
the  hounds  of  hell  !• 
their  bones  piled  like 
Morat,  in  Switzerland, 

"  Heard  some  musi 
— news,  tear,  or  rumori 
G.,  &c.,  «S:c.  They  m« 
to  honor  mc  with  a  cal 
back  ;  though  I  don't 
sufficient  to  make  muc 
now  the  time  to  act, 
single  spark  of  that  v< 
past  can  be  bequeathed 
It  is  not  one  man,  no 
liberty,  which  must  b 
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imA.  upon  tt«  Ants  are,  oiie  bj  on^  tooken,  Imt 

gttheoioii8iic(mqiien,neTatlieleM.  It  oyerwhelmf 
e  Armada,  it  wean  the  rock,  and,  if  the  Nepiu- 
mant  are  to  be  belioTed,  it  has  not  onlj  destroyed, 
but  made  a  world.  In  tike  manner,  whaterer  the 
saerifloe  of  indiiddaals,  the  neat  cause  will  gather 
strenglii,  sweep  down  whatli  nigged,  and  fin^iae 
(for  ««a-i0eetf  is  mamtre)  what  is  eultiyable.  And 
■o,  the  mere  selflsh  ealoulation  ooght  nerer  to  be 
made  on  sneh  oeoasions ;  and,  at  present,  it  shaT 
not  be  computed  by  me.  I  was  never  a  good  arith- 
netieian  of  chanoes,  and  shall  not 


* '  Day  ilne— fldned  only  in  the  morning.  Looked 
over  aoeoonts.  Read  Campbell's  Poets  marked 
errors  of  Tom  (the  aathor)  for  correction.*  Dined 
— ^ent  out^-musio— Tvrolese  air,  with  Tarlations. 
Sustained  the  cause  of  the  original  simple  sir  against 
the  Tariations  of  the  Italian  school. 

«  e  e  •  e  • 

*<  Polities  somewhat  tempestuous,  and  dondier 
daily.  To-morrow  beinff  foreign  post-day,  probably 
something  more  will  be  known. 

"  Came  home— read.  Corrected  Tom  Campbell's 
slips  of  the  pen.  A  good  work,  though— ^tyle  af- 
fected—but his  defence  of  Pope  is  glorious.  To  be 
sure,  it  is  his  own  came,  too,— but  no  matter,  it  is 
Tery  good,  and  does  him  great  credit. 


*'  I  have  been  turning  orer  difEarent  Live§  of  the 
Poets.  I  rarely  read  tneir  works,  unless  an  occa- 
aional  flight  OTer  the  classical  ones.  Pope,  Dryden, 
Johnson,  Chray,  and  those  who  approach  them  near- 
est, (I  leaye  the  rant  of  the  rest  to  the  cant  of  the 
day,)  and— I  had  made  sereral  reflections,  but  I  feel 
•leepy,  and  may  as  well  go  to  bed. 

T11.1M- 


"  Bead  the  letters.  Corrected  the  tragedy  and 
tke  *  Hints  from  Horace.'  Dined,  and  got  into  bet- 
ter spirits.  Went  out^-retumed— Anished  letters, 
fiye  m  number.  Bead  poeta,  and  an  anecdote  in 
Spence. 

'<  All*  writes  to  me  that  the  Pope,  and  Duke  of  Tus- 
eany,  and  King  of  Sardinia  haye  also  been  called  to 
Congress;  but  the  Pope  will  only  deal  there  by 
proxy.  So  the  interests  of  millions  are  in  the  hanu 
of  about  twenty  coxcombs,  at  a  place  called  Lei- 
bach! 

"  I  should  almost  regret  that  my  own  afiUrs  went 
well,  when  those  of  nations  are  in  periL  If  the  in- 
terests of  mankind  could  be  essentially  bettered, 
(particularly  of  these  oppressed  Italians.)  I  should 
not  so  much  mind  my  own  *  sma*  peculiar.'  Ood 
grant  us  all  better  times,  or  philosopny. 

*'  In  reading,  I  hare  iust  chanced  upon  an  expres- 
•ion  of  Tom  Campbell's  *,— speaking  of  ColUns.  he 
■ays  that  *  no  reader  cares  any  more  about  the  cAor- 
acteritHe  maum&n  of  his  eclogues  than  about  the 
anthentieity  of  the  tale  of  Troy.'  'Tis  faUe— we  do 
care  about  'the  authenticity  of  the  tale  of  Troy.' 
X  lutye  stood  upon  the  plain  <fa»%,  for  mors  than  a 
month  in  1810 ;  and,  if  any  thing  diminished  my 
pleasure,  it  was  that  the  blackguard  Bryant  had 
impugned  its  veracity.  It  is  true  I  read  *  Homer 
Xr«yestied,'  (the  first  tweWe  books,)  because  Hob- 
houise  and  others  bored  me  with  their  learned  locali- 
tloa,  and  I  loye  quisling.  But  I  still  yenerated  the 
grand  original  as  the  troth  of  Aisfory  (in  the  mate- 
rial faeu)  and  of  f^oos.  Otherwise  it  would  have 
r'ven  me  no  delight.  Who  will  persuade  me.  idien 
reclined  upon  a  mighty  tomb,  that  it  did  not 
contain  a  hero  .'—its  very  masnitude  proved  this. 
Men  do  not  labor  over  the  ignoble  and  petty  dead— 
and  why  should  not  the  dead  be  JSTomsr^  dead  ? 
The  secret  of  Tom  Campbell's  defence  of  maccwroiBy 
in  costume  and  description  is,  that  bis  Gertrude, 
ftc,  has  no  mote  locality  in  oommon  with  Pennsyl- 
vmaia  than  with  Penmanmanr.    It  is  notariously 


fon  of  grossly  false  sceneiy,  as  all  Amerfeaas  de- 
dare,  though  they  praise  parts  of  the  poem.    It  is 
thus  that  self-love  for  ever  creeps  out,  like  a  snake,  * 
testing  any  thing  which  happens,  even  accidentally, 
to  stumble  upon  it. 


**  The  weather  still  so  humid  and  impracticable, 
that  London,  in  its  most  oppressive  fogs,  were  a 
summer-bower  to  this  mist  and  sirocco,  which  has 
now  lasted,  (but  with  one  day's  interval,)  checked 
with  snow  or  heavy  rain  only,  since  the  30th  of 
December,  1820.  It  is  so  fiur  lucky  that  I  have  a 
literary  turn ;  but  it  is  very  tiresome  not  to  be  able 
to  stir  out,  in  comfort,  on  any  horse  but  Pegasus, 
for  so  many  days.  The  roads  are  even  worse  than 
the  weather,  by  the  long  splashing,  and  the  heavy 
soil,  and  the  growth  of  tne  waters. 

**  Bead  the  poets— English,  that  is  to  say— out  of 
Campbell's  edition.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  taffeta 
in  some  of  Tom*s  prefatory  phrases,  but  his  work  is 
good,  as  a  whole.  I  like  him  best,  though,  in  his 
own  poetry. 

"  Hurray  writes  that  they  want  to  act  the  trap;edy 
of  Marino  Faliero ;  more  rools  they—it  was  written 
for  the  closet.  I  have  protested  against  this  piece 
of  usurpation,  (which,  it  seems,  is  legal  for  mansf 
gers  over  any  printed  work,  against  the  author's 
will,)  and  I  hope  they  will  not  attempt  it.  Whj 
don't  they  brin^  out  some  of  the  numberless  aspi- 
rants for  theatrical  celebrity,  now  encumbering  their 
shelves,  instead  of  lugging  me  out  of  the  library  ? 
I  have  written  a  fierce  protest  against  any  such  at- 
tempt, but  I  still  would  hope  tnat  it  will  not  be 
necessary,  and  that  they  will  see^  at  once,  that  it  is 
not  intended  for  the  stage.  It  is  too  regular— the 
time,  twenty-four  hours — ^the  change  of  place  not 
ikequent— nothing  me^-dramatio— no  sunrises,  no 
starts,  nor  trap-doors,  nor  opportunities  *  for  tossing 
their  heads  and  kiokiuff  tiieir  heels  '—and  no  lov^-^ 
the  grand  ingredient  of  a  modem  play. 

«*  1  have  found  out  the  seal  cut  on  Murray's  let- 
ter. It  is  meant  for  Walter  Scott— or  Sir  Walter- 
he  is  the  first  poet  knighted  since  Sir  Bichard 
Blackmore.  But  it  docs  not  do  him  justice.  ScHt's 
—particularly  when  he  recites— is  a  very  intelligent 
countenance,  and  this  seal  says  nothing. 

"  Scott  is  certainly  the  most  wonderful  writer  of 
the  day.  His  novels  are  a  new  literature  in  them- 
selves, and  his  poetry  as  good  as  any— if  not  better 
(only  on  an  erroneous  system)— ana  only  ceased  to 
be  so  popular,  because  the  vulgar  learned  were  tired 
of  hearing  *Aristide8  called  the  Just,'  and  Walter 
Scott  the  seat,  and  ostracised  him. 

*<  I  like  him,  too,  for  his  manliness  of  character, 
for  the  extreme  pleasantness  of  his  conversation, 
and  his  good  nature  towards  myself,  personally.— 
May  he  prosper !— for  he  deserves  it.  I  know  no 
reaoing  to  which  I  fall  with  such  alacrity  as  a  work 
of  W.  Sootf  s.  I  shall  give  the  seal  with  his  bust 
on  it,  to  Madame  la  Contessa  O.  this  evening,  who 
will  be  curious  to  have  the  eifigies  of  a  man  so  cele- 
brated. 

**  How  strange  are  my  thoughts !— The  reading  of 
the  song  of  Milton,  '^Sabrina  fkdr,'  has  brought 
back  upon  me— I  know  not  how  or  why-^the  hap- 
piest, perhaps,  days  of  my  life  (always  excepting, 
nere  and  there,  ausirow  holyday  In  the  two  latter 
summers  of  my  stay  there,)  which  living  at  Cam- 
bridge with  Inward  Noel  Long,  afterward  of  the 
OusmU,— who,  after  having  served  honorably  in  the 
expedition  to  Copenhagen,  (of  which  two  or  three 
thousand  scoundrels  yet  survive  in  plight  and  pay,) 
was  drowned  early  in  1809,  on  his  passage  to  Lisbon 
with  his  regiment  in  the  St.  George  transport,  which  ' 
was  ran  foul  of,  in  the  night,  bv  another  transport. 
We  were  rival  swimmers— fona  of  riding— reading, 
and  of  conviviality.  We  had  been  at  Harrow  to- 
gether ;  but— <Aerv,  at  least— his  was  a  less  boiste- 
rous spirit  than  mine.  I  was  always  cricketing— 
rebelUng— fighting— fvwing,  (from  row,  not  ' 
rowing,  a  diwent  practice,^  and  hr  ill  mam 
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mischiefh  ;  while  he  wa«  more  sedate  and  polished. 
At  Cambiidge — ^both  of  Trinity— my  spirit  rather 
softened,  or  his  roughened,  for  we  became  Tcry  great 
friends.  The  description  of  Sabrina's  seat  reminds 
me  of  our  rival  feats  in  divitw.  Though  Cam's  is 
not  a  very  •  translucent  wave,  it  was  fourteen  feet 
deep,  whore  we  used  to  dive  for,  and  pick  up — ^hav- 
ing thrown  thtm  in  on  purpose — plates,  eggs,  and 
even  shillings.  I  remember,  in  particular,  there 
was  the  stump  of  a  tree  (at  least  ten  or  twelve  feet 
deep)  in  the  bed  of  the  river,  in  a  spot  where  we 
bathed  most  commonly,  round  which  I  used  to 
cling,  and  *  wonder  how  the  devil  I  came  there.' 

••  Our  evenings  we  passed  in  music  (he  was  musi- 
cal, and  played  on  more  than  one  instrument,  flute 
and  violincello),  in  which  I  was  audience;  and  1 
think  that  our  chief  beverage  was  soda-water.  In 
the  day  we  rode,  bathed,  and  lounged,  reading  occa- 
sionally. I  remember  our  buving,  with  vast  alacrity, 
Moore's  new  quarto,  (in  1866,)  and  reading  it  to- 
gether in  the  evenings. 

"We  only  passed  the  summer  together; — Long 
had  gone  into  the  Guards  during  the  year  I  passed 
in  Notts.,  away  from  college.  His  friendship  and  a 
Tiolent,  though  ;wrtf,  love  and  passion— which  held 
me  at  the  same  period — were  tne  then  romance  of 
the  most  romantic  period  of  my  life. 

•♦•♦♦• 

"  I  remember  that,  in  the  spring  of  1809,  H  ♦  • 
laughed  at  my  being  distressed  at  Long's  death, 
and  amused  himself  with  making  epigrams  upon  his 
name,  which  was  susceptible  of  a  pun— Z/On//,  shorty 
Slc,  But  three  years  after  he  had  ample  leisure  to 
repent  it,  when  our  mutual  friend,  and  his,  11  ♦  ♦'s, 
particular  friend,  Charles  Matthews,  was  drowned 
also,  and  he,  himself,  was  as  much  affected  by  a  sim- 
ilar calamity.  But  /  did  not  pay  him  back  in  puns 
and  epigrams,  for  I  valued  Matthews  too  much, 
myself,  to  do  so ;  and,  even  if  1  had  not,  1  should 
have  respected  his  griefs. 

••  Long's  father  wrote  to  me  to  write  his  son's  epi- 
taph. I  promised,— but  had  not  the  heart  to  com- 
plete it.  He  was  such  a  good,  amiable  being  as 
rar^y  remains  long  in  this  world ;  with  talent  and 
accomolishments,  too,  to  make  him  the  more  re- 

E retted.  Yet,  although  a  cheerful  companion,  he 
ad  strange  melancholy  thoughts  sometimes.  I 
remember  once  that  we  were  going  to  his  uncle's, 
I  think,— I  went  to  accompany  him  to  the  door 
merely,  in  some  Upper  or  Lower  Grosvenor  or 
Brook  street,  I  forgot  which,  but  it  wjis  in  a  street 
leading  out  of  some  square,- he  told  me  that,  the 
night  before,  he  •  had  taken  up  a  pistol— not  know- 
ing or  examining  whether  it  was  loaded  or  no— and 
had  snapped  it  at  his  head,  leaving  it  to  chance 
whether  it  might,  or  might  not,  bo  charged.'  The 
letter  too,  which  he  wrote  me,  on  leaving  college, 
to  join  the  Guards,  was  as  melancholy  in  its  tenor 
as  It  could  well  be  on  such  au  occasion.  But  he 
showed  nothing  of  this  in  his  deportment,  being 
mild  and  gentle;— and  yet  with  much  turn  for  the 
ludicrous  in  his  disposition.  We  were  both  much 
attached  to  Harrow,  and  sometimes  made  excursions 
there  together  from  Loudon,  to  revive  our  schoolboy 
recollections. 

"  Miilnlifht. 

*'  Read  the  Italian  translation  of  Guide  Sorelli  of 
the  German  Grill4j;irzer — a  devil  of  a  name,  to  be 
sure,  for  posterity;  but  they  tnujit  learn  to  pro- 
nounce it.  With  all  the  allovvance  for  a  tramlation^ 
and,  above  all,  an  Italian  translation  (they  are  the 
rery  worst  of  translators,  except  from  the  Classics 
— Annibale  Caro,  for  instance — and  there  the  bas- 
tardy of  their  language  helps  them,  as,  by  way  of 
looking  legitiincUCy  they  ape  their  father's  tongue) — 
but  with  every  allowance  for  such  a  disadvantage, 
tlie  tragedy  of  Sapplio  is  superb  and  sublime  ! 
There  is   no  denying   it.      The  man   has  done  a 

feat  thing  in  writing  that  play.     And  who  it  het 
know  him  not ;  but  agv*  toiil.     'Tis  a  high  intel- 
lect. 


"1  mnst  jyremisi 
thin/^  of  Adolph  Mi 
and  much  less  of 
land  than  I  could  vi 
the  medium  of  £n 
lations.  Of  the  re 
nothing — except  oj 
officers  in  a  souab 
tently,  when  1  lil 
Hunisfott ' — and  8( 
less  energetic  convt 

"I  like,  howevei 
desperately  in  love 
stance,)  and  all  tha 
writings,  and  all  ti 
their  country  and  p 
whom  I  abhor,  loat 
my  hate  of  them,  a 
correspondent  to  m 
than  I  abhor  the  A 
and  then  I  am  sava 

"  Grillparaer  is  gi 
the  ancients,  but 
Madame  de  Sta('l-w 
a  great  and  goodly 

"Sketched  the 
intended  tragedy  ol 
some  time  mcditat 
doms  Siculus,  (I  ki 
and  have  known  it 
and  read  over  a  pas 
Mitford's  Greece,  ' 
memory  of  this  last 

••Dined — news  c 
with  the  peoples. 
— let  it  be  so — they 
king-times  are  fast 
shed  like  water,  am 
pies  will  conquer  in 
it,  but  I  foresee  it. 

"  I  carried  Teresa 
parzer's  Sappho,  wl 
quarrelled  with  me, 
the  loftiest  theme  fo 
advantage  of  her  n 
male  eloquence,  sh< 
I  believe  she  was 
into  *  Sardanapalus 
course,  t/the  times 
will  hardly  be  a  pea< 

"Turned  over  S 
opening  lines  of  the 
alus.  Hode  out  so 
and  rainy.  RetunK 
my  tragedy. 

Head  Diodoms 
and  some  other  bo 
tragedy.  Took  a  gl 
den  hard  in  rainy  W( 
bled  again,  the  spiri 
exhilaration,  and  I 
used  to  do.  So  I 
waters  and  single  wj 
to  empty.  Therefoi 
day's  diary. 

"  The  effect  of  al 
however,  strange.  I 
— gloomy  at  the  ve 
not  gay  hardly  ever. 
though  sullenly. 


'Weather  fine, 
the  forest — fired  pisi 
dipped  into  a  volui 

Eart  of  a  scene  of 
card  some  music- 
ministers  from  the 
Congress.  War  seei 
be  a  savage  one.    1 
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■Mttm  wi«k  one  of  flM  Initiated.    AtUnnaiudr 
laiurned  home. 
*'  I  have  just  thonffht  of  tomethmg  odd.    In  the 

J  ear  1814,  Moore  (*  tbe  poet/  par  exosUmea,  and  he 
esenres  it)  and  I  were^ing  together,  in  the  same 
eaniage,  to  dine  with  £arl  Grey,  the  Capo  Politico 
of  the  remaining  whige.  Moiray,  the  nwgnificent, 
(the  iUnstriooe  pnblieher  of  that  name,)  had  Jnst 
sent  me  a  Ja^a  gasette— I  know  not  why  or  where- 
fore. Fulling  it  ont,  by  way  of  eurioeity,  we  found 
It  to  contain  a  dienute  (the  said  Ja^a  sazette)  on 
Moore's  merits  and  mine.  I  think,  if  I  had 
there,  that  I  could  have  sared  them  the  trouble  of 
disputing  on  the  subject.  But,  there  is/nne  for 
you  at  six-and-twenty !  Alexander  had  conquered 
India  at  the  same  age ;  but  I  doubt  if  he  was  dis- 
puted about,  or  his  conquests  compared  with  those 
of  Indian  Bacchus,  at  Java. 

<*lt  was  great  fame  to  be  named  with  Moore; 
greater  to  be  compared  with  him ;  greatest-^»2MMtirs, 
at  least— to  be  with  him ;  and,  surely,  an  odd  coin- 
cidence, that  we  should  be  dining  together  while 
they  were  quarrelling  about  us  beyond  the  equinoc- 
tial line. 

"  Well,  the  same  erening  I  met  Lawrence,  the 
painter,  and  heard  one  of  Lord  Qrey's  daughters 
(a  fine,  tall,  spirit-looking  girl,  with  much  of  the 
patrician  thoromghrhred  look  of  her  father,  which  I 
dote  upon)  play  on  the  harp,  so  modestly  and  in- 
genuously, that  she  looked  mutie.  Well,  I  would 
rather  have  had  my  talk  with  Lawrence  (who  talked 
delightfully)  and  neard  the  girl,  than  have  had  all 
the  fame  of  Moore  and  me  put  together. 

**  The  only  pleasure  of  fame  is  that  it  payee  the 
way  to  pleasure ;  and  the  more  intellectual  our  plea- 
Bure,  the  better  for  the  pleasure  and  for  us  too.  It 
was,  howeYer,  agreeable  to  have  heard  our  fame 
before  dinner,  and  a  girl's  harp  after. 

**  Bead— -rode^fired  pistols— returned— <dined-« 
wrote— risited— heard  music— talked  nonsense— and 
went  home. 

**  Wrote  part  of  a  tragedy^-adyance  in  act  1st 
with  <all  deliberate  speed.'  Bouffht  a  bkmket 
The  weather  is  still  muggy  as  a  London  May- 
mist,  missle,  the  air  replete  with  Scotticisms,  which, 
though  fine  in  the  descriptions  of  Ossian,  are  some- 
what tiresome,  in  real,  prosaic  perspectiye.  Poli- 
tics still  mysterious. 

*«  JiMMiy  IT,  1821. 

"Rode  i'  the  forest— fired  pistols— dined.  Ar- 
rived, a  packet  of  books  from  BnglandT  and  Lom- 
bardy^— Knglish,  Italian,  French,  and  Latin.  Bead 
tiU  eight-went  out. 

"IwMMiyll^lSn. 

<*  To-day,  the  post  arriving  late,  did  not  ride. 
Bead  letters  only  two  ffasettes,  instead  of  twelve 
now  due.  Made  Lege  wnte  to  that  negligent  Galig- 
nani,  and  added  a  postscript.    Dined. 

**At  eight  propoeed  to  go  out.  Lega  came  in 
with  a  letter  about  a  bill  unpaid  at  Yemoe,  which  I 
thought  paid  months  ago.  I  fiew  into  a  paroxysm 
of  rage,  which  almost  made  me  faint.  Ihave  not 
been  well  ever  since.  I  deserve  it  for  being  such  a 
fool— but  it  was  provoking— a  set  of  scoundrels! 
It  ii,  however,  but  five-and-twenty  pounds. 


**  Rode.  Winter's  wind  somewhat  more  unkind 
than  ingratitude  itself,  though  Shakspeare  says 
otherwise.  At  least,  I  am  so  much  more  ao- 
enstomed  to  meet  with  ingratitude  than  the  north 
wind,  that  I  thought  the  latter  the  sharper  of  the 
two.  I  had  met  with  both  in  the  course  of  the 
twenty-four  hours,  so  could  judge. 

**  Tnought  of  a  plan  of  education  for  my  daugh- 
ter Allegra,  who  ought  to  begin  soon  with  her 
studies.  Wrote  a  letter— afterward  a  postseript. 
Bather  in  low  spfaits — certainly  hipuiBh-->liy«r 
teuahsd    wiU  take  a  dose  of  salts. 


« I  have  been  vsadfaig  the  Life,  by  himself  and 
daughter,  of  Mr.  R.  L.  Bdoeworth,  the  fother  of 
the  Miss  Bdgeworth.  It  is  altogether  a  great  name. 
In  1818, 1  reooUect  to  have  met  them  in  the  fash* 
ionable  worid  of  London  (of  which  I  then  formed 
an  item,  a  fraction,  the  segment  of  a  circle,  the 
unit  of  a  million,  the  nothing  of  something)  in  the 
assemblies  of  the  hour,  and  at  a  breakfast  of  Sir 
Humphrey  and  Lady  Davy's,  to  vrtiich  I  was  invited 
for  the  nonce.  I  had  beui  the  lion  of  1812 ;  Miss 
trth  and  Madame  de  Stael,  with  *  the  Co#- 
towards  the  end  of  1813,  were  the  exhibitiona 
of  the  succeeding  year. 

**I  thought  Bdgeworth  a  fine  old  fellow,  of  a 
clarety,  elderly,  red  complexion,  but  active,  brisk, 
and  endless.  He  was  seventy,  but  did  not  look 
fifty^-no,  nor  forty-eight  even.  I  had  seen  poor 
Fitspatriek  not  veir  long  before— a  man  of  pleasure, 
wit,  doquence,  all  things.  He  tottered-Arat  stiB 
talked  like  a  gentleman,  though  feebly.  Egdeworth 
bounced  about,  and  talked  loud  and  long;  but  he 
seemed  neither  weakly  nor  decrepit,  and  hudly  old* 

«<  He  began  by  telling  '  that  ne  had  given  Dr. 
Parr  a  dressing,  who  had  taken  him  fox  an  Irish 
bog-trotter,'  Ac,  &c.  Now  I,  who  know  Dr.  Pair, 
ana  who  know  (not  by  experience— for  I  never 
should  have  presumed  so  far  as  to  contend  with 
him— but  by  hearing  him  with  others,  and  q/^others) 
that  it  is  not  so  easy  a  matter  to  'dress  him/ 
thought  Mr.  Bdgeworth  an  assertor  of  what  was 
not  true.  He  could  not  have  stood  before  Parr  an 
instant.  For  the  rest,  he  seemed  intelliffent.  vehe- 
ment, vivacious,  and  toU  of  life.*  He  bios  fair  for  a 
hundred  years. 

"He  was  not  much  admired  in  London,  and  I 
remember  a  *ryghte  merrie'  and  conceited  jest 
which  was  rife  among  the  gallants  of  the  day, — vis., 
a  paper  had  been  presented  for  the  reeallofMrt. 
SMma  to  the  $tag;  (she  harin^  lately  taken  leave, 
to  the  loss  of  ages, — ^for  nothmg  ever  was,  or  can 
be,  like her,)to  which  all  men  had  been  called  to 
subscribe.  Whereupon,  Thomas  Moore,  of  profane 
and  poetical  memory,  did  propose  that  a  similar 
paper  should  be  suftscribed  ana  ctmimscribed  *  for 
the  recall  of  Mr.  Bdgeworth  to  Ireland. '« 

**  The  fact  was— every  body  cared  more  about  her. 
She  was  a  nice  little  unassuming  *  Jeannie  Deans'- 
looking  bodie.'  as  we  Scotch  say— and,  if  not  hand- 
some, certainly  not  ill-looking.  Her  oonversation 
was  a  quiet  as  herself.     One  would  never  have 

Sessed  she  could  write  her  name ;  whereas  her 
her  talked,  fio<  as  if  he  conld  write  nothing  else, 
bttt  as  if  nothingelse  was  worth  writing. 

"  As  for  Mrs.  £dgeworth,  I  forget— except  that  I 
think  she  was  the  youngest  of  the  party.  Alto- 
gether, they  were  an  excellent  cage  of  tne  kind ; 
and  succeeded  for  two  months,  till  the  landing  of 
Madame  de  Sta^l. 

"To  turn  •from  them  to  their  works,  I  admire 
them ;  but  they  excite  no  feeling,  and  they  leave 
no  love— €xce]}t  for  some  Irish  steward  or  postiUion. 
However,  the  impression  of  intellect  and  prudenoe 
is  profound— and  may  be  useAil. 

MJaoiwrSQplSn. 

"Rode— fired  pistols.  Read  from  Orimm's  C<n^ 
respondence.  Dmed — went  out— heard  murio— le- 
tnmed— wrote  a  letter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain  to 
request  him  to  prevent  the  theatres  frt>ra  represent- 
ing the  '  Doge,^  which  the  Italian  papers  say  that 
they  are  going  to  act.  This  is  pret^  work— what ! 
witnout  asking  my  consent,  and  even  in  opposition 
to  it! 

**  Juiuuy  M;  ISn. 

"  Fine,  clear,  fh>sty  day— that  is  to  say,  an  Ital- 
ian frost,  for  their  winters  nardly  get  beyond  snow ; 
for  which  reason  nobody  knows  how  to  skate  (or 
skoit)— a  Dutch  and  Snglish  accomplishment.-^ 
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Bode  oat,  as  usual,  and  fired  pistok.  Good  shoot- 
lug — broke  four  common,  and  rather  small,  bottles 
Sn  four  shots,  at  fourteen  paces,  with  a  common  pair 
of  pistols  and  indifferent  powder.  Almost  as  good 
Waferifig  or  shooting— considering  the  ditference  of 
powder  and  pistols — as  when  in  1809,  1810.,  1811, 
1812,  1813,  1814,  it  was  my  luck  to  split  walking- 
iticks,  wafers,  half-crowns,  shillings,  and  even  the 
«y«  of  a  walking-stick,  at  twelve  paces,  with  a  sin- 
gle bullet — and  all  by  eye  and  calculation  ;  for  my 
hand  is  not  steady,  and  apt  to  change  with  the  very- 
weather.  To  the  prowess  which  I  here  note,  Joe 
Manton  and  others  can  bear  testimony ;— for  the 
former  taught  and  the  latter  have  seen  me  do,  these 
feats. 

**  Dined — visited — came  hotne — read.  Remarked 
ya  an  anecdote  in  Grimm's  Correspondence,  which 
says  that  *  Ilegnard  et  la  plupart  des  pontes  comi 

iues  etatient  gens  bilieux  et  m<'lancoliques  ;  et  que 
[.  de  Voltaire,  qui  est  tn>s  gai,  n'a  jamais  fait  que 
des  tragedies— «t  ^ue  la  comedie  gaie  est  le  seul 
genre  ou  il  n'ait  point  rcussi.  C'est  que  cclui  qui 
lit  et  celui  qui  fait  rire  sont  deux  hommes  fort  dif- 
ferens.' — Vol.  vi. 

*'At  this  moment  a  feel  as  bilious  as  the  best 
eoraic  writer  of  them  all,  (even  as  Hegnard  himself, 
the  next  to  Moliere,  who  has  written  some  of  the 
best  oomedies  in  any  language,  and  who  is  supposed 
to  have  committed  suicide,)  and  am  not  in  spirits 
to  continue  my  proposed  tragedy  of  Sardanapalus, 
which  I  have,  for  some  days,  ceased  to  compose. 

**  To-morrow  is  my  birth-day— that  is  to  say,  at 
twelve  o'  the  clock,  midnight,  i.  e.  in  twelve  min- 
utes, I  shall  have  completed  thirt;^'  and  three  years 
•f  K^e  !  !  !— and  I  go  to  my  bed  with  a  heaviness  of 
heart  at  having  lived  so  long,  and  to  so  little  pur' 
pose. 

**  It  is  three  minutes  past  twelve.—-'  *Tis  the  mid- 
dle of  night  by  the  castle  clock,'  and  1  am  now 
thirty-three. 

*  Ebeu,  fufaeai,  Poathams,  P(M(huin», 
Labuntur  uiiii ;  '— 

Init  I  don't  regret  them  so  much  for  what  I  have 
done,  as  for  what  I  might  have  done. 

•'  Througti  Ule'a  rwd,  m  dim  and  dlnjr,  ' 

1  have  dr«f fP«J  to  thre»-and  lhii\y. 
What  haw  ihaaa  3PeaZB  feA  to  im  f 
Nothiof  except  Uuny-thraa. 

"JaoqMjSS,  ISn.* 
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HERE   LIES, 

■   IlfTBRRED   IN   THE   ETERNITT 

OP  THE  PAST, 

FROK  WHENCE  THERE  18   NO 

RESURRECTION 

lOR  THB  DAYS — WHATEVER  THERE  MAT  BB 

POR  THE   DUST — 

THE  THIRTY-THIRD  YEAR 

OF  AN   ILL-SPENT  LIPB, 

WHICH   APTER 

▲  LINGERINO   DISEASE   OF   MANY  MONTHS, 

BUNK   INTO   A   LETHARGY, 

AND    EXPIRED 

JANUARY   22d,    1821,   A.   D. 

LEAVING   A  SUCCESSOR 

INCONSOLABLE 

POB  THE   VERY   LOSS   WHICH 

OCCASIONED   ITS 

EXISTENCE. 


"Jain»i7tB,Mn. 

"  Fine  day.  Read— rode— fired  pistols,  and  re- 
turned. Dined — read.  Went  out  at  eight— made 
^e  usual  visit.    Heard  of  nothing  but  war,—*  the 


cry  Is  still,  Thev  a 
plan — nothing  nxc 
or  what  to  do.  In 
of  this  project,  so 
action. 

**  Came  home,  a 
case  of  circumstai 
I  shall  act  accord 
when  I  hear  dccid< 
do.  At  present,  tl 
over  the  Po,  whicl 
will  probably  sho 
Ancona,  nearer  tl 
say,  if  Teresa  an 
tire,  which  is  most 
erals.  If  not,  I  i 
will  depend  upon  \ 
much  the  same. 

"  I  am  somewha 
tie  daughter,  and 
quantity  and  valu( 
seat  of  war  where 
an  elderly  ladv  wh 
says  that  the  Marc 
chattels  in  safe  ke< 
their  affairs  in  ma 
The  blackguards 
Lent. 

"  Returned— me 
*  Vive  la  bagatelle 
the  Barbarians  at 
council  at  Leybact 
the  sound  msy  sy 
tion,)  and  lo  !  the') 
'  for  to-morrow  th( 
the  Arleauins  are  : 
sicre,  ana  my  old  \ 

**  Dined — ^(damn 
is  no  beef  in  Ital 
could  eat  an  old  o: 
sun. 

"  The  principal 
occur  in  a  few  dayi 
If  it  were  like  a  * 
the  chase  for  a  gi 
chief,  it  would  be 
more  or  less  than 
shot,  water-hen  w 
shot,  for  their  owi 
of  fellows  for  *  a  i 
*Marishal  Wells' 

*'  If  they  gather 
will  not  muster  a 
this  is,  that  the  p 
the  higher  and  i 

f>easantry  toere :  tJ 
egged  leopards. 
Roman gnuoles  ca 
try,  what  then  ?  ' 
more— and,  if  he  i 
might  be  done, 
the  Spaniards— M< 
the  slaves — and,  L 
"  The  year  1820 
individual  me,  wh 
I  lost  a  lawsuit,  al 
The  project  of  len 
was  finally  reject! 
year's  hope  and  trt 
endured  fifteen  yc 
married;  since  wh 
with  me,  at  least. 
"  In  the  aame  yc 
Gk.  Ot.  in  despit 
vent  it,  would  sepa 
Her  Commeddatorc 
account  of  *  P.  P. 
little  petty  vexatio 
riagos  the  murdei 
dying  m  one's  \n 


ntf  ^li«.i  the  Bctim  ii 
QT,  grwd  naay  came  ol 
I  bij  frpcd,  vnat  wduld 
ihmeDt  of  that  dc*irp? 
iigh  of  Ages  P  J^t  Ui 
f  thoTisand  yeai-D.  The 
CC3  may  baring  it^ — it  is 

btit  a  single  MtLi«ani- 
at  the  bloody  buti?hcr9 
Innd,  in  worse  circtini' 
Philips;  Amerjc^a  beJit 
Xerxes  I  and  France 
rrant ;  South  America 
of  their  ntat ;  and,  i* 
them  Bel  vet  J  thef«  i^ 
withouC- 

eoiDGp  Letters  from 
Aua^trtan  bmtea  have 
Is  of  English  powder 
ay  them  inb^U  for  that 
^t, 

r  fcmr  tragedies  to  be 
es  |>ermitting,)  to  wit, 
Cain,,  a  toetaphysLcai 
le  of  Manfred,  but  in 
chorus  ;  Frances  ca  of 
1  ixot  sure  that  I  would 
lat  I  could  extract  s 
a  St,  out  of  the  gloomy 
the  tyrant — and  ctph 
-by  flofteoing  the  ofe- 
[j&ir  tfhich  must  have 
fiiircB*  For  none  but 
id  ovcrthrowm  watdd 
litarr  horrora,— being 
nd  tKe  iniiiter  of  the 

da. 
fcoUng  of  a  Former 


of  de9iT«  and  human 
DorouBp  ambitionH^  or 
Loingk  a  certaiQ  sens^ 
of  what  In  to  come — a 
t  to  the  past,  leading 
utvue  ?  (The  bent  of 
Past,)  WhyiJithift? 
pt  that  on  m  pinnacle 
ddincsis,  and  that  we 
a  precipice — the  high- 
more  Bubllmc ;  and, 
fear  13  not  a  plea»uri- 
fi  ;  and  whiU  Hope  ia 
f  Fear  f  a.nd  what  sen* 
! }  and,  if  it  were  not 
ire  be  3 — -in  hell.  It  is 
ent  19,  for  modt  of  us 
^hnt  predominates  in 
Q,  ill  all  human  ^yfjirsi 
allow  KLXtceu  mmnteS| 
to  any  given  or  siip- 
atever*  plitce  we  corn- 
must  end.  And  yet, 
iving  it  ?  It  does  not 
During  the  greatest 
ist  (Athens  and  Flor- 
cydides  and  Machin- 
id  profligate  than  erer. 
St  thing^i  hut  I  know 


of  Ibn  pru,  bf  I 


iS^- 
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BTBON*8  WORKS. 


Thought  for  a  speech  of  Lucifer,  in  the  tragedy  of 

«  Wn«,  r)«aA  BTi  nU,  voald /let  tliM  IlRt9 
Fool  J  Utc  M  I  Irre— ■■  thy  hther  Ihre*, 
And  iby  aon't  uih  ■boll  Ure  for  ever  mora. 

••  Put  Mldnifffat.    One  o'  the  doek. 

"  I  have  been  reading  W.  F.  Schlegel  (brother  to 
the  other  of  the  name)  till  now,  and  I  can  make  out 
nothing.  He  evidently  shows  a  great  power  of 
words,  but  there  is  nothing  to  be  taken  hold  of.  He 
U  like  Hazlitt,  in  English,  who  talks  pimples'--^,  red 
and  white  corruption  rising  up,  (in  little  imitation 
of  mountains  upon  maps,)  but  containing  nothing, 
and  discharging  nothing,  except  their  own  humors. 

♦*  I  dislike  him  the  worse,  (that  is,  Schlegel,)  be- 
cause he  always  seems  upon  the  verge  of  meaning  ; 
and,  lo,  he  goes  down  like  sunset,  or  melts  like  a 
rainbow,  leaving  a  rather  rich  confusion, — to  which, 
however,  the  above  comparisons  do  too  much  honor. 

"  Continuing  to  read  Mr.  F.  Schlegel.  He  is  not 
Buch  a  fool  as  I  took  him  for,  that  is  to  say,  when 
he  speaks  of  the  North.  But  still  he  speaks  of 
things  all  over  the  vsjrld  with  a  kind  of  authority 
that  a  philosopher  would  disdain,  and  a  man  of 
common  sense,  feeling,  and  knowledge  of  his  own 
ignorance,  would  be  asihamed  of.  The  man  is  evi- 
dtntly  wanting  to  make  an  impression,  like  his 
broliier, — or  like  George  in  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield, 
who  found  out  that  all  the  good  things  had  been 
aaid  already  on  the  richt  side,  and  therefore  '  dressed 
up  Bome  paradoxes  upon  the  wrong  side — inge- 
nious, but  false,  as  he  himself  says — to  which  *  the 
learned  world  said  nothing,  nothing  at  all,  sir.'  The 
'  *  learned  world,'  however,  /kW  said  something  to  the 
brothers  Schlegel. 

"  It  is  high  time  to  think  of  something  else. 
What  they  say  of  the  antiquities  of  the  Isorth  is 
best. 

"  Janonry  29ih,  18?1. 

"Yesterday  the  woman  of  ninet}'-five  years  of 
age  was  with  me.  She  said  her  eldest  son  (if  now 
alive)  would  have  been  seventy.  She  is  thin — short, 
but  active — hears,  and  sees,  and  talks  incessantly. 
Several  teeth  left — all  in  the  lower  jaw,  and  single 
front  teeth.  She  is  very  deeply  wrinkled,  and  has  a 
•ort  of  scattered  gray  beard  over  her  chin,  at  least 
as  long  as  mv  mustachios.  Her  head,  in  fact, 
resembles  the  drawing  in  crayons  of  Pope  the  poet's 
mother,  which  is  in  some  editions  of  his  works. 

"  I  forgot  to  ask  her  if  she  remembered  Albcroni, 
(legate  here,)  but  will  ask  her  next  time.  Gave  her 
a  louis — ordered  her  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  and  put 
her  upon  a  weekly  pension.  Till  now,  she  had  worked 
at  gathering  wooa  and  pinc-nuta  in  the  forest, — 

Sretty  work  at  ninety-five  years  old!  She  had  a 
ozen  children,  of  whom  some  are  alive.  Her  name 
ii  Maria  Montanari. 

•'  Met  a  company  of  the  sect  (a  kind  of  Liberal 
club)  called  the  *  Americani '  in  the  forest,  all  armed, 
and  singing,  with  all  their  might,  in  llomagnuole — 
*  i>ern  tutti  soldat'  per  la  liberta,'  (•  we  are  all  soldiers 
for  liberty.')  They  cheered  me  as  I  passed — I  re- 
turned their  salute,  and  rode  on.  This  may  show 
the  spirit  of  Italy  at  present. 

*♦  Mv  to-day's  journal  consists  of  what  I  omitted 
yesterday.  To-day  was  much  as  usual.  Have  rather 
a  better  opinion  of  the  writings  of  the  Schlegels 
than  I  had  four-and- twenty  hours  ago;  and  will 
amend  it  still  farther,  if  possible. 

**  They  say,  that  the  Piedmontese  have  at  length 
risen— -9a  ira. 

"  Read  Schlegel.  Of  Dante  he  says  that  *  at  no 
time  has  the  greatest  and  most  national  of  all  Ital- 
ian poets  ever  been  much  the  favorite  of  his  coun- 
trymen.' 'Tis  false!  There  have  been  more  edit- 
ors and  commentators  (and  imitators,  ultimately)  of 
Dante  than  of  all  their  poets  put  together.  Not  a 
favorite !  Why,  they  talk  Dante — write  Dante — and 
think  and  dream  Dante  at  this  moment  (1821| to  an 
cacess,  wliich  would  bo  ridiciilouay  but  that  at  de- 
w-yet it. 


"  In  the  same  1 
las  on  the  Amo- 
of  Italy ! 

"  He  says  also 
in  a  word,  of  gen1 
and  Francesca  of 
in  Ugolino— and 
there  is  a  gentle 
ness,  when  ne  is 
the  Christian  Hj 
scope  or  site  for 
could  have  introi 
Hell  t  Is  there  ai 
Heaven  is  all  lovt 


**  I  have  found 
is  right — it  is  ab 
all  romances  in  m 
best  shape  in  whi 
of  Wakefield  is,  '. 
thinks  ! — he  migl 
a  Schlegel.  I  fee 
to  bed.    To-morr 

*Tnatoi 


"The  Count  1 
from  the  0-)  trar 
the  next  six  moi 
sacred  word  is  •  *• 
•  •  ♦.  The  form* 
there  is  also  ♦  •  < 
ing  to  a  crisis— 9< 

"  We  talked  o\ 
movement.  The 
thing,  they  will  s 
we  spoke  of  Kosi 
he  has  seen  the 
burst  into  tears  o: 

"  Something  m 
ters  and  papers  1 
thing,  and  the  < 
Mantua.  Of  the 
known.  This  stai 
ferment  in  men's 
ccived  without  se 

"For  several  i 
except 'a  few  ansv 
pectation  of  an 
easy  to  settle  do\i 
of  composition, 
summer,  I  wrote 
Madame  la  Conte 
of  accompaniraen 
the  news  of  the  Ic 
land.  'But  thes< 
business ;  the  pre 

•'  I  suppose  it 
that  it  may  be  1 
writing;  especial! 
ness  olten  mastei 
siona.  If  this  we 
'idleness  is  the  i 
posed  to  spring  fi 
which  masters  a 
would  in  so  much 


"  I  have  been  i 
He  repeats  frequt 
a  man  of  genius  i 
(Gretry,  for  insta 
qui  se  tourmentc 
may  be  true,  I  kn 
a  poet '  per  eccell 
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tme,'  which  not  oal^  tormeBted  ittelf  but  erery 
body  else  In  contact  with  it ;  and  an  '  esprit  violent/ 
wMch  haa  ahnost  left  me  without  any  *  esprit '  at 
all.  As  to  defining  what  a  poet  shtmld  be,  it  is  not 
worth  while,  for  what  are  they  •worth}  what  have 
they  done  ? 

'*  Qrimm,  howerer,  is  an  excellent  critic  and  lit- 
erary  historian.  His  Correspondents  form  the  an- 
nala  of  the  litenury  part  of  that  age  of  France,  with 
much  of  her  politics,  and  still  more  of  her  '  wa]r  of 
life.'  He  is  as  Taluable,  and  far  more  entertaining 
than  Muratori  or  Tiraboschi— I  had  almost  said, 
than  €hiingen^^-but  there  we  should  pause.  How- 
ever, 'tis  a  great  man  in  its  line. 

**  Monsieur  St.  Lambert  has 

<  E(  lonqtt'a  M  rvitardB  b  lonUra  flit  nvte, 
II  B'a  plua,  en  mooriPt,  i  pcrdn  que  k  vto.* 

This  is,  word  tor  word,  Thomson's 

« And  ^yfaiff.  Ill  VB  can  icMfn  b  fanath,' 

without  the  smallest  achnowledgement  from  the 
Lorraine  of  a  poet.  M.  St.  Lambert  is  dead  as  a 
man,  and  (for  any  thing  I  know  to  the  contrary) 
damned  as  a  poet,  by  this  time.  However,  his  Sea- 
sons have  good  things,  and,  it  may  be,  some  of  his 
own. 

••fVI)i«u7S,t8Sl. 

*<  I  have  been  considering  what  can  be  the  reason 
why  I  always  wake  at  a  certain  hour  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  always  in  very  bad  spirits^I  may  say,  in 
actual  despair  and  despondency,  in  all  respects- 
even  of  that  which  pleased  me  over  night  In  about 
an  hour  or  two,  this  goes  off,  and  I  compose  either 
to  sleep  again,  or  at  least,  to  ^uiet.  In  England, 
five  years  ago,  I  had  the  same  kmd  of  hypochondria, 
but  accompanied  with  so  violent  a  thirst  that  I  have 
drank  as  many  as  fifteen  bottles  of  soda-water  in 
one  night,  after  going  to  bed,  and  been  still  thirsty 
— calculating,  however,  some  lost  from  the  bursting 
out  and  effervescence  and  overflowing  of  the  soda- 
water,  in  drawing  the  corks,  or  stnking  off  the 
necks  of  the  bottles  from  mere  thirsty  impatience. 
At  present,  I  have  not  the  thirst ;  but  the  depres- 
sion of  spirits  is  no  less  violent. 

"  I  read  in  Edgeworth's  Memoirs  of  something 
similar  (except  that  his  thirst  expanded  itself  on 
$maU  beer)  in  the  case  of  Sir  F.  B.  Delaval ;— but 
then  he  was,  at  least,  twenty  years  older.  What  is 
it  ?— 4iver  ?  In  £ngland|  Le  Man  (the  apothecary^ 
cured  me  of  the  thirst  m  three  diays^  and  it  had 
lasted  as  many  years.  I  suppose  that  it  is  all  hypo- 
chondria. 

"  What  I  feel  most  growing  upon  me  are  laziness 
and  a  disrelish  more  powerful  than  indifference.  If 
I  rouse,  it  is  into  fui^.  I  presume  that  I  shall  end 
(if  not  esrlier  by  accident,  or  some  such  termina- 
tion) like  Swift--*  dving  a  top.'  I  confess  I  do  not 
contemplate  this  with  so  much  horror  as  he  appa- 
rentlj  aid  for  some  years  before  it  happened.  But 
Swift  had  hardly  beaun  life  at  the  very  period  (thirty- 
three*)  when  I  feel  quite  an  old  tori  of  feeL 

"  Oh  I  there  is  an  organ  playing  in  the  street^-a 
waits,  too !  I  must  leave  off  to  listen.  They  are 
playing  a  waits,  which  I  have  heard  ten  thousand 
times  at  the  balls  in  London,  betwen  1812  and  1816. 
Music  is  a  strange  thing. 

"  At  last,  *  the  kiln's  in  a  low.'  The  Germans 
are  ordered  to  march,  and  Italy  is,  for  the  ten  thou- 
sandth time,  to  become  a  field  of  battle.  Last  night 
the  news  came. 

"  This  afternoon.  Count  P.  O.  came  to  me  to  con- 
sult upon  divers  matters.  We  rode  out  together. 
They  have  sent  off  to  the  C.  for  orders.  To-morrow 
the  decision  ought  to  arrive,  and  then  something 
will  be  done.  Ifetumed— dined  ■■■road-  ■  went  out- 
talked  over  matters.  Made  a  purchase  of  some 
arms  for  the  new  enrolled  Americani,  who  are  all  on 


tiptoe  to  march.    Gave  orders  for  some  harness  and 
portmanteaus  for  the  horses. 

"Read  some  of  Bowles's  dispute  about  Pope, 
with  all  the  replies  and  rejoinders.  Perceive  that 
ray  name  has  been  lugged  into  the  controvoniy.  but 
have  not  time  to  state  what  I  know  of  the  subject. 
On  some  *  piping  day  of  peace '  it  is  probable  that  f 
may  resume  it. 

«Febnmiy9.18n. 

'*  Before  dinner  wrote  a  little ;  also,  before  I  rodo 
out.  Count  P.  G.  called  upon  me,  to  let  me  know 
the  result  of  the  meeting  of  the  O-  at  F.  and  at  B. 
•  •  returned  last  night.  Rvery  thing  was  combined 
under  the  idea  that  the  Barb«urians  would  pass  the 
Po  on  the  15th  inst.  Instead  of  this,  from  some 
previous  information  or  otherwise,  they  have  hasten- 
ed their  march  and  actually  passed  two  days  ago  ; 
so  that  all  that  can  be  done  at  present  in  Komagna 
is,  to  stand  on  the  alert  and  wait  for  the  advance  oi 
the  Neapolitans.  Every  thing  was  ready,  and  the 
Neapolitans  had  sent  on  their  own  instructions  and 
intentions,  and  calculated  for  the  tenth  and  eleventh, 
on  which  days  a  general  rising  was  to  take  place, 
under  the  supposition  that  the  Barbarians  could 
not  advance  before  the  15th. 

"  As  it  is,  they  have  but  fifty  or  sixty  thousand 
troops,  a  number  with  which  they  might  as  well 
attempt  to  oonouer  the  world  as  secure  Italy  in  its 
present  state.  The  artillery  marches  last,  ana  olone, 
and  there  is  an  idea  of  an  attempt  to  cut  part  of 
them  off.  All  this  will  much  depend  upon  the  first 
steps  of  the  Neapolitans.  ITere,  the  public  spirit  is 
excellent,  provided  it  be  kept  up.  This  will  be  seen 
by  the  event.  ^ 

"  It  is  probable  that  Italy  will  be  delivered  from 
the  Barbarians,  if  the  Neapolitans  wilL  but  stand 
firm,  and  are  united  among  themselves.  Here  they 
appear  so. 

«P«bmi7lO,lSn. 

*'Da^  passed  as  usual — ^nothing  new.  Barbari- 
ans still  in  march—not  well  equipped,  and,  of 
course,  not  well  received  on  their  route.  There  is 
some  talk  of  a  commotion  at  Paris. 

'*  Rode  out  between  four  and  six— finished  my 
letter  to  Murray  on  Bowles's  pamphlets — added 
postscript.  Passed  the  evening  as  usual— out  till 
eleven— and  subsequently  at  home. 

••  fVfanwiy  11, 18«. 

"Wrote— had  a  copy  taken  of  an  extract  from 
Petrarch's  Letters,  with  reference  to  the  conspiracy 
of  the  Doge,  M.  Faliero,  containing  the  poet's 
opinion  of  the  matter.  Heard  a  heavy  firing  of 
cannon  towards  Comacchio— the  Barbarians  rejoic- 
ing for  their  principal  pig's  birthday,  which  is  to- 
morrow— or  Saint  oav — I  forget  which.  Received 
a  ticket  for  the  first  Sail  to-morrow.  Shall  not  go 
to  the  first,  but  intend  going  to  the  second,  as  also 
to  the  y eglioni. 

"l>Dbmir7l8.1BIL 

To-day  read  a  little  in  Louis  B.'s  Hollands,  buv 
have  written  nothing  since  the  completion  of  the 
letter  on  the  Pope  controversy.  Pohtics  are  quite 
misty  for  the  present.  The  Barbarians  still  upon 
their  march.  It  is  not  easy  to  divine  what  the  Ital- 
ians will  now  do. 

*'  Was  elected  yesterday  <  Socio '  of  the  Oaiuival 
ball  society.  This  is  the  fifth  Carnival  that  I  have 
passed.  In  the  four  former,  I  racketed  a  dood  deal. 
In  the  present,  I  have  been  as  sober  as  Lady  Grace 
hersell 

•«rBl«wyl4,l821. 

Much  as  usuaL  Wrote,  before  riding  out,  part 
of  a  sconce  of  *  Sardanapalus.'  The  first  act  nearly 
finished.  The  rest  of  the  day  and  evening  as  before 
—partly  without,  in  conversasione— partly  at  home. 
*'  Heard  the  particulars  of  the  late  fray  at  Rusd, 
a  town  not  far  from  this.  It  is  exactly  the  fact  bf 
Romte  and  Oiuliettar— no^  Romdo,  as  the  Barbarian 
writes  it.  Two  families  of  Contadini  (peasants)  are 
at  a  feud.   At  a  ball,  the  younger  part  of  the  uuni-' 
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lies  forget  their  quarrels,  and  dance  together.  An 
old  man  of  one  of  them  enters,  and  reproves  the 
joung  men  for  dancing  with  the  females  of  the  op- 
posite family.  The  male  relatives  of  the  latter 
resent  this.  Both  parties  rush  home,  and 
themselves.  They  meet  directly,  by  moonlight,  in 
the  public  way,  and  iight  it  out.  Three  are  killed 
on  the  spot,  and  six  wounded,  most  of  them  danger- 
ously,— pretty  well  for  two  families,  methinks— and 
all  jact^  of  the  last  week.  Another  assassination 
has  taken  place  at  Cesenna, — in  all  KhoMt  forty  in 
Romagna  within  these  last  three  months.  These 
people  retain  much  of  the  middle  ages. 


nxjiuM'D  wutum. 


"  Last  night  finished  the  first  act  of  Sardanapa- 
lus.  To-night,  or  to-morrow,  I  ought  to  answer 
letters. 

"  F«bniM7  16, 1821. 

"  Last  night  II  Conte  P.  O.  sent  a  man,  with  a 
bag  full  of  bayonets,  some  muskets,  and  some  hun- 
dreds of  cartridges  to  my  house,  without  apprizing 
mo,  though  I  had  seen  hira  not  half  an  hour  before. 
About  ten  days  ago,  when  there  Avas  to  be  a  rising 
here,  the  Liberals  and  my  brethren  C«.  asked  me  to 
purchase  some  arms  for  a  certain  few  of  our  raga- 
inuffi  IIS.  I  did  so  immediately,  and  ordered  ammuni- 
tion, &c.,  and  they  were  armed  accordingly.  Well 
—the  rising  is  prevented  by  the  Barbarians  march- 
ing a  week  sooner  than  appointed  ;  and  an  order  is 
issued,  and  in  force,  by  the  Government,  that  all 
persons  having  anns  concealed,  &c.,  &c.,  shall  be 
liable  to,'  ilfcc,  &c. — and  what  do  my  friends,  the 

Satriots,  do  two  davs  afterward  ?  Why,  they  throw 
ttck  upon  my  hands,  and  into  my  house,  these  very 
arms  (\vithout  a  word  of  wamins  previously)  with 
which  I  had  furnished  them  at  tneir  own  request, 
and  at  my  own  peril  and  expense. 

**  It  was  lucky  that  Lega  was  at  home  to  receive 
them.  If  any  of  the  servants  had  (except  Tita  and 
F.  and  Lega)  thoy  would  have  betrayed  it  immedi- 
ately. In  the  mean  time,  if  they  are  denounced,  or 
discovered,  I  shall  be  in  a  scrape. 

"At  nine  went  out — at  eleven  returned.  Beat 
the  crow  for  stealing  the  falcon's  victuals.  Kead 
*  Tales  of  my  Landlord  * — Avrote  a  letter — ^and  mixed 
a  moderate  beaker  of  water  with  other  ingredients. 

««Pet>ruai7l8, 1821. 

"The  news  are  that  the  Neapolitans  have  broken 
a  bridge,  and  slain  four  pontifical  carabiniers,  whilk 
carabiniers,  wish  to  oppose.  Besides  the  disrespect 
to  neutrality,  it  is  a  pity  that  the  first  blood  shed  in 
this  German  quarrel  should  be  Italian.  However, 
the  war  seems  begun  in  good  earnest ;  for,  if  the 
Neapolitans  kill  the  Pope's  carabiniers,  they  will 
not  be  more  delicate  towards  the  Barbarians.  If  it 
be  even  so,  in  a  short  time,  •  there  will  be  news  o' 
thae  craws,'  as  Mrs.  Alison  Wilson  says  of  Jenny 
Blane's  *  unco  cockernony'  in  the  Tales  of  my 
Landlord. 

•*In  turning  over  Grimm's  Correspondence  to- 
day, I  found  a  thought  of  Tom  Moore's  in  a  song 
of  Maupertuis  to  a  female  Laplander. 


"ThitisthefAo 
of  the  ballad  on 
Seward's  Memoin 
quote  from  Aemoi 


«*  To-day  I  have 
Carbonari  cronies ; 
apartments  are  fti 
tridges,  and  what 
sider  me  as  a  de 
accidents.  It  it  i 
Italy  could  be  lib< 
It  is  a  grand  obj 
Only  think — a  fre< 
nothing  like  it  s 
reckon  the  times 
the  commotions  I 
the  parties  were  p 
afterward,  it  was  i 
ness — we  shall  8C( 
card  will  turn  up. 
hopeless.  The  Dc 
have  to  do,  in  the 


"  Came  home  so 
moonshine— eolita: 
women  in  masks- 
over  the  sky,  like  i 
altogether  very  po4 
the  tiles  flying,  an( 
ing^lightning  flat 
evening,  and  the  S( 
'  Visited  convei 
ened  by  the  squall ; 
because  it  lightens 

"  Still  blowing  a 
to-day.  The  war  a 
those  scoundrel  so' 
beaten — let  the  Ne 
the  Dutch  of  old,  \ 
the  German  Protef 
the  Swiss  under  T« 
tocles— rtW  small  e 
Spaniards  and  Gen 
a  resurrection  for  I 


•  Et  totn  let  Unix, 
Oil  aont  •«  yriiz, 
Pom  U  Zooe  fartliuite.' 


This  is  Moore's 


■  AioA  thoM  ejc«  owke  mj  ottmata,  wbenrer  1  raun.' 

But  I  am  sure  that  Moore  never  saw  it ;  for  this 
song  was  published  in  Grimm's  Correspondence  in 
1813,  and  I  knew  Moore's  by  heart  in  1812.  There 
b  also  another  but  an  antithetical  coincidence. 

•  Le  ioWm  Ink, 
On  }oun  Miu  nuk 
Birntet  il  notM  deMifw ; 
Mai*  cei  long!  Jouia 
Seront  imp  couru, 
Poaaecs  pm  da  ChiWoe.*  I 


The  news  of  t 
are  full  of  energy, 
tainlywell  kept  u[ 
society  here,  an  u 
^ive  a' dinner,  in  th 
invited  me,  as  one 
Forest  of  Boccacci 
Ghost ;  *  and,  even 
feelings,  (to  say  nc 
which  every  now  aj 
poet,  or,  at  least,  a 
pect  to  see  the  sp 
(Dry den  has  tume 
essentially  differen 
Dante)  come  '  thu 
midst  of  the  festi^ 
does  or  no,  I  will  g 
sible. 

Within  these  I 
written. 

"As  usual,  rode 


*  in  Boeeaocli 
t  Soe  Doo  Ju 
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to  thicken.  The  Pope  has  printed  •  deolantion 
affainat  the  patriots,  who,  he  saTt.  meditate  a  rinng. 
The  consequence  of  aU  this  wul  be,  that,  in  a  fort* 
night,  the  whole  eonntry  will  be  up.  The  procla- 
mation is  not  yet  published,  but  printed,  ready  for 
distribution.  *  *  sent  me  a  copy  priTatelT---a  siffn 
that  he  does  not  know  what  to  think,  when  ne 
wants  to  be  well  with  the  patriots,  he  sends  to  me 
some  dril  message  or  other. 

*'  For  my  own  part,  it  seems  to  me,  that  nothing 
but  the  most  decided  succe^  of  the  Barbarians  can 
prevent  a  general  and  immediate  rise  of  the  whole 
nation. 

"  Almost  ditto  with  yesterdaT--rode,  Ac.— ^sited 
^wrote  nothing— read  Roman  History. 

'*  Had  a  curious  letter  from  a  fellow,  who  informs 
me  that  the  Barbarians  are  ill-disposed  towards  me. 
He  is  probably  a  spy,  or  an  impostor.  But.  be  it  so, 
eren  as  he  says.  Their  cannot  bestow  their  hostili- 
ty on  one  who  loathes  and  execrates  them  more  than 
I  do,  or  who  will  o|)pose  their  views  with  more  zeal, 
when  tiie  opportunity  offers. 

<*Febrau7M,taSl, 

"Rode,  Ac,  as  usual.  The  secret  intelligence 
arrived  this  morning  from  the  frontier  to  the  O.  is 
as  bad  as  possible.  The  pkm  has  missed— the  chiefs 
are  betrayed,  military  as  well  as  civil— and  the  Nea- 
politans not  only  have  not  moved,  but  have  declared 
to  the  P.  government,  and  to  the  Barbarians,  that 
they  know  nothing  of  the  matter ! ! ! 

«  Thus  the  world  goes ;  and  thus  the  Italians  are 
always  lost  for  laok  of  union  among  themselves. 
What  is  to  be  done  Asrs,  between  the  two  fires,  and 
cut  off  f\rom  the  N*.  frontier,  is  not  decided.  My 
opinion  was,  better  to  rise  than  be  taken  in  detail ; 
but  how  it  will  be  settled  now,  I  cannot  tell.  Mes- 
sengers are  despatched  to  the  delegates  of  the  other 
cities  to  learn  tnetr  resolutions. 

"  I  always  had  an  idea  that  it  would  be  bungled; 
but  was  willing  to  hope,  and  am  so  still.  Whatever 
I  can  do  by  money,  means,  or  person,  I  will  venture 
freely  for  their  freedom;  and  have  so  repeated  to 
them  (some  of  the  ehiefs  here)  half  an  hour  ago.  I 
have  two  thousand  Ave  hundred  scudi,  better  than 
five  hundred  pounds,  in  the  house,  which  I  offered 
to  begin  with. 


*<Came  home— my  head  aches— plenty  of  news, 
bat  too  tiresome  to  set  down.  I  have  neither  read, 
nor  written,  nor  thought,  but  led  a  purely  animal 
life  all  day.  I  mean  to  try  to  write  a  page  or  two 
before  I  go  to  bedl  But,  as  Squire  ouUen  says, 
<My  head  aches  consumedly:  Scrub,  bring  me  a 
dram ! '    Drank  some  Imola  wine,  and  some  punch. 


Lo^-book  eonHnued.* 


r«7.i»i. 

*'  I  have  been  a  day  without  continuing  the  log, 
because  I  could  not  find  a  blank  book.  At  lengtii 
I  recollected  this. 

"Rode,  Ac.,— dined— ^wrote  down  an  occasional 
Btanza  for  the  5th  canto  of  D.  J.,  which  I  had  com- 
posed in  bed  this  morning.  Visited  FAmiea.  We 
are  invited  on  the  night  of  the  Yeglione,  (next 
Pomenica)  with  the  Marchesa  Clelia  GavelH  and 


the  Countess  Spinelli  Rusponi.  I  promised  to  go. 
Last  night  there  was  a  row  at  the  oall,  of  which  I 
am  a  *  socio.'  The  vice-legate  Mad  the  impudent 
insolence  to  introduce  three  of  his  servants  in  mask 
-'^eiiAoui  tickets,  too !  and  in  spite  of  remonstrances. 
The  consequence  was,  that  the  young  men  of  the 
ball  took  it  up,  and  were  near  throwing  the  vice- 
legate  out  of  the  window.  His  servants,  seeing  the 
scene,  withdrew,  and  he  after  them.  His  reverence 
Monsignore  ou^ht  to  know,  that  these  are  not  times 
for  the  predommsnce  of  priests  over  decorum.  Two 
minutes  more,  two  steps  farther,  and  the  whole  city 
would  have  been  in  aims,  and  the  government  ^ven 
out  of  it. 

"  Such  is  the  spirit  of  day,  and  these  fellows  ap- 
pear not  to  peroeiTe  it.  As  far  as  the  simple  fact 
went,  the  young  men  were  right,  servants  being  pro- 
hibited always  at  these  festivals. 

"  Yesterday  wrote  two  notes  on  the  *  Bowles  and 
Pope  controversy,'  and  sent  them  off  to  Murray  by 
the  post.  The  old  woman  whom  I  relieved  in  the 
forest  (she  is  ninety-four  years  of  age*)  brought  me 
two  bunches  of  violets.  *  Nan  vita  gaudet  mortua 
floribus.'^  I  was  much  pleased  with  the  present. 
An  EnsUshwoman  would  have  presented  a  pair  of 
worsted  stockings,  at  least,  in  the  month  of  Febru- 
ary. Both  excellent  things;  but  the  former  are 
more  el^ant.  The  present,  at  this  season,  reminds 
one  of  Gffay's  stanaa,  omitted  from  his  elegy. 

*  Bm  MUter'd  eft.  Hi*  mtSmC  or  tte  7««r, 

Bj  hutOB  onaeai,  u«  Aawm «r  violett foond; 
Tte  ndbnul  low  IB  build  and  wutls  bm, 
And  Uule  feoMBpi  Ugfady  priM  tfw  gioawL' 

As  fine  a  stanaa  as  any  in  his  elcy^.  I  wonder  that 
he  could  have  the  heart  to  omit  it. 

**  Last  ni^ht  I  suffered  horribly— from  an  indiges- 
tion, I  beheve.  I  never  sup— that  is,  never  at 
home.  But,  last  night,  I  was  prevailed  upon  by 
the  Countess  Qamba  s  persuasion,  and  the  strenu- 
ous example  of  her  brother,  to  swallow,  at  supper, 
a  quantity  of  boiled  cockles,  and  to  dilute  them,  not 
reluctantly,  with  some  Imola  wine.  When  I  came 
home,  apprehensive  of  the  consequences,  I  swal- 
lowed three  or  four  glasses  of  spirits,  which  men 
(the  venders)  call  brandy,  rum,  or  Hollands,  but 
which  gods  would  entitle  spirits  of  wine,  colored  or 
sugared.  All  was  pretty  well  till  I  got  to  bed,  when 
I  became  somewhat  swollen,  and  considerably  ver- 
tiginous. I  got  out,  and  mixing  some  soda-powders, 
dnink  them  off.  This  brought  on  temporary  reliet 
I  returned  to  bed;  but  grew  sick  and  sorry  once 
and  again.  Took  more  soda-water.  At  last  I  fell 
into  a  dresry  sleep.  Woke,  and  was  ill  all  day,  till 
I  had  galloped  a  few  miles.  Query— was  it  the 
cockles,  or  what  I  took  to  oonect  them,  that  caused 
the  commotion  ?  I  think  both.  I  remarked  in  my 
illness  the  complete  inertion,  inaction,  and  ddstruo- 
tion  of  my  chief  mental  faculties.  I  tried  to  rouse 
them,  and  yet  could  not— and  this  is  the  Soul!!!  I 
should  beheve  that  it  was  married  to  the  body,  if 
they  did  not  sympathise  so  much  with  each  other. 
If  the  one  rose,  when  the  other  fell,  it  would  be  a 
sign  that  they  longed  for  the  natural  stale  of  divorce. 
But,  aa  it  is,  they  seem  to  draw  together  like  post- 
horses. 

Let  us  hope  the  beat—it  is  the  grand  posset- 
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••  On  the  first  leaf  oT  his  "  Scriptores  Gnrci  "  is, 
In  his  schoolboy  hand,  the  f(>llowing  memorial : — 
"George  Gordon  Byron,  Wednesday,  June  2Gth, 
A.  D.  1805,  three  quarters  of  an  hour  past  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon  third  srhool, — Calvert, 
monitor,  Tom  Wildman  on  my  left  hand,  and  Long 
on  my  right.  Harrow  on  the  Hill.'*  On  the  same 
leaf,  written  five  years  after,  appears  this  comment : 

•*  EhiM  rufocM,  Poalhaina  I  PofllhuiiM  I  « 

itfUMauir  AanL 

•*B.  January  9th,  1809.— Of  the  four  persons 
whose  names  arc  nere  mentioned,  one  is  dead, 
another  in  a  distant  climate,  all  separated,  and  not 
five  years  have  elapsed  since  they  sat  together  in 
school,  and  none  are  yet  twentv-one  years  of  age,*' 

In  some  of  his  other  school-lx)()ks  are  recorded 
the  date  of  his  entrance  at  Harrow,  the  names  of 
the  hoys  who  were  at  that  time  monitors,  and  the 
list  of  his  fellow-pupils,  under  Doctor  Drury,  as 
follows : 

*•  Ihron,  Harrow  on  the  Hill,  Middlesex,  Alnm- 
mi«;  Scholn?  Lyoncusis  primus  in  anno  Domini  1801, 
Ellison  Dnce." 

••Monitors,  1801. — Ellison,  Royston,  Hunxman, 
Rashleigh,  llokeby,  Ix'igh." 

*•  Drurv's  Pnpir«,  1H04.— Byron,  Drury,  Sinclair, 
Hoare,  tiolder,  Annesley,  Calvert,  Strong,  Acland, 
Gordon,  Drummond." 

•  ••••• 

"  For  several  years  of  my  earliest  childhood,  I 
was  in  Aberdeen,  but  have  never  revisited  it  since  I 
was  ten  years  old.  I  was  sent,  at  five  years  old  or 
earlier,  to  a  school  kept  by  a  Mr.  Howers,  who  was 
called  *  Bod»y  BoAvers,  by  reason  of  his  dapperness. 
It  was  a  school  for  both  sexes.  I  learned  little  there 
except  to  repeat  by  rote  the  first  Icsison  of  Monosyl- 
lables (•  God  made  man  ' — *Let  us  love  him  *)  by 
hearing  it  often  repeated,  without  acquiring  a  letter. 
Whenever  proof  was  mado  of  my  progress  at  home, 
I  repeated  these  words  with  the  most  rapid  fluency  ; 
but  on  ttiming  over  a  new  leaf,  I  continued  to 
repeat  them,  so  that  the  narrow  boundaries  of  my 
first  year's  accomplishments  were  detected,  my  ears 
boxed,  (which  they  did  not  deserve,  seeing  it  was  by 
•ar  only  that  I  had  acquired  ray  letters,)  and  my 
intellects  consigned  to  a  new  preceptor.  He  was  a 
▼ery  devout,  clever  little  clergyman,  named  Ross, 
afterward  minister  of  one  of  the  kirks,  (Ea^t,  I 
think.)  Under  him  I  made  astonishing  progress 
and  I  recollect  to  this  day  his  mild  manners  and 
good-natured  pains-taking.  The  moment  I  could 
read,  my  grand  passion  was  history^  and,  why  I 
know  not,  but  I  was  particularly  taken  with  the 
battle  near  the  Lake  Regillus  in  the  Roman  His- 
tory, put  into  my  hands  first.  Four  years  ago, 
«Wh«B  standing  on  the  heights  of  Tusculum,  and 


looking  down  upon 
once  Regillus,  and  wl 
below,  I  remembered 
old  instructor.  Afte 
saturnine,  but  kind  ; 
for  a  tutor.  He  was 
a  good  scholar,  as  is  < 
was  a  rigid  Presbytei 
Latin  in  Ruddiman's 
went  to  the  *  Grarami 
Aberdoiuce,  *  Squeel, 
classes  to  the  fout 
England  (where  I  ha 
of  my  uncle.  I  acqu 
can  liardly  read  myse 
Duncan  of  the  same 
plume  himself  much 
I  >vrote  much  better 
since.  Haste  and  af 
have  quite  spoiled  as  \ 
over  a  frank.  The  gr 
a  hundred  and  fifty  i 
divided  into  five  class 
chief  teaching  the  fo 
England,  the  fifth,  e 
heard  by  the  head  ma 

•*  I  doubt  sometira 
and  unagitated  life^ 
sometimes  long  for  it 
boys'  dreams  are)  wc 
they  were  all  for  love 
less  attachment  to  M 
tinned  (thoTij^h  sedu 
my  teens  ;  and  so  up 
me  out  again  '  alone 
year  18<H,  I  recollect 
Harcourt's  in  Portlai 
and  as  she  had  alwaj 
we  met  again  in  ISOo 

5)er  and  disposition  v 
;  was   hardly  to  be 
sensible  of  the  chan 
account  for  it." 
•  • 

'•In  all  other  resp< 
ing  his  infant  passic 
not  at  all  from  other 
short,  dull  nor  witty, 
except  in  my  sullen  n 
devil.  The'y  once  i 
wrenched  a  knife  fn 
from  table  at  Mrs. 
earlier,)  and  applied 
three  or  four  years  ai 
B.'s  decease. 

"  My  ostensible  ten 
later  years ;  but  I  sh 
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hour,  resrat  the  oonsequenee  of  ft  and  1117  passions 
combinea.  One  «Yent— but  no  matter— 4nere  are 
others  not  much  better  to  think  of  also— and  to 

them  I  gijB  the  preference 

*<  But  I  hate  ^welling  upon  incidents.  My  temper 
is  now  under  management— rarely  loud,  and,  when 
loud,  never  deadly.  It  is  when  silent,  and  I  feel  my 
forehead  and  my  cheek  jioJifi^,  that  I  cannot  control 

it ;  and  then but  unless  there  is  a  woman  (and 

not  any  or  every  woman)  in  the  way,  I  have  sunk 
into  tolerable  apathy." 

•  ••««• 

''My  passions  were  developed  very  eariy-Hio 
early  that  few  would  believe  me  if  I  were  to  state 
the  period  and  the  facts  which  accompanied  it. 
Perhaps  this  was  one  of  the  reasons  which  caused 
the  anticipated  melancholy  of  my  thoughts,** 
having  anticipated  life.    Ky  earlier  poems  are  the 


cantos  of  Childe  Harold  were  completed  at  twenty- 
two ;  and  they  are  written  as  if  by  a  man  older  than 
I  shall  probably  ever  be." 

**  My  first  dash  into  poetr;^  was  as  early  as  1800. 
It  was  the  ebulliton  of  a  passion  fbr  my  first  cousin, 
Margaret  Parker,  (daughter  and  graxiddaughter  of 
the  two  Admirals  Parker,)  one  of  the  most  beauti- 
ftd  of  evanescent  beings.  I  have  long  forgotten 
the  verses,  but  it  would  be  difficult  for  me  to  forget 


her— her  dark  eyes— her  long  eyelashes— ^er  com- 
pletely CJreek  cast  of  face  and  figure !  I  was  then 
about  twelve— she  rather  older,  perhaps  a  year.  She 
died  about  a  year  or  two  afterward,  in  consequence 
of  a  fall,  which  injured  her  spine,  and  induced  con- 
sumption. Her  sister  Augusta  (by  some  thought 
still  more  beautiful)  died  of  the  same  malady ;  and 
it  was.  indeed,  in  attending  her,  that  Margaret  met 
with  the  accident  which  occasioned  her  own  death. 
My  sister  told  me,  that  when  she  went  to  see  her, 
shortly  before  her  death,  upon  accidentally  mention- 
ing my  name,  Margaret  colored  through  the  pale- 
ness or  mortality  to  the  eves,  to  the  great  astonish- 
ment of  my  sister,  who  (residing  with  her  grand- 
mother. Lady  Holdemess,  and  seeing  but  little  of 
me,  for  famify  reasons)  knew  nothing  of  our  attach- 
ment, nor  could  conceive  why  my  name  should 
affect  her  at  such  a  time.  I  knew  nothing  of  her 
illness,  being  at  Harrow  and  in  the  country,  till  she 
was  gone.  Some  years  after,  I  made  an  attempt  at 
an  etegy— a  very  dull  one.* 

«I  do  not  recollect  scarcely  any  thing  equal  to 
the  iranaparmi  beauty  of  my  cousin,  or  to  the 
sweetness  of  her  temper,  during  the  short  period  of 
our  intimacy.  She  looked  as  if  she  had  been  made 
out  of  a  rainbow— all  beauty  and  peace. 

My  passion  had  its  usual  effects  upon  me— I 
could  not  sleep— I  could  not  eat — I  could  not  rest ; 
and  although  I  had  reason  to  know  that  she  loved 
me,  it  was  the  texture  of  my  life  to  think  of  the 
time  which  must  elapse  before  we  could  meet  again 
—being  usually  about  twelve  hours  of  separation ! 
But  I  was  a  fool  then,  and  am  not  much  wiser  now." 

*' When  I  was  fifteen  years  of  age,  it  happened 
that,  in  a  cavern  in  Derbyshire.  I  had  to  cross  in  a 
boat,  (in  which  two  people  only  could  lie  down,)  a 
stream  which  flows  under  a  rock,  with  the  rock  so 
elose  upon  the  water  as  to  admit  the  boat  only  to  be 
pushed  on  by  a  ferryman  (a  sort  of  Charon)  who 
wades  at  the  stem,  stoopins  all  the  time.  The 
companion  of  my  transit  was  Mary  Anne  Chaworth. 
with  whom  I  had  been  long  in  love  and  never  tola 
it,  though  §ke  had  discovered  it  without.  I  recol- 
lect my  sensations,  but  cannot  describe  them,  and 
11  is  as  well.  We  were  a  party,  a  Mr.  W.,  two  Miss 
W.'s,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  CI— ke.  Miss  R.  and  mp  M.  A. 
C.    Alas!  why  do  I  say  mt?    Our  union  would 


ma^Um 


■da,  oo  pifB  m. 


have  healed  feuds  in  which  blood  had  been  shed  by 
our  fathers,  it  would  have  joined  lands  broad  ai.a 
rich#  it  would  have  joined  at  least  one  heart,  and 
two  persons  not  ill  matched  in  years,  (she  is  two 
years  my  elder,)  and— and— anct— «Aa<  has  been 
the  result  ?  " 

•  •«««« 

**  When  I  was  a  youth,  I  was  reckoned  a  good 
actor.  Besides  'Harrow  Speeches,'  (in  which  I 
shone,)  I  enacted  Penruddock,  in  the  *  Wheel  of 
Fortune,*  and  Tristram  Fickle  in  Allingham's  farce 
of  the  *  Weathercock,'  for  three  nights,  (the  dura- 
tion of  our  compact,])  in  some  private  theatricals  at 
Southwell,  in  18u6,  with  great  applause.  The  occa- 
sional prolo^e  for  our  volunteer  play  was  also  of 
my  composition.  The  other  performers  were  young 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  neighborhood,  and  the 
whole  went  off  with  great  effect  upon  our  good- 
natured  audience." 

•  •  .        •  «  «  • 

"  When  I  first  went  up  to  college,  it  was  a  new 
and  a  heavy-hearted  scene  for  me :  firstly,  I  so  muoh 
disliked  leaving  Harrow,  that  though  it  was  time, 
(I  being  seventeen,)  it  broke  my  very  rest  for  the 
last  quarter  with  counting  the  days  that  remained. 
I  always  hated  Harrow  till  the  last  year  and  a  half, 
but  then  I  Uked  it.  Secondly,  I  wished  to  go  to 
Oxford  and  not  to  Camlaridge.  Thirdly,  I  was  so 
completely  alone  in  this  new  world,  tiutt  it  half 
broke  my  spirits.  My  companions  were  not  unso- 
cial, but  the  contrary — ^lively,  hospitable,  of  rank 
and  fortune,  and  gay  far  beyond  my  gayety.  I 
mingled  with,  and  ained  ana  suppea,  ftc,  with 
them ;  but,  I  know  not  how,  it  was  one  of  the 
deadliest  and  heaviest  feelings  of  my  Ufe  to  feel 
that  I  was  no  longer  a  boy." 

**From  that  moment*'  (he  adds)  **I  began  to 
^w  old  in  my  own  esteem,  and  in  my  esteem  age 
IS  not  estimable.  I  took  my  gradations  in  the  vices 
with  great  promptitude,  but  they  were  not  to  my 
taste ;  for  my  early  passions,  though  violent  in  the 
extreme,  were  concentrated,  and  hated  division  or 
spreading  abroad.  I  could  have  left  or  lost  the 
whole  world  with,  or  for,  that  which  I  loved;  but, 
thouffh  my  temperament  was  naturally  burning,  I 
coula  not  share  in  the  common-place  lioertinism  of 
the  place  and  time  without  disgust.  And  yet^his 
very  disgust,  and  my  heart  thrown  back  upon  itself, 
threw  me  into  excesses  perhsps  more  fatal  than 
those  irom  which  I  shrunx,  as  fixing  upon  one  (at 
a  time)  the  passions  which  spread  among  many' 
would  nave  hurt  only  myself." 

•  ••»«« 
"Till  I  was  eighteen  years  old  (odd  as  it  may 

seem)  I  had  never  read  a  Review.  But  while  at 
Harrow,  my  general  information  was  so  great  on 
modem  topics  as  to  induce  a  suspieion  that  I  could 
only  collect  so  much  information  firom  /{msies, 
because  I  was  never  §een  reading,  but  always  idle, 
and  in  mischief,  or  at  play.  The  truth  is,  that  I 
read  eating,  read  in  bed,  read  when  no  one  dse 
read,  and  had  read  all  sorts  of  readhnff  since  I  was 
five  years  old,  and  yet  never  met  with  a  Review. 
whion  is  the  only  reason  I  know  of  why  I  shoula 
not  have  read  them.  But  it  is  trae ;  for  I  remem- 
ber when  Hunter  and  Curzon,  in  1804,  told  me  this 
opinion  at  Hanow,  I  made  them  laugh  bymy  ludi- 
crous astonishment  in  asking  them,  *  What  it  a 
Review  }*  To  be  sure,  they  were  then  less  oom- 
men.  In  three  years  more,  I  was  better  acquainted 
with  that  same ;  but  the  first  I  ever  reaa  was  in 
1806-7. 

**  At  school  I  was  (as  I  have  said)  remarked  fat 
the  extent  and  readiness  of  my  ffenerai  information ; 
but  in  all  other  respects  idle,  capable  of  great  son- 
den  exertions,  (such  as  thirty  or  forty  Qnek  hsK-. 
ameters,  of  course  with  such  prosody  as  it  pleased 
Gk)d,)  but  of  few  continuous  midgenea.  My  quali- 
ties were  much  more  oratorical  and  martial  than 
poetical,  and  Dr.  Brury,  my  grand  patron,  (our  head 
master,)  had  a  great  notiim  that  1  ahould  torn  o« 
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■n  orator,  from  my  fluency,  ray  turbulence,  my 
▼oice,  my  copiousness  of  declamation,  and  my  ac 
tion.  I  remember  that  my  first  declamation  aston 
ished  him  into  some  unwonted  (for  he  was  economi- 
cid  of  such)  and  sudden  compliments,  before  the 
declaimers  at  our  first  rehearsal.  Mv  first  Harrow 
verses,  (that  is,  English,  as  exercises,')  a  translation 
of  a  chorus  from  the  Prometheus  of  iEschylus,  were 
received  by  him  but  coolly.  No  one  had  the  least 
notion  that  I  should  subside  into  poesy 

**  Peel,  the  orator  and  statesman,  ('  that  wa»,  or 
18,  or  is  to  be,')  was  my  form-fellow,  and  we  were 
both  at  the  top  of  our  remove,  (a  public-school 
phrase.)  We  were  on  good  terms,  but  his  brother 
was  my  intimate  friend.  There  were  always  great 
liooes  of  Peel,  among  us  all,  masters  and  scholars — 
ana  he  has  not  disappointed  them.  As  a  scholar  he 
was  greatly  my  superior  ;  as  a  dcclaimer  and  actor, 
I  was  reckoned  at  least  his  equal ;  as  a  schoolboy 
out  of  school,  I  was  always  in  scrapes,  and  he  never' 
and  in  achooly  he  always  knew  his  lesson  and  I 
rarely—but  when  I  knew  it,  I  knew  it  nearly  as 
well.  In  general  information,  history,  &c.,  &c.,  I 
think  I  was  hii  superior,  as  well  as  of'^  most  boys  of 
my  standing. 


^V 


*  The  prodigy  of  our  school-days  was  George  Sin- 
clair, fson  of  Sir  John  ;)  he  made  exercises  for  half 
the  school,  (literally^)  verses  at  will,  and  themes 
without  it.  •  ♦  ♦  He  was  a  friend  of  mine,  and  in 
the  same  remove,  and  used  at  times  to  beg  me  to 
let  him  do  my  exercise,— a  request  always  most 
readily  accorded  upon  a  pinch,  or  when  I  wanted  to 
do  something  else,  which  was  usually  once  an  hour. 
On  the  other  hand,  he  was  pacific  and  I  savage ;  so 
I  fought  for  him,  or  thrashed  others  for  him,  or 
thrashed  himself  to  make  him  thrabh  others,  when 
it  was  necessary,  as  a  point  of  honor  and  stature, 
that  he  should  so  chjistiso ;  or  we  talked  politics,  for 
he  was  a  great  nolitician,  and  were  very  good  friends. 
I  havfe  some  of  his  letters,  Avritten  to  me  from  school, 
still.* 

•*  Clayton  wa§  another  school-monster  of  learn- 
ing, and  talent,  and  hope ;  but  what  has  become  of 
him  I  do  not  know.     He  was  certainly  a  genius, 

"  My  school  friendships  were  Avith  me  passions, 
(for  I  was  always  violent,)  but  I  do  not  know  that 
th^re  is  one  which  has  endured  (to  be  sure  some 
have  been  cut  short  by  death)  till  now.  That  with 
Lord  Clare  began  one  of  the  earliest  and  lasted 
longest— being  only  interrupted  by  distance— that  I 
know  of.  I  never  hear  the  word  '  Clare*  without  a 
beating  of  the  heart  eVen  now,  and  I  write  it  with 
the  feelings  of  1803-4-6  ad  infinitum. 

"  At  Harrow  I  fought  my  way  fairly.  I  think  I 
lost  but  one  battle  out  of  seven ;  and  that  was  to 
H — --;  and  the  rascal  did  not  win  it,  but  by  the 
unfair  treatment  of  his  own  boarding-house,  where 
we  boxed— I  had  not  even  a  second.  I  never  for- 
gave him,  and  I  should  be  sorry  to  meet  him  now,  as  I 
am  sure  we  should  quarrel.  My  most  memorable 
combats  were  with  Morgan,  Rice,  Kainsford,  and  Lord 
Jocelyn, — ^but  we  were  always  friendly  aftenvard.  I 
was  a  most  unpopular  boy,  but  led  latterly,  and  have 
.•etained  many  of  my  school  friendships,  and  all  my 
dislikes — except  to  Doctor  Butler,  whom  I  treated 
rebelliously,  and  have  been  sorry  ever  since.  Doc- 
tor Drury,  whom  I  plagued  sufficiently  too,  was  the 
was  the  best,  the  kindest  (and  vet  strict,  too)  friend 
I  ever  had — and  I  look  upon  him  still  as  a  father. 

**P.  Hunter,  Curzou,  Long,  and  Tatersall,  were 
my  principal  friends.  Clare,  Dorset,  C*-  Gordon, 
De  Bath,  Claridge,  and  Jno.  Wingfield,  were  my 
juniors  and  favorites,  whom  I  spoiled  by  indulgence. 
Of  all  human  beings,  I  was,  perhaps,  at  one  time, 
the  most  attached  to  poor  Wingfield,  who  died  at 
Comibra,  1811,  before  I  returned  to  England." 
♦  ♦  •  •  *  *        ♦ 

"  I  have  been  thinking  over,  the  other  day,  on  the 
various  comparisons,  good  or  evil,  which  I  have  seen 


•  flw  CUIik  HuoM,  c«^  L,  I 


published  of  myself  i 
and  foreign,  'this  w 
dently  turning  over  a 
made  it  a  rule  latterly 
of  the  kind,  but  not 
sented  by  chance. 

"  To  begin,  then :  I 
personally  or  poetical 
man,  {as  interpreted 
guese,  within  these  nir 
Young,  Aretine,  Timo 
'  an  alabaster  vase,  lig! 
speare,  Bonaparte,  Ti 
Euripides,  Harlequin, 
Hopkins,  to  the  phi 
Eighth,  to  Chenier,  tc 
las,  (the  schoolboy,)  tc 
to  a  petit-maitre,  to  D 
Lara,  to  the  Count  in 
Dryden,  to  Bums,  to  6 
have  I  heard  of  thee 
speare,  to  Churchill,  tl 
Alfieri,  &c.,  &c.,  &c. 

"  The  likeness  to  A 
ously  by  an  Italian  ^ 
younger  days.  It  of  i 
apparent  personal  dis] 
it  to  me,  (for  we  were  i 
society. 

"The  object  of  so 
sons  must  probably  be 
them  all ;  but  what  the 
any  body  else." 

«  •  « 

My  mother,  before 
that  I  was  like  Kousi 
used  to  say  so,  too,  in 
view  has  something  of 
fourth  canto  of  Child 
point  of  resemblance  ;- 
was  of  the  people ;  I  c 
philosopher ;  I  am  non 
at  forty ;  I  mine  at  eigl 
him  universal  applau( 
married  his  houscKeep 
with  my  wife :  he  thoi 
against  him  ;  my  little 
a  plot  against  it,  if  I 
pnnt  and  coterie:  he  1 
herbs,  and  trees,  but  ! 
grees :  he  wrote  music 
to  what  I  catch  by  ea 
thing  by  study,  not  ev 
rote,  and  ear,  and  mem 
I  had,  at  least,  an  ezce 
poet — a  good  judge,  foi 
ne  wrote  with  hesitatio 
and  rarely  with  pains 
swim,  nor  *  was  cunnir 
lent  swimmer,  a  decent, 
rider,  (having  staved 
course  of  scampering,) 
particularly  of  the  Hi 
bad  boxer,  when  I  coi 
was  difficult,  but  whicl 
knocked  down  Mr.  Pu 
out,  (with  the  gloves  on 
rooms,  in  1806,  during 
sides  a  very  fair  crick ete 
when  we  played  again! 
Rousseau's  way  of  life, 
his  whole  character,  wc 
am  at  a  loss  to  conce 
could  have  arisen,  as  it 
and  all  in  rather  a  rema 
say  that  he  was  also  sh< 
my  eyes  have  been  the 
that  in  the  largest  th 
guished  and  read  some  b 
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JJMr  the  ttage  from  a  box  so  distant  and  so  dbrUjy 
lighted,  that  none  of  the  company  (composed  of 

rng  and  ytry  bright-oTed  people,  some  of  them 
the  same  box)  oonla  make  out  a  letter,  and 
thought  it  was  a  triek,  thoogh  I  had  never  been  m 
that  theatre  before. 

'•  Altogether,  I  think  mjself  Justified  in  thinking 
the  comparison  not  well  founded.  I  don't  say  this 
out  of  piquo,  for  Bousseau  was  a  great  man,  and  the 
thing,  If  true,  were  flattering  enough ;— but  I  have 
no  idea  of  bebig  pleased  with  a  chimera." 

•  •«««• 

"I  have  been  thinking  of  an  odd  droumstanoec 
My  daughter,  (1)  my  wife,  (2)  my  half-sister,  (3)  my 
mother,  (4)  my  sister's  mother,  (S)  my  natural 
daughter,  (6)  and  myself,  (7)  are,  or  were,  all  only 
children.  My  sister's  mother  (Lady  Conyers)  had 
only  my  half-sister  by  that  secvid  marriage,  (her 
self,  too,  an  only  cmld,)  and  my  father  had  only 
me,  an  only  child,  by  his  second  marriage  with  my 
naother,  an  only  child  too.  Such  a  complication  of 
only  children,  all  tending  to  otis  family,  is  singular 
enough,  and  looks  like  fatality  almost.  But  the 
fiercest  animals  have  the  fewest  numbers  in  their 
litters,  as  lions,  tigers,  and  even  elephants,  which 
are  mild  in  comparison."* 

•  ••••« 
"I  have  a  notion  (he  says)  that  gamblers  are 

as  happy  as  many  people,  being  always  excited, 
Women,*  wine,  fame,  the  table,— even  ambition, 
sate  now  and  then ;  but  every  turn  of  the  card  and 
cast  of  the  dice  keeps  the  gamester  alive ;  besides, 
one  can  game  ten  times  longer  than  one  can  do  any 
thing  else.  I  was  very  fond  of  it  when  young,  that 
i»  to  say,  of  hazard,  for  I  hate  all  card  games,-*even 
faro.  When  macco  (or  whatever  they  spell  it)  wss 
introduced,  I  gave  up  the  whole  thing,  'for  I  loved  and 
missed  the  rattle  and  dash  of  the  box  and  dice,  and 
the  glorious  uncertainty,  not  only  of  good  luck  or 
bad  ruck,  but  of  any  luck  at  all,  as  one  had  some- 
times  to  throw  often  to  decide  at  all.  I  have  thrown 
as  many  as  fourteen  mains  running,  and  carried  off 
all  the  cash  upon  the  table  occasionally ;  but  I  hsd 
no  coolness,  or  judgment,  or  calculation.  It  was  the 
delisht  of  the  thing  that  pleased  me.  Upon  the 
whole,  I  left  off  in  time,  without  being  much  a 
winner  or  loser.  Since  one-and-twenty  years  of 
age,  I  have  played  but  little,  and  then  never  above 
a  hundred,  or  two,  or  three." 

"  LIST  OP  HISTORICAL  WHITE&S  WH08B  WORKS  I 
HAyS  PBRUBBD  IN  DIFFERENT  LANOUAQBE. 

"History  of  England, — Hume,  Rapin,  Henry, 
Smollet,  Tindal,  Belsham,  Bisset,  Adolphus,  Hoi- 
faigshed,  Froissart's  Chronicle's,  (belonging  propeily 
to  JPrance.) 

'*  iSco^aiui.— Buchanan,  Hector  Boethius,  both  in 
the  Latin. 

**  Ireland,— Qordon. 

**  Borne,— 'Booke,  Decline  and  Fall  by  Gibbon, 
Ancient  History  by  RoUin,  (including  an  account 
of  the  Carthaginians,  &c.,)  besides  Livy,  Tacitus, 
Entropius,  Cornelius  Nepos,  Julius  Cesar,  Arrian, 
Ballust. 

**  Gtmm.— Mitford's  Greece,  Leland*s  Philip, 
Plutorch,  Potter's  Antiquities,  Xenophon,  Thucy- 
dides,  Herodotus. 

"  fVtifMw.— Mezeray,  Voltaire. 

'*  S^Min.—l  chiefly  derived  my  knowledge  of  old 
Spamsh  History  from  a  book  called  the  Atlas,  now 
obsolete.  The  modem  history,  from  the  intrigues 
of  Alberoni  down  to  the  Prince  of  Peace,  I  learned 
from  its  connexion  with  European  politics. 

<*  PortyyeU.— From  Yertot ;  as  also  his  aoeount  of 
the  Siege  of  Rhodes,— though  the  last  is  his  own 
invention,  the  real  facts  being  totally  different— So 
much  for  his  Knights  of  Malta. 

*•  TStrkey.—l  have  read  KnoUes,  Sir  Paul  Rycaut, 


and  Prince  Cantemir,  bedses  a  more  modem  his- 
tory, anonymous.  Of  the  Ottoman  History  I  know 
evoy  event,  from  Tangralopi,  and  afterwsrd  Oil- 
man I.,  to  the  peace  of  Passarowits,  in  1718,— th« 
battle  of  Cutska,  in  17^  and  the  treaty  between 
Russia  and  Turkey,  in  1790. 

**  Russia.— Hookers  Life  of  Catherine  IL,  Vol- 
tafre's  Caar  Peter. 

5tM«20n.— Voltaire's  Charles  XII.,  also  Nor* 
berg's  Charles  XII.,— in  niy  opinion  the  best  of  the 
two.-* A  translation  of  Schiller's  Thirtjr  Tears' 
War,  which  contains  the  exploits  of  Qustavus  Adol- 
phus, besides  Harte's  Life  of  the  same  prince.  I 
nave  somewhere,  too,  read  an  account  of  Qustavus 
Vasa,  the  deliverer  of  Sweden,  but  do' not  remember 
the  author's  name. 

*'  Prussia. — I  have  seen,  at  least,  twenty  Lives  of 
Frederick  II.,  the  only  prince  worthy  recording  in 
Prussian  annals.  Oilhes,  His  own  Works,  and 
Thiebalt,— none  very  amusing.  The  last  is  paltry, 
but  circumstantial. 

Denmark  I  know  little  of.  Of  Norway  I  under- 
stand  the  natural  history,  but  not  the  chronological. 

"  Germany.— 1  have  read  long  histories  of  the 
house  of  Suabia,  Weneeslaus,  and.  at  length,  Ro- 
dolph  of  Hapsburgh  and  his  thick-lipped  Austrian 
descendants. 

"  Switzerland.— Kh. !  William  Tell,  and  the  battle 
of  Morgarten,  where  Burgundy  was  slain. 

"Italy. — Davila,  Ouicciardini,  the  Guelphs  and 
Ghibellmes,  the  battle  of  Pavia,  Massaniello,  the 
revolutions  of  Naples,  &e.,  &c. 

*'  Hindostan. — (jrme  and  Cambridge. 

"  ^mmca.— Robertson,  Andrews'  American  War. 

*'  Africa. — ^Merely  from  travels,  as  M ungo  Park, 
Bruce. 

"  BIOQRAPHT. 

'<  Robertson's  Charles  V.,— Cesar,  Sallust,  (Cati- 
line and  Jugurtha,)  Lives  of  Marlborough  and 
Eugene,  Tekeli,  Bonnard,  Bonaparte,  all  the  Brit- 
ish Poets,  both  by  Johnsgn  and  Anderson,  Ros- 
seau's  Confessions,  Life  of  Cromwell,  British  Plu- 
tarch, British  Nepos,  Campbell's  Lives  of  the  Ad- 
mirals, Charles  XII.,  Csar  Peter,  Catherine  11., 
Henry  Lord  Kaimes,  Marmontel,  Teignmouth's  Sir 
William  Jones,  Life  of  Newton,  Belisaire,  with 
thousands  not  to  be  detailed. 

"LAW. 
<*  Blackstone,  Montesquieu. 

"PHILOSOPRT. 

**  Paley,  Locke,  Bacon,  Hume,  Berkeley,  Drum 
mond,  Beattie,  and  Bolingbroke.    Hobbes  I  detest. 

«  OBOORAPHT. 

Strabo,  Cellarius,  Adams,  Pinkerton,  and 
Guthrie. 

•«  POETRY. 

"  AU  the  British  aassics,  as  before  detailed,  with 
most  of  the  living  poets,  Scott,  Southey,  &c.— Sobm 
French,  in  the  original,  of  which  the  CSd  is  my  favo- 
rite—Little Italian.— Greek  and  Latin  without 
number :— these  last  I  shall  ffive  up  in  ftiture.— I 
have  translated  a  good  deal  from  both  langnagea, 
verse  as  well  as  prose. 

'*  SLOaUBNCB. 

•«  Demosthenes,  Cicero,  Quintilian,  Sheridan, 
Austin's  Chironomia,  and  Parliamentary  Debates, 
from  the  Revolution  to  the  year  1742. 

"  DiyiNITT. 

"Blair,  Porteus,  Tillotson,  Hooker,— all  vciy 
tiresome.  I  abhor  books  of  religion,  though  I  rev- 
erence and  love  my  God,  without  the  blasphemous 
notions  of  sectaries,  or  belief  in  tiieir  absurd  and 
damnable  heresies,  mysteries,  and  Thirty-nine  Art! 
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'  M1SCELLA.:*IES. 

«« Spectator,  Rambler,  World,  &c.,  &c.— Novels 
by  the  thousand. 

**  All  the  books  here  enumerated  I  have  taken 
down  from  memory.  I  recollect  reading  them,  and 
can  quote  passages  from  any  mentioned.  I  have,  of 
course,  omitted  several  in  my  catalogue ;  but  the 
greater  part  of  the  above  I  perused  before  the  age 
of  fifteen.  Since  I  left  Harrow,  I  have  become  idle 
and  conceited,  from  scribbling  rhyme  and  making 
love  to  women.  ••  B.— Nov.  30,  1807. 

"I  have  also  read  (to  ray  regret  at  present)  above 
four  thousand  novels,  including  the  works  of  Cor- 
rantes,  Fielding,  Smollet,  llichurd.son,  Mackenzie 
Sterne,  Rabelais,  and  Rousseau,  &c.,  &c.  The  book, 
in  my  opinion,  most  useful  to  a  man  who  wishes  to 
acquire  the  reputation  of  being  well  read,  with  the 
leant  trouble,  is,  '  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melan- 
choly,' the  most  amusing  and  instructive  medley  of 
quotations  and  ckissica*  anecdotes  I  ever  perused. 
But  a  superficial  reader  must  take  care,  or  his  intri- 
cacies will  bewilder  hira.  If,  however,  he  has  pa- 
tience to  go  through  his  volumes,  he  will  be  more 
improved  for  literary  conversation  than  by  the  peru- 
sal of  any  twenty  other  works  with  which  I  am  ac- 
quaiuted— at  least,  in  the  English  language."' 

In  the  same  book  that  contains  the  above  record 
of  his  studies,  he  has  written  out,  also  from  memo- 
ry, a  "  List  of  the  different  poets,  dramatic  or  oth- 
erwise, who  have  distinguished  their  respective  Ian- 
Suages  by  their  productions."  After  enumerating 
ic  various  poets,  both  ancient  and  modern,  of  Eu- 
rope, he  thus  proceeds  with  his  catalogue  through 
other  quarters  of  the  world  : — 

'MroZiia.— -Mahomet,  whose  Koran  contains  most 
sublime  poetical  passages,  far  surpassing  European 
poetry. 

^'Persia. — Ferdousi,  author  of  the'Shah  Nameh. 
the  Persian  Iliad, — Sudi,  and  Ilaliz,  the  immortal 
Hafiz,  the  oriental  Anacrcon.  The  last  is  reverenced 
beyond  any  bard  of  ancient  or  modern  times  by  the 
Persians,  who  resort  to  his  tomb,  near  Shiraz  to  cel- 
ebrate his  memory.  A  splendid  copy  of  his  works 
is  chained  to  his  monumcnt.v 

** America. — An  epic  poet  has  already  appeared  in 
that  hemisphere.  Barlow,  author  of  the  Columbiad, 
—not  to  be  compared  with  the  works  of  more  pol- 
ished nations. 

*^  Iceland,  Denmark,  Noitray,  were  famous  for 
their  Skalds.  Among  these  Lodburg  was  one  of  the 
most  distinjjuishcd.  His  Death-Song  breathes  fe- 
rocious sentiments,  but  a  glorious  and  impassioned 
•train  of  poetry. 

*•  llindostanifi  undistinguished  by  any  great  bard, 
—at  least,  the  Sanscrit  is  so  imperfectly  known  to 
Europeans,  we  know  not  what  poetical  relicts  may 
exist. 

•'  The  Bijman  Empire. — Here  the  natives  are 
pnssionatcly  foud  of  poetry,  but  their  bards  are  un 
known. 

"  C/mia. — I  neA'cr  heard  of  any  Chinese  poet  but 
the  Euiperor  Kien  Long,  and  his  ode  to  Tea.  What 
a  pity  their  philosopher  Confucius  did  not  write  po- 
etry, with  his  precepts  of  morality  ! 

*'  Afn'ra. — In  Africa  some  of  the  native  melodies 
are  pliiintive,  and  the  words  simple  and  affecting; 
but  whether  their  rude  strains  of  nature  can  be 
classed  with  poetry,  as  the  songs  of  the  bards,  the 
Skalds  of  Europe,  &c.,  &c.,  I  know  not. 

••  This  brief  list  of  poets  I  have  written  down 
from  memory,  without  any  book  of  reference ;  con- 
sequently some  errors  may  occur,  but  I  think,  if 
any,  very  trivial.  The  works  of  the  European,  and 
some  of  the  Asiatic,  I  have  perused,  either  in  the 
original  or  translations.  In  my  list  of  English,  I 
have  merely  mentioned  the  greatest ;— to  enumerate 
the  minor  poets  would  be  useless,  as  well  as  tedious. 
Perhaps  Gray,  Goldsmith,  and  Collins,  migkt  have 
veen  added,  as  worthv  of  m«>nfinn  ;«  »  y-.y^o»>y^.>^Av^ ' 


account.  But  as  for  th 
to  Churchill,  they  are  • 
sometimes  spoken  of, 
advantage.  Chaucer,  ! 
bestowed  on  him,  I  thi 
ble  : — he  owes  his  celeb 
which  he  does  not  dese 
man,  or  Thomas  of  ] 
poets  I  have  avoided  r 
who  Avill  not  survive 
over  with  us;  and  ano 
empire,  our  literature,  i 
a  place  in  the  annals  ol 

*'  NoTcmber  30,  I8Q7. 

•  •  • 

"  Knollcs,  Cantemir, 
tague,  Hawkins's  Tran 
tory  of  the  Turks,  the 
or  histories,  or  books  u 
with,  I  had  read,  as  w 
ten  years  old.  I  think 
After  these.  I  preferred 
Don  Quixote,  and  Sn 
Roderick  Random,  ani 
Roman  History.  AV'hc 
read  any  poetry  whate^ 
luctance. 

«  •  « 

"  When  I  belonged  t 
tee,  and  was  one  of  the 
ment,  the  number  of  » 
about^rd  hundred.  C( 
there  must  be  some  of  i: 
I  caused  an  investigati 
those  which  I  saw,  thei 
conscientiously  tolerat 
things  as  most  of  them 
recommended  to  me  by 
recourse,  firstly,  in  the  '. 
thing  for  us  himself,  ar 
that  he  would  point  ou 
writer  of  promise.  Ma 
a  letter  without  his  addi 
give  him  no  answer.  V 
residence,  I  sent  him  a 
thing  more  substantial, 
was  at  that  time  absent 
I  tried  Coleridge  to 
siblc  in  hand  at  the  tim 
offered  all  his  tragedies 
notwithstanding  many  i 
teed  brethren,  did  get*  I 
l)arts  distributed.  But, 
matter,  upon  some  tepia 
warmth  on  that  of  the  a 
play.  Sir  J.  B.  Burgess 
dies  and  a  farce,  and  I  ii 
committee,  but  they  woi 

'*  Then  the  scenes  I 
authors,  and  fhe  author 
the  wild  Irishmen, — the 
Blackwall,  from  Chatha 
Dublin,  frorn  Dundee,— 
all  of  whom  it  was  pro 
and  a  hearing,  and  a  rea 
an  Irish  dancing-master 
me  to  request  to  play  Ai 
ings,  on  a  frosty  mornin 
were  certainly  good  and  I 
still  better,)— Miss  Emn 
titled  *  The  Bandit  of  Bo 
production, — ^Mr.  O'Higf 
mond,  with  an  Irish  trs 
could  not  fail  to  be  obc 
was  chained  by  the  leg  1 
part  of  the  performance 
salvage  appearance,  anc 
ing  at  him  was  only  to  be 
the  probable  consequGn( 


w         *jj  J  ■"  1 ' -'-"*.. o,  ..w^-v  *x«>c,        As  I  am  really  a  01%-] 

i>een  aaaed.  as  worthy  of  mention,  in  a  costnopoliie^  hate  giving  pain  when  it 
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DETACHBD  THOUOHTS. 

to  JDoiigfM  Khinaird,— who  is  a  man  of  bnsi-i  Norfolk/  (who  vas  snorv 

and  fluiBolently  rejidy  with  a  negative^— and  he :  *  I  don't  think  the  negotiators  have 


Left  them  to  settle  with  him ;  and,  aa  the  begmning 
>f  next  year  I  went  abroad,  I  hare  since  be«i  little 
aware  of  the  progress  of  the  theatres. 

•  «•••« 

"  Players  are  said  to  be  an  impracticable  people. 
They  are  so :  but  I  managed  to  steer  clear  of  any 
disputes  with  them,  and  excepting  one  debate  witn 
the  elder  Byrne  about  Miss  Smitlrs  oa§  <fo— (some- 
things—I  forget  the  technicals,)— I  do  not  remem- 
ber any  litigation  of  my  own.  I  used  to  protect 
Miss  Smith,  because  she  was  like  Lady  Jane  Marley 
in  the  face,  and  likenesses  go  a  great  way  with  me. 
Indeed,  in  general,  I  left  such  things  to  my  more 
bustling  ooilesgues,  who  used  to  reproTe  me  seri- 
ously for  not  oeing  able  to  take  such  things  in 
hand  without  buffooning  with  the  histrions,  or 
throwing  things  into  confusion  by  treating  light 
naatters  with  lerity. 

"Then  the  comAiittee! — then  the  sub-commit- 
tee ! — ^we  were  but  few,  but  nerer  agreed.  There 
was  Peter  Moore  who  contradicted  fiinnaird,  and 
Kinnaird  who  contradicted  every  body:  then  our 
two  managers,  Rae  and  Dibdin ;  and  our  secretary, 
'W'ard !  and  yet  we  were  all  very  sealous  and  in  earn- 
est to  do  good  and  so  forth.  •  *  «  *  furnished  us 
with  prologuA  to  our  reyived  old  English  plays ; 
but  was  not  pleased  with  me  for  complimentmg 
him  aa  *  the  Upton '  of  our  theatre,  (Mr.  Upton 
is  or  was  the  poet  who  writes  the  songs  for  Ast- 
ley's»)  and  almost  gave  up  prologuing  in  conse- 
quence. 

"  In  the  pantomine  of  1815-16,  there  was  a  re- 
presentation of  the  masquerade  of  1814  given  by  *  us 
youth  •  of  Watier's  Club  to  Wellington  and  Co. 
Douglas  Kinnaird,  and  one  or  two  others,  with  my- 
self, put  on  masques,  and  went  on  the  stage  with 
the  ii  rroX\9tf  to  see  the  effect  of  a  theatre  from  the 
stage: — it  is  very  grand.  Douglas  danced  among 
the  figuranti  too,  and  they  were  puszled  to  find  out 
who  we  were,  as  being  more  than  their  number.  It 
was  odd  enoufth  that  Douglas  Kinnaird  and  I  should 
have  been  both  at  the  real  masquerade,  and  after- 
ward in  the  mimic  one  of  the  same,  on  the  stage  of 
the  Drury-Lano  Theatre. 

*  «  •  «  «  « 

'<  In  1812,'*  he  says.  **  at  Middleton,  (Lord  Jer- 
sey's,) among  a  goodly  company  of  lords,  ladies, 
and  wits,  &c.,  there  was  e  •  • 

"Erskine,  toot  Erskine  was  there;  good,  but 
intolerable.  He  jested,  he  talked,  he  did  every 
thing  admirably,  out  then  he  toould  be  applauded 
for  the  same  thmg  twice  over.  He  would  read  his 
own  verses,  his  own  paragraph,  and  teU  his  own 
story,  again  and  again;  ana  then  'the  trial  by 
jury ! ! !  ^  I  almost  wished  it  abolished,  for  I  sat 
next  him  at  dinner.  As  I  had  read  his  published 
speeches,  there  was  no  occasion  to  repeat  them  to 
me. 

"  C  ^  *,  (the  fox-hunter,)  nicknamed  *  Cheek 
C  *  *,*  and  I,  sweated  the  claret,  being  the  only 
two  who  did  so.  C  *  *,  who  loves  his  bottle,  and  had 
no  notion  of  meeting  with  a  *bon-vivant'  in  a 
SCTibbler,  in  making  my  eulogy  to  somebody  one 
eveninff ,  summed  it  up  in—*  By  G^^,  he  drinks  like 
a  man!' 

"  Nobody  drank,  however,  but  C  •  ♦  and  I.  To 
be  sure,  there  was  little  occasion,  for  we  swept  off 
what  was  on  the  table  (a  most  splendid  board,  as 
may  be  supposed  at  Jersey's)  very  sufficiently.  How- 
ever,  we  carried  our  liquor'discreetly,  like  the  Baron 
of  Bradwardlne. 

•  e  •  a  •  « 

"  At  the  opposition  meeting  of  the  Peers,  in  1812, 
at  Lord  Ghenvxle's,  when  Lord  Grey  and  he  read 
to  us  the  correspondence  upon  Moira's  negotiation, 
I  sat  next  to  the  present  Duke  of  Orafton,  and  said, 
'  "What  is  to  be  done  next  i '— '  Wake  the  Duke  of 
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snoring  away  near  us,]  replied 
*  '       '         le" 


Jeft  any 
thins;  else  for  us  to  do  this  turn.' 

"  In  the  debate,  or  rather  discussion,  afterward  in 
the  House  of  Lords  upon  that  very  question,  I  sat 
immediately  b^ind  Lord  Moira,  who  was  extremely 
annoyed  at  Grey's  speech  upon  the  subject ;  and, 
while  Grey  was  speaking,  turned  round  to  me  re* 
peatedly,  and  asked  me  whether  I  agreed  with  him. 
It  was  an  awkward  question  to  me,  who  had  not 
heard  both  sides.    Moira  kept  repeating  to  me, 

*  It  was  not  tOt  it  was  so  and  so,'  &c.  I  did  not 
know  very  well  what  to  think,  but  I  sympathised 
with  the  acuteness  of  his  feelmgs  upon  the  sub- 
ject. 

"  The  subject  of  the  Catholic  claims  was,  it  is 
well  known,  brought  forward  a  second  time  this 
session  by  Lord  Wellesley,  whose  motion  for  a 
futute  consideration  of  the  question  was  carried  by 
a  majority  of  one.  In  reference  to  this  division, 
another  rather  amusing  anecdote  is  thus  related  :•— 

**  Lord  *  *  affects  an  imitation  of  two  very  dif- 
ferent Chancellors,  Thurlow  and  Loughborough, 
and  can  indulge  in  an  oath  now  and  then.  On  one 
of  the  debates  on  the  Catholic  question,  when  we 
were  either  equal  or  within  one,  (I  forget  which,) 
I  had  been  sent  for  in  great  haste  to  a  ball,  whidft 
I  quitted,  I  confess,  somewhat  reluctantly,  to  eman- 
cipate five  millions  of  people.  I  came  in  late,  and 
did  not  go  immediatelv  into  the  bodv  of  the  House, 
but  stood  just  behina  the  wooback.  *  *  turned 
round,  and,  catching  my  eye,  immediately  said  to  a 
peer,  (who  had  come  to  him  for  a  few  minutes  on 
the  woolsack*  as  is  the  custom  of  his  friends,) 

*  Damn  them !  they'll  have  it  now,— by  G— d !  the 
vote  that  is  just  come  in  will  give  it  them.' 

«  •  e  •  •  « 

*'  When  I  came  of  a^e,  some  delays,  on  account 
of  some  birth  and  marriage  certificates  from  Corn- 
wall, occasioned  me  not  to  take  mv  seat  for  several 
weeks.  When  these  were  over  ana  I  had  taken  the 
oaths,  the  Chancellor  apologized  to  me  for  the  de- 
lay, obsernng,  '  that  these  forms  were  a  part  of  his 
dtUv.*  I  begged  him  to  make  no  apology,  and 
added,  (as  he  certainly  had  ^hown  no  violent  nurry,) 
'Tour  Lordship  was  exactly  like  Tom  Thumb' 
(which  was  then  being  acted)-—*  Tou  did  your  du^, 
and  you  did  no  more.* 

«  a  •  «  «  • 

'<  I  have  never  heard  any  one  who  fulfilled  my 
ideal  of  an  orator.  Grattan  would  have  been  near 
it,  but  for  his  harlequin  delivery.  Pitt  I  never  heard. 
Fox  but  once,  and  then  he  struck  me  as  a  debater, 
which  to  me  seems  as  different  from  an  orator  as  an 
improvisators,  or  a  versifier,  from  a  poet.  Grey  is 
great,  but  it  is  not  oratory.  Canning  is  sometimes 
very  like  one.  Windham  I  did  not  admire,  though 
all  the  world  did ;  it  seemed  sad  sophistry.  WhTt- 
bread  was  the  Demosthenes  of  bad  taste  and  vulgar 
vehemence,  but  strong,  and  English.  Holland  is 
impressive  fr^m  sense  and'  sinceritv.  Lord  Lans- 
dowue  good,  but  still  a  debater  only.  Grenville  I 
like  vastiy,  if  he  would  prune  his  speeches  down  to 
an  hour's  delivery.  Burdett  is  sweet  and  silvery  as 
Belial  himself,  and  I  think  the  greatest  favorite  in 
pandemonium  ;  at  least  I  always  heard  the  country 
gentlemen  and  the  ministerial  devilry  praise  hu 
speeches  up  stairs,  and  run  down  from  Bellamy's 
when  he  was  upon  his  le^s.  I  heard  Bob  Milnes 
make  his  eecona  speech ;  it  made  no  impression.  I 
like  Ward — studied,  but  keen,  and  sometimes  elo- 
quent. Peel,  my  school  and  form-fellow,  (we  sate 
within  two  of  each  other,)  strange  to  say,  I  have 
never  heard,  though  I  often  wished  to  do  so ;  but 
from  what  I  remember  of  him  at  Harrow,  he  iM, 
or  ehotdd  be,  amongthe  best  of  them.  Now,  I 
do  not  admire  Mr.  wilberforce's  speaking ;  it  is 
nothing  but  a  flow  of  words — *  words,  words  alone.' 

« I  doubt  greatly  if  the  English  have  any  elo- 
quence, properly  so  called;  and  am  inclined  to 
think  ttiat  the  Irish  had  a  great  deal,  and  that  tht 


French  tcill  have,  and  nave  h:ii,  in  Mirabcau.  Lord 
Chatham  and  Burke  are  the  uorirost  approaches  to 
orators  in  England.  I  don't  know  what  Erskine 
may  have  been  at  the  bar  ;  but  in  the  House,  I  wish 
him  at  the  bar  once  more.  Lauderdale  is  shiill,  and 
Scotch,  and  acute. 

*'  But  among  all  these,  good,  bad,  and  indifferent, 
I  never  heard  the  speech  which  was  not  too  long  for 
the  auditors,  and  not  very  intelligible,  except  here 
and  there-  The  whole  thing  is  a  grand  deception, 
and  as  tedious  and  tiresome  as  may  be  to  those  who 
must  be  often  present.  I  heard  Sheridan  only  once, 
and  that  briefly,  but  I  liked  his  voice,  his  manner, 
and  his  wit;  and  he  is  the  only  one  of  them  I  ever 
wished  to  hear  at  greater  length. 

"  The  impression  of  Parliament  upon  me  was, 
that  its  members  are  not  formidable  ns  speakers,  but 
very  much  so  as  an  aridience ;  because  in  so  numer- 
ous a  body  there  mav  be  little  eloquence,  (after  all, 
there  were  but  Uco  thorough  orators  in  all  antiqui- 
ty, and  I  suspect  hWW  fewer  in  modern  times,)  but 
there  must  be  a  leaven  of  thoucjht  and  good  sense 
Bufiicient  to  make  them  know  what  is  right,  though 
they  can't  express  it  nobly. 

••  Home  Tooke  and  Roscoe  both  arc  said  to  have 
declared  that  they  left  Parliament  with  a  higher 
opinionofite  aggregate  integrity  and  abilities  than 
that  with  which  they  entered  it  The  general 
amount  of  both  in  most  Parliaments  is  probably 
•about  the  same,  aw  also  the  number  of  speakers  and 
their  talent.  I  except  oraiors,  of  course,  because 
they  are  things  of  ages,  and  not  of  septennial  or 
triennial  reunions.  Neither  House  ever  struck  me 
with  more  awe  or  respect  than  the  same  number  of 
Turks  in  a  divan,  or  of  Methodists  in  a  barn,  would 
have  done.  Whatever  diflidence  or  nervousness  I 
felt  (and  I  felt  both  in  a  great  degree)  arose  from 
the  number  rather  than  the  quality  of  the  assem- 
blage, and  the  thought  ratlier  of  the  public  without 
than  the  persons  within, — knowing  (as  all  know) 
that  Cicero  himself,  and  probably  the  Messiah,  could 
never  have  altered  the  vote  of  a  single  lord  of  the 
bedchamber  or  bishop.  I  thought  our  House  dull, 
but  the  other  animating  enough  upon  great  days. 
♦  ♦  •  *  ••'^ 

*'  In  society  I  have  met  Sheridan  frequently :  he 
was  superb !  He  had  a  sort  of  liking  for  me,  and 
never  attacked  me,  at  least  to  my  face,  and  he  did 
every  body  else — high  names,  and' wits,  and  orators, 
some  of  tliem  poets  also.  I  have  seen  him  cut  up 
Whitbread,  auiz  Madame  de  Stat'l,  annihilate  Col- 
man,  and  do  little  less  by  some  others  (whose  names, 
08  friends,  I  set  not  down)  of  good  fame  and  ability. 

•*Tlie  last  time  I  met  him  was,  I  think,  at. Sir 
Gilbert  Elliot's  where  he  was  as  quick  as  ever — no, 
it  was  not  the  last  time ;  the  last  time  was  at  Doug- 
las Kinnaird's. 

"I  have  met  him  in  all  places  and  parties — at 
"VlTiitehall  with  the  Melbourne's,  at  the  Marquis  of 
Tavistock's,  at  Robins's  the  auctioneer's,  at  Sir 
Humphrey  Davy's,  at  Sam  Rogers's, — in  short,  in 
most  kinds  of  company,  and  always  found  him  very 
convivial  and  delightful. 

"  I  have  seen  Sheridan  weep  two  or  three  times. 
It  may  be  that  he  was  maudlin  ;  but  this  only  ren- 
ders it  more  impressive,  for  who  would  see 

'  Krhd  Mnriboroii^'b  «/m  the  tews  of  dotapa  flow, 
And  Svift  cxpirt  a  dhveiler  and  a  tknm  i  ' 

Once  I  saw  him  cry  at  Robins's  the  auctioneers, 
after  a  splendid  dinner,  full  of  great  names  and  liigh 
spirits.  I  had  the  honor  of  sitting  next  to  Sheridan. 
The  occasion  of  his  tears  was  some  observation  or 
ither  upon  the  subject  of  the  sturdiness  of  the 
Vyhigs  in  resisting  office,  and  keeping  to  their  prin- 
ciples :  Sheridan  turned  round :  *  Sir,  it  is  easy  for 
my  Lord  G.,  or  Earl  G.,  or  Marquis  B.,  or  Lord  H.. 
with  thousands  upon  thousands  a  year,  some  of  it 
either  presefitly  derived,  or  inherited  in  sinecure  or 
acquisitions  from  the  publi6  money,  to  boast  of  their 


patriotism  and  keep 
they  do  not  know  from 
kept  aloof  who  had  equ 
and  not  unequal  passi 
not  in  the  course  of  th< 
shilling  of  their  own.' 

'•I  have  more  than 
never  had  a  shilling  o 
contrived  to  extract  a  ^ 

"  In  1815,  I  had  oc 
Chancery  Lane  :  he  wa 
tual  greetings,  &c.,  Sh 
recurring  to  my  own 
inquiring  that  of  Sherii 
ney,  '  the  usual  thing 
his  wine-merchant,  my 
what  do  you  mean  to 
the  present,'  said  he : 
against  old  Sherry  ?  w 
and  here  he  began  lau 
dan's  good  gifts  of  eon 

*•  Now,  from  person 
that  my  attorney  is  bj 
men,  or  particularly  a'c 
pression  out  of  the  stat 
dan,  in  half  an  hour,  1 
and  seduce  him  in  su 
think  he  would  have  t 
mall,  with  all  the  law 
side)  out  of  the  wind 
moment. 

**  Such  was  Sheridai 
ney  !  There  has  been  i 
of  Orpheus. 

•'  One  day  I  saw  hin 
on  Garrick.'  He  ligh 
the  Dowager  Lady  ♦  ♦. 
rage,  and  exclaimed, 
that  he  had  never  dedic 
a  d— -d  canting,'  <!tc.,  & 
half  an  hour,  abusing  \ 
the  obiect  of  it.  If  all 
it  would  be  ludicrous. 

'*  He  told  me  th.it,  oi 
cess  of  his  School  for  S( 
and  put  into  the  wat 
in  the  street,  and  beii 
watchmen. 

*•  When  dying,  he  wj 
operation.'  He  replie( 
mitted  to  two,  which  i 
lifetime.  Being  asked ' 
•  having  his  hair  cut,  ai 

"  I  have  met  Georg( 
thought  him  extreme 
Sheridan's  humor,  or  r 
nine,  and  sometimes  sa 
least  that  /  saw,  and  I 
did.  If  I  had  to  choose 
a  time,  I  should  say, 
with  Sheridan,  and  fini 
dan  for  dinner,  Colma 
claret  or  port,  but  Colm 
Madeira  and  champagi 
a  layer  of  port  between 
of  the  night,  and  dow 
water,  of  daybreak  ; — a 
both  the  same.  Sherid 
of  life-giiards,  but  Co! 
liffht  infarUrj/,  to  be  sui 

*  Sheridan's  liking  f 
mystifying  me,  I  do  m 
Lamb  and  others  told 
both  before  and  after  he 
English  Bards  and  S 
me  that  he  did  not  cs 
mine — at  least,  any  but 
was  sure  from  that  anc 
make  an  orator,  if  I  t« 
and  grow  a  parliament  s 
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ng  aDon  thif  to  me  to  the  last;  and  I  remember 
ay  old  tutor,  Dr.  Drury,  had  the  same  notion  when 
[  was  a  boy  ;  but  it  never  was  my  turn  of  inclination 
10  try.  I  spoke  once  or  twice,  as  all  yonnff  peers 
lo,  as  a  kind  of  introduction  into  publie  life ;  but 
lissipation,  shyness,  haughty  and  reserved  opinions, 
ogether  with  the  short  time  I  lived  in  England 
liter  my  minority,  (only  about  five  years  in  all,) 
prevented  me  from  resuming  the  experiment.  As 
kr  as  it  went,  it  was  not  discouraging,  particularlv 
ay  Jlrsi  speech,  (I  spoke  three  or  four  times  in  aU,; 
mt  just  after  it,  my  poem  of  Chllde  Harold  was 
mbliahed,  and  nobody  ever  thought  about  mjprots 
ifterward,  nor  indeed  did  I;  it  became  to  me  a 
econdary  and  nM^lected  object,  though  I  sometimes 
render  to  myself  if  I  should  have  succeeded." 


**  When  the  bailiff  (for  I  have  seen  most  kinds  of 
ife)  came  upon  me  in  1816  to  seise  my  chattels, 
bemg  a  peer  of  parliament,  my  person  was  beyond 
tim,)  being  curious,  (as  is  my  habit,)  I  first  asked 
lim,  'What  extents  elsewhere  he  had  for  govem- 
aent  ? '  upon  which  he  showed  me  one  upon  one 
\ou9e  only  for  tevmty  thousand  potmda !  I^ext  I 
sked  him,  if  he  had  nothing  for  Sheridan  ? '  'Oh 
-Sheridan ! '  said  he ;  *  av,  I  have  this,'  (pulling 
lut  a  pocket-book,  &c. ;)  'but,  my  lord,  I  have  been 
Q  Sheridan's  house  a  twehremontn  at  a  time— a  civil 
gentleman— knows  how  to  deal  with  vs,'  &c.,  ftc, 
^c.  Our  own  business  was  then  discussed,  which 
ras  none  of  the  easiest  for  me  at  that  time.  But 
he  man  was  civil,  and  (what  I  valued  more)  oom- 
uunicative.  I  had  met  many  of  his  brethren,  years 
tefore,  in  a£Burs  of  mv  friends,  (commoners,  that 
B,)  but  this  was  the  first  for  second)  on  my  own 
icoonnt.  A  civil  man ;  feea  accordingly :  probably 
it  anticipated  as  much." 


<(  I  have  heard  that  when  Grattan  made  his  first 
peech  in  the  English  Commons,  it  was  for  some 
ainutes  doubtful  whether  to  laugh  at  or  cheer  him. 
The  debid  of  his  nredecessor  Flood  had  been  a  com- 
ilete  failure  unaer  nearly  similar  circumstances. 
)ut  when  the  ministerial  part  of  our  senators  had 
ratched  Pitt  (their  thermometer)  for  the  cue,  and 
aw  him  nod  repeatedly  his  stately  nod  of  approba- 
ion,  they  took  the  hint  from  their  huntsman,  and 
•roke  out  into  the  most  rapturous  cheers.  Orat- 
an's  speech,  indeed,  deserved  them ;  it  was  a  chef- 
Vauvre.  I  did  not  hear  thai  speech  of  his.  (being 
hen  at  Harrow,)  but  heaxd  most  of  his  others  on 
he  same  question— also  that  on  the  war  of  1815.  I 
[iifered  from  his  opinions  on  the  latter  question, 
nt  coincided  in  the  general  admiration  of  his  elo- 
uence. 

**  When  I  met  old  Courtenay,  the  orator,  at  Rog- 
rs  the  poet's,  in  1811-12, 1  was  much  taken  with 
he  portly  remains  of  his  fine  figure,  and  the  still 
cute  quickness  of  his  conversation.  It  was  he  who 
ilenced  Flood  in  the  English  House  by  a  crushing 
eply  to  a  hasty  d^^  of  the  rival  of  Grattan  in 
reland.  I  asked  Courtenay  (for  I  like  to  trace  mo- 
ves) if  he  had  not  some  personal  provocation ;  for 
le  acrimony  of  his  answer  seemed  to  me,  as  I  had 
sad  it,  to  involve  it.  Courtenay  said  '  he  had ;  that, 
rhen  in  Ireland,  (being  an  Irishman,)  at  the  bar  of 
he  Irish  House  of  Commons,  Flood  had  made  a 
ersonal  and  unfair  attack  upon  himeelf^  who,  not 
eing  a  member  of  that  House,  could  not  defend 
Imself,  and  that  some  years  afterward,  the  oppor- 
anity  of  retort  offering  in  the  English  Parliament, 
e  could  not  resist  it.*^  He  certainly  repaid  Flood 
rith  interest,  for  Flood  never  made  any  figure,  and 
nly  a  speeeh  or  two  afterward,  in  the  English 
louse  or  Commons.  I  must  except,  however,  his 
peech  on  Reform,  in  1790,  which  Fox  called  *  the 
est  he  ever  heard  upon  thst  snbjeot. 
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*  I  was  much  struck  with  the  simplicity  of  Grat* 
tan's  manners  in  private  life :  they  were  odd,  but 
they^  were  natural.  Curran  used  to  take  him  off, 
bowing  to  the  very  f^round,  and  '  thanking  God  that 
he  had  no  peculiarities  of  gesture  or  appearance,'  ia 
a  way  irresistibly  ludicrous  and  *  *  nsea  to  call  him 
a  '  sentimental  harlequin.' " 


*  Curran !  Curran's  the  man  who  struck  me  most. 
Such  imagination !  there  never  was  any  thing  Uko 
it  that  ever  I  saw  or  heard  of.  His  puMiehedmt^ 
his  published  speeches,  give  you  no  idea  of  the 
man— none  at  all.  He  was  a  machine  of  imagina- 
tion, as  some  one  said  that  Piron  was  an  epigram* 
matic  machine. 

'  I  did  not  see  a  great  deal  of  Curran— only  in 
1813 ;  but  I  met  him  at  home,  (for  he  used  to  call 
on  me,)  and  in  society,  at  Mackintosh's,  Holland 
House,  &c.,  &&,  and  he  was  wonderAil,  even  to  me, 
who  had  seen  many  remarkable  men  of  the  time. 
•  «•«•« 

*  The  powers  of  Curran's  Irish  imagination  were 
exhaustless.  I  have  heard  that  man  speak  more 
poetry  than  I  have  ever  seen  written,— though  I 
met  him  seldom  and  but  occasionally.  I  saw  nim 
presented  to  Madame  de  StaCl  at  Mackintosh's  ;— 
it  was  the  grand  confluence  between  the  Rhone  and 
the  Saone,  and  they  were  both  so  d — d  ugly,  that  I 
could<  not  help  wondering  how  the  best  mtelleots 
of  France  and  Ireland  could  have  taken  up  respect- 
ively such  residences."        •        •        •        •       ♦ 


"  One  of  the  cleverest  men  I  ever  knew,  in  con- 
versation, was  Scrope  Berdmore  Bavies.  Hobhouse 
is  also  very  good  in  that  line,  though  it  is  of  less 
consequence  to  a  man  who  has  other  ways  of  show- 
ing  his  talents  than  in  company.  Scrope  was  al- 
ways ready  and  often  witty — Ilobhouse  as  witty, 
but  not  always  so  ready,  being  more  diffident." 


''Lewis  is  a  good  man,  rhymes  well,  (if  not 
wisely,)  but  is  a  bore.  He  seizes  you  by  the  but- 
ton. One  night  of  a  rout,  at  Mrs.  Hopes's,  he  had 
fastened  upon  me,  notwithstanding  my  symptoms 
of  manifest  distress  (for  I  was  in  love,  and  had  just 
nicked  a  minute  when  neither  mothers,  nor  hus- 
bands, nor  rivals,  nor  gossips,  were  near  my  then 
idol,  who  was  beautiful  as  the  statues  of  the  gallery 
where  we  stood  at  the  time) — ^Lewis,  I  say,  had 
seized  upon  me  by  the  button  and  the  heart-strings, 
and  spared  neither.  W.  Spencer,  who  likes  fun,  and 
don't  dislike  mischief,  saw  my  case,  and  coming  up 
to  us  both,  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  pathetically 
bade  me  farewell ;  '  for,'  said  he,  '  I  see  it  is  all  over 
with  you.'  Lewis  then  went  away.  Sic  me  terva 
vit  Apolic. 

*'  1  remember  seeing  Blucher  in  the  London  as* 
semblies,  and  never  saw  any  thing  of  his  age  less 
venerable.  With  the  voice  and  manners  of  a  recruit- 
ing  sergeant,  he  pretended  to  the  honors  of  a  hero, 
—just  as  if  a  stone  could  be  worshipped  becanst  a 
man  had  stumbled  over  it." 


'*  When  I  met  Hudson  Lowe,  the  Jailor,  at  Lord 
Holland's,  before  he  sailed  for  St.  Helena,  the  dis- 
course turned  on  the  battle  of  Waterloo.  I  asked 
him  whether  the  dispositions  of  Napoleon  wer« 
those  of  a  great  general  ?  He  answered,  disparag 
ingly>  '  that  they  were  very  simp/is.'  I  had  always 
thought  that  a  degree  of  simplicity  was  an  ingre* 
dient  of  greatness. 

♦  •  ♦  «  ♦  • 
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"  L  •  •  was  a  good  man,  a  clcTer  man,  but  a  bore. 
My  only  revenge  or  consolation  used  to  be,  setting 
him  by  the  ears  with  some  vivacious  person  who 
hated  bores  especially. — Madame  de  S  or  H  , 
for  example.  But  1  liked  L  ♦  ♦  ;  he  was  a  jewel  of 
a  man,  had  he  been  better  set ; — I  don't  mean  per- 
tonally^  but  less  tireaomey  for  he  was  tedious,  as 
well  as  contradictory  to  every  thing  and  every  body 
Being  shortsighted,  when  we  used  to  ride  out  to- 
gether near  the  Brenta  in  the  twilight  in  summer, 
he  made  me  go  before^  to  pilot  him  :  I  am  absent  at 
times,  especially  towards  evening;  and  the  conse- 
quence of  this  pilotage  was  some  narrow  escapes  to 
the  M  ♦  ♦  on  horseback.  Once  I  led  him  tnio  a 
ditch  over  wliich  I  had  ]»assed  as  usual,  forgetting 
to  warn  my  convoy ;  once  I  led  him  nearly  into  the 
river,  instead  of  on  the  moveable  bridge  which  in- 
commodes  passengers  ;  and  twice  did  we  both  run 
against  the  diligence,  which,  being  heavy  and  slow, 
did  communicate  less  damage  than  it  received  in  its 
leaders,  who  were  ^errnticd  bv  the  charge;  thrice 
did  1  lose  him  in  the  gray  of  tlie  gloaming,  and  was 
obliged  to  bring-to  to  his  distant  signals  of  distance 
and  distress  ; — ^all  the  time  he  went  on  talking  with' 
out  intermission,  for  he  was  a  man  of  many  words. 
Poor  fellow !  he  died  a  martyr  to  his  new  riches — of 
a  second  visit  to  Jamaica. 


thati 


'  I'll  fire  the  Unda  of  DolonliM 
Dvk  Mutgnve  wen  ali**  again  I ' 

*'  1  would  glre  manj  a  lUffar  eaoe 
Monk  Lewie  wen  alive  afaiu  I 


'*  Madame  de  Sta^l  was  a  good  woman  at  heart, 
and  the  cleverest  at  bottom,  but  spoiled  by  a  wish 
to  be — she  knew  not  what.  In  her  own  house  she 
was  amiable  ;  in  any  other  person's,  you  wished  her 
gone,  and  iu  her  own  again. 

•*  I  liked  the  dandies  ;*  they  were  always  very  civil 
to  me,  though  in  general  thev  disliked  literary  peo- 

£le,  and  persecuted  and  mystified  Madame  de  Sta<?l, 
icwis,  *  ♦  ♦  *,  and  the  like  damnably.  They  per- 
suaded Madame  de  8ta<^l  that  A  *  ♦  liad  a  hundred 
thousand  a  year,  &c.,  Ac,  till  she  praised  him  to 
his  face  for  his  beauty  !  and  made  a  set  at  him  for 
•  *,  and  a  hundred  fooleries  besides.  The  truth  is, 
that,  though  I  gave  up  the  business  early,  I  had  a 
tinge  of  dandyism  in  my  minority,  and  probably 
retained  enough  of  it  to  conciliate  the  great  ones  at 
five-and-twenty.  I  had  gamed,  and  drank,  and 
taken  my  degrees  in  most  dissipations,  and  having 
no  pedantry,  and  not  being  overbearing,  we  ran 
quietly  together.  I  knew  them  all  more  or  less,  and 
tney  made  me  a  member  of  Wutier's,  (a  superb  club 
at  that  time,)  being,  I  take  it,  the  only  literary  man 
(except  iioo  otherst  both  men  of  the  world,  5loore 
and  Spenser)  in  it.  Our  masquerade  was  a  grand 
one ;  so  was  the  dandy  ball  too,  at  the  Argylc,  but 
that  (the  latter)  was  given  by  the  four  chiefs,  B., 
M.,  A.,  and  P.,  if  I  err  not. 

•*  I  was  a  member  of  the  Alfred,  too,  being  elected 
while  in  Greece.  It  was  pleasant;  a  little  too  sober 
and  literary,  and  bored  with  ♦  •  and  Sir  Francis 
D'lvernois;  but  one  met  Peel,  and  Ward,  and 
Valentia,  and  many  other  pleasant  or  known  peo- 
ple ;  and  it  was,  upon  the  whole,  a  decent  resource 
in  a  rainy  day,  in  a  dearth  of  parties,  or  parliament, 
or  in  an  empty  season. 

**  I  belonged,  or  belong,  to  the  following  clubs  or 
societies: — to  the  Alfred;  to  the  Cocoa  Tree;  to 
Waiter's;  to  the  Union;  to  Racket's,  (at  Brighton); 
to  the  Pugilistic;  to  the  Owls,  or  '  Flv-by-uight ; ' 
to  the  Carnbridae  Whig  Club ;  the  Harrow  Club, 
Cambridge ;  and  one  or  two  private  clubs ;  Hamp- 
den (political)  Club;  and  to  the  Italian  Carbonari, 
&c.,  5:c.,  &c.,  'though  last,  not  least*  I  got  into 
all  these,  and  never  stood  for  any  other — at  least  to 
my  own  knowledge.  I  declined  being  proposed  to 
■everal  others,  though  pressed  to  stand  candidate. 


"  •  •  •  (commonly  < 
man,  but  odd)  compla 
Davies,  in  riding,  Uia 
'  I  don't  wonder  at  it 
like  a  tailor.*  Whoe 
back,  with  his  very 
would  not  deny  the  ju 


"  When  Brummell ' 
poor  M  ♦  ♦,  who  thenc 
the  Dandy-killer  ' — it 
and  all  that)  to  retire 
and  having  obtained  a 
study,  our  friend  Sct 
progress  Brummell  ha 
ded,  *  that  Brummell 
parte  in  Russia,  by  th 

*'  I  have  put  this 
fair  exchange  and  no 
fortune  at  several  dim 
repeating  occasiomiU; 
butfooneries  with  whic 
the  morning." 


"  I  have  been  called 
least  twenty  times,  i 
always  contrived  to 
compromising  the  hor 
them  to  mortal  consci 
times  in  very  difficult 
and  hanng  to  deal 
spirits, — Irishmen,  ga 
and  comets  of  horse 
course,  in  my  youth, 
comoany.  I  have  ht 
gentlemen  to  noblemc 
from  lawyers  to  couns* 
gyman  to  an  officer  ii 
the  latter  by  far  the  m 

Tbeblood; 

the  business  being  abo 
that  I  never  saw  a  tror 
blooded,  heartless  b— 
some,  for  aU  that.-  A 
called.  I  never  saw  hi 
induce  her  but  to  ss 
degree  compromised  h< 
the  effect  of  saving 
cavalry.  She  would 
N  *  •  nor  myself  (the 
friend  to  one  of  the  pa 
to  say  them,  thougn 
some  sort  with  woman 
quiet  the  combatants 
believe,  to  her  great  < 
damndest  b—  that  I 
great  many.  Though 
lose  either  his  life  or 
as  the  Bishop  of  Be« 
pacified;  but  then  he 
martial  passion. 

«  •  • 

Like  Sylla,  I  ha^ 
things  depend    upon 
ourselves.     I  am  not 
action  worthy  of  bein 
others,  which  is  not  t 
goddess  Fortune. 

•  •  « 

"If  I  were  to  lire 
what  I  would  change  i 
— not  to  have  lived  at 
ence,  and  the  rest,  te 
evil  are  pretty  equallj 
and  that  what  is  most  i 


DETACSBB  nOXTOHTS. 


•bm  out  of  it    "What  o«n  it  giTe  ns  tat  yean? 
•n«  those  ^ave  litde  of  good  but  their  eiiding. 

**  The  world  visits  change  of  polities  or  ohange 
of  religion  with  a  more  severe  censure  than  a  mere 
difl^ence  of  opinion  would  appear  to  me  to  deserve. 
But  there  must  be  some  reason  for  this  feeling ; — 
and  I  think  it  is  that  these  departures  from  the 
earliest  instilled  ideas  of  our  childhood,  and  firom 
the  line  of  conduct  chosen  by  us  when  we  first  enter 
into  public  life,  have  been  seen  to  have  more  mis- 
chievous results  for  society,  and  to  prove  more 
weakness  of  mind  than  other  actions,  in  themselves 
more  immoraL" 


Of  the  bust  of  himself  by  Bartollini  :^"  The 
bust  does  not  turn  out  a  good  one,— though  it  may 
be  like  for  aught  I  know,  as  it  exactly  resembles  a 
superannuated  Jesuit."  Again,  *'I  assure  vou 
Bartollini's  is  dreadful,  though  my  mind  misgives 
me  that  it  is  hideousljr  like.  If  it  is,  I  cannot  be 
long  for  this  world,  for  it  overlooks  seventy." 


*<  As  far  as  fame  goes  (that  is  to  say,  Uvinff  fame,) 
I  hare  had  my  shore,  perhaps— Indeed,  certamfy-— 
more  than  my  deserts. 

'*  Some  odd  instances  have  occurred,  to  my  own 
experience,  of  the  wild  and  strange  places  to  which 
a  name  may  penetrate,  and  where  it  may  impress. 
Two  years  ago,  (almoA  three,  being  in  August  or 
July,  1819,)  1  received  at  Ravenna  a  letter,  m  Eng- 
lUh  verse,  from  Drontheim  in  Norway,  written  by  a 
Norwegian,  and  full  of  the  usual  compliments,  &c., 
&c.  It  is  still  somewhere  among  m^  papers.  In 
the  same  month  I  received  an  invitation  Into  JE^o^ 
'9tein  from  a  Mr.  Jacobsen  (I  think)  of  Hamburgh ; 
also,  by  the  same  medium,  a  translation  of  Medora's 
song  in  the  Corsair  by  a  Westphalian  baroness  {not 
'  Thunderton-Ttonck '),  with  some  original  verses 
rof  hers,  (very  pretty  and  Klopstock-ish,)  and  a 
tprose  translation  annexed  to  them,  on  the  subject 
of  my  wife  ;F*as  they  concerned  her  more  than  me, 
J  sent  them  to  her,  together  with  Mr.  Jaoobsen's 
better.  It  was  odd  enough  to  receive  an  invitation 
to  pass  the  minmer  in  Holttein,  while  in  Italy,  from 
^people  I  never  knew.  The  letter  was  addressed  to 
Venice.  Mr.  Jacobsen  talkpd  to  me  of  the  'wild 
Toses  growing  in  the  Holstein  summer.'  Why  then 
idid  the  Cimbri  and  Teutones  emigrate  ? 
;  <*  What  a  stranffs  thing  is  life  and  man !  Were  I 
(to  present  myself  at  the  door  of  the  house  where 
I  my  daughter  now  is,  the  door  would  be  shut  in  my 
face — unless  (as  is  not  impossible)  I  knocked  down 
the  porter;  and  If  I  had  gone  m  that  year  (and 
.perhaps  now)  to  Ihontheim,  (the  furthest  town  in 
^Norway,)  or  into  Holstein,  I  should  have  been 
.received  with  open  arms  into  the  mansion  of  stran- 
gers and  foreigners,  attaohed  to  me  by  no  tie  but  by 
;that  of  mind  and  rumor. 

*^  As  far  as  fame  goes,  I  have  had  my  share :  it 
'has  indeed  been  leavened  by  other  human  con- 
ftingencies,  and  this  in  a  greater  dssree  thfui  has 
loccuired  to  most  literary  men  of  a  Moent  rank  in 
'life;  but,  on  the  whole,  I  take  it  that  muAi  equi- 
.poise  is  the  condition  of  humanity." 


**  Among  the  various  Journals,  Memoranda,  Diar 
ries,  &c.,  which  I  have  kept  in  the  course  of  my 
living,  I  began  one  about  three  months  ago,  and 
'  earned  it  on  till  I  had  filled  one  paper-book,  (thin- 
'  nish,)  and  two  sheets  or  so  of  another.  I  then  left 
off,  partly  because  I  thought  we  should  have  some 
business  here,  and  I  had  furbished  up  my  arms  and 
'  got  my  apparatus  ready  for  taking  a  turn  with  the 
'  patriots,  having  my  drawers  full  of  their  proelama- 
'  tions,  oaths,  and  nsotations,  and  my  lower  rooms 
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of  their  hidden  wespons,  of  most  calibers,  and 
partly  because  I  had  iuled  my  paper-book. 

**  But  the  Neapolitans  have  betrayed  themselves 
and  all  the  world;  and  those  who  would  have  given 
their  blood  for  Italy  can  now  only  give  her  theif 
tears. 

"  Some  day  or  other,  if  dust  holds  together,  I 
have  been  enough  in  the  secret  (at  least  in  this  part 
of  the  countr^r)  to  cast  perhaps  some  little  bght 
upon  the  atrocious  treachery  which  has  replunged 
Italy  into  barbarism :  at  present  I  have  neither  the 
time  nor  the  temper.  However,  the  real  Italians 
are  not  to  blame ;  merely  the  scoundrels  at  the  h«el 
of  the  boot,  which  the  Hun  now  wears,  and  will 
trsmple  them  to  ashes  with  for  their  severity.  I 
have  risked  myself  with  the  others  here,  and  how 
fer  I  may  or  may  not  be  compromised  is  a  problem 
at  this  moment.  Some  of  them,  like  Craigengelt, 
would  '  tell  all,  and  more  than  all,  to  save  thsm- 
selves.*  But,  come  what  may,  the  cause  was  a 
glorious  one,  though  it  reads'  at  present  as  if  the 
Greeks  had  run  away  from  Xerxes.  Happy  the 
few  who  had  only  to  reproach  themselves  with 
believing  that  those  rasoals  were  less  <rascaiUe' 
than  they  proved  I'^Here  in  Komagna,  the  effoorti 
were  necessaril]r  limited  to  preparations  and  good 
intentions,  until  the  Germans  were  fairly  engaged 
in  equal  warfsre— as  we  are  upon  their  very  fron- 
tieis.  without  a  single  fort  or  hill  nearer  than  Saa 
Manno.  Whether  « hell  will  be  paved  with '  those 
'  good  intentions,'  I  know  not ;  but  there  will  prob- 
ably be  a  good  store  of  Neapolitans  to  walk  upon 
the  pavement,  whatever  may  be  its  composition. 
Slabs  of  lava  from  their  mountain,  with  the  bodies 
of  their  own  damned  souls  for  eement,  would  be  the 
fittest  causeway  for  Satan's  'Corso.'" 

•<FlM,Naf«nbvS,UBL 

"  *  There  is  a  strange  coincidence  sometimes  in 
the  little  things  of  this  world*  Saneho,'  says  Sterne 
in  a  letter,  (if  I  mistake  not,)  and  so  I  have  oAsb 
found  it. 

"In  page  [1012,lof  this  collection,  I  had  alluded 
to  my  inend  Lord  Clare  in  terms  such  as  my  feel 
ings  suggested.  About  a  week  or  two  afterward,  I 
met  him  on  the  road  between  Imola  and  Bologna, 
after  not  having  met  for  seven  or  eight  years.  HS' 
was  abroad  in  1814,  and  came  home  just  as  I  set  oat 
in  1816. 

**  This  meeting  annihilated  for  a  moment  all  the 
'ears  between  the  present  time  and  the  days  ci 
Jarrow,  It  was  a  new  and  inexplicable  feeUng* 
like  rising  from  the  ffiave  to  me.  Clare  too  was 
much  agitated— mose  in  appearance  than  was  my- 
self;  for  I  could  feel  his  heart  beat  to  his  fingers' 
ends,  unless,  indeed,  it  was  the  pulse  of  my  own 
which  made  me  think  so.  He  told  me  that  I  should 
find  a  note  from  him  left  at  Bologna.  I  did.  We 
were  obliged  to  part  for  our  diffuent  jowneys,  he 
for  Borne,  I  for  Pisa,  but  with  the  promise  to  meet 
again  in  spring.  We  were  but  five  minutes  to|ether« 
and  on  the  pubUo  road ;  but  I  hardly  reeoJlaet  an 
hour  of  my  existence  whidi  could  be  weig[hed  against 
them.  He  hsd  heard  that  I  was  coming  on,  and 
had  left  his  letter  for  me  at  Bologna,  beoause  tht 
lie  with  whom  he  was  tmvelling  could  not  wait 


peop] 
longc 


tnger. 

**  Of  all  I  have  ever  known,  he  has  always  been 
the  least  altered  in  every  thiiiff  from  the  excellent 
[ualities  and  kind  affections  which  attached  me  to 
dm  so  strongly  at  schooL  I  should  hardly  haw 
thought  it  possible  for  sodety  (or  the  world,  as  it  is 
osUed)  to  leave  a  being  with  so  Uttle  of  the  leaTtt 
of  bad  passions. 

**  I  do  not  speak  from  penonal  eocperieiMe  onlyb 
but  fitom  all  I  have  ever  heard  of  him  from  othen^ 
during  absence  and  distance. 

%•♦••• 

<a  revisited  the  Florence  Gallery,  &e.  Hy 
former  impressions  wwa  eeafirmed  *,  but  they  west 
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too  many  Tisiters  there  to  allow  one  to  feel  any 
thing  properly.  When  vre  were  (about  thirty  or 
forty)  all  stutfed  into  the  cabinet  of  gems  and 
knick-knackeries,  in  a  corner  of  one  of  the  gal- 
leries, I  told  Rogers  that  it  '  felt  like  being  in  the 
tratchhouse.*  I  left  him  to  make  his  obeisances  to 
some  of  his  acquaintances,  and  strolled  on  alone— 
the  only  four  minutes  1  could  snatch  of  any  feeling 
for  the  works  around  me.  I  do  not  mean  to  apply 
this  to  a  tote  k  tcte  scrutiny  with  Rogers,  who  has 
an  excellent  taste,  and  deep  feeling  for  the  arts, 
(indeod  much  more  of  both  than  I  can  possess,  for 
of  the  FORMER  I  have  not  much,)  but  to  the 
crowd  of  jostling  starers  and  travelling  talkers 
around  me. 

*•  I  heard  one  bold  Briton  declare  to  the  woman 
on  his  arm,  looking  at  the  Venus  of  Titian,  •  Well, 
now,  this  is  really  verj-  fine  indeed,' — an  obserra- 
tion  which,  like  that  of  the  landlord  in  Joseph 
Andrews  on  '  the  certainty  of  death,'  was  (as  the 
landlord's  wife  observed)  •  extremely  true.' 

*'  In  the  Pitti  Palace,  I  did  not  omit  Goldsmith's 
prescription  for  a  connoisseur,  viz.,  <  that  the  pic- 
tures would  have  been  better  if  the  painter  nad 
token  more  pains,  and  to  praise  the  works  of  Pietro 
Pcrugino.' 

"  People  have  wondered  at  the  melancholv  which 
runs  through  my  writings.  Others  have  wondered 
at  my  personal  gavety.  But  I  recollect  once,  after 
an  hour  in  which  I  had  been  sincerely  and  particu- 
larlv  gay  and  rather  brilliant,  in  company,  my  wife 
replying  to  me,  when  I  said,  (upon  her  remarking 
mv  high  spirits,)  'And  yet,  Bell,  I  have  been 
called  and  miscalled  melancholy — you  must  have 
seen  how  falsely,  frequently  ?  *  •  No,  Byron,'  she 
answered,  ♦  it  is  not  so :  at  heart,  you  are  the  most 
melancholy  of  mankind ;  and  often  when  apparently 
gayest.' 

♦••••• 

•«  A  young  American,*  named  Coolidge,  called  on 
me  not  many  months  ago.  He  was  intelligent, 
very  handsome,  and  not  more  than  twenty  years 
old,  according  to  appearances;  a  little  romantic, 
but  that  sits  well  upon  youth,  and  mighty  fond  of 
poesy,  as  may  be  suspected  from  his  approaching 
me  in  my  cavern.  He  brought  me  a  message  from 
an  old  servant  of  my  family,  (Joe  Murray,)  and 
told  me  that  he  (Mr.  Coolidge)  had  obtained  a  copy 
of  my  bust  from  Thorwaldsen  at  Rome,  to  send  to 
America.    I  confess  I  was  more  flattered  by  this 

Iroung  enthusiasm  of  a  solitary  transatlantic  travel- 
er, than  if  they  had  decreed  me  a  statue  in  the 
Paris  Pantheon,  (I  have  seen  emperors  and  dem- 
agogues cast  down  from  their  pedestals  even  in 
my  own  time,  and  Grattan's  name  razed  from  the 
street,  called  after  him  in  Dublin;)  I  say  that  I 
was  more  flattered  by  it,  because  it  was  ainglcy  un- 

political^  and  was  without  motive  or  ostentation, 

the  pure  and  warm  feeling  of  a  boy  for  the  poet  he 
admired.  It  must  have  been  expensive,  though  ; — 
/  would  not  pay  the  price  of  a  Thorwaldsen  bust 
for  any  human  head  and  shoulders,  except  Napo- 
leon's, or  my  children's,  or  some  *  absurd  tcoman- 
kind's,  as  Monkbarns  calls  them— or  my  sister's. 
If  asked  why,  then,  I  sat  for  mv  own  ?— Answer, 
that  it  was  at  the  particular  request  of  J.  C.  Hob- 
house,  Esq.,  and  for  no  one  else.  A  picture  is  a 
different  matter ;— every  body  sits  for  their  picture ; 
but  a  bust  looks  like  putting  up  pretensions  to 
permanency,  and  smacks  something  of  a  hankering 
for  pttblic  fame  rather  than  private  remembrance. 

**  Whenever  an  American  requests  to  see  me, 
(which  is  not  unfrequently,)  I  comply,  firstly,  be- 
cause I  respect  a  people  who  acquired  their  freedom 
by  their  firmness  without  excess;  and,  secondly, 
because  these  transatlantic  visits,  « few  and  far  be- 
tween,' make  me  feel  as  if  talking  with  posterity 
from  the  other  side  of  the  Styx.    In  a  century  or 


two  the  new  Englis 
be  masters  of  the  o 
as  Greece  and  Europ 
in  the  older  or  earlie 

After  saying,  in  i 
Venice  as  a  place 
General  Ludlow's  do 
forti  patria,'  and  sa 
had  been  one  of  si 
*•  But  there  is  no  fre 
midst  of  slaves.  It 
thing.  I  sometimes 
Africa,  to  do  at  one 
time,  viz.,  sweep  sla 
on  upon  the  first  dai 

"As  to  political  i 
own  fault :  if  they  u 
is  but  *  a  word  ani  a 
merly,  France,  Spaii 
land,  freed  themselvc 
of  a  long  contest  ii 
over  systems.  If  T} 
she  is  cowardlv  as  the 

*  ♦ 

'•  Going  to  the  f 
1809,  I  saw  a  flight  ( 
were  vultures — at 
seized  the  omen.  ( 
the  lines  to  Pamass 
beholding  the  birds, 
accepted  mv  homage 
and  fame  of  a  poet  d 
(from  twenty  to  th 
another  matter. 

"In  the  year  1814 
dine  with  llord  Grc 
out  a  *  Java  Gazette, 
me,)  in  which  there 
spective  merits  as  p 
that  we  should  be  pr< 
table,  while  they  wei 
Indian  seas,  (to  be 
months  before,)  and 
criticism.     But  this  i 

"  One  of  my  notio 
contemporaries  is,  tl 
aite  of  English  poet 
distant)  than  ever  1 
less  poetry.  This 
some  years,  but,  stra 
favor  from  my  brethi 
shakes  his  head,  and 
grand  age  of  British 

•  • 

"  Of  the  immortali 
that  there  can  be  li 
moment  to  the  actic 
activity.  I  used  to  ( 
taught  me  better.  I1 
of  body — ^in  dreams,  f 
madly,  I  grant  you,  t 
more  mind  than  wh 
this  should  not  act 
who  can  pronounce 
Marcus  Aurelius,  ca 
which  drags  a  carcosi 
but  all  chains  being 
How  far  our  future  111 
how  far  it  will  at  all  r 
is  another  question ; 
seems  as  probable  as 
course,  I  here  ventm 
recurring  to  revelatic 
as  rational  a  solution  i 
resurrection  seems  st 
for  purposes  of  puni 
which  is  to  revenge 
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ortoitous  concaiiTAe  of 
to  a  fountun^  though 


ife  of  Ly3»Qdi?r,  iba 
^eiicTOl  grent  ttentu^ea 
id  mstancea  SoerAtes, 
ajelittift,)  m  e^nmplii^s; 
Kile  ymm^,  yet  At  iji- 
f  towtttda  age/  Whe- 
bave  bectt  called  such 
jnciuieA,  and  in  ftiQie 
n  one,  and  also  TTithia 
-ttenre.  Of  my  [reniui 
ly  mekticboly,  th^t  it 
be  dimim^iMng.'     But 

I  mie  BO  Ht  battotxi,  but 
tbe  remft?kftblc.  The 
r  to  a  remark  of  mjtic 
9i  iiid  that  *  they  were 
,  bemg  more  in  t^lew, 
that  oonld  reduce  them 
a  them/     Iq  IS16  Cbii 

if  the  fyUiei  of  fools 
ft  of  the  wise,  the  wi*e 
abetter  sort  of  foob) 
jnt," 


Ffl  lose  the  impreftftioii 
intlv  Ufore  u^  :  a  year 
i.  There  h  little  dii- 
of  TUBiDory.  TAent  in- 
E>d  (ox  $.  momeTjt;  but 
mtion  is  not  the  torch- 
the  end  of  |«i  yean  to 
esj  Of  the  mincft  or  the 
i?flt  friend^  or  his  ffrcfit^ 
te,  his  BonapartV,  bis 
I e  will  be  surprised  at 
s  ideaa,  I  ape^vk  coufi- 
always  passed  for  one 
eiknt  memory.    I  ex- 

of  womankind  [  there 
je  d-  d  to  them)  any 
:able  era^  aiich  an  '  the 
*  or  ■  the  in^aaiou/  of 
of  Bucb  aud  Hucb  an 
iatea  of  miLbkind,  who 
eir  lot,  that  they  neter 
cm,  bciuj^  too  commoo. 
!  prfat  drought,'  'the 
ie'fen  years'  wai"  broke 
ch^  or  Spanish  revolu- 
bon  earth  quake/  *  the 
thquake  of  Cahibria/ 
o  *  of  CoiiataJitinoiil*?,' 
?  yeliovr  fevet  of  Phila- 
[i  you  don^t  see  *  the 
c  summer,'  *  this  long 
latiou/  *the  reckl«« 
fttically !  By-the-way, 
ra'  tMr  and  a  secwn^y 

a  ftvmty  or  a  f/ii'rt^ 
ever  a  dat'»  uHti^irsa; 
bina,  whcro  they  have 
[>pine«s  of  a  atationary 
And  is  all  Ihifl  beeauB« 
r  mankind  ungrateful  i 
lin  none/' 


well  iTith  the  literary 
;m — ijut  I  never  know 
^Te  praised  their  laal 
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pnblication.  There  are  «everal  exceptions,  to  be 
•ure,  but  then  they  have  cither  been  men  of  the 
world,  such  as  Scott  and  Moore,  &c. ;  or  visionaries 
out  of  it,  such  as  Shelley,  «S:c. :  but  your  literary 
every-day  man  and  I  never  went  well  in  company, 
especially  your  foreigner,  whom  I  never  could  abide ; 
except  Gxordani,  and — and — and — (I  really  can't 
name  any  other) — I  don't  remember  a  man  among 
thcin  whom  I  ever  mshed  to  see  twice,  except  per- 
haps Mezzophanti,  who  is  a  monster  of  languages, 
the  Briarius  of  parts  of  speech,  a  walking  Poylglott, 
and  more,  who  ought  to  have  existed  at  the  time  of 
the  Tower  of  Babel,  as  universal  interpreter.  He 
is  indeed  a  marvel — ^unassuming  also.  I  tried  him 
in  all  the  tongues  of  which  I  knew  a  single  oath, 
(or  adiuratiou  to  the  gods  against  postboys,  sav- 
ages, Tartars,  boatmen,  sailors,  pilots,  gondoliers, 
muleteers,  camel-drivers,  Vetturini,  postmasters, 
posthorscs,  posthouses,  post  every  thing,)  and, 
egad !  he  astounded  me— even  to  my  English." 


*•  'No  man  would  live  his  life  over  again,*  is  an 
old  and  true  saying  which  all  can  resolve  for  them- 


selves. At  the  same 
ments  in  most  men's 
over  the  rest  of  Ufe 
live  at  all  ?  because  I 
false ;  but — ^but — but— 
— what  ?  I  do  not  ka 
died  o*  Wednesday  ?  " 


"  Alcibiades  is  said  t 
his  battles* — but  toha 
you  mention  Ccesar,  o 
at  once  rush  upon  PI 
nae,  Thrasymene,  Tr< 
Austerlitz,  Friedland, 
less  easy  to  pitch  upoi 
though  they  may  be  ns 
ily  as  the  Leuctra  ani 
the  Marathon  of  Milti 
tocles,  and  the  Thcr 
upon  the  whole,  it  ma 
be  a  name  of  antiquity 
a  general  charm  as  tl 
cannot  answer.    Who 
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TWO  VOLS.,   1807* 
[From  ''Moicthlt  Litbra.rt  Recreations,"  for  Au( 


The  volumes  before  us  are  bv  the  author  of  Lyri- 
cal Ballads,  a  collection  which  nas  not  undeservedly 
met  with  a  considerable  share  of  public  applause. 
The  characteristics  of  Mr.  W.'s  muse  are  simple 
and  flowing,  though  occasionally  inharmonious 
verse,  strong,  and  sometimes  irresistible  appeals 
to  the  feelings,  Avith  unexceptionable  sentiments. 
Thotigh  the  present  work  may  not  equal  his  former 
efforts,  many  of  the  poems  possess  a  native  ele- 
gance, natural  and  unatiected,  totally  devoid  of 
the  tinsel  embellishments  and  abstract  hyperboles 
of  several  contemporary  sonneteers.  The  last  son- 
net in  the  first  volume,  p.  152,  is  perhaps  the  best, 
without  any  novelty  in  the  sentiments,  which  we 
hope  are  common  to  every  Briton  at  the  present 
crisis ;  the  force  and  expression  is  that  of  a  genuine 
poet,  feeling  as  he  writes  :— 

*•  AnoOier  y9*x  I  aoollwT  dwtlly  Now  t 
Another  mighty  empire  omfrthrown  I 
And  we  are  left,  or  ■bail  be  l«ft,  alooe— 
Th«  la*t  thnt  dam  to  stnijir^te  whh  the  Am. 
Tia  writ ! — Tram  ttiia  day  forward  we  ihail  knov 
That  in  oiiraelm  our  aafety  must  b«  aought, 
Tliat  by  our  own  rig'ht  handa  it  rau«  be  wrouglit ; 
lliat  we  mutt  atand  unprop'd,  or  be  laid  low. 
O  daatard  I  whom  luch  {oKlmaXe  doei  not  ch«er  I 
We  iball  exult,  If  they  who  nil©  thia  land 


'X 


-  I  hare  been  t  reriewer.  Id  1907,  h  a  Magiuiae  oJM  "  Monthly 
Ulenry  Rccrcatloni,"  I  rorteirol  Wonltworth't  tnuh  of  that  time.  In  the 
MoR<hIyRericw  I  wnMOKMmutkleavMchwBninaectad.  UtiiVMiiatlM 
kttOT  put  of  ItlL 


Be  men  who  bold 
Wiae,  upright,  ral 
Who  an  to  Judg« 
And  honor  which  I 

The  song  at  the  Fei 

Seven  Sisters,  the  Affl 

,  possess  all  the 

fects,  of  this  writer :  t 

last  are  in  his  first  styl 

••  Ah  I  litUe  <lo(h  tl 
When  full  of  pla 
What  power  hat 
Beard  by  his  ino 
He  knowa  it  not, 
Teara  to  a  motir 
But  do  not  raaJte 

The  pieces  least  wor 
entitled  "Moods  of  m; 
wish  these  "Moods" 
not  permitted  to  occu 
only  make  their  defoma 
W.  ceases  to  please, 
mind  to  the  most  com: 
time  clothing  them  ii 
puerile.  What  will  ai 
the  nursery,  say  to  su 
written  at  the  ^oot  of 

"TbeeockM( 
TbeatreuB 
TliBBniallbl 
ThBkkeAM 


1024 


BYEON'8  WORKS. 


sOior,  »n  bp  klmttflMl,  u,  if  mdi  »D  Ufa  be  admUled,  erety  mMLll  ind 
locky  WnmJ  hi  thr  Ionian  Sen,  conuiiilnj  B  food  port,  inifU,  with  equal 
plaiinUlity,  Mtiune  Uw  apprlliibon  of  ktwca. 

"  The  Veii*t«n  g»^}rriiplien  »i*»e  in  a  (freat  de^rac  eontxibuted  to  ritae 
IhoM  «loiit*i  wUicli  have  rxi»i«d  on  ihe  iilcutliy  of  ihe  modern  wiih  the 
ancieiil  llh  '.w,  by  giving,  In  iheir  charu,  t^»e  name  of  Val  di  Compare  to  the 
blini.  Tti-il  ii:»iii'  i»,  how-TiT,  lol-il)y  unkno»Ti  in  tho  country,  whrre  the 
bl^  l«  mvari  lUy  wllcrt  Itli^ca  by  ih«'  iipjior  nnki,  and  TVuki  hy  llie  rulfrar. 
Th^  V«»MUn«  )v\rf>  rqiiflllr  cnmrHKl  thn  n»m«  of  almost  ererr  place  in 
Gireee ;  x<^<  ■■  l^-  n^u^fm  of  Epnctoa  or  Naupacioa  never  beard  of  Lepanto, 
thow  ol  Z:<c.vnllKw  of  Ziinu*,  or  the  Athniiana  of  S<-ttinea,  it  would  be  as 
unKiir  tu  ruii  lilia&i  of  iu  mtiite,  ofi  such  authority,  aa  it  would  be  to  aaaen 
that  iw  (iiili  MiniHl  esiaie<l,  (jc&uiae  no  lolerahle  rrpRseatatioo  of  iU  itm 
csii  1**  fiHiiul  in  ilx"  WiiL-liiin  aiirvi-yi 

••  Th''  mrw  m*HlnU  of  th»  Ulnnd,  of  which  thrw  am  reprwenled  In  (he 
llilpp*)?*^,  rnijlit  he  atl.liioed  as  a  proof  that  th»?  name  of  Ithaca  waa  not  loei 
dtiriii?  th*'  nipTi*  of  tiie  Roman  emprrora.  They  hnre  the  head  of  Ulyaww, 
rr*oiriii»^l  by  tte  pilrum,  or  pointed  cap,  while  lh«  rrrerfe  of  one  pn*i^nt« 
the  fitrun*  of  a  cock,  the  einWrm  of  titi  Tijrilanee,  with  th«!  Irgend  10  AKiiN 
A  It  w  ol  th'>»e  uiMala  are  prearrred  iu  the  caL>in«ia  of  liic  curio<ia,  and  one 
bI»>,  «-iih  the  cock,  found  iu  the  ialand,  ia  in  the  poaacsaion  of  Sipnor  ZaTo, 
of  B.iihi.  The  npiienuoat  coin  ia  in  the  collrctioii  of  Dr.  Hunter;  the  aecood 
b  coj  i^!  from  Nfwn)an,  aivl  th-  li'ird  ia  the  property  of  R.  P.  Knighl,  Keq. 

"  S.-T»r"<l  inacriptiona,  which  will  he  h^r-.ifler  produced,  will  l"nd  to  the 
cenflnnat'iin  of  tiic  idea  that  Ithaca  waa  Iniialjited  about  the  time  when  the 
Rotnina  were  maatera  of  Gre^re  ;  yet  th'T?  ia  erery  reaaon  to  b»'lifTe  Uiat 
frw,  if  any  of  the  pT*^»^l  proprietori  of  the  ai)il  are  deacendcd  from  anc^on 
who  hod  Innf  rraiiI'Mi  aucceaaively  in  lh>*  ialaiiu.  Kren  thoa'?  who  liTed,  at 
(lie  time  ui  I'Ayi^^,  In  llliaca,  icem  to  hav«  lern  on  the  point  of  etni^nting 
to  ArfTi.-,  Slid  no  clti^f  reinniited,  after  the  aKoot!  in  deac^nt  from  tJuil  iiero, 
vorlhy  of  l^ing  rturjcd  in  hiaiury.  It  oppeara  ikit  the  ialc  haa  be«n  twice 
c«|(Miia«^  fr-'iii  C"ph:iIonla  In  mo.l«?m  lini'a,  and  I  waa  iiiformed  that  a  gtani 
bad  bn^n  made  by  the  VeneiLtna,  entitling  ench  •ertlrr  In  Ithaca  (0  aa  much 
laad  aa  his  drcumatancoa  would  enable  him  to  cultivate." 

Mr.  Cell  then  proceeds  to  inralidate  the  authori- 
ty of  previous  writers  on  the  subject  of  Ithaca.  Sir 
George  Wheeler  and  Mr.  le  Chevalier  fall  under  his 
severe  animadversion ;  and,  indeed,  according  to 
his  account,  neither  of  these  gentlemen  had  visited 
the  island,  and  the  description  of  the  latter  is  "  ab- 
•olutely  too  absurd  for  refutation."  In  another 
place,  he  spt^aks  of  M.  le  C.  •'  disgracing  a  work 
of  such  merit  by  the  introduction  of  s\ich  fabrica 
tions  ;  "  again,  of  inaccuracy  of  the  author's  maps; 
and,  lastly,  of  his  inserting  an  island  at  the  south 
em  entry  of  the  Channel  between  Ccphalonia  and 
Ithaca,  which  has  no  existence.  This  observation 
▼ery  nearly  approaches  to  tho  use  of  that  mouo- 
gyllalile  which  Gibbon,*  without  expressing  it,  so 
adroitly  applied  to  some  assertion  of  his  antagonist, 
Mr.  D.ivifs.  In  truth,  our  traveller's  words  are 
rather  bitter  towards  his  brother  tourist:  but  we 
must  conclude  that  their  justice  warrants  their  se- 
verity. 

In  the  second  chapter,  the  author  describes  his 
landing  in  Ithaca,  and  arrival  at  the  rock  Korax 
and  tho  fountain  Arethusa,  as  he  designates  it  with 
Butiicient  positiveness. — Tliis  rock,  now  known  by 
the  name  of  Korax,  or  Ivoraka  Petra,  he  contends 
to  be  the  same  with  that  which  Homer  mentions  as 
contiguous  to  the  habitation  of  Kuma^us,  the  faith- 
ful swineherd  of  Ulysses. — We  shall  take  the  lib- 
erty of  adding  to  our  extracts  from  Mr.  Gcll  some 
of  the  passages  in  Homer  to  which  he  refers  only, 
conceiving  tliis  to  be  the  fairest  method  of  exhibit- 
ing the  strength  or  the  weakness  of  his  argument. 
**  Ulysses,'"  he  observes,  **  came  to  the  extremity 
of  the  isle  to  visit  Eunurus,  and  that  extiemity  was 
the  most  southern ;  for  Telemachtis,  coming  from 
Pylos,  touched  at  the  first  south-eastern  part  of 
'thaca  with  the  same  intention." 

Kot  ton  in  />'  'OJufffja  «aros  voOev  fiyayt  Saiiiiov 
Aynn  en'  £cr\ar«//»',  60i  Sofiara  vote  avi^uTqf 
*E»'0'  fiXOtif  ipiXoi  inos  'Oilvaariof  Otioio^ 
'Ef  IIi'Aif  fjnadjcvroi  lojv  aw  vji  tK^aivri' 

'0^»(7«r  a.. 

*Avrap  Irrtfv  trptorifv  dKrijv  'lOaKif  dtfttKnat 
Nf/a  ficv  l^  vo\tv  ornvvai  cm  iravra^  eraipovi' 

K.  T.  A.  'OJuffM*'  O. 


These  citatioxM,  we  think,  app 
author  in  his  attempt  to  identil 
his  rock  and  fountain  with  the  pi 
tioned  by  Homer.  But  let  us  n 
the  closer  description  of  the  seen 
count  of  the  subjects  in  the  plat 
remarks :  "It  is  impossible  to  vis 
spot  without  being  struck  with  1 
the  Fount  of  Arethusa  and  the  i 
the  poet  mentions  in  the  same 
there  the  swine  eat  the  sweet  acor 
black  water." 

Ai^c<(  rov  yt  cvtvet  napriiupiw  al 
llao  K'tpaKuf  rtrpij,  iwt  r<  uptiPti 
"Ecdifcat  PaXarov  ntpotiKca,  nat  fu 
TiiirtitTaf 

'*  Having  paaaed  aome  time  at  the  foantain,  (ak 
the  iieceaanry  otserrationa  on  the  altuation  of  the 
examination  of  the  precipice,  climbing  orer  the 
among  ahofly  fig-tre«^,  which,  however,  did  not  p 
powerful  effecta  of  the  mid-day  sun.  After  a  aboi 
arrived  at  llw  rock,  which  exlenda  in  a  vaat  perp 
fully  fringed  «-ilh  treea,  facing  to  the  aoutb-east. 
two  cavea  of  inconsidrrnltle  extent,  the  entrance  a 
of  acee««,  ia  aoen  in  (lie  view  of  the  fount.  They  i 
and  goata,  and  in  one  oi  them  arc  amail  natuiaJ 
coTftp^i  by  a  atalagmitie  ineruatation. 

"  Theae  CHvea,  luring  at  tlie  extremity  of  the  ca: 
open  towani  tlie  aouth,  are!  preaent  i»  with  anoc 
fonnt  of  Arethuaa,  mentioned  iy  (he  poiH,  who  inl 
Eunirua  kfl  hia  grieata  in  tlie  bouae,  wliilat  he,  pu 
went  to  aleop  near  the  hen  I,  nnder  the  hollow  a 
him  from  the  northern  Mnat.  Now  we  know  ll 
fount;  for  Minerva  lella  Ulyaaea  that  he  ii  to  go 
■hould  find  with  the  a^-ine,  near  the  rock  Korax  i 
Aa  the  swine  then  fed  at  the  fountain,  ao  it  ia  neca 
be  found  in  ila  ricinity  ;  and  Ihu  aeema  to  coincide 
witli  that  of  the  pof;m.  Near  the  ftjunl  alao  w 
Eumrua ;  for  the  gutritleaa  in  forma  Clyaaea  that  I 
arrvant  at  or  above  the  fcnint. 

«  Now  the  hero  meets  the  iwineherd  ckwt  to 
aequently  veiy  near  tluit  •'niroe.  At  the  top  of  (b 
apot  wh«-re  the  waterfall  altoota  down  the  predpk 
paatnnl  dwelling,  which  the  herdamen  of  Ithaca  i 
the  water  neceaaary  for  their  cattle.  One  of  III 
verge  of  Ihi  pnxipice  at  Uie  time  of  our  vlaii  to 
anxioua  to  know  how  we  had  be.'n  eonvoye*!  lo  ( 
reminded  ua  of  a  quetiion  pn>balJy  not  uncommc 
who  mnre  than  oiwe  n'pn"a<-nu  the  Ilh.icmcea  dci 
ahip  luul  brought  them  to  the  ialand,  It  being  erfcl* 
fooL  He  told  ua  tint  there  waa,  on  the  nram 
ciatern  of  water,  and  a  kairbea,  or  abeph^rd'a  hul 
of  andAt  habiutiona,  and  the  plioe  ia  now  called 
Convenieooc,  aa  well  ai  laf'-ty,  aeema  to  I 
■jtiiation  uf  Aiiiaralbia  aa  a  At  place  h>r  the  naaJci 
pvrt  of  the  iaUnd  from  the  earlkat  agra,  A  ■ 
in-aaure  in  theae  climafa  ;  and  if  tlie  inludiunta 
gt'd  utid  (•levat>|  »pot,  to  a-^ciire  them  from  the 
ia  lo  be  recollected  that  the  Taphian  pirates  were  i 
th^  days  of  Ulyssea,  and  thit  a  p^ideiKse  hi  the 
far  from  the  fortrrsa,  and  close  to  a  celebrauxl  fc 
have  l«en  dangeroua,  without  some  aoch  aecuri 
Indeed,  th^re  can  be  no  douU  that  lite  house  of 
Ibc  pn^ipioj :  for  Uiyaaet,  in  onlcr  to  evioce  th< 

incherd,  deaiica  to  be  thrown  from  the  aummtl 
prove  correct. 

Near  the  bottom  o(  the  prectpiee  b  a  cwrfons  r 
feet  high,  which  is  expreaaod  in  tlw  plate.  It  ma 
the  Tcry  retnarkable  coincidence  between  titia  piao 
that  Ihia  was  the  scene  dcsi^naUHi  by  the  port  as 
and  the  residence  of  Kumcua  ;  and,  perhaps,  it  w 
another  spot  which  bears,  at  this  day,  so  strong 
deacriplion  compos«Hl  ul  a  jirriod  so  very  remote, 
in  this  {lart  of  the  island,  nur  any  rock  which  bran 
to  llic  Korax  of  Homer. 

The  stathmoa  of  the  good  Rrnnflraa  appeua  I 
ehher  In  uae  or  construction,  from  the  stagni  and  I 
'J'lw  poet  cxpreasly  meniiuus  th.il  other  ht  nlsnwn 
city  at  sunart,— a  custom  which  still  ptt-raila  thro 
winter,  and  that  was  the  season  in  which  Ulys 
Homer  accounts  for  (his  devbtion  from  the  piwa 
tiiat  be  had  retired  from  the  city  to  avotd  the  si 
trifluig  oecunvnces  aflbrd  a  Krong  presumption 
was  something  mote  than  the  creature  of  hta  own 
posed  it ;  for  though  the  grand  outline  of  a  CsUe  n 


•  See  hla  VIndScaUon  of  the  lS(h  «ad  19(h  ehapten  of  the  DeeSm  and 


"  •*  Sviett  acoma."    Does  Mr.  Getl  tianalatB  f 
similar  cause  of  miataJtt,  fitvntlKta  riiouU  not 
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greater  part  of  his  jonpiey  throDph  Argolis,  whether 
ne  relates  what  he  has  seen  or  what  he  has  heard. 
From  other  parts  of  the  book,  we  find  the  former 
to  be  the  case ;  but,  though  there  have  been  tour- 
ists and  "stranpers**  in  other  countries,  who  have 
kindlv  permitted  their  readers  to  learn  rather  too 
much  of  their  sweet  selves,  yet  it  is  possible  to  carry 
delicacv,  or  cautious  silence,  or  whatever  it  may  be 
called,' to  the  contrary  extreme.  We  think  that 
Mr.  Gell  has  ftiUen  into  this  error,  so  opposite  to 
that  of  his  numerous  brethren.  It  is  offensive,  in- 
deed, to  be  told  what  a  man  has  eaten  for  dinner,  or 
how  pathetic  he  was  on  certain  occasions ;  but  we 
like  to  know  that  there  is  a  beinj^  yet  living  who 
describes  the  scenes  to  which  he  introduces  us ;  and 
that  it  is  not  a  mere  trantihition  from  Strubo  or  Pau- 
tanias  which  we  are  readiug,  or  a  commentary  on 
those  authors.  This  redection  leads  us  to  the  con- 
cluding remark  in  Mr.  GoU's  preface  (by  much  the 
most  interesting;  part  of  his  book)  to  his  Itinerary 
of  Greece,  in  which  he  thus  expresses  himself:— 

*•  Th*  eonfiiilon  of  the  mo<!fm  witit  the  ■nd'^t  n«m"i  of  plaen  in  tWi 
voiame  U  abar>liitHv  iinBVutil.il>le  ;  tlc-y  arr,  hi^vrrcr,  m*nuati(><l  In  such  > 
nann^r,  thai  thr  rratl^r  will  toon  be  Mccuftuiwd  to  t)te  indi«riniinate  ia« 
•r  them.  The  iw^*«ily  of  ■p|ilyi»f  Ih-  niici  lit  npjK-!I.^ti<«f»  to  the  flilTerent 
lootra,  will  b»  rrklonl  from  lh»  (oul  i^iiTinc  of  thr  piiMic  on  tor  •iibject  of 
ttiB  riiolrrn  naiura,  wliich,  ha*in^  n«-v<>r  nppr.trpd  in  print,  are  or!/  known 
lo  tlf  f»w  imliviiIu-iU  who  luive  vi»ii«|  jhi  coiintrj. 

"  What  conkl  appr>«r  !«■•■  liitr|liftl>|«  lo  th«>  irtuW,  or  Irai  uarfiil  to  th«> 
IriTrlirr,  lluin  a  ro>it<>  fruin  C'hioiM>  mid  Zirtccn  to  Kiitchtiknwdl,  from 
lb«iic«  to  KralniU  to  8eoantich<»rio,  An<l  by  the  rnilla  of  Kr.ili,  whil««  ererr 
o«o  ia  la  •OPTM  (Irgree  arqu.iiittrd  with  the  oanira  of  Stymplialua,  Nemea 
Mytena,  Lyroeia,  I^ma,  and  Trg^ca  ?  ** 

Although  this  may  be  very  true  ina««much  as  it 
relates  to  the  reader,  yet  to  the  traveller  we  must 
observe,  in  opno»itiun  to  Mr.  Gell,  tiiat  nothing  can 
be  less  useful  than  the  designutiou  of  his  route 
according  to  the  ancient  names.  We  might  as  well, 
and  with  as  much  chance  of  arriving  at  the  place  of 
our  destination,  talk  to  a  Hounslow  postboy  about 
making  haste  to  Atiyiista^  as  apply  to  our  Turkish 

ffuide  in  modern  Greece  for  a  direction  to  Stympha- 
us,  Nemea,  Mycente,  Ac,  «"tc.  This  is  neither 
more  nor  less  than  cla.ssical  affectation  ;  and  it  ren- 
ders Mr.  Gell's  book  of  much  more  confined  use 
than  it  would  otherwise  have  been :— but  we  have 
some  other  and  more  important  remarks  to  make 
on  h'm  general  directions  to  Grecian  tourists;  and 
we  beg  leave  to  assure  our  readers  that  thcv  are  de- 
rived from  travellers  who  have  lately  visitea  Greece. 
In  the  first  place,  Mr.  Gell  is  absolutely  incautious 
enough  to  recommend  an  interference  on  the  part  of 
English  travellers  with  the  Minister  at  the  Porte, 
in  behalf  of  the  Greeks.  *'  The  folly  of  such  neglect 
(page  16,  preface),  in  many  instances,  where  the 
emancipation  of  a  district  might  often  be  obtained 
by  the  present  of  a  snuff-box  or  a  watch,  at  Con- 
stantinople, and  without  the  smaUcst  danger  of  ex- 
citina  the  jealousy  of  iuch  a  court  as  that  of  Turkey, 
will  be  acknowledged  when  we  are  no  longer  able  to 
rectify  the  error."  We  have  every  reason  to  believe, 
on  the  contrary,  that  the  folly  of  half  a  dozen  travel- 
lers taking  this  advice,  might  bring  us  into  a  war. 
*•  Never  interfere  with  any  thing  of  the  kind,"  is  a 
much  sounder  and  more  political  suggestion  to  all 
English  travellers  in  Greece. 

Mr.  Gell  apologises  for  the  introduction  of  **  his 
panoramic  designs,"  as  he  calls  them,  on  the  score 
of  the  great  dilhculty  of  giving  any  tolerable  idea 
of  the  face  of  a  country  m  writing,  and  the  ease 
with  which  a  very  accurate  knowledge  of  it  may  be 
acquired  by  maps  and  panoramic  designs.  We  are 
informed  that  this  is  not  the  case  with  many  of  these 
designs.  The  small  scale  of  the  single  map  we 
have  already  censured;  and  we  have  hinted  that 
some  of  the  drawings  are  not  remarkable  for  correct 
resemblance  of  their  originals.  The  two  nearer 
Yiews  of  the  Gate  of  the  Lions  at  Mycente  are  indeed 
good  likenesses  of  their  subject,  and  the  first  of 
them  it  unusuallj  well  executed ;  but  the  general 
tiew  of  HyoexuD  la  not  more  than  tolerable  in  anj 


respect ;  and  the  proi 

equal  to  the  former, 
is  also  indifferent;  a 
that  there  are  no  wit 
like  a  box  of  dominoa 
Gell's  plate.  We  mu 
on  these  picturesque 
were  very  hast}'  sketc 
weather,  &c.,  may  ha 
in  the  appearance  of 
spectators.  We  shall 
preface;  endeavoring 
tions  to  travellers,  wh 
neous.  and  adding  wh 
ted.  In  his  first  sen 
which  is  by  no  means 
at  present  as  ignoran 
of  Africa."  Surely  no 
of  our  (jrecian  Mungi 
and  some  very  sump 
lished  to  no  purpose! 
author  observing  tha 
polished  city  of  Greci 
the  most  barbarous,  e 

»12  'A9r, 
Ti  yoltJ. 

is  a  couplet  of  rcproa 
famous  city;  whose  i 
of  the  inspiring  call 
within  these  twenty  yc 

lannina,  the  capital  o: 
Pacha's  government, 
honors  which  Mr.  Gel 
degraded  Athens.  I 
remark  concerning  tl: 
cropped  in  Mohssia, 
authorities  cannot  de 
classical  term  of  El 
people  are  so  much  h 
name  of  Mainotes  ? 
Tripolizza  "  is  said  "  I 
of  the  Arabian  Night 
to  the  court :  but  sure 
added  that  the  city  ai 
and  form  an  extraordi 
of  the  court.— Mr.  C 
Greece;  he  should  h 
as  it  certainly  is  not 
also,  he  remarks  that 
in  Greece  is  a  firman, 
permitting  the  travelh 
much  misinformed  if  1 
we  believe  this  to  be 
Turkish  dominions  in 
sary ;  since  the  passp 
wit n in  his  territory 
admission),  and  much 
'•  Money,"  he  remark 
lonica,  or  Patras,  whei 
It  is  much  better  proc 
Turkish  governors,  i 
The  consuls  for  the 
magnanimous  order  o 
so  liberal,  generally  sj 
in  course,  some  ezcc] 
has  been  more  honora 
ohserved  that  **  horse 
veyance  in  Greece," 
travellers  would  pref( 
saddle  of  this  sort  is  al 
of  the  horse,  and  noi 
we  learn,  is  far  from 
for  a  very  simple  rca 
seem  to  be  preferable  i 
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—  Darbbll  to  G.  T. 

•  •  •  •    gQ  Tomch  for  vour  present  pursuits.    I 
mil  now  resume  the  subject  of  my  last.     How  I 
wish  vou  were  upon  the  spot;  your  taste  for  the 
ndiculoua  would  be  fully  gratified ;  and  if  you  felt 
inchncd  for  more  serious  amusement,  there  is  no 
Mack  of  argument."     Within  this  last  week  our 
guests  have  been  doubled  in  number,  some  of  them 
my  old  acquamtance.     Our  host  you  already  know 
—absurd  as  ever,  but  rather  duller,  and  I  should 
conceive,  troublesome  to  such  of   his   very  good 
friends  as  find  his  house  more  agreeable  than  its 
owner      I  confine  myself  to   observation,  and   do 
not  hnd  him  at  all  in  the  way,  though  Veramore 
and  Asply  are  of  a  different  opinion.     The  former 
in  particular,  imparts  to  me  many  pathetic  com- 
plaints of  the  want  of  opportunities  (nothing  else 
being  wanting  to  the  success  of  the  said  Veramore) 
created  by  the  fractious  and  but  ill-concealed  ieal- 
dusv  of  poor  Bramblobear,  whose  Penelope  seems 
to  have  as  many  suitors  as  her  namesake,  and  for 
aught  I  can  see  to  the  contrary,  wiih  aa  much  pro- 
spect of  carrying  their  point.     In  the  mean  time,  I 
look  en  and  laugh,  or  rather  I  should  laugh  were 
you  present  to  share  in  it;  sackcloth  and  sorrow 
•re  excellent  wear  for  soliloquy;  but  for  a  laugh 
there  should  be  two,  but  not  many  more,  except  at 
the  hrst  night  of  a  modern  tragedy. 

You  are  very  much  mistaken  in  the  design  you 
impute  to  myself;  I  have  none  here  or  elsewhere. 
1  am  sick  of  old  intrigues,  and  too  indoUnt  to  en- 
gage in  new  ones.     Besides,  I  am,  that  is,  I  used 
to  be,  apt  to  find  my  heart  gone  at  the  very  time 
when  you  fastidious  gentlemen  begin  to  recover 
yours.     I  agree  with  you  that  the  world,  as  well  as 
yourself  are  of  a  different  opinion.     1  shall  never 
be  at  the  trouble  to  undeceive  either;  my  follies 
have  seldom  been  of  mv  own  seeking.     «'  Rebelhon 
came  m  my  wav,  and  I  found  it."     This  may  appear 
as  coxcombical  a  speech  as  Veramore  could  make, 
yet  you  partly  know  its  truth.     You  talk  to  me  too 
^f^  "II  ^^"^<^^<^r'  '  <^d  yet  it  is  one  which  you  and 
fifty  others  have  been  struggling  these  seven  years 
to  obtain  for  yourselves.     I  wSh  you  had  it,  you 
would  make  so  much  better,  that  is,  worse  use  if  it  • 
relieve  me,  and  gratify  an  ambition  which  is  un' 
worthy  of  a  man  of  sense.     It  has  always  appeared 
to  ine  extraordinary  that  you  should  value  women 
to  highly,  and  yet  love  them  so  little.     The  height 
nf  your  gratification  ceases  with  its  accomplishment; 
▼ou  bow,  and  you   sigh,  and  you  worship,— and 
abandon.     For  mv  r^^rt  r  -^ 1j   *i. _/^' 


,        J        »    — —    .T""    «»*««."»    auu    you    wor 

abandon  I'or  mv  part  I  regard  them  as  a  very 
beautiful  but  ;n/orror  animal  I  think  them  2 
much  out  of  place  at  our  tables  as  they  would  be 


in  our  senates.    The 

regard  to  that  sex,  ic 

barbarism  of  our  anc 

grown-up  children,  bi 

always  the  slave  of  « 

tempt  for  the  race,  I 

vidual,  in  spite  of  myj 

not  rude,  I  am  inattei 

gar9on."     I  would  nc 

carriage,  but  I  would 

However,  I  grant  yo 

oftener  out  of  chariots 

gentlemen  servitors,  ( 

better  chance  of  bein 

might,  very  probably, 

swim,  and  1  can,  I  rec( 

your  first  water-party. 

Bramblebear's  Lady 

is  very  beautiful,  but  d 

know  I  admire  a  differ 

ure  is  perfect.    She  is 

and  music-master  ma 

soft  voice  and  a  sweet 

younff,  even  by  the  rej 

and  chaste,  and  doting 

Bramblebear's  observa 

her  husband,  though  r 

thing,  according  to  V< 

any  discernment,  she  d 

other,  and  loves — ^hcrse 

blebear  is  evident;  po 

she  has  found  him  out  i 

temjiered;  she  has  alsc 

too  early  to  know  what 

many  likeable  people 

discordant  and  more  ere 

conducts  herself  well,  i 

to  admiration.    A  good 

siasm,  for  that  leads  tl 

husband  who  never  lea 

very  temperate  pulse,  w 

I  am  glad  of  it,  first,  b< 

is  bad,  I  don't  think  V 

next,   because    Bramble 

already,  and  it  would  be 

make  him  more  so ;  thi 

cause  nobody  would  pi 

Scrub  says,)  he  would 

and  sentimental  harlequ 

ful  pantaloon,  and  I  like 

is  now  cast.    More  in  m 
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tBATB  ON  THB  FBA.]CS-VOBK  BILL,  IN  THB  H0TJ8B 
OP  LOADS,  7BBBUABT  27>  1812. 

Thb  order  of  the  day  for  the  second  reading  of 
is  bill  being  read, 

LORD  BTBON  rose,  and  (for  the  first  time)  ad- 
«88ed  their  lordships,  as  follows : 
Mt  Lords— The  subject  now  sabmitted  to  your 
rdships  for  the  first  time,  though  new  to  the 
ouse,  is  by  no  means  new  to  the  ooantry.  I 
ilicTe  it  had  occupied  the  serious  thoughts  of  all 
3scription8  of  persons,  long  before  its  introduction 
» the  notice  of  that  le^slature,  whose  interference 
one  could  be  of  real  aenrice.  As  a  person  in  some 
igtee  connected  with  the  sufTerinff  county,  though 
stranger  not  onl]r  to  this  House  m  general,  but  to 
[most  every  indiTidual  whose  attention  I  presume 
>  solicit,  I  must  daim  some  portion  of  your  lord- 
lips'  indulgence  whilst  I  ofier  a  few  observations 
a.  a  question  in  which  I  confess  myself  deeply  in- 
jrestMl. 

To  enter  into  any  detail  of  the  riots  would  be 
iperfluous :  the  House  is  already  aware  that  every 
utrage  short  of  actual  bloodshed  has  been  perpe- 
rated,  and  that  the  proprietors  of  the  frames  ob- 
oxious  to  the  rioters,  and  all  persons  supposed  to 
e  connected  with  them,  have  been  liable  to  insult 
nd  violence.  Dnrins  the  short  time  I  recently 
assed  in  Nottinghamsnire,  not  twelve  hours  elapsed 
rithout  some  fresh  act  of  violence ;  and  on  the  day 
left  the  county,  I  was  informed  that  forty  frames 
ad  been  broken  the  preceding  evening,  as  usual, 
dthout  resistence  and  without  detection. 
Such  was  then  the  state  of  that  county,  and  such 
have  reason  to  believe  it  to  be  at  this  moment. 
)ut  whilst  these  outrages  must  be  admitted  to  exist 
o  an  alarming  extent,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  they 
lave  arisen  from  circumstances  of  the  most  unpar- 
Aleled  distress.  The  perseverance  of  these  misera- 
)le  men  in  their  proceedings,  tends  to  prove  that 
lotfaing  but  absolute  want  could  have  driven  a 
arge,  and  once  honest  and  industrious,  body  of  the 
)eople,  into  the  commission  of  excesses  so  hazard- 
)us  to  themselves,  their  families,  and  the  commu- 
lity.  At  the  time  to  which  I  allude,  the  town  and 
:ounty  were  burdened  with  Urge  detachments  of 
the  military ;  the  police  was  in  motion,  the  magis- 
trates assembled ;  yet  tJl  the  movements,  dvil  and 
military,  had  led  to— nothing.  Not  a  single  in- 
stance had  occurred  of  the  apprehension  of  any  real 
lelinquent  actually  taken  in  the  fact,  against  whom 
there  existed  legal  evidence  sufficient  for  conviction. 
But  the  police,  however  useless,  were  by  no  means 
Idle:  several  notorious  delinquents  had  been  de- 
tected; men,  liable  to  conviction,  on  the  clearest 
evidence,  of  the  eapital  crime  of  pover^ ;  men  who 
had  been  nefariously  guilty  of  lawfully  begetting 
several  children,  whom,  thanks  to  the  times !  they 
v^ere  unable  to  maintain.  Considerable  injury  had 
seen  done  to  the  proprietors  of  the  improv^  fnmes. 


These  machines  were  to  {hem  an  advantage,  inas^ 
■uioh  as  they  superseded  the  necessi^  of  employing 
a  number  of  workmen,  who  vvere  left  m  consequence 
to  starve.  By  the  adoption  of  one  species  of  frame 
in  particular,  one  man  performed  the  wofk  of  many, 
ana  the  anperfluous  laborers  were  thrown  out  of 
employment.  Tet  it  is  to  be  observed,  that  the 
work  thus  executed  was  inferior  in  quality;  not 
marketable  at  home,  and  merely  hurried  over  with 
a  view  to  exportation.  It  was  ealled,  in  the  cant  of 
the  trade,  by  the  name  of  "Spider  work."  The 
rejected  workmen,  in  the  blindness  of  their  igno- 
rance, instead  of  rejoicing  at  these  improvements 
in  arts  so  beneficial  to  mankind,  conceived  them- 
selves to  be  sacrificed  to  improvements  in  mechan- 
In  the  foolishness  of  their  hearts  they  im- 
agined, that  the  maintenance  and  wcU-doing  of  the 
industrious  poor  were  obiects  of  greater  consequence 
than  the  enrichment  or  a  few  individuals  by  any 
improvement,  in  the  implements  of  trade,  whicn 
threw  the  workmen  out  of  employment,  and  ren- 
dered the  laborer  unworthy  of  his  hire.  And  it 
must  be  confessed  that  although  the  adoption  of 
the  enlarged  machinery,  ni  that  state  of  our  com- 
merce which  the  coun^  once  boasted,  might  have 
been  beneficial  to  the  master  without  beinp  detri- 
mental to  the  servant  \  yet,  in  the  present  situation 
of  our  manufactures,  rotting  in  warehouses,  with- 
out a  prospect  of  exportation,  with  the  demand  far 
work  and  workmen  equally  diminished,  IWunes  of 
this  description  tend  materiallv  to  aggravate  the 
distress  and  discontent  of  the  oisappointed  suffer- 
ers. But  the  real  cause  of  these  distresses  and  con- 
sequent disturbances  lies  deeper.  When  we  are 
told  that  these  men  are  leagued  together  not  only 
for  the  destruction  of  their  own  comfort,  but  of  their 
very  means  of  subsistence,  can  we  forget  that  it  is 
the  bitter  policy,  the  destructive  vrar£are  of  the  last 
eighteen  years,  which  has  destroyed  their  comfort, 
your  comiort,  all  men's  comfort  ?  That  policy  which, 
originating  with  "sreat  statesmen  now  no  more,"  has 
survived  the  deaa  to  become  a  curse  on  the  living, 
unto  the  third  and  fourth  generation !  These  men 
never  destroyed  their  looms  till  they  were  become 
useless,  worse  than  useless ;  till  they  were  become 
actual  impediments  to  their  exertions  in  obtaining 
their  daily  bread.  Can  you,  then,  wonder  that  in 
times  like  these,  when  bankniptcy,  convicted  fraud, 
and  imputed  felony  are  fonna  in  a  station  not  far 
beneath  that  of  your  lordships,  the  lowest,  though 
once  most  useful  portion  of  the  people,  should  for- 

{;et  their  duty  in  their  distresses,  and  become  only 
ess  guilty  than  one  of  their  representatives  ?  But 
while  the  exalted  offender  can  find  means  to  baffle 
the  law,  new  capital  punishments  must  be  devised, 
new  snares  of  death  must  be  spread  for  the  wretched 
mechanic,  who  is  famished  into  guilt.  These  men 
were  willing  to  dig,  but  the  spade  was  in  other 
hands:  they  were  not  ashamed  to  beg,  but  there 
was  none  to  relieve  them :  their  own  means  of  sub 
sistenoe  were  cut  off,  all  othei  employments  pro 
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occupied,  and  their  excesses,  howcxer  to  be  deplored 
and  condemned,  can  hardly  be  subject  of  surprise. 

It  has  been  stated  that  the  persons  in  the  tem- 
porary possession  of  frames  connive  at  their  de- 
struction ;  if  this  be  proved  upon  inquiry,  it  were 
necessary  that  such  material  accessaries  to  the 
erime  should  be  principals  in  the  punishment. 
But  I  did  hope,  that  any  measure  proposed  by  his 
majesty's  government,  for  jrour  lordship's  decision, 
would  have  had  conciliation  for  its  basis  ;  or,  if 
that  were  hopeless,  that  some  previous  inquiry, 
some  deliberation  would  have  been  deemed  requi- 
site ;  not  that  we  should  have  been  called  at  once 
without  examination,  and  without  cause,  to  pass 
sentences  by  wholesale,  and  sign  death-warrants 
blindfold.  But  admitting  that  these  men  had  no 
cause  of  complaint ;  that  the  grievances  of  them 
and  their  employers  were  alike  groundless;  that 
they  deserve  the  worst ;  what  inefficiency,  what  im- 
becility has  been  evinced  in  the  method  chosen  to 
reduce  them  !  Why  were  the  military  called  out  to 
be  made  a  mockery  of,  if  they  were  to  be  called  out 
at  all  ?  As  far  as  the  ditference  of  seasons  would 
permit,  thev  have  merely  parodied  the  summer  cam- 
paign of  ^Tajor  Sturgeon  ;  and,  indeed,  the  whole 
proceedings,  civil  and  military,  seemed  on  the  model 
of  those  of  the  Mayor  and  corporation  of  Garratt. 
—Such  marchings  and  countermarchings !  from 
Nottingham  to  Bullwell,  from  Bulhvell  to  Banford, 
from  Banford  to  Mansfield  !  and  when  at  length  the 
detachments  arrived  at  their  destinations,  in  all 
"  the  pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious 
war,"  they  came  just  in  time  to  witness  the  mischief 
which  had  been  clone,  and  ascertain  the  escape  of 
the  perpetrators,  to  collect  the  **  spolia  opima  "  in 
the  fragments  of  broken  frames,  and  return  to  their 
quarters  amidst  the  derision  of  old  women,  and  the 
hootings  of  children.  Now,  though  in  a  free  coun- 
try, it  were  to  be  wished  that  our  military  should 
never  be  too  formidable,  at  leajt  to  ourselves,  1  can- 
not see  the  policy  of  placing  them  in  situations 
where  they  can  only  be  made  ridiculous.  As  the 
Bword  is  the  worst  argument  that  can  be  used,  so 
should  it  be  the  last.  In  this  instance  it  has  been 
the  first ;  but  providentially  as  yet  only  in  the  scab- 
bard. The  present  measure  will,  indeed,  pluck  it 
from  the  sheath  ;  yet  had  proper  meetings  been 
held  in  the  earlier  stages  of  these  riots, — -nad  the 
grievances  of  these  men  and  their  masters  (for  they 
also  had  their  grievances)  been  fairly  weighed  ancl 
justly  examinea,  I  do  think  that  means  might  have 
Deen  devised  to  restore  these  workmen  to  their  avo- 
cations, and  tranquillity  to  the  country.  At  present 
the  country  sutfers  &om  the  double  infliction  of  an 
idle  military,  and  a  starving  population.  In  what 
state  of  apathy  have  we  been  plunged  so  long,  that 
now  for  the  first  time  the  House  has  been  officially 
Apprized  of  these  disturbances  !  All  this  has  been 
transacting  within  one  hundred  and  thirty  miles  of 
London,  and  yet  we,  •'  good  easy  men,  have  deemed 
full  surely  our  greatness  was  a-ripening,"  and  have 
sat  down  to  enjoy  our  foreign  triumphs  in  the  midst 
of  domestic  calamity.  But  all  the  cities  you  have 
taken,  all  the  armies  which  have  retreated  before 
your  leaders,  are  but  paltry  subjecti  of  self-congrat- 
ulation, if  your  land  aivides  against  itself,  and  your 
dragoons  and  your  executioners  must  be  let  loose 
against  your  fellow-citizens. — You  call  these  men  a 
mob,  desperate,  dangerous,  and  ignorant ;  and  seem 
to  think  that  the  only  way  to  quiet  the  •'  Bellua 
muUorum  capitum  "  is  to  lop  off  a  few  of  its  super- 
fluous heads.  But  even  a  mob  may  be  better  re- 
duced to  reason  by  a  mixture  of  conciliation  and 
firmness,  than  by  additional  irritation  and  redoubled 
penalties.  Are  we  aware  of  our  obligations  to  a 
mob  ?  It  is  the  mob  that  labor  in  your  fields,  and 
aerve  in  your  houses, — that  man  your  navy,  and  re- 
cruit your  army, — that  have  enabled  you  to  defy  all 
the  world,  and  can  also  defy  yon  when  neglect  and 
calamity  have  driven  them  to  despair.  You  may 
0f  U  the  f  eople  a  mob ;  but  do  not  forget,  that  a 


mob  too  often  speaks  the  sentimei 
And  here  I  must  remark,  with  whi 
accustomed  to  fly  to  the  succor  o 
allies,  leaving  the  distressed  of  yo 
the  care  of  Providence,  or — the  pa 
Portuguese  suffered  under  the  retn 
every  arm  was  stretched  out,  every 
from  the  rich  man's  largess  to  the 
was  bestowed  to  enable  them  to 
lages  and  replenish  their  granaries, 
ment,  when  thousands  of  misguic 
fortunate  fellow-countrymen  arest 
extremes  of  hardships  and  hungei 
began  abroad,  it  should  end  at  hoi 
sum,  a  tithe  of  the  bounty  besta 
even  if  those  men  (which  I  cann 
inquiry)  could  not  have  been  resl 
ployments,  would  have  rendered 
tender  mercies  of  the  bayonet  and 
doubtless  our  friends  have  too  ma: 
to  admit  a  prospect  of  domesti 
never  did  such  objects  demand  it. 
the  seat  of  war  in  the  Peninsula 
some  of  the  most  oppressed  pro\ 
but  never  under  the  most  despotic 
ments  did  I  behold  such  squalid  i 
have  seen  since  my  return  in  th 
Christian  country.  And  what  arc 
After  months  of  inaction,  and  i 
worse  than  inactivity,  at  length 
grand  specific,  the  never-failing  n( 
physicians,  from  the  days  of  Dra 
time.  After  feeling  the  pulse  and 
over  the  patient,  prescribing  the 
warm  water  and  bleeding,  the  war 
maukish  police,  and  the  lancets 
these  convulsions  must  terminate 
consummation  of  the  prescriptioi 
Sangrados.  Setting  aside  the  p 
and  the  certain  inctnciencv  of  the 
capital  punishments  sufficient  iny 
there  not  blood  enough  upon  yoiu 
more  must  be  poured  forth  to  asce 
testify  against  you  ?  How  will  y 
into  effect  ?  Can  you  commit  a 
their  own  prison  t  Will  you  erect 
field,  and  hang  up  men  like  scjirec 
proceed  (as  you  must,  to  bring  t 
effect)  by  decimation  ?  place  th 
martial  law  ?  depopulate  and  lay 
you  ?  and  restore  Sherwood  Fores 
gift  to  the  crown,  in  its  former  co 
chase  and  an  asylum  for  outlaw- 
remedies  for  a  starving  and  des 
Will  the  famished  wretch  who  has 
onets,  be  appalled  by  your  gibbets 
a  relief,  and  the  only  relief  it  app< 
afford  him,  will  he  be  dragooned 
Will  that  which  could  not  be  effet 
adiers  be  accomplished  by  your 
you  proceed  by  tne  forms  of  law,  y 
dcnce  ?  Those  who  have  refused 
accomplices,  when  transportation 
ishment,  will  hardly  be  tempted  t 
them  when  death  is  the  penalty, 
ference  to  the  noble  lords  opposit 
investigation,  some  previous  mqu 
even  them  to  change  their  purposi 
vorite  state  measure,  so  marvello 
many  and  recent  instances,  tempt 
be  without  its  advantages  in  this. 
is  made  to  emancipate  or  relieve, 
deliberate  for  years,  you  temporiz< 
the  minds  of  men  ;  but  a  death-bi 
off  hand,  without  a  thought  of  t 
Sure  I  am,  from  what  I  have  hear 
I  have  seen,  that  to  pass  the  Bill 
isting  circumstances,  without  inq 
liberation,  wouldonly  be  toaddinji 
and  barbarity  to  neglect.  The  1 
Bill  must  be  content  to  inherit  t 
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iscnmmation  or  distinction  between  Catholic  and  J  tors?    And  cannot  Ton  rcUevc  the  he 

Protestant.  .urn.       .       .  P"*^^'  ^^^^^^  ^^^^  "^^de  him  such  ?     If  j 

Have  the  Irish  Catholics  the  full  benefit  of  trial  [posed  to  relieve  him  at  all,  cannot  youdo 
r  jur>-  ?     They  have  not ;  thev  never  can  ha^  e  nntJl  flinging  your  farthings  in  his  face  ?    As  i 

however,  to  this  beggarly  benevolence,  let 
the  ProtesUnt  Charter  Schools ;  to  them 
lately  granted  41,000/.:  thus  are  they 
and  how  are  thev  recruited?  Monies 
serves,  on  the  English  constitution,  that 
mav  be  found  in  Tacitus,  where  the  his 
scribes  the  policy  of  the  Germans,  and  an 
beautiful  system  was  taken  from  the  w 
111  speaking  of  the  charter  schools,  it  n 
served,  that  this  beautiful  system  was  t 
the  gipsies.  These  schools  are  recruit 
same  manner  as  the  Janizaries  at  the  tin 
enrolment  under  Amurath,  and  the  gips 
present  day,  with  stolen  children,  wit! 
decoyed  and  kidnapped  from  their  Catl 
nexions  by  their  rich  and  poweiful  J 
neighbors:  this  is  notorious,  and  one  inst 
suffice  to  show  in  what  manner.  The  £ 
Mr.  Carthy  (a  Catholic  gentleman  of 
siderable  property)  died,  leaving  two  j 
were   immediately  marked   out  as  prosel 


by  jur}-  ?  They  have  not ;  they  never  can  ha\  e  until 
they  are  permitted  to  share  the  privilege  of  serving 
as  sV  eriffs  and  undersheritfs.  Of  this  a  striking  ex- 
ample occurred  at  the  last  Enniskillen  assizes.  A 
yeoman  was  arraigned  for  the  murder  of  a  Catholic 
named  Macvournagh:  three  respectable  uncontra- 
dicted witnesses  deposed  that  they  saw  the  prisoner 
load,  take  aim,  fire  at,  and  kill  the  said  Macvour- 
nagh. This  was  properly  commented  on  by  the 
jmlge ;  but,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  bar,  and 
mdiKMiation  of  the  court,  the  Protestant  jury  ac- 
tniiited  the  acruKcd.  So  glaring  was  the  partiality 
that  Mr.  Justice  Osborne  felt  it  his  duty  to  bind 
over  the  aci^uittcd,  but  not  absolved  assassin,  in 
large  rccogmzances,  thus  for  a  time  taking  awav  his 
license  to  kill  Catholics. 

Are  the  very  laws  passed  in  their  favor  observed  ? 
They  are  rendered  nugatory  in  trivial  as  in  serious 
cases.  Bv  a  late  act,  Catholic  chaplains  are  per- 
mitted in  jails,  but  in  Fermanagh  county  the  grand 
jury  lately  persisted  in  presenting  a  suspended  cler- 
gyman  for  the  oHicH,  thereby  evading  the  statute, 


ni  tw ith.t.  m  n.,  ♦  '  *""r  "^  ^'^  '«ing  ine  statute,  were  immediately  marked  out  as  prose 
of  -^  mn«  r  "^/m  ^"««^  P'-^^^^i"?  tcmonstrances  conveyed  to  the  charter  school  of  CoSI^ei 
01  a  most  respectable  matfistrate.  nnm*»H   KlofM.r.r    „r,/>i«    ««  i,^: •  _j   .,   .,      -""'**^   . 


o    ...x,v,»    ^ri  »,.-,o*iiji;    iviuuiiMrancej 

or  a  most  respectable  magistrate,  named  Fletcher 
to  the  contrary.     Such  is  law,  such  U  justice,  for  the 


Happy,  free,  contented  Catholic! 

♦u  -^JV'^^^"  ''^'^^^^  ^"  another  place,  why  do  not 
the  rich  Catholics  endow  foundations  for  the  educa- 
tion of  the  priesthood  ?  Why  do  you  not  permit 
them  to  do  so  }  Why  arc  all  such  bequests  subject 
to  the  interference,  the  vexatious,  arljitrary,  pecu- 
lating interference  of  the  Orange  commissioners  for 
charitable  donations  ? 

As  to  Maynooth  college,  in  no  instance,  except 
»t  the  time  of  its  foundation,  when  a  noble  Lord 
Ljimden),  at  the  head  of  the  Irish  administration, 
did  anpear  to  interest  himself  in  its  advancement; 
and  during  the  government  of  a  noble  Duke  (Bed- 
ford), who,  like  his  ancestors,  has  ever  been  the 
friend  of  freedom  and  mankind,  and  w^  has  not  so 
far  adopted  the  selfish  policy  of  the  day  as  to  ex- 
clude the  Catholics  from  the  number  of  his  fellow- 
crcatiires;  with  these  exceptions,  in  no  instance 
nas  that  institution  been  properiv  encouraged. 
Ihcre  was  indeed  a  time  when  the  Catholic  cleriry 
were  conciliated,  while  the  Union  was  pending,  that 
Union  which  could  not  be  carried  without  them, 
while  their  assistance  was  requisite  in  procurhiK 
addresses  from  the  Catholic  counties  ;  then  they 
M'vre  cajoled  and  caressed,  fcjired  and  flattered,  anci 
given  to  understand  that  •'  the  Union  would  do 
every  thing ;  *  but,  the  moment  it  was  passed,  they 
were  driven  back  with  contempt  into  their  former 
obscurity. 

In  the  contempt  pursued  towards  Maynooth  col- 
lege, every  thing  is  done  to  irritate  and  perplex— 
•  every  thing  is  done  to  efface  the  slightest  impres- 
Bion  of  gratitude  from  the  Catholic  mind;  the  very 
hay  made  upon  the  lawn,  the  fat  and  tallow  of  the 
beef  and  mutton  allowed,  must  be  paid  for  and 
accounted  upon  oath.  It  is  true,  this  economy  in 
miniature  cannot  be  sufficiently  commended,  par- 
ticulariy  at  a  time  when  only  the  insect  defaulters 
of  the  treasury,  your  Hunts  and  your  Chiunerys, 
when  only  these  "gilded  bugs"  can  escape  the 
microscopic  eye  of  ministers.  But  when  you  come 
forward  session  after  session,  as  vour  paltry  pittance 
18  wrung  from  you  with  wrangling  and  reluctance. 
to  boast  of  your  liberality,  well  might  the  Catholic 
•xclaim,  m  the  words  of  Prior,— 

"  To  John  1  owe  ■oitm!  ohiigmdon, 
But  John  unluckily  thitilu  At 
To  fuiA'ah  it  to  all  the  natJou, 
Bo  John  and  1  ain  mora  thui  quit." 

Some  persons  have  compared  the  Catholics  to  the 
Wgar  m  Gil  Bias.  Who  made  them  beggars  ? 
Who  are  CD.-iched  with  the  spoils  of  their  ances- 


uncle,  on  being  apprized  of  the  fact,  wl 
place  during  his  absence,  applied  for  the  r 
of  his  nieces,  offering  to  settle  an  indepen 
these  relations;  his  request  was  refused 
till  after  five  years'  stmggle,  and  the  in- 
of  very  hi^h  authority,  could  this  Cathol 
man  obtain  back  his  nearest  of  kindre 
charity  charter  school.  In  this  manner  a 
lytes  obtained,  and  mingled  with  the  off 
such  Protestants  as  may  avail  themselv 
institution.  And  how  are  they  taught? 
chism  is  put  into  their  hands  consisting  of, 
forty-five  pages,  in  which  are  three  quest 
tive  to  the  Protestant  religion  ;  one  of  the* 
IS,  ''Where  was  the  Protestant  religion  b 
ther  ?  "  Answer,  *•  In  the  Gospel."  "The  r 
forty-four  pages  and  a  half  regard  the  < 
idolatry  of  Papists ! 

Allow  me  to  ask  our  spiritual  pastors  i 

ters,  is  this  training  up  a  child  in  the  way  ' 

should  go  }    Is  this  the  religion  of  the  GcSm 

the  time  of  Luther }  that  religion  which 

"  Peace  on  earth,  and  glory  to  God  ?  "    Is 

ing  up  infants  to  be  men  or  devUs  ?     Bctl 

It  be  to  send  them  any  where  than  teach  th 

doctrines;  better  send  them  to  those  isl an 

South  Seas,  where  they  might  more  human 

to  become  cannibals;    it  would  be  less  di 

that  they  were  brought  up  to  devour  the  de 

persecute  the  living.     Schools,  do  you  caj 

call  them  rather  dunghills,  where  the  vip, 

tolerance  deposits  her  young,  that,  when  th 

are  cut  and  their  poison  is  mature,  they  n 

fortli,  filthy  and  venomous,  to  sting  the  ( 

But  are  these  the  doctrines  of  the  Church 

land,  or  of  churchmen  ?    No  ;  the  most  enli 

churchmen  are  of  a  different  opinion.    \V] 

Paley  ?    "I  perceive  no  reason  why  men  of  > 

religious  persuasions,  should  not  sit  upon  t 

bench,  deliberate  in  the  same  council,  or  fig! 

same  ranks,  as  well  as  men  of  various  religio 

ions,  upon  any  controverted  topic  of  natural 

philosophy,  or  ethics."     It  may  be  answei 

I  aley  was  not  stricUy  orthodox;  I  know  no 

his  orthodoxy,  but  who  will  deny  that  he 

ornament  to  the  church,  to  human  nature,  tc 

lanitv  } 

I  shall  not  dwell  upon  the  grievance  of  ti 
severely  felt  by  the  peasantry,  but  it  may  b< 
to  observe  that  there  is  an  addition  to  the 
a  percentage  to  the  gatherer,  whose  interest 
becomes  to  rate  them  as  highly  as  possible 
know  that  in  many  large  livings  in  Ireland,  t 
resident  Protestants  are  the  tithe-proctor 
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warper,  inasmuch  as  the  fctten  of  the  mind  are 
more  galling  than  those  of  the  body. 

Upon  the  consequences  of  your  not  acceding  to 
the  claims  of  the  petitioners,  I  shall  not  expatiate  • 
you  know  them,  you  will  feel  thera,  and  your  chil- 
dren's children  when  you  are  passed  away.  Adieu 
to  that  Union  so  called,  as  "  Lucus  a  noti  lucendo  " 
a  Union  from  never  uniting,  which,  in  its  fir'st 
operation,  gave  a  death-blow  to  the  independence  of 
Ireland,  and  m  its  last  may  be  the  cause  of  her 
eternal  separation  from  this  country.  If  it  must  be 
called  a  Union,  it  is  the  union  of  the  shark  with 
his  prey  ;  the  spoiler  swallows  up  his  victim,  and 
thus  they  become  one  and  indivisible.     Thus  has 

onnVf^"*^V.*"?'^^^."P  the  parliament,  tlie 
constitution,  the  independence  of  Ireland,  and  re- 
fnt\^^  disgorge  even  a  single  privilege,  although 
politilj  '"^°^"  ""^  distempered  body 

And  now,  my  lords,  before  I  sit  down,  will  his 
majesty  s  mmisters  permit  me  to  say  a  few  words, 
hut  nn  ^*l^"^  ,"^^"^»'  («'  that  would  be  superfluous 
holrl  hVk  ^^T  °f  «^t"»ation  in  which  they  are 
hold  by  the  people  of  these  realms.  The  esteem  in 
which  they  are  held  has  been  boasted  of  !n  a  tr JlJm^ 
phant  tone  on  a  late  occasion  within  these  walls. 
Iml  fh'^'i"'?''"  m"  !"^t^'^ted  between  their  conduct 
^i^^V"  ""^  ?."^^^  l"'^'  °^  *hi«  «id«  of  the  house. 

VVhat  portion  of  popularity  may  have  fallen  to 
the  share  of  my  noble  friends,  (if  such  I  may  nre- 

Ja"/^'  but'that'TK^-  '  •''^"  '^^^  P-^-^  "--- 
v«  n'fn  i         ^  ?^  ^'^  majesty's  ministers  it  were 

wind,     no  one  knows  whence  it  cometh  or  whither 
of ir  ttl  '^%  ^'^  '^'^'-y  ^"J«y  i*'  ^h-y  tloas 


coun?i?/?>f"'\i^  '^7,  plunge"into"th7midiand 
counties,  there  they  will  be  greeted  by  the  manu- 

and  those  halters  round  their  necks  recently  voted 

Ihose'who  t^^'-^"^'^^""^  ^'^^'^'^^^  «"  '^^  hVads  of 
Jemov.  th.r/^^'Pl^;'  ^""^  '^Keniously  contrived  to 
wTld  If^  ^'^-^  ^^^'^'  °^^'*^'"^»  ^"  th»»  to  a  better 
?l«w  tn  T  K  ^^  JO"rnepr  on  to  Scotland,  from  Glas- 
glow  to  Johnny  Groat^s,  every  where  will  they  re- 
ceive  similar  marks  of  approbation.  If  they  take  a 
trip    from    Portpatrick  ti  Donaghadee,  there  wiU 

to  lnr«;*.°T.''^'T  ^^^^^'  ^^^^  «f  t'^i-  "'Khtis  abou? 
to  endear  them  for  ever.     When  they  return  to  the 

Tt  «?n/"'  '^  l^'y  '^^.  P*"  ""^^^^  I'^^Ple  B^  with! 

out  unpleasant  sensations  at  the  sight  of  the  Rreedy 

niches   over   that  ominous    gatexvay    thev   rnnnnt 

escape  the  acclamations  of  tlfe^S  ai^'^the  mo?e 

tremu  ous,  but  not  less  sincere,  appfause.  the  bTess! 

mgs  -not  loud  but  deep"  of  bankrupt  merchants 

and   doubting  stockholders.      If  they  look  to  thelvrJ.1  ""   'nreniions      jsven   now.   oppress- 

wmv,  what  wreaths,  not  of  laurel    but  of  ni^hf    ^^h''         "k^^^^TJP*  ^"^^^^  ^h*^^"^""^*^^^ 

shade,  are  preparing  for  the  heroes  of  WaLh.f^^^^^        t"  "^®'  ^'"^  •*'*"  unimpaired  in  talent. 

It  is  true  there  are  few  liringdcnonen^^^^^  8pint-->an^„,  non  fectes  "L 

tify  to  their  merits  on  that  occason^bnt  i^^^.  oil  '!;?''^^  """5^.*  ^^'""^  ^°  the  com*bat  acraii 

of  «..>..«„„.„.. "  ^?*^  occasion,  but  a  "cloud  ruption  ;  and  the  new  grievance,  the  fresh  i 


IL.  7  *^u^'^.'^  *»"«»  m  France  the 
adored.  There  is  no  measure  more  re 
the  designs  and  feelings  of  Bonaparte  thj 
emancipation ;  no  line  of  conduct  more 
to  his  projects,  than  that  which  has  beci 

iLT"*  wf '  ^^^i.^  ^^^^'  ^"  be  pursued  t< 
land.  What  is  England  without  Ireland 
18  Ireland  without  the  Catholics  ?  It  is  o 
of  your  tyranny  Napoleon  hopes  to  buih 
^p  grateful  must  oppression  of  the  Cath 
his  mind,  that  doubtless  (as  he  has  lately 
some  renewal  of  intercourse)  the  next 
convey  to  this  country  cargoes  of  Seyrcs 
blue  nbands,  (things  m  great  request,  an 
vaJue  at  this  moment,)  blue  ribands  of  i 
of  honor  for  Dr.  Duigenan  and  his  mini" 
ciples.  SucWk  that  well-earned  populari" 
suit  of  those  extraordinary  expeditions, 
sive  to  ourselves,  and  so  useless  to  oui 
those  singular  inquiries,  so  exculpatory  1 
cnsed  and  so  dissatisfactory  to  the  people 
paradoxic^al  victories,  so  honorable,  ks  we  a 
the  british  name,  and  so  destructive  to  the  1 
ests  of  the  British  nation  ;  aboye  all,  such 
Cathoh\;s  ''°°^"^*  pursued  by  ministers  to 
I  have  to  apologize  to  the  House,  w 
trust,  pardon  one,  not  often  in  the  habit  t 
ing  upon  their  indulgence,  for  so  long  al 
to  engage  their  attention.  My  most  deci« 
ion  IS,  as  my  vote  will  be,  in  favor  of  the  i 

DEBATE  OK  MAJOR  CARTWBIOHT'S  PB] 
JUNE  1,  1813. 

Mt  Lords— The  petition  which  I  now 
the  purpose  of  presenting  to  the  House 
Which  1  humbly  conceive  requires  the  part 
tention  of  your  lordships,  inasmuch  as 
signed  but  by  a  single  indi\idual,  it  conUii 
ments  which  (if  not  disproved)  demand  m 
ous  investigation.  The  grievance  of  ^ 
petitioner  complains  is  neither  selfish  nor  in 
It  IS  not  his  own  only,  for  it  has  been,  an 
felt  by  numbers.  No  one  without  these  k 
indeed  withm,  but  may  to-morrow  be  made 
the  same  insult  and  obstruction,  in  the  dis< 
an  imperious  duty  for  the  restoration  of 
constitution  of  these  realms  by  petitionini 
form  in  nariiament.  The  petitioner,  my  I 
a  man  whose  long  life  has  been  spent  in  one 
ing  struj-gle  for  the  liberty  of  the  subject, 
that  undue  influence  which  *•  has  increase 
creasing,  and  ought  to  be  diminished  ;  "  an< 
ever  difference  of  opinion  may  exist  as  to  hi 
cal  tenets,  few  wiU  be  found  to  question  the 
ty  of  his^  intentions.     Even  now,   oppress* 


.■'  - — •••'  «^"  nitti,  wuuttHion  :  out  a  ••  cloud 

of  witncssc."  are  koiic  above  from  that  Rallant  army 

JLcrnit  th?'"  R?r™"''^  *;"'  ?'""«'>  <i«=»P«tched,  t2 

wl  ""'''*  """y  °f  martyrs." 

/!„  \.**i,  'A"  the  course  ef  this'  triumphal  career 
(te  which  thcywUl  Rather  as  manv  peLbles  i  ci 

^Pe  of  their  own,)  thcjdonot  perceive  any  of  those 

SeS  h7nl% ''^°''  '  ^l-"'"'"}  P*-"?'*  "*<='  i"  honor  of 
their  benefactors;  what  although  not  even  a  sien- 

rfiv"fort'w''rw"''*°  <>;?»'«  the  Saracen's  h?."d 
iL!L?  ..  the  likeness  of  the  conquerors  of  Wal- 
chcren,  they  will  not  want  a  picture  who  can  always 

who  vnll  so  often  see  themselves  exalted  in  effigy. 
S>ur,i»nf?°''""'iy  '?  •""  ""ited  to  the  narrfw 
ihrir^r  .  "  "'"""^i '  *.""="  "*  other  countries  where 
C.^LZrr,!l  ""A 'A".- "».  their  conduct  to  the 


c.thoi]^.trrd„°s:L---r4---:l-^^^^^ 


^.uCl    w..^  **^„  Bi^icvttuce,  rne  iresu  n 

Jhich  he  complains,  may  inflict  another  scar 
dishonor.  Ihe  petition  is  signed  by  Johi 
%ynght,  and  it  was  in  behalf  of  the  people  ai 
Iiament,  in  the  Uwful  pursuit  of  that  reform 
representation  which  fs  the  best  service  to 
dered  both  to  parUament  and  people,  that 
countered  the  wanton  outrage  which  fon 
subject  matter  of  his  petition  to  your  lordshi 
IS  couched  in  firm,  yet  respectful  lanirnage- 
language  of  a  man,  not  regardless  of  wkat 
to  himself,  but  at  the  same  time.  I  trust.  < 
mindful  of  the  deference  to  be  paid  to  thii  ] 
1  he  petitioner  states,  among  other  matter  of 
If  not  greater  importance,  to  aU  who  are  Bri 
their  feelings,  as  well  as  blood  and  birth,  that 
21st  of  January,  1813,  at  Huddersfield,  himse 
SIX  other  persons,  who,  on  hearing  of  his  a 

had  waited  on  him  mAi-ol.  ..  .  4.^...:^ .!. 
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the  conduct  of  my  intended  jonrncy.  It  waa  my 
secret  \vish  that  he  might  be  orcTailed  on  to  accom- 
pany me :  it  was  also  a  probable  hope,  founded  upon 
the  shadowy  restlessness  which  I  had  observea  in 
him,  and  to  which  the  animation  which  he  appeared 
to  feel  on  such  subjects,  and  hia  apparent  mdiffer- 
encc  to  all  by  which  he  was  more  immediateW  sur- 
rounded, gave  fresh  strength.  This  wish  I  first 
hinted,  and  then  expressed:  his  answer,  though  I 
had  partly  expected  it,  gave  me  all  the  pleasure  of 
surprise— he  consented ;  and,  after  the  requisite  ar- 
rangements, we  commenced  our  voyages.  After 
journeying  through  various  countries  of  the  south 
of  Europe,  our  attention  was  turned  towards  the 
east,  according  to  our  original  destination  ;  and  it 
was  in  my  progress  though  those  regions  that  the 
mcidcut  occurred  upon  which  will  turn  what  I  may 
^ave  to  relate. 

The  constitution  of  Darvell,  which  must,  from 
bis  appearance,  have  been  in  early  life  more  than 
usually  robust,  had  been  for  some  time  gradually 
giving  way,  without  the  intervention  of  any  appa- 
rent disease :  he  bad  neither  cough  nor  hectic,  yet 
he  became  dailv  more  enfeebled  ;  his  habits  were 
temperate,  and  he  neither  declined  nor  complained 
of  fatigue,  yet  he  was  evidently  wasting  awav;  he 
became  more  and  more  silent  and  sleepless,  and  at 
length  so  seriously  altered,  that  my  alarm  grew 
protmrtionate  to  what  I  conceived  to  be  his  danger. 

We  had  determined,  on  our  arrival  at  Smyrna,  on 
an  excursion  to  the  ruins  of  Ephesus  and  Sardis, 
from  which  I  endeavored  to  dissuade  him,  in  his 
present  state  of  indisposition— but  in  vain :  there 
ajmeared  to  be  an  oppression  on  his  mind,  and  a 
solemnity  in  his  manner,  which  ill  corresponded 
with  his  eagerness  to  proceed  on  what  I  regarded  as 
a  mere  party  of  pleasure,  little  suited  to  a  valetudi 
narean  ;  but  I  opposed  him  no  longer— and  in  a  few 
days  we  set  off  together,  accompanied  only  by  a 
jerrugee  and  a  single  janizary. 

We  had  passed  half-way  towards  the  remains  of 

nnnalla      louvinrv    Kr.V««<1   .'...  *U  ;_  _^ /■ .i*1  .    - 


I .— .     ..^j     ^v^ontxAo      imr     1111111.1110   VJI 

Kphesus,  leavmg  behind  us  the  more  fertile  environs 
of  Smyraa,  and  were  entering  upon  that  mid  and 
tenantless  track  through  the  marshes  and  defiles 
which  lead  to  the  few  huts  yet  lingering  over  the 
broken  columns  of  Diana  — the  roofless  walls  of 
expelled  Christianity,  and  the  still  more  recent  but 
complete  desolation  of  abandoned  mosques — when 
the  sudden  and  rapid  illness  of  my  companion  obliged 
u«  to  halt  at  a  Turkish  ceme'tery,  the  turbaned 
tombstones  of  which  were  the  sole  indication  that 
human  life  had  ever  been  a  sojourner  in  this  wilder- 
ness. The  only  caravansera  we  had  seen  was  left 
some  hours  behind  us ;  not  a  vestige  of  a  town  or 
even  a  coUage,  was  within  sight  or  hope,  and  this 
•*  city  of  the  dead  "  appeared  to  be  the  sole  refuge 
for  my  unfortunate  friend,  who  seemed  on  the  verge 
of  becoming  the  last  of  its  inhabitants. 

In  this  situation,  I  looked  round  for  a  place  where 
%e  might  most  conveniently  repose: — contrary  to 
the  usual  aspect  of  Mahometan  burial  grounds,  the 
cypresses  were  in   this   few  in  number,  and  these 
thmly  scattered  over  its   extent:    the  tombstones 
were  mostly  fallen,  and  worn  with  age:  upon  one 
of  the  most  considerable  of  these,  and  beneath  one 
of   the   most  spreading    trees,   Darvell    supported 
himself,  m  a  half-reclining  posture,  with  great  dif- 
ficulty.    He  asked  for  water.     1  had  some  doubts  of 
our  bemg  able  to  find  any,  and  prepared  to  go  in 
search  of  it  with  hesitating  despondency— but  he 
Hesired  me  to  remain:   and,  turning  to  Suleiman, 
our  janizary,  who  stood  by  us  smoking  with  great 
teanquilhty,  he  said,  "Suleiman,  verbana  su,"  (t.  e. 
bring  some  water,)  and  went  on  describing  the  spot 
Where  It  wag  to  be  found  with  great  minuteness,  at 
%  small  well  for  camels,  a  few  hundred  yards  to  the 
nght :    the  janizary  obeyed.      I   said  to  Darvell, 
How  did  you  know  this?  "—He  replied.  "From 
our  situation ;    you  must  perceive  that  this  place 


"  Yon  have  been  here  before !— How  c 
never  to  mention  this  to  me  ?  and  what  ( 
be  doing  in  a  place  where  no  one  would 
moment  longer  than  they  could  helj.  :t  ?  " 
To  this  question  I  received  no  answer 
mean  time,  Suleiman  returned  with  t\ 
leaving  the  scrrugec  and  the  horses  at  the 
The  quenching  of  his  thirst  had  the  appe 
reviving  him  for  a  moment;  and  I  conceit 
of  his  being  able  to  proceed,  or  at  least  t 
and  I  urged  the  attempt.  He  was  siJ 
appeared  to  be  collecting  lus  spirits  for  an 
speak.     He  began. — 

'*  This  is  the  end  of  my  ioumey,  and  of 
I  came  here  to  die:  but  I  have  a  request  U 
command — for  such  my  last  words  must 
will  observe  it }  '* 

'•  Most  certainly ;  but  have  better  hopca. 
'*  I  have  no  hopes  nor  wishes,  but  tlii» 
my  death  from  every  human  being." 

"  I  hope  there  will  be  no  occasion ;  &ai 
recover,  and  — " 

Peace  i  it  must  be  so :  promise  this." 
I  do." 

Swear  it  by  all  that "   He  here  die 

oath  of  great  solemnity. 
"  There  is  no  occasion  for  this — I  wil 

your  request ;  and  to  doubt  me  is " 

*'  It  cannot  be  helped,  you  must  swear." 

I  took  the  oath ;  it  appeared  to  relieve  \ 

removed  a  seal-ring  from  his  finger,  on  wl 

some  Arabic   characters,  and  presented  i 

He  proceeded— 

'*  On  the  ninth  day  of  the  month,  at  n 
cisely,  (what  month  you  please,  but  this 
the  day,)  you  must  fling  this  ring  into 
Hprings  which  run  into  the  Bay  of  Eleusis : 
after,  at  the  same  hour,  you  must  repai 
ruins  of  the  temple  of  Ceres,  and  wait  one 
"Why?" 
"  You  will  see." 

"  The  ninth  day  of  the  month,  yon  say  ? 
•'  The  ninth."  '  /  / 

As  I  observed  that  the  present  was  the  n 
of  the  month,  his  countenance  changed, 
paused.  As  he  sate,  evidently  becomin 
feeble,  a  stork,  with  a  snake  in  ner  beak, 
upon  a  tombstone  near  us ;  and,  vrithout  di 
her  prey,  appeared  to  be  steadfastly  regar 
I  know  not  what  impelled  me  to  drive  it  w 
the  attempt  was  useless ;  she  made  a  few  c 
the  air,  and  returned  exactly  to  the  san 
Dari'cll  pointed  to  it,  and  smiled  :  he  a 
know  not  whether  to  himself  or  to  me— 
words  were  only,  "  Tis  well !  " 
"  What  is  well  ?  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 
"  No  matter :  you  must  bury  me  here  t] 
ning,  and  exactly  where  that  bird  is  now  j 
You  know  the  rest  of  my  injunctions." 

He  then  proceeded  to  give  me  several  di 
as  to  the  manner  in  which  his  death  might 
concealed.    After  these  were  finished,  he  ex< 
"  You  perceive  that  bird  ? " 
"  Certainly." 

*•  And  the  serpent  writhing  in  her  beak  ?  * 
*'  DoubUess :  there  is  nothing  uncommox 
it  is  her  natural  prey.    But  it  is  odd  that  si 
not  devour  it." 

He  smiled  in  a  ghastly  manner,  and  said, 
*'  It  is  not  yet  time !  "  As  he  spoke,  the  st< 
away.  My  eyes  followed  it  for  a  moment ;  i 
hardly  be  longer  than  ten  might  be  counted. 
Darvell's  weight,  as  it  were,  increase  ui 
shoulder,  and,  turning  to  look  upon  his  fat 
ceived  that  he  was  dead ! 

I  was  shocked  with  the  sudden  certaint 
could  not  be  mistaken — ^his  countenanee  ii 
minutes  became  nearly  blaek.  I  should  h 
tribated  so  rapid  a  change  to  poison,  had  I  n 


was  once  inhabited  anH  ^^Ta^  .  u  '  ^""L"  ^^"^^  ^"*^''*«^  ^  '^P^^  *  change  to  poison,  had  I  n 
m^uTsn^fff.  Ih*^«i^  "u^  H^f  ^^  »o  aware  that  he  had  no  opportunity  of  recei 
mtnout  spnngs ,  I  have  also  been  here  before,"         unperceived.    The  day  was  dediniig,  the  be 
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idly  alterlnfle,  and  nothing  remained  bat  to  fnlAl 
request.  With,  the  aid  of  Suleiman's  ataghan 
L  my  own  aabre,  we  scooped  a  shallow  gra^e  upon 
:  spot  which  Uarrell  had  indicated:  the  eauth 
ily  gave  way,  having  already  received  some  Ma- 
uetan  tenant.  We  du^  as  deeply  aa  the  time 
mitted  oa,   and  throwing  the  dry  earth  upon 


all  that  remained  of  tlie  eingular  being  ao  lately 

departed,  we  out  a  few  sods  of  greener  turf  from 

the  kae  withered  soil  around  tts>  and  laid  then 

upon  his  sepulchre. 

Between  aatomahment  and  grief,  I  was  tesrleea. 

•  ««••« 

«  e  «  a  «  a 


LETTER   TO   JOHN   MURRAY 

N    THE    REy.  W.  L.   BOWLES'S    STRICTURES  ON  THE  LIFE  AND 

WRITINGS  OF  POPE. 


**  im  ph7  at  Bomlm  wkh  (to  son  and  aMMn." 

OLD  80N0. 
-  Mf  nUber  H  auld,  tir,  and  aKe  hu  nthor  forfociaa  beneO  la 
■mtinf  to  mj  LMl4r,  tlMt  caima  wed  bide  id  l»  coatndkkU,  (m 
1  hoi  Mefaodj  Hm  k  if  ter  eouM  hHp  tiwiOKlla.)'* 

TALES  or  Mr  LANDLORD,  <W 


^PV^H^fi  VOL  ■• 


In  the  different  pamphlets  which  you  have  had 
le  goodneea  to  send  me,  on  the  Po|)e  and  Bowles' 
^ntroversj,  I  peroeive  that  mj  name  is  oceaaionally 
itroduced  bj  both  parties.  Mr.  Bowles  refers  more 
lan  once  to  what  he  is  pleased  to  consider  '*  a 
>markable  drcumatance,"  not  only  in  his  letter  to 
ir.  Campbell,  but  in  his  reply  to  the  Quarterly, 
'he  Quarterly  also  and  Mr.  Gilchrist  hare  conferred 
n  me  the  dangerous  honor  of  a  quotation;  and 
Ir.  Bowles  indirectly  makes  a  kind  of  appeal  to 
le  personally,  by  saying,  "Lord  Byron,  if  he 
fmemben  the  circumstance,  will  wUnesa^wihiess 
v(  ITALIC,  an  ominous  character  for  a  testimony  at 
resent.  )♦ 

I  shall  not  avail  myself  of  a  "non  mi  ricordo" 
▼en  after  so  long  a  residence  in  Italy ; — I  do  "  re- 
lembcr  the  circumstance  " — and  have  no  reluctance 
0  relate  it  (since  called  upon  so  to  do)  as  correctly 
s  the  distance  of  time  and  the  impression  of  in- 
ervening  events  will  permit  me.  In  the  year  1812, 
lore  than  three  years  after  the  publication  of 
'  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,"  I  had  the 
xjnor  of  meeting  Mr.  Bowles  in  the  house  of  our 
enerable  host  of  "Unman  Life,  etc.,"  the  last 
Argonaut  of  classic  English  poetry,  and  the  Nestor 
f  our  inferior  race  of  living  poets.  Mr.  Bowles 
alls  this  *•  soon  after  "  the  publication ;  but  to  me 
bree  years  appear  a  considerable  segment  of  the 
mmortality  of  a  modern  poem.  I  recollect  nothing 
>f  •*  the  rest  of  the  company  going  into  another 
oom  " — ^nor,  though  I  well  remember  the  topogra- 
)hy  of  our  host's  elegant  and  classically-furnished 
nansion,  could  I  swear  to  the  very  room  where 
he  conversation  occurred,  though  the  "taking 
io%on  the  poem**  seems  to  fix  it  in  the  library, 
flad  it  been  **  taken  up,**  it  would  probably  have 
)een  in  the  drawing-room.  I  presume  also  that  the 
•remarkable  circumstance*'  took  place  after  Ain- 
ler,  as  I  conceive  that  neither  Mr.  Bowles's  polite- 


•  He  aOudM  10  M«>ieehl,  ami  tin  other  Itattui  aUiifWi  oo  the  ttU  ef 


ness  nor  appetite  would  have  allowed  him  to  detain 
"the  rest  of  the  company**  standing  round  their 
chairs  in  the  "  other  room  **  while  we  were  discus* 
sing  "  tiic  Woods  of  Madeira'*  instead  of  circulating 
its  vintage.  Of  Mr.  Bowles's  "good-humor**  I 
have  a  full  and  not  ungrateful  recollection ;  as  also 
of  his  gentlemanly  manners  and  agreeable  con- 
versation. I  speak  of  the  V}holet  and  not  of 
particulars ;  for  whether  he  did  or  did  not  use  the 
precise  words  printed  in  the  pamphlet,  I  cannot 
say,  nor  could  ne  with  accuracy.  Of  "  the  tone  o! 
seriousness'*  I  certainly  recollect  nothing:  on  the 
contrary,  I  thought  Mr.  Bowles  rather  disposed  to 
treat  the  subject  lightly ;  for  he  said  (I  nave  no 
objection  to  be  contradicted  if  incorrect)  that  some 
of  his  good-natured  friends  had  come  to  him  and 
exclaimed,  "  Eh !  Bowles !  how  came  vou  to  make 
the  Woods  of  Madeira,*'  etc.,  etc.,  ana  that  he  had 
been  at  some  pains  and  pulling  down  of  the  poem 
to  convince  tnem  that  he  had  never  made  "  the 
Woods  **  do  any  thing  of  the  kind.  He  was  right, 
and  /  was  wrong^  and  have  been  ^vrong  atiU  up  to 
this  acknowledgment ;  for  I  ought  to  have  looked 
twice  befo/e  I  wrote  that  which  involved  an  inac- 
curacy capable  of  giving  pain.  The  fact  was,  that 
although  I  had  certainly  before  read  "  the  Spirit  ot 
Discovery,**  I  took  the  (quotation  from  the  review. 
But  the  mistake  was  mme,  and  not  the  review'at 
which  quoted  the  passage  correctly  enough,  I 
believe.  I  blundered — God  knows  how — ^into  at- 
tributing the  tremors  ot  the  lovers  to  the  "  Woods 
of  Madeira,"  bv  which  they  were  surrounded.  And 
I  hereby  do  fully  and  freely  declare  and  asseverate, 
that  the  Woods  did  not  tremble  to  a  kiss,  and  that 
the  lovers  did.  I  qnote  from  memory— 
"Aktai 
Stole  oo  the  Ifat'obf  dvnee,  etc.,  eic, 
They  (tbe  luren)  tnntNed,  erea  aa  if  Ibo  power,"  tie. 

And  if  I  had  been  aware  that  this  deolantion  would 
have  been  in  the  smalloat  degree  satisftustory  to  Mr. 
Bowles,  I  should  not  have  waited  nine  years  ta 
make  it.  notwithstanding  thst  "  English  Bards  and 
Seotch  Berinran  '*  had  bean  i 
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prerionsly  to  my  meeting  him  at  Mr.  Romero's 
Our  worthy  h  >st  might  indeed  hare  told  him  as 
much,  a«  it  was  at  his  representation  that  I  sup- 
pressed it.  A  new  edition  of  that  lampoon  was 
preparing  for  the  press,  when  Mr.  Rogers  rep- 
resented to  me,  that  **  I  was  now  acquainted  with 
many  of  the  persons  mentioned  in  it,  and  with  some 
on  terras  of  intimacy;"  and  that  he  knew  "one 
family  in  particular  to  whom  its  suppression  would 
give  pleasure."  I  did  not  hesitate  one  moment;  it 
was  cancelled  instantly  ;  and  it  is  no  fault  of  mine 
that  it  has  ever  been  republished.  When  I  left 
Kngland,  in  April,  1816,  with  no  very  violent  inten- 
tions  of  troubling  that  country  agam,  and  amidst 
scenes  of  various  kinds  to  distract  my  attention — 
almost  my  last  act,  I  believe,  was  to  sign  a  power 
of  attorney,  to  yourself,  to  prevent  or  suppress  any 
attempts  (of  which  several  had  been  maae  in  Ire- 
land) at  a  repubhcation.  It  is  proper  that  I  should 
state,  that  the  persons  with  whom  I  was  subse- 
queutly  acquainted,  whose  names  had  occurred  in 
that  publication,  were  made  my  acquaintances  at 
their  own  desire,  or  through  the  unsought  intervcn 
Hon  of  others.  I  never,  to  the  best  of  my  know- 
ledge, sought  a  personal  introduction  to  any.  Some 
of  them  to  this  day  I  know  only  by  corretpondencc; 
and  with  one  of  those  it  was  begun  by  myself,  in 
consequence,  however,  of  a  polite  verbal  com- 
municatiun  from  a  third  person. 

I  have  dwelt  for  an  instant  on  these  circum- 
stances because  it  has  sometimes  been  made  a 
subject  of  bitter  reproach  to  me  to  have  endeavored 
to  supjyreaa  that  satire.  I  never  shrunk,  as  those 
who  know  me  know  from  any  personal  consequences 
which  could  be  attached  to  its  publication.  Of  its 
subsequent  suppression,  as  I  possessed  the  copy- 
right, I  was  the  best  judge  and  the  sole  master. 
The  circumstances  which  occasioned  the  suppres- 
sion I  have  now  stated ;  of  the  motives,  each  must 
iudge  according  to  his  candor  or  malignity.  Mr. 
Bowles  does  me  the  honor  to  talk  of  •*  noble  mind," 
and  *' generous  magnanimity;"  and  all  this  because 
•*  the  circumstance  would  have  been  explained  had 
not  the  book  been  suppressed."  I  see  no  "nobility 
of  mind  "  in  an  act  of  simple  justice ;  and  I  hate  the 
word  "mo^mimmi^y,"  because  I  have  sometimes 
seen  it  applied  to  the  grossest  of  impostors  by  the 
greatest  of  fools;  but  1  would  have  "explained  the 
circumstance,"  not>\'ithstanding  "  the  suppression 
of  the  book,"  if  Mr.  Bowles  had  expressed  any 
desire  that  I  should.  As  the  "  gallant  Galbraith  ^' 
aajrs  to  "  Baillie  Jarvie,"  "  W'll,  the  devil  take  the 
mistake  and  all  that  occasioned  it."  I  have  had  as 
great  and  greater  mistake*  made  about  me  per- 
sonally and  poetically,  once  a  month  for  these  last 
ten  years,  and  never  care  1  very  much  about  correct- 
ing one  or  the  other,  a*  least  after  the  first  eight- 
I  and-forty  hours  had  ^J^^  over  them. 

I  must  now,  hov  ^er,  say  a  word  or  two  about 
Pope,  of  whom  yt  i  have  my  opinion  more  at  large 
in  the  unpublis'  «i  letter  on  or  to  (for  I  forget 
which)  the  edif-f  of  "  Blackwood's  Edinburgh  Mag- 
azine ;  " — and  '.ere  I  doubt  that  Mr.  Bowles  will  not 
approve  of  m  »  aentiments. 

Although  I  regret  having  published  "English 
Bards  an-;  Scotch  Reviewers,*'  the  part  which  I 
regret  t»  t  ieast  is  that  which  regards  Mr.  Bowles 
with  rr'^rence  to  Pope.     Whilst  i  was  writing  that 

Sublicxtion,  in  1807  and  18()8,  Mr.  Hobhouse  was 
esir  us  that  I  should  express  our  mutual  opinion 
of  Tope,  and  of  Mr.  Bowles's  edition  of  his  works. 
A»  1  had  completed  my  outline,  and  felt  lazy,  I  re- 
Odestcd  that  A«  would  do  so.  He  did  it.  His  four- 
•;een  lines  on  Bowles's  Pope  are  in  the  first  edition 
of  "  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers ; "  and 
are  quite  as  severe  and  much  more  poetical  than  m; 


since  I  have  read  that  poem;  but 
Review,  Mr.  Octavius  Gilchrist,  an( 
himself,  have  been  so  obliging  at  1 
memory,  and  that  of  the  public.  I ; 
say,  that  in  reading  over  those  line 
their  having  so  far  fallen  short  of  wl 
express  upon  the  subject  of  Bowie 
Pope's  Works.  Mr.  Bowles  says  th 
ron  knows  he  does  not  deserve  this 
know  no  such  thing.  I  have  met  Mr 
sionally,  in  the  best  society  in  Londoi 
to  me  an  amiable,  well-informed,  and 
man.  I  desire  nothing  better  than  t 
panv  with  such  a  mannered  man  ev 
week  :  but  of  "  his  character  "  I  knoi 
sonally ;  I  can  only  speak  of  his  mann 
have  my  warmest  approbation.  But 
from  manners,  for  I  once  had  my  poc 
the  civilest  gentleman  I  ever  met  wit 
the  mildest  persons  I  ever  saw  was  i 
Mr.  Bowles's  ** character"  I  will  no 
injustice  to  judge  from  the  edition 
prepared  it  heedlessly  ;  nor  the  Justic 
otherwise,  because  I  would  neither  be< 
executioner,  nor  a  personal  one.  M 
individual,  and  Mr.  Bowles  the  edit 
two  most  opposite  things  imaginable. 

"  And  be  Umdr  one  — 


own  in  the  second.  On  reprinting  the  work,  as  _ 
put  my  name  to  it,  I  omitted  Mr.  Hobhouse's  lines, 
and  replaced  them  with  my  own,  by  which  the  work 
gaiaed  less  than  Mr.  Bowles.  I  have  sUted  this  in 
the  preCi  )e  to  the  lec^ul  edition.    It  is  many  ycare . 


I  won't  say  "  vile,"  because  it  is  hara 
taken,"  because  it  has  two  syllables  t 
everv  one  must  till  up  the  blank  as  he 
What  I  saw  of  Mr.  Bowles  increasi 
and  regret  that  he  should  em  have  1 
to  such  a  task.  If  he  had  been  a  foe 
have  been  some  excuse  for  him ;  if 
needv  or  a  bad  man,  his  conduct  woi 
intelligible ;  but  he  is  the  opposite  of 
thinking  and  feeling  as  I  do  of  Po] 
whole  thing  is  unaccountable.  Hoi 
call  things  by  their  right  names.  I  ( 
edition  of  Pope  a  "  candid  "  work ;  ar 
that  there  is  an  aficctation  of  that  qu 
in  those  volumes,  but  in  the  pamplil< 
lished. 

•*  Whj  yt(  ht  doth  dMy  Mi  ptfauwti 

Mr.  Bowles  says,  that  "he  has  sec 
his  letters  to  Martha  Blount,  which  w 
lished  by  me,  and  I  A^pc  never  will 
which  are  so  gross  as  to  imply  the 
tiousness."  Is  this  fair  play  ?  It  n 
not  be,  that  such  passages  exist;  ai 
who  was  not  a  monk,  although  a  Cath 
occasionallv  sinned  in  word  and  in  dec 
in  his  youth ;  but  is  this  a  sufficient  gi 
a  sweeping  denunciation  ?  Where  is 
Englisnman  of  a  certain  rank  of  life, 
he  has  not  taken  orders)  has  not  to 
self  between  the  ages  of  sixteen  and  1 
more  licentiousness  than  has  ever  ^c 
to  Pope?  Pope  lived  in  the  public 
youth  upwards ;  he  had  all  the  dune 
time  for  his  enemies,  and,  I  am  sorry 
who  have  not  the  apology  of  dulness  1 
since  his  death ;  and  yet  to  what  do  ] 
mulated  hints  and  charges  amount;— 
cal  liaison  with  Martha  Blount,  whic 
as  much  from  his  infirmities  as  from 
to  a  hopeless  fiirtation  with  Lady  M 
tagu ;  to  a  story  of  Gibber's ;  and  to 
coarse  passages  in  his  works.  Whc 
forth  clearer  from  an  invidious  inqu< 
fifty-six  years?  Why  are  we  to  be 
minded  of  such  passages  in  his  letl 
that  they  exist?  Is  Mr.  Bowles  a' 
such  rummaging  among  "letters"  a 
might  lead  ?  I  have  myself  seen  a  col 
ters  of  another  eminent,  nay,  pre^mii 
poet,  BO  abominably  gross,  and  clabo 
that  I  do  not  believe  that  they  could 
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om pounded  ia  &  happy 

*aks  fsilhcr  ifrtircrrntlt 
htii  wbitp-witie  nrgnd/' 
irfi?  any  hstrm  f&  nc'gua  ? 
hfitf  or  tloi?B  Mr.  Uon-!e« 
ter  Dpjnion  *f  hiin.  I 
ie  iir*Tik  was  nont ;  or  ftt 
in  Jonathan  \Vild»  **  be 
r  n»  there  was  nothing 
L  nhould  be  fiorry  to  tie- 
on  d  of  ncgui ;  it  is  aucrh 
f  a  wis  hy*  wash  J  cfimpro- 
)V  wine  and  the  proprii?- 
rritera  have  divert  tttaten, 
i  his  "  Commentarref ," 
roaih,)  with  %  bfjttlp  of 
*s  cojiveniatinn  was  not 
i  tikcn.  ft  simiJar  dose, 
if  thpse  twfl  giTjat  mirn 
y  difTcrent  onp  of  a  soi- 
who,  arter  wandering 
ocs  Lo  bcdp  !ind  die  tat  ea 
At.'t.iider  with  brciid  and 

es'fl  '♦inrariablcj  prind- 
T.  Bowlei  and  »«jne  ol 
mee  *'  tinansw^frjble  :  " 
,**  ikt  Ifcmt  by  Cainpbdl, 
aitntiiidrd  bV  the  title. 
§1  offered  to  ally  himitelt 
aae  '♦he  hn.ted'tkc  vord 
tt  the  Padi^han  under- 
»ell  has  no  need  of  mj 
no  to  offer  it ;  but  I  do 
v"  What  IS  thc^re  nf 
flQphy,  Vfit,  wisdom ,,  pri- 

niatter,  life  ot  dealh, 
>f  crturse  I  put  tbilip 
,     Of  klJ  riiTOppafit   b«|>- 

a  pamphlt't  appenm  the 
1.  It  ia  Mr.  Csmipbell'i 
H  of  ihi*  pe^'formanui't 
^i-t  own  'SShip^'*  wMeh 
intly  prodmma  to  have 


la'iinjf  Once  begun t  (t«r 
but  cEillpd  upon  by  the 
lame  iu  the?  paTnphleta,) 
a  '*  row,"  ^'  any  body's 
re  say  A  word  or  two  on 

Jampbeira  "  Ship  of  the 
7  not  (Vom  *'art*'  but 
ay  the  waves,  the  winda, 
ill  becoiae  »  atrip*  ol 
T  a  |iloc«i  of  eoawfl  can 
VeiT  true ;  take  awa^ 
*  and  there  will  bo  no 
l-ical,  but  for  any  other 
the  aiin,*'  nud  we  must 
?t  by  cnntlleligbt.  But 
[J  *'  dops  fio/  depend  on 
eontrary,  the  **  Ship  of 

foe  try  upon  the  wateri, 
o  not  deny*  thnt  the 
ove  all  **  the  iiun/^  are 
it  to  rniT  coflt,  by  the 
1  in  Terse:  but  if  tbo 
pen  their  bo&oiikii,  if  the 
reed  to  the  shore,  if  the 
yramids,  nor  deiitj,  nor 
be  etjually  poetical  ?  I 
leaet  reciproenl.  T»ke 
LC  "  '*  atvingiug  r ,  ind  " 
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the  **  calm  water,**  and  the  calm  water  hecomes  a 

somewhat  raonotonoiis  thing  to  look  at,  particularly 
if  not  transparently  char ;  witness  the  thousands 
who  pass  by  without  looking  on  it  at  all.  What 
was  it  attracted  the  thousands  to  the  launch  ?  they 
might  have  seen  the  poetical  "  calm  water,"  at 
Wapping,  or  in  the  "  London  Dock,"  or  in  the 
Paddinglon  Canal,  or  in  a  horsepond,  or  in  a  slop- 
basin,  or  in  any  other  vase.  They  might  have  heard 
the  poetical  winds  howling  through  the  chinks  of  a 
pig-sty,  or  the  garret-window;  they  might  have 
seen  the  sun  shining  on  a  footman's  livery,  or  on  a 
brass  warming-pan  ;  but  could  the  "calm  water," 
or  the  "wind,"  or  the  "sun,"  make  all,  or  any  of 
these,  "  poetical  ?  "  I  think  not.  Mr.  Bowles  ad- 
mits "  the  ship  "  to  be  poetical,  but  only  from  those 
accessaries:  now  if  they  confer  poetry  so  as  to  make 
one  thing  poetical,  they  would  make  other  things 
poetical  ;  the  more  so,  as  Mr.  Bowles  calls 
"  ship  of  the  line"  without  them,  that  is  to  say,  its 
"  masts  and  sails  and  streamers,"  "  blue  buntmg," 
and  "  coarse  canvas,"  and  "  tall  poles."  So  they 
are ;  and  porcelain  is  clay,  and  man  is  dust,  and 
flesh  is  grass,  and  yet  the  two  latter  at  least  are  the 
subjects  of  much  poesy, 

Dii  Mr.  Bowles  ever  gaze  upon  the  pea  ?  I  pre- 
sume that  he  has,  at  least  upon  a  sea-piece.  I)id 
any  painter  ever  paint  the  sea  only^  without  the 
addition  of  a  ship,  boat,  wreck,  or  some  such  ad- 
junct }  Is  the  sea  itself  a  more  attractive,  a  more 
moral,  a  more  poetical  object  with  or  without  a 
vessel,  breaking  its  vast  but  fatiguing  monotony  ? 
Is  a  storm  more  poetical  without  a  sliip  ?  or,  in  the 
poem  of  the  Shipwreck,  is  it  the  storm  or  the  ship 
which  most  interests  ?  both  nuich,  undoubtedlv ; 
but  without  the  vessel,  what  should  we  care  for  the 
tempest  ?  It  would  sink  into  mere  descriptive 
ptielry,  which,  in  itself,  was  never  esteemed  a  high 
order  of  that  art. 

I  look  uj'on  myself  as  entitled  to  talk  of  naval 
matters,  at  least  to  poets : — with  the  exception  of 
Walter  Scott,  Moore,  and  Southey,  pei'naps,  (who 
have  been  voyagers,)  I  have  swum  more  miles  than 
all  the  rest  of  them  together  now  living  cwr  milcd, 
and  have  lived  for  months  and  months  on  shipboard; 
and  during  the  whole  period  of  my  life  abroad,  have 
scarce  ever  passed  a  month  out  of  sight  of  the  ocean  : 
besides  being  brought  up  from  two  years  till  ten  on 
the  brink  of  it.  I  recollect,  when  anchored  oif 
Cape  Sigii'um,  in  1810,  in  an  English  frigate,  a  vio- 
lent squall  coming  on  at  sunset,  so  violent  as  to 
make  us  imagine  that  the  shin  would  part  cable,  or 
drive  from  her  anchorage.  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  my- 
self, and  some  ollicers,  had  been  up  the  Dardan- 
elles to  Abydos,  and  were  just  returned  in  time. 
Tl>e  aspect  of  a  stonn  in  the  Archipelago  is  as  poet- 
ical as  need  be,  the  sea  being  particularly  snort, 
dashing,  and  dangerous,  and  the  navigation  intri- 
cate and  broken  by  the  isles  and  currents.  Cape 
Kigieum,  the  tumuli  of  the  Troad,  Leninos,  Tcne- 
dos,  all  added  to  the  associations  of  the  time.  But 
what  srejned  the  most  *^ poetic aV  of  all  at  the  mo- 
ment, were  the  number's  (about  two  hundred)  of 
Greek  and  Turkish  craft,  which  were  obliged  to 
"cut  and  run"  before  the  wind,  from  their  unsafe 
anchorage;,  some  for  Tenedos,  some  for  other  isles, 
some  for  the  main,  and  some  it  might  be  for  eter- 
nity. The  bight  of  these  little  scudding  vessels, 
darting  over  the  foam  in  the  twilight,  now  appear- 
ing and  now  disapnearing  between  the  waves  in  the 
cloud  of  ni.^^ht,  with  their  peculiarly  white  sails  (the 
Levant  sails  not  being  of  ^*  coarse  cauras^'"  hnt  of 
white  cotton)  skimming  along  as  quickly,  but  less 
safely  than  the  seamews  which  hovered  over  them  ; 
their  evident  distress,  their  reduction  to  fluttering 
specks  in  the  distance,  their  crowded  succession, 
their  littktusji,  as  contending  with  the  giant  ele- 
ment, which  made  our  stout  forty-four's  teak  tim- 
bers (she  was  built  in  India)  creak  again;  their 
asject  and  their  motion,  all  struck  me  as  something 
far  more  "  poetical "  than  the  mere  broad,  brawl- 


ing, shipless  sea,  and  the  sallen  wind 
bly  have  been  without  them. 

The  Euxine  is  a  noble  sea  to  look 
port  of  Constantinople  the  most  be: 
bors,  and  yet  I  cannot  but  think  th 
sail  of  the  Une,  some  of  one  htmdred  a 
rendered  it  more  "  poetical "  bv  day  h 
by  night  perhaps  still  more,  tor  the 
nate  their  vessels  of  war  in  a  manner 
turesque — and  vet  all  this  is  artijicia 
Euxine,  I  stood  upon  the  Symplegadi 
the  broken  altar  still  exposed  to  the  m 
of  them— I  felt  all  the  '* poetry  "  of 
as  I  repeated  the  flrst  lines  of  Medt 
not  that  "poetry"  have  been  heigl 
Argof  It  was  so  even  by  the  appe 
merchant  vessel  arriving  from  Odes 
Bowles  says,  "  why  bring  your  ship  ol 
for  no  reason  that  I  know,  except  \ 
built  to  be  launched.  The  water,  etc, 
UBIOHTEXS  the  poetical  associations 
not  make  them ;  and  the  ship  amp 
obligation:  they  aid  each  other;  the 
poetical  with  the  ship— the  ship  less  s 
water.  But  even  a  ship,  laid  up  in  dc 
and  poetical  sight.  Even  an  old  I 
wards,  wrecked  upon  the  barren  sar 
ical  "  object,  (and  Wordsworth,  who 
about  a  washing-tub  and  a  blind  boy 
so  as  well  as  I ;)  whilst  a  long  ex  tec 
unbroken  water,  without  the  boat,  wi 
dull  prose  as  any  pamphlet  lately  pub 

What  makes  the  poetry  in  the 
"  marble  tcaste  of  Tadntor,"  or  Graini 
Solitude,"  so  much  admired  by  Johns 
"  marble,"  or  the  "  waste,"  the  artifci 
ral  ol)ject  ?  The  "  waste  "  is  like  all 
but  the  "  marble  "  of  PalmvTa  makes 
the  passage  as  of  the  place. 

The  beautiful  but  barren  Hymetti 
coast  of  Attica,  her  hills  and  moun 
cus,  Anchesmus,  Philopappus,  etc. 
themselves  poetical,  and  would  be  so 
Athens,  of  Athenians,  and  her  ver 
swept  from  the  earth.  But  am  I  to  b( 
"  nature  "  of  Attica  would  be  more  pc 
the  "  art"  of  the  Acropolis  ?  of  the  T 
sens  ?  and  of  the  still  all  Greek  and  g 
ments  of  her  exquisitely  artificial  gen 
traveller  what  strikes  him  as  most 
Parthenon,  or  the  rock  on  which  it 
COLUMNS  of  Cape  Colonna,  or  the  Caj 
rocks,  at  the  foot  of  it,  or  the  recollec 
concr's  ship  was  bulged  upon  them  } 
thousand  rocks  and  capes,  far  mor 
than  those  of  the  Acropolis  and  Ca] 
themselves ;  what  are  they  to  a  thous 
the  wilder  parts  of  Greece,  of  Asia  >j 
land,  or  even  of  Cintra  in  Portugal 
scenes  of  Italy,  and  the  Sierras  of  S 
is  the  "a?-/,"  the  columns,  the  temple 
vessel,  which  give  them  their  antic 
modem  poetry,  and  not  the  spot 
Without  them,  the  spots  of  earth  w( 
ticed  and  unknown  ;  ouried,  like  Bab] 
veh,  in  indistinct  confusion,  witho 
without  existence ;  but  to  whatever 
these  ruins  were  transported,  if  the\ 
of  transportation,  like  the  obelisk,  an 
and  the  Memnon's  head,  there  they  v 
ist  in  the  perfection  of  their  beauty,  ai 
of  their  poetry.  I  opposed,  and  will 
the  robbery  of  ruins  from  Athens,  t< 
English  in  sculpture ;  but  why  did  I  s 
are  as  poetical  in  Piccadilly  as  they  wc 
thenon  ;  but  the  Parthenon  and  its  n. 
without  them.     Such  is  the  poetry  of 

Mr.  Bowles  contends,  again,  that  tl 
Egypt  are  poetical,  because  of  "  th 
with  boundless  deserts,"  and  that  a 
the  same  dimensions"  would  not  b 
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If  the  poet  had  said  that  Cassius  had  nin  his  iUt\     To  return  once  more  to  the  sea.    Let 

through  the  rent  of  the  mantle,  it  would  have  had  look  on  the  long  vail  of  Malamocco  wh 


more  of  Mr.  Bowles  s  "  nature     to  help  it ;  but  the  the  Adriatic,  and  prpnounce  bctureen  the 
artificial  dagger  is  more  poetical  than  anv  natural  its    master.      Surely  that  Roman  work 
hand  without  it.     In  the  sublime  of  sacred  poetry,  |  Roman  in  conception  and  performance  )  ^ 
"Who  is  this  that  Cometh  from  Edom  ?  with  rfverf  to  the  ocean,  "thus  far  shalt  thou  <»m 
^arm«j/«  from  Bozrah  ? "    Would  "the  comer     be  '  -^^      ••         .    •       .        -    . 
poetical  without  his  *•  dyed  garments  t "  which  strike 
and  startle  the  spectator,  and  identify  the  approach- 
tnp:  object. 

The  mother  of  Sisera  is  represented  listening  for 
the  •'  uskeeU  o/'his  chariot."  Solomon,  in  his  Song, 
compares  the  nose  of  his  beloved  to  a  *'  tower," 
which  to  us  appears  an  Eastern  exaggeration.  If 
be  had  said,  that  her  statue  was  like  that  of  *•  a 
tower,"  it  would  have  been  as  poetical  as  if  he  had 
compared  her  to  a  tree. 

"  TTiB  Tlrtaoua  Morck  toiwr*  ifjore  hn  mx.** 


is  an  instance  of  an  artificial  image  to  express  a 
moral  superiority.  But  Solomon,  it  is  probable, 
did  not  compare  his  beloved's  nose  to  a  "  tower  "  on 
account  of  its  length,  but  of  its  symmetry ;  and, 
taaking  allowance  for  Eastern  hvperi)ole  and  the 
ditficulty  of  finding  a  discreet  image  for  a  female 
nose  in  nature,  it  is  perhaps  as  good  a  figure  as  any 
other. 

Art  is  iwt  inferior  to  nature  for  poetical  purposes. 
What  makes  a  regiment  of  soldiers  a  more  noble 
object  of  view  than  the  same  mass  of  mob  ?  Their 
arms,  their  dresses,  their  banners,  and  the  art  and 
artificial  symmetry  of  their  position  and  movements. 
A  Highlander's  plaid,  a  Mussulman's  turban,  and  a 
Roman  toga,  are  more  poetical  than  the  tattooed  or 
untattoocd  buttocks  of  a  Now  Sandwich  savage, 
although  they  were  described  by  William  Words- 
worth himself  like  the  "  idiot  in  his  glory." 

I  have  seen  as  many  mountains  as  most  men,  and 
more  fleets  than  the  generality  of  landsmen :  and, 
to  my  mind,  a  large  convoy,  w'ith  a  few  sail  of  the 
line  to  conduct  them,  is  as  noble  and  as  poetical  a 

frospect  as  all  that  inanimate  nature  can  produce, 
prefer  the  "mast  of  some  great  admiral,"  with 
all  its  tackle,  to  the  Scotch  fir  or  the  Alpine  tannen, 
and  think  that  more  poetry  Juis  bce-n  made  out  of  it. 
In  what  does  the  infinite  superiority  of  •«  Falconer's 
Shipwreck,"  over  all  other  shipwrecks,  consist  ?  In 
his  admirable  application  of  the  terms  of  his  art ; 
in  a  poet-sailor's  description  of  the  sailor's  fate. 
These  very  terms,  by  his  application,  make  the 
•trength  and  reality  of  his  poem.  Why  ?  because 
he  was  a  poet,  and  in  the  hands  of  a  jxiet  art  will 
not  be  found  less  ornamental  than  nature.  It  is 
precisely  in  general  nature,  and  in  stepping  out  of 
his  element,  that  Falconer  fails  ;  where  he  digres.ses 
to  speak  of  ancient  Greece,  and  "such  branches  of 
learning." 

In  Dver's  Grongar  Hill,  upon  which  his  fame 
rests,  the  ^cry  appearance  of  Nature  herself  is 
moralized  into  an  artificial  image : 

•'  Thiia  U  Nitiire'a  maturw  wtmii^i. 
To  imtnict  our  witmlcrinf  thoiijfrt; 
Th«M  the  drttmu  frten  and  gaif. 
To  (lupon  our  carat  nwa/." 

And  here  also  we  have  the  telescope,  the  misuse 
of  which,  from  Milton,  has  rendered  Mr.  Bowles  so 
triumphant  ovcj-  Mr.  Campbell : 

*'  So  we  mliuke  (he  future'i  (ncm, 
Ejrwl  thiougb  Uope'a  deiudinf  f-/a««,» 

And  here  a  word,  mpaasatU^  to  Mr.  Campbell: 

**  At  7on  lummil*,  toft  and  fait, 

CUd  in  colon  of  itie  air, 
Which  to  tlKwe  who  Journey  near, 
Banvo,  brown,  and  rouffa  appear, 
Still  we  tre*d  tiie  «in»  coarte  way^^ 
Th«  pnMfit't  am  a  doudj  day." 

U  not  this  the  original  of  the  far-famed, 

**  TTt  diitanee  l«ndt  enchanbneiH  to  tbe  view, 
Aod  rabet  tbe  n^NMataia  ia  iti  moic  hne  t " 


further,"  and  is  obeyed,  is  notTcss^sut 
poetical  than  the  angry  wave«  which  Tai 
beneath  it. 

Mr.  Bowles  makes  the  chief  part  of 
poesy  depend  on  the  "  wind :  "  then  why 
under  sail  more  poetical  than  a  hog  i 
wind  ?  The  hog  is  all  nature,  the  ship  i 
"coarse  canvas,"  "blue  bunting,"  a 
poles ;  "  both  are  violently  acted  upon  by 
tossed  here  and  there,  to  and  fro ;  and  ye 
but  excessive  hunger  could  make  me  look 
pig  as  the  more  poetical  of  the  two,  and  t 
m  the  shape  of  a  griskin. 

Will  Mr.  Bowles  tell  as  that  the  poci 
aqueduct  consists  in  the  ipafer  which  it 
Let  him  look  on  that  of  Justinian,  on 
Rome,  Constantinople,  Lisbon,  and  Elvas 
at  the  remains  of  that  in  Africa. 

We  are  asked  "what  makes  the  renerat 
of  Westminster  Abbey  more  poetical,  aj 
than  the  tower  for  the  manufactory  of  pat 
surrounded  by  the  same  scenery  ?  "  I  will 
tlio  arr/iitecture.  Turn  Westminster  A 
.Saint  Paul's,  into  a  powder  magazine,  thci 
as  objects,  remains  the  same;  the  Parth 
actually  converted  into  one  by  the  Turk: 
Morosini's  Venetian  siege,  ana  part  of  it  ( 
in  consequence.  CroraweU's  dragoons  sta 
steeds  in  Worcester  Cathedral ;  was  it  less 
as  an  object,  than  before  ?  Ask  a  foreign* 
approach  to  London,  what  strikes  him  as 
poetical  of  the  towers  before  him ;  he  will 
St.  Paul's  and  Westminster  Abbey,  with 
haps,  knowing  the  names  or  associations  < 
and  pass  over  the  "tower  for  patent  sh 
that,  for  any  thing  he  knows  to  the  coi 
might  not  be  the  mausoleum  of  a  monai 
Waterloo  column,  or  a  Trafalgar  monuni 
because  its  architecture  is  obviously  inferio 
To  the  question,  "whether  the' descrip 
game  of  cards  be  as  poetical,  supposing  tl 
tion  of  the  artists  equal,  as  a  descrition  o 
in  a  forest  ? "  it  may  be  answered,  that  the 
als  are  certainly  not  equal ;  but  that  •*  the 
who  has  rendered  the  "game  of  cards  poel 
hg  far  the  greater  of  the  two.  But  all  this 
ing  "  of  poets  is  purely  arbitrary  on  the  paj 
Bowles.  There  may  or  may  not'be,  in  fact, 
"  orders"  of  poetry,  but  the  poet  is  alway 
according  to  his  execution,  and  not  accordi 
branch  of  the  art. 

Tragedy  is  one  of  the  highest  presumec 
Hughes  has  written  a  tragedy,  and  a  very  si 
one;  Fenton  another;  and  Pope  none, 
man,  however,— will  even  Mr.  Bowles  hims 
Hughes  and  Fenton  as  poets  above  Pom 
even  Addison,  (the  author  of  Cato,)  or  Kc 
of  the  highest  order  of  dramatists,  as  far 
cess  goes),  or  Young,  or  even  Otway  and  Soi 
ever  raised  for  a  moment  to  the  same  ra 
Pope  in  the  estimation  of  the  reader  or  th 
before  his  death  or  since  ?  If  Mr.  Bowles  w 
tend  for  classifications  of  this  kind,  let  him  i 
that  descriptive  poetry  has  been  ranked  as 
the  lowest  branches  of  the  art,  and  descript 
mere  ornament,  but  which  should  never  for 
subject "  of  a  poem.  The  Italians,  with  tl 
poetical  language,  and  the  most  fastidious 
Europe,  possess  now  five  yreat  poets»  th 
Dante,  Petrarch,  Ariosto,  Tasso,  and  lastlv 
and  whom  do  they  esteem  one  of  the  hig 
these,  and  some  of  them  the  rery  highei 
trarch,  the  tonnetteer:  it  is  true  tfcat  aom( 
Canzoni  axe  not  less  esteemed,  bat  not  mot 
ever  dreams  of  his  Latin  Africa  ? 
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imitation  of  Milton't  style,  as  burlesque  as  the 
•*  Splendid  Shilling."  These  two  writers  (for  Cow- 
per  is  no  poet)  come  into  comparison  in  one  creat 
work — the  translation  of  Homer.  Now,  with  all  the 
great,  and  manifest,  and  manifold,  and  reproved,  and 
acknowledged,  and  uncontro verted  faults  of  Pope's 
translation,  and  all  the  scholarship,  and  pains,  and 
time,  and  trouble,  and  blank  verse  of  the  other, 
who  can  ever  read  Cowper  ?  and  who  will  ever  lay 
down  Pope,  unless  for  the  original  ?  Pope's  was 
"  not  Homer,  it  was  Spondanus  ;  "  but  Cowper's  is 
not  Homer,  either,  it  is  not  even  Cowper.  As  a 
child  I  first  road  Pope's  Homer  with  a  rapture 
which  no  subsequent  work  could  ever  ofTord ;  and 
children  arc  not  the  worst  judges  of  their  language. 
As  a  boy  I  read  Homer  in  the  original,  as  wc  have 
all  done,  some  of  us  by  force,  and  a  few  by  favor ; 
under  which  description  I  come  is  nothing  to  the 
purpose,  it  is  enough  that  I  read  him.  As  a  man  I 
have  tried  to  read  Cowper's  version,  and  I  found  it 
impossible.  Has  any  human  readet  ever  succeeded  ? 
And  now  that  we  have  heard  the  Catholic  re- 
proached with  envT,  duplicity,  licentiousness, 
avarice— what  was  the  Calvinist  ?  He  attempted 
the  most  atrocious  of  crimes  in  the  Christian  code, 
viz.,  suicide— and  why  ?  Because  he  was  to  be 
examined  whether  he  was  fit  for  an  oflice  which  he 
gecins  to  wish  to  have  made  a  sinecure.  His  con- 
nexion with  Mrs.  Unwin  was  pure  enough,  for  the 
old  I.idy  was  devout,  and  he  was  deranged;  but 
why  then  is  the  infirm  and  then  elderly  Pope  to  be 
reproved  for  his  connexion  with  Martha  Blount  ? 
Cowper  was  the  almoner  of  Mrs.  Throgmorton  ;  but 
1  one's  charities  were  his  own,  and  they  were  noble 
and  extensive,  far  beyond  his  fortune's  warrant. 
I  ope  A-as  the  tolerant  yet  steady  adherent  of  the 
most  bigoted  of  sects ;  and  Cowper  the  most  bigoted 
and  despondent  sectary  that  ever  anticipated  dam- 
nation to  himself  or  others.  Is  this  harsh  ?  I 
know  it  is,  and  I  do  not  assert  it  as  my  opinion  of 
CoxvpcT  jtersotuil/y,  but  to  show  what  might  be  said, 
with  just  as  great  an  appearance  of  truth  and 
candor,  as  all  the  odium  which  has  been  accumu- 
lated upon  Pope  in  similar  speculations.  Cowper 
was  a  good  man,  and  lived  at  a  fortunate  time  for 
his  works. 

Mr.  Bowles,  apparently  not  relying  entirely  upon 
his  own  arguments,  has,  in  person  or  by  proxy, 
brought  forward  the  names  of  Southev  and  Moore. 
Mr.  Southey  "agrees  entirelv  with  Mr.  Bowles  in 
his  invariable  principles  of  poetry."  The  least  that 
Mr.  Bowles  can  do  in  return  is  to  approve  the 
••invariable  principles  of  Mr.  Southev."  I  should 
have  thought  that  the  word  ••  invariable "  might 
have  stuck  in  Southey's  throat,  like  Macbeth's 
*•  Amen  !  "  I  am  sure  it  did  in  mine,  and  I  am  not 
the  least  consistent  of  the  two,  at  least  as  a  voter. 
Moore  (et  tu  Brute  !)  also  approves,  and  a  Mr.  J 
Scott.  There  is  a  letter  also  of  two  lines  from  a 
gentleman  in  asterisks,  who,  it  seems,  is  a  poet  of 
*'the  highest  rank  "—who  can  this  be?  not  my 
friend.  Sir  Walter,  surely.  Campbell  it  can't  be  • 
Rogers  it  won't  be. 


"  Yo,.  taw  Ai<  «*#  nrt  fa  the  head,  ami  ••••  [Pop.,  1  pmumt]  «•  (he 
■»•  J  •>«'•"  i  r«sMm,  jrouw,  KfiiecuuiiAtely, 

(Fayu  Amtitk%.) 

And  in  asterisks  let  him  remain.    Whoever  this 


«Br  lUng  in  marbia  lik«  (hla  marUe,  esceptinf  (he  Veniia  f  Cn  lhei«  be 
■lore  pottry  (fAibered  into  exiktence  (han  in  that  wooderfd  cnaUon  of  perfect 
kMugr  /  Bui  th*  poetry  of  Uiii  bust  u  in  do  tnprCL  derired  from  nature,  nor 
frwn  any  aMociatioii  of  moraj  exalladncai ;  for  wliat  ia  there  in  common  with 
inormj  nature  and  the  maie  minion  of  Adrian  /  The  Tery  execution  ia  not 
vAturai,  but  «u|>frn4iunil,  or  rather  auptr-<M-ificnL,  for  oatun  haa  nerer 
doo!  to  much. 

Aw.iy,  Uieo,  with  tkia  cant  about  nature  and  ••  invariaUa  priiiciplflB  of  po- 
etoy  I  "  A  great  oniat  vill  malce  a  block  of  itone  aa  aublime  aa  a  inoiinlain, 
Mid  a  good  poet  can  imbue  a  pock  of  cardi  wi(h  more  poetry  (han  inbAUu 
the  loreau  of  America.  It  b  the  buaine«  and  the  proof  of  a  poet  to  fire  (ha 
ie  to  the  prorerb,  aod  aoinetimea  to  •'  mak«  a  tilken  jmtm  ottt  of  a  aow'a 
••r ;  "  ai.d  to  cofwaidc  with  aooihw  homely  proretb,  ••  a  good  workman 
viU  »8(  tai  Lml*  with  hia  umU,"  I 


nerson  may  be,  be  deserves  for  such  a  ju^ 
Midas,  that  *♦  the  nail"  which  Mr.  Bowie 
in  the  head  should  be  driven  through  his  c 
I  am  sure  that  they  are  long  enough. 

The  attention  of  the  poetical  populace  of 
ent  day  to  obtain  an  ostracism  again&t  P 
easily  accounted  for  as  the  Athenian's  she 
Aristides ;  they  are  tired  of  hearing  hit 
called  ♦*  the  Just."  They  are  also  fightinj 
for  if  he  maintains  his  station,  they  will  n 
own  falling.  They  have  raised  a  mosqu 
side  of  a  Grecian  temple  of  the  purest  arch 
and,  more  barbarous  than  the  barbarians  fn 
practice  I  have  borrowed  the  figure,  the; 
contented  with  their  own  grotesque  edific 
they  destroy  the  prior  and  purely  beautii 
which  preceded,  and  which  snames  them  a 
for  ever  and  ever.  I  shall  be  told  that 
those  I  have  been  (or  it  may  be  still  am  J  < 
oua — true,  and  I  am  ashamed  of  it.  I  h 
among  the  builders  of  this  Babel,  attended 
fusion  of  tongues,  but  never  among  the 
destroyers  of  the  classic  temple  of  our  pre 
I  have  loved  and  honored  the  fame  and  nam 
illustrious  and  unrivalled  man,  far  more 
own  paltry  renown,  and  the  trashy  gingl 
crowd  of  *«  schools  "  and  upstarts,  who  p] 
rival,  or  even  surpass  him.  Sooner  than 
leaf  should  be  torn  from  his  laurel,  it  wcj 
that  all  which  these  men,  and  I,  as  one  of  i 
have  ever  written,  should 

•«  Line  trunka,  ckxhe  apwe,  or,  llutterinc  in  a  warn, 
Beiringe  the  raila  of  Bedlam  or  Soho  1 " 

There  are  those  who  will  believe  this,  ai 
who  will  not.  Yon,  sir,  know  how  far  I 
cere,  and  whether  my  opinion,  not  only  in  1 
work  intended  for  publication,  and  in  privat 
which  can  never  be  publisheti,  has  or  has 
the  same.  I  look  upon  this  as  the  declinin 
English  poetry;  no  regard  for  others,  m 
feeling  can  prevent  me  from  seeing  this, 
pressing  the  truth.  There  can  be  no  worse 
the  taste  of  the  times  than  the  depreciation 
It  would  be  better  to  receive  for  proof  Mr.  ( 
rough  but  strong  attack  upon  Shakspeare  i 
ton,  than  to  allow  this  smooth  and  "  cand 
dermining  of  the  reputation  of  the  most  /> 
our  poets  and  the  purest  of  our  moralists, 
power  in  the  passions^  in  description,  in  tin 
heroic,  I  leave  others  to  descant.  I  take 
his  strong  grotmd,  as  an  ethicai  poet :  in  th 
none  excel,  in  the  mock-heroic  and  the  ethi 
equal  him  ;  and,  in  my  mind,  the  latter  is  t 
est  of  all  poetry,  because  it  does  that  ii 
which  the  greatest  of  men  have  wished  to 
plish  in  prose.  If  the  essence  of  poetry  mi 
/t(9,  throw  it  to  the  dogs,  or  banish  it  from  ] 
public,  as  Plato  would  have  done.  He  v 
reconcile  poetry  with  truth  and  wisdom,  is  t 
true  ''poet  "  in  its  real  sense ;  "  the  maJ^cr, 
creator " — why  must  this  mean  the  "  lia 
"feigner,"  "the  tale-teller?"  A  man  ma 
and  create  better  things  than  these. 

.  I  shall  not  presume  to  say  that  Pope  is  as 
noet  as  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  though  his 
Wartou,  places  him  immediately  under  tl 
would  no  more  say  this  than  I  would  assen 
mosque,  (once  St.  Sophia's,)  that  Socrates 
greater  man  than  Mahomet.  But  if  I  say 
is  veiT  near  them,  it  is  no  mor^  than  has  b 
sertea  of  Bums,  who  is  supposed 

"  To  liTftl  ail  bii(  Shakapeare'i  nams  bsknr." 

I  say  nothing  against  this  opinion.  Bnt  < 
"ordevj"  according  to  the  poetical  aristocn 
Burns's  poems?  These  are  his  opiu  m 
Tam  O'Shanter,"  a  ^a/€ ;  the  "Cotter's  S; 
Night,"  a  descriptive  sketch ;  some  others 
same  st)le  ;  the  rest  are  songs.  So  much 
rank  of  his  productions  ;  the  rank  of  Burru 
very  first  of  his  art.     Of  Pope  I  haTC  exprei 
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NOTES, 


1. 


TTie  Italians,  with  the  moat  poetical  lawruagey  and 
the  most  fastidious  taste  in  Europe,  possess  now  Jive 
freat  poets,  they  say,  Dante,  Petrarch,  Ariosto, 
Tasso,  and  lastly  Aljieri.  Page  1042. 

Of  these  there  is  one  ranked  with  the  others  for 
his  S0NNKT8,  and  two  for  compositious  which  be- 
long to  no  class  at  all  1  Where  is  Dante  ?  His 
poem  is  not  an  epic ;  then  what  is  it  ?  lie  himself 
calls  it  a  '*  divine  comcxly  ;  "  and  why  ?  This  is 
more  than  all  his  thousand  commentators  have  been 
able  to  explain.  Ariosto's  is  not  an  epic  poem  ;  and 
if  poets  are  to  be  classed  according  to  the  gejius  of 
their  poetry,  where  is  he  to  be  placed  ?  Of  these 
five,  lasso  and  Alneri  only  come  within  Aristotle's 
arrangement,  and  Mr.  Bowles's  class-book.  But 
the  whole  position  is  false.  Poets  are  classed  by 
the  power  of  their  performance,  and  not  according; 
to  its  rank  in  a  gradua.  In  the  contrary  case,  the 
forgotten  epic  poots  of  all  countries  would  rank 
above  Petrarch,  Dante,  Ariosto,  Burns,  Gray,  Dry- 
den,  and  the  highest  names  of  various  countries. 
Mr.  Bowles's  title  of  "  invariable  principles  of  po- 
etry," is,  perhaps,  the  most  arrogant  ever  pr^ifixed 
to  a  volume.  So  far  are  the  principles  of  i»oetry 
from  being  •*  invariable,*'  that  they  never  were  nor 
never  will  be  settled.  These  **  principles  "  mean 
Bothing  more  than  the  predilections  of  a  particular 
age  ;  and  every  ace  has  its  own,  and  a  different  from 
its  predecessor.    It  is  now  Homer  and  now  Virgil ; 


once  Drydeu,  and  since  "Walter  Scott; 
neille,  and  now  Racine ;  now  Crebillon, 
tairc.  The  Ilomcrists  and  Yirgilians  in  '. 
puted  for  half  a  century.  Not  fifty  yea 
Italians  neglected  Dante — ^BettineUi  repr 
for  reading  *'  that  barbarian ;  "  at  pn 
adore  him.  Shakspeare  and  Milton  hav 
rise,  and  they  will  have  their  decline.  A 
have  more  than  once  fluctuated,  as  xn 
ctise  with  all  the  dramatists  and  poeta 
language.  This  does  not  depend  upon  tl 
but  upon  the  ordinary  vicissitudes  of  hi 
ions.  Schlegel  and  Madame  de  Sta4?l 
deavorcd  also  to  reduce  poetry  to  ttm  sys 
sical  and  romantic.     The  effect  is  only  be 

2. 

7  shall  not  presume  to  say  that  Pope  % 
poet  as  Shaksjjeare  and  Milton,  thowjh  , 
Warton,  places  him  immediately  under  tl 

Pj 

If  the  opinions  cited  by  Mr.  Bowles,  of 
son  a<jainst  Pope,  are  to'  be  taken  as  d 
[  thoritv,  they  will  also  hold  good  against  ' 
ton.  Swift,  Thomson,  and  Drvden  :  in 
what  becomes  of  Gray's  poetical  and  Mil' 
character  ?  even  of  Milton's  poetical  chz 
indeed,  of  Emjlish  poetry'  in  general  ?  f< 
strips  many  a  leaf  from  every  laurel.  » 
son's  is  the  finest  critical  work  extan' 
never  be  read  without  instruction  and  de: 


OBSERYATIONS   UPON   "OBSERYATIC 

A  SECOND  LETTER  TO  JOHN  MURRAY,  ESQ. 

ON    THE    REV.   W.   L.    BOWLES'S    STRICTURES   ON  THE  LIF 

WRITINGS   OF  POPE. 


RaTooiia,  Much  SS,  1881. 

Deab  Sib, 

In  the  further  **  Observations  "  of  Mr.  Bowles,  in 
rejoinder  to  the  charges  brought  against  his  edition 
of  Pope,  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  has  lost  his 
temper.  Whatever  the  language  of  his  antagonists 
may  have  been,  I  fear  that  his  replies  have  afforded 
more  pleasure  to  them  than  to  the  public.  That  Mr. 
Bowles  should  not  be  pleased  is  natural,  whether 
right  or  wrong ;  but  a  temperate  defence  would 
have  answered  his  purpose  in  the  former  case — and, 
in  the  latter,  no  defence,  however  violent,  can  tend 
to  any  thing  but  his  discomfiture.  I  have  read  over 
this  third  pamphlet,  which  you  have  been  so  oblig- 
ing as  to  send  me,  and  shall  venture  a  few  observa- 
tions, in  addition  to  those  upon  the  previous 
controversy. 

Mr.  Bow'lcs  sets  out  with  repeating  his  **  confirmed 
xnviction,"  that  "  what  he  said  of  the  moral  part 
of  Pope's  character,  was,  generally  speaking,  true  ; 
and  that  the  principles  of  poetical  criticism  which 
be  haa  laid  down  are  itivartabie  and  invulnerable,  * 


&c. ;  and  that  he  is  the  more  persuaded 
the  '*  exag(ferations  of  his  opponents." 
very  well,  and  highly  natural  and  sincen 
ever  expected  that  either  Mr.  Bowles  o 
author,  would  be  convinced  of  human  I 
their  own  persons.  But  it  is  nothing  to  t 
— for  it  is  not  what  Mr.  Bowles  thinks, 
to  be  thought  of  Pope— that  is  the  ques 
what  he  has  asserted  or  insinuated  agai 
which  is  the  patrimony  of  posterity,  th 
tried  ;  and  Mr.  Bowles,  as  a  party,  can  b 
The  more  he  is  persuaded,  the  better  for 
it  give  him  any  pleasure  ;  but  he  can  on^ 
others  by  the  proofs  brought  out  in  his  d 
After  these  prefatory  remarks  of  "  e 
&c.,  Mr.  Bowles  proceeds  to  Mr.  Gilchj 
he  charges  with  ♦•  slang  "  and  "  slander, 
small  subsidiary  indictment  of  **  abuse, 
malice,"  and  so  forth.  Mr.  Gilchrist  h 
shown  some  anger  ;  but  it  is  an  honeat  ii 
which  rises  up  in  defence  of  the  iUustnoi 
is  a  generous  rage  which  interposes  b( 
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tnd  ArisUrcbus  survive,  and  the  works  of  Aristotle, 
ironginus,  and  Quintilian  :  but  of  "  Christian  criti- 
cism "  we  have  already  had  some  spcciineus  in  the 
works  of  riiilelphug,  Poggius,  Sculigcr,  Milton, 
Bahnasius,  the  Cruscanti  {ver.sus  Tasso),  the  French 
Academy  (against  the  Cid),  and  the  antagonists  of 
Voltaire  and  of  Pope — to  say  nothing  of  some  arti 
cles  in  most  of  the  reviews,  since  their  earliest 
institution  in  the  person  of  their  respectable  and 
•till  prolific  parent,  "  The  Monthly."  Why,  then, 
18  Mr.  Gilchrist  to  be  singled  out  "as  having  set 
the  first  example  ? "  A  bolo  page  of  Millon  or 
Salmasius  contains  more  abuse — rank,  rancorous, 
Mulcaviiu'd  abuse — than  all  that  can  be  raked  forth 
from  the  whole  works  of  many  recent  critics.  There 
are  some,  indeed,  who  still  keep  up  the  good  old 
custom;  but  fewer  English  than  foreign.     It  is  a 

fitv  that  Mr.  Bowles  cannot  witness  some  of  the 
talian  controversies,  or  become  the  subject  of  one. 
He  would  then  look  upon  Mr.  Gilchrist  as  a  pane- 
gyri^jt.  ♦  ♦  •  ♦  •  •  ♦  < 
To  me  it  appears  of  no  very  great  consequence 
whether  Martha  Blount  was  or  was  not  Pope's  mis- 
tress, though  I  could  have  wi^hcd  him  a  better. 
She  appears  to  have  been  a  cold-hearted,  interested. 
Ignorant,  disagreeable  woman,  upon  whom  the  ten 
(Terncss  of  Pope's  heart  in  the  desolation  of  his 
latter  days  was  cast  away,  not  knowing  whither  to 
turn,  AS  he  drew  towaras  his  premature  old  age, 
childless  and  lonely, — like  the  needle  which,  ap- 
proaching within  a  certain  distance  of  the  pole, 
becomes  helpless  and  useless,  and,  ceasing  to  trem- 
ble, rusts.  She  seeiiw  to  have  been  go  totally  un- 
worthy of  tenderness,  that  it  is  an  additional  proof 
of  the  kindness  of  Pope's  heart  to  have  been  able 
to  love  such  a  being.  But  we  nmst  love  something. 
I  agree  with  Mr.  B.  that  she  "could  at  no  time 
have  regarded  Pope  persnnaUy  witli  attachment^ 
because  she  was  incapable  of  attachment ;  but  I 
deny  that  Pope  could  not  be  re^jjarded  with  personal 
attachment  by  a  worthier  woman.  It  is  not  proba- 
ble, indeed,  that  a  woman  would  have  fallen  in  love 
with  him  as  he  walked  along  the  Mall,  or  in  a  box 
at  the  opera,  nor  from  a  balcony,  nor  in  a  ball-room  ; 
but  in  society  he  seems  to  have  been  as  amiable  as 
unassuming,  and,  with  the  greatest  disadvantages 
of  figure,  his  head  and  face  were  remarkably  hand- 
some, especially  his  eyes.  lie  was  adored  by  his 
friends— friends  of  the  most  opposite  di^posilions, 
ages,  and  talents — by  the  old  and  waywiird  Wycher- 
ley,  l»y  the  cynical  Swift,  the  roiu;h  Atterbury,  the 

?:entle  Spence,  the  stern  attori#> -bishop  Warbur- 
on,  the  virtuous  Berkeley,  and'  the  "cankered 
B(»lingbroke."  Bolingbroke  wept  over  him  like  a 
child  ;  and  Spence's  description  of  his  last  moments 
is  at  least  as  edifying  as  the  more  ostentatious 
account  of  the  death-b«d  of  Addison.  The  soldier 
Peterborough  and  the  poet  Gay,  the  witty  Congreve 
and  the  laughing  Rowe,  the  eccentric  Cromwell  and 
the  Steady  Bathurst,  were  all  his  intimates.  The 
man  who  could  conciliate  so  many  men  of  the  most 
opposite  description,  not  one  of  whom  but  was  a 
remarkable  or  a  celebrated  character,  might  well 
have  pretended  to  all  the  attachment  which  a  rea- 
sonable man  would  desire  of  an  amiable  woman. 

Pope,  in  fact,  wherever  he  got  it,  appears  to  have 
understood  the  sex  well.  Bolingbroke,  •'  a  judge 
of  the  subject,"  says  Warton,  thought  his  "  Epistle 
on  the  Characters  of  Women**  his  "master-piece." 
And  even  with  respect  to  the  grosser  passion,  which 
tikes  occasionally  the  name  of  *^  romantic,*'  ac- 
cordingly as  the  degree  of  sentiment  elcvntes  it 
above  the  definition  of  love  by  Buffon,  it  may  be 
remarked,  that  it  does  not  always  depend  upon 
personal  appearance,  even  in  a  woman.  Madame 
Cottin  was  a  plain  woman,  and  might  have  been 
Tirtuous,  it  may  be  presumed,  without  much  inter- 
ruption. Virtuous  she  was,  and  the  codscqucnces 
of  this  inveterate  virtue  were  that  two  different 
admirers  (one  an  elderly  gentleman)  killed  them- 
selvei  in  despair  (see  Lady  Morgan's  "France.") 


I  would  not,  however,  recommend  this  ri 
women  in  general,  in  the  hope  of  securii 
of  two  suicides  a-piece.  I  believe  tha 
few  men  who,  in  Uie  course  of  their  < 
on  life,  may  not  have  perceived  that  it 
greatest  female  beauty  who  forms  the  ] 
the  strongest  passions. 

But,  apropos  of  Pope. — Voltaire  tells 
Marechal  Luxembourg  (who  had  preci 
figure)  was  not  only  somewhat  too  ar 
sreat  man,  but  fortunate  in  his  attach 
Valiere,  the  passion  of  Louis  XIV., 
sightly  defect.  The  Princess  of  EboH,  1 
of  Philip  II.  of  Spain,  and  Maugiron,  tl 
Henry  III.  of  France,  had  eac-h  of  th 
eye ;  and  the  famous  Latin  epigram  i 
upon  them,  which  has,  I  believe,  been  e 
latcd  or  imitated  by  Goldsmith : — 

**  LomliM  Aeon  dntro,  otfiU  e«  L^mifOa  liaii 

Et  pcKu  eM  ionna  Tinon*  uterque  Oeoi ; 

BUihJu  purr,  iuineo  quod  habe  concede  Mm 

Sic  lu  ascxm  Amor,  lic  eht  ilia  Veooa." 

Wilkes,  with  his  ugliness,  used  to  ss 
was  but  a  quarter  of  an  honr  behind  the  : 
man  in  England ;  "  and  this  vaunt  of  hi 
to  have  been  disprov^ed  by  circumsta.nc 
when  neither  young,  nor  handsome,  m 
even  amiable,  inspired  the  two  most  ex 
passions  upon  record — Vanessa's  and  3t4 

*'  Vtneaea,  af«d  Karee  a  Kore, 
Sigh*  for  a  fown  of /or^/war." 

He  requited  them  bitterly ;  for  he  8e< 
broken  the  heart  of  the  one,  and  worn 
the  other ;  and  he  had  his  reward,  for  he 
tarv  idiot  in  the  hands  of  servants. 

for  my  own  part,  I  am  of  the  opinio] 
nias,  that  success  in  love  depends  upo 
"  They  particularly  renounce  Celestial  ^ 
whose  temple,  ^c,  d'c,  (S:c,  I  rememl 
have  seen  a  building  in  -^gina  in  whicl 
statue  of  Fortune,  holding  a  horn  of 
and  near  her  there  is  a  winged  Love.  Tl 
of  this  is,  that  the  success  of  men  in 
depends  more  on  the  assistance  of  Fortui 
charms  of  beauty.  I  am  persuaded,  too 
dar  (to  whose  opinion  I  submit  in  other  p 
that  Fortune  is  one  of  the  Fates,  and  td 
tain  respect  she  is  more  powerful  than  h 
— See  Pausanias,  Achaics,  book  vii.,  cha 
256.  _  Taylor's  "  Translation." 

Grimm  has  a  remark  of  the  same  kind 
fcrcnt  destinies  of  the  younger  Crebillon 
seau.  The  former  writes  a  licentious  n« 
young  English  girl  of  some  fortune  am 
Miss  Strafford)  runs  away,  and  crosses 
marry  him  ;  while  Rousseau,  the  most 
passionate  of  lovers,  is  obliged  to  espouse 
bcrmaid.  If  I  recollect  rightly,  this  rem.n 
repeated  in  the  Edinburgh  Review  of  Gi 
respondencc,  seven  or  eight  years  ago. 

In  regard  "to  the  strange  mixture  ol 
and  sometimes  profane  levity,  which  h 
and  language  often  exhibited,"  and  whic 
shocks  Mr.  Bowles,  I  object  to  the  inde 
"  often  ;  "  and  in  extenuation  of  the  occj 
currence  of  such  language  it  is  to  be  r 
that  it  was  less  the  tone  of  Pope^  than  1 
the  time.  With  the  exception  of  the  corrc 
of  Pope  and  his  friends,  not  many  privat 
the  period  have  come  down  to  us ;  but  t 
as  thev  are — a  few  scattered  scraps  from 
and  others — are  more  indecent  and  coarsi 
thing  in  Pope's  letters.  The  comedies  of 
Vanbrugh,  Farquhar,  Gibber,  &c.,  which 
attempted  to  represent  the  manners  and 
tion  of  private  life,  are  decisive  upon  this 
are  also  some  of  Steele's  papers,  and  e 
son's.  We  all  know  what  the  conversa 
R.  Walpole,  for  seventeen  years  the  prim 
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f  tlw  ocMUklr^,  w%M  at  his  okq  taUe,  and  his  excato 
ir  hU  licentious  language,  yu.,  '*that  «Tory  body 


nderstood  <Aa^,  but  lew  oould  talk  rationally  upon 
tS8  common  topics."  The  refinement  of  latter 
ars, — ^which  is  perhaps  the  consequence  of  Tice, 
liich  wishes  to  mask  and  soften  itself,  as  much  as 
f  virtuous  civilixation» — ^had  not  yet  made  sufficient 
rogresfl.  Bvea  Johnson,  in  his  "London/*  has 
rro  or  three  passages  which  cannot  be  read  aloud, 
nd  Addison^s  "Drummer**  some  indelicate  allu- 
ions. 

To  return  to  Mr.  Bowles.  "  If  what  is  here  ex- 
racted  can  excite  in  the  mind  f  I  will  not  say  of  any 
layman,'  of  any  *  Christian/  out)  of  any  human 
eing"  &o.,  ftc.  Is  not  Mr.  Gilchrist  a  **  human 
«ing  ?  "  Mr.  Bowles  asks  "  whether  in  attributing 
n  article,"  &c.,  &c.,  "to  the  critic,  he  had  any 
eaaon  for  distinguishing  him  with  that  courtesy, ' 
^c,  &c.  But  Mr.  Bowles  was  wrong  in  "attribut- 
ng  the  article"  to  Mr.  Oilchrist  at  all;  and  would 
LOt  hare  been  right  in  calling  him  a  dunce  and  a 
;rocer,  if  he  had  written  it. 

Mr.  Bowles  is  here  "  peremptorily  called  upon  to 
peak  of  a  circumstance  which  gives  him  the  great« 
!St  pain, — the  mention  of  a  letter  he  received  from 
he  editor  of  <  The  London  Magazine.'  "  Mr.  Bowles 
eems  to  have  embroiled  himself  on  all  sides ;— 
vhether  b^  editing,  or  roplving,  or  attributing,  or 
quoting,— it  has  been  an  awkward  affair  for  him. 

Poor  Scott  is  now  no  more.  In  the  exercise  of 
lis  vocation,  he  contrived  at  last  to  make  himself 
;he  subject  of  a  coroner's  inquest.  But  he  died 
ike  a  brave  man,  and  he  lived  an  able  one.  I  knew 
lim  personally,  though  slightly.  Although  several 
rears  my  senior,  we  had  been  schoolfellows  together 
It  the  "  grammar-schule  "  (or.  as  the  Aberdonians 
ironounce  it,  **9qwul")  of  New  Aberdeen.  He 
lid  not  behave  to  me  qtute  handsomely  in  his  capa- 
:;ity  of  editor  a  few  years  ago,  but  he  was  under  no 
:»bfigation  to  behave  otherwise.  The  moment  was 
too  tempting  for  many  friends  and  for  all  enemies. 
&.t  a  time  when  all  my  relations  (save  one)  fell  from 
3ie  like  leaves  from  the  tree  in  autumn  winds,  and 
my  few  friends  became  still  fewer.— wh^m  the  whole 
periodical  press  (I  mean  the  daily  and  weekly,  not 
the  literary  press;  was  let  loose  against  me  in  every 
shape  of  reproach,  with  the  two  strange  exceptions 
[from  their  usual  opposition)  of  *'  The  Courier  "  and 
"  The  Examiner,"— the  paper  of  which  Scott  had 
the  direction  was  neither  the  last  nor  the  least  vitu- 
perative. Two  years  ago  I  met  him  at  Venice,  when 
lie  was  bowed  in  griefs,  by  the  loss  of  Ms  son,  and 
had  known,  by  experience,  the  bitterness  of  domes- 
tic privation.  He  w^  uen  earnest  with  me  to 
return  to  England ;  and  on  my  telling  him,  with  a 
smile,  that  he  was  once  of  a  different  opinion,  he 
replied  to  me,  **  that  he  and  others  had  been  greaUv 
muled ;  and  that  some  pains,  and  rather  extraordi- 
nary means,  had  been  taken  to  excite  them.**  Scott 
is  no  more,  but  there  are  more  than  one  living,  who 
were  present  at  this  dialogue.  He  was  a  man  of 
very  considerable  talents,  uid  of  great  acquire- 
ments. He  had  made  his  wa^,  as  a  literary  charac- 
ter, with  high  success^  and  in  a  few  years.  Poor 
fellow!  I  recollect  his  joy  at  some  appointment 
which  he  had  obtained,  or  was  to  obtam,  through 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  and  which  prevented  the 
further  extension  (unless  bv  a  rapid  run  to  Rome) 
of  his  travels  in  Italy.  I  kttle  tuought  to  what  it 
would  conduct  him.  Peace  be  with  him !— «nd  may 
all  such  other  faults  as  are  inevitable  to  humanity 
be  as  readily  forgiven  him,  as  the  littie  injury  whicn 
he  had  done  to  one  who  respected  his  talents,  and 
regrets  his  loss. 

I  pass  over  Mr.  Bowles's  page  of  explanation, 
upon  the  correspondence   between  him   and  Mr. 

S .    It  is  of  Cttle  importance  in  regard  to  Pope, 

and  contains  merely  a  recontradiction  of  a  contra- 
diction of  Mr.  Gilchrist's.  We  now  come  to  a  point 
where  |Ir.  Oilchrist  has,  certainly,  rather  exame- 
ratod  matters ;  and,  of  coune,  lu.  Bowles  voomm 
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the  moat  of  it.  Capital  letters,  like  Kean's  name, 
"  large  upon  the  bilu,"  are  made  use  of  dx  or  seven 
times  to  express  his  sense  of  the  outvage.  The 
charge  is,  indeed,  very  boldly  made;  but,  like 
**  Ranold  of  the  Mist's  "  practical  joke  of  putting 
the  bread  and  eheeje  into  a  dead  man's  mouth,  is. 
as  Dugald  Dalgetty  says,  '*  somewhat  too  wfld  ana 
salvage,  besides  wasting  the  good  victuals." 

Mr.  Bowles  appeals  to  the  *< Christian  reader!*' 
upon  this  "  QxlchriHian  criticism."  Is  not  this 
play  upon  such  words  "  a  step  beyond  decorum  "  hi 
a  clergyman  }  But  I  admit  the  temptation  of  a  pun 
to  be  irresistible. 

But  "  a  hastf  pamphlet  was  nublished,  in  which 
some  personahties  reepecting  Mr.  Oilchrist  were 
suffered  to  appear."  If  1^.  Bowles  will  write 
"hasty  pamphlets,"  why  is  he  so  surprised  on  re- 
ceiving short  answers?  The  grand  grievance  to 
which  he  perpetually  retoms  is  a  charge  of  <*  Hy/N>- 
chondriaeum^**  asserted  or  insinuated  in  the  Quar- 
terly. I  cannot  conceive  a  man  in  perfect  health 
being  much  afiected  by  such  a  charge,  because  his 
complexion  and  conduct  must  amply  reftite  it.  But 
were  it  true,  to  what  does  it  amount.?^-<to  an  im- 
peachment of  a  liver  complaint.  **  I  will  tell  it  to 
the  world,"  exclaimed  the  learned  SmelfUngus.-* 
You  had  better,"  said  I,  "  tell  it  to  your  physician." 
There  is  nothing  dishonorable  in  such  a  disorder, 
whioh  is  more  peculiarly  the  malady  of  students.  It 
has  been  the  complaint  of  the  good,  and  the  wise, 
and  the  wittr,  and  even  of  the  gar.  Regnard,  the 
author  of  tne  last  French  comeay  after  MoU^re, 
was  atrabilious;  and  Moli^re  himself,  saturnine. 
Dr.  Johnson,  Gray,  and  Bums,  were  all  more  or  less 
affected  by  it  occasionally.  It  was  the  prelude  to 
the  more  awful  malady  of  Collins,  Cowpor,  Swift* 
and  Smart ;  but  it  by  no  means  follows  that  a  pw- 
tial  affliction  of  this  disorder  is  to  terminate  life 
theirs.    But  even  were  it  so,<— 

*•  Nor  bnt,  iwr  wbe«,  art  eatrnpc  ttwa  thee : 
iyHf^dif't  ooij  ftee."  Ptnr^m 

If  this  be  the  criterion  of  exemption,  Mr.  Bowles's 
last  two  pamphlets  form  a  better  certificate  of  sanity 
than  a  physician's.  Mendehlson  and  Bayle  were  at 
times  so  overcome  with  this  depression,  as  to  b« 
obliged  to  recur  to  seeing  "puppet-shows,  and 
counting  'tiles  upon  the  opposite  houses,*'  to  divert 
themselves.  Dr.  Johnson  at  times  "would  have 
given  a  limb  to  recover  his  spirits."  Mr.  Bowles, 
who  is  fstrange  to  say)  fond  of  quoting  Pope,  may 
perhaps  answer,— 

**  Oe  on,  ofaOflnf  eiwtitn*,  IM  dm  aw 
All  vhkh  dlifne'd  m/  bccten  mat  in  ma." 

But  the  charge,  such  as  it  is,  neither  disgraces  them 
nor  him.  It  is  easily  disproved  if  false ;  and  even 
if  proved  true,  has  nothing  in  it  to  make  a  man  so 
very  indignant.  Mr.  Bowles  himself  appears  to  be 
a  little  ashamed  of  his  "  hasty  pamphlet ;  "  for  he 
attempts  to  excuse  it  by  the  "great  provocation;  " 
that  is  to  say,  by  Mr.  Bowles's  supposing  that  Mfw 
Oilchrist  was  the  writer  of  the  article  in  the  Quar* 
terly,  which  he  was  n&t. 

"  But,  in  extenuation,  not  only  the  grmtt  proToea- 
tion  should  be  remembered,  but  it  ought  to  be  said, 
that  orders  were  sent  to  the  London  booksellers, 
that  the  most  direct  personal  passages  should  be 
omiUed  entirely,"  &c  This  is  what  the  proverb 
calls  "breaking  a  head  and  giving  a  plaster; "  but, 
in  this  instance,  the  plaster  was  not  spread  in  time, 
and  Mr.  Gilchrist  does  not  seem  at  present  disposed 
to  regard  Mr.  Bowles's  courtesies  like  the  mst  of 
the  spear  of  Achilles,  which  had  such  "skill  in 
surgery." 

3ut  "  Mr.  (Hlchrist  has  no  right  to  oMeet,  as  tiM 
iviider  will  %Be."  I  am  a  reader,  a  "  gentle  read^,** 
and  I  see  nothing  bf  the  kind.  Were  I  in  Mr.  Ou- 
Christ's  place,  I  should  object  exceedinffly  to  being 
abused ;  firstly,  for  what  Tdid  write,  and,  secondly, 
for  what  I  ^  ne^  write;  aefely  beoanse  it  is  Mr. 
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Bowles's  will  and  plcasnre  to  be  as  angry  with  me 
for  having  written  in  the  London  Magazine,  as  for 
not  haying  written  in  the  Quarterly  Review. 

•*Mr.  Gilchrist  has  had  ample  revenge;  for  he 
has,  in  his  answer,  said  so  and  so,"  &c.,  &c.  There 
is  no  great  revenge  in  all  this ;  and  I  presume  that 
nobody  either  seeks  or  wishes  it.  What  revenge  ? 
Mr.  Bowles  calls  names,  and  he  is  answered.  But 
Mr.  Gilchrist  and  the  Quarterly  Review  are  not 
poets,  nor  pretenders  to  poetry ;  therefore  they  can 
nave  no  envy  nor  malice  against  Mr.  Bowles ;  they 
have  no  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Bowles,  and  can 
have  no  personal  pique ;  they  do  not  cross  his  path 
of  life,  nor  he  theirs.  There  is  no  political  feud 
between  them.  What,  then,  can  be  the  motive  of 
their  discussion  of  his  deserts  as  an  editor  ? — vene- 
ration for  the  genius  of  Pope,  love  for  his  memory, 
and  regard  for  the  classic  glory  of  their  country. 
Why  would  Mr.  Bowles  edite  ?  Had  he  limited  his 
honest  endeavors  to  poetry,  very  little  would  have 
been  said  upon  the  subject,  ana  nothing  at  all  by 
his  present  antagonists. 

Mr.  Bowles  calls  the  pamphlet  a  "mud-cart,"  and 
the  writer  a.  •*  scavenger."  Afterwards  he  asks, 
•'Shall  he  fling  dirt  and  receive  rose-ioaterf**  This 
metaphor,  by-the-way,  is  taken  from  Marmontel's 
Memoirs ;  who,  lamenting  to  Chainfort  the  shed- 
ding of  blood  during  the  French  revolution,  was 
answered,  •'  Do  you  think  that  revolutions  are  to  be 
made  with  rose-water t** 

For  my  own  part,  I  presume  that  "rose-water" 
would  be  infinitely  more  graceful  in  the  hands  of 
Mr.  Bowles  than  the  substance  which  he  has  substi- 
tuted for  that  delicate  liquid.  It  would  also  more 
confound  his  adversary,  supposing  him  a  •*  scaven- 
ger." I  remember,  (and  do  you  remember,  reader, 
that  it  was  in  my  earliest  youth,  "Consule  Planco,") 
—on  the  morning  of  the  great  battle,  (the  second) — 
between  GuUcy  and  Grcgson,  —  Cribb,  who  was 
matched  against  Horton  for  the  second  fight,  on 
the  same  memorable  day,  awaking  me  (a  lodger  at 
the  inn  in  the  next  room)  by  a  loud  remonstrance 
to  the  waiter  against  the  abomination  of  his  towels, 
which  had  beert  laid  in  lavender.  Cribb  was  a  coal- 
heaver— and  was  much  more  discomfitted  by  this 
odoriferous  elfeminancy  of  fine  linen,  than  by  his 
adversary  Horton,  whom  he  ♦♦finished  in  style," 
though  with  some  reluctance;  for  I  recollect 'that 
he  said,  *♦  he  disliked  hurting  him,  he  looked  so 
pretty,"  —  Horton  being  a  very  fine  fresh-colored 
young  man. 

To  return  to  "  rose-water  "—-that  is,  to  gentle 
means  of  rebuke.  Does  Mr.  Bowles  know  how  to 
revenge  himself  upon  a  hackney-coachman,  when 
he  has  overcharged  his  fare  ?  In  case  he  should 
not,  I  will  tell  him.  It  is  of  little  use  to  call  him  a 
•♦  rascal,  a  scoundrel,  a  thief,  an  impostor,  a  black- 
guard, a  villain,  a  ragamuffin,  a — what  you  please;" 
all  that  he  is  used  to — it  is  his  mother-tongue,  and 
probably  his  mother's.  But  look  him  steadily  and 
quietly  in  the  face,  and  say — ♦♦  Upon  my  word,  I 
think  you  are  the  wfliest  fellow  I  ever  saw  in  my 
life,"  and  he  will  instantly  roll  forth  the  brazen 
thunders  of  the  charioteer  Salmoneus  as  follows: — 
•♦  lluyly  !  what  the  h — II  are  yout  You  a  f/entleman  f 
Why  — ^ !  "  So  much  easier  it  is  to  provoke — and 
therefore  to  vindicate  —  (for  passion  punishes  him 
who  feeh  it  more  than  those  whom  the  passionate 
would  excruciate) — by  a  few  quiet  words  tne  aggres- 
sor, than  by  retorting  violently.  The  •♦coals  of  fire 
of  the  Scripture  are  henejits ; — but  they  are  not  the 
less  ♦♦coals  o{  Jire." 

I  pass  over  a  page  of  quotation  and  reprobation — 
*'  Sin  up  to  my  song  " — '♦  Oh  let  my  little  bark  " — 
"Arcades  ambo  " — ♦'Writer  in  the  Quarterly  Re- 
.  Yiew  and  himself  "-—"  In-door  avocations,  indeed" 
•— "  Kings  of  Brentford  " — "  One  nosegay  " — Peren- 
nial nosegay  "— "  Oh  Juvenes," — and  the  like. 

Page  12,  produces  "more  reasons,"— (the  task 
ought  not  to  have  been  difficult,  for  as  yet  there 
Were  none) — '*to  show  why  Mr.  Bowles  attributed 


the  critique  in  the  Qaorterlj  to  Octari 
All  these  "  reasons  *'  consist  of  su 
Bowles,  upon  the  presumed  charact 
ponent.  ^  ••  He  did  not  suppose  there 
man  in  the  kingdom  so  impudent,  &i 
Octavius  Gilchrist."—"  He  did  not  th 
a  man  in  the  kingdom  whc  would  prett 
&c.,  &c.,  except  Octavius  Gilchrist. "- 
conceive  that  one  man  in  the  kingdoi 
such  stupid  flippancy,  &c.,  &c.,  ex( 
Gilchrist." — "  He  did  not  think  there 
in  the  kingdom  who,  &c.,  &c.,  cou 
show  his  ignorance,  combined  with  a 
Octavius  Gilchrist." — "  He  did  not 
was  a  man  in  the  kingdom  so  perfect  1 
♦old  lunes,***  &c.,  &c.— He  did  not  tl 
mind  of  any  one  in  the  kingdom,"  &c 
always  beginning  with  *'  any  one  in  tl 
and  ending  with  "  Octavius  Gilchris 
word  in  a  catch.  I  am  not  "  in  the  k; 
have  not  been  much  in  the  kingdoi 
one-and-twenty,  (about  five  years  in  th 
I  was  of  age,)  and  have  no  desire  to  b( 
dom  again,  whilst  I  breathe,  nor  tc 
afterwards  ;  and  I  regret  nothing  mon 
ever  been  "in  the  kingdom"  at  alL 
no  longer  a  man  "in  the  kingdom," 
that  when  I  have  ceased  to  exist,  it  mi 
was  answered  by  the  master  of  C^lanro 
man,  his  day  after  the  battle  of  Sheri 
he  was  found  watching  his  chiefs  b 
asked,  "who  that  was  ?  **  he  replies 
man  yesterday."  And  in  this  capacit 
of  the  kingdom,"  I  must  own  that  I 
many  of  the  obicctions  urged  by  Mr. 
participate  in  his  love  of  Pope,  an 
understanding,  and  occasionally  findii 
the  last  editor  of  our  last  truly  great  [ 

One  of  the  reproaches  against  Mr 
that  he  is  (it  is  sneeringly  said)  an  J 
will  give  Mr.  Bowles  any  pleasure,  I  j 
S.  A.,  but  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  S 
service,  in  case  there  should  be  any 
association  also  which  may  point  a  pai 

"  There  are  some  otjier  reasons,"  bu 
is  now  tiot  unknown."  Mr.  Bowles  1 
exhausted  himself  upon  Octavus  Gilc 
has  not  a  word  left  for  the  real  qui 
edition,  although  now  "  deterre." 

The  folhnring  page  refers  to  a  mys^ 
of  "  duplicity,  in  regard  to  the  publica 
letters."  Tfll  this  charge  is  made  in 
we  have  nothing  to  do  with  it:  Mr.  ( 
it — Mr.  Bowles  denies  it;  there  it 
present.  Mr.  Bowles  professes  his  dis 
duplicity,  not  to  Pope — a  distinctit 
without  a  difference.  However,  I  b 
understand  him.  We  have  a  great  < 
Bowles's  edition  of  Pope,  but  not  to 
nevertheless,  ho  takes  up  the  subject 
if  it  was  personal.  llVith  regara  t< 
"  Pope's  duplicity,"  it  remains  to  be 
Mr.  Bowles's  benevolence  towards  his 

In  page  14,  we  have  a  large  asserti( 
'  Eloisa '  alone  is  sufficient  to  convict 
liventiotustuiSM.**  Thus,  out  it  comes 
Bowles  does  accuse  Pope  of  *^ffro88  lie 
and  grounds  the  charge  upon  a  poem 
tiousness  is  a  "  grand  puet-etre,"  acc( 
turn  of  the  times  bcmg.  The  gross 
On  the  contrarj*,  I  do  believe  that  st 
never  was,  nor  ever  could  be,  treated 
with  so  much  delicacy,  mingled  with 
time,  such  true  and  intense  passion.  I 
of  Catulhis  licentious  f  No,  nor  eve 
yet  Catullus  is.  often  a  coarse  writer. 
18  nearly  the  same,  except  that  Atys  w 
of  his  manhood,  and  Abelard  tlie  victi 

The  "  licentiousness  "  of  the  story  vi 
— ^it  was  a  fact.  All  that  it  had  of  j 
softened; — ^o^  that  it  hod  of  indeli 
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Bowles's  poetry  were  written  long  before  the  pub- 
lication of  his  last  and  beat  poem;  and  that  a 
poet's  last  poem  should  be  his  best,  is  his  highest 
praise.  But,  however,  he  may  duly  and  honorably 
rank  with  his  li>'ing  rivals,  there  Dever  was  so 
complete  a  proof  of  the  superiority  of  Pope,  as  in 
the  lines  with  which  Mr.  Bowles  closes  his  **to  be 
coticluded  in  our  next.** 

Mr.  Bowles  is  avowedly  the  chammon  and  the 
poet  of  nature.  Art  and  the  arts  arc  dragged,  some 
before,  and  others  behind  his  chariot.  Pope,  where 
he  deals  with  passion,  and  with  the  nature  of  the 
naturals  of  the  day,  is  allowed  even  by  themselves 
to  be  sublime ;  but  they  complain  that  too  soon— 

•«  He  ■Uwp'd  lo  trudi  Md  monUnd  lib  ■osf." 

ftxid  there  even  they  allow  him  to  be  unrivalled.  He 
h.is  succeeded,  and  even  surpassed  them,  when  he 
chose,  in  their  own  pretended  province.  Let  us  see 
what  their  CoryphoBUS  effects  in  Pope's.  But  it  is 
too  pitiable,  it  is  too  melancholy  to  see  Mr.  Bowles 
•*  tinning  "  not  *'  ttj? "  but  ••  down  "  as  a  poet  to  his 
lowest  depth  as  an  editor.  By  the  way,  Mr.  Bowles 
is  always  quoting  Pope.  I  grant  that  there  is  no 
poet — not  Shakspeare  himself — who  can  be  so  often 
auotcd,  with  reference  to  life; — but  his  editor  is  so 
like  the  devil  quoting  Scripture,  that  I  could  wish 
Mr.  Bowles  in  his  proper  place,  quoting  in  the 
pulpit. 

And  now  for  his  lines.  But  it  is  painful— painful 
—to  Be«  such  a  suicide,  though  at  the  shrine  of 
pope.    I  can't  copy  them  all  ;^- 

**  Bball  the  mtk,  loathaome  mbcmnt  of  Ui«  afa 
Kc  lite  K  ui^tptnuc  friauiiif  o'er  k  J>"K"«" 

••  WhoM  pfe-boU  ehareeter  ao  vftAj  luk 
Ttw  (WO  exlreniM  of  Buntom  and  oi  Bruta, 
Compuuixl  gnxr«qu«>  of  •uUciinrM  and  •how, 
Ttie  choUeriu^  rnn^pir,  and  (be  croakiiif  crow." 

•*  WhoM  heart  eontendt  wUi  Iky  Baturnbn  head, 
A  root  of  brailuck,  and  a  lump  of  lead. 
Cikhmt  pruGLod,"  Ac,  ftc 

•*  And  that  Kand  forth,  epite  of  tfijr  Tenom'd  foam, 
V«  give  ttee  M» /cr  AiM,  or  Ueh  thee  li 


With  regard  to  the  last  line,  the  only  one  upon 
which  I  shall  venture  for  fear  of  infection,  I  would 
advise  Mr.  Gilchrist  to  keep  out  of  the  way  of  such 
reciprocal  morsure — ^unless  he  has  more  faith  in  the 
•*Ormskirk  medicine"  than  most  people,  or  may 
wish  to  anticipate  the  pension  of  the  recent  German 
professor,  (I  forget  his  name,  but  it  is  advertised 
and  full  of  consonants,)  who  presented  his  memoir 
of  an  infallible  remedy  for  the  hydrophobia  to  the 
German  diet  last  month,  coupled  with  the  philan- 
thropio  condition  of  a  large  annuity,  provided  that 
his  cure  cured.  Let  him  begin  w^ith  the  editor  of 
Pope,  and  double  his  demand. 

Yours  ever, 

Byoon. 
To  John  Murray,  Esq. 

P.  8.  Amongst  the  above-mentioned  lines  there 
oocun  the  following,  applied  to  Pope— 

('  Tbe  SMuria^  raog«aiMe,  aiid  the  oowaid'a  He." 

And  Mr.  Bowles  persists  that  he  Is  ft  well-wisher  of 
Pope  ! ! !  He  has,  then,  edited  an  "assassin"  and 
a  *•  coward  "  wittingly,  as  well  as  lovingly.  In  my 
former  letter  I  have  remarked  upon  the  editor's  for- 
getfulncss  of  Pope's  benevolence.  But  where  he 
mentions  his  faults  it  is  '*  with  sorrow  " — his  tears 
drop,  but  they  do  not  blot  them  out.  The  *•  record- 
ing angel"  aiffers  from  the  recording  clergyman. 
A  fulsome  editor  is  pardonable  though  tiresome, 
like  a  panegyrical  son  whose  pious  sincerity  would 
demi-deify  his  father.  But  a  detracting  editor  is  a 
paricide.  He  sins  against  the  nature  of  his  office, 
and  connection — he  murders  the  life  to  come  of  his 
victim.  If  his  author  is  not  worthy  to  be  men- 
tioned, do  not  edit  at  all:  'f  he  be,  edit  honestly, 


and  even  flatteringly.  The  reader  wfD  ft 
weakness  in  favor  of  mortality,  and  coi 
adulation  with  a  smile.  But  to  sit  down 
in  patriots  cineres/'  as  Mr.  Bowles  has  do 
a  reprobation  so  strong,  that  I  am  as  in< 
expressing  as  of  ceasing  to  feel  it. 

TUBTHEJl  ADDENDA. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark  that,  after  all  t1 
about  ** in-door  nature"  and  "artifici* 
Pope  was  the  principal  inventor  of  that  b< 
English,  Modem  Gardening.  He  divides 
with  Milton.  HearWarton: — "It  hene< 
that  this  encJuiniing  art  of  modem  gar< 
which  this  kingdom  claims  a  preference  < 
nation  in  Europe,  chiefly  owes  its  origx 
improvements  to  two  great  poets,  Milton  a 

Walpole  (no  friena  to  rope)  asserts 
formed  KenVt  taste,  and  that  Kent  was 
to  whom  the  English  are  chiefly  indebted 
ing  •'  a  taste  in  laying  out  grounds."  *] 
of  the  Prince  of  Wales's  garden  was  cc 
Pope's  at  Twickenham.  Warton  appla 
lingular  eflfort  of  art  and  taste,  in  imp 
much  variety  and  scenery  on  a  spot  of  n 
Pope  was  the  ^rst  who  ridiciiled  the 
French,  Dutch,  false  and  unnatural  tas 
dening,"  both  in  prose  and  verse.  (Se 
former,  "The  Guardian.") 

"  Pope  has  given  not  only  some  of  on 
best  rules  and  observations  on  Architecturi 
dening."  (See  Warton's  Essay,  vol.  ii.  p 
&c.} 

Now,  is  it  not  a  shame,  after  this,  tc 
Lakers  in  "Kendal  Green,"  and  onr. 
Cockneys,  crying  out  (the  latter  in  a  wi 
bricks  and  mortar)  about  "Nature,"  a 
"artificial  in-door  habits?"  Pope  had 
nature  that  England  alone  can  supply 
bred  in  Windsor  Forest,  and  amidst  tin 
scenery  of  Eton ;  he  lived  familiarly  and 
at  the  country  seats  of  Bathurst,  C-obl 
lington,  Peterborough,  Digby,  and  Bo 
amongst  whose  seats  was  to  be  nnmbe 
He  made  his  own  little  "five  acres"  s 
princes,  and  to  the  first  of  our  artists  wl 
nature.  Warton  thinks  "  that  the  mosi 
of  Kent's  works  was  also  planned  on  th< 
Pope's, — at  least  in  the  opening  and  retii 
of  V enus's  Vale." 

It  is  true  that  Pope  was  infirm  and  defc 
he  could  walk,  and  he  could  ride,  (he  rode 
from  London  at  a  stretch,)  and  he  was  i 
an  exquisite  eye.  On  a  tree  at  Lord  Bai 
carved,  "  Here  Pope  sang,"— he  compoM 
it.  Bolingbroke,  in  one  of  his  letters, 
them  both  writing  in  the  hay-field.  No 
admired  Nature  more,  or  used  her  better, 
has  done,  as  I  will  undertake  to  prove 
works,  prose  and  verset  if  not  anticipated 
and  agreeable  a  labor.  I  remember  a  ] 
Walpole,  somewhere,  of  a  gentleman  w 
to  give  directions  about  some  willows  to  i 
haa  long  served  Pope  in  his  grounds: 
stand,  sir,"  he  replied:  "you  would  1 
hang  down,  sir,  somewhat  poetical.'*  H 
thing  existed  but  this  little  anecdote,  it 
fice  to  prove  Pope's  taste  for  iVohifw, 
impression  which  he  had  made  on  a 
minded  man.  But  I  have  already  quot4 
and  Walpole  (both  his  enemies)  and,  wei 
sary,  I  could  amply  quote  Pope  himsel 
tributes  to  Nature  as  no  poet  of  the  prrse 
even  approached. 

His  various  exeellence  is  really  wonder 
tecture,  painting,  gardening,  all  are  alike 
his  genius.  Be  it  remembered,  that  £11 
dening  is  the  purposed  perfectioning  c 
Naturet  and  that  without  it  England 
hedge-and-ditch,    double-pott-ntd-nul,  ] 
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nannerB ;  and  of  his  disciples,  therefore,  I  will  not 
judge  of  their  manners  from  their  verses.  Thev 
may  be  honorable  and  gentlemanly  men,  for  what  t 
know ;  but  the  latter  quality  is  studiously  excluded 
from  their  publications.  'They  remind  me  of  Mr. 
8mith  and  the  Miss  Broughtons  at  the  Hampstead 
Assembly,  in  *'  Evelina."  In  these  things  (m  pri- 
vate life,  at  least),  1  pretend  to  some  small  experi- 
f^nco ;  because,  in  the  course  of  my  youth,  I  have 
seen  a  little  of  all  sorts  of  society,  from  the  Christ- 
ian prince  and  the  Mussulman  sultan  and  pacha, 
and  the  higher  ranks  of  their  countries,  down  to 
the  London  boxer,  the  **fla*h  and  the  swell,**  the 
.Spanish  muleteer,  the  wandering  Turkish  dervise, 
the  Scotch  highlander,  and  the  Albanian  robber ; — 
to  say  nothing  of  the  curious  varieties  of  Italian 
•ocial  life.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  presume  that  there 
#»vfr  was,  or  can  be  such  a  thing  as  an  aristocracy 
of  poets ;  but  there  m  a  nobility  of  thought  and  of 
stvle,  open  to  all  stations,  and  derived  partly  from 
talent,  and  partly  from  education, — which  is  to  bo 
found  in  Shakspcare,  and  Pope,  and  Burns,  no  less 
than  in  Dante  and  Alticri,  but  which  is  nowhere  to 
be  perceived  in  the  mock  birds  and  bards  of  Mr, 
Hunt's  little  chorus.  If  I  were  asked  to  define 
what  this  gentlemanliness  is,  I  should  say  that  it  is 
only  to  be  defined  by  examples^^of  those  who  have 
it,  and  those  who  have  it  not.  In  life,  I  should  say 
that  most  military  men  have  it,  and  few  imtal; — 
that  several  men  of  rank  have  it,  and  few  lawyers ; 
--that  it  is  more  frequent  among  authors  than 


divines  (when  they  are  nol 
masters  have  more  of  it  t] 
singers  than  players;  an 
Irishism  to  say  so)  it  is  fa: 
among  women  than  amo 
well  as  writing  in  genera 
tirely  a  poet  or  a  poem ;  b» 
will  ever  be  good  for  any  tl 
salt  of  society,  and  the  8< 
Vulgarity  is  far  worse  tha 
ism;  for  the  latter  compi 
stronjf  sense  at  times;  w 
abortive  attempt  at  all  thinj 
It  does  not  depend  upon 
language,  for  Fielding  rei 
e^T  vulgar  f  No.  Ton  S€ 
the  gentleman,  and  the  s< 
subject,— its  master,  not 
writer  is  always  most  vul| 
ject;  as  the  man  who  sh 
Pidcock's  was  wont  to  sa^ 
the  eagl-B  of  the  sun,  from 
the  otterer  it  is,  the  igherm 

E roofs.  It  is  a  thing  to  be  i 
let  any  man  take  up  a  vo 
ordinate  writers,  read  (if  po 
and  pronounce  for  himself, 
kind  of  writing  which  ma\ 
genteel "  in  actual  life.  \ 
let  him  take  up  Pope ;— am 
down,  take  up  the  cockney 


NOTE- 


[Note  referring  to  some  remarks  of  Mr.  Bowles, 
9eUitive  to  Pope's  upon  Lady  Mary  W.  Montague.] 
I  think  that  I  could  show,  if  necessary,  that  Lady 
Mary  W.  Montague  was  also  greatly  to  blame  in 
that  quarrel,  fwt  for  having  rejected,  but  for  having 
encouraged  him:  but  I  would  rather  decline  the 
task — though  she  should  have  remembered  her  own 
line,  *•  He  comes  too  near,  that  comes  to  be  denied," 
I  admire  her  so  much— her  beauty-,  her  talents — that 
I  should  do  this  reluctantly.  I,  besides,  am  so  at- 
tached to  the  very  name  of  Mary,  that,  as  Johnson 
once  said,  **  If  you  called  a  dog  Hervey,  I  should 
love  him ; "  90^  if  you  were  to  call  a  female  of  the 
•ame  species  «*Mary,"  I  should  love  it  better  than 
others  (biped  or  quadruped)  of  the  same  sex  with  a 
dirierent  appellation.  She  was  an  extraordinary 
Woman ;  she  could  translate  Epictettts,  and  yet  write 
eong  worthy  of  Aristippus.    The  lines, 

«•  lad  vbn  the  kmg  houn  of  dw  piibUe  m  ftm, 
Aad  «•  aHil  wkk  dHuniMfM  and  dwkBB,  ■!  Iwl, 


May  every  fond  pleuare  tli 
Be  bankh'd  afar  both  ducre 
Forgvtdnf  or  •ournin;  tiw  1 
He  iraj  eesK  to  be  fonml. 
Till,"  kc,  ac 

There,  Mr.  Bowles !— what 
with  such  a  woman  ?  and  h 
Is  not  her  *'  chamjmgne  ant 
or  two  ?  Is  it  not  poetry  ? 
this  stanza  contains  tlie 
nhilosophy  of  Epicurus :— 1 
losophy  or  his  school,  not  t 
ter ;  for  I  have  been  too  lo 
to  know  that  the  philosoph 
rate  man.  But,  after  afi, 
have  been  as  great  fools  as 
wonder  that,  with  his  quicl 
and  his  disappointment,  he 
of  writing  some  lines,  whicl 
false,  antiregretted  it  true. 
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but,  for  the  present,  I  must  return  to  the  article  in 
the  Edinburgh  Magazine. 

In  the  course  of  this  article,  amidst  some  extra- 
ordinary observations,  there  occur  the  following 
vords  ; — "  It  appears,  in  short,  as  if  this  miserable 
man,  having  exhausted  every  aperies  of  pcnsual 
gratification, — having  drained  the  cup  of  s^n  even 
to  its  bitterest  drccjs,  ■were  resolved  to  show  us  that 
he  is  no  longer  a  human  being  even  in  his  frailties, 
— but  a  cold,  unconcerned  fiend,  laughing  with  a 
detestable  glee  over  the  whole  of  the  better  and 
worse  elements  of  which  human  life  is  composed." 
In  another  place  there  apocars,  "  the  lurking-place 
of  his  selfish  and  pollutea  exile." — «*  By  mv  troth, 
these  be  bitter  words !  " — With  regard  to  trie  first 
sentence,  I  shall  content  myself  with  observing, 
that  it  appears  to  have  been  composed  for  Sardana- 

Iialus,  liberius,  the  Regent  Duke  of  Orleans,  or 
jowis  XV. ;  and  that  1  have  copied  it  with  as  much 
inditferencc  as  I  would  a  passage  from  Suetonius,  or 
from  any  of  the  private  memoirs  of  the  regency, 
ctmceiving  it  to  be  amply  refuted  by  the  terms  m 
which  it  is  expressed,  andf  to  be  utterly  inapplicable 
to  any  private  individual.  On  the  words,  •*  lurking- 
place,"  and  "selfish  and  polluted  exile,"  I  have 
something  more  to  say. — liow  far  the  capital  city 
of  a  government,  which  survived  the  vicissitudes  of 
thirteen  hundred  years,  and  might  still  h.ave  existed 
but  for  the  trcacherj'  of  Bonaparte,  and  the  iniquity 
of  his  imitators, — a  city  which  was  the  emporium 
of  Europe,  when  London  and  Edinburgh  were  dens 
of  barbarians, — may  be  termed  a  "  lurking-place," 
I  leave  to  those  who  have  seen  or  heard  of  Venice, 
to  decide.  How  far  my  exile  may  have  been  •'  pol- 
luted," it  is  not  for  me  to  say,  because  the  word  is 
a  wide  one,  and,  with  some  of  its  branches,  may 
chance  to  overshadow  the  actions  of  moHt  men  ; 
but  that  it  has  been  ** selfish"  1  deny.  If,  to  the 
extent  of  my  means  and  my  power,  and  my  infor- 
mation of  their  calamities,  to  have  assistea  many 
miserable  beings,  reduced  by  the  decay  of  the  place 
of  their  birth,  and  their  consequent  loss  of  sub- 
stance—  if  to  have  never  rejected  an  application 
which  appeared  founded  on  truth — if  to  have  ex- 
pended in  this  manner  sums  far  out  of  proportion  to 
my  fortune,  there  and  elsewhere,  be  selfish,  then 
have  I  been  selfish.  To  have  done  such  things  I  do 
not  deem  much :  but  it  is  hard  indeed  to  be  com- 
pelled to  recapitulate  them  in  my  o^vn  defence,  by 
such  accusations  as  that  before  me,  like  a  panel  be- 
fore a  jury  calling  testimonies  to  his  character,  or 
ft  soldier  recording  his  services  to  obtain  his  dis 
charge.  If  the  person  who  has  made  the  charge  of 
•*  selfishness  "  wishes  to  inform  himself  further  on 
the  subject,  he  may  acquire,  not  what  he  would 
wish  to  find,  but  what  will  silence  and  shame  him, 
by  applying  to  the  Consul-General  of  our  nation, 
rebidcnt  in  the  place,  who  will  be  in  the  ease  either 
to  confirm  or  deny  what  I  have  asserted. 

I  neither  make,  nor  have  ever  made,  pretensions 
to  sanctity  of  demeanor,  nor  regularity  of  conduct 
but  my  means  have  been  expended  principally  on 
my  own  gratification,  neither  now  nor  heretofore, 
neither  in  England  nor  out  of  it ;  and  it  wants  but 
B  word  from  me,  if  I  thought  that  word  decent  or 
necessary,  to  call  forth  the  most  willing  witnesseSi 
and  at  once  witnesses  and  proofs,  in  England  itself, 
to  show  that  there  are  those  who  have  derived,  not 
the  luere  temporary  relief  of  a  wretched  boon,  but 
the  means  which  led  them  to  immediate  happiness 
and  ultimate  independence,  by  my  want  of  that 
^VTV  ^*  se/Jinhness,'*  as  grossly  and  falsely  now  im- 
puted to  my  conduct. 

Had  I  been  a  selfish  man — had  I  been  a  grasping 
man — had  I  been,  in  the  worldly  sense  of  the  word, 
even  a. prudent  man, — 1  should  not  be  whore  I  now 
am  ;  I  should  not  have  taken  the  step  which  was 
the  first  that  led  to  the  events  which  have  sunk  and 
Bwoln  a  gulf  between  me  and  mine;  but  in  this  re- 
spect the  truth  will  one  day  be  made  kno%vn  :  in 
the   mean    time,    as    Durandearte    sayB,    in    the 


Cave  of  Montesinoft,  **P 

cards.** 

I  bitterly  feel  the  ostei 
the  first  of  the  kind  I  ha 
degradation  of  being  com] 
also  feel  its  trtdhy  and  I  tn 
bed,  should  it  be  my  lot  to 
sensible  of  the  egotism  of 
have  made  me  thus  egoti 
if  not  they,  who,  by  pervi 
ring  fiction  to  truth,  and  \ 
regarding  characters  of  in 
existence,  have  made  me  ] 
almost  every  poetical  delir 

S articular  bias  of  thought, 
ucc  ? 

The  writer  continues: 
quainted,  ds  tcho  is  not  t  v 
the  private  life  of  Lord  E 
ever  may  be  acquainted 
dents,"  the  writer  of  the  ' 
is  not,  or  he  would  use  a 
That  which  I  believe  he  al 
den0'  happened  to  be  a  i 
the  natural  and  almost  i 
events  and  circumstances 
at  which  it  occurred.  It 
makes  the  cup  run  over,  s 
But,  to  return  to  this  m 
Lord  B.  of  ''an  elaborat< 
and  manners  of  his  vrifc 
Don  Juan  the  writer  has 
best  knows.  As  far  as  ] 
characters  in  that  product 
is  depicted  in  ridiculous  C( 
terpreted  as  a  satire  upon 
pootieai  sins  are  again  vi 
that  the  poem  be  mine, 
misanthrope,  a  libertine, 
an  infidel,  he  is  set  down 
a  poem  by  no  means  ascert; 
there  appears  a  disagreeal 
means  respectable  female 
my  wife.  Is  there  any  re 
it  is  in  those  who  make  it 
writings  I  have  rarely  des< 
a  fictitious  name:  those 
have  had  their  own — in  m 
in  itself  than  any  which 
But  of  leal  circumstance 
plentifully,  both  in  the  se; 
they  are  to  poetry  what  Ip 
ter  ;  but  my  jiqilres  are  n< 
have  happened,  that  I  hn 
that  have  occurred  under 
my  own  family,  as  I  won] 
grounds,  did  it  harmoniz 
never  would  introduce  ti 
members,  unless  their  fea 
vorable  to  themselves  as  t 
above  instance,  would  be  < 
My  learned  brother  prot 
is  in  vain  for  Lord  B.  tt 
justify  his  oivn  behavior 
that  he  has  so  ovmly  an 
quiry  and  rcproacn,  we  do 
why  he  should  not  be  plai 
his  countrymen.  How  fi 
anonymous  poem,  and  the 
inary  character,  which  t 
meant  for  Lady  B.,  may 
formidable  denunciation 
voices,"  1  neither  know  n 
me  that  I  cannot  ''in  ai 
havior  in  that  affair,*'  I  s 
can  *'Jiisiift/*'  himself  ui 
is  accused";  and  I  have  nei 
my  whole  desire  has  eve 
specific  charge,  in  a  tanj 
me  by  the  adversary,  nor  1 
cities  of  public  rumor  and 
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Id  prubabl^  h«fe  been  on* 
rith  the  auiit&Aee  af  other?  i 

Lintj^,  jjereejving  ihnt  1  wta 
ctbLoaiiy ;  X  did  not  indeed 
Lies  liousaeau,  that  all  mmi- 
y  iigjkiiiit  mc,  thoiigb  I  bod 
d  fof  Bucrb  a  abimera  &a  o^cr 
that  I  had  to  a  great  ejctent 
tiiotiA  in  Englandt  mfhapt 
mt  the  fact  was  iucUkputb>^ 
ral  would  hardl}'  have  boem 
t  a  moro  popul&r  character* 
tiiiLtion  or  a  churgfl  of  ioms 
or  Mubstu]  tinted  t  fof  I  can 
lift  common  and  evoj-jr-day 
LOU  betwo«a  mui  and  wim 
ao  p^&t  iL  ferravnt.  I  shdl 
I  <u)mpbijata  of  *'  bvlnjii;  |rr«- 

unhfiiird,'*  '*  tiiirainic»i/^ 
th,  thti  u&uaJ  Dhargpit  ru^g 
,  or  &re  to  hate,  a  trial ;  but 
to  ^tid  myself  caud^miied 
vith  the  hat  of  Accuiiiitideir 
ubbeuio  of  thiH  purtoi|toU4 
over  it  or  they  were  to  be, 
poKHible  erime  was  rumored 
I  takqti  for  KT^tnted.  Thi< 
case  of  b  perttoti  very  much 
io  retnedy,  having  alre»df 
iterer  little  fioweret  I  migbt 
ociety*  1  had  no  party  in 
afterwards  told  that  tiiere 
of  my  formation,  nor  did  I 
CI! — none  in  Liti?rfttarc;  and 
ith  the  whigfl,  with  preciae- 
b  a  whig  Tote  poa^eases  in 
h  soch  personal  acquamt- 
both  hoiisea  an  the  aoeietj 
jofd,  but  'Mr-lthoiit  el  aim  or 
g  like  fricndwhip  from  any 
J  men  of  my  uwn  age  and 
er3  more  advaJiccd  m  life, 
mv  fortune  to  sars^e  iri  cir- 

'I'his  waa,  in  fact,  to  atand 

9 mil  Ume  tthttr,  Madame  d« 
Eorland,  **  You  should  not 
rid — ^it  will  not  do — it  ii  too 
individual:  I  myielf  Oaco 
it  will  not  do.'*  I  nerfeetlf 
this  remark  i  but  the  world 
r  to  begin  the  war ;  andj 
\\j  to  be  obtjuned  by  eourt^ 
to  it,  I  am  not  qualified  to 
I  thought}  in  the  worda  of 

tu  on  C^llrtl  bi, 

I  ksah  liwtA  Umd  Dfli, 

bat,  having  been  much  hurt 
e^  having  a  general  retainer 
iaer  to  the  adversary^  allcg- 
ef  his  retainer}  that  be  fa.ul 
;  had  lo  manj»)  I  obterral 
vcrc  now  ea|;«rtr  Ujrfiig  t1i» 
ght  see  thetr  own  ahaJceii, 
at  they  had  indicted.— Hiji 

slicTe,  that  there  aw  htitnaa 
to  be  insensible  to  injunei ; 
icat  mo^e  to  avoid  taking 
I  of  the  way  of  temptation. 
■  have  the  opportunity,  for 
at  I  could  resist  it,  having 
aomethijig  of  the  '^/wr/w*- 
r*wi/'  I  have  not  sought, 
and  perhaps  tt  ma^r  never 
^  not  in  thii  nUiide  to  the 
ht  or  wrong  I  but  to  man]r 
pretext  of  their  own  biitei- 
t  have  long  avenged  ^a  is 
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her  own  feelings;  for  whatever  her  rcasona  may 
have  been  (and  she  never  abduced  thein  to  me  at 
least),  she  probably  neither  contemplated  nor  con- 
eeived  to  what  she  became  the  means  of  conducting 
the  father  of  her  child,  and  the  husband  of  her 
choice. 

So  much  for  **  the  general  voice  of  his  country- 
men :  "  I  will  now  speak  of  some  in  particular. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1817,  an  article  ap- 
peared in  the  Quarterly  Review,  written,  I  believei 
DY  Walter  Scott,*  doing  great  honor  to  him,  and  no 
disgrace  to  me,  though  both  poetically  and  person- 
ally more  than  suthciently  favorable  to  the  work 
and  the  author  of  whom  it  treated.  It  was  written 
at  a  time  when  a  selfish  man  would  not,  and  a  timid 
one  dared  not,  have  said  a  word  in  favor  of  either ; 
it  was  written  by  one  to  whom  temporary  public 
opinion  had  elevated  me  to  the  rank  of  a  rival — a 
proud  distinction,  and  unmerited;  but  which  has 
not  prevented  me  from  feeling  as  a  friend,  nor  him 
from  more  than  corresponding  to  that  sentiment. 
The  article  in  question  was  written  upon  the  third 
canto  of  Childe  Harold ;  and  after  many  observa- 
tions, which  it  would  as  ill  become  me  to  repeat  as 
to  forget,  concluded  with  »•  a  hope  that  I  might  yet 
return  to  England."  How  this  expression  was  re- 
ceived in  England  itself  I  am  not  acquainted,  but  it 
gave  great  ort'ence  at  Rome  to  the  respectable  ten 
or  twenty  thousand  English  travellers  then  and 
there  assembled.  I  did  not  visit  Rome  till  tome 
time  after,  so  that  I  had  no  opportunity  of  knowing 
the  fact;  but  1  was  informed,  long  afterwards,  that 
the  greatest  indignation  had  been  manifested  in  the 
enlightened  Anglo-circle  of  that  vcar,  which  hap- 

{>encd  to  comprise  within  it — amidst  a  considerable 
caven  of  Welbeck  street  and  Devonshire  Place^ 
broken  loose  upon  their  travels — several  really  well- 
born and  well-bred  families,  who  did  not  the  less 
participate  in  the  feeling  of  the  hour.  *•  Why 
shotild  he  return  to  England  ?  "  was  the  general 
exclamation — I  answer  tchyf  It  is  a  question  I 
have  occasionally  asked  myself,  and  I  never  yet 
could  give  it  a  satisfactory  reply.  I  had  then  no 
thoughts  of  returning,  and  if  I  have  any  now,  they 
are  of  business,  and  not  of  pleasure.  Amidst  the 
ties  that  have  been  dashed  to  pieces,  there  are  links 
yet  entire,  though  the  chain  itself  be  broken.  There 
are  duties,  and  connections,  which  may  one  day  re- 
quire mv  presence— and  I  am  a  father.  I  have  still 
■omc  friends  whom  I  wish  to  meet  again,  and  it 
may  be  an  enemy.  These  things,  and  those  min 
uter  detxiils  of  business,  which  time  accumulates 
during  absence,  in  every  m.in's  affairs  and  property, 
may,  and  probablv  will,  recall  me  to  England;  biit 
I  shall  return  ^-ith  the  same  feelings  with  which  I 
left  it,  in  respect  to  itself,  though  altered  with  re- 
gard to  individuals,  as  I  have  been  more  or  less 
mformod  of  their  conduct  since  my  departure;  for 
it  waa  only  a  considerable  time  after  it  that  I  was 
made  acquainted  with  the  real  facts  and  full  extent 
of  some  of  their  proceedings  and  language.  My 
friends,  like  other  friendn,  from  conciliatory  mo- 
tives, withheld  from  me  much  that  thejjr  could,  and 
■ome  things  which  they  should  have  unfolded ;  how- 
ever, that  which  is  deferred  is  not  lost— but  it  has 
been  no  fault  of  mine  that  it  haa  been  deferred  at 
ail. 

I  have  alluded  to  what  is  said  to  have  passed  at 
Rome  merely  to  ahow  that  the  sentiment  which  I 
have  described  was  not  confined  to  the  English  in 
England,  and  as  forming  part  of  my  answer  to  the 
reproach  cast  upon  what  has  been  called  my  '*8elfish 
exile,"  and  my  ••  voluntary  exile."  **  Voluntary"  it 
has  been ;  for  who  would  dwell  among  a  people  en- 
tertaining strong  hostility  against  him?  How  far 
it  has  been  '*  selfish  "  has  been  already  explained. 

I  have  now  arrived  at  a  passage  describing  me  as 
havinjj  vented  my  "  spleen  against  the  lofty-minded 
■nd  Tirtuoufl  men,"  men  *'  whose  virtues  few  indeed 


can  equal ;  '*  meaning,  I  huml 
torious  triumvirate  known  by 
Poets  "  in  their  aggregate  capa< 
Wordsworth,  and  Coleridge,  wl 
wish  to  say  a  word  or  two  upc 
of  those  persons,  public  ana 
which  will  soon  appear. 

When  I  left  England  in  Apr 
hi  body,  and  in  circumstances 
dence  at  Coligny,  by  the  lake  o 
companion  of  my  journey  was 
who  had  to  make  nis  way  in  tl 
seen  very  little  of  it,  was  nal 
desirous  of  seeing  more  society 
ent  habits  or  my  past  experien 
sen  ted  him  to  those  gentlemen 
1  had  letters  of  introduction  ;  i 
him  in  a  situation  to  make  his 
my  own  part  entirely  from  soc: 
tion  of  one  English  family,  liv; 
ter  of  a  mile's  distance  from  I 
further  exception  of  some  oc 
with  Coppct,  at  the  wish  of  Mai 
English  family  to  which  I  allu 
ladies,  a  gentleman  and  his  s 
old.f 

One  of  *'  these  lofty-minded  a 
the  words  of  the  Edinburgh  M 
(lerstand,  about  this  time,  or  c 
Switzerland.  On  his  return  ti 
lated — and  for  any  thing  I  know 
that  the  gentleman  to  whom 
myself  were  living  in  promiscu 
two  sisters,  '*  havmg  formed  a 
quote  the  words  as  they  were 
indulged  himself  on  the  natui 
such  a  conjunction,  which  ar< 
repeated  oubiicly,  with  great  < 
other  of  tnat  poetical  fratemil 
say  only,  that  even  had  the 
should  not  have  repeated  it,  a 
myself,  except  in  sorrow.  Thi 
but  a  word  in  answer— the  lad 
nor  in  any  degree  connected,  c 
marriage  of  their  respective  par 
a  widow,  both  being  the  offsp 
riages ;  neither  of  them  were 
years  old.  "  Promiscuous  intei 
ly  have  disgusted  the  great  pal 
(does  Mr.  Southey  remember  si 
there  was  none. 

How  far  this  man,  who,  as  ai 
has  been  proclaimed  by  the  Lo 
of  a  treasonable  and  blaspher 
nounced  in  the  House  of  Comi 
and  able  member  for  Norwich,  i 
egado,"  be  fit  for  sitting  as  a  ju 
others  judge.  He  has  said  tha 
••he  brands  William  Smith  oi 
calumniator,"  and  that  ••  the  i 
epitaph."  How  long  William  i 
last,  and  in  what  words  it  will 
not ;  but  William  Smith's  wore 
itself  of  Robert  Southey.  H 
Tyler,  and  taken  the  o^ce  o 
has,  in*  the  Life  of  Henry  Kii 
nated  reviewing  "the  ungentle 
come  a  reviewer — he  was  one  ol 
scheme,  called  "pantisocracy," ; 
including  women,  in  common,  ( 
men  ?)  and  he  sits  up  as  a  mor 
the  battle  of  Blenheim,  and  he 
Waterloo — he  loved  Mary  W< 
tried  to  blast  the  character  of  h 
the  young  females  mentioned^ 
and  serves  the  king — ^he  was  it 
iacobin,  and  he  is  the  prop  of  th 
licking  the  hands  that  smote  h 


■m  ^ini«n^  B«Hnr,  vd.  srl.,  p.  im 


•  Dr.  Polidori-«mhor  oT  the ««  ▼smplK 
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Malmsey  butt,  and  Mr.  "Wordsirorth  ♦  became  quali- 
fied to  guage  it,  that  the  great  revolutionary  tragedy 
came  before  the  public  and  the  Court  of  Chancery. 
Wordsworth  was  peddling  his  lyrical  ballads,  and 
brooding  a  preface,  to  be  succeeded  in  due  course 
by  a  postscript ;  both  couched  in  such  prose  as  must 
give  peculiar  delight  to  those  who  have  read  the 
prefaces  of  Pope  and  Drydcn ;  scarcely  less  cele- 
Drated  for  the  beauty  of  their  prose,  than  for  the 
charms  of  their  verse.  Wordijworth  is  the  reverise 
of  Moliere's  gentleman  who  had  been  "talking 
prose  all  his  life,  without  knowing  it ; "  for  he 
thinks  that  he  has  been  all  his  life  writing  both 
prose  and  verse,  and  neither  of  what  he  conceives 
to  be  such  can  be  properly  said  to  be  cither  one  or 
the  other.  Mr.  Coleridge,  the  future  vatea,  poet 
and  aeer  of  the  Morning  Post,  (an  honor  also 
claimed  by  Mr.  Fitzgerald,  of  the  *•  Rejected  Ad- 
dresses,") who  ultimately  prophosiod  the  downfall 
of  Bonaparte,  to  which  he  nimself  mainly  con- 
tributed, by  giving  him  the  nickname  of  ♦'  t/ie  Cor^ 
§icany'*  was  then  employed  in  predicating  the 
damnation  of  Mr.  Pitt,  and  the  desolation  of  Eng- 
land, in  the  two  very  best  copies  of  verses  he  ever 
wrote  :  to  wit,  the  infernal  eclogue  of  '•  Fire,  Famine, 
and  Slaughter,"  and  the  ♦*  Ode  to  the  departing  Year.'* 

These  three  personages,  Southcy,  Wordsworth, 
and  Coleridge,  had  all  of  them  a  very  natural 
antipathy  to  Pope ;  and  I  respect  them  for  it,  as 
the  only  original  feeling  or  principle  which  they 
have  contrived  to  preserve.  But  they  have  been 
joined  in  it  by  those  who  have  joined  them  in  no- 
thing else :  by  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  by  the  whole 
heterogeneous  mass  of  living  English  poets,  except- 
ing Crabbo,  Rogers,  Gitford,  and  Campbell,  who, 
both  by  precept  and  practice,  have  proved  their 
adherence  ;  and  by  me,  %vho  have  shamefully 
deviated  in  practice,  but  have  ever  loved  an^ 
honored  Pope's  uoetry  with  my  whole  soul,  and 
hope  to  do  so  till  my  dying  day.  I  would  rather 
see  all  I  have  ever  written  lining  the  same  trunk  in 
which  I  actually  read  the  eleventh  book  of  a  modern 
epic  poem  at  Malta,  in  1811,  (I  opened  it  to  take 
out  a  change  after  the  paroxysm  of  a  tertian,  in  the 
absence  of  my  servant,  and  found  it  lined  with  the 
name  of  the  maker,  Evre,  Cockspur  street,  and 
with  the  epic  poetry  alluded  to),  than  sacrifice  what 
I  firmly  believe  in  as  the  Christianity  of  English 
poetry,  the  poetry  of  Pope. 

But  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  and  the  Lakers, 
and  Hunt  and  his  school,  and  every  body  else 
with  their  school,  and  even  Moore  without  a 
•chool,  and  dilettanti  lecturers  at  institutions, 
and  elderly  gentlemen  who  translate  and  imitate, 
and  young  ladies  who  listen  and  repeat,  baronets 
who  draw  indifferent  frontispieces  for.  bad  poets, 
and  noblemen  who  let  them  dine  with  them  in  the 
country,  the  small  body  of  the  wits  and  the  great 
body  of  the  blues,  have  latterly  united  in  a  deprecia- 
tion, of  which  their  fathers  would  have  been  as 
much  ashamed  as  their  children  will  be.  In  the 
mean  time,  what  have  we  got  instead  ?  The  Lake 
school,  which  begun  with  an  epic  poem,  written  in 
six  weeks,  Tso  Joan  of  Arc  proclaimed  herself,)  and 
finished  witn  a  ballad  composed  in  twenty  years,  as 
*'Peter^ Bell's"  creator  takes  care  to  mform  the 
few  who  will  incjuire.  What  have  we  got  instead  ? 
A  deluge  of  flmisy  and  unintelligible  romances, 
imitated  from  Scott  and  myself,  who  have  both 
Bbade  the  best  of  our  bad  materials  and  erroneous 
ayatem.  What  have  we  got  instead  ?  Madoc,  which 
ia  neither  an  epic  nor  any  thing  else ;  Thalaba, 


*  Goldsniith  hn  aniieipated  the  deflnhion  of  Uw  Luke  poetry,  u  hr  u 
■Kb  tbinga  can  be  dcflnwl.  "  GcuUeiDcn,  the  pnaeot  {vce  h  not  of  your 
mmmon  tpe  poetna,  which  come  from  the  pron  like  paper  kiuw  In  lummer 
(here  are  none  of  your  Tuiuusm  or  Dido*  in  it ;  Him  an  hialorieal  dsacrip- 
tfofi  ^  fMlure.  I  only  bejf  youTl  eiideRTor  to  make  your  •oul'i  fn  uniaon 
vUi  mine,  amd  htar  vUh  Ih*  mme  mlhtuiasm  with  vfdch  I  havt  vrim 
WouM  Dot  thb  have  made  ■  proper  proem  to  the  Excunioii,  and  the  poet 
BBd  hia  pedler  \  It  woukl  have  aiuwered  pertoclly  for  that  puipoae,  bad  H 
BM  wiaAuaataij  baen  wiitiM  in  guud  £ogiJah. 


Kehama,  Gebir,  and  tuch  ^ 
metres  and  in  no  language.  1 
to  have  made  **  the  Story  of  1 
a  fable  of  Dryden,  ha£  thong 
genius  and  his  taste  to  some 
of  Wordsworth,  which  1  di 
Moore  has  — — —  but  why 
the  exception  of  Crabbe,  K< 
who  may  be  considered  as 
station,  will,  by  the  blessing 
own  reputation,  without  atta 
ordinary  period  of  longevity. 
be  a  still  further  exception  i 
having  never  obtained  any  rep 
it  be  among  provincial  lite 
families,  have  none  to  lose ;  i 
the  Bums  of  Ireland,  possess^ 
not  be  lost. 

The  greater  part  of  the  p 
ever,  have  been  able  to  ga 
followers.  A  paper  of  the  C 
"  it  is  observed  by  the  French 
and  an  old  woman,  are  suffi 
religious  sect  in  England." 
animals,  with  a  ditferencc  in  Y 
poetical  one.  If  we  take  6 
mstead  of  the  priest,  and  Mr 
old  woman,  we  shall  nearly 
reouired;  but  I  fear  that  I 
inaiffercntly  represent  the  CA' 
self  but  too  distinctly  to  be 
that  noble  creature  is  peculiai 

Nevertheless,  I  will  not  go 
in  his  postscript,  who  pretenc 
ever  had  immediate  fame  ;  wl 
means  that  William  Wordsw 
much  read  by  his  cotemp< 
desirable.  This  assertion  is  i 
Homer's  glory  depended  up 
larity  :  he  recited, — and  with( 
pression  of  the  moment,  wh 
the  Iliad  by  heart,  and  given 
nius,  Terence,  Plautus,  Luci 
-Eschylus,  Sophocles,  Euripid 
Theocritus,  all  the  ^reat  po 
the  delight  of  their  coter 
existence  of  a  poet,  previou 
printing,  dcpenaed  upon  his 
and  how  often  has  it  impai 
Hardly  ever.  History  infor 
have  come  down  to  us.  The 
most  popular  found  the  grcati 
bers  for  their  MSS.,  and  th 
cotemporaries  was  corrupt  ex 
by  the  moderns,  the  mightie 
barely  approached  them.  Da: 
and  Tasso,  were  all  the  dai 
porary  reader.  Dante's  poen 
before  his  death :  and,  not 
negotiated  for  his  ashes,  and 
of  the  composition  of  the  D 
trarch  was  crowned  in  the 
permitted  to  pass  free  by  the 
read  the  Orlando  Furioso.  I 
Mr.  Wordsworth  to  try  the  \ 
his  Smugglers.  Tasso,  notw 
cisms  of  tne  Cniscanti,  woul 
in  the  Capitol,  but  for  his  dea 

It  is  easy  to  prove  the  in 
the  chief  poets  of  the  only  mo 
that  has  a  poetical  language- 
own,  Shakspeare,  Spencer,  J 
den,  Congrcve,  Pope,  Young, 
Johnson,  Goldsmith,  Gray,  i 
their  lives  as  since.  Gray's  El 
and  eternally.  His  Odea  did 
please  like  nis  Elegy.  Milt( 
down.    But  the  Epigram  of  \ 


■  Th«  v«IJ-kD<mn  Ifata  ander  Miltoa*a  p 
*<  Thie*  |ioe«i  in  thiw  dittei 
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Blank  Tcwe,  which,  unlcsB  in  the  drama,  no  one 
except  Milton  ever  wrote  who  could  rhyme,  became 
the  order  of  the  day,— or  else  snch  rhyme  as  looked 
gtill  blanker  than  the  verse  without  it.  I  am  aware 
that  Johnson  has  said,  after  some  hesitation,  that 
he  could  not  "prevail  upon  himself  to  wish  that 
Milton  had  been  a  rhymer."  The  opinions  of  that 
truly  preat  man,  whom  it  is  also  the  present  fashion 
to  decry,  will  ever  be  received  by  me  with  that  def- 
erence which  time  will  restore  to  him  from  all ,  but, 
with  all  humility,  I  am  not  persuaded  that  the 
Paradise  Lost  would  not  have  been  more  nobly  con- 
Teypd  to  posterity,  not  perhaps  in  heroic  couplets, 
although  even  they  could  sustain  the  subject  if  well 
balanced,  but  in  the  stanza  of  Spencer  or  of  Tasso, 
or  in  the  tcraa  rima  of  Dante,  which  the  powers  of 
Milton  could  easily  have  grafted  on  our  language. 
The  Seasons  of  Thomson  would  have  been  better  in 
rhyme,  although  still  inferior  to  his  Castle  of  Indo- 
lence ;  and  Mr.  Southey's  Joan  of  Arc  no  worse, 
although  it  might  have  taken  up  six  months  instead 
of  weeks  in  the  composition.  I  recommend  also 
to  the  lovers  of  lyrics  the  perusal  of  the  present 
laureate's  Odos  by  the  side  of  Dryden's  on  Saint 
Cecilia,  but  let  him  be  sure  to  read  JirU  those  of 
Mr.  Southey. 

To  the  heaven-bom  genii  and  inspired  young 
■crivcncrs  of  the  day  much  of  this  will  appear  par- 
adox :  it  will  appear  so  even  to  the  higher  order  of 
our  critics ;  but  it  was  a  truism  twenty  years  ago, 
and  it  will  be  a  reacknowledged  truth  m  ten  more. 
In  the  mean  time,  I  will  conclude  with  two  quota- 
tions, both  intended  for  some  of  my  old  classical 
friends  who  have  still  enough  of  Cambridg^e  about 
them  to  think  themselves  honored  by  havmg  had 
John  Drvden  as  a  predecessor  in  their  college,  and 
to  recollect  that  their  earliest  English  poetical 
pleasures  were  drawn  from  the  "little  nightmgale" 
of  Twickenham.  The  first  is  from  the  notes  to  the 
poem  of  the  "Friends."* 

••  It  is  only  within  the  last  twenty  or  thirty  years 
that  those  notable  discoveries  in  criticisms  have 
been  made  which  have  taught  our  recent  versifiers 
to  undervalue  this  energetic,  melodious,  and  moral 

J>oet.  The  consequences  of  this  want  of  due  esteem 
or  a  writer  whom  the  good  sense  of  our  predeces- 
sors  had  raised  to  his  proper  station  have  been 

KUMEROUB  AND   DEOKADINQ    ENOUGH.      This  is  not 

the  place  to  enter  into  the  subject,  even  as  far  as  it 
affects  our  poetical  numbers  alotie^  and  there  is  mat 
ter  of  more  importance  that  requires  present  reflec- 
tion." 

The  second  is  from  the  volume  of  a  young  person 
learning  to  write  poetry,  and  beginning  by  teaching 
the  art.     Hear  him  :  f 

**  Btit  j%  were  dsMS 
To  tklit)^  ft  kiMW  not  of— wen  ekwely  w«d 
To  muatjr  lawi  lined  out  with  wretched  nil* 
And  compui  *ile ;  eo  that  je  Uu^l  a  ecboul  X 
Of  dolu  to  tmooOi,  inlay,  and  chip,  aod  JUi, 
TUl,  like  the  ceitain  wandi  of  Jncot'i  wit, 
Ttub-  9€rMB  UUlUd.    Eiuy  woe  Ou  tiuk  t 
A  thotiaand  handicnAiinen  wore  the  meek 
Of  poeej.    Ill-(ated,  impioua  raee, 
That  Uaaphemed  ti»  \i^\A  l/iirt  to  hfa  hee, 


AnddUaatlBMvll;  M 
Holdinf  a  poor  dboiffJrt  i 
Mark'd  whh  noal  IBmej 
The  MUM  of  0 


A  little  before,  the  mann 


Nurtund  bf  ,/VW'l' 
Made  great  ApoUo  bh 

I  thought  "/oppwy,"  w 
Jinement :  but  n'tmporU. 

The  above  will  suffice  to 
tained  by  the  new  perform 
of  him  who  made  it  most 
improvements  of  their  owe 

The  writer  of  this  is  a 
young  disciple  of  the  six 
which  he  has  learnt  to  w 
sentiments  as  the  above, 
task  "  of  imitating  Pope,  < 
him,  I  presume.  1  recomi 
is  so  positive  on  the  subject 
he  will  have  then  written  a; 
ten  with  the  humblest  and 
Pope,  produced  in  years  t 
those  of  Mr.  Keats  when  1 
say  on  Criticism,"  entitled 


•  VirrMen  bf  Lord  Bttoh's  earij  friend,  the  Rer.  FVancia  Hodfm. 

t  In  a  raaniMcrlpt  note  on  thla  paange  of  the  pamphlet,  dated  Nor.  U, 
ISSl,  Lord  BjTom  mjb,— "  Mr.  Keau  died  at  Rocne  about  a  jear  after  thla 
vaa  written,  ef  a  decline  produced  bj  hia  bavinr  buni  a  blood-veawl  on 
reading  the  article  on  hia  '  Endjmion/  In  the  Q,uiiTterl7  Reriew.  1  have 
lead  the  article  before  and  aince ;  and  allhouf  h  h  ia  bitter,  I  do  not  thlnli  that 
a  man  ihould  permit  bimaelf  to  be  liillcd  bj  it.  But  ■  jounf  man  little 
dlreama  what  be  niuet  ineriublj  encounter  In  the  courae  of  a  life  amUtloia  of 
publk  notice.  Mj  indignation  at  Mr.  Keau'i  depreciatloD  of  Pope  haa 
kanllT  permitted  me  to  do  Juatiee  to  hb  own  geniua,  whkh,  malfr^  all  the 
fcntaatie  fopprriea  of  hia  ityie,  waa  undoubtedly  of  freat  promiae.  Hia 
haffment  of  '  H/perion '  aeema  actuallj  inapired  bj  the  Titana,  and  ii  aa 
•obUme  aa  ^achjliia.  He  ia  a  loaa  to  our  literature ;  and  the  more  ao,  aa  he 
Umaelf,  before  hia  death,  ia  laid  to  have  been  penuaded  that  he  bad  na< 
taken  the  right  line,  and  waa  reforming  hia  atjlt  upon  tfai  mon  daarical 
■lodeli  of  the  language." 

2  h  waa  at  Ie«M  a  grammar 


•  Bo  apelt  by  the  author. 
t  Aa  a  balance  to  theae  liuea,  aad  to 
aebool.  I  will  put  down  a  paaaage  cr  tw 
at  nodom  :— 

"  Edtjt  her  own  anab 
And  Peraeeotlon  mourn  b 
There  Faction  roar,  Rebel 
And  gasping  Fnriet  thiiK 

•'  Ah  I  what  araOi  lua  gVw 
Hii  parpie  exeat,  and  acari 
The  Tirid  gnwn  hia  shiiiin 
Hie  painted  winga,  and  bi 

**  Bovad  hnben  edumm  da 
O'er  beapa  ef  ruin  alalk'd 
The  fox  ofaaoene  to  g«piu{ 
And  aavage  bowlings  AU  i 

••  Hall,  baida  triumphant  I  I 
Immortal  bcin  of  uniren 
Wboae  honon  with  increa 
As  atreama  roll  down,  eoii 
Nutiona  unbcMii  your  mlf  I 
And  worida  applaud  that 
Oh  may  aume  apark  of  yo 
The  last,  the  meanest  of  ] 
That  on  weak  wingv,  frori 
Giowa  wMle  be  reaila,  but 
To  teuh  rain  wlu  a  icien 
T*  adtdie  inperior  aeaie^ 

H  Amphkm  there  the  load  a 
Strikes,  and  behold  a  sod 
Ckhcron'a  ecboea  answer 
And  half  tte  mountahi  ra 

••  Bo  ZemUat  rocka,  the  b« 
Rlae  white  In  air,  and  gtii 
Pale  suna,  onfell,  at  diataj 
And  on  th'  impaariTe  lee  i 
lUemal  snowa  the  growiai 
Till  the  bright  mountaina 
Aa  Atlaa  flx'd  each  hoary 
Tte  gather^  wiutsr  of  a 

«  Thai,  when  ve  flew  tamt 
The  world's  Just  wonder, 
No  single  parte  uneqaaOy 
All  comes  oniied  to  the  ad 
No  monstrons  height,  or  b 
Tlie  whole  at  oooe  is  bold 


Us  iMHSfMMwefiMh  year;  and  yet  tt  i 
we  aie  toU  so  in  soch  Unea  aa  I  beg  the 
/al  ream  ef  the  "bo  pocc**  Mm 
**If  P9pti»na»apotl,wkmai»fottr, 
poeny,  tbs  tasasf  depaitneot  of  tiM  M 
,  to  autpaa  a^r  Urfoff  viter. 


LETTER 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  MY  GRANDMOTHE: 

ORIGINALLY  PUBLISHED  IN  THE  « LIBERA 


Ik  the  first  canto  of  Don  Juan  appeared  the  fol- 
owing  passage ; 

••  For  fe«r  wamf  pnxlUh  wwcleri  Bhrnild  grow  ■klftWi, 
I've  bribed  Mj  Grindmoihrt'a  Rcricw,— <he  IlrilMi  I 

••  I  Knt  h  In  a  Wtter  to  the  wlilor, 

WIm  Uiank'd  me  duly  by  mum  of  poat— 
I'm  for  K  liaii<l«ome  unkie  hk  crT>tlilor ; 

Tet  \[  my  ffenile  Mum  >k  pleAae  to  rcwat. 
Am)  brnak  a  promiaa  alter  Itavini;  iitade  it  her, 

Denying  tlie  rrclpl  of  what  it  coat, 
And  ainrKr  Mt  png«  with  jptll  iiiatflad  oT  honej, 

AU  1  can  aay  i»-ihat  be  ted  tbe  montj." 

On  the  nppeamnce  of  the  poem,  the  learned  editor 
of  the  Review  In  question  allowed  himself  to  be  de- 
coyed into  the  incti'able  absurdity  of  taking  the 
charge  as  serious,  and,  in  his  succeeding  number, 
came  forth  with  an  indignant  coutradictitm  of  it ; 
to  which  Lord  Byron  replied  in  the  fullowing  letter : 


«'T0  tub  editor  of  the  BRITISH  REVIEW. 

"My  Dear  Rodbrts, 

«*  As  a  believer  in  the  Church  of  England — to  say 
nothing  of  the  State — I  have  boon  an  occasional 
reader,  and  great  admirer  of,  thouch  not  a  sub- 
scriber to,  your  Review,  which  is  rather  expensive. 
But  I  do  not  know  that  any  part  of  its  contents 
ever  gave  me  much  surprise  till  the  eleventh  article 
of  your  twenty-seventh  number  made  its  appear- 
ance. You  have  there  most  vigorously  refuted  a 
calumnious  accusation  of  bribery  and  corruption, 
the  credence  of  which  in  the  public  mind  might  not 
only  have  damaged  your  reputation  as  a  barrister 
ana  an  editor,  but,  what  would  have  been  still 
worse,  have  injured  the  circulation  of  your  journal . 
which,  I  regret  to  hear,  is  not  so  extensive  as  the 
*  purity  (as  you  well  observe)  of  its,'  Ac,  &c.,  and 
the  present  taste  for  propriety  would  induce  us  to 
expect.  The  charge  itself  is  of  a  solemn  nature, 
and,  although  in  verse,  is  couched  in  terms  of  such 
circumstantial  gravity,  as  to  induce  a  belief  little 
abort  of  that  generally  accorded  to  the  thirty-nine 
articles,  to  which  you  so  frankly  subscribed  on 
taking  your  degrees.  It  is  a  charge  the  most  re- 
Tolling  to  the  heart  of  man,  from  its  frequent  oc- 
currence ;  to  the  mind  of  a  lawyer,  from  its  occa- 
sional truth  ;  and  to  the  soul  of  an  editor,  from  its 
moral  impossibility.  You  are  charged,  then,  in  the 
last  line  of  one  octave  stanza,  and  the  whole  eight 
lines  of  the  next,  viz.,  two  hundred  and  ninth  and 
two  hundred  and  tenth  of  the  first  canto  of  th^t 
'pestilent  poem,' Don  Juan,  with  receiving,  and 
«tiU  more  fooUshly  acknowledging  the  re^.c'ipt  of 


certain  monies,  to  eulogi 
who  by  this  account  mus 
nobody  else.  An  impeac 
seriously  made,  there  is  1 
and  it  is  my  firm  persuasi 
or  did  not  (and  /  believe 
the  said  monies,  of  which 
fied  the  sum,  you  are  q 
knowledge  of  the  transa 
nefarious  description  are 
all  the  solemnity  of  circi 
by  the  veracity  of  verse 
would  say)  what  is  to  b< 
implicitly  confident  in  the 
of  our  critical  journals  ? 
reviews  ?  And  if  the  revi 
of  the  editors  ?  It  is  con 
done  well  to  sound  the 
humble  sphere,  will  be  oi 
words  of  the  tragedian  L 
you  seem  justly  determim 

*'  It  is  barely  possible, 
the  writer  might  have  be 
aggravates  his  crime,  i 
•  breaks  no  bones ; '  but  i\ 
or  it  may  be  the  cause  of 
jest  is  but  a  bad  one  at  th 
might  have  been  a  still  \ 
copious  contradiction  did 
may  concern  your  own  in( 
immaculate  purity  of  the 
doubt  vour  word,  my  dc 
help  wishing  that  in  a  ca5 
it  had  assumed  the  mor 
afiidavit  sworn  before  the 

*•  I  am  sure,  my  dear  R 
these  observation's  of  min 
written  in  a  spirit  of  frier 
your  own  editorial  integri 
you  ;  and  not  knowing  ai 
and  admiration  can  assun 
ful  than  that  of  good  ad 
lucubrations,  mixed  with 
hint  as  to  what  I  conceive 
pursue,  in  case  you  shou 
with  bribes,  or  accused  ( 
way,  you  don't  say  muct 
tha't  it  is  *  flagitious.*  Tl 
have  cut  it  up ;  because 
doing  so,  you  somewhat 
the  malignant  might  enl 
ar.onymous  asseveration 
angry. 

"  You  say,  no  booksel 
upon  himself  the  publicat 
disgrace  themselves  by  a 


1066 


BTBON'S  WO&KS. 


Don't  be  angi^  —I  know  joa  won't,— at  this  ap- 
pr.iiscment  of  your  powers  of  eulogy;  for  on  the 
other  hand,  my  dear  friend,  depend  upon  it  your 
abuse  is  worth,  not  its  own  weight — that's  a  feather, 
—but  your  weight  in  gold.  So  don't  spare  it :  if  he 
has  bargained  for  that^  ^ive  it  handsomely,  and  de- 
pend upon  your  doing  him  a  friendly  ofRce. 

*'  But  I  only  speak  in  case  of  possibility;  for,  aa 
I  said  before,  I  cannot  believe  in  the  first  instance, 
that  you  would  receive  a  bribe  to  praise  any  person 
whatever;  and  still  less  can  I  believe  that  your 
praise  could  ever  produce  such  an  offer.  You  are  a 
good  creature,  my  dear  Roberts,  and  a  clever  fellow; 
else  I  could  almost  suspect  that  you  had  fallen  into 
the  very  trap  set  for  you  in  verse'by  this  anonymous 
wag.  who  will  certainly  be  but  too  happy  to  see  you 
saving  him  the  trouble  of  making  you  ridiculous. 
The  fact  is,  that  the  solemnity  of  your  eleventh  ar- 
ticle does  make  you  look  a  little  more  absurd  than 
you  ever  yet  looked,  in  all  probability,  and  at  the 
same  time  does  no  good ;  for  if  any  body  believed 
before  in  the  octave  stanzas,  they  will  believe  still, 
and  you  will  find  it  not  less  difficult  to  prove  your 
negative,  than  the  learned  Partridge  found  it  to  de- 
monstrate his  not  being  dead,  to  the  satisfaction  of 
the  readers  of  almanacs. 

"  What  the  motives  of  this  writer  may  have  been 
for  (as  you  magnificently  translate  his  quizzing  you) 
•stating,  with  the  particularity  which  belongs  to 
fact,  the  forgery  of  a  groundless  fiction,'  (do  pray, 
my  dt-ar  R.,  talk  a  little  less*  in  King  Cauibyscs* 
vein,' )  I  cannot  pretend  to  say  ;  perhaps  to  laugh  at 
you,  but  this  is  no  reason  for  your  benevolently 
making  all  the  world  laugh  also.  I  approve  of  your 
being  angry;  I  tell  you  lam  angry  too  ;  but  you 
■hoiild  not  have  shown  it  so  outrageously.  Your 
solemn  •  »/'somebody  personating  the  Editor  of  the,' 
&c.,  &c.,  'has  received  from  Lord  B.,  or  from  any 
other  person,"  reminds  me  of  Charley  Incledon's 
usual  exordium  when  people  came  into  the  tavern 
to  hear  him  sing  without  paying  their  share  of  the 
reckoning—'  If  a  maun,  or  ony  maun,  or  ony  other 


maun,'  &o.,  &e. ;  to 
dant  eloQuence.  JBi 
body  would  personal 
of  such  a  prank  who 
and  perhaps  not  max 
sation.  But  I  have  t 
your  prolixity.  The 
somebody  has  tried  t 
he  did  not  aucceed  ii 
and  for  yourself. 

*'  With  regard  to  1 
whom  I  cannot  find  < 
to  say ;  my  business 
you  will,  u^on  seconi 
me  for  tne  intention 
my  expressions  may 
wul,  admiration,  an^ 
I  am  ever,  my  dear  I 

."WOI 

B«T*.  -,  ISIt. 

Little  PkUiufftoa. 

*•  P.  8.  My  letter 

post  is  going.  I  forj 
the  meaning  of  you 
groundless  fiction.' 
and  all  fiction  a  kin< 
logical?  The  sentc 
strongly  with  *  forger 
of-Engfand  sound,  a 
indictment,  besides  a 
conferring  some  mea; 
this  is  mere  verbal  cri 
yours  truly, 

»P.  S.  2d.  Isittn 
losses  of  the  review  i 
to  be  at  so  great  a 
taking  up  so  much  oi 
from  your  clients,  w 
number  with  tho  re 
more  yours, 
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■ULCOK'8  apotheokb. 


91. 
Michael   Angelo,   the 
famous  painter,  painting 
in  the  pope's  chapel  the 

Sortraiture  of  hell  and 
umned  souls,  made  one 
of  the  damned  souls  so 
like  a  cardinal  that  was 
his  enemy,  as  every  body 
at  first  sight  knew  it ; 
whereupon  the  cardinal 
complained  to  Pope  Cle- 
ment, humbly  praying  it 
might  be  defaced.  The 
pope  said  to  him.  Why, 
you  know  very  well  I  have 
power  to  deliver  a  soul 
•ut  of  purgatory,  but  not 


OBSBHTATIOKS. 


This  was  not  the  por- 
trait of  a  cardinal,  but  of 
the  pope's  master  of  the 
ceremoniw. 


;v 


156. 

Alexander,  after 
battle  of  Granicum,  ] 
very  great  offers  made  1 
by  Darius.  Consult 
with  his  captains  c 
ceming  them,  Parme 
said,  Sure,  I  would 
cept  of  these  offers,  i 
were  as  Alexander.  . 
exander  answered, 
would  I,  if  I  were  as  F 
menio. 

158. 

Antigonus,  when  it  i 
told  him  that  the  ene 
had  such  volleys  of 
rows,  that  they  did  h 
the  sun,  said.  That  ft 
out  well,  for  it  is  1 
weather,  and  so  vrs  sh 
ight  in  the  shtdi. 


TRANSLATION   OF   TWO   I 

FROM   THE   ARMENIAN   VEl 


THE  EPISTLE  OP  THE  CORINTHIANS 
TO  ST.   PAUL  THE  APOSTLE.* 

1  STEPKEX,t  o"d  the  elders  with  him,  Dabnus, 
Enbulus,  Thcophilus,  and  Xinon,  to  Paul,  our  fa- 
ther and  evangelist,  and  faithful  master  in  Jesus 
Christ,  health. t 

2  Two  men  have  come  to  Corinth,  Simon,  by 
name,  and  Cleobus,^  who  vehemently  disturb  the 
faith  of  some  with  deceitful  and  corrupt  words ; 

3  Of  which  words  thou  shouldst  inform  thyself: 

4  For  neither  have  we  heard  such  words  from 
thee,  nor  from  the  other  apostles : 

5  Di.l  we  know  only  tnat  what  we  have  heard 
from  thee  and  from  them,  that  we  have  kept  firmly. 

6  But  in  this  chiefly  has  our  Lord  had  compas- 
sion, that,  whilst  thou  art  yet  with  us  in  the  flesh, 
we  are  again  about  to  hear  from  thoe. 

7  Therefore  do  thou  Krite  to  us,  or  come  thyself 
among  us  ouickly. 

8  We  believe  in  the  Lord,  that,  as  it  was  revealed 
to  Theonas,  he  hath  delivered  thee  from  the  hands 
of  the  unrighteous.!) 

9  But  those  are  the  sinful  words  of  these  impure 
men,  for  thus  do  they  say  and  teach : 

10  That  it  behooves  not  to  admit  the  Prophets.^ 

11  Neither  do  they  affirm  the  omnipotence ,  of 

12  Neither  do  they  affirm  the  resurrection  of  the 
flesh : 

13  Neither  do  they  affirm  that  man  was  altogether 
created  by  God : 

14  Neither  do  they  affirm  that  Jesus  Christ  t 
born  in  the  flesh  from  the  Virgin  Mary : 

15  Neither  do  they  affirm  that  the  world  was  the 
work  of  God,  but  of  some  one  of  the  angels. 

16  Therefore  do  thou  make  haste**  to  come  among 
us. 

17  That  this  city  of  the  Corinthians  may  remain 
without  scandal. 

IS  And  that  the  folly  of  these  men  may  be  made 
manifest  by  an  open  refutation.     Fare  thee  welLff 
The  deacons    Ihereptus  and  Tichus^  received 


•  Some  MSS.  have  Ibe  title  thtn:  BpuOe  ttf  Sitphen  Urn  EUtr  I*  Piul 
^  ApotUt,  fnm  Am  Carinthiant. 

t  hi  Um  MS8.,  Ibe  nuirf  inai  tmm  puUUied  by  the  Whiatoo'i  mi«  vanV 

1  In  lome  1^S3.  we  find,  The  Man  Nt 
tmd  Nomnon^  ta  Paul  thtir  bruther,  hsattk  I 

f  Otfaen  read,  Thsrt  eam$  etrkun  fMJi, ...  and  CloUmt,  who  MAcncnfV 
Bkakt. 

I  Some  M88.  hare,  We  beUeve  In  tht  Lord,  Outl  hU  pmenee  wu  madt 
maniful ;  mdbffftfiU  haA  tfu  Lord  dtOvertd  w  from  At  haniM  ^f  A* 
wnrighuaut. 

%  fhhen  read,  7b  rmd  Ae  PropKeU. 

•  *  Some  MSS.  hare  7*A<r<rbr«,  l/roA»r,  do  Aom  nmkt  kattt, 
t »   Olh«Ti  read,  Fiira  Aet  unU  in  Am  Lord. 

U  Some  MSS.  bave,  Ttu  Dtaamt  TUrtpm  wid  Ttchmt, 


and  conveyed  this  Ep 
pians.* 

When  Paul  receive< 
then  in  chains  on  ac 
of  Apofolanus,J  yet, 
bonds,  he  mourned 
weeping,  "It  were  b 
with  the  Lord.  F^or  " 
hear  the  wretched  woi 
hold,  grief  arises  upoi 
weight  to  my  chains  ; 
and  progress  of  the 
searcneth  to  do  wrong 

And  thus  with  dee] 
reply  to  the  Epistle.} 


EPISTLE  OF  PAUL 

1  Paul,  in  bonds  foi 
many  errors,1i  to  his  ( 

2  1  nothing  marve 
have  made  this  progr< 

3  For  because  the  I 
coming,  verily  on  thie 
vert  and  despise  his  v 

4  But  I,  verily,  froi 
you  that  only  which 
former  apostles,  who  i 
Jesus  Christ. 

5  And  I  now  say  ui 
Christ  was  born  of  tht 
seed  of  David, 

6  According  to  th 
Ghost,  sent  to  her  by 

7  That  Jesus  might 
and  deliver  our  flesh  1 
raise  us  up  from  the  d 

8  As  in  this  also  he 

9  That  it  might  be 
created  by  the  Father 

10  He  has  not  rema 

11  But  he  is  sought 
by  adoption. 

12  F*or  God,  who  is 


•  The  Whhton'e  hare,  To  Ai 

find,  ToAMcityaf  A«  PhilHpia 
t  Otben  ivad.  On  acamrU  qf 
X  The  WhictoiM  bare,  Q/"  Af 

Ap^olnnua. 
i  IntheleztofthkEpiatle  tb 

but  the  aenap  b  the  eame. 

Sotne  MSS.  havt,  Paml'»  £ 

9m  ConntAioiw. 
f  Othen  t*>ad,  lXa(irr6«rf  6y  > 
•-  Some  MSS.  hare,  That  Ji 
tt  Otben  read,  2b  Am  net  n 


THE  WILL  OF   LORD   B^ 


KXfRACTED  FEOM  THE  REGISTRY  OF  THE  FREROGATIVB  COUI 


Thi8  le  the  last  will  and  testament  of  me,  George 
Gordon,  Lord  Byron,  Baron  Byron,  of  Rochdale,  in 
the  county  of  Liincaiiter,  as  follows :— I  give  and 
devise  all  that  my  nwinor  or  lorduhip  of  Rochdale, 
in  the  said  county  of  Lancaster,  with  all  its  rights, 
royalties,  members,  and  appurtenances,  and  all  my 
lands,  tenements,  hereditaments,  and  premises  sit- 
uate, lying,  and  being  within  the  parish,  manor, 
or  lordship  of  Rochdale  aforesaid,  and  all  other  my 
estates,  lands,  hereditaments,  and  premises  whatso- 
ever and  wheresoever,  unto  my  friends  John  Cam 
Hobhouse,  late  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge, 
Esquire,  and  John  Hanson,  of  Chancery  Lane,  Lon- 
don, Esquire,  to  the  use  and  behoof  of  them,  their 
heirs  and  assigns,  upon  trust  that  they  the  said 
John  Cum  Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson,  and  the 
■urvivor  of  them,  and  the  heirs  and  assigns  of  such 
survivor,  do  and  shall,  as  soon  as  conveniently  may 
be  after  mv  decease,  sell  and  dispose  of  all  my  said 
manor  ana  estates  for  the  most  money  that  can  or 
may  be  had  or  gotten  for  the  same,  either  b^  private 
contract  or  public  sale  by  auction,  and  either  to- 
gether or  in  lots,  as  my  said  tinistees  shall  think 
f  roper  ;  and  for  the  facilitating  such  sale  and  sales, 
do  direct  that  the  receipt  and  receipts  of  my  said 
trustees,  and  the  survivor  of  them,  and  the  heirs 
and  assigns  of  such  survivor,  shall  be  a  good  and 
sufficient  discharge,  and  good  and  sufficient  dis- 
charges to  the  purchaser  or  purchasers  of  my  said 
estates,  or  any  part  or  parts  thereof,  for  so  much 
monev  as  in  such  receipt  or  receipts  shall  be  expressed 
or  acknowledged  to  be  received ;  and  that  such 
purchaser  or  purchasers,  his,  her,  or  their  heirs  and 
assigns,  shall  not  afterward  be  in  any  manner  an- 
swerable or  accountable  for  such  purchase-money, 
or  be  obliged  to  see  to  the  application  thereof;  and 
I  do  will  and  direct  that  my  said  trustees  shall  stand 
possessed  of  the  moneys  to  arise  by  the  sale  of  my 
said  estates  upon  such  trusts  and  for  such  intents 
and  purposes  as  I  have  hereinafter  directed  of  and 
concerning  the  same :  And  whereas  I  have  by  cer- 
tain deeds  of  conveyance  made  on  my  marriage 
with  my  present  wife  conveyed  all  my  manor  and 
•state  of  Newstead,  in  the  parishes  of  Ncwstead 
and  Linley,  in  the  county  of  Nottingham,  unto 
trustees,  upon  trust  to  sell  the  same,  and  apply  the 
sum  of  sixty  thousand  poimds,  part  of  the  money 
to  arise  by  such  sale,  upon  the  trusts  of  my  mar- 
riage settlement:  Now  I  do  hereby  give  and  be- 
queath all  the  remainder  of  the  purchase«money  to 
arise  by  sale  of  my  said  estate  &t  Newstead,  and 
all  the  whole  of  the  said  sixty  thousand  pounds,  or 
such  part  thereof  as  shall  not  become  vested  and 
payable  under  the  trusts  of  my  said  marriage  settle- 
ment, unto  the  said  John  Cam  Hobhouse  and  John 
Hanson,  their  executors,  administrators,  and  as- 
signs, upon  such  trusts  and  for  such  ends,  intents, 
and  purposes  as  hereinafter  directed  of  and  concern- 


ing the  residue  of  my  per 
bequeath  unto  the  said  J 
John  Hanson  the  sum  c 
each.  I  give  and  bequeath 
remainder  of  my  persona 
wheresover  unto  the  said 
John  Hanson,  their  execi 
assigns,  upon  trust  that  th 
the  survivor  of  them,  and 
istrators  of  such  Burvivor, 
sessed  of  all  such  rest 
personal  estate  and  the  ] 
my  real  estates  heieinbel 
sale  and  such  of  the  mon 
said  estate  at  Newstead  ai 
of,  after  payment  of  my  d 
given,  upon  the  trusts  and 
purposes  hereinafter  ment 
concerning  the  same,  ths 
that  they,  my  said  trust 
them,  and  the  executors  a 
survivor,  do  and  shall  lay  o 
the  public  stocks  or  fund: 
real  security  at  interest,  y 
time  to  change,  vary,  and 
and  from  time  to  time  dui 
Augusta  Mary  Leigh,  th 
Esquire,  pay,  receive,  aj 
interest,  aividcnda,  and 
when  and  as  the  same  shi 
able  into  the  proper  hai 
Mary  Leigh,  to  and  for  h 
and  benefit,  free  from  the 
ments  of  her  present  or  an 
84ch  person  or  persons  m 
from  time  to  time,  by  any 
notwithstanding  her  presi 
ture,  and  whether  covert  o 
and  from  and  immediatel; 
said  sister,  then  upon  trus 
tees,  and  the  survivor  oi 
administrators,  do  and  sha 
my  said  personal  estate  ai 
erty  hereinbefore  mention 
or  securities  wherein  or  up 
or  may  be  placed  out  or  ii 
all  and  every  the  child  i 
sister,  if  more  than  one,  i 
proportions,  and  to  becon 
to  be  paid  and  transferred 
and  in  such  manner,  anc 
ject  to  such  provisions, 
tions,  as  my  said  sister  at  i 
whether  covert  or  sole,  b; 
strument  or  instruments,  ii 
power  of  revocation,  to  be 
the  presence  of  two  or  m< 
by  her  last  will  and  tests 
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nritins  of  appointment  in  the  nature  of  a  will,  shall 
irect  or  appoint,  and  in  default  of  any  such  ap- 
tointment,  or  in  case  of  the  death  of  my  said  sister 
a  m J  lifetime,  then  upon  trust  that  they,  my  said 

rustees,  and  the  surnvor  of  them,  his  executors, 
.dministrators,  and  assigns,  do  and  shall  assign  and 

ransfier  all  the  trust,  property  and  funds  unto  amd 
ixaoixg  the  ohUdren  of  my  said  sister,  if  more  than 
ine»  equally  to  be  dirided  between  them,  share  and 
ibare  alike,  and  it  only  one  such  child,  then  to  such 
>xi1t  child  the  share  and  shares  of  such  of  them  as 
thall  be  a  son  or  sons,  to  be  paid  and  transferred 
into  Mm  and  them  when  snd  as  he  or  they  shall  re- 
ipectively  attain  his  or  their  age  or  ases  of  twenty- 
l^ne  years ;  and  the  share  and  shares  of  such  of  them 
u  shall  be  a  daughter  or  daughters,  to  be  paid  and 
transferred  unto  her  or  them  when  and  as  she  or 
^hey  shall  respeotiTely  attain  his  or  their  age  or 
ages  of  twenty-one  years,  or  be  maxried,  which  shall 
first  happen,  and  in  case  any  of  such  children  shall 
happen  to  die,  being  a  son  or  sons,  before  he  or 
they  shall  attain  the  age  of  twenty-one  years,  or 
being  a  daughter  or  daughters,  before  she  or  uiey 
shall  attain  the  said  s«re  of  twenty-one,  or  be  mar- 
iried ;  then  it  is  my  wul  and  I  do  direct  that  the 
;  share  and  shares  of  such  of  the  said  children  as 
ishall  so  die  shall  go  to  the  surriyor  Or  surriTors  of 
tisach  children,  with  the  benefit  of  further  accruer  in 
I  case  of  the  death  of  any  such  surnving  children 
r  before  their  shares  shall  become  Tested.  And  I  do 
^direct  that  mj  said  trustees  shall  pay  and  apply  the 
t  interest  and  oiTidends  of  each  of  the  said  chudren's 
I  shares  in  the  said  trust  funds  for  his,  her,  or  their 
,  maintenance  and  education  during  their  minorities, 
,  notwithstanding  their  shares  may  not  become  Tested 
,  interests,  but  uiat  such  interest  and  diTidends  as 
^  shall  not  hsTO  been  so  applied  shall  accumulate, 

and  follow,  and  go  OTer  with  the  j^rincipal.  ^  And  I 

do  nominate,  constitute,  and  appomt  the  said  John 

Cam  Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson  executors  of  this 
,  my  will.    And  I  do  will  and  direct  that  my  said 

trustees  shall  not  be  answerable  the  one  of  them  for 
,  the  other  of  them,  or  for  the  acts,  deeds,  receipts, 

or  defaults  of  the  other  of  them,  but  each  of  them 
'  for  his  own  acts,  deeds,  receipts,  and  wilfUl  defaults 
f  only,  and  that  they  my  said  trustees  shall  be  entitled 
'  to  retain  and  deduct  out  of  the  moneys  which  shall 
'  come  to  their  hands  under  the  trusts  aforesaid  all 
'  such  costs,  chsrges,  damages,  and  expenses  which 
'  they  or  anr  of  them  shall  bear,  pay,  sustain,  or  be 

put  unto,  m  the  execution  and  performance  of  the 
'  trusts  herein  reposed  in  them.  I  make  the  aboTe 
'  proTision  for  mv  sister  and  her  children,  in  eonse- 

auence  of  mT  aear  wife  Lady  Bjton  and  any  chil- 
I  oren  I  may  naTO,  being  otherwise  amply  proTided 
'  for ;  and,  lastly,  I  do  rcToke  all  former  wills  by  me 
I  at  any  time  heretofore  made,  and  do  declare  this 
I  only  to  be  my  last  will  and  testament  In  witness 
I  whereof,  I  haTe  to  this  my  last  will,  contained  in 
three  sheets  of  paper,  set  my  hand  to  the  first  two 


sheets  thereof,  and  to  this  third  and  last  sheet  my 
hand  and  seal  this  29th  day  of  July,  in  the  year  of 
our  Lord  1816.  BYRON,  [L.  8-1 

Signed,  sealed,  published,  and  declared  by  the 
saioLord  Byron,  tne  testator,  as  and  for  his  last 
will  and  testament,  in  the  presence  of  us,  who,  at 
his  request,  in  his  presence,  and  in  the  presence  of 
each  other,  haTO  hereto  subscribed  our  names  as 
witnesses.  Thomas  Jonbb  Mawsb, 

Bdmund  Gbipfin, 

F&BDBIUCX  JBBTI8, 

Clerks  to  Mr.  Hanson,  Chancey  Lane. 

CODICIL.— This  is  a  Codicil  to  the  last  will  and 
testament  of  me,  the  Ri^ht  Honorable  George 
Gordon,  Lord  Byron.  I  giTe  and  bequeath  unto 
Allegra  Biron,  an  infant  of  about  twenty  months 
old,  by  me  brought  up,  and  now  residing  at  Venice, 
the  sum  of  fiTO  thousand  pounds,  which  I  direct 
the  executors  of  my  said  will  to  pay  to  her  on  her 
attaining  the  a^  of  twentr-one  years,  or  on  the 
day  of  her  mamase,  on  conoition  that  she  does  not 
marrr  with  a  natiTe  of  Great  Britain,  which  shall 
first  happen.  And  I  direct  my  said  executors,  as 
soon  as  couTeniently  may  be  after  my  decease,  to 
iuTest  the  said  sum  of  fiTe  thousand  pounds  upon 
goTemment  or  real  security,  and  to  pay  and  apply 
the  annuel  income  thereof  in  or  towards  the  main- 
tenance and  education  of  the  said  Allegra  Biron, 
until  she  attains  her  said  age  of  twenty-one  years, 
or  shall  be. married  as  aforesaid;  but  in  case  she 
shall  die  before  attaining  the  said  age  and  without 
haTing  been  married,  then  I  direct  the  said  sum  ^f 
fiTe  thousand  pounds  to  become  part  of  the  residue 
of  my  p^sonal  estate,  and  in  sll  other  respects  I 
do  confirm  my  said  will,  and  declare  this  to  be  a 
codidl  thereto.  In  wi||e8s  whereof,  I  hsTe  here- 
unto set  my  hand  and  Al,  at  Venice,  this  17th  day 
of  NoTemlier,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1818. 

BYRON,  [L.  S.] 

Signed,  sealed,  published,  and  declared  b^  the 
said  Lord  Byron,  as  and  for  a  codicil  to  his  will,  in 
the  presence  of  us,  who,  in  his  presence,  at  his  re- 
quest, and  in  the  presence  of  eacn  other,  haTe  sub- 
scribed our  names  as  witnesses. 

Newton  Hanson, 
William  Flbtchsr. 

ProTed  at  London,  fwith  a  codicil,)  6th  of  July, 
1824,  before  the  Worsaiprul  Stephen  Lushington, 
Doctor  of  Laws,  and  surrogate,  by  the  oaths  of 
John  Cam  Hobhouse  and  Jonn  Hanson,  Esquires, 
the  executors  to  whom  administration  wss  granted* 
haTing  been  first  sworn  duly  to  administer. 

Nathaniel  GniBXiNS, 
Geobob  Gennbb, 
Chablbs  Dtnblbt, 

Deputy  Registnun. 


f 


